D-Ranger 10:
D-Ranger vs. Team Iron Angel! Battle in Armageddon’s Shadow!

By Robyn Paterson (rob_paterson@hotmail.com)


On a cool December morning the breeze blew off the sea, gently wafting over the flat expanse of brown grasslands that covered much of the Gibraltar coast and up onto the vast concrete and tar field that was the EuroSpace Launch Facility. 


In the shadow of the gantry tower, three figures stood out on the tarmac, each of them frozen for a moment in time as events brought them together. Brad Ryans, the Red D-Ranger stood between Hermes, enforcer of the Blood Rain Syndicate, and Hyang-Sook Sung of Arclight Securities’s Team Iron Angel. Hermes attack on the girl had been foiled by the newly arrived Brad, and the Enforcer had backed off, leaving Brad to check on the young woman. 


The girl, clad in some kind of military uniform, looked up at Brad in shock.


Since she seemed okay, Brad focussed his attention back on the enforcer, who was glaring at Brad as he nursed the arm Brad had just hit with a stun-charged D-Sabre. He was a new one, and Pixelle informed Brad that the “VI” tattoo on his face marked him as a member of the Blood Rain Syndicate’s Legionnaires Clan. She even had a name for him: Hermes.


“D-Ranger,” Hermes scowled. “You are not welcome here.”


“Last time I checked, it’s a free country.” Brad commented.


“This base and everyone on it is under my Lord’s dominion,” Hermes let go of his formerly stunned arm and then flexed it. “I suggest you leave.”


Brad had hit him with a stun-charge that should have left him unconscious for hours, he had recovered from it in seconds. 


“Sorry, not gonna happen.” Brad shook his head and readied his weapon.


Hermes generated a sword of his own made of pure plasma energy, and then dashed forward at Brad, who barely managed to parry it as it came down at him. Then he felt Hermes’ foot in his stomach and he was thrown back and up to land on the tarmac near the bus. He scrambled to get to his feet as the enforcer came at him, and managed to get out of the way as the plasma-blade cut into the rock and tar where he had been.


Brad kicked out with his boot against Hermes’ knee, and there was a loud crack as bone and cartilage gave way to enhanced strength.  The enforcer fell, and Brad spun around to bring his sabre down on top of the man’s back, only to have Hermes roll out of the way and hit him in the chest with a bolt of solid energy.


Pain flooded Brad’s body as a loop of crackling blue energy picked him up and then held him in the air. 


Hermes rose to his feet, keeping one arm outstretched to suspend the writhing Brad. A sheath of blue energy washed over the enforcer’s shattered leg and in its wake the limb was healed.


“I don’t like you,” Hermes told Brad coldly. “So, I will just kill you now.”


Brad screamed as the burning energy began to crush in on him, his armour