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Part One

 

 

Yearly Log Entry: Year Ten

Mission Commander: Kimani Ra

 

Most of these logs have just been simple reports informing the
home world of our status and such, but this time I thought I’d do
something different.  This time I want to tell the story of
our beginning, just in case the humans find this and somehow access
the computers.  You see if they find it, then that will mean
we failed.  They will need to know what they’re up against and
the truth of this worlds beginnings.  So, here it is. 
I’ll get started.

Ten thousand years ago the people of my planet dreamed of
peace.  War between the three ruling houses; the House of Ra,
the House of Geb, and the House of Amun, had raged for hundreds of
years.  Fields lie barren, great cities were rendered dust by
bombings.  Hundreds upon thousands of Archai were lost in
senseless fighting.  Karnack was a dying planet.  The
Genetics Wars had turned our once peaceful paradise into a never
ending killing field.

The battles raged for so long that over time, the opposing sides
began to forget what they were fighting for.  The only thing
that mattered was the victory, not the causes they once
championed.  Our elders were so consumed with the need to win,
that it made them blind to the circumstances of the world around
them.  Entire generations were birthed, lived and died without
ever knowing anything other than endless fighting.  That’s
when my great-grandparent’s generation decided that enough was
enough.

Delegates from each house met in secret and it was decided that
the Elders and all those of the older generations, would be exiled
from Karnack, if they did not agree to a treaty.  Only one
house agreed to the terms that were set forth, the House of
Ra.  The long sought truce between the two remaining houses
was accomplished when the older Archai banned together to turn
against their offspring.  It was a futile gesture.  Most
of their children were products of the very genetic tinkering that
started the debates and fighting so many generations ago. 
Without the Enlightened Archai and their abilities to reinforce in
their numbers, the Elders fell.

And so the Exodus came to my planet.  Hundreds of members
from each house were banished from the only home they’d ever known;
sent into the heavens to never return.  The House of Geb was
destined for a lush, green, uninhabited planet, ten solar years
away, called Earth; while the House of Amun was destined for a
smaller, less fertile planet, even farther away, called
Pithius.  Not content with banishment to what they saw as a
barren wasteland, the House of Amun planned its final revenge.

One the eve of launch for both ships, sympathizers to the House
of Amun sabotaged the vessel that would carry the House of Geb to
Earth.  The ship barely made it to Earth intact.  Lives
were lost along with all the technology that would have helped them
fashion Earth in the image of Karnack.  Forced to begin life
on a strange new world armed with only their intellect and longing
for home, my ancestors became the forefathers of the human
race.

As for the House of Amun, they populated Pithius and renamed it
Duat.  The House of Amun carried on the genetic enhancements
that they believed was the right of every Archai, until they no
longer resembled their cousins on the home-world.  Everyone
was enlightened, but with the abilities came an emptiness; a gaping
hole in every soul that could never be filled no matter how much
they achieved.

The House of Amun terraformed the planet; forcing the landscape
to bend to their will.  They built towering cities of glass
and metal; colossal monuments to their conquest over the
land.  The House of Amun raped and ravaged every inch of Duat
until she had no more to give.  That is why I am here.

My name is Kimani Ra, I am one of only three Enlightened Archai
that have been created on Karnack in the last ten thousand
years.  And I am on my way to warn the people of Earth; the
children of my ancestors, that their world is in danger.  Now
that Duat is no longer able to sustain its children, the House of
Amun, now known as GrimLords, has decided to take Earth for
itself.

We, Ming Na Amun, Ashanti Geb, and I have been traveling for
almost ten years in partial-suspended animation aboard a vessel
called The Nun; named after what the Archai believe is the source
of all life, because it will deliver us to a new one.  During
this time we’ve been growing and learning; bonding with each other,
until we know one another as surely as we know ourselves.  And
preparing, we are always preparing as we head towards Earth to warn
them of the coming invasion.  Above all else we pray.  We
pray that we make it before the GrimLords, or lifetimes of planning
is for naught.  Without our help, Earth will fall.

