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  An End to a Beginning

An end turns to a new beginning...
Shaking, creaking, explosions, all sensations Corporal McArthy was too used to. Unfortunately, right now, he was dealing with all three at once.
He stumbled through the sparking doorway leading to the drop pods, where he knew his team was. Last he checked, anyway. At the moment, the Frigate they were on was desperately trying to escape the Covenant. That last hit shook the ship hard, he barely stopped himself from slamming into the wall and getting knocked out. Other crew members around him weren't so lucky. And now, he was just making sure his team was still conscious as well.
He gripped the wall as he moved forward, feeling the rumbling quake throughout the entire ship. McArthy had been fighting long enough to be used to a rumbling ship, but the feeling was still giving him the need to vomit.
He finally reached the main center, then he stumbled onto one of the pods, leaning against it for a moment to take a breath. He looked up to see his Sergeant, Kenzie, gripping the center table, her expression was one of pure terror. Not an expression McArthy was used to seeing on her.
She noticed McArthy leaning on the drop pod, then she yelled out, "McArthy! What the Hell did the Captain say!?"
McArthy stayed silent for a moment, forcing himself to swallow vomit that had tried to rush out of him, then he yelled, "We're barely making it out of the atmosphere! We're the only ship left, and the Covies are right on our tail! Where's Belle and Mark?"
Before Kenzie could answer him, the ship violently shook again. This time, it sent McArthy flying right into the drop pods he was leaning on, then he saw something that made his vomit come up again. He watched Mark's corpse basically fly across the room, striking a console set on the wall before slumping limply in a corner.
McArthy cried out to Mark pointlessly. Kenzie started yelling at him, but he couldn't hear her. He was too busy staring at Mark. He was like McArthy's surrogate father, and now McArthy had to stare at his corpse. He didn't even get to die in a fight, instead of that, he was killed by the crude force of his body slamming into the walls.
As he stared, he heard something loudly hiss around him. McArthy's hearing came back as his tunnel vision on Mark went away, then he heard Kenzie yell, "Get out of the pod!"
McArthy spun his head to her, but it was too late. He watched as the pod's door slammed shut in front, making him yell in surprise. He didn't know what was happening, then he whipped his head forward to the glass and looked out. Kenzie had run up to the pod and was now slamming on the door, trying to pry it open, terror and desperation painted on her face.
McArthy turned his head from her and looked into the room behind her. He suddenly realized what was happening. The console Mark's body struck was now sparking wildly, the same one that controlled all the drop pods.
McArthy's heart dropped as he stared at the malfunctioning console, knowing exactly what was about to happen. He pulled his helmet off his head, then looked back at Kenzie, who was still trying to open the door. It was no use.
The ship shook violently once again, making Kenzie jolt backward, barely catching herself on the table. The drop pod McArthy was trapped in swayed back, dangling over open space.
McArthy was forced into his seat as his pod shook violently along with the ship. He put his helmet back on his head, then watched as Kenzie struggled to her feet, almost reaching out at the pod. Then, in the blink of an eye, it was all gone.
McArthy watched in horror as his pod plummeted downwards, racing towards the planet below. He leaned forward and stared upward, trying to see the ship above him. A few other pods had fallen with him, and once they moved out of his sight, he saw the Frigate. It looked beat to Hell, and it had multiple Covenant ships tailing it, firing endlessly.
Tears were running down his face as he watched the ship go, knowing he was being left behind. He was going to die, while they got to escape. McArthy took a deep breath, trying to be rid of his tears. At least that meant the rest of his squad escaped. At least they got to…
His thoughts were interrupted as the sounds of a booming explosion filled his ears and shook his falling pod. McArthy threw his head up again, only to watch in horror as the Frigate was engulfed in flames and blew apart.
He was lost for words, tears streaming down his face even more now as he stared at the ship. He didn't if he could say anything, he was simply heartbroken. The ship then disappeared above thick clouds. He sagged back into his seat, feeling his body go limp.
He completely forgot where he was and what was happening, then as his pod crashed into the ground below and he jolted like never before. McArthy yelled as he felt his shoulder jolt and ache, then the door in front of him flew off.
McArthy didn't even know if he wanted to step out of his pod. He looked forward to seeing the lightly snow-covered ground in front of him, the loose forest ahead of him. He could see it now, it was starting to snow.
McArthy could feel tears again, not tears of sadness, but tears of frustration. He was stuck fighting on this planet for three months, and now, just as he was about to escape it, he was trapped on this damned planet once again.
He threw the bottom of his fist into the wall of his pod, then yelled and jumped out. He spun around and kicked the side of the pod, only accomplishing in hurting himself.
He grabbed a hold of his boot in pain, then groaned and said, "Fucking… mother fucking… I can't…"
He yelled, standing up and throwing his fist into the pod. He grabbed his hand in pain, then slowly felt the frustration run dry, only for overwhelming depression to hit him. He lowered himself and sat against the pod, holding his hand and beginning to shutter. He tried to hold back as best he could, not wanting to break out crying. What would his team think of him if he just broke down like that?
Mark would probably try to comfort him, Belle would call him a pussy, and Kenzie would watch him with discomfort from a distance. She was never the emotional type, and she would always prefer to avoid making things worse.
McArthy even let out a small chuckle between tears as he thought about it. Oh his team. They were his best friends, but now they're gone. So is the rest of the crew, so is any chance of him getting off this planet, he was alone. For all he knew, he might be the last human alive on the planet, maybe even the whole damn system.
McArthy softly rubbed his hand, then let out a long breath. Sitting and crying wasn't going to help him, right now, McArthy needed to ensure he was at least safe before he could think about the rest of his life.
He slowly rose to his feet, deeply sighing and brushing off the snow that had softly settled on his helmet and shoulders as he sat. He strolled back to the front of the pod, then peeked into it to see if there was anything in it.
A stroke of luck, there was a silenced SMG and silenced pistol latched into the weapon caches. McArthy let out a breath of relief as he looked at them, at least he wasn't totally defenseless. He grabbed the weapons, placing them on both of his thigh pieces, then checked for ammunition. He only had a few mags for either, and the only rations he had was whatever had been stored in his small backpack.
Once McArthy strapped the ammunition to himself, he detached the small sack and swung it around to check what he actually had. There were only a few MRE's, a jug of water, and a small medpack. That was it.
McArthy let out almost a whimper at the thought. This was all he had for what he could only describe as the rest of his foreseeable future. He weakly lowered the sack, then looked up desperately. All that was ahead of him was the forest. To make things worse, the snow was starting to get worse.
"Great. This is my life. Bear Grills in this bitch, except on top of wild animals, torturous nature, and low supplies, I also have to deal with alien invaders equipped with weapons that can melt me in seconds."
McArthy was talking to himself again. But, he was alone, so he had no choice. It was the only way he could lighten the mood at all. He could give up, what really was the point? But, he knew why he couldn't. He knew his team, and given what happened, and where he was now, nothing would make them more proud than knowing he spent the rest of his life being an annoying pain in the ass to the Covenant left on this planet.
He swung the sack back onto his back, tightened the straps, and checked the pod one last time to make sure he didn't miss a single thing. He took a step backward and looked at the pod, letting out a deep breath. In a certain way, this malfunctioning pod saved his life, whether he would've preferred to die with the rest of his squad or not is a question he'll have to answer later. Right now, all he could do was move forward and survive.
McArthy nodded his head, then turned around and said, "Into the unknown I go. I should get a journal for this."
After a few seconds of staring into the snowy forest, he began moving forward, with one thought in mind. He needed shelter, badly.


   
 
Hide and Evade

Survival requires grit and courage, without them, you won't last long...
McArthy pushed past the brush as he marched forward. The snow was getting worse and worse. What was once a calm walk had turned into a trudge as he pushed his legs through the snow. The bitter cold was beginning to bite at his skin, even with the armor and fatigues he had on.
He stopped for a moment to lean against a tree. He hushed himself, he heard something, and he needs to figure out where it's coming from. Now without the sound of his feet trudging through snow, he could hear more clearly the sound of a running stream. McArthy smiled softly, running water was always a good thing.
He made his way towards the sound, but once he reached it, his smile disappeared. Indeed, there was a stream, but that wasn't all. The first thing he saw as the stream came into view was an elite's corpse, sitting in the running water.
McArthy was caught off guard by the sight. How did the elite die? The last UNSC forces had evacuated long ago, and were now plummeting back down to the surface in the burning carcass of a frigate.
As he approached the body, he turned to see more bodies, not all of which were alien. All along the stream, there were bodies of marines, elites, grunts, even a few ODST bodies.
McArthy realized that whatever this fight was, it happened a while ago. The bodies were slightly decomposed, so he knew he didn't have to worry about there being enemies nearby. A little vomit traveled up McArthy's throat as he observed the decaying corpses more closely.
An idea struck him as he wandered the stream's side, staring at the bodies around him. This is just a normal stream, why would there be such a big fight here? There must be some kind of base nearby, or at least something he could use as shelter. McArthy noticed that there was some kind of loose trail of human bodies, leading into the forest on the other side of the stream. McArthy stared at it, then realized that might be where the base is. Marines must've been falling back to the base, only to get shot down by plasma.
McArthy used the bodies of elites to keep out of the water and hopped over the stream, not wanting to get wet in the freezing weather. Once he was on the other side, he looked around at the bodies around him. He wanted to pick up their dog tags, but there were too many of them, and it would be a waste of energy.
McArthy sighed, not liking the feeling of just leaving his fellow soldiers like this. But right now, he had his priorities. And right now, the storm was getting worse. Hell, by the time it was dark, this stream might be frozen over.
McArthy grunted, then said, "You fought well, soldiers. I'm sorry I can't do much from here."
He stared at the bodies, as if expecting a response from them, then turned and walked into the trees. He followed the loose trail of bodies, most of which were now half buried under snow.
He started walking up an incline, as the forest began rising. McArthy assumed that was a good sign. A base might be located on higher flat ground. He felt fortunate he dropped only an hour's walk from this place. He could've dropped in the middle of nowhere.
His theory was soon proven right as he crested the incline, only to see a warped and broken metal fence not far from him. Behind the damaged fence was a small outpost, one that looked completely abandoned. Snow was piled on it's roof and along it's walls, icicles hanging from the roof's edges, along with more corpses lying about.
McArthy ducked and passed throught he fence, then straightened his back and got a better view of the outpost. There was a courtyard, which had the corpses strung across the ground. At the courtyard edge was a large and very busted com tower, the top piece almost completely blown apart. The outpost itself seemed to be a long building, only a single story. It had garage doors along its front, some still shut, others blown open, and one regular door with a thick glass window next to it.
McArthy slowly approached the door, keeping his eyes on the perimeter of the outpost. He didn't know whether any Covenant were still around, and he wasn't going to get caught with his pants down. As he neared the door, he grabbed his pistol with one hand and held it ready to fire. He checked the door, to see it was undamaged. Unfortunately, it wasn't on some hinge, it was automatic. He wondered if the place still had any power left.
Before he even thought of opening it, he peeked through the window to try and see inside. The window was very frosty, so he couldn't see well inside. Even then, he was confident enough that he didn't see anything alive inside, so he turned his attention to the door.
There was a flat panel next to the door, which McArthy attempted to touch. Nothing happened as he pressed his fingers against it, then he gave it a harder slap. He watched a very faint glow come from the panel. It had some power, not much, though. He leaned closer to look at it, then saw faint words that said "Keycard Required"
McArthy grunted, then slowly turned his head to the bodies in the courtyard. Most of them were marines, but a few were dressed like officers. They were his best bet at getting in.
McArthy grimaced as he approached them, then crouched next to a body and said, "Sorry to desecrate you like this, sir. But I'm in a bit of a pickle."
He carefully flipped the body over, then almost vomited as he was face to face with a fleshy human skull, the eyeballs already missing. McArthy held it together, then softly put the body down and ran his hand into the officer's uniform. He felt something like a chain, then yanked on it and lifted his hand. He raised a small card from the officer, then sighed and gave the body a pat on the chest.
McArthy moved back over to the panel, the faint glow now missing. McArthy grunted, then gave it another light smack. The faint glow reappeared, then McArthy pressed the card against the panel. He watched the soft glow of a green light appear, then the door hissed. He turned his head to see the door creak as it opened halfway, then it hissed and stopped moving.
McArthy let out a sigh of relief, then squeezed himself into the building. He turned back to see another panel inside, this time with a swimple button on the top. He pressed the button, then heard the door creak again and begin to close. It shut with a hiss, then McArthy sighed and turned around.
He could already tell the temperature difference. It was still cold, but at least it was a survivable cold. The room looked to be a control room, with a wide array of consoles and monitors, not a single one was powered on.
Farther into the room seemed to be some kind of planning area. It had a long table, surrounded by plenty of space. On both sides of the room, there were doors leading to the other sections of the buildings. Most likely the ones that had the garage doors. These doors were automatic as well, so for now, they were stuck shut as well.
McArthy slipped his helmet off his head and took a seat in a chair sitting in front of the consoles. He placed his helmet on top of the console, then detached the sack from his back and laid it on the ground beside him.
He was safe, for now. McArthy let out a sigh, then laid his head back and tried to get comfortable. He knew what was about to hit him, and it was gonna hit him harder the second time around.
Usually in this kind of situation, Mark was around to keep his spirits up, or Belle would say something that would, at the very least, keep his mind off their terrible situation, or Kenzie would have some kind of plan to give him hope. But now he was all alone.
The loneliness was creeping in on him, and the pointlessness of his situation was clear as day. Tears began running down his face again, but McArthy wasn't going to hold them back this time. He needed to let it out, at least once.
He began breaking down on that chair, with no one around to comfort him. He's never felt worse.
As the sun lowered, the snowing became worse and worse, piling up against the no longer abandoned outpost. Soon enough, McArthy was able to see the snow against the bottom of the window. In the night, the temperature dropped even colder, to the point that McArthy couldn't help but shivering.
As he sat in that chair, gripping his own body as tight as he could, he began to wonder if maybe he should've collected firewood. Though that would've just filled the inside with smoke. He honestly would prefer a smoky room over the frigid cold he was stuck in.
Luckily, it wasn't gonna get much colder than this, so he only had to wait until morning. Though, as he thought this, he wondered what then. What was he going to do once morning came?
McArthy turned his head to the two doors on both ends of the rooms. All he really could do was explore his temporary home a little. See what it had to offer to him. Maybe, seeing as it was a base, there would be some supplies he could find. Though he doubted it. From the looks of it, the place seemed ransacked by the Covenant a while ago.
Right now, he was too cold and too tired to want to do anything. McArthy grabbed his helmet and slipped it on his head, trying to keep his face warm.
He slowly let out a long sigh, then shut his eyes and tried to get some rest. He was going to need it, he had no idea what he had ahead of him the coming day.


McArthy slowly opened his eyes, letting out a loud yawn as he stirred. He moved his arms and legs outward to stretch, and could still feel the cold nipping at him. At least he woke up.
McArthy groaned as he stood up from the chair, soreness stretching across his entire body. Falling asleep on an office chair wasn't exactly a good idea. Then again, it was either that or the cold floor.
As McArthy continued to stir, he wondered if there were beds in the outpost. It was small, but maybe one of the rooms was used for bunking. He could maybe also see if there was any way to get more power into the building. He could try to activate the heaters, get the place to a comfortable temperature.
Though all these ideas were nice, McArthy doubted they were possible. He was no electrician or engineer, trying to build or even just fix a power source would be a pointless effort. What he did know was that the other rooms were yet to be explored, and McArthy needed something to do.
He slowly moved his way over to one of the doors, then looked at the panel sitting next to it. There was a simple button, so he pressed it, and in return the door hissed. It opened, but barely, only giving him enough room for a peek. McArthy sighed, then gave the panel a slightly smack. The door opened a little more, maybe enough for him to squeeze through.
McArthy gripped the edge of the door, then began pulling with all his strength. The door only slightly budged, but that was enough to give him room to slide through. Once he slipped through the door, he realized the room was almost pitch black.
That was good, that meant the garage doors in this room were undamaged. Maybe there was something useful still in here. Though, he noticed something else, a foul stench.
He activated the nightvision in his helmet, only to see the corpse of a brute pinned to the wall by the throat with a metal pipe. McArthy stared at the corpse, dumbfounded. What could've done that? Did the big guys get into a fight amongst themselves?
McArthy grabbed his smg from his hip, on guard now. The brute was the only corpse, but one thing kept him from going into full combat mode. The corpse was very decomposed, McArthy would give it a week or two until the body fell from the pipe once the flesh was all gone. Whatever killed it would be long gone by now.
Slowly scanned the rest of the room. It seemed like a maintenance room, which was evident by the broken down warthog. McArthy didn't get excited by the sight of a warthog, he knew it was busted beyond repair. The front appeared crushed, maybe that brute was to blame. Along with that, two of the wheels were ripped off.
McArthy turned to see both the wheels were lying in different ends of the room. It was strange. As McArthy continued walking through the room, occasionally peeking at the brute's corpse, he heard his foot run into something heavy. He peeked downwards, only to see he had stepped right into a gravity hammer.
He stared at the weapon, caught in awe. He then noticed the bladed end of the hammer was covered in long dried blood. McArthy looked back up to the brute, trying to recognize it's rank. That's when he noticed it's helmet lying on the ground under its feet. It was definitely a chieftain by the look of the helmet.
The thought then hit him. The brute was a chieftain, which meant that the gravity hammer was its own. Whatever it was fighting, it had hurt, given the red dried blood on the blade, but brutes didn't bleed red blood. Not the ones he's shot, at least.
McArthy turned towards the end of the room to see another door, this one was already open. As he made his way to investigate the next room, he continued piecing the situation together. What Covenant species does he know of is strong enough to fight a brute, yet bleeds red blood?
McArthy didn't need to figure it out himself as he entered the next room. He walked in, then tripped over something heavy underneath him. He crashed against something as he fell, then he quickly jumped up and looked down.
Lying on the ground, a long dried puddle of blood under them, was a spartan. McArthy stared at the spartan, dumbfounded. He didn't even know one was deployed on the planet.
He quickly moved down to the spartan, running his free hand over their armored corpse. It was a woman, and from what he could see, the chieftain was able to stab the spartan right in the stomach, gutting her. But, from what was evident, the spartan didn't let that stop her.
McArthy didn't like the feeling, but it was a necessity in his situation. He checked the corpse for any resources as respectfully as he could, but he was out of luck. The only thing the spartan had was the armor on her back.
He sighed, then stood up from the body and said, "One Hell of a woman, I would say. Brute got what he deserves."
McArthy gave a small nod, then turned to look at the rest of the room. He almost let out a gasp at the sight. He was standing in a medical room.
A smile spread across his face, then he holstered his smg and raced towards the large shelves. He began ripping them open, though with each one he opened, his enthusiasm disappeared more and more. Each one seemed empty, until he opened one and found two items.
McArthy grabbed them, then lifted up half a roll of gauze, along with a small bottle of antibiotics. He sighed, but then chuckled to himself. It was better than nothing. He detached his sack, then carefully stored the two items in it. He placed the sack on the ground, then began checking the rest of the cabinets, only to find they were all empty.
McArthy slipped the sack back on his back, then heard his stomach rumble. He was getting hungry, he guessed it was time to get a fire started and use one of his MRE's.
He journeyed back through the outpost, once again surveying them to look for anything else useful. Without seeing anything, he grunted and moved back to the main room. Once he slipped through the door and re-entered the command room.
He walked towards the door next to the window, then noticed the snow. It was going to be up to his knees. McArthy wasn't going to enjoy trudging through, but he had no choice. He pressed the button, then the door creaked and slid only halfway open, revealing the snow packed up to his knees.
McArthy carefully pushed through the snow, then began making his way to the forest, looking for wood for a fire. As he left the outpost, he made his way to the closest trees and grabbed at their lowest branches. He was ripping them off, then holding under his arm.
As he moved from tree to tree, he noticed something. It made the hairs on his neck rise. On top of the fresh snow, heading right past the outpost, was a trail of footsteps. He froze as he stared at the tracks, a soft breeze blowing against his neck.
He quickly moved closer to the tracks, trying to figure out exactly what might have left them. It could be just a native animal. Though once he was on top of them, he knew it wasn't. They were smaller than an elite or brute, and they were three toed, with claws at the ends.
Definitely jackals. Honestly, that was worse than any of the others. While elites and brutes were huge and terrifying, jackals were keen hunters. Sharp eyes, strong sense of smell, and with McArthy trying to avoid any attention at the moment, they were his biggest threats. He would have to be careful, it appears that he was lucky they didn't catch him in the outpost.
His pace quickened as he gathered the last of the wood he needed, then he moved back into the outpost as fast as possible. He made sure the door was well shut behind him, then he dropped the wood and let out a sigh of relief. Despite it being freezing cold outside, those tracks made him work up a sweat out of pure stress.
McArthy sat down on the floor, then pulled out his flint and steel from a small pouch. He carefully positioned the wood, then set them ablaze with his tools. As the fire crackled and came to life, he detached his sack and pulled out one of his MRE's. He was going to have to be sparing with these. Though there were plenty of marine bodies around to scavange from, he would do that later. At the moment, he had what he needed.


McArthy finished the last of his MRE, satisfied that his hunger pains were gone. Now, he simply sat next to the fire, enjoying the warmth it was giving him. It definitely wasn't enough for him to say he wasn't cold, but it was still much better than before.
Rubbing his gloved hands a bit, he was about to lift his helmet off his head, when he heard a strange humming sound. He froze, his hands hovering over the sides of his helmet. He slowly turned his head towards the frosty window, staring at the bright outside. Then, a shadow moved past the window.
McArthy grabbed the smg from his hip, then quickly kicked the fire out and hopped behind the consoles in the room. He gripped his smg, feeling a small shutter of fear. He shook his head, trying to drain the fear from his system, then peeked around the console to stare at the window once more.
Once again, a shadow moved across it. Then a second, then a third, then he heard some kind of muffled bellow come from out the door. Even muffled, McArthy recognized that bellow from anywhere. They were brutes. He needed to leave, now.
McArthy carefully moved himself from the console towards the door he hadn't opened yet. He checked the window as he approached the door, making sure they weren't looking through, then he pressed the button on the panel.
The door creaked as it slowly moved, making McArthy spin around and stare at the window. He kept slapping the panel, hoping the door would open. He watched as a shadow seemed to get closer to the window, then the door stopped creaking.
Without looking away from the window, McArthy slipped through the door and stumbled into the next room. This room was lit due to the blown opening in the garage doors, which had snow trailing into the room. McArthy immediately identified the room as an armory, but strangely, it was completely barren. Not a gun, a grenade, or even a round was in sight. Everything was gone.
He then turned to the large opening, realizing he had a way out. He carefully moved towards the opening, then peeked out. As he thought, he could see two brutes speaking to each other in the courtyard. They were standing in front of a marine's corpse, occasionally kicking it.
McArthy peeked a little further to see the third brute, who was still staring at the window. He watched as the brute stared at it, then the brute began picking at its teeth. A sigh of relief escaped McArthy as he backed away from getting sighted. The brutes didn't know he was there.
Suddenly, one of the brutes angrily growled and said, "Agh! Searching for the heretic is boring me! They are a weak nobody, we should just let them run and die in the wilderness!"
McArthy froze as he listened to them speak. Maybe they did know, or at least they were looking for him.
He turned his head back into the room, then noticed the last door. It led to the last room, farther away from the brutes. If McArthy remembered right, that room's garage door had been blasted open as well.
He quietly made his way to the open door, then slipped into the final room. It wasn't a barracks, but it did have some strange devices in it. It looked like some kind of research room, with strange pieces of technology scattered across the rooms. Some were partly dismantled, while others were completely destroyed.
Maybe it was something McArthy could come back to, but right now, he had to get away from the brutes. He moved over to the garage door, then peeked out. He could see the three brutes were angrily discussing something, they seemed at the ready to pick a fight with each other.
This was the best time for McArthy to take his leave, so he did. He carefully leaped out of the room, then moved through the snow as fast as he could. He thought he was out of sight of the brutes, but then he heard one of them say, "I saw something! Movement! We may just have a feast tonight!"
McArthy's heart raced, then he bolted forward. He raced into the forest, pushing himself to trudge through the snow dangerously fast. He needed to hide in the trees, he couldn't take three brutes on alone.
He heard the sound of snow kicking up far behind him, then a voice yelled, "There! I think it's the heretic!"
"Open fire!"
Suddenly, a spike flew right through the tree directly in front of McArthy, making him move even faster. More spikes flew past McArthy, though he was lucky to have the trees obscuring their vision. The brutes, however, were getting closer.
McArthy was running as fast as he could, then a spike skimmed his shin pad and crashed into the snow. The force of the skim alone sent McArthy's foot under him, then he crashed into the snow and started tumbling down a hill he couldn't even see.
Once he crashed at the hills bottom, he frantically pulled himself from the snow and hid his body behind a tree, taking in deep breaths, trying to calm himself.
His breather, however, was caught off as he heard the three brutes appear at the top of the hill, looking down. He shut his mouth, trying to stay as silent as possible.
One of the brutes grunted, then said, "The heretic must be down there, I could've sworn I saw…"
They were cut off as a large bundle of snow kicked off to their left, catching their attention. McArthy looked off to the left as well, seeing the snow still flying in the air farther into the forest. He only saw a glint of red before whatever kicked the snow up disappeared.
The lead brute pointed in the direction and yelled, "There! After them!"
The three then ran off to pursue, leaving McArthy standing behind the tree. Once he could no longer see or hear the brutes, he started deeply breathing again, sucking in as much air as he could.
Slowly slid down the tree, almost breaking down. He felt like prey more than a soldier. Like a rabbit, stuck on a planet of hungry wolves.
He was quick to catch himself, however. He had the pleasantry of completely breaking down before, right now he had to get moving once again. He needed shelter, and he couldn't go back to that place now that he knew Covenant patrolled the area.
He grabbed a hold of his helmet, making sure it was properly sitting on his head, then sniffled and started moving forward. Maybe he'd get lucky and find another stream. Whatever it was he'd find, he just hoped he'd find it soon.


   
 
An Encounter

Always eliminate a threat before it eliminates you...
McArthy pushed himself past a tree, tired beyond belief. He had been walking all day, and the sun was slowly beginning to set again. This time, he still had no shelter, though it seemed it wouldn't snow much at all. Still, the freezing cold was what worried him more.
The worst part was that he had no idea where he was going. Everything looked the same, a white, snowy forest. For all he knew, he could've been walking in circles for the past hour.
His legs were aching, and he was on the verge of giving. Maybe he could just dig a burrow in the snow and sleep there. He chuckled at the thought. Even if he actually wanted to do that, the snow wasn't high enough for that, and he didn't have a shovel or trowel.
Any hope of finding a safe place was slowly disappearing as McArthy's legs began giving under him. He leaned against a tree for a moment, taking deep breaths, trying to rejuvenate himself. He knew he had to keep moving, if he gave up now, he'd just freeze and die out here.
After a minute of breathing, McArthy shook his head and continued moving forward. He swung his sack around, then grabbed his jug of water and drank some. Water wasn't a huge concern for McArthy, there was plenty of snow he could melt and boil, food was the issue.
He put the jug away, then stumbled forward through the snow as he was putting his sack on his back. He landed face first in the snow, then grumbled and sat up. He brushed the snow from his visor, annoyed, then saw something past a bush sitting in front of him. It was some kind of glow.
Excitement filled McArthy's body as he shot off and ran towards the glow. He pushed past the trees as he neared the glow, hopeful.
As the trees disappeared and the snowy ground turned to snow covered rock, McArthy stopped just short of a cave. The inside had a low glow in it, and took a moment for McArthy to determine how dangerous this was. Cave's don't naturally have light on the inside, and now McArthy was on edge.
He lifted his smg up, then slowly made his way into the cave. It might be dangerous, but he had to take the risk. He needed somewhere to stay the night.
As he slowly entered the cave, he noticed it curved around out of view, which was where the light was coming from. McArthy walked deeper into the cave, and as he approached the bend, he heard a crunch under his feet. He whipped his head downwards, only to see he stepped on an empty MRE bag.
McArthy froze, confused as he stared at the bag. He crouched down and grabbed it, wondering how it got here. He was staring at it, then he looked off deeper into the cave. As he looked, he noticed more. A few were scattered near the bend, and maybe there were more around the corner.
A thought struck McArthy as he stood up. Maybe there were surviving marines! Maybe he wasn't alone after all!
He threw the MRE onto the ground, then continued forward, now at a quicker pace. He rounded the corner, but the sight was not was he was hoping for.
There were more scattered empty MRE's, but there were also dismantled guns, random bullets lying around, and in the very back of the cave, there was a skeleton. The skeleton, scarily enough, was not human. It was a brute.
McArthy stared into the cave, more questions now than answers. Why were their human weapons and rations, but no human bodies? Why were all the weapons partly dismantled? Why was a brutes skeleton here? What was responsible?
McArthy slowly approached the skeleton. The cave ended right there, and there was an artificial alien looking lamp hanging on the wall. Whatever was responsible, it wasn't some kind of beast. It was smart. Smart enough to properly eat the MRE's, smart enough to dismantle human weaponry.
What was difficult to tell was how long has it been since whatever did these things was here. Maybe this cave was long abandoned, and this lamp simply hasn't run out of power, or maybe whatever roamed this cave was simply away at the moment.
His best bet of figuring that out was the skeleton. McArthy crouched down next to it, carefully observing it. The only reason this would be here is if it was a food source. It did seem to be old, looks like it's been free of flesh for a while now. If whatever lived here before didn't leave, why wouldn't they throw the bones away?
McArthy was honestly desperate, so he took that theory as a fact. Whatever was here, wasn't here anymore. Though he had more questions, he was happy to leave them unanswered. Right now, he just wanted rest.
One thing that made his desperation to simply rest even stronger was the warmth the lamp was giving off. McArthy looked down at the skeleton, which was sitting directly under the hanging lamp.
He grunted, then kicked one of the bones and said, "Guess I'll have to move it."
McArthy grabbed a hold of some of the bones and began walking out of the cave. Once he reached the exit, the temperature difference hit him. It was far colder out here, his body instantly beginning to shiver. The sun had disappeared now, leaving the landscape only lit by the moon above.
McArthy tossed the bones around the mouth of the cave, then turned around to grab more. As he approached the cave's mouth with more bones, something caught his eyes in the forest. He quickly tossed the bones out of the cave, then pulled out his pistol and aimed into the forest. Whatever caught his eye, it couldn't be anything good.
He moved his body to hug the mouth of the cave as he kept his eyes locked to the forest ahead, then he noticed some movement. Soon, he could see clearly what caught his attention. Strutting through the forest came two jackals, both holding onto beam rifles. They were softly chattering to each other, and luckily, they hadn't seen McArthy.
McArthy couldn't just hide, they'd realize he was there soon enough, he had to kill them. He took aim with his pistol, leveling the sights onto the closest one's head.
With a quick pull of the trigger, he sent a silent round drilling into the first jackals head, it's body immediately slumping and falling down. The second jackal squawked in surprise at the sight, but it quickly met the same fate before it could process what happened.
McArthy stared at the two corpses, his hands shaking as he held the pistol. One thing he didn't tend to make himself out as was a great shot. Good enough to be an ODST, but still. If he missed even one shot, those jackals would have either been on top of him in a heartbeat, or they would've bolted for backup, forcing him to leave his new shelter.
He slowly backed up into the cave, lowering the pistol as he continued staring at the bodies, then he turned and made his way back in. Perhaps those were the ones outside that outpost? Maybe they've been tracking him this whole time. It was possible, but if they were actively following him, wouldn't they have approached the cave with more caution?
McArthy groaned as his mind whirled in a circle of questions. He needed to put everything aside and simply get some rest, his body had begun declining again.
Hunger pangs began nipping at his stomach, but he was too tired to care. He'd eat in the morning, right now, it's time to get some rest.
McArthy kicked the rest of the bones away from under the lamp, then laid down under it. He was not comfortable in the slightest, simply laying on the cold, hard ground. But, he had to make due. He wasn't exactly in a comfortable situation.
The only upside was the low but comforting warmth given off by the lamp. That was enough for McArthy as his eyelids slowly became heavier and heavier, until it took energy to just keep them open. He happily accepted the darkness as he curled his legs into his armored chest, then drifted off to sleep under the lamp's warm light.


McArthy's eyes lazily fluttered open, only being able to see a dark wall directly in front of him. He was stirring, letting out a yawn as he stretched his legs, then paused. Why was the wall dark?
He spun onto his back and looked up, only to see the lamp above him had gone out. As this realization set in, the cold once again began biting at him. It was colder than yesterday.
McArthy continued stretching his arms, wondering if the lamp ran out of power, then he turned and looked at the bend in the cave. He could see the natural light pouring in, it was very bright, which hopefully meant there weren't too many clouds out. Less chance of snowfall.
As his eyes adjusted to the light at the cave's end, he sighted something lying around the bend, which ran his blood cold. He could see a hand around the bend.
He grabbed his pistol from his thigh and instantly jumped up, hitting his body against the cave wall. He slowly crept towards the cave's bend, his eyes glancing from the clawed hand to the bend itself.
His hands slightly shook as he held the pistol, then he took a deep breath, raising the pistol to his chest. Once his hands were steady, he spun around the corner, his gun trained forward.
Nothing was there.
McArthy let out a sigh of relief, then turned his head down to see two jackal bodies sitting in the cave. He stared at the bodies, his stress running high. These were the two he killed last night, and now their bodies were in the cave. Something moved them here, something knew he was here, but for whatever reason, he was left alone.
McArthy turned and stared back out of the cave. The forest was bright, and there was far less snow than yesterday. Right now, he couldn't see anything unusual outside.
One thing that was unusual was the two beam rifles sitting next to the two corpses. Like the rest of the scattered weapons, they seemed to be dismantled. So whatever was here stayed around long enough to dismantle those weapons. There was a small chance they simply never rounded the corner and saw McArthy, but he highly doubted that.
He held his pistol forward, then slowly walked out of the cave. As he left the cave, he noticed something off out of the corner of his eye. He turned to the right, pistol raised, only to see three brute bodies, laid on top of each other.
McArthy's fear was growing. He shuffled his feet, gripping the pistol even harder now. He approached the bodies carefully, seeming to recognize them. Then it hit him, they were the three brutes from before, the ones that chased him.
McArthy kept his pistol trained on the bodies, then heard a pile of snow fall onto the ground behind him. He spun around in a flash, seeing a new small pile of snow sitting in front of the cave entrance. McArthy knew where to look next, but his body was almost fighting him as he crept his head upward.
Standing on top of the cave entrance, feet shifting, their eyes narrowed in on him, was a red armored skirmisher. They had no weapons on them, but that didn't make them any less threatening.
McArthy let out a yell, then opened fire on the skirmisher. A round struck the skirmisher in the chest armor, but they quickly dove out of the way in silence, then completely disappeared from his sight.
McArthy was frozen in place, not knowing what to do. Should he give chase? He knew a skirmisher would outrun him easily, so he should run away instead. The skirmisher was probably making their way back to their commanders, his location was going to be made aware.
The best place for him to go was the complete opposite direction of the skirmisher. McArthy was quick to jump up over the cave, then he bolted in the other direction.
He ran through the forest for almost half an hour, wanting to put as much distance between that skirmisher and him as quickly as possible. As he ran, he thought he heard the sound of snow being kicked up behind him. He simply believed it was himself doing it, but his paranoia got the best of him and he finally spun his head around without stopping.
His heart sank as he saw the skirmisher tailing him from a distance. McArthy turned away and picked up the pace, probably running faster than he ever has before. His legs felt like they weren't even touching the ground at a point, though he blamed the cold for that.
Suddenly, he heard a loud squawk behind him. He turned to see the skirmisher gaining on him, seemingly preparing to leap at him. McArthy was about to let out a yell and shoot at it, but then his foot landed on nothing in front of him, then his whole body went flying forward. He crashed into the snowy hill, flying down a hill he missed as he was looking at the skirmisher.
He rolled down the hill, his eyes blinded by white snow flying into his view. All of a sudden, his rolling descent was stopped as his body crashed into something solid. McArthy groaned, slowly lifting his head up and giving it a shake.
Snow fell off his body as he raised himself, then he shot his head upward to look up the hill. At the top, he could see the skirmisher, but it wasn't looking at him. It was looking behind him. It let out a quiet squawk, then disappeared back into the forest. McArthy was confused, then he heard loud humming come from behind him.
He lifted himself up to his feet, then spun around. Behind him was a Covenant base. His body had crashed into a piece of cover that sat along others. They lined a loose perimeter around the base, and it was the only thing keeping him hidden from the Covenant inside.
McArthy pressed his body against the piece of cover, his breathing becoming erratic as he began silently panicking. He slowly pulled himself together enough to peek around the cover. He saw what made the humming sound as a ghost hovered in the opposite direction of him, a grunt piloting it. The base was a substantial side, he seemed to be near the front entrance. Two elites were standing in front of a door, each watching grunts roam around the front in patrols.
McArthy holstered his pistol and took out his smg, then continued to watch them, unsure of what to do. If he ran, they'd see him and hunt him down. If he crawled up the hill, they'd easily spot him and kill him.
He was clueless, and could feel the fear creeping back, then he watched the ghost reappear, hovering past the front of the base, slowly heading in his direction. He silently watched as the ghost passed the barricades through an open space, completely missing him.
An idea popped into McArthy's head as he watched the ghost pass him. He knew how to operate a ghost, and it was only a grunt in it. Not only would the ghost give him the firepower to kill the elite's and grunts around him, but he'd also have a quickie escape option.
He needed to do it now, because that ghost wasn't going to miss him the next time it came around. He shifted his body to hide better away from the ghost as it slowly turned around and headed back to the base, not letting the grunt see him. McArthy made up his mind. Like he said before, these Covenant bastards though all the humans were gone, they thought they would have it easy now. He was more than ready to prove them wrong.
His blood began pumping as he prepared himself. The ghost approached him, then it was about to hover into the base. Like McArthy thought, the grunt turned it's head and saw him crouching between the cover and the hillside. The grunt squealed, but before it could move the ghost, McArthy sprinted forward.
He shoved his smg into the grunt's face, filling it with lead, then promptly kicking the corpse off the ghost. He could hear confused grunts coming from the elites, then he jumped onto the ghost itself and grabbed the controls.
Grunts were roaming the open space in front of the base, unaware of what was happening, while the two elites were on guard, having heard the sound of silenced bullets. Suddenly, the ghost sped forward, ramming into the blissfully unaware grunts as it went.
The elite roared and began opening fire on the ghost with their plasma rifle. McArthy spun the front of the ghost at the two elites, then watched as the two froze for a single second, realizing their mistake.
McArthy opened fire, drilling into the two elites with plasma as they attempted to back up into the base. He tore through the first one's shield and melted them in seconds, then the second elite's shield broke just as it made it safely inside. McArthy wasn't going to let them recharge, then maneuvered the ghost right next to the door and dove off. He ran right to the dead elite's corpse, grabbing a plasma grenade from their waist. He activated the grenade, then tossed it through the open door and jumped back into the ghost.
He heard a loud roar come from inside, but it was quickly cut off by a loud explosion. McArthy sat on the hovering ghost, taking in deep breaths as the adrenaline pumped through his veins. He scanned the area, looking for any obvious hostels, only to see none.
Satisfied with the work he had done, McArthy spun the ghost towards the open space in the barricades and sped forward. As he went, he heard loud squawking and roars come from the base entrance. He shifted his head as he passed to see two jackals with beam rifles and a gold armored elite exit.
McArthy sped past them before they could open fire, and McArthy could feel almost a smile as he escaped the base. Even though the Covenant now knew there was a human left, he made it clear he was a threat. He was going to make sure they didn't have an easy time hunting him.
His celebration was short lived, however, as a beam shot ripped right through the underbelly of the ghost. It immediately stopped working, and crashed into the ground. McArthy was sent flying off the ghost, yelling as he crashed into the snow. Before he could even try to stop himself, his head crashed against a tree as he rolled, and he blacked out, the world around him disappearing.


   
 
Collaboration

Working together can make survival easier or harder, how well you work together is what decides which...
McArthy groaned, feeling soreness throughout his entire body, along with a splitting headache. He grabbed at his helmet, then slid it off his head so he could rub his head.
As he slipped the helmet off his head, however, he felt something distinctly different. He wasn't lying in snow, like he expected. He was on something hard and cold.
The cave.
McArthy flew to his feet and his breathing became heavy as he spun his head around. He was right, he was back in the cave, in the same spot he was this morning. Dumbstruck, he turned his head back towards the bend in the cave. This time, there was no hand, but the light of day was still shining into the cave.
Was all that a dream? No, it was too real, and plus, he could feel the pain from the tumble before he blacked out.
He moved his arm to reach for his smg, but he let out a yell as he felt a sharp pain in his bicep. He shot his head down to see a large cut in his arm, blood soaking into the cloth around it.
How long has he been out? How did he get back into the cave? He had so many questions, but he didn't get a chance to answer them as he heard the sound of footsteps approaching him.
McArthy grunted, then reached out, ignoring the pain, and grabbed his smg. A combination of fear, pain, and cold made his hand shake drastically as he tried to hold the smg, then his nerves shot all the way down his arm, making him groan and drop the gun.
He was going to reach for it, but then he watched a red figure round the corner. McArthy yelled, "Hey!" and reached for his pistol. He pointed it at the figure, only for the figure to jump at him. McArthy couldn't even pull the trigger before the figure was on him, hands grasped around the weapon.
With the figure now on him, he recognized it as the skirmisher that chased him to the Covenant base. McArthy grunted, then felt as the skirmisher was able to successfully rip the pistol from his grasp. He took a step back, then watched the skirmisher throw the pistol behind them with a small growl.
McArthy silently stared at the skirmisher for a moment, then yelled and threw his fist forward. The pain in his bicep made it difficult, but he had to work through the pain to survive. The skirmisher, however, was easily able to duck under the blow.
It attempted to grapple him, but McArthy was able to push it back, then he threw his left fist into the skirmisher's side. They let out a gasp from the blow, then McArthy tried to grab the skirmisher's head and drive his knee into it. The skirmisher was faster and ducked their head under his grasp, then it spun around and thrusted it's leg forward in a kick.
The kick hit McArhty square in the chest, sending him flying into the wall behind him. He got the air knocked out of him, then slid back down onto the ground. He was tired, he didn't know if he could go on for much longer.
He raised his head, only to see the skirmisher seemed to be panting. It wasn't going in for the kill, simply standing back, staring at him. McArthy was going to reach for his smg, but something made him stop. This was off, why wasn't it killing him?
After a few more seconds of tired breathing and staring, the skirmisher backed up from him to the opposite end of the cave. He watched as the alien slowly lowered itself to a sit as well, then the two stared at each other.
McArthy was confused beyond belief. He should be dead, but the skirmisher was letting him live. And now the two were just sitting, staring at each other.
The tired ODST took a moment to observe the unarmed skirmisher, seeing not much else to do at the moment. The skirmisher was wearing red armor, though they were missing the helmet their kind usually wore. The lack of a helmet made their red tipped feathers stand out, however, and allowed him to see its yellow, sharp eyes. The skirmisher also seemed to stand at his height, though the plumage made it feel larger.
After staring at the alien for a minute, McArthy realized it was staring right back at him, then blindly reached around and felt his helmet lying on the ground next to him, feeling uncomfortable all of a sudden. He picked it up and put it over his head, watching as the skirmisher carefully eyes his every movement.
The bird was the only thing he could think of that could've brought him here, but why? It was part of the Covenant, was it not?
McArthy thought about it, then an idea struck his mind. Why not just ask? It hasn't killed him yet, a simple question couldn't possibly warrant it killing him now.
He coughed, clearing his throat, then asked, "Uh, hello?"
The skirmisher perked up at him, but it didn't say anything. McArthy sighed, then spoke a bit louder and asked, "You can understand me, right?"
The skirmisher didn't reply, but they did slightly tilt their head. McArthy groaned, resting his head against the wall behind him. Great, he gets saved by a skirmisher, and it doesn't even understand his language. He's not going to get answers anytime soon.
The ODST rested his head backwards, his eyes no longer on the skirmisher. He was on edge, and yet he was not keeping his eyes locked onto the alien across the cave. It was a bit of a test on his part, to see what the skirmisher would do. If it was the one that saved him, it wouldn't take advantage of him in a vulnerable state.
After a minute of silence, he heard the sound of shifting across the cave. McArthy gripped his smg and pointed it forward in an instant, catching the skirmisher slowly walking towards him. The alien froze at the sight of the smg, their eyes locked with it.
The man's itchy trigger finger danced over the trigger as he eyed the skirmisher, trying to work out their motives. The skirmisher shifted their gaze from his smg to his face, then let out a small chirp and gestured to their arm.
McArthy was confused, carefully observing it's arm. It looked fine, then he felt pain shoot up his right arm again. Realization hit him like a train, then he carefully nodded his head and said, "Oh, my wound?"
The skirmisher tilted their head, still unable to understand him. McArthy huffed, then slowly lowered his smg to the ground and let go. The skirmish stiffness disappeared slightly, then it once again gestured to its arm, now pointing at his.
McArthy nodded his head, then held up a finger and said, "Just, give me a moment, I gotta grab my stuff."
He moved his body forward to swig his sack around, making the skirmisher take a cautious step backwards, their beak chattering quietly. McArthy slowed his movements, not wanting the skirmisher to do anything drastic, then pulled out the half roll of gauze and his small medkit.
The skirmisher took two steps closer, watching curiously as the ODST fixed his wound. He grit his teeth as it burned from the spray, then finished wrapping it in gauze and let out a sigh. He slowly put the supplies away, then as he swung the sack back on, they both heard the sound of rocks moving.
Both of them spun their heads around, then McArthy grabbed his smg and jumped up. The skirmisher let out a shriek at his sudden movement, then leaped at him, using both of their arms to slam McArthy's smg and arm into the wall. He grunted at the sudden assault, then pushed it off him and pointed the smg forward.
Around the bend, he watched as a golden armored elite rounded the corner, simply standing, staring at the two. McArthy pulled his trigger, but nothing happened. He kept squeezing it, then smacked his smg and looked at it. It was loaded, yet it wouldn't fire.
The elite let out a deep warbled laugh, then ignited an energy sword and roared at them. McArthy threw his smg down and backed into the wall, feeling his legs starting to shake. He was going to die, and he barely got to kill any Covies.
What he didn't expect was to hear the skirmisher let out a caw next to him, then it sprinted forward at the elite. The elite swung its sword in an attempt to cleave the skirmisher in half, but the avian leaped over the blade and shot their leg forward. The kick crashed into the elites mandibles, the sounds of bones breaking filling McArthy's ears.
The elite wobbled into the wall, snarling in pain. It wildly swung it's blade at the skirmisher, forcing it to jump back. The elite leaped forward in a thrust, driving their sword into the wall as the skirmisher spun away from the strike.
As the elite ripped his blade free from the wall, the skirmisher leaped onto it back and began thrashing into the elite's neck with its claws. The elite roared in anger, unsuccessfully trying to grab onto the skirmisher on it's back.
McArthy was frozen, he couldn't move if he wanted to. He was stuck, back against the wall, watching the two aliens fighting to the death. After a few seconds, a large spurt of purple blood shot out of the elite's neck, then started pouring out of the deep punctures in it's neck.
The elite gripped it's neck, falling to the ground. The skirmisher casually slid off it's back, then kicked the elite in the side. It fell onto the ground, making gurgling sounds of pain. It seemed to struggle for a moment, trying to get up, then it's body went limp on the ground.
The skirmisher stared at the body, then looked up at McArthy, who was still frozen against the wall. The skirmisher backed up, then spun around and sprinted out of the cave, leaving McArthy alone.
He sucked in a deep breath, realizing he had held his breath in that entire fight. Never before had he been more sure he was dead, then he watched an oversized bird basically tear out an elites jugular.
It took a minute, but McArthy was finally able to move himself from his position, then lowered himself to pick up his smg. He pointed it at the ground and pulled the trigger, but still nothing happened. He grunted, then threw the smg across the cave, watching it skid into the wall. He angrily walked across the cave and grabbed his silenced pistol from the ground.
He confirmed it worked as he shot a round into the elites corpse, then he holstered it and turned to the cave's mouth. It was a fact now that the skirmisher definitely was not in the Covenant, at least, not anymore. How that came to be, he had no idea, and he doubted he'd figure out. At the very least, it means he's not the only one out here trying to survive.
He wandered out of the cave, not willing to use it as shelter anymore. It was obviously that skirmisher's shelter, given the empty MRE's and dismantled weapons. It dragged his unconscious body away from danger and saved him from the golden elite, the least he could do was leave it's own home for it to use.
Now that he was no longer exhausted, and it seemed safely midday, with no snow storms in sight, McArthy decided it was about time to check out all those bodies near the base. He was down a weapon, though, and it was unfortunate the smg is what broke. But, he had to get used to it, in his situation, things were probably never going to go his way.
The lightly snow covered ground crunched under the wary ODST's boots as he marched through the forest, keeping his head swiveling constantly. He knew how close the Covenant was, and he didn't want to be caught off guard by a patrol. He knew the march would take a few hours, but he still had that keycard on him, so he could still take shelter if he wanted to for the night.
The walk was, for a lack of a better word, boring. Nothing was out here, which was strange. For a planet now under Covenant control, he'd expect something more to be happening around. Then again, maybe he was just in a lucky area. It was just a forest, and the outposts that were scattered around were small. When you want to set up control over an entire planet, you can't make every acre of land a fortress of soldiers and defenses. Some places would have to be sparse, some even devoid of any military presence.
After a couple hours of walking and thinking, McArthy heard the sound of snow shuffling behind him, then shot around on a dime. Nothing was there, nothing looked disturbed, it was just an empty forest. He stared suspiciously into the forest, pulling his pistol out just in case, then continued walking forward.
The sun was beginning to set, though this time around, McArthy wasn't struck with depression or fear. Sure, his situation was still absolute shit, and he was likely going to die on this planet, but after making it through two days, he felt a tiny bit more confident. Though, he had that skirmisher to thank for him surviving past that attack on the Covenant base. Well, he could also blame it for chasing him into it, but he wasn't willing to get into semantics with himself over whether or not to be mad at a bird.
Soon enough, he once again heard the sound of rushing water. It didn't take long for him to track the sound and come upon the stream. It was just how he left it, scattered bodies decorating the peaceful stream.
McArthy felt his stomach rumble, then made his way across the stream once more, hopping onto an elite's body to avoid the water.
As he approached the first dead marine, he felt the cold biting at his open wound, making him shutter. He needed to fix the cut in his clothes, soon, this was getting extremely uncomfortable. It may even be fatal if he's forced to stay out in the freezing cold for too long.
He crouched next to his fallen soldier, making sure to keep himself together as he searched the man's body for anything valuable. Strangely enough, as he rummaged through the marine's possessions, there were no MRE's, no medical supplies, nothing. McArthy took a step back, confused, then turned to the rest of the bodies.
Realization struck him. This must be where all those MRE's came from in the cave. That skirmisher already scavenged these bodies. He raised his gaze, seeing a few of the bodies were missing their weapons. He turned to the Covenant bodies, to see some of them were missing their weapons as well. What would a skirmisher need with all these weapons?
He checked two more bodies before guessing the rest were scavenged too, then stood up with a sigh. The skirmisher has been on their own longer than him, so he guessed they were the one who picked the base clean too.
McArthy huffed as he made his way up the incline towards the base. Once he was up the hill, he was met with the broken fence surrounding the base, which was now completely busted open, most likely from the brutes that chased him before.
He entered the base's grounds, looking again at the bodies lying about. They appeared undisturbed since McArthy last saw them, so he guessed no more Covenant came around since he left.
As McArthy approached one of the destroyed garage doors, he heard another shuffle of snow behind him. He spun around, pistol raised, only to see nothing once again. He let out a nervous chuckle, feeling like he was going crazy. He was either paranoid beyond belief, or something was very close to him.
He decided he didn't want to be out in the open to find out, then jumped through the garage door and walked through the empty armory. It was just how he left it, completely lifeless, not a useful item in sight.
The door leading to the main control room was still half open, enough room to squeeze through. McArthy slid through, letting out a sigh of relief once he was safely inside the control room. He pressed the button on the panel, then watched as the door slowly crept shut, creaking the whole way.
The room was much colder than the last time he was there, most likely from him leaving the door open. As he walked further in, he even saw the charred stick kicked against the wall.
As of right now, there was nothing for the ODST to do. He was growing hungry, he could go out for more wood to start another fire. McArthy nodded his head, knowing he'd have to do that, but right now, there was something else he wanted to check.
He walked across the room to the other shut door, then pressed the button and watched the door slowly open. McArthy walked through it and into the first room, once again taking notice of the rotting brute corpse pinned to the wall. Nothing had touched that, though that wasn't why he was here.
McArthy marched through the room, then reached the next door leading into the medical room. He walked in, only to be met once again by the body of the spartan. He approached her body, not liking the idea he had in mind. He shut his eyes as he grabbed her helmet, then slid it off her limp head.
Once it came off, McArthy watched the spartan head slump downward, the hair fortunately covering what would've been her decomposing face. The smell from the helmet was terrible, making McArthy gag, but he ignored it and ran his hand along the back of the helmet. He remembered helping treat a wounded spartan once, and they kept going on and on about if the AI was ok while repeatedly gesturing to the helmet.
McArthy's running theory was that they all had AI's, and if he could get a working console powered on, maybe an AI would come in handy. He hadn't thought about it the last time he was here, he was too flustered with the idea of having to survive. Now, he had a more clear mind, though he doubted it would be that way forever. As he checked the helmet, he found what seemed to be some kind of plug in on the helmet's backside, but unfortunately, nothing was inside. He groaned, feeling like he wasted his breath on that hope. On top of that, he desecrated the corpse of a spartan.
One thing he did notice before he slipped the helmet back onto the body was a chain now drooping onto the ground. McArthy paused for a moment, then put the helmet down and ripped the chain free. It was a dog tag.
He held it up to his visor, the only name on it being, "Kai". He held the dog tag in his hands, not knowing exactly who the spartan was. If the dog tag meant anything, she didn't even have a last name. McArthy looked back down at the spartan, remembering all the rumors floating around about them. Some kind of shady shit done by ONI, nothing he knew much about. He didn't like to poke his head around anything ONI related.
Either way, she died on this planet, just like every other UNSC soldier deployed. McArthy's gripped the dog tag tightly, then slipped them inside his suit and grabbed the helmet. He carefully slid it back onto the spartans head, then let out a long sigh.
He stood up from the body and left the room, not wanting to be there much longer. As he entered the maintenance room, he thought he heard the sound of creaking echo through the base. He froze in his steps, his hand immediately grabbing his gun. It might just be the building settling.
McArthy wasn't going to take that chance, then raised his pistol up and hurried towards the control room. A slight tremble was apparent as his pistol wobbled in his grip, but once he reached the doorway, the trembling disappeared.
He spun into the room, aiming the pistol forward. There was nothing there, but something was wrong. The door he had shut was now open.
He turned his gun to the right to look at the rest of the room, then his blood went cold. McArthy could see the edges of red tipped feathers poking out from behind one of the consoles.
The frozen ODST didn't know what to do. It was most likely the skirmisher from before, but what was he going to do? Shoot it? No, it helped him, but why was it here?
McArthy shook his head, trying to clear his mind of any discussion, then simply decided on a path of action. He'd attempt to be peaceful. Though it didn't understand him, it wasn't some mindless animal, it was smart, maybe smarter than him.
McArthy cleared his throat, then loudly said, "I… I know you're there! Please stand up… slowly! I don't want to hurt you!"
After a few moments of silence, he watched the skirmisher's head poke out from behind the console, staring at him. After another couple of seconds, the skirmisher slowly rose up to their full height.
McArthy was very intimidated, but he didn't get much time to process why it was here when it started motioning him downward. He was confused, watching as it moved its arms downwards more intensely.
McArthy naturally lowered himself, then watched as the skirmisher jumped over the console and hid behind it, clear in his view. Before he could attempt to question it, he saw a shadow pass by the window. His heart skipped a beat, then he threw himself behind a console and gripped his pistol by his face.
A few seconds later, McArthy peeked around the side to look. He could see a distant shadow, so whatever was outside wasn't next to the window. He moved his head to see the skirmisher, who was peeking at the window as well. It then turned to him, then let out a small chirp and gestured to the open door behind him.
He slowly nodded, then crept backwards towards the door, keeping his eyes on the window. The shadow wasn't getting any closer, then he watched the skirmisher begin creeping towards him, focused on the window. They both froze in place as the sound of metal bashing came from the maintenance room.
The two stared at the door leading into the room for a moment, then McArthy bolted for their exit. He rushed through it, hearing the skirmisher follow behind him, then heard a ear piercing shriek come from within the base.
They were jackals, and they were on the hunt.
McArthy backpeddled from the door he came from, pointing his pistol at it, then watched the skirmisher stop near the destroyed garage door and peek out of it. Suddenly, a jackal tackled right into the skirmisher sending the two flying backwards into the base. McArthy pointed his pistol at it, then felt something hit him in the back, sending him stumbling forward.
The ODST threw his elbow backward, striking the jackal trying to ravage him from behind, getting it off his back. He spun around with the pistol and pulled the trigger, shooting the jackal four times. Two of the bullets drilled through its neck, throwing it onto the ground to writhe in pain.
McArthy turned to see the skirmisher struggling with the jackal on top of it, then it got its legs under the jackal's chest and kicked up, sending the jackal flying right into the ceiling. The jackal let out a loud wheeze as it struck the ceiling, then it fell down onto the hard concrete. McArthy was quick to send a round through it's head before it could recover, then looked to the skirmisher.
The alien didn't waste a moment as it moved back to the garage door, then it motioned for him to follow. McArthy was hesitant at first, but as more shrieks and squawks came from within the base, he quickly made up his mind.
The skirmisher bolted out from the base, McArthy following as closely behind as possible. As they neared the fence surrounding the base, he risked a look back, only to see half a dozen jackals, only a couple armed, pour from the base.
McArthy picked up the pace as terror flooded his system, then he looked backward forward and continued following the skirmisher as it dashed through the forest. Every time he seemed to lose sight, he caught up to it again, standing and waiting for him. He didn't know why it wanted him to stick to it, but he wasn't questioning the help.
Despite their running, the jackals behind them kept pace, and now McArthy could hear them getting closer. Without looking, he pointed his pistol behind and began taking blind shots, hoping he'd hit something important.
He did hear squawk of pain once in a while, but nothing more than a glance. As he kept following the skirmisher, he watched it point wildly ahead, then it dipped off to the left, disappearing from sight. McArthy didn't know what to do, but he knew veering off his path would only get the jackals on him sooner, so he kept running forward.
He had to hop over fallen logs and sprint through bushes as he went, not caring as twigs and branches smacked against his body.
Suddenly, a heavy weight grappled onto his back, sending McArthy slamming into the ground. He felt something sharp trying to stab through his clothing, then thrust his elbow backwards, hitting what was on top of him. He dug his feet into the ground and leaped forward, spinning around so he'd land on his back, pistol raised.
The jackal McArthy struck leaped at him, but he was able to shoot it in the head, making it's corpse land on him instead. He threw the body of him, only to see three more jackals about to leap on him, ready to tear him apart. They were stopped in their tracks as a plasma shot raced through the trees and punched through one's head, killing them instantly.
McArthy and the two jackals spun their heads to see the skirmisher off in the distance, a carbine in their hands. They didn't stay there for long as the armed jackals began opening fire at it from out of sight.
McArthy took advantage of the distraction and shot the two jackals full of lead, watching their bodies crumple in front of him. He sat in the snowy dirt, his chest heaving as he took in deep breaths. Once again, he was moments away from dying, only to be saved by a bird.
The bird.
McArthy jumped to his feet, turning to the directions he last saw it. He reloaded his pistol, then quickly ran after it. He trudged up an incline as fast as he could, almost stumbling in the process. Once he made it over the top, the first thing he saw was the body of a jackal lying in front of him.
A loud squawk filled his ears, making him stop looking and move forward towards the sounds. He rounded around a rock to see the two struggling with each other. The jackal was biting down on the skirmisher's arm, stopping it from using the carbine, while the skirmisher gripped its plasma pistol.
They hadn't noticed McArthy slowly approaching, his pistol raised. In a swift movement, he wrapped his left arm around the jackal's throat, yanking them off the skirmisher, then pressed his pistol against it's head and plugged it's skull with lead. Its body went limp in his grasp, some of it's blood splattering against his visor, then he cast it aside and watched as the skirmisher grasped at it's arm.
McArthy holstered his pistol and said, "That's all of them. You good?"
The skirmisher looked up to him without a reply, then he sighed and said, "Right, can't understand me."
As he spoke, the skirmisher's bitten arm caught his eye. As it removed it's hand from its arm, McArthy noticed it was bleeding a bit, and he naturally went into action. The skirmisher recoiled a bit from his sudden movement as he swung his sack around and began rummaging through it.
He pulled out gauze and spray for the wound, then turned to the skirmisher and said, "I'm just gonna…"
McArthy shut his mouth, quickly realized speaking was pointless. The skirmisher saw the objects in his hands, but hesitantly crept away. He sighed, then pointed at its injured arm, then gave his wrapped bicep a light tap.
He watched as it looked at his bandaged bicep, then back down at it's wound. It quickly nodded its head, then outstretched the arm and turned their head away from him. McArthy peered at the arm curiously. This is the closest he's ever been to a living skirmisher without it being at the end of his barrel. The arm had black and red tipped feathers as well, but the wound from the bite was still apparent despite the plumage.
He slowly and carefully applied the spray to the wound, only for the skirmisher to yelp and draw back, letting out a hiss. McArthy raised his hands and shook them while calmly saying, "No, no, calm down. It's supposed to feel that way. Just..."
The tone of his words seemed to slightly calm the skirmisher, then it said something completely alien. McArthy tilted his head to the words, then he heard a huff come from as it once again held out its arm. This got a chuckle from him, then he said, "I see we both got the same problem."
He carefully wrapped the bleeding wound with the gauze, then took a step backwards once it was done, hands raised. The skirmisher drew its arm back, then held it and gazed at the gauze. As it looked, McArthy took notice of the skirmisher state. Like most, it had a skin tight suit under its armor, but this one was covered in blemishes and a few tears. It's been out here a while, either that or the wilderness here was crueler than he thought.
The skirmisher turned to him and gave him what he assumed was a thankful nod, which he returned. He then turned and looked where they came from, gazing at the forest. He let out a long sigh, then asked, "Where to now?"
His question seemed to perk the skirmisher's attention. It let out a questioning chirp, turning McArthy towards it. After a moment of staring, he asked again as a test, "Where to now?"
The skirmisher put a finger to its chin, then began making croaking sounds. After a few seconds of sounds, it squawked out the word, "Where.", then pointed northward. It looked at him with a curious tilt of the head.
McArthy chuckled slightly at the sight, then nodded and said, "Guess that's where. Lead the way."
The skirmisher shifted its feet slightly, then McArthy simply gestured for it to go ahead. The skirmisher nodded, then began moving forward. The tired ODST followed behind it, noticing something new. The two plasma pistols from the jackals they killed were attached to it's waist, along with an energy sword.
He was still curious as to what it needed with so many weapons, especially since he's only seen it unarmed up until minutes ago. Either way, McArthy was actually a bit glad. It may be an alien, but it has more and proven that it wasn't part of the Covenant. And even if they couldn't understand each other, some company was better than none.


