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For the members of our squads
we’d be lost without:


Amanda,


Brendan,


and now Pip.








STUFF YOU SHOULD KNOW


▸ SERIES: AURORA CYCLE


▾ CAST


AURORA JIE-LIN O’MALLEY—THE GIRL OUT OF TIME. CENTURIES AGO, HER COLONY SHIP, THE HADFIELD, WAS BOUND FOR OCTAVIA III. WE NOW KNOW IT’S A GOOD THING SHE DIDN’T MAKE IT THERE BECAUSE VERY BAD, VERY … BOTANICAL THINGS HAPPENED TO THE COLONISTS WHO DID. UNFORTUNATELY, THIS INCLUDES HER DAD.


MORE ABOUT HIM IN A MOMENT.


AFTER JOINING FORCES WITH SQUAD 312 OF THE AURORA LEGION, AURI STARTED HAVING PROPHETIC DREAMS, EXHIBITING TELEKINETIC POWERS, AND GENERALLY TRANSFORMING INTO A SMALL BUT DETERMINED SUPERHERO. SHE LEARNED HER POWERS HAD BEEN GIFTED TO HER BY THE ESHVAREN, A MYSTERIOUS RACE WHO DEFEATED THE RA’HAAM EONS AGO.


KNOWING THEIR ANCIENT FOE WAS ONLY SLUMBERING, THE ESHVAREN LEFT BEHIND A WEAPON, AND A WAY FOR THE TRIGGER OF THAT WEAPON TO UNDERTAKE TRAINING IN ITS USE.


INSIDE THE ECHO, A PSYCHIC TRAINING SPACE, AURI MASTERED HER POWERS—AND PRACTICED SOME OTHER THINGS WITH HER BOYFRIEND, KAL. SHE EMERGED, READY TO TAKE DOWN THE RA’HAAM, ONLY TO DISCOVER THAT SOMEONE ELSE HAD ALREADY STOLEN THE WEAPON.


ALSO TRAINED AS A TRIGGER, THE SYLDRATHI WARLORD KNOWN AS THE STARSLAYER HAD USED THE WEAPON TO DESTROY HIS OWN PLANET’S SUN, AND WAS NOW THREATENING EARTH WITH IT. OH, AND TURNS OUT HE’S KAL’S DAD. THAT WAS A CONVERSATION THAT DID NOT END WELL.


LAST SEEN: ABOARD THE WEAPON, A CRYSTAL SHIP, FIGHTING THE STARSLAYER FOR CONTROL OF ITS PLANET-SHATTERING, UNDERWEAR-SOILING POWER.


TYLER JERICHO JONES— THE LEADER TURNED FUGITIVE. WHEN TYLER JOINED THE AURORA LEGION, HE NEVER IMAGINED HIS SQUAD WOULD BE FULL OF THE ACADEMY’S BOTTOM-OF-THE-BARREL CHOICES. THEN AGAIN, HE NEVER IMAGINED HE’D END UP ON THE RUN FROM HALF THE GALAXY, ROBBING BANKS AND RANSACKING SHIPWRECKS, LET ALONE TEAMING UP WITH THE MEANEST SYLDRATHI WARRIOR HE’S EVER LAID EYES ON.


DID I MENTION SHE’S KAL’S SISTER, SAEDII? THAT BOY HAS A LOT OF SKELETONS IN HIS CLOSET.


ANYWAY, TYLER USED HIS TACTICAL BRILLIANCE AND UNPARALLELED DIMPLES TO LEAD HIS SQUAD’S ESCAPE FROM OCTAVIA TO EMERALD CITY, WHERE THEY HEISTED A FAT STACK OF CASH, A BOX OF MYSTERIOUS GIFTS LEFT LONG BEFORE ANY OF THESE SHENANIGANS BEGAN, AND THE KEYS TO A VERY, VERY FANCY NEW SHIP.


IN THE MIDDLE OF STEALING THE HADFIELD’S BLACK BOX, THE GANG WAS TAKEN PRISONER BY THE AFOREMENTIONED SYLDRATHI WARRIOR, SAEDII. ONE DRAKKAN PIT FIGHT LATER, TY FOUND HIMSELF CAPTURED BY THE GLOBAL INTELLIGENCE AGENCY (AKA THE GIA) ALONGSIDE HIS NEW SYLDRATHI ENEMY.


HE LEARNED MANY THINGS, INCLUDING WHAT SHE LOOKS LIKE IN HER UNDERWEAR, AND THAT HE AND SCARLETT ARE NOT HUMAN, AS THEY THOUGHT, BUT THAT THEIR MOTHER WAS A SYLDRATHI WAYWALKER.


LAST SEEN: ON THE RUN WITH HIS NEW FRENEMY, SAEDII.


KALIIS IDRABAN GILWRAETH— THE MISUNDERSTOOD WARRIOR. FROM THE HIGHS OF FINDING A NEW FAMILY IN SQUAD 312 AND FINDING LOVE WITH PSYCHIC WEAPON AURORA TO THE LOWS OF HIS UNMASKING AS THE SON OF THE STARSLAYER AND HIS EXPULSION FROM THE SQUAD, KAL HAS HAD QUITE A TIME RECENTLY.


CAST OUT FOR OMITTING THE TEENSY DETAIL THAT HE WAS THE SON OF THEIR ARCHENEMY, HE RETURNED TO THE FAMILY FOLD. BUT, TWIST! HE REMAINED LOYAL TO AURORA, AND FOUGHT BESIDE HER WHEN SHE ARRIVED TO TAKE ON HIS FATHER.


LAST SEEN: UNDER PSYCHIC ASSAULT ABOARD THE ESHVAREN WEAPON.


SCARLETT ISOBEL JONES— THE FABULOUS ONE, INSTALLER OF MY PERSONALITY PROGRAM, LIGHT OF MY LIFE. SHE ALSO KNOWS WHERE MY OFF SWITCH IS.


THE WORDS “IF SHE ONLY APPLIED HERSELF” APPEARED MORE ON SCAR’S ACADEMY REPORTS THAN ON ANY OTHER CADET’S IN HISTORY, BUT HER UNCANNY EMPATHY (OR NOT-SO-UNCANNY, IF YOU KNOW HER MOTHER WAS A SYLDRATHI WAYWALKER, WHICH SCAR DOES NOT) AND ABSOLUTE LOYALTY TO HER TWIN BROTHER, TYLER, SAW HER CAREENING ACROSS THE GALAXY WITH SQUAD 312, NEVER ONCE CHIPPING A NAIL.


DURING THEIR TIME ON THE RUN, THE SQUAD DISCOVERED A COLLECTION OF GIFTS AT THE DOMINION REPOSITORY, LEFT FOR THEM MANY YEARS BEFORE THEY’D EVEN JOINED THE AURORA LEGION. SCAR SCORED THE BEST ONE—A NECKLACE INSET WITH A CLUSTER OF DIAMONDS. THEY ARE, AS EVERYONE KNOWS, A GIRL’S BEST FRIEND.


AFTER TYLER WAS TAKEN PRISONER BY THE GIA, SCARLETT AND THE OTHERS PUSHED ON TO HELP AURORA RETAKE THE WEAPON FROM THE STARSLAYER, SAVE EARTH, AND GET ON WITH THE JOB OF KILLING THE RA’HAAM BEFORE IT WAKES UP AND EATS THE GALAXY. NO BIG.


LAST SEEN: ABOUT TO MAKE OUT (!!!) WITH FINIAN (!!!), BUT THWARTED AT THE LAST MOMENT BY HIS REALIZATION THAT THE DIAMONDS ON HER NECKLACE AREN’T DIAMONDS AT ALL BUT ESHVAREN CRYSTAL (!!!).


