
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Spirit Warriors

The Tunnel Of Light

––––––––

By M’tain A. Dubois

––––––––

To all of the people out in the world fighting to make it a better place.

M’tain


Copyright 2013 By M’tain A. Dubois



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1

[image: ]




Whispers in the Shadows

––––––––
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DANNY NEVER KNEW HE could run that fast — then again, he had never been running for his life before. He didn’t dare turn to look behind him. Besides, he didn’t have to; he knew what evil thing chased him, and he knew the chances were slim that he would make it to safety in time.

The rush of blood in his ears sounded like a heartbeat, drowning most of the forest around him. He could faintly hear his own feet pounding the ground as he tore through branches and bushes that sprang up in his way, but somehow he heard the creature’s footfalls perfectly.

He swore he could feel the warm, foul breath of the monster on the back of his neck, and at any second he expected his screams to echo through the trees and then be lost forever.

Pushing himself harder, he forced his mind away from the gruesome fate that awaited him if he didn’t reach the border. Focusing on the path ahead, Danny could see he was almost there — the faint glow of specially made blue paint on several trees marked the end of their territory and the start of another clan’s. The creature wouldn’t dare cross the barrier and risk open war. If he could just take a few more steps, he would be safe.

But today wasn’t his day. His luck had finally run out.

Clawed hands dug into his shoulder, tearing flesh open and spilling blood into the night air, filling it with the coppery smell of iron as he was dragged backward just feet from the safe zone.

“You didn’t really think you’d get away that easily, did you, meat sack?” a deep voice growled.

Danny looked up; the view was almost serene. Moonlight broke through the foliage high above, bathing everything in an iridescent glow as leaves and bushes swayed in the cold night breeze. In the distance he heard the river cutting through the land, but otherwise the forest was silent.

“For a minute, Lucas, I really did. So what now — slow death or quick?” Danny asked.

“Oh, I have special plans for you,” Lucas said, leaning closer so a sinister shadow crossed his face, adding to the malice of his already intimidating look.

Lucas was about six foot eight, with shock-white hair and yellow-red eyes. His cheeks were slightly sunken and his body looked perfect, as if sculpted by an artist. Danny didn’t know if this was how Lucas looked when he wasn’t in his creature form, but he imagined it wouldn’t be much different.

“So slow death it is,” Danny said.

“It may last an eternity.” Lucas laughed, knowing he could take forever — he was immortal.

“The cause won’t end with my death. My son is already fifteen and has passed the tests. He is ten times more powerful than I am. You and any other rogue clans are at an end,” Danny said with as much confidence as he could muster.

“We’ll see about that. I wonder if he’ll taste as good as the rest of your family did.” Lucas sneered and lifted Danny into the air above his head.

“Rot in hell, Lucas.”

“You first, Danny. Say hello to the beginning of the end for the Spirit Warriors. You were the last of the elders; all that is left are three teenage brats who will be handled soon enough.” He attacked furiously.

Danny’s screams lasted only a minute before dying out into the forest, followed by Lucas’s malicious laugh that shattered the woods.

Five miles away, Caleb sat bolt upright in his bed, drenched in sweat. He knew something was terribly wrong. He jumped out of bed and ran to the study — the sanctuary — where the Spirit Warriors practiced many of their secret arts. It was also the place they used magic to locate people, places, and things.

His heavy footsteps on the stone floor woke Lydia and Mace, who stuck half-asleep faces out of their doors to see what was going on.

“What’s going on, Caleb?” Mace asked with a yawn.

Caleb yelled over his shoulder as he continued running, “Something’s wrong!”

“What’d he say?” Lydia asked Mace as she walked over.

“Dumpling hogs, I think,” he stretched.

“Doubtful,” Lydia answered. “We better go find out what all the fuss is about.”

Together they walked to the sanctuary and found Caleb floating above the glyphs written in the center of the floor, chanting in an ancient language lost and forgotten to most of the world.

“I wonder who he’s trying to find,” Lydia said, intrigued.

“I don’t know, but when Danny wakes up and finds him practicing without permission, he’s going to be in serious trouble,” Mace added.

“Better him than us. I’m going back to bed before we get caught. Besides, I have a test tomorrow I have to ace,” Lydia said, turning to leave.

“Maybe you should hang on for a second longer, Lyd,” Mace said, watching the orb forming above Caleb’s head. “It looks like he’s found whoever he’s looking for.”

Annoyed, Lydia turned back and saw a hologram of the world fully formed and zooming in. The view kept magnifying until it showed the spot in the forest where Danny — Caleb’s father — was being fed upon by Lucas.

All three teenagers gasped when they realized what they were seeing.

“This can’t be happening!” Lydia shouted, running up to the globe and staring at the image.

“It is happening. There’s no way around that,” Caleb said. “I felt it when he was attacked. I knew he was near death.”

“We’re screwed,” Mace sighed, sitting in a chair.

