
Forsaken

Realm of The Forsaken Book 1

––––––––

This book is part of The Codes Of Creation Multiverse

[image: A picture containing control panel

Description automatically generated]

––––––––

Arlie Sheelin

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

FORSAKEN

Copyright © 2022 by Arlie Sheelin

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or distributed in print or electronic form or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author. Please respect the hard work of the author and do not participate in or encourage the piracy of copyrighted materials. 

ISBN: 978-1-7777564-5-1

Edited by Dennis Doty

http://www.dennisdotywebsite.com/editing.html
Cover by: Steven Novak 
http://novakillustration.com

––––––––

FIRST EDITION: April/2022

https://www.arliesheelin.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Author's Note

Dear Reader

Part One

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Part Two

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Part Three

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Chapter Thirty-Seven

Chapter Thirty-Eight

Chapter Thirty-Nine

Chapter Forty

Chapter Forty-One

Chapter Forty-Two

Chapter Forty-Three

Chapter Forty-Four

Chapter Forty-Five

Chapter Forty-Six

Chapter Forty-Seven

Chapter Forty-Eight

Chapter Forty-Nine

Chapter Fifty

Chapter Fifty-One

Chapter Fifty-Two

Chapter Fifty-Three

Chapter Fifty-Four

Chapter Fifty-Five

Chapter Fifty-Six

Chapter Fifty-Seven

Chapter Fifty-Eight

Chapter Fifty-Nine

Chapter Sixty

Chapter Sixty-One

Chapter Sixty-Two

Chapter Sixty-Three

Chapter Sixty-Four

Chapter Sixty-Five

Chapter Sixty-Six

Chapter Sixty-Seven

Chapter Sixty-Eight

Chapter Sixty-Nine

Chapter Seventy

Chapter Seventy-One

Chapter Seventy-Two

Chapter Seventy-Three

Chapter Seventy-Four

Chapter Seventy-Five

Chapter Seventy-Six

Chapter Seventy-Seven

Chapter Seventy-Eight

Chapter Seventy-Nine

Chapter Eighty

Chapter Eighty-One

Chapter Eighty-Two

Chapter Eighty-Three

Chapter Eighty-Four

Chapter Eighty-Five

Chapter Eighty-Six

Chapter Eighty-Seven

Chapter Eighty-Eight

Chapter Eighty-Nine

Chapter Ninety

Chapter Ninety-One

Chapter Ninety-Two

Chapter Ninety-Three

Chapter Ninety-Four

Chapter Ninety-Five

Chapter Ninety-Six

Epilogue

Next Book | The Codes of Creation Multiverse: Mystic Havyn Dimensions Series: Book 1 | The Ways Of Light | Coming Soon

Glossary

Acknowledgements

Sign up for Arlie Sheelin's Mailing List

Also By Arlie Sheelin

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Mary and Brandy


Here’s to our friendship:


Deeper than the ocean, beautiful as the stars, fiercely loyal, and filled with soul-healing laughter
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Author's Note
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CURRAN’S JOURNEY IS about survival, strength, determination, resilience, forgiveness, and hope. Please be aware that this story deals with war, genocide, torture, betrayal, abduction, slavery, sexual abuse, violence, and sexual situations. If you are sensitive to this kind of subject matter, please be mindful of your mental health. I wish you well in your own journey of survival, strength, determination, resilience, forgiveness, and hope.

You can find content warnings for all my books on my website. www.arliesheelin.com
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Dear Reader 
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WELCOME TO THE SECOND series in The Codes of Creation Multiverse. Forsaken is the first book in the Realm of The Forsaken Series, which takes place in Dimensions Five, with journey’s to Dimensions Twenty-one, and Thirty-seven of this multiverse.

Dimension Three is the home of the Mystic Havyn Dimensions series. The first book for this series —The Ways Of Light— will be released next. 

Dimension Two is the home of The Zemyneah Experiment Series. You can find links on my website to The Way Maker, book 1 of this series, published in July 2021  

These three books —The Way Maker, Forsaken, and The Ways of Light— happen simultaneously in this multiverse series. 

Please note that The Way Maker, book 1 of The Zemyneah Experiment Series, contains a prologue that is important to all the books. 

The three series are the beginnings of a vast multiverse of sci-fi/fantasy stories. I hope you enjoy the adventures, and misadventures of my heroes and heroines. Just watch out for the dragons. 

One more thing. I’m Canadian, therefore you will find that I use Canadian spelling and grammar. Thank you for your understanding and kindness. 

~Arlie

https://www.arliesheelin.com
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Part One
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SAREHIRI WAS A WORLD of sunshine, deep green forests, roses, and brave warriors. The Dark Elves were born of integrity and joy and with souls steeped in adventure. Their lives were lived with principles and honor and courage— even in the face of the most callous betrayal. 
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Chapter One
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STAR DATE: 20573.05.23

Dimension Five

Sarehiri 

The Dark Elven home world

––––––––
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CURRAN WALKED INTO the War Room in the Spirit Warrior’s compound after his briefing. The Spirit Warriors were a specialized unit of the Dark Elf Military. They were the ones that took the riskiest assignments, the ones that put their lives on the line attempting the impossible. 