OH YEAH, AND THEN EVERYTHING EXPLODED.


FINIAN DE KARRAN DE SEEL—THE ONE WHO REALLY DOES GROW ON YOU, ONCE YOU GET TO KNOW HIM. RESIDENT BETRASKAN MECHANICAL GENIUS, FINIAN’S PROVEN HIS LOYALTY TO SQUAD 312 OVER AND OVER.


HE MIGHT HAVE SOFTENED HIS ABRASIVE EXTERIOR, BUT YOU CAN PRY HIS SMART-ASSERY FROM HIS COLD, DEAD HANDS. WHICH YOU MIGHT YET GET TO DO, GIVEN THAT THE LAST THING HE, SCARLETT, AND ZILA SAW AT THE END OF OUR LAST VOLUME WAS A BLINDING FLASH OF LIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF A GIANT SPACE BATTLE TO DEFEND EARTH FROM A VERY CRANKY STARSLAYER.


LAST SEEN: INTERRUPTING HIS OWN LIFELONG DREAM OF KISSING (!!!) SCARLETT JONES (!!!) WITH HIS NECKLACE REALIZATION. THIS BOY NEEDS TO GET OUT OF HIS OWN WAY, SERIOUSLY.


ZILA MADRAN—THE ONE WITH THE EARRINGS. AND THE BRAIN THE SIZE OF A PLANET.


ALTHOUGH ZILA’S SQUAD THOUGHT FOR QUITE SOME TIME THAT SHE WAS A STRAIGHT-UP SOCIOPATH—AND IN THEIR DEFENSE, SHE DID SHOW A VERY UNHEALTHY AFFECTION FOR HER DISRUPTOR’S STUN SETTING—WE’VE SINCE LEARNED THAT AS A CHILD SHE SAW HER PARENTS KILLED AS THEY TRIED TO PROTECT HER, AND THAT SHE’S BEEN ALONE IN THE GALAXY EVER SINCE.


PULLING OFF SOME CONSIDERABLE BADASSERY, INCLUDING RESCUING SQUAD 312 FROM IMPRISONMENT ON SAEDII’S SHIP, SHE’S UPPED HER GAME FROM THEORETICAL TO PRACTICAL, AND SLOWLY BUT SURELY, THE ICE SEEMS TO BE MELTING.


LAST SEEN: GETTING BLOWN INTO HER COMPONENT MOLECULES, ALONG WITH SCARLETT AND FINIAN, DURING THE BATTLE TO SAVE EARTH.


CATHERINE BRANNOCK—THE FALLEN COMRADE. BEST FRIEND TO TYLER AND SCARLETT, AND THE PILOT FOR SQUAD 312, CAT “ZERO” BRANNOCK WAS AN ACE WITHOUT EQUAL.


SHE WAS CONSUMED BY THE RA’HAAM AS THE SQUAD FLED OCTAVIA, BUT THAT WASN’T THE LAST WE SAW OF HER. NOW SHE’S A PART OF THE RA’HAAM, AND IT’S BEEN USING HER KNOWLEDGE TO PURSUE AURORA, TYLER, AND THE REST OF THE SQUAD. IT’S NOT ABOVE USING HER FAMILIAR FACE, EITHER. WHEN TYLER WAS TAKEN PRISONER, SHE INTERROGATED HIM AS PART OF THE GIA.


LAST SEEN: FIRING A BUNCH OF MISSILES AT TYLER’S FAVORITE FACE.


CAERSAN, ARCHON OF THE UNBROKEN—EVERY FAMILY’S GOT ONE, AND HE’S KAL’S. IT’S HELPFUL TO KNOW SYLDRATHI POLITICS HERE.


SO THE SYLDRATHI ARE SPLIT UP INTO CABALS, YES? THE WARBREED ARE THE WARRIORS (THE HINT’S IN THE NAME, REALLY), AND WHEN THE SYLDRATHI SIGNED A PEACE ACCORD WITH THE TERRANS AND BETRASKANS, THE WARRIORS, WELL … THEY’D HAVE PREFERRED TO KEEP FIGHTING.


A PACK OF THEM DUBBED THEMSELVES THE UNBROKEN AND STARTED A SYLDRATHI CIVIL WAR. THEY WERE LED BY CAERSAN, ARCHON OF THE UNBROKEN, AKA THE STARSLAYER. HE EARNED THE NAME BY STEALING THE ESHVAREN WEAPON THAT AURI WAS TRAINING TO USE, AND BLOWING UP HIS OWN PLANET’S SUN IN AN EPIC POWER MOVE THAT CONVINCED EVERYBODY ELSE TO STAY RIGHT OUT OF HIS WAY WHILE HE MADE WAR ON HIS OWN PEOPLE.


HIS SON, KAL, WANTED NOTHING TO DO WITH HIM AND SPLIT TO JOIN THE AURORA LEGION INCOGNITO. WE’VE SEEN HOW WELL THAT WORKED OUT FOR HIM.


HIS DAUGHTER, SAEDII, REMAINED LOYAL, AND WHEN SHE AND TYLER WERE TAKEN PRISONER BY THE GIA, HE MADE IT QUITE CLEAR THAT HE WAS PREPARED TO BLOW UP EARTH TO GET HER BACK.


LAST SEEN: PSYCHIC-WRESTLING AURI FOR CONTROL OF SAID WEAPON.


SAEDII GILWRAETH—THE SCARY SISTER. WHILE KAL AND HIS MOTHER LEFT CAERSAN AT A YOUNG AGE, KAL’S SISTER CHOSE TO STICK WITH HER FATHER. SHE NOW SERVES AS ONE OF HIS TEMPLARS, COMMANDING A HUGE AND TERRIFYING BATTLESHIP, AND A SIGNIFICANT PART OF HIS FLEET.


SHE’S BEAUTIFUL, SHE’S DEADLY, AND SHE’S GOT A NECKLACE OF FORMER SUITORS’ THUMBS AROUND HER NECK, SO YOU SHOULD REALLY THINK TWICE BEFORE YOU TRY HITTING ON HER.


AFTER A COUPLE OF THE UNBROKEN PICKED UP KAL’S NAME DURING A BAR FIGHT BACK ON SEMPITERNITY, SHE TRACKED THE GANG FROM EMERALD CITY TO THE WRECK OF THE HADFIELD, WHERE SHE TOOK THEM PRISONER. AFTER THAT CAME THAT WHOLE THING WITH THE DRAKKAN PIT FIGHT, AND SHE AND TYLER WERE TAKEN PRISONER BY THE GLOBAL INTELLIGENCE AGENCY. THE GIA, CORRUPTED BY THE RA’HAAM, WAS TRYING TO START AN INTERPLANETARY INCIDENT TO DEFLECT ATTENTION FROM ITS QUICKLY RIPENING NURSERY PLANETS. IT’S ALL REALLY QUITE COMPLICATED.


SHE GRUDGINGLY ADMITS TYLER TURNED OUT TO BE SEMI-USEFUL DURING THEIR ESCAPE.


LAST SEEN: MAKING A BREAK FOR IT WITH TYLER JONES.


THE ESHVAREN—THE MYSTERIOUS ALIENS. EONS AGO, THE ESHVAREN FOUGHT THE RA’HAAM TO STOP IT FROM TAKING OVER ALL LIFE IN THE GALAXY, AND THEY WON.


WELL, ALMOST.


THE RA’HAAM WAS ACTUALLY DRIVEN INTO HIDING, WAITING APPROXIMATELY A BAZILLION YEARS TO REGAIN ITS STRENGTH.


