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“You’ve taken on some serious people, but Tre Summers is something totally different, and we all know that he doesn’t have all of his planets orbiting the sun.”

His name was Trist, and he was an expert in weapons and vehicles of all types. Even though Raptor invented many of the things in his arsenal, there were things he would get from Trist.

He was a foot shorter than Raptor, with black hair and tan colored skin. He usually wore his hair down to his shoulders and a pair of silver-rimmed glasses.

“I’m not worried about Summers or the military. He should be worried about me.”

Raptor knew that getting to Tre would not be easy, but eventually, he would. There were few people in the world that could live every day and not make a mistake, and eventually Summers would make one and that was all that he needed.

“I know you didn’t come here to talk about Summers, so what do you need?”

Raptor had saved Trist from being killed by a rival assassin, so Trist became his weapons designer and although Raptor would not admit it, he was also his friend.

“I need a tracer that can be placed on a target from a distance of two miles, and it has to withstand extreme temperatures.”

“What are you going to use it on?”

“Summer’s transport.”

Trist jumped from his seat and walked over to a red cabinet and removed a small black box and handed it to Raptor. The assassin opened the box and saw a small silver device sitting inside of it.

“What is this?”

Trist smiled as he answered Raptor’s question. “It’s a camo-tracer.”

As Raptor looked at the tracer, it did not appear to be any different from the other tracers that Trist had given him.

“This baby is untraceable. It can blend with any surface that it’s on and can be traced to any location in the world. Not to mention, it also sends out a signal that can’t be detected.”

Raptor knew that this was what he needed, considering Summers always had his transport scanned before it took flight.

“How do you know it works?”

“Let’s just say that I’ve tested it on a certain friend of ours. All you have to do is put it on his bird and you’ll know exactly where he is, no matter where it’s at.”

Raptor gave a nod and closed the box. He knew that placing the tracer on Tre’s craft would not be hard to do, and now there was one more thing that he had to get before he went to where Summers’ transport was located.

Tre could not believe the news that he had just received. Max Key had escaped his people again, but more importantly he had lost some of his fighters. This was something that he could not afford, considering the war was rapidly approaching. He needed his best soldiers and pilots ready for combat, and losing any of them was unacceptable.

Someone had to help Max escape his people, and although he was good, not even he was good enough to escape some of his best pilots by himself. He knew that the military was not helping him, so the only people who would be stupid enough to do anything like this, were the Aquinas and this was another reason for him to hate them.

Tre knew that he had to forget about Max because he had to focus on the war and what he needed to do to be victorious. Max was not going anywhere, and he would have all the time in the world to get his hands on him after he won the war.

He was preparing to give one of his last speeches to his troops before they went into battle. He knew that a good speech before a battle could do miracles for a soldier’s confidence, and he wanted them to feel as if they were invincible and that nothing could stop them. He had to make sure that his soldiers were ready for battle and there could not be any weakness within his ranks.

With this victory, he would become the greatest military leader in history. He believed a person made their own destiny and Father was helping him create a destiny that would last for eternity. He was not a fool, and he knew that Father had the power to destroy him and although he had no proof; he knew that Father had killed Lisk and if he could do this; he could do anything.

Father supplied him with credits and weapons, and this only showed the power that Father truly had and if he was going to rule the world, then he would have to take care of Father. Unfortunately for him, all of this would have to be done later, because it was the present that he was concerned about.

He could not let Father know that he was planning to kill him, and  he had to appear to follow his every command, but eventually he was going to kill this mysterious person and then he would rule the world and no one could stop him and all that he deserved would finally be his.

Raptor was another person who he would have to rid himself of. He knew that after being doubled crossed, the assassin would want to even the score, but with the might of the military behind him, Tre knew that there was nothing that Raptor could do to him. Still, it would be best if he had him taken care of.

As Tre stepped out of his office, four security guards surrounded him, with two in the front and two in the rear. Although he had ample security, Tre looked around to make sure that everything was safe. He knew that by becoming the leader of the military, his number of enemies had grown.

“Notify the pilot of the Revenge that I am on my way.” Tre said in his communicator. 

