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Dedication

Weaknesses aren’t flaws. 

You are enough. 
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Blurb

“I could make an innuendo about poking, penetrating, or sinking into you later, but I’d rather just enjoy your soft little hands on my body, sugar.”

  -Jokur

 

 

After years of failed clinical trials, Harlie's desperation to have her first heat and rid herself of her strange powers leads her to sign a contract for a long term experiment. She follows every cruel instruction and suffers every torturous treatment until she's shoved into a cell with a giant beast and the pull to touch him is too great.

 

She wakes Jokur, a massive hyena alien alpha with a wicked sense of humor and a dirtier mind. As a Warrior Elite–a top secret Special Operations unit of super soldier aliens–and the fastest healing alpha on his team, he doesn’t think twice before sacrificing himself for his brothers in arms.

 

When his heroic stunt lands him at the mercy of his enemies, he isn’t surprised to wake in the bowels of hell, but the red-headed beauty brushing her fingertips over his arm steals his control.

 

He’s found his omega lifemate in the most dangerous place on the planet, but the last thing she wants is for him to rescue her.

 

With his body struggling to recover, her heat nowhere in sight, and her reluctance to leave growing as her powers become increasingly unstable, can they withstand his enemy’s cruelty long enough to find their happily ever after?

 

 

Freed and Filled (Warrior Elite Series Book 7) is a full-length, scorchin’ hot, dark sci-fi alien romance set on a far-off dystopian planet. Intended for +18 readers.

 

Tropes/themes include:

*Breeding

*Forced Proximity

*Dirty Talking Alpha

*Forbidden Romance

*Strong Female Lead

*Special Monster Peen

*He Falls First and Harder

*A Morally Grey/OTT Jealous/Possessive Hero

*Nonshifter Omegaverse (nesting, knotting, marking)

*Graphic Violence (sexual and nonsexual)

*HEA (Happily Ever After)

*Mf pairing (male/female)

*No cheating


Chapter 1
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Harlie

I lean into the nameless Subject’s past, ignoring the fuzzy edges of my vision and focusing on the skyscrapers blocking out the bright blue sky. 

Sweat trickles down my back. 

People push past us, rushing to their destination as though the commute wastes their time. My heart squeezes as bittersweet memories rise. I lived a similar life before hell reached up and swallowed me. Shoving the distractions away, I flex my fingers into her arm and sink into the wrongness of her. 

We walk down the sidewalk. Trapped in her viewpoint, I take in what she once took for granted. Through the fog of time, I hear my voice as I read the frame around the nearest billboard. 

“Baseon.” 

We turn onto a new street and hurry onto the city transporter. The harsh red light over the door blinks.

“Bain Avenue and Fifth Street.” My voice filters into my ears as though from a long, empty tunnel. 

We hike our purse higher onto our shoulder before grabbing the nearest handle hanging from the ceiling. 

It’s wrong. She’s too tall. I could never reach the fabric loops, no matter how hard I tried. I had to brace myself with my stance or cling to the railing if I were lucky enough to be near the wall. 

My wayward thoughts end as the train glides forward. 

Something is wrong. The rate of acceleration feels off. We glance out the window and note the glare of the setting sun off the buildings before dread clenches our guts. 

My lower back aches as my left leg jumps out of control, knocking my knee against the machine connected to the woman. 

“Wrong. Too fast.” 

We tighten our grip on the handle and lean around the elder beta male standing beside us. Two figures reach for each other, their hands outstretched. Tiny and delicate, the conductor doesn’t fit the world around her, swamped by a civilization built for betas. The woman she reaches for has lush brown hair and stands a full head taller. 

“One omega. One beta. Reaching. They want—”

White light and searing heat blast through every cell in our body, decimating any semblance of good left in the world. 

“Pain. Heat. Light.” 

Vomit climbs into my throat as I fight the urge to yank my hands away from the test subject’s flesh, every part of me demanding I run far, far away from whatever comes next. 

“Give us more, Subject 733.”

The far-off voice makes my nausea worse. It doesn’t belong in the memory, but there’s no way to ignore them. 

“Fire roars. Blue eyes. Dead.” 

We stare into the conductor’s glazed eyes, sensing zero life within her petite body. Our own muscles refuse to respond, our eyelids too tight to blink and the whole of our body a mangled heap of burnt flesh. With a labored inhale, we fill our lungs with poisoned air. 