KNOWING THEY WOULDN’T BE AROUND BY THE TIME ROUND 2 KICKED OFF, THE ESHVAREN SEEDED THE GALAXY WITH HUNDREDS OF SPECIES—ALL BIPEDAL, CARBON-BASED, AND CAPABLE OF COMMUNICATING WITH EACH OTHER, A PREVIOUSLY UNEXPLAINED EVENT THAT PROMPTED THE FORMATION OF THE UNITED FAITH. SCHOLARS WILL NEXT TURN THEIR MINDS, NO DOUBT, TO THE QUESTION OF WHO MADE THE MAKERS.


KNOWN FOR THEIR BEAUTIFUL CRYSTAL ARTIFACTS, THEIR FLEXIBLE RELATIONSHIP WITH TIME, AND THEIR GENERAL MYSTERIOUSNESS, THE ESHVAREN CREATED THE ECHO, WHERE AURORA TRANSFORMED HERSELF FROM STRESSED-OUT TIME TRAVELER TO A BRAIN WARRIOR WITH A SINGULAR PURPOSE.


THE ESHVAREN TOLD AURI SHE COULD ONLY SUMMON THE POWER SHE NEEDED IF SHE FREED HERSELF FROM ALL THE TIES THAT BOUND HER TO HER OLD LIFE. BUT AURORA REALIZED IN THE END THAT THOSE TIES WERE THE REASON SHE WAS WILLING TO FIGHT.


LAST SEEN: BEING EXTINCT FOR EONS.


THE RA’HAAM—THE RELENTLESS AND SINGLE-MINDED (LITERALLY) ENEMY.


THE RA’HAAM HAS BEEN TRYING TO TAKE OVER THE MILKY WAY SINCE TIME IMMEMORIAL, AND AFTER ITS LAST GREAT DEFEAT AT THE HANDS OF THE ESHVAREN, IT RETREATED TO TWENTY-TWO OBSCURE NURSERY PLANETS, WHERE ITS LAST SURVIVING SEEDS COULD SLOWLY GROW BACK TO HEALTH BENEATH THE SURFACE. NOBODY WAS COUNTING ON THOSE PESKY TERRANS COLONIZING THE PLANET OCTAVIA, WHICH WOKE THE RA’HAAM FROM ITS SLUMBER EARLY. IT TOOK OVER THE BODIES OF THE COLONISTS—INCLUDING, ALAS, AURORA’S FATHER—AND USED THEM TO INFILTRATE TERRAN SOCIETY.


A COUPLE OF CENTURIES AFTER THEY WERE ORIGINALLY INFECTED, THE OCTAVIA COLONISTS HAVE WORKED THEIR WAY INTO POWER, NOW CONTROLLING THE GLOBAL INTELLIGENCE AGENCY, EARTH’S SUPER-SCARY BLACK-OPS AND PLANETARY SECURITY OUTFIT.


THEY ARE LED BY PRINCEPS, WHO IN MIND IS SIMPLY ANOTHER PART OF THE RA’HAAM, BUT IN BODY IS AURORA’S DAD.


THESE INDIVIDUAL AGENTS CANNOT GENERATE THE SPORES NEEDED TO INFECT OTHERS—THEY ARE ONLY GUARDING AGAINST FURTHER INTERFERENCE WITH THE NURSERY PLANETS, WHERE THE RA’HAAM HAS NEARLY FINISHED GROWING BACK TO FULL STRENGTH.


EVENTUALLY THOSE PLANETS ARE SET TO BLOOM AND THEN BURST, SENDING SPORES OUT THROUGH THE FOLD TO EVERY INHABITED PLANET IN THE GALAXY, WHERE THEY’LL INFECT ALL INTELLIGENT LIFE, MAKING IT A PART OF THE GREAT, MERGED INTELLIGENCE THAT IS THE RA’HAAM.


HUNTING DOWN AURORA AND THE REST OF SQUAD 312 TO KEEP ITS SECRET SAFE UNTIL THE OTHER TWENTY-ONE NURSERY PLANETS WERE READY TO BLOOM AND BURST, THE RA’HAAM TOOK TYLER AND SAEDII PRISONER. THIS KICKED OFF AN INTERPLANETARY INCIDENT THAT LED TO THE STARSLAYER THREATENING TO BLOW EARTH TO SMITHEREENS UNLESS THE GIA GAVE HIS DAUGHTER BACK THIS VERY MINUTE.


LAST SEEN: IN PURSUIT OF TYLER AND SAEDII AS THEY RAN FOR IT. BUT IT’S EVERYWHERE, REALLY.


MAGELLAN—OH, HI, THAT’S ME! I’M NOT GONNA LIE. I’VE FELT BETTER THAN I DO LATELY—I GOT ZAPPED INTO BROKEN TOWN WHEN AURORA TOUCHED AN ESHVAREN PROBE WITH ME IN HER POCKET, SO I HAD TO ASK AROUND TO PICK UP SOME OF THIS INTEL FOR YOU. I’M CURRENTLY, UH, ON A FARM IN THE COUNTRYSIDE, WHERE THERE’S LOTS OF ROOM FOR ME TO RUN AROUND.


BUT MAYBE I’LL BE BACK BEFORE THE END OF THE STORY TO SAVE THE DAY? SOUNDS LIKE SOMETHING I’D DO. . . .


FOR NOW, STRAP IN, MY FRIENDS, BECAUSE WE’RE HEADING BACK IN.


ONCE UPON A TIME, THERE WERE A BUNCH OF CRAZY KIDS WHO REFUSED TO LISTEN TO THEIR ULTRA-INTELLIGENT UNIGLASS FRIEND. . . .
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1


ZILA


I am rarely surprised. In any situation, I habitually calculate the odds of all possible outcomes, ensuring I am prepared for every eventuality.


Nevertheless, I am extremely surprised to discover I am still alive.


I spend six seconds in openmouthed shock, blinking slowly. After that, I press two fingers to my neck to check my pulse, which is rapid but unquestionably present. This suggests I am not experiencing an unexpected version of the afterlife.


Interesting.


A glance out of the cockpit viewshields reveals nothing—no stars, no ships, simple blackness. On instinct, I check our failing sensors, long-range and short. Strangely, I do not see any sign of the enormous battle that was raging around us moments ago, just before the Eshvaren Weapon blew itself apart—an incident with no possible outcome but our complete incineration. Impossible as it may be, the entire Syldrathi armada, along with the Terran and Betraskan fleets, and the Weapon, have … vanished.


… Interesting?


No. Unnerving.


I let my training take over, instructing the ancient navcom on our Syldrathi ship to catalog all visible stars, FoldGates, and other landmarks or phenomena and then advise on our present location.


Wait. Our.


I flick on comms. “Finian, Scarlett, are you still … ?”


“Breathing?” comes Finian’s voice, a touch uneven.


“Apparently so.”


A wave of relief washes through me, and I do not attempt to prevent it. It is inefficient to combat such sensations. Better to let them pass naturally.


“I am one confused boy right now,” Fin continues.


“Didn’t we just … explode a moment ago?” Scarlett asks.


“… Lemme check,” Fin replies.


I hear a small squeak. A soft sigh. A long moment passes, and I am almost tempted to send a query when Finian speaks.


“Yeah,” he finally reports. “We’re definitely still alive.”


“I am investigating,” I advise them, as the navcom pings softly. “Please hold.”


Consulting the ship’s guidance systems, I feel a small frown forming between my brows. Not only is there no sign of the massive battle that should have killed us, there is also no sign of the planetary bodies of the Terran solar system. No Neptune, no Uranus, no Jupiter.


In fact, I can detect no stellar features at all, near or far.


