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It’s one thing to dream, it’s another to endeavor to achieve it. 
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Moments ago: 
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Anders shouts, “Miles, break for ATMO!” Miles levels the ship and pulls back on the stick. The Phoenix surges upward, canyon walls fading away in a desperate bid to escape. Bursting free from the canyon, the Phoenix climbs into the sky. Miles keeps the throttle wide open as the Phoenix roars upward. He notices two Assad ships still close by. He angles the ship away hoping to steal a few precious seconds. He glances at his screen and confirms they are closing fast. His breath catches. Miles’s eyes widen as he calls out, “Phoenix, how close are we?” Phoenix responds, “Light drive engaging in 5, 4, 3.” 

The Phoenix lurches violently as a blast strikes from behind, slamming the crew forward against their restraints. A split-second of weightlessness follows, then the ship slows abruptly and begins to roll. Red warning lights pulse like alarm bells as Phoenix’s voice blares, “Power failing— port stabilizer unresponsive.” Miles, eyes wide with panic, wrestles frantically with the controls. His efforts are in vain as the vessel tumbles, drifting inexorably back toward the planet. Horror dawns, and he chokes out, “She’s a dead stick!”

Anders stares at the viewscreen, the planet's surface hurtling upward at a terrifying speed. He closes his eyes, and unexpectedly, a profound calm envelops him, an almost serene peace settling in his soul. See you soon, he thinks to himself— the words a quiet acceptance. Joanna's eyes squeeze shut, her fingers digging white-knuckled into her restraints. She hunches low, lost in silent prayer, bracing for the inevitable. Ariel and Ellyara lock eyes, raw panic mirrored between them, thick in the air. Ariel squeezes her eyes closed, a single tear carving a glistening path down her cheek.

Ellyara's eyes widen in terror, locked on the viewscreen as Arturus Prime's surface hurtles toward them. Phoenix's voice counts down the plummeting altitude, mechanical and relentless: "40,000 feet, 30,000 feet." A single word thunders in Ellyara's mind: No. Her amber eyes glow with unearthly intensity, a glowing aura flaring around her form. Phoenix presses on: "20,000 feet, 15,000 feet, 10,000 feet." Ellyara screams, “NO!” The aura erupts in full, blinding fury. The neural suppressor at her temple glows red-hot, searing through, clattering to the deck where it disintegrates in a puff of smoke. Phoenix's calls slow, strained: "5,000... 2,500... 1,000." The Phoenix begins to decelerate, fighting the inexorable pull of gravity, the ship trembling as Ellyara's power surges against the inevitable.

Ellyara's body erupts from her restraints, engulfed in a blinding, fiery light as she floats weightless amid the chaos. Spinning in perfect harmony with the tumbling Phoenix, her eyes lock unyieldingly on the viewscreen. With a blood-curdling, guttural scream, she thrusts her arms forward: "NOOOOOOOOO!" An invisible shockwave explodes from her outstretched hands, surging through the ship and slamming into the ground below. A colossal crater erupts, hurling a raging dust storm skyward as the Phoenix screeches to a halt, hovering fifty feet above the devastation, saved from annihilation.

Ellyara floats above the deck, teeth gritted, eyes blazing with unearthly fire, her face contorted in raw concentration. Engulfed in a searing aura, fists clenched and arms outstretched, she strains with every fiber to hold the Phoenix aloft. With trembling effort, she levels the ship, gently lowering it into the gaping crater below. Exhaustion crashes over her like a tidal wave; she collapses onto the deck, her body crumpling. The Phoenix drops the final few feet with a resounding thud, the impact jolting the crew hard in their seats. Ellyara lies motionless, her robes charred and tattered, a thin ribbon of smoke curling in the air as Phoenix's red warning lights pulse relentlessly.

