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Parts 1–3 Summary

KnM Blade: Gateway has been specially designed as a new-reader entry point into the KnM Blade saga.

While this story follows the events of Parts 1–3 chronologically, this edition contains a complete summary of the earlier novels so that readers can comfortably begin their journey here.

Following the summary section, the full story of the original KnM Blade Part 4 begins unchanged.

Whether you are returning to the universe or discovering it for the first time:

Welcome to KnM Blade.

KnM Blade: Part 1

Set in the early thirty-first century, KnM Blade Part 1 follows Kixi Rajki, a famous professional race driver living within the authoritarian United Systems of Sol, a vast human civilisation ruled by President Atul Drex and enforced through the immense military and corporate power of Skycom Corporation. Beneath the glamour of her public life, Kixi secretly serves the Arjian Resistance under the alias Kay Blade, fighting against a brutal totalitarian regime responsible for oppression, disappearances, and political purges across human space. Alongside her girlfriend and partner Mako Jhasmin Zaneca, a gifted hacker and slicer, Kixi becomes increasingly involved in dangerous covert operations designed to weaken Skycom and expose the truth behind its growing power.

The story begins with Kixi and Mako preparing for “Project X,” a high-risk infiltration mission into a heavily guarded Skycom facility in the sprawling megacity of Celestia City on Earth. Their objective is to uncover classified information regarding a mysterious secret project believed to hold enormous strategic importance. Although Mako is highly skilled with technology, this is her first real field mission, and Kixi struggles internally with the fear of losing the person she loves most. Their relationship forms the emotional core of the story, with both women deeply devoted to one another despite the violence and uncertainty surrounding their lives.

As the mission unfolds, the pair navigate the dangerous underworld of resistance activity, evading Skycom forces while uncovering disturbing information tied to secret experiments, military projects, and expanding government corruption. They soon attract the attention of Cerberus, the ruthless and feared head of SkySec security, whose obsession with destroying Kay Blade turns their conflict deeply personal. Cerberus becomes one of the central antagonists of the story, embodying the cruelty and sadism of the regime itself.

During this period, Kixi also begins discovering strange abilities within herself linked to genetic enhancement and telepathic potential. Under moments of extreme emotion and rage, she unintentionally manifests telekinetic powers, hinting at a far greater destiny awaiting her. These abilities gradually connect her to the mysterious Züncålazin Order, an elite group of powerful warriors operating beyond the direct control of the United Systems of Sol. Their existence expands the story beyond simple rebellion and into something much larger involving alien races, ancient traditions, and the future evolution of humanity.

Meanwhile, the political and military tensions throughout the Sol System intensify. Resistance cells continue fighting a losing war against Skycom’s overwhelming power while covert agents attempt to gather intelligence at enormous personal cost. The brutality of the regime is shown repeatedly through assassinations, torture, betrayal, and ruthless suppression of dissent. At the same time, Kixi’s growing reputation as Kay Blade begins transforming her into a symbol of hope among resistance supporters and ordinary citizens alike.

One of the story’s major turning points occurs through the introduction of Paige Langley, the youngest daughter of Cerberus. Despite being raised within the heart of Skycom’s inner elite, Paige secretly idolises Kay Blade and despises the tyranny represented by her own family. Drawn toward Kixi both ideologically and emotionally, Paige defects from Skycom and joins the Arjian Resistance. Her decision permanently destroys her relationship with her mother and places her on a violent collision course with her former life.

Paige’s defection creates major complications within the central relationships of the story. Although Kixi remains devoted to Mako, Paige develops powerful feelings for her, resulting in emotional tension, jealousy, and conflict between all three women. Mako deeply distrusts Paige due to her origins and increasingly obvious attraction to Kixi, while Kixi herself struggles between loyalty, guilt, affection, and responsibility. These complicated emotions become intertwined with the larger political struggle unfolding around them.

The conflict eventually escalates into a direct confrontation with Cerberus herself. Paige assists Kixi in infiltrating her mother’s heavily protected residence, leading to a brutal and emotionally charged climax in which Paige ultimately turns against Cerberus completely. The assassination of Cerberus symbolises not only Paige’s permanent break from her past, but also the Resistance striking one of its greatest victories against Skycom authority. However, the act leaves psychological scars on everyone involved and further blurs the line between justice, vengeance, and cruelty.

At the same time, Kixi’s public life as an elite racer continues intersecting with her secret identity as Kay Blade. Rivalries within the racing world, political manipulation, and public events become increasingly connected to the underground war between the Resistance and the government. During these events, Kixi encounters Kashia ke Hanadi, a formidable Sajnen warrior linked to the Züncålazin Order. Their encounters expose Kixi to larger galactic realities beyond Earth and reveal that humanity’s future may depend on alliances with alien civilisations rather than continued isolation and authoritarian control.

The later portions of the story shift toward the formation of something greater than the Arjian Resistance alone. Jarvis, the leader of Arjian, recognises that isolated resistance cells cannot defeat the United Systems of Sol through conventional means. Kixi is therefore tasked with pursuing diplomatic alliances with the Sajnen Confederate, the Züncålazin Order, and other alien powers hostile to the current Terran government. Through these developments, Kay Blade evolves from a resistance operative into the foundation of a future interstellar movement that may one day overthrow the dictatorship entirely.

By the end of the novel, the relationships between Kixi, Mako, and Paige remain emotionally unresolved but deeply intertwined. Mako continues standing beside Kixi as her closest companion and soulmate, while Paige begins training under Kixi’s guidance and adopts the alias Asuka Blade as part of the expanding KnM Blade team. At the same time, the larger war against the United Systems of Sol continues escalating, with Kixi slowly embracing her growing powers, her leadership role, and the immense burden of becoming the figure capable of changing humanity’s destiny.

KnM Blade: Part 2
In the year 3016, the Sol System remains divided between the authoritarian power of the Skycom Corporation and the underground Arjian Resistance. At the centre of the conflict stands Kay Blade, the feared and legendary resistance operative better known as Kixi Rajki. Alongside her closest allies, including her partner Mako, the brilliant hacker eM Blade, the ace pilot Ālrai, and the battle-hardened Icarus, Kixi becomes involved in one of the most dangerous missions ever attempted against Skycom.

Intelligence gathered from previous resistance operations reveals the existence of a terrifying secret project hidden deep within Skycom’s heavily fortified Citadel on Mars. The project, known internally as the Time Displacement Project and referred to by the Resistance as Project X, appears capable of altering time itself and potentially erasing enemies from existence. Fearing that Skycom intends to use the weapon to cement permanent control over humanity, the Resistance launches an ambitious infiltration mission to uncover the truth.