No systems.


No stars.


We have … moved.


And I have no idea where.


Interesting AND unnerving.


A new icon pops up on the fritzing sensor display, indicating something is behind us. Our engines are still down, disabled during the fleet battle, so I turn on our rear sensors, looking at the vast stretch of space to our aft.


It …


That is to say …


I, um …


I …


Stop that, legionnaire.


I suck in a deep breath, straightening my spine.


I do not understand what I am seeing.


I begin by cataloging what can be observed, as any scientist would.


The ship’s sensors are reading colossal fluctuations along the gravitonic and electromagnetic spectrums, bursts of quantum particles and reverberations through subspace. But engaging our aft cameras, I can barely see anything of this disruption in the visual spectrum at all.


In fact, at first, I mistakenly assume our visual arrays have been damaged. Everything is totally black. And then a pale light flares in the distance, a small pulse of disintegrating photons. And by their brief mauve glow, I glimpse what can only be described as …


A storm.


A dark storm.


It is enormous. Trillions upon trillions of kilometers wide. But it is utterly black, save for those brief photon flares within—an oily, seething emptiness, so complete that light simply dies inside it.


I know what this is.


“A tempest,” I whisper. “A dark matter tempest.”


Its presence would be strange enough, given that mere moments ago we were on the very edge of Terran space, where no such spatial anomaly exists. But stranger still, I see something more. Engaging my magnification settings, I confirm my suspicion. To our starboard, etched in silver against that seething storm of blackness, is a … space station.


It is a bulky, ugly thing, clearly built for function, not aesthetics. It appears to have been damaged—great crackling bolts of current slither over its surface, blinding and white. From the side closest to us, vapor is venting: fuel, or if the crew is unlucky, oxygen and atmosphere, puffing out like warm breath on a cold day and dragged into that endless roiling darkness.


If it is Terran, the station’s design specs are positively archaic.


But that does not explain what it is doing here in the first place.


Or how we got here.


None of this makes sense.


“Zila?” It’s Scarlett. “What’s happening out there? Can you see the Eshvaren Weapon? What’s the status on the enemy fleet? Are we in danger?”


“We …” I am not sure how to answer her question.


“Zila?”


There is a thick cable of gleaming metal stretching from the station. Hundreds of thousands of kilometers long, it twists and ripples but holds firm to the battered structure at one end. At the other, out on the edge of that seething tempest of dark matter, a great quicksilver sail is stretched across a rectangular frame, its surface swirling like an oil slick. It appears tiny on my visuals, but for me to even be able to see it at all from here, the sail must be immense.


If I didn’t know better, I’d think it was—


“Unknown vessel, you have entered restricted Terran space. Identify yourself and provide clearance codes, or you will be fired upon. You have thirty seconds to comply.”


The voice crackles through the cockpit, harsh and discordant. My pulse kicks up a notch, which is unhelpful.


I cannot see another vessel. Where is the voice coming from?


Leaving aside the fact that I have no clearance codes, I do not know whether the hail comes from friend or foe.


Not that my squad has a long list of friends just now.


I depress the switch for intrasquad comms and speak urgently. “Scarlett, please hurry to the bridge. Diplomacies are required.”


“Unknown vessel, identify yourself and provide clearance codes. Failure to comply will be interpreted as hostile intent. You have twenty seconds remaining.”


I scan the shuttle’s controls and stretch—every Syldrathi over the age of twelve is taller than me—to press the button that will switch our channel from audio to visual. I must find out who is addressing me.


The face that fills my commscreen is covered by a black breathing apparatus, a thick hose snaking out of sight. The mask conceals everything beneath the pilot’s eyes, and a helmet hides everything above.


I am looking at a Terran, though, most likely East Asian in origin, age and gender unclear. Strange as my situation is, perhaps a Terran can be reasoned with—we are the same species, after all.


“Please hold,” I say. “I am summoning my team’s Face.”


“Ident codes!” the pilot demands, eyes narrowing. “Now!”


“Understood,” I tell them. “I cannot provide codes, but—”


“You are in violation of restricted Terran space! You have ten seconds to provide proper clearance, or I will fire on you!”


All around me, alarms flare into life, lights flashing and Syldrathi symbols illuminating as a loudspeaker barks at me. I don’t understand the words, but I know what it’s saying.


“WARNING, WARNING: MISSILE LOCK DETECTED.”


“Five seconds!”


“Please,” I say. “Please, wait—”


“Firing!”


I watch a tiny line of light appear on our scanners.


We have no engines. No navigation. No defenses.


We should be dead already. Incinerated with Aurora and the Weapon. But it seems somehow unfair to have to die again.


The light draws closer.


“Please—”


The missile strikes.


Fire tears through the bridge.


BOOM.





2.1


SCARLETT


Black light burns white across my skin. I can taste the sound around me, metallic on the back of my tongue, hearing touch and feeling scent as everything I am and was and will ever be rips itself apart and together and together and togeth—


“Scar?”


I open my eyes, see another pair of eyes before mine. Big.


Black.


Pretty.


Finian.


“Did you … ?” I ask.


“Was that … ?” Fin says.


“Weird,” we murmur.


I look around us, a strange black-cat, creepy-crawly feeling of déjà vu spidering its way up my spine.


We’re standing in the corridor outside the engine room, just where we were a minute ago when the Eshvaren Weapon fired a whole beamful of planet-destroying badness into our favorite faces and then blew itself to tiny shinies. But, joy of joys, we are not, in fact, dead.


This comes as good news for a couple of reasons.


First, of course, and speaking frankly, it would be a bad move on the universe’s part to waste an ass like mine by incinerating it in a fiery explosion in the depths of space. Honestly, they come along, like, once a millennium.


Second, it means the boy standing opposite me isn’t dead, either. And strangely, that’s a whole lot more important to me than I would’ve admitted a few hours ago.


Finian de Karran de Seel.


He’s totally not my type. Brains not brawn. Chip on his shoulder as wide as the galaxy. But he’s brave. And he’s smart. And standing this close, I can’t help but notice that tumble of white hair and smooth pale skin and lips I almost kissed as we were about to die.


But that’s the only reason I did it.


Because we were totally about to die, right?


We stare at each other, conscious of how close we’re still standing. Neither of us is moving away. He looks into my eyes and I open my mouth, but for the first time in as long as I can remember, I have no idea what to say, and the only thing that saves me from the embarrassment of being speechless, when the only thing I’m really good at is talking, is Zila’s voice crackling over comms.


“Finian, Scarlett, are you still … ?”


“Breathing?” Finian says, his voice a little uneven.


“Apparently so.”


And there it is again. That same creepy black-cat-walking-on-your-grave feeling. The feeling that—


“I am one confused boy right now,” Finian says.


“Didn’t we just … explode a moment ago?” I ask.


He meets my eyes again. I can still feel that almost-kiss between us, and I know he can too. And I see him steel himself, take a deep breath.


“… Lemme check,” he says.


I feel electricity crackle when his fingertips brush mine. He takes my hand in his and he stares at me for just a second longer in silent question, and he’s totally not my type but I’m still not moving away. And now he’s leaning closer, and closer, and even though we’re not about to die anymore, he’s kissing me, oh Maker, he’s kissing me, the sensation sizzling like live current though my lips and all the way down my spine. I feel myself surge against him, kissing him back, tingling as I feel his hands slip over my hips, down to that ass even the universe wouldn’t dare waste, and squeeze in all the right ways.


Well, Finian de Karran de Seel. Bless my stars.


Who in the galaxy would’ve guessed you had game?


Our lips break apart, and a part of me aches as he leans away, speaking into comms again.


“Yeah,” he reports. “We’re definitely still alive.”