The bridge hangs in heavy silence for agonizing moments, shock and awe settling over the crew as the reality dawns—they've survived the impossible. Anders stirs first, fumbling with his restraints before collapsing to the deck in a heap. Coughing, disoriented, he drags himself forward, crawling to Ellyara's side. His fingers press gently to her neck, finding a faint but steady pulse. Whatever cataclysmic force coursed through her, she is still alive.

Anders rises unsteadily, turning to assess the crew, his vision clearing. Miles stirs with a groan, fumbling at his restraints, "Miles, you alright?" Miles coughs, grimacing. "Oi, think so, mate... but I think I shit myself?" Anders spins toward tactical, locking eyes with Bishop. The soldier raises a hand, coughing sharply. "Good to go, Captain." He hauls himself to his feet, steady despite the chaos. Anders approaches Joanna, her face pale and trembling. As their eyes meet, she crumbles, tears streaming freely. Anders drops to one knee, pulling her into a firm embrace, "I know... it’s okay." She buries her face in his shoulder, sobs muffled. Anders meets Bishop’s gaze, nodding for him to take over.

Anders rests a fatherly hand atop Joanna's head, his touch a quiet reassurance. Rising, he moves to check on the others. Joanna extends a trembling hand, brushing Bishop's face as he kneels beside her. Tears glisten in her eyes, but a radiant smile breaks through, joy flooding her features at the sight of the gentle giant alive and whole. Bishop draws her into a tender embrace, his deep voice a soothing murmur, "I know... it’s alright." Joanna clings to him fiercely, her head resting against his broad chest, her touch and the raw emotion in her eyes revealing a profound, unspoken fondness for the steadfast warrior.

Anders moves to the back of the bridge to look for Ariel. He spies her still restrained in her seat, unconscious. His heart starts to race as he hurries to her side to check for a pulse. Relieved, he finds a heartbeat. Anders clears the hair from her face. He speaks gently to try and wake her. “Ariel... are you alright?” A slight groan slips forth as she slowly begins to come to. He supports her head as she starts to regain consciousness. Her eyes slowly flutter open and linger on his face. She starts to fixate on his eyes. Her voice is soft. “Captain?” she manages weakly. Relief spreads across his face as he asks softly, “You still breathing, Daniels?” She smiles back at him, a phrase that holds special meaning for the both of them. He embraces her tightly, and she returns it, squeezing just as hard, grateful to the man who has been a big brother to her, guiding her through so much hardship in her life. He was always there, even though he didn’t have to be.

Ariel slowly begins to sit up, her voice weak and disoriented, “What happened? Did we land?” Anders eases her up gently, supporting her as she moves. “Something like that.” He motions with his head back toward Ellyara. Ariel acknowledges a quiet understanding. Anders kisses the top of her head tenderly, “Take it easy, I’m going to check on Ellyara.” He rises and steps toward Ellyara’s motionless form.

Anders kneels down beside Ellyara, sliding two fingers carefully to her throat. Her pulse is steady and slow. He notices her robe is significantly damaged. Charred, melted, and singed, her garment now missing fabric in places revealing more of her than she would likely wish. Anders removes his leather jacket and covers her gently. His thumb gently traces the line of her soft cheek as he studies her face. His voice is low and gentle, “Els, you with me?” She gives him no response. “What the hell is going on with you?” he thinks to himself. His eyes linger for a moment on her soft delicate features.

Anders looks to Ariel, “When you’re able, check on the ship. I need to know where we stand.” Miles steps near, still looking a bit shaken and offers, “I can help her with that.” Ariel smiles and softly replies, “Thanks, Miles.” Miles moves over and takes a seat next to Ariel. Anders’ eyes drift to Bishop and Joanna. Bishop nods his head, “We got this, Captain.” Anders places his arms under Ellyara, lifting her gently. “I’m taking her to the med bay.”
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A few hours later, darkness has settled over this side of Arturus Prime. On the Phoenix’s bridge, emergency lighting casts a dim red glow as power disruptions ripple through the ship. The air carries the faint, acrid scent of smoke and scorched electronics. A soft hiss persists as the bridge ventilation systems cycle in fresh outside air, slowly purging the stale, smoke-laden haze. Joanna, Ariel, and Miles huddle over a flickering screen at Ariel’s engineering console, their faces tense with focus. A weary Captain Anders strides onto the bridge, his expression heavy with the weight of their ordeal.