As he walked towards his aircraft, he knew it was time for him to get what was his and take what he wanted.

Raptor could see the primary base of the military, and he was far enough away to where he could not be detected. The one thing that he noticed about the military since Summers took over was that they were not as efficient as they once were. They had become sloppy under Tre’s leadership, and this would make getting to him easier than it should be.

If you follow a fool, then you get what you deserve.

It surprised Raptor that no one had tried to assassinate Summers, and he wondered if Tre was just a front man and someone else was pulling the strings, but he did not care because one way or another he was going to make Summers pay for his actions.

Raptor saw Tre’s personal aircraft sitting on the runway, and he knew Summers was somewhere inside, and as much as he wanted to kill Tre for betraying him, he was not there for that. He was there to place a tracer on his aircraft so that he could face him before he killed him.

Knowing that this could be his only opportunity, Raptor knew his shot would have to be perfect. Most people only saw Raptor in his uniform, and because of this, he was able to easily perform surveillance during the day and this included the base. Being able to go out in public without being recognized was one of his greatest assets and he used it to its fullest.

The base had numerous security measures that made it impossible for anyone to penetrate. There were long range motion detectors and drones that constantly flew around the outside of the base and there were also gun towers that surrounded it, and security constantly walked the perimeter both inside and out. He knew that Tre usually left at night, and this was good because Raptor knew that the darkness would conceal him, and he did not have to worry about being detected.

He brought his modified X-24 rifle with a telescopic scope, which could strike a target within four miles with pinpoint accuracy.

He was targeting an area that was the size of a large pebble and had waited almost four hours for Tre to enter the aircraft. The long wait did not bother him because he was a master at waiting, and he would not leave until he completed his mission.

As he scanned the runway, Raptor saw four guards walking out with Tre and as he looked at Tre through the scope, he thought about shooting him, but he wanted Tre to see him face to face before he died.

As Tre boarded the craft, Raptor continued to wait and as it rolled down the runway. Raptor followed the craft with his rifle as he held his breath without one part of his body making any type of movement.

His father taught him to always squeeze the trigger slowly when he was aiming at a target from a long distance, but he preferred squeezing it quickly. His reflexes were faster than any human, and he could get off ten shots before most people could get off two.

The X-24 did not make any type of sound when it was fired and did not have any type of kick to it. Raptor had modified it to shoot ammunition or tracers and, like many of his weapons, it was light considering its size.

A small beep sounded in Raptor’s ear and a voice started to speak. “Where are you?”

“Watching a target.”

Her name was Cathy, and she worked for him. They had known each other for years and she was one of the few people who he trusted and was one of the few who knew the face under the mask.

“I did a little digging, and if someone is helping Summers, then they’re an expert at covering their tracks.”

The only reason Raptor wanted to know if anyone was helping Summers was because he needed to know who else he would have to kill. Taking Summers out would interfere in this person’s plans, and this would put a target on his back, and they would come after him for killing the psycho.

“It doesn’t matter who is helping him. No one tries to play me for a fool and gets away with it. Summers is going to die, and if anyone has a problem with it, they can die, too.”

Raptor ended the transmission as he continued to look at the aircraft roll down the runway and, with no hesitation, he pulled back on the trigger. The tracer struck the aircraft with a small ping and as it lifted from the runway and towards the night sky, Raptor activated the tracer and could see a red dot moving on his lenses. Seeing that the tracer was working, Raptor strapped his rifle to his back and headed towards the Executioner.
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“General Vorn has sent a search party to find you, and he has done this without the knowledge of the emperor.”

Scribe was not worried about Vorn finding him, but he could not tell his best friend why. He hated keeping things from him, but it was for his safety. Just the fact that they were friends was putting his life in danger, and the less he knew, the safer he would be.

“Vorn will not find me, so you do not have to worry.”

Veer wished he had the same confidence that his friend had. He knew that if Vorn were to find Scribe, he would kill him and, as the two friends walked through the woods, Veer stopped and looked at Scribe.

“We both know that the General will not rest until he finds you. How can you be so sure that he will not?”