“I am investigating,” Zila says. “Please hold.”


The comms channel crackles out, leaving us alone. Fin and I are still pressed against each other and that kiss hangs between us now, and if one of us doesn’t say something, I know we’re going to start again. Given the circumstances, that’s probably not the smartest idea.


I glance down at his hands.


Yep. Still on my ass.


“You know, when Zila said ‘Please hold,’ I’m not sure that’s what she meant, de Seel.”


He laughs, nervous, releasing his grip. “Sorry.”


“Don’t be.”


And I lunge for his mouth again, just a brief collision, hard and hot. Biting his lip as I break away to let him know I’m still hungry.


“But we need to figure out what the hells just happened.”


“Yeah.” He breathes deep and steps away, dragging his metal-tipped fingers through his shock of white hair. “Yeah, we do.”


We’re still in the corridor outside the shuttle’s engine room, doors still sealed. The air is sharp with the smell of burned plasteel, fused wiring, smoke. Looking through the plexiglass, I can see what that railgun round did to our engines when it hit us, and I know I’m not an expert, but I’m pretty sure engines aren’t supposed to come in fifty different pieces.


“We need those to fly,” I say.


“Who said you couldn’t have been a Gearhead?”


“Every instructor I ever had at the academy, along with my guidance counselor and the head of the Engineering Division.”


Finian smirks and glances around us. His dark eyes roam the ceiling, the ruined engine room. And then his stare drifts to my chest. His jaw goes a little slack, and I can practically see his eyes glazing over behind his contacts.


What is it with boys and boobs, honestly?


“Hey.” I snap my fingers. “I know they’re sensational, but seriously, mind on the job, de Seel.”


“No.” He taps his throat. “Your necklace. Remember?”


I reach up to my throat. To the necklace we found in the Dominion Repository back on Emerald City. Each of us had a gift waiting in that vault, courtesy of Admiral Adams and Battle Leader de Stoy. Tyler got his new boots, Kal the cigarillo case that saved his life. Finian got a ballpoint pen, which he was hilariously annoyed about; Zila got a pair of earrings with hawks on them. And I got this diamond necklace, inscribed with the words Go with Plan B. Except right before we were about to be blasted into our component molecules, Fin realized it wasn’t diamond at all.


“It’s Eshvaren crystal.”


And yeah, that is weird. We’d found Eshvaren crystal in the Fold before—the probe that led Auri to the Echo. But that doesn’t really explain why the academy commanders gave me a necklace of the stuff.


Or why we’re not dead?


The adrenaline of almost dying and almost kissing and then definitely not dying but, yes, definitely kissing is wearing off now, and my hands feel shaky. But my eyes still roam Finian’s body as he looks around the corridor in that annoyed/ confused way he has, like the universe has decided to inconvenience him specifically. Limbs wrapped in the silver cladding of his exosuit, ghost-pale skin, and pitch-black eyes narrowed as he tilts his head.


“Not that I’m complaining,” he says carefully. “But we’re dead-stick in a Syldrathi ship during a massive fleet battle inside Terran space. Even if we survived the blast from the Weapon … shouldn’t some Terran fighter jock be blowing us to pieces right now?”


I frown, tapping comms.


“Zila? What’s happening out there? Can you see the Eshvaren Weapon? What’s the status on the enemy fleet? Are we in danger?”


“We …” Her voice fails.


“Zila?”


And I look at Finian, and I can feel it in him, just like I can feel it in me. That creepy-crawling right up our spines. That feeling like …


“Scar, this conversation seems … awfully familiar.”


“I know what you mean.”


He shakes his head, frowning. “It sounds crazy, but I’m having the strongest feeling of—”


“Déjà vu.”


He blinks. “What the hells is déjà vu?”


“It’s a sensation. The impression you’ve said or done this before.”


“Oh. Right.” He nods vigorously. “Yeah. I’m definitely having that. But Betraskans call it tahk-she.”


“Yeah, I know. But on Terra we call it déjà vu. It’s French.”


“I don’t know any French.”


“Stick around,” I wink. “I’ll teach you some.”


Zila’s voice breaks over comms again, laced with urgency. “Scarlett, please hurry to the bridge. Diplomacies are required.”


And again, I’m struck with that feeling. That we’ve said, done, lived this moment before. And more, that it ended really, really badly. I hold out my hand, and Fin takes it without thinking, and we’re running up the corridor together. Fin’s exosuit seethes and hisses as we sprint, boots pounding the metal as we take the stairs up to the cockpit.


Zila is seated in the pilot’s chair, looking slightly frazzled, which for her almost constitutes a complete nervous breakdown. At first glance, our vis-systems all look dead—nothing but blackness on any of our viewscreens. No planets, not even any stars, which is kinda—


No, hold up. Some cams are still online at least. I can see a small, dumpy-looking space station on one viewscreen, trailing a heavy cable out into that otherwise perfect darkness.


This makes no sense… .


We were in the middle of a massive space battle on the edge of Terran space a few minutes ago. Where did the fleets go? Where did this station come from? And why aren’t there any stars out there?


Zila meets my eyes as I look to her for explanation, and I know it sounds insane, but a part of me knows knows KNOWS …


“I take it you are also experiencing a sensation that suggests this moment is repeating itself,” she says.


“It’s French!” Finian declares.


A pulse of light flares on the viewscreens. It’s dim, deep mauve, only a few seconds long. But my stomach does an ugly little flip as I realize it’s not just darkness out there. There’s some kind of … storm happening. A greasy, rolling collision of dark tendrils, so big it almost breaks my brain.


Fin blinks. “Is that? … ”


“A dark matter tempest,” Zila murmurs. “Yes.”


I glance to the commscreen, the taste of burned metal on my tongue, luminous Syldrathi script crawling across the readouts. I can see the features of what’s definitely a Terran on the monitor—female, young—but her face is mostly obscured by a pilot’s breather and helmet. She has two diamond insignia on her collar marking her as a lieutenant, but that’s definitely not a Terran Defense Force uniform she’s wearing. My first impression is she’s a 17th-level badass. But her voice sounds just a tiiiiiiny bit uncertain.


“Listen … you need to identify yourself and provide clearance codes. You have ten seconds.”


Technically, Squad 312 is wanted for galactic terrorism, so I decide to get a little blurry on the whole “Identify Yourself” thing. I brush my hair back, conjure a smooth demeanor from my bag of tricks, and purr into the microphone.


“I cannot tell you how good it is to see you, Lieutenant! We thought we were in big trouble. Our ship is damaged, our engines are offline, and we’re in need of your assistance, over.”


“This is a restricted area,” the pilot replies, still a touch shaky. “How did you get here? And what the hell are you flying?”


“It’s a really long story, Lieutenant,” I smile, warm and friendly. “But our life-support situation isn’t exactly puppies and sunshine over here, so if you could offer us a tow, I can buy you a drink and tell you all about it.”


A long pause follows, my jaw clenched.


“All right,” the pilot finally declares. “I’m going to fire you a tow cable and bring you into dock. But you make any wrong moves, I will blast your asses across the system without even thinking twice about it.”


I smile. “That is great news, Lieutenant.”


“Thank youuuu!” Finian pops up behind me and waves. “You are as wise as you are beautiful, madam!”


The pilot’s voice turns to ice. What little I can see of her expression hardens to stone. “You have a goddamn Betraskan on board?”


All around us, alarms flare into life, red lights flashing and Syldrathi symbols illuminating, and a loudspeaker barks.


“WARNING, WARNING: MISSILE LOCK DETECTED.”


A tiny line of light appears on our scanners. I look to the others, helpless, wild. We have no engines. No navigation. No defenses.