 

Part Two

 

Ming Na’s eyes fluttered open and she looked at her surroundings
with her own eyes for the first time since she was thirteen. 
Ten years, it had been ten years since she’d left Karnack and her
family behind and boarded the Nun.  She blinked and stretched
her eyes, afraid that maybe they’d forgotten how to work.  All
she could see was a milky sheen.  Then she remembered where
she was; inside the holding chamber.  For ten years she’d been
sleeping with only her mind active while her body grew into the
awesome powers that the best Archai minds had endowed her with.

She took a deep breath and lifted a stiff arm towards her
capsule door.  “My hand,” she croaked, when she saw the
appendage.  She twisted it back and forth, inspecting each
wiggling digit one by one.  The last time she saw her hands
they had been much smaller.  The tight glove that hugged her
fingers was proof of that.  Her father told her not to wear
her favorite gloves but she insisted.  The soft black material
was stretched in some place and split open in others.  Her
grandmother had made those for her, now they were ruined. 
Like always, Ming was left wishing that she’d listened to her
father.  Thankfully she did listen when he insisted upon her
wearing the black flight suits that were designed to grow with
her.  If she hadn’t she’d be naked right now.

“No time to dwell on the past,” she quickly decided and pulled
away the curtain of viscous liquid that had nourished her body
while she slept.  Once she was free of the nutri-mesh, she
pushed at the opaque glass that stood between her and her
companions.

Everything was just as she remembered it.  The room that
held their sleep chambers was in the most heavily armored section
of the Nun.  The silver, shimmering displacement walls could
withstand a blow from a wave-cannon, absorb and in turn use the
energy to power the entire chambers room as one large escape pod if
necessary.  There were buzzing, transparent consoles floating
all around her.  Some, pulled images from Earth’s multiple
news feeds and information streams and transmitted the information
to the minds of Ming and her two companions, while others were
dedicated to teaching them about their new abilities.

Ming cut her eyes towards the center of the room.  There
surrounded by a curved desktop that looked like it was perched in
the air, was a single high-backed chair.  That would be the
mission commander’s console which she used to make her yearly
logs.  Ming’s mind flashed to her friend Kimani.  If she
was awake that meant Kimani and Ashanti were also.

“Kimani,” she called out, her voice getting stronger with every
sentence.  She stumbled out of the capsule and pressed a hand
to her stomach.  “Ashanti, where are you?”  Ming Na
forced her rigid legs forward and headed towards a chamber
identical to the one that held her.  Her fingers danced across
a nearby console and the concave door lifted away from the bay
wall.  Ming took a small step backwards expecting to find
Kimani sleeping soundly.  The capsule was empty.

“Looking for me,” a throaty voice teased.  Ming jumped when
two fingers dug into her side.

“Don’t do that,” she fussed, but turned and threw her arms
around Kimani’s neck and pulled her close.  The two women
stood there and held each other, grateful to finally be able to
hold the other once again, until the soft blue lights around them
turned red and began flashing.

Ming broke away and stumbled to a wide panel a few feet
away.  The years of in-cranial training, making her a natural
at navigating the ships functions, kicked in automatically. 
“We’ll be entering Mar’s orbit in about ten specs.”

“Use human terminology Ming,” Kimani admonished.  “We need
to get used to the dialect before we land.”

Ming rolled her eyes and sighed.  “Excuse me, ten minutes
till Mars.  Let’s get to the bridge.”

Kimani nodded and together they made their way through the
ship.  When they reached the diamond shaped opening that lead
to the heart of their vessel, the third member of their crew was
standing in the doorway waiting.

“It’s about time you decided to join us,” Ashanti tried to
frown, but the corners of her lips kept curving upwards. 
“We’ve been doing all the work for the last three days while you
decided you needed a little more beauty sleep.”

Ming smiled and winked at the girl who was closer to her than
her own sisters back home.  “Looks like it paid off in my
case,” she teased.  “Maybe you should have tried to squeak in
a few extra hours.  Are those crow’s feet already?”

Ashanti stuck her tongue out at Ming and pointed towards a huge,
transparent screen that was filled with images of the stars around
them.  “You’d look like me if you’d been tracking emissions
from a GrimLord ship for the last twenty hours.”