The operation begins from a hidden Arjian base in Antarctica where resistance leaders brief the infiltration team on the Citadel’s immense security systems and defensive shield network. Kixi is appointed second in command beneath Icarus as the team prepares for a dangerous journey across the Sol System aboard a Maelstrom-class cruiser. The mission carries enormous personal stakes for Kixi and Mako, whose relationship deepens under the constant pressure of war and the knowledge that either of them could die at any moment.

While the Resistance prepares for the assault, SkySec’s ruthless new director of security Kristy Langley, the eldest daughter of the infamous Cerberus, learns of the operation. Determined to avenge her mother’s death at the hands of Kixi and Paige Langley, Kristy prepares an elaborate trap designed not only to stop the infiltration but also to capture and torture Kixi for information regarding Paige’s whereabouts.

Complicating matters further is the involvement of Kes En’jusek, a deadly assassin employed by SkySec whose obsession with killing borders on madness. Kes develops a dangerous fascination with Kixi and sees the mission as an opportunity to finally confront her equal. Unknown to Kes, Kristy no longer trusts the assassin and secretly hires another mercenary, Alice Salin, to eliminate Kes once her usefulness has ended. As multiple hidden agendas unfold simultaneously, both the Resistance and Skycom unknowingly move toward a catastrophic collision on Mars.

Using deception and a decoy ship to confuse Skycom intelligence, Kixi’s team successfully reaches Mars and lands near the Citadel shield generator without immediate detection. The infiltration quickly descends into chaos as the group navigates hostile terrain, advanced security systems, and the overwhelming military presence protecting the Citadel.

The mission reveals increasingly disturbing information about Skycom’s experiments, including evidence that the Time Displacement Project is not simply a weapon but an enormous portal capable of opening pathways through time itself. The Resistance uncovers horrifying details suggesting Skycom intends to manipulate history, alter timelines, and secure eternal dominance over humanity.

Within the Citadel, Kixi and her companions face brutal combat against Skysec forces while simultaneously struggling with distrust, emotional trauma, and exhaustion. Mako in particular is forced to confront her fears and insecurities as the reality of combat threatens to overwhelm her. Meanwhile, Kristy manipulates events from afar, intending to sacrifice even her own operatives if it ensures the destruction of the Resistance.

Kes eventually confronts Kixi directly, resulting in violent encounters that highlight the similarities between the two women. Both are elite fighters shaped by violence and war, yet while Kixi fights to protect others, Kes has surrendered entirely to bloodlust and nihilism.

As the Resistance penetrates deeper into the Citadel’s secrets, they discover the existence of hidden facilities connected to the Time Portal project, including the remote world of Sedna where the completed portal is being prepared for activation. The revelations force the team to expand their mission beyond simple sabotage. They now understand that if the portal becomes operational, Skycom can reshape reality itself.

During these events, betrayals and shifting loyalties constantly threaten to destroy the Resistance from within. Certain individuals pursue personal revenge while others seek survival at any cost.

Eventually the conflict escalates into a desperate race toward Sedna, where Skycom intends to activate the completed Time Portal. The Resistance launches a final assault while Kristy attempts to secure absolute victory by eliminating Kixi, Paige, and every remaining threat to Skycom authority.

The battles at Sedna become some of the most devastating confrontations in the entire war, involving massive space engagements, brutal hand-to-hand combat, and sacrifices from both sides. The portal itself becomes unstable during the fighting, creating dangerous temporal distortions and threatening catastrophic consequences for the entire Sol System.

Amid the chaos, Kixi and her allies enter the Time Portal and are thrown into the distant past of the early twenty-first century. Stranded in an unfamiliar era long before interstellar civilisation, the group struggles to adapt to primitive technology and a completely different society. While attempting to survive in the past, they search desperately for a way to return home while also avoiding actions that could damage the timeline.

The experience forces the characters to reflect upon the origins of humanity, the nature of destiny, and the consequences of altering history. Kixi in particular becomes increasingly aware that the fight against Skycom extends beyond a single war and into the broader survival of civilisation itself.

The journey through time transforms many of the characters emotionally and psychologically. Relationships deepen, especially between Kixi and Mako, whose devotion to one another endures despite unimaginable hardship. Paige Langley’s legacy also looms heavily throughout the story, symbolising both betrayal and hope against tyranny.

The Resistance ultimately manages to return to their own time, but not without permanent scars and losses that change them forever.

The story concludes with a final confrontation surrounding the unstable Time Portal and Skycom’s ambitions for domination. Kixi and her companions succeed in preventing complete disaster, but victory comes at enormous cost. The conflict leaves the future uncertain, with the war between the Resistance and Skycom far from over.

Nevertheless, the events surrounding the Citadel, Sedna, and the Time Portal transform Kixi Rajki from merely a resistance operative into a legendary figure whose actions shape the fate of humanity itself. Throughout the story, themes of loyalty, sacrifice, love, revenge, corruption, and the abuse of technological power remain central, creating a sprawling science-fiction saga defined as much by its emotional relationships as by its battles across space and time.

KnM Blade: Part 3

Set in the thirty-first century, KnM Blade: Part 3 follows the escalating conflict between the oppressive forces of the Drex Dynasty and Skycom Corporation, and the growing resistance movement led by the legendary revolutionary Kixi Rajki, better known by many as Kay Blade. Across the Sol System and beyond, humanity has spread across planets, moons, underwater cities, and massive domed metropolises, but beneath the technological grandeur lies political corruption, militarism, and ruthless corporate ambition.

The story begins with Skycom CEO Gabriel Skyhawk, President Atul Drex, and SkySec’s newly appointed Director of Security, Kristy Langley, travelling in secret to the underwater city of Hydcada beneath the frozen moon Enceladus. Kristy is still mourning the death of her mother Cerberus, the former security director who was killed during earlier conflicts involving the Resistance. Deep beneath the ice, Gabriel and Atul reveal to Kristy the existence of Einstein–Rosen Bridge Gemini, a highly classified project designed to create a stable artificial wormhole between distant star systems. The project promises unmatched military and economic power for Skycom and the Drex Dynasty, but at a horrific cost: the collapse of stars and the deaths of millions living on surrounding worlds. Kristy learns that the Resistance has already uncovered details about the project through spies and covert operations, creating fear within Skycom that their plans may soon face serious opposition.