He planted his feet apart, dark eyes hard as he looked at his men. His hands fisted as he thought about the news he had to give them. Tonight was supposed to be a night of celebration. He and his team of Spirit Warriors were to be decorated for their bravery by the King, and they’d wear those metals with pride, if they survived to receive them. 

He knew his men, knew that they’d accepted the honors with good natured discomfort. They would enjoy the accolades that came with their newfound fame though they had never asked for any kind of recognition. 

But, just minutes ago, the bastards in charge of the military informed him that his team had one last mission to complete before they could hang up their laser swords. 

His second in command, Falcon Keyon, stood by his twin brother Flint. They were tall, muscular men with long brown hair, blue-grey eyes, and so alike that they were often confused for one another until you got to know them. They stood in silence, as was their way, their arms crossed over their chests, waiting for his orders. And by the gods, he hated to give these orders. 

“I’ve just come from a meeting with Commander Rav’nor.” Falcon turned to look at him, and he could see the questions in his eyes. Fuck, he’d had questions too. “We’ve been assigned a final mission. I’ve been told they expect us back in time for tonight’s award ceremony.”

Falcon shook his head. “Do they have any idea what goes into planning a mission?”

Curran shrugged. “They should. I don’t know what the fuck they thought we could do with this short of a notice. I argued that this was a mission for the new team, but fuck if they would listen to me.”

“Give me the details,” Falcon growled, his expression tight. 

“It’s a simple retrieval mission.”

Flint joined into the discussion at that point. “Simple? Since when do they send Spirit Warriors to do simple retrievals?”

Curran shook his head and shoved a hand through his close-cropped curly hair, a flush of anger touching his brown skin. “From what they said, King Quilar is desperate to get the last of his debt paid off.”

Falcon’s jaw clenched. “As if we haven’t risked life and limb enough with the fucking mercenary missions he’s hired us out on. It’s not our fault that the bastard borrowed heavily from the Suzerain, during the downturn. He should be paying that fucking debt back from his own coffers. And what the fuck was he thinking borrowing from those power-hungry bastards in the first place. The whole fucking galaxy is preparing for war against them.”

Flint’s eyes were stormy as he glared at Curran. “What in the Dimension of Shadows is so important that he is sending us to retrieve it.”

Curran looked at Flint for a moment. Gods, he understood their rage. He was just as pissed. Unfortunately, there was only one way to resolve this, if he wanted his men to finally get the recognition they deserved. He turned to face the rest of his team. “Listen up, Warriors. We’ve been ordered on a last mission.” Curses broke out across the room. 

“What about the awards ceremony tonight? I have a date.” Zyaire WildSky grumbled, shoving his dark tumbled curls back off his forehead. 

“You’ve always got a date, WildSky,” Talia Wyndove said as she tossed her blade into the air. Her long dark brown hair was braided into a thick tail that trailed down her back. Her blue eyes glinted with amusement. She caught the blade. It was a dangerous habit, but Talia never missed. “The ladies love your golden skin and pretty brown eyes.”

Zyaire grinned. “I have room in my bed for you.”

Talia sent her blade spinning, and it thudded into the wall beside Zyaire’s head. 

“I guess that’s a no.” Zyaire growled.

“If you guys quit your bitching, we can get this planned out and be back before the ceremony begins.” Falcon crossed his arms and glared at Zyaire. 

Rickon Dawnrunner, Trey Killian, and Imaris Sunsear looked at each other, and began to pull up star maps on the large holographic screen. “Where are we going?” Rickon asked as he drew up more information. Of them all, he was the most easily recognized as a Dark Elf. He had long ago shaved off his hair, which in turn brought attention to the distinctive pointed ears, characteristic of his race. He also had the classical warrior build of the Dark Elven male — and he owned it all — making it his with the sleeve of dark tattoos that ran up his right arm. 

“The ancient city of Varl on the planet Kalyria. We have some collector who is claiming that the Priests of the Stardust Chalice temple stole his chalice. We’ve been ordered to retrieve the chalice and return it to the rightful owner,” Curran replied.

“Rightful owner?” Imaris asked as she began to braid her long winter-grey hair. “How do we know this guy is the rightful owner? It seems highly unlikely that a bunch of priests would steal a chalice.” Her tone was cool, and her silver-grey eyes were frosty” 

Curran tossed a holo-cube down on the table. “Here’s the documentation I was given and the history of the Chalice. Have a look at it if you want. It looks authentic from what I could tell.”

The three instantly grabbed the information. Falcon walked over and leaned in to watch as they began to tap the symbols on the holo-screen. “It looks legit alright,” Trey said as he brought up data from their most trusted sources. He rubbed his dark scruff covered jaw and shoved his hand through his brown hair. “But I agree with Imaris. It’s fucking odd.” They began to go over the maps, arguing, as usual, about the best weapons for this job, and tossing out backup plans. 

“I wanted to tell them to fucking shove this mission up their asses, but the amount of money the collector is offering is enough to repay the Suzerain and get our young warriors back.”