At the mention of the GrimLords, Ming became all business. 
“Impossible.  There’s no way they beat us here first. 
We’re traveling in a ship that’s three times faster than anything
they’ve got on Duat.”

“Apparently not,” Kimani said as she slipped in between the two
and slid into her chair.  “The long range scanners picked up
Amperseth emissions the moment we crossed into the solar
system.  The Nun’s monitoring systems woke me first and then
Ashanti.”

Ashanti sat down and began manipulating a glowing, multi-colored
board.  “It’s nothing major.  The levels indicate maybe a
scout ship or two in the general area, but our ship was built for
speed, not combat.”

If the GrimLords already had scouts in the area, it was only a
matter of months, if not weeks before the first armada
arrived.  The team that masterminded their mission had
underestimated the lost members of the House of Amun, but Kimani
wouldn’t.

“Kill all unnecessary functions and drop to cruise.  It
might take us a few hours longer to reach Earth, but we can use
that planets gravitational pull as cover.”

Ashanti groaned and twisted her head towards Kimani. 
“Aren’t you being a little paranoid?”  We may not be outfitted
for combat but I can outrun a cargo ship on my worst day. 
Flying that close to the planet is a headache waiting to
happen.”

Kimani’s lips twisted into a thin line and she folded her arms
over her chest.  “And that is why the Elders chose me to
lead.  They’ve already misjudged the GrimLords once.  I
won’t make that mistake.”  She lifted her hand and pushed at
an invisible screen.  The display came alive with a three
dimensioned view of the planet before them.  Kimani used her
finger to twist and turn the image as she talked.

“We’ll use the gravitational pull of Mars to siphon off our own
Amperseth emissions so the Grim's can’t trace them.  Once we
travel through the edge of the plants pull we’ll make a small leap
to reach the dark side of Earth’s moon.”  She gave the glowing
globe a final spin before stopping it’s rotation and pressing a
finger to a small area in North America.

“And then?”  Ming asked, after watching Kimani examine the
image for a minute or so.

Her friend shook her head and smiled and pulled up another
glowing orb, this time a flaming yellowish red reproduction of a
sun.  “And then we seed their sun with matter from our
stellar-drive and wait for the flare to disrupt their
sensors.  That’s when we’ll make our final run for Earth.”

Ashanti and Ming both turned in their seats and gawked at
Kimani.  “Have you lost your mind?  Seeding their sun is
a last ditch maneuver.  That would mean we’d be flying into
unknown territory blind.  As well as disrupt every electrical
signal on the light side of Earth,” Ming said.

Kimani nodded her head and waved the star away.  “I’m well
aware of what it will do.  So the humans have to live without
power for a few minutes.  Better that than become slaves to
the GrimLord’s, or worse.”

Ashanti, the most easy-going of the three, nodded her head and
began powering down.  Ming frowned but turned back to her
console anyway, “We shouldn’t be running from
those…those…things.  We should track their ships down and make
sure they never make it back to the Grim’s fleet.”

Kimani stepped closer to her sister-in-arms and laid a hand on
her shoulder.  “You can’t let them get to you Ming.  Your
inclusion on this mission wasn’t designed to be some type of
penance for the crimes of your ancestors.  The House of Amun
is restored and more glorious than it ever was in their time.”

Ming Na took Kimani’s words to heart.  Somewhere in her
mind she knew that ever word was true, but she couldn’t rid herself
of the shame she felt knowing that her great-grandfather was one of
the GrimLord leaders that almost brought Karnack to its
knees.  Of the two houses that were exiled, Amun was home to
the darkest figures of the Genetics Wars.  Her ancestors led
the experiments that turned ordinary Archai into enlightened beings
with powers no man or woman should possess.  With those powers
came the never ending hunger for more.

Kimani snapped her fingers drawing Ming out of the past and back
to the task at hand.  “I asked you if you were ready. 
You need to get into your vac-lock before we enter orbit.  The
ride is about to get really bumpy.”

Ming nodded and leaned back into her seat, pressing her back
into the curved cushion.  The padding beneath her melted away
and the chair hummed to life as it pulled her even closer.