At the same time, Kixi Rajki attempts to balance her dangerous life as the Resistance leader Kay Blade with her public identity as the galaxy’s most celebrated F-Zero racing champion. Alongside her fiancée Mako Jhasmin, Kixi briefly escapes the pressures of war during a visit to the lunar city of Lüna Wan. Their relationship becomes one of the emotional centres of the story, grounding Kixi amidst the chaos surrounding her. Despite the moments of peace and intimacy they share, Kixi understands that her life as a famous racer can no longer coexist with her growing responsibilities within the Resistance. She prepares to retire from professional racing in order to fully dedicate herself to fighting Skycom and the Drex Dynasty.

Throughout the novel, the Resistance works tirelessly to expose Skycom’s crimes while also attempting to unite fractured groups and alien powers against the expanding authoritarian regime. Kixi’s younger apprentice Paige Langley, secretly living under the alias Asuka Blade, becomes increasingly important within Resistance operations. Paige struggles with the weight of her fractured family history, especially after being blamed for Cerberus’s death by her sister Kristy. Forced to hide her true identity while carrying out dangerous covert missions, Paige grows from an impulsive young fighter into a far more disciplined and capable operative.

As the story progresses, major racing events across Mystika City and other worlds intertwine with espionage, sabotage, assassination attempts, and political conspiracies. Public sporting spectacles become battlegrounds for hidden agendas as both the Resistance and Skycom exploit the attention surrounding the races. Kixi remains an icon to the public, admired not only for her racing ability but also for her charisma and compassion, yet secretly she coordinates Resistance activities behind the scenes. Her fame allows her to move through elite circles while quietly undermining the very system that celebrates her.

Skycom and the Drex Dynasty respond to Resistance attacks with increasingly brutal tactics. Gabriel Skyhawk and Atul Drex become more openly imperialistic, convinced that only overwhelming force can secure humanity’s future. They justify atrocities in the name of stability and expansion, seeing alien races, political opponents, and even ordinary civilians as expendable obstacles. Their obsession with completing the wormhole project intensifies as they believe it will give them permanent strategic dominance across known space. Meanwhile, Kristy Langley gradually begins to question the morality of the regime she serves. Although loyal to Skycom and still consumed by grief and anger over her mother’s death, she increasingly witnesses the cruelty and manipulation of those above her.

Several interludes throughout the story expand on the histories and motivations of important characters. Cerberus’s past reveals how deeply she had been manipulated by Skycom and how her brutal reputation was shaped by years of service to an increasingly corrupt system. Other chapters explore the origins of political radicalisation within the Drex Dynasty and the growing authoritarian ideology driving humanity toward imperial conquest. These sections deepen the moral complexity of the conflict, showing that many characters are trapped by loyalty, fear, ambition, or grief.

The latter half of the novel becomes increasingly personal and emotionally charged. Relationships are tested by betrayal, trauma, and conflicting loyalties. Kixi faces the burden of leadership as Resistance casualties mount and the scale of Skycom’s plans becomes clearer. Paige continues to mature under Kixi’s guidance, eventually proving herself as a gifted pilot and committed revolutionary in her own right. Mako remains one of Kixi’s strongest emotional supports, though she also fears the toll the endless conflict is taking on the woman she loves.

The “Imogen” and “Fatal Attraction” sections of the novel focus heavily on psychological tension, manipulation, and emotional vulnerability. Characters become entangled in dangerous personal relationships while hidden agendas threaten to destroy trust within the Resistance itself. Obsession, jealousy, and emotional instability create new dangers separate from the military conflict, forcing Kixi and her allies to confront threats from both within and outside their movement.

By the final stages of the story, the Resistance understands that stopping Einstein–Rosen Bridge Gemini is critical not only for their survival, but for the future balance of power throughout the galaxy. Kixi and her allies begin preparing for much larger conflicts beyond the Sol System, including diplomatic missions and outbound expeditions aimed at building alliances with alien civilisations and rival powers threatened by Skycom’s ambitions. The struggle evolves from a regional rebellion into the early stages of a far greater interstellar conflict.

Ultimately, KnM Blade: Part 3 is both a sweeping science-fiction epic and a deeply personal story about identity, sacrifice, loyalty, and resistance against tyranny. Beneath the futuristic technology, alien worlds, and political conspiracies lies the emotional journey of individuals trying to hold onto humanity and love while living in a galaxy steadily descending toward war.
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​1. The Beginning of Halcyon’s End

[image: ]


Alpha Centauri system, CE 3017-02-25.

Hedstaden Sajna.

The name evoked the same image in the mind of nearly every civilised being of Milek-Xiz’shaidinen Sajna; or in the more common tongue, the Sajnen Confederate. Hedstaden Sajna: Bright Centre of the Sajnen Confederate, cynosure of all inhabited worlds of the confederacy, situated on the planet of Terra Prime, it was the crown jewel of the Alpha Centauri systems.

Hedstaden Sajna, seat of government for the worlds of the Sajnen Confederate.

Hedstaden Sajna, humanity’s largest expansion outside the Sol System.

Hedstaden Sajna.

Seeing the city from orbit was the only way to fully appreciate the enormity of the construction. It covered one third of Terra Prime’s surface, some of the planet’s oceans and seas having been drained or rerouted through huge subterranean caverns— was covered with a multitiered metropolis composed of skyscrapers, ziggurats, palazzi, domes, and minarets. By day the many crosshatched levels of hovercar traffic and the thousands of spaceships that entered and left its atmosphere almost blotted out views of the endless cityscape, but at night Hedstaden Sajna revealed its full splendour, outshining at close range even the view of the Milky Way Galaxy. The planet radiated so much heat energy that, were it not for thousands of strategically placed CO2 reactive dampers in the upper atmosphere, it would long ago have been transformed into a lifeless rock by a rampant atmospheric degeneration.

An endless ring of titanic skyscrapers girded around Terra Prime’s equator, some of them tall enough to pierce the upper fringes of atmosphere.

The coastal equatorial district of South Kimidus was just one of many heavily populated districts of Hedstaden Sajna; where Mako, Paige and I had arrived a month earlier and taken residence. Here the night sky above was a dark cowl of heavy cloud, dense with unspent rain, looming over myriad steel and glass skyscrapers that reached toward it like the fingers of some giant machine.