Talia caught her knife and looked at Curran. “I’m in. Maybe we can get them back before this whole galaxy erupts in war. I don’t want my brother caught up in that shit. Did you see the last bunch of young warriors they returned to us? They were shells. I don’t know what the Suzerain has them doing on the outer frontier, but I know it’s sure as fuck not scouting missions.”

Zyaire nodded. “If we can stop this nightmare for our young warriors, we need to do it. They haven’t even come into their full power yet.”

“All or None!” Echoed around the room as the Spirit Warriors agreed to this last mission. Curran swore to himself that he would personally end the Dark Elf King, Aeson Quilar, if any of his men were lost. The bastard should have known better than to borrow from the Suzerain, especially since they were working hard to forge friendships and allies who would stand with them against the Suzerain. 
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STAR DATE: 20573.05.23

Dimension Five

Suzerain Star Destroyer
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GENERAL ZEAGN, THE most feared Suzerain military leader, regarded the Fallen Angel who stood before him. He was irritated that Ash Morana saw fit to involve himself with Suzerain affairs. Why was the most dangerous being in the universe lowering himself to meddle in Suzerain business? “Are you sure your contact on Sarehiri is reliable?”

Ash tilted his head back and looked up at the ceiling before scowling at the man in front of him. Mortals were so arrogant. “My contact would not dare to be unreliable. Have you secured the ships we need?”

The General nodded sharply. “We are ready on our end. The question is if you can actually do what you have promised us.”

Ash smiled coldly, his eyes meeting Zegans. He saw the other man flinch. Few could actually hold his gaze, and he was not surprised when Zegan looked away after a second. “The most important part of this plan, General, is that your men are prepared to do what I have instructed them. Even a small error and they will not survive their encounter with the Spirit Warriors. The whole plan will unravel if you have not brought in your most,” he paused, and a hint of a sneer touched his tips. “hardened bloodthirsty soldiers. Tell me when you receive the signal.” 
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Chapter Three
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STAR DATE: 20573.05.23

Dimension Five

Ancient city of Varl, Kalyria

––––––––
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THE SPIRIT WARRIORS landed in the ancient city of Varl on the planet Kalyria with no trouble. After all, the Kalyrians were a peaceful race conquered early on in the Suzerain's relentless campaigns to overthrow the galaxy. They approached the temple as a group of tourists wearing normal everyday clothes and with their deadly weapons secreted away. With their plan firmly fixed in their minds, they sought out the High Priest of the Stardust Temple. He was happy to show them the chalice and claimed it was a vessel of great power to heal the mind. A sip from that chalice would do miracles for them.

Curran exchanged a jaded look with Falcon. As if drinking from any cup would heal their minds from the horrors they’d experienced as mercenaries trying to make enough money to help pay off their King’s debt. 

Curran agreed to sip from the chalice. He was hoping they would at least use a decent wine. At that point, Imaris would release an odorless gas that would put anyone to sleep who hadn’t been inoculated against it. It was a specialized inoculation which, of course, Curran and his men had been injected with years ago. But a temple full of priests? There wasn’t a chance they would even know such an injection existed. The Spirit Warrior’s walked into their last mission full of confidence and a little swagger, eager to be home in time for the night’s celebrations.

The temple was eerily quiet as they walked with the High Priest to the inner sanctuary. Curran shrugged off his suspicions as being a bit too paranoid. He was glad this was their last mission. His Spirit Warriors had been through the fucking Dimension of shadows and fought their back over the last few years. They deserved a life where they could finally relax and enjoy all the things they’d given up in order to help their people. Barring an imminent war of course.

The inner sanctuary of the Sacred Stardust Chalice was dimly lit by the glowing chalice sitting on a table in the center of the vast sanctum. It seemed odd to him that there were no other priests here, where the holy relic they’d stolen was displayed, but shadows, this was Kalyria, a world of peace.

They gathered around the chalice, and as Curran reached for the mystical cup, the lights came on. They turned as one, hands reaching for their weapons, but it was far too late. They were surrounded by soldiers from the Suzerain's army, half of whom held captive young Dark Elven warriors. Razor sharp daggers held to their throats. 

“Whoa!” Curran held out his hands. “We’re just here to try the healing properties of the chalice.”

A dark laugh fell from the lips of a rough looking light-haired man. “The Dark Elf Spirit Warriors seek healing? I don’t think so. You’re here to steal the sacred chalice.”

Curran felt more than saw Talia tense, and knew she was about to throw her dagger. 

“You will command your warriors to stand down, Curran Nadiir, or we will be forced to slaughter these young elves. That would be a terrible shame. They have not lived enough yet.” There was something in that soldier's voice that Curran did not trust. He exchanged a look with Falcon, but they both knew they had no way to win. Not yet. Not with the young elves lives on the line. Curran nodded to his men. They surrendered their weapons. Their hands cuffed behind them, they were forced to their knees. 

The light-haired Commander strode around the Spirit Warriors. “I expected more of a fight. Not that it would have done you any good. Your ship has been confiscated, and we have secured your plans to steal this sacred relic. Your greed has been your downfall.”