“Taking over ships controls in five…four…three…two.  We’re
on manual flight now boys and girls,” Ashanti laughed.  “Enjoy
the in flight movie, we’ll be serving dinner in the food bay if we
make it through this alive.”

The large ship began to shake as Ashanti tilted her hands on the
virtual controls, taking it closer to the red planet.  The
flickering image of a tall, grey haired, bearded male with glowing
yellow eyes walked through the walls and came to stand in front of
the three women.

“Report Kimani Ra.  Why have you deviated from the path I
plotted?”  He asked as he let two, talon tipped hands come to
rest on his side.

Kimani looked up at the imposing figure and dipped her head in a
small salute before sighing.  “The Nun’s sensors have picked
up Amperseth emissions, Ojhanni Geb.  GrimLords are already in
this solar system.  I decided caution was needed for our final
approach to Earth.”

The holographic image of the head of the House of Geb blinked
away.  “Your uncle needs to get a grip Ashanti,” Ming
mumbled.  “Does he always walk around like he’s got a…”

“What was that young Amun?” Ojhanni asked as he blinked back
into focus.

“Nothing sir,” she gulped.  Her mouth was going to get her
in trouble one of these days and from the looks of it, it was going
to be sooner rather than later.

Ojhanni’s stony expression got harder; his brows came together
as he frowned at his niece.  “I take it you’re piloting the
Nun.”

Ashanti dipped her head but never took her eyes off the display
in front of her.  “I’ve almost reached an acceptable altitude
but until then we’re going to get tosses around a bit.  I
didn’t expect the pull to be this strong.”

“It wouldn’t be if you were using more than a fourth of the
Nun’s engine capabilities.”  He turned to Kimani and pointed a
finger towards Ashanti.  “I take it crawling through space at
such a ridiculous pace was your idea also.”

Kimani fought the urge to roll her eyes and nodded.  “Yes
sir it was.  I am in command of this unit, aren’t I?”

Ojhanni jerked at the snide tone of Kimani’s voice but didn’t
comment.  He clasped his arms behind his back and twisted his
head to look out of the main window.  “And how do you plan on
avoiding detection when you no longer have the plant to mask your
ship?”

“Of for the love of the gods,” Ming groaned.  Her hand shot
out and before Kimani or Ashanti could stop her, she cut the power
to the projection array that was beaming Ojhanni’s image to
them.

“He’s going to be really pissed,” Ashanti mumbled as she flicked
her wrist and sent the ship into another dip.

“What can he do to us?”  Ming replied.  “It’s not like
he can touch us and we’re never going back home.  At the most
he can issue hollow threats.”

Ashanti winced as she ship began to violently shake.  “But
still…”

“She’s right,” Kimani barked, cutting her off.  The ship
bucked again and she gripped the arms of her chair even
tighter.  “They volunteered us for this mission when we were
children knowing that it was a one way trip.  We’ve spent the
last ten years with only each other to talk to and we’re not going
to start relying on Karnack now.”

Ashanti bit her lip and pulled back on her controls.  The
ship finally eased into a steady flight pattern.  Ming smiled
and leaned her head back.  “At least we agree on
something.”

“Don’t start,” Kimani sighed and leaned her own head back. 
“How long until we clear Mars?”

“At least a par…I mean an hour,” Ming said as she peeked at a
console with one eye cracked.

“Wake me up before we make the jump to the moon,” Kimani
murmured.  And with the next breath she was asleep.

Ashanti rolled her eyes and smiled.  “I tried to tell her
we should make a run for it, but you know Kimani,” she shrugged a
shoulder and put the ship on self-control and twisted around to
look at Ming.

“Your hair has gotten a lot longer,” she said, “And your eyes
kind of glow now.  They didn’t do that when we were kids.”

Ming frowned and waved a hand through the air.  The closest
screen floated over and she pressed her thumb to its center. 
The transparent, glowing board began to frost over with a silver
liquid until a mirror hovered in the air in front of her.