“Oh shit … ,” I breathe.


“Scar … ,” Fin whispers.


The light draws closer. Our fingers touch.


“Do not be afraid,” Zila frowns. “It does not hurt much.”


“… What?” I ask.


The missile strikes.


Fire tears through the bridge.


BOOM.





2.2


SCARLETT


Black light burns white across my skin. I can taste the sound around me, metallic on the back of my tongue, hearing touch and feeling scent as everything I am and was and will ever be rips itself apart and together and together and togeth—


“Scar?”


I open my eyes, see another pair of eyes before mine.


Big.


Black.


Pretty.


Finian.


“Did you … ?” I ask.


“Was that … ?” Fin says.


“Weird,” we murmur.


I look around, a strange black-cat creepy-crawly feeling of déjà vu spidering its way up my spine. We’re in the corridor outside the engine room. And, joy of joys, we are not, in fact, dead.


But …


Wait …


Didn’t we just … ?


I look at Finian, conscious of how close we’re standing. He looks into my eyes but I have no idea what to say, and I’m saved from the embarrassment of being speechless by Zila.


“Finian, Scarlett, are you still … ?”


“Breathing?” Finian says, his voice a little uneven.


“Apparently so.”


And there it is again. That creepy black-cat-walking-on- your-grave feeling. The feeling that—


“I am one confused boy right now,” Finian says.


“Didn’t we just … explode a moment ago?” I ask.


He meets my eyes again. I see him steel himself, take a deep breath.


“… Lemme check.”


I feel electricity crackle as his fingertips brush across mine and then, oh Maker, he’s kissing me, the sensation sizzling like live current though my lips and—


“Stop,” I say, breaking away. “No, stop, Fin … wait …”


I’m looking at him, and he’s staring back with the same confused expression I’m probably wearing, and somehow, somehow, before he speaks I know exactly what he’s going to say.


“Scar, I’m having the strongest feeling of—”


“Déjà vu.”


He blinks once. “… That’s French.”


“You don’t know any French,” I say, my belly turning somersaults.


He eases away from me, the deck seeming to shift underneath my feet, and there’s a cold lump of ice where my stomach used to be as he stares around us. We’re still in the corridor outside the shuttle’s engine room, the air is still sharp with the smell of burned plasteel, fused wiring, smoke. Looking through the plexiglass, I can still see what’s left of the engines, and I know I’m no expert, but this place, this conversation, somehow …


“What the hells, Fin … ?”


His brow is creased in a deep scowl. “We’ve done this before.”


“But that’s … that’s not possible. …”


He raises one pale eyebrow, somehow still managing to find a smile despite everything. “Scar, believe me when I say that I’ve imagined kissing you enough to realize when I’ve done it twice in the same day.”


A voice rings over comms. “Scarlett? Finian?”


“Zila?”


“Are you both … well?”


“I have no idea.” Fin squares his jaw, his voice growing firm. “Look … this might sound insane, but does there happen to be an old, beat-up space station on your viewscreen right now? A dark matter storm? And a Terran fighter threatening to blow us all to sad little pieces?”


“I take it you are also experiencing a sensation that suggests this moment is repeating itself.”


Fin looks at me, his lips pinched thin.


“Maker’s breath …,” I whisper.


“We’ll be right up,” Fin says.


The adrenaline of almost dying and almost kissing and then definitely not dying but, yes, definitely kissing is now being replaced by the impossibility of all this. My legs feel like jelly, my brain buzzes in my skull. But I hold out my hand to Fin, and together, we’re running up the corridor to the cockpit. Again, we find Zila seated in the pilot’s chair, again looking frazzled. Again, on our viewscreens, I can see that dumpy-looking space station in a sea of starless darkness, and that angry Terran pilot.


Again.


Again.


But instead of just a tiiiiiiny bit uncertain, now the pilot sounds all the way sideways. “What the hell is going on here?”


Zila is looking at Finian, chewing one lock of long, curly hair.


“Temporal distortion?” Fin says.


“I can surmise no other adequate explanation,” she replies.


“Shiiiiiit,” he whispers. “Ouroboros effect?”


“It is only theoretical.” Our Brain shakes her head, glancing at the station, a pulse of brief purple light flaring in the dark storm beyond. “And despite our lessons at the academy in temporal mechanics, I would have said unthinkable.”


“Look,” I say, glaring at the pair. “The only temporal mechanics lecture I ever took, I spent flirting with Jeremy and Johnathan McClain—”


(Ex-boyfriends #35 and #36. Pros: Identical twins, thus, each as hot as the next. Cons: Identical twins, thus, easily confused in the dark. Whoops.)


“—and in case you missed it, there’s a very annoyed pilot—”


The commset crackles, cutting me off.


“You are in restricted Terran space,” the aforementioned pilot says. “You have fifteen seconds to transmit ident codes, or I will open fire!”


“We seem to be experiencing a temporal distortion, Scarlett,” Zila explains. “You, me, Finian, our ship … as outlandish as it sounds, we all seem to be repeating the same few minutes, over and over.”


“Ten seconds!”


“It’s a time loop, Scar,” Fin says. “We’re in some kind of time loop.”


“Ending with our deaths,” Zila nods. “And resetting to the moment we arrived. Like Ouroboros. The snake from Egyptian and Greek mythology that eats its own tail.”


I scowl at the pair of them. “That’s impossible.”


“It is extremely unlikely,” Zila agrees. “But once you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains, no matter how improbable—”


“You have been warned!” the pilot spits. “I am opening fire!”


All around us, alarms flare into life, lights flashing and Syldrathi symbols illuminating, and a loudspeaker barks.


“WARNING, WARNING: MISSILE LOCK DETECTED.”


A tiny line of light appears on our scanners. I look to the others. We have no engines. No navigation. No defenses.


“Do not be afraid,” Zila says.


“It doesn’t hurt much,” Fin murmurs.


My hand reaches for his, fear turning my belly cold and hard.


“You better be right about this,” I breathe.


“Well, in case I’m not … you wanna make out some more?”


BOOM.





2.3


SCARLETT


Black light burns. I can taste the sound around me as everything rips itself apart and together and together and togeth—


“Scar?”


I open my eyes, see another pair before mine.


Finian.


“What … ,” I ask.


“The … ,” Fin says.


“Fuck,” we murmur.


I look around, déjà vu spidering up my spine again. We’re outside the engine room again. And, joy of joys, we are not, in fact, dead.


Again.


I look at Finian, and even though all this is impossible, I’m still aware of how close we’re standing. A tiiiiiiiiiny part of me is conscious that the last time we did this, this pale, beautiful boy kissed me about five seconds from now. But the rest of me, the sensible part of me, is screaming at my lady parts to shut the hells up because who cares what happened when we did this before, Ovaries, the point is, WE DID THIS BEFORE.


“What the hells, Finian?” I whisper.


“Finian?” a voice crackles. “Scarlett?”


Fin taps comms, speaks quick. “We’re here, Zila.”


“Again,” I say.


“I suggest you both get up here. Quickly.”


The impossibility of all this is turning my legs to jelly, and my brain is buzzing in my skull as Fin grabs my hand and we run up the corridor to the cockpit. Again, we find Zila in the pilot’s chair, the roiling darkness, the brief bursts of light, the space station. Everything is the same as when we did this before, and oh Maker’s breath, we did this before, we did this BEFORE.


Except this time …


“Where’s the pilot?” Fin asks. “The Terran who blew us up?”


“Her ship is out there,” Zila nods. “I can see it on our sensors. But she has not initiated radio contact.”


