Obsidian Gun.

The sound of gunfire erupted across the street as civilians ran for cover. A group of corporate hired thugs raced through the streets on customized bikes, firing their machine guns and pistols in the air. Stepping out from the shadows, Garat’s long black leather coat fanned out behind him as his Uzi was snatched from its holster.

“Well,” one of the bikers bellowed; “If it isn’t the Goth boy!” he smirked. “You come to stop our business?”

He said nothing, standing there with in a relaxed, though alert pose.

“Don’t like talking do you? Well by the time we’ve finished with you you’ll never need to again, do you know why?” he laughed crudely.

As before he stood emotionless, even stoically, refusing to utter a word.

“As we’ll use your jaw as a ornament for our bike!” he laughed manically.

He stopped laughing when with a smooth, deft movement; Garat planted a bullet in his brain, spraying a mix of cerebral fluid and blood over the pavement. Limply he toppled from his seat.

“Anyone else care to dance?” the silent killer taunted, reaching over his shoulder to grab his chaingun. After a long moment of silence, the twenty strong group charged at him, hurling foul expletives at the top of their shrill voices. A chilling smile came to the Goths face as all the artificial enhancements powered up inside him, his nanogene body evolving for the fight. As one of the bikes sped towards him, he drove one glove clad fist straight into the machine, sending shrapnel all over the place. Glancing over his shoulder, he noticed a thin, lanky biker approaching wielding a shotgun. With a melodramatic swirl, he pulled the release back on his chaingun…

With a synchronized burst the bike was riddled with bullets, and just as it was nearly five foot away it exploded.


The bikers pulled back, waiting for the now clearing smoke to reveal a probably dismembered corpse.

“Hell, he is still alive!” one of the thugs exclaimed as he stared disbelievingly at the site before them. With the dust and debris now gone, they all saw him stand there, unscathed by the explosion. His black and white streaked hair waved in the wind, and a blood-chillingly cruel smile was set on his pale face.

“Fuck, he’s a type five!” the leader swore, shaking visibly.

“Type seven to be correct, compared to you and your measly type two nanogenes.” he smirked. As they shrank back from him, his smirk grew into a broad smile.

“I would advise running if you value your life.”