Ming gasped when she saw her reflection.  Her once blue
eyes were white and glowing.  Her soft round baby face, was
angular and longer than she remembered.  Her hair stretched
down her back in thick onyx waves that were peppered with dark grey
highlights.  But of all the transformations that her body had
undergone, it was her skin that shocked her the most. 
Depending on which way the light hit it, it shifted from the light
honey color that she was born with, to a blue so dark that it
bordered on black.

“What did they do to us?”  She wondered aloud.

“They gave us the tools that we’re going to need to help the
humans defend Earth against the GrimLords.  Our parents knew
that we would go through some changes when we were chosen,” Ashanti
answered, even though she knew Ming was aware of everything she’s
said.

“You sound like one of the teaching consoles,” Ming
griped.  “Why didn’t you ever tell me what I look like? 
All those nights of playing Jarsec, you could have clued me
in.”

“We saw each other in constructs the ship built in our
minds.  It used the image you had of yourself.  If you
didn’t know what you looked like, how was I supposed to.” 
Ashanti took Ming’s small attitude in stride.  She knew what
she was going through, her own transformations were just as
jarring.  But unlike Ming, she wouldn’t let them bother
her.  She was on the way to Earth.  A place that she’d
dreamed about ever since she was old enough to recite the stories
of her ancestor’s exile.  She’s always imagined what the
humans would be like.  Would they know anything of their races
beginnings on Karnack?  She couldn’t wait to find out.

“I think we’re getting close to the planets rim,” Ming called
out, what seemed like moments later.

Ashanti shook her head and turned back to the main
display.  “I dosed off huh.  How long was I asleep?”

“Long enough to reach the edge of the planet’s pull.  If
we’re going to seed that sun we need to extract the matter from the
core and prepare to make the jump to that moon.”

Ashanti stretched her leg and kicked the underside of Kimani’s
chair.  “Wake up oh fearless leader.  We’re approaching
the jump site.”

Kimani stretched and shook her head, the short nap satisfying
her body just as well as an eight hour stretch would have. 
All thanks to the genetic tinkering she’d undergone.  “Who’d
like to do the honor of prepping the injector round?”

“Why don’t you do it sleeping beauty?”  Ming smiled as she
pressed a shoulder into her seat.  The thick cushion began to
fill out beneath her and the hold the chair had on her
released.  “I’ll be right back.”  The moment she stood to
leave for the engine room the world around her began coming apart
at the seams. 

The ship lurched and the soft pale lights around them turned
red.  The numerous floating consoles began showing images of
the sky around them from multiple angles.  All three women
locked eyes on the pictures and cursed.  They were surrounding
by GrimLord Cruisers.

“That’s a lot more than a few scout ships,” Ashanti spat as
lowered her hands, sending the ship into a spin.  Ming sailed
through the air and crashed into the ceiling as the Nun slipped
through two waiting vessels.

“Get back to your seat Ming!”  Kimani shouted over the
blaring alarms that began to fill the air.  “Restore all power
to the engines.  The ship is going to transfer control of the
Nun to our chambers, we need to be there before it happens or we’re
locked out when the rest of the sip goes into self destruct.”

“That’s a little easier said than done,” Ming groaned as another
shift sent her sailing into the wall behind them with enough force
to knock the wind out of her.  “I might need a little help
here.”

Ashanti spared Kimani a glance before sending the ship into
another spiral, narrowly avoiding a cannon round that would have
taken out half of the starboard hull.  “Well are you going to
get her or not,” she called out when Kimani didn’t budge.  “My
hands are kind of occupied at the moment.”

Kimani took a deep breath and reached a shaky hand up to wipe
away tears from her eyes.  “There are no guarantees that the
both of us won’t miss the countdown.  We can’t compromise our
objective for one person.”

“What,” Ashanti gasped as she jerked her arm, sending the Nun
into stellar drive.  “She’s our sister.  We’re not
leaving her behind.”

Ming reached out and grabbed a thin metal column just a few feet
above their heads and held on for dear life as Ashanti continued to
bob and weave her way around the ships that surrounded them. 
She was so close, but still too far away to make it to her seat
with the force of the ships speed working against her.  “It’s
ok Geb, I’d make the same call if I was in her position.”