“Wait … ,” I stare at Zila and Fin, my brain running so hard my head aches. “You … I thought you said we were in a time loop.”


“That is the most plausible conclusion, given current data.”


“Well, then shouldn’t she be yelling at us for clearance by now? Shouldn’t she be doing the same thing, over and over?”


Zila chews the end of a curl, staring at the tiny blip on our scopes. She types rapidly on the flickering console, murmuring almost to herself.


“Interesting.”


The alarms flare into life, lights flashing and Syldrathi symbols illuminating and a loudspeaker barking.


“WARNING, WARNING: MISSILE LOCK DETECTED.”


“Oh Maker’s sake, not again … ,” I mutter.


My hand reaches and finds Finian’s.


He looks into my eyes, squeezes tight.


Zila stares at the fighter on the sensors, still chewing that lock of hair.


“Very interesting.”


BOOM.





2.4


SCARLETT


Black light burns as everything rips itself apart and together and togeth—


“Scar?”


Finian.


I look into his eyes as the lights dim around us. The alarms flare into life, a now-familiar barking spilling from the loudspeaker as my stomach sinks all the way down to my shoes.


“WARNING, WARNING: MISSILE LOCK DETECTED.”


“Okay,” I sigh. “I am officially over this day.”


“Scarlett? Finian?”


“We’re here, Zila,” Fin reports.


“The pilot is preparing to fire on us again. Even faster this time.”


“Look,” I hiss into comms, trying to keep from just screaming until my voice breaks into a million pieces along with the rest of me, “maybe I didn’t study temporal physics, maybe I’m just stupid, but if we’re stuck in a loop, shouldn’t everything around us be acting exactly the same?”


“My readings on the station are congruous,” Zila says. “Gravitonic bursts in the tempest, energy signatures, quantum flux—everything about this scenario is identical every time.”


Electricity crackles as Fin’s fingertips brush mine. “You know, you’re not stupid,” he tells me. “I dunno why you talk about yourself like that.”


I look at the gray metal around us. The flashing globes reflected in the big, pretty eyes of the boy holding my hand. And then I see it.


Because, yeah, maybe I’m not the Brain of this squad. But if we’re stuck in this loop and acting different every time, and that trigger-happy pilot out there is also acting different every time, there’s only one explanation.


Eliminate the impossible.


Whatever remains, no matter how improbable, is the truth.


“That pilot is stuck in the loop with us,” I say.


“Not just a pretty Face,” Fin smiles.


“I see what you did there.”


His smile fades a little as I look down to his lips. And as I press my mouth to his, as he kisses me back, I realize there are worse ways to die, over and over and over again.


BOOM.
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TYLER


“TYLER!”


The walls around me are rainbows.


The ground is shaking beneath my feet.


There’s blood in my mouth and a shadow rising above my head so massive and deep and dark I know it will swallow the galaxy if I let it.


I can’t let it… .


A Syldrathi girl kneels above me, a kaleidoscope of light shining behind her like a halo. She’s beautiful. Radiant. Younger than me but somehow older, and her eyes are violet and her hair looks like spun gold and I know she means the world to me without quite knowing why.


“TYLER!”


The voice echoes from my past, but into my future—another girl I used to know but never truly did screaming from beyond the boundaries of time and death. And I know she’s trying to tell me something important, but that Syldrathi girl before me reaches out and her hands are covered in blood (my blood) and that golden hair is now dripping red and—


“… you still have a chance of fixing this, Tyler Jones …”


“I don’t …”


“Tyler Jones.”


There might be nothing.


There is nothing. I—


“Tyler Jones!”


I open my eyes, and spears of bright light stab into my skull. I wince at the silhouette above me.


A Syldrathi girl, like the one from my dream just now, beautiful, radiant. But where her hair was gold as starlight, now it’s black as midnight, same as the stripe of paint across her eyes and gleaming on her curling lips.


“Awake at last,” Saedii says, one dark eyebrow rising slightly. “I wondered if you planned to sleep through the entire war.”


My mind is ringing, and the lights are way too bright, the thrum of heavy engines rumbling through the medi-cot beneath me. There’s a dermal patch on my arm, the metallic taste of stims in my mouth, and antiseptic in the air. It hurts a little to breathe.


I’m on a ship, I realize. Black metal. Syldrathi design. But the light is gray, not red, so we’re Folding… .


“Maker’s b-breath,” I cough. “W-what happened …?”


“Is that not obvious?” Saedii leans back in her chair, and lifting her long black boots, she rests one sharp heel on the edge of the cot beside me. “You almost died, Tyler Jones.”


“… Where am I?”


“Aboard my ship. The Shika’ari. Well …” She glances around briefly, tosses a thick black braid off her shoulder. “My ship now, at any rate.”


“Last thing I remember … was the battle on the Kusanagi.” I lever myself up onto one elbow, my head pounding like a war drum. “We broke out of our cell. Your people attacked.” I wince again, my memory fuzzy, that strange dream still echoing in my head. It feels like I’ve been run over by a grav-freighter.


… you still have a chance of fixing this …


“We evac’ed … in escape pods?”


“The Terran cowards on the Kusanagi fired upon your pod.” Saedii sneers, one sharpened canine gleaming. “But I was aboard the Shika’ari by then. Our defense grid intercepted their missile before it struck you. The explosion’s proximity still disabled your pod, knocked out your life support. You were close to dying by the time we recovered you.”


She quirks one sharp black brow.


“But recover you we did.”


I meet her eyes, black-rimmed, deep violet irises running to gray. Her face is all sharp angles, perfect symmetry, cold and imperious.


“You saved my life.”


She inclines her head. “As you saved mine.”


I feel the touch of her thoughts then. Tentative, as if to make sure all we’d shared during our time in that prison cell aboard the Kusanagi was real. The revelation about the Syldrathi blood in my veins sits in my mind like a sliver of ice. Thoughts of the Waywalker mother my dad never told me about swirling like smoke.


I remember those other truths we shared. The truth of her bloodline. Her father’s name. The lie her brother told me. But before I can grow too angry at the reminder of my friend’s betrayal, thoughts of Kal lead to Auri, then to Scarlett and—


“Earth,” I hiss, sitting up. “The Unbroken are at war with Earth.”


“Yes.”


“We have to stop it! A galaxy at war is just what the Ra’haam wants!”


Saedii shrugs, black lips pursed. “Fortune smiles, in that case.”


“Well, where the hells are we?” I raise myself up off the bed, head swimming as I get to my feet. “We have t—”


Saedii stands, so tall that she’s almost eye to eye with me. And placing one hand square on my chest, she holds me still. I can smell her hair, the fragrance of leather and lias flowers and traces of blood. I remember the press of her lips to my cheek as we said goodbye. The look in her eyes, her voice in my mind as I covered her escape.


“You have courage, Tyler Jones. Your blood is true.”


“We are undertaking tactical withdrawal,” Saedii says. “The battle with the Kusanagi was costly. Only the Shika’ari and one other of our cruisers survived. And both our vessels sustained significant damage.”


“I need to talk to my people at Aurora Command,” I insist. “Admiral Adams and Battle Leader de Stoy. The fate of the whole galaxy is—”


“You should be concerned with your own fate, Terran. Not the galaxy’s.” Her fingers twitch against my chest, pressing a little harder. “You are my captive now, after all. And your people showed me precious little hospitality while I was in their care. My entire command staff is of the opinion I should have let you die in your escape pod.”


My mind returns to my final minutes in captivity. That confrontation near the pods, those eyes, once brown, now blue, boring into my own. The mind of the enemy, the voice of a friend, begging me to stay.


Tyler, don’t go… .


Cat …


I love you, Tyler.