Thrown forward from the explosion, we lie with our limbs tangled between the two women, preventing them from the touch they were so desperate to share. 

A groan sounds from the other woman. 

“Beta. Alive.” 

She coughs and groans as we lie too broken to move. The beta woman’s fingers inch across our vision. Time slows. 

My leg jerks again, banging into the machine, but the pain barely registers amidst the agony of my mind. 

The beta woman slides her hand under the omega’s limp fist. 

“Touch.” 

She rattles out a broken breath behind me. The silence of death screams amidst the roaring fire. 

The omega’s fingers close over the beta’s lax digits. Swollen lids sweep across dilated pupils. Ugly wheezing fills my ears as the blue-eyed woman in front of me fights for her life. 

“Omega alive. Beta dead.” 

Hands yank us free of the web of tangled limbs. Men in hazmat suits stuff our ailing body into a black bag. 

As the zipper closes, our head lolls to the side. Despite the first responders’ attempt to separate them, the conductor holds onto the dead woman’s wrist. The last thing we see is her outstretched fingers as the workers yank them apart. 

I snatch my hands away from the test subject, wrap my arms around my midsection, and fight against the urge to vomit. 

“You’ve earned three days of linen duty for breaking contact early, Subject 733,” the white-clad figure standing at the foot of the bed says, her tone dry. I fight the urge to hunch my shoulders at the disappointment emanating from the group standing behind her, so caught up in keeping down my meager lunch that I almost give in to old habits and shrink in on myself. 

I refuse to give them that part of me, so I suck down several lungfuls of cold air and straighten my shoulders. 

“Yes, Director,” I croak through the lump in my throat. 

The clock on the wall ticks as the three Directors consult their tablets in silence. An orderly breaks from the crowd of people and approaches the other side of the bed. Two Enforcers step forward and crowd my chair. 

“Subject 733, stand.” 

I follow the head Director’s instructions and use the chair’s armrests to rise to my feet. My knee throbs with an angry tattoo, a bruise already visible through my tights. Every joint in my body complains. The world tilts. 

I grab the side of the machine to prevent myself from face planting onto the bed. My fingers cramp, but I tighten my hold and swallow down a fresh wave of bile as the scents of decay and disinfectant invade my nostrils. 

The body lying on the bed makes my skin crawl. With muscles atrophied from lack of use, flesh covered in burn scars, and tubes sticking out all over the place, the woman shows no signs of life. If it weren’t for the machine pumping away beside me, she’d be dead. 

I wish she were. I wish I could yank the lines from her arms and pull the intubation from her throat. She doesn’t deserve this horrible, slow death. I don’t even know her name, but I’ve seen the inside of her thoughts and know she just wants to slip away. 

Futile anger tightens my grip on the machine until my nails hurt. 

I know as well as she does how cruel our tormentors can be. Without rhyme or reason, they take what they want and do as they please. 

Homesickness squeezes my chest. The glimpse of Baseon in the woman’s memories reawakened things I tried to bury. 

I miss the city my mother found refuge in so many years ago. When the government approved her visa, we thought all our prayers had been answered, and for a little over a decade, they had been. My mother found work while my sister, Jolene, and I went to a proper school for the first time in our lives. 

We scattered my mother’s ashes almost ten years ago. Her absence still throbs in my soul. 

The only thing keeping me from the abyss of madness is the knowledge that my sister lives her life free and safe in Baseon. 

I miss her more than I do the city. Lots more. 

With one hand clasped to my chest and the other braced against the whirring machine, I turn my face away from the shell of a woman and fix my gaze on the door, eager to leave but unwilling to move without permission. 

“Return to your ward and commence your correctional activities.” 

“Yes, Director,” I say before releasing the machine and stepping toward the door. Both Enforcers follow. I fight to relax my shoulders and keep an even stride, desperate to appear less like prey. 

As I hurry down the corridor with two alphas trailing behind, I ignore the doors on either side of the hall. When I glimpse my reflection through an open door, fear skitters down my spine. 

Ever since they tricked me into signing a contract and dragged me to this godforsaken place, there hasn’t been a single millisecond where I’ve felt safe, but with the two bulky males—dressed in white hazmat suits with reflective face shields—on my heels, my full predicament bears down on me. 

The world spins and chaos buzzes in my ears, but I put one foot in front of the other until I reach my destination. Other than the number over the keypad, the door to my ward matches every other one down the long hallway. With white walls, glossy floors, and fluorescent lights, this part of the underground facility looks more like a hospital than the lower levels. 