   
 
Hospitality

Desperation makes people do things they never would've done otherwise, though that is not always a bad thing...
The skirmisher led McArthy through the winding trees, the environment slowly becoming more familiar to him. Soon, he realized they were going back to the cave. McArthy would've assumed it abandoned it, seeing as an Elite had followed it there. But if the bird thought it was safe, he had no choice but to trust it.
They entered the cave, McArthy particularly unsure of what to do. He stood at the cave's mouth, watching the skirmisher wandering in, seemingly looking for something. After a few seconds, they chirped and walked to the wall, then picked up McArthy's silenced smg. It turned to him, then carefully held it out.
He chuckled as it stopped in front of him, then he gently took it and said, "Thanks for the offer, but it doesn't work anymore. Look."
The skirmisher backed up with a squeak as he swung the smg around and aimed it at the wall, then pulled the trigger. Nothing happened. He kept clicking it, then turned back to the skirmisher, a frown under his helmet.
It stared at the gun, then held out their hand and made a few soft chirping sounds. McArthy looked a them, confused, then noticed the dismantled weapons on the ground. He huffed, then handed it the weapon and said, "Yeah, you can go ahead and use it for whatever project you're working on, it's not very useful to me anymore."
He watched as it held the smg, then it walked over to some of the weapons on the ground. Curious, McArthy walked into the cave to get a better view, then watched as it expertly began dismantling the smg in front of him, using a tool it had hidden on it's waist.
They carefully took out its components, giving them a long observant glare, before placing them neatly beside themself. Soon enough, something caught their interest, making them let out an enthusiastic squawk. They pulled the part out, then lazily tossed it over their shoulder, McArthy side stepping away from the flying piece. He looked at the piece with confusion, then turned back to see the skirmisher moving to another dismantled smg.
They took the second gun apart, before they had an identical piece in their grasp. McArthy slowly nodded his head as he realized it wasn't just taking his gun apart, it was fixing it.
After a minute of working, the skirmisher rose with smg in her hands, fully reassembled. It then held out the weapon to McArthy once again. He grabbed the gun, looked at it for a moment, then turned around and pulled the trigger, sending a few rounds into the snow outside.
He was more than impressed with the bird. Then again, seeing how many weapons they had dismantled, they would definitely know more than even him about the inner workings of human weapons.
He lightly chuckled, then turned back around and asked, "So, what is up with all the weapons anyway?"
The bird looked at him, then tilted its head in confusion. McArthy sighed, then gestured to all the weapons on the ground, then asked, "Why?"
He watched as it looked to the weapons, then its eyes seemed to light up. The skirmisher ran into the cave, then removed the lamp from the wall and presented it to him. He stared at it, then the skirmisher placed it onto the ground and gestured to the two partly dismantled beam rifles sitting off to the side.
McArthy watched as it quickly and efficiently took the weapon apart, then removed a strange looking battery from it. It took the battery to the lamp, then removed a cap from the bottom and carefully pulled out a similar battery. It plugged the new one into the lamp, then McArthy watched a bright glow return and heat began radiating from it.
McArthy nodded his head, finally understanding. He then looked at the human weapons with a chuckle and said, "Yeah, our guns aren't exactly battery powered like yours. Can't fault you for trying, though."
The skirmisher looked at him, and he could sense the frustration in them. They were each other's only allies at the moment, and neither of them could understand a word each other said.
McArthy fel a sudden hunger pain in his stomach, then grunted and walked towards the wall. He swung his sack around, noticing the skirmisher carefully eyeing him. He pulled out an MRE along with his jug of water, then sat the sack against the cave wall.
As he put his sack down, he felt a sudden yank on his free hand, then spun around to see the skirmisher holding his MRE. McArthy jumped at it, grabbing the food from the skirmisher's grasp, making it yelp in surprise. He gripped the MRE, watching the skirmisher go through multiple wild gestures accompanied by what seemed to be a few words of it's native language.
McArthy wished he could understand at least a word so he could get an explanation, then the skirmisher simply gestured at the heat lamp, then at his MRE. He looked at the two items, then watched as the bird fiddled with a knob on the lamp, then it's glow brightened, and it started giving off a more intense heat. It suddenly struck him, this was how it prepared the other MRE's. It obviously couldn't start a fire, so it was using the lamp.
He nodded his head, now understanding, then held it out and said, "Sorry, thought you were just stealing from me."
The skirmisher eyed him, then pulled the food from his hand and walked towards the lamp. McArthy took a final sip from his jug as he watched it place the MRE down, then pick up a metal bowl from against the wall. It gave it a small shake, then turned and walked out of the cave.
He shut his jug and looked at the bend leading out until the skirmisher returned, the bowl now full of snow. He nodded, it must have had the same idea when it comes to water. It placed the bowl on top of the lamp, the snow quickly melting under the heat. The skirmisher lightly snorted, then turned and eyed the jug in McArthy's hand.
He gave it a light shake, then said, "I'll need to boil some myself. Ran dry."
As usual, the bird simply looked at him, not knowing what he said, then huffed and turned back to the water.
The two sat in a lingering awkward silence, though McArthy knew this was something he would have to get used to. At least, if they kept together. Maybe the bird felt pitiful and was just giving him shelter for the night. Either way, he was grateful, it was just painfully irritating not being able to communicate.
An idea struck his mind as he heard the water begin bubbling, then he turned to the skirmisher and asked, "You can't speak, but can you write?"
It turned to face him, tilting its head, then McArthy used his hands to make a writing gesture. It slowly began bobbing its head, then turned back to the water.
McArthy groaned, then said, "We need some way to communicate."
The bird perked up at that sentence, then turned to him with a soft squawk of curiosity. McArthy raised an eyebrow under his helmet, maybe he said another word it knew.
"Communication?" he asked hopefully.
It began nodding it's head, then its eyes lit up once again, the idea flooding into their mind. They copied his writing motion, then croaked out, "C...communi...cate."
Finally, something. McArthy was almost giddy at the realization. If this meant what he thought, perhaps the bird could write and read English, at least better than it could speak. Unfortunately, he didn't exactly have a pen and paper on him.
He wondered where he could get some, then the base came into mind. He did see drawers in that research room full of tech, but that place was a hotzone for all kinds of Covies. To go there was risky, but maybe it was worth the risk to get some kind of understanding between the two of them.
At this point McArthy had a good idea in mind, but that wasn't for at least tomorrow. Right now, he was hungry. The water was boiling, then he watched the skirmisher turn around and walk around the bend. McArthy, confused, got up and followed. He watched the skirmisher walk into the forest, next to a tree, then they began digging into the ground.
After half a minute of digging, he watched it pull an MRE out of the dirt and refill the hole. It turned back and walked past him into the cave. He watched it walk past, then looked at the refilled hole. Maybe they had a few of those scattered around, that might explain where they had gotten a carbine out of nowhere, and why they no longer have it.
McArthy took his seat next to his sack once again, watching as the skirmisher went to work with the MRE's. After a minute, the bird turned to him with his MRE and held it out with a soft chirp. He took a metal spoon from his sack, then gently took the food with a nod, then watched the skirmisher turn around to tend to its own food.
As night fell, the temperature began quickly dropping, even lower than the last few nights. If McArthy remembered right, it was near the end of fall here before they were ordered to evacuate the planet completely. That only meant it would keep getting colder, and right now, the only safe shelter they had was a short cave.
He finished his food and set the empty bag off to the side, unknowing whether the skirmisher cared if he cast it aside along with the other bags. Once he was done, he noticed the skirmisher didn't use a utensil to eat. Instead, it simply tilted the MRE back and poured the hot food into its mouth, not caring for the heat one bit.
McArthy let out a huff at the sight. He didn't know much about the Covenant and their eating habits, but the sight was amusing to him. Seeing the same kind of alien he's seen mowing down marines with advanced plasma weaponry eating in that manner, even with less than human features, was a strange sight. But, they weren't in comfortable positions, McArthy should be glad he had a spoon himself.
The ODST's curiosity of the bird grew the more he watched it. Unlike most of the people he served with, McArthy has always had a certain fascination with the different species of the Covenant. He always found it disappointing that the first intelligent species humanity ran into decided to wage a genocidal war against them. Despite some of his peers looking down on his curiosity of them, a lot of his knowledge of the Covenant species came in handy more times than not. It was an asset his team was more than happy to have.
With his last thought, McArthy's mind quickly switched from observing the alien before him, to thinking back on the team he had served with. For 2 years he had served with those three. For two years they had been thrown into the middle of a roaring firefight again and again, pinned down, bombarded, charged at, and through it all they never wavered.
Well, McArthy willingly admitted he had a lighter stomach than them, the smell of a rotting corpse and the sight of someone's corpse always made his stomach turn. It was usually only a problem when they weren't getting shot at, when adrenaline wasn't pumping through his veins. He always attempted to avert his gaze from the dead, especially when they're corpse was disfigured by the weaponry that killed them.
He'd never seen their sergeant, Kenzie, even bat an eye at the dead. Most called her emotionless, but McArthy knew better. She was just… hard boiled.
Mark was the emotional one. McArthy remembered after his first combat deployment, once the dust had cleared, he was staring out at a field of dead marines. There was even guts and blood on his armor. The Covenant were pounding them hard, but they managed to push them back in the end, unfortunately taking heavy casualties. Though, at the time, he couldn't focus on the victory, and only at the dead. Mark was the one who took the time to make him feel better, to feel more at peace. Mark was very soft spoken, and he knew how to talk to someone much younger than him. He was basically the father McArthy wished he had, but the universe was a cruel place.
Belle was what he'd call the problem child. She was a hot head who didn't know how to speak without slipping a curse into every sentence. She constantly berated someone for fucking up, and would not let an argument end without getting in the last word. McArthy vividly remembered her getting into a fight with a combat officer on one deployment. It took a full minute before they could get pulled off of each other, and given the circumstances, she barely dodged any punishment. Despite all that, he knew it was more of a façade she put on, like she was trying to be someone other than herself. She told him this when they were trapped in a bunker for a couple of days. Belle held some kind of hatred towards who she was before the military, and saw the war as a chance to completely change herself.
As McArthy let the memories flow and remembered them, he hadn't noticed the tears running down his cheeks. His mind cleared a little from his thoughts, then noticed the skirmisher staring at him, a hint of concern in their eyes. It took him a moment to figure out why, then felt the tears and threw his helmet back over his head.
He grunted as he shifted the helmet on his head. Why was he even thinking about them? They were dead. After everything that happened, they died in a ship trying to retreat from a lost planet. McArthy was never going to see them again, they were simply shadows now. Memories.
His attempts to quell the memories only made his tears run harder, embarrassing him further. Not only is he stuck in a cave with an alien, but now the alien's seen him in such a vulnerable state. He hasn't cried in front of someone in almost a year, and now he did it in front of an alien.
McArthy moved his eyes back up to the skirmisher, watching as it looked at him curiously. It was obviously curious to his crying, its head tilted as it watched him.
He waved his hand dismissively as he stifled his tears, then said, "It's nothing, it's… nothing. Just…"
The skirmisher seemed to sense the emotions behind his tone, then quickly dipped their head and turned away. He watched as it turned the dial on the lamp, making it's bright light dim only a little, then it set it between them.
A cold breeze drifted around the bend and brushed past McArthy's armored body, still getting a shiver out of him. The lamp was giving off a nice warmth, but it definitely wasn't enough to stop him shaking in discomfort. He turned to see the skirmisher was far less affected by the cold. They were taking their shoulder armor off, followed by their chest and back piece. It then laid them against the wall and walked back to its side of the lamp. They kept their leg armor on as they laid their body against the cave floor, obviously trying to get some rest.
McArthy let out a small chuckle at the idea. He'd be surprised if he got any rest himself in this bitter cold. He watched the skirmisher's chest rise and fall, surprised they trusted him enough to turn their back and fall asleep. Though, he didn't blame it. It's obviously been on the run from the Covenant for a bit now, and he was probably its first real ally. Desperation makes you do strange things.
McArthy let out a soft yawn, realizing he might as well try and get sleep. He scooted closer to the lamp, then lowered his body onto the ground. He kept the helmet on his head as he laid down, he wanted to keep as much warmth trapped inside his clothes as possible.
He already had a plan for the morning to get some paper and pen, though the issue came with communicating the plan to the bird. McArthy yawned again, feeling his eyelids begin to become heavier. He didn't want to think about the plan too much right now, he'd figure it out in the morning. Right now, he more than happily accepted the darkness as his eyes shut, and he fell into slumber.


   
 
A Nice Outing

A team can work better together if they know each other, strangers don't trust well...
McArthy's eyes slowly opened, a yawn escaping his mouth. He stretched his arms and legs, instantly feeling the bite of the cold air. He leaned up to see the lamp was extremely dim, probably low on power.
Suddenly, he realized he could barely feel his toes. McArthy jumped up, then grabbed a hold of the lamp and sat down, sitting it on top of his feet and hugging it to his chest. It still had some warmth coming out of it, but not nearly as much as before. Still, he was slowly regaining the feeling in his toes, along with slightly warming up the rest of his body.
Suddenly, he heard footsteps creep into the cave, then turned to see the skirmisher walk around the bend, a strange small animal in its grip. McArthy stared at it, then realized the skirmisher was staring at him cuddling a lamp like a pillow.
He quickly pushed it away from his body, clearing his throat while standing up, then watched the skirmisher shrug its shoulders. The skirmisher then bit into the animal, tearing off a chunk of meat and swallowing it in seconds. After a moment of eating, it eyed him, then presented the animal forwards.
McArthy nervously chuckled, then raised his hands and said, "No, I'm good. Can't eat raw stuff. Ya know, weak little human stomach."
The skirmisher stared blankly at him, then turned back to the animal and began eating more of it. McArthy averted his eyes, not interested in seeing that display. Once it finished, he heard it toss whatever was left of the creature aside, then it walked over to the lamp.
McArthy watched as it lifted the lamp up, opening it and pulling the battery out. It put the lamp down, then grabbed one of the plasma pistols from its hip and quickly took it apart before him. It pulled out a battery from the weapon, then carefully plugged it into the inside of the lamp, returning the glow to it.
The skirmisher tossed the plasma pistol aside, then turned the lamp off. Once it was done, the skirmisher peeked up at McArthy, who was carefully watching it. It let out a caw, then simply stood straight up and stretched their arms.
McArthy tried to think of how to communicate his plan with it, then simply repeated a writing gesture and said, "I have a plan. Can you just follow me?"
He watched the skirmisher tilt its head, then it asked, "Follow?"
McArthy's stared at the skirmisher, caught off guard by how well it just said that word. He shrugged it off, however, then nodded and said, "Yes, follow me. I got a plan to help us communicate."
After a few seconds of mutual staring, the skirmisher quickly nodded its head with an enthusiastic squawk. McArthy smiled under his helmet, then took his smg off his hip and made his way out of the cave. After a few steps, he turned to see the skirmisher following closely behind him. They were still unarmed, however, which worried McArthy.
He stopped before they got far, then turned to the skirmisher. He gestured to his weapon, then asked, "Don't you have a weapon? A gun? Something?"
The skirmisher and him stared at each other, then it let out a chirp and brushed past him, pushing him off a bit. McArthy took a step to the side as he watched the skirmisher, only to realize there was a weight relief on his left leg. He dipped his head down, only to see his pistol was now gone.
He looked back up at the skirmisher, who was holding his pistol and expertly checking it before giving a huff of approval and waiting for him to continue. McArthy was about to complain, but quickly stifled himself. The skirmisher was the one being hospitable, he could handle letting it use his pistol for now.
McArthy walked ahead of the skirmisher, now leading them through the forest the best he could. He couldn't exactly tell the bird where they were going, but he assumed it would recognize the terrain once they were close.
The two wandered through the forest, McArthy having to stop every few minutes to make sure he knew where he was going. Despite their stops, the skirmisher didn't seem to mind. That was a relief to McArthy. If they were going to try and stay alive together and not understand each other, patience would be a necessity for the both of them.
After some time walking, they once again stumbled upon the stream of corpses. McArthy let out a sigh, then turned to the skirmisher and asked, "I don't even know what happened here, man, were you involved in this?"
The skirmisher perked up at his question, then quickly shook its head with a squawk. McArthy lowered his head, then said, "Yeah, of course you weren't involved in this."
The skirmisher squawked, shaking its head again. McArthy looked at it, confused, then asked, "What, so were you involved? Are you understanding me?"
The skirmisher stared at him, then shook its head and approached some of the humans corpses across the stream. McArthy looked on, curious, then hopped over the stream with elite corpses and followed it. He watched as the skirmisher slowed down next to a marine, checking it's body carefully, then flipped the body over. McArthy was going to try and tell it off, but he could tell it was trying to communicate something important.
The skirmisher pointed at the body, which McArthy quickly analyzed. The marine was a woman, looked to have been dead for many weeks, with a massive hole going right through her skull. It was a shot from a beam rifle, and a clean one at that.
He then watched as the skirmisher pointed at the body, then pointed at itself. It made this gesture multiple times, confusing McArthy.
He confusedly pointed at the body and asked, "What, did you kill her?"
The skirmisher stared at him, then shook its head and made the gesture again. McArthy was stumped, so he gave the bird a simple shrug of his shoulders. It made an obvious huff, then raised a finger as it approached the next closest marines body. It observed the corpse for a moment, then pointed at it.
McArthy peered at this one as well. It was a man, with a gaping hold in his abdomen, torn apart by a large barrage of plasma fire. He was about to ask a question, but he was interrupted as the skirmisher made another squawk. It then pointed at the marine's corpse, then pointed at him.
Still confused, McArthy watched it repeat the gesture, then it walked over to the woman's body, pointing at it, then pointed at itself. It kept making the consecutive gestures, until it clicked for McArthy.
He nodded his head, then said, "Oh, I think I got it. I said man, but you're not a man, are you?"
He heard it let out a sigh of relief, then it nodded its head. McArthy chuckled to himself, then said, "Sorry, I may be more knowledgeable about aliens than most, but telling the surface level difference between male and female is beyond me."
The two stared at each other silently for a few moments, then McArthy's body drooped as he said, "Yup, and you still can't understand a word I'm saying."
He heard a squawk of amusement come from the skirmisher, then he bobbed his head and said, "Yeah, yeah, laugh all you want. Getting a good laugh is something neither of us will be doing much of in this situation."
McArthy sighed, then nodded his head at the hill and continued leading them towards the base. As they went, one of the bodies they passed caught his eye, and he stopped to observe them. He heard the skirmisher give him a questioning chirp, then he simply held up a finger as he walked towards the body.
What caught his attention as the marine's weapon. It was a sniper rifle, though it's barrel was completely bent. The gun itself was useless, but that's not what he was interested in. He pulled the gun from the body's cold grasp, then grabbed onto the rifle's scope and ripped it off of the gun. He crouched back down, placing the rifle back into the body's arms, then he stood up and brought the scope to his eyes.
His visor had a built in magnification, but this sniper scope would be able to give him a much better view from even further away. He gave a grunt of approval, then placed the scope into his sack he swung around. He secured the sack onto his back, then walked back and continued with the skirmisher to the base.
The two walked through the broken fence, stepping into the base's courtyard. McArthy turned to the skirmisher and said, "If you can watch my back, I'll go get what I hope is in this place."
The skirmisher looked blankly at him, then McArthy simply gestured around the base and said, "Defend me."
Luckily, the skirmisher got it that time, then nodded her head and jumped onto the roof of the base. McArthy turned and walked through the destroyed garage door, leading right into the research room. He walked past the dismantled and destroyed devices until he reached the desks and shelves in the back of the room.
He placed his smg on his thigh, then opened the first drawer. Right in that drawer sat a journal with two pens rolling next to it, folders sitting below the journal. McArthy smiled as he picked up the book and pens, then curiously flipped through the journal, wondering if it had any information on the devices in the room.
With a quick flip through, he confirmed only the first ten pages were written in, the rest left completely blank. He flipped to the first page and began reading. If it was nothing too important, maybe he could use this as a way to help teach the skirmisher English.
Written on the first page was what looked like a lot of unimportant cataloguing, dates, and short useless descriptions. The second page, however, held something more curious.
"Entry 1 of Doctor Philis Cosbrow's personal journal, date: August 25th, 2548. I've recently arrived at Testing Facility Beta 3, where we shall be staying until we either push back the Covenant forces, or the more likely end result, are ordered to evacuate. The base is crude, my own research room has direct access to the outside, not very safe in my opinion. But, this will do fine. Despite all this mayhem, there is some good news. The spartan, Kai, I believe, is incoming to protect the facility and become a test subject for our work on upgrading Mjolnir armor. After all the work I've done for the energy shielding prototype was finished, I was moved to my current work, upgrading the communications system. Feels like an utter downgrade, but hey, at least I wasn't fired. Actually, getting fired doesn't sound too bad. If I got fired, I'd probably be back on Tribute by now, but unfortunately, I am stuck on this backwater planet, which is now under Covenant attack. Fantastic. For now, my work cannot be extracted safely, so all I can do is continue my work and await further orders. Hopefully the people in charge know what they're doing. My confidence in UNSC command has gone down the last few years, but I guess we shall see if they prove me wrong then."
McArthy huffed as he finished reading what was on the first page, then looked to his left to see the skirmisher standing right next to him. He jumped with a yell, almost throwing the journal in surprise. The skirmisher squawked in surprise, jerking back from his yell.
McArthy hung his head as he calmed his nerves, then chuckled and said, "Don't scare me like that. We may be buddies, but you still look just like the ones trying to kill me."
The skirmisher opened and closed their beak in a mocking fashion, then gestured to the journal. McArthy nodded his head, then placed it on the desk in front of them and said, "This is for you to write. Now, can you?"
He presented one of the pens to the skirmisher, who curiously took the pen, then turned to the journal. McArthy opened it to a blank page, then said, "Ok, so if you can write, lets get introductions out of the way, hm? You have a name?"
The skirmisher turned to him, then brought the pen down to the paper and began scribbling something. Surprisingly, she was writing English, though it wasn't exactly the nicest handwriting. Once she was done, she lifted the pen. The paper read, "Mim 'Tol."
He stared at the name, then nodded and said, "Very alien. Mim, is it?"
The skirmisher vigorously nodded their head, then said, "Mim, name."
Shen then pointed at him, gesturing at the paper. He nodded his head, then wrote, "McArthy" down on the paper. Mim looked at it, then tilted their head. He chuckled, not surprised at her confusion, then she croaked out, "Mc...Carthy?"
He nodded his head and said, "Close enough. Well, it's nice to meet you, Mim."
He held his hand out towards her, not really expecting her to understand the gesture. But, she did, as she grasped his hand and shook it. Once their hands separated, Mim turned back to the paper and began writing again. McArthy watched curiously, then she lifted the pen to reveal the question, "All name?"
McArthy looked at the question, confused, then froze. After a few seconds of pure silence, he shook his head, then simply nodded and said, "Yeah, that's my name. McArthy is it."
After a moment of thinking, McArthy turned to Mim and asked, "So, what was up with those jackals yesterday? Only two of them had guns."
She stared at him, then he turned to the paper and wrote his question down. He watched as she looked at the words, then she wrote, "Prisoners." next to his question. If he was understanding her right, those jackals were prisoners of the Covenant. That would explain their lack of munitions, along with their bloodlust. Most jackals wouldn't have been that aggressive, especially without weapons.
McArthy wrote another question down, then repeated it and asked, "Why are you fighting against the Covenant?"
She stared at the words as she listened to the question, then wrote down the words, "Friend, Sil, Influence."
He grunted as he looked at the words. This answer was the closest he was going to get, at least for now. From the looks of it, she was influenced to leave the Covenant from a friend. Maybe Sil was a name, but he knew it wasn't a word, at least in English.
He shrugged his shoulders, not really needing to know much more. The Covenant was waging a genocidal war against humanity for no reason, anyone with a lick of common sense wouldn't take part in that.
A sudden chill went down McArthy's spine, giving him a bad feeling. McArthy grabbed the book from the desk, then shut it and said, "We can continue this back at the cave. This place is dangerous."
Before he could move, Mim shook her head and grabbed the journal from his hand. McArthy pulled his hand back, but too late. She had snatched the book and opened it back on the desk, then took the pen and began writing something.
Once she was done, she spun it towards McArthy, on it were the words, "Place safe."
He stared at the words, still feeling a chill running down his spine. Maybe it was just the freezing cold getting to him, but he was still not taking the chance. Gut feelings have saved his life more than once.
McArthy sighed, then said, "Okay, how about we come back later? Two days. Just to make sure the area is clear, I don't have a good feeling right now."
Mim stared at him, then he sighed and turned to the journal. He quickly wrote down what he said, then watched Mim carefully read over it. After a few seconds, he saw a soft nod of her head, then she shut the book, turned to him and said, "Fine."
McArthy sighed with relief, then gestured for her to follow him as they left. He wanted to ask her so many things, about the dismantled devices, the spartan, the battle, but for now those questions had to wait. If anything, he was curious how she knew any English at all. He knew some Covenant soldiers knew it, but for her to know only so little was weird. Maybe she wasn't taught and simply picked up a few words and writing through experience with humans.
McArthy huffed in amusement at the thought. Perhaps she did have contact with other humans, she was being hunted after all, like him. Though he knew any human she might've tried to be friendly with would've been even more confused than him, seeing how at that point Mim would've known no English, and the Covenant would've still been on the attack.
As the two walked through the broken fence, then began making their way back down to the stream. As they walked, they began seeing the bodies again.
McArthy gestured to all the bodies and asked, "Do any of these guys have rations left?"
Mim looked at him blankly, then he sighed, swung his sack around, and pulled out one of his last two MRE's. These last two were dry ones, he could eat them right out of the bag. They left the worst taste in his mouth, which is why he left them for last. He gestured to the MRE, then gestured to the bodies again and asked, "Any more?"
He watched as Mim gazed out at the bodies, then shook her head. She pointed at herself, then he watched her feathers droop a little as she hung her head a bit. He immediately recognized the emotion, then laughed to clear the air and said, "No problem. We all have to survive, you just got here first. I'll make due."
Mm's head rose a bit from his tone, then the two began their trek back to the cave.
This time around, McArthy had a better feel for the environment, only having to check around a couple of times to be sure. Mim happily let him acquaint himself with their environment, which he was happy for. Though it seemed like purely unfair prejudice now, he assumed most of her kind would've been very impatient and very curt. This idea sprang from his simple observance of jackals and skirmishers on the battlefield, seeing them as quick soldiers with little patience for the grunts around them.
Either he was completely wrong, or he was lucky enough to find a diamond in the rough. Either way, it was a very comforting attitude.
Once the two reached the cave, the sun was almost halfway in the air. The temperature was basically as hot as it would get, yet still every strong breeze made McArthy's body shiver. As they walked into the cave, another thought struck McArthy. He must stink like nothing else. He hasn't taken this stuff off, it was too cold too. And a bath would be impossible without avoiding frostbite, at least given his survival skills. For now, he'd just have to deal with it. It's not like it was that massive of an issue, more like an annoyance.
He watched as Mim walked over to the alien lamp, then she turned it on and scooted it into the middle of the cave. McArthy laid his back against the cave wall and fell to a sit. Mim suddenly tossed his pistol back to him, though he luckily caught it before it struck him in the face.
He grunted as he holstered the weapon, then swung his sack into his lap. He was getting hungry, and thirsty. Water wasn't an issue, still, but rations were worrying him. He only had two dry MRE's left.
He pulled one out, opening it up, then removed his helmet and began to eat the MRE's contents. He noticed Mim was watching him closely, specifically eyeing the bag. She took a step closer, seemingly sniffing the air, then she let out a squawk of and stared at the bag.
McArthy chuckled, then raised it up and said, "Yeah, not very appetizing. But, it's got to do."
Mim took a step closer, sniffing the packet, then simply huffed and walked around the cave bend. Suddenly, McArthy heard the sound of her shooting off, running to who knows where.
The deep feeling of loneliness slowly crept over McArthy, but he quickly shook the feeling away. She'd be back, and he knew there was a good reason she'd bolt out of here like that.
It only took 30 minutes before he heard the sounds of footsteps entering the cave. He turned his gaze from the lamp, only to see Mim walk in, dragging the corpse of some native animal behind her. There was a large chunk missing from the neck, and it looked like she already drained the corpse of most of its blood.
McArthy watched as she dropped the body and gestured to it, then at the lamp. McArthy nodded, understanding her. He could use the lamp to cook the meat. She must've taken the hint when he didn't eat her raw prey beforehand.
He did feel slightly touched, then walked over to the body and said, "You didn't really have to. The MRE's suck, but they aren't that bad. Either way, though, thanks."
He reached his hand around his waist, then unsheathed the buck knife he had strapped there. He didn't know how to use it well in combat, but for cutting up an animal? As bad as his father was, he did teach McArthy one or two things, this being one of them.
Mim walked further into the cave and watched curiously as McArthy began cutting into the animal. It was alien, but he's seen natives eat them while deployed on the planet, so he knew they were edible, and he knew where to cut them.
As he cut away at the creature, he wondered if skirmishers even ate cooked food. Maybe they had a preference, and he didn't want to cook the whole thing without knowing first. The things he learned about these animals was that they had few actually good places to eat, such as their thighs. The exact reason why, he didn't know, but that just meant that despite the creature's deer-like size, he wasn't going to get much meat off it.
After about an hour of cutting, his inexperience with the animal hindering him from being faster, he finally had a nice few slabs that were ready to be cooked. He carefully lifted one, then turned to Mim, waving it, and jokingly asked, "You like it raw?"
She stared at him, then he watched her lick her chops and nod her head. McArthy shuddered slightly, his joke backfiring from her unexpected reaction, then he simply hovered the slab for her to take. She walked forward, swiping the meat from his hands, then he watched her turn around and dig into it, almost purposely hiding her eating from his view.
McArthy took the rest and brought them over to the lamp, looking at it curiously. It had a flat top, so he could just sit the slabs on top of it to cook them. He placed them on top, then played with the knob on the side. In one twist, he activated the lamp and made it glow violently bright, hurting his eyes.
He took a step back in discomfort, slowly getting his eyes used to the new light. A new warmth radiated from the lamp, slowly passing through the cave. McArthy's body let out a shiver as he moved closer, feeling the cold disappear. He used his buck knife to poke and pry the meat, making sure it got cooked properly.
He heard some sort of whine, then turned to see Mim holding the journal up, staring at him. McArthy grunted, then said, "Once I'm done here, we'll go over more English. Maybe you can read those first few pages, get used tor reading."
He watched as she looked at him, barely understanding what he said, then he said and stepped towards her. His quick approach put Mim on edge, her feathers visibly standing on end, so he slowed his pace. He carefully plucked the journal from her grip, then opened it to the first written page. He then handed it back and pointed at the words.
Mim looked a the words, then McArthy pointed back at the meat and said, "I need food first. Then, I'll help."
After a few seconds, Mim nodded her head, then scooted back to the wall and sat down. She began staring intently at the page, getting a sigh of relief from McArthy. He turned back and tended to the cooking food.
He didn't know how long they'd be stuck on this planet, maybe she would be able to fully learn English soon. McArthy simply wanted a full conversation, but at least he wasn't trapped here with some wild animal. Mim was intelligent, probably smarter than him, they just didn't speak the same language. And she was patient with him, which filled him with a whole other level of appreciation. They were enemies, once, so he's glad she wasn't as aggressive as he'd expected.
He turned his thoughts back towards the meat. Without seasonings of any kind, this was going to taste bland, but it was definitely going to be better than his MRE's. He remembered how Mim foully smelled them, then immediately turned around to get them something better. She must've hunted like that thousands of times to be so quick.
McArthy wasn't a survival expert, so he was glad to have been found by someone with experience. Once he finishes cooking the meat, McArthy was going to have to help Mim learn his language. Though he wasn't trained to be a teacher, it would be a nice change in pace. It would probably be the focus of his life at the moment really, seeing as their only goal was to just stay alive.
Once she knew enough, McArthy would finally get some answers to his many questions, and he only hoped she'd oblige him with the knowledge. For now, however, he had to focus on simply teaching, which was going to be a struggle.
McArthy turned to look at Mim as he thought, seeing her focused eyes staring at the journal, carefully reading every word. She was very determined, as it seemed, to learn his language. She probably knew how important communication would be as well, but there was a fiery spark in her he really admired. McArthy didn't see much of that as of lately, seeing how badly the UNSC's ass has been getting kicked.
Then again, as of lately he's been trapped in this freezing forest world. He began to think back to his team. If they were with them, things would be so much easier. So much more comfortable. But, as he looked back at the determined alien bird staring needles into the journal, he let out a small chuckle. Though he wished he had his team with him, he wasn't going to complain about what he had now.
With his food now ready, he used his knife to hold the meat, taking a bite from the slab directly. Mim noticed he had finished cooking, and laid the journal out as he walked over to sit across from her, then he slowly began doing his best to teach her the way of the English language.


   
 
Under Darkness

If you want to survive, only save someone if they're worth the consequence...
The cold ODST was restless. After a day of trying to teach Mim some English, with a little progress, the night had risen and brought the freezing cold with it. McArthy couldn't get sleep in this cold, his shivering body making it too difficult. The lamp was helping, but not enough for him to even feel safe falling asleep.
He rolled over to see the glowing lamp between him and Mim, then looked past it at his avian companion. He noticed a slight shiver in her body as well. It seems the cold was finally getting to her, yet she seemed to get to sleep anyway.
McArthy grunted as he rolled onto his back, unsure of what to really do. He didn't want to pull the lamp closer and take the warmth away from Mim. For one he'd look like a greedy asshole, and two, she probably needed it as much as he did.
His shaking was getting worse, too. He could hear his armor tapping the ground constantly, and he could barely hold his head straight.
After a few minutes of silent suffering, he heard a small huff come from across. He turned his head to see Mim sitting up, watching him shake endlessly. His fakely smiled, though his helmet hid his face, then he said, "Don't have to worry about me. I'm just cold. I'll get over it."
The two stared at each other for a few seconds more, then Mim tilted her head and let out a questioning squawk. McArthy chuckled, then asked, "Do you, by chance, have a blanket of some kind?"
Mim looked at him quizzically, then shook her head. She turned to the lamp, then nudged it towards him. McArthy grunted, then nudged it back and said, "You were shivering too. You need it as much as I do."
Mim sighed deeply, then shrugged her shoulders, lacking any ideas. McArthy, however, had one, but he didn't like it one bit. He took a deep breath, then exhaled and said, "I think we need to… sleep together. Body heat, back to back at the very least."
Mim stared blankly at him, seemingly processing his words. They weren't able to touch on a lot earlier, so she still likely had no clue what he meant. She did understand writing a lot better, but it was still minimal.
McArthy grunted, then slid his hand across the floor, grabbing the journal and pen, then he opened it up and wrote, "Body heat, back to back."
Once he was done, he spun the book around on the ground and pushed it towards Mim. As she read the words, McArthy defensively raised his hands and said, "If you don't want to, I understand. It's a very strange thing to do, especially with an alien. I'll manage the cold for tonight."
Mim peeked up from the journal and watched him explain, then slid the book away with a huff and reached behind her body. After a few seconds, her back and chest plate fell off her body, then she neatly stacked them against the wall. She took off her arm pieces as well, placing them on the wall, then lowered herself to the ground again.
She grabbed the lamp, pulling it close to her head, then she gestured to McArthy. He stared at her, then she rubbed her back and gestured to the journal. A shocked expression spread across the trooper's face as he realized she was agreeing. Maybe being uncomfortable about it was just him, maybe he was just squeamish.
He put his hand around, taking the armor he could off his back so she wouldn't be as uncomfortable. Once he put it off to the side with his helmet, he nervously slid his back against Mim's. Almost immediately, he felt her muscles tense up.
McArthy couldn't help but feel rude making her feel uncomfortable, but manners weren't exactly a priority anymore. Still, he did feel bad, but he was already feeling warmer. Like he thought, the closer proximity to the lamp, along with their body heat, really chased away the shivering. He was still cold, at least on his front, but he could finally get some real rest.
The morning sun rose over the forest trees, shining bright light through the cave entrance. The air was still bitter cold, but it has warmed up to a much more livable temperature. McArthy had awoken to the sound of metal clattering behind him, giving him a small spook as he stirred.
He turned his body to see Mim wide awake, dismantling another plasma pistol next to the dim lamp. She quickly discarded the pistol, plugging a new battery into the lamp. Its light returned, then she quickly turned the lamp off and pushed it to the side.
Mim looked around the cave, searching for something, then looked at McArthy. She let out a squeak of surprise at seeing him watching her, obviously unaware he had awoken. He chuckled as he watched her recoil, then her expression drooped, seemingly disappointed from her own jumpiness.
McArthy slowly rose from the ground, chuckling, and said, "Everyone gets scared, don't gotta get all down about it."
She looked at him blankly for a moment, then her expression seemed to soften as she let out a huff of amusement. McArthy watched as she walked over to the discarded plasma pistol, then she lifted it up and gestured to it.
He could see she was trying to remember a word, then she pointed at the pistol and slowly said, "M...more? More."
McArthy nodded his head as he stretched his body. She must be out of power sources for her lamp. As he stretched his arms, he asked, "So, do you have more stashed around?"
After a few seconds of staring, Mim dropped the plasma pistol and walked over to the journal. She lifted it off the ground with the pen, then opened it and quickly scribbled something down. After half of minute of thinking and writing, she spun the journal around and presented it to McArthy.
He leaned forward and read, "Steal from Covenant. Need more."
McArthy tensed up as he thought about that. In all honesty, he didn't like the idea of attacking the Covenant still on the planet. But, that was one of the things keeping him going, the idea of him being a pain in the ass to the same bastards that killed his friends. And stealing weapons from them seemed like a perfect way to do just that.
After a few seconds of self-deciding, he nodded his head confidently, then asked, "Alright, let's do this. Just… how are we going to do this?"
Mim squawked, then jumped around him to the wall. McArthy turned to see her run up to his sack, swiftly opening it and placing the book and pen inside. She then lifted his armor and walked over to him with it, a pep in her step.
He took the armor as she dropped it into his arms, then squawked and pointed at the cave entrance. She really wanted to get going, which pushed him to hurriedly put his armor on. Once he slipped his helmet on his head and had his sack fastened to his back, he turned to see Mim waiting at the cave entrance, a carbine now in her grasp.
Baffled, McArthy was about to question how she got it, but she simply gestured for him to follow, then moved out of the cave. He grunted, feeling like he'd never get an answer, then followed her out into the forest.
The ground had a small layer of snow on it, but McArthy knew the snow would start to come down heavier soon. And unfortunately, a cave wasn't going to do it for when that happens, at least the one they had. They'd have to move, or risk getting trapped and freezing to death.
Mim led him through the forest, going in a new direction. She seemed to know the area very well, not making a single misstep or wrong turn. The same couldn't be said for McArthy, who seemed to trip over every slightly hidden tree stump or rock. As it kept happening, the trooper wasn't even worried about getting hurt anymore, he was more worried about looking like a clumsy ass in front of his friend.
Every time he stumbled, she seemed to turn to him with a hint of concern, only for the concern to be washed away with obvious amusement. McArthy would only let out a grumble after he stumbled, but soon enough it had happened enough times he couldn't help but chuckle a little himself. He was surprisingly thick skinned when it came to the cold, but snow itself was annoying for him. It obstructed anything on the ground, it had an annoying crunching sound that made his ears just feel uncomfortable, and it was literal hell to trudge through when it became too tall or sludgy.
After an hour of traversing the forest, Mim seemed to stop behind a rock body. She crept around to it's edge, then peeked over the top. She gestured for him to look, making him peek over the rock as well. They seemed to be at the top of a hill, and all the way down the slope, on a large flat area, was a Covenant base. It was quite the distance away, too far for him to make stuff out clearly, even with his visor's magnification, then an idea struck him like a truck.
He plucked the sniper scope he had taken off his waist, then raised it to his eye and zoomed in. Now, he had a very clear and close view of the base. It was larger than the one he had ran into some time ago, much larger. He could see about three groups of grunts, each led by a single blue elite, marching around the base's perimeter. He could see a large entryway, which had multiple crates sitting outside it with grunts coming in and out, taking crates out of the base.
McArthy felt a tap on shoulder, then turned to see Mim trying to view the base with her carbine. She grunted, then said, "See… crates."
McArthy nodded his head, then turned back and looked at them again. As he looked, he heard Mim say, "More."
He nodded his head, understanding what she meant. Those crates had weapons in them, but why were they removing them?
He turned to ask, but Mim was a step ahead of him. She held up her finger, seemingly trying to find the word, but grunted when she couldn't. She then turned to the snow below them, then ran her clawed finger through the snow, trying to write a word.
Once she was done, he saw the word, "Broken.", sitting in the snow. McArthy nodded his head, then asked, "Are those our targets?"
Mim took a minute to figure out what he said, then slowly shook her head. She then pointed into the sky and said, "New… soon."
McArthy followed her finger into the sky, not exactly sure what she meant. But, one thing he did see as he looked into the sky, made his hair stand on end. High up in the sky, probably in orbit, sat a massive Covenant ship. It was lazily floating above the planet, it's simple existence being enough to put McArthy on edge.
He honestly hadn't noticed it before, he doesn't know how he didn't. His focus on the ship disappeared as he heard a cough come from Mim. He turned to her to see her gesture towards his scope. He lowered it from his face, assuming she wanted it, then held it out. She happily took it from his hand, then raised it to her eye and looked out at the base. After a few seconds, then gave him a tap and held out the scope, pointing down at the base.
McArthy looked through the scope, following her finger, only to see a pair of elite Ultra's exit the base near the crates, discussing something. He felt Mim manually lower the scope slightly while he looked through it, adjusting his sight to one of the groups patrolling the perimeter. He watched them walk around the base, then he heard Mim chirp.
He turned to her, then she said, "Know… shed...schedu...le."
"Oh, you know their patrol schedule?"
Mim nodded her head, then pointed at the base, then pointed to herself. After making that gesture a few times, she said, "Old..."
McArthy didn't know what she was trying to say, but she didn't give him much time as she placed her carbine on her back and walked behind him. He froze as he listened to her open up his sack, then she shut it and came back around with the journal and a pen in her hands. She lowered herself onto the ground, then motioned for him to join her.
The ODST took a final peek at the base, then lowered himself in front of her and watched her open the journal. She wrote down the words, "Sneak...tonight."
So she wanted to attack at night. He wondered why they had to lay down to read this, then Mim pointed at the sun. McArthy looked at it, then it struck him that it was past noon. He slept for a lot longer than he thought, no wonder he didn't feel very tired today.
He suddenly realized she wanted to wait until dark, then he watched her turn to some of the already written pages and squawked at him. He stared at the pages, knowing she wanted to continue learning until the time to strike came.
It's not like there was much else to do, and the necessity of the lamp required them to get the needed power. They were going to be here a few hours, so this was probably the best use of their time.
McArthy admitted he wasn't the best teacher, but as he slowly went over each word, he was glad Mim didn't complain about his lackluster teaching skills. She was probably glad to have something to focus on, something to take her mind off of their dire situation.
The two laid behind the rock, slowly working through the cold day as the sun lowered in the sky. The Covenant below lacked any knowledge of their existence, simply going about with their daily routine like any other day.
As darkness coated the sky, the stiff trooper pointed at one of the words as he bit into his last ration, then said, "Communication. People making contact between each other. Can you…"
He watched as Mim quickly nodded her head, then she cleared her throat and said, "Communication… yes?"
A small smile crept over McArthy's face, she was definitely getting better. They still had a long way to go before she could say a full sentence, for now everything she could say was in broken English.
He nodded his head, watching her eyes light up at his approval, then she flipped the journal to an untouched page and wrote the word down. Right next to it, she seemed to write something down in her own language. At this point she had done that for every word she's learned, so McArhty had to assume she was writing definitions to the best of her knowledge.
Once Mim had finished, she gazed upward at the now darkened and starry sky. McArthy followed her gaze, then turned to her and asked, "Now?"
She shook her head, holding up her finger in silence. A few minutes later, the sound of a phantom hummed in the air. Mim peeked back over the rock, McArthy following suit. They watched as a phantom slowly flew down towards the base, stopping right next to the crates that were moved out earlier today.
McArthy quickly finished his food, shoved the journal back into his sack, then slipped his helmet over his head. Once his sack was secure on his back, he grabbed his smg and turned to Mim, watching her view her carbine. Once she was done, she pointed at his scope, then back at the base.
The ODST quickly brought the scope up to one eye, looking down at the phantom and the crates. It appeared grunts were moving new crates out of the phantom, planting them next to the crates. He continued watching until all the crates were out of the phantom, then the same grunts began bringing the old ones into the phantom, the two Ultras from before viewing the process.
Mim tapped him on the shoulder, then gave a chirp and gestured for him to follow her. McArthy nodded, then lowered the scope and leveled his smg. The avian and the trooper both slowly making their way down the hill, keeping their eyes locked on the groups patrolling the perimeter.
The perimeter of the base had a loose tree line around it, giving the two something to hide behind as the patrols walked about. Mim was swift enough to stride behind a tree, tucking her body from the patrols' sight. McArthy wasn't so lucky, forcing himself to run at a low crouch towards the nearest tree.
As he slammed his back into the tree, he heard a curious huff come from one of the patrols. McArthy dared to peek his head, seeing the edge of a grunt peeking at the forest he and Mim hid in. Luckily, it didn't get the chance to look any further as the blue elite with it gave it a whack, forcing it to continue moving with the group as they passed.
The trooper let out a heavy sigh of relief, then turned back to see Mim staring at the base. He followed her gaze to see the phantom lift up and leave the base, obviously finished collecting the damaged weaponry. Suddenly, under the heavy sound of the phantom's engines, Mim bolted forward.
McArthy was caught off guard for a moment, then stumbled forward and followed her as quickly as possible. The two barely passed by two patrols' line of sight, making it past the alien barricades surrounding the base and nearing the crates.
The two Ultras from before were gone, leaving only a couple of grunts to begin moving the crates into the base. The crates obscured McArthy and Mim from the grunts' vision, and the barricades they were crouched behind hid them from the patrols. If they wanted to move forward for the crates, they'd need to kill the grunts.
Mim had the same idea as she turned to him and motioned one of her fingers across her neck, then pointed at the grunts. McArthy nodded, then the two moved up to the crates, watching the grunts move some into the base. The two hid beside opposite sides of the open doors, waiting for the grunts to walk back out.
The trooper watched with a hint of humor as Mim took a hold of the carbine by the barrel, holding it up like a bat, as she waited for the grunt to pass. He had to stifle a chuckle as he heard the grunts begin waddling back.
After a few seconds, he watched a stubby body wander directly in front of him, and his body naturally went into motion. He kicked one of it's knees out, then sent two silenced rounds through it's skull, dropping the grunt instantly. His kill was followed by a thick whack, prompting him to look up and watch the second grunt slump onto the ground. He looked up to see Mim give her carbine a quick wipe, then she placed it on her back.
The two quickly checked their surroundings, making sure the patrols weren't paying attention to the inside of the base, then Mim pointed inside to the already collected crates. McAtrhty nodded, then watched as she moved to the crates still outside and began opening them up.
McArthy moved into the base, seeing the room as a small storage area, clear of any more Covenant. He placed his smg on his hip as he began opening up the crates. The first few only held what looked like frozen rations, but soon he came upon two flatter crates. He opened one up, seeing two beam rifles stored inside. He smiled as he looked at the two weapons, then shut the crate and stacked the second crate on top of it.
As he was about to grab them, he heard the sound of rushing air far to his right. He spun around to see a white Ultra standing in a doorway, staring him down. McArthy froze, making eye contact with the elite. Something was off, it wasn't reaching for its weapon, taking advantage of McArthy's momentary and foolish vulnerability. The weirdest part about it, was that its eyes didn't hold a hint of hesitation, it's lack of movement was on purpose.
It was only a mere couple of seconds of silent staring, but the frozen trooper was finally able to pry himself free of his state and grab his smg, opening fire. The Ultra grabbed it's plasma rifle and ducked back into the building, it's shields taking any bullets that would've rammed into it's armor.
McArthy, unwilling to give up what they came for, grabbed the two flat crates under his left arm and rushed out of the base. Mim had an identical crate sitting on her back, magnetically attached, then she spun around to see him running from the door, shooting.
She jumped past him as he rushed out, letting out a squawk of concern and checking the door for herself. Suddenly, a bellowed call came out through the door, making Mim turn right back around and run to McArthy.
As he held the two crates under his arm, he pointed in the direction he came and asked, "Can we leave now?"
Before Mim could answer, McArthy heard a shuffle above, then launched his arm out and pushed Mim back. A purple needle suddenly zipped right past her face and dug right into McArthy's right shoulder, making him let out a roar of pain. Mim spun around and looked upward, letting out a shot with her carbine. Above them, on the building's roof, were four skirmishers, one who's head was immediately blown out by Mim's shot.
Two of the skirmishers had armor similar to Mim's, while the third wore gleaming golden armor. The golden one barked orders at the two, then the three had to jump backward out of sight to avoid Mim's fire.
She turned back to McArthy, who grunted as he ripped the needle out and chucked it away before it could explode. He picked his smg up again, blood running down his arm, then he said, "Let's go!"
Mim nodded, then the two began running for the edge of the base. Unfortunately, one of the patrol groups was on their end, and they noticed the commotion. Mim pointed at him to run right, then yelled, "Cover!"
He was slightly confused at what she meant, but decided to just assume and made a run for it. As he ran past the barricade, he watched Mim sprint right through the middle of the patrol, making the grunts jump in fear. She caught the whole patrol's attention as she ran for the forest, making them all quickly run after her in pursuit, leaving McArthy free to run in his own direction.
Unfortunately, that freedom didn't last long as more needles began racing past his body. His shoulder was bleeding more as he sprinted for the trees, but he had to make it. Once he had the trees, he'd have a better chance of killing whatever was behind him.
A needle skid past one of the crates as the trooper ran, then he reached the first tree. He slid the crates away as gently as he could, then jumped behind the tree and peeked around it, smg raised. He watched two red armored skirmishers running at him, needle rifles in hands, firing away. McArthy opened fire as he watched the needles strike the tree and zip past.
After half a mag, he was able to bring one of them down, then the second one tried to slow itself as the trooper's fire reached it, but that only made it an easier target. He fired a quick burst into the alien's head, making it fall to the ground near its ally. Despite his visible assailants being dead, McArthy was nervous about gathering the crates. He saw a third skirmisher, one in golden armor, yet it was nowhere to be found.
After a few moments of heavy breathing and thinking, he grunted and said, "Fuck it."
The ODST jumped away from the tree, scooping the purple crates under his left arm yet again, then began running away from the base as fast as he could. He could feel himself becoming slightly light headed, most likely from the blood loss. Right now, he had to at least get to that rock body they hid behind before he could check his wound.
After a few minutes of running, the injured trooper finally heaved himself up onto the hill, then walked around the rock and weakly fell into a sitting position. He pushed the two crates away from himself, then slipped his helmet of his and swung his sack around.
As he rummaged for his med kit, he heard the sound of footsteps quickly approaching, then reached around for his smg. Once he grabbed it, he turned only to see Mim jump over the rock, lwhipping her head around the forest in search, only for her eyes to land on him.
McArthy could see the concern in her eyes, then weakly waved his hand and said, "Don't get concerned over me… I'm fine."
His words were slow as he had quickly become tired. After all that adrenaline, blood loss, and running, it was all coming at him in one hard crash. He lazily grabbed the med kit and tossed it out of his sack, then pushed the sack aside and tried to grab the med kit.
Before he could touch it, Mim swiped it off the ground and walked next to him, opening it up. McArthy grunted, then said, "Hey, do you even know…"
Mim silenced him as he felt her grip his wounded shoulder, making him stifle a whine. She loosened her grip, then presented her still bandaged arm and said, "Even."
The injured trooper would've argued more, but he already used up most of the fight in him, so he simply gave in. Mim seemed pleased with his new lack of resistance, then began slowly repeating what he had done for her days ago. The sting of the spray let him know she was on the right track, then she began wrapping the wound.
The one thing he lacked was things to sew with, so he'd have to simply hope the needle didn't leave too large of a wound. As she finished, McArthy turned his head, only now beginning to feel the pain from the wound, along with seeing the amount of blood that had run down his arm.
After a few seconds, the felt Mim remove her hands, then she let out a chirp of satisfaction and presented the shut med kit back to him. He weakly accepted it, then put it back in the sack he had leaned against the rock. He watched Mim walk back in front of him, then he peeked back at the bandaging on her arm.
McArthy reached out for her bandaged arm and said, "You know, the wound should be fine by now, we can get that off of…"
Mim yanked her arm away from him, letting out a defensive squawk as she hid it behind her body. McArthy looked at her, confused, then brought his arm back and said, "Or you can take it off when you're ready, that's fine."
A strong breeze drifted against his skin, making his entire body suddenly realize how cold it was at once. He began shivering as he pulled his helmet back on, then he stood up and picked up his sack. His eyes blacked out for a moment, making him fall back, only for Mim to quickly grab him by the collar and keep him standing.
She yanked him back, trying to get him to stand, only for McArthy to lurch forward into her, sending the two falling to the ground. Mim squawked as he fell onto her, but McArthy quickly pushed himself off and let out a cough.
He slowly rose, waving his hand and saying, "Sorry, sorry, that was my bad. I'm just… off."
Mim stayed on the ground, staring at him with eyes of disappointment. He raised both his hands in protest and said, "It was an accident! I swear!"
He watched as she rose, letting out alien chuckles, then she pointed back in the direction of the cave. She then asked, "Make it?"
McArthy stared at her, not fully understanding her question, then turned to his two flat crates and said, "Um, we can get going. I can make the walk fine, I just need some rest after that."
Mim nodded, then grabbed one of his crates, leaving him to hold one under his arm. Once he had everything back on him, he turned and nodded his head in the cave's direction. Mim nodded, then began marching through the forest, the hurt trooper in tow.
As they walked, McArthy made sure to step exactly where Mim did, trying to avoid stumbling again. Every once in a while, he'd have to stop and lean against a tree, or just shove off of one for a boost of momentum. Mim's pace was visibly slower than last, her stopping to make sure McArthy was keeping pace.
The entire journey felt far more laborious the second time, for understandable reasons, but the tired ODST was frustrated by it. It took a bit longer to get back, but once they were at the cave, McArthy let out a long sigh of relief.
He let go of his crate as he walked in, sitting it next to the wall, then turned the bend towards the lamp. As Mim walked in and set her crates down, McArthy took off his chest and back armor, then wobbled. Before he fell, he felt Mim's hands grasp his arms, then she slowly set him onto the ground next to the lamp.
He let out a heavy breath, then curled himself up, trying to keep himself as warm as possible. He listened to the sound of the crates being opened, then he watched as the lamp was taken from his sight. After a minute of metal noises, he saw the glow of the lamp brighten the cave, then it was set down next to him.
His shiver did not disappear despite the new warmth, but it was fairly weakened. Given his condition, it was only a matter of time until he fell asleep. His eyelids became heavy as he slowly drifted to sleep, but before he lost touch with consciousness, he felt a hot body press against his back, then the world blackened.


   
 
Retreat

Imma say it here, I apologize for any quality issues. I don't know if it's true, but this one didn't feel as good as it could've been, but I didn't know how to fix. I've been busy with a lot of things lately, hope you can forgive me. I hope you enjoy either way.
The morning was cold, colder than the last few. The injured ODST grumbled as he turned over, finding himself alone again. He grunted as he tried to move his right arm, quickly moving his left hand up to grip his shoulder. He leaned forward and let out a yawn, still gripping his bandaged shoulder.
The lamp sitting next to him was glowing brightly, radiating a comforting warmth. The waking man weakly reached for the lamp, grabbing it and pulling it close to his body. He was very slowly getting used to the cold, but he definitely was not a fan of it, especially now.
After some time of silent hugging the warm lamp, the sound of soft tapping came from the cave entrance around the corner. Instinctively, McArthy grabbed onto the pistol holstered on his thigh with discomfort and spun it to the bend. After a few seconds of tense waiting, he watched the familiar sigh of Mim walk around the corner, relieving the ODST. He watched her pause and stare at him, specifically his hand. That's when he realized he hadn't lowered his gun yet.
Seeing the misunderstanding, he quickly put the gun on the ground, then slid it away from him. He went to raise both his hands, only to grunt and wince at the pain in his shoulder. He moved to grab it, then slowly slid himself back down, taking deep breaths.
Out of the corner of his eye, he watched the bird continue into the cave, carrying two things in her hands. In one hand was an alien creature being held by it's hind legs, couldn't have been bigger than a rabbit. In the other was a more recognizable object to the soldier, an M45 shotgun. Where she got it, he had no clue, and he doubted that he'd be able to pry that information out of her with her current grasp on English.
He watched her walk to the end of the cave and carefully lean the shotgun against the wall, definitely the most care to a weapon he's seen from her. The strange animal in her hand suddenly twitched, prompting her to squawk something and slam it against the wall, raising it up to get a better look. McArthy winced at the sight of her slamming it into the wall, not exactly how he'd make sure his prey was dead, but it worked.
Once she was sure it died, she proudly placed a fist to her hip and presented it to him. The two stared at each other for a moment, then McArthy sat up. He sorely stood up, then pulled the buck knife from his sheath. He carefully took the animal, then looked around the cave. There were a few sharp pieces of metal lying around, what he needed. He grabbed a piece, then retrieved his pistol.
He walked outside the cave, his body shuttering as he felt the cold. He walked up to the closest tree, then turned his head back to the cave. He could see Mim curiously watching him from inside, it striking him that she seemed to like her meat raw. He squat over the ground, placing the animal flat out on the ground, then raised his knife. He moved it over the animals leg, then began cutting. It wasn't long until he had the leg cut off, then he turned around and raised it in the air.
Almost like a puppy, Mim shot forward from the cave and swiped it from his grasp. She spun around, putting her back to him, then tore into it. Before McArthy could go back to the animal, he noticed a leaf sticking in her feathers. Without thinking, he reached to grab the leaf. The moment his fingertips touched her feathers, Mim spun around with a threatening squawk and clamped her jaws over where his hand was a moment ago, the ODST being fast enough to pull it back.
He stared at Mim, seeing the anger and fear in her eyes quickly dissipate, then she let out a soft snort and walked off towards the cave. As she walked, McArthy apologetically waved and said, "Sorry, got a little carried away!"
Her head slightly turned back in acknowledgment, then she disappeared around the bend in the cave. McArthy let out a sigh as crouched back over the animal, not knowing exactly why he reached for that leaf, but he almost got bit for it. He definitely wasn't going to do that again.
McArthy returned to the animal, cutting into it's neck with his buck knife. Once he had it's head off, he put the knife down and grabbed the sharp piece of metal. He stabbed the animal in it's foot, then placed the foot against the tree. He pulled his pistol out, then placed the butt of it against the metal. Using it as a hammer, he bashed the piece of metal into the tree, hanging the animal, letting it's blood drain from his missing head.
He swiped his bloody knife from the ground and wiped it off on the animal's fur, then sheathed it. Once the animal's blood was gone, he could properly cut it up and cook it.
As he turned to return to the cave, he could see Mim walk back around the bend, clutching the journal. McArthy softly chuckled as he watched her display it outwards with a burst of excitement, then waved his hand and said, "Calm down now, we can start. Got nothing else to do."
The two turned around the bend of the cave when McArthy noticed something. Mim was ever so slightly shivering. Was the cold getting to her now? Not even he was shivering, and she was the one with the feathers and skin tight suit.
They took a seat on the ground, McArthy opening the journal and flipping to where they were last. As he did, he used his foot to slightly push the lamp closer to Mim, avoiding her attention. Once he was on the right page, he put the book on the ground and spun it around.
Mim intently stared at the page, then McArthy pushed his finger over a paragraph and said, "Pick out each word you don't know, and we'll go over them."
She looked up at him, tilting her head, then he sighed and grabbed the pen. He flipped to an empty page, then wrote down, "Pick unknown words."
He watched as her almost glowing eyes stared at his words, then she nodded her head and pushed the pages back to where they were. As McArthy watched the alien read the page, he rested his chin on his fist and wondered how he got here in the first place, teaching an enemy how to speak English.
His thoughts immediately went back to the sight of the frigate he fell out of exploding in the distance. Everyone he cared about in this universe was gone, in an instant. Any hope for a message getting out of his stranding was gone, though he doubted the UNSC would give a rats ass.
He was barely paying attention to the words Mim was scribbling down as he began to think back to his friends. His family. All the things they'd gone through, all the fun they had, everything ripped away from him in moments. Given his less than lovely childhood, they had been the best thing he ever really had.
After a while of being stuck in his own thoughts, he heard a strange cooing. His eyes flicked upwards to see Mim had stopped paying attention to the book, and was now focused on his face. He felt himself redden a bit, confused as to why she was paying him mind. He watched as she placed a claw under her eye, making him follow suit only to feel...
Tears.
McArthy quickly wiped his armored forearms across his face, rubbing his eyes, then sighed and said, "Don't mind me, I'm thinking, is all. Now, let's see what you…"
He attempted to spin the book back around to look at the words she wrote, when her three fingered hand planted itself on the book. He looked up to face her, watching her tilt her head and let out another coo. She was curious, she knew something was up, but McArthy didn't know if he should share it.
He shook his head and said, "No, I'm not gonna waste our time with baggage, let's just…"
Once again, he tried to spin the book again, but her fingers stayed firm on it, her head slowly nodded, prompting him to explain. After a few seconds of silent staring, he moved his hand away from the book and let out a long sigh.
McArthy picked the pen up, then spun the book around. Mim let him to, seemingly knowing he decided to share. He flipped to a page, then wrote the words, "Family died."
He spun the book around and showed her, placing the pen next to the book. He watched as Mim looked at the words, then her head slowly looked up at him. Her eyes seemed to look him up and down for a moment, then she picked up the pen and wrote, "Ship exploded?"
Once she wrote it, she pointed upwards. McArthy sighed as he nodded his head. He looked down at the floor, his eyes feeling watery, then he watched Mim's hand slowly reach over and grab his shoulder.
He looked from her hand to her face, then watched her slowly trying to work a word out. After a moment, she softly said, "Sorry."
McArthy's body was shifting, and despite tears forming, he cracked a small smile and said, "You know, when you speak correctly, you sound quite nice."
Suddenly, Mim seemed to pause, her feathers erecting outwards some with a shake. She quickly shook her head, smoothing her feathers down with her hands, then chirped and flipped the journal back to her written, unknown words.
McArthy chuckled at her flustered reaction, but decided against saying anything about it. She clearly wanted to move on to the lessons. Something he happily obliged as he began going over the words with her.
As usual, the process was quite sluggish, but slowly and surely Mim seemed to get a better grasp of each word he went over. McArthy could tell it would probably take months of these daily lessons before she had a proper grasp of the language. But would they be here in that much time?
As it struck the ODST, this probably was where he was going to spend the rest of his life, at least how it seemed now. Maybe they'd get access to a ship, maybe the UNSC would come back, or maybe the Covenant would simply glass the planet and kill them. Whatever happened, they definitely didn't have any control over it, so it seemed the coming days would consist of them simply trying to stay alive. A plan that leaves plenty of room for lessons such as this one.


