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PROLOGUE


Planet Rayash


The planet was beautiful with enormous forests and vast vegetation. Its oceans had the weirdest and most wonderful creatures swimming in its waters.


Magnificent buildings across hundreds of cities touched the tops of the sky, grand in every sense of the word. Rayash was truly a great world filled with sentient beings, loving the life they led and working hard to provide a better life for all their families.


But all that didn’t matter now as the planet was on the verge of shaking itself apart. Giant, winged creatures tried in vain to haul themselves away from the crumbling forestry; it wasn’t the falling branches that halted their escape, they were overcome from the now noxious gasses creeping out from deep inside the planet itself. They fell down, crashing into the trees they once called home.


The planet was falling apart, breaking up from the inside, countless earthquakes and volcanic eruptions sent seismic waves of energy travelling through layers upon layers of the planet’s crust. Rayash was doomed.


Solar plasma flares from the sun it orbited had become more frequent. Rings of plasma occasionally reached Rayash, which at first only slightly interrupted the technology. But now the plasma flares were erupting from the sun’s surface at a tremendous rate and they rained down on the planet.


The destruction of the planet wasn’t the first of the problems for its inhabitants – that was the virus. Nobody knew why it had happened, but it started with the rats in the city of Kornush. People said that two huge rats appeared from the forest first with glowing red eyes. They scuttled out from the trees completely changed, their eyes were bright and had a haunted feel to them. Their movement was strange and unconvincing, eyes bulging and tongues protruding wildly, and they infected the city rats.


Curious children bent down to look at the odd, moving creatures and were instantly attacked, the rats swarmed around them and bit and chewed at their tiny legs. Some larger rats found the remarkable ability to jump, which they did with ease, viciously tearing at the crying children’s cheeks. The rats clung fast as their skin was pulled away. There was a turning point with the children, as they were bitten by the hordes of rats. Foam appeared at their mouths and they had to be restrained by fearful adults as they were overcome by a violent rage. They kicked and punched and found any weapon to kill anybody close by, which in most cases were their parents, murdering with fits of extreme anger.


Crowds ran in panic as the children turned into violent, unthinking animals; people were trampled to death, trying to escape as the age range of the victims grew and adults entered the fray of extreme anger. The hospitals of Kornush were filled with violent patients, both adults and children strapped down to trolleys and beds for their own safety and the safety of the doctors and nurses around them.


The people who had suffered rat bites became ill very quickly, their eyes changed colour and they needed to cause violence and destroy, but after a while they stopped fighting, stopped caving in the heads of their loved ones and neighbours, because they died. The infected just collapsed to the ground or went silent whilst pinned to the hospital trolleys. But shortly afterwards, they were awake again. They came back to life no longer craving violence, this time they needed to feed, and just like the rats, they needed blood.


Nobody ever saw those two giant rats again, some people say that they were perched on the shoulders of a bloodied, naked lady, who was biting people and laughing as she did so. Everybody was attacking people at the same time and some were indeed naked as they did so, but only one was laughing.





CHAPTER ONE:



Magic to Tragic


Earth 65: Heffernan City underground tube station, Central line, 25 miles away. One day after the virus broke out in Olympia City.


It was late and the passengers were tired, the old-style train rumbled along the rough, battered tracks, shaking more than it should be due to the lack of maintenance on the rails. The train had seven carriages, dirty on the outside and even worse inside. It had been another hot day and the night wasn’t that much cooler, the stench from the day of sweaty passengers hung in the air for the unfortunate nightshift.


Commuters were on their way home from jobs they hated, they worked even longer hours now due to boredom more than anything else, plus nothing to go home to; the TV ban wasn’t in force like in Olympia, but there was still nothing much on to watch and internet restrictions had been upgraded.


The most popular entertainment people now was placing bets to see who could break through the walls of Big Man’s Messiah complex first, hundreds of people used to gather outside with picnic baskets and cans of cheap beer and just sit and watch others launch stones and other projectiles at the impenetrable building.


Quite a few of the passengers had just come back from the complex and were tired and desperate to get home before the wilder inhabitants of Olympia joined their train. Heffernan City neighboured Olympia, a much smaller city, but the influence of Big Man and his game show still poured over its residents.


A balding man with sweat patches underneath his armpits wiped his brow and shuffled uneasily in his suit, keeping his briefcase close to his chest, nervously eying up his fellow travellers.


A woman with her friend sat close together as she discussed intimate details about her date the night before; they giggled and pointed at the pictures she had on her phone. Two teenage lovers were wrapped around each other on one of the far seats. They wriggled around in each other’s arms like two octopi trapped in a fishermen’s net.


The girl’s tongue easily probed inside the mouth of her boyfriend as she pulled him even closer to her, kissing him fiercely, she pulled away only to stroke her lover’s hair and look dreamily into his eyes.


“Love you.”


“Love you more,” he replied quickly as not to earn a rebuke from his girlfriend.


“Thank you,” she said, “Thank you for taking care of me.”


He gave her a long, loving look and put his finger to her lips.


“You don’t have to say thank you, I love you with everything I have.”


The girl pulled in a deep breath and closed her eyes, clenching her tiny fists with her boyfriend’s shirt as she hauled him closer to her.


“Correct answer, mister.”


She left his embrace and straddled on top of him, sitting happily on his lap.


“Let’s see what’s in here,” she said, slowly unbuttoning his trousers.


The other passengers tried to look away, embarrassed by the lovesick antics of the teenagers, only a few with voyeuristic tendencies kept watch.


The door at the other end of the carriage opened and some more youths breezed through. Looking up from her boyfriend. The girl heard the door snap shut as the group walked through. A youth, massive in size, led his friends into the train, two girls and two boys followed the dark-skinned boy as he weaved his way in between the legs of the weary passengers, who tried to withdraw them quickly as not to cause trouble, apart from the lovers who went on kissing.


Tripping over the boyfriend’s outstretched legs, the big kid raised his hands.


“HEY! PUT YOUR FEET IN, MAN!”


The young lover held up a hand as if to silence the leader of the gang, which enraged him further, his voice, older than his years, boomed through the train.


“WHAT? YOU THINK YOU’RE FUNNY NOW, PUNK?”


Slowly shifting his girlfriend to one side, the boyfriend spoke.


“Sorry? You talking to me?”


The rest of the carriage anticipated trouble and moved away quickly, as did the girlfriend.


“Just leave it, Kane.”


Lacy, the girlfriend, turned to the group.


“Please, we don’t want any trouble.”


The gang leader slicked his hand over his short black hair, looking at the girl through shades.


“I’m sorry, but lover boy here has really pissed me off.”


His stare returned to Kane.


“Think you’re a bad boy now? Want me to mess you up?”


The crowd of kids behind him grew rowdier.


Cameo, a jaw-dropping, stunning blonde girl, dressed from head to toe in black leather, snarled at the couple.


“Mess him up, Achilles.”


“Stomp on him, man,” hissed Harley, a tall boy with a ginger mohawk.


Another girl with long black hair and a hint of authority tried to stand with her arms folded, but couldn’t as the carriage rocked from side to side; Sully sucked her teeth in annoyance, bored of the whole scenario.


