Fire Down Below:


Part II





Chapter One





“Sure, the power of fire is capable of destroying. But many miss the part it plays in creation. It recreated me” ~ Zaphir Down, citizen of Corneria.





	Finnius watched as nurses helped Finord to his feet and helped him along, he watched as Finord fell almost immediately and sighed. Finnius was in the Paraplegia Treatment Ward of the Corneria City Hospital, and was here for Finord’s late night treatment. Finnius never told anyone about this, not even his close friends, he wanted it to be a surprise when Finord finally recovered. Finnius’ thoughts were disrupted by his mobile ringing.


“Finnius! Flyer here!” the sound of Flyer’s voice filled his ears. To Finnius he sounded more exited than usual.


“What’s up?” Finnius responded casually,


“We have a situation, a real dire one” Finnius realised that Flyer wasn’t exited, he was desperately worried, “We have a possible bomb endangering the Corneria City Hospital, and that includes Lyn and Falco Lombardi!” 


“What?” Finnius almost dropped his phone,


“Falco was chasing Lyn when a bomb went off in the hangar, Lyn is hurt, we don’t know how seriously” Flyer’s voice was hurried, and each word he took sounded planned,


“Anyone killed” was Finnius’ immediate worry,


“Mace” Flyer simply stated, “He was in the hangar that exploded”,


“Oh my god!”


“That’s not all Fin, we found a mobile phone near the scene. Falco has it!”


“Where’s Falco?”


“He went in the ambulance with Lyn, they’ll be in the hospital by now!”


“I’ll be right there!” Finnius started to walk for the door,


“Good, I’ve already contacted Tourican and Zaphir, they’ll be there as soon as they can as well”


“Zaphir might come in handy with that bomb” Finnius said as he signalled to his brother that he had to go,


“Whatever Fin, just hurry!” Flyer finished. Finnius’ mobile heard only a dial tone after that, so he hung his phone up and ran out the of the building, grabbing a cane on his way, be prepared Finnius he thought as he burst out to his car.





	Tourican got out of the taxi, payed the driver, and walked towards the emergency entrance of the hospital. He was still worrying about Zaphir, and how she had gotten out of the taxi in a bad part of the city. Tourican was so worried that he only switched on to his surroundings when he was standing in the ambulance stopping zone. Tourican glanced around the area and much to his confusion saw Flyer waving his arms round, and then a Doberman in military police uniform was pointing at him.


“Tourican!” he heard Flyer call, “Get… hell…” the sound was muffled by all the people yelling and running,


“What?” Tourican called out,


“… phone!” was all he heard, the screaming had died down, but now the sound of a car speeding filled his ears. Glancing round, Tourican saw a mobile phone lying on the ground nearby, but foolishly he didn’t put two-and-two together.


“What?! That phone?!” Tourican yelled as loud as he could, but the car sound was getting louder. It was a Tourican finished yelling that he was suddenly jerked sideways, just as the car had reached its peak of sound, and at that same time the phone exploded, sending pieces flying at Tourican’s face, scratching it. It wasn’t the force of the explosion that had sent him reeling, the pulling force was coming from his neck, and his feet were dragging painfully on the ground. Almost as suddenly as he had started moving, he stopped, as did the car noise. Holding his aching neck Tourican slowly turned and looked behind himself, and there he saw a grinning Finnius, in his car, holding in one flipper a hooked cane.


“Close enough for you Tourican?” he asked,


“Too close, but thanks” Tourican spluttered, barely able to speak.


“Tourican!” Flyer ran over to the car, closely followed by the hawk and Rudarius, “Are you okay?”


“A little hoarse, but fine” he wheezed in response,


“Hi, I’m Rudarius Cormack, and this is Sergeant Hawkins,


“Pleased to meet you two”


“Oh, and your foot’s on fire” Hawkins calmly pointed out,


“Ah!!” Tourican nearly jumped straight onto the hood of the car as he kicked off his flaming boot, Flyer stamped out the fire for him.


“Tourican!” Lyn called out as she limped over to the crowd,


“Uh, Lyn…” Finnius could barely control a smile as he pointed out the fact Lyn was in a hospital gown, which don’t quite cover all…


“Oh great!” Lyn folded her arms,


“Here” Flyer smiled as he handed Lyn his big coat,


“Thanks Flyer” Lyn smiled back, “Tourican? Why the hell didn’t you move!”


“I couldn’t hear over the sound of Finnius’ car” Tourican looked at Finnius and frowned,


“Hey! You’re alive either way!” Finnius defended himself,


“Oh whatever Tourican groaned, then suddenly went pale, 


“Tourican?” Flyer looked into Tourican’s eyes and saw they were glazing over, “Get some paramedics over here, he’s suffering from shock” Hawkins signalled to the nurses who were standing ready, who then rushed over and took Tourican away,


“Great,” Lyn sighed, “Can anyone tell me what the hell is going on?”


“Someone with a passion for explosives is blowing away Cornerians at random” Rudarius explained, 


“Is anyone else besides me hurt?” Lyn asked,


“Mace” Flyer frowned, “and a market owner”.


“Oh well,” Finnius yawned, “Let’s go home”


“Sorry Fin, but we should stick around” Flyer sighed, “Just in case”


“Well I don’t know about you guys, but I’m gonna try and get some sleep” Lyn remarked as she walked back towards the hospital, “Though I probably won’t because of the news”.


“Hey guys!” Falco called from over at the spot of the explosion, “You should see this!”


Finnius, Flyer, Hawkins and Rudarius all ran over to where Falco was kneeling,


“I found the phone’s serial number… intact and all” Falco handed it to Rudarius as he stood up, “You might be able to find the owner”


“Good find Mr Lombardi” the hawk half-smiled,


“Call me Falco please”


“It doesn’t make a difference what I call you”


“Maybe not to you but…”


“Um guys?” Finnius interrupted, “Flyer and myself are gonna go see if Tourican is okay. Falco, you should come too, and leave these guys to their work”


“Okay” Falco nodded. 


	As the other two inspected the scene, Finnius dragged Falco and Flyer into the hospital, and when they stopped Finnius turned to Falco,


“What else did you find?” Finnius cast a suspicious eye at Falco,


“I’m glad you asked”, Falco grinned, “In side of a case in some near the bomb was a set of numbers, here” Falco handed them to Finnius,


“I take it you haven’t figured them out” Flyer folded his arms,


“You’d be right there” Falco yawned and stretched his wings behind his head, “I’d love to stay and help you guys out, but I’ve got a mission to do tomorrow, and it’s getting WAY late”


“That’s cool, we can handle it” Finnius replied.


“We’d better get some rest too” Flyer suggested


“I’m going home, you want a lift?” Finnius held up his keys,


“No thanks, I’ll stay at the hospital” Flyer yawned, “See you in the afternoon” 


“Why afternoon?” Finnius frowned, suspecting an insult.


“That’s when you wake up” Flyer laughed,


“I’ll remember that” Finnius continued to frown,


“When you wake up”





Chapter Two


“Zaphir is truly an extraordinary individual… but she is also as weird as all hell as well” ~ Sergeant Finnius Krill, leader of the Special Forces Team ‘The Pirate Killers’





	The next morning Lyn awoke before her friends, and looked round where she was. To her left was Tourican, still in his military uniform from the mission against the pirates, and in a hospital bed. Lyn watched as Tourican moaned and turned in his bed, sweat dripping down his forehead. To her right was Flyer, who was hanging from a bar on the roof by his feet. To Lyn Flyer was confusing at times, she forgot quite often that he was a bat and that bats do that kind of thing, though that was probably because Flyer was the only bat she knew. Lyn was alerted to Tourican being awake when she heard a hoarse cry. Lyn turned and saw Tourican upright in his bead, panting heavily, and his eyes nervously scanning the room.


“Tourican? Are you okay?” Lyn jumped out of bed and rushed over to her friend,


“Huh? what?” Tourican looked at Lyn somewhat daftly and suddenly realised where he was, “Oh… I had a nightmare, nothing serious” Tourican feigned a smile, and Lyn could tell.


“Nothing more?” Lyn gave him a ‘really?’ look,


“Nothing more,” Tourican replied.