It had been a few hours, and McArthy certainly felt the mental exhaustion. Mim, on the other hand, was just as enthusiastic as she was when they began. But, she was a lot quicker to pick up McArthy's facial cues than he was to hers, or at least that's what he guessed when she ended the lesson herself.
McArthy looked up at her curiously as she shut the journal between them. He held his hand out questioningly, only for Mim to stand up and gestured out the cave. He turned his to look, then slowly brought himself up, grunting as pain shot through his shoulder.
He dared a glance at Mim as he gripped his shoulder, seeing what he thought was a hint of concern in her eyes. McArthy turned back, then winced as he tried to move it. The feeling of getting shot by a needler was far more akin to getting stabbed than shot, which the ODST was slightly glad about. He had far more experience getting stabbed in his past than getting shot.
As he exited the cave, he turned to see the animal he had posted up seemed to be drained of blood, given the large puddle of blood below it. He pulled his knife from the sheathe, then grabbed the creature and pulled it off the tree. He sat next to a rock, propping the animal's body on it, then began cutting it the best he could.
After some time, he had all the edible meat cut and sitting on it's skin. There wasn't as much as he hoped, he didn't want to chance adding in some kind of poisonous piece, so he tossed away most of the more unusual pieces. It still left him with quite a bit, enough for the day. Still, even in the midst of war, McArthy wasn't too accustomed to such a minimal diet. The stomach pains were something he'd need to get used to.
He very carefully carried the meat inside, watching as Mim sniffed the air for a moment, then spun around to face him, licking her chops. He nodded towards the meat as he walked over towards the lamp, watching as she walked up to him and carefully pulled a piece away to eat.
McArthy placed the meat down on top of the skin, then cranked the lamp's what up to cook it.
He watched as the lamps glowed brightened, then heard the sound of sloshing. His gaze turned upwards to see Mim holding his water canteen out to him, shaking it a bit. He was surprised as he took it, she had filled it herself. Though, as he unscrewed the lid, he shouldn't be surprised. She has been out here quite a bit longer than he has, and last he checked, all animals need water. Then again, human stomachs seemed to be pickier than most.
He took a swig of the water, then nodded after he swallowed and said, "Thanks, Mim."
Her head nodded, then she seated herself against the wall across from him and started to eat the piece she took. As McArthy waited for the lamp to heat up, he couldn't help but stare at Mim as she sat down. Jackals were one's he always found curiously familiar, given their bird-like appearance, but skirmishers took that to a whole new level. Mim was a bit short for her kind, but maybe that had to do with her gender. He was more knowledgeable about them than the average marine, but he wasn't that familiar. Other than that, she had all the other defining traits of her kind. From this distance, he could see the power in her legs, and after watching her kick an elite in the face and break his mandibles, he would definitely remember to be wary around them.
McArthy suddenly felt shame wash over him as he stared at her, averting his gaze back to the glowing lamp. Before, he observed her kind and other Covenant as if they were zoo animals, but with her, he simply felt rude staring at her. As he moved a piece onto the lamp to cook with his knife, he let out a sigh of relief she didn't notice.
He watched as the meat cooked on the lamp, making sure it didn't cook for too long. From the corner of his eye, he could see Mim curiously watching him every now and again. As it seemed, she hasn't seen someone cook before, or at least that's what it looked.
Once his food was done, McArthy stabbed it with his knife and began eating it, finding the meat far more tender than whatever he ate before. He cooked and ate until all the food he had cut was gone, for once in a few days feeling full stomach.
As he finished, he noticed movement coming from Mim. He turned his head to see her swipe the shotgun off the wall. What he didn't expect was to see her pull out some buckshot and attempt to load the weapon with shells.
In a flash he rose to his feet, not fully understanding what she wanted to do. He had enough trust to know she wasn't going to just execute him, but the loading put him on edge. She was still an alien, there was so much he still didn't know.
Her attempt paused as she saw his sudden movement, then she shook her head, raising the weapon, and said, "Test."
Her one word was enough to let McArthy know what she meant. He rubbed the stubble on his chin, then asked, "You ever shoot something like that?"
He watched the bird's head look at him, then back down at the shotgun she was trying to load. After a moment, her head shook, leaving McArthy to let out a sigh. He leaned over, grabbing his helmet, then slipped it on as he stood up.
He approached her, then gestured to the weapon and said, "Well, I have. It's not friendly to newcomers, so I'll try to help you."
Mim stared at him for a moment, trying to process what he said. After a few seconds of silence, McArthy gestured to it again and said, "Help."
This time, she instantly nodded her head, then raised a shell to him. He watched her wander the shell around the gun's frame, unable to find where to insert it. After another failed attempt, she looked back up at him and quizzically squawked with a tilt of her head.
The ODST held out his hands for her to hand the weapon over, which she carefully obliged. McArthy looked the weapon over for a moment, pulling the pump back to make sure it wasn't loaded. Once he knew it was clear, he gestured for her to follow him.
He led her outside of the cave, then held out a hand and asked, "You got ammo?"
He watched as she stroked the underside of her beak for a moment, then lit up and reached behind her. She pulled a small pouch from her back waist and dropped it into his hand. He poked it open to see it was full of ammo for the weapon. He took one, then shifted the gun so Mim had a good view.
He raised the shell and said, "This thing gets loaded on this top part. Make sure the shell is facing this direction."
He slowly moved the shell over the top piece of the shotgun, then loaded it in. He made sure she was watching, then pulled more out and said, "It only fits six at a time, remember, six."
He watched her trying to pronounce the word, then held out both her hands and looked at her six fingers. After a moment, she held them out and said, "Six."
With a soft chuckle, McArthy nodded and said, "Six, yes. So, you try to load the rest."
He held the shotgun out, Mim carefully taking it from his grasp. He placed the five shells he took out into her free hand, then gestured to the weapon. After a moment of looking, he watched her slowly copy his movements, sliding the ammo into the shotgun as he did. Once they were all in, she pointed the weapon up in a flash and pulled the trigger.
The swift movement of the weapon made the accident experienced ODST jump back a step, then he watched as she yanked the trigger, only for nothing to happen. After a few more pulls of it, she let out a sad drone and turned to him. McArthy couldn't help but chuckle, making Mim tilt her head curiously.
McArthy moved towards her, naturally moving his hand over Mim's where the pump was, then said, "You have to pump this every time you want to shoot. Like this."
He froze for a moment, remembering what happened last time he tried to touch her. He turned from the weapon to look at Mim, who was only half looking at the weapon, seeming more intent on staring at the ground away from him. At least she wasn't biting him this time. Now confident she wouldn't attack him, he made sure she had a solid grip on the weapon and got it pointing in a safe direction, he gripped her hand and made her pump the shotgun. Once it was pumped, the sound was enough to perk her attention up to him and the weapon.
He took a step back, prompting her to turn to him. He gestured to the gun and said, "Now you can shoot. I trust you-"
His sentence was cut off as she whipped the shotgun barrel up again and pulled the trigger. The second the blast went off, her entire body stumbled backwards with a shriek, Mim quickly losing her footing and falling on her back. The shotgun landed flat on her chest as she landed with a loud crash.
McArthy skipped away from where the barrel of the gun was pointing, then looked down at Mim. After a moment of no movement, her head poked upward and looked at him, dazed. After that, the ODST couldn't help but break out in laughter, bending over as he held his knees. It was as he laughed as heard an amused chuckle come from Mim, then looked up to see her slowly rising up.
McArthy quickly calmed himself, still snickering as he moved towards Mim. She awkwardly held the shotgun up, looking to him for some direction. He held up a fake shotgun of his own, pumping it, then nodded towards her weapon. Mim nodded, then carefully pulled the pump back on her, a spent shell flying out of the top. Mim almost dropped the gun as she tried to dodge the shell.
The ODST quickly rushed forward, planting his hands on the weapon so it couldn't discharge in an unwanted direction, then said, "No, no, that's normal. That's good."
Mim turned to look at his helmet, then turned to the spent shell sitting on the round and asked, "Normal?"
McArthy nodded his head and said "Yeah, that's supposed to happen. Now, you're ready to fire."
After a moment, Mim nodded, then lifted the weapon once again. She didn't fire this time, simply holding it up in her arms. McArthy quickly grabbed her attention with a wave of his hands, then said, "No, you're holding it wrong. Like that you'll get dropped on your ass again."
He watched her head turn to him at a tilt, then he sighed and held his hands out. After a few seconds, she let out a small huff and placed the weapon in his grasp. He pointed to it, then properly pressed the stock into his shoulder and said, "You gotta get this here, then footing is important too…"
He gestured down to his legs as he spread them into a proper stance, then aimed the shotgun forwards. He pulled the trigger, feeling the stock dig into his shoulder. He let out a loud grunt of pain as he shot, instantly remembering his wound. He paused for a moment, almost chuckling to himself. He had gotten way too sucked up into this teacher role. Still, he needed to show here the proper techniques, so he fought through the pain. In an almost robotic movement he pulled the pump back and fired another shot. In discomfort, he looked into the tree he fired at, observing it's shredded bark, then turned back to Mim.
She was gazing at him, then he held the weapon out and said, "You're turn."
The bird's hands carefully grasped the weapon, then she attempted to copy his positioning. McArthy watched as her head moved to look down the iron sights and her feet shifted into the same position his was, then she held the gun up. She pushed the stock in her shoulder, then pumped it. After a few seconds of standing in that position, she pulled the trigger, the sound of the blast filling their ears. The barrel flew upwards from the recoil, something she didn't seem too used to dealing with.
Once the barrel was back looking forward, she pumped it again and waited a second to pull the trigger. McArthy was impressed, she was quick to learn the position, and it was obvious she was more than strong enough to deal with the kickback now that she was using the gun properly. As she shot again, the ODST had to admit she was doing better than most marines he'd see using it in a shooting range. Or in combat, unfortunately.
After Mim fired the final shot, she dispensed the last shell and pulled the trigger again, this time nothing happening. She pulled it again, then lowered the gun and turned to the pouch McArthy was holding. Her eyes quickly went from the pouch to his visor.
McArthy put his hands on his hips with a small smile, then asked, "So, you like it?"
It took a moment for her to understand what he said, but she quickly nodded her head. She pumped the empty shotgun again, then held it to her side and moved towards him. McArthy held the pouch out and said, "You know, I don't know if I should be happy with how well you got used to human weapons, or sad with how badly we get used to yours."
He watched as she moved the shotgun behind her back, then it magnetically clipped onto it. He let out a curious huff as he dropped the pouch into her grasp. It was weird to see a skirmisher come to like a shotgun, given them usually being sharpshooters. Though, this skirmisher was far from like the other's he's seen. This one saved his life.
Mim dragged her claws through the inside of the pouch , seemingly counting what was in it, then McArthy said, "I wouldn't try and use that thing in combat just yet. Some more practice will do you well."
She turned to him as she placed the pouch on her waist, then tried to process what he said. After a few seconds of thinking, she scratched her chin and slowly said, "Prac...tice…"
He nodded and said, "Testing. More will be good."
Her head nodded enthusiastically as she began walking into the cave. McArthy could guess she wasn't interested in practicing further given how many shells were in that pouch. As she walked into the cave, the ODST turned his head to look out at the forest. The shotgun was loud, but he highly doubted anything out here heard it. The distance between here and the Covenant base was too far for him to worry about it.
McArthy turned back to walk into the cave, only to see Mim was facing outwards, sniffing the air. The sight made the hair on his neck stand on edge. He knew her kind had a great sense of smell, so the fact that she was catching a whiff of something unusual didn't look good. After a few sniffs, Mim walked out the cave and past McArthy, walking over to the tree they shot up.
He watched as she crouched down and observed the puddle of blood sitting at the bottom, sniffing the air above it. After a bit, she shot up and stared out into the forest, her golden eyes cutting through the foliage like lasers.
McArthy naturally reached down for his pistol, only to find it missing from where it was usually holstered. Mim chirped, then quickly paced into the cave, tapping McArthy's shoulder to follow. He gladly turned and followed her into the cave, moving to where he dropped his pistol. He picked it up and looked it over, then heard the sound of metal movement. He turned to see Mim opening one of their stolen cases up, pulling a beam rifle from inside.
She held the weapon in her hands, then gestured at the bend with her fingers. McArthy nodded, knowing what she wanted. She knew something was going to happen, and the blood was an important reason as to why. The ODST felt stupid for a moment, he had completely forgotten about what bleeding something out could entail. A jackal could probably pick that up from a good distance away, and even if a little blood shouldn't mean much to a soldier patrolling a forest, McArthy wouldn't put it behind a jackal to check it out of curiosity.
He grabbed the armor he had sitting on the ground and quickly began strapping it on, watching Mim take aim out of the cave from the bend. Once his armor was on, he held his silenced pistol close to his body and leaned against the cave bend next to Mim. She stared outward silently, seemingly waiting for something to show up.
McArthy was expecting a wait, but he didn't expect it to be so long. At this point, they had been waiting there for over an hour, and nothing was yet to happen. The ODST had grown tired of his tactical crouch, and was now sitting against the cave wall, holding his pistol over his knee. He would turn his head every now and again to look at Mim, who somehow kept herself perfectly still, staring out of the cave. The only giveaways that she was still alive was the sight of her hot breath leaving, and the slight shivering of her body.
With nothing yet to happen, he was about to ask Mim a question, but was stopped cold as the sound of alien shrieking came from outside. Shooting up, McArthy gripped his pistol and moved behind Mim, peeking over her shoulder. What he saw was a jackal with his snout almost buried in the bloody puddle. From what he could see, there were three other jackal's behind the first one, all scanning the forest, each one equipped with a carbine.
The jackal sniffing the snow immediately shot it's head up, staring into the cave. Before it could make a noise, the sound of Mim's beam rifle cracked and a long beam tore through the jackal's skull. McArthy jumped past Mim, raising his pistol, then fired at the jackals. He caught two of them in the head, dropping them, but the last one yelped and stumbled through the trees, avoiding his shots. The crack of the beam rifle went off once again, but he could see the shot only skim the jackals head.
McArthy was about to run after the jackal, but he only heard the sound of Mim throw the beam rifle down, then watched her shoot off into the forest. McArthy slowly jogged out of the cave, watching her red armored form disappear in the direction of the jackal. It only took a few more seconds until he heard a distant blast.
The ODST couldn't help but grin at the thought of her using a shotgun to kill the jackal. Though, any positive nature he had disappeared as he watched Mim return with a sour look in her eyes.
She paced past McArthy, dropping something between them with a growl. The worried ODST looked down, only to see a familiar Covenant com link sitting between their feet, static coughing out of it. He froze as he stared at the device, the jackal was able to call for help, and now their cave was compromised.
McArthy spun around to see Mim walk into the cave, then hurriedly jogged into the cave after her. As he rounded the corner, he saw Mim placing the beam rifle she used back into the crate. She grabbed the two crates they had left, then turned to him and nodded her head at the lamp. McArthy nodded his head, then jogged past her. He swiped his SMG off the ground and placed it on his left thigh, then looked around until he saw the book and pen sitting on the ground. He quickly grabbed them and shoved them into his back sack, then picked the lamp off the ground and cradled it in his arms.
When he turned back around, Mim was standing around the bend, waiting for him. She seemed on edge, obviously wanting to get as far from here as possible. Given the situation, McArthy had to agree.
The two left the cave in a swift pace, Mim quickly taking up the front and leading McArthy away. It wasn't long until their brisk pace slowed down to a walk. After walking through the cold forest, Mim came to a halt next to a tree and slowly moved her head left to right, looking through the forest.
McArthy carefully set the lamp in his arms on the dirt ground, then leaned against a tree and took deep breaths. He had no idea where they were going, or where they would go. The only safe place he's been to is now going to be swarmed by Covenant, all except for…
His thought was interrupted as Mim paced backwards and grabbed his shoulder, pulling him down behind some bushes. He dragged the lamp with them, then peeked around the bushes side to see what spooked Mim. The reason was clear as he watched two white armored elites carrying plasma rifles come strolling through the forest, glancing around every so often. Following behind them was a golden armored skirmisher, one with a scarred and aged face. McArthy pulled his head back behind the bush and held in his breath, his grip on the lamp tightening.
The two ultras didn't stop and walked out of sight, but the skirmisher paused for a moment and looked around the forest. The sound of their sniffing was loud in the silence of the forest, and McArthy moved one of his hands down to his pistol, feeling they would be found. However, the skirmisher was stopped in their tracks as one of the elites called out to them, prompting the golden bird to let out a small squawk and jog away, disappearing from sight.
Mim and McArthy both sat next to each other, waiting a while longer behind that bush. They waited until they were both sure the group had moved on, then Mim pointed off in a direction and said, "Safe."
McArthy looked off to where she pointed, seeing more forest, then back at her and asked, "You have a plan?"
He watched her head slowly nod, then she rose to her feet and began walking off. With a grunt, McArthy stood up with the lamp and followed behind her. If McArthy was getting better at reading her emotions, she wasn't pleased one bit, and he couldn't blame her. What has probably been her home for quite some time was now gone, and McArthy couldn't help but blame himself.
She would still have some kind of home if she hadn't helped him, he wouldn't be surprised if she just up and left him. She's certainly done more than help him these past few days, and now all that selflessness came back and bit her in the ass.
McArthy became swamped in these thoughts as the two trekked through the forest, not even paying attention to where they were. He was trapped in his own minds until the sound of a splash and the feeling of wetness broke him free. His head shot up to see Mim walking up a small slope, then looked down to see his foot in water. With a step back, he turned and saw a stream with bodies lying around.
He knew this place too well, then looked back up at Mim. She had paused and was looking at him as he processed where they were. After a moment of staring at the corpses around him, McArthy nodded his head and hopped over the stream, following Mim.
As the two silently walked up towards the abandoned base, McArthy thought over whether it was safe. Given his past experience with it, he wouldn't have given it a chance himself, but Mim obviously thought otherwise, and he had grown to trust her. He just hoped no more Covenant would prowl around the area.
The courtyard through the gate was as silent as ghostly as ever, the same corpses as before still lying about. McArthy couldn't help but gaze at the bodies as he walked across the yard. After some staring, he heard the sound of metal creaking and turned around. Mim was gripping onto the door to the building, trying to pry it open, to no avail. McArthy put the lamp down with a sigh, then reached into his waist and pulled out the keycard to the door. He was glad he held onto it, despite his assumptions of never returning here.
He walked over to the door, then gave Mim a light tap. She turned around and looked at the card in his hand, then took a step to the side. He stepped towards the panel next to the door, noticing Mim's eyes locked onto him, then gave the panel a small knock. The faintest glow appeared from the panel, then he placed the card against it. After a moment, the sound of hissing came, and the door began very slowly sliding open.
Once it opened with a creak, Mim slipped in and walked over to the counters and consoles. McArthy walked in to watch Mim swat a pair of computers off the counter, then she dropped the crates down onto it and lowered herself to sit, leaning her head against the counter. The computers crashed into the ground and skidded across the floor, shattering.
McArthy carefully placed the lamp on the ground as the door slid shut behind him, then sighed as he looked at her. He felt guilty, he couldn't leave her like this, at least without saying something.
After some thinking, he slowly approached her side and crouched next to her. Her eyes were shut as her head was angled upwards against the counter, her body slightly shivering. He reached his hand out towards her shoulder, only to see her eyes open and stare at him. He froze for a moment, his hand floating in the air, but Mim didn't make a movement nor sound.
Feeling he had to, McArthy moved his hand forward and laid it on her shoulder. Her head shifted to look directly at him, eyeing the hand on her shoulder. After a sigh, McArthy lightly squeezed her shoulder and said, "Sorry."
They stared at each other silently for some time, then Mim bobbed her head with a short coo. McArthy moved his hand off her shoulder and watched as she tightly grabbed both of her arms, obviously cold. It was cold for McArthy too, but he wasn't shivering himself. Maybe her feathers and tight suit didn't help her with the cold as much as he thought they would.
He moved from her side to the lamp, then turned it on and slid it towards her. Mim looked down to the lamp, then to him as McArthy lowered himself against the wall to sit. Her hands slowly grabbed the lamp's edges, then she pulled it close to herself.
The ODST grabbed his helmet and slid it off his head, dropping it to the ground beside him. He leaned his head against the wall as he rubbed his eyes, feeling exhausted. His hands lowered from his eyes to the stubble on his cheeks to see Mim eyeing him, though her gaze quickly averted from him.
He didn't question for a second why she would be looking at him, he was as alien to her as she was to him. This was probably the closest she's been to a human in her whole life.
McArthy turned his gaze to the frosty window on the wall, watching as darkness slowly began to settle. With a huff, McArthy moved his hands onto his body and began unstrapping his armor, gaining Mim's attention once again. He carefully placed the armor next to him, wearing only his heavy fatigues over himself. He lowered his back onto the cold floor, feeling a shiver run up his spine.
He let out a long sigh, then said, "I'm gonna get some shut eye. Don't kill me in my sleep, eh?"
With a small grin he moved his head to look at Mim, doubting she even understood his comment. At this point, the only bright light was the lamp held tightly against her body, but her golden eyes glowed through any darkness. Her body shifted forward as she pushed the lamp away from her body, then softly chirped at him.
She was driving him to do something, slightly confusing McArthy. He rolled onto his stomach and rose up, watching as she laid down onto the ground, still looking at him. He could read a softness to them, and she wasn't exactly moving in a confident manner. She almost seemed… embarrassed. At least that's the best word McArthy had for it.
He was still lost on what she wanted, but it clicked the moment she removed the armor from her chest and slid it aside. Her shivering made it extra obvious, though the idea still made McArthy nervous. He slid towards her a bit, then rolled onto his side. He heard the sound of shuffling as his cheeks reddened, then felt Mim's back press against his.
Mim slid the lamp close overhead of the two as they laid against each other, still as tense as ever. It was only to get colder the later it got, so he knew they needed to do this, but that fact didn't help the awkwardness go away. Despite their tense beginnings, the last two nights were surprisingly… peaceful. While he still had to sleep on a hard surface, the feeling of someone else against him helped give him a strange feeling of security, a feeling he was more than happy to have during these trying times.


   
 
Renovations

 Disclaimer, scene of abuse coming up. It's short, but if it's not your cup of  coffee , don't read it.
McArthy ran down a hallway, almost tripping up on the smooth tile underneath. His hand reached up and grabbed onto a door knob, then pushed the door open and ran into the room. He slammed the door shut behind him, quickly locking it. He stood in front of the door, his hands still latched to the knob, his body shaking. He turned around, leaning his back against the door, then lowered himself to the ground. He grabbed his knees and tucked them into his chest, laying his face against them as tears began running down his cheeks.
Not a second later, the sound of a sharp crack came from the hall, followed by stomping feet. Then, a violent voice yelled, "Where are you, shithead! What did I fucking say about failing!"
The yell was followed by another violent crack resonating from the belt in his hands. His loud footfalls slowly approached the door, then a woman walked in and said, "Jacob! He's your son!"
The crack came again, then he yelled, "And the dumbass failed his class again!"
Suddenly, the door knob on the door violently wiggled, shaking the door McArthy rested on. His body shook violently with more tears running down his face as his father began slamming on the door yelling, "Open up or I'll beat your ass!"
The woman ran forward, pushing against him, urging his father away from the door, saying, "Don't! Jesus Christ, Jacob, he's your son!"
Jacob grabbed his wife by the shoulders and slammed her into the wall, making her yell out in pain. He was almost frothing from his mouth, then he tightened his grip on her and said, "Maybe he gets his dumbass genes from you, bitch, because he definitely didn't get them from me!"
"Please, Jacob, it was just-" she was cut off as Jacob slapped her across the face, eliciting another yell of pain from her.
McArthy flinched as he heard the slap, shaking more and more. The slapping continued, slowly growing into punches as his mother yelled, "Jacob! Jacob, please!"
McArthy could hear every strike, each one making him wince. His mother called out with his father's name after every strike, begging and pleading. McArthy wanted to help, to do something, but he was frozen in fear and could only think of staying quiet enough to avoid any sort of retaliation himself.


McArthy woke in a cold sweat, staring forward into the control room. He blinked a few times, trying to readjust himself, then felt the strange feeling of being watched.
He spun his head around in a flash, only to see Mim's hand right in front of his face. She jumped backwards with a squawk of surprise, suddenly slipping on her own armor and falling onto the floor. McArthy watched as she writhed for a moment on her back, then she let out a sigh and simply let herself go limp.
He couldn't help but chuckle from the display, slowly getting up and said, "Mim, I'm sorry, I didn't know-"
He couldn't finish his sentence before he began chuckling again. Mim rose up and sat on the ground, huffing with amusement of her own. Though, she was eyeing him very closely, with a relieved look in her eyes.
It was easy to read, even for McArthy, and he titled his head and asked, "Hey, was something wrong?"
Mim stared at him silently, running her fingers through her feathers, a warbling sound coming from her throat, then she slowly said, "W...wrong?"
McArthy folded his legs into a more comfortable sitting position, then nodded and said, "Yeah, what was wrong? You were trying to touch me."
He watched her head slowly begin to nod, then she placed a claw under her eye, slowly dragging it downwards, then said, "Tears, shaking."
McArthy's face went red with embarrassment and he turned his head to avoid eye contact. He nervously tapped the floor, then said, "Yeah, that, that was just a… just a bad dream."
Mim tilted her head, then let out a short croon and asked, "D... dream?"
No way in Hell was he going to tell her what he saw, or more accurately, what he re-lived. He looked down at the ground and nervously said, 'Yeah, just a… real bad dream. B- but it wasn't real! Nothing to worry about, I'm fine."
The bird's head tilted again, her doubtful eyes staring daggers into McArthy's soul. After staring at her eyes for a few seconds, he waved them off with a sigh and stood up. As he stood up, his body let out a shiver to the cold in the room. McArthy began stretching his limbs, grunting in pain and avoiding stressing his shoulder wound.
After some stretching, the ODST took note of the cold, then turned to Mim. His own body was shaking a bit, and from what he saw last night, Mim wasn't handling the cold well herself. And she wasn't now either, a visible shake running through her.
He turned his head towards the lamp, seeing it glowing softly a little bit away. He grabbed the lamp, then pushed it next to Mim, gesturing to it with his head. Surprisingly, she squawked in disagreement, pushing it back towards him.
She wrapped her hands around her arms and said, "I am fine."
McArthy hung his head with a sigh, then shook it and pushed the lamp back next to her. He squatted next to her and said, "I'm not that cold, you use it. It's your lamp anyways."
Mim's hand hovered over the lamp, then she grabbed it and pulled it to her chest with a grumble. She turned the heat of the lamp up, then planted her chin on top and looked at McArthy, finding his eyes. McArthy stared back for a moment, his cheeks suddenly heating up, then he turned to the rest of the room with a sigh.
His eyes gazed around the room until they found what he was looking for. Sitting on the ground along the wall was a vent, a heating vent. McArthy remembered the first time he came here, he had a short surge of hope at the idea of getting the place back up and running, in some capacity. Now though…
His gaze turned from the vent to the bird cuddling with the lamp, her eyes still trained on him. As McArthy thought about it, that hope slowly began returning. Mim was smart, that lamp definitely seemed put together, and the amount of ease she had with dismantling weapons and using their power cells gave off the idea she's worked with tech a lot in her life.
McArthy slowly approached her, Mim's head turning to fully face him, then he asked, "Hey, would you be up for an idea?"
Her head tilted a little as he let out a short croon, "I...dea?"
With a nod of his head, he pointed at her armor and said, "Let's go outside for a bit. I wanna see if we can even fix this place."
Mim turned towards the armor, then back to her human companion and asked, "Fix?"
McArthy nodded his head again as he grabbed his armor and said, "Yup. Maybe we can fix this place. It's worth a look at least."
He began strapping on his armor as he waited for her to figure out what he said, then she jumped up with a squawk and grabbed her own armor. Once he finished strapping his on, he slipped his helmet over his head and noticed Mim was already waiting at the door, the lamp in her arms.
With a swift brush of his hand, he made sure his pistol was on his then, then made his way over to the door. He pressed the button, watching it slowly and loudly creak open. The two moved outside, McArthy quickly making his way to the base's end. Mim was following closely behind him as he moved around the base. Once they reached the backend, there was an obvious rectangular bulge on the back wall. It had to be some kind of generator.
The rectangular bulge was slightly frosted over, but the frost quickly began melting as Mim neared it with her lamp. McArthy ran his hand along the moist metal, trying to find a point to pry open. After some searching, his fingers found a hatch, and he grabbed onto it and began pulling. Unfortunately, the panel wouldn't budge, making McArthy grab onto it with both hands and pull with as much strength as he could muster. Suddenly, he lost his grip on the moist metal and flew backwards, crashing into the ground. As he struck the ground, he heard an amused cackle coming from Mim. McArthy blew out some air, then rolled his shoulder in stiff pain as he rose to is feet.
He gave the panel another light pry, then put his hands on his hips and asked, "How are we gonna-"
He was interrupted by the sound of an energy sword igniting, then spun around, reaching for his pistol. Before he could grab it, he caught sight of the sound's source, seeing Mim gripping the energy sword she had been carrying around with both her hands. With a sigh of relief, he moved his hand away from his pistol and watched her approach the panel.
McArthy carefully put his hand between the blade and the box and said, "Hey, how about I do it? We don't wanna-"
Once again, he was caught off as Mim cawed and raised the sword, making him jump away with a yelp. In a swift swing, she brought the sword down on the panel, cutting the metal covering clean off. McArthy stayed still for a moment, hand over his face as he looked at Mim standing with the blade still pointed downward. After a second, she deactivated the weapon, then turned to him excitedly and tilted her head, "Good?"
McArthy lowered his hand as he calmed himself down, then he doubtfully walked towards the box, expecting some it's more important components to be damaged. To his surprise, she had missed anything important and cut the panel clean off. He let out a deep sigh of relief, wiping the brow of his helmet, then nodded his head to her.
Her eyes lit up at the acknowledgement, then he turned back to the inside of the box. He switched on the flashlight on his helmet and looked into the box, seeing all the components before him.
His flashlight stayed trained on the inside as he gestured to Mim, then pointed inside and asked, "So, can you make any of this out?"
Mim clipped the energy sword to her waist, then softly crooned as she stepped forward and gazed into the lit up electronics. To his surprise, he watched her reach her arm in and fiddle around with something. After a few seconds, he heard a click, then watched her retract her hand with a piece of tech.
With a disgruntled smack of her beak, she tossed the device behind her and, "Can fix. Need resources."
He kept his flashlight trained inside as he inspected the inside again, then he asked, "Where are we gonna get compatible tech? The only other bases I know of are Covie."
MIm's clawed hands seemed to carefully fiddle with some more internal pieces, then she shook her head and slowly said, "Can… mix. Know a place."
Surprised, McArthy perked his head up and asked, "Oh, you know a place?"
For an odd reason, there was a slight wince on her face as he asked, then she slowly nodded her head and looked at him. She pointed upwards and asked, "You fall? Right?"
McArthy wasn't sure what she was talking about, but he nodded his head with his best guss and said, "Yeah, that's how I got stuck here, falling from my ship. Why?"


McArthy lowered the sniper scope from his eyes as he stood atop a hill. Now he knew exactly why she asked, and his stomach was turning on a whole other level. He felt her hand hesitantly but firmly grip his shoulder, giving it a small rub as she passed. She turned her head to face him and nodded it forward, prodding him to follow.
His legs felt like jelly as he trudged down the hill behind her, approaching the deathly sight before them. Not far ahead was a massive crashsite, the crashsite of his frigate, the one he almost died in. Along with all the bodies of his old friends.
It only took a few minutes before they entered the crash site. Though there were probably hundreds of pieces of scrap littered around the landscape, the ship itself seemed to have stayed in two more solid pieces, a massive gap of scrap between them. Mim seemed intent on scavenging the two pieces still held together, but McArthy feared he'd see certain things he wouldn't want to inside.
The pair carefully weaved around the debris, the glaring signs of a long passed inferno still present. McArthy had to watch his feet as he almost tripped over a couple pieces, and the last thing he wanted to do was fall into some kind of spiked scrap.
They neared one of the hulking pieces of the frigate when McArthy felt his foot smack into something, sending it flying forwards. His eyes darted down, the sound was similar to that of kicking a bucket. But as he locked onto th eobject he kicked, it was no bucket.
His body froze in place as he stared at the object. It was a scarred ODST helmet, the visor completely shattered and it's paint scorched. Despite the damage, there was still semblance of what it was before. A faint red stripe was still visible going across the top to bak of the helmet, then tracing the brim and visor all the way around.
McArthy slowly approached the helmet, basically falling to his knees as he grasped it, slowly lifting it and turning it to it's side. He didn't even need to see the nameplate to know who's helmet it was. It was Belle's, and the scorched but still visible nameplate cemented that fact.
His head turned to the rest of the debris around them. Was her armored body still around here? No wonder he didn't see her with Kenzie, she was somewhere else on the ship. Not like it mattered, she was dead with the rest of the crew.
Carefully, McArthy lowered the helmet and pressed it into the scorched ground, pushing it firmly into the soft dirt. He would come back for it, no doubt. But the sight made him stay knelt before the helm, feeling something stir in his stomach, almost like he was about to vomit.
His body tensed as he felt a hand rest on his shoulder, but he quickly relaxed without having to look. From the corner of his eye he watched Mim crouch next to him, eyeing the helmet. After a moment, she softly crooned, "Family."
McArthy nodded his head, lost for words at the moment. After a moment, Mim rose again, giving his shoulder a pat and pointing at the ship before them. With a long sigh, he rose next to her, once again scanning the wreckage around them,hoping for a glimpse of her corpse. Seeing Belle's body wasn't exactly something he wanted, but he needed to. She had dog tags, so did the rest of his team, at least if they survived the inferno.
There was a pause between the two as they stood right outside the torn apart opening in the ship. McArthy's gaze was stuck to it's hull, his mind filled with fear of what was to be found inside. Despite his helmet, Mim seemed to read his emotions quite easily.
She turned her body to him and softly said, "You stay."
She took a step towards the ship, then McArthy stuck his arm out and said, "No… no. I'm going in. I can't hide from these fears."
He turned to see a hint of concern wash over her face, but she nodded her head and began walking forward, albeit at a slow pace. The two slowly climbed into the ship, the empty and dark halls raising the hair on McArthy's neck.
At first he was expecting Mim to ask him for some kind of directions, but instead she simply walked forward, heading down the halls of the ship with confidence. McArthy watched her walk with surprise, then hurried to her side and followed her through the dark halls.
His flashlight lit up the halls, and he recognized the hall they were in, knowing exactly where they were heading. At the moment Mim was leading him past the mess hall, heading for some kind of control room. McArhty held his pistol up, his flashlight on his head activated as they walked through the ship.
Soon they reached a doorway, the door ripped out and lying across the ground. Mim stepped over the door and entered the room, McArthy spinning around to chekc their rear before continuing inside with her. The room they entered had long tables covered in electronics, but something was off. The ship may have been destroyed, but most of the internal systems should've been physically intact. But here, panel's had already been ripped out of certain areas, parts missing.
He watched as Mim strode into the dark part of the room, crouching next to an untouched table and began feeling it's side with her fingers. She obviously didn't need his light to see in the dark, which gave McArthy the chance to investigate the already open panels. The panels were all sitting on the ground near their openings, some with all the parts still intact, others taken out and improperly shoved back in, and then others were gone altogether.
The sound of metal clattering ripped his attention back to Mim, shining a light on her position. She had pried the panel off and was fishing her hand around the inside. A short time later, she pulled her hand back, an assortment of tech in her hand, none of it recognizable to McArthy.
But, with what he's seen from the rest of the room, along with her ease and familiarity of the ship, an idea popped in his head. McArthy walked towards her, then asked, "Hey, have you been here before?"
Mim pondered his words for a moment, figuring out exactly what he said, then nodded her head. She gestured to the openings he had just observed, then said, "Tried… create…."
Her beak moved open and closed, obviously looking for the right words, but she solty squawked with disappointment after a few seconds, then simply continued working. McArthy only huffed as he watched her. That was one question answered, but what she used those parts for, he was yet to find out.
McArthy would ask Mim many questions if she could answer properly, but as of now, she still couldn't hold a proper conversation in English. Despite his endless list of questions about her, he had to hold his tongue until his lessons with Mim made a bigger impact.
It was only a few minutes later when Mim chirped with light enthusiasm, then rose up with multiple parts cradled in her arms. McArthy turned to look at them, then asked, "Is that everything we'll need?"
Mim shook her head, then strode out of the room and said, "Only start."
McArthy slumped a little as he heard that, then carefully followed her out of the room. As they walked back the way they came, the ship groaned and creaked for a solid few seconds, freezing the two in place. They could hear the sounds of distant crashing, like parts had just fallen off the broken hull.
It was quiet after that, but as McArthy began moving forward again, he paused to see Mim was frozen in place. Her body was shivering, a little more than usual, and her head was staring forward at nothing. McArthy glanced down the hall multiple times, making sure the hallway was clear, then gently placed his hand on her shoulder. She didn't react to his touch at all, prompting him to add a gentle shake.
With his shake, he stepped partially in front of her and asked, "Hey, you alright?"
He watched as Mim's still eyes blinked once, then again, and finally she shook her head and turned to him. Despite her usual upfront nature, McArthy caught a glimpse of embarrassment in her eyes, as if he caught her in some kind of act.
Mim slowly began her trek forward again, then McArthy stayed next to her and asked, "What was that?"
Mim's beak chattered as she shook her head, then she let out a small whine and said, "Hate… ships."
That was all McArthy needed to understand. He could relate to the feeling himself. The idea of being in a massive can floating through a deathly vacuum didn't rest easy on his shoulder's, and being inside one only for it to suddenly shutter like it did would be terrifying. It must've brought back some kind of old memory for her, or maybe an old fear.
With a gentle smile under his helmet, he gave her shoulder a light pat and said, "Hey, I don't like ships either. Just keep your head forward, don't think about it."
Her head was angled slightly downward, and he doubted she understood everything he just said. But, she definitely understood the tone, then she softly crooned as her eyes floated up to look at him. McArthy could feel a tinge of heat swell in his cheeks, making him avert his gaze back forward to where they were walking.
Soon, the shine of sunlight glowed at the end of the hall, the outside slowly returning to sight. But McArthy wasn't done with this ship, not yet. He watched as Mim carefully jumped out of the hall, the parts still gathered in her arms. She gave her head a light shake to the cold, her feathers quivering for a moment, then she turned to McArthy. He hadn't left the ship yet, his head turned and looking down another hall. Mim tilted her head, then let out a questioning squawk.
McArhty glanced at her, then waved his hand and said, "I have something I need to do. You stay here, just a minute."
He waited as Mim tried to figure out what he said, then she nodded. McArthy returned the nod, then turned into another dark hallway, lit it with his flashlight, then began to walk.
His pistol was pointed at the ground, held with both hands as he roamed the halls. If his memory served him right, he was nearing the drop pods, where he hoped the bodies of his team were.
As he walked, he would come upon the occasional human body limp against the wall. Most appeared untouched since the crash, but as he neared the drop pods, his eyes came upon a ghastly sight. Leaning against the wall, next to the drop pod room's entrance, was an officer's corpse. It was torn apart, his arm's missing and his stomach ripped open. They looked gnawed on, like something's been eating him.
His observation was cut off when a sound from inside the room caught his attention. He lifted his pistol up as he heard it, turning his attention to the room. He put his back next to the entrance, lifting his pistol up, building himself up for an encounter. After a second, he heard another sound, some kind of shifting, then spun around and pointed his gun forward. A bright light lit the room up and revealed an ODST body lying on the middle table, with a jackal crouching over the body, gnawing on their neck.
The jackal shrieked as the sudden light shined in its eyes, before it recovered and turned toward McArthy with a cry. McArthy quickly opened fire, two suppressed shots striking the jackal's shoulders, staggering them, before one raced right through it's head. The jackal fell backwards off the table, then he heard the sound of more rustling coming from deeper within.
He pointed his pistol into the corner of the room, freezing up as he saw a dog pile of jackals all stirring from sleep. With a shake of his head, he began firing into the pile with his pistol, quickly killing the first few on top. Once the jackals realized what was going on, they all bound to life and jumped at McArthy. He fired his last shot, killing one before it could leap on him, quickly holstering his pistol as three more rounded the table.
McArthy unsheathed his knife as one leaped at him, making him dodge backwards and watch it ram itself into the wall. Another one lunged for him, but he sidestepped it and slashed at its flying body with his knife, cutting it across the throat as it flew out of the room.
The last one caught him after his slash and grabbed both his arms, trying to bite at his helmet as he pushed back. McArthy lifted his leg and kicked the jackal off him, then tackled it into the table. The jackal squawked with pain as it's back crashed into the table, then McArthy raised his knife and brought it down on the jackal's throat, blood squirting out of the wound.
He stepped away from the gurgling jackal, then heard a raspy snarl from behind him. He spun around to see the jackal that had run into the wall getting ready to leap at him. McArthy lunged at it with his blade, but the jackal swatted the blade from his hand and rammed its body into his. The two struggled with each other before the jackal opened its beak and bit down on his injured shoulder.
With a loud grunt of pain and anger, McArthy threw fist into their stomach, making itlet go of his shoulder and let out a squawk of pain. Before the jackal could retaliate, McArthy spun around the jackal, getting a firm grip on their head. The jackal tried to reach around with it's claws, trying to dig into McArthy, but they couldn't reach him before he snapped it's neck. The jackal went limp in his arms, leaving him to throw the body to the side with a deep breath.
Out of breath, McArthy leaned against the table, gazing at the new bodies across the room. The jackals barely had any garb on- no weapons, only one of them had armor on, and even then it wasn't a full set. They reminded him of the jackals that had chased him and Mim a few days ago.
Once he had caught his breath, he turned to the ODST body lying on the table. Their neck was ripped open and blood was still spilling from the wound. As his light spilled over their helmet, McArthy's breath caught in his throat and his muscles stiffened. The helmet had a painted pattern identical to Belle's, but it was purple instead.
It was his sergeant, Kenzie.
McArthy slowly raised his hand and brushed the side of the helmet, gently pushing the head to the side to see the nameplate on it. He brushed his thumb over Kenzie's name, then let out a shaky sigh as his body shook. He lowered his hand to her open neck, then further down until he felt the metal chain at the bottom. With a hard tug, he pulled the chain off her neck and lifted her dog tags up. With a sigh, he patted her purple painted shoulder pad and put the tags away in his armor.
With a sigh, he softly said, "I'm… sorry, Kenzie."
His eyes stayed locked to her helmet, as if he was hoping she would say something back. After a few seconds of silence, he let out a long breath and hung his head. His gaze slowly turned from the ground to the room's corner. The same corner he had watched Mark's body fly into.
As his light lit it up, it showed no body, but as his gaze turned, he saw it. The green armor had the same paint scheme as the rest of his team's, so he knew it was Mark. He crouched next to the body, feeling his eyes begin to grow moist. With a sniff, he held them back and ran his hand around Mark's neck. He felt the dog tags, then pulled them off and held them in front of his eyes. He rubbed the tags as he stared at the name, then put them away and stood up.
McArthy moved to his knife, swiping it off from the ground and looking at it's bloody blade. He wiped it off on his sleeve, then sheathed it and left the room. His eyes felt like they were burning as he left, making him remove his helmet and rub them, brushing away the tears.
He put his helmet back on as he neared the sunlight and turned his flashlight off as he stepped outside. Mim was waiting outside, sitting on a pile of scrap as she carefully observed each part in her arms. Her head whipped around to him as he neared her, then she approached him.
Something made her eyes light up, then he watched her shift the parts into one of her arms and outstretch her other hand to grab his shoulder. McArthy winced as she grabbed his injured shoulder, her fingers carefully tracing the bite mark on his clothing. Luckily, the jackal didn't penetrate his skin, but the clothing there was now slightly torn.
She stared at the wound, then her head turned to the new blood splattered across his chestplate. She looked up from his armor at his face, then tilted her head and asked, "What happen?"
McArthy let out a short sigh, then lightly chuckled and said, "A few half naked jackals were piled in there. I took care of them though, so it's not a problem."
He watched her shutter as her beak chattered, then she cradled the parts again and said, "Not alone again."
With that, she turned around and began walking off, heading out of the crash site. McArthy was confused by her words, but didn't dwell on it too much. If he really wanted to know, he could always ask her once she had a good grasp on English.
Though Mim was walking away, McArthy didn't follow. He was gazing around the wreckage, his eyes landing on an object of interest. He slowly moved across the wreckage towards the helmet sitting on the ground, crouching next to it to look once again. Mim had stopped moving away and was now curiously watching him from a distance.
McArthy slowly began his hunt across the field, lifting metal pieces off the ground and shifting sheets away. Mim was slowly walking around the field, matching McArthy's pace as he wandered around the wreckage. McArthy discovered a couple bodies, neither of which were Belle. He was close to giving up after a few minutes, then he pushed a sheet away and saw a red armored shoulder poking out.
With a burst of energy, he grabbed onto the scrap over the body and began pulling. It wasn't long until he cleared the metal from the body, then he got a clear view of Belle. He had to hold back vomit as he looked at her decaying face, which was crawling with bugs.
He angled his head away from her unrecognizable face as he reached his fingers around her neck. After some feeling around, his fingers hooked around a chain and he tugged. He pulled her dog tags off, then blindly put them away as he turned from her body. His head shifted to give her one last glance, then he turned back to Mim in the distance and began walking.
If he ever got off this damn planet, he'd be sure to get these tags to the right people. He was glad he found their bodies, despite their condition. As he approached Mim's side, she tilted her head and asked, "Pleased?"
McArthy nodded his head with a small smile, then gestured forward and said, "Now we can go."


The daylight began to slowly disappear as Mim continued working on the power systems. McArthy stood with his back turned to her, watching for anything that might come. The work was much slower than he expected, though he couldn't blame her. She was working with human tech, something she probably knew a lot less about than her own. Many of the parts were still piled on the ground next to her, only a few had been used at this point.
McArthy looked up to see the moon already in the sky as the last few rays of sun disappeared under the horizon, before turning to look back at Mim. She was leaning into the power source of the base, her arms both inside the casing, working away while her rear was on full display. His head immediately whipped away from the sight as he turned red, returning to watching the fenced away forest.
Soon enough it became hard for McArthy to see far into the forest, prompting him to begin walking backwards towards Mim. Once he was next to the working T'vaoan, he glanced at her and said, "Hey, it's getting dark, and it's getting colder. Plus, it looks like a snow storm is rolling in. Might wanna call it for tonight."
He watched her head slowly pull away, then she turned to him with sunken eyelids. She stared at him for a few seconds, then he chuckled and said, "Too many words, right. Uh, let's go inside."
He watched her look up into the sky, noting the growing darkness and moving clouds, then her body let out a shiver from the cold. She nodded her head, then picked the panel up and placed it back on the power source. She scooped up the rest of the parts, then gestured at the base. With a nod, McArthy began walking around the building, Mim following closely behind him.
The temperature felt like it was dropping as they made it to the entrance. The parts in her arms clattered against each other as she shivered, making McArthy quicken his pace as he helped pull the door open as it creaked open. He stepped aside as Mim entered the room, then followed in behind her and shut the door.
Mim dropped the parts on the cleared table, then grabbed onto the lamp and cranked the knob, bringing its glow to life. She began cuddling the lamp around her body, then she froze as her eyes darted to McArthy. She watched his movement like a hawk as he pulled his helmet off his head and sat against the wall.
He gave the hard floor a light pat, then chuckled and said, "You know, I'm sure that ship has a few cots or something that survived the inferno. Maybe we can go back and…"
He trailed off as he watched her eyes slowly begin to sink, then he chuckled more and said, "I mean, the ship had beds. We can get them later."
Her head nodded with understanding, then he continued to chuckle as he unclipped his chest and back armor. He laid them against the wall, feeling the cold bite his skin despite his thick clothing. This feeling wasn't going to end until they could fix the base's power, which hopefully shouldn't take anymore than a week given the pace Mim was working at today.
McArthy slowly lowered himself to his side and said, "If ya' get too cold, I'm here as a personal heater if ya' need it. I'm gonna go to sleep now, try not to stay up."
He watched her head nod, then he laid his head against his forearm and curled himself up to sleep. The nights were getting colder, of course he had to get stranded in the beginning of winter. But, it might not have been that bad. This might've been the perfect time to get stranded, seeing as he's been blessed with a companion, something he thought he'd go without for the rest of his life. Despite their communications problems and differences, he trusted her, and he was more than lucky to have her.


   
 
Breakfast Hunt

McArthy's eyes slowly fluttered open, a loud yawn escaping his mouth as he tried to move his limbs out to stretch. His movements were interrupted by something's grip pulling him back, making McArthy freeze in a perplexed fear. His eyes didn't need to lower far for him to realize what it was, and his fear quickly vanished.
The fear that disappeared from McArthy was abruptly replaced by nervousness and embarrassment as he stared at the feathery forearm draped over his chest. His cheeks turned red as he looked at the arm, then he felt Mim's hot breath against the back of his neck.
She must've been really cold last night, cold enough to do something like this. What was important was that it kept them warm, but it was definitely going to cost McArthy some mental comfort. McArthy could've sworn he had grown past the fact that she was an alien at this point, yet he still found himself almost dying of discomfort when the time to simply press their backs to each other at night came. Any other reason for being discomforted by it would just be childish, things an ODST shouldn't be bashful about.
It slowly struck McArthy that this was probably the first time he'd woken up before Mim, and he was quickly put on edge. Why would he have woken up first this time? Maybe something woke him.
McArthy was quick to throw that idea out the window and let the edge dissipate. If there was something to be woken up by, it would've surely woken up the bird with heightened senses.
He was tempted to remove himself from her grasp and get up, but he couldn't move his body. He didn't like the idea of disturbing her sleep, with all the work she was going to have to do she needed her rest.
Unfortunately, he couldn't control the loud growling of his stomach. Mim's eyes ripped open at the sound of the growl, and McArthy listened as she opened her beak up and let out a long yawn. After a moment, she blinked a few times as her vision focused, only to find her beak almost touching the back of McArthy's neck. Her eyes slowly traced him to see her arm wrapped over his chest, then squawked and pulled her arm away, spinning her back to him in a flustered state.
Chuckling, McArthy raised himself and took a seat, grinning at Mim as she pulled herself up as well. After a few silent seconds passed, Mim rubbed her beak as she stared downward and said, "Sorry."
With a chuckle, McArthy shook his head and said, "It's fine. You gotta keep warm, right?"
Mim gave him a slow nod, still not meeting his eyes, when McArthy stomach grumbled again. She looked up at him, then he sighed and said, "Guess we need to get something to eat."
She tilted her head, then asked, "We?"
McArthy, confused, slowly nodded and said, "Yeah, we. What, do you think I'm a bad hunter?"
Mim didn't reply as she stared at him, then a quick chuff of amusement escaped her as she stood up. McArthy stood up as well, then crossed his arms and said, "Come on, I'm sure I can kill one of those deer lookin' things. You're the one who didn't want me to be left alone, remember?"
He watched as the bird froze in place, thinking back to the day before. After a moment of silent thinking, Mim softly crooned and said, "Fine."
Smiling, McArthy strode over to his armor and said, "Yeah, this'll be fun! Hunting one of the few things I was able to enjoy in my childhood."
With a squawk of curiosity, Mim asked, "Bad childhood?"
McArthy froze with his armor in his arms, then nervously laughed as he sat the armor down and said, "Oh, ya know, as enjoyable as most peoples'. It doesn't matter, let's just…"
He trailed off as he looked around, then he brushed his hand down his pistol and turned his head towards the smg. He grunted, then said, "Right, no rifle."
Before he could say another word, Mim huffed and walked over to one of the Covenant crates. He watched her open it, lifting a beam rifle out of the case, then she tossed it towards him. He wildly caught it between both his arms in a hug, his face showing his confusion. He gestured to the lamp with his head and asked, "What about the power?"
Mim shrugged, then walked towards the door and hovered her claws over the panel. Her clawed fingers were hovering over the button, then she squawked as she pressed on it. The door creaked as it slowly opened up, eliciting an elated trill from Mim as she bolted outward. McArthy chuckled to himself as he strapped his armor on, watching Mim excitedly pace around outside.
Once his armor was secured onto his body, he shouldered the beam rifle and followed her outside, shutting the door behind them. Once he was next to Mim, he raised his finger to the end of her beak and said, "Ok, you get to find us something edible with those enhanced senses of yours, then I'll blow it's brains out so we can have some breakfast."
Mim's amber eyes stared at his finger hovering inches from the edge of her beak. After a few seconds of staring, he pressed his finger against her beak with a chuckle and said, "Don't stare at me like you're gonna eat me."
He moved forward away from her, but she was stuck staring at the end of her beak, the feeling of him gently pressing his finger against her nose catching her off guard. She slowly raised her hand, then softly planted it on her beak.
McArthy turned to notice Mim hadn't moved, then called out, "Mim, we going?"
She squawked with surprise, then spun around and raced next to him. The two made their way through the base's broken fencing and slowly wandered into the forest. McArthy fell in line behind the skirmisher as she began trying to pick up some sign of prey. The ground was covered in a fresh sheet of snow from last night, and ask McArthy raised his head to look up into the sky, he could tell more snow would roll in soon, but the clouds didn't seem too extreme.
As he looked up, he caught another glimpse of the Covenant ship far in orbit, sending a chill down his spine. In the back of his mind, he knew that ship could destroy him, Mim, and everything within a mile of the two in seconds from where it was. It was a fact that stuck in his mind no matter how hard he tried to refocus.
Suddenly, Mim stopped next to a tree, grabbing onto it with one hand as he lifted her beak into the air. She nodded forward, then said, "Keep close."
With that, she bolted forward into the white forest, McArthy quickly picking up his pace to keep her in sight. It wasn't long before she froze behind a bush, keeping her eyes trained past it as McArhty caught up, panting as he slowed down next to her.
With a sigh of relief, he hung his head back and said, "Jesus, why does it feel like I'm getting weaker after doing nothing but working my legs out constantly."
Mim turned to him, softly raising a finger in front of her beak to silence him, then she pointed over the bush. McArthy peeked his head over and saw the alien creature standing in the snow not too far away. He raised the beam rifle over the bush, then looked through it's holographic scope and leveled the reticle over the unaware animal's head. He squinted and gave his head a light shake as he adjusted to the sights, something about them feeling very off to him.
A small shuffle caught his attention and McArthy turned to see Mim moving away, quietly making her way through the trees. He didn't know what she was doing, but he had more important things to focus on. Breakfast.
The animal's head slowly rose up and looked around, it's skittish nature ever present in the flicky movements of it's head. He hovered his finger over the would- be trigger, then squeezed down on it… only for nothing to happen.
His head whipped down to the weapon, seeing his hand too low on the weapons handle. He shifted the weapon in his hands, but in the motion rustled the bush he was hiding behind. His head shot up at the rustling to see the animal spin around, about to bolt off. Before it could go anywhere, Mim suddenly leaped from the forest and landed on the animals side, clamping her jaws down on it's throat as her weight tripped the animal over.
With a loud screech and tear, Mim raised her head with a large, furry chunk between her beak. The animal's legs were moving on it's side as if it was running, their strides slowing down as more blood poured from it's new wound.
McArthy approached the animal, Mim quickly turned to see him approach. She stared at him for a moment, then stiffened as she spat the chunk out of her mouth. She quickly turned her head away and wiped at her beak, making McArthy begin to chuckle. She stopped her movement as she turned back to him, her head slightly tilted.
With a laugh, he gestured to the animal and said, "Don't worry about giving me a spook or something. While I admit the display was… grisly, I can handle it."
The two stared at each other silently for a few seconds, then McArthy patted her shoulder and said, "You do what you gotta do. It won't bother me. You got those jaws for a reason, right?"
With a small nod, Mim stepped away from the body and said, "R...right."
With that, McArthy lowered himself to the dead animal. He held it by the face and shifted it's alien head, then pulled the knife from his belt and began cutting into its neck. It was difficult, but after ten minutes of cutting and bone breaking he was able to chuck the head away with a grunt of disgust.
He turned his head to see Mim staring out into the forest, once in a while raising her beak to try and catch a scent. With a cough, he caught her attention and said, "Can I get some help? I want to drag this to a tree and hang it so it can bleed out faster."
Her head slowly tilted, then she nodded her head with a chirp of understanding and grasped the animal's left hind leg as McArthy grabbed the other. The two dragged the animal next to a tree, then McArthy swung his back sack around and removed a rope he had found and slowly unrolled it. He tied the two legs together, then looked up for a strong enough branch. Unfortunately, the only one strong enough was a bit too far up for him, and he wasn't much of a climber.
Mim chirped as she took a step next to him, then asked, "Problem?"
He pointed up the tree and said, "I can't get to that branch. Maybe-"
He was cut off as Mim grasped the rope he was holding and leaped up into the tree, not even touching it and simply landing on the branch he wanted. She looped the rope over the branch and dropped the end to McArthy, who gripped onto it and heaved the animal's carcass upwards. Mim watched as he raised the body up, blood pouring out of it's wound far faster now. Once it was a good height above the ground, McArthy grabbed onto it and held it up. Mim dropped down, taking the rope out of his hand, then jumped back up to the branch and properly tied it.
Now that the body was secured to the thick branch, McArthy took a step away from the corpse and let out a sigh of relief. Mim landed next to him, then squawked and asked, "What now?"
With a chuckle, McArthy took a few steps towards the closest tree, clearing the snow away, then sat down. Mim slowly sat down next to him as he pulled his back sack around. He opened it up and said, "Well, we have to wait for it to bleed out, then we drag it back to base. That'll take some time, thought, so until then…"
He then pulled the journal and pen from the bag, "...we get to continue our lessons."
Mim trilled at the sight of the journal, then grabbed it and said, "More…"
With a laugh, McArthy held out the pen and said, "You really like learning 'bout my language, huh?"
Mim nodded her head as she opened the book, then she slowly said, "E-e-enjoya-able. Time with… f-friend."
McArthy's cheeks heated up as she said that. He smiled as he dipped his head a bit, thinking about it. A friend, it wasn't too long ago he had none, his only friends dying in the frigate's destruction. Now, though, he realized he did make a new friend, something to care about. Purpose.
He quickly shook his head, then turned his attention back to Mim and the book. With a sigh, he began teaching her again. He still didn't see himself as much of a teacher, but he definitely found the lessons enjoyable too. Though, he owed that enjoyment most of that to Mim's excitement.
They sat there for 30 minutes when a snow softly began to roll in. As McArthy expected, it wasn't very strong, if anything it was actually quite pretty. These past days, McArthy never stopped to enjoy the scenery. He didn't blame himself, given the dire situation he was in, but now that all they were doing was sitting peacefully, he could take in its beauty.
As he let Mim find words she didn't understand, he looked out at the snowy wilderness. Not too long ago when he began fighting on the planet, the trees were lush with green and thick leaves. Now, the leaves were fewer or completely gone, some trees looking dead. The snow softly coated the landscape, then a quiet chirp turned his attention away from the forest.
He turned to see Mim softly poke at his armored shoulder, then she raised the journal and pointed at the words. There were less words written now, and her writing had improved a fair amount.
The two carefully went over the words, Mim slowly pronouncing them in front of him after he showed her. Her first few times were always very raspy, though fortunately she had past experience, though minimal, which let her more quickly adjust. At this rate, she should be speaking english normally by the end of the month.
McArthy was in the middle of explaining a word when the sound of creaking came from above the two. They both shot their heads up, then a branch broke and a chunk of snow fell on top of the two. McArthy reflexively held the book out of the way as the snow fell onto the two, saving it from any damage, though they weren't as fortunate.
McArthy put the book down, chuckling, as he wildly brushed the snow off his shoulders and helmet. As he brushed, he turned to see Mim thrash her head back and forth, snow flying off her head. Much of it flew right into McArthy's visor, blinding him for a moment as his chuckling grew.
Mim squawked as she watched the snow fly into his visor, then she carefully wiped at his helmet and said, "S-s-sorry."
McArthy snickered as he brushed his visor off too, then said, "Oh it's fine."
He noticed a good amount of snow still stuck on her feathers, naturally reaching out and combing his fingers through them. It only struck him as he pushed his fingers into her plumage that she might bite at him again, but this time she stayed silent and simply looked down at their snowy legs. Confident she was ok with it, he brushed his fingers through the feathers, clearing the snow from her red tipped plumage.
Mim softly crooned as he moved his hand away from her feathers, then he brushed his legs off and picked the journal up. Mim shook the snow off her body, then McArthy planted the book between them to continue. Before he could speak, Mim froze for a moment, her feathers twitching on her head. Suddenly, she jumped up and stared off into the forest.
After a few seconds of silence, the faint sound of humming could be heard in the distance. In an instant Mim grabbed onto McArthy's arm and pulled him onto his feet. He stumbled up, shoving the book back into his back sack as Mim pulled the shotgun off her back. She awkwardly tried to pump the shotgun, then pumped it successfully the second time as she gestured for McArthy to follow her.
The two ran behind a couple trees with bushes sitting between them, then crouched down. McArthy pulled the beam rifle off his back, properly placing his hand in the right spot time, then watched Mim raise her head over the bush. He followed her, but was unable to see anything. Mim pointed more leftword, making McArthy turn and zoom in with his HUD. That's when he saw the source of the humming.
About 60 yards away, hidden behind bushes and trees, he could see a single grunt piloted ghost hovering through the forest. It wasn't long until a squad of 5 elites walking with it came into view as well. Leading the group was a single jackal, it's head tilted upward into the air.
He ducked his head back down, then watched Mim follow suit. They weren't very close to their current shelter, maybe a 45 minute journey, so they couldn't know where they were hiding. But, McArthy silently cursed as he realized the jackal must be following the bloody scent of their kill. It's not like he could help it, at least he didn't bleed it out back home.
He chuckled a little at the thought that now, like some wild animals, they'd have to fight to defend their food. Unless…
Before he could finish his thought, Mim softly chirped and said, "I d-distract. You pick off."
McArthy weighed the beam rifle in his grasp, then asked, "You sure splitting up is-"
Mim chuffed and said, "Stay far."
Without another word, Mm bolted off from their cover. McArthy raised his head to see the approaching group. The area they were in wasn't very dense with trees, the ghost would be a threat.
 Not like five elites already aren't.
With that, McArthy readied the beam rifle in his arms. He looked down the holographic sight, his eyes once again adjusting to them, then lowered the reticle on the ghost. Unfortunately, he had no line of sight on the driver, so he changed to the closest elite. It was a major clad in red armor, while the rest wore blue. An elite major, by the looks of it.
Suddenly, small arm plasma fire began peppering the leading jackal, making them all swivel to the right as the jackal fell. McArthy squeezed the trigger and watched a bright beam punch through the major's head. The rest of the elite dove out of sight as the ghost raced off, most likely going after Mim.
McArthy jumped past the bush, sprinting up the small incline ahead and stopping at the nearest tree for cover. He peeked the tree with the beam rifle, seeing Mim leap up and over the ghost as it tried to slam into her. McArthy watched as the four blue minors aimed at Mim and opened fire as she bolted off, the plasma crashing into the trees she ran past. McArthy looked through the scope, leveling his reticle on one's head, then pulled the trigger.
The beam punched through the minor's neck, a large spurt of blood gushing out as it fell over. It's three allies quickly spun around to him and began opening fire with their plasma rifles. McArthy squeezed his body behind the tree, listening to the plasma eat away at the bark and zoom past. Once the firing stopped he bolted away for new cover, their plasma fire tracing him. He was about to slide down the incline he ran up when a plasma shot crashed into his beam rifle.
The force of the impact sent the rifle flying out of his grip and made him stumble down the incline. He rolled through the snow until he came to a stop, then pushed himself to watch the elites quickly sprinting for him. He pulled his pistol out and pointed it forward at the closest elite, but before either of them could fire, a loud squawk filled their ears.
Mim suddenly leaped from the small hill, landing directly onto the elite's shoulders. It roared and stumbled to the left, then Mim presse the shotgun's barrel into its neck and pulled the trigger. The blast tore through the elite's body, purple blood painting the shotgun's barrel as the now dead lite fell over.
Mim rolled over the fallen body, spinning around and firing at the last two elites. McArthy joined in as the two pairs fired at each other. Mim was quick to weave away from their fire, but McArthy's tumble left him slightly dazed. A plasma shot skimmed his knee pad, making him topple to a single knee. He had to roll away to avoid getting hit anymore times.
Both of the elite's shields broke as they were struck with a charged shot from Mim's plasma pistol, then McArthy leaned up and fired at them with his pistol. The shots punched through one of the elite's skull while the other jumped away and hid behind a tree.
With a grunt, McArthy reloaded his pistol and stood up, watching as his feathered friend let out a loud caw and continued firing at the hiding elite. He was about to limp towards her, his knee still burning a bit, when the sudden sound of hovering came from their left. He turned his head to see the ghost racing right for Mim while she was preoccupied with the elite.
His pistol whipped up and he fired as many shots as he could, one of them luckily hitting the grunt driver. But the body simply slumped forward on the controls and made it race towards her faster. They were here because of him, he wasn't letting his friend die. Ignoring the pain in his knee, he moved in a full run and yelled, "Jump!"
Mim turned to him, confused, when he crashed his body into her and shoved her forward. Suddenly, a terrible pain struck him in the side, and everything went black.
Mim let out a squawk as she tumbled forward, then spun around to see a ghost ram right into her human ally. His body flew forward, crashing into a tree, and limply fell onto the ground.
She froze at the sight, her beak opened ajar. He had just pushed her away from that ghost, she would've died.
She didn't get to process the information as a plasma shot struck her in the back armor. She quickly bolted to the side, releasing a grunt of pain and letting out a roaring sound as she raced for the sangheili's cover.
Before the sangheili knew what was happening, Mim was right beside him. She shot him directly in the knee, making the sangheili roar in pain and fall to a knee. Before it could retaliate, Mim stuck the barrel in its mandibles, pumped the shotgun, then squeezed the trigger. The irritating jolt into her shoulder was well worth it as she watched the explosive display of the human weapon.
The brainless corpse fell over to it's side, Mim panting with heavy breaths as she pumped the shotgun and put it on her back. She looked over the corpse with pure satisfaction, then it all disappeared as she froze in place. Her heart sunk as she spun back around to look at McArthy. He was still limply laying where she saw him, making her heart skip a beat.
In seconds, she was next to his body, slid the last couple feet, and grabbed a hold of his helmeted head. She shook it, squawking out, "M-McArthy!"
No response. Filled with distress and fear, she spun her head around as if looking for help. She had no idea how to check if he was alive, human anatomy was beyond her. With desperation, she began wildly feeling around his unarmored body parts, trying to find some way to see if he was still alive. He had to be alive. She couldn't let her only friend die because of her ignorance.
Luckily, she didn't have to look any further when she saw his chestplate rhythmically rising and falling. She fell onto her rear out of relief, raising her head and letting out a long sigh. Something wet started to roll down her cheek, a feeling she wasn't used to. She let out a snort at the idea of tearing up for a human. Though, thinking back on what the past month has been like, it wasn't surprising.
She raised his head and pulled his helmet off. There was blood coming out of his nose, but other than that he seemed fine, just unconscious. She held his head in her arms, staring at his face. This was someone who threw their life away to save her. Mim wasn't used to that, all of these new feelings swirling in her as she cradled the human's head.
One thing was certain, she had to move him back to their shelter. Staying out here was risking getting caught by more patrols. Her gaze then turned to the hanging animal body, would she just leave it? No, she'd come back once she knew McArthy was safe. He was her priority at the moment.
She slipped the helmet onto his head, then lifted his body and held him in her arms. She looked down at the unconscious human, then crooned and ran off, heading for home. The faster she went the better, and the snowing will cover any tracks she left if more come.
It was 30 minutes later when she came upon the human base, squeezed through the broken fence, Carefully making sure nothing poked McArthy.. As she approached the door, she froze in front of it as she realized she had no way of getting inside. Thinking back to when McArthy had opened the door, she remembered watching him pull something card-like out and pressed it against the panel.
She carefully snaked her clawed fingers around the many pockets, nooks, and crannies he could be holding that card when she pulled it out. She recognized it as the one he used, then enthusiastically pressed it against the door. Nothing happened, though, eliciting a snarl of frustration from her. She balled her three fingers into a fist and slammed it into the panel, watching it faintly light up.
Mim pressed the card against the door again, then it slowly and loudly creaked open. With a sigh of relief, she slipped into the base and carried McArthy to the wall. She carefully laid him down next to the wall, then slipped his helmet off and sat it on the table.
Silence settled into the room as Mim sat next to her friend. She carefully looked over him again, his still rising and falling chest filling her with relief again. She felt a sudden wave of emotions as she looked down on her only ally, someone she thought she lost for a minute. With a shuddering sigh, she held his shoulders and laid her forehead against his chestplate.
Never again, never again would she let someone hurt  her human.
Her eyes opened as she kept her head pressed against his chest and she noticed a glint around his neck. Curious, she raised her head and moved one of her hands to his neck. She hooked her claw around the glinting object, then tugged and pulled a chain from his neck. She lifted the chain, seeing a small tag at the end. She pinched the tag between her claws and looked at it. There was a familiar name on one side, but before it was something unfamiliar.
The dog tags read "Jacob M. McArthy"
With a tilt of her head, she moved herself back to a crouch as she looked at the name. He said his name was McArthy, a fact that had stumped her. At first she found it strange, believing human's only had single names, but now it seemed like he simply left the rest out. As to why, she had no clue. Maybe, when he first introduced himself, he wasn't completely trusting of her.
But that's changed by now, it must have! An excitement grew in Mim as she looked down at the tag, an idea forming in her head. She quickly tucked the tag down into her belt and moved to the doorway. Before she could do anything, she needed to drag that kill back into one of those rooms. For a moment she wondered if she should use the time afterwards to continue fixing the power, but she pushed it aside. She didn't want to fix something right now, right now her human was hurt.
It took some time and frustration, but she was able to drag the carcass into one of the garages. Luckily it was bled out by the time she got to it, so she didn't leave much of a trail, and any trail she did leave would be buried under the falling snow. She made sure the body was safe from the elements and wouldn't rot by safely wrapping it in a tarp she had found in the empty armory, then quickly made her way back to McArthy.
As she entered the room they had claimed as the living space, Mim carefully crept towards her unconscious friend. He was exactly where she left him, fortunately still breathing. She crooned as she lowered herself next to him again, quietly watching him breath.
She didn't know what to do to check him for injuries or such. He was still breathing, and no more blood had escaped his body, so she assumed he must be fine. What she saw may suggest he'd be unable to do much traveling for a few days, but that was fine with her. It kept him out of danger.
Mim flexed her claws as she looked down at him. Her only friend, her only companion. When she found him, she realized he was her only chance at an ally. She was fortunate he was so understanding, and very observant, for a human. Unbenounced to her until now, she had grown quite… attached to him. But that was only natural, they only had each other.
With the turn of her head, she looked at the chair sitting not too far. With a huff, she stood up and wandered over to it. She slid it closer to McArthy, then took a seat, trying to keep her legs comfortable. She pulled the tags from her belt, dangling the chains and looking at her human's name on it.
A croak escaped her throat, then she slowly said, "J..j-j-ja-a…"
Instead of the name, a raspy caw came out, making her shake her head with a snarl. She sighed, then raised the chain again and stared at his name. Mim knew she'd get it down, just like all the other words he was teaching her.
Leaning her body back into the chair, Mim clutched the chain to her armored chest and stared at the ceiling. She wasn't going anywhere until he was conscious, and since there was nothing she could do to heal him, all she could do was wait.
"Jacob," she rasped, content as she watched her human slumber.
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Recovery 1