I shudder as the Enforcer on my right punches a code into the keypad and swings open the door. My ward’s head orderly immediately appears in the threshold. She eyes me with her normal stony expression before stepping aside and nodding to my escorts. I stiffen as one passes directly behind me, my nape prickling as I sense his eyes on my ass. 

Without a word, the austere beta woman gestures for me to strip the nearest bed. I hurry past her and tug the first corner free. 

Halfway down the row of beds, my arms ache and knee pulses with pain, but I push through the discomfort and toss another sheet into the bin. Large enough to fit three of me, the rolling laundry cart must already hold another ward’s linen since it’s three quarters full. As the orderly ticks her tablet for every sheet I add, I finish the last bed and move to the opposite side of the room. The moment I grab the corner of the first mattress, I freeze as something hard greets my fingers. 

Whipping the sheet off to hide my pause, I snatch up the napkin-wrapped cookie, knowing exactly what it is by the oblong shape—and who it belongs to. My heart pounds against my sternum. Pressing my palm to my lower back, I hide the item as I chuck the sheet into the bin and move to the next bed. When I lean down to yank the sheet off, I act as though I’m hiding a stretch and slide the contraband into the waistband of my tights, hoping the angle obscures the odd movement. 

Swallowing the fear condensing at the base of my throat, I concentrate on each movement, silently begging the cookie to stay where I put it. 

I finish stripping the last mattress and stand with my arms loose at my sides. 

“Good. To the laundry room,” the nurse snaps. I grit my teeth as I push the heavy bin toward the door, sweat dripping between my breasts and gathering on my lower back as I wrangle the massive cart around the corner. She clicks her tongue and reprimands me when I almost scrape the wall mid turn, but I shuffle my feet and avoid a collision by the skin of my teeth. 

Heat blasts across my face as I step into the laundry room. Rows of industrial washers and dryers fill the concrete room. 

An omega wearing a grey uniform with long sleeves and gloves points me down the aisle. I park the cart where she instructs and scurry through the crowd of controlled chaos to the clean bin. 

A different orderly stands beside the cart labeled with my room’s number. Her blonde hair and blue eyes stand out amidst the world of white and grey, but she scowls along with the rest of my jailers. 

She points her pen to the bin of folded sheets and raises an eyebrow. 

I hurry forward and push the cart through the door and down the hall, my entire body aching. 

“Left row first. Hurry, we haven’t got all night,” she snaps the moment she opens the door. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I respond, the words bitter on my tongue. Memories of her cruel grip as she tugged Stacy across the room sour my stomach. I ignore my body’s reaction and begin the tedious process of fitting sheets onto mattresses. 

When I reach my bunk, I slip the cookie free of my tights and tuck it under the corner of my mattress, pinning it in place with the sheet. 

“Gods, you’re so old, fat, and slow. Move faster, or they’ll be back from supper before you finish.” 

The orderly’s words hurt more than I care to admit. I bite back my angry retort, knowing it will only increase my misery. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I reply, snapping the sheet onto the next bed and grabbing another from the bin. 

Thin, icy fingers close over my wrist. I freeze with my arm extended and the weight of a folded sheet straining my shoulder. Frigid blue eyes bore into mine. 

The moment stretches as unwelcome thoughts flit through my mind. She’s younger, thinner, and taller than I. I could overpower her. 

She tests me, tightening her fingers around my wrist. 

I don’t move, accepting her abuse despite the physical imbalance between us. 

“What’s that?” 

I follow her pointed gaze down to my knee. 

“That’s a bruise, ma’am,” I say, nearly popping a blood vessel trying to keep the snark out of my tone. 

“How did you get it?” 

“I hit it during my latest assignment.” 

“Did they catalogue it?” 

“I… I’m not sure.” 

She scowls as though it’s my fault no one spoke to me. 

“I’m writing it up now, and you’d better tell the Head Orderly when she does checks tonight,” she says, dismissing me by shoving my wrist away and spinning on her heel. 

Not missing a beat, I carry the sheet to the next bed and move on autopilot, needing the mundane task to settle my mind. 

Between the injection this morning, several hours of long, boring observation—confined to my bed—and the horror of the woman’s memories, I feel stretched thinner than ever before. The worst part isn’t the experience, though. 

No, the worst part is knowing tomorrow will be the same. The future hovers before me like a storm cloud, oppressive and dangerous. 