Due to the peculiarities of the microclimate of South Kimidus district, it rained here often, but tonight the weather modification technology kept the downpour in check. Traffic ran on multiple levels through the inner sections of South Kimidus district— no differently than with the rest of the city, with steel arches placed over each road at regular intervals both to hold up the infrastructure and to remind distracted drivers of the lane parameters. Green and red shimmering holographic signals pointed out on-ramps and off-ramps to the motorists. Packed in atop one another, the citizens ebbed and flowed through the avenues of the downtown core in pulses, mimicking the patterns of electrons through some vast circuit diagram. From high above, it was impossible to discern individual figures on the walkways or in the vehicles. There was only the flow of light and colour, the constant motion. The city as machine, endlessly running.

The sky, though, was full. Some things in it were simply for civic beautification, like the holograms of shimmering, glittering spheres that suggested Hedstaden Sajna was a place of glamour and joy. But most of the skyline was dedicated to commerce. Advertising was everywhere, on the sides of buildings and floating free in the air. Holograms, many of them towering higher than the city’s forest of skyscrapers, hawked everything imaginable, everywhere the eye could see, in every colour of the spectrum; holograms that appeared to be solid proliferated as well. The audio for the ads was easily accessed on a variety of comms device apps or cyber augmented hearing channels within the ear, for those who were interested.

One floating billboard crossed the sky, while a female announcer on the audio declared, “Introducing Memworks from Vanguard Technologies, the best available artificially created memory enhancement...”

The hologram competed for airspace and attention with many others. One simply advertised something called ‘Locus Slocus.’ Another promoted ‘Virtulearn’ from Gencore Corporation. In another a male announcer promised, “Cubotic’s training protocol is the fastest and most efficient way to develop the abilities you’ve always wanted.” A fifth holographic billboard showed a man with a techno enhanced hand. A male voice enthused, “Stronger than ever. Experience your power with EnhancedGrip.”

Gencore Corporation, arguably the largest corporation in the Alpha Centauri system, probably didn’t need to advertise itself. Then again, perhaps its prominence was due in part to its relentless self promotion. It had yet another hologram commercial winding through Hedstaden Sajna airspace: “Protect your life essence, with ‘Virtulock’ technology. Gencore guarantees personal safety and integrity against outside threats.” With so many readily available bodily implants, this was a danger facing most ordinary consumers.

More ads, some aggressive like the fifteen metre geisha advertising a nightclub, some subtler, like the zeppelin sized solid looking hologram koi that swam between buildings, all clamoured for attention in a variety of languages— Solan, Zorugo, Züncålidiom, Latinova and more— as tuners in hovercars and radios and implants changed channels.

The Joint Sajnen-Züncålazin Headquarters was one of the district’s biggest towers, a jagged shard of reflective emerald and spun lattice lunar steel that reached a dizzying one hundred floors high. Travelling alone, I arrived there a little later than expected because of gross indecision on my part concerning clothes.

I’d finally shrugged something on— a hideous matching of patterns and colours, as it turned out, but I had dressed in the dark. I had a haunted look on my face so people on the hover-bus shied away from me. I would have taken our rented hovercar, or had either Mako or Paige give me a lift here, doubtlessly salvaged some of the time I’d lost dressing, but even as messed up as I was, as unfamiliar newcomers neither I nor them had any place piloting anything through South Kimidus district when the traffic was heavy.

The edges of my non matching long matte black coat flapped against my legs in the wind as I walked over to the HQ entrance— once inside, I made my way to the lift lobby; the floor was lit from beneath, a pattern of white rectangles outlined in black.

Once I arrived on level seventy-two, R3-9, a personal droid belonging to Klorel ke Soul made no attempt to stop me in the antechamber to the latter’s office. I shot in past him, then snapped to attention and gave Klorel as crisp a salute as I could manage. “I’m here at your request, sir.”

Standing at his desk, with a big window framing a view of the city behind him, Klorel looked every bit the recruiting hologram image of a Züncålazin. Steel spined straight, wasp waisted, with his light brown hair cut short and just beginning to show some white at the temples, he returned my salute sharply. “At ease Kixi.” Sympathy softened his blue eyes. “I take that you and your two companions have had enough time to grow accustomed to Sajnen city life?”

I looked him in the eye and smiled. “Was a bit overwhelming at first, but Hedstaden Sajna isn’t really all that different to Celestia City, nor is it distinct from most of the other big cities within the Sol System,” I said. “It didn’t take us long to get accustomed.”

“Good. I’m glad to hear that.” Klorel smiled back.

“I gather that’s not the reason why you summoned me here on such short notice,” I smiled thinly and shrugged. “R3-9 didn’t give me much detail.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t give him much. Figure it best we discuss this in person.”

“Why have you summoned only me?”

Klorel shook his head and pointed me to a chair in front of his desk. “At this stage we only need to discuss this matter with you.” He glanced back at the doorway. “My wife will join us.”

I turned back and saw Kashia ke Hanadi enter the office. Though a woman a few years older than me, her freckled features gave her the appearance of someone considerably younger; her black hair was in a long braid drawn over her shoulder, and her eyes were blue, like mine, but darker, which did not make them lack for intensity. She waited for both of us to salute, which we did, and she returned it sharply.

He waited for Kashia to take the other chair and sit before he sat himself. “We’ll get straight to it then.” Klorel cleared his throat before continuing. “Our team of experts have fully analysed the data you gave us regarding Skycom’s Einstein–Rosen Bridge Gemini project which we’ve nicknamed ‘The Supergates’. In addition we’ve also managed to send several long distance reconnaissance probes to both locations to confirm our findings thus learning a great deal about the project.”

“Do we know how close the Supergates are to being fully operational,” I said, as I sat.

Klorel sat straighter in the chair. “A matter of weeks, if that.”

Kashia frowned. “But I’m afraid there’s more bad news. It has recently come to light that authorities from the Drex-Skycom regime have become aware of my espionage activities whilst I was on my most recent assignment in USS territory, as well as my involvement with aiding the Arjian Resistance and the subsequent theft of intel for your boss Jarvis.” She eyed her husband warily, then turned back to the me. “All of which is true, of course.”

Kashia’s admission caught my interest. I stared at her with an upraised eyebrow. “Shouldn’t this only be a problem if they know you were officially sent to the Sol System by either the Züncålazin Order or the Sajnen government?”

“Normally that would be the case, however they’re aware of my deception.”

Slowly I turned my eyes upon Klorel. The Züncålazin’s voice was flat as he said, “The deception Kashia speaks of has to do with the late Züncålazin Kallista ke Masana whom you and your fiancée Mako were briefly acquainted with. Although Kallista assisted you on Zerentia 3, she was in actual fact there for other reasons.”