“Bishop is on patrol, Ellyara’s still out,” Anders says, rubbing the back of his neck as he locks exhausted, pleading eyes with Ariel. “Please tell me we have some good news?” He leans back against a nearby console, settling in for the report. Ariel looks up from her console, concern and exhaustion etched deep in her face. “Port stabilizers are gone, and we’ve got a small hull breach at the impact site. We have the replacement stabilizers, and we can patch the breach. We just need a little time to address it. The damage could have been much worse. The problem is the blast created a surge that blew out several power relays, causing fuel pumps to fail. That’s also why we have little or no power in some areas of the ship. We don’t have the replacements. Someone will have to go back to New Manchester for them.”

Anders nods slowly, processing the report. “Honestly, not as bad as I feared. We were incredibly lucky.” Joanna glances around the room, her voice cutting through the tension. “Are we going to talk about it? We shouldn’t even be alive. I’ve never seen anything like that.” Miles nods, still shaken, “I’ve seen some strange things in my day, but nothing like that.” Ariel jumps in, defensive fire in her eyes, “So what are you trying to say? We’d all be dead if not for Els! She’s no different than any of us.” Miles counters, unflinching, “No, see, that’s where you’re wrong mate. She’s definitely a bit different.” Ariel’s gaze snaps to Anders, her face desperate, pleading for support.

Anders raises a hand, weary but resolute, his voice carrying a calm born of exhaustion. “She saved us. Simple as that. We’d all be dust right now if not for Ellyara. She’s family, just like every one of you. I won’t hear talk to the contrary.” Relief softens Ariel’s tense expression, her shoulders easing. Joanna lowers her gaze, nodding quietly, “Yeah... you’re right.” Miles exhales, his voice subdued, “Yeah... you’re right, mate. Sorry.” Anders nods, his tone steady, yet firm. “We’ve been through hell these last few days. Getting Phoenix flying again will take all of us pulling together. It only gets harder from here. We need to stand united if we’re going to make it through.”

Joanna slips an arm around Ariel, pulling her into an apologetic hug. “Sorry, I didn’t mean anything by it.” Ariel leans into the embrace, her smile warm and forgiving. Miles offers a sheepish fist bump, which Ariel meets with a soft bump of her own. Anders cuts in, refocusing the group. “Ariel, how long to replace the stabilizers and patch the hull?” Ariel thinks for a moment, then replies, “Probably about a day... day and a half? I’ll definitely need some help.” Anders locks eyes with Joanna. “Anything on sensors?”

Joanna slides to her console, fingers dancing across the controls to initiate a fresh scan. "Last sweep was clean," she says, voice steady. "Let me check again. Range is limited with power down, but no one’s come to investigate." Her console beeps as the scan completes. She studies the data, brow furrowed in concentration, "Still nothing within fifty miles." Anders taps his earpiece commlink, "Bishop, you copy?" Bishop’s voice crackles back, calm and clear, "Solid copy, go ahead." Anders presses on, "How’s it looking out there? Any sign they want to confirm the kill?" Bishop replies, "It’s been quiet for a few hours, no contact. Good chance they’ve moved on. I’m continuing my sweep, but I’d say odds are in our favor. I recommend we keep watch a bit longer." Anders nods to himself, "Agreed. Stay safe. Come find me when you’re back." "Roger that," confirms Bishop. Anders ends the call, rubbing his tired eyes with a weary hand. "How far to New Manchester?" Joanna’s fingers glide over her console, pulling up the nav data, "Roughly two hundred miles."

Anders nods, his gaze shifting back to Ariel. “Give your parts list to Joanna.” His eyes lock with Joanna’s, firm and unwavering. “I need you with me on this.” Turning to Ariel, he asks, “Think you can handle it with Miles’ help?” She glances at Miles, confidence in her voice, “Yeah... we can get it done.” Miles smirks, leaning in, “Of course, mate, we got this!” Anders fixes him with a deadly serious stare, his tone cutting sharp. “Stay armed at all times. If you’re working outside, keep one eye on the horizon. We don’t know what’s out here. Desperate times breed desperate people.” Miles’ smirk fades, replaced by somber understanding, “No. seriously mate, I get it. I’ll take care of her... and the ship.” Anders’ gaze hardens, unrelenting, “You’d better.” Miles nods, fully grasping the gravity in Anders’ voice.

Ariel catches Anders’ eyes, reading the fierce protectiveness behind his tone. She offers him a reassuring smile, “We’ll be fine. Just need YOU to be careful too.” Anders nods, the corner of his mouth lifting faintly, “That’s always plan A.” He turns to the others, his voice steady and decisive, “Bishop and Joanna are coming with me. We’ll grab the parts and hunt for more fuel, food, and supplies. We’ll take both skiffs and leave the scout. If all goes well, we’re out of here in a day or so.”

Anders turns his attention to the ship, his voice steady despite the weariness. “Phoenix, you with us?” The AI responds, its tone calm but strained, “Affirmative, Captain, though my functionality is limited.” Anders nods, a flicker of gratitude in his eyes, “Do you think you can help keep a security perimeter around the ship? Miles and Ariel will need all the help they can get.” Phoenix replies, resolute, “I will do my best to protect the family in your absence.” Anders offers a slight smile, genuine warmth breaking through, “Thank you— that’s all I can ask of you. We’ll patch your hurt as quickly as we can.” He rises, scanning the crew with renewed determination, “I don’t want to stay here any longer than we have to.”

Anders rises to his feet and stretches deeply, exhaustion showing in his face. “I’m grabbing a cup of coffee. I’ll be in medical if anyone needs me.” Ariel says, “Wait for me, I’ll join you.” Anders smiles and as she passes, he turns and follows her off the bridge. Joanna closes her eyes, fully expecting Miles to make some kind of sarcastic comment, but to her surprise, he says nothing. He gives her a polite nod, then turns to exit the bridge, “I think I’ll have a coffee as well.” As he leaves, she watches him exit, an expression of confusion on her face. 
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In the early morning hours, the medical bay lights are turned down low, conserving power and casting a soft, calming glow across the room. The low, rhythmic beep of a heart rate monitor provides the only noticeable sound, a steady, reassuring white noise that echoes gently in the silence. The temperature remains cool and constant, reinforcing the sterile, disinfected atmosphere. The air carries only the faint, metallic scent of filtered air and ionized cleaning agents. Ellyara lies peacefully and still in the hospital bed, her breathing slow and even as she recovers.

Her eyes shoot open as she bolts upright with a sharp gasp, clutching at her chest. Eyes wide with fear, jaw clenched tight, she frantically scans the dim room. Recognition slowly seeps in; her breathing begins to ease. She lifts a trembling hand to her forehead, rubbing her eyes to clear the sleep from their corners. She realizes she’s dressed in a medical gown. Glancing down to her left, she notices a figure slumped in a chair beside her bed. Captain Anders rests peacefully, arms folded across his chest, head tilted to one side in uneasy slumber.

A soft smile curves Ellyara’s lips as she whispers, “Captain?” The sight of him asleep beside her bed warms her; a quiet, pleasant surprise. Care, or concern? she wonders. Anders doesn’t stir. She slips the covers aside, easing her legs over the edge of the bed, and places a gentle, nudging hand on his shoulder. “Captain?” His eyes flutter open. He draws a slow breath, blinking as the dim light sharpens his vision. Focus settles on her face. “Hey,” he murmurs, voice low and rough with sleep. He reaches out, taking her hand gently in his. “How are you? You had us worried,” he adds, relief softening his features. Warmth floods her chest. His presence isn’t fear, but care. Pure, simple care.

“I’m alright,” she says softly, “I didn’t expect to see you here.” Anders smiles, the weariness in his eyes easing. “Ariel was here. I relieved her so she could get some rest. Are you hungry? I could grab you something?” “In a minute maybe,” she answers, then a flicker of worry crosses her face, feeling unfamiliar attire, “Did you dress me in this gown?” Anders instantly stiffens, words tumbling out defensively. “I uh... no... I wouldn’t... that was Ariel.” He jerks a thumb toward the bridge. “I carried you here after the... thing. Your clothes were... burned pretty badly and falling off after you...” He searches for the right word, voice dropping, “...ignited.” Her eyes widen, mouth falling open slightly, “My clothes burned off? Was I...exposed?” She draws her arms in, cheeks flushing with sudden embarrassment.

Bishop strides into the medical bay, a smirk tugging at his lips as he catches Anders fumbling through Ellyara’s questions, his discomfort palpable. He locks eyes with Anders, amusement glinting, “I brought you a little breakfast.” Anders’ eyes betray his unease, “Thank you, Bishop.” The marine turns to Ellyara, his expression softening into a kind, gentle smile, “Nice to see you up, Els! Would you like some breakfast as well?” Her gaze meets his, warm and grateful, “Yes, please, thank you.” Bishop nods, “I’ll be right back. Joanna’s quite the cook. I think you’ll enjoy it. I’ll let the crew know you’re awake.” He pivots, catching Anders’ eye again. Unseen by Ellyara, a sly grin spreads across Bishop’s face as he slowly backs out of the room, giving Anders a knowing nod that intentionally prolongs the captain’s discomfort.

Anders shakes his head, a faint flush creeping up his neck, and turns back to Ellyara. He clears his throat, his eyes carrying a silent plea for understanding. Swallowing hard, he scratches the back of his neck. “Anyway, it’s not like that. I covered you with my jacket before I carried you in here.” He gestures toward a neat pile of folded clothes nearby, “Ariel and Joanna brought those for you to try. They thought you might like them—they’re comfortable.” Her eyes narrow slightly, questioning. He catches it instantly, shaking his head quickly, “I mean... they said they’re comfortable.” His gaze drifts upward to the ceiling, as if praying for rescue.

He sighs hard, looking deep into her amber eyes. “I’m sorry, I was just trying to help. I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable. I was just...” Before he can finish, Ellyara slides out of bed and wraps her arms around his neck in a deep, heartfelt hug, “Thank you.” Anders’ tense shoulders soften instantly. He slips one arm gently around her, still cautious after the awkward interrogation, and they hold the moment together, quiet gratitude and understanding passing between them.

She presses a soft kiss to Anders’ cheek, then releases him and settles back onto the bed. Anders lowers his head, quiet for a long moment, then steps over and gathers the folded clothes in one arm, scooping the boots with the other. He turns back to her, head still bowed, voice gentle but deliberate. “I guess a thank you is in order.” He raises his eyes, locking with hers. “You saved us, Els. You saved the ship.” He offers the clothing to Ellyara. She takes them into her hands, and he sets the boots on the bed beside her. Stepping back, he clasps his hands, drawing a steadying breath, “So... do you want to talk about what happened?”

Ellyara sets the clothes in her lap, lowering her head as she gathers her thoughts. After a moment she lifts her gaze to Anders, her voice soft but steady. “I’ve always had premonitions... nothing I could ever control. On my world this was considered heretical, so I never spoke of it. When my family found out...” She stops, pain and betrayal flickering deep in her amber eyes like old wounds torn open. She swallows hard and shifts focus, “I’ve never



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE PHOENIX SAGA BOOK THREE

F’HOEN]X
RISING

A\qul l ITHHN

JP ROBERTSON





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