Glowing blue lights took the place of the red warning signals as
the ship began its countdown. They had less than a minute before
the controls were transferred and they were automatically taken to
the chambers that had been their homes for the last decade of their
lives.

“No it’s not ok,” Ashanti yelled.  “Either you get her
Kimani or I will.”  A blast sounded off behind them sending
the ship into a tailspin.  Ashanti tensed her fingers and
pulled back on the glowing controls, coaxing the vessel into a
straight path.

“Damn it please don’t do this,” Ashanti said, her voice cracking
under the weight of her emotions.

“Thirty seconds,” Ming called out.  “Give the GrimLords
hell girls.  I love you.”  She tucked her head into the
crook of her arm and waited praying that the explosion killed her
instantly.

Kimani lifted her head to look at the one of the only sisters
she’d ever known.  “I’m sorry Ming-there are rules that even I
can’t break.  I’ll tell your family your brought honor to your
house.”

“Thank you,” Ming nodded, never opening her eyes.

“Don’t thank her yet,” Ashanti said.  Her voice was closer
than Ming expected it to be.  She opened her eyes and saw her
sisters face inches from her own.

“How?”

“We’ve been thinking and reacting like normal Archai,” Ashanti
smiled as she waved a hand at Ming, “When we are anything but
normal.”  She wrapped two arms around Ming’s waist and threw
her towards her chair.  Ming landed with a thump and shoved
her back into the seat with ten seconds to spare.  The
vac-locks initiated and held her securely in her seat.  Ming
and Kimani watched Ashanti with awe as she used two extra arms to
pull herself back to her seat, while another set continued to pilot
the Nun.

“You’ve got six arms,” Kimani croaked as she watched Ashanti
right herself in time to activate her vac-lock.

“That’s not all I’ve got,” Ashanti said as she threw her head
back and waited for the clock to hit one.  She turned her head
towards Kimani and Ming and blinked.  The surface of her eyes
looked like it had been broken into hundreds of little
pieces.  Each tiny section twinkled and glowed different
colors as the light hit them.  “If we didn’t have a dozen
GrimLord Cruisers trying to blast us out of the sky and we weren’t
running for our lives this would be very cool,” Ashanti
declared.

Neither one of the other girls had the opportunity to agree or
disagree because the countdown had run its course.  The leg
rest of their chairs began to shift and stretch towards the floor,
which was rippling with change.  The segmented sheets of metal
began to twist away revealing three clear tubes beneath each
chair.  The seats tilted forward and deposited their occupants
into the shuts with soft swishes.

Each shut was surrounded with the same shimmering material that
made up the displacement walls of their chamber room, protecting
them while the rest of the ship was bombarded by their GrimLord
pursuers.  The girls zipped through the Nun at a break-neck
speed until the sealed ends came into view.  One by one they
dropped through the liquid like ceiling of the chamber room. 
Once they were all accounted for, it became solid and impenetrable
once again.

Kimani walked to the closest wall and pressed her hand to the
silver metal.  The room began to buzz and the pods that had
held them for so long began to break apart and realign
themselves.  “We’ve got two minutes till self destruct. 
Once the Nun blows it will take out every cruiser within fifty
thousand …miles.”

“What about the Earth’s moon?”  Ming asked as she sat down
in her redesigned chamber.  It was now an egg shaped chair
surrounded by holographic controls and glowing consoles.

“I’ve got it under control,” Kimani called out as she eased
herself into her own seat.  Her fingers flew over the controls
and the forward wall of the chamber room became see-through. 
A green target darted back and forth, locking onto every GrimLord
ship before disappearing.

“Alright, I’ve got a rundown of the ships construct
materials.  It looks like they’re using mostly
meta-ganics.  I’m programming the charges to seek out those
materials only.”

“One minute Kim,” Ashanti reminded her.  “Somebody needs to
say something.  I mean, the Nun was our home for almost half
of my life and it’s about to be destroyed.”

“The Nun is about to go down in a blaze of glory and take those
filthy Grim’s with her,” Ming whispered.  “She deserved better
than that but she’s serving her purpose.  We knew there was a
possibility that she wouldn’t make it to Earth.  That’s why
this room was designed.”