Veer knew that Vorn wanted to take Scribe’s life, and this was the reason he had not informed Dregor about the search party. He wanted to find Scribe and kill him and blame it on their enemies. Not only would this eliminate Scribe, but it would also enrage Dregor enough to start the war immediately.

“You cannot hide out here forever. Eventually, the General will find you and make sure that you never return to Zondor. He will make it appear as if our enemies had taken your life.”

Scribe could not let Veer know that he would not be alone or hiding in the woods and as much as he trusted Veer, he could not tell him where he would be.

“That is why this will be our last meeting. I cannot continue to put your life in danger.”

Veer thought that this was odd. Scribe was worried about him more than himself. This was not only the sign of a true warrior, but also a good friend.

“I will make this promise to you. One day I will return and Vorn will pay for everything that he has done to me and our people and on that day, the emperor will finally see him for who he truly is.”

Veer thought that Scribe was losing his mind. There was nothing he could do to stop Vorn, and if he ever faced him, he would lose his life.

“You are like a brother to me, and I know that you hate the General, but if you think that you will one day be able to defeat him, you are deceiving yourself and putting your life in danger. I will miss you and I must advise you not to return to Zondor to face him. You can get away from him and I pray to the gods that you do not return. Revenge is something that can blind us, and I hope that this does not happen to you.”

The two gave their farewells and Veer departed, leaving Scribe to think about what was said. He would miss his friend and hoped that one day he could return to Zondor so they could help Dregor defeat Vorn and free all Airors.

“I know he is your friend, but you must realize that he is a warrior who is loyal to the empire and cannot be trusted.” A voice said from behind Scribe.

“Veer would never betray me!”

There was a hint of anger in Scribe’s voice. He knew Veer would never betray him because just being his friend was putting his life in danger. He hated lying to his friend and wondered if Veer would still consider him a friend if he knew that he was lying to him, but it had to be done no matter how much he did not like it.

“I once thought the same thing about a friend that I once had, yet he betrayed me and decided that some things are more important than friendship. Now come, young Tet. You have been delayed for too long.”

Scribe knew it would be a long time before he would see Veer again. He turned and followed the person through the woods, leaving all that he once knew behind him and knowing this, he slowly stopped and looked back towards Zondor.

I will return one day to free my people from you, Vorn. 

One day he would free his people and once this was done, all Airors would finally become equals.

***
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Dregor knew that the war was getting closer and although he knew where Scribe was located, he wanted to be sure. He could not afford to send his warriors out to look for Scribe because the humans had started to move their troops, and he could not risk one of them being captured. They were not trying to hide their positions and Summers was a person who could not be figured out. He was crazy and unpredictable, and trying to figure him out would only be a waste of time.

Vorn would give him his battle plans in a few days, but Dregor had already decided that they would not engage in the battle that would be fought in the water. Their battle would be in the air and on land, and this would be an advantage for them.

Vorn decided it would be best if they engaged the enemy in the air and then moved to the ground, but Dregor did not think that this was a good idea. He wanted to fight their enemies on land and in the air and, with the help of the military, he knew it could be accomplished. He knew that if the military helped them fight the Aquinas on land and in the air, they would receive more casualties than his warriors and the Aquinas would destroy their ships in the battle in the water and this was why they would win the war, the humans and Aquinas would not have enough to withstand his final assault. His plans relied on what Tre Summers would do, and if he did as he expected, he would be victorious.

Dregor was also worried about the future of his people. Although he named Vorn as his successor, he needed to survive the war. Vorn did not like non-warriors and if he became emperor, then he would eventually turn them all into slaves. He needed to teach Vorn how to respect all Airors and that non-warriors were important to the survival of their people, and once he realized this, his view of them would change.

Vorn was the only logical choice to succeed him and the only person who could keep the empire together if he did not survive, but would it all be worth it?

He knew Vorn would hunt for Scribe, but Scribe would not return if Vorn became emperor and if Vorn did not know where he was located; he would be safe, and this was what mattered to him the most.