There was nothing but an aching pain in McArthy's side and back. He coughed as he woke up, a burst of pain surging through his body as the cough made him curl. With a cry, he slowly moved back onto the ground, taking deep breaths as he shifted his head.
While he was in deep pain, his focus was quickly turned to the cute and humorous scene of Mim snoozing on the chair, her head hanging back as her long tongue was hanging out. He let out a small chuckle, which only sent another surge of pain through him, making him grunt and grip at his side.
That grunt woke Mim from her sleep, McArthy watching her eyes flutter open and her beak opening wide to yawn. Her attention quickly snapped down to him, then he let out a croon, jumping off the chair and lowering herself to him, then said, "McArthy!"
McArthy softly smiled, holding back any groans from the pain. What happened next caught him completely off guard as Mim stooped next to him. With a trill, she placed the side of her face against his, quickly nuzzling him, then moved back and said, "You are hurt!"
It took a few seconds for McArthy to break himself off the trance from her nuzzling him, then softly nodded and said, "Yeah, I… uh… noticed."
His armor was not helping the wounds, but he was too hurt to move enough to remove it. He was stuck on the ground, then he grinned and said, "I told you to jump."
Mim shook her head with a chuff, then rested her hands against his chest and said, "No moving. I'll take care."
With a sigh, McArthy moved his hand up, giving the three-fingered hands on his chest a gentle pat, and said, "Thanks. I would argue, but I'm… well, I don't think I've felt worse."
The t'vaoan released an amused huff, then she tilted her head and asked, "Not comfortable, hm?"
McArthy forced himself to chuckle, then said, "Especially now. The ground has never been comfy."
Mim raised a clawed finger, then moved to the table. He watched her grab her shotgun, placing it on her back, before putting her plasma pistol on her thigh. She turned back to him and stated, "I will s-s-scavenge. Find… b-bedding."
McArthy was about to question her, but she quickly hushed him with a chirp and said, "No moving. Stay… safe."
Any fight he had dissipated as Mim said that then he lightly nodded his head and completely laid his head back with a soft groan. Shutting his eyes and steadying his breathing, McArthy had no intentions of moving. Moving his eyes to gaze at Mim, he watched as she shuffled her fingers in the small pouch that contained her 8-gauge ammunition. Though her fingers were counting her shells, her eyes were staring at him.
Once she was done with checking her resources, she moved towards the door and said, "I will be back."
She pressed the button, watching the door open, then McArtrhy grunted as he searched his aching body and called, "Wait! You need…"
He trailed off as his hands searched his armor's pockets, finding nothing, then watched as Mim chuckled and held up the yellow card. With a sigh, he laid his head back down with a grunt and said, "Alright, I'm gonna try and get more sleep. You do… what you gotta do."
Mim watched as her human shut his eyes with a long sigh, then she walked out of the base and quietly said, "Take care of you…"
Her eyes gazed to her right arm as she lifted it, brushing the gauze she had yet to remove, "... like you have me."
With the press of the button, the door shut behind her, a sudden gust of wind sending chills down her spine. The cold was getting worse, and she was not handling it as well as her human. He was cold, but his shivering hadn't gotten much worse, unlike her.
Shaking her body with a squawk, she swiftly bolted to the fence around the base. Once she jumped through the broken fencing, the T'vaoan sped off into the forest, heading for the frigate wreckage they had searched.
Snow kicked into the air as she expertly weaved through the trees, her senses taking control of her body. Mim was never the fastest of her kind, she was actually quite short, the same height as her human. And he seemed a bit tall for his kind. Mim let out a small snort as she thought about that.
It was only 50 minutes of sprinting until she reached the small hill overlooking the wreckage. Without pause she moved down the hill, snaking around the debris towards the ship's corpse. As she approached it, the sight of a lump in the snow caught her attention. With a swipe of her arm, she cleared the snow and revealed the top of a helmet. Once she brushed more snow off, she recognized it as the one McArthy was holding before. It was one of his teammates, one of his family. She recognized the look in his eyes when he talked about what happened, how it wrenched him to see them this way. If what he's said and done means anything, he must have nothing left that was close to him.
"Nothing except me…" she thought to herself.
Not interested in disturbing the helmet and further, Mim continued forward to the ship. She's rummaged through the ship a few times, a conclusion McArthy came to quite quickly. Despite this, she has only ventured to a few specific spots, and places with bedding were not one of them. The only worries on her mind as she slowly walked through the dark ship were whether there were more loose ruuhtian prisoners and whether something happens to McArthy while she was gone. One was certainly concerning her more, especially with how few of those ruuhtians should be left after their last few encounters. She only let so many escape.
Her pace had slowed as she stalked through more unknown halls of the ship, her shotgun now grasped in her hands. Many of the human bodies appeared untouched, which was a sign that the scattered ruuhtians were nowhere near. With one worry out of mind, she hurried her pace through the dark halls, poking her head through every open doorway.
She was starting to grow impatient as she continued to search, not finding anything. The more time she spent finding nothing made her want to turn back and go back to her human more. On the verge of leaving the ship to care for McArthy, she poked her head into one last room and saw a pair of bunk beds. With a trill, she raced into the room and put the shotgun on her back.
Placing her hand down on one of the nests, she felt how thin and uncomfortable the mattress was. With a grunt of distaste, she took a step back and looked at them. She would need to take two just to make it comfortable. Not that it would be any trouble on its own, but if she ran into any Covenant patrols it would become an issue.
With a grunt, she grabbed both of the bottom mattresses off the bunks and tucked them both under her arms. The idea that these could be called nests in the first place was ridiculous. But they were better than the ground, maybe she would even come back for the other two.
All in good time, but right now her human needs comfort and company. With the two mattresses under her arms, she carefully moved out of the room and made her way out of the ship. The mattresses definitely slowed her down to an annoying degree, but she chuffed through it and continued forward.
As she walked outside, she raised her head to the bright sky to see more clouds slowly rolling in. Mim let out a small whine at the sight. That just meant the snow would get higher and the air would get colder. If the winter just kept getting worse, they might get locked into that base for some time, and she didn't want to be stuck in there without the supposed heaters working.
She hissed as she thought about fixing the power again, shaking it out of her mind. She wasn't going to fix anything until McArthy was okay. He needed her attention more than the power did.
In a hurried pace, she moved through the short snow and winded back the way she came. It wasn't long until it began lightly snowing, but by the look of the incoming clouds, it wouldn't be light for long. The last thing she wanted was to get stuck somewhere, snowed in alone.
Alone.
Her mind wandered back to that idea, of being alone. While she could say she was alone before, when she was still a part of the Covenant, that wouldn't be the truth. She had some people to talk to, a mentor figure, someone she could trust. Despite these people she had this idea that she was still alone, that she was the only person she could count on. So much so that when she was put on the run, she thought she would be fine. Yet after a month of surviving all on her own, having someone became something she yearned for, so much so that she was willing to befriend an alien that had fallen from the sky.
While originally the idea of befriending the human was one of desperation, it was very evident early into that relationship that, despite being alien, she had grown quite appreciative of him. He was going to need her if he wanted to last very long, though as it turned out in their ventures to survive, she needed him too. He saved her from a needle, from those ruuhtians who managed to get the upper hand, then the ghost. In an attempt to improve their communication, he had been teaching her his very intriguing language. His patience and kindness with her during the process was something she hadn't experienced since her childhood, and she grew to really enjoy learning with him.
Very quickly her reasoning for being with him changed from desperation from being socially deprived, to deeply caring for this human. Her human. His constant commitment to her well-being held no doubt in her heart that he was going to be hers. So confident in that idea, she knew it would not take much to accomplish such a feat. The wild stunt he had pulled had won her over, and though she could not pull off a display such as that; For their safety, of course, she had an idea, one stuck far in the back of her mind as she scurried her way back to their hideout.
The journey took over an hour, but luckily she didn't run into any Covenant on the way. With some excitement, she maneuvered the two mattresses through the broken fence and jogged back to the building's front. She set one down and swiped the card from her waist and pressed it against the panel. When nothing happened, she gave the panel a wack with the back of her hand and tried again, sighing as she heard the door slowly creak open.
Gripping the mattress, she lifted it up and raced into the building, shaking the cold and small flakes of snow off her body as she pressed the button, listening as the door closed shut. She turned her head to look at McArthy, who seemed to be stirring from the sound of the creaking door.
Crooning, she sat one mattress on top of the other, pressing her hands against it to test its' give. She looked forward to see McArthy softly groan and roll over to look at her. With a squawk, she pushed the stacked mattresses against the wall beside McArthy and sat next to him.
"Hey, you're back. If you want an update, I'm not feeling any better."
Mim huffed with amusement, then she leaned forward and raised a hand. Before McArthy could ask, she ran her hand down his hair and held the back of his head. His face immediately burned red, making her tilt her head with a chirp. Deciding not to ask, she ran her other arm under his legs and carefully lifted him up. His grunts of pain made her want to put him down immediately, but if she did that she'd just have to start the process over again. With a puff of air, she lifted him off the ground and moved him onto the nest she set up for him.
She softly laid him against the mattress, listening as his groans of pain turned to a sigh of relief. She moved her arm away from his legs, but kept her hand on the back of his head, very gently moving her clawed fingers through his hair.
With a light cough, which turned to a wheeze of pain, McArthy turned to her and asked, "Hey, uh, whatcha doin'?"
Her hand and face froze as he asked that, then she drew back and quietly hissed at herself. She quickly faced away from him, running her hands through her feathers. Mim immediately presumed he was mad in some way, but to her relief, he let out a soft chuckle from her reaction and laid his head back.
Though, she continued running her fingers through her feathers, trying to smooth them out and get any kind of snow or debris out of them. Once she was done she lightly nipped at her arm feathers, brushing them down with her talons as well.
A silence settled on the two as McArthy rested on the mattress stack. The silence was interrupted however as McArthy's stomach loudly rumbled. Mim perked her head up to look at him, seeing a small grimace of discomfort on his face.
McArthy sighed and asked, "Hey, did we lose breakfast, by chance?"
Her eyes lit up when he mentioned food, then she shot up, shaking her head, then raced away from McArthy. He watched her run over to one of the doors leading to the neighboring rooms, listening as the door creaked open and watched her disappear through the doorway. Grunting, he turned his head and laid it back on the bedding.
A few seconds later, he heard the sound of soft grunting followed by something being dragged. McArthy's eyes widened a bit as he watched Mim drag the headless corpse into the middle of the room, promptly dropping it on the ground with a pant. Her eyes lifted from the corpse and looked up at McArthy, then walked towards him.
McArthy chuckled at the sight of the corpse and said, "I'm not sure I'm in the best condition to cut and cook that-"
He was cut off as Mim shot her hand to the knife on his side, pulling it from the sheath and huffing. She turned the knife over in her hand, then looked back up at McArthy. With a grin, he asked, "You know what to do, right?"
With a nod, Mim said, "How hard can be, hm?"
He only lightly laughed in reply, then turned his head to look straight up and said, "Hey, can I say something?"
Tilting her head, Mim nodded, "Yes?"
"Just… thanks, for everything."
Caught off guard, Mim ducked her head away and crooned, feeling herself heat up. She looked back at him and gave a simple nod of her head, then turned back and approached the corpse. She had watched him carefully cut into the animal before and knew exactly what parts he could eat. Though, as she slowly started, she realized it would take her a bit longer to cut it up than it would McArthy. But that didn't matter, she would get the job done.
The cuts were a lot less clean than what McArthy was able to do, but she didn't care. She pulled the lamp close and turned it on, quickly turning up the heat to cook the meat.
Smelling the cooking meat, McArthy turned his head to look, only to see Mim's backside facing him as she squatted over the lamp, carefully prodding the meat with the knife. Redness quickly swelled in his cheeks at the sight, then he turned away, feeling rude.
Mim hoped she didn't ruin the food as she cooked it for McArthy, not completely sure how long to keep it on the lamp. She could only go off of what the meat looked like, and remember back to when McArthy had cooked it himself.
After some time, she took the slab of meat from the lamp and looked it over, making sure its surface was at least an even texture across, then looked back at McArthy and waved it. She watched a smile grown on his face, then turned the lamp off and sat the meat back down. She stabbed the knife down into the meat, then pushed the lamp in front of the bedding.
With a grunt, McArthy put his hands to the bed and asked, "Can you… help me sit up. I don't wanna lay down all day."
Mim tilted her head, letting out a croon of concern, "You sure?"
Softly chuckling, he nodded and said, "Yeah, I am. Just put one of these mattresses against the wall."
At first, she was hesitant to disturb him in fear of hurting him, but nodded with a sigh, and grabbed the bottom mattress. She slowly pulled it out from the other one, McArthy only quietly grunting to himself in the process, then she sat it behind the remaining mattress against the wall.
Moving her body over the laying McArthy, she carefully helped him slowly slide himself up, listening as his breathing became faster and he grit his teeth. He let out a long sigh as she settled him against the mattress, then sat down across from him with a tilted head.
With a small chirp, she asked, "Better?"
Once again, a soft smile spread across his lips as he nodded, "Much better. Thanks."
A small shiver ran down her body as she looked at his smile. It wasn't a reaction to the cold, but just looking at that alien smile made her feel many different things. The one thing she knew for sure was that she wanted to see it, for a very long time.
He grunted again, sleeping his front armor off his chest and sliding it against the ground, then asked, "Can you help me with this armor? It'll be a literal pain to get off."
With a nodding chirp, Mim leaned close to him and held onto his armor, carefully helping him remove it. She knew little of how his armor worked, but he patiently guided her and helped her where he could without hurting himself as she undid the armor and pulled it off of him, piece by piece. Once it was all off, she was caught off guard by his armorless torso. She's seen it before, but never so close. His clothing seemed to press against his chest, revealing his toned chest muscles. She was about to reach out and touch them when McArthy cleared his throat.
Mim whipped her head back up to face him. He had a small grin on his lips, though his face seemed reddened, then he asked, "Hey, uh, before I get to the food, can you help check me for any… serious wounds?"
Tilting her head, she asked, "How so?"
He lightly chuckled as he looked away from her for a moment, then he placed his hands on the top of the shirt and said, "Just… help me take this off and look me over, will ya'? Tell me if you see something a little worse than the terrible bruising I know I have."
Mim silently nodded, then carefully grabbed the bottom of the shirt. With a grip on the cloth, she looked back up at McArthy with a slight tilt. He reddened more, then said, "Up and over my head, okay? Don't stop when I groan like a bitch."
Nodding, Mim said, "Okay."
With that, he raised his arms with a loud grunt and let her slowly slip the shirt up his body. Mim couldn't help but pull the shirt off slowly as her eyes locked onto and gazed at his lightly skinned, but heavily bruised, torso. His groaning and grunts grew louder as the shirt pulled his arms up, making her turn back to the shirt and slip it off him. McArthy slowly lowered his arms back down with a long sigh of relief, then laid back against the mattress and took in a few breaths.
Concerned, Mim crooned as she leaned closer and asked, "Are you okay?"
He waited a moment as he took in a few more breaths, then nodded and said, "Yeah, yeah, I'm good. Now, take a look at the mess that is my body right now, huh?"
Mim nodded, first taking a moment to look at his front. His muscles were very toned, covered with the many marks and scars of battle, though none of it took away from the sight. There was very heavy bruising covering his entire left side from where the ghost hit him, and she knew it would only look worse on his back.
With a little hesitation, she planted her hand against his shoulder and began to peer at his back. She took a moment to revel in the feeling of his soft skin against her fingers, then shook her focus away from it and looked at his back. There was an obvious large mark of bruising running from his left side across his backside, but from the look of it, he avoided any fatal injuries.
She let out a sigh of relief from the conclusion, then moved back in front of him. With a grin, McArthy asked, "Alright, give it to me straight, doc."
Huffing in amusement, Mim shook her head and said, "You are fine."
McArthy sighed in relief as well, then gestured to his shirt and said, "Thanks for that. I know you probably weren't planning on looking at alien abs today, but hey, life's full of surprises."
The two lightly chuckled as Mim raised the shirt up, slowly lowering it back down over his arms. His chuckling turned into more grunting, though he tried to hold them in as she lowered the shirt over him. Once it was tucked over his body, he let out a sigh and leaned against the mattress.
Mim's hands were still lightly holding the shirt, then she slowly let go of it and lightly brushed her hand across his chest. When she looked back up to his eyes, he either didn't notice or tried his best not to, despite the sole purpose of it was to make him notice.
With that out of the way, Mim stepped back and pushed the meat in front of him, watching as he very slowly lifted his arms and took a hold of the knife. Luckily most of the injuries he had were located to his torso, so he could still at least use his limbs, though with some obvious discomfort.
As she watched him cut into the meat, he let out a soft groan and said, "My side… feels like it's been pummeled by a brute."
Despite her concerns over his injuries, she couldn't help but release an amused chuff from his comment. She watched as her chuff put a grin on his face, then he turned back to the meat and began slowly eating. Sometimes there were moments where she wished she could say some kind of witty remark with him, but her currently limited grasp on English made it annoyingly impossible. That was the same for almost everything, though. So many things she wished she could say, but she just didn't know the words, and it would be impossible for her to figure those words out properly through him.
As she thought about it, she hasn't even spoken in her own language in quite a bit. Though that one made sense to her. She's been alone for a while now, she had no one to talk to, so why waste the breath. Even with him here, she knew he had no knowledge of her language, though he seemed to have more knowledge on Covenant species than the average human, so speaking sangheili was still pointless. Plus, there was no way she could have taught him it, seeing as they had no materials to help them. Fortunately, he was able to find material to help him teach her his language, and it's been going quite well, though she still had some learning to do.
Content that her human was okay at the moment, she picked herself up and roamed over to the counter. She peered over it for a moment, still seeing the shattered and broken monitors she had pushed off, then back down to the counter. Sitting on it were the two crates with beam rifles, her shotgun, and McArthy's backpack. Grabbing the backpack, she unzipped it and looked inside, her eyes lighting up as she saw the book and pen within. She grabbed both of them, swiftly pushing the backpack back onto the counter, then turned to look at McArthy. He was still eating his food, so she decided she could try and practice her writing while he finished eating.
Strolling over to the chair and taking a seat, she flipped the book open to where they left off, tapping the end of the pen against her beak as she stared at the page. All these different human words were very strange, along with how the language works in itself. The language was very adaptive and vibrant, though that just made it that much harder to learn. Still, McArthy said she was making good progress, and it no longer took her much time to figure out what he means when he speaks.
She was about to write something when she shifted her legs, only for her leg armor to smack into each other and stop her from getting comfortable. With a grunt of discomfort, she set the book aside on the counter and stood up. Mim knew she wasn't going anywhere else today, so she might as well take the armor off.
As she started removing her chestplate, she froze, an idea popping into her head. Grinning to herself as she slowly turned her head to look at McArthy still eating, she turned the chair and presented herself in the open as she removed the armor. She purposely let her chest and back armor fall onto the ground with a bang, ripping McArthy's attention away from the food and up to her backside. With that, she bent over to remove her leg armor, slowly pulling it off her body and setting it aside.
Glancing back at McArthy, he had turned his attention back to his food, but his face was burning red. Though she would've hoped for something more, this was a start. She then finished taking her armor off and threw herself back on the chair, dangling her legs under it far sultrier than usual as she took a hold of the book once again.
At this point she was only half paying attention to what she was doing in the book as she constantly glanced at McArthy, hoping to see him eyeing her. All he ever did was take a quick glance, then move his head away again. One thing she knew nothing of was what human's found enticing, she's been going off the assumption that the redness on his face meant she was doing something right; Evidently not right enough, however.
Once McArthy had finished eating, he lightly pushed the lamp away with a grunt, flipping it on to give him some heat from the cold. Seeing he was done, Mim rose from the chair, a tinge of excitement in her eyes, then stared at him as she wiggled the book in the air.
She watched him chuckle, then he waved her over and said, "Yeah, I can teach ya' some more. Not much else I can really do right now."
Letting out a squawk of joy, Mim raced at him, only stopping mere units from the edge of his nest, making him shut his eyes and reflexively shoot his hands up to stop her. With a small grunt from his quick movements, he opened his eyes again and looked at Mim, who was standing over him.
The discomfort on his face disappeared, replaced by a grin, then he lowered his arms to his side with a relieved sigh, "Jesus, that was a close one. Sometimes you look like you're moving as fast as a bullet, scares the shit outta me."
Mim quickly ducked her head, slightly embarrassed herself. She let her excitement get a hold of her and almost crashed into her injured human.
With a croon, she gently sat next to him and softly said, "Sorry, McArthy."
He chuckled softly, then said, "Don't be, I like the excitement. Seeing you like that just might be worth the risk of injury."
Unable to give him a proper reply, she only quietly chirped and held the book out. As he took a hold of the book, Mim carefully scooted closer, getting herself shoulder to shoulder with him. While he tried his best to hide it, she could tell he noticed, seeing a new tenseness in his body. To try and ease his tenseness, she softly crooned and gestured to the book with her head.
She watched as he slowly nodded and opened the book. He flipped to her most recent page, then smiled and said, "Hey, look at you! You got better penmanship than me now!"
Mim replied with an excited squawk, making him chuckle and say, "Yeah, now let's see if we can get you to speak better than me. Maybe, in a week or two, you can finally tell me the story of why the Covenant wants you dead."
Bobbing her head, she crooned and said, "It is… compl...plicated."
Nodding his head with a grin, he chuckled and said, "I'm sure it is. I mean, if you don't want to talk about it that's fine too. I'm just curious, ya' know, an enemy alien befriending a human isn't exactly a common occurrence."
Trilling, Mim moved her head a little closer to his and softly said, "I will tell. Just need… more."
"Well, more I shall give. Now, let's get started so you can share sooner."
As the two went through the lesson, Mim would very slowly inch her head closer to his. At a point, her feathers were brushing against McArthy's head, though she knew not to put weight on him. Over time, when he was showing her a specific word in the book, she'd take the chance and lightly brush the side of her face against his in an attempt to "see the book better".
Through this entire lesson, she was surprised her human didn't say anything about the closeness. But, as the light outside slowly disappeared and night began, she realized why. It was cold, and he probably thought she was just getting close for warmth.
About an hour later, McArthy was writing a new word down that he planned on teaching her when a rumbling stomach interrupted him. This time, it was Mim's stomach, and it struck her that she hadn't eaten all day. She slowly turned to see what was left of the creature laying on the tarp she had rolled it in, then turned back to McArthy.
With a chuckle, he shut the book and said, "We can continue later. You go and enjoy the fruits of your labor."
Nodding, gave his shoulder a small rub with her own, then stood up and walked over to the cut up carcass. At first she was hesitant to simply dive into it like she usually would, but McArthy did say that what she did didn't bother him. Whether it was true or if it was him just being polite, a trait she was ever grateful for, she decided to oblige his words. Opening her maw, she clamped down on the largest chunk and tore a piece off, taking the moment to glance at McArthy. He didn't seem too put off, which was a good sign .
It didn't take her long to eat what was left, then turned back to McArthy as a rib she was holding in her beak poked out sideways. She slid the bone out, licking any left over meat off of it as she did so, keeping her eyes trained on her human. She watched as he slowly turned his gaze from the book to her, making her toss the bone away and stroll back towards him.
As she planted herself beside him again, leaning her shoulder into his a little more than last time, he tapped the pen against the page and said, "You know, I've been going through all the notes on here out of boredom, and I think I found a few interesting things."
Mim trilled and tilted her head, "Like what?"
There was no grin on his lips as he placed the end of the pen under some words, then said, "This scientist was working on communication systems for Mjolnir armor, that I knew. But upon reading everything else, I realized they were prototype system as it was could've been used as a long distance communicator, given enough power. Most suits wouldn't have long distance coms, and when I say long distance I mean long distance. It goes on about how once finalized and implemented into the suits they probably would've been less powerful, but as a separate piece it could make contact from out of system."
McArthy just said a lot, Mim surprised she was able to keep up as well as she did, then she asked, "What does that mean?"
He tapped the page of the book again and said, "That means, if we can somehow find this prototype, and find a way to route enough power into it, we could make contact outside the system to the UNSC for…"
She watched as he slowly trailed off, his slightly excited expression turning to a straight one. He sighed, slumping back against the mattress, then said, "No, that wouldn't matter. We already lost here, no way in hell they'd come back for one guy."
Mim crooned, then lightly pressed the end of her snout against his cheek and said, "It will be fine. What pro...pro-to-type look like?"
The slightest sign of a smile formed on his lips, then he turned a page and showed off a small sketch. Mim remembered looking at the sketch before, never knowing what it was. Tapping on it, McArthy said, "This is it. A little big for plugging into a suit, but it is only a prototype. I don't know what we could use coms for though, I think we're gonna be stuck here forever."
Pressing her snout more firmly against his cheek, she chirped, "We will be fine."
She watched as he placed the pen in the middle of the book, then he raised his hand and softly planted it on the top of her beak. Chuckling, he rubbed it and said, "I learned to trust you and your instincts, so I'll trust you now too. But I'll hold it against you if you're wrong."
Chuckling, Mim lowered her head a bit, pushing slightly into his hand, and said, "Fine by me."
Mim melted at his touch, feeling his soft fingers rub into her hard beak. Never before had someone touched her in such a gentle and caring way, it was enough to make her throat vibrate with a long trill. The only thing that held back this moment for Mim was her knowing how McArthy viewed this. To him, this was nothing more than friendly, maybe a little cozier than normal, but still friendly.
Despite this, the two stayed that way for a while, Mim uninterested in breaking the contact. But, his movements did begin to slow, until soon his hand was simply laying limply on her. Her eyes flicked open to see what happened, a quick flurry of concern raced through her for a moment, but it immediately subsided as she saw he simply fell asleep.
Her eyes fluttered as she dipped her snout, letting his hand slide off and fall to his side. Knowing he wouldn't feel very well in the morning sleeping in this position, she picked herself up from the mattress and carefully moved his body. She put him down on the mattress, holding her breath and hoping he didn't stir. Fortunately he stayed fast asleep as she moved him, leaving her to sigh in relief as she released him and watched him soundly slumber.
A sudden shiver ran down her body as the cold slowly settled back in now that she wasn't sitting against her human's warm body. With a quick chatter of her beak, she grabbed the second mattress and laid it next to her human's. She placed the heat lamp over their heads, switching it on and relishing in the warmth for a moment. With a sigh, she lowered herself onto the second mattress and turned her body towards McArthy. Though she wanted to get closer, tonight she couldn't.
But I can't control my own body at night. She chuckled at this thought, then scooted her body slightly closer to her human and settled in for the night.


Mim woke up shivering that morning, shivering harder than ever before. It was so bad she didn't want to move and simply pushed her face into the mattress, growling as her body shook. After a few minutes of painful shaking, she finally lifted her head to see the lamp had shut off, it's power obviously gone.
Hissing, she rolled herself across the mattress onto the cold floor. She gripped both of her arms as she slowly strolled over to the lamp, giving it a light kick towards the counter holding the crates.
Her beak chattered from the cold as she grabbed the crates, her hands shaking as she pried one open, revealing the beam rifle. As she worked with the rifle trying to disassemble it, she almost dropped it multiple times, making her hiss at herself.
After ten minutes of cold fumbling with the rifle, she finally got the power source out of the rifle and threw the taken apart weapon back onto the counter. Crouching low to the lamp, Mim tilted it and grabbed the dead battery, carefully removing it from the lamp, then lazily tossing it onto the counter. It clattered with the beam rifle parts, making her head whip over to McArthy's slumbering form, hoping he didn't wake. Fortunately he didn't stir, only a silent grumble coming from him as he shifted.
Letting out a breath of relief, she turned back to the lamp and plugged in the new battery, watching the light return and heat radiate from it. She wrapped the lamp into a close hug for a moment, savoring the warmth, then walked back over to the nest. She placed the lamp over the head of the mattresses, turning it a bit higher, then grunted as she lightly fell into the mattress.
As she fell into it, her shoulder bumped into McArthy's, making her freeze and hope she didn't hurt him. She stayed like that for a moment, hoping she didn't stir him, then he grunted and she felt his arm softly slide over her side. She chirped with surprise as he pulled her slightly closer to his body, her arm shooting out to pull his arm off her. However, she paused before she touched his arm, staring at the human she was suddenly close to.
'This is what I want.' she thought to herself, moving her arm back down and quietly crooning as she tilted her body into his warmth.
 Hey ya. I highly appreciate all the feedback I got, I love reviews of any kind. I see it's clear, you want a lemon. Good, I was planning on having once since the beginning, just wanted your feedback. Plus, as you can tell by reading this chapter, this wasn't the lemon. It was never gonna be. I asked cuz I wanted to know in general, it wasn't a warning for the next chapter, though I appreciate the advice. 
 Anyway, I hope you enjoyed the chapter, leave your feedback, and goodbye til' next chapter my feathery comrades!


   
 
Power

McArthy let out a long yawn as he kept his eyes shut, feeling very tired. One thing he felt was off was how warm he felt this morning, followed shortly by the feeling of something rubbing his waist along with something under his arms.
Slowly opening his eyes, he was immediately greeted by the sight of Mim's lowered face, her half open eyes looking up at him. They both widened their eyes as they noticed each other awake, then McArthy realized his arm was wrapped over her side while hers were very lightly placed at his waist. With a loud yelp he pulled his arms away and rolled over, making a sharp pain race through his body in the process. He grunted loudly from the pain, making Mim squawk with concern and move herself up to a crouch, looking over him.
With a soft groan, McArthy shifted himself back to look at Mim, "I-I am so sorry, I didn't- I mean I…"
Mim hushed him with a croon, then she placed her hand on his shoulder and said, "You kept warm. That is important part."
He stayed silent for a few seconds, then lightly grumbled, "Still, I didn't mean to grab you like that."
His avian friend simply chuckled, then she gave his shoulder a light squeeze, "It is just payback then, hm?"
In return, he chuckled too with a nodding head and said, "Yeah, I guess you're right."
McArthy rolled onto his back with a grunt, trying to stretch his body without hurting himself, then let his splayed out body go limp onto the mattress and asked, "So, what's the plan today? Got some important stuff to do?"
Mim shook her head, instead taking a seat next to him, "Only take care of you."
His face reddened from her reply, but he shook his head as he sat up and said, "I mean, I appreciate it, but it's not like I'm in need of constant care. What about the power? This place is getting colder by the day, you should work on that while I'm here, safe and sound."
She only grunted at his reply, leaning closer and saying, "But you are-"
Chuckling, he gently placed his hand on her beak, giving it a soft rub, and said, "I'm not gonna get any worse. You don't gotta worry about me flatlining in here. Trust me, I can tell the cold is getting to you, and this winter has just started."
The two stared silently at each other for a minute, McArthy pulling his hand back, then Mim huffed and said, "Fine."
He watched her stand up in front of him, taking a moment to stretch her arms upwards and her legs out. With a grunt, she pulled her limbs back and paced towards her armor. She bent over, making McArthy take a short glance to the side, and began to quickly put the armor on her body. She grabbed the part, then marched towards the door and squawked, "Do not move much."
With a smile and a two fingered salute, McArthy called, "Aye aye, ma'am."
Letting out a huff of amusement, his avian friend left the building and headed out into the snowy terrain.
Mim took her time with the power, about four hours, or at least that's what McArhty thought until she came back with a couple smaller prey items in her hands. This repair cycle she had replaced all the parts she brought, meaning they were much closer to fixing the power, but Mim was uninterested in talking about the parts she needed next. She was only interested in him, and she was acting… different.
McArthy noticed it yesterday too, but she was a bit more cozy. She would spend a good amount of time simply brushing her feathers clean, as well as getting very close to him. Today she even puffed her feathers out while he was trying to teach her, letting them slightly quiver as he turned to face her. He knew a lot about Covenant species, but these behaviors were beyond him.
The only gestures he properly understood was the closeness, which he had been blaming the cold for. All these things were giving him strange feelings, and the strangest feeling of all was that he wasn't exactly opposed to any of it. Having someone so close and caring felt nice, though any deeper intentions he thought of were pushed back as improbable.
Still, he knew what she was, and a lot of these actions didn't seem too out of the norm for an avian creature, so though he had a growing hope otherwise, he believed it was simple natural behaviors. Although said natural behaviors seemed too purposeful to be considered that, so maybe it was just a sign of her growing trust? Maybe, maybe a growing comfort around him to act more naturally? There were a list of possibilities, each one capable of making his cheeks redden.
He decided not to overcomplicate the situation and simply appreciate the comfort she provided him with.
The two settled into somewhat of a routine as the days passed. McArthy was unable to do things, though he was recovering with each day. One thing he had to push for every day was for her to try and work on the power, which she stubbornly refused, preferring to stay by his side. McArthy assumed it was a protective pack instinct at first, but he quickly threw that idea out of the window. While she was different and did have behavioral differences, she wasn't some wild animal. She wasn't bound to her instincts, so she was probably just protective of her only companion, which McArthy could understand. But the weather was only getting worse outside, and they would need the heaters in order to even survive if they got snowed in for multiple days.
But, like the first time, Mim would give in to his request after a little pushing and reassuring that he'd be fine. And each time she would return with something to eat, and by the fourth day he was able to sit up to cut and cook the food himself, though with discomfort.
Mim's behaviors seemed to increase with each day, and McArthy couldn't help but fall for a few of her 'traps', as he called them. Every once in a while he'd hear a loud banging of some kind and turn his head only to get an eye full of Mim's rear or outstretched legs. His cheeks would heat up more than he could imagine as he spun his head to look away. As provocative as these 'traps' were, he could tell by the chuckling afterwards that she simply found them amusing.
One day, she even went as far as to accidentally sit on his lap. He had finally been able get up on his feet and at least meander around, helping out wherever possible as he recovered slowly but surely. Mim had called out for him to assist her with deciphering a repair book for one of the heating elements. As he sat down to read it, she decided to place herself on his lap and look at the book herself. Once again, he futilely hid his embarrassment of her provocative behaviors as she shifted around to try and get the best vantage of the book.
But, progress was made, and after a little over a week, he was able to move quite normally, though not without some discomfort. His head sometimes felt off, and once in a while he'd wobble into the wall, each time making Mim jump to hold him up from falling over. He always chuckled at her attentiveness, but she was very serious about not letting him get anymore hurt.
It was only the day after that his legs felt much better, enough for him to take a test jog around the base, Mim following closely behind him. Though sore, especially at the joints, he was able to move fine. And luckily, his physical recovery came just on time.


McArthy grunted as he looked over the book Mim had found. Apparently she found it sitting high up on the top of one of the weapon lockers in the empty armory. He felt a little stupid for not checking that room out more himself, but it just seemed pointless. Now he knew otherwise, if he only knew this book was here he could've been able to begin helping Mim with the heating and power sooner.
His reading was interrupted as he heard a squawk come from across the room. He turned his head to see Mim had removed the grate from the heating vent on the ground, her head now looking into the vent as her rear was raised high in the air.
His cheeks burned red at the sight, then he shut the book and cleared his throat. He stood up from the chair he sat in and approached MIm, making sure to keep his eyes away from her behind.
Once he was next to her, he lowered himself to a crouch and asked, "Did you find something?"
She squawked again, then pulled her head out and gave it a shake, dust flying off her feathers and all around the two. McArthy squinted to keep the dust out of his eyes, letting out a sneeze.
Mim squawked as she turned to him, then said, "B-b-ble-ess you."
McArthy chuckled as he moved his hand away from his elbow, then said, "Thank you. So, what did you find?"
Mim chirped with elated eyes as she raised her hand, showing off a few shell casing and some scrap. With a hum, McArthy took one of the casing, holding it between his fingers.
Discarding it behind him, he gestured to the vent and asked, "So it's clear I assume?"
Miim nodded as she dropped what was in her hand and said, "Free of obs-s-structions!"
Smiling, he walked back over to the book he set down and asked, "So what else needs to be done?"
He picked the book up and turned back to Mim, watching as she scratched her chin, thinking. After a few seconds, she nodded, "One more part."
McArthy's smile widened as he put the book back down. He paced back to her and asked, "One part? That's fucking great! What do we need?"
Mim, however, was not as excited. She nervously gripped one of her arms, shifting her feet, then said, "We need… a ghost."
His excitement ground to a halt as his smile shrunk, taking in the realization of what that meant. He took a step back from her, then let out a grunt and said, "That's… gonna complicate things."
With a croon, Mim stepped forward, slowly sliding her hand onto his shoulder and said, "Do no- do… don't worry. We will get the ghost."
Her fingers gave his shoulder a squeeze, making him raise his head to face his avian friend. She kept her hand on his shoulder as she walked around him, then poked the back of his leg with her other hand and asked, "Ready for a fight?"
McArthy chuckled as he felt her talon poke him, her hand sliding from his shoulder across his back before she pulled it back. He turned to face her and said, "I guess I'm as ready as ever. I was able to run around the base without falling yesterday. Anyway, getting this power on is worth the risk with how cold things it's getting."
He could see the concern on Mim's face, then she asked, "And you are sure?"
Nodding his head with a smile, he walked up to the counter with his arm, swiping his helmet, and said, "I'm sure. Don't worry, I wouldn't lie to you."
Mim turned away from him with a small huff, then tucked her fingers into her belt, feeling the tags she had taken from his neck and quietly said to herself, "Maybe not anymore."
She kept staring at the tags, wondering when would be a good time to surprise him, when she turned back to see McArthy slowly putting the armor on his body. Squawking, she rushed to him and gently grabbed his arms.
McArthy looked at her quizzically and asked, "What's up?"
Feeling uneasy about taking him out to a fight so soon, she removed one of her hands, grasping the armor he was holding, and said, "Not… today."
To her surprise, McArthy sighed and said, "We can't wait much longer, Mim. Any day now we could get snowed in and freeze to death. The winter's only getting worse."
She dipped her head downward some, feeling torn about the situation. He was right, but no matter how right he was she just didn't want to run the risk of losing him. She only wanted him to go with her if she was sure he was ready, and she couldn't get a hold of a ghost without his help.
Releasing a hiss of frustration, she simply leaned forward with her lowered head and rested it against his chest, shuddering. After a few seconds of silence between the two passed, Mim felt McArthy's fingers brush through the feathers on the back of her head and softly rub her scalp, eliciting a croon from her.
Opening her eyes, she looked up at McArthy, who simply sighed with a small smile and said, "I know you're… worried. But please, I trust you, so trust me. I know when I'm ready for a fight, and we need these heaters on."
She quietly chirped, raising her head to meet McArthy's eyes. His smile grew a little as his fingers continued softly rubbing her head. Mim couldn't help but press her head into his fingers, shivers running down her spine from the sensation.
Finally, she let out a grunt and said, "I just want you safe."
McArthy chuckled, then gave her head a final rub, pulled his hand back, and said, "I know, and I'll be even safer once that heater is on so we won't have to leave the base as often."
As his fingers finally left her plumage, she gave her head a shake and trilled, then sighed, "Fine."
With that, McArthy turned around, continuing to put on his armor, and said, "You should be more excited. We're one part away from getting heating! Finally, we can get a night's rest without shaking our asses off! No need for the heat lamp or body…"
He paused at that last thought- not needing anymore body heat. Although having to sleep with Mim made him understandably uncomfortable, as time passed, them being forced to do it every night for warmth, he actually came to enjoy it. It was strange, he knew that, but he's gone so long in his life without someone to truly care about, he latched onto what little he could get. And all he had left at this point was this alien bird, though he honestly wasn't complaining. But losing that little contact, what has helped him to get comfortable rest at night, would he be able to go without it?
No, he was overcomplicating things. He'd be fine. It's not like getting the power back will make him lose his friend, they just wouldn't need to sleep against each other for warmth anymore.
Once his armor was all finally on, he walked over to his weapons and quickly checked his ammunition. He had two mags for his smg, and one for his pistol. He grunted as he placed the weapons on his thighs and put the magazines on his body, then turned to see Mim counting her buckshot.
Approaching her, he leaned against the counter next to them and asked, "So what base are we gonna steal this ghost from? The same one we stole those guns from last time?"
Mim nodded her head, then placed the shotgun on her back and said, "Getting the ghost will be… dif-f-ficult. De-f-fenses will be… tougher."
Nodding with her, McArthy said, "Yeah, makes sense since we robbed the fuckers. But it shouldn't be too bad, really. Once we have a ghost we just gotta bounce, and it will be our speedy ride out of there."
Once again, Mim placed her hand on his shoulder and asked, "Ready?"
McArthy smiled, then slipped his helmet on and said, "More than ready."
Turning with a croon, Mim took out the beam rifle McArthy tried to use before and held it out for him. As he took it from her grasp, she giggled and said, "Remember where the trigger is."
McArthy softly chuckled as he tested the weapons weight, "I'll try. No promises, though."
With the nod of her head, the two walked to the door, MIm pressing the button and watching as it creaked open. They walked out, snow softly falling down on them. In unison, the two shivered from the cold, a soft breeze only making the cold worse.
The door shut behind them and they made their way to the edge of the base, walking through the he broken fence into the white forest.
McArthy gestured out into the wilderness and said, "Lead the way, ma'am."
With a chuff, Mim walked forward and said, "Mim, not mam."
"No, I meant-" McArthy couldn't help but break into a fit of snickering, garnering an odd look from Mim. She tilted her head, confused. Has he already forgotten her name?
Once McArthy was able to control himself, he sighed and said, "Ma'am is just a word we use to address a woman. I did not get your name wrong, I swear."
Mim felt a tinge of embarrassment at the misunderstanding, ducking her head a little, then she chuckled and said, "Sure you did not."
She turned and continued walking forward, hearing her human release an amused scoff and say, "Mim, come on! Agh, alright, not gonna call you that again."
The t'vaoan released a small caw-like laugh, then motioned for him to keep following her as she navigated the wintery forest. It had been a while since they last were at that base, and Mim was surprised they got off as easily as they did. Since then she hasn't revisited the place, but if she knew the same protocols were still in effect, they would definitely have increased activity.
It was a long walk to the place, every step closer making Mim more and more nervous. Yes, McArthy was taking their current trek fine, but she hadn't even thought of whether he'd still be able to properly fight after such a long walk. They've only jogged around the base to use his legs a bit, but she pushed the fears away and decided to just trust his word.
They went most of the journey in somewhat silence save for the once in a while , McArthy quickened his pace to walk next to her and asked, "Hey, Mim, can I ask you something?"
"Hm?" she asked, still keeping her head facing forward, carefully watching their environment.
Out of the corner of her eye, she watched him dip his head a little, then he asked, "Do you think you'd be able to explain what happened to you? Ya know, that made you run away from the Covenant?"
Mim lowered her head, thinking. She honestly hadn't thought about whether she could tell the story or not. At his point she knew enough english to communicate it properly, she was just so caught up with McArthy's condition it escaped her mind, and apparently his too until now.
With a squawk, she slowed her pace and said, "Yes, mostly. But I may… miss a word, or two."
Chuckling, McArthy matched her pace, walking shoulder to shoulder, and said, "Fine by me. I'm just curious, is all."
Nodding her head, then pointed her gaze downward as she thought about her life before being deemed a heretic. At this point it's been almost two months since then, but she could still remember it like yesterday.
She let out a chirp, then said, "I was… not a soldier at first. I was a communications engineer. Heard a lot of human… chatter. How I learned some english, not much. Stationed at the base we are going to now. Was very good at fixing things."
She watched McArthy bob his head, then he said, "Makes sense. But I doubt that's why you were labeled a heretic."
Shaking her head, Mim continued, "I was… antsy to be a soldier. Had enough of fixing and listening to communications. So, a t'vaoan I considered a friend decided-"
Suddenly, she interrupted by the sound of snow kicking up. Immediately her arm shot out, grabbing McArthy by the back, and she threw them both down behind a bush, hunkering into the snow. Through the bush, they could see a few elite minors marching through the forest. Leading them was a white armored Ultra, holding an energy sword instead of a plasma rifle like his comrades. The group walked scarily close to the bush she and McArthy were hiding behind, Mim pulling her feathers down and close to her body out of fear of being sighted.
Luckily, the patrol passed, but the two sayed where they were for a few minutes to make sure the patrol wasn't coming back.
Once they were safe, they both sighed with relief as they pulled themselves up. With a short huff, Mim turned to her human and said, "We must be close."
He chuckled in reply, then said, "I hope so. I guess your story can wait til' later."
Mim only nodded, then motioned for McArthy to follow. They continued moving toward the base, more cautious than before. It was only a minute later when they reached a small rise over the base. As expected, the patrols around the bases' perimeter seemed to have doubled, but that might not have been such a bad thing. Accompanying two of those patrols were ghosts, but as they watched the ghosts moved away from the patrols and through the base's courtyard, passing by the large number of stationary grunts.
The ghosts weren't staying outside the base, which complicated their goal, but only a bit. Now they would just have to time the attack properly, but at the moment they would have to deal with multiple angles of plasma fire if they attacked.
Suddenly, McArthy tapped Mim's shoulder and said, "I think I have a plan, but I don't think you'll like it."
Mim turned to him,trying to think of what his plan might be, then squawked and said, "We better not split up."
She watched her human lower his head with a sigh, which made her heart sink, then he looked back up and said, "I don't like that idea either, and splitting up is always the last thing I'd want to do, but right now the best way I can see one of us getting that ghost is by using someone as a distraction or bait to lure them away."
With a grunt, she spun her head away from him and gazed into the forest. She wasn't interested in the plan, but at this point, she couldn't help but agree. She let out a small hiss, at the moment disliking how she got herself a smart human.
He sighed, then leaned against a tree and said, "And, as much as I know you dislike that part, I'm the best option for bait."
This time, she reared back with a squawk, making him jump from the tree in surprise. Shaking her head, she stepped right up to him and said, "No! If need be, I will be bait!"
Despite the danger and risk of their situation, McArthy let out a disheveled chuckle and said, "Mim, I know you don't like it, but it's the best option for both of us! You're the fastest! While their backs are turned, you can run in there, kick that grunt off the ghost before they even know you're there, and speed around to pick me up before they can get too close! Hell yes they'll have all guns pointed at me with limited cover, but it will only last for so long until you come around with that ghost!"
Mim loudly grunted as she planted her forehead against the tree next to them, roughly combing her fingers through her feathers. The last thing she wanted was for McArthy to be in any more danger than necessary, and now he was going to be the centerpiece of their plan for the Covies to shoot away at?!
Before she could build up any more rage or anxiety over the idea, she felt his hands slide up both her shoulders. He gave them a firm rub and said, "I know, trust me, the last thing either of us want is to lose what's probably the only thing keeping us sane at this point."
With a soft sigh, she half turned her body around and faced McArthy. Despite the visor, she could sense a small smile on his face as he let out a short chuckle and said, "Well, maybe just keeping me sane. You seemed pretty fine without me when we met."
Lightly snorting, Mim tilted herself slightly into his body with a croon and said, "You have no idea."
He gave her shoulder a final squeeze, then pulled his arms back and said, "Let me just say this, the sooner we get this done, the sooner we can run back to that base and never have to put ourselves in much danger again. Does that make sense?"
Her body still tilted against his, Mim huffed, rubbing the top of her snout against his chestplate, "A little."
She felt his hand give her back a pat, then he raised the beam rifle off his back and said, "Okay then, let's get an actual plan down."