I finish in time to roll the cart against the wall before my ward mates file into the room. Pain lances up my thigh as the bruise on my knee complains. My bones ache, exhaustion weighs down my limbs, and my stomach rumbles. I ignore my hunger pains, accepting it as part of my punishment for releasing the test subject early. 

Scrambling to the foot of my bed, I stand in line and wait with my heels shoulder width apart and my arms hanging at my sides, the same as everyone else. 

Dark brown curls bob across my vision as Stacy shuffles to her spot beside me. My heart lurches within my chest as I take in her presence, the similarities between her and my sister clogging my throat. If she weren’t almost five years younger than Jolene with darker skin and a rounder face, I’d think Stacy and my sister were doppelgangers. 

Panic widens her eyes as she realizes the beds have fresh linen. I tap my fingertip on her arm as she passes and give a tiny shake of my head. 

She swallows and stands nervously in front of her bed, confusion marring her brow. 

Three additional orderlies enter the room, spanning across the main floor to watch over the evening routine. 

We finish our linen by placing a single blanket at the foot of our beds, then wait our turn as the head orderly makes her way down the line. She asks each woman a different array of questions, typing each answer on her tablet and taking pictures when necessary. 

When she steps in front of me, I feel the blonde’s eyes on the side of my face. 

I answer her questions and inform her of the new bruise. She demands I remove my tights, so I use my footboard for balance, peel them off, and hold them in my fist. 

The floor chills my toes as she snaps a photo of my leg and moves on to check Stacy. 

After everyone passes inspection, she unlocks the shower room and props the door open. 

The orderlies watch like hawks as we file into the tiled chamber, strip, and walk through the line of showerheads. Following old instructions, we wash as we shuffle forward, using the first spray to get wet, lathering through the next two showerheads, and rinsing through the last three. 

I squeeze the excess water out of my hair before grabbing a sleeping gown from the bench by the door. Burrowing my arms through the short sleeves, I pull it around me and snap the front closed, fastening every button from collarbone to hem. 

Stacy plops onto her bed and sits cross-legged in the center while I hoist myself onto my mattress. I shiver at the cold sheets, wishing I had twenty more blankets to pile on top of me. 

The room quiets as the last test subject settles into her bunk. 

“We begin a new round of doses tomorrow. Sleep is imperative. Infractions will be punished. Lights out,” the head nurse says as she stalks down the center of the room. The blonde turns off the light and takes her post beside the door as all but one other orderly leaves for the night. 

I tuck my only blanket around me and curl onto my side. Stacy’s wide eyes meet mine, the medical equipment casting her face in a yellow glow. Before the noise of shifting linen ends, I sneak my hand under my mattress and pass the cookie to Stacy. She tucks it against her chest and offers me a sweet little smile before lifting the blanket over her head. 

I watch her shoulders hunch as she enjoys her stolen treat and fight the lump in my throat. 

No matter how terrible my life may be, I refuse to give in to despair. 

Stacy deserves better. 

I’ll see she gets it.

Somehow. 




Chapter 2
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Jokur

I smirk, hiding my bone deep dread behind humor as Commander Ru’en’s scowl deepens. Instincts demand I prevent whatever catastrophic event looms on the horizon, but without direction, I settle into old habits.

“Guess things need to heat up soon, before you go cryonic, huh?” I say as I tap the processor attached to Commander Ru’en’s suit. 

As cold as ever—pun intended—my commander doesn’t react beyond sliding his blade into his holster with a tad bit more force than necessary. A rare Frigant, his blood runs as cold as ice in his veins, the cloud of cool air emanating from him wafting against my arm, even through both of our suits. 

A sliver of concern runs down my spine, which I, of course, bury under snark. 

“How much you want to bet Choku and Thret have just been running rampant through the facilities? They’ve been eerily quiet ever since we landed.” 

If I didn’t know him so well, I’d think I offended Commander Ru’en with my verbal jab, but he takes pride in his ability to be succinct. He crosses his arms over his chest and checks the horizon yet again. 

He’s been running much colder the last few weeks, ever since another Warrior Elite beat him to a pulp. Of course, the resulting drama, a crashing spaceship, and one of our very own finding his lifemate, has no doubt affected his metabolic rate, too. Add in our missing team members, Choku and Thret, and he’s likely to go cryogenic at the slightest disturbance. 

Part of me wants to see him lose his shit. The other part wants to protect him at all costs, which is ridiculous. He, along with every alpha on our team, doesn’t require the sort of protection I feel compelled to give. They aren’t weak or timid. My teammates are battle hardened warriors, fully capable of taking care of themselves. It’s an honor to know they have my back, just as I have theirs. 

Even if two of them forget they know how to talk most days. 

I scoff at Commander Ru’en’s dismissal and pull the hose to my water sack free of its holder. 

“Fine, you were always a sore loser anyway,” I say, knowing exactly what buttons to push to get a reaction. Ru’en’s white pupils shrink, leaving tiny pinpoints in his otherwise black orbs as he swings his gaze to mine. I suck down a lazy gulp of water. 

“I don’t lose, Jokur. You know this.” 

I pop my water hose back into place and scratch my nape, pretending like my scruff isn’t covered by my suit, and shake my shoulders as though brushing something off. 

“Well, there was that one time…” 

His deep growl vibrates the metal under my feet, adding a lower vibration than the craft’s engine.

“Are you sure now’s the time to poke the ice giant?” Den, an alpha from Warrior Elite Team 6, asks as he strides across the cargo bay. “I mean, I’m all for reminding him of his fail—” 

I yank my knife from its holster and fling it at the oversized idiot. He spins just in time to avoid my blade sinking into his shoulder. 

“This doesn’t concern you,” I growl. 

“Fucking hells, Jokur, lighten up.” 

I lift my lip and inch closer, daring him to continue, itching for a fight. 

“You don’t get to insult my family. That’s my job,” I say, knocking his shoulder with mine as I pass. When I yank my knife free of the wooden box, Den scoffs and snaps his mask off his belt. 

“Then get better at it. You suck.” 

I chuckle and slide my blade back into its holster at my hip. 

“Often and with fervor. You should try it. The ladies love it.” 

When my innuendo sinks past his thick skull, his expression tightens. He glares at me before donning his mask. 

“Air reconnaissance is complete. No signs of movement topside. You’ll drop first. Clear the outlying exits before meeting us at the front,” he says before turning and stomping away. The Sky-Flyer shudders under his clunky boots. 

“Don’t worry, sweet cheeks, we’ll do the heavy lifting for you,” I call to his receding back. He flips me off over his shoulder. 

I turn, laughing, and meet Ru’en’s glare. He cocks a brow. I shrug and step to the open door. 

“Stay close. No comms. We’ll take the west hatch first, then head north,” he instructs. 

I nod and follow him into the open air, reveling in the rush of sound and adrenaline as we plummet to the ground. The sweltering breeze whips through my hair and ruffles my tail until I land with a jarring thud, my boots sinking into the sand as I brace against the impact. With a smile on my face, I inhale deeply, savoring the dry desert air before slipping the bottom half of my mask over my face.

Commander Ru’en glances at my uncovered ears. I sigh and pull the top half of my mask into place, hating the temporary muffling of my hearing as the suit adjusts. 

We run toward the barren mountain range without hesitation. My legs eat up the distance with ease as I weave through boulders and vault over ravines. When I glimpse vehicle tracks on a ledge several feet below our path, I veer to the left and jump over a mound of jagged rocks. 

Several days ago, I clung to the roof of that vehicle as it veered through the difficult terrain. Duri, Cahress’ lifemate, led us to the hidden entrance a few miles deeper into the mountains. We hadn’t gone inside the facility. Cahress had rallied a gaggle of captured alphas and they’d fought their way free—with cocks flapping in the breeze. It’d been quite a sight. 

One I’ll hassle him about for the rest of our lives. 

Five paces ahead of me, Commander Ru’en drops into a ravine. I follow. 

Right into a platoon of enemies. 

Fuck these stupid ISC soldiers. What was once a legit company, the Intergalactic Science Corps no longer resembles its first iteration. Filled with evil people, the corrupt corporation conducts inhumane tests on all dynamics, destroys families, and hunts individuals without a scrap of morality in sight. 

I hate them on principle, but our recent interactions have curated my complete revulsion for them. 

We, the Fleet, landed on this planet, Mai’CuS, a few months ago with the intent to eradicate the ISC completely. 

No better time to start than now. 

I fling an explosive into the group to our right and roll to my left, dodging the nearest human as he panic punches in my direction. 

A half laugh, half scoff rips from my throat as I pop onto my feet, lean forward, and kick my heel into his midsection. His buddies join in, finally waking from their shock. I snap arms, ruin weapons, and burst organs. Screams and battle cries fill the air, highlighted by the rumbling of engines as their backup arrives. 

Commander Ru’en sidesteps the first vehicle and splinters the windshield with his knife before swinging onto the roof. I catch the first guy he tosses and use the limp body to knock over a few men. 

Bullets pepper my back. I curse and tuck into a roll. 

Some jackass just shot into their own men. Go figure. I should have anticipated the callous move, but the exhilaration of battle wiped out the option. 

The first vehicle slams into the wall milliseconds after Commander Ru’en hops off the back. Smoke billows into the sky before flames burst from the hood. 

Men retreat, running and yelling for the rest to follow. 

The ground rumbles under my feet. Commander Ru’en chills my side while the flames heat me from the other direction. 

A vehicle three times bigger than the typical transporter lumbers around the corner. 

I sigh and meet black eyes. He switches his communicator on and relays our predicament. I flick mine on, too, and flinch.

Static greets me. 

“They’re blocking our comms,” I snarl. 

He doesn’t respond. With his eyes trained on the odd vehicle and every muscle in his body taut, he assesses our situation, and no doubt comes to the same conclusion as I. 

Slipping two throwing knives from my belt, I crack my neck and roll my shoulders, facing off with the hybrid tank monstrosity as though it’s just another weak foe. 

“You take right flank, I take left?” I joke, filling the silence with dry humor. 

The vehicle slows to a stop several hundred yards away. I bite back a curse when the side opens and two upright slabs whir outward, revealing our lost teammates. Mummified in bright red restraints, both Choku and Thret stare back at us with glazed, unfocused eyes. 

An eerie calm spreads through my veins. 

My tension drains. 

I smirk. 

“Hey, Commander Ru’en?” 

I lace my words with irony. He doesn’t take his gaze from the vehicle. 

“They’re on the right side of the vehicle, which means they’re your problem.” 

Snowy lashes widen as he darts a glance my way. 

I kick him and launch myself forward. 

Ice crystallizes on my tail, but my suit protects me from the initial wave as Commander Ru’en’s processor fails. Everything freezes, from the idling engine to the driver sitting behind the wheel, and even the row of humans crowded behind the vehicle. 

I grunt as agony spears up my spine from my tail, but I use the force of the secondary blast to propel myself forward. With ice encasing my holster, I transfer both knives to one hand and snag Choku’s restraints before I blow past him. 

Amidst frozen humans in white hazmat suits and crappy black uniforms, I slice Choku’s restraints from shoulder to heel and pry the front away from his body. It snaps and clatters to the ground in shards, whatever electronic material inside crumbling like dust. I rush to Thret’s bulky frame and repeat the movement, denting my blade on his bony plates in my haste. 

After clearing the restraints off his front, I peel him off the slab and let him fall to the ground with a solid thud. 

He sucks in a breath, his heart kick-started into action. 

I return to Choku, pulling off my mask and sealing it over his head in one movement. The weight of my frozen tail tugs on my spine, but I ignore the sting as it knocks into the back of my leg. I run my blade over my vest to clear the ice away from my pocket. I yank a packet out and crunch it in my fist before pressing my palm over his heart. 

He shudders before splintering and reforming. I nod in relief when he steps from the tiny platform and rests his hand on my shoulder. For a brief moment, I enjoy reuniting with my lost teammates. 

A high-pitched whistle pierces my ears. I curse and gesture toward Commander Ru’en. Choku nods and morphs. 

Thret lumbers beside me as we head toward our struggling commander. Choku ghosts back and forth between Commander Ru’en and the vehicle several times, gathering the bits and pieces necessary to fix his processor, before the tone stops. 

Clad in nothing but briefs, Thret and Choku hoist Commander Ru’en’s arms over their shoulders and use his belt to stabilize him between them. I watch our six as they stumble down the ravine with his boots dragging. 

A whir catches my attention. I glance upward, but the walls block out too much of the sky to know whether the Sky-Flyer is friend or foe. 

Sensing the same threat I do, my teammates duck under the nearest outcropping. 

The Sky-Flyer casts a shadow as it flies over the ravine. Despite the flash of sun reflecting off the side, I know it isn’t one of ours. 

I tap Commander Ru’en’s communicator and get close enough for the mic to pick up my voice. My snout stings from the cold, but I give our coordinates and a quick rundown of the situation. 

Thret grabs my arm before I can step away. 
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