Dregor picked up his cup and drank from it as a knock came on his door. He looked at the door, finished his drink, and finally spoke. “Enter.”

It was a young warrior that Dregor did not recognize. The warrior appeared to be nervous from being in the presence of Dregor and the fear that was on his face was something that Dregor had seen on many young faces.

“My Emperor. General Vorn instructed me to deliver this package to you.”

This was something that Scribe would have done and Dregor wished he was still in Zondor. He realized just how much he depended on Scribe and how the duties that he performed seemed unimportant to some, but it was these things that were the most important.

“What is it?”

“I do not know. He only ordered me to bring it to you.” The young warrior nervously replied.

Dregor knew it was not the battle plans and if it was something important, Vorn would have delivered himself.

As the warrior laid the package on Dregor’s desk, he saluted him and turned to walk out of Dregor’s room. “Has there been any sightings of Scribe?”

The warrior stopped and turned to look at Dregor. “No one has seen or heard from him.”

“Very well. That is all.”

The warrior walked out of the room and Dregor could only hope that Scribe was safe. He knew that once the war was over; he would have to make a decision that would create another war. He knew the risks that he was going to take, but it would be worth it.

The two most important people in his life were gone, and he never intended for things to end up this way. There was not much that he could do to change what had been done, but he wanted back everything that he had lost, and he was determined to get them, because he would never be complete until they were in their rightful place. 

He always knew that things would eventually be this way and there was nothing he could do about it until the war was over.

There came another knock on Dregor’s door, and he wondered if the young warrior had forgotten something.

“Enter.” He said, wishing he could be left alone so that he could think about the things he would need to do once the war was over.

It was a non-warrior who was assigned to replace Scribe. “Sire, the survey of the warriors and non-warriors that are currently living in Zondor has been completed, and we also recorded the warriors that are assigned to the security of Zondor.”

Dregor wanted to know the names of everyone who lived in Zondor, and he was going to do this throughout the empire. He knew he was going to lose many warriors, and he needed to know the names of every warrior within the empire and the names of the non-warriors in case the humans attacked one of his territories.

“Very well, and I expect you have also made plans for the relocation of the non-warriors.”

“Yes, and I have given your orders to the warriors that will coordinate the relocation.”

The non-warrior paused before he continued. “If I may ask, has there been any word from Scribe?”

Dregor knew why the non-warrior had asked this question. He wanted to replace Scribe, but no one could replace Scribe. 

“I have not heard from Scribe and the search parties have not located him, but I do hope they find him, for there is no one in the empire that can replace him.”

Dregor wanted to make sure that he knew that Scribe could never be replaced. It was taking both warriors and non-warriors to complete Scribe’s tasks and even combined; they were not as efficient as Scribe.

“If that is all, I wish to be alone.”

The non-warrior gave a nod and walked out of Dregor’s chambers, knowing that what Dregor had said was specifically for him.

The more Dregor thought about Scribe, the more he thought about all the mistakes that he had made in his life and he vowed that one day he would put things in order and it did not matter who disagreed with him, even if it were Vorn.

* * *
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Rock was sitting in his office with Jim and was still waiting to hear from Max, Kyla, or Lotis. They were going to Orkis and Lotis was going to contact him once they arrived, but there was something else that was on his mind and that was the fact that he had not heard from Kim.

She called him a few days ago, but he had not heard from her since and she usually called him every day and even if she were investigating a story, she would still leave a message.

“You still have not heard from Kim?”

Rock pulled out a cigar and lit it. Jim did not like the smell of the cigars that Rock smoked, but he had grown accustomed to them.

“So far I have not heard from her, and I cannot contact Max or Kyla.”

Jim knew that Rock cared for Max and Kyla and was worried about them. Both could take care of themselves and although Rock knew this, this did not stop him from worrying.

“I am sure that she is safe and if you want me to, I’ll do some searching on my own. She’s probably somewhere covering a story. This is not the first time she has done something like this.”

“Right now, I’ll take all the help that I can get, considering all that’s going on.” Rock replied with a nervous look on his face.

