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Chapter Five

Making Allies

 


We checked the cabin after a quick
breakfast. The lycan family weren’t there. We decided to wait and
because it was cold this morning. We went inside to get warm.
Almost two hours passed until they returned. “

 


What are you doing here?” asked the
tall lycan. I had surmised by now that he was the leader of the
family. 

 


“Listen, um, we require help. I know
you owe us nothing.” 

 


“That is right, we owe you nothing. You
should not be here!” 

 


“Enough Rowan.” said the shorter male
lycan. “Let them speak and then they can be on their
way.” 

 


“Jeddah, I don't think that is a good
idea.” The woman behind him said. Obviously Jeddah’s life-mate.
Dawn moved forward took charge of the
conversation. 

 


“Listen, we need to get onboard the
frigate that hovers above the forest.” 

 


“Why, what is so important that you
need to go there? You are members of the invading force. You should
have no problem going back.” 

 


“We are not in their good graces. They
will probably kill us on site.” said Dawn. 

 


“We get on the frigate, we might be
able to sabotage it and make sure that the weapons are not aimed at
you while saving your kin.” 

 


“He may have a point, Rowan.” said
Jeddah. “That - what do you call it?” “Frigate?” “That frigate
could bring its weapons to bare on us, but if they do what they say
they will. Our children will be safe. So will our
world.” 

 


“It will only delay them, Jeddah, it
won’t stop them from coming back.” “I admit that, yet if some peace
from them will allow you and your family to make plans should you
have to leave.” 

 


“I don’t know,” said Rowan. “What say
you Cassandra?” Cassandra, the plumper woman looked directly at me.
“I say help them. Our kids should not have to worry about their
safety. They are stressed out seeing that eyesore in the
sky.” 

-

The next morning Jeddah
gathered all of his friends. We didn’t realize the highborn wanted
to live peacefully. Both vampires and lycans. They besieged the
Helsingr with their great prowess. Even using their enemies’
weapons against them. We used the distraction to get
inside. 

 


Making our way toward the
trans-dimensional shift engine control room and force a shift to
the home dimension. At first, our travel went smoothly without any
obstruction. Only to be attacked by soldiers that were trying to
push back the numerous intruders. We were not in the thick of the
battle fought by others. We still had to contend with those that
came our way. Killing them was the most expedient
way. 

 


I hated it. Every life I had to take.
Whenever I had my violent impulses in my old life. I thought about
how these thoughts were not who I am. I only want peace of mind and
not be picked on and put down by insecure brats playing adults. I
still held deep regrets about past actions and here I was snapping
necks, cutting people to bits, or shooting them dead. What the hell
did the DMF make me into? Or was I the monster that I was always
afraid of being…

 


“Matt -- move your goddamn ass!” Dawn
shouted at me. I immediately stepped up my pace to keep up with
her.  Entering the control room, Dawn went to work to set up
our dimensional shift. I kept guard at the
entryway. 

 


“By the way, I noticed your
Jiu Jitsu has improved.” Dawn called over her
shoulder. 

 


“Thanks.” I saw two shadows in the
corridor. Meaning two soldiers were about to hit
us. 

 


“We got company!” 

 


“Keep them busy!” 

 


“No Shit!”

 


Exchanging fire with the two in the
corridor, I heard some noises from the opposite end. I wasn’t sure
if it was lycans headed this way despite it sounding like them. I
couldn’t for the life of me figure out what they would be doing
this far down. It mattered little. Dawn was almost done with
setting up our trip. I just had to keep the DMF soldiers back. Just
as Dawn was saying something to me, there was an explosion of sound
that knocked me off my feet. I grabbed my ears because of the pain
it caused. My vision swam and someone took me by the shoulder. I
didn’t know what the cause of it was. I could have taken some
serious damage to my equilibrium or any number of injuries to my
brain from that blast. Whoever had a hold on me was leading me
somewhere and I was helpless to do anything about it. I felt a
sudden wave of nausea to compound things and threw up. The first
sound I heard after my ears recovered came from Dawn’s
mouth. 

 


“Asshole!” 