Curran raised his eyebrow. “You expected us to disregard the lives of our younglings? We are the protectors of our people, not the slayers.”

“And that is your fatal weakness, Dark Elf. We are not so squeamish.” 

“So, you’re going to send us to prison on trumped up charges?” As if any prison could hold his Spirit Warriors. “Who are you?”

The man laughed, and Curran stiffened at the malicious light that entered his eyes. “I’m Special Lieutenant Reddix. My men have reported the discovery and confiscation of detailed plans for an insurrection against the Suzerain.”

Curran shook his head. “There were no plans of that nature on our ship.”

Special Lt. Reddix shrugged. “Be that as it may, I have my orders.” He reached over and picked up the chalice, then walked over to the soldier nearest him with a young Dark Elf hostage. “Kill them.” And he held the chalice out as the young Dark Elves throat was slit, catching the bright red blood in the cup.

A roar went up from his team, and they surged to their feet. The Dark Elven people had the ability to travel through space and dimensions, but it was a closely guarded secret, and it was their only hope. “Shift!” Curran screamed at the young warriors struggling against their captors. “Shift!”

Reddix laughed. “We have a little device that we installed in the temple last night. You cannot shift into another dimension.” He turned to his men with a snarl. “Finish this!” 

How the fuck had the Suzerain found out about their ability to shift through dimensions? Curran slammed into the fucking bastard. His shoulder ramming deep into the man’s gut. The impact knocked them both to the floor. “Stop them or die!”

Reddix gasping for air, slammed a punch into Curran’s jaw. 

A wild roar filled the room. Curran saw Falcon snap the metal cuffs that bound his wrists. He grabbed the Suzerain soldier nearest to him and slammed him down onto his knee. A loud snap. The soldier screamed. Falcon tossed him aside and reached for the next one. 

“Stop him!” Reddix screamed. And Curran headbutted the bastard. He strained against the cuffs but could not break them. Cursing, he struggled to his feet, as Reddix rolled away from him and rose. He drew a phase pistol and aimed it at Curran. Talia kicked out. Her foot smashed into his hand. The pistol went flying. 

Trey slammed into two soldiers, his weight carrying them to the floor. A shout from the door. Rickon saw a group of priest’s rush in. Kicking out, he slammed his foot into the throat of one of the Suzerain bastards. The man went down choking and gagging. “Die you bastard.”

“I said stop them!” Reddix screamed again, and laser fire filled the air. 

The Spirit Warriors continued to fight, savage warriors who refused to simply kneel, and watch their young people being slaughtered before their very eyes, even at the cost of their own lives. 

In the end the battle was no battle. There was no way for them to win. Those who were not brought down by laser fire, were smashed back down with the butts of blasters and fists. 

Curran could hear the screams, the pleas of their young warriors. He could see the terror on their faces. The Suzerain were working systematically, mercilessly slaughtering the young warriors. The stench of death filled the air, colored with the sounds of the Suzerain's laughter. He would never forget the sight of their dead bodies falling to the floor. The High priest and the priests that rushed to defend them lay where they had fallen. Their holy place desecrated by violence and death. Their holy relic used for the most unholy of rites. He clenched his cuffed fists and bared his teeth. A dangerous growl leaving his throat as he lifted hate filled eyes to Reddix. 

Lt. Reddix walked over and studied the Spirit Warriors. “Him.” He pointed at Falcon. In the next instant portals began opening all through the massive room, dark holes that pulsated with black energy and seeped the scent of evil. Curran had no idea how the Suzerain opened those dimensional gateways, but he knew that nothing good would come of it. 

Falcon fought against the bastards who dragged him before Reddix. Loud curses filled the air and he managed to take more than a few of the bastards down before they forced him to his knees. Horrified realization filled his eyes as they brought the blood-filled chalice over. Curran watched helplessly as Falcon lost control, struggling wildly. The butt end of a blaster slammed into his head, and he went down barely conscious. They dragged him back up to his knees, and the cup was put to his mouth. His nose was pinched shut and the foul fluid poured into his mouth. He swallowed, gagging, and gasping for air. Blinding pain flashed behind his eyes, and they let him drop as they grabbed the next Spirit Warrior. 

Curran heard the screams of his warriors, watched them drop, writhing in agony. Lt. Reddix began to question them. Curran’s eyes widened as his warriors agonizingly answered. Clenching his jaw, he looked away, understanding they had no control. The foul fluid in that cursed chalice was brutally ripping information from their minds. Information that endangered many worlds, not just their own. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Four

[image: ]


STAR DATE: 20573.05.23

Dimension Five

Helix Nebula
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WHEN THE SIGNAL CAME, Ash Morana, Fallen Angel, past lover of a mighty Creator, and former friend to the mightiest Creator to ever exist, began to open portals. Small portals on a peaceful world and massive portals in the deep reaches of space. 
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STAR DATE: 20573.05.23

Dimension Five

Ancient city of Varl, Kalyria

––––––––
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TWO SUZERAIN DRAGGED Falcon over to the first portal, blood seeping from his ears, cursing and swearing, his face a mask of agony as he fought against the effects of the chalice. The portal seemed to reach for him, and the second its black energy touched him, he dropped to his knees, a scream tearing from his throat. The Suzerain holding his arms, jumped back, as the black energy closed around him. Falcon disappeared as the portal winked out of existence. 