I rubbed my chin. “Yes I had gathered that much after she helped us but never asked— not that she would have told me.”

Klorel smiled faintly. “She was there trying to gather intel for the Za’ha’meon regarding a potential threat from Drex’s forces on one of their colonies. As a consequence she hired a bounty hunter who went by the name of Bronson Mace to infiltrate a USS base in an attempt to obtain this intel. However Bronson never went through with it, rather she sold Kallista out.”

I looked and sounded confused. “But Kallista was killed by Bladestrider Juhani?”

“What I meant to say,” said Klorel, “Was that the Drex-Skycom regime were already aware of Kallista’s presence in the Sol System, demanding an immediate explanation from us. We told them that she had been banished from our ranks and that she wasn’t acting on our orders. However we were betrayed by Bronson who revealed Kallista’s true intentions to them. So as a consequence, when they later questioned me about Kashia—”

“— Let me guess,” I cut in. “You tried spinning a similar story but after the way things went down with Kallista they didn’t buy it. Right?”

Kashia’s eyebrow climbed her forehead. “Indeed.”

“As far as the USS’s Drex-Skycom regime is concerned,” Klorel further pointed out, “the Sajnen Confederate is a province of theirs. But on the contrary, despite President Atul’s claims that he and his Skycom counterparts have a tight stronghold here, in truth, as long as the Sajnen Government pays them their tributes, then their presence here has remained an actual fact low— almost non existent. However in light of this revelation we speculate that the probability of that changing is extremely high.” Kashia maintained her cool, but I could see concern in Klorel’s eyes.

I adopted a questioning look. “Do you think they’ll mobilise their fleets to attack us?”

Klorel shook his head in a grave manner. “No. We are certain of it.”

“However Drex’s forces are scattered throughout a number of star systems, and those of Skycom have been left mostly to defend the Sol System,” Kashia pointed out. “An invasion won’t be likely until the completion of the Supergates.”

“In essence this will be a battle fought on two fronts, the first if we act quickly will hopefully not come to fruition.” Klorel leaned forward and plugged a cable from the comm pad he carried into the holoprojector pad on the corner of his desk. The images of two planets from two different but very similar star systems flickered into being above the holoprojector pad. The orange-green world of Brion and the mineral rich asteroid of FOR-R45F1V hung in the holographic display, as did their respective suns which shone like two little fuzzy fireballs. “As you already know, with the aid of engineers and scientists from Skycom, the Drex military is planning on entangling both stars, collapsing them into blackholes and creating stable and navigable wormholes or Supergates.” Klorel hit a key on his comm pad and the image shifted to demonstrate what both suns would look like after having been collapsed. “With the majority of the Drex forces centred in other star systems because of their Initiative for Human Expansion program, if we can prevent them from creating the Supergates, they will not be able to send mass fleets back to the Alpha Centauri system to attack us.”

Kashia momentarily studied the images of the collapsed suns, then glanced at me. “Needless to say we’ll be saving countless lives by preventing the collapse of both stars.”

Klorel continued: “This effectively will buy us enough time for you to rally the entire Sajnen Confederate, plus go to Arkhass in the Wolf 359 system and convince the Za’ha’meon to ally with us. Then once we have a fleet strong enough as well as an army, without their Supergates they will not be able to send any reinforcements back to the Sol System to defend against a mass assault. The majority of the USS will be defended only by Skycom.” He let out a breath. “With only them and a small handful of Drex Dynasty ships present, we should have a fighting chance.”

I regarded Klorel with scepticism. “I understand that human Züncålazin have assisted the Za’ha’meon on numerous occasions, but how can you be certain that they will want to ally with us for such a large scale operation as well as long term alliance? After all, just like the Drex Dynasty who launched their unethical Initiative for Human Expansion, we are also human.”

Klorel leaned forward and rested his elbows on his desk. “Because until now the Za’ha’meon have been able to fend off all Drex-Skycom advancements— but only just. They don’t view all humans as hostile— well at least not those from the Sajnen Confederate, but that’s as long as we can maintain our distance from the Drex-Skycom controlled USS. You Kixi, will be representing the Züncålazin Order by the time that happens. They’ll talk with you and it will bolster our chances of success having them on our side.”

Kashia pressed her hands together. “Therefore our first course of action is to prevent the Supergates from being completed and therefore becoming operational. Once that mission is over, you will be given our full backing and support to form and lead the alliance we need to take the Sol System from the Drex-Skycom regime. However it’s imperative that we accelerate our plans to thwart Skycom Corporation’s Einstein–Rosen Bridge Gemini project and thereby move quickly to permanently neutralise that threat.” Pausing to draw a deep breath, Kashia shut down the holoprojector, the floating images before us instantly vanishing. “Also,” she continued, “the majority of Skycom and Drex Dynasty building shipyards are centred in the Sol System. If we succeed in liberating the USS from their control, it will be a crippling blow for them. Then, with the Sol System under our control and the formation of a strong and stable alliance, we’ll be able to eventually slow down and halt the Drex Dynasty’s Initiative for Human Expansion program.”

I glanced around before saying. “So when do my team and I expect the full debrief so we can infiltrate and destroy—”

Klorel stopped me before I could say more, glancing first at Kashia and then back at me. “The reason why we invited you to come here alone is because there is something about that which we wish to discuss with you in person.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Which is exactly?”

Klorel sat back in his chair. “Kixi, you are scheduled to begin your Züncålazin training in a few days but this mission cannot be postponed. Now I know Mako is your fiancée and Paige a close friend, but how would you feel if you stayed here to begin your training while they go?”

I gave him as hard a stare as I could muster and ice crystallised in my guts. “You’re suggesting that my Mako Jhasmin go on a perilous mission without me?”

Kashia reached out and patted me on the knee. “According to Jarvis, Mako and Paige have the same training as you and have the skills to be able to carry it out. Also Mako did play an important part in your mission to destroy Skycom’s Time Displacement project. Needless to say, that you may rest assured as they wouldn’t be going in alone. They’ll be teaming up with a highly skilled and experienced team comprised of mostly other Züncålazin.”

I took deep breaths of my own, feeling a chill run down my spine, “I don’t expect any issues about this with Paige, but...”

Somehow I balled my hands into fists and fought to stop the tears threatening to leak from my eyes. The thought of letting Mako go on a dangerous mission without me scared me immensely, but I understood what had to be done. And then the tears came. I wanted to apologise, but the lump in my throat choked off my words. My mouth gaped open in a silent scream, then I hammered my right fist down against the arm of my chair and snapped my mouth shut. I sniffed, swiped at tears, then sat back upright.