Softly trudging through the snow, doing his best to make little noise, McArthy slowly approached the position he planned to take. Mim had spotted it earlier, her sharp eyes being able to catch things way out of his field of view. Just as she said, he came upon a small yet usable rock for cover, beside it being a substantially thick gathering of trees. Unfortunately, if their little heist got delayed, the surrounding area was pretty sparse of trees, and all of the other rocks were far too small to use as cover.
Crouching behind the rock, he raised his beam rifle over the edge and looked across at the base. His position was only slightly elevated from the base, but it was enough to give him some advantage. He leveled the irritating sights onto the head of an elite minor he saw standing near the main entrance. There was another one next to it, both guarding the entryway.
It was up to him to start this fight, Mim waiting for their attention to be drawn away so she can approach a ghost. McArthy was waiting to see one of the ghosts on her end of the base out of the corner of his eye, wanting it as close as possible to make this quick.
Once he saw the ghost in prime position, he sucked in a deep breath and pulled the trigger. He watched the white beam streak across the air, blowing through the elite's brain and dropping it in a second. Out of instinct he flipped the rifle at the surprised elite next to it and fired again, blowing a hole through its neck.
He cursed as he killed that elite. He couldn't waste ammo, he didn't actually know how many shots were in these guns. The only ones he should shoot at with it were fatal threats. With that, he detached his SMG and sat it next to him, ready to grab it if something got too close.
With that, he aimed back down to see a large amount of Covenant moving into position. Once he poked his head up, a wave of plasma fire came crashing down on his rock, forcing him to duck under it. Once the plasma fire slowed, he raised again with the plasma rifle, seeing a large wave of grunts trudging up the incline, a group of elite taking cover behind some barricades behind them, waiting for the threat to get drawn out. McArthy, however, had no plan on moving. Leaned the beam rifle against the rock temporarily, he gripped his SMG and scooted to the edge of the rock.
None of the grunts were keen enough to see him, letting him freely open fire and lay waste to the group of grunts, his weapon shredding them down. With one mag dump, he dropped teh entire line, quickly rolling back behind the rock as the elite's plasma fire peppered the edge of the rock.
He heard the hovering of a ghost getting close, at first thinking it was Mim, and grabbed his beam rifle and moved to a crouch. But as he rose, he saw the ghost speeding towards him from the side was not Mim. It's gun opened fire, forcing McArthy to sprint away from his cover, diving behind a tree and firing a random shot with the rifle. The shot struck the ghost on the front, doing little to actually help.
The ghost turned it's front towards him to fire again, but McArthy took the moment to get closer to the vehicle. Right before its gun fired, he slid underneath the ghost, momentarily casting the beam rifle aside to grip the bottom of the vehicle with his arms. The entire action made a shockwave of pain riddle through his body, a reminder that his body was still not fully recovered from the splattering he got. Still, he grit his teeth through it as he blindly reached up with his arm and gripped onto the confused grunt's grunt let out a cry as the ODST yanked them off the ghost, quickly releasing himself from the bottom and climbing over the grunt. He grabbed the defenseless grunt's head and snapped it, but as he did so he heard distant plasma fire ringing out. The fire caught his full attention, making him rise up from the dead grunt and look out at the base, only one person on his mind.
 MIM
Before he could process anything, a plasma shot struck him right in the chest plate, sending him flying into the snowy ground with a burning pain. He groaned as he reached out and gripped the plasma rifle, fighting through the pain and leaning forward with the rifle raised. He watched an elite finally jump over the rock and quickly placed his reticle and fired. The beam tore through the elite's chest, McArthy watching it raise its plasma rifle, only to fall straight down on its face.
Without time to breathe, two more hopped up as well. He flicked the rifle between the two, only succeeding in shooting one in the head as his other shot skimmed the elite's helmet, pausing it for a moment. That moment was enough for McArthy to jump onto his feet and sprint for the closest tree. Plasma fire trailed him as he ran, then he planted his back to the tree and listened as the bark was eaten away by the plasma. The moment it stopped, he spun around and raised the beam rifle, firing as he leveled onto the elite running towards him.
The white beam raced through the elite's face, sending its body crumpling forward. McArthy quickly moved and jumped over the corpse, retaking his position and looking down. It seems his distraction was only temporary, as it seemed half the base was missing from attacking him. But, more plasma fire started flying at him, forcing him to jump back and away from the short crest.
As it seemed, the Covenant were taking their time coming up the hill. They probably had no idea how many were attacking, which was a good thing. As the plasma fire stopped once again, McArthy lifted himself back over the rock and aimed down, seeing two jackals with shields and plasma pistols running up at him. Luckily, their running state kept their shields to their sides, letting McArthy blast a white beam right through one's chest. The second jackal was quick enough to raise it's shield, blocking his beam rifle shot, and opened fire on McArthy.
He ducked back down as the green plasma raced over his head. He was breathing heavily, his soreness slowing him down. He felt like he wasn't gonna be able to keep this fight up for much longer. But despite that, one thought played through his mind more than the others.
 Was Mim alright?
At this point she should've had the ghost by now, but he hasn't even heard or seen the second ghost. If something happened to her…
His thoughts were interrupted as he heard a roaring right ahead of him, making him look up and see a horrifying sight. Sprinting straight at him from ahead with an energy sword ignited was a white Ultra, probably the same one that had passed before, and behind him were the few elite minors, plasma rifles raised. None of them could shoot as the Ultra was in the way.
McArthy raised his beam rifle and fired a shot, which struck the Ultra right in the head, but to his horror it only broke the shield. The fired another shot as quickly as he could, but the Ultra weaved away from it and now was only meters away from him. He squeezed his eyes shut as he accepted his death, only to hear an alien humming sounds come tearing through his ears. He opened his eyes to see the Ultra only feet in front of him, but then a ghost jetted right into it, sending the white Ultra spiraling through the air and into the snow. The ghost had come to a complete stop right in front of him, then Mim turned to McArthy and yelled, "Get on!"
Without another word, McArthy leaped onto the hood of the ghost as plasma fire peppered the vehicle front he elite minors, but they couldn't accurately shoot either of them from the distance as Mim shot off in the ghost, McArhty clinging on for his dear life.
He realized his eyes were squeezed shut, then opened them up to see Mim's face only inches away from his. She gave him an elated squawk and said, "You are okay!"
Chuckling, McArthy shifted his body more safely onto the hood of the ghost and said, "Yeah, mostly. Are you okay? What took you-"
McArthy paused as he heard a strange noise from behind them, then titled his head to see a jackal racing behind them, beam rifle raised. As quickly as he could, he reached out and grabbed MIm's head, shoving it downward as a white beam raced right over it, searing a feather or two.
Raising his beam rifle with one arm, still clinging to the ghost, he fired at the jackal trailing them. Luckily, one of the pot shots tore through the jackal's thigh, sending them crying downward into the snow. McArhty kept his eyes trained behind them, waiting for something to come through the white wilderness and follow them, but nothing came.
After he was sure nothing was following them, he drooped his body down onto the ghost and shuttered a final sigh of relief. Mim squawked and looked at him, moving one of her hands to grab his and asked, "Are you okay?"
Nodding his head, McArthy took in another deep breath and said, "Yeah, yeah, just… relieved, is all. Holy shit, we actually did it."
He looked up to see Mim nod her head, an excitement in her eyes that forced a smile onto his face. She turned her head back to check behind them, then slowed the ghost down and said, "Get better position. I do not want you falling."
McArthy chuckled, shifting his body into a more comfortable position on the ghost's hood, then she sped the ghost up again. They raced through the frost white forest, both too lost for words at their success. They just wanted to get back to the base as quickly as possible and finally enjoy the fruits of their labor.
 'Well, Mim's labor,' McArthy thought to himself with a chuckle.


McArthy watched curiously as Mim carefully took apart the ghost in front of him. It seemed far too complex for him to really understand, but she was doing it with relative ease. After a few minutes of pulling a small piece from the vehicle, she pulled a much larger, cylinder-like piece out and held it up, marveling at it.
With a smile, he nodded at the part and asked, "Is that the piece you're looking for?"
Mim violently nodded her head, then walked towards the bulge behind the building, sweeping her leg and kicking the panel off the top. McArthy walked closer and watched as she carefully set the cylinder into the generator. He peeked his head forward to see what she was doing, watching her connect small wires and parts to the cylinder. It was strange how she was able to connect this alien piece to the human tech, but she obviously knew what she was doing.
A few minutes later, Mim raised her hands and took a few steps back from the generator. McArthy looked at the generator, then back at her, then Mim motioned with her hand and said, "Bring me the rifle."
Nodding, McArthy quickly ran to the side of the building where he had left the crate, then opened it up and removed the beam rifle. He jogged back up to Mim, handing her the beam rifle, then watched as she skillfully dismantled the weapon. It fell apart piece by piece until she finally pulled out it's power cell and cast it aside.
Following behind her, McArthy watched as she moved up to the generator with the power cell, then carefully pointed it downward and inserted it into the cylinder piece she just installed. Suddenly, the piece glowed a bright blue, then the sound of metallic shuttering froze the two. The shuttering slowly faded away, instead replaced with the sound of the generator puffing to life.
The two looked at each other dumbly for a moment, then simultaneously raced around the building and to the doorway. Mim pulled the yellow card from her waist and pressed it against the panel. The two watched in silence as the panel glowed with a subtle brightness, then the door slid open at a speed three times as fast as before. The two bolted into the building, McArthy throwing his helmet off and onto the counter as he approached the heating vent. Pulling his glove off, he hovered his hand over the vent, Mim shuffling behind him, nervous.
McArthy stayed there for a minute, waiting for the systems to kick in, then he felt it.
Heat.
He shot back up to a stand, then spun around to Mim, arms outstretched, and yelled, "You fucking did it!"
In response, Mim squawked with delight, then felt as McArthy ran up to her and wrapped her in a hug. She was caught off guard as the laughing ODST hugged her, but she quickly overcame her surprise and wrapped her arms around him too, snuggling her head into his shoulder with a long croon of joy.
As they stood there, holding each other closely, McArthy once again said, "You did it!"
Mim crooned and said, " We  did it, McArthy."
She listened as her human only chuckled, then pushed her face further into his neck. They stayed that way for a minute until they both simultaneously pulled apart, looking closely at each other.
There was a long silence between them as they stared into each other's eyes, the tip of her snout so close to her human's lips. For a moment she thought they were slowly inching forward, and feeling it was time, quietly whispered, " Jacob …"
In that moment, any and all emotions in McArty's face disappeared. There were a lot of things Mim was expecting him to do, but as he actually pulled away from her, an expression of confused disgust, she was caught very off guard.
McArthy pulled himself away from Mim, taking a step back and quietly asking, "What the fuck did you just say ? "
Feeling sudden regret, not knowing what she did wrong, Mim tilted her head with a croak and asked, "W-what?"
Taking another step back, McArthy yelled, "What the fuck did you just say!"
Mim froze at this, he's never yelled at her before like this. There was nothing but seething anger and disgust painting his face, only rage in his eyes as he looked at her.
Before she could say anything, McArhty stepped towards her and yelled, "Don't you ever fucking call me that! Don't you ever fucking compare me to that man!"
Mim stepped back with a squawk, raising an arm in fear of him lashing out. In that moment of her moving away in fear, she watched his eyes stare at her and begin to water up, is body shaking. As tears began rolling down his face, McArthy yelled, "I'm... I'm not like him! But don't fucking call me that! I don't ever want to hear that bastard's name again! I never want to be compared to him! Don't call me that! I'm not... I'm sorry... I'm not like..."
She watched with pure concern as her human slowly backed up into the wall lowering himself onto the ground and as more tears began running down his cheeks. He covered his eyes and said more quietly, "Don't call me that. Please, don't… call me that…"
From a blistering rage to a sadness Mim's never seen before, she couldn't help but feel this was her fault. With a croon, she carefully approached the human, wanting to know what made him detest what she called him.
As she stepped close to him, she reached out only for his head to shoot up at her, making her reflexively pull back. McArthy shook at the sight of her pulling back, then gripped his head, stuttering out, "No, I'm not… like him… don't leave me… I'm not him…"
Crooning, Mim decided it was worth the risk as she moved herself next to him, carefully wrapping her arms around him and tucking her head into his shoulder, cooing and rubbing against him. She felt his moist tears against his face as she pressed against him, then softly nuzzled his cheek.
After some time of her listening to him let out shuddering breaths, he pressed his head against hers, "I'm… so sorry. I...I…"
Mim hushed him with a coo, then raised a hand to his cheek and said, "It is fine… it's fine."
She carefully ran her claw across his cheeks, rubbing away some of his tears. McArthy let out another shudder, then Mim asked, "What happened?"
McArthy pressed his cheek into her caring hand, finally calming down from the shaking and tears. He raised a hand and softly grabbed her arm, rubbing into it with a thumb, then said, "I… I lied, about my childhood."
He raised his eye to meet her, then watched her tilt her head and softly say, "Tell me."
After staring into her amber eyes for a few seconds, he nodded his head as he held in tears and said, "It was… my father. He was the worst human being in the universe. He would… beat me, and my mother, for no reason. The worst part about it was that he didn't even do it in a drunken state, he just fucking abused us…"
He paused for a moment, squeezing Mim's arm. She cooed and continued rubbing his cheek, then said, "Go on."
He nodded again, then continued, "So often, I'd hide in my room, and listen as he beat my mother outside the door. And every fucking night I had to listen to her scream out with his name to stop. Every fucking time, she'd scream for 'Jacob' to stop. I just… I couldn't handle anyone calling me by that name. The bastard was so full of himself he named me after him, that fucking name isn't mine, it belongs to that waste of fucking carbon."
Mim moved her hand down and pressed the side of her face against his, holding him closer as he continued, "And my mom didn't do anything about it. Never tried to run away, call the cops, fucking nothing. She was too fucking attached to whoever the fuck that guy was before they got married, saying he was still in there. I… when I finally got old enough, I fucking ran off the only way I could. Enlisted and went right off to war as soon as I could. The only love I ever got was when my mom would put herself between me and that monster, but even then she still cared more about that fucking guy than she ever did me. No one really cared about me… I was alone…"
Moving her head away from him, she raised both her hands to hold his face gently and said, "Not anymore."
She stared into his eyes, watching them begin to tear up again, but these weren't the same tears as before. McArthy shuddered once more as he leaned forward and pressed his head into her chest, feeling her arms wrap around his head and softly caress his hair.
As she held him there, he could only say, "Thank you, Mim, for everything."
Mim cooed again as she pressed her snout against the top of his head and said, "Thank you."
She held her human closely, softly rubbing into him with her fingers as she felt his arms lightly wrap around her. He was still hesitant to hold her, but Mim didn't care right now. He was hurt, he was hurting, whatever charade she had in mind didn't matter until he was better.
Planting the side of her face softly against his head, she let out a sigh as she felt his uneven breathing go away. They stayed that way for a while, however long Mim didn't know. But it was long enough for McArthy to fall asleep in her arms. Mim didn't move, simply relishing in what she could do for her human. Happy to see her warmth and care eased him to sleep, she herself shut her eyes and drifted off with him.


   
 
The Past

Stomping through the Covenant base was a zealot, enraged snorts escaping his mouth as he neared the command center. Any and all soldiers who were in his path scuttled away from him, fearful of his wrath. The golden armored zealot stormed into the command center, seeing two Ultra's and a t'vaoan champion discussing something.
With a roar, interrupting them, the zealot pointed at one Ultra and yelled, "How are these heretics not dead yet!? They attacked this very base! You promised me their heads!"
The tallest Ultra turned to the other two and gave a dismissive wave, prompting them both to leave the room. Once the door shut behind them, the Ultra turned back and said, "Zealot 'Doga, a pleasure. I see you heard of the attack."
Storming to the center holo-table, he slammed his hands down on it and said, "It has been two months! Two months since this heretic killed her officer and ran off, releasing dozens of imprisoned kig-yar alongside her! Then, a human joins her!? A t'vaoan and a human, these are the two simple creatures you have been incapable of eliminating!"
The Ultra placed a data-pad down on the table, then calmly said, "We have been sweeping the nearby area constantly ever since they stole supplies weeks ago. Every possible shelter nearby has been sweeped and confirmed empty. Plus, they constantly catch us off-guard. Maybe if you weren't so paranoid about securing the artifact extraction site, we could've had more troops here to secure the base."
Roaring, the zealot brought his fists back down on the table and yelled, "I am not paranoid! The only reason we are still on this miserable rock is because of this artifact, so of course we would spend the most resources defending it! But you are risking the artifact by not killing these heretics!"
Grunting, the Ultra crossed his arms, "The artifact is miles away, too far for these two enemies to travel. Based on what we've observed, they have been focused on survival, not destroying or stealing some artifact. So the way I see it, the best place to spend resources at the moment is here, where the only current threat on this side of the planet is located."
The two sangheili stared daggers into each other, then the zealot stepped away from the counter and growled, "You have the resources you need to kill two simple creatures. So why aren't you attacking them?"
His patience dissipating, the Ultra sighed, "Not only do we not have their location, but they've proven effective at picking off patrols that do run into them. While I want these heretics dead as much as you do, I do not want to risk the lives of my sangheili brethren. You want to rush in and kill them when we do not even know where they hide. I foresee such a plan having too many warriors picked off. We have to be slow and methodical, figure out where they are so such an assault can be effective."
The zealot crossed his arms and snorted, "And you've checked all possible shelters?"
Nodding, the Ultra explained, "I had my champion find and scout each possible shelter, from every kind of cave to the abandoned human bases. They are most likely either staying on the move or have a very well hidden shelter. All I know is at the current pace, the extraction of the artifact will go smoothly and without threat."
Unconvinced, the zealot huffed, "You think you make sense, and I will not sit here and say your ways are ineffective, given your rank…"
The zealot strode close to the Ultra, trying to tower over him despite being only a tad taller, "...but I want things done  my  way. To me, the artifact is being threatened by these heretics' existence, and I demand that they are eliminated now!"
Unphased, the Ultra grunted and said, "With all due respect, I was given strict command over this sector by the shipmaster himself, and can only be replaced by someone of his choosing. If you were a zealot deployed to command this sector by him, I would listen to your orders, but this region is under  my  command. I must exercise my command properly, and despite your rank, I will not allow you to interrupt the system we have that keeps  your  artifact safe."
Growling, the zealot placed his face so close to the Ultra's helmet they almost touched, "You are crossing me, Bota."
Staying firm, the Ultra nodded, "I am, simply because I have the authority to."
A snort of air escaped the zealot's mouth, then he stepped backward and said, "You have my respect, Bota, but if you will not deal with these heretics my way,  I  will."
Nodding, the Ultra explained, "You can do as you wish as long as you do so with your own troops. Though I will warn of their effectiveness."
Spinning around, the zealot chuffed, "That warning will mean little. I am a zealot, a rank only the greatest warriors reach. A human and a t'vaoan don't stand a chance."
With that, the zealot left the control room, the door hissing behind him. Almost as if on cue, the opposite door slid open and the champion entered the room.
Turning to the Ultra, the champion said, "I assume he is not happy, boss."
Shaking his head, the Ultra turned to their champion and said, "He never is…" the Ultra quickly glanced around the room to see if they were completely alone, "...and Zulh, have you found the heretic's shelter?"
Nodding, the champion said, "Of course. It's a human base, an hour or so journey from here. They believe they hide their tracks well, which they do for most trackers, but not for me."
"Good, if we keep that base as all clear they will be of low risk."
Tilting their head, the champion approached the Ultra and asked, "While I know your moral choice, may I ask why you are trying to help these two as well? We both know once the artifact is safely extracted we will simply glass this planet and leave. In the end, they will die."
Chuckling, the Ultra shook his head and said, "Have a little faith. Plus, I made a promise to help any heretics I can. So, I am doing so."
He watched Zuhl nod his head, then the t'vaoan asked, "So, what do we do about the zealot"
Bota crossed his arms with a sigh, then looked down at his scout and said, "All we can do is hope. I am doing all I can without raising suspicion. We can only hope they are as effective against him as they've been against our troops."


McArthy slowly opened his eyes with a soft yawn, blinking a few times to readjust to the light. In all of his time stuck on this planet so far, he had never felt as warm as now. But, with the slightest movement of his body, he knew why.
Cuddling next to him, them both sitting against the wall, was Mim. She seemed awake, slowly moving her beak back and forth across his neck. His cheeks flared up red, but he wasn't opposed to the comfort. If he remembered last night properly, the way he yelled at her, she deserved to have her way today.
With a light chuckle, he pulled his arm back a little from around her and asked, "You're awake, right?"
Suddenly, Mim's face shot up from his neck, staring at him. There was surprise in her eyes, but she simply nodded her head, "Mhm."
Smiling, McArthy leaned his head against the wall and said, "You feel that? The air in here, it's not freezing."
With a small giggle, Mim pulled back a little and said, "No need for the heat lamp, hm?"
Shaking his head, McArthy chuckled, "It's not  that  warm in here. But now the heat lamp isn't required anymore, though I would still prefer it to be on."
McArthy finally pulled himself fully from Mim, her small hiss falling on deaf ears as he stood up and stretched. He was sore from the fight yesterday, but he actually felt pretty good. Maybe letting all that stuff off his chest for once helped. Weird, he's never told anyone that much before, and the person he did it to was a skirmisher of all people.
Not like that mattered.
He traced his hands over his armor as he walked up to the table, pushing his helmet aside and planted his backpack on the table, and promptly opened it. He could hear as Mim let out a squawking yawn behind him as she stretched.
She walked next to him as he pulled the few items out of the sack, then he turned to her and asked, "So, what's the plan? Gonna go get something to eat? Just try to relax, even though we've both been relaxing for a little over a week at this point."
With a chirp, Mim walked around him to his other side and said, "I would not call that  relaxing for you. In pain and all."
McArthy chuckled, "I mean, I kinda just laid there, even though I was hurt I'd call that relaxing."
Her eyelids sunk, making him chuckle harder, then she wisped away towards the other counter. Out of the corner of his eye, McArthy watched as she took her armor off and set it on the counter next to her weapons. He was planning on looking away, feeling rude, but he was frozen for a few seconds as he looked at her. There was a ray of sunlight coming through the window that was hitting her just right, making her feathers give off a warm glow as she rose with her last piece of armor and set it down on the counter.
With her armor off, she stretched again, this time McArthy ripping his eyes away from her and looking back down at his stuff. He pulled the journal up and looked at it, thinking about how far her English has come. He watched her out of the corner of his eyes spin towards him and stride over next to him, placing a hand on her hip as she peered over his shoulder.
Waving the book in the air, McArthy tilted his head back to look at Mim and asked, "This reminds me, wanna finish your story?"
Mim's eyes widened, then she nodded her head, "Of course. We got… caught up."
McArthy chuckled with a nod, "You left me in suspense."
Chirping, Mim walked back to the mattresses and took a seat, McArthy lowering himself next to her. She instantly scooted closer to him, catching him off guard, then took the journal and said, "I will start from the beginning."


Metal cranking and soft grunts filled the silent room as a t'vaoan worker repaired the communications console against the wall. The t'vaoan set their current tool down, then picked up another that let out a hot hiss, then brought it forward to use on the console. It wasn't much longer until the holographic lights on the top of the console lit up, then it began producing noises. With a sigh of satisfaction, the t'vaoan picked up their tools and shut the panel to the console, then stood up and simply listened to the communications.
As usual, the chatter she heard once fixing these consoles weren't Covenant, but human. After a repair, the consoles always seemed to default and pick up human frequencies, and an officer would always have to come in to reset them to the right frequency. Until then, the t'vaoan got to simply listen to the strange human language. It was certainly fascinating and they were able to pick up a couple of words, but other than that, there was nothing else interesting to do around here.
Unfortunately, the t'vaoan's peace was interrupted as the door slid open and three armored t'vaoans walked in. All of them immediately laid eyes on the one, making it huff and turning to them, arms crossed.
Snickering amongst each other, the t'vaoan in the front approached the lone kig-yar and said, "Well, if it isn't Mim. Listening to humans again, I see. How are they, since you can understand their primitive language."
Rolling her eyes, Mim gestured to the console and said, "I barely understand the language. But even then, everything that I hear from them sounds more intelligent than anything you three have ever muttered."
One of the t'vaoan behind the lead one snickered, then elbowed the lead one and said, "She got you…"
The lead t'vaoan elbowed back and said, "She insulted all of us, dimwit."
With a sigh, Mim turned back to the console and said, "Case in point."
Grunting, the lead t'vaoan grabbed Mim's arm, "Oh we aren't done. I'm not willing to take shit from a kig-yar barely any taller than an unggoy."
Unphased by his grip, Mim turned back to him with a chuckle, "Funny, coming from someone with the intelligence of one."
Both of the t'vaoan lackeys "ooed" from behind their friend, making his feathers quake with rage. Before he could say another word, the door behind them slid open again.
"You three! I thought you were ordered to patrol the sector, what are you doing here?"
Without even looking back at the voice, the three t'vaoans bolted out the opposite door, one shouting behind them, "Sorry, sir!"
Mim watched them leave with a chuckle, then turned to see the origin of the voice. Standing in the doorway was a green armored t'vaoan commando, who huffed as they watched the door slide shut. Turning to Mim, the commando couldn't help but chuckle with the shake of his head.
Walking towards Mim, he gestured to the console, "I assume it's fixed."
Mim nodded, patting the console, "Just needs to be reset."
The commando put his hands on his hips with a sigh as he looked at the console, then he swung his head to look at Mim and said, "You always were the fastest engineer. Glad you got stationed here."
With a groan, MIm threw her tools onto the center table, "You're glad, but I'm bored. I joined the military for a very specific reason, and all I've been is an engineer, a glorified repairman. So safe from combat."
Turning to look at Mim, the commando shrugged his shoulders, "Still, you should be glad you got stationed with someone you know."
Mim jumped and sat on the table next to her tools, then said, "That, and I'm finally off that fucking ship. I hate ships, staying in one for that long just gets to me."
She gripped one of her tools, raising it up and saying, "But it just feels so… meaningless. Yeah, I fix the stuff you use to fight our enemies, but I want to do it myself too. I just want… something."
With a sigh, the commando dipped his head, "Well, you might've become a soldier if you weren't the only one in your training group to do as well as you did with the engineering tests. Maybe you should've flunked those tests on purpose."
"I still hate that being the reason. Any soldier should be able to dismantle their weapon and put it back together. I could do that  and  solder. So, now I'm stuck in bases fixing the shit our big sangheili bosses break."
Chuckling, the commando gestured to the doorway the three t'vaoans ran off through, "You know, if you  really want to be a soldier, I could put in a request. I do need a hand keeping those three in check, and you do a fantastic job showing them who's boss."
Mim froze, dropping the tool onto the table, then she leaped off the center table and landed in front of the commando.
"Would you really? I-I mean, wouldn't I have to start off as a minor? I wouldn't…"
With a hearty chuckle, the commando gestured for her to calm and said, "Woah there, don't get so excited. For one, we don't know if they'll accept. Two, yes, I could easily get you the position of major. Given your track record, my suggestion, and given their track record, you're far more qualified for a leading position."
Nodding her head, Mim steadied her breathing, "Yes, sorry, I got excited. But, even if they don't accept the request, thank you. Gods, even the possibility of me getting a promotion gave me more energy than I've had in days."
The commando laughed as he put his hand on her shoulder, "Ah, it's not a problem, kid. You've been deprived of the action you want for too long. Now, let me actually go make that request. I'll find you when I get an answer."
Mim nodded with excitement, then watched the commando give her a quick salute as he walked back to from where he had come from. Giddy, Mim squawked as she grabbed her tools, shoved them into her belt, then bolted out of the room.


Mim basically twirled in the mirror as she looked at herself wearing her major armor. Running her claws across the armor, she cackled with giddy joy. The only thing she disliked about the armor was the brownish color ruining the red. Of course, that was nothing she couldn't fix herself, given how good at fixing things she was.
Moving out of her quarters, she watched the door slide open to reveal the commando leaning across the hall on the wall, fiddling with his hologram. The commando looked up at her, then grinned and pushed himself off the wall.
With the clap of his hands, the commando walked in front of her, "Congratulations, major. So, how's it feel?"
Taking another spin, Mim chuckled loudly, "It feels great! A lot lighter than I expected."
The commando nodded as he began slowly walking down the hall, "I hear that a lot. But, don't fret, it's protective. Just means you can run faster, which will be helpful for you."
Mim walked next to him with a sideways look and asked, "What does that mean?"
"Oh, no offense, it's not under your control, you are just a bit short, so your strides will be shorter. The light armor will help maximize your speed instead of further hamper it."
Mim chattered her beak quietly, internally mocking the commando as they continued down the hall. They passed many sangheili, unggoy, and kig-yar as they made their way to the storage hangar. As they entered, Mim scanned the room quickly. Half of the weaponry, vehicles, and equipment in that room have been fixed by her already, some multiple times. But, now she wouldn't have to fix things anymore.
With a nudge, the commando gained her attention and pointed at the end of the hangar, "And those are the three idiots under your command."
Standing near the hangar door leading to the outside were the three t'vaoan minors, gathered in a circle. They seemed to be discussing something, whatever it was probably wasn't worth her time.
Giving her another nudge, the commando said, "They have orders to patrol the south sector of this region today. Whether you want to accompany them is your choice, but let's see how you take off the bat."
Mim nodded, quickly stretched her neck, "Alright, and I outrank them, so if they disobey me I can smack them."
Shrugging his shoulders, the commando said, "Up to you, major. They are your subordinates now."
Nodding, Mim straightened her back and approached the three t'vaoans. While they were bigger than her, she never was afraid of them, and now she outranked them. This should be easy.
The three t'vaoans noticed her approach, and there was an obvious amount of shock on their expressions as they watched her approach in major armor.
Stepping before the three, watching them all turn to face her, Mim raised herself some and said, "You three, you got some orders."
The t'vaoan on the right nudged the middle one, leaning their head to him, then asked, "When did the shortstack outrank us?"
Mim deadpanned to the t'vaoan on the right, watching as they whipped their head back forward with a gulp. With a small grin, she turned to the one in the middle and said, "You three are going to patrol the southern sector today."
Groaning, the middle one slouched and said, "But, we did that yesterday! And when did you get the authority to tell us what to do!"
"Today! But that doesn't matter. If I don't see you three out of this base and patrolling that sector in the next few minutes, I'll personally have to discipline you three."
This time, the t'vaoan on the left leaned to the middle one and whispered, "Is it weird I want her to discipline me?"
With a stomp of her foot, she made their heads all spin back to her, then she pointed out of the hangar and said, "Now!"
More out of confusion than obedience, the three scampered towards the hangar exit, then Mim called out to them, "And I expect a report to the command center every thirty minutes!"
She watched as the three minors disappeared out a door leading outside, then she released a long breath of relief. A chuckling came from behind her, making her return to see the commando approach.
With a light clap, he chuckled, "A good show, I'd say. I knew you were a natural."
Giving her feathers a quick rustle, Mim nodded, "I think I did so well because of the pent up rage for those three. So… what now?"
Chuckling, the commando waved for her to follow, "I'll show you the ropes of command. I was a major myself once. Plus, around here, things aren't too bad. The battle on this planet has been one-sided since the human's lost air superiority. But, you will certainly get that taste of action you wanted."
Nodding, she followed the commando back into the base, excited to learn her new duties as a major.


Bullets crashed into the tree Mim was hiding behind, tearing at the bark and racing past. The moment the bullets stopped, Mim spun around and lifted her carbine, firing a shot and watching a human body fly into the ground as her shot struck the human in the head.
Mim quickly ran down more trees as more bullets raced after her. The humans were currently retreating through the forest, having lost their initial position, and were now making their way to another supposed base. Fortunately, given their current pace, they weren't going to get close.
Stopping back another tree, listening as bullets struck the bark, she turned her head to see sangheili warriors and unggoy quickly running in to catch up to her. She had initially outran them to catch up to the retreating humans, and only now have they caught up to continue the fight.
The humans quickly redirected their fire at the approaching soldiers, allowing Mim to squawk and race from her cover, quickly closing in on the humans. As the sangheili jumped and ran through a stream separating them from the humans, Mim was already at the enemy's flank, shooting at their sides.
Slowly and slowly, the retreating humans' numbers dropped, until it seemed only one remained. In a panic, the human was desperately running through the trees and up the small incline, most likely trying to race towards the base.
A sangheili minor was closing in on the human's rear, plasma rifle raised and ready to shoot down the running enemy. Before they could shoot, however, Mim dove from behind a tree and tackled the human, sending them into a roll until they stopped next to the tree.
Throwing the human's weapons away from their hands, Mim gripped him by the collar and heaved him up. She was proud of the catch, not expecting to have beaten the sangheili to the human. However, her pride was interrupted with a snarl as she turned with her captive to see a fuming sangheili minor.
However, upon seeing Mim as the human's captor, the sangheili calmed a little, only a little. Pointing at the human with their plasma rifle, the sangheili said, "That would be the fourth captured human, then."
Nodding, Mim gripped the human by the collar and arms, "Yup! Gotta get one with every fight! Don't know how useful they could be."
The sangheili turned around with a grunt, "Don't expect the ultra to be happier this time than he was the other three."
Mim shrugged as she followed the elite minor, "Ah, he'll have to deal with it. The human wasn't fighting anyway, just running, killing him would've been wrong."
Gazing towards the nearby troops with a quiet snarl, the sangheili shrugged, "To you, maybe."
Mim watched as the elite major began barking orders at the rest of the troops, ordering a sweep of the area. Mim simply walked past the major, the human in her grasp, garnering a gaze from the major. However, he paid no real mind and returned to his men as Mim began her trek back to the base.
It was a long journey, like most were when she had a prisoner, and the only thing she could listen to was the human saying things in their alien language. She recognized a few words, but nothing important. But, it was fun squawking out the one or two words she did know and see the human's reaction. As usual, it was priceless.
After an hour's journey, she reached the base's perimeter, soon walking towards one of the outer patrols. In this patrol were her three subordinates, one of which noticed her and began laughing.
As she got close, he said, "Hey! I knew you had a soft spot for the humans! What's this, the fourth one you brought back! How many times does the ultra have to tell you you can't keep one as a pet!"
Marching past, Mim turned to the elite major leading the patrol and said, "Swat that one, will you."
A viscous grin came over the major's mandibles, then he holstered his plasma rifle and said, "Gladly."
Turning back to the base with a chuckle, she listened as the t'vaoan yelped in an attempt to scramble away from the major. Luckily, that scramble was followed by a sharp slap, making her laugh.
She marched the human into the base, heading for the small brig inside. She walked down the long brig hall, which now had at least two dozen ruuhtians inside it. They were all deserters, guilty of friendly fire, or caught with human contraband. She had caught a few of them herself, which made their squawks and snarling worsen as she passed with the human in her grasp.
At the end of the brig was a control room, one holding the ultra, who was placed as second in command under the zealot in control of the base and its troops. He was the one she had to report to when she caught a human as a prisoner, and her last three encounters didn't end so well. While nervous about how this one will go, she wasn't willing to compromise her morals and kill an enemy with no fight left in them.
The door slid open, revealing a small control room, standing at its end being the ultra. The ultra turned to the sliding door, and loudly snarled upon seeing Mim and the human.
Mim purposely placed the human slightly behind her, gripping their arms together by the wrist to keep them from attacking her and to keep the ultra from them.
With a growl, the ultra took a step forward and roared, "I thought I made myself clear, kig-yar! No prisoners!"
Mim sighed, "But, sir, the human can prove more valuable alive. Plus, the way the fight went, it only made sense to capture him. He was basically defenseless."
The ultra stomped forward, making Mim take a step back, "I don't care about how valuable a human could be! The battle for this planet may very well be already won! I gave you simple and direct orders, kill the humans, and you are too dimwitted to follow those orders!"
"It's wrong to kill retreating soldiers! He was just trying to get to safety! He wasn't a threat to-"
Without getting to put her words in, the ultra swiped his arm, striking Mim and sending her into the wall. Before she could recover, the ultra grabbed his plasma rifle and pointed it forward. Mim leaped at him to push his arm away, but she was too slow as two plasma shot's struck the human in the face and chest.
Gripping the ultra's arm, she watched as the human's limp body flopped against the wall and slid downward. Her eyes were locked on the dead human, then the ultra shoved her off his arm.
Turning back to look at the ultra, he pointed his rifle at the human and loudly stated, "Every human you bring back has met the same fate! These worms don't deserve to live, so at least leave them to be killed by my brethren on the field you mindless t'vaoan!"
Mim rose to a slouched stance, still stuck looking at the human's grotesque body on the ground from the corner of her eyes. The moment she brought her full attention back to the ultra, she saw his rifle fly at her. He whipped her across the face with his rifle, sending her to her knees, then took a step so he stood directly over her.
With a snarl, he lowered himself to a crouch and said, "I was told you could kill, but it seems what you're good at is wasting my time by constantly saving these… creatures. It appears you were unprepared for your rank, I will be sure to have you swiftly returned to your prior position on the Seething Devotion, engineer."
Releasing a rasp, Mim raised her head a little, "You have no honor if you will kill an unarmed prisoner."
The ultra chuckled, "You are one to talk, kig-yar. How I see it, neither of your races are deserving of honorable behavior."
All the ultra heard next was a loud, raspy squawk, which was followed by the igniting of an energy sword. The ultra felt a blistering pain running through his chest, then lowered his eyes to see Mim gripping his own energy sword to his chest.
With a snarl, Mim said, "Fuck you."
The ultra only let out a long, shuttering gasp as the plasma rifle fell from his hand. Suddenly, the door to the control room slid open, making Mim whip her head to see the second ultra walk in, staring at her. As the door slid shut behind him, the dead ultra slid off the energy sword, slamming into the ground.
Frozen with fear, Mim could only watch as the ultra carefully shifted his eyes from her to the ultra. Even as he strode forward towards her, she couldn't move. She watched as he plucked the energy sword from her grip, then turned it off and lowered his hand.
Turning to her, the ultra said, "It appears you've made a… drastic choice, major."
Gulping, she could only nod her head, unwilling to meet his eyes.
The ultra then threw the energy sword next to the corpse, then pulled out his own and said, "Well then, it appears you don't have much time."
Mim very slowly felt her fear drain away, replaced by simple confusion, then she looked up at the ultra and asked, "W-what does that mean?"
Pointing at the door he came from, the ultra quickly said, "If you release the other kig-yar, you can better mask your escape. I will let you run, but I cannot help in your escape once anymore once you are gone, understand?"
Mim nodded her head, still confused, then the ultra pushed his back against the wall and said, "The moment you run out that door, I will contact everyone and label you a heretic."
She slowly approached the door when she asked, "W-why are you helping me? I-I…"
"Because, as it appears, you've come to a similar conclusion as I. Now go, and good luck."
Mim could only slowly nod her head, then watched as the door slid open in front of her. Too many thoughts, regrets, and emotions were running through her to process right now. She just killed her officer, and now all she could do was run. That was all she knew for a fact. Run.
Launching out of the room, Mim quickly bolted to the prison cells and played with their controls as she heard the ultra speak into the coms.
"This is Ultra Bota 'Rotumee, T'vaoan Major Mim 'Tol has just killed Ultra Moar 'Berom! She has just escaped my grasp and is about to escape through the brig! She is as of now being labeled a heretic! To be captured or killed!"
Suddenly, the cell doors opened, and Mim bolted ahead of the ragged ruuhtians as they made their escape as well. The moment the door to the brigs opened, a crowd of kig-yar plowed through, zipping around the sangheili who were responding to the calls. There were too many for the sangheili to properly fight, and the crowd of kig-yar was gone as quickly as they arrived.
Mim was barely able to keep herself ahead of the crowd, knowing some were going to want to chase her down for some revenge. Fortunately, she was still fast, and the moment the crowd made it outside, she bolted to the side of the base and used the crowd as a distraction. While the perimeter patrols and guards were quickly moving in to take care of the escaped prisoners, Mim raced around the edge of the base and quickly hopped over the barriers at the perimeter. Putting as much power down as possible, she bolted into the forest, no real plan in her head. All she knew was that she was on the run now, and there was no going back.


"And after that, I was hiding, running. Stayed out of sight as often as possible, scavenged what I could, and survived. I was so… lonely."
At this point, Mim had moved her head into his neck again, which made McArthy tense up some. Still, he didn't complain, then simply patted her shoulder and said, "Hey, at least you aren't so lonely anymore, huh? You got me! Whether that's good or not is up for debate, but, ya know, it's better than nothing."
Chuckling, Mim pulled herself from his neck and said, "It is better than most."
Leaning his head back onto the wall, he tapped his leg and asked, "So, you were trying to take humans in alive? And you got… four."
Mim nodded, then McArthy chuckled and said, "I think I heard about you over the coms at one point, then. Apparently a couple of those times, there were people left to tell the tale, and they told about a skirmisher that took a soldier in. Which was weird, given how the Covies seem pretty hellbent on just killing us all."
Mim cooed and asked, "Do you humans not take prisoners."
McArthy chuckled again, "I mean, we would like to, but marines trying to pin an elite or brute down to capture them wouldn't end well. Unggoy usually blow themselves up with plasma grenades before they surrender. Jackals, well, you either kill one or they speed away, too fast to catch. Plus, even if we could capture one, they either don't speak english or are just too religious to tell us anything. At least, that's my take on it."
Mim bobbed her head. His explanation was understandable enough, plus she couldn't blame humans for not capturing. The Covenant was trying to wipe humanity out, it's hard to hold any kind of pity or sympathy to a soldier with such a belief. Such thoughts made her lean into McArthy more, him probably being the only human to see her as something other than a genocidal maniac. She nuzzled her beak into his neck, being sure not to put too much pressure on him.
She watched her human blush, making her trill and open the book in her hands. She held it out for both of them to look in and asked, "So, how good is my english now?"
McArthy chuckled, "It's fantastic for how long we've been having lessons. I knew you were smart as fuck."
Mim couldn't help but giggle a little, then flipped through the journal and asked, "How much more will I need to learn?"
As she stopped at a certain page, McArthy shrugged his shoulders and said, "Well, honestly, at this point there isn't much more I could teach you. I mean, other than contractions I guess, but you seemed to be figuring a few of those out. Now it just seems you need to get used to the language. Given time, you'll speak smoother. But, I will still do my duty and keep teaching you if that's what you want, seeing as you are looking into that book."
Shaking her head, Mim gestured to the page and said, "I am not looking in here for the words. I am looking at… this."
McArthy leaned forward to see the page and saw the drawing of the prototype device. Turning to Mim, he asked, "So, you want to find that thing?"
Nodding, Mim said, "It is the best chance at getting out of here."
Sighing, McArthy opened his hand to receive the journal and said, "Alright, I'll read up on how it works if you will look for it. Hopefully, it won't take too long to find. I mean, unless they took it with them, and given the condition of the base I doubt it, so it should be somewhere here."
Chuckling, Mim stood up and suggested, "Perhaps there is a hidden room or cabinet."
McArthy stood up, nodding his head, "Yeah, you might be onto something. Make sure you press your hand against every inch of the walls for a secret button or something."
Mim nodded her head with an amused huff, then turned around and walked towards the end of the room with the conference table. She turned to the two doors leading into the garage rooms, then turned towards the left one to enter the repair shop. As she walked into it, she laid her eyes on her favorite decorative piece of the room, being the jiralhanae skeleton lying against the wall.
She chuckled at the sight, then carefully searched every nook and cranny. If the drawing was correct, the device had some size to it, so it couldn't be hidden too well. Mim chuffed, knowing she would find it. She was actually a bit excited about it, if this prototype worked, they had a chance at getting off this stupid planet. And maybe, once they weren't being forced to focus on survival, she could properly win her human over. With his mind clear, he could finally see her advances for what they were.
Spurred by a new excitement, Mim hurried her searching, itching at the idea of escaping. She knew McArthy wanted off this rock too, so she had to find this prototype. It really was their only shot at freedom.
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The Mistake

McArthy was staring into the medical room, dumbfounded by Mim's find. She didn't find the prototype, but after moving a large shelf away, she had revealed a shower. They were both staring at it, feeling equally stupid for never noticing it before.
Mim walked into it for a moment, walking a quick circle, then rustled her feathers as she walked back out and said, "Roomy."
Reaching his hand inside to the knob, McArthy asked, "Does it even work?"
As he grabbed the knob, Mim placed her hands on her hips, "I do not believe the Covenant breached any kind of water lines. There would be no point to."
With the turn of the knob, they both watched in surprise as the pipes creaked for a moment, then water started pouring out. McArthy poked his hand into the water, testing it, then he pulled it out with a shocked expression.
"It's… lukewarm."
Mim tilted her head, confused, then McArthy chuckled and said, "It's not cold, is what I mean, and it's getting hotter."
He quickly turned the knob again, turning the shower off, then he shut the curtain and said, "Oh I am using that tonight."
Chuckling, Mim followed him out of the medical room and said, "Want me to use it before or after?"
McArthy shrugged as he picked the journal up from the counter and said, "Up to you. You're the one who got the power working."
Dipping her head a bit, Mim crooned, "I will let you go first, then."
McArthy opened up the journal and started at the page with the prototype's drawing. At this point, they had both searched the entire base, and found nothing. At least, McArthy thinks so. Mim wasn't easily convinced as she went out the other door, heading for the research room at the other end of the base. That room has a few dismantled machines and devices, and she thought she saw something familiar.
The t'vaoan made her way through the door, passing McArthy and gaining his attention. He watched her walk out of the room and into the adjacent rooms, then shut the book and began following her. The two walked through the armory and into the research room, McArthy turning his gaze to all the different devices. None of them caught his eye before, none looking like the prototype.
His thoughts were interrupted as Mim squawked. He turned to see her reach out, then she asked, "Can I have the book?"
With a nod, he handed her the journal and watched as she quickly flipped to the drawing and stared at it. As she looked at the drawing, she approached one of the long encounters cluttered with devices and pieces. She kept the book next to her face as she scanned the counter, then came to a stop next to a piece.
McArthy watched from over her shoulder as she lowered the book and grabbed the piece. To him, it looked like nothing important, certainly didn't look like the prototype. However, Mim's curiosity about it made him feel like he missed something.
She pushed a part of the table clear, then sat the part upright on it. Turning to McArthy, she gestured to it and asked, "Do you see it too?"
With a sigh, McArthy shook his head and said, "Unfortunately not. My usual observance is failing me at the moment."
Crooning, Mim raised the journal again and said, "It is fine. I believe I found the prototype."
McArthy nodded his head, then froze as he processed what she said. He spun back to her as she looked at the opposite counter, holding the book up once again for reference. Once again, a certain piece looked like one of the parts in the drawing.
As he watched Mim find the pieces and put them on the counter together, he was stumped on why they would take the prototype apart. Unless they purposely did so to keep it out of enemy hands, but McArthy doubted the covenant didn't already have superior communication systems.
It wasn't long until the assembled parts loosely placed next to each other took the form of the drawing. Well, most of it. Both McArthy and Mim were stumped as they looked between the drawing and what was gathered. It looked mostly like it, but the main communications component was missing.
As Mim looked through all the drawers of the tables, she chirped, "Where could it be?"
McArthy peeked at the drawing again, looking at it to figure out the size of the final piece. It wasn't very large, but it held the most important parts. He was lost as well, then a small idea creeped into his mind.
Patting Mim's back, she turned back to him with a tilted head, "Hm?"
McArthy stepped towards the doorway and said, "I… think I may know where the last part is."
He watched her eyes widen, then he stepped through the door and said, "It's only a guess based on what I read, but it's the best chance. Follow me."
Mim shut the drawer she was looking in and quickly followed him across the base. He led them towards the medical room, the room that held the shower they had found. It also held another object of interest. The two walked in and Mim followed McArthy's gaze to the demon lying on the floor. Looking at it again made chills go up her spine, despite now knowing they were just another human, as McArthy had told her.
The worst part about the spartan was that they couldn't move it, it being far too heavy for both of them to drag. So, they would just have to deal with the corpse being in the same room as their newly discovered shower.
McArthy moved up to the spartan, crouching next to their armor back and gazing at it. Mim tilted her head as she approached next to him, wondering what he saw. She watched him place his hand on the armored back, then run it up to a certain part that had a small metal pole sticking out the top.
He pulled at the piece for a moment, nothing happening, then he turned back to Mim and said, "This spartan has an abnormally large communications unit on their back armor. And, according to the journal, this spartan was supposed to have their armor modified to test the prototype communications. So, as it appears, the piece we are missing is this thing, but right now it's still a part of the armor."
Without hesitation, Mim pulled out the energy sword hilt and ignited it, watching McArthy spin his head to her. She chuckled as she raised the sword with her two hands, then she asked, "Move, I will remove it."
With only a simple nod, McArthy stood up and stepped away from the spartan. Mim lowered herself next to the body, looking closely at the piece and the armor it was connected to. She didn't want to cut into the armor too much, she only wanted to remove the communications piece. As it seemed, there was a perfect amount of space for her to do so, so she carefully moved the blade close to cut.
Once the hot blade was next to the place she wanted to cut, she quickly swiped it across and yanked the piece away, looking down at the armor. The armor was undamaged, and now they had the last piece they needed. Turning off the energy sword, Mim carefully looked over the part. She would definitely need to dismantle it a bit, seeing as it was modified to fit the armor, but that wouldn't be too hard, especially since she found all the necessary tools in the research room.
She turned to McArthy and waved the part with a happy chirp, watching him slouch a little as he sighed in relief.
"It will take some time for me to rebuild it."
Mim watched McArthy chuckle, "Not an issue. Just gives me more time to read up on how it works. I like to think I have some smarts, but reading all these science words makes me remember I'm an ODST, not a engineer."
Mim chuckled as she passed him, "That makes one of us."
The two walked back through the base until they reached the research room, Mim quickly gathering the parts and tools she'd need. Turning to McArthy, she gestured to the tools and said, "I want to work in the living space. More room there. Can you take these?"
With a smile, he nodded his head as he gathered the tools and said, "Sure thing. How long until you think you'll be done?"
She carefully gathered the parts in her arms and said, "Maybe an hour. It does not look too complex. Plus, the company will be nice."
The two walked back through the base and stopped in the main room. Carefully sitting all the tools and parts on the counter, McArthy pushed the chair next to it and asked with a smile, "You wanna sit while you work?"
Mim chuckled as she jumped onto the seat, pulling the parts together, "Yes, thank you."
She watched out of the corner of her eye as McArthy walked to the mattresses and plopped himself down on them, opening the journal and continuing to read. With a small croon, she turned back to the prototype and slowly began rebuilding it.


Mim was carefully connecting two of the pieces, but her mind was thinking of very different things. Putting this prototype back together wasn't complex, which allowed her mind to wander a bit. Right now, she was once again trying to figure out a way to win her human over. Her latest efforts have fallen flat, at least that's how they felt. Perhaps they were having a gradual effect on him, but she was interested in getting results sooner rather than later.
Then a thought came across her mind, maybe she should try to figure out a more human way. There was one word she needed, but she just didn't know it in English.
Turning to glance at McArthy, she watched as he very slowly slid his knife across his face. At first it made her heart skip a beat, thinking he was cutting himself, but he drew no blood, and the small hairs that had slowly grown on his face fell off.
She let out a squawk to gain his attention, then turned her face back to her work and asked, "McArthy, I need a word."
She heard him let out a quiet hum, then he asked, "What word are you looking for? Is it…"
"A word similar to… like."
McArthy scratched his chin as he laid back on the wall, "Uh, ah, enjoy!"
Mim shook her head with an amused huff, then said, "No. As in, like a lot."
"Oh, adore."
Scratching her feathers, Mim tried to figure out if that was the word. She turned and asked, "An example?"
"Uh, you adore that shotgun of yours."
Mim turned back around with a huff, "Not the right word, then."
She sat, thinking of the right way to ask it, then it struck her. Humans didn't use this word the way her kind did, but he should get the right idea.
Turning back to face him, she asked, "As in, how I feel about my… mate."
McArthy froze up for a moment, then reddened a little and said, "O-oh, a… mate. So, like, your hubby or something. Oh, oh, oh, you're looking for love."
The t'vaoan trilled at the word. It certainly sounded right, but she had to be sure.
"So, I would  l-l-love  my mate?"
McArthy shrugged his shoulders with a smile, "I mean, you should. If you don't love him, why is he your mate?"
Mim spun back around to her work, "Thank you, McArthy."
The ODST scratched the back of his head, a little confused, "Uh, alright. No problem. How's the progress with that prototype?"
Mim chirped as she lifted a human tool, "Not long."
She fully returned back to her work, hopeful for their future. It wasn't too much longer until they would finally be able to call for some kind of help, and she knew just the person to call.


Setting down the communication prototype, she hovered her claws over the small buttons on its bottom part. Everything was put together, now all they needed to do was hook it up to a power source to see if it turned on, then they would be ready to send out a transmission.
"Is it done?" asked McArthy from behind. Mim only nodded her head as she removed their very last beam rifle from a crate and started dismantling it.
She heard McArthy tap the journal and say, "I, uh, finished reading about how the prototype works, and I'm not sure about this anymore."
Mim paused, the beam rifle's power cell in her hand. She turned to him with a squawk of surprise and asked, "Why?"
He was obviously nervous to answer, but he began as she continued to work with the power cell, finding a way to connect it to the prototype.
"Well, it's because of the amount of danger involved. The thing is only a prototype, so the usual safeguards are missing. Which means, if we send out a transmission, anyone within range can pick it up and track us down."
Mim grunted as she successfully connected the prototype to the power source, "But… it is worth the risk."
She heard him place the journal on the counter, then he asked, "Do you even have someone to call? Because I don't."
Mim nodded as she turned to face him, "Yes, she's a good friend,  and  she has a ship. A big ship."
McArthy crossed his arm with a huff, "A big ship, huh? Big enough to deal with an assault carrier? Can you even guarantee she will get the transmission?"
This question made Mim stay quiet. There was one thing she wasn't going to do, and that was lie to him. She shook her head, then he lowered his arms and said, "Then I don't think it's worth it. The moment that thing sends that signal, the Covenant will zero in on it and kill both of us, and I don't want that."
Feeling desperation kick in, Mim said, "But… we have to! Getting off this world, we both want that! This is our only chance!"
McArthy pointed at the prototype and said, "Even if your friend picks up that signal, she won't get here before the Covenant finds us!"
With a small snarl, she grabbed the prototype and said, "Then I'll take this somewhere far from here and send the signal. You and the base will be safe."
She watched his face soften some, then he said, "No, I'm not gonna let you go out alone and-"
Mim spun at him, trying to stay stern. "I'm not going to let you come with me. I want you safe, and this is the only way to keep our shelter's location safe as well."
Before she let him further argue, she marched to the door leading outside and said, "I will be back."
The door opened, but before she walked out, McArthy called out, "You promise?"
She turned her head to look at her human, taking him in before she left. Of course she would promise. She had plans, she still needed to win him over, and she was definitely getting the ride out of here.
With a soft voice, trying to calm his ever present nerves, she crooned, "I promise. I will try and use my old cave. It will not take any longer than an hour or two."
Then, she stepped out into the white, snow covered courtyard and listened as she slid the door shut behind her. Taking a deep breath, processing the danger of this trip, he huffed and made her way out of the base, disappearing into the snowy forest.


Mim took in a deep breath as she approached her old cave. For some strange reason, it felt like it's been forever since she's been here. It was probably the perfect place to send out the transmission. It would certainly throw the Covenant off in their search for them.
She leaped onto the top of the cave, sitting down on the edge and placing the prototype next to her. McArthy had explained to her how to function it while she was building it, and she was quick to comprehend the instructions. She was lucky to know the planet's coordinates they were on as she prepared the prototype for broadcast.
The prototype would require full power to broadcast as far out as possible, which meant it would drain the power cell she connected it to as soon as she transmitted her message.
Carefully typing away at the buttons, making out the message she wanted to send, she hovered her claw over the final button. Paused, she raised her head and looked up into the sky. The most notable thing above her was the assault carrier, still hovering high in orbit. Without looking down, she let out a chuff of determination and pushed down on the button.


Marching through the snow was the golden zealot, his mandibles seemingly sculpted into a scowl. Trudging behind him was an assortment of soldiers he was able to detach from the extraction site. It wasn't much, but to him it was certainly enough to kill a simple t'vaoan and human.
Suddenly, all of their comlinks lit up, a strange message filling their ears. The message was in english, so while his troops were all confused, the zealot was not. He knew the heretics' language, and right now he was quaking with rage...
...and elation.
With a devilish chuckle, he turned to one of the sangheili minors behind him and asked, " Can you trace that signal? "
The minor quickly nodded, then the zealot chortled and said, " Do it quickly. It seems our targets have just given us their position. "
The small attack group quickly traced the signal and were on the move. The zealot led them as they ran through the forest, unfortunately slowed by having to keep in sight of the unggoy. After looking back to see the unggoy waddling in the let out a snarl of anger.
Turning to the minor next to him, he pointed at them and said, " I will go ahead, you lead them to the traced signal! I will not allow the heretics escape! "
The minor couldn't even reply before the zealot raced off through the forest, sprinting off as fast as he could.
It wasn't long until he reached the source. He growled as he approached the cave, taking his energy sword out and looking around. He saw nothing, then noticed the faintest trail of smoke coming from on top of the cave.
With a grunt, the zealot leaped on top of the mouth of the cave, looking down to see a strange device hooked up to a smoking power cell. What he saw next proved more intriguing.
Footprints.
Chuckling as he felt the power cell, he turned in the direction of the footsteps and said, " Still hot. I know you're near, heretics! Show yourself and fight me like warriors! Prove you have at least a shred of honor in you! "
The zealot slowly followed the snow trail away from the cave mouth and into the forest. He kept walking through the snow, his eyes darting around him, then the trail ended.
He looked at the trail curiously, then heard tree branches creak to his side. He swiftly spun around to his side and outstretched his arm. With a trained strike, he batted the shotgun out of Mim's hands, hearing her gasp in surprise. Before she could react, he threw his hand forward and grabbed her by the throat, lifting her up to eye level with an evil grin on his mandibles.
Speaking in his own tongue, the zealot chucked, " It seems your ambush has failed, heretic. "
He watched her let out a wheeze in his grasp, then he pulled her close and asked, " Where is the human friend of yours? "
This time, she rasped out a chuckle and said, " He's long gone. "
The zealot chuckled, then gestured to her trail behind her and said, " Given there is no second trail, I dare say he never was here. "
The t'vaoan stayed quiet in his grasp, eliciting a long chortle of satisfaction from him. Though the human being's absence delayed his mission, it did make it more fun.
With a cough, Mim looked up and said, " Well, kill me then. "
The zealot chuckled again as he shook his head. He brought his hand to her feathers and lightly brushed their edges, making her snarl and try to bite his hand. He laughed more, then softly said, " I have other plans for you. You will be dead soon, don't you fret."
It was now that the rest of his attack group reached him, the zealot turning to see his two sangheili minors and eight unggoy finally come into view. He presented Mim with a proud roar, eliciting similar roars from the minors while the grunts simply cheered.
Once they're celebration was over, the zealot pointed at the sangheili minors and said, " Quickly gather the required resources for a cage. We will entrap her in this very cave and ambush the human when he comes to rescue her. "
Mim's eyes widened as he said that, her struggling in his grasp increasing, yet futile. Her squawks and grunts were drowned out as the sangheili once again roared in victory together. This couldn't be happening, everything was about to go right. Everything was about to get better, and now they were going to die.


McArthy nervously paced around the room, making circles around the tables. At this point it had been two hours, and Mim was yet to come back. He was so worried, his stomach felt like it was being twisted into thousands of knots. To put it simply, he felt sick.
He moved away from the center of the room and to the conference table between the two doors leading into the rest of the base. With a heavy grunt, he placed his hands on the edge of the table and leaned onto it, quickly his hand down his face.
"Fuck, why am I so worried? I've never even felt this sick about my own squad being gone."
Turning himself around, he leaned the back of his waist against the table and rested his forehead into his hands. He's had this feeling before, but it's never been so intense. Why is it so bad now? He trusted Mim, she was going to be back soon, yet he still felt worried sick. And if something did happen, he only had himself to blame.
"I don't… she's just all I have. But… I'm not in…"
He paused, unable to let the word out. He knew what he was feeling, but he just couldn't believe it. To fall in love with an alien woman? Not just an alien, one who's species and higher powers are trying to exterminate his entire race. Not like any of that mattered, she ran away from the Covenant, and she certainly didn't want him dead, quite the opposite.
Leaning against the table, hanging his head, he groaned, "I fucking fell in love with that bird, didn't I?"
He couldn't believe he could fall in love with her. He wasn't even against the idea, but he's never really fallen in love before either. Sure, he's had a girlfriend a long time ago, but that relationship was empty and pointless. His parents didn't show him love, no one showed him love, he didn't have any real experience with this.
As he internally discussed, he slowly realized he wasn't worried about falling in love with Mim, he was worried about screwing it up. Rubbing his eyes, he grunted and slammed his hands on the table behind him. If this falling was love, then he wasn't going to let go. Mim could be in danger, and he wasn't going to let her get hurt. He needed to find her, find out where she went, see if she was okay.
With grunt, he went to push himself off the conference table, but his weight suddenly made the table slide across the ground a bit. McArthy caught himself on the table before he fell, then spun around to look at it. He thought the table was bolted down like the rest of the tables, but apparently not. As his eyes quickly gazed at the table, he saw something peculiar underneath it. Right beneath where it's bottom once was, he saw a square looking hatch. It looked just big enough for someone to fit in.
Curious, he pushed the table fully away and grabbed the hatch. There was a lever on it, so he pulled it and watched the hatch open up. He peeked down to see a small room of some kind. He swore under his breath at the sight. He's been in this base for so long, and he only only now found this little secret?
Quickly climbing down the small ladder leading down, he shortly ended in a very small room. On one side of the room were multiple cabinets, which he quickly checked, only to find they were all locked. Turning to the other side of the room, his eyes widened at what he saw. This side of the room held a desk, sitting on the desk were multiple magazines for an SMG and pistol. He raised his eyes to see the two weapons hanging on small hooks.
He couldn't believe his luck. If Mim was in any real danger, he had only a magazine for each weapon. Now, he had enough to actually fight something. McArthy swiftly swiped the ammunition up, taking a last spin to see if he missed anything useful. When he didn't find anything, he quickly climbed back up and out of the hidden room.
Carefully putting the magazines down next to his weapons, McArthy quickly began putting his armor on. He's never put it on so fast, this fear of Mim being hurt or killed fueling him to move faster. Once his armor was on, he grabbed his weapons, placing them on both of his thighs, then placed the extra magazines on his body.
Without a second of thought, he put his helmet over his head and ran to the door. He quickly slipped through it once it opened, then shut it behind him and bolted off. Honestly, the best case scenario was that he ran into her while she was heading back, but he doubted that would happen. He couldn't play fake scenarios in his head, he had to be ready for a fight. He wasn't planning on letting the Covenant kill her and pumped his legs, moving as fast as he could push himself through the snow.


Mim was sitting on the cave floor, one knee raised with her hand sitting on it. In front of her were bars tightly spaced together, no real door to be opened. As it seemed, the zealot didn't plan on letting her out, not alive at least.
Raising her head, she looked up to see the golden armored zealot standing right outside the cage, lifting her belt up and peering at it and the few objects attached to it. She watched as he plucked the energy sword from it, gazing, then put it back with a huff. He cast the belt aside, Mim watching it land against the cave wall, too far for her to reach.
The zealot then turned to face her, leaning against the wall, and asked, " So, I assume that energy sword is one of a zealot, correct? "
Mim didn't answer, only staring daggers at him. The zealot chuckled at her silence, then shrugged his shoulders and said, " I don't need an answer from you, for I already have them all. "
Pushing himself off the wall, Mim watched as the zealot walked up to the bar, lightly gripping the bars, " I already looked through every file on you. From your entrance into the Covenant military to the last combat report. And trust me, Mim, you cannot surprise me. Now, how long until this human should show? "
Mim turned her head away from the zealot and quietly said, " He won't. "
" Hm? What was that? "
Spinning back with a snarl, she loudly said, " He won't! "
The zealot stayed emotionless for a second, then began chuckling. It was unsettling for Mim to watch the zealot chuckle.
Once his chuckling fit ended, the zealot sighed and said, " You are not good at lying, Mim. You and I both know he'll come. I know because I know what he's done for you before. Based on detailed reports from soldiers present at every encounter, plus post-fight proof, such as a very interesting dent on the hull of a certain ghost. "
His grip tightened on the bars as he leaned closer, " This is no different. That's why I know. Why you know, that is another story. A very shameful, disgusting, horrid story of its own. Hiding with a human, a race that is a stain on the universe. "
Rising from her sitting, she took a step towards the bars and said, " He's not a stain! "
" He is and he will be cleansed! You are attached, and you are a pure disappointment to your entire race! To your ancestors! You betrayed the Covenant, and you will be cleansed along with this human! "
The anger in the zealot slowly dissipated, then he began chuckling again. It was more unsettling this time than the last as the zealot let go of the bars and took a step back from Mim's prison.
The zealot ignited his blade, then placed it between him and the cage, " In not too long, the human will be standing here. And you'll watch as I push my blade through his back. I'll rip his helmet off and force you to watch the life leave his eyes. I will leave you here to stare at his corpse for the day as my guards watch the cave, then I will return in the morning and put you down like the animal you are. "
Mim hissed and grabbed the bars, " I'm not the moron wasting his time talking to some 'animal'. "
Before she could back away, the zealot shot his arm between the bars and gripped her chin, Mim gripping his arms with a hiss. Chuckling, the zealot moved her head to the side and said, " I would be careful with your words, little heretic. I will make sure the human suffers longer now for that. "
With that, the zealot drew his arm back, narrowly passing through the bars before Mim could bite down on his fingers. Chuckling, the zealot turned around and disappeared around the cave's corner, leaving Mim to back away and sit back down on the ground. She ran her hands through her feathers, feeling as a tear ran down her cheek. There was no way out of this, she could only hope that McArthy never came.