Saedii searches my eyes. Her hand still rests on my chest. I can feel the warmth of her skin through the Terran uniform I stole. She’s taken the time to change into Unbroken colors again—sharp black lines, sharper curves underneath. I can still recall the sight of her stripped down to her underwear in that storage locker if I try, but I’m desperately trying not to, because people who share Waywalker blood can apparently hear each other’s thoughts, and the last thing I should be thinking about right now is—


“What happened to the Kusanagi?” I ask.


“It retreated, heavily damaged.” She tilts her head. “Why do you care?”


“There were Terrans on board that ship,” I reply. “My people.”


“Is it your people that concern you? Or your lover?”


“Tyler, don’t go …”


“Cat’s not my—”


“She was.”


I nod, swallowing. “But that’s not Cat anymore.”


“Mmm.”


Saedii leans in closer, swaying like a snake, watching me through the haze of her long black lashes. I can sense it in her if I try—the rush of the battle we’ve just escaped, her thrill at the scent of blood and smoke and fire. She feels almost … drunk on it. And look, I know there are way more important things at stake right now, but a part of me can’t help but notice how good she looks, remembering the sight of her as we fought side by side, her eyes alight, my blood pounding.


Saedii presses her fingertips into my chest.


“We Warbreed have a saying, Tyler Jones. Anai la’to. A’le sénu.”


“I don’t speak Syldrathi.” I scowl down at her nails, long and black, pressing hard into my skin now. “And that hurts.”


“Live for tonight,” she translates. “Tomorrow we die.” She drags her fingers down my chest, nails catching in the fabric. “We who were born for war learn not to waste time on trivialities. Void knows when our time will run out.”


I nod, thinking about anything but the parts of her body now pressing against me. “We have a saying like that, too. Carpe diem. Seize the day.”


Black lips curl into a smile. “Ours is better.”


I wince as her nails dig deeper into my skin. “Stop it.”


“Make me.”


“I’m not kidding,” I growl, pushing her hand away.


As my skin touches hers, she moves, grabbing my wrist quick as blinking.


I gasp as a bolt of pain shoots up my shoulder, the throb in my head forgotten as she tries to twist me into an armlock. I break her hold, backing off with my hands up. “Saedii, what the hells is—”


But she’s closing before I even finish speaking, smile twisting into a snarl as she feints toward my face. Almost faster than I can see, she claps her hands onto my shoulders and brings her knee up between my legs.


Lucky for me, Saedii has landed this move on me a few times already—I mean, the boys didn’t feel lucky at the time, but, you know, live and learn. My muscle memory kicks in, and I block her strike.


“Have you gone crazy?” I demand.


She draws back a fist to hit me, but I shift my weight, twist aside. Letting her own momentum work against her, I shove her in the spine, sending her crashing into the wall, and she whirls on me in fury.


Her kick takes me in the solar plexus, and I tumble over the medi-cot, smash onto the ground, grunting as a heavy weight slams atop me.


Saedii is straddling my chest now, pinning my wrists to the floor. Her braids fall in black curtains around her face as she leans in close, breath hissing. I see a smear of purple on her pale skin, realizing with horror she’s split her lip. “Oh Maker’s breath, I’m sorry, I—”


And my words die as, without warning, she crushes her mouth to mine.


About a thousand thoughts crash through my skull simultaneously. I remember this is a girl who wore the severed thumbs of former suitors around her neck for jollies. Warrior-born, bred for bloodshed, daughter of the Starslayer himself. I remind myself that the Unbroken are at war with Earth and, technically, I’m a prisoner here—she’s my captor, she’s my enemy. There’s a war for the whole galaxy being fought out there, and I’m lying here with two meters of Syldrathi warrior princess on top of me.


Problem is, there’s two meters of Syldrathi warrior princess on top of me, and all those thoughts are having trouble getting a fair hearing.


Saedii’s kiss is hungry, urgent, her fingers squeezing tight around my wrists as her body surges against mine. I find myself kissing her back, her feelings, her thoughts, her want, washing over me and fueling my own. Her braids tumble around my cheeks, hips grinding against me as she sucks my lower lip into her mouth and bites down. Hard.


“Ow!” I hiss, pulling back. “What is wr—”


She kisses me again, half laughing, half snarling. But I can taste blood now, hers and mine, pain slicing through the new split in my lip.


“Get off me!”


“Make me.”


“I mean it!”


“So do I, Tyler J—”


She gasps as I break her grip and push her off. But moving like quicksilver, she crashes into me again, hands clawing for my throat, and we struggle, hissing, bleeding, rolling on the floor. She’s strong, lean, writhing like a snake in my grip, but finally I get hold of her wrists and push them into the floor, pinning her down with my weight.


“Maker’s breath, will you calm down?” I roar.


Saedii lies underneath me, gasping, hair disheveled, eyes aflame. Wrapping her legs around me, she leans up to lick the blood off my chin. And I feel her thoughts echoing in my skull as her lips curl in a dark, playful smile.


I would if you actually wanted me to.


I gasp as she lunges for my neck, sharp teeth cutting my skin.


But you don’t want me to. Do you, Tyler Jones?


She cinches her legs, pulling me in tighter. And I know this is insane, but I also know she’s been in my head this entire time. She can literally feel my thoughts and … she’s right.


Saedii laughs, and our lips collide again, and she twists her hands free of my grip so she can slip them up under my shirt and drag her nails across my skin. She kisses me like she’s starving, hunger bleeding into me, drowning out every other thought inside my head. Our hands are all over one another, she rips my shirt off, and we’re both saved from the question of how far it might actually go by a faint vibration buzzing underneath my right palm.


“Um …”


We ease apart, my heart hammering. Eyes locked on hers, I reluctantly lift my hands away.


“I … think that’s for you.”


Sighing, Saedii slaps the silver comm badge on her chest.


“Report.”


Now, here’s the thing—I kinda lied before. I don’t speak Syldrathi nearly as fluently as Scar, but I’m good enough to follow the gist of a conversation. Catching my breath, licking my bleeding lip, I listen to the voice of her second-in-command, small and tinged with electronic reverb. I think he asks forgiveness for interrupting, but Saedii cuts him off.


“Erien,” she snaps, eyes flashing. “Speak.”


I hear a few words I know well. Message. Battle. Terra.


Saedii’s eyes meet mine then. The reminder that our people are at war rises between us, slowly suffocating the mood. Her long legs unwrap from around my waist, and I ease myself off her, sitting back on the cold metal floor. Dragging my hand through my hair, I realize my fingers are shaking.


I can taste her blood on my lips.


Saedii asks for news about her father. There’s a halting reply, and she twists up to her feet in one smooth, serpentine movement. I catch the words no patience and riddles. Again she asks about the Starslayer.


The only word I understand in the reply is gone.


My heart surges in my chest at that. Incredible. Impossible. The thought crackles between us as Saedii’s eyes widen—that maybe somehow, against all odds, the man who destroyed the Syldrathi homeworld is …


“Gone?” she hisses in Syldrathi, incredulous. “Dead?”


There’s a reply in the negative. I catch words like confusion and retreat. A rush about Terrans and Betraskans and—


“Void take you, Erien, speak!” Saedii demands.


The First Paladin asks forgiveness, speaks again. And as Saedii’s eyes meet mine, I hear three words. Words that send my thumping heart all the way down to my boots. Words that could spell the end of everything.

OEBPS/images/part1.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
s

AMIE KAU’FMAN*& e f' .
JAY KRISTOFF/\A'





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
IT'S ABOUT TIME.

ROWA
END ks

JAY KRISTOFF

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHORS OF THE ILLUMINAE FILES

AURORA CYCLE 03





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg





