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Axira Episode Three Blurb

    
        

Everything changes, for Axira is no longer alone.

The Academy reels after the mutiny, but they can't lick their wounds for long. It's time to go on the attack and bring the fight to the Kore.

When a mission is organized, she's selected, and it brings her one step closer to what she's always wanted: revenge.

....

Axira follows a runaway superweapon and the lieutenant who softens her ice-cold heart as they fight to save the Milky Way from her monstrous master. If you crave space opera with action, heart, and a dash of romance, grab Axira Episode Three today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.

Axira is the 3rd Galactic Coalition Academy series. A sprawling, epic, and exciting sci-fi world where cadets become heroes and hearts are always won, each installment can be read separately, so plunge in today.
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    Chapter 1

    
      Axira
    

    Everything was different now. Of course it was. For the first time in my life, someone knew. Someone other than my master.

    My secret was out.

    Elle sat across the floor from me, her head twisted toward the window as she stared up at the night sky.

    It had been a month since the incident with Professor Mong and Cadet Logan.

    The Academy was a different place.

    Everything was changing so fast.

    One thing hadn’t changed. Elle was still my friend, and she had come good on her promise. Nobody had come for me, and it appeared that apart from her, no one knew my secret.

    Technically I was safe.

    But she wasn’t.

    “You should try to get some rest,” I advised her as I noted her distracted look.

    It took her a while to turn around and face me. As soon as she did, she cracked into a smile, but I could tell it was forced.

    I was starting to learn that a lot of her smiles were forced. They had to be. While I had a horrendous history, unless Elle was very lucky, she would have a far worse future.

    My master and the other masters of the Kore sects would hunt her. They would never stop. Not unless she died, and they would try everything to prevent that.

    She was quite possibly the most valuable person in the Coalition. More so than myself.

    “I’m not really tired,” she lied.

    “You are. I don’t share your biology, but I’ve been trying to mimic it long enough now that I know the tell-tale signs. Your eyes are hooded, your speech is somewhat slurred, and your moves are languid. You require rest. Do not worry, I will keep guard.”

    After some wrangling, we now shared quarters. It was a perfect arrangement. Elle required protection – not that anyone other than me knew that – and I could provide it. I also did not sleep.

    “Em, I’m fine. But maybe you want to get out for a while? I know you love going on top of the roof. I’ll be fine on my own.”

    For the past month, I had stayed by her. She was now my charge.

    I didn’t move.

    “Seriously, Em, you don’t have to watch me all the time. I’m pretty sure no one is going to come after me for a while. That incident with Professor Mong shook up the Academy. Security is much better now.”

    “Let me think about security,” I advised her as I extended my arm toward her bedroom and pointed at the door. “Rest,” I ordered her.

    She made a face. “You’re becoming like my brother, you know that?”

    If I could have blushed, I would have. Instead, I used my control to ensure I didn’t move a muscle.

    “He does nothing but try to protect me.”

    “I should not need to remind you that of all the people in the Academy, let alone the Coalition, you require the most protection.”

    Elle made another face. “I know that,” she replied in a subdued tone, “I’ll never forget that. But you don’t have to look after me all the time. You can have your own life.”

    My own life?

    This was my life. Now, for the first time in my existence, I was deciding what to do. Nobody was forcing me. There were no shackles around my wrists overpowering my body and mind.

    This was my choice.

    I lifted my chin and stared at her directly.

    Before I could say anything, she lifted both her hands and shrugged in surrender. “Fine. But I can’t promise you that I’ll sleep. I… sometimes it’s hard to shut out all those voices.”

    Ever since Elle had revealed her secret to me, she’d kept confiding in me. The true extent of her power was astounding. It would have to be, considering what my master wanted her for.

    “Do as I told you: focus only on one thing. Whether it be your breath or the feeling of the bed underneath you. Hone your focus until you can block out all other distractions.” As I spoke, I did so with a measure of authority. For I spoke from experience. This was exactly the method I used to break my master’s control. Over the centuries I had learned to focus my attention and block out all other distractions until the day I’d been able to isolate the shadow of my master in my mind and chase it away.

    “Okay, Em. Thank you.” She flashed a smile. This time it was genuine.

    I returned the smile.

    I watched her walk across the soft carpet until she flopped a hand against her door and practically staggered in.

    With my extended senses, I did not turn until I knew she was safely tucked in bed.

    Then I walked over to the window. I placed a palm flat on the glass as I inclined my head, first down toward the campus, then up toward the stars.

    I was not looking at the view, at the beauty of the glittering stars above or the sleek buildings below.

    No, I was looking for an attack.

    For, despite Elle’s assurances, I knew it would come.

  
    Chapter 2

    
      Jason Singh
    

    Everything was different now. There was no way it couldn’t be.

    One month ago, the Earth division of the Galactic Coalition Academy had been attacked. Not from without, but from within. A mutiny. Granted, that mutiny had been led by a spy. But the ensigns and cadets and officers who had joined that mutiny had not been spies.

    To say it was a shock was an understatement. Nothing like this had occurred for hundreds of years. The Academy was meant to be the lifeblood of the Coalition Forces.

    Now, it felt like poison.

    I’d been working ceaselessly since the incident. Coordinating with Admiral Forest, I had a critically important task.

    To find out who had left the door open.

    I wasn’t talking about the mechanized sliding doors that were closed behind me as I paced my living room floor. No, I was talking about the doors into the Academy.

    Someone had let Cadet Logan in. Professor Mong too. Someone – and if we were lucky, there was only one – had deliberately undermined the Academy. And that person had to be a member of the top brass.

    The Academy could not truly heal until that last cancerous cell was removed.

    Finding our double agent would be harder than it sounded. Even in this current environment – with the entire Academy under review since the mutiny – it could be almost impossible to figure out who amongst the top brass had turned on us.

    Almost impossible.

    I was starting to learn that if you pushed hard enough, waited for an opportunity, and kept believing in yourself, there were few things you couldn’t do.

    I had a certain person to thank for that.

    Cadet Em.

    She’d been instrumental in bringing a stop to the mutiny. She’d received several commendations for it.

    But she, like the rest of them, hadn’t been the one to save the Academy. Oh no. A spacer had. A spacer.

    I still couldn’t believe it. There wasn’t a single report in Coalition history of a spacer doing anything but harming others.

    I sighed heavily into my hand then forced it up my face until my fingers trailed down the back of my skull.

    As churlish as it sounded, I hadn’t signed on for this. When I’d joined the Academy, it had been back in the heyday. Back when we could all still believe that the Coalition stood for the best qualities in the galaxy. It protected, it served, and it kept those within its borders safe, happy, and prosperous.

    Now, every shadow scared me. I expected an attack from every direction. Nowhere felt safe. Because the very center of the Coalition – the Academy – had been compromised.

    And it was still being compromised.

    “This is going to be impossible,” I said as I faced my reflection in the window before me. “I’m just one man. How the hell am I going to find out how far this rot has spread?”

    My reflection didn’t answer. Just joined in the question with me as I stared at my worry marked face and stiff lips.

    I knew I didn’t have the time to indulge in my thoughts.

    Now, more than ever, I needed to act.

    But in what direction? Where do you look for spies when they could be all around you, hiding in every shadow, crawling out of every crack?

    I kept staring at my expression until I mustered the courage to turn away.

    Turning away I could manage, but facing whatever would come next…. I would have to see if I could rise to the occasion.

  
    Chapter 3

    
      Jason Singh
    

    I stood before Admiral Forest. She was in her office. Her new office. It didn’t have a view. It was on the second level of the basement. Surrounded by some of the thickest walls I’d ever seen.

    Suffice to say, security had increased at the Academy.

    She looked older, much older than the past two months would allow.

    There appeared to be a heavy weight pressing down on her, and her shoulders were rounded as she stared at some patch on her desk.

    Then, as if remembering I was still in the room, she looked up at me sharply. “It’s time we take the fight to them.”

    “Yes, ma’am.”

    “We can’t allow this to continue.” She pressed her teeth together as she ground the tip of her thumb into her desk. Every move was tense, laboring under a stiff resolve that encased her body and expression like concrete. “At this rate, the whole galaxy could be destabilized.”

    I swallowed.

    “We haven’t had a galaxy-wide war for centuries. Centuries,” she repeated, letting that word sink in as it echoed around the room.

    I’d faced firestorms before. I’d endured deadly battles in space. Yet the way that single word reverberated off the walls made it sound like a heavy cruiser had just shot me.

    I swallowed once more. This time it was so hard to make my throat move, to force my mouth to shift, I swore I’d torn a muscle in my neck.

    “I’m putting together a mission,” she admitted with a loud breath. Her chest puffed out, and I could see the emotion welling behind her eyes.

    “What kind of mission?”

    “We’re going to the Kore Empire.”

    “… What?”

    “This isn’t war.” She put up a hand to placate me before I could stumble. “Don’t worry. I’m not suggesting we charge into the Empire and bring the fight to them. I’m not an idiot. Plus, I don’t have that kind of oversight. I can, however, put together a crack team of specialists – of crew I trust – to scout our border. There has to be a leak. Logan got here somehow. So did those spacers. I want to know how.”

    “So you want us to patrol the border? It’s huge—” I began.

    She put up a hand. She clamped her other hand over her chin, the fingers pressing over her lips and against her nose. For a few seconds, she did nothing but sit there and stare at me. Her gaze had the intensity of a sun swallowing a planet. “We will situate ourselves on the border. And, for all intents and purposes, we will appear to be patrolling it. However,” that one word rang out like a clap of thunder, “We will send missions into the Empire. Discreet, small, manned by people I can trust. The Empire can’t be allowed to get away with this.”