“Just beat him up and let’s be done with this, Achilles.”


Poxon, a larger boy, bit down hungrily on a chocolate bar, a piece fell from the packet on to the train floor, he greedily stooped down to pick it up and eyed up Lacy’s fearful face as he rammed the remains into his mouth.


“I think we should keep the girl for ourselves, teach the bitch a lesson.”


He scratched at his neck after he spoke, a rash was appearing.


Tears began to trickle down Lacy’s face, she shivered from the fright that now crawled over her body.


“Please don’t,” she pleaded again.


Achilles, the strapping leader, whispered to the sniffling girl, “Sorry girl, once we sort out your boyfriend, we’ll sort you out too.”


Kane rose from his seat and looked at the young giant, his eyes barely meeting Achilles’ chin.


“You lay one hand on her head and I’ll kill you, stupid prick.”


The big teenager stared long and hard at Kane.


“What did you call me?”


Lacy was crying harder now, “PLEASE LEAVE US ALONE!”


“Shut her up please.”


Cameo grabbed the hysterical girl with force and pulled her away from her lover. Before Kane could react Achilles reached for his neck and lifted him off his feet with terrifying ease, “I repeat the question, what did you call me?”


Kane squirmed in Achilles’ grasp and kicked at the huge boy, his blows coming to nothing against Achilles’ muscled legs, he managed a breathless gasp.


“I called you a prick, I called you a stupid prick!”


Achilles grinned and responded in a quieter voice than Kane.


“Time to die then.”


He didn’t blink, he just casually threw Kane hard onto the dirty train floor, he eased his massive frame on top of him and began to punch his face.


“STOP IT! GET OFF OF HIM!” Lacy screamed.


Achilles’ fists continued to rain down on Kane as Lacy struggled in Cameo’s grasp.


“WHO’S THE PRICK NOW EH? WHO’S THE PRICK?”


The frightened passengers fled their seats, some ran back through the closest doors to them on the train, whilst the others were eager to witness the free entertainment and stayed to watch.


“GET OFF OF ME!” Kane shouted.


Achilles didn’t respond, he just increased his punching speed on Kane’s face.


“YOU’RE HURTING ME!” Kane implored. Achilles continued his blows, “STOP HURTING ME!” he continued.


Lacy screamed and tried to rush forward, but Cameo’s grip was firm and quite deceiving for her slender frame.


Sully looked at her watch, bored, “Hurry up and finish him.”


“OW! OW! OW! PLEASE GET OFF!”


Kane’s words slowed down and then he finally stopped and held a frightened stare at Achilles as the huge fist hesitated, trembling before the final blow. The passengers looked on scared and intrigued in equal measure. Suddenly Kane burst out laughing, “Sorry, sorry I can’t hold this shit in anymore!” Achilles rolled off of Kane and brushed himself down, “Look at the state of my trousers,” he moaned. All the girls were giggling, including Sully who forced a smile.


The passengers knew from the smiles of the teenagers that they had been duped as Kane rolled around the seat in hysterics. The gang hadn’t asked for money or tried to rob them and it did make the laborious trip home slightly more interesting.


Achilles ushered the others around him and made them all stand in a line between the isles and cleared his throat, “Thank you for showing an interest in our little demonstration tonight, but the show is over and I want your cash credits as soon as I finish speaking or else there will be trouble.” This bought gasps of shock from the crowd with looks of frightened concern thrown in, “Just kidding, folks.” Achilles waved his hands in the air to calm down the early panic, “I’m messing with you.”


Cameo, an immaculately beautiful girl, slunk in between Lacy and Poxon, her voice a cool relaxed calm.


“Excuse my friend, he can be such a tease.” She felt the cheek of Achilles with her palm and rubbed it teasingly, “What he was trying to say is that you have been lucky enough to catch a show from the young Heffernan Players, we’re a drama group based on the north side and we spend our nights entertaining the weary travellers on the tube home from a hectic day at work, all we ask in return for a distraction from your daily grind is a small donation.” The crowd moaned again as Cameo continued, “You can give as little or as much as you like, but our labour is merely entertaining our Heffernan brothers and sisters.”


Achilles bent down and whispered into Kane’s ear, “Heffernan brothers and sisters?”


“Yeah, she’s been reading and rehearsing new lines, got them from the new drama teacher.”


“Bet that’s not all he’s been giving her,” Achilles grinned.


The friends bumped fists as Cameo bought her speech to an end.


“My friends will be going down the carriage for your most grateful donations, so it just remains for me to say thank you once more for enjoying a night of urban theatre from the new Heffernan Players.”


On her last word, they walked forward to link hands, looking proudly at each other from their night’s work, Achilles, Cameo, Kane, Lacy, Poxon, Harley and Sully all bowed to the left, right and centre to their train audience and then just let Poxon wander through the train to collect the money, using his hat as a collection bowl.


Sully let the crowd continue to huff amongst themselves and pulled Achilles aside.


“How long do we have to keep this up? Wasting our nights collecting shrapnel from the walking dead?”


“Don’t call them that, they’re just tired from travelling up and down the city for work, Olympia still hasn’t recovered from Big Man’s fallout.”


Sully pulled her long hair up and began tying it, “So why the sudden show of concern?”


Achilles looked in her eyes unflinchingly, “Because it was these same people, the same ‘walking dead’ who funded our college trip, how long ago did we know about it? Six months ago maybe? So we had to do this charade every night along every underground line in all the districts until we had enough money.”


Sully responded slowly, “I know, it’s a shame that none of our parents could raise that cash for us.”


Achilles shook his head, “I miss them too, but they were put in Gommerstall Prison, nobody has heard from them in years.”


“No, they escaped, remember? They destroyed the prison and got out.”


Achilles raised an eyebrow, “We don’t know if they got out, we saw footage of the plane leave the prison and then it exploded, we were kids back then but I know what we saw.”


“DON’T SAY THAT!” Sully’s outburst shocked the whole carriage, Poxon raised his head from collecting the money.


“Everything ok?” he asked.


Both Achilles and Sully looked to the floor sheepishly, “We’re fine, we’re sorry.”


Poxon grumbled and went back to counting the credits in his hat. Achilles took Sully aside, her demeanour made him think that she didn’t want to talk or listen anymore, but he made her anyway.


“Look, I miss my parents too, we all do, and there’s nothing I want more than to see my mum and dad back here but they’re not, and we are! We took care of ourselves, we dodged the authorities who wanted us fostered, we are all the family we need right now, and by putting on crummy shows, that cash for that college trip on the spaceship might just be possible.”


Sully relented.


“We will get to the spaceship won’t we, Achilles? I really want to go on that zoo trip.”


Achilles answered loudly, whilst putting a huge arm around her shoulder, “You see us? All of us? We’re all going on that trip tomorrow.” He pointed to the others, “Every one of those kids has been through hell and back since we all lost our parents to Big Man’s shit, but we got through it.”


Sully smiled and nodded her head in a slight relief, “You really know how to say the right things to a girl.”


Achilles’ own smile was pensive when returned, “Didn’t work with Jess, did it? No matter how hard I tried.”


“I don’t know why you’re still trying to win her back you know.”


Achilles shrugged, “Fair heart never won a maiden, some might say.”


Sully wasn’t convinced, “Others might say she’s a virus with cheap shoes, plus there is that other girl, Sayles, sniffing around you.”


“I like Sayles, I’m going to ask her out after we get back if things don‘t work out with Jess.”


Sully chewed at her right thumbnail and found herself hesitating, “Jess dumped you, chances are it’s over.”


Achilles’ eyes flicked to his friend’s and then back to Sully, they squinted slowly as Sully began coughing with her head bent down.


“You ok?”


Sully gave the ‘thumbs up’ whilst still hacking a nasty cough, “Just a summer cold probably, I’ll be fine.” Achilles wasn’t sure but carried on regardless.


“You never liked Jess, did you?”


“Not after the way she treated you and you still run around her like a lovesick puppy, just hope you haven’t invited her.”


“Nope,” Achilles sighed.


“Good, because if we can raise the money, I’ll ask my cousins Echo and Enya to come.”


“The redheads?”


Sully nodded and coughed slightly again.


“Well shit,” Achilles said with a grin, “Why didn’t you say so?”


Rayash


Dozens of figures entered the National Headquarters of Pure Science at Kornush.


They strode purposely through the great halls clad in combat attire with laser rifles raised in attack anticipation. Leading the men was a man wearing an old, battered leather jacket adorned with knives of various shapes. He wore a scarf wrapped tightly around his neck. As he walked forward in deep strides with his group, another figure stepped out in front of him.


It was a middle-aged man who didn’t move right, his steps were awkward and unsure and there was a vacant look in his eyes. He started to blink rapidly and stumbled forward.


The group stopped and observed that the man lumbering forward was almost nude, apart from a pair of bloodied running shoes. The left part of his jaw was missing as well as most of his left arm, his right arm swung softly like a child’s garden swing in a summer’s breeze, although its hand was missing.


As soon as the stumbling creature spotted the group, its strange steps turned more bizarre as it tried to hurry itself towards the pack of men.


The leader of the group began to unravel his long scarf, it was a gift from his wife for his birthday. She got it from the finest silk shop in Kornush, and it did look good with his leather jacket, which she also bought for him from a flea market as he forgot her own birthday the week before.


The fine scarf was meant to protect him from the dense smoke which was appearing all over Rayash thanks to the plasma flares, but it was now hampering his breathing and he was almost done removing it.


With effortless calm he got up close to the stumbling being and wrapped the scarf around the creature’s neck, pulling it hard and turning it around. His men looked on as they watched their boss choke the life out of the poor creature; whether it was already dead or just heavily infected with the virus, the men saw what little life slip away from the creature. There was a frightened look in the creature’s eyes as the man tightened the scarf around the infected being and snapped its neck.


“Excuse me,” he muttered as he unraveled his scarf from the infected man’s neck and wrapped it around his own, he rubbed his hands down on his leather jacket and spoke without looking back at his soldiers, “You ready, boys?” All of the soldiers nodded in unison, “Ok, let’s go.”


The men sidestepped around the body and continued their walk further towards the science centre, when they were met with more company.





The woman lay in her birthing chamber, breathing heavily, as her husband stood by her side holding her hand while his wife thrashed around in pain.


A midwife adjusted her position as the baby was about to come, as another watched nervously nearby.


“Easy Tashar, breathe easy and push.” the first midwife called to the second, “She’s in second stage right now, head is low.”


The younger midwife just nodded and then softly spoke, “I’ll check her obs.”


“Ok, this baby is coming now,” said the older midwife.


“SCREW YOU!” was the expected reply.


The nurse was used to such outbursts and carried on regardless, “Almost there, Tashar, just keep breathing, vertex visible.”


The first midwife’s face dropped for a moment, “Ok, FHR is dropping, your baby needs to come now, you’re struggling, so pull your knees to your chest, take a deep breath and push.”


Tashar strained through gritted teeth, and with an almighty effort pushed and screamed until there was silence, which was only broken by the sound of a baby crying. A terrific smile beamed upon her husband’s face.


“IT’S A GIRL! WE HAVE A BABY GIRL!”


The midwife carefully handed the precious baby to the man and he turned his new daughter to his wife, “Look at her Tashar, isn’t she lovely?”


Through extreme exhaustion, his wife managed a smile, “She’s beautiful, just beautiful, Kozak.”


The midwife took the baby away from the father.


“It’s time to run the tests, Kozak, we have to make sure the baby is the potential.”


The science centre rocked from another explosion, the fires were becoming more intense. Kozak covered his ears and then went to hold his wife’s hand, he stroked it tenderly.


“Kozak?” The midwife called again.


“Ok, do it,” he answered not even looking up at her.


She nodded and reached into her pocket for her phone and spoke into it, “Could you come now please?”


After a slight pause, the voice on the other line finally spoke and the midwife nodded again and stood back. There was suddenly a sound like a mini thunderclap and another figure materialized into the room shrouded in thick blue smoke. As the smoke cleared, it was another midwife, who wore her pure white nurse’s outfit with blue dreadlocked hair hanging behind her back. The smoke revealed a dark skin and piercing blue eyes aimed straight at the first midwife, her voice was calm and soft.


“Ok, I’m here.”


The first midwife coughed and waved her hand in front of her face, trying to fan the smoke, “We don’t need three midwives here, it’s kind of strange.”


The second midwife hurried out of the room, pausing slightly to look at Tashar, her face was confused and she nodded her head to the new girl and then to the direction of Tashar before exiting, the first midwife coughed again.


“Do you have to bring so much smoke with you, Silo? We do have a baby here.”


Silo’s eyes narrowed at her colleague as she began to tie up her loose blue hair, “I’m a Vanisher, Bailey, we teleport and when we do, smoke appears, it’s part of the deal.”


Vanishers were a race of beings on Rayash, they were teleporters who were mostly the minority on the planet.


Rayash was filled with many strange beings, not only teleporters but Changers as well; changers were essentially shapeshifters, with the ability to take the form of any person that they had already come into contact with.


Both Vanishers and Changers studied sorcery and were quite adept, but Bailey and Silo were midwives and very good at their jobs, even as the planet crumbled around them, their main concern was for the welfare and health of this baby girl.


Silo was slightly younger than Bailey, but both girls were in their twenties, Silo early and Bailey mid.


Bailey handed the baby to Silo and pressed some buttons on the wall behind her. A blue three dimensional display of the room appeared from a small beam of light at the other end of the birthing chamber. The second young midwife returned, entering from a side door, looking flustered and tired.


“What are you doing back, Tobin?” Bailey asked sternly, “Silo is here, I don’t need you.”


“Sorry, I have family problems and have nowhere else to go, I just wanted to help, I just want to learn.”


Bailey’s eyes closed with frustration, “Ok, you can stay but don’t let it happen again, young lady.”


“No miss.”


Tobin again nodded to Silo, who vanished again and reappeared. Silo carefully placed the baby into a medical scanner tube. Tobin joined Bailey as all three midwives got down to work with the health checks.


The light then honed in on the baby and began to make its way up and down the tube. As the diagnostic readouts flashed up on the computer screens attached to the scanner, another explosion made everyone stumble, Tashar clung hard to the bed rails.


“That wasn’t a plasma flare, we’re under attack.”


Kozak listened to Bailey and took a step closer to one of the surveillance monitors.


“What is it?” his wife asked.


Kozak’s eyes never left the screen as he replied, “Trouble.”





Outside the front doors of the science centre more of the horrific creatures were gathered; they had a yellowish complexion, but most of their faces were smeared with blood.


Their clothes were ragged and torn, it was difficult to see where the clothes ended and the skin began, some stumbled along with missing arms, whilst others dragged themselves along as their stumps left a bloody trail.


Leg stumps weren’t the only thing leaving a blood trail on the ground, intestines oozed out of bloated torn bodies and were stamped harder into the already bloody ground.


Kozak let out a tired sigh as laser fire and hand grenades exploding cut through the swarm of lumbering infected and the troops pressed on, shooting down any surveillance camera attached to the front of the building.


Tashar tried to ease herself from her bed as the explosions grew closer, “Is that guns I can hear outside?” she asked.


Kozak span around to her and bit his lip nervously, “Like I said, it’s trouble.”





The leader of the armed men made his way through the charred bodies of the infected.


“Even though I don’t like killing my own people, we must do whatever it takes to preserve the life of everybody on Rayash.” He gave a look to the people still in flames, “But I think it’s too late for these poor bastards.” Anger flashed across his skin and he closed his eyes and clenched his fists, after a few controlled deep breaths, he opened his eyes again, “I won’t lie to you boys, what’s happening to our planet is scaring the shit out of me.”


His men looked away in embarrassment at their leader’s choice language.


“Does this bother you? Me swearing? Not being a sergeant major type? Not commanding respect from you? Well sod that, those days are over, we haven’t much time and I’m not going to lie to you, what lies beyond those doors and what we must do to protect and preserve our people is worrying and unnerving.”


He gaped at the scene of the dead and rubbed the bridge of his nose due to extreme tiredness, “Anybody who doesn’t want to enter these doors is free to turn around and venture back into the solar flares that are making our beloved planet crumble, they are welcome to take their chances with our brothers and sisters who have succumbed to that cruel rat virus that courses through their veins, now I don’t believe any more than you do that you can truly turn the tide and hide from the sun or cure thousands of the infected, but you’re welcome to try with my blessing.”


He looked at his men and gave a half smile, “Was that a bit too dramatic?”


Mason, a new recruit in the squad, usually very quiet, turned for a reaction from his colleagues, when none came, a foolish grin slowly appeared on his face, “Just a little bit sir,” he smiled.


“Thought as much.”


The leader took out a parcel from his leather jacket and unravelled it, “You see this? This is from my wife: it’s her homemade fairy cake. It’s a bit big and is as hard as rocks, but I love it because she made it for me; it’s a symbol of our love as she made some fairy cakes for me on our first picnic.” He shook his head sorrowfully, “She isn’t here with me now, so I’ll take a bite to remind me of our love and when I’ve finished? I know all hope is lost.”


He looked again at Mason after taking a small bite from the cake and put it back in his pocket, “Was that speech a bit mushy?”


“Pretty much, sir.”


“Ok, we’ll crack on, as I was saying, if you want to leave and not enter the science centre or temple or whatever it is, then off you go.”


The leader walked through the remains of the infected and his men and to the back of the group, he made a ‘parting motion’ with his hands and the men moved with their backs towards the walls.


“Anybody?”


The man in charge made a face when one of his men politely put his hand up.


“Yes lad?”


The solider with intense blonde hair and a pattern of freckles on his face spoke up, “I’m afraid sir, I’m afraid and I don’t want to go in there, I know we’re fighting to preserve our people, but I’d rather take my chances back in my home town if it’s all the same to you. My family is there, my friends are there and if these are to be the final days of Rayash, then I’d rather be with them.” The solider hesitated, wondering how his boss would react.


“It’s a dangerous world we find ourselves in, solider, are you really sure that this is what you want?”


Trembling slightly, the young solider struggled with his reply, “Yes please.”


An uneasy quiet fell over the whole platoon and especially their leader, who shrugged his shoulders and asked for a towel from another soldier, who quickly passed it to the man in charge.


He buried his head in the towel and wiped away a face full of sweat, “Then you can go, I don’t like the fact that you’re leaving this crew, but never let it be said that I’ll pressure any of my men to do something that they’re not entirely happy with, so yes, you can go and do what you feel is right.”


The freckled soldier waited a while during the awkward silence and then bolted, pushing hurriedly through his teammates.


As the soldier fled like a startled spider, a rifle fired from the group, the laser blast cut into the man’s head; his legs kept running, but his head was missing. After what seemed an eternity, the body finally toppled over, his remains had splattered all over his former colleagues, bits of brain and nose were wiped away in disgust.


The leader reared back in shock as well as most of the platoon. He looked to see who had fired and saw the smoking rifle from another young recruit, his chest rose as he breathed heavily from shock.


“WHAT DID YOU DO?!” screamed the leader.


“I shot him, sir,” was the earnest reply from the young assassin.


The leader threw his hands up in the air, exasperated, “WHY WOULD YOU DO THAT?”


“Because he was going to leave us, sir.”


“I KNOW! BECAUSE I SAID HE COULD GO!”


Giving his leader a dour look, the youngster raised his little eyebrows, “But you said, ‘You must do what you feel is right,’ so I assumed that was code for ‘If somebody wants to escape, shoot them.’”


“No, I said, ‘You must do what you feel is right’ because I meant, ‘You must do what you feel is right.’ I wasn’t bullshitting the lad and you’ve just murdered one of your own comrades, I really could have done without this.” His hands tightened a bit more.


Stay focused, he told himself. They’re losing it, you’re losing it, you’re in charge not them, guide them and free them.


The leader released a humourless laugh and breathed out hard, “Fine, it’s done now, I’m not going to kill you, we will lose many more lives until we are finally free.”


The man’s voice had changed, it went back to the clinical detached tone he started out with, “We haven’t much time, so please be quiet and try not to kill anybody unless they’re already dead.” Realising his platoon’s nervousness at the situation, he cut short his words, “Let’s go gentlemen, we have a world to save.” A sneeze stopped him from continuing as a soldier wiped his nose, “I think my hay fever has started sir.”


Earth 65


Sully sat upright in her bed, the curtains were drawn, trying to keep out the daylight. She was surrounded by an assortment of cuddly toys, which had been her bedtime companions for years. Her mother used to tell her that she was ‘too old’ for stuffed toys and that she should get rid of them. Sully had always gone against her wishes with regards to her furry friends, either fishing them out of the rubbish bins after her mother had cleaned her room and thrown them out, or hiding them elsewhere in the house when her mother threatened to do it again.


It wasn’t the fact that her mother was opposed to her family of stuffed zoo animals cluttering up her bed, it was the fact that she had instilled in her daughter to never get too attached to anything.


Everything was fine when Sully was a young girl, both her parents were fun-loving and had a completely relaxed attitude with her and the upbringing they gave her; they were schoolteachers and were good at their jobs.


Classical music concerts, museums, and art galleries were a constant in her childhood, as were her parents’ smiles and laughter.


That was before the ‘Game Show’ and before Big Man; that was before all teachers, poets, artists, musicians, and comedians were chosen to be the next pawns in his devious, yet premature plans.


They were hunted down all over the giant capital city, Olympia, nobody could hide from Big Man’s crooked police force.


It was teachers mostly who felt the full brunt of Big Man’s wickedness, as he herded them all up like troublesome cattle to fight for their lives in the most horrific of ways for a poor taste in entertainment. Their schools were shut down and teachers fled.


That was when things changed for Sully. It was the morning her dad woke her up and coolly and calmly asked her to pack the bare essentials in the car, she had barely time to wipe the sleep from her eyes before they had hit the road.


Sully watched the town she grew up in whiz by in a sweet blur of colours, not knowing if she’d ever hear the sounds of her beautiful town again. Obviously she didn’t think it was beautiful at the time, she thought it was full of self-indulgent idiots, but those were the views of a know-it-all teenage girl.


“Don’t worry honey, you’ll like this new place.”


That’s what her Dad told her, he told her to ‘Buckle up and stay calm’ as ‘This place is cool’.


“Daddy, where are we going?” she recalled asking.


“A better place, a safer place.”


At first Sully thought he genuinely meant it as her mother tenderly squeezed his lap in support as they drove away, as she sank back into her seat and twiddled with the eyes of her cuddly toy.


In time she had grown to hear those words often, words which eventually meant nothing after each time they were said. She had to duck and cover in the night and move away yet again from another town she was beginning to feel safe in.


Sully usually pressed her head forlornly against the window of the back seat of the car each time they moved away.


She watched the various brown leaves from the trees fall to the ground as she remembered they were green when she first arrived at each town.


Every town they passed through, Sully’s parents tried to make idle chit-chat to her to take her mind off the new move.


“Look at that fox in the road sweetie, isn’t he silly, Sully?” said her father.


“Silly Sully! That’s a good one, honey,” her mum chipped in with the useless humour.


Sully didn’t answer, she wasn’t speaking to either of them as once again she’d had to leave a new town she was just getting used to through the fault of her parents.


Every new friend she had met and grew close to, she had to blank out of her mind and forget them when her family went on the run Sully knew that she’d never see them again; it was becoming more and more difficult to start again.


After another move to a town she didn’t really care about, Sully finally flipped. She tried to bite her lip and contain her anger but it was to no avail.


“YET AGAIN YOU’VE LET ME DOWN! EVERY TIME I FEEL SAFE, EVERY TIME I’VE FELT WANTED, YOU HAVE TO DRAG ME AWAY, ALL BECAUSE OF YOUR STUPID JOBS, JUST DO ME A FAVOUR AND STAY AWAY FROM ME!”


“I’m sorry, Sully,” her father replied. His daughter made a gesture to him that he would never forget, “One day I hope you can forgive your mother and me.”


Sully started to drift away in her headphones in what was to be her final trip in the back of the family car, she looked up and gave her father a false smile from the back seat.


“Drop dead, Dad.”


Her father sighed heavily and carried on driving to their temporary home. Sully barely spoke to him afterwards, only just to put him down again. The insults that followed over the next few weeks made him long for memories of a young, kinder Sully, this new teenager was harder to bear.


Soon both he and his wife would settle down and find a job they’d hate just to get by, but they longed to teach; it was the only job they wanted to do and the job they always did well.


But they couldn’t outrun Big Man’s hatred for teachers and they were tired of running, tired of being scared and tired of being unable to trust anybody.


For one final move they returned to Heffernan City and settled into a district just outside of the city, just in time for Big Man’s rage to finally catch up with them.


Sully returned home from yet another school she didn’t really care about, but some of her new classmates she found to be slightly amusing. Her new friends and annoying school instantly left her mind as she walked up to the front door; it was ajar.


Her parents never left the door open, even before they were hounded by Big Man’s cronies, safety was always a concern.


Sully felt a creeping sensation of fear as she entered her home.


“Hello? Mum? Dad? You there?”


Her skin prickled as she walked further into the house, the furniture in the living room had been overturned and broken table lamps were strewn all over the floor. The signs of a violent struggle were evident all around the house as, room by room, Sully’s face grew white and paler, “Is there anybody in here?” Each passing moment of silence made her face become blank and devoid of emotion. Sully slowly cleared her throat as her eyes wandered, “Please answer me?” She drew a long hard breath as the silence continued.


The small bungalow had been completely turned over and Sully walked back into her parents’ bedroom just to make sure she hadn’t missed anything.


Pulling back the closed curtains, her knees buckled at what she saw on her parents’ window.


Sprawled out in big letters was a message. Sweating now and breathing hard, Sully walked over and gently touched the writing on the gleaming window. It was blood, dried blood now as the evening sun had done its job well:





WE’VE HELPED OURSELVES TO SOME


TEA AND BISCUITS


AND TAKEN YOUR PARENTS


CHEERS FOR THE CUSTARD CREAMS.





“NOOOOOOOO!!!!” Sully screamed a massive cry of terror as she read the words. Spinning around she pounded her ringed fists against the wall, “YOU BASTARDS! GIVE ME BACK MY PARENTS!”


The sad teenager sank to her knees as the tears she held back for so long finally appeared, “MUM, DAD, PLEASE COME BACK,” she cried. “I need to see you.” Sully whispered.


But she never did, her parents were taken along with many other teachers around the city to Gommerstall Prison.


Six years later and Sully remained at the house, which had become derelict and run down and was ignored by the proper authorities. She had stayed there oblivious to the teaching association who thought her parents were still living at the address.


As the years went by she forged documents and dodged various parents’ evenings, only to return home to an empty house every day, nobody—except her aunties and uncles—knew her parents were missing.


Her cousin Enya talked about trying to get a job in Big Man’s complex to see if she could get some information on where Sully’s parents were. The whole country tuned in to see the great prison escape from Gommerstall Prison but when the ship crashed, not even Big Man knew what happened to the escaped convicts.


Apart from her family, the only thing that kept Sully sane was the friends she had met in the school she’d hated.


Some of them were rich, others lost teacher parents to Big Man’s regime too. Things had turned bleaker than they should have and the school was suffering with most of the teachers missing.


Her new friends kept her spirits up and made her feel slightly alive again, but the one thing that kept their mind off their missing parents was the thought of going on the new zoo ship, Utopia.


Its first major voyage was to hover above the earth’s atmosphere with some college kids on board to observe the effect the floating space ship would have on the animals.


It would be an expensive trip and the kids without parents had to find other means to fund their trip.


So they entertained commuters on the various networks of trains below the cities of Heffernan, Olympia and other districts.


Through acting and songs they managed to raise enough money to book themselves on the spaceship, the college would leave tomorrow morning. That was before her condition.


She had been suffering flu-like symptoms for a few hours now. She slumped back down and rolled over to check the time on her clock. Everything seemed to stand still since the group got back from the underground. Sully had felt ill and restless and was burning up from a quick fever, she had a tightness in her chest and groaned uneasily in pain.


Sully unsteadily rose to her feet and made her way to her bedroom window. Screams erupting from the back garden drew her closer to the glass. Her fingers were shaking as she drew back her curtains which reminded her of the time she saw the message of her parents’ disappearance years ago.


Even from her viewpoint she could see a tall, smart-clothed man drenched in sweat and shivering uncontrollably, his skin was cracked and bloody. The man had a teenage boy in his arms and was pounding his fists repeatedly in the young boy’s face, the only emotion coming from the older man’s face was pure rage and nothing else.


Sully looked once again at the suited man smashing the teenage boy’s face to a pulp and turned away from her bedroom window, she didn’t want to respond. She sat silently on her bed and looked around her bedroom walls, her house had been too silent since her parents had been taken.


Sully was ill and getting worse, she had no idea how and no idea why, but she could feel her own rage inside starting to build. Outside her window, more and more people with strange sudden outbursts of rage gathered around the fallen boy and joined in the savage beating.


She pulled forward on her bed and reached out and picked up one of her precious stuffed toys, visibly shaking at the sight of it. She tore the head off her beloved stuffed friend, and in a frenzy of blurred motion and anger she destroyed all of her stuffed toys without a second thought.


People with uncontrollable fits of rage were roaming outside Sully’s window and unbeknownst to the poor, sick girl, she was ready to join them.





CHAPTER TWO:



Blood Sweat And Fears


Rayash


Tobin fiddled frantically at the controls and another hologram shone around the room.


Tashar struggled to rise from her birthing chamber, but managed to show her concern.


“How is my baby? What are her signs?”


Tobin wiped her sweaty hands on her skirt and glanced back at the worried Tashar.


“The signs are through the roof!”


Bailey struck her a hard look, “Sorry Tashar, I meant the results are phenomenal.”


Still wiping her hands, Tobin pressed on, her fellow midwife Silo played with her blue hair as she watched Tobin fiddle with the holographic panel, “Your baby is a teleporter and according to the scales she is a class 100.”


Tashar was crying, the tears sparkled in her eyes and then began to slowly make their way down her cheeks. She composed herself and glanced around her birthing chamber in an uncertain manner.


“Class 100? That cannot be?”


Tobin nodded her head excitedly, “SHE IS! FOR GOD’S SAKE, SHE IS THE ONE!”


“Calm yourself, Tobin,” snapped Bailey.


“NO, I CAN’T!” Tobin said in frustration.


“Tashar, your daughter is a class 100 teleporter, no one has ever seen the likes of a being that powerful. She has the potential to be able to teleport this whole city, this whole country away from the sun’s flares, SHE CAN SAVE US!”


Silo kept playing with her hair as she answered.


“She’s a baby, how can she teleport us? She doesn‘t even know what day it is?”


Tobin complied with an answer right away, “This baby potentially has the ability to teleport this whole planet to another galaxy. We find an uninhabited planet, with a breathable atmosphere and let the baby take us there. She can save us, she can save everybody.”


Bailey sighed and looked to her young companion Silo, as the blue-haired youngster shook her head in dismay, “So you want a newborn baby to teleport eight billion people and possibly all our planet’s architecture to a new planet? All at once?”


“Yes,” Tobin nodded with force.


“So what will happen to the baby after it teleports the whole planet away?”


Tobin felt increasingly nervous from Silo’s questions, she looked up and shook her head to silence her, “The strain will probably kill her.”


“ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR MIND?!” roared Kozak, “YOU WANT ME TO SACRIFICE MY DAUGHTER? MY NEWBORN BABY? FOR THE SAKE OF YOU, TOBIN!”


“IT’S NOT JUST ME, KOZAK, IT’S YOUR PEOPLE, YOUR KIN, YOU CAN DO THE RIGHT THING AND SAVE OUR WORLD!”


“AT THE RISK OF KILLING MY BABY?”


Tobin was not regretting what she’d said and carried on, trying to calm him down.


“This is bigger than you now, Kozak, it’s about sacrificing your only child for the sake of a saving a whole race of people, your people, one child for a billion.”


Kozak hesitated for a reply, but his wife beat him to it.


“DROP DEAD, TOBIN!” screamed Tashar.


The new mother had managed to get herself out from her birthing chamber and stood trembling at the foot of the bed.


“IF YOU DARE COME NEAR MY BABY, I’LL DROP YOU WHERE YOU STAND.”


The anger returned to Tobin and her teeth rattled, “DON’T YOU GET IT, TASHAR? OUR PLANET IS DYING, OUR PEOPLE ARE DYING. IF IT’S NOT JUST WITH THE SUN’S SOLAR FLARES, IT’S WITH THIS DISGUSTING RAT VIRUS, SO WE’RE DEAD EITHER WAY UNLESS WE USE YOUR DAUGHTER.”


Kozak turned away, the look he gave his wife was that he was now determined to leave.


“Silo is a teleporter, she can teleport us out of here from harm’s way.”


Tobin threw her arms up in desperation, “Silo is only a class 20 Vanisher, she can only teleport a few miles away. We can’t escape our planet’s death.”


Silo recognised the sharp tone in her friend’s voice and nodded, “She’s right, I can only teleport a few miles away, not too good in our situation.”


Tobin nodded, quite pleased with herself and ran to Silo and grabbed her with both arms, “SO YOU AGREE WITH ME? WE MUST TAKE THIS BABY AND MAKE HER TELEPORT US AWAY?”


Silo pulled back and grimaced, “Dude, at the end of the day, which seems like right now, I’m a midwife, you’re a midwife, our job is to take care of the baby and mother and keep them safe to the best of our abilities.”


“What?” Tobin spat angrily, trying hard to concentrate, “You would happily die, for the sake of your job?


Silo had begun to feel increasingly uneasy in Tobin’s presence, but she simply yawned and stretched her arms out, “The baby comes first, no matter what, my cousin.”


Her boss, Bailey, gave a slight proud smile. Tobin’s once sweet face turned into a hideous scowl, “Then you have dammed us all, who do you think will save us? You Bailey? A sad old sorceress or your stupid midwife apprentice Silo who can only teleport a few miles? You’re all PATHETIC!”


Kozak slowly made his way to his wife. He was now holding his baby and beckoned to Bailey and Silo as the pretty young Tobin grew more unstable.


“SO WHERE ARE WE GOING TO GO, KOZAK? YOU’RE THE LEADER OF THE SCIENCE COUNCIL, SO WHAT DO WE DO?”


Bailey looked around the room cautiously at the possible escape routes and tried to calm down her young student, “Listen Tobin, I don’t know what’s come over you, I don’t know why you’re saying such things, but please just relax and join us.”


Tobin’s cute face had been flushed out with anger, but she kept her growing rage in check to grunt an answer.


“Where?”


Tashar groaned as she shifted to her side on her bed. Kozak put the baby back into the incubator and held his wife’s hand.


“There is an escape shuttle underneath this building, I designed it, well modified it from an old mining ship, it’s a crude design but…”


Tashar squeezed her husband’s hand, urging him to carry on and save the ramblings for another time.


“We’re going to fly to the planet of Lodi, there’s a settlement there, a secret one, many of my fellow scientists have fled there. We hid our plans from the generals as I knew they would never have accepted this.” Kozak wiped his brow and continued, “The midwives are coming with us, they’re our friends, as are you Tobin, come with us, join us, I can’t promise you safety but we will try, I assure you.”


Tobin glared at him before she responded, “Take us with you.”


Kozak smiled, thinking that he’d finally won over Tobin’s stubbornness, “We were never going to leave you, of course you can come.”


Tobin spoke through gritted teeth, “I meant take the whole planet with you.”


“You know we can’t do that, Tobin, the strain would kill my child. We discussed this.”


Tobin held her glare, then backed away to the front of the room, “Then I’m afraid I can’t let you leave, not just yet.”


Her voice had gradually turned old and gritty, betraying her tender years. She reached into her apron pocket and pulled out a mini communicator, keeping her eyes on the people at the back of the room, she spoke softly into the device, “I think you’d better come in now.”


Bailey raised a tired eyebrow suspiciously, “What have you done, Tobin?”


Tobin continued to back away until the steel door stopped her. She shook her head forlornly.


“I am sorry.”


Bailey cocked her head, “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?”


“I’m securing our people’s future.”


The young girl turned around and pressed the release button on the door behind her.


The huge steel doors slid open to reveal the soldiers and their leader at the front.


General Orion paused before looking everywhere around the room. He bent down and kissed Tobin on the cheek.


“Good girl, you’ve done well.”


Bailey wasn’t impressed, “So this was the ‘family problems’ you spoke of, Tobin?”


“Don’t be hard on her,” Orion’s smile wavered slightly, “She was only trying to save her race.”


The rest of the men followed Orion as he stepped purposely forward, “Thanks to Tobin bugging this establishment I know how powerful the child is and what she can do.”


Kozak still clutched Tashar’s hand as Bailey and Silo provided protection from the front. Orion scratched his earlobe gently, “It just leaves me to say congratulations to you, Kozak, my old friend, my heart warms as I know you and Tashar have always wanted a child.” He finished on his ear and gave Kozak a cutting look, “So if you don’t mind, we’ll be taking the baby and be on our way.”


Earth 65


Before last night, Sully was looking forward to the college trip, getting away and seeing the amazing animals in a gigantic floating zoo, something to take her mind off the loss of her parents. But something happened between the final night at the underground tube station and this new day.


She had an anger burning inside of her, which made the simple fact of making her bed more of a begrudging pain. She looked at the scattered, torn up bodies of her stuffed toys. Turning away again, Sully stuffed some clothes into a small overnight bag, hurriedly scooping up more useless items; her anger had slowly surpassed for the moment.


Sully used to come downstairs to the breakfast her parents had made. Nobody would call the smell of scrambled eggs and bacon beautiful, but the way her dad cooked them was tremendous; a smell and taste she longed to have again.


Sitting in the kitchen, she drank some tea from her father’s favourite mug. Breathing hard, she put down the mug and wiped the trails of tea from her mouth and chin.


As the rest dribbled onto her lap, she brushed it off and sighed heavily. Grabbing her bag, Sully made her way to the front door.


She stopped suddenly as she saw the door handle wriggle and shake. Sully tensed and dropped her bag, anticipating either an attack from the creeps outside or her parents. Then the door opened and a figure with a crisp and clean white outfit entered. Before the man could even speak, his head bounced back against the hallway wall, as Sully shoved him hard against it. The man tried to break free from Sully’s grasp, but her nails dug deep into his skin, his pitiful struggles increased.


To silence the man, Sully simply released him. His body hung forward and with speed and savagery, she back-handed him and his head rocked against the wall again.


“WHO ARE YOU?” she screamed.


She glared when no reply came from the battered man, puffing out her chest she tried again, “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH MY PARENTS?!” Their noses almost touched and Sully hissed, “Answer me now!”


The man’s sorry eyes looked up and he grumbled, “Milk.”


“WHAT?” Sully barked.


“I’m the milkman.”


Sully chewed her bottom lip suspiciously, “You’re who?”


The man, still dazed, opened his eyes and spluttered some more, “There’s some strange looking people wandering around on the streets this morning, I thought I’d better knock to give you your milk as they might steal it.”


Sully stood back and adjusted the man’s crumpled collar, “You startled me, I’m sorry.” She tried to smile, he could not and swayed badly.


“You’ve got some serious problems, lady.”


The act of staying on his feet was becoming a struggle for the milkman, and Sully, with a touch of guilt, tried to keep him steady.


“Do you make an habit of breaking and entering people’s houses?”


He finally laughed, a gravely throaty sound, “Do you make a habit of beating people up who do?”


“Wouldn’t you if it was your house?”


Sully’s answer made him think as they finally made full eye contact, “Good point.”


The milkman painfully shifted his position and handed Sully a pint of orange juice and milk, before slowly heading out the front door, rubbing his head as he left, “Be careful out there,” he said.


A reluctant Sully flashed acknowledgement and struggled to raise a smile, “You too, if you don’t get attacked by odd bods whilst trying to deliver my milk.”


Out the corner of his eye the milkman saw something that made him slowly, dolefully shake his head and start to quicken his step.


“Take care,” came his eventual response.


With the two bottles in her hands, Sully closed the front door with her foot and headed towards her kitchen fridge.


The milkman rolled his head around until he heard it give a satisfying click.


He knew this customer was a rude and arrogant girl and so he kept his quick pace up and made his way up the road. Whatever the milkman saw at a swift earlier glance, was almost upon him. He fearfully looked behind him and shuffled down an alleyway, before a large shape leapt onto his back and sent him crashing to the floor.


More shapes appeared from out of nowhere. Men, women and children joined the melee on the back of the milkman. They were bloodied and horribly disfigured, bloodshot eyes wide, enjoying the fascination of fear from their next victim. They extended their grotesque, torn hands into the body of the crying milkman.


Slashing and biting away at the poor man’s back, they began to tear him limb from limb. The milkman screamed at first, but as his arms were torn from his sockets, he could only offer a muted cry of despair.


When the creatures had finished feeding on him, they tossed away body parts like a spoilt child with unwanted gifts on their birthday.


Sully reappeared soon afterwards with her bag over her shoulder and slammed the front door shut, walking into the soft shine of morning sunlight gleaming off the neighbourhood cars.


As she set off to college to meet up with her friends and board the waiting spaceship, Sully threw a cautious look behind to see if she had truly shut her front door. Her gaze concentrated on her house for a while. Once satisfied, she walked up the road past the alleyway, unaware as the new blood-hungry creatures picked off what skin was left from the milkman’s bones.


Rayash


“You’re not taking my daughter, Orion.”


Kozak had a comfortable glare aimed at the general, “I didn’t know the subject was up for discussion, my old friend. Your daughter can potentially save the existence of your race, so she’ll be safe with me and my troops, end of.”


“I’m going to have to pass on that, giving my firstborn daughter up to a power hungry nut is not an option.”


Orion’s eyes focused hard on the young midwife Silo as she moved slowly towards the baby.


He shook his head in sorrow when he noticed her movements.


“I’m sorry it’s come to this, Kozak, but you leave me with no choice; the sake of our very existence is in your daughter’s tiny hands, our very existence shall be sorted by…” Orion paused slightly, “I’ve already said that haven’t I? The whole ‘existence speech’.”


Kozak nodded, “You have always been quite predictable, Orion.”


“When it’s my people at stake, I guess I am.” Orion raised his eyebrows, “Why are you killing your race? Our planet is doomed so at least save those who walked on it with pride.”


Kozak’s mind was flushed with anxiety, but tried to remain calm, “My daughter is my priority now, so if you don’t mind we’ll be taking our seats in this shuttle and my family and friends will be flying away from this, and away from you and your silly army.”


Orion kept his eyebrows high and concentrated on the young midwife, “Silo isn’t it? Midwife and a circus freak, can you stand away from the baby please? Both you and Bailey if you don’t mind?”


Bailey closed ranks around the baby unit, holding hands with Silo. Tobin walked up to the sleeping baby unit and looked at her: “A creature so beautiful, yet so powerful, this child could be the beginning of our future. Please listen to Orion, he means to save us all.”


Tobin turned to Bailey and offered her hand. Bailey shooed it away, “You’ve made your choice, young lady,” she said coldly.


Tobin angrily brushed the two women aside and ran towards Orion.


Kozak closed his eyes and yelled, “NOW!”


Bailey put her hands in the air and wriggled her wrists.


A flash of magical bright light came from her palms, blinding the soldiers. The armed men staggered and rubbed their eyes, in the confusion Kozak shouted again, “GET TO THE SHUTTLE!” He ushered the midwives towards him. A scream came from the middle of the men.


“OPEN FIRE!”


The soldiers raised their rifles in panic and pulled hard on the triggers. Laser fire erupted around the complex. They cut down Tobin who was caught in the middle, her body came apart like a cheaply constructed child’s toy, her lower jaw fell to the floor, followed by her head, her eyes forever preserved in terror.


“NO!” Silo and Bailey screamed together.


“WHO’S FIRING?!” Orion yelled.


The blasts from the soldiers’ weapons zipped above the heads of the midwives:


“Ok, two can play.” Bailey muttered.


With her hands still glowing white the sorceress Bailey shook them hard again and they changed from white to blue. She uttered something under her breath and threw her hands towards the armed soldiers.


Blue streams of energy shot out from her palms and slammed into the chests of the soldiers, knocking them down on impact and rendering them unconscious.


“GET MY BABY AND WIFE OUT OF HERE, SILO!” Kozak screamed.


“WHAT ABOUT YOU?”


Kozak threw a baleful look at the army of young soldiers, trying to harm his family.


“I’M TAKING THESE BASTARDS DOWN.”


He felt his hands against the wall and slammed his fist hard on to a tiny hatch.


It flipped open to reveal a hidden compartment, which contained two laser pistols.


There was an unquestionable confidence in the way he took one out and started firing back at the men.


He picked his targets carefully, picking off the army one by one. Bailey was using her mystical powers to stun her opponents, the midwife in her was not ready to take a life just yet. Kozak had no such issues, these men were threatening his family, his friends; the scientist in him was long gone, this was war.


“CEASE FIRE!” Orion still yelled, but his men ignored him in the fire fight, trying to stop the scientist from killing them.


Silo bounced from wall to wall with her heightened agility, avoiding the laser blasts.


She reached a couple of the soldiers firing the most frantically and held on to their flak jackets tightly and then she vanished with them. Silo appeared again in an instant, shrouded in black smoke around her, mid-air, outside the complex.


All three were hurtling towards the ground at a tremendous rate as the men screamed.


Silo calmly spoke to the men still clutched in her grasp, “Can you hear that sound, babes?”


“WHAT SOUND?” the smallest man spat with fear.


“That’s the sound of me leaving you.”


Silo disappeared again reappearing inside the complex next to Kozak, as the two soldiers fell through her blue signature teleportation smoke and landed hard on to the ground; if the men were to survive the planet’s destruction, they would have to do so with a few broken bones. Kozak looked to her, “GET TASHAR AND THE BABY INTO THE ROCKET, BAILEY AND I WILL HOLD THEM OFF.”


“WHAT ABOUT YOU?” Silo shouted back, her words aimed more at her mentor Bailey than Kozak.


“DON’T WORRY ABOUT US.”


Bailey gave a stern but reassuring nod to her young ward as Kozak continued, “JUST MAKE SURE THE CHILD IS STRAPPED IN AND SECURE.”


“BEEN THERE AND DONE THAT,” was the reply, but it wasn’t Silo.


Another laser beam struck a solider right between the eyes as the group looked to see who had fired the shot.


Tashar staggered up close to her husband with the other pistol in her shaking hands, “They will not take my baby while I have an inch of fight in my body.”


Kozak slowly lowered his weapon and tenderly stroked his wife’s head. Bailey upped the firepower from her hands as it was only her now on the defensive.


“Please my love, get into the ship, I’ll be along as soon as Bailey, Silo and I take care of these idiots.”


Tashar gave a gentle frown, “At least you’re a better shot than you are a liar, I know you too well my love, as soon you retaliated with the girls, you had no intention of making it.”


Kozak grimaced a smile, trying to cut out the cries of Orion still screaming at his men to stop.


“Tashar please get to the shuttle, make a new life with our baby with the other settlers. Rayash is dead, you have a chance to get away.”


Tashar shook her head violently and her beautiful face was etched with anger and quick disappointment.


“No, no, no! How could you think for one moment I could ever leave you?”


She stopped in mid-sentence to fire off a few more rounds from her gun and then turned back to Kozak, “Whatever you do, wherever you go, I will always love you.”


Kozak watched again in awe as his brilliant wife stopped talking to take down some more soldiers with her expert marksmanship. She spoke as she fired again:


“You’re the fantastic man who gave me my family, you’re the cleverest man who told us all that our planet is dying, you’re the brilliant man who I gave my heart to and I will—”


A flash of laser fire came between them, which made Tashar’s body shudder. She fluttered her eyelids and looked down to the hole where her stomach had been, “Wow! Would you look at that?” she said in amazement, she died next.


Kozak tried to catch his wife as she collapsed to the ground. His mouth was agape and he stared at her in shock, shaking her body gently with hope that she was still alive. Bailey looked behind her, her head trembling with sadness as she saw Tashar’s limp body.


Kozak’s beautiful wife had a gaze transfixed on something else, a gaze Kozak looked painfully at, trying desperately hard to understand why. He carefully closed her eyelids; they would never open again. His own eyes began to fill with tears as he dragged her body out of the line of fire.
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