By this time Flyer had awoken,


“Good morning” he said cheerfully as he landed on the ground.


“If you can call it that” Tourican groaned.


“Hang on” Flyer stopped halfway through putting on his coat, “Has anyone called Zaphir and told her what happened?”


“Not me” Tourican looked to Lyn “And I doubt Finnius did,”


“Oh great” Lyn rolled her eyes,


“I’ll call her now” Flyer said and walked out into the hospital corridors, almost bumping into a nurse that walked by.


“Good morning” the nurse chirped, “I have some good news for you two”


“Finally” Tourican half smiled,


“We have checked you both thoroughly, and have found you both to be well enough to leave”


“Great!” Lyn jumped up and ran to the drawers where her clothes were, “I can’t wait to get out of here and get who killed Mace”


“Same” Tourican walked over to get his from his set of drawers.


“I heard the news guys, and I’ll meet you downstairs” Flyer poked his head round the corner of the doorway,


“Is Zaph there?” Tourican asked worriedly,


“No-one answered, so if you guys can get your gear on fast we can go and see if she’s alright” Flyer’s voice trailed off as he walked away down the corridor.





	When Tourican and Lyn got out the front of the hospital Finnius and Flyer were talking to two police officers, both burly bulldogs,


“What’s up?” Tourican asked, expecting to be questioned about the incident,


“Are you Tourican Down of the special forces unit, ‘The Pirate Killers’?” one of the bull dogs asked,


“Yes I am” Tourican replied, “What can I do for you?”


“We have a prisoner asking for you” said the same bulldog who asked the question,


“What?” Tourican’s face went from normal to confused, “Who?”


“A Zaphir Down”


“Zaphir?” again Tourican’s expression changed, “Is she all right? Has she done something wrong?”


“She’s in custody for the alleged assault of four citizens” the second bulldog replied, “And unofficially… she is under suspicion for the recent bombings that have occurred”


“Oh my god! I was hoping this wouldn’t happen!” Tourican placed a wing to his forehead and looked at Finnius, “Finnius! We have to get there! FAST! Let Flyer drive”


“Flyer?! You saw how fast and reckless he goes!” Finnius whined,


“NOW!!!” Tourican yelled, not threateningly, but desperately.


“Keys” Flyer smiled and held out a claw,


“If you scratch it…” Finnius grumbled and reached into his pocket.


“I’d say with Flyer driving, and not including the possibility of getting pulled over… I’d say we’ll be there in about five minutes” Lyn laughed,


“Grrrrrr…” Finnius gave Flyer and Lyn a piercing stare.


“Keep that up and you will regret it” Flyer grinned as he took the keys.





Chapter Three


“At that moment we saw something in Tourican we may never see again… He actually cared about something…” ~ Lyn Veaver, pilot in special forces unit ‘The Pirate Killers’.





	Zaphir sat in the corner of her cell, her head buried in her wings, the hope of those wings swallowing her up forever seemed high, as once more she played the scene out in her head…





“Hey little lady” the iguana sneered as Zaphir cautiously walked past,


“Err, hi” Zaphir mumbled,


“Excuse me ma’am, but our friend here said hello, and a women must show courtesy to a man” a beaver stepped out into her path. Zaphir went to go another way but saw the way back was blocked by the iguana, to her left was a bear, and to her right was an elephant. Zaphir could remember her heart sinking low.


“Hey buddy, I say we teach this little lady a lesson” the bear pulled out a small little box device which had a button on the side and two pieces sticking out on the front, each on the edges. The others did the same, and Zaphir remembered what these were from the hospital, with the patients that had to be restrained, and realised they were tazers, little close range weapons designed to stun a Lylatian and render them immobile, and at the mercy of the assailant, and to Zaphir, these assailants had none.


“”Who wants the honours?” the bear laughed and pressed the button to his tazers, causing blue lightning to crackle between the two points.


“Me!” the beaver grinned evilly, and lunged at Zaphir. Zaphir suddenly twigged and a part of her mind took over, the same part the night she killed her father… she dodged to the side and grabbed the beavers furry arm,


“What the?” the beaver yelled in surprise, and tried to pull his arm free. Zaphir 