   
 
Bringing you Back

Trotting through the snow, McArthy raised the SMG in his hands as he slowly approached the old cave. What was once their shelter now seemed to be a hive of Covenant. He watched as grunts waddled in and out of the cave, as two sangheili minors stood atop the cave mouth. He didn't know why they would stay here, it was only a cave, unless they were guarding something important inside.
Hiding himself behind a tree, McArthy tried to come up with a plan. He certainly couldn't take them all at once, he'd have to draw some away. Peeking back to look, he wondered who to start with. The sangheili were in a dangerous position for him, it would be hard for him to even try and draw the grunts away without them noticing.
His hands tied, McArthy would have to walk all the way around to get behind the elites so he could start with them. Shifting his feet and keeping himself a good distance away, he began walking back through the snow. As he walked, a strong gust of wind made him look up. Large clouds were in the sky, giving him a pang of worry. It seemed a big storm was on it's way, which means he had a time limit.
Not that he didn't have one already.
It wasn't long until McArthy reached the backsides of the elites. He was hidden between trees with bushes along their trunks, peeking over the bushes to see the elites. He ducked back behind him, then looked down at the weapons he had. The SMG and pistol weren't very powerful weapons, though they were all he had. But, as he looked down at his weapons, something else caught his eye.
Footprints.
There were two pairs of prints, one sangheili and the other kig-yar. He looked at the prints and followed them with his eyes as they traveled into the snowy forest, then he saw a metal glint. Suddenly curious, hoping whatever that glint was could confirm whether his idea of what they were guarding was right or not, he carefully moved forward towards the glint.
He paused as he saw the source of the glint, being Mim's shotgun. Quickly swiping it from the snow, he brushed it off and checked it over. It was fully loaded, which probably meant Mim didn't get to put up much of a fight. She must've been caught completely off guard, a pang of remorse hitting McArthy again. He shouldn't have made her go, not at all, and definitely not alone.
But, this shotgun did give him something to work with. He only had 6 shells, but he could make it work. Putting his SMG on his thigh again, he carried the shotgun and moved back to his prior position.
Pushing away some snow next to him, McArthy uncovered the ground underneath, revealing a few small stones. Grabbing a few in his hand, he peeked over the bush again and saw the elites still with their backs to him. Turning to look at a large stone not too far to his right, he drew his arm back and chucked the stones at it.
The rocks smacked against the stone, the sound making the two elites spin around to look. The two aliens stared into the forest, then one pointed off the right side as it went off to the left. Splitting up, the two elite's raised their plasma rifles and walked into the forest.
McArthy carefully peeked around the side of his bush to see one elite walking far off to his left while the second approached the source of the sound. Good, this gave him the space he needed.
The elite slowly approached the stone, grumbling as it stood over the stone and looked around. Suddenly, the explosion of buckshot filled it's ears as pellets blew through its side. The elite let out a yelling warble as it stumbled to the side, turning to see McArthy lower the shotgun and pull his pistol out with his left hand.
Putting a round into the elite's head, he quickly holstered the pistol and spun around, putting his back to a tree as he heard the sound of an approaching elite. McArthy pumped the shotgun as he heard the elite get close, then jumped from behind the tree and aimed.
He watched the elite sprint right past him and pulled the trigger, sending a spread of buckshot into one of it's legs. The elites stumbled forward and rolled through the snow, crashing into their allies' corpses. McArthy grabbed his pistol again, then the elite sat up and fired at him. McArthy spun himself back around the tree as plasma ate at its bark.
Once the firing stopped her spun around with the pistol and fired at the elite. Two shots struck it's chest and neck, then the final third round punched through one of its eyes, the body of the elite promptly falling over.
Sighing with relief, McArhty turned back towards the cave edge and saw two grunts had made it on top of the cave and were now waddling towards him. They raised their needlers and opened fire on McArthy, making him quickly slide the shotgun on his back and spin back around the tree.
He watched as purple needles flew past him, curving around and landing into the snow as they tried to fly into him. As soon as he heard the needler fire stop, he spun around and fired with his pistol, running towards the two grunts.
Immediately, one of the grunt's flew back into the ground as a round flew through it's head. The other one cried out with a surprised grunt, then began running off to the side and firing at of his shots struck it's arm and leg, then the third and fourth one punctured it's methane tank, sending the grunt flying forward into the ground as gas raced out of it. The grunt let out another yelp as it struggled to get up, then the tank exploded off it's back.
The grunt sat up, shaking its head, then McArthy stepped next to it and shot it in the back of the head, reloading his pistol as the grunt fell back down on its face.
McArthy moved to the mouth of the cave, crouching down as he peeked over the edge. He saw as two grunts were currently waddling out. Aiming down, he fired his pistol and shot them both in the head, watching them slump onto the ground. Switching to his smg, he leapt off the cave mouth and landed in front of it with a grunt, spinning around.
Standing in the cave was a group of grunts, all now staring at him. One stepped forward with a fuel rod, letting out a loud laugh, and fired at him. McArthy had to force himself to fall on his back, the green explosive racing right over his face. McArthy rolled away, pointing his smg forward and firing at the grunts.
The grunt with the fuel rod moved the weapon in front of its body to protect itself from his gunfire as it's friend tried to run into the cave, only for McArthy's bullets to litter their bodies. Jumping up from his position on the ground, McArthy watched the grunt raise their fuel rod and fire again.
Spinning around the projectile, he fired at the grunt, dumping the rest of his magazine into their head. Quickly reloading his smg, he sprinted forward into the cave. The first thing he saw before he took the bend was Mim's belt lying against the wall, everything still attached to it.
Running around the bend, he saw bars lining the cave, and Mim standing behind them. She looked up at him with a squawk as he ran towards the cage and loudly asked, "What are you doing!?"
McArthy gripped the bars, trying to find some kind of door, and said, "Listen I am sorry, I should-"
"Duck!"
Without a second of hesitation, McArthy threw his body on the ground. An energy sword ignited and thrust right over his body, Mim jumping backwards as the blade passed between the bars, almost stabbing her. McArthy rolled to the side and jumped onto his feet, seeing a golden zealot roar at missing him. With rage, the zealot slashed his sword through the bars and at McArthy.
Giving the belt near his feet a kick towards the cave, McArthy dove away from the zealot as he moved to cut through him again. McArthy rolled towards the cave entrance, jumping up and backing away as he looked at the snorting zealot turn to him with a snarl.
The zealot drew his arm back and began running at McArthy, then the sound of an energy sword igniting paused both of them. The zealot spun around to watch Mim cut the bars off her cell, then she launched herself at him with a loud caw. Quickly blocking her blade and parrying it to the side, the zealot was about to plunge his sword through her open chest when he felt the pain of a small blade piercing his side, roaring and spinning around.
With a backwards kick, he knocked Mim back against the uncut bars, then focused his attention on the human. McArthy sheathed his bloody blade and quickly pulled out his shotgun, rolling under the zealot's arm as he swept his blade at McArthy.
Rolling onto his feet, McArthy spun around and fired a shot into the zealot's back, but the shield ate the pellets without breaking. With a roar, the elite spun around with it's blade far faster than McArthy expected. He barely jumped out of the way, the sword cutting through the shotgun in his hands.
As the zealot prepared to slash at the unarmed human again, Mim suddenly leaped over McArthy with a bar in her hands. With a swing, she bashed the bar against the zealot's head, sending him staggering into the wall.
Grasping McArthy's hand, she pulled him and the two began running out of the cave. Gripping the plasma rifle on his left thigh, the elite pointed it at the two retreating with blurred eyes and fired at them. His shots went high over their heads as they ran out of the cave and into the forest. The zealot gave his head a shake, then watched as the two ran off, leaving an obvious trail in the snow.
Letting out a roar into the forest, the zealot placed the plasma rifle on his thigh and gave chase.
McArthy was panting as he looked ahead at Mim, still holding his hand and trying to sprint through the forest. No matter how hard he tried, he just couldn't keep up. Plus, he knew that zealot would be able to catch up to them in a heartbeat at his pace.
Pulling his hand from her, he put his back to a tree and took a deep breath. Mim paused with a squawk, quickly moving back to him, "McArthy! We have to move!"
Shaking hi shead, McArthy coughed and said, "I'm… too slow! We gotta make a stand somehow, I'm not outracing a zealot!"
He watched Mim turn her head left and right, then her eyes lit up and she let out a squawk. Grabbing his hand, she tugged him again, "Follow me!"
The two began sprinting back through the forest, McArthy swearing he could hear the zealot not far behind them, but too terrified to look back. Mim led him through winding trees, a direction he's not too sure they've ever gone.
They ran down a snowy slope, McArthy barely stopping himself from falling by catching a tree. Once down the slope, Mim turned to the side and chirped at McArthy. The ran down the side of the slope, then McArthy saw what they were running towards. Not too far down the slope, it opened up into another cave entrance.
Suddenly, plasma fire peppered the ground around the two, both of them lifting their heads to see the zealot running on top of the slope, firing at them with his plasma rifle. McArthy stumbled for a moment, then raised his SMG and returned fire. His bullets did little damage to the zealot, the elite's shields easily deflecting them.
McArthy felt Mim's hand grip his collar, then she pulled him into the cave as plasma fire struck the ground he was standing on. McArthy lifted his head to look at the cave, finding it to be very strange. There were natural stone pillars all around the cave, along with what seemed like cracks in the ceiling, which were now covered in snow.
Mim once again pulled him behind a pillar, them finally stopping for a short breather. Though, any relaxation they could've had was interrupted as they heard loud stomping come from the entrance.
Mim leaned close to his ear and whispered, "We have to kill him here. Use the pillars."
McArthy nodded, quietly reloading his smg, then taking a moment to peek around the pillar. He could see the golden elite slowly enter the cave, his energy sword lighting the dark cavern.
With a chortle, the zealot loudly spoke in English, "Show yourself, heretics! Fight me! Prove you are worth a warrior's death!"
Spinning around the pillar, McArthy aimed at the zealot and opened fire, the muzzle fire lighting the cave as the crackle of gun fire echoed. The zealot roared and ran directly towards McArthy, blade held out, ready to cut into him. McArthy quickly stopped firing, then turned and ran from the pillar. He turned his head to watch the zealots blade slice through the pillar, then the elite let out a roar and turned to face McArthy.
Suddenly, a squawk came from the zealot's other side, but he turned too late to avoid a flying kick from the t'vaoan. The zealot stumbled into the pillar he cut through as Mim skipped past him, McArthy taking his pistol and tossing it to her, then he opened fire on the elite.
Snarling as the bullets continued to deplete his shield, the zealot spun around the pillar and sprinted for McArthy. More bullets struck him on his other side, the zealot turning to see Mim firing from behind another pillar across the large cavern.
His mind spiraling, the zealot roared and ran right for the t'vaoan, ignoring the beeping as his almost depleted shield continued to get lowered. He watched as the t'vaoan pulled back behind the stone pillar, then swiped through it with his energy.
Mim had jumped over the blade, expecting the attack, and now dove away from the pillar. With a roar, the zealot was about to continue after her when McArhty leaped onto his back, plunging his knife into the elite's collar.
With a roar, the elite spun around, trying to get a grip on the human repeatedly stabbing at his neck, though missing anything important. The zealot roared, "Why do you risk your life for a simple kig-yar, human!"
Plunging his blade as deeply as possible into the zealot's neck and giving it a twist, McArthy shouted, "She's all I have left you fucking hingehead! She's my everything, and I'm  not  letting you fucking take her from me!"
The zealot snarled, "You heretics and your passion disgust me!"
Then, the patter of feet tore the zealot's eyes forward, forcing him to watch as Mim threw a kick full force into his stomach. It knocked the elite back, the kick knocking the plasma rifle off his thigh.
With a deafening and warbled yell, the elite grabbed a hold of McArthy's arm, whipping him off his back and throwing him against the wall. McArhty struck the wall with a loud grunt, letting out a long breath as he quickly rolled onto his side to see the zealot attacking Mim. He was swinging and lunging with his energy sword as Mim desperately dipped and dove from every attack, though her pace slowed.
McArthy finally got onto his feet, grabbing his SMG and aiming it upward. Before he could shoot, he watched as the zealot missed another swipe at Mim, then spun around and landed a back kick directly against her chest, sending her flying into the wall. McArthy watched her fall limply onto the floor, then yelled as he opened fire at the zealot, running towards him.
The zealot raised his arm to his face as the bullets peppered his shield, then they broke. Multiple bullets crashed into the zealots armor, other racing right through the zealot's sides, but nothing fatal. The pain only drove the zealot with more fury as he swiped with all his force at the human. McArthy, however, was able to roll under the sword, sliding next to Mim's unconscious body. Reloading his smg, he raised it at the zealot, but the weapon was promptly swiped from his hand.
The elite's foot slammed against McArthy's chest, pinning him to the ground as the zealot drew his arm back, steadying the energy sword to McArthy's helm. Purple blood trickled down the zealot's golden armor as he took in heavy breaths.
After a few seconds, the zealot slowly began chuckling, which grew to laughing. The laughing finally slowed, then the zealot drew closer to McArthy and said, "I will be honest, you two put up more of a fight than I expected. But in the end, you both will meet the same fate."
McArthy raised his arm, feeling up Mim's waist, and asked, "That's what you think, you fucking split-lip."
The zealot roared as he drew his arm further back, about to strike the human, when the sound of an energy sword igniting made him pause, for just a moment. Holding MIm's energy sword, McArhty yelled as he swiped it at the leg holding him down, cutting the limb clean off the zealot.
With a roar of pain, the zealot reared backward, losing balance and falling backwards with the leg to catch him. McArthy shoved the limb off his chest, quickly standing up and looking over the snarling zealot. The zealot leaned forward and made a desperate sweep at McArthy with their sword, but McArhty simply leaned back, letting the blade pass right in front of him. Gripping the sword with both hands, McArthy swung it upwards, cutting the zealot's arm off, separating him from his weapon.
Now, the zealot was simply sputtering in his own language, trying and failing to crawl upwards and away from McArthy. McArthy gripped the energy sword, hovering it over the zealot's chest.
Reaching his arm out, the zealot said, "Human, wait, I-"
His voice was silenced as McArthy plunged the energy sword into the elite's chest, listening in satisfaction as the elite let out a long and weak roar. Soon, the roar turned into weak gasping, then the zealot's arm fell back onto the ground as his head fell back onto the ground.
McArthy stared at the corpse for almost half a minute before pulling the sword out of their chest. He deactivated the sword and held it at his side, taking deep breaths as he continued looking at the body. His head spun and turned to Mim, running to her side and falling next to her.
He shook his head as he moved his hand over her body, "Please no, for the love of God, don't be dead. Don't be dead, don't be dead, don't be…"
He paused as he held his fingers to her neck, feeling her pulse beating strongly. Letting out a tearful shutter, he placed the brim of his helmet against her chest, holding back a joyful sob.
After a minute of simply sitting there on, he lifted his head with a sigh. Knowing she was alive and breathing, he took the time to quickly grab his SMG from the ground. After checking if it worked, he placed it on his thigh and ran back to Mim. He clipped her energy sword back to her belt, then scooped her under his arms and carefully lifted her up from the ground.
He turned towards the mouth of the cave, then gave the zealot's head a quick kick, then said, "Don't worry, Mim, I got you. You've carried me to safety before, now it's my turn."
As he left the cave, he turned his gaze back up to see it had begun snowing. The clouds were large and the air was windy, a blizzard was definitely going to roll in. With a sigh, he began his march back to the base.
It was a long walk, but McArthy knew he had to make it. After almost half an hour of silence, McArthy lightly chuckled and said, "I… know you can't hear me. Well, I talk to myself all the time anyway, so this isn't very different."
He paused, for some reason expecting her to let out some kind of amused chirp, then sighed and said, "God, you got me so worried. Now look at us! I shouldn't have ever doubted you, or let you go out there alone. You were being stern, but I should've been more stern. I'm… sorry."
McArthy made the rest of the journey in silence. As he walked, the snowing and wind only got worse, for a bit McArthy was unsure if he'd even make it back to their shelter.
However, such fears disappeared as he came upon the ever familiar stream, leaving a smile on his face as he moved over the stream and began walking up the slope.
As the fence came into view, he suddenly felt something press against his neck. He looked down and let out a small gasp at the sight. Without him knowing, Mim had moved her arms around his neck and moved her beak to his neck, slightly rubbing it.
Though he was caught off guard, he chuckled and asked, "You are awake, right?"
He heard only an amused chirp, then he asked, "How long have you been awake?"
Mim softly crooned, then said, "Long enough."
McArthy sighed, hanging his head and looking down at Mim. She only giggled, tightening her hold around his body.
"I guess you want me to carry you all the way in then."
Mim nodded slyly, "If you would please, McArthy."
Letting out a relieved chuckle, he nodded, "Only cuz you deserve it. Any other person I'd drop in the snow for that right here, right now."
With that, he carried Mim through the broken fence and into the bases' grounds. There were many emotions going through both of them, but they were overwhelmingly relieved, glad to have escaped what both of them thought would've been their death.


Both Bota and Zuhl looked down at the zealot's corpse, both unsurprised at the end result. Two amputated limbs, riddled with bullet holes, and a deep stab through the chest.
Nodding at the corpse, Bota looked up at Zuhl and said, " I did warn him. "
Zuhl bobbed his head, " Yes, yet the foolish zealot still went after the heretics. "
They're conversation was interrupted as a sangheili major walked behind them and asked, " Ultra Bota, what's the- "
The major paused, however, as he looked down at the zealot's corpse. Both Bota and Zulh stepped aside to allow the major to fully assess the corpse.
With a snort, Bota pointed at the major, " I want you to write a full report on this situation. The shipmaster won't be happy to know another zealot has died in the hunt for these heretics. "
The major nodded, giving Bota a salute as he and Zuhl walked past the major. They moved past the sangheili minors currently searching the rest of the cavern and out of the cave. They both raised their heads at the storming blizzard. It had moved in much faster than expected, but they weren't too far from base.
With a rare and light chuckle, Zuhl turned to Bota, " I see you have learned to not report directly to the shipmasters yourself with negative news. "
Waving down at the champion, Bota sighed, " I must, to make sure I can continue helping heretics. I cannot appear involved with so many… heretical incidents. Such reports would rack up, making me suspicious. "
Zuhl nodded, " Absolutely, boss. I'm… I'm quite glad myself they survived. That t'vaoan would've made a great soldier. "
Sighing, Bota looked off into the snowy and blurred environment as the blizzard raged through and softly said, " Perhaps. But it is better this way. The less there are following this false path, the less power the prophets have. I just hope all of our kinds figure this out before it is too late for humanity."
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The Storm

 The time has come, people. The lemon you've all been waiting for. Now, I wanted this to be as high quality as it could get, which is why I enlisted help to make sure this story got a really good lemon to go along with it. Huge shoutout to The Quackster and Locusrvb for putting in work so that this beautiful chapter could come to life. Without them this definitely wouldn't have been as good. Quack seems to have a natural talent o this, so he wrote a lot of it, Locus did a fantastic job getting it rolling, it was just so nice having people to work with for something like this so it can be as good as it is. So check them and their stuff out, had to let you all know this certainly wasn't done alone, and it was done that way because I wanted this to be the best it could be. With nothing else left to say...
 Warning: Explicit Sexual Content
McArthy groaned as he set Mim down on the ground, allowing her to finally stand up after a long period of being held in his arms. She shook her head to remove any excess snow from her plumage before nipping at the feathers adorning her arms. The t'vaoan shot occasional glances at him, watching as he rolled his arms in an attempt to quell the soreness. She chuckled to herself and walked into another room to remove her now fractured armor.
"Well, that was certainly an exciting day, eh Mim?" he asked, trying to come up with the least awkward statement about their previous events, all the while pulling off his helmet and letting the air cool his face before casting it aside.
Mim let out a questioning squawk from where she was situated around a corner, in the administration room, out of McArthy's sight.
"Ex-citing?" She rasped, poking her head out from around the bend with questioning eyes.
McArthy nodded. "Yeah. Exciting. Heart Pounding. Terrifying."
"I found it quite terrifying." Came the deadpan response.
McArthy sighed, before scratching his ear and stretching. He unfastened his chest piece and took it off, leaving it on a chair as he began to remove some of his extra bits. He yawned before turning his head towards the general direction of his avian companion, still removing a gauntlet, "I think I am gonna head to bed, join me when you want, okay?"
Though unseen, Mim's only answer was an affirmative squawk.
McArthy groaned as he trudged over to his mattress on the ground and plopped down, getting comfortable before he closed his eyes and let out a tired sigh. He was sore as hell, and if the grueling firefight and subsequent duel weren't exhausting enough, carrying Mim through the snow wasn't much help either.
But he could help but feel partially excited for Mim to come lay with him again. He felt as though now was the time to make an advance on her, show her what he felt about her. McArthy knew, one way or another, she would end up in his arms during the night. That's when he would make his first move.
Even if Mim didn't feel the same about him, which was unlikely considering the way she held him on the way back, he knew she wouldn't react too harshly to the human, it would only make things awkward. Awkward was better than losing her friendship. But sleep wasn't long in wait as he dozed off without another word.
 #
Mim silently crept up beside her companion, watching owlishly to see if McArthy had fallen asleep; he probably wouldn't like what she was about to try, but she couldn't stand it anymore.
She watched his face, waiting for any sign of consciousness upon it. Seeing none, Mim slowly laid down on his mattress, facing away from him before she began to scoot closer to the human. Soon, she felt McArthy's arms against her back.
Mim paused, considering what she was about to do.
Was she truly ready to try and take this next step? Sure, she noticed the occasional passing glance from him as well as his general fondness for her affection, but was he just trying to be kind toward her advances? Surely his spur of the moment confession earlier wasn't just a random thought. He wouldn't push her away, reject her when he noticed, right?
Throwing caution to the wind, she subtly shook her head and decided to press on, continuing to gently slide back until McArthy shifted. Mim held her breath, waiting.
McArthy groaned in his sleep before he rolled over, lifting his arm and draping it over her stomach before pulling her closer, something that Mim had been anticipating. It was the first but certainly not the hardest part of the process.
Mim let out a soft trill and snuggled backward into McArthy's embrace, delighting in the feel of his warm arms around her waist and the soft, slow, and rhythmic breaths that tickled the back of her neck and plumage. She tried her best not to coo from the sensation, the tingling running down her spine and making her lower digits twitch.
Mim began to rotate herself, slowly but steadily as to not wake him, until she was situated in front of McArthy's face, which was not even half a unit from her own. Mim slowly closed the distance between their two faces until they were barely touching. She could feel the warmth of his breath against her nostrils as he slept soundly.
She wanted to press further forward, to touch so deeply, a dream she had been wishing to come true for so long now. They had been so close so many times before, but it felt necessary to finally commit.
Too caught up in her excitement, Mim snaked her tongue out of her mouth and lightly lapped the human on the cheek, recoiling it only after realizing the errors of her ways. She silently giggled to herself after watching his face scrunch up before relaxing once again, a clear sign that she didn't awaken him.
Mim felt a stroke of happiness in her gut, moving her hand to gently stroke a talon down his cheek. He was so peaceful lying next to her, and she wouldn't mind spending the entire night observing him from this close. The weight of his arms around her petite body added to the experience, akin to that of a fantasy. Her fantasy.
" My McArthy ," she whispered, staring longingly into the human's sleeping face.
Then McArthy opened his eyes.
The two stared at each other, Mim didn't dare to breathe as she waited for the human to explode on her. She waited and waited for the yelling or the yelping or the pushing to begin, but that never happened. Instead, they both watched each other's eyes, Mim's gold observing McArthy's ice blue.
Suddenly, McArthy shifted, closing the distance between the two of them, slowly moving his head forward. He pursed his lips and slowly pressed them against the tip of Mim's beak, surprising, but enough to elicit a soft croak from her.
McArthy reluctantly pulled away, only for Mim to suddenly thrust her head forward and pressing her beak against his lips, reaffirming the contact. She felt the arms around her waist tighten slightly as she tried to press herself against him, pushing her wiry avian body against his bulky human body.
The two of them continued to kiss, the gentle pressure making Mim melt- she had never felt like this before, the gentle warmth, the feeling of his soft and warm lips against her hard beak, the clear passion and care laced within every breath the two of them took. She never wanted this moment to end.
McArthy held her as he rolled so that the t'vaoan was on top of him, resting her weight on his waist with both of his hands on her hips. She let out a soft trill as the two of them separated again, this time with a degree of reluctance as they both drew a deep breath, a strand of saliva strung between the tip of her snout to the bottom of his lips. Mim sat up before resting her hands on top of his, rubbing them as she looked at him with drunken eyes
"Well, then," McArthy said with a smile and clearly out of breath.
Mim only let out a trill before she nuzzled him on the cheek with her beak. McArthy chuckled as he hugged her again, happily laying down on him as she pressed herself against his chest. She giggled at the touch of his toned body, rubbing herself into it.
Noticing the alluring feature, McArthy laughed and lightly pushed Mim up so that she was sitting on his waist. She tilted her head to the side as she watched the human pull his BDU over his head before discarding it to the side. Mim's eyes widened as she saw the person underneath the armor that she had come to know so well; only once before had he revealed his torso to her, and she was thirsting for another period with it.
She frantically leaned forward, making sure she rubbed his chest on the way down, drinking in as much as she could before flipping herself around so her rear pressed against his waist and back rested against his sternum. She wiggled momentarily before relaxing.
"Keep warm," she rasped softly, before grabbing McArthy's arms and pulling them over her chest.
He got the message and pulled her closer before slowly lying back down on his side. Being mindful to not slam her against the mattress, he gently placed her to his left, holding her so that they were spooning, the two of them the closest they could be- for now.
Mim trilled softly, delighting in the embrace- this was exactly what she had hoped would happen, cuddling after such a long and tumultuous day of surviving with each other. McArthy on the other hand was elated that not only did she obviously feel the same, they were doing much more than he had anticipated. He could only snuggle with her further as he laid on the mattress.
She wiggled about, trying to get even closer when she felt something press against her rear. Mim frowned, then pushed her rear backward, trying to discern what was exactly pressing against it. After a few more moments of investigation, she froze- she knew  exactly  what was pressing against her.
Mim immediately looked back at McArthy, who had developed a red tinge to his cheek and was trying his best to avoid eye contact with her. It was almost as if he was embarrassed.
She was confused- why would he be embarrassed about something that was a natural body function and something that said body evidently wanted? Mim mentally shrugged; she'd gotten this far, why not go all the way?
Mim turned around in McArthy's embrace so that once again she was facing him.
"I, uh-"
Mim silenced McArthy with another soft kiss. She gently pulled away from McArthy's grip and stood up, and then, to the human's utter shock, she began to unfasten and release the undersuit from her body only feet in front of him.
"Mim, are you-" McArthy was silenced, this time, by the sight of her stepping out of the suit.
McArthy's throat went dry- this time, it was his eyes roaming over her body- as they slid from her avian feathers and long beak, down her collar, slim chest and wiry arms, to her plump thighs and wide hips, her thin yet toned shins and cloven heels, finally resting his eyes back up at her familiar yet unfamiliar slit. She slowly stepped over to McArthy-who had completely forgotten about the slight chill at this point as well as how far they had gone- and kneeled over while pressing her bare skin against his. She gently tapped his waistband.
"Only if you want to," she enticed, looking the human right in the eyes.
McArthy sat there, dumbfounded. He knew what would happen if he took off his clothes, what it would imply, but strangely… he wanted to.
He nodded.
Mim let out an elated squawk as McArthy stood up and began to remove his pants. He struggled as his arms quaked and fingers twitched. His hands were shaking, not from the cold, but excitement. She couldn't take it anymore, and stepped herself forward to help McArthy remove his clothing until he was naked.
Mim let out a trill as she looked at the human, who was now standing there nervously. Her eyes roamed over his body, drinking in the sight of his well-defined chest and abs, to his impressive biceps. He timidly held his hands over his groin, still protecting it from her sight.
"You look… good," Mim said slowly as she gently rubbed her talons on McArthy's chest, reveling in the soft feeling of his skin against her own.
McArthy still stood there, uncertain, "Really?"
Mim nodded, "I have never seen a better-looking human before."
McArthy smirked, "Before? Who else have you seen nude?"
Mim clammed up.
"No one," she squawked nervously, taking a step back and ducking her head.
McArthy chuckled before resting a hand atop her scalp and gently scratching the feathers atop her head. She released a trill before giving into the touch.
"Come here," he said with a smile, removing his hand from her head and outstretching his arms.
She looked up, confidence regained, and leapt into McArthy's embrace. She wrapped her legs around his midriff, causing him to stumble to the ground with an 'oof' with Mim still on top of him. He sat up and met her face to face, his arms propping his upper body up from behind him.
The two of them lapsed into silence, McArthy raising a hand to the side of her head. Mim brought her face down once again, this time much slower and sensually. His lips once again met her beak and softly kissed her, making Mim croon as she rubbed her hands up and down his bare chest. His lips slowly ran down and under her beak until he was kissing the red skin of her neck, listening as she let out small chirps of delight as the strength behind her rubbing increased.
McArthy slung his arms around Mim and pulled her close as the t'vaoan squeezed him harder with her legs around his waist, making him groan softly. The two finally separated, and Mim softly rubbed his jaw with her beak, trilling all the while. She shifted softly, feeling something rub against her inner thigh.
She looked down at McArthy's waist, where her thighs were clutching the ODST's trunk right below his midriff. Mim let go of him before sounding out a chirp, rubbing her hand against his abdomen. He froze as soon as she began to touch him further south.
"Mim…" McArthy breathed out slowly as the t'vaoan gently ran her hands down his stomach, getting closer and closer to his crotch.
Mim continued to rumble as her hand drifted closer and closer, passing over a field of hair until she felt it.
She gave it a light squeeze, making the human gasp. Mim let out another trill and slowly slid her hand down McArthy's shaft, lightly prodding it as she marveled at the organ. It looked so different compared to a male t'vaoan penis- McArthy's was short and slightly thicker, the color was a pinkish white and the tip flared out, unlike a t'vaoan's, which was longer, thinner, and pitch black with a simple tapered head.
"Mim…" McArthy said again, nervously looking at her examining his sexual organ.
Mim had been staring at his penis with a look that seemed almost hungry. She looked up at McArthy and gave him an amorous gaze, making sure that she maintained eye contact before backing herself towards his shins.
Coming to a point that his crotch was perpendicular with her face, she bobbed her head down and oh so gently nuzzled his penis with her beak. McCarthy released a hushed gasp at the feeling.
Her tongue slipped out on accident and ran up the side for a split second, making Mim freeze. Her eyes snapped down to the penis in front of her before a shiver ran through her body.
She had liked what she had tasted, and she wanted more.
Much more.
Mim looked up at McArthy, who at this point had laid down on the ground and closed his eyes. Good, she wanted to surprise him for this part. She raised her head slightly, shifting her weight to rest on her elbows as she leaned forward and down, opening her beak wide. Her tongue came out and slowly coiled around McArthy's penis, making him gasp and jerk his hips in surprised pleasure.
"What're you-" McArthy cut himself off with a not-so-quiet moan as Mim lowered her head, guiding his tool into her mouth with her tongue before gently closing her mouth around the shaft, being mindful of her beak all the while.
Mim held her head there for a moment, relishing the musky, earthy taste of McArthy's manhood. She gave it a brief suck before he let out another moan, drawing t'vaoan's eyes to his. The two maintained eye contact until Mim began to slowly raise her head, letting the penis slide out of her mouth until only the tip was still inside, before going back down, squeezing and massaging with her tongue all the while.
McArthy let out another moan as he felt Mim gently bob her head up and down, sending an electrical storm of pleasure up his spine. His eyes fluttered shut, his head laid on the ground, and he reached out and blindly clasped Mim's hand in his own.
"Please don't stop," He muttered softly.
Mim's response was a soft trill as she let McArthy's penis fall out of her sopping wet mouth for a moment, interlocking their digits and squeezing McArthy's hand in return while her other hand gently grasped his penis and began to stroke as she regained her breath.
"Not going to," she said passionately as she opened her maw again and gently fed McArthy's penis into her mouth, going all the way down until she felt the tip hit the back of her throat.
She then raised her head slowly, her tongue wrapping and stroking the penis as she went.
She slowly sped up her movements, steadily increasing the rhythm, making McArthy gasp and groan with more regularity and intensity, until he began to feel his orgasm building.
"Mim, I-I'm going to- come," McArthy gasped, feeling the familiar building sensation.
Mim didn't know what 'come' meant in this situation, but by the way that his penis was somehow growing harder, she deduced that McArthy was about to ejaculate. Knowing this fact, she greedily sped up her movement and sucked harder, until he finally lost control and came with a short cry, his hips bucking wildly.
He squeezed her hand as he released, Mim shoving her face as far down as she dared, feeling McArthy's penis pulse with regularity before his seed burst into her mouth, coating her throat in a split second and causing her to reflexively swallow before she could properly taste it. She hissed to herself and raised her head a little, allowing the seed to pool and collect in her mouth, covering her taste buds.
It was musky and slightly sweet, and Mim loved it.
She greedily swallowed as McArthy continued to ejaculate, sending more and more of it into Mim's waiting and eager mouth, until it finally slowed, then stopped. She wrapped the entire thing in her tongue and gently slid it up the entire length, from base to tip, before she finally let it fall out of her mouth.
"Tasty," She said huskily before, in full view of McArthy's half-in, half-out gaze, she ran her tongue over her beak, licking up every last drop of  her  human's seed.
McArthy groaned before he grabbed Mim from under her shoulders and gently pulled her up until she was resting her hips on his waist, then pulled her down so that he held her against his chest with her head on his shoulder.
Mim chirped and crooned happily as McArthy hugged her as he recovered, slowly regaining a steady heartbeat and breathing rhythm.
"God damn," the human muttered once he had recovered.
Mim, unsure of what to do, gently nuzzled McArthy on the bottom of his chin, cooing softly. In response, he tilted his head down before placing another kiss on her beak.
"Are you okay?" She asked softly.
"Yeah, I'm more than fine," McArthy said as he pulled Mim closer, who happily snuggled in, wiggling her rear as she tried to get comfortable only to press against… something… again.
This time she knew what it was, letting out a soft trill as wiggled her hips on it, making McArthy softly groan. Seeing he still had some energy left to give, she tucked her head over his shoulder and softly crooned as she ground up and down his waist, feeling his grip on her shoulders tighten.
"Before… we do anything else," McArthy grunted, causing her to briefly stop, "Why don't I pleasure you a little first?"
She tilted her head in confusion for a moment before feeling the human's hand slowly descend before coming to a rest at her rump, giving it a soft squeeze before delving between her hips. Mim watched what he was doing eagerly before looking back to McArthy, "What are you-  crawt~ "
The t'vaoan felt him begin to rub his fingers around her entrance, slowly making circles as she began to croon from the feeling. Her body naturally responded by shuddering and secreting liquid from inside, beginning to slowly leak out and run down her thighs. Mim's upper body gave out as she fell limply into McArthy's breast, moving her arms down to the sides of his ribs.
"Mmm… McArthy," Mim squealed as she gripped hard on the human's torso.
Feeling her arousal, McArthy took the next step and plunged his middle and ring fingers into her slit. She recoiled from the feeling, her back arching as she let out a sharp gasp.
McArthy looked up at the t'vaoan, her eyes rolling back into her head from the pleasure, "You like that?"
Mim gyrated into his warm hand, trying to intensify the feeling of his fingers pressing against her walls. She momentarily broke free from her trance only to lean over and begin lapping at his mouth, hoping to somehow gain entrance. Seeing what Mim was trying to do, he opened his mouth and allowed her thin tongue to enter, wrestling with it against his own tongue as he continued to finger her.
McArthy pulled her off of his waist and placed the t'vaoan to his side, temporarily removing his hand from her crotch and garnering a confused trill from her throat. That sound was soon paused as he took his right hand to her sex once more and inserted his fingers again. Mim squirmed in delight as she wrapped her arms around his neck and squeezed his hand with her thighs.
Mim released short chirps as she removed her tongue from his mouth with an audible pop, using it to give him a passionate lick from the tip of his lips to the side of his temple. Mim moved her beak to the side of his head and lightly nibbled on his ear.
"Stop teasing, McArthy," she moaned into his ear, "I want it… I want you…"
Hearing this, he removed his now wet hand and placed it on the mattress on the other side of her head, slowly moving over top of her as he looked into her predatory eyes. McArthy leaned back, resting on his knees to watch the kig-yar splayed out in front of him in full view, the heat lamp giving a warm glow to her exotic features. As he noticed from just a moment ago, her purplish vagina was positioned differently than he was used to. It faced in such a way that it would require either specific positioning for the both of them to be comfortable, or a seat or table that the two of them were too impatient to find.
She chirped quietly before rolling over onto her stomach and sticking her posterior up in the air, swaying it as though she was presenting it as some great prize or treasure. McArthy took a moment to gaze at the spectacle, how natural it looked for her to be positioned like that, before chuckling to himself, "So that's how we're going to do it, eh?"
Mim peeked over her shoulder as a look of confusion and arousal marked her face.
"Is it not normal for humans to mate from behind?" she asked, slowly descending her waist out of reluctance.
"Don't worry, it's pretty common- hell the last time I did this it was doggystyle."
Before she could ask anything further, McArthy straightened up and gently held her sides, hoisting her rear back up and leveling it to his crotch. A shiver ran up her spine as she felt the heat radiating off of his body and onto her perineum.
The t'vaoan rested the side of her head on the ground along with her breast as she watched her human with one eye. He ran his left hand down to the side of her leg, using his thumb to spread her voluptuous thighs and expose her wet vagina, his member already prodding the canal.
"This is your last chance to back out Mim," he said, preparing to plunge into uncharted territory.
She gave a wry smile, "I want you to be my first time. Ra-ravish me."
The human frowned, "I don't remember teaching you that w-"
Before he could finish, Mim slammed her waist back, causing McArthy to penetrate her with a gasp. The grip of her walls caused the human to momentarily tighten his hold on her, the event also causing the avian to squawk in pleasure as she made contact with his lap.
"H-holy shit Mim," he gasped before trying to reconstitute himself.
Mim panted as she stared expectantly at McArthy, swaying her hips so she could feel his penis inside of her. It was so warm, so girthy, it made her legs weak just feeling it. Before long, the human slowly pulled out halfway before thrusting himself deeper, colliding with her thighs in an audible smack. Letting out a moan, the t'vaoan gripped the mattress as her senses numbed.
"Mmm… yes… ah… mmm…"
He paused momentarily, moving his hands up to her sides so he could have a better grip going forward, "Are you doing right Mim?"
Her response was to grind her rear against his lap, melodically cooing all the while.
McArthy started his rhythmic humping of her, taking caution as he sped up his movements. Stroking his thumb against her skin, he decided to grind at the ends of his plunges, trying his best to pleasure the alien that he had entrusted with his life for the last month.
"F-feel… good… McArthy…" Mim drunkenly croaked.
The slap of their skin and passionate breaths muffled the sounds of the blizzard passing by outside. So caught up in their interspecies union they had completely forgot of the extreme weather conditions they were enduring, all sense of temperature lost within an abyss of sexual intimacy.
"McArthy... feel good… yes…" she rambled as the human continued to fuck her.
McArthy took a good look at the beautiful creature in front of him, the two of them connected in the closest physical way possible and enjoying the warmth of one another. It was maddening to think that only a few weeks ago he had fought, hell, even shot her at one point. Now, he could confidently say that he had fallen for her. It wasn't some carnal instinct driving him to do the act, but rather a release of how he felt about her.
Well- perhaps a bit of both.
He slid his hand towards himself, taking a moment to grab a handful of her buttocks. Mim let out a jestfull squawk, chuckling for a bit before speaking up.
"You- like it…ah… don't you?"
McArthy gave a hearty chuckle before giving it another squeeze, "I think I do."
What would his family think of the situation? Him fucking an alien bird in an abandoned base on a lost world? His father would probably kick his ass and his mother would cry, not any different from the norm, but in the end he really didn't give a shit about what they thought. He sure as hell didn't want to see them again, and for all he knew the UNSC declared him dead or MIA, so showing up to his house again well alive and kicking was a recipe for disaster..
Suffice to say he didn't truly have a family at this point.
Or did he?
Over the time they've spent together, McArthy realized he had come to see Mim as family, the family he never had, someone he cared deeply for and cared deeply for him. She had given him more love than either of his parents ever did, love that slowly welled up inside him until it burst tonight. If and when he did finally escape from this rock, he wanted to stay with the t'vaoan, continue caring for her, loving her, even if they have to keep running.
"Mim," he breathed, leaning forward and moving his hands up her torso.
She opened her eye to look at the human slowly approaching her face, "Hm?"
Mim expected him to further pin her to the ground so he could finish inside her, as her mother had often reminded her of when she was younger. Though it would be quite awkward for McArthy's anatomy to bite her neck, another thing she expected in the very near future, she worried not due to her kind's natural thick skin along the areas that the male might bite at.
To her surprise, McArthy pulled her from the ground, still hilting in her as he moved them into a position where she sat on his lap still kneeling. Along the way, the feathers lining her head rubbed by his nose, eliciting a brief sneeze from the human. She laughed before draping her arm over his shoulders and behind his neck, and moving her body slightly to the side, allowing the side of her partner's face to press against her's.
"Ah… McArthy… Mmm"
McArthy ran a strafing of small kisses up her neck, starting from her collar to the bottom of her jaw, placing his hands on the base of her hips as he rubbed into her. She cooed at the little pleasures the human was giving her, her head feathers rustling as she prepared to continue their intercourse.
He humped upwards into her hole, using her weight to assist in the movement. She in turn mirrored the motion, moving down when he thrust up, intensifying their lovemaking and releasing a meaty sound every time they met.
"God Mim, you are so… ah," he exasperatedly said as he spent his stamina trying to continue the motion.
She licked the tip of his nose before giggling as she continued to slam her fat bottom onto his crotch. He shivered from the sensation as he started to lightly rub her stomach, being able to feel the immense heat they were giving off.
"So- about earlier, with...mm… what I said."
She peeked down at McArthy, raising an interested eye, "Mm...hm?"
"I wasn't… lying," he huffed, "You're… my everything."
"Mm… I can… tell, m…mi...mine," Mim whispered as she used her hooked arm to gently rub his stubble.
He chuckled, "Yeah, I am… yours. And you're mine."
He felt her grip tighten around his neck, not enough to choke him but to the point where he was becoming concerned. Around then was when he felt the telltale tightness in his groin.
"M-McArthy… I… I want all of you. Ah… give me… mmm," she moaned, looking at McArthy from over her shoulder
He held her close as he tried to push inside as deep as possible, "I'm about… to… ah- Mim!"
"Please- Please- McArthy!"
She screamed one last time before pressing her bottom down on McArthy, pushing his penis in as deep as possible. He thrust one last time as he felt himself about to burst.
That was when Mim's orgasm hit hard, a secretion of her juices leaked out of their merger and down his testicles as her canal did it's best to milk out the ejaculate of the human. Spurred by the sudden sensation, McArthy released into her womb, filling it to the brim with his seminal fluids. They both moaned in harmony as their ecstatic fluids mixed together and dripped down his shaft and onto the mattress.
In the spur of the moment, Mim did her best to move her head in a position to kiss the human, but found mild success as the side of her beak grazed his nose. He stretched his neck to place a kiss on the tip of her snout, his sperm still seeping into her passage.
They sat connected for a few minutes, slowly enjoying their afterglow and massaging each other's bodies as they came to their senses, separating after what felt like forever. McArthy removed himself from her, doing his best to lift her up and rotate her to completely face him while sitting squarely on his lap.
Once situated on his lap properly, Mim pressed her face against the side of his in a nuzzle, softly placing her hands on his chest and rubbing, "M-M-McArthy… mine…"
McArthy chuckled as he wrapped one arm around her waist and slid the other against the side of her face, massaging her with his thumb. He pressed his cheek against her with a sigh, "Out of all the things I thought we'd do after that shitshow, this? This was not on my mind."
Amused, Mim nipped his ear and asked, "But?"
Out of the corner of her eye, she watched his warm smile spread across his lips again, making her insides almost flutter, "But, it's probably the best damn thing. I…"
Mim pulled her face back to look at him, her throat croaking a little as she worked a word out, "I l-l-love… you, my mate."
His smile widened a bit, "I guess this is why you wanted to know the word 'love', huh?"
Mim only chuckled as she comfortably tucked her head into the crook of his neck, then he pulled her even closer and quietly said, "I love you so much Mim, you mean the world to me."
He removed her from his neck before planting yet another kiss on the tip of her snout, placing her head on his shoulder. The two slowly laid back down into their bed, clinging closely to each other and basking in the warmth. The loneliness McArthy had felt when he first landed on the planet, he almost thought about just letting himself die to the elements. But now, getting stranded on this hostile planet, seemed to have given him the happiest moment of his entire life, and also gave him someone who means more to him than anything has before.
This prospect only made his grip on his new lover tighten, hearing her croon and rub her beak against his bottom jaws as her fingers softly slid up and down his chest. Mim was equally delighted at finally winning her human over, finally being held by someone who loved her. She knew he felt the same way given his past, and it only made her want to love him more, to make up for what little he received before. The love he so dearly deserved.
The both of them soon drifted off in each other's interlocked arms and legs, getting some of the best sleep either of them had gotten in a very long time.


   
 
The Morning After

McArthy woke up to darkness, his face buried deep within the t'vaoan's red tipped plumage sticking out from the back of her head. He pulled his head back slightly before yawning and slowly drifting his eyes down to see her head asleep and nuzzled into his bare chest. The sound of the storm still passed in the background but was easily drowned out by the sounds of her soft breathing, her rhythmic rising and falling nearly petting his skin. Mim laid soundly against him, her arms tucked in between their torsos and her knees sandwiched between his.
He smiled at the sleeping avian, so peacefully laying beside him, before he bent down and placed a soft kiss on her temple, awakening her from her slumber as she looked up dazed at the human. Mim blinked for a few seconds before releasing a happy coo, pressing her beak forward to meet with McArthy. They kept their mouths together for a few seconds before he pulled back, rubbing the back of her head with a hand.
"Morning love dove," he said with a smile, stroking her feathers, "How are you?"
She nuzzled his neck before releasing a soft croak, "More than perfect."
He tightened his hold on her a little more, taking the time to just enjoy the moment.
"So, what's the plan for today hun? We're snowed in for the time being, and it seems like you are perfectly content with just lying in bed together," McArthy asked, looking down at Mim as she traced a talon down his chest.
"No plan, just spend time with mate."
He chuckled, closing his eyes and resting his head atop hers, "I can get down with that."
They cuddled for a while longer until a shiver ran down the human's spine. He briefly pulled away from her embrace sitting up and stretching. She groaned with disappointment before he leaned over and placed one final kiss upon her snout, getting on his feet to pick up his clothes.
McArthy walked over to the messy pile that his clothes made, taking a second to bend over and pick them up. He briefly paused, taking a moment to smell his body before coughing in disgust.
"How do you stand it Mim?" He asked, looking over his shoulder at her nude form watching him upon the mattress.
"Hm?"
He picked up his clothes and put them atop a nearby table, taking a moment again to stretch before looking back at Mim. He didn't know what to think about her- certainly nothing negative- but he never really considered just how beautiful she was, both inside and out. It warmed his heart just having the opportunity to be next to her.
"I'm going to go take a shower hun, I'll be out in a few minutes."
She dismissively threw her hand as McArthy walked through the sliding doors.


McArthy let the water warm up before stepping into the stall and closing the curtains behind him, allowing the steam to subtly warm the shower. He sighed as the water ran down his body and pooled on the tiled ground, the dirt he had accumulated settling in the edges of his heels.
He squirted a bottle of body wash that was sitting in the shower onto his hands before rubbing the undersides of his arms. He was interrupted by the sound of the curtain sliding open and close, turning around in time to watch Mim wrap her arms around his waist.
Chuckling, he wrapped his arms around her back as she nuzzled into the side of his face, and asked, "Couldn't wait a few minutes, huh?"
Mim crooned as she rubbed into him, her throat vibrating, "Like I said, spend time with mate."
"And I thought you said you would shower after me though. Not that I'm complaining."
He watched as the water ran down her body, her feathers being pressed against her body. He ran his hands up her back, softly massaging into her as her fingers faintly traced his sides. He felt as she squeezed herself closer into him, shifting her feet on the wet tile to get every part of her closer.
"Let's say I wanted to conserve some water," she responded with a chirp.
He briefly looked to the dead spartan lying against the wall, her eyes peering forever more at the ground rather than the lovers embracing. She was long dead, her features and decomposing stench hidden by the armor, but it still was quite unsettling to McArthy to have a decently intimate moment soured by a corpse. The body did nothing to ruin Mim's mood, not even bothering to bat an eye.
With a happy sigh, McArthy rested his face against hers, "Do… do you think we'll ever get out of here?"
Crooning, Mim pulled one of her hands back, running it up her own body until she rested it on his hand, then squeezed it and said, "I know we will. And if we do not, all I need is you."
He chuckled, "I meant the shower, seeing how," he looked at the body once more, "Nice... this is, but that too."
With an amused chuff, Mim lifted her face, nipping the tip of his nose, "You did not mean the shower."
His smile widened with a laugh, then he nodded, "Yeah, you're right."
Her right thigh shifted to get between his legs as she leaned herself closer, still squeezing onto his hand. McArthy rotated his hand so their fingers could interlock, feeling Mim once again lay her head against his shoulder, nuzzling his neck.
With a heavy sigh, McArthy looked down at his avian lover and asked, "What would we even do if we got away from here? I don't know any planet that would possibly be okay with us."
Mim cooed from his shoulder, "We will find somewhere… safe. But worry about that later. Now, think about us."
He softly chuckled, "That's what I am thinkin' about. But, you're right. We can worry about finding somewhere later."
Raising her head from his shoulder, Mim licked at his chin, making him chuckle and move his hand to rub her head through the wet and matted feathers.
"You know what? What if we just settled down somewhere, in a warm home, nice and comfy," McArthy suggested, running small circles in her plumage as he looked down at her.
A shiver ran down her spine from the sensation, trilling before adding onto the suggestion, "And safe."
"Definitely that… relatively."
"Relatively?" She asked, rubbing his hand with a digit, "What do you mean by that?"
He giggled, "Well, you gotta have a  little danger every once in a while to spice things up."
She nibbled on his nose, eliciting a playful yelp as he instinctively jumped back, slipping and falling to the floor, the t'vaoan still in his arms. They were quiet for a moment, Mim laying on top of him as the water peppered their eyes.
McArthy stared at her, wide eyed, "Are you alright?"
She stared at him a while more before playful caws began resounding from her throat, not too dissimilar to a laugh.
He chuckled as well before shifting his waist around slightly, "Ha… that hurt my ass…"
She held his cheeks, hand on his chin as she scrunched up his mouth with her talons, "We've had enough danger together. No need for more."
"Uh I don't kno- ee ake a -retty good ow-er co-le."
"A what?" She said, releasing her hand.
"We make a pretty good power couple. When we double teamed that hingehead? We are a force of nature- destined for some very great things," he removed his hands from her, waving them as though he was pitching the next blockbuster hit.
Giggling, Mim flicked his nose and said, "The only great thing we're destined for is getting off planet, getting somewhere safe, and being together."
McArthy snickered with a wide grin, "Oh? How about we spice it up with a family then, huh? Nasty inlaws will give us some  real  danger."
Chuckling, Mim shook her head to rustle her feathers under the running water, "A little one to keep us up at night? Sounds fulfilling."
"I personally think you would make a great mother, plus 'Mom' and 'Mim' aren't too different," he said before placing a peck on her beak.
She flicked his nose once again before resting her head on his shoulder, "A little hope goes a long way McArthy. And if you are worried about it, you will be nothing like your own father."
There was a pregnant pause between them, the sound of the water hitting the tile and their skin filled the stall.
After a few seconds, McArthy softly asked, "Do… Do you think I'd be a good father? I..."
Mim crooned, hushing him, "You will be the best. I know you. So tender and caring; Any chick would be lucky to have you father them."
McArthy's cheeks reddened, before he had a brief moment of understanding, then he lightly chuckled, "Ah, you guys use chick in a very different way than we do."
She tilted her head slightly, frowning with confusion before McArthy continued his explanation, "It's human slang to refer to attractive women."
Suddenly, Mim wiggled her waist on his with a small giggle and said, "I see, so I am your little chick, hm?"
Chuckling again, McArthy laid his hands on her sides and said, "Slow down there, hun! Knowing how  you  guys use that word makes that sound wrong!"
Mim released a huff of amusement, "You love to overcomplicate things."
"You seem to love me in general," he retorted, pursing his lips and pressing them against the tip of her beak.
She opened her mouth slightly to allow her long tongue to slip out and meet in his mouth, taking the time to cuddle their tongues together. McArthy slid his hands down her back to rest them on her bum, kneading it as she let out an excitable trill.
McArthy broke away for a moment, moving his head to look around her body and at his hands, laughing, "I think if we stay in here any longer I'll turn into a raisin."
"Why don't we have some fun before then…" Mim insinuated, slowly moving atop of him.
"O-oh, alright…"


They stared each other down, looking each other in the eyes as their ferocity was full bore. In their hands was a piece of hunted meat, pulled from the bases' deep freezer, freshly cooked and still steaming from it's time roasting over a fire.
"I don't need to explain the rules to you again, do I?" McArthy asked, waving the piece around in circles.
Mim gazed at the piece before returning it to his face, "When the contest begins, we try and eat as fast as possible. Full piece of meat."
The human smirked, "Alright, we start when that," he gestured to an alarm clock on the floor, "Goes off in a moment."
"You ready?"
She nodded, "I am ready."
That sat in silence for a few seconds, watching eachother with mischievous intent before the alarm rang out.
 BEEP BEEP BEEP
McArthy frantically began tearing at the meat, it's juices staining the edges of his mouth as he bit into it. He pulled off a sizable chunk before chewing and subsequently swallowing it.
He regretted looking up, as despair stuck deep into his heart. Mim only opened her mouth and slammed it down on the entire piece, swallowing it soon after. She wiped her beak clean with a claw before diverting her gaze to him.
McArthy looked down at his food, not even a third of it eaten as he returned his eyes to a very smug t'vaoan.
Crossing her arms, Mim lightly chuckled, "It appears you lost."
McArthy sighed as he lowered the meat down, then nodded, "Appears so."
Uncrossing her arms, Mim put her hands on the ground between them, leaving forward towards him, "Now you must share  everything  about me you find appealing."
Tapping his leg, McArthy shrugged and said, "Well, that doesn't seem too-"
Mim interrupted him as she pushed her face in front of his, whispering with amusement, " Everything. Don't leave a detail out."
The two stared at each other for a few moments, then McArthy grinned and said, "Well, then, you just want to hear about yourself, huh?"
Chuckling, Mim backed up a bit and said, "Just tell me already."
McArthy raised his hands defensively, "Alright, alright. I'll stop stalling. Um…"
He took a moment to stare into her eyes, his grin growing a bit, then he said, "What I Love about you. Well, you are so protective over me. While that may complicate things, it just tells me how much you care about me, and with so few people in my life who actually cared, I just couldn't go on without it.
"Another thing is how soft and… patient you are with me. I'm not a good teacher, and I haven't been in the best condition on this planet, but you didn't complain or get mad at me for being slow.
"You're just understanding, and I'm grateful for that."
A silence settled on the two again, making Mim nod her head to prod him to say more.
With a sigh, he lowered his head a bit.
"And… I love your eyes. So predatory and intelligent, yet so soft and caring. I can read your emotions with them and I can't help but get lost in their amber glow.
"And...uh… I love your feathers, honestly. The soft tickle of them against me, the natural beauty you have with them, sometimes I'll catch myself just gazing at your exotic form, awestruck."
With a chuff, Mim chattered her beak, "I bet those are not the only features of my form you like."
McArthy nodded his head with a quiet chuckle, "Yeah, you're not wrong. I… ugh it doesn't feel right just saying this out loud, I feel like a-"
He felt as Mim moved her hand to hold his, squeezing it. He looked up at her, expecting her to say something, but instead she chuckled, "You lost the game, now you must keep going, no matter what you sound like."
Letting out a small groan, McArthy squeezed her hand back and said, "Fine. I, uh... I like your very,  very nice legs. Nothing like a human's, but so… I don't know, nice, heh. Alright, you also have a great ass… and hips.
"You're just… so… attractive to me. I've long gotten over you being an alien, and I don't care. Every part of you works so well to create a figure that can take anyone's breath away. And it just so seamlessly pairs with such a caring and loving person. I couldn't feel luckier."
Mim trilled as she scooched herself closer, moving her head to rest on his shoulder. Nuzzling into his neck, she whispered, "Now I feel bad… despite how much you like to squeeze it you looked so uncomfortable talking about my… ass."
Chuckling, he combed his hand through her feathers, rubbing her head, and said, "Maybe you should've just lost then. I mean, you certainly don't seem like the type to get embarrassed when talking about stuff like that."
Thinking for a moment, Mim rumbled and said, "For carrying me all the way back to the base, I'll take a turn."
Snickering, McArthy slyly stated, "I thought you already repaid me for that."
Squawking, she nipped his ear and said, "That was for  everything , I want to repay that specifically."
With a smile, McArthy pressed into her nuzzling and said, "Well by all means, if you want to, go ahead."
Almost with a cackle, Mim kept her head on his shoulder and began, "You are the nicest person I've spent time with. You say you are not a good teacher, yet you taught me anyway. You were patient in your own right, and you were willing to sacrifice your own comfort to keep me comfortable.
"You put me before yourself, something I never really experienced much of before, despite us only knowing each other for so long. And the longer we did know each other, the more you were willing to sacrifice for me.
"I realized I wanted you back when you pushed me out away from that ghost some time ago, almost killing yourself!"
She heard McArthy grunt, "Oh, so… was all that… getting close to me and displaying yourself… flirting?"
Mim couldn't help but laugh, pulled her head back to press the tip of her snout against his nose. "You really were a bit dense, hm?"
Stuttering a bit, McArthy tried to defend himself, "I mean, I-I didn't know much about ja-kig-yar customs! I didn't want to assume anything wrong and get lashed out at!"
Giggling, she pulled her body closer to him and said, "It is fine. We're together now, that's all that matters. Now, where was I? Oh yes, and after being able to really  see  you, there so many things about you I love. Your perfectly toned body, your soft skin, your impressive penis-"
She heard an audible gulp come from him and watched his face redden. Chuckling, she nuzzled his cheek with a sigh, "Oh calm yourself. You know how to treat me, how your hands run across my body make me giddy. You… you work me in all the right ways."
Nervous chuckling escaped from her human, "O-oh, so I'm doing a good job then?"
Holding him tighter, she crooned, "The best job."
He rubbed the back of her head before a question panged in the back of his mind.
"So you ate that meat earlier in one bite, bone and all, so does that mean you can digest bones or do you have to spit it out later?"
The human yelped as Mim nipped his nose again.


"D-do you everrr wonder… 'what thhe fuck am I doing', ya know?" McArthy slurred, laying with his back on the ground and his eyes to the ceiling.
"Mmm… squawk."
"I know right!"
McArthy shifted around, bumping his head against her's. They both laid down with the tops of their heads touching each other, their bodies in line with each other as they stared at the ceiling lights. A few inches away was a tipped over bottle of scotch, however there was no liquid spilled on the floor.
It's contents were currently being digested by the couple.
They had found it locked in a cabinet in the secret basement of the base, along with some other snacks such as stale potato chips and chocolates. Deciding to relieve themselves a little, they took to splitting and ultimately downing the entire thing.
He scratched his chin, "When I lived… with my pants, stupid stupidfuckers, I worked. At a fast food joint down the way by the other thing. I forget."
"Crawt?"
"Type of e-eating place. Make food quick, sell quick, burber," he explained drunkenly.
"Cr-rawt?"
"Sandwich. But back to whats I was saying, I worked the grill and at times I would see like… a bajillion orders get ordered and I would be like, 'Man, screw this- what am I even doing here?' so then I left."
Mim sat up and looked him in the eye, taking a bite of chocolate and spitting it back out, before yawning, "Sq-squawk?"
"Man. Then I went to jump outta space ships. Now I's here. Kissin' you."
McArthy drunkenly reached for Mim, pulling her close and kissed her beak. She trilled before sitting on top of him, straddling his stomach before nudging her forehead against his.
"Caw~"
"I,  burp , love you too."
She nuzzled him a little longer before falling over to the side, clearly confused over her own condition. McArthy giggled, running a hand up her side and behind her back as he kissed her again.
"Hold on, lemme just- ah," he said, standing up with a stumble.
He grasped her hand, helping her up and placing his free hand on her hip. He pulled her close, looking into her slightly dazed eyes, "Th-this is what us humans call… slow dancin' hun."
He began swaying his hips from side to side, spinning around slowly with the t'vaoan at his side. She squawked in jest as she tried to drunkenly dance along, tripping over her own cloven feet as she mirrored his movements.
"Duh da dut dut, duh da dut dut, dah da dut dut, daah da dut dut," McArthy tried his best to voice a tune from his memory, but he ended up having to repeat the same phrase as he couldn't remember the rest of it.
She laughed as they spun around the room, occasionally hitting furniture and other devices along the way. They got to the edge of a table, McArthy pushing her atop of it so she was sitting with her legs wrapped around his legs. He pressed his lips against the tip of her beak, rubbing the back of her neck with his hand and petting her feathers.
"So, what'd you think of me singin'?" He asked, pulling away while looking her in the eyes.
"Quack."
He tilted his head in disappointment, "Mediocre? Wells that mean. Appreciate the hon-hon-whatever the word is, though."
She chuckled and pressed a talon to his nose, pressing her beak back to his face. McArthy returned the favor before pulling away again.
That's when she began convulsing slightly, bringing him back to his senses momentarily as he watched Mim seemingly choke on something.
"Uh, Mim, you alright sweetie?" He asked, draping a hand by the side of her face.
"Bleh."
The human looked down at his clothes, now covered in vomit, a single bone slowly dripping down his shirt and onto the floor. Mim looked at him dumbly for a moment, blinking a few times before her eyes went wide as she looked him up and down.
"I'm so sorry! Please, let me help you clean it up," Mim squawked, running to grab a towel.
McArthy only took off his shirt, looking at the bone on the ground with mild curiosity.
"Huh. I guess she couldn't digest it."