 


“Sorry,” I said. 

 


I kept dry heaving and couldn’t say
anything else. Instead I listened to Dawn speak. 

 


“We’re here on Earth Zeta,” she said.
“You are feeling the shellshock effect of being close to the
trans-dimensional waves.” Standing up, I looked
around. 

 


“Damn.” 

 


All I saw was a harsh blend of Utopian
and Dystopian milieus. All of the greenery gun, replaced with
artificial life. Plants, animals, all of it some fake robots that
mimicked former life functions. I could not fathom how they
survived without edible plants and animals. Seeing domed
superstructures and flying transports. 

 


People plugged into technology as a
part of their biological design. I lost any hope that the Hegemon
would see any reason. Instead, I felt immense rage. I always
despised dystopias and people’s fascination with such form of
fiction. When I would write fan-fiction, I would create heroes that
fixed said worlds and turned them into mediated utopias.  
This was reality at its worst. 

 


A cluster for average joes if they even
survived and wonderland for fools who think minority rules is how
things should be. I don’t. I believe in trying to do the best for
all if possible. Weighing the averages and making the hard
decisions. Dawn started heading toward one of the ugly futuristic
buildings. I followed her hesitantly. With how my anger was
boiling, I was likely to shoot the Hegemon than try and reason with
him. Damning myself to death or worse.  “

 


Keep up with me slowpoke, you’ll easily
get lost around here.” 

 


I could see how I might get lost... The
shape of the whole city was claustrophobic and everything was
homogenized with no differences in architectural design. There was
no distance between properties. I could only imagine all the noise
pollution that people were subjected to. The apex of fascism in a
nutshell. 

 


No privacy, every person their own
island. People embracing hate and division over unity. The DMF was
everything I feared for the future. Dark and gritty, inescapable
stupidity and arrogance. Even when Dawn led me to the right
building, I had deep reservations about trying to convince the
Hegemon to overrule the Strategos. If anything, 

 


I had this deep knowing instinct that I
was walking into the lion’s den -- like a fresh supper handed on a
silver platter. I didn’t try and dissuade Dawn’s idea that I could
be absolved. She was someone who could light the darkest nights
with her smile. I took a gamble on her. I knew my odds were long, I
also knew I could and would escape should things go south. Riding
the elevator up, Dawn didn’t wear her helmet. I could see her face
fully without the damn blue light face screen. 

 


“Cheer up, everything will be fine, I
promise.”   

 


“If you say so -- just be ready to bolt
in case things don’t go our way.” 

 


She looked me up and
down. 

 


“You wouldn’t be so pessimistic if you
weren’t so tense all the time.” She gave me a light peck on the
lips and followed it up with a wider smile. 

 


“Does this mean we are going steady,
Ms. Uffman?” 

 


“Maybe,” she said looking at her feet.
The ding that we arrived on the floor of the Hegemon came with the
elevator doors opening slowly. A brief burst of air came into the
elevator and it was cold. The Hegemon probably lived in a
hermetically sealed room. All supreme dictator types have some kind
of phobia and superiority/inferiority complex. 

 


I seriously doubted that I
would encounter a new pattern from the Hegemon. Walking down a long
hallway, I found a hermetically sealed room that took up most of
the space of the entire floor. You could stand in front of him,
that’s all the space afforded for visitors. Dawn had me stand in
the hallway since there was not enough room for us to both see him.
“Sir, I’m Dawn Uffman of Taveras company. I’d like to request an
audience.” 

 


The panel that Dawn looked at it was
clearly a two-way mirror. The Hegemon didn’t want to be seen by
anyone. He wanted to be able to see all of the people that haunt
his paranoid delusions. A modulated voice came out from the
speakers in the corners of the ceiling overlooking where Dawn
stood. 

 


“Ms. Uffman, you know that per protocol
all audiences with me have to go through the proper
channels.”  

 


Dawn looked at the speakers and back at
the mirror. “I understand sir, but a soldier of mine is in a
situation that would cost my unit a valuable future
officer.” 

 


“I am well aware of the officer that
you speak of and I also know that your unit is no more due to the
failure to follow one simple directive from me to the Strategos to
you.” 