    “What if we’re caught? That could break the Pax Accord—”

    She put up her hand again. The move had all the gravitas and import of a god reaching for their weapon. “They have been violating our space,” she spat, her emotion pounding through her tone as she ground that same thumb into her desk. “They have already broken the Accord. This is now a fight for survival.”

    I stared at the Admiral. I’d never seen her so passionate. Then again, I’d never seen her face a situation like this.

    “What’s our remit? What do you want these small missions to do?”

    “Find out anything you can, and….”

    I waited there, the hair on the back of my neck stiff.

    She broke the silence: “you put a stop to their plans. I don’t care what that takes. I don’t care if you have to destabilize their government. I don’t care what it takes. I will not let the Coalition – and all her citizens – fall to the Kore.”

    I was speechless.

    Or was I?

    I should be – talk of destabilizing foreign powers didn’t belong in the Coalition. We didn’t operate like our enemies.

    But maybe that was our problem. Maybe there comes a time when you have to employ the tools of your enemies to survive. Because maybe there comes a time when morals, however lofty, will get you killed.

    … Or maybe that was the temptation of situations like these. They enticed you to abandon your morals because it was easier not to think when all people wanted you to do was kill.

    “I want you on this team.” Forest nodded at me. “No, I need you on this team. I need people I can trust.”

    I forced myself to nod, keeping my reservations firmly locked behind my closed lips.

    I didn’t know if what we were doing was right or wrong. I did know, however, that standing still and doing nothing was the worst crime of all. I had the power and skills to protect people. Holding back and doing nothing was murder by proxy.

    “We’re going to take the Mercury. She’s new, just out of space dock. Not as big as a standard heavy cruiser, but what she lacks in size, she makes up for in speed.”

    I nodded. I’d heard a bit about the Mercury from some of my friends in engineering. She was meant to be a new breed of ship. Lighter and far agiler than a heavy cruiser, but still capable of holding her own.

    “I’ve hand-picked the crew, but there’s one person I want to ask you about first.” She looked at me directly again. This time there was so much intensity behind her gaze, I thought her face would melt away.

    My stomach gave a shudder, and I had to clamp hard on my teeth not to show any sign of emotion. I knew who she was referring to. There was only one person it could be.

    I hadn’t seen her much since the incident – I’d been far too busy. I knew she’d moved in with my sister, though. And I knew, from the few times I’d seen them together, that Em had become protective of Elle.

    Before I could follow my thoughts any further down the rabbit hole, Admiral Forest rose, her stiff hands gripping her desk as she supported herself.

    “She’s shown considerable abilities to-date,” Admiral Forest said without an introduction. Cadet Em didn’t need one.

    “But?” I asked, swallowing to keep my tone even.

    “But we know she was once associated with the Kore Empire.”

    “You don’t honestly think she’s a spy, do you?” I couldn’t control my tone anymore – it was shot through with so much emotion, the Admiral probably thought I’d been replaced by a frightened little boy.

    It wasn’t something I’d never considered. With Em’s skills, with her knowledge, with her uncanny ability to find problems before anyone else even knew something was wrong – it was only logical to think she could be working for the enemy.

    And yet every time the thought arose in my mind, I pushed it away with such a violent reaction, I might as well have been considering the most treacherous thought in the galaxy.

    I kept remembering every time she’d saved me, every time she’d shoved me out of the way at the last moment. If Em were a spy, she wouldn’t need to keep protecting me. In fact, considering my rank and my connections, it would have been in her best interests to get rid of me.

    I was suddenly aware that the Admiral was watching me carefully, watching the play of emotions that no doubt ran across my features.

    I swallowed hard. “You can trust her, Admiral.”

    There was an agonizing pause. One where I became keenly aware of my own thundering heartbeat.

    “I want to believe that too,” she admitted.

    “But?” my voice shook.

    Briefly, the Admiral looked at her hands, her gaze narrowing as she appeared to consider something. “But these are strange times. We must be cautious. And this is why I’m asking you. You’ve had more to do with her. If she is trustworthy, I want her on this mission. Because, if she is trustworthy, she could be the edge we need. I don’t care that she’s still technically a first-year recruit – that’s a big technicality when it comes to Cadet Em. But if she isn’t trustworthy,” the Admiral’s voice became dark, “Then I fear bringing her on this mission will be the end of us.”

    The Admiral’s observation hung in the air, as imposing and terrifying as death itself.

    It took me several seconds to push past the heavy import of her words to realize what she’d asked.

    She wanted me to make this decision. Me, the lieutenant to her admiral. Me, a guy who’d only known Em for under six months.

    I was suddenly stuck to the spot, immobilized by deep, gut-clenching fear.

    The Admiral was probably right. If Em was trustworthy, then her knowledge and skills and especially her intel on the Kore Empire would be the difference between this mission succeeding and failing.
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