Chapter One: Chain of Thought.

A harsh neon glare engulfed the skyline as night hit the ESPer orbital station Opan, and the main city flickered to life once again in its endless cycle of life, death and rebirth that passed with every day. As the commercial area shut down trading for the day, the seedier side of human nature emerged, with the prostitutes, thugs and assorted dealers lining the blindingly illuminated streets. The whole area morphed with each passing minute, family cars replaced by custom built roadsters, business men with gangs, factions and the large corporations lackeys that ruled the orbital platforms that drifted over the earth below.

Just one cycle past two thousand, the first shots of gunfire were heard. The streets were once again in the underworlds hands now, at least till dawn.

Ceran slung his heavy machine gun over one shoulder and walked to the garage underneath his flat in the suburbs. Sunset-tainted light lit the small bay when the door rolled up in a great rasp of steel on steel. Flicking his long black hair off his shoulder he smirked to himself as he approached his battlesuit, its polyderm armour painted in varying shades of black, turquoise and blue.

“Yet another night on the town, Azure.” He said to the motionless suit, smoothing his long leather jacket out. Almost fondly, he laid one fingerless gloved hand on the mech, and started fit the various plates of armour on to his body. As the helmet slotted on to his head, the various displays and dials came alight, with the pulses of electricity throbbing through his artificially enhanced body. His mind slipped into that feeling of completion as his awareness mixed with that of the AI. Nimble, pale fingers touched and pressed various switches; bring more life to the suit.

“Arina, you suited up yet?” he asked the comms microphone, clicking the corresponding icon with his mind. A young, auburn haired girls image appeared in the window he had just opened on his display unit.

“Of course, all of us have departed already.” She smiled sweetly. “Slowpoke!” she added with a cute look on her face.

“You know I can’t resist that look Pretty.” Ceran laughed, blowing a kiss to her.

“I know, that’s why I do it.” Arina replied, sticking her tongue out, “By the way, my sister is out tonight, so after we finish up you can head over to my house for a while.”

“We better not be up as late as we were last time, we have that science test tomorrow.” He cautioned.

“Don’t blow a fuse about it, now you really should get a move on, or else the others will get all the Nukers for themselves.”

“On my way Pretty” he sighed, firing up the boosters on his suit.

“I love you. Hurry up.” She said, finishing the transmission.

“Well Azure, you heard the lady.” The young man joked, speeding across the cityscape. The suit gave a lurch, and the speed increased tenfold.


“Hmph, you bastards can’t even fight decently!” A burly Nuker sweared, smashing a group of ruffians out of the way with one heavily weaponed arm. As one of them moved in for the kill behind him, his right arm swung round, its chain gun pointing straight at the doomed boys chest. With a burst of fire, he shredded the boy to strands.

“Picking on squibs again Donovan?” Ceran laughed from a rooftop high above the carnage below.

“Just a little light entertainment.” He shrugged, pausing to kick one of the fallen attackers in the stomach.

“Glad to hear your keeping busy.” Ceran laughed again as he jumped down into the body littered alleyway. As he approached, Donovan looked around nervously.

“Your keeping that nympho cat-whore on a tight leash are you?” he coughed nervously. Ceran gritted his teeth.

“Arina isn’t around, luckily for you, or else she would have ripped your other ear off,” Glaring at the big suit in front of him, he reached out one hand and grabbed him by the neck, “and by the way, call her a whore again and I’LL rip your ear off, not to mention a number of other things.”

“You can’t threaten me!” Donovan replied, though in a tone of voice that dripped with fear.

“Try me.” He snarled, his hand tightening its strangle hold. With a look of contempt, he effortlessly threw his heavy rival into a wall. “I’m off to kick some of your gang’s ass, so unless you want me to start with you, you won’t get up until I leave.” Turning away, he continued his advance to where the rest of the Sevens were waiting.

“Oh, you’re so good to me.” Arina smiled, her eyes misty. Looking at the comms window, he answered in a surprised voice.

“You were listening?”

“Of course, I always leave my comm channel open when I talk to you, if only so I can hear your breathing.” She said softly, her face demure looking

“I never knew that… your more romantic than you make out to be, you know.”

“I always have been, but you must admit that the ‘nympho cat-whore’ persona is good for me as well.”

“I’m not going to argue with you, last time I did you let your claws out on me.” He said carefully to avoid offence. In the five years they had been going out, he learnt how to stay on here good side.

“Sorry about that,” she blushed, “it was that time of the month again.”

“No need to apologise, anyway look to your right at a sixty-two degree tilt.”

As she turned and looked up, she saw the blazing form of the Azure. Her arms waved in the air.

Glancing over the area he saw the black, silver and gold battle suit that belonged to his slim, beautiful girlfriend, the geno-hybrid Arina, the red and black suit of the blonde haired girl Sharlotte, the green and black model that Ceran’s oldest friend Garnet piloted and the purple and black model of the green haired Hana, all standing by the silver statue in Opan park.

Just as he suspected, as soon as his feet touched the floor, Arina dashed over to him and flung her arms round him, grasping him in her tight embrace. Pulling his helmet off, her head lifted up and snuggled down onto his shoulder, and her soft lips were gently kissing his neck.

“What’s all this about then?” Sharlotte smiled.

“Nothing most likely.” Hana spat, “They don’t need a reason to start at it.”

Garnet looked up as Arina started to gently chew on her boyfriend’s ear, purring lightly in a hypnotic tune. Ceran’s thoughts began to move all over the place as he started to breath her almost as hypnotic scent in. It was sort of a mixture of fruits and spices he thought and as always he felt his cares go away. Reluctantly he pulled himself away from her and faced his old friend.

“Where are Kareel and Boris?” He asked, looking around noting their abscence.

“They contacted me about eighteen cycles ago, Kareel’s suit started to play up, so Boris is fixing it up back at his place.” He replied.

“I ran into Donovan earlier, he was breaking in some newbie thugs.” Ceran informed them, resting his pulse rifle on the ground.

“Did he say anything?”

“No,” Arina interrupted, “ Ceran chucked him into a wall after he called me names,” she smiled, “he’s nice like that.”

“Ceran! Ceran!!” Boris’s voice crackled over the radio, “Move your collective hides to Damacel Square at once!” he shrieked

“What the hell is the matter!”  Sharlotte exclaimed, picking up her energy bow.

“Some new AI controlled mech is wrecking havoc all over the area, be careful when you get here.”

“Why?” Garnet questioned him, also grabbing his weapon, a heavy shotgun.

“It’s a Psion, we can hold it off for now, but we need the rest of you here to take it down.”

“We’re on our way, hold in there.” Arina said, powering her suit up to battle mode.

“Ok, see you in a bit.” Boris said, terminating his transmission.

“Alright, lets head on out!” Ceran ordered.