Jim stood up and gave Rock a smile. “I should get going. I want to start looking for her as soon as I can.” 

Jim walked out of Rock’s office and Rock hoped his friend could find Kim. The last time he saw her, she was reporting from the military celebration. She called him later that night to talk about Tre Summers and Rock told her that he did not want her involved with Summers or the military, but he knew how stubborn she could be, and talking to her was like talking to a wall.

He contacted all of Kim’s friends and none of them had seen or heard from her and it was not like her to not contact anyone. She had her fair share of people that did not like her, and it was possible that one of them had kidnapped her, but many of them knew that she worked for him and that it would not be wise to do anything to her.

Kim had exposed many people during her career, from drug dealers to weapon smugglers. She had destroyed many lives, and it would not be a surprise if one of them wanted to destroy hers.

“Mr. Rockland. You have a call.” Rock’s secretary said.

“Whoever it is, tell them I will call them back tomorrow.” He was not in the mood to talk, considering that so many people that he cared about were missing.

After a few seconds, the secretary spoke again. “I’m sorry to bother you, but it’s Tiz Armon, and he is demanding to speak to you.”

This was the last person who Rock wanted to hear from, but no one demanded anything from him, but there was the possibility that Tiz could have information about Kim and, as his holo-phone popped up from his desk, Tiz’s face appeared.

“Rockland, where is Kim!” He said with anger in his voice.

Rock was shocked by the way Tiz was speaking to him. He knew Tiz was seeing Kim, but he did not know how serious their relationship was or if Armon’s feeling for her were real. He knew that this relationship could be Tiz’s way of trying to get to him, which would not surprise him at all.

“I do not know what you said to her, but I cannot believe that even you would stoop so low that you would lie just to keep her away from me!”

Tiz was not trying to hide the fact that they were seeing each other, and it was as if he wanted Rock to know that they were.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Armon. I haven’t heard from Kim in days.”

Tiz gave Rock a look as if he did not believe him. “I’m not stupid Rockland. I am sure that you know about our relationship, and I know you hate that we are seeing each other!”

Rock could not deny what Tiz had said, and he had no other choice but to let Tiz know that he was right. He knew Tiz liked to talk, so maybe he would give him a clue where Kim could be.

“If you already know this, then maybe you can tell me where she is.”

Tiz gave a smile that Rock did not appreciate. “Do not treat me as if I am a fool, Rockland. You know that we went out for dinner and that I took her home.”

Tiz appeared to be a step ahead of Rock and he did not have any leverage to use against him, but if he genuinely cared about Kim, he hoped Tiz would tell him if he knew or suspected anything.

“Kim is a grown woman, and she can see whomever she pleases, even if it’s someone like you.”

Rock was trying to keep his composure, but it was hard to do when talking to someone like Armon, but he noticed that he was getting under Tiz’s skin.

“You may have fooled Kim, but eventually she will see the spoiled little brat that you are.”

Tiz violently slammed his fist on his desk, which made his image unstable for a second. This was the first time that Rock had ever seen Tiz like this, and if the circumstances were different, he would enjoy it.

“Listen, you piece of street trash. You can’t stop Kim from seeing me and I will take her from you and there is nothing you can do about it. I am going to take everything that you love. Kim, RLM and Stone Industries!”

This was a threat that Rock could not ignore. Armon had gone too far, and he was going to let him know it.

“If I find out that you had anything to do with Kim being missing, there is no amount of credits that will keep me from wrapping my hands around your puny neck and believe me when I say this Armon, you’ve made the worst enemy that you could have ever dreamed of making. There will come a day when we will meet, and I’m gonna show you what a real man is!”

Tiz gave a slight nod and then smiled. “I am sure that we will Rockland and believe me, you don’t know how much I am looking forward to it.”

Tiz ended the call and wished that he were in Rock’s office. He wanted to show him that he had made the biggest mistake in his life and that he needed to pay for it.

Rock crushed his cigar in his hand without realizing it and touched a button on his desk and the face of his number two security guard appeared. “Kim is missing, and I want you to use every resource that we have to find her!”

The security guard could see that Rock was angry and, knowing his boss, he knew it was more than just Kim being missing.

“I also want constant surveillance on Tiz Armon, and I want an hourly update on both matters!”

Rock ended the transmission, wishing that Kyla was there to help look for Kim. All the people that he cared about were missing or could not be contacted and the only other time he had this type of feeling was when Loren was killed, and he hoped that the same thing would not happen to any of them. He missed Loren, and he did not know if he could take losing any more people that he cared about. It was hard for him to think about this, and he did not want to do it, but he knew it was something that he had to be prepared for.

He picked up the receiver to his holo-phone. “Kim is missing. If she calls you, let me know and I promise that wherever she is; I will find her.” 

* * *
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“I have done everything that I can think of, and nothing appears to be working.”

Since the Nezmor had become ill, Nix had tried every treatment that he could think of to cure him and no matter what he did, Nezmor’s condition did not improve. Sometimes he appeared to be getting better, but the virus that was infecting his body would mutate into something different, and Nix had never seen anything like it in his life.

He was inside Nezmor’s room with his father, who had just arrived from talking to Trin. The two had discussed many things, including Nezmor’s condition and Krell. They discussed the possibility of going to war and the pressure that Trin was under.

Nix had learned many things from his father and if anyone could figure out how to stop the virus, it was Velor, but he had never encountered something like this. Both had concluded that someone created the virus and there were only a few that could have created something so sophisticated.

They knew the humans could have been responsible, but Nezmor had not been in contact with them, and no outsiders had visited Orkis since the talk of war had started, except for Max Key and knowing how much Max cared for Trin, they did not believe that he would infect Nezmor with the virus.

Nezmor had been stable for days, but Nix knew that this would not last for long. He was feeling useless, and Krell’s constant harassment only made things worse. He knew that if he could travel to the surface and talk with the human physicians, they could save the Nezmor’s life, but Krell had issued a decree that all non- military Aquinas could not go to the surface and Nix knew that his only hope was if Trin allowed him to go.

“I feel as if things will not get better. Krell’s decision has not helped this situation and although I dislike it, I feel he had no other choice. I fear that if the war does not destroy us, we will eventually destroy ourselves.”

Nix did not respond to his father’s statement about Krell. It was almost as if his father agreed with what Krell was doing and had given up on Nezmor, but deep down he knew that the possibility of Nezmor recovering was not good and that he could die at any time.

As they were going over Nezmor’s test results, Velor heard Nezmor call his name. He ran over to his old friend, knowing what it took for him to speak even one word. Velor pulled a chair beside him and held Nezmor’s hand. As he spoke, Nezmor coughed and Velor could see that his friend had lost a tremendous amount of weight, and it killed him to see him like this.

“The war can be stopped.” Nezmor slowly said.

Velor did not know what Nezmor was talking about, but he made sure that he heard every word that was spoken.

“Loren Key’s... son has... in... formation to stop the war.”

Velor had known Loren Key, and he knew that he and Nezmor were once good friends. He did not reply, knowing that Nezmor was too weak to answer any question that he might have.

“He has to... get here safely.”

Nezmor slowly fell unconscious and Velor jumped from his seat and went over to Nix. “Nezmor has just informed me that Max Key could have information that could prevent the war!”

Nix knew that the King’s condition could be affecting his mind, but he also knew that nothing could be overlooked, and this was something that Trin needed to know.

“Did he say if he would be coming here?”

Trin had not mentioned anything about Max coming to Orkis and Nix was sure that if Max was coming, then Trin would have mentioned it to him, but with everything that was going on, he knew it could have easily slipped his mind.

“He did not say, but I will go to see if any transmissions from him have been received. I have to make sure that if he comes, he arrives here safely!”

Velor left Nix sitting at the observation table. If Max truly had information that could prevent the war, maybe he also had information that could help the King!
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Max was close to Orkis, and he could not wait to see Trin. Since the talk of war, he had only talked to his friend a few times and had not seen him in months. He and Trin had been friends for years and he hoped things would remain that way, but he knew what war could do to people and he did not want that to happen to Trin. 
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