“Please, forgive me,” I croaked. “I get what needs to be done, however in respects to my fiancée it is a lot to take in— it will be for her as it is for me now, but I will talk to her about it. I’m sure that in the end she’ll pull through.”

“First off, there’s nothing to forgive, Kixi.” Klorel gave me a brave smile. “It’s a big call but believe it or not, you’re taking this a lot better than I did the first time I had to do the same with Kashia. Either way it’s something we hope you’ll both be around to get used to. Just like was the case with Kashia and I.”

And with that I stood, smiled carefully as I saluted them both, and moved for the door, which sighed open. “We’ll be in touch.”
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​2. Love Makes the Heart Grow Fonder
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The following day...

After a somewhat long and unexpectedly tiresome afternoon, I ended up on the rooftop terrace of our apartment building. Perched more than a kilometre above the ground, I sat on a bench next to the two metre reinforced glass barrier on the roof’s edge watching the triple sunset as first, one, and then the other two of the Alpha Centauri’s triple suns sank slowly behind the many endless rows of gigantic skyscrapers. In the fading light the jungle of concrete and steel turned gold, russet, and flaming red-orange before advancing night put the bright colours to sleep for another day.

I was completely confident in my decision in accepting that I would not be participating in the upcoming mission to destroy Skycom’s Supergates, and allowing Paige and especially Mako to participate without me. That being said, it still hadn’t made it any easier for me when I finally told her, especially knowing that when we do say our final goodbyes, of all the things that could possibly go wrong, that it could be forever.

The thought brought forth a familiar lump inside my throat. The same lump that had lodged itself into place when she’d accompanied me on what was her first field mission, the same lump that I’d been forced to choke down after she’d been wounded and subsequently resulted in both of us being captured by Cerberus.

I was unsure of how long I had been standing on the rooftop after the sun had gone down, staring blankly at the rows of lit up skyscrapers and streams of fast moving air traffic, feeling oddly cold and hollow.

I’d been shattered when my mother had been killed in a hovercar accident and my father had disappeared. Losing someone so suddenly wraps you in a sort of black shock that takes years to shake off. It hadn’t been all that hard telling Paige, but with Mako, she was the love of my life, the woman that I’d be hoping to marry, someday. It was just as sudden a break, and the knowledge that she would be facing unprecedented perils and that I could lose her too, had somehow made this seem harder.

The hand that touched my shoulder was my anchor, and I gladly turned into Mako’s embrace. She too understood the grief of loss, with her father’s death occurring at a very young age for her. She didn’t ask what I’d been doing. She looked around at the magnificent view of the night city and silently sat down beside me, wrapping me in her arms.

She held me without saying a word, silently stroking my back, bending occasionally to plant a gentle kiss on my cheek, letting me know how much she loved me.

Eventually I pulled away and managed a smile to reassure her that I wasn’t rethinking my decision. She smiled back and reached for my hand.

“We’ve been through so much already and we will survive anything else that comes our way... together,” my heart was full as I stared into her eyes and smiled, reaching for her face as I let her fingers linger against my cheek.

Mako then reached out to place her warm hands on my tired shoulders, and her voice was sweet to my ears. “... and I don’t like the thought of you being so far away. I’ll survive this mission because I’ve grown used to falling asleep each night with you next to me, wrapped in my arms, and, it’s something I want forever,” she said, kneading and rolling my aching muscles in her slender fingers.

“And that is why I’m gonna marry you, so, we both need to be alive for that to happen.” There was a passion in my eyes that matched the intensity of my voice, Mako’s hands continued to work at the tight coils of tension between my neck and arms.

“Thus why we’re both gonna pull through,” Mako said letting go of my shoulders, bringing one of her hands to my face. She brushed her thumb across my nose and laughed, and then clasped both hands around my chest as she leaned down and kissed the side of my neck. Her lips were soft and gentle on my skin, which responded to even her slightest touch as though she were a creature of pure electricity. I twisted and reached back, grabbed her around the waist, and pulled her over the back of the bench onto my lap. All my worries and concerns that I had fled from my face in that moment, and I felt a smile take hold of my features. Mako laughed again, and this time I was able to laugh with her. I pulled her to me and kissed her passionately. Kissing her was about more than satisfying a physical need or succumbing to an animal passion. Mako Jhasmin was the girl of my dreams and likewise I was her dream girl. Silently rejoicing in the warmth of her body against mine, the pliant softness of her lips, the vital warmth of her breath, I knew without a doubt that I was kissing her because I loved her.

I felt alive and full of raw energy. In the warmth of her embrace I wanted to stay here forever under the magnificent view of the vibrant sky of the night city. Finally, I decided it was time to go back to the apartment. Leaning into me again, she kissed me softly, her words full of determination. “Destiny’s way has chosen for us to be together. Always remember that Kixi.”

I stood and said, “That my deer love was made evident from the moment I set eyes on you.” As I pulled her toward the lifts that would take us back to our apartment, I added, winking at her over my shoulder, “And I strongly believe in that.”
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​3. Arriving at the Züncålazin Temple
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With Kashia in the co-pilot’s seat beside me, I flicked on the Gencore RPT-1 series freighter’s descent warning indicators, then angled the ship back into the atmosphere of Terra Prime. After what was only a brief departure from Hedstaden Sajna’s coastal equatorial district of South Kimidus, we were coming in on the night side of the planet toward the centre of the super megacity— its rotation had it facing away from Alpha Centauri A or Rigil Kentaurus, the star around which the planet orbited. However the centre of Hedstaden Sajna was by far more populated than the city’s coastal sections. As a consequence, this meant we had a fair amount of reflected light from the hundreds of tall skyscrapers, floating billboards, giant holograms and sky traffic by which to make our approach.

I looked over at the Züncålazin woman and smiled. “I appreciate your letting me drive this thing down.”

Lifting an eyebrow, Kashia asked, “I thought you were more a racing car driver than a pilot?”

“Former F-zero racer actually, but I’m just as adapt inside a ship’s cockpit.” The controls bucked a bit beneath my hands as we hit some turbulence coming down through the atmosphere. Terra Prime had fairly humid air which remained fairly stable except in the transition from day to night and vice versa, when cooling and warming took effect. I maintained control as we dropped down through a thin canopy of clouds.

Klorel ke Soul appeared between us and pointed dead ahead. “There it is. Bring us down on this side.”

“As ordered.” I glanced over at him. “You want to strap in, Klorel?”

“As smooth a ride as you’re giving us?” He patted my shoulder. “I will if it will make you feel better.”

“No reason to have more variables in play than I really need.” I cut the throttle back and began to boost the power on the repulsor engines. “Stand by to lower landing gear on my mark.”

Kashia leaned forward, her fingers poised to flip the appropriate switches. “As ordered.”

I watched the altimeter slowly scroll down and pulled the freighter’s nose up in a slightly better glide path. The city below loomed large, with the super tall skyscrapers spiking upward. Further on the Züncålazin Temple, a colossal pyramid with multiple spires rising skyward from its flat top stood alone, the structure sat apart from everything at the end of a broad promenade linking it with bulkier, sharper edged towers in which solitude and mediation were less likely to be found. I’d seen images of that structure for years— first in Sajnen Confederate holographic newsfeeds and later in the history books of the Züncålazin. It had looked impressive in the holograms, but never real and certainly not this majestic.

“Mark.” As Kashia snapped the landing leg switches in the up position, I throttled back to ten percent of power and boosted the engine feed to the repulsors. The freighter flew on easily as we came down toward a landing zone on the east side of the Temple. I set the freighter down without so much as a bump and shot Kashia a wink. “Haven’t lost my touch, but I’m going to miss flying.”

“You’ll be back flying soon enough. That’s after we help you further enhance your combat skills, Kixi.” Kashia turned her chair and bowed her head toward her husband. “Provided Master ke Soul would not object in allowing you to continue with the practice of your somewhat unorthodox styles of fighting that I’ve witnessed you execute with deadly precision.”

The Züncålazin Master gave his wife a broad smile. “You are welcome to hone her old skills as I hone her new ones.”

“Good, don’t want to lose my flight certification.” I flipped a switch and lowered the boarding ramp. Warm, moist air immediately jetted up into the freighter. I hit my restraining strap release and stood. “After you, Züncålazin Masters.”

I left the pilot’s seat as I followed Klorel and Kashia back into the passenger compartment. Waiting there was Adira ke Kallisti, another student who’d I’d only briefly been introduced to upon our departure from South Kimidus. Like me, Adira had a slender build but was a good fifteen centimetres taller than me. Her hair was simple, sleek and straight, golden-brown in colour and she wore it in a low, loose ponytail. She looked at me, and with the exception of a thin blaster scar on her left cheek, her thoughts were hidden behind her smooth, shimmering face.

The fact that she already wore a Plasma X Blade also meant there was more to her than was easily apparent. I’d obviously brought my own Plasma X Blade with me, but I’d packed it in the small satchel loaded in the cargo bay. I didn’t feel inclined to wear it yet, despite already having used it in battle on more than one occasion and Master ke Soul’s subsequent insistence that I had every right to do so. Until I had the full and proper Züncålazin training, it was little more than a tool and I felt it deserved to be more.

We grabbed our bags, then Klorel led us down the freighter’s boarding ramp. He let his black cloak slip back from his shoulders as he opened his arms. “Welcome to the Züncålazin Temple. For the duration of your training and your hopeful ingression into the elite ranks of the Züncålazin, this will be your new home. Your backgrounds are completely different, however neither of you will be training with the others because both of you already have a greater understanding of what we will be doing here. Your foundation means you already posses the required skills for becoming a Züncålazin, so Kashia and I anticipate that you’ll both progress quickly through the training.”

He nodded towards Adira. “Kixi, Adira who you briefly met upon our departure, has extensive experience as a security agent. Having served with at least half a dozen different private armies and militias, her combative skills are nothing short of impressive. Her parents were very high up executives for one of the smaller SkyX Conglomerate companies, Phoenix Holdings to be exact— and as a consequence she was raised on a corporate world in the outer fringes of the United Systems of Sol. She has been ostracised as an outcast by her parents, as well as others high up in their corporate hierarchy because of her strong opposing views against the whole Drex-Skycom regime.”

Klorel then pointed a hand in my direction, shifting his attention to me. “Adira, Kixi who you immediately recognised as a celebrity racing car driver, is more than what she has let on. She is in actual fact an agent of the Arjian Resistance, and a spy. Cerberus, the late mother of Skycom’s current director of security, Kristy Langley, was an F-Zero fan and in particular a fan of Kixi’s. Kixi has effectively exploited this fact to the advantage of the Arjian Resistance by befriending Kristy, gaining her trust, the latter has made her an advocate for Skycom. Kixi’s most recent contribution to help with our efforts in toppling the Drex-Skycom regime, was during her participation in the mission that led to the ultimate destruction of Skycom’s Time Displacement machine where she served under Kay Blade who’s reputation as an elite warrior proceeds her. Lastly, Kixi’s father was a Züncålazin who died at the hands of a Bladestrider— they are friends to the Drex-Skycom regime. Like her father before her, Kixi is skilled as both a fighter and a pilot and has had prior training that will help her as we go along with this Züncålazin training.”

I gave Klorel a weak smile but offered no comment, while Adira offered me her hand, so I shook it.

Klorel and Kashia started walking toward the Temple. “There are many levels to the structure here— gradually you’ll learn where everything is. But for now you only need to know which floors house the living quarters. To help the two of you to better get acquainted, you’ll share your quarters— that’s unless either one of you objects to that idea?”

Adira and I exchanged nods and then answered, “No objection,” in near unison.

Klorel smiled carefully. “Good. Your assigned quarters are on Level 17, Section 2, Area D. You should both get some rest. We can continue orientation tomorrow.”

I raised a hand. “I have a few questions, if you don’t mind.”

“Certainly.”

“Will we just get up at dawn to begin physical training?”

Klorel opened his hands. “You may do whatever you feel necessary to make yourself feel at ease with both your physical combative skills and receptiveness to your sixth sense abilities. It will be mine and Kashia’s job to evaluate those skills and subsequently help you enhance them.”

“So there will be no organised physical training?”

Adira laughed gruffly. “You sound disappointed, Kixi.”

“Not really, just confused.”

“This training is different. You Kixi, along with Adira, are already at an advanced level with your abilities in wielding a bladed weapon— in particular the Plasma X Blade. Your mallee skills are exceptional and crucially enough, you both already understand how to hone in on the telekinetic adeptness that you possess. Kixi, your many years of training in Kendo, Kenjutsu, Aikido and Dim Mak has made you a formidable warrior, but this training is about brining all those skills to the next level, because as things currently stand, when compared to a fully trained Züncålazin, you, along with Adira are still lacking. This training will bring you up to speed and after completion, put you on par with other Züncålazin.” Klorel smiled. “But you will find your training demanding enough, I think, and quite exhausting.”