Mim laid down in the darkness next to McArthy, being held closely by him as she found respite in the crook of his neck. His warmth overwhelming and the subtle weight of his arms making her sleepy.
She shifted a little so that she faced her human taking the moment to look in his drowsy eyes.
"I had fun today," she stated with a trill.
McArthy pulled her closer before kissing her, "Glad to hear that. Let's make sure every day together is like that, alright?"
She nodded before cuddling back into his embrace.
"Goodnight my mate."
"Goodnight Mim, I love you."
Mim nuzzled him even more.
"I love you too."
It wasn't long before the two of them dozed off.


McArthy woke up with an irritating headache, softly groaning as he opened his eyes. He was expecting to see and feel Mim right up against him, though he only found empty air. With a grunt, he leaned himself upward to see Mim standing at the doorway leading outside, dressed in her armor, pushing snow away from the door.
Turning towards the window, he saw the snow had gathered so high it almost blocked out the entire window, only a sliver of sunlight being visible shining through over the pile. Though luckily, the storm seemed to have passed, and now Mim was trying to clear the way outside.
Letting out along yawn, he sat himself up and asked, "Mim, what's up?"
With a croon, she turned away from the doorway to him and said, "I'm getting breakfast. A lot of snow is in the way, though."
Her leg suddenly whipped out in a kick against the wall of snow, then the whole pile fell apart, clearing the way outside. She turned to it with a surprised squawk, making McArthy chuckle.
Lightly chuckling herself, she turned back towards McArthy, striding to him. She crouched next to him, then held him by the shoulders and nuzzled his cheek. Smiling, he planted a kiss on her cheek, eliciting a chirp from her.
"I will be back soon. I promise, and this time I will keep it."
McArhy sighed with a grin as he moved his hand to hold the side of her face. She pressed into his hand with a rumbling throat, softly crooning, then he said, "I know you will. But you sure you don't want me to come?"
She licked him up his cheek, watching him chuckle some more, then trilled, "I will be fine. You look like you need a break."
Letting out a small laugh, McArthy leaned back against the wall and said, "I'm a light-weight, I can't help it."
"I hope I'm not too much of one on your lap, no?" Mim stated coyly, swaying her hips side to side.
The two lightly snickered as she moved back, then she grabbed her plasma pistol and said, "I will not be gone long."
She bit at the air with a smile as McArthy gave her a wave, then she ran out the door, it shutting behind her with a hiss. The ODST lowered his hand with a sigh, watching Mim pass by the window as she left the base. His headache still irritating him, he let out another yawn as he lowered himself back onto the mattress. He might as well sleep the headache away, and hopefully Mim will be back once he wakes up.
Though they've only been 'together' for two days, there was nothing he'd rather do than just spend the day doing anything with her. Without her, he had nothing, so he was going to make sure he savored every single soft, intimate, loving second he spent with her.
With a soft sigh he slowly let himself drift off again, hoping when he woke up his headache would be gone and Mim would be back.
However, when he woke up, only the headache was gone. Leaning up from the mattress with a grunt, quickly scanning the room and not seeing her. With a shrug, he decided he might as well get up anyway, he couldn't just stay on the bedding and wait for her.
Stretching his arms and legs with a groan, he yawned again and finally picked himself up from the mattress. He walked over to a counter, putting his hand on it for support as he walked down towards the conference table, where his backpack was sitting.
Once he turned around the counter towards the table, he froze, staring at an object sitting right in front of the table.
An egg.
He lost all senses as he stared at the egg, his brain shutting down for a second. After a few seconds of silence, he quickly approached the egg, confusion dominating his mind.
Did Mim lay this egg? Of course she did, what else could've just left an egg this size in the middle of the base. More importantly, how did it happen?
"Oh my… that isn't… how did…  is this why she brought up a child? "
Carefully grabbing the egg, he lifted it up and felt its weight, too many thoughts running through his mind too quickly for him to make sense of them. He naturally held the egg in a cradle, suddenly walking in circles as he asked himself a thousand questions.
Was the child actually his? Could they even take care of a kid in these conditions? Why didn't she tell him about this? What did baby skirmishers even look like!?


Humming softly, Mim dragged her recent kill through the base's fence and towards the front door. Excited to spend the rest of the day with her mate, she blissfully opened the doorway, only to see a nerve wracked McArthy pacing around the off center conference table.
His head spun and faced her as his body froze. She could see the confusion on his face, making her equally confused, then she looked down and saw the egg cradled in his arms.
"Oh."
Pacing up to her, carefully staring at the egg, McArthy asked, "Mim! Why didn't you tell me you laid an egg!? That seems like a big fuckin' deal! Holy Jesus I have so many questions, I'm so nervous, when will it hatch? Wa-how did this…?"
She silently chuckled as she moved to the back of the room with the prey, placing it in the now powered deep freezer, then Mim softly tsked as she held out her hands. McArthy softly placed the egg in her hands, then looked up at her. With a light giggle, she gave his nose a quick nip, then turned and walked back outside.
With a sudden gasp, McArthy followed after her. "Mim! We can't take the egg outside! It's too cold! We gotta keep it warm! It's mine, right? I don't know… how-"
Mim walked out into the courtyard in front of the base, then turned around to face the base and McArthy. He walked to her, about to ask another question, then Mim drew her arm back and chucked the egg at the bases' wall with zero hesitation.
She watched with surprise as McArthy yelled and leaped for the egg, though far too late to save it as it hurtled and smashed against the bases' wall, the yellow yolk and egg whites running down the wall.
Looking up from the ground, he looked up at the dripping egg, seeing no sign of a child, in any stage of development. He stood up, staring at the egg in confusion, then a sudden wave of realization struck him.
With a loud groan, he placed his hands on his face, "How the fuck did I not think of it!"
He felt Mim wrap her arms around him from behind, moving her face over his shoulder and pressing her beak against his cheek.
With a light giggle, she licked his cheek and said, "Though I appreciate how much you cared about our 'child', you and I could not conceive one even if we wanted to."
With another groan, he hung his head back and said, "I realize that now. How did I not think of you guys being able to lay unfertilized eggs? I jumped the gun and forgot about basic biology."
Moving him forward a bit towards the base, Mim chuffed, "Let's go inside now. It is chilly."
Slowly walking forward as Mim still held him from behind, he gestured to the splattered egg and said, "You could've told me in a less traumatizing way. I thought that was our actual kid!"
Chuckling, Mim nipped his ear and said, "But that's no fun! Here, I will make it up to you today."
With a huff, he turned his head to face her with a small grin, "And how are you gonna do that?"
As they walked into the base, the door shutting behind them, Mim licked his ear and quietly said, "There are many ways."
McArthy's face reddened, then she gripped his arms and pulled him with her as she basically threw herself onto the bedding. He flew down with her with a yelp, Mim laughing as they fell into the mattress together.


Sitting on the mattress, his back against the wall, McArthy was looking down at his helmet, tinkering with it's internal bits. Their last fight apparently messed something up, either that or it was what they just did, but he'd rather remember it being the fight to blame. Either way, his HUD stopped working, and now he was trying to fix it.
Cuddling on his side, arms wrapped around him, Mim rested her head sideways on his shoulder, watching him tinker and studying the components. Though human technology was strange, it was far more basic than the Covenant's, so it wasn't too hard for her to figure out how systems worked.
She watched as he toyed with a wire, then she quietly said, "That one looks like it is for the communications, not the HUD."
Grinning, he stopped touching the wire and asked, "How can you tell?"
"This," she answered simply, tracing the wire across the exposed insides. "It does not lead to the visor. Plus, this small box it is plugged into resembles a com unit."
Turning the helmet back around, he gestured at another wire and asked, "So, it would be this one?"
She gave him an affirmative squawk, then watched as he traced the wire himself. Mim had already found the problem, but she stayed quiet, wanting McArthy to find out on his own.
After a minute of staring, McArthy quietly gasped, then grabbed the wire where it plugged in near the visor. The wire had been knocked out of the socket a bit, disconnecting, then he carefully plugged it all the way back in. Quickly flipping the helmet around and putting it over his head, he watched as the HUD turned on, working again.
He took the helmet off with a wide grin, then laughed, "Look at that, I actually figured it out!"
Mim giggled as she nuzzled his cheek, "I knew you would. You know human tech much better than me."
Laughing, he put the helmet in his lap, draping his arm over her shoulders, and said, "Oh hush, I know you figured it out long before me you cute genius."
Mim trilled as she lifted her head to face him. He turned to look at her with a grin, then kissed her on the end of the beak. She crooned and pushed into his kiss, opening her beak ever so slightly to allow her tongue to slip out and snake into his mouth.
The couple scooted closer together as they continued kissing, pausing every now and again for a breath or nuzzle. McArthy felt as Mim's arm wrapped around his right side reached for his hand resting on the mattress, then flipped it over so their digits could interlock.
They were deaf to the world as they were lost in each other, then their intimacy was interrupted as the sounds of static escaped from McArthy's helmet. They both paused and opened their eyes to stare at each other for a few seconds, then separated and turned to the helmet sitting in McArthy's lap.
McArthy grunted as he picked it up, "Cock blocked by my own helmet."
Mim nipped his ear and said, "It might be important, it is on an open channel."
Nodding, McArthy put the helmet over his head and listened in on whatever was being said over the coms. It only took him a second to recognize it as Covenant, but he couldn't understand the language.
He took the helmet off, then offered it to Mim and said, "I don't speak your language, so you should probably listen."
Mim tilted her head, taking the helmet curiously, "Why would the Covenant send a message on open channels?"
She raised the helmet to her ear, listening to the message. She recognized the voice as the ultra, Bota, the one who let her escape. Listening to the whole message, her eyes and beak widened, an expression that made McArthy equally curious and nervous.
His avian lover lowered the helmet from her ear, a shocked expression still plastered to her face, then McArthy asked, "So… what did you hear?"
She slowly turned to him, handing him back the helmet, then said, "They… they are ordering an evacuation of all bases in this sector. The artifact has been extracted… they… they are going to glass us!"
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Quite the Entrance

McArthy stared at Mim, shock and fear painting his face. He was lost for words, not knowing what to say, or how to say it. Mim suddenly stood up and rushed over to one of the counters, quickly grabbing her armor and putting it on.
Frozen for a moment, McArthy gave his head a shake, then jumped up and walked after her. "Mim, Mim, you… they're gonna glass us!? D-do they know where we are? Why would they…"
Mim held out her hand, making him stop, then she said, "They are going to glass the whole planet, they just want to start here since they know our general location, and would rather kill the heretics before we can start trouble."
McArthy put his hands on the table, leaning against it, then asked, "How long do we have?"
Mim was already slipping her armor on and said, "I do not know. All I know is that they have ordered the evacuation of all bases in this region, so I believe too soon."
As Mim put her shoulder pads on, McArthy tilted his head and asked, "And what are we gonna do?"
He could see a grin form at the edges of her beak, then she turned to him, handing him his chest-piece, and said, "We are going to start trouble."
McArthy let out an amused huff as he took the armor, then said, "Nice line, but do we have an actual plan?"
Mim stayed quiet for a few seconds, then said, "The bases will be beginning evacuation efforts now. If we move, we will catch one in the act. Which means there will be a phantom for the taking."
She grabbed her plasma pistol, looking it over momentarily, before putting it on her thigh armor. She didn't have many weapons now that the zealot cut her shotgun in two. The last beam rifle had also been used, so she had nothing high powered.
McArthy noticed her concern over her weaponry, then pulled his pistol off the counter and held it out to her, "You look like you want something with a little more oomph."
With a little hesitation, Mim carefully took the pistol from him, then asked, "You… are sure?"
McArthy nodded with a chuckle, then held out the extra magazines and said, "I'm sure. I got my SMG, I'll be fine."
He watched as the t'vaoan nodded her head and took his magazines. She clipped them to her waist, then he turned around and began putting his armor over his body. Suddenly, he felt another pair of hands putting his armor on, then lightly chuckled.
"I guess we really are on the clock."
Mim nodded as she put his leg armor on him, fastening it, "They could begin glassing any minute if they wished to."
She finished his leg armor much faster than McArthy expected, then stood up and faced him. She placed her hand against his cheek and held him, letting out a croon as she nuzzled the tip of her snout against this nose.
"I have gained something I cannot lose, I am not going to risk losing my or your life now. I want us to have a future, McArthy."
Letting out a sigh, McArthy kissed the tip of her beak, then held her hand and said, "So do I. Alright, then let's get going. We got a phantom to catch."
Mim nodded, then reached onto the counter, grabbed his helmet, and slid it onto his head for him. He raised his hand to steady his helm as he grabbed his SMG and placed it on his thigh armor, then made sure he had all the extra magazines.
He turned and looked into the room they were in, scanning it for a moment. With a sigh, he asked, "This is the last time we'll be in here, huh?"
Nodding her head, Mim stood behind him and held onto his torso, "Yes, though that is a good thing."
"All that work to get the power on, and now…"
"It served its purpose. We did get stormed in, the power was worth the trouble. Now, it is just a base, we must move."
McArthy nodded his head, then turned around and followed Mim to the door. It opened up, then they quickly moved out into the snowy courtyard. Not caring to close it, they moved towards the broken fence and jogged off, leaving what sheltered them for so long to the fate of being leveled to glass.
Mim led McArthy through the frost white forest, the ODST still sure he'd get lost running in circles without her. One thing the forest had always been since the UNSC lost and tried to run was quiet, but now, it was eerily quiet. It was almost as if the forest knew what was going to happen soon, as if any and all of the wildlife left already fled.
He jogged closer to Mim as they moved through the forest and asked, "You hear that?"
Mim looked at him, then nodded and said, "Yes, I hear it. I hear nothing, it is strange, hm?"
Suddenly, the silence they were in was interrupted by the growing humming up in the air. Raising their head to look, they both watched as a few phantoms soured overhead, heading for the multiple bases.
Patting his chest, Mim motioned forward with her head and said, "We must move faster. Come on."
Nodding, McArthy picked up his pace as Mim moved forward. He knew she was slowing herself down for him to keep it, he just hoped it wasn't very annoying for her.
Daring to look up, McArthy raised his head as they moved, only to see the assault carrier hovering far above. It was definitely closer than it used to be, though he luckily didn't see any activity near it's glassing beam, so they weren't firing yet.
After almost an hour of movement, Mim stopped at a rock, then waved McArthy on. He huffed and fell next to her in a sitting position, taking a breather. Without a word, he held out the sniper scope he had attached to his waist. Mim took it and looked over the rock at the base, making sure their ride was there.
Crouching down next to her tired mate, Mim put the scope on the ground and said, "The phantom seems to have just arrived. The soldiers are still filing out. The gravity lift in the phantom has not been activated yet. We need to get close so we can jump on before they do."
McArthy nodded with a huff, then looked over the edge and asked, "Do you know how to fly a phantom?"
Mim waved her hand dismissively and said, "Of course, it will be easy. Now come, we must go."
She marched past him, making him nod his head and stand up. He pulled his SMG off his thigh and followed closely behind her. They crept down the snowy slope, McArthy losing his footing, though Mim luckily backed up and let him fall into her back.
Releasing a sigh of relief, he regained his footing and said, "Thanks, hun."
Mim turned her head, quickly pressing her beak against the side of his helmet in a nuzzle, then said, "Do not trip once we are in a fight, please."
McArthy nodded his head with a light chuckle, then she waved him on to keep going. They soon reached the edge of the base. Fortunately, all the patrols were gone as everyone was gathered and preparing to leave.
Pointing into the phantom, Mim said, "I believe they moved supplies in and are about to let on the warriors they can fit."
SMG raised and ready, McArthy nodded and said, "Make the call."
He watched Mim duel wield both the weapons she had, then she said, "We shall wait for the first warrior to get on the lift, using his body as cover to keep out of the rests' sight, then I shall kick him off as we jump on."
"And how do we know they won't just shoot us dead on the lift?"
Mim made sure both weapons were ready, then said, "They will be too busy with the sangheili that just flew into them. We do not have many options, this is the best chance we have."
Nodding his head, McArthy readied himself, "Alright, I'm right behind you."
They both peaked their heads around the trees, looking directly at the gathering. Many were still dealing with crates and such, while a small crowd of sangheili were waiting for the gravity lift to activate.
Suddenly, the hatch on the phantom opened and the gravity lift fluttered down onto the ground. They watched as the sangheili in the front elbowed his brothers with a chortle, then began walking forward. Mim nodded at McArthy, then spun around her tree and bolted forward, McArthy tailing her as quickly as he could.
Mim was moving much faster, building up momentum. The sangheili stepped into the gravity lift and looked up, then heard the sound of snow flying and looked forward. It released a loud wort as it watched Mim leap off the ground and fly towards it. It raised it's plasma rifle, about to fire, but was too slow as Mim's foot crashed against its face. She could hear as the bones in its mandibles were crushed, then its body flew backwards into the crowd of sangheili, sending them stumbling back or falling.
Stopping in the gravity lift, Mim turned her head to see McArthy leap in, then they aimed their weapons forward and opened fire. Caught off guard, the sangheili scrambled for their weapons or cover as the two rose towards the phantom.
One of the sangheili let out a pot shot as they dove for cover, striking Mim directly in the chest armor, sending her flying back and out of the grav lift. She loudly squawked as she was about to fall, then McArthy reached out and grabbed her arm, pulling her back into the gravity lift. He pulled her close to his chest as they rose out of the sangheili's line of fire, then they landed on the phantoms floor.
Mim spun out of McArthy's grasp, quickly slamming her hand into an alien control panel, shutting off the gravity lift and closing the hatch. The two turned to each other, taking a moment to breath, then spun around to face the inside of the phantom.
Standing in the phantom was a sangheili holding a crate, along with three grunts and a jackal. The two groups stared at each other for a second, then the sangheili roared and threw it's crate into one of the grunts. Swiftly pulling out an energy sword, the sangheili rushed at the two.
McArthy dove under the elite and aimed at the three targets behind it. Mim ducked under the elite's thrust, then jumped out the side and fired at it with the pistol. She was only able to fire two shots before she ran out of ammo, then the elite roared and rushed her again. Mim was able to dip away from the blade, then spun around and struck it against the head with a roundhouse kick, making it stumble backwards.
McArthy quickly shot down the two panicking grunts, but before he could aim at the jackal, a plasma shot struck him in the chest. The power of the shot sent him against the wall, then another shot struck him in the shoulder. With a cry, he jumped behind the crates, hiding him from the jackal's line of fire. With a raspy squawk, the jackal jumped over the crates and aimed downwards with it's plasma pistol, only for McArthy to grab it by the throat and throw it onto the ground with him.
Mim held down the trigger of the plasma pistol as she launched her leg forward and kicked the elite in the chest, sending it against the wall of the phantom. It grunted as it struck the wall, then Mim moved for another kick against its head. The elite was faster this time as it ducked it's head, making her kick the wall. The elite drove their fist into Mim's open side, sending her flying backwards and skidding on her side across the ground.
Rolling their shoulders, the elite raised its energy sword and was about to rush her, then she lifted her charged plasma pistol and fired, killing its shields.
McArthy slammed the jackal's head against the crate, then grabbed it by the beak as it's claws tried to dig into the open spots in his armor, then cracked the neck sideways, watching the body go limp. Suddenly, the sound of loud plasma spun him around, seeing the shieldless elite about to drive his sword into a fallen Mim. Raising his SMG, he dumped the magazine into the elite, bullets punching through its head and neck, painting the wall purple.
The elite dropped the energy sword onto the ground, then fell to its side. McArthy lowered his SMG, breathing heavily as he watched Mim sit up against the wall, breathing heavily as well. They locked eyes for a moment, McArthy seeing the relief painted on her face, but it suddenly disappeared and she yelled.
A large hand gripped his neck from behind, lifting him up off the ground and squeezing his throat. Mim jumped up and was about to leap at them, but McArthy watched as a plasma shot struck her against the leg, sending her stumbling backwards onto the ground. He heard the chortling laugh of the elite pilot gripping his neck, then looked down at Mim, who was starting to get up.
The pilot aimed it's plasma rifle up at her, then she rolled her body sideways as it opened fire. He watched her grip onto the dead elite's energy sword, then she yelled, "McArthy!" and threw the sword just as a plasma shot struck her right in the chest armor again.
McArthy, coughing at this point, reached out and caught the hilt. He quickly squeezed the hilt and raised his arm to aim the hilt by his head. The sharp hiss of the weapon activating and cutting through the pilot's head filled his ears, even the sound of the elite releasing a long gasp reached him.
It was a second later that the elite's hand let go of McArthy letting him land on his feet. Throwing the hilt aside, he moved his hand to his throat and began coughing, not even twitching as the pilot's heavy body crashed onto the ground.
"Holy… shit. Mim, are you…"
McArthy froze for a moment, then kicked a crate aside and rushed to where he saw Mim get shot. Before he could reach her, Mim suddenly bolted past him, making McArthy literally spin front surprise. He watched her run into the phantom's cockpit, then followed her.
He moved into the room, gripping his shoulder in pain, and watched Mim throw herself into the pilot's seat with an audible grunt. Her hands gripped the controls as she quickly acquainted herself with them.
Leaning against the seat with a groan, McArthy asked, "Have you ever flown one of these before?"
"Simulations, back in training."
McArthy let out a small chuckle, "Oh, so you're as skilled with this as I would be with a pelican. Great."
He looked down to see Mim's free hand rise up to stroke the chin of his helmet, then she said, "Covenant controls are far more user friendly, I am getting us out of here."
Nodding his head, McArthy backed away from the seat and leaned himself against the wall, still gripping his shoulder. He removed his hand for a moment to look at the wound. His shoulder pad caught most, but there was still a large burn wound on his shoulder, and it was making his nerves cry.
He turned his head again as he felt the phantom move, seeing Mim's fingers almost dance over some controls, then she moved off of the seat with a small limp in her left leg and basically walked into his body. He could still feel the heat of the plasma shot on her chestplate, then he reached out to hold her cheeks and asked, "Are you okay? You got shot a lot."
Mim let out a small gasp, then moved her hands over her armor and pressed into it. Soon enough, her back and chest plate fell off and onto the ground. He could see a front patch in her skinsuit was burned through, though her chests burns were luckily lighter.
"I should be asking you that, McArthy."
He watched as she moved her hand over his right hand on her cheek, then moved it away and revealed the blood on his glove. McArthy craned his neck a little to the controls on the phantom, then asked, "Where are we…"
Mim pressed her beak into his neck and said, "Auto-pilot. We got away right before they were able to begin firing at us with heavy weapons. Right now it appears we are in a loose line of phantoms, they won't be able to tell us amongst the others."
The pair moved their hands against each other, interlocking their fingers as Mim simply laid her weight on McArthy against the wall, taking the moment to relax.
With a small sigh, McArthy winced a little from the pain in his shoulder and asked, "You mind if we sit? I… kinda need to take a seat."
Moving backwards a little, Mim nodded and pulled him towards the seats. She spun the co-pilot seat around and watched him lower himself into the chair with a sigh. She sat across from him in the pilot's seat, lifting her left leg and taking the armor off where she was shot. She rubbed the skinsuit where she was shot, softly grunting at the pain.
McArthy was looking ahead at the screens giving them a digital view of what was in front of them. The phantom had gone after than he anticipated, it seemed they were already moving out of the atmosphere.
And in a direct approach path to the assault carrier.
They were still a good distance away, but McArthy couldn't help but worry. Mim followed his gaze at the screens and saw the same things, feeling the same intense worry as she put her leg down and said, "It appears the auto-pilot has been programmed to enter the assault carriers hangar."
McArthy could see other assault carriers far away behind the one they were approaching, then asked, "How are we going to get away then? They know one of these phantoms has us in it. We won't survive if we enter the assault carrier, and if we fly off course they'll send fighters to take us out."
Mim drummed her talons against the dash in front of her, trying to think of a solution. Every idea she came up with always ended the same way, and she couldn't think of a way out. Her drumming intensified until she was just stabbing into the metal, clenching her moist eyes shut, trying to think of something.
After a few seconds, she felt something wet run down her cheek, then shuttered and continued to dig her claws into the metal. "I don't… I don't know. I don't want us to…"
She was silenced as McArthy softly ran his hand under her beak and turned her head towards him. Taking his helmet off with one hand, he put it in front of him and said, "However this goes, I need to tell you that this was all worth it, and I regret nothing. You gave me something to care about, and probably gave me some of the happiest moments in my entire life. I love you."
Releasing another shutter, Mim crooned and moved her hands to hold his arms. She moved forward and said with teary eyes, "I love you, too."
They both moved their heads forward, his lips about to meet her beak, when they were interrupted by the sound of the phantom's comms coming to life.


Pressing down on a button, a shipmaster spoke up, "All phantoms are to move into the hangar with care. One of you is harboring fugitives, and we shall board and search all phantoms for these heretics. We are opening the hangar shields now, you may begin boarding procedures."
Taking a step back from the comms unit with a grunt, the shipmaster folded his arms and moved back to his floating chair seated at the center of the control room of the assault carrier. Resting back into it with a sigh, the golden armored elite scanned the many workers operating the ship.
His silent scanning was interrupted as the door to the control opened behind him. A sangheili minor rushed in with a data pad, coming to a halt beside the shipmaster.
Placing his fist against his chest and dipping his head, the sangheili said, "Shipmaster, we have news."
Grunting, the shipmaster turned to the minor and said, "Speak."
Raising their head, the elite said, "The repairs to the shielding will be done in 15 minutes. Along with that, the kig-yar responsible for the shields damage have been punished, as you ordered."
Nodding his head with a huff, the shipmaster said, "Good. Now, are the hangars ready to sweep all phantoms?"
The sangheili nodded, "Of course, shipmaster."
Turning to the crew in front of him, the shipmaster loudly asked, "Have all bases been successfully evacuated?"
One of the sangheili turned to the shipmaster and nodded, then the shipmaster smiled with his mandibles and said, "Good. Now, begin glassing this dreaded rock. I wish to get this done sooner so we may move on."
He watched the crew all nod their heads, then they began preparing the ship's glassing beam. The shipmaster rose from his seat and walked towards the front, approaching where he would begin the glassing. This was always his favorite part of his job, getting to activate this powerful weapon to rid the galaxy of what the heretics fought for. It always put a satisfied smile on his mandibles.
The holographic button glowed, ready to activate, then he chortled and lowered his hand. Before he could press the button, a loud alarm sounded, making him spin around to his crew, who were all suddenly scrambling with their controls.
"What's happening!?" shouted the shipmaster.
One of the sangheili at the control turned to him and shouted back, "An unmarked CCS Battlecruiser has just exited slipspace above us!"
The shipmaster froze, then quietly asked, "Unmarked?"
"Shipmaster! We are reading a massive energy surge in the Battlecruiser!"


McArthy leaned forward, looking at the screens, "What the hell is going on?"
Mim quickly looked over the many messages that showed up on the screen, then said, "It appears a CCS Battlecruiser just exited slipspace. Look!"
She pointed forward as they watched the new ship fly over the neck of the assault carrier. As the belly of the battlecruiser approached the assault carrier's neck, a bright glow suddenly appeared on the belly.
Leaning closer forward, McArthy quietly said, "No fucking way…"
The glow on the battlecruiser's belly grew, then suddenly it's glassing beam fired. The two watched in awe as the glassing beam slammed into the assault carriers neck, suddenly cutting through as the battlecruiser continued moving across. The bright beam tore through the purple metal, tearing the neck apart until it cut across the entire neck. The beam finally dissipated, the assault carrier's head cut from the body and drifting apart, the entire ship suddenly dipping as it's engines all failed.
Turning to Mim, confused and in awe at what they just watched, he asked, "Is-is that…?"
Mim let out a loud squawk of excitement, then grabbed the phantom's controls and said, "I told you she had a big ship!"
Hitting the throttle, the phantom jerked and jetted away from their line, heading straight towards the battlecruiser. McArthy assumed this was the friend Mim had mentioned before, and he couldn't help but let out a shuddering sigh of his own as he fell back into his seat. This friend of hers couldn't have timed their entrance better.
McArthy could see the assault carriers in the distance had begun their glassing, but one seemed to have stopped and turned towards the battlecruiser floating over the destroyed assault carrier now caught in the planet's gravitational pull. They soon approached the battlecruier's hangar, slowing themselves down to slowly fly through the shield and into the ship.
Mim carefully set the phantom down on the ground, then let go of the controls and turned to McArthy. Turning to Mim, McArthy stood up and asked, "Does this mean…"
Nodding her head, tearing up some more, Mim rushed into his chest, wrapping him in a tight hug, "We made it! We got off the planet!"
Tearing up a bit himself, McArthy laughed as he wrapped his arms around Mim and pulled her closer, digging his face into her shoulder. "We did, didn't we?"
Any kind of intimate moment they would've had was ruined as they heard a loud knock come from the main belly of the phantom. They both turned to look outside the cockpit, then looked back at each other.
McArthy pulled away and grabbed his helmet, quickly slipping it back over his head. Mim grabbed the armor she had taken off and uncomfortably put it back over herself, then moved to leave the cockpit. McArthy quickly put himself in front of her as they approached the side where the knocking came from.
Shifting his feet, McArthy hovered his hand next to the SMG on his thigh and turned to Mim. She nodded, then reached her hand over and pressed on the panel next to the door. The doors on the side of the phantom opened up, and McArthy was immediately met with a needler to the face. Mim quickly jumped between him and the needle and stared at the needler weidler in the eyes.
Holding the needler was a ruuhtian wearing tall shoulder pads and light armor around their torso and legs. The ruuhitan growled as they stared at the two, then spoke in fluent english, "It looks like the friend brought a pet."
McArthy and Mim could see a crowd of kig-yar behind him, all ruuhtian males, seemingly cheering and yelling at something. Seeing them looking, the ruuhitan stepped aside and let them see the hangar shields, which gave them full views of the destroyed assault carrier on fire as it crashed and burned towards the planet's surface.
The kig-yar released a sigh as he looked out at the destroyed assault carrier as well, then said, "A beautiful sight, eh?"
A little confused, McArthy tilted his head and asked, "How do you know english?"
The needler was suddenly thrusted closer to his face, then the ruuhitan snarled and said, "I ask the questions, human!"
Mim snarled in response, pushing McArthy back as she moved in front of the weapon. The two kig-yar stared each other down, snarling at each other, then a loud voice interrupted their staring contest.
"Daz! What the  fuck  are you doing!?"
Without turning his head, the ruuhitan shouted back, "Guarding the two newcomers. This is what you-"
Daz didn't get to finish as a three fingered fist socked him across the face, sending him and his needler crashing into the ground. Daz gripped his face and groaned, rolling back and forth on his back. Mim and McArthy both were looking at the ruuhtian, then turned to look at his assailant.
Standing before them, rolling their wrist, was a silver armored t'vaoan. The armor seemed similar to what a champion would wear, but it was a shining silver and the eye lights glowed purple. The t'vaoan had purple edged feathers and stood 2 inches taller than the both of them at a modest six-foot three.
With a snicker, the t'vaoan put their hands on their hips and said, "Sorry about my compatriot, Daz! He's a stupid bitch. Anyway…"
The t'vaoan's head turned and stared down Mim for a moment. The two t'vaoans gazed at each other, then the silver clad kig-yar took their helmet off their head and happily said, "Mim! My little red raptor! How have you been, honey?"
Chuckling, Mim flew forward and grasped the t'vaoan in a tight hug, them both chuckling as they held each other in a long hug.
Stepping away from her, Mim said, "Sil! It has been so long!"
Tilting her head with a squawk of surprise, the silver clad t'vaoan named Sil asked, "Oh, shit, you speak english now? When did that happen?"
Taking a step back towards McArthy, Mim grabbed onto him and said, "He taught me over this last month."
Sil's eyes met McArthy, then she chuckled and said, "So, I see you have a soft spot for humans too."
Nervously chuckling, McArthy said, "Sooo… I see you two know each other."
Nodding her head, Sil chuckled and said, "Oh yeah, since she was a little chick. Mim here was the daughter of one of my more favorite crewmembers. He invited me to visit his wife with him, and whenever I went, I got to spend time with this little cutie. I see you have kept your mother's height since 17, hm?"
Chirping with amusement, Mim said, "And you are still alive! I am surprised."
Laughing, Sil lifted a needler from her thigh armor, waving it around, and said, "I've slayed slavers and brute chieftains across the stars. Killed zealots with their own blades and pissed on the prophet's own lawn. At this point me dying shouldn't be a prospect in anyone's mind."
Suddenly, Sil reached out, grabbing McArthy by the chest plate, then pulled him right up to her chest, looking down into his visor with a quiet hiss. Turning her head ever so slightly to look at Mim, she asked, "So, what  is  your relationship with this… fine specimen."
Grabbing him and pulled him away, Mim hugged McArthy from the side and said, "He is my mate."
A brief murmur echoed around the crowd making McArthy thankful his helmet hid his reddened face, then he nervously wrapped his arm around his lover and said, "Y-yeah, we're a couple. That… is fine, right?"
They both watched as the pirate queen stared them down silently for a few seconds, then Sil shrugged and said, "Sure, why wouldn't be fine with me? It makes sense, honestly."
Tilting his head, he asked, "Wait, why does it make sense?"
Chuckling, Sil bit her finger and said, "Oh, lot's of reasons. From my experience with humans, they fucking love the thunder thighs we got. The legs are all the real estate. Without em' I doubt anything would arise. I mean, imagine if I was some kind of alien without them! Like… a huragok! Or… some kind of weird, serpent, snake lady thing. Ew. Or a drone! Those things have twig legs."
Shaking his head a bit, McArthy said, "I don't think anyone would want to fuck a drone regardless of whether they had nice legs or not."
Shaking her head, Sil tsked at McArthy and said, "Nah, you have no clue how weird people can get. I've been to each side of the galaxy and back, I know how weird they can get."
They watched as she froze for a second, then turned to look outside the shield, seeing the now more distant corpse of the assault carrier falling towards the planet.
Turning back to the pair, she raised a claw and said, "Give me a moment."
Slipping her helmet back on, she pressed the side and yelled, "KARN! Why the fuck haven't we slipspaced out of here yet! Get to it you sack of shit!"
It wasn't much longer that the sight outside of the shield became warped then disappeared as the ship shook for a moment. Turning around to the still present crowd of kig-yar, Sil yelled, "Get back to work you fucking mongrels!"
The crowd of kig-yar was quick to disperse after that, then Sil turned back to the pair with a smile and said, "Now that that's all dealt with, follow me if you please. We have a lot to discuss, a lot to catch up on, and I can't wait to begin."
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Being led through purple alien halls, McArthy pulled himself slightly closer to Mim, who at least found the ship somewhat familiar. She nipped his helmet with a chuckle, then wrapped her arm around him and said, "Do not worry, mommy Mim will keep you safe."
"I hope so. I mean, some of these jackals are… tall when they straighten themselves."
Turning to the pair with a small hiss, Sil placed a finger in front of her beak and said, "I wouldn't call them jackals here. They don't exactly like it, and they like it less so coming from a human."
McArthy nodded his head with a nervous chuckle, then turned his head to watch the pirates gaze at them as they passed. Sil soon led them to a less crowded hall, the only jackals in sight being some kind of loose pairs of patrols.
Gesturing to the long hall, Sil said, "These are the 'special' quarters. Close to the bridge, close to my room, close to  me. I don't let my crew sleep in these rooms, they're only used for special guests, such as yourself."
She walked up to one of the doors, letting it open and reveal a modest room, large enough to be a master. Walking in, Sil motioned for them to enter. Once they walked in, the door slid shut behind them. The room, strangely enough, wasn't very alien. The walls were painted grey and the furniture was strangely human, which confused them both.
Sil spun around to face the pair, then McArthy gestured to the furniture and asked, "What's up with the furniture. It doesn't seem very… alien."
Scoffing, Sil moved over to the bed and said, "You know, calling me alien probably isn't the best idea. You're on  my  ship, a ship full of kig-yar.  You're  the alien, my good sir."
Grunting, McArthy pulled his helmet off and said, "No need to get technical."
Rolling her eyes, Sil gestured to the furniture and said, "It is the way it is so I can accompany many species. I do deal with humans, not as frequently as others, but I do. And on the rare occasion one is on my ship, this would be where I house them. Trust me, a few of the other rooms look far more…  alien … than this one."
Gesturing for them to sit on the bed, Sil said, "It's time we catch up. It's been years since I've seen you, Mim. How did you end up on that planet, end up as a heretic, and end up fucking a human?"
Chuckling as she sat down next to Sil, McArthy sitting to her right, Mim said, "It is a long story. But to put it simply, after basic training I was given the role of technician."
Cackling, Sil rubbed Mim's smooth beak and said, "Ah, that's why you haven't carved into your beak, huh? Not a warrior."
Brushing Sil's hand off her beak with a chuckle, Mim explained, "I was not a warrior for long. I apparently treated humans too well, and after killing my higher up in blind rage, I was painted a heretic and ran away."
Sil hung her head back with a squawking laugh and said, "Oh, that's good! He probably deserved it, huh? Anyway, so you were on the run on a snow planet, and he…?"
Leaning into McArthy with a croon, Mim said, "He fell from the sky, narrowly escaping from a ship that exploded trying to escape. I had been alone for a month before he arrived, and I knew he was my only chance at some kind of ally."
Licking her chops with a snicker, Sil turned to McArthy and said, "Well, aren't you helljumpers popular."
Tilting his head, McArhty asked, "What does that mean?"
Sil shook her head with a chuckle, "Nothing, nothing. Anyway, so you two were trapped on a planet together trying to survive for…"
"We were together for a month." answered Mim, still leaning into McArthy.
Scratching the underside of her beak, Sil nodded and said, "Uhuh, more than enough time, eh? So, your time in the Covenant military since the last time I saw you was quite boring, huh?"
Nodding, Mim sighed and said, "Incredibly. But, at least it made me smart. From fixing simple weapons, communication stations, all the way to repairing banshees and phantoms. Still, it was irritating to sit and watch people fight for years without getting to fight myself."
Standing up and stretching her arms, Sil yawned and said, "Well, I bet the Covenant just didn't want to throw such a cute short stack out into the battlefield, huh? How many boyfriends did you make before this guy? Any at all?"
Mim shook her head, then Sil chuckled and said, "Good. Kig-yar males are not worth the trouble, let me tell you."
Suddenly, McArthy stood up and asked, "Wait, you've dealt with humans before?"
Slowly turning to the human, she nodded, "Uh, yeah, I said that. Why?"
Shoving his hand into his armor for a second, he yanked out three dog tags and said, "Is there any way you could get these back to their families?"
Mim immediately recognized the tags as those of his teammates, then watched Sil take them, eyeing the words on them. Shuffling them in her hand, Sil put her free hand on her hip and said, "Uh, may take some time, but I probably could. But, on one condition."
Nodding, McArthy asked, "What do you need?"
Pointing at Mim, Sil grinned and said, "Tell me I'm hotter than her."
With zero hesitation, McArthy swiped the tags back and said, "You know what, we could just put these up on a mantle…"
Sil quickly stole them back with unworldly speed, then cackled as she moved to the door and said, "Don't worry, I was just joking… wait, what the hell is your name?"
Sighing, he turned back to her and said, "It's McArthy."
Drumming her fingers against the armor on her waist, Sil tilted her head and said, "Oh, that's it? Okay, McArthy."
Opening the door, Sil pointed at Mim and said, "I'm gonna let you guys get some rest before we talk about important stuff, you seem a bit banged up. Some basic rules, do not leave or wander without my company, alright? This ship is full of male, ruuhitian pirates. A human and a female t'vaoan walking around alone is a recipe for disaster."
Pointing across the room at a door, Sil said, "Bathroom for cleaning up your filthy bodies. I mean, you guys were stranded for a long time, you must smell like corpses under that armor and clothes. I do  not  want that kind of stench walking around my ship. If you need me, this little panel by the door has a direct line to my helmet, so you can send me a message whenever. Alright? Alright. Our arrival to this place woke me up from my beauty sleep, so I'm gonna go get the rest of my shut eye. See you whenever I wake up."
With that, she disappeared out the door, it shutting behind her. Grunting, McArthy removed the armor on his forearms and said, "I don't know what to think of your friend."
Mim moved her hand to her belt, grabbing onto a small chain, then said, "I… have something I need to give back."
McArthy paused taking his armor off, then turned back to Mim and asked, "What is it?"
Pulling the dog tag out of her belt, she held it out to McArthy, letting him see it. He stared at it for a moment, then chuckled and said, "So, that's how you knew that name."
Nodding, Mim held it out further and said, "I should not have taken it. Here."
McArthy stared at the dog tag in her hand for a few seconds, then chuckled. Wrapping his hands around hers, he shut her grasp on it and said, "You hold onto it for me. Where we're going, I probably won't need it anyway."
Moving his hands away, Mim dangled the tag in front of her, looking at it, then asked, "You are sure?"
Chuckling, McArthy nodded his head, "Of course. Now, let's take care of this armor, I want to get comfortable. Don't you?"
Mim nodded with a chirp, grabbing her chest plate and prying it free. She felt her back plate fall off and onto the bed, then grabbed it and put it down on the ground. Once she had removed all of her armor and laid it on the ground, she leaped onto the bed and landed on her stomach, squirming in it for a moment. It had been too long since she last slept in a proper nest.
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She turned her body to McArthy, watching as he finally finished removing his armor too. He let out a grunt as he touched the burn on his left shoulder, one that had burned through his clothing. The hit itself seemed only to be a flesh wound, but it most likely still hurt a bit.
Rolling across the bed, Mim reached over and grabbed his waist with her arms, pulling him towards the bed. Caught off guard by her grab, he stumbled onto the edge of the bed, then she pulled him onto it with her and snuggled herself closely to him.
Sighing, McArthy wrapped his arms around her and pulled her closer, Mim pressing her beak against his neck, her throat vibrating. Softly rubbing her back, listening to her light chirps, McArthy pressed his cheek against her head and said, "This is what I want."
Mim pulled her head back with a light chuckle, then licked his cheek and said, "Then it's what you are going to get, McArthy."
She nuzzled the side of his face with a soft croon, gently licking his ear. McArthy moved his hand through her feathers and behind her head, gently holding her as he kissed the side of her beak.
As her fingers slowly massaged his body, Mim spoke in a whisper, "We are free from that planet. And it is just us, us alone."
Holding her hip with his free hand, softly massaging her body, McArthy broke away from his kissing and said, "Alone on a ship full of horny pirate jackals."
With a small chuckle, Mim nipped his cheek and said, "Kig-yar are always horny, pirate or not."
Moving his hand down her hip and giving her rear a light squeeze, he lightly laughed and said, "They aren't the only ones."
Mim trilled and nipped his ear again, her throat vibrating, "How interesting. Perhaps we should expand on that."
Her hand suddenly travelled south, pressing into his crotch as her throat vibrated more. McArthy sputtered silently for a moment, then composed himself and looked into his lover's eyes.
Mim looked at McArthy, love and lust the only thing he could see when he peered into her fiery amber eyes. Mim leaned forward, closing the distance between the two until there were scant inches between the two. The two sat there, soul searching for a few moments as they both considered what was going to happen- well, McArthy considered it, Mim was just waiting.
"Aw, fuck it," McArthy muttered before lunging forward, yanking Mim up as she let out a squawk of surprise only to be muffled as McArthy locked lips with her, turning it into an undignified mewl.
A full, furious thirty seconds of kissing later, the two broke apart.
"Or rather, fuck you," McArthy said with a grin, making Mim trill in excitement and lust as she rubbed her beak down against her mate's chest.
"Take it off, take it all off, I want to see you, I want to feel you~"
The t'vaoan reached towards the bottom of his shirt, pulling it over his head and off to the side. Watching his heaving chest, she leaned forward and licked the center, causing electricity to flow up his spine with a shiver. Mim reached for her zipper, slowly moving it down and exposing her flat torso before McArthy dived in and began to pull it off her shoulders.
The t'vaoan used her feet to push down his pants along with his underwear before allowing McArthy to remove her skin suit. Once all was said and done, they stared at eachother's naked bodies before slowly rolling their eyes up to meet one another again.
McArthy leaned over, touching his forehead against hers, "Well, let's start another chapter of our lives with a bang. Pun intended."
Mim chuckled and nibbled on his nose before whispering into his ear, "Do what you want with me~"
McArthy hooked his arms under her legs, lifting her waist up to account for her awkwardly angled slit, all too normal now for him. Mim reached up above her, grasping onto the sheets as she anticipated her lovemaking with elation.
Without a second thought, he pressed himself against her, penetrating and releasing a pleasured gasp from the t'vaoan. Her tongue flopped out as she wrapped her powerful legs around his backside, pulling him deeper within her.
"Ah… M-McArthy… you are… ah…" she moaned, her hands tightening their grip on the sheets and slightly tearing them.
Not wanting to cause anymore damage to the bed, McArthy removed his hands only to lean forward and hold onto both of hers, their fingers interlocking. Apparently the action surprised her, as Mim blushed slightly with a coy crawt. Chuckling, he pressed his lips against her beak before pulling out slightly and thrusting back in.
McArthy pulled away momentarily, resting his head on the pillow beside her as he continued pressing into her, "I- I love you so much Mim- ah…"
She nibbled on his ear, trilling as she squeezed his hands a little tighter, "McArthy… mate… mate, my mate… rest of my life…"
"I… would be glad to- be that…" he said, leaning back again and kissing her once more.
The feeling of her jiggling thighs pressured him to intensify, pushing harder into her and causing her to very audibly squawk into his mouth. He swore he heard her say something along the lines of 'faster', as he let go of her hand and moved them down to her lower cheeks, squeezing them as a base to accelerate his thrusting.
Mim wrapped her arms around his midsection, reaching up to the middle of his shoulder blades and holding him tightly. Her talons scratched his skin enough to draw blood, but McArthy didn't mind, he was too focused on making her feel good. That mess could be cleaned up later.
However, his intense thrusting was suddenly interrupted as he was flipped over onto bed, still connected with her as she looked at him with smug eyes, "My turn."
McArthy laid wide eyed with surprise before Mim slammed her backside down, feeling his testicles slap against her bodacious cheeks. He gripped her sides as she bounced atop his lap, leaning back to rest her hands against his knees.
Her tongue bobbed as Mim bounced up and down, releasing a moan every time she slammed into his waist. She lowered her blurred gaze to see McArthy softly grunting, his gaze equally uneven, like he was lost in the bliss. She gave her hips a sway with every bounce, feeling him press into her walls and making her moan louder.
He escatsized over the feeling of her velvety plump thighs on his lap and in his hands, her sweet person beautifully mixing with her all but attractive figure. The fact that she was his sent flashes of endorphins to his brain.
His kig-yar.
Her human.
McArthy felt it coming, holding her tighter as he began to buck back, "Shit- Mim- I'm cumming-"
Mim was too lost in her own bliss to even form coherent thoughts, much less words. As a result, the only response she gave was a series of passionate chirps.
She pressed herself down on him one final time down, cooing as McArthy bucked into her, his hot seed flooding her womb and dripping out over his lap. She fell forward into his chest, out of breath and sweaty as she weakly wrapped her arms around his neck. He hugged her back, taking the moment to catch his breath and assessing the damage done.
"Sil's going to be furious once she has to clean the sheets," McArthy said, feeling the burning sensation of his bleeding back upon the bedsheets.
Mim chuckled, nuzzling his chest, "I'm sorry about that, but Sil will just have to deal with it. The old woman is probably still a virgin."
"Hehe, a milf."
Mim frowned, "A what?"
"Nothing," McArthy answered, rubbing the back of her head as he stared at the ceiling.
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Mim pressed the panel beside the door multiple times, hoping what she was doing was barraging Sil with as many messages as possible. She looked behind her as she kept pressing to see McArthy putting his shirt on, his mouth wide open in a yawn from just waking up.
Once the shirt was on, he turned to see Mim aggressively pressing on the panel, making him chuckle and approach her. Putting his hands on his hips with a snicker, he nodded at the panel and asked, "You really wanna annoy her, huh?"
Nodding her head with a cackle, Mim continued pressing the button. Suddenly, the door slid wide open, revealing Sil, wearing nothing but her skin suit and the silver helmet on her head. Slowly removing the helmet from her head, McArthy could've sworn he saw one of her eyes twitch.
Turning her head to Mim, Sil asked, "What is it? What do you want?"
Mim stared at Sil, giving the panel one last press, an audible beep coming from Sil's helmet, then she retracted her hand with a chuckle and said, "Uh, there is no clothing here for me… or him."
Crossing her arms, drumming her fingers against herself for a few seconds, Sil grunted and said, "Alright then. I'll be right back. You two stay put. And  don't  press the panel!"
She then slipped away, the door shutting in front of them. Chuckling, McArthy walked up behind Mim, giving her neck a kiss, then asked, "Was it worth getting her annoyed?"
Mim nodded as her throat vibrated, pressing the panel once more with her foot in jest, "Absolutely."
"What kind of clothes does she even have? Obviously something for you, but I really don't want to try and wear whatever her crew has on," McArthy said, taking a moment to look at himself.
Waving her hand with a chuckle, Mim said, "Given how much work she put into making this room human, I doubt she doesn't have some kind of spare human clothing."
The two didn't have to wait very long before the door slid open once again. Now with her armor all on, Sil chucked a pile of folded clothing at Mim, making her squawk with surprise and try to catch the clothes, only half succeeding.
Pointing at her, Sil said, "Unfortunately, I don't have any extra clothing for a kig-yar, but luckily that isn't too much of a problem. Human clothes should fit you fine, and don't ask how I got human clothes. It's a complicated story that's probably still pissing ONI off to this day."
Sil then walked into the room, the door shutting behind her, then she walked over to the bed and said, "Get changed in the bathroom, I wanna take you guys to get something to eat and talk about important stuff. I have a few more…"
The t'vaoan trailed off as she looked at the bed, giving the sheet a sudden tug, revealing more of it. McArthy let out a nervous chuckle, then Sil said, "I can smell sex that happened recently. You two are quite rough, huh? Seeing as there are blood stains along with the expected ones. Getting to it that quickly?"
Mim turned to her with a hiss and said, "It's none of your concern."
Sil laughed, then shook her head and said, "You're on my ship, everything is my concern. It's not like I care, either."
Suddenly, she lifted her hand, pointing to the corner of the ceiling, and said, "Let's just hope the security room was empty when you two  did it ."
Following her pointed finger, Mim and McArthy's mouth gaped a little as they noticed a low profile camera inside the wall, the only indication of it being there being a small reflective screen compared to the grey walls.
Cracking her knuckles, Sil chuckled and said, "I'll go get the footage deleted later…  and  turn this camera off until you guys are gone. I just wasn't expecting you two to get to it that quickly."
Before either of them could complain, Sil shook her head and said, "My ship, my rules. Just… go get changed. We can discuss stuff once we got some food in front of us."
McArthy dipped low and picked up the clothes Mim couldn't catch, then the two walked into the bathroom, leaving Sil alone in the room.
Once the door was shut, McArthy planted the clothes on the sink counter and said, "I'm pissed, but I don't think I'm allowed to be."
Shaking her head, Mim said with a small snarl, "No, I am too. She should have told us about the camera before."
"And you're friends with her?"
Mim nodded as she began unzipping her skinsuit, "We are very close. She is rough around the edges, especially for new people, but she is a good person. Trust me."
Sighing, McArthy pulled the dirty shirt off, discarding it, and said, "You know I trust you. This 'Sil' is the one I don't trust. She seems… Dubious..."
Lowering her skinsuit to her legs, promptly kicking it off, her body shuddered for a moment before she peered at the clothes and said, "We can talk about you not trusting her later. Right now, I need to figure out what to wear. I… have never seen human clothes before. At least, none so casual."
McArthy picked up a shirt, unfolding it and holding it out. He shrugged his shoulders, then slipped it over his body and said, "Let me just get dressed, then I can help you. I'm just wondering how you're gonna wear pants…"
Mim watched closely as McArthy quickly pulled his pants and underwear off, swapping them for a new pair that he hasn't been stuck in for a month. The way he discarded them with his old shirt made it appear he didn't plan on touching them again, though she couldn't blame him.
Once he had the clothes on, he curiously sorted through the pile, looking through the rainbow of different pants and jackets. Mim quickly picked out some kind of jacket. It was grey with red trim, and had a fluffy collar that looked like it could be a hood. While a hood seemed uncomfortable for her, given her feathers, at the very least she knew it would fit.
With a grin, McArthy said, "Oh, a nice parka. It matches too."
Moving her hand up to smooth her red tipped feathers, she lowered her head a little and said, "A simple coincidence."
Grabbing a black tank top, he held it out and said, "I think we should take that with us when we eventually leave. I doubt she got it legally, anyway."
Taking the tank top, Mim held it out and gazed at it momenty, then let out a small chirp of approval and pulled it over her feathers and onto her body. She slipped the jacket on, looking down at herself for a moment. The jacket had strange metal pieces along it, then McArthy chuckled and took a hold of the metal pieces. He pulled the jacket together, closing the front over her body, then pulled a zipper up and clipped the metal pieces on. Now with it shut, it was actually quite cozy on her, holding more closely to her body than she expected the human clothing to. She quite liked it.
McArthy grunted as he raised a pair of pants, then said, "Are we gonna have to cut the legs or… oh, I'm stupid."
He then picked up another pair of pants, though the legs on these ones were much shorter. Chuckling, McArthy held out the black pants and said, "You can just wear shorts."
Mim's eyes sunk a little at the simplistic human term, letting out a huff of amusement, "Shorts?"
McArthy chuckled with the nod of his head, then handed them to her and said, "Yeah, don't judge humans for finding easy names for things."
Taking the shorts and carefully moving her digitigrade legs through the pant legs, she finally fit them over her lower regions. Mim looked up at McArthy, who chuckled a little as he looked at her. Suddenly coy from the staring, she shifted her legs inward a little, lowering her head, and asked, "Do I look ridiculous?"
Her mate shook his head with a chuckle, then pulled her into a hug and said, "No, you look adorable. If you like wearing human clothes, I'm gonna have to ask you to wear them more often."
Releasing chirps of amusement, Mim raised her head, nipped his ear, and said, "And I thought you liked my tight skinsuit the most."
She could see his cheeks redden a little, then he said with a short stutter, "Y-yeah, I really like that too. You just look good in everything, what can I say?"
Suddenly, there was a bang on the door, then Sil yelled from the bedroom, "You two better not be fucking again! I put off lunch for this! Let's move it!"
McArthy groaned, but Mim simply chuckled and tugged on him to follow. Stepping to the bathroom door, it slid open, revealing Sil tapping her foot next to the bed. The t'vaoan's head turned to look at the pair standing in the bathroom doorway, then she began chuckling.
Pointing at Mim, Sil placed a hand on her hip, shifting her stance, then said, "You look cute."
Her point turned to a weak gesture at McArthy, then she said, "And you look like you're homeless."
McArthy was about to say something back, then bit his tongue and thought about her words. He lowered his head a little, slowly getting lost in thought. Mim noticed his expression, not liking it, then placed her hand on his chest and said in defense, "Most of your crew were homeless. You are in no place to judge."
They watched the pirate's head bob, then she waved them on and said, "Whatever. Anyway, let's go get something to eat, finally."
The door leading out slid open, then she stepped out and gestured for them to follow. McArthy let Mim move in front of him, then followed her out the door. Once it shut behind them, Sil began walking and said, "With me around, none of my crew will dare to touch either of you unless they want a needle in their brain. Still, keep close, some are ballsier than others."
Moving closer to the two t'vaoans, McArthy said, "You talk about them as if their animals."
Sil laughed at his statement, then said, "They're pirates, so they basically are animals. You don't know many kig-yar, huh?"
Moving next to Mim, he hooked his arm around her waist and said, "She's the only one."
With a scoff, Sil turned forward and said, "So I don't count? How rude."
Mim leaned into McArthy hold, leaning her head against his as they followed Sil through the purple halls. They passed by many jackals, all wearing an assortment of armor and clothing, but they all gave the group equal stares. Some even followed them from a distance, some whispering to each other. Mim was particularly put off by the looks so many were giving her. They seemed so hungry, and not in a good way.
She had been on this ship before, when she was much younger. Maybe that's why the looks were so different. Back then she was still basically a chick, and now, she was much older. Most of them didn't even recognize her, if they were even the same kig-yar she remembered the last time she was around.
Focusing back on Sil, Mim asked, "By the way, is my father here?"
Shaking her head, Sil kept her head facing forward and said, "He's basically retired at this point. Last I checked, he's living with your mother on T'vao, them living off of my last payment, which was quite large. Speaking of where he lives, what I'm most curious about… is where are you two going to live?"
With that question, she led them through a large doorway. On the other side of the purple doorway was a massive alien mess room. Many jackals were scattered around the multiple large circular tables, eating away at trays of what looked like a mess of flesh. McArthy could even see bones poking out of some of the meals.
Suddenly, he felt Sil's hand rest on his shoulder, making him turn and slightly raise his head to meet her eyes. With a snicker, the pirate pointed at the eating jackals and said, "Don't you worry, little human. I got food you can stomach. I just don't let my crew know it exists or else they'd eat it all behind my back. Well, all except for one…"
She lifted her hand, waving someone from across the mess hall over. McArthy and Mim both turned their heads and watched as a kig-yar leapt over the counter where food was served, quickly jogging towards them. The jackal was strangely… large. Standing at almost six foot eight, with weirdly broad shoulders, thicker arms, and a white apron on their body.
Giving the group a nod, the ruuhitian grinned with their beak and asked with a deep and smooth voice, "What will you have today, ma'am."
Gesturing to the two next to her, Sil said, "Prepare us something human, hunk. And make it extra… juicy."
The ruuhitian nodded with a dipped head, then turned around and made his way back to the kitchen. Leading the two to an empty table, Sil moved herself onto a seat and said, "Hey, my crew gets eye candy, I deserve some too."
McArthy and Mim took a seat next to each other, Mim leaning into McArthy's shoulder. They turned their heads back a bit to see the small grouping of jackals that had followed them gathered at the entrance, staring. Sil waved them away with her hand, a few dispersing, others simply walking in and heading towards the food counter, still eyeing them.
With a growl, Sil turned back to them and said, "Sometimes, I am sick of this shit. But, being a pirate queen has its benefits, I just gotta deal with morons to get rich."
Shifting her body back to face the two, she leaned forward on the table and said, "So, let's get to the important part of… this."
Turning specifically to Mim, Sil said, "I know you hate ships, so I know you won't accept my offer to just live here. But, I would gladly house you two. It's just an option."
Shaking her head, Mim grabbed one of McArthy's arms and said, "I… we want a home. A normal one, safe and cozy. Away from the craziness in this universe."
The two watched Sil scratch the bottom of her beak, then she said, "That's a difficult request to fulfill. It seemed nowhere habitable could escape the touch of humanity or the Covenant, or the war between them. Nowhere where you two could live happily together… at least, that's how it seemed.
"Fortunately, I found a place. To be specific, three planets, all orbiting the same sun. Very, very,  very far from literally anything. Far out of the Covenant's reach. I won't get in depth, but basically these planets are home to a bunch of kig-yar, sangheili, and san'shyuum who ran from the Covenant. Heretics, basically. About… 1000 years ago is when they left, and now they have themselves a beautiful, peaceful set up far away from all of the death and destruction."
Leaning forward, McArthy asked, "But… how does that change anything? I doubt they'd be accepting of a human anyway."
Chuckling, Sil shook her head and said, "1000 years separated from the Covenant and purposely stripping yourself of their influence tends to change your culture. To be blunt, the sangheili there aren't warriors, the kig-yar aren't bastards, and the san'shyuum… well to be honest they're still assholes, but at least they're diplomatic! No class hierarchy, no theocracy, an actual ideal society that I only wish the Covenant could've been. "
Tilting her head, Mim scooted closer to McArthy and asked, "And… we won't be bothered?"
Smiling, Sil shrugged and said, "It is literally the only place in the galaxy that would let you two exist together. But I've travelled there plenty of times. I'm friends with their… president, I guess. I would call them more of an elected dictator with limitations to their power."
"So, a president?"
Snapping at the air, Sil hissed, "Shut it. Anyway, you two will be fine. If these sangheili are able to see a ruuhitian as an equal, they will no doubt be fine with you."
Suddenly, three large trays were pushed in front of the three. Sil looked up at her hunky chef with a smile, then said, "Thank you, and make sure you lock up the food."
The kig-yar nodded, "Of course, ma'am. Enjoy the food, I made it special."
As the chef left the three, McArthy looked down at the dish in front of him, Surely enough, the food was human. A juicy slice of medium rare steak sat in front of him, giving him more questions.
Poking the food with a fork on the tray, McArthy looked up at Sil and asked, "How did you get… steak?"
Chuckling, Sil crossed her arms and said, "I have my ways. I actually have a very stable trade situation with certain humans. They give me all kinds of things, and I always get a surplus of human cuisine, most of which goes to waste."
Cutting the steak and raising a small piece at the end of his fork, examining it, McArthy said, "Weird. You know I'm a bit of a cook myself."
An idea began nagging at the back of his mind, but McArthy pushed it back for the moment. The idea of a new and normal life was giving him a lot of ideas, but first they had to actually get to this new place.
Chopping down on some of her steak, Mim swallowed half of it in one go and asked, "Wait, so when will we get to these planets?"
Sil paused before she could eat into her own food, then turned to them and said, "Well, given you actually want to go there, it would be a week's journey. It is quite far, and I have a few pit stops to make on the way. So, is that where you want to go?"
Turning to McArthy, taking his hand, she crooned and asked, "Is it?"
McArthy stared into her amber eyes, then turned his hand around and squeezed back. He nodded his head and said, "It seems like the only real option, because I am  not  living on a pirate ship."
Chuckling, Mim nodded and pressed the end of her snout against his nose and said, "Me neither."
They both turned to Sil with a nod, then the pirate grunted and put her hand to her helmet, "Hey, yeah, I got new coordinates. Take us to paradise, they want- what? No, what the fu… no, I mean codename paradise! Are you fucking stupid? Who gave you control of the- oh, you're getting thrown out of the hangar. Just get us on the way, and try to keep your beak shut!"
Taking the helmet off her head with a hiss, she tossed it onto the table and said, "Fucking smartmouthed dipshits. Alright, we are on our way! Enjoy the food, I got a few other things I want to talk about."
McArthy took a bite of the steak, finding it surprisingly good, but before he could ask, Sil leaned forward and said, "You know, if you want to spice things up on the way there, I got some interesting human… 'tools' I could lend you two for-"
McArthy whipped his arm out, grabbing onto her beak and forcing it shut, making Sil let out a muffled squawk and gripped at his hands, trying to paw them away like some distressed puppy.
Staring into her eyes, McArthy asked, "Anything that's not stupid?"
They stared at each other for a few seconds, then he removed his hand from her beak. SIl rubbed her beak for a moment, then looked back at them silently. Sighing, she rested her head on her hand and asked, "You two have any idea what the Covenant took from that planet?"
The couple stared at her for a moment, then turned to each other, then looked back at Sil and simultaneously shrugged their shoulders.
Letting out a grunt, Sil took a bite of her steak and said, "Always on the lookout for some 'godly' tech. Anyway, uh, McArthy, let's talk about you. Why are you so ready to leave humanity? Don't you got family?"
McArthy froze up for a moment, his grip on Mim's hand tightening. Crooning, Mim nuzzled his neck, then turned to Sil and said, "No, no he doesn't. I'm all he has."
Sil could notice the sudden tension her question brought up, then huffed and said, "I'm sorry. I wouldn't have brought it up if I knew it was… complicated. How about a more basic question."
The three sat silently for a few seconds, McArthy and Mim looking at Sil, waiting for her question.
"What's your favorite position?"
"Oh my God…"


   
 
Home

The halls were quiet, weirdly quiet. When on a ship flying through space, mornings and nights really don't exist, but there did seem to be a collectively agreed upon sleeping time. Luckily for Mim, that meant the halls were nice and empty now, except for the occasional guards. While it certainly wasn't a death sentence walking around the ship alone, she actually had quite the lovely conversation with one of the ruuhtians the day before, but she much preferred it when the halls were this empty. Less stares, less hunger, it made her feel more comfortable.
As she moved through the halls, she pulled McArthy's dog tags out from her belt and raised them to eye level. She looked at the name imprinted in the metal, very mixed feelings circling through her body. She remembered when she spoke the name of his father, thinking it would make him happy, but it did anything but. The pain she saw in his eyes, the things his monster of a father did. They were unforgivable acts.
Mim could feel a snarl escaping her maw as she thought about her lover's father. McArthy was so different from the abusive man he described, and she had no doubt he'd never become something like that. But the idea that this human might still be alive, living freely after what he did to her mate, it infuriated Mim.
Gripping the tags, she marched forward and into the command room, the bridge of the ship. Her eyes wandered over the crew controlling the ship, many kig-yar marching around. She walked along the wall, heading to the short hall leading away from the bridge. She reached a door, then knocked on it. The door whipped open in an instant, then an arm grabbed Mim and yanked her into the room, the door shutting before the crew could even hear Mim's squawk.
The hand that had tugged her let go, leaving Mim to spin for a moment, regaining her balance, then she straightened herself and turned to see the one who had grabbed her, Sil.
With a chuckle, Sil poked her friend in the stomach and said, "Don't look so stern. I knew you were coming to me, why else would you leave your room at this time?"
Mim tilted her head, but before she could ask, Sil pointed at her helmet sitting on an armor stand and said, "I disabled your room's camera, but not the ones in the hallway. So, what brings you here at this time?"
Sighing, Mim held out the dog tag and said, "This is McArthy's dog tag. You said you were connected to humans, and I was wondering… could you find a certain human for me?"
Sil took the dog tag curiously, peering at it, then asked, "Could I find a human, huh? Depends, how much information could you give me about them?"
Mim gestured at the dog tags and said, "That is the identity of his son. Would that be proficient enough?"
Mim watched her friend peer at the tags again, giving them a poke, then she squeezed them in a grip and said, "It will take time. Probably a lot. Finding the location of one specific human in the midst of this conflict is a lot more difficult than shipping a few dog tags back to the UNSC, but it can be done."
Suddenly, Mim lunged forward and wrapped Sil in a tight hug, hearing her release a sigh and loosely return the favor. The two held each other for a few moments, then Mim pulled back and said, "Thank you so much."
Tilting her head with a chirp, Sil asked, "Why do you want to find his father anyway? I thought McArthy had… family issues."
Dipping her head a little, grooming her feathers, Mim nodded and said, "Y-yes, he does. I want to find his father for… self satisfaction."
Tilting her head further, Sil huffed curiously and asked, "What does that mean?"
The pirate watcher her friend shuffle in place, obviously nervous, then it struck her. She began lightly chuckling, then put her hands on Mim's shoulders and said, "I know what you want to do."
Looking up at her friend with a nervous chirp, she asked, "Y-you do?"
Sil nodded her head with a snicker, then said, "I'm a pirate, I can smell vengeance from miles away. I'll find this human for you, don't worry."
Nodding her head, some of her nerves gone, Mim lightly chuckled and said, "Thanks, Sil."
Giving her shoulders a pat, Sil turned away from Mim, walking towards her large nest, then asked, "So, are you going to tell McArthy?"
"No. He specifically said he doesn't want to know anything about his parents anymore. He doesn't care whether they are alive or dead, he doesn't want to hear about them again, and I am going to keep it that way."
The pirate nodded her head, then said, "I see. Well, this kinda stuff is basically my line of work, so I'll find him. Now, I suggest you run off back to sleep with your boyfriend before he wakes up."
Mim nodded her head, then turned back to the exit of the room. The door slid open, then she exited Sil's room and walked back through the bridge. She had more speed in her steps now as she moved through the halls, ready to slide back into bed with her warm human.