“I’m so sorry about your father, Caleb,” Lydia said, rubbing his arm softly.

Pulling away, Caleb focused on the image. “He knew the risks of being a Spirit Warrior, the same as us. This is the life we chose.”

“We barely passed the tests last week, and nothing against any of us, but we are no match for the rogue clans. We were barely holding our own when your father was leading us in combat,” Mace pointed out.

“What would you have us do, Mace — turn tail and run like cowards?” Caleb snapped.

“Yes. I’m saying we forget school, forget blending in with normals, and get to New York where there’s a full-strength guild,” Mace yelled.

“And give up the entire western coast at the same time?” Lydia asked, finding the suggestion as idiotic as Caleb did.

“If that’s what it takes to survive, then that’s what we should do. Even if we leave now and they take over, we can always come back with reinforcements and beat them back,” Mace said, throwing his hands up.

“Allow them to take control now and we will never be able to take back what we lose. The protection glyphs won’t last very long once we’re gone, and once they fall so will all the clans that still abide by the pact,” Lydia reasoned.

“Listen, Mace — if you want to go, then go. I won’t argue with you or try to convince you otherwise. That is completely your choice,” Caleb stated. “The same goes for you, Lydia.”

“You would just call us cowards, right?” Mace rolled his eyes.

“Not in the least, my friend. Like me, both of you have lost your parents in this war. I would never fault you for making the smart decision and leaving to get reinforcements. That is what the choice means — the smart move. It informs our colleagues in other parts of the world what’s happening here and how to fight them,” Caleb answered.

“And what about you, Caleb? Still bent on being the loyal son to a father who is no longer here? A father who never even showed you an ounce of love after your mother died?” Mace asked, cutting deeper than he intended.

“That was over the line, Mace!” Lydia scolded, pushing him a bit.

“He’s right, Lydia. My father never showed me much love after my mother died. Something was missing from him — a hole that let anger fill and pushed me away.” Caleb took a deep breath. “Yes, I strove to make him proud, hoping he might show an ounce of love again. Now that he’s gone, you ask if I’ll continue on this path?” He got in Mace’s face. “Yes I will, because even though my parents are gone I will honor their memory and what they died for. I will fight to my last breath to defeat these monsters. If this mission claims my life as it did theirs, I will die knowing I did all I could for a just cause!”

Mace tried to answer, but before he could, a blast of energy rippled through the orb, drawing all their attention.

On the globe, Lucas filled the view. “Do you see, young ones? This is the fate of your race! I give you these choices: leave now and no one will hunt or harm you; join our cause and fight for us; or stay and die just as your parents did.”

Stepping up to the globe, Caleb said the last thing the others expected. “How long do we have to consider your offers?”

“I’ll give you one hour to deliberate among yourselves. Each of you may make a separate decision if you wish. In one hour I will contact you via the phantom reach on the ethereal plane, where you can be assured you are safe. One hour, kids.” The orb went blank.

“There you have it,” Caleb sighed, turning to the others.

“I’m leaving to get help,” Mace reaffirmed.

“Lydia?” Caleb asked.

“I’m staying. Together we can try to hold the fort until Mace returns with assistance,” she answered firmly.

“You don’t really think Lucas and his clan will just let us walk out of Passion Falls, do you?” Caleb asked as Mace headed for the door.

“No, but I can be invisible when I choose. Trust me — I can make it,” Mace answered, walking out.

“He’s reckless,” Lydia noted after he left.

“Maybe, or maybe he’s just being brave,” Caleb said. “The question now becomes: do we tell Lucas that one of us has accepted the offer and hope he keeps his word, or do we say nothing and hope Mace is as good as he says?”
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The Awakening
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CALEB WALKED INTO MACE’S room while Mace stuffed different things into his backpack for the journey ahead.

“I’ll make sure to tell the school there was a family emergency,” Caleb said as he watched him pack.

“Don’t bother. I won’t be going back there anyway.”

“Just in case, I’ll still do it. You may decide you want to come back, or the guild headmaster may demand you continue high school in New York — in which case you’ll need transfer papers from Kelly High,” Caleb said matter-of-factly.

“Do what you want, Caleb. You always do anyway,” Mace snapped.

“What’s with your bad attitude toward me lately?” Caleb asked, looking him in the eye.

With a sigh, Mace tossed his backpack on the bed. “You know what my problem with you is, Caleb?”

“I wish you’d tell me.”

“You’re my best friend — you always have been — but the way you’ve been acting lately, with the extra missions and how dangerous they’ve become, you’re going to get yourself killed. The worst part is you shut Lydia and me out.”

“I... I’m sorry.” Caleb’s voice lost its edge. “I’ve kind of been on a bender of sorts.”

“Why though? It’s got to be more than trying to live up to what your dad wanted,” Mace pressed.

“You’re right. It is more than that. For a long time I’ve wanted revenge — revenge for my mother, for our ancestors and friends. The hate’s been building, and now it feels like if I don’t let it out, it will explode at the wrong time and place.” Caleb couldn’t meet his friend’s eyes.

“You’re not the only one who feels like that, Caleb, y’know?” Mace said.

“I hadn’t thought about it, to tell you the truth. I’ve been so caught up in my own problems I haven’t been much of a friend.”

“Live and learn, my friend,” Mace said, patting Caleb on the back. “Are you still planning on leaving to get help?”

“Everything else aside, I still think it’s the best thing to do. I wish you and Lydia would reconsider and come with me.”

“We’ll hold the fort until you get back,” Caleb answered, still firm.

“You better,” Mace smiled, pushing Caleb through the door.

“Which begs the question: do you want us to tell Lucas you’ve accepted the deal, or do you want to try to make it through on your own?” Caleb asked.

“Why not do both?” Mace smiled wickedly.

“Meaning?”

“I say we tell him I’ve taken the deal, then you go to the edge of the boundary in a cloak pretending to be me. Meanwhile I’ll take a completely different route out. By the time they figure it out, I’ll be long gone.”

“The old bait-and-switch — one of your father’s first lessons to us,” Caleb said, smiling.

“And one of my favorites,” Mace added.

“Sounds good to me. I better get to the sanctuary — the hour is almost up.” Caleb walked off down the hall.

When he walked into the room, Lydia was there, dressed in black boots, leather pants that hugged her form, and a tight brown leather shirt that matched the outfit. Her long brown hair hung in a loose ponytail down her back, and her dark eyes scanned everything like those of a bird of prey — which Caleb guessed she kind of was.

“Did you change his mind?” she asked, tapping her foot.

“Hardly,” Caleb sighed. “You’re a little overdressed, aren’t you? Unless you’ve changed your mind and plan on going with him.” He laughed until she flung a backpack onto the floor in front of her.

“I have changed my mind. I want you to come with us,” she said, pleading.

“I can’t... or rather, I won’t,” Caleb answered, sitting back in the large armchair.

“Staying here by yourself is suicide,” she reasoned.

“That’s a matter of opinion,” he said flatly, lying back. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have an appointment to keep.”

“You’re as stubborn as Mace!” she stamped out of the room.

Caleb let part of his consciousness drift out of his body to the ethereal plane. Once there he could see everything differently — the world hidden behind reality — but he had little time to appreciate it. The pull to the phantom reach sped him across time and space to where meetings and negotiations of the supernatural took place. As the shadow of himself floated to a stop in the circle, Lucas stood posed and regal as usual, waiting.

“There was debate over whether you’d actually show,” Lucas smiled, showing his fangs.

“Which way did you bet?” Caleb asked.

“Some people owe me money,” Lucas answered with another smile. “So, little one, what have you and the others decided?”

“Mace is taking your offer to leave unencumbered by your clan and any clans associated with you, assuming you keep your word,” Caleb replied with a sneer. “He’s ready to leave as soon as we conclude here. He’ll take the western road, agreed?”

“Dear sweet Caleb,” Lucas said, mock wounded. “Of course I’ll hold to my word of not attacking. You wound me that you’d think I wasn’t truthful or that I’d break my word.”

“I’ve had experience dealing with your clans,” Caleb reminded him.

“Ah yes, how are those wounds healing?”

“They’re fine,” Caleb ground his teeth. “So — we have a deal?”

“We do. Are you and Lydia sure you won’t reconsider my other offers? It would be a shame for you to die when our leadership has plans that could include you.”

“I’ll see you again, Lucas — but next time it will be at the end of my blade,” Caleb said, floating away back to his body.

“We will see, Caleb. We shall see,” Lucas replied as he returned to his own body.

“What news from the meeting, Lucas?” a figure asked from the shadows.

“Caleb and Lydia have refused to leave. Only Mace has accepted the offer,” Lucas answered, bowing deeply.

“I expected Caleb to stay. Lydia I wasn’t sure about, but I knew Mace would go for help,” the figure said.

“Caleb said Mace will take the western road out of Passion Falls. He expects us to keep our word, and none of the aligned clans will attack,” Lucas added.

“And we shall honor that promise,” the man grinned.

“But sir, wouldn’t it be better to wipe even one of them out while we have the chance?” Lucas frowned.

In a flash, the other vampire crossed the room and struck Lucas so hard he flew into a wall, taking most of it down.

“Do not question my orders. We keep our word above all else.”

“Yes, Master Ked.” Lucas gasped, holding his chest.

“Our new leader will be awake soon, and I want this ugly business wrapped up before he rises,” Ked demanded. “Leave and flood the woods on the eastern and western roads with forest trolls. They are part of no clan and little more than beasts. Mind-wipe them and imprint instructions to capture anyone they find and bring them back here before night’s end.”
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