Curran saw the horror growing in his warriors’ eyes, and knew they saw his own shock. Falcon! My gods. Falcon. Anguish welled up in his chest, even as some part of his still functioning brain scrambled to understand the level of pain it would take to force that terrible scream from his friend and second in command. 

One by one the Suzerain threw each of the Spirit Warriors, still screaming, fighting desperately to get away from their captors, through the dark portals. Until there was only Curran left. 

Reddix turned to him. “Hold him.” 

The bloody chalice was forced against his lips. He clenched his teeth and twisted his head. Cursing the men who held him. He tried to gain his feet. A brutal kick to his knee brought him back down. They pinned him to the floor as he struggled against their hold and poured the blood into his mouth. He sputtered and gasped. And they let him go. Excruciating pain ripped through his brain. It was as if invisible claws were tearing apart his mind. Rolling to his side, desperate for air, he sucked in a hard breath. Another. Holding back his screams until he thought he would choke from them, he managed to make it to his knees. Reddix crouched down in front of him. “The price for treason is the total annihilation of your race. Your world is forfeit. We will mine it of all its resources and reduce it to a barren shell. Curran Nadiir, you are the man solely responsible for the destruction of your race and your world. For your crimes you will bear the mark of a betrayer and be given over to the Dark Elves' worst enemy, just as your men were.” 

He heard the sizzle as a red-hot branding iron was pressed into his cheek. The smell of charred flesh filled the air, and he choked off a scream, as a mark was seared into his face. Teeth bared in a vicious grimace, his rage burned through his eyes as he faced his captors. “I will come for you.”

Reddix laughed. “Curran Nadiir, mighty hero of the Dark Elves. Leader of the famed Spirit Warriors. Your name shall become synonymous with traitor.” 

The black energy surrounded him, snapped through him, tore him into atoms, and in a rush of fire reformed him. What followed was torture beyond anything he’d ever endured, as he was given into the hands of the worst enemy of the Dark Elven home world, an enemy that had once been their closest ally.
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STAR DATE: 20573.05.24

Dimension Five

Suzerain Star Destroyer
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GENERAL ZEAGN TOUCHED his communications panel. “Now!”

And legions of ships that bore a striking resemblance to the Dark Elves space fleet poured into those deep space portals and out into the solar systems that were home to the allies of the Dark Elven people, weapons blazing. 
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Part Two
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THEY ARE THE REMNANTS of an ancient race. Their history merely whispered legends now, lies and more lies that twisted their proud heritage into a thing of nightmares. They are Dark Elves.
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STAR DATE: 20573.06.25

Dimension Twenty-One

Anassoi Star System

Zosuna
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WHEN CURRAN AWOKE, he was lying on cold cement in a dank little prison cell whose only light came from high up windows with heavy metal bars crisscrossing their openings. The metal cuffs were no longer around his wrists. There was a small foul-smelling hole in one corner. He grimaced and struggled to his knees, everything aching. He had a feeling that sewage hole was his only luxury. Rising to his feet he staggered to the wall and leaned there, his head hanging as he tried to get his bearings. Gods, everything hurt. He swallowed against the rawness of his throat and turned so he could lean against the rough cement wall. He tried to shift out, but nothing happened.

A small amount of food and water sat on a tray in front of the door. He stumbled over to it. Desperate to remove the foul taste from his mouth he grabbed the cup and drained it. He banged on the door, but no one came. 

It was a month before the door to his cell opened. A month before he saw another living being. And when he did, he simply could not comprehend who he was seeing. “Dak’ar?”

“Hello, Betrayer.”

“I don’t understand.” Curran searched the eyes of the man he had called a friend for the last couple years. There was only hatred and contempt in those eyes now. 

Dak'ar laughed, the sound bitter. “Eh, of course you do not understand. You thought your people were so mighty. You thought you could conquer my world. You almost succeeded. If it were not for the Suzerain that you so maligned, we would be slaves of the Dark Elves even now.”

Curran stared at the man. “I don’t know what you are talking about. We are allies.”

“Allies.” Dak'ar spat on the floor. “You betrayed us!” 

Curran shook his head. “No. Dak'ar there has to be some kind of mistake.”

“Mistake? Is that what it is called when the Dark Elves show up in a fleet of their warships? Was it a mistake when they fired unprovoked upon my world? Was it a mistake when they ignored our pleas to stop? Was it a mistake when they killed millions of my people?”

Curran could feel his heart pounding in his chest. “Dak'ar... is your family alright?”

“My family? Do you know that my wife thought we should find you a woman from my people? She wanted to introduce you to her sister.” He walked closer to Curran. “My wife, and my children are dead.” His fist shot out and slammed into Curran’s face. Curran reeled back and smashed into the wall. Dak'ar was on him, punching and kicking until Curran blacked out. The next morning the torture began. Torture that left Curran bloody and broken. And Dak'ar visited often, showing him pictures and news stories of the destruction of Sarehiriri. 

One thought kept Curran alive. One thought made him choose survival. His warriors. The Spirit Warriors. All or None. He knew his team. Knew them right down to their stubborn warriors’ hearts. They would endure. They knew he would come for them. And by all that was holy, they would find a way to clear the Dark Elves name. Their vengeance would be a terrible thing.
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STAR DATE: 20574.05.20

Dimension Twenty-One

Anassoi Star System

Zosuna
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CURRAN WATCHED AND waited. It was almost a year before an unwise guard thought him too broken to be a threat. He tore out the guard’s throat with the rough blade he’d managed to fashion. And he began to hunt. The swift deaths of every person who dared to torture him had been too merciful, but he had to get to his people. He had to rally a force strong enough to rescue his men. There was no doubt in his mind that the Dark Elven people had survived the Suzerain. 

Several hard dimensional jumps, and a stolen spaceship, and he was heading home to Sarehiri, the Dark Elven home world. 
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STAR DATE: 20574.05.23

Dimension Five

Sarehiri 

The Dark Elven home world
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WHAT HE FOUND, BROKE him. His planet was a virtual wasteland. A once thriving civilization, annihilated. He landed the ship unable to believe the computer readings. It was worse than he’d imagined. Only dry dust, rocks and the decimated ruins of their cities remained. He collapsed against a boulder, sliding down to sit on the ground, unable to comprehend what he was seeing. How had the Suzerain taken Sarehiri? The might of the Dark Elves was legendary, and yet, they were gone. 

Lost. Sick at heart, his whole body shaking, he remained where he was as the sun set. As the stars began to appear on their blanket of midnight black, he became aware of the complete silence. There were no sounds of the thriving civilization that had joyously lived here. There was no sound of water running, or even leaves fluttering in the breeze. So, this night, Curran Nadiir, Leader of the Spirit Warriors, with only the silence of death to keep him company, mourned and remembered the Dark Elf people. 

It was deep into the third hour of darkness that he heard the noise. At first, he wondered if a Zeakseon had somehow escaped the mass slaughter. Zeakseon’s were mid-sized herbivores with twisted blue horns and soft curly black fur. And hardy as the Shadow beings that inhabited the bowels of the Dimension of Shadows. 

Curran stood up and moved silently behind the boulder as he listened. He could hear the sound of running and harsh gasps as whatever it was drew closer. He heard the clear sounds of a scuffle. What the fuck? He moved from his crouched position and in the moonlight of the twin moons, Ankian and Elrian, he saw two men grappling with a woman. The blue light of Elrian glinted on the unmistakable emblem of the Suzerain on the men’s uniforms. Bounty hunters. Suzerain bounty hunters. He launched himself from behind the boulder, the Spirit Warriors war cry bursting from his lips. He would never forget the startled look on the faces of the two men. A startled look that quickly changed to horror. They must have thought him a night specter, a ghost come to life to save possibly the last Dark Elf on this forsaken planet. His fist slammed into the throat of one man, while he fired a plasma gun at point blank range into the heart of the second man. They both fell. The one dead before he hit the ground, the other dead within a minute, his trachea crushed, and his throat slit by the crude blade that Curran had fashioned in that filthy hole of a prison.

He turned and caught a glimpse of the woman disappearing into the night. Sinking down onto the boulder he shoved his hand through his hair. Had he imagined her? He looked over at the dead Suzerain bounty hunters. No. She’d been real. In the morning, he would track her.
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THE NEXT MORNING, TO his utter disbelief, a tattered, dirty, and broken group of Elves stood before him. Their leader, a man who was clearly a warrior, big, tough and scarred. Curran knew, just from looking at him, that he would be a difficult man to defeat in a fight. And just behind him stood the woman he’d saved. “Curran Nadiir.” The man’s voice was a low rumble, “Spirit Warrior. I’m Garrett Wyatt. Come to save us, have you?”

Curran eyed the big man, his deep mahogany colored hair long and wild. A red beard covered his jaw, and his amber eyes almost glowed in the sunlight. “Do you need saving?” He lifted his eyebrow. “I thought everyone was dead. If it wasn’t daylight, I would think you were all night spectres. However,” he gestured towards the two dead bodies. “I took issue with those bastards daring to think they could collect bounty on a Dark Elf.” His eyes met the eyes of the woman standing behind Garrett, and she gave him a curt nod.

The big warrior nodded. “Marina was going to lead them to us. We were going to force them to take us on their ship, to a safe harbour. Where are your men, Spirit Warrior?”

Curran looked over the group before turning his eyes back to Garrett. “Captured. We were all captured and imprisoned in separate locations. I escaped.” 

Garrett walked over to him, taking in his rough appearance, the beard that didn’t cover the brand on his face. “Looks like the bastards tried to break you.”

“They tried. They failed.”

Garrett nodded. 

“How many more of you are there? I knew they could not have killed our people.”

Garrett shook his head. “They tried. They failed. Here we are, all that remains. The last survivors of a once glorious empire. One hundred and seven including you, Spirit Warrior. If the Suzerain find out that we live, they will hunt us to extinction.”

“There must be thousands who shifted dimensions and escaped.”

Garrett exchanged a look with Marina. “They had several ships in orbit around us. Positioned so they were spread out evenly. They lowered some kind of devices into the atmosphere. We couldn’t shift.” Looking around, Garrett nodded at a silent young woman. “Zarah, can you tell Curran what happened?”

Zarah nodded, stepped forward and looked at the man who stood before them. His tight curly hair was much longer than she remembered from all the media that had surrounded this man. He looked unkempt and dangerous with his beard, the longer hair, and the brand that scarred his cheek. She swallowed. “I was eighteen, laughing with my friends over the com and dreaming about my boyfriend's return home later that day.” She paused and looked away from the intense gaze of perhaps the last Spirit Warrior to exist. “Jez—” She looked down and fought the tears. “His name was Jeziah, but we called him Jez. He was in one of the troops of younglings taken by the Suzerain to fight their battles. The young warriors were allowed communication privileges, and he sent me a message. The Suzerain had ordered his troop to some temple on Kalyria—” She heard the choked sound the man made. Her eyes met his, anguish was the only word she had for the emotion shadowing his eyes, shadowing— No, it wasn’t a shadow it was a storm. A raging chaos filled storm. And somehow knowing that their greatest hero, a man who had seen firsthand the betrayal of their people allowed her to forge on. “He was coming home after that mission. I-I was so excited. Jez was my whole world, even if my parents regarded our relationship with amused tolerance.”

Zarah looked up into the sky, blinking away the moisture gathering in her eyes as she remembered the sexy, brash, confident young man she’d thought would be her husband someday. He'd been tall and leanly muscled, a youngling of twenty-one, his body promising to fill out into the solid hard body of a warrior. A smile crossed her lips, as memories of their love, their wild passion filled her mind. She missed him terribly and could hardly contain herself the next day as the time for his arrival drew nearer. “He never came home.” Her hands trembling, she looked at Garrett and he nodded. “The skies—” a breath in before she could speak, the memories pouring into her mind. “The skies seemed to darken as fleets of Suzerain ships arrived. So many ships, so many troops.

“My parents were law enforcement, and they worked with me from the time I was small, training me in self-defense and martial arts.” She shrugged. It was not uncommon in their world, they were a warrior race after all and with parents who understood the darkness that could happen, self-defense training was a natural way for them to ensure her safety.

“My parents began loading supplies into our vehicle.” Zarah could see them in her mind, grimly silent as more and more ships landed. The Suzerain were their enemy, the enemy of the whole universe. A mighty army sweeping through solar systems and across galaxy after galaxy. Their King had betrayed them to the Suzerain long ago. Peace in exchange for money. A betrayal that the Dark Elven people only tolerated because their hero, the Spirit Warrior, Curran Nadiir, fought to save them from the King’s betrayal.

“The emergency communications system sounded, and our communication displays went live with the scene that unfolded at the royal castle. I stood beside my parents and watched. The King was dragged from his castle along with his family.” She blew out a breath and drew one in before she continued. “General Zeagn addressed us, all of us. He said the King was guilty of betraying the Suzerain, by allowing the outlawed mercenary Spirit Warriors to undertake a mission to steal the Sacred Stardust Chalice.” A tear trickled down her cheek. “The Spirit Warriors had been captured and found guilty of treason. And... And then a holo vid began to play, it was dated the twenty third. Three weeks before we saw it.” She remembered watching in horror as their beloved hero and his Spirit Warriors were trapped in a temple on the planet of Kalyria and a troop of youngling Dark Elf warriors were forced into the temple. She had cried out as she saw the emblem on the troops' uniforms, her eyes frantically searching for Jez. Her father reached out and set a hand on her shoulder. They knew what was coming could not be good, but none of them had been prepared for the Suzerain to brutally cut the throat of the first youngling. Blood. So much blood. The Spirit Warriors had broken from their captors. Chaos erupted. She saw Jez a mere moment before he fell. He stared into the camera as if he knew they were being filmed and had mouthed a single word. Zarah. And her youth ended as the beautiful young man she had loved with all the passion of her young life, fell under the onslaught of blaster fire as the Suzerain struggled to contain the Spirit Warriors.

She screamed and her father swept her into his arms, holding her tightly as she shook and sobbed hysterically. A great roar seemed to go up from the whole planet and her eyes snapped back to the screen. The Spirit Warriors and their leader, beloved heroes of the Dark Elven people were pronounced traitors and their world condemned to annihilation.

“There was silence. This shocked silence that fell everywhere. General Zeagn turned and fired his blaster, killing King Quilar instantly. Immediately, fighting broke out as the King's guard fought to get to the rest of the King's family.

“My father shouted to my mom as he turned us towards the door. My last glimpse of the communication screen showed a fierce battle taking place. As we rushed to our vehicle, we could hear gunfire, and I saw a huge mining drill lowering from one of the massive ships in orbit.” Terror had filled her heart as she understood that their world was going to be stripped of every resource until it was a dead husk, a warning to any world foolish enough to oppose the Suzerain.

“Our small village had been built upon a hill, my father said that strategically it had the advantage.” She knew that it was one of a series of villages built into hills that contained interlinking natural caves that went down far, far into their planet. It gave them an advantage, but Sarehiri had never faced such an enemy as the Suzerain.

“As we sped through the city streets heading towards the entrance to the caves, my mother helped me change into the dark armored micro thin clothing that was worn by the law enforcement officers under their uniforms. She had me put on a blast resistant vest before handing me weapons, and she helped me to fasten them into hidden pockets and holsters. She was working so fast, and I was more terrified than I’d ever been in my life. I knew my parents would fight to protect our people, and I— I also understood that any chance of survival was remote. As I began to lace up the tough combat boots my father maneuvered our vehicle through streets crowded with people evacuating to the caves. I looked out the window and saw the Dark Elven military spacecraft begin to lift off.” A terrifyingly short aerial battle ensued, and she watched in shocked horror as the Dark Elves' crafts were blasted from the sky.

The sounds of blaster fire filled the air, blaster missiles began to rain down from the Suzerain fleet in orbit over their world. “It felt as if the Dimension of Shadows itself was being unleashed. Explosions rocked the vehicle as we sped through a scene of complete chaos”.

A tear slid down her cheek as her eyes met her mothers. Her mother smiled gently at her and reached out to stroke her cheek. We are Dark Elves, Zarah, we will fight until we are all gone. We will not go quietly into the darkness.

“We all fought. Every man, woman, and child old enough to hold a weapon. I watched my parents die, my friends, family, teachers, store owners, the gentle old lady who lived down the street.” Her hand lifted to cover her mouth as a broken sob burst out of her. “I learned the meaning of being a Dark Elf that day. I will never forget our people’s honor, their courage, how they fought so bravely, so boldly, and determinedly, even in the face of certain defeat. I will never forget their heroic courage; their valor will remain with us forever.”

Zarah wiped at the tear that slid down her cheek. “The Suzerain have not won —the Dark Elves live. You,” her voice was fierce as she looked at Curran, “you live, and I believe the Spirit Warriors live still.”

Curran rocked back on his heels; his eyes closed for a moment. A single nod and his eyes met hers. “All or None brave little warrior.”

She nodded. “All or None, Curran Nadiir.”

He looked at Garrett, struggling to find words as the images bombarded his mind. He squeezed his eyes shut, blowing a hard breath, fighting to contain the devastation that left him reeling. Finally, he looked at the man who led these survivors. “Our space fleet?”

Garrett shook his head. “They fought hard but—The Suzerain were accompanied by a massive fleet.” Garrett looked over at a man who looked just as unkempt as the rest of them. “Dreven, maybe you should explain.”

The man named Dreven looked at Curran for a full minute before nodding. “Lieutenant. Dreven Avanth. Space Fleet. I was part of the Star Fighter squadron assigned to the Star Destroyer Marauder. The fleet that accompanied the Suzerain were made up of ships from our allies. We didn’t stand a chance.”

Curran swallowed. “Survivors?”

Dreven shook his head and shrugged as he stared off into the distance, a muscle in his jaw ticking. “I’m not even sure how I survived. When I came to, Garrett was pulling me out of my fighter. I crashed on Sarehiri.”

Curran clenched his teeth and nodded. Fuck. “Are there more children?”

Garrett shook his head. “Who you see here are all that remain.”

Curran looked at the silent group. Three children under twelve and five teens. “Gods,” he breathed. His heart hurting, he sank onto the boulder and shook his head fighting the rage and grief. He had to think. They couldn’t stay here. Curran leaned forward frowning. “Why haven’t you all shifted away to some place safe?” 

Garrett sighed. “Those devices that prevent shifting. The bastards also embedded them deep into the ground, we’ve been working at digging one up. Haven’t got to it yet, but we’ve been trying.”

Curran immediately tried to shift, but it was as if the ability had never existed. He swore, and forcing his numb mind to work, began to consider the possibilities. Technology was their worst enemy. The Suzerain would be able to trace any of the advanced technology that they used. If they were going to survive, they would have to start over in a place free of all the high-tech electronics that they depended upon. And where could they hide that technology would not see them? 

“I know of only one place, and the risks are immense.” He didn’t sugar coat his words. They needed to know exactly what they were getting into. “There is a hidden realm that I once passed through, in the vast reaches of the outer galaxy. In that realm is a world untouched by any modern technology. That is important because any use of tech will be like lighting up a dimensional path right to us.” He turned slowly, looking over the half-starved group. “The very nature of that realm makes it impossible for any electronics to survive, but we are not even going to attempt to take any with us. We’ll be starting over. From scratch.”

Garrett crossed his arms. “How did you come across this place? Why were you in the outer reaches of the galaxy?”

“I was on a mission for the King, shifting through the dimensions, traveling fast and light. I saw the dimensional pathway light up. I was curious and you never know when a Dark Elf will need a bolt hole.” There was a bit of laughter and many nods. “I entered the realm. The planet is vast and certainly capable of sustaining life. It’s our best chance for survival. 

“Our only chance, I’d wager,” Garrett said and turned to the broken group he led. “I say we give the Spirit
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