Mim nervously picked at the fur on her coat, it being a preferable place to pick at over her own feathers. She gripped McArthy's hand with her own, feeling him lean closer, pressing his head against hers. Standing to their right was Sil, wearing her silver armor again, grinning.
The phantom they were in hummed and slowed, lowering towards the ground. Mim felt as they lowered, then settled onto the ground. The door in front of them soon fell open, revealing a very… strange sight. They were on a landing pad of some kind, and in front of them was a vast view of a coastline city. Turning left, away from the coast, she could see buildings in the distance that rose to tall heights.
McArthy took a step forward, his mouth slightly agape, then he said, "This place is…"
Chuckling, Sil walked out of the phantom and said, "I know, it's pretty. Seeing as you guys were stuck on a frozen planet for so long, I thought I'd drop you off at a  polar opposite, heh. A pretty beach city. It's not very dense right here, go left into the city and that's where you'll get to the really dense places."
Stepping next to McArthy, Mim gazed at the streets in the suburban city. Her eyes could see so many more details than her mate's. She spotted a long, wide street not too far from the beach itself. Both sides of the streets were lined with vendors, small tents held up by wooden poles as a massive mix of sangheili and kig-yar walked about.
Speaking up, Sil said, "Yeah, this planet is basically the capital planet out of the three. Weirdly enough, the majority of the san'shyuum all live on the same planet, but you'll see a few around here. Like the local library has one as the librarian, he's such a sweetheart. I won't explain it, I'll just let you see it for yourself."
Turning to her with a list of questions in his mind, McArthy asked, "Wait, we can't just touch down on a planet and live here normally. What about citizenship, or…"
Suddenly, he was interrupted as a deep but feminie voice stated from their left, "That will all get taken care of."
The three turned to see a female sangheili approaching them, dressed in a formal outfit, very formal. Behind her were two larger, male sangheili, both wearing very light looking, grey armor on their bodies, strange small weapons sitting on their hips.
Gesturing to the female sangheili, Sil said, "May I introduce you two to the 'president' of these fine planets, Sika 'Zoma."
The female sangheili approached the two, then held out a hand and said, "It is nice to meet friends of Sil."
Mim slowly grasped her hand, then McArthy looked up at the sangheili and asked, "How… how do you speak english?"
The sangheili gestured to Sil after she shook Mim's hand and said, "Sil taught us. She's become a prominent figure across these planets, and with such influence, she was able to allow this english language to become quite popular."
Sil let out a long, satisfied sigh, then put both of her hands behind her head in a stretch and said, "Yeah, I'm a big deal around here. Like a pop star or something."
Nodding, Sika continued, "She was the first visitor to come here since our ancestor's arrival. We had fallen behind on technology compared to the old world, but Sil had brought many gifts that have been helping to fill that gap ever so slightly. She also brought many cultural things, many of them she described as 'human'."
She extended her hand and said, "Such as this, I quite like this."
McArthy shook her hand with a small grin, then asked, "So, you guys know a lot about humans already?"
Sika shook her head and explained, "Not really. You are the first one I've seen. Quite… alien, I must say. But I pride myself in how peaceful our people are, you will be happily accepted."
Gesturing to Sil, Mim asked, "And all of that is why you are famous?"
Sil bobbed her head and said, "I also sing, thank you very much. I wanted to give myself a stage name, but apparently copyright exists here, so songbird got shot down quickly."
Waving the two on, Sika said, "I can explain much to you, but let's get you two… legal."
Suddenly, Sil waved her hand and said, "Wait! I forgot something!"
The group watched as she bolted back into the phantom, the sound of objects falling over coming from it. After a minute of crashing sounds, Sil ran back out with a small briefcase-like crate. She handed it to Mim, then said, "The phantom you two stole had some very nice supplies in it. I figured I might as well pay you two for them. You know, starter up money."
Mim turned to McArthy, then opened the crate, revealing large and neat rows of alien currency. Leaning over their shoulders, Sika hummed and said, "Oh, that's a lot. You two have a nice budget for a home."
Shutting the crate, Mim spun to her and asked, "Wait, that much!? Already?!"
Spinning back to Sil, Mim and McArthy watched the phantom rise and fly off, Sil waving her hand at them as she leaned out of the phantom. "Bye! I have some business to attend to! I'll be back in two days! Good luck!"
They watched the pirate pull herself back into the phantom, it's doors shutting, then it sped off into the sky. Lightly chortling, Sika put her hands on her hips and said, "What a woman. Anyway, let's go get you two taken care of. It shouldn't take too long."
Turning, she led them towards a large gravity elevator leading off the platform. Once on, Sika turned to the two and said, "I would like to introduce you two to Kayo, one of the three planets we have colonized. The city we are in is Granwell, one of the more popular coastal cities. So, what are your names?"
Squawking, Mim looked up at Sika and said, "I am Mim 'Tol. My mate here is McArthy."
McArthy couldn't help but redden as he watched Sika's gaze turn to him, an amused look in her eyes. Lightly chortling, Sika said, "Mate. How interesting. Well, a lovely couple like you two will surely find this to be a nice and peaceful place to live. If I will be honest, given the descriptions Sil has given me, the society we have built here is now more similar to that of yours, McArthy, than the old world."
Tilting her head, Mim asked, "The old world being…?"
Sika bobbed her head and said, "That is the term most used for the Covenant. You see, we ran because we opposed the religion. Upon reaching these planets, we distance ourselves cultural as far as we could, creating the society you see today. A very peaceful society, though it is not without its flaws."
The gravity elevator ended at the bottom, opening up and revealing a busy street, with hovering vehicles moving down the roadways. A massive mix of different kig-yar and sangheili wandered the sidewalks, along with alien trees rising from the ground along said roadways. Gesturing them on, Sika said, "The capital building for this city is not far. We shall go there and have you two dealt with quickly. Now, come, I have so much to show you two."
With that, Sika led the two down the side, the two sangheili guards flanking them as they walked past many people, who strangely didn't mind their leader walking past them. McArthy guessed that might just be the norm here. A completely alien culture, to both him and Mim. A whole new experience is in front of their faces, and they were both equally excited and nervous to experience it all.


Mim and McArthy followed an ibie'shan kig-yar down a road, turning to look at the many sangheili and kig-yar walking up and down the road. To their right was a direct view of the shore line, still a bit of a walk to it, but nevertheless a beautiful sight. Once in a while a hovering vehicle would slowly move down the road, making everyone move off to the edge of the road.
As they walked, McArthy could see they were catching most of the people's attention, either in a quick glance or a long, painful stare. There were small tent vendors loosely spaced out, and even the people buying some alien fruits or nick-nacks paused their shopping simply to stare at him. It was off putting, but he didn't put it behind these people. As Sika said, he was the first human ever on these planets. Sure, Sil had shown them pictures and shared tid-bits of human culture that she knew, but seeing one walking down your street all of a sudden must be surreal.
Soon they reached a building to the left in a far less busy part of the road. On this part of the road, the buildings were a bit more spaced out, all being houses. He could see a large sangheili standing on one of the building's porch, looking at them. At this distance, McArthy could see their eyes, and it seemed this sangheili was staring at them with only curiosity.
The ibie'shan realtor waved at the sangheili, who waved back and leaned on the porch. Chuckling, they pointed at the sangheili and said, "He's a nice man. Mutah, a friend of mine. Works commercial real estate around here. If you end up living around here, you should get to know him, he's a lot of fun at a bar. Newcomers like you two should make friends where you can."
Stopping in front of a building, the ibi'shan gestured to it and said, "This place is right under your budget  and  state of the art. Let's go inside, shall we?"
The pair nodded, then the ibie'shan led them onto a short porch and opened the door to the building. As they walked onto the porch, McArthy turned around and looked at the view, taking in a deep breath. He hadn't been to a beach once in his life. The view was as pretty as people have said.
He felt Mim rest her beak on his shoulder, looking at the view as well, then the ibie'shan, "It is quite the view, isn't it? Quite the selling point."
Turning to the kig-yar, McArthy asked, "Any kind of… dangerous creatures out in that sea?"
The ibie'shan shook their head and said, "Not on this coast. The worst thing you'll find is a large whapper, and those things don't bite. Plus, you'd have to go very far out to find one. Now, lets see this interior, shall we?"
Nodding, the two followed the kig-yar into the building, the automatic door sliding shut behind them. They entered a front room that led into a large living room. There was a large roundish couch against the wall, to their right being a door leading into another room.
Gesturing to the room, the ibie'shan said, "A more old-school design with state of the art soundproofing and strong walls. A twirler could roll through here and this place wouldn't budge."
Pointing at the door, they said, "Through there is an office that leads to another hallway. But down here is the living room."
The ibie'shan spun around as they entered the living room, then leaned against the wall and said, "All the appliances are up to date, though you might find the design a little retro... "
They watched the kig-yar's gaze fixate on McArthy, then they chuckled and said, "But that won't be an issue for you two newcomers, huh?"
Mim stepped forward and asked, "How are the people around here?"
The question obviously caught the kig-yar off guard, them taking a moment to think of an answer, then they said, "They're nice. A very good mix of kig-yar and sangheili. You'll actually find quite a few t'vaoans around here as well. Plus, crime rates are basically non-existent around here, so you won't have to worry about any burglaries. And even if that was a problem, state of the art door locks and plasma-proof windows will be hard for some common perp to bust through."
Chuckling, Mim turned to McArthy and said, "I don't really need to see much more."
Her mate shook his head with a chuckle and said, "Neither do I. I'm not very picky when it comes to homes. We were stuck living in a cave and an abandoned base for a month, literally anything here would be better than that."
Nodding, the ibie'shan scratched their chin and said, "I see, I see. Totally understandable. How about I get the paperwork ready while you two show yourselves around then."
Mim gripped McArthy's hand before he could reply to the kig-yar, then pulled him down the hall leading out of the living room. With a sigh, the kig-yar lifted the small folder they had, setting it on the kitchen counter, then quietly said, "No one wants to finish tours these days."
Leading McArthy into the short hallway connected to the living room, Mim looked left and right down the hallway. There were four doors against the wall, and one at the very right end leading into the laundry room, which led into the garage.
Turning left towards the bedroom door at the halls end, Mim continued to pull at McArthy, who chuckled and asked, "What's the rush?"
Opening the door and leading him in, Mim stopped and gazed into the large bedroom, her beak slightly ajar. Snickering, McArthy gently held her bottom jaw and pushed it back up to close her mouth, then rubbed her beak and said, "I see you like it."
Mim silently nodded her head, her eyes wide. The room was as big as the one they stayed in on Sil's ship, and it had a connected bathroom, a large one too. The nest was massive, bigger than any nest she's ever slept on. Moving into the connected bathroom, the first thing that caught her eyes was the large bathtub. It had more than enough room for one of them to sit in… or both.
McArthy peeked into the bathroom behind then, then said, "Heya, this is nice. My old home was, like, a third of the size of this place."
Turning back towards him, Mim trilled and wrapped herself into a hug, catching McArthy off guard. Softly laughing, he held her close and said, "What  are  we gonna do with a four bedroom house anyway?"
Nuzzling his neck, Mim cooed and said, "Maybe… start that family we talked about."
"Hold your roll, we just just go here!"
Chuckling, Mim nipped his nose and said, "Not now, silly. I just mean… at some point."
McArthy kissed her on the end of the beak, then said, "I know, I know. At some point."
A knock came from the open door, making the pair turn their heads to see the ibie'shan looking in. Seeing he had their attention, the kig-yar straightened their back and said, "I'm sorry to interrupt, but I'm ready to have the signing done."
McArthy sighed, then he nodded towards the bed and asked, "Does the furniture come with this place?"
The kig-yar looked at the bed, then shrugged and said, "For you newcomers, sure. With no additions to the price, too. Now let's make this place yours!"
Nodding, McArthy looked back at Mim and said, "Let's."
She gave his chin a lick, then said, "Let us."
Turning, the two followed the kig-yar back into the kitchen behind the living room, then he pushed the paper towards them with a pen and said, "I'm just gonna have both of you sign at the bottom of the paper. Make sure you read the fine print, never miss that stuff."
Taking the pen in his fingers, McArthy quickly skimmed over the paper, then eyed the kig-yar. He stared at the kig-yar for a few seconds, who then tilted their head and asked, "Wh-what are you doing?"
His straight face turned into a grin, then he said, "Was just trying to see if I made you nervous. Guess there isn't a catch anywhere."
Putting pen to paper, McArthy wrote out 'McArthy 'Tol', then held the pen out to Mim. She chirped and took the pen, then wrote 'Mim 'Tol' down as well, then the ibie'shan pulled the paper away and said, "It is official! You two are homeowners! With all the payments taken care of, the place is yours! I hope you two the best days ahead!"
With that, the kig-yar took the papers and walked out of the house, waving goodbye as they left through the front door. Mim waved back, then McArthy scratched his chin and said, "I could've sworn there was more of a process behind buying a house."
Playfully elbowing him, Mim chuckled and said, "Remember, this is not a human world. Completely alien, culturally alien to me as well. This is probably how it works here."
Grinning, McArthy hooked his arm around Mim and said, "Well, with that out of the way, then…"
Mim reached her hand around and gave her mate's ass a squeeze, watching him yelp and turn red. Mim laughed, then wrapped her arms around his torso and pulled him with her onto the couch. They both fell into the cushiony surface with a small grunt, then Mim pressed her forehead against his, giggling, and said, "Our home. My human."
Chuckling, McArthy lifted his head and kissed her forehead and said, "Exactly what we wanted, huh?"
He felt as Mim slid her hand up and down his back, her other holding his cheek, one finger gently rubbing his skin. She lightly nodded her head, "Yes. Exactly what I needed."
With a wide grin, McArthy raised both of his hands to hold her cheeks and kissed the end of her beak. Shutting her eyes, Mim opened her beak slightly and let her tongue push through his lips, pressing against his own. The two pressed closer together as they slowly lost themselves to each other, their hands massaging each other as they kissed.
After staying that way for half a minute, McArthy pulled back and they both drew a breath, lightly panting. Mim nuzzled his cheek as he caught his breath, then softly said, "I still love you taking my name."
Chuckling, McArthy began running a strafe of kisses down her beak towards her neck, then paused and said, "Of course I did. If I didn't, my name would've looked weird on paper."
Mim playfully turned her head and smacked his face with her feathers, then said, "That is not the only reason."
Chuckling, McArthy kissed her neck and said, "It's also because I love you, hun, of course. You always call me your human, just thought I would make it official."
Mim' throat vibrated as she felt McArthy softly kiss it, raising her head and slightly opening her beak. She was certainly addicted to the feeling his soft, alien lips gave her.
Neither of them knew exactly what kind of future they had in store, but what they did know was that they'd have each other for whatever this new life threw at them. Finally truly alone and safe, they couldn't help but go deaf to the world, never having felt so satisfied or happy.


It had been almost a week since they bought their home. It had struck McArthy that they would need to find a source of income, they certainly couldn't depend on Sil, not that either of them wanted to anyway. This just gave McArthy the chance to make an old childhood dream a reality, which he quickly jumped at as he now walked down a wide road, looking at widely spaced out buildings near the shoreline.
Accompanied by a sangheili, they both stopped and gazed at a vacant building. It looked like it had been empty for some time, and it had a very large holographic banner saying, 'For Sale', in front of it.
McArthy put his hands on his hips and sighed, then turned and watched a group of five sangheili and kig-yar dressed in beachware pass by, all whispering stuff to each other in sangheili, so he couldn't catch anything they said. Though, he watcehd Mutah grunt at whatever they said, waving them off and turning back to the building.
Deciding to simply put it behind him, McArthy turned to the sangheili next to him, tilted his head and asked, "What was this place before?"
Gesturing to the building in front of them, then sangheili explained, "It was a… strange cafe. They quickly went out of business, however. Apparently a nude cafe wasn't popular."
Chuckling, McArthy shrugged his shoulders and said, "That's certainly a surprise."
Walking towards the doorway to the building, watching the doors slide open, McArthy gazed around the empty shop. It was certainly large enough to accompany what he wanted, it even had the booths already installed. He'd just have to refurbish them to fit the style he was going for.
Entering the building with him, the sangheili turned to McArthy and asked, "Shouldn't your wife be here too? I believe a purchase like this should be discussed with your spouse."
Scoffing, McArthy walked towards the counter and said, "She already approved of this. We trust each other, don't you worry. Anyway, how much is the place?"
Standing next to McArthy, the sangheili lowered a datapad to the human and said, "80,000 zeeks. I also went ahead and did the calculations based on your plans to renovate the building, and getting this place up and running will cost you an extra 20,000 zeeks and a month of work. After that, your business will be ready."
Giving the sangheili a thumbs up, McArthy said, "Sounds great to me! Finally, I can actually put my skills to use and provide! How popular do you think it will be?"
Shrugging, the sangheili flexed their mandibles, then turned to look out of the building and said, "Based on the location, very. An exotic restaurant on the coastline? Not only will there be tourists for the beach who come here, but also the wealthy locals. My suggestion would be to raise the prices very high, no matter how much these meals cost on your homeworld."
McArthy chuckled, then waved his hand dismissively and said, "Ah, I'm no scammer. All I needed to know is what you told me. I'll put the right prices up. Thank you, Mutah. You're a big help."
Dipping his head, the sangheili gazed around at the restaurant and slowly asked, "So, seeing as you won't be able to run this place alone…"
Turning to the sangheili, curious, McArthy asked, "What's up?"
Shifting the datapad under his arm, Mutah asked, "My son is in need of work. I ask if you would be so kind as to at least consider him for a role here, once it is ready. His last few attempts at employment have not gone well, though not of it being his fault."
Tapping the counter, McArthy shrugged, "Uh, sure, I see no problem with that. But have him come talk to me about it when this place is actually opened, I don't want your guys' hopes up in case something goes wrong."
Nodding his head, Mutah grasped McArthy's hand gratefully and said, "Thank you, McArthy. When the time comes, he will be overjoyed to hear about it. And I am sure he will enjoy working with you."
Patting the sangheili's hand, McArthy smiled and said, "I'll make sure he does. Now, let's finalize the purchase and get out of here. I wanna go home so I can cook something before it gets dark."
Nodding, the sangheili lowered the datapad again and said, "A simple signature and tap will do it. Seeing as you've done me and my son a grand favor, I am open for you if you require any assistance with the renovations."
McArthy smiled as he tapped the datapad, then said, "I'll be sure to contact you, Mutah. Now, time to go home and hope the wifey doesn't maul me."
Mutah froze for a moment as McArthy walked towards the exit, then spun around and asked, "Wait, I thought you said she approved of the purchase!?"
Laughing, McArthy spun around, walking backwards, "She approved of the business, not buying it today! Don't worry, I'll be fine! Hopefully!"
With that, the human left the building, leaving the sangheili to watch him walk off through the glass doors. Releasing a heavy sigh, Mutah rested his forehead in his hand, then shook his head and said in sangheili, " The next time I see him, he will be in crutches ."


McArthy was excited, almost giddy as he approached his home. He bought that building ten minutes ago, and he just couldn't wait to get to work on it. It was going to let him provide for the person he held dearest while doing something he quite enjoyed. The prospect of its success made his smile widen.
Walking onto his porch with a wide smile, he made his way through his home's front door, then called out, "Honey! I'm home!"
Immediately, he watched Mim's head poked from around the wall in the living room, then she chuckled and asked, "You have been waiting a while to say that, hm?"
Walking through the front room to her, he cupped the bottom of her beak, kissing her in the beak, then said, "My whole life, really. Anyway, I got some big news!"
Tilting her head with a coo, Mim asked, "What's up?"
Smiling, he took both of her hands and said, "I bought a business!"
He watched her beak open slightly ajar, surprise in her amber eyes. After a few seconds of silence, she loudly asked, "You what!?"
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A Mission of Self Satisfaction

3 years later...
Mim set down a heavy bag on top of the kitchen counter with a grunt, opening it up to reveal her old armor. She hadn't touched this in years, not since Sil gave it back to her. Pulled out one of the shoulder pads, she slowly turned it and gazed, remembering the times she wore it. Those times felt so long ago, so in the past, and yet she could remember those days like they were yesterday.
Suddenly, a blue and white fluffball leaped onto the kitchen counter, slipping and falling over onto the bag of armor with a loud chirp. Dropping the shoulder pad with surprise, Mim quickly scooped up the fluffball and raised it in front of her eyes.
With a squawk, Mim chuckled and said, "Hess! You scared the shi- ah, you scared me!"
The one year old fluffy t'vaoan in her hands chirped, waving their arms as it stared into her mother's eyes. Suddenly, McArthy came running into the room, panting a bit. Mim turned to him with a grin, tucking the baby into her arm.
McArthy let out a sigh of relief, then walked up to her and said, "I'm sorry, she just got between my legs! Even as babies, you t'vaoans are faster than I could ever be."
Chuckling, Mim leaned forward, nuzzling his cheek, then handed him the baby, "Don't worry, you'll get the hang of catching her soon enough. I mean, you'll need to with my little trip coming up."
McArthy sighed, then turned around, putting the baby, Hess, down. He pointed at her and said, "Don't jump on anything, Hess. I don't want you to hurt yourself."
The baby only chirped, then spun around and zoomed out of the room, disappearing down the hall, heading towards her bedroom. McArthy rose with a long sigh, then turned back to Mim and asked, "Are you sure you want to go alone? You're taking out that armor, that means danger. I don't want you getting into a fight, let alone without me with you."
Mim hushed him, wrapping her arms around him and holding his back, shifting a leg around him, then nuzzled his cheek and said, "I will have Sil, and it isn't even that dangerous. Just a little trip, the armor is just a precaution."
Placing his hands on her cheeks, McArthy rubbed her with his thumbs and asked, "Are you sure?"
Chuckling, Mim snaked her tongue out and began lapping at his lips. McArthy lightly laughed as he stumbled backwards, suddenly pinned to the back of the couch by the t'vaoan as she continued licking him. She drew back with a grin and said, "I am sure. I should be leaving soon."
McArthy let out a groan of disappointment as he wrapped his hands around her waist, then asked, "You sure you don't have time for at least one thing?"
Giggling, Mim nipped his nose and said, "I'm not in that kind of mood anyway."
McArthy only grinned, taking a moment to look down at her pressing her body against his on the couch, then looked back up at her and asked, "You sure?"
Looking down at the two of them herself, Mim crooned, rubbing his waist with hers for a moment, then said, "Okay, maybe I am  now.  But I unfortunately don't have time for that."
McArthy kissed her on the tip of her beak and said, "That's too bad."
Chuckling, Mim stared into his eyes and softly said, "Oh, what? Did you want me to hear me say, 'rut, rut, mate me~' today?"
She gave him a playful nip, then backed away and grabbed the bag with her armor. She turned her head to see McArthy scratch the back of his neck, then he let out a nervous chuckle and said, "Uh… maybe?"
Laughing, Mim draped the bag over her shoulder and said, "Don't worry, McArthy. We will have plenty of time for each other when I get back. But, things must be done. I know you would rather spend your day with me and our daughter than go work at the restaurant, but you have to go do that anyway. It is like this."
Sighing, McArthy nodded his head and said, "Alright, I get it. Just be careful for me. And if something happens to you, I'm killing Sil."
In one swift stride, Mim closed the distance between them, quickly licking his cheek, then skipped away and said, "I'd be disappointed if you didn't. I'll be back in a day or two! Don't overwork 'Oru! Take good care of Hess!"
Waving as she approached the front door, McArthy leaned against the couch and said, "I will! She'll be-"
He was interrupted as the sound of something shattering came from within the house, making his head whip towards the hallway. Chuckling, Mim stepped outside the open door and said, "Good luck!"
She watched in amusement as her mate scurried away into the house with a faint 'love you', then the door shut in front of her. She let out a sigh, then turned back and looked off her porch. Her gaze immediately locked onto the beach, leaving her to take in a deep breath.
Suddenly, the relative peace was filled with the humming of a phantom, making her lift her head and watch one begin lowering itself on the open beach not too far ahead. Tightening her hold on the bag, Mim bolted forward, running towards the phantom. Soon her feet hit sand as she closed the distance between her and the vehicle.
Mim watched as the doors opened, revealing Sil clad in her shining silver armor, as usual. Hopping into the phantom, Sil and Mim wrapped each other in a hug. After almost a minute of squeezing, Sil released her and said, "It's been a while! How is that little chick of yours? What's her name…"
Chuckling, Mim set her bag down as the phantom began moving and said, "It's Hess, and she's doing fine."
Nodding her head, Sil leaned against the wall, scratching her feathers, then asked, "Yeah, how did she end up…  being  anyways?"
"Well, the adoption center, of course. Apparently she was an egg left at their doorstep. It's a common occurrence, and they have a very simple method of dealing with said eggs, but apparently she was a little too far on for that. Fortunately, it was only a week later we came along."
Sil chuckled, then crossed her arms and asked, "So she nearly missed being thrown into the garbage disposal. Nice."
Mim nodded, "Yes, it's very nice. We honestly couldn't have asked for a better daughter, despite the chaos she causes. I mean, I guess that is the  danger McArthy spoke of a while ago. Certainly keeps home life interesting."
Suddenly, Sil tossed something at Mim, the glint of the object catching her eye. Shooting her hand out, Mim caught the object, then brought it to her face. Opening her hand, she saw the object as McArthy's dog tags.
Looking back up at Sil, the pirate shifted and said, "Jacob Jay McArthy, father of officially deceased Jacob May McArthy, widower of Lila Bell McArthy. Currently located in a desolate motel in the human colony of Capella. We found our human, now it's time we made our way."
Staring at the dog tags a moment longer, Mim asked, "Do you know any details about him?"
Sil shrugged, then said, "All I know is official documentation. The only tid-bit of information other than what I said may be a court case where he was accused of domestic abuse by a concerned neighbor. He pleaded innocent, and his wife was able to convince them nothing happened, and he was determined not guilty. Though, given the history you shared, that isn't surprising."
Snarling, Mim tucked the dog tags away in her parka and said, "I will serve him a different sentence. One he deserves."
"I know you will, darling. But we still have quite the journey ahead of us. Should take two to three days for a round trip, depending on unexpected activity and such. This may sound sick, but I'm a pirate so I don't care, would you mind recording it?"
Mim shook her head, "This is for me, no one else."
Scoffing, Sil pushed herself off the wall of the phantom and said, "Fine. You're no fun."
It wasn't long until the phantom landed inside the battlecruiser's hangar, and almost immediately after the ship shuttered as it went into slipspace. As the doors to the phantom opened, Sil hooked her arm around Mim and said, "One thing I want to do before we do this is make sure you're still ready for a fight. I doubt there'll be one, but still, you've spent the last three years doing nothing but McArthy!"
Mim bit Sil on the beak, making her squawk and pull away, then said, "What I do with my mate is none of your business. And my aim is fine. My eyes are as sharp as ever, three years of not shooting a gun won't get rid of that fact."
Chuckling, Sil walked out of the phantom and said, "Whatever. If you feel like testing your skills, you know how to contact me. You need help getting to your quarters?"
Mim shook her head as she lifted her bag, then walked out as well and said, "I will be fine."
Before she could walk away, Sil raised a hand and said, "Wait, I got a surprise for you."
Turning behind her, Sil snapped at an approaching kig-yar who was carrying a long crate. Handing the crate over to Sil, she hissed at him, making him spin around and scurry off. Turning back to Mim, she held the crate out and said, "I thought you might want these."
With a little hesitation, Mim shifted her bag onto her shoulder and grabbed the crate. Cracking open the crate, four objects were revealed. Sitting on the bottom of the crate on foam was a shotgun, identical to the one she became very fond of years back.
Above the shotgun sat three pieces of armor. Two of the pieces were red armor for her forearms, and the last one was a red and black helmet, similar to Sil's own helmet. Walking up to her, Sil put her hand under the crate, then grabbed the helmet and lifted it out. She gave it a light tap, then Mim watched as the eyes glowed a red ring around the outline of the eye, while the middle of the ring was pure black.
Sil put the helmet back in the crate, then said, "I thought I'd give you some upgrades to your armor. As pointless as it seems, given how you don't fight, I thought I might as well. As it is, your armor is very basic. At least this will give you a tad but more protection, which I know McArthy will appreciate."
Glaring at the helmet, looking at the glowing eyes, Mim chuckled and said, "I now have more ideas of how to use this armor."
Tilting her head, Sil asked, "Mind sharing?"
Mim shut the crate, then turned away and said, "I do mind. I'm heading to my room. I'll see you in… whenever I get up."
Sil snickered as she watched Mim walk off, seemingly knowing where she was going. Shrugging her shoulders, Sil walked off herself, heading for her own had a bit of a journey ahead of them, she just hoped nothing would go wrong when the time of the mission came.


For a ship teeming with pirates, it was quiet. Too quiet, for Mim's taste. She rolled over in bed with a grunt, a small part of her hoping to find McArthy resting next to her, ready to be snuggled. Unfortunately, there was just more empty bed. Grumbling, Mim turned once again in the sheet, throwing them off as she curled up, trying to fall asleep.
Apparently, for her, without McArthy next to her, she was having a lot of trouble falling asleep. He was the only thing on her mind right now,  her human. It seemed he was always the focus of her mind, though recently that has been changing now with Hess in their life. At first, some small part of her thought that having that child could ruin or stale their relationship, take up time they could spend together. But, after having her for a year, Mim realized she was very wrong. If anything, it made their love stronger. Something about seeing McArthy so easily father their daughter, stray so far from the only fatherly example he had, it only made her love him more.
Mim released a long croon in her bed as she rolled again, grabbing under her thighs to pull them closer to her chest. She was unconsciously nuzzling the pillow as she thought about her mate, her fingers squeezing her legs. Mim silently hoped missing his warmth this badly in one night wasn't a sign of something unhealthy, though she couldn't understand why being so attached to your mate would be considered bad.
With an annoyed snarl, she rolled onto her back, splaying her limbs out and pushing her snout into the pillow. Her lower digits twitched as a familiar feeling began moving over her body, a feeling she was used to having McArthy help appease.
Her feathers pressed uncomfortably against the pillow as she moved her head, making her growl and flip back onto her side. Feeling a faint breeze of cold air chill her bare body, she grunted and grabbed the sheets she had pulled off, lazily yanking it back over her body.
For some reason, thinking about her mate was only making her more awake. Suddenly, a knock came from her door, making her growl under her breath. She threw the sheet off of her body, then rolled off the bed and walked over to the door. The door slid open as she scratched her feathers, revealing Sil standing on the other side. Sil rose a finger, about to say something, then froze as she gazed at Mim.
Mim tilted her head, confused by her staring, then looked down at herself. She loudly squawked as she realized she was naked, then shut the door on Sil's face and leapt for her clothes. Once she was properly covered, she jumped back to the door and opened it.
Sil looked her up and down for a moment, then snickered and said, "You seemed moist."
Mim slapped Sil across the face, only garnering a louder fit of laughing from her. With a snarl, Mim asked, "What do you want?"
Chuckling, Sil leaned against the wall and said, "Don't be mad at me for you forgetting to cover yourself. Plus, you look good."
The pirate was met again with a slap against the face, making her laugh more. Once her fit of laughing stopped, she sighed and asked, "So, how are you sleeping? I assume not well, seeing as you're awake."
Grunting, Mim turned around, walking to the bed, then said, "You wouldn't be wrong. As it seems, I'm having trouble sleeping without McArthy."
Sil hung her head with a groan, then asked, "Really? You've never spent a night without him? You haven't sent him to the couch for being a bad male? Had to fall asleep knowing he wouldn't get home from work for a while?"
Mim shook her head as she took a seat on the bed, "I've fallen asleep without him before, but I always knew he'd come to bed at some point, even in my sleep his warmth can comfort me."
Chomping the air with her beak, Sil bobbed her head and said, "Is this what being a lovey dovey couple is like? Here, wanna cuddle with me for the night?"
Extending her arms, SIl began walking towards Mim. Mim shook her head and quickly outstretched her leg, planting her foot on Sil's face, keeping her afar. With a snarl, Mim said, "Don't even insinuate touching me like that."
With a huff, Sil gripped Mim's leg, shifting it away, then said, "We hug all the time, cuddling is just hugging on our sides."
Yanking her leg from Sil's grip, Mim hissed and said, "Don't get technical with me."
Chuckling, Sil sat next to Mim and said, "Well, since you can't sleep, why don't you and me go to the range, for fun."
Turning to Sil, Mim grinned and said, "I'll beat you."
Sil hung her head back with a hearty laugh, slapping her knee as she curled up a little. After a few seconds of her laughing, she cut herself off and spoke in a straight voice, "Fucking try me."


McArthy let out a long yawn as he held Hess in his arms, walking around their empty house as she chirped and squawked without pause. At this point he was doing circles around the kitchen table, trying to figure out how to calm her down. Until now usually Mim would've been on top of calming her before he even got the chance, and how she even did it was beyond him. She always seemed to quietly croon or chirp with her, and that seemed to work, but he definitely couldn't replicate those sounds.
He raised his daughter to look at her face, watching her stare back and simply continue chirping at him. She couldn't be hungry, he fed her less than an hour ago. Her diaper was fine, she was just squawking constantly. Softly patting her back, he paused to look out the glass door leading to the backyard.
Given the amount of space between the houses and how loud her chirping was, he guessed she wouldn't bother anyone if he walked outside. Maybe she just needed fresh air, anyways.
Walking up the door, it slid open, and he walked outside into their green backyard to gaze at the starry night. Making sure the door slid shut behind them, McArthy walked out onto the grassy yard and cradled Hess in his arms, turning his head to look up at the stars. For some reason, even though he had spent many months stuck in a ship, staring out at the infinite universe, looking up at stars from the surface never got old. It was particularly beautiful tonight, with faint clouds drifting while the stars twinkled brighter than he's ever seen.
As he gazed, something settled on McArthy. Turning his focus back to Hess in his arms, he realized she had stopped making any noises. Instead, her eyes were glued to the bright stars in the dark sky, her beak slightly ajar. He could see the stars' reflection in her eyes, then he raised his eyes to look as well.
Maybe this could become a thing for him and her, staring at the stars. He quite enjoyed the peace, and it seemed to keep her calm. With a sigh, he walked over to one of the chairs sitting outside and slowly took a seat, looking back down at Hess. She was still transfixed on the sky, though her eyes seemed to be slowly settling. Looking up with a sigh, he cradled the baby closer, softly rubbing her fluffy head with a thumb.
It wasn't long until Hess fell asleep, McArthy taking a minute to simply look at her sleeping in his arms. He didn't know it until she hatched, but baby t'vaoans had to be some of the most adorable creatures in the universe. Suddenly, a cold breeze passed by them, making Hess shiver in her sleep. With a grunt, he stood up from his chair and walked back into the house. He took her through the house, making it into her room.
The walls were painted a light blue, and sitting against the wall was a crib. He turned the light off as he walked in, then carefully set the sleeping t'vaoan in the crib. He put his hand on the head of the crib as he straightened himself, looking down at the baby. McArthy sighed, lowering down to her and kissing her forehead.
Turning back around, McArthy walked out of the room and silently shut the door. Relieved that she was asleep, he walked into his room and turned the lights off. Tiredly throwing the clothes he had on off, then slid himself into the empty bed and threw the covers on. He stretched his arm out, rubbing the empty side of the bed with a disappointed grunt. McArthy was too used to having Mim snuggle with him at night.
Rolling onto his side, he released a long breath and shut his eyes, ready to try and go to sleep, when his eyes were ripped open as a high pitched squawk rang through the house. He laid there for a moment, staring into the darkness of his room, then the squawking continued.
Swinging himself up out of bed, he walked back out of his room, ready to pick his daughter up and stargaze a little longer.


Mim attached her new forearm armor onto her new skinsuit, raising her hands to look at them for a moment. The feeling of her feathers being pressed down by the armor was annoying, then she turned to Sil and said, "This feels worse than I expected."
Chuckling, Sil waved a hand and said, "You get used to it. So, how are you feeling?"
Mim raised a roll of gauze she had Sil fetch for her, then unrolled it and said, "Anxious."
Sil nodded her head as she watched Mim begin rolling the gauze around the right forearm armor, before ripping it off and looking at the bandaging. Huffing, Sil leaned against the wall of the phantom and asked, "What's with the gauze?"
Still gazing at it, Mim said, "I remember it vividly. Back on the snow planet, I was hurt by a ruuhitian. They bit me in the arm, and he fixed the wound. I became… attached, to some degree, to that bandaging. No one had ever done something like that for me before."
Sil stared at her for a bit, then chuckled and said, "Maybe that's because you were a technician. Not a lot of injuries to get in that job."
Hissing, Mim looked back at Sil and said, "I'll have you know, being a technician can be very dangerous! I've seen an unggoy get their head filled with shrapnel by an explosion while fixing a wraith!"
Waving her hands, trying to calm her, Sil snickered and said, "Alright, I get it. You weren't used to someone being nice to you."
Turning towards the wall, Mim said, "Exactly."
She reached around her back and pulled her new shotgun out, leveling it in her grip and looking it over. Sil walked a little closer to her, gazing at the weapon as Mim loaded it. Mim gave the weapon a pump, then turned to the pirate staring at her.
Chuckling, Sil crossed her arms and said, "You don't see a t'vaoan using a shotgun very much, ya' know. Well, any kig-yar, to be exact. Maybe your short stack frame is better at handling it then the rest of us."
Grunting, Mim lowered the weapon and said, "You just like keeping your distance, you literally shot it fine at the range."
Sil shrugged her shoulders, then began picking at her teeth with a claw and asked, "So, I got another surprise I forgot to tell you about. Uh, given the fact that we are about to drop you on a human planet, I decided it would be beneficial to upgrade your armor with active camo."
The two stared at each other silently for a few seconds, then Mim lifted her helmet over her head and disappeared from sight. While it would fool most people, Sil has had to be invisible alongside her old friend enough times to see it as easily as a normal person. Her especially sharp eyes helped with that.
Mim appeared again, then giggled and said, "I had always wanted active camo."
Gesturing to her armor, Sil said, "Well, happy birthday or whatever. Not like you're gonna use it much after this."
Chuckling, Mim said, "Don't be so sure."
Suddenly, the pilot's voice spoke through the ship and said, "We are approaching the drop point. Our stealth tech has let us slip in undetected. Prepare for departure."
Placing her hand on Mim's shoulder, Sil asked, "You sure you want to go alone?"
Mim nodded with confidence, straightening her back, then said, "This is for me, and me alone."
Nodding, Sil removed her hand from her friend's shoulder and said, "He's in motel room number 7. Be careful."
Mim gave her friend a nod, then the hatch to the gravity lift opened. With a deep breath, she jumped into the gravity lift and floated downward. The lift deactivated, and she landed on top of a building with a grunt. She swiftly activated her active camo, then looked up at where the phantom should've been, but it was gone. She knew it was simply cloaked, like her, but her eyes never got too used to looking at cloaked people or vehicles.
Looking back down with a grunt, she moved to the edge of the building and looked down. She had been dropped right on top of the motel. It was a two story motel, with a long balcony holding doors to more rooms on the second floor. Now she just had to find the right room. She gripped the rim of the roof, then swung her body down and leapt onto the second floor over the railing.
Landing on her feet, she turned to the first door next to her. There was a number 20 on the door, then she turned her head to look at the following doors. The numbers were only increasing, so she turned to the railed and quickly vaulted over it. She landed, barely making a sound, then turned to look around the parking lot. It was empty of people, leaving her to more confidently look around at the doors. Even if people were here, they definitely wouldn't be able to see her, she just preferred there being no chances.
Soon, she reached the door with a number 7 attached to it. Mim walked up to the door, quickly testing the knob. It didn't budge, so she took the shotgun off her back and took a step back. Sucking in a deep breath, she stepped forward and shot her foot forward. Striking the door right in the handle, the door violently swung open, revealing the small and foul smelling room.
A man yelped and fell out of his bed, temporarily hiding the open door from his shot into the room, still fully cloaked, then grabbed the door and swung it back shut. She silently crept around the room, watching as the man leapt back up and rushed to the door.
Ripping the door open, he yelled, "Who the fuck just…"
He trailed off as he poked his head out through the door, seeing an absolutely barren outside. He stared a little longer, then slowly shut the door again. The door barely shut properly, but the chain lock still worked. Locking the door, he turned back around to lay back in his bed.
Rubbing his eyes, he moved to the nightstand and spoke to himself, "What the fuck do they put in that food…"
Mim stared at the man, nothing but pure hatred in her mind for him. She witnessed firsthand the pain simply saying his name brought to McArthy, and she wanted revenge. A deep protective part of her wanted to skewer this man for daring to hurt her mate, for destroying his childhood and scarring him for life. She slowly built this rage inside herself, to give her the strength to go forward and brutalize him. He deserved it, this man deserved to die, slowly, and she was going to enjoy it.
Suddenly, like some kind of sixth sense warning him, he turned his head to the left and watched Mim decloak, raising the shotgun.
"What the fuck!?" he yelled, ripping the nightstand open. He pulled a gun from inside of it, quickly pointing it at Mim. Before he could even shoot, Mim leapt right into his face. She whipped the pistol out of his hand with the butt of the shotgun, then used the shotgun to bend his arm back. The man loudly yelled, wildly throwing his fist against Mim, but her armor blocked any blow from striking her.
After a moment, a loud snap came from his arm, making him cry out in pain. Mim watched his left forearm limply fall over, broken, then threw his whole body onto the ground. She watched as the man groaned and crawled away from her. With a snarl, she walked over to him and kicked him over, listening to him grunt again and lie on his back.
Holding the shotgun by the barrel, she lowered herself and gripped him by the neck, hearing him wheeze from her grip. Moving towards the wall across the room, she threw him against the wall.
His head struck the wall with a bang, then he looked up at her with a groan and asked, "What… what the fuck are you? God damn-"
He was cut off as Mim shot him in the knee, making him howl in pain and grip at his blown apart leg. Fractured bone, flesh, and blood crashed onto the shot up floor beneath him. The 8 gauge had basically torn his entire lower leg off, only being held together by a few bloody tendons. Blood was quickly squirting out of the wound, so Mim knew she had only a certain amount of time before he bled out.
Raising a hand at her with desperate pain, the man wheezed, "Wait.. wai- ah! P-please! I- I didn't do anything!"
Pumping the shotgun, she aimed it at his other knee and fired, watching in satisfaction as lead tore through his leg. He howled in pain once again as even more bloody flesh was sent flying off his body, tears now streaming down his face. A small part of her felt like this was unnecessary, but that part was being completely drowned out by the satisfaction. To see tears run down his cheeks, to see him in pain, paying the price for all the physical and mental damage he caused all at once.
She took a step closer to the human, pumping the shotgun again, then he let out a painful, stuttered sob and said, "I-I-I don't u-understand! W-why me!? I don't want to-"
He was quickly silenced as Mim pressed the hot barrel of the shotgun against his forehead, then snarled and slowly said, "Jacob May McArthy. You made his life hell, and you have the  gall to say you did nothing wrong?! Let me show you what hell looks like."
His lips quivered for a moment as she pulled the shotgun back an inch, then he said, "W-wait, Jaco-"
With a massive blast, buckshot tore through his skull, shredding the flesh and sending viscera and bone fragmentation at the wall behind his now dead body. Mim snarled and pumped the shotgun again, staring at the fresh corpse before her. The man's fingers twitched as his body slumped against the wall, the head almost fully blown off. Mim breathed in and out, almost panting from the feeling of this. It had been so long since she took a life, but this was the most deserving life to take, she would never regret this moment.
With a rasping cry, she flung her foot forward in a kick, knocking the corpse onto its side, making more blood squirt out and pool under the body. For a moment she thought about shooting the body, but she took one look at the brutal display and decided what was done was more than enough. With a final breath, she turned around and put the shotgun back on her back.
She was satisfied.
Activating her cloak, she swung the door back open and moved out of the room. The sound of her shotgun had certainly made quite the scene, there were now a few people panicking in the parking lot.
Making her get away quick, she walked out in front of the building and jumped upwards. In one high leap, she landed on the roof of the motel, silently creeping away from the roof edge towards where she was dropped off. Soon, the sight of a gravity lift appeared, leading into the cloaked phantom. Jumping into the lift, she looked back down at the parking lot, and could even hear distant sirens.
Once inside the phantom, the hatch shut and she felt the ship shift as it began flying off. She turned around to face the interior, then saw Sil tapped her armor. Tilting her head, Sil asked, "So, how was it?"
Mim stayed silent for a few seconds, then said, "As good as I hoped. But now, I just want to go home."
Chuckling, Sil leaned against the phantom wall and said, "Sure thing. One more night of sleep, then I'll have you back home with your cute little family. You're… not gonna tell him, right?"
Rubbing her arm armor, Mim said, "Of course not. As he told me, he doesn't care about his father, he doesn't want to hear about him. So there is no good reason to bring it up."
Sil huffed, then shrugged and said, "Well, let's just hope that's true."


McArthy slowly lowered Hess into her crib with a sigh, then gave her feathers a soft ruffle and watched her mumble a chirp in her sleep. He crept backwards very slowly, keeping his eyes trained on the cradle as he walked backwards. He stood at the doorway, watching her for almost a full minute, making sure she didn't begin crying out again, then released a sigh of relief and silently shut the door.
He rubbed his temple for a moment, then huffed and walked out to the living room and plopped himself onto the couch. McArthy stretched out his arms and legs, then settled into a relaxed position and turned towards the holographic screen on the wall. He was about to reach for the controls, then heard a light tapping at the door.
Wondering who would be up at this hour, then grunted and stood up from the couch. At least whoever was at the door had the decency not to ring the bell; That might've woken the baby up.
McArthy pressed the panel next to the door, then it slid open and revealed a fully armored, red t'vaoan. Before he could process the person, they leaped onto him, wrapping their legs around his waist as he stumped backwards. He was able to grab onto a table against the wall behind him before he fell.
The t'vaoan's throat rumbled as they nuzzled him with their helmeted head, but McArthy was caught too off guard to try and say something. Then, they said, "I'm home, hubby! Gods, I missed you more than I expected."
His body quaked with relief as it struck him, the t'vaoan was Mim. Letting out a chuckle, he pulled his face back from her nuzzling and said, "With that helmet I didn't recognize you! You scared the shit out of me for a moment!"
Giggling, Mim lowered one of her feet onto the ground and said, "I hoped so. How's everything been? Has Hess behaved? Did you not stress 'Oru out?"
Chuckling, McArthy said, "Well, I couldn't find a babysitter, so I just closed the restaurant until you came back and gave 'Oru paid days off for it. So I  think  that counts. And Hess has… been Hess, so she's been lovely."
Mim took her helmet off her head, setting it on the table, then licked his cheek and asked, "Is Hess asleep?"
McArthy nodded with a smile and said, "Just laid her down before you knocked. I did a lot better as a single father than I expected."
Mim chuckled, then said, "Try being one for longer than two days, then we'll see."
McArthy was about to say something, but he was hushed as Mim slowly ran her tongue across his lips, moving her hand to hold the side of his face. She pushed her snout against his nose, then said, "Well, seeing as she's asleep, we have the rest of the night to ourselves. I hope you've been saving yourself for me."
With a snicker, McArthy kissed the end of her beak and said, "Oh, I have. I didn't even-"
He was cut off as he felt Mim's hand grab his crotch, then she rubbed her beak along his cheek and whispered, "We shall see then, hm?'
Her mate could only nod, then she giggled and gripped the collar of his shirt, pulling him from against the table and into the living room.
 Hey, guess what people. We're almost there. The next chapter will be the very last one, the epilogue. Wow, I never expected to finish this story this soon, but I did get everything I wanted in, and even some more. I hope you all enjoyed this chapter, feel free to review and such, and I hope you have a good day or night.


   
 
Epilogue

McArthy slowly drove down the rode, though he preferred the term 'floating'. The world they were in had a very interesting assortment of vehicles, it was strange to him to see hover tech used in such a casual fashion. His only experience with them had been dealing with ghosts or wraiths, and now he was just driving one down the road as if it was a normal car.
The road they were on was very wide, but he still drove slowly due to the people along the sides. It led right past their house and had no real sidewalks, but right now he was on his way to the restaurant. Turning to his right with a smile, he looked at Mim, who was cradling Hess in her arms, the two softly chirping at each other.
Chuckling, McArthy pulled into a small parking lot and said, "This ghoul drives pretty smooth, ya know."
Turning to him with a tilted head, Mim asked, "Ghoul?"
Smiling, he nodded his head and said, "Yeah, ghoul! Like, ghost, wraith, revenant, banshee, and now this one is a ghoul! Get it?"
Mim stared at him for a few seconds, then huffed in amusement and said, "I do. Doesn't make it funny."
McArthy chuckled as he brought the vehicle to a stop and said, "Oh it's funny. I know it is, what was that little chuff?"
Handing the baby to McArthy, Mim jumped out of the stopped vehicle and said, "The joke wasn't funny. What was funny is what a dork you are."
She walked around the vehicle and took the baby out of his arms as he laughed, then he jumped out himself and said, "Well, as long as you laugh."
He wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her close as she cradled their child, then he lowered his face towards Hess and rubbed his nose against her snout. The baby giggled as he did so, then reached out and grabbed at his nose. Chuckling, he pulled back and looked at Mim, who was giving him a very soft gaze.
Before he could ask her anything, she licked him on the cheek, rested her head on his shoulder, and said, "You don't know how happy it makes me seeing how you love our chick."
Sighing, he gave Mim a kiss on the beak and said, "Then I guess you'll only be getting happier. Now come on. You wanted to see what the opening hours looked like! I'll give you a teaser, it's slow."
With a croon, she lifted her head and they began walking out of the parking lot, heading for the building next to it. Standing next to the restaurant's front door was a familiar sangheili, already dressed and ready for work.
Widely smiling, McArthy waved to the sangheili and called out, "Hey, 'Oru! Nice to see you prompt and ready for your shift!"
'Oru turned to see the two approaching with their child, then waved back and said, "Of course, Mr. 'Tol. Somehow you found a way to make my job as a waiter… enjoyable, in a way."
McArthy shrugged as he and Mim stepped next to 'Oru and said, "Eh, I try."
Looking up at the taller sangheili, standing 7 inches taller than both of them, Mim said, "Nice to see you again, 'Oru! How've you been?"
The sangheili smiled with his mandibles and said, "I've been better than usual, ma'am. It's nice to see your baby is in good health. Actually, it's nice in general to see her."
Chuckling, Mim slightly raised Hess and said, "And she's happy to see you!"
Hess reached out towards the sangheili, who lightly chuckled and waved one of her fingers in front of her, Hess trying to throw her hand out and grab him. 'Oru gave the end of Hess' snout a light tap, then turned to McArthy unlocking the doors. Opening them wide, McArthy held them open for 'Oru and Mim to walk in, then shut them.
Cracking his knuckles, McArthy moved behind the counter and said, "We still got a little time before we open, so let me get all the things ready, and maybe I can whip up my darlings some breakfast."
Mim chuckled as she sat Hess on a baby chair, pushing it up to a table near the counter. Once making sure Hess was secured, she turned to McArthy and said, "I already fed Hess, so just make me something."
She watched her mate nod and disappear behind the counter, then turned and watched 'Oru begin preparing the restaurant for opening up. He finished cleaning chairs and brought them out to the tables, then began wiping the tables. Mim sat herself on a chair next to Hess, then turned to 'Oru and asked, "You do like working here, right? I don't see you often since you work mornings."
Without pausing from his cleaning, 'Oru looked up with a smile and said, "Of course! I was having trouble finding work before, luckily Mr. 'Tol was kind enough to hire me. I'm still a little annoyed even this long after that my father had to ask him about it, but in the end I am still thankful."
Tilting her head, Mim asked, "How much longer do you think you'll be here?"
Chuckling, 'Oru moved to the next table and said, "I've been here for what? Two years now? I'll still be here for a while, most likely, if I don't get fired! I, uh, just got accepted into… college? I think that's the right word. Anyway, because of it I don't exactly have the time for a more complicated job, nor the experience."
Nodding, Mim asked, "So is experience why you had a hard time finding a job?"
This question seemed to make 'Oru pause, his body freezing up for a moment from his cleaning, then he slowly began again and said with a hint of hesitation, "U-uh… yeah. That's… that was definitely a big factor… in that."
Sensing she accidentally hit some kind of chord, she crooned and said, "Well, at least you enjoy it here! And I'm sure McArthy won't fire you, from what he says and what I have seen, you do an amazing job!"
Looking back up at her, 'Oru asked, "He talks about me?"
Chuckling, Mim nodded and said, "Of course. He can't go a day of work without seeing you. He thinks of you as a good friend."
She watched the sangheili slowly lower his gaze back down to the table he was cleaning, a faint smile on his mandibles, then Hess began chirping and wrestling with the buckle on the seat. Sighing, she softly began chirping back, trying to calm her down, then heard footsteps approaching her. Turning her head, she watched McArthy plant a plate with a pile of pancakes between them as he took a seat next to her.
With a chuckle, she began lightly rubbing Hess' head and said, "That was quick."
Shrugging his shoulders, McArthy said, "I have a big kitchen. Got enough pans and stoves to cook a lot at once. I told you I'm good- though the bottom few are a little burnt."
He then raised a container and asked, "Syrup?"
Mim nodded her head, then he pushed an empty plate in front of both of them. Turning his head to 'Oru, he asked, "You want some?"
Chuckling, 'Oru said, "You know I do not like eating human food, no offense, of course. Plus, I already had breakfast."
McArthy nodded, then turned back and said, "Gotta at least offer you some. At least you didn't become  addicted  to the stuff like Va."
Mim tilted her head and asked, "What do you mean she's addicted?"
Chuckling, McArthy gestured behind the counter and said, "I caught her gnawing on some in the freezer a few times when she was supposed to be out here serving. She stopped recently, but still, it was kinda scary to walk in the freezer for some meat only to see a ruuhitian eating into cooked ribs."
The two lightly laughed as McArthy placed a small stack on Mim's plate, pouring some syrup on it, then turned and placed his own stack. Before he could even pour his syrup, he heard the sounds of tongue slapping and wet munching, then raised his gaze to see she already only had one pancake left.
McArthy looked up at Mim's eyes as her maw was wide open, syrup leaking off the sides of her beak, about to chomp down on the last pancake. She met his staring, then slammed her mouth down on the last pancake and eviscerated it.
He couldn't help but laugh as he watched her do so, then she licked her chops and said, "Thank you, my mate."
Chuckling, McArthy bobbed his head and said, "No problem, hun. If you get a belly ache, don't blame me."
Suddenly, Hess began chirping again, this time louders as she dug into the buckle with her claws. Mim crooned and moved over to her, then McArthy sighed and said, "Hey, let's not lock her into a chair like that. We're not even dining for long."
Mim looked up at McArthy, then unfastened the buckle and raised their chick in her arms. Hess stopped her chirping now that she was free, then began reaching for her father as he ate. She cradled Hess in her arms, humming a song softly to the baby.
After a few minutes, McArthy finished his own breakfast, then rose up as he wiped his face. Moving to Mim, who was still seated, he put his hands on her shoulders and began massaging her. She released a long croon in response, her neck vibrating from the feeling. Hess still reached out for McArthy, who chuckled and grabbed Hess from behind Mim.
She let go of the baby, letting McArthy raise Hess over her and cradle the baby in his own arms. Mim stood up from her own and stepped next to McArthy, giving his cheek a lick. She turned her head and saw 'Oru stare at them from the corner of her eye. After a moment, the sangheili sighed and looked away, going back to cleaning the tables. She hoped they weren't bothering him, Mim understood why some would find their relationship… distasteful.
Sighing, McArthy moved to the long window next to the entrance, revealing the lively road running along the shoreline. Mim moved next to him, rubbing her hand up his back as they stared out. As they stared, McArthy chuckled and asked, "Did you ever think we'd be here?"
Mim rested her head on his shoulder and said, "It's what I dreamed of so long ago."
McArthy leaned his head over, rubbing it against hers, then said, "I'm happy. I've been happy. To think I never thought I'd have something like this."
Moving her hand to hold him by the shoulder, Mim pulled herself closer and said, "I'm happy that you're happy. I have everything I could want, and then some."
Chuckling, McArthy looked down at Hess and said, "Yeah, same."
Mim nipped him in the ear, making him chuckle more, then asked, "Is 'same' all you have to say?"
Sighing, McArthy smiled and said, "Well, you summed it up pretty well. So, yeah."
Giggling, Mim pressed her snout against his cheek and said, "I love you."
McArthy didn't reply for a few seconds, being overcome by a light fit of chuckling, then said, "Ditto."
His chuckling turned to laughter as Mim nipped his ear at his reply. Mim couldn't help but giggle herself as her mate laughed, then she laid her head back on his shoulder as they looked out at the shoreline in view. McArthy looked out at the waves slowly washing up and down the beach, calm waves splashing over the occasional swimmer. He wasn't outside, but he could almost hear the sea. The peaceful ambience was something he had gotten used to, and it gave him a feeling of contentness he never thought he'd have.
He was home.
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