“Forty seconds, lock it down ladies it’s almost time,” Kimani
ordered.  “I’ve picked a place that I think will be relatively
safe if there are any GrimLords on the planet.”  She cut a
finger through the air and the same three dimensional rendering of
Earth that she was examining earlier popped into existence.

“Right there,” she pointed, “It’s a small city in the Western
quadrant of the planet, in what the humans call, The United
States.  It’s called Rock Hill, in a state called South
Carolina, and is located about four hundred miles from their
capital.”

“That’s quite a distance isn’t it?”  Ming wondered,
“Fifteen seconds.”

“It would be of we were humans and traveling by their modes of
transportation.  Our chambers can cover that distance in about
a human hour.”

The ship surrounding the chamber room began to break away with
every blast of the GrimLords cannons.  Glass and metal sheared
free of their moorings leaving gaping holes in the once unscathed
ship.  But it didn’t matter, not anymore.  Time was up
for the Nun.

The self destruct charges began going off, rattling the chamber
room with viscous blows.  The girls looked around them and
watched the silver walls ripple and absorb each quake.  The
blast eventually blew what was left of the Nun away from the
chamber room, leaving it free to meld into another shape.

The undulating walls fanned out around them, cocooning the
sisters in a billowing silver arch.  The edges of the walls
caught the waves of energy that radiated from the blast.  The
ameba like material churned within itself as it converted the
energy and charged the chamber room’s systems.  Then it caught
another wave of the blast like a giant sail and shot off into the
starlit sky.

“Kimani,” Ashanti called out she watched the GrimLord Cruisers
destroyed.

“Yeah little sister,” Kimani sighed as she let her head fall
back against her chair.

“What are we going to do if we’re too late?  Those Cruisers
wouldn’t be out here without backup.  What if they’ve already
taken Earth.”

When the answer came, it wasn’t Kimani that offered it, but
Ming.

“That’s an easy one Ashanti,” she said through clenched
teeth.  “We help the humans take it back.”
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Crimson Dawn:
Darklife Saga (2012)
When vampire Valeria Trumaine comes home one morning to find her
father waiting for her, she knows she’s about to get trouble in
spades. But she never imagined it would come in the form of her
ex-fiancé. Now she must confront old demons and face new
possibilities as she struggles to bring the rouge vampire to
justice.

After she left him, Valeria avoided Tristan like the plague, but
now that he’s gone rogue, she’s going to have to utilize every
thing she’s learned as a sentinel to find him. Finding Tristan
proves to be more dangerous than anyone realized. He’s changed in
ways that go against nature, and has become more powerful than
anyone ever imagined.

Refusing to let her face the abomination that Tristan has become
alone, Val’s best friend and powerful Sidhe princess, Irulan joins
the hunt. Valeria will find that Irulan’s motives for keeping her
safe aren’t what she thinks. And soon she’s faced with an
undeniable attraction that makes her question everything she knew
about herself.

Can she accomplish her task and prevent more innocent lives from
being destroyed? Can she do it and not loose herself to his
madness? In the middle of all the madness, can she embrace the
unexpected love that fate has thrown her way?



	


UnBound:
Battle of the Half-Angels (2012)
Life was perfect for Justin Deaton until the day he turned
sixteen and found out that he was adopted.

Theo's life had never been easy, but he knew in his heart that
there life had more in store for him. But no matter what happened
in their lives, neither teenager ever imagined the truth; that
their fathers were the archangels, Michael and Uriel.

In the days of old, nephillim walked the earth. Half-human and
half-angel, their existence is forbidden; a crime so severe that it
caused angels to fall from the heavens.

After the Great Flood, any remaining nephillim were ordered
bound, stripped of their powers.

But Lucifer and his Fallen have broken divine rules, one too
many times. The tenuous balance between the Light and the Dark, is
in danger of shifting in Lucifer's favor and the Archangels,
heavens most elite warriors, are forbidden to act.

Now heaven's misfits, the nephillim, may be mankind's only hope
at surviving the coming battle between the forces of Heaven and
Hell.
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