 


Dawn seemed surprised. I wasn’t. I knew
a dictator would have spies everywhere and would probably have some
way to keep track of everything going on. Dawn tried to figure out
what to say - I motioned her to let me have a
turn. 

 


“Sir, I am Matthew Corvid
and I would like to give my side of what happened in the
mission.” 

 


“There is no need. The
Taveras unit failed.” He continued. “You shall be terminated Mr.
Corvid. And I suppose Ms. Uffman was not the right person to have
her own unit. Five years wasted investing her. Though she may still
prove useful, you do not - Mr. Corvid.” 

 


Red lights light up in the hallway and
I could hear soldiers boots in an army march through the hallway. I
raised my gun - ready for a fight. Dawn continued to stare at the
two-way mirror and she froze. She had been in the DMF longer than
me. She grew to trust it and been loyal to it. I witnessed this
loyalty and I watched her delude herself. I had no excuses for
participating. I was selfish and was looking to keep myself
alive. 

 


Surviving would be the
luckiest thing I could do now. I fired open the first set of two
soldiers that came down the hall. They had no cover and neither did
I. I just kept firing to keep them pinned down. The hallway was
only big enough for two people with four extra inches on each side.
Bodies were piling on top of one another. I figured they didn’t
fire back because they didn’t want to risk hitting the Hegemon. I
knew I couldn’t keep this up. I would be jammed up with dead bodies
blocking my escape. So I charged forward, jumping over the bodies
and decking any soldier I came across.

 


Frenetic momentum, I was like an ADD
kid on a sugar binge. Kicking, punching, stabbing, and slicing my
way past the elevators that had been shut down. Down the right
pathway leading to a set of stairs. I jumped down on a group of
soldiers, using Wing Chun to take advantage of the cramped
stairway. Breaking arms, inducing head traumas, and shattering
kneecaps. The soldiers 

 


I killed so far were of both genders. I
used a push kick to send one brunette’s head smashing against the
wall. 

 


Rapid punches to her chest and sternum
had blood coming out of her mouth. I left her to slump down the
wall, leaving a trail of blood. Two male soldiers waited on the
floor I was getting off on. I made like Wolverine, doing a diving
double takedown. I blitz both of them to keep them from gaining
their sense of balance and fight back. One of them I swung by the
leg and smashed into a clear glass column. 

 


His back gave on the unforgiving glass.
I used Russian sambo technique and took the other man to the floor
and broke his neck cleanly. Leaving him paralyzed from the head
down. I flow down the corridor out the door and down one of the
side streets. I kept running full tilt until I fell into a dark
void where a street was supposed to be. 

 


I hate freefalling - in the dark- with
a bunch of crazy people with guns coming after me. I preferred
watching this type of stuff on television than doing it myself. I
wish I still had that choice. My feet touched down, and I fell on
my ass after my knees buckled. There was sand all around me and I
had no idea what the hell I was doing ankle deep in the sand. I
didn’t have a flashlight, but out of my good eyes, 

 


I had an exceptional ability to see in
the dark. I moved around to get my bearings. Searching for an air
flow so I could follow it top side. I would go into hiding after
that and figure out how I would deal with my pending death
sentence. I didn’t know the people of this Earth. Their politics,
or their morals. 

 


I was likely surrounded by enemies with
secret identities of being naive and ignorant or being a helpful
hand. I calmed myself, getting wrapped up in dark thoughts would
hurt my chances of survival. I walked around checking tunnels that
winded in different directions. I followed a couple of them -
ending up more lost and backtracking to the origin point. After a
few hours of searching, I found a draft from a tunnel that was
angled downward. 

 


Chances were the tunnel eventually went
up to above ground. I raced down the tunnel following the path
downward so more until it lurched upward. I kept running and
running until I thought my enhanced endurance would give out.
Instead of making it back up to the bizarre city. I found myself in
some kind of maintenance shaft. 

 


“What the fuck?”

 


 In the back of my mind
a picture began to form. I was on the cusp of understanding how
this planet worked. The shaft led down a long winding path
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