I pointed toward Kashia’s Plasma X Blade. “We will, at least, have combat training, correct?”

“Yes, you will be trained in the ways of the Plasma X Blade.”

“Not the question I asked.”

Klorel’s head came up. “You had better explain, then.”

I pressed my fingertips together. “The Plasma X Blade, as all of us know, is a very powerful and lethal weapon. Having literally duelled against me before, Kashia is already aware of my current level with wielding the weapon— it’s already at an advanced level. However I’ve never regretted hitting a target with a stun bolt as opposed to a lethal shot from a blaster. Basic combat training could help us avoid having to use a Plasma X Blade where a less dangerous method might work. Training in that area means we will have more options available to us.”

The Züncålazin Master narrowed his eyes. “These would be defensive techniques?”

“They are combat techniques, which can be employed offensively or defensively, just like a Plasma X Blade.” I shrugged. “It’s just an idea.”

Kashia nodded. “Such training would lay the foundation for any Plasma X Blade training we do later, but remember Kixi, just because you’re already at an advanced level with your sword wielding skills, your telekinetic abilities, and in general your mallee skills, you’re not yet a fully trained Züncålazin.”

Klorel regarded me with the hint of a smile on his lips. “Anything else?”

“No, Master.”

“Very well.” He waved us on toward the Temple. “Then go find your assigned quarters and get settled.”

Adira and I left Klorel and Kashia behind and did not speak as we approached the massive Züncålazin Temple.

We headed to the level where our assigned quarters were. Once we found it, entering the small chamber didn’t prove difficult as the door opening and locking mechanisms were already programmed to accept either Adira’s or my own electronic fingerprint recognition. The interior of the room was set up with a pair of beds and some lockers for gear, with blankets and sheets piled at the foot of one of the beds. I tossed my satchel on the closest bed; Adira tossed her bag on the other bed.

Adira’s voice broke the silence hanging over the room. “So you’re the current F-Zero System Champion, and I’ve definitely seen pictures of you with Skycom’s director of security. However you don’t strike me as one who would be fighting for a noble cause?”

I turned around and observed that Adira was now standing in the doorway. “Then my deception must be nothing short of amazing,” my upper lip curled into a cocky sneer as I answered her.

Adira held her hands up. “Well you won’t get any arguments from me,” she hesitated for a moment, her grey eyes reflecting the colour of the room’s walls. “But tell me Kixi, how was it really like working with such a high profile person such as Kay Blade? Surely it must’ve been something?”

A girlish grin tugged at the corner of my mouth, but I kept my eyes locked on Adira’s as I did my absolute best to keep a straight face when I replied by saying, “Trying to keep up with her was a challenge in itself.” At this stage Klorel and Kashia had no intention of revealing my most closely guarded secret to Adira, and for the time being, I wanted things to remain that way between us. “I assisted her and was part of the team that destroyed Skycom’s Time Displacement machine.”

Adira lowered her hands. “Well your success in that mission has without a doubt changed the course of life for billions.”

I frowned, however. “Adira there is still much work to be done. And time is not on our side.

The Drex-Skycom regime is aware of the Sajnen Confederate’s and in particular, the Züncålazin’s involvement in aiding faction resistance groups— and for that matter, especially the Arjian Resistance. It’s only a matter of time before they send an invasion fleet our way.”

Adira bristled at the thought of a Drex-Skycom invasion occurring from within the Alpha Centauri system, then half smiled. “What made you want to join the Arjian Resistance,” she said. “I mean out of all people, one would never think that someone who is a highly successful racing car driver in one of motor racing’s pinnacle categories would want to put themselves on the line— you clearly have more to lose than to gain.”

“My father was a Züncålazin before me. Those Bladestrider thugs and friends of Skycom killed him.” I was really starting to like Adira, but at the thought of my parent’s deaths, I twisted my lips in a disdainful way that destroyed the pleasing effect. “And I’m quite certain they were responsible for my mother’s death too.” I brushed a strand of hair away from my face. “So what about you Adira, what’s your story for hating the Drex-Skycom regime?”

“I’ve witnessed first hand the evil that those corporate thugs from Skycom along with their SkyX Conglomerate buddies are truly capable of. The bastards, my own parents included, had me locked up a few times for speaking up against them, eventually ousting me from their society.” Her grin broadened somewhat. “I didn’t just come here in order to seek refuge. I came here to join the fight against their tyranny.”

I nodded as a slow smile crept across my lips. “Then you and I most definitely share a common interest.”

“Agreed, however you’ve already started your fight against the Drex-Skycom regime since Master ke Soul mentioned that you were involved in thwarting Skycom’s Time Displacement machine.” She blinked, confused. “Although I’m a little puzzled. Master ke Soul mentioned to me in person that your boss, I think his name was Jarvis or something, has sent you here to build an alliance in the hope that you will lead it in this fight.” She raised one upswept eyebrow. “Why you and not Kay Blade, since after all was it not her that led the mission that destroyed the Time Displacement machine, and isn’t she the reputable one? No offence Kixi, but like me, you’re just another nobody fighting for a noble cause.”

“None taken, Adira.” My eyes hooded themselves in shadow, yet pinpoints of light seemed to sparkle at their centres. “But as for why I was picked by Jarvis to lead this fight, I’m afraid that I’m not at liberty to say.” My voice began to harden and my words thundered through her. “All in good time, Adira, as we pursue our training and learn, together, you’ll understand why I was chosen and why it has to be me.”

“You almost had me believe that you are the chosen one.” Adira adamantly shook her head. “Obviously that cannot be you, Kixi.”

I cocked an eyebrow at her, regarding her quizzically. “The chosen one as in reference to that old prophecy about a warrior that will walk amongst the citizens of Sol with one face, and with another wreak havoc over the enemy, ultimately leading a resistance into a revolution to win back liberty for the people?”

“That’s the one, Kixi, and clearly you are not him or her. If that prophecy were even remotely true, well someone like Kay Blade would make for a perfect candidate, and yeah... you’re simply not her.

“Of course I’m not.” I bowed my head toward her. “Anyway I think its best for now, that we both get some good rest. From tomorrow we’ll have some serious training to undertake and we wouldn’t want to disappoint either one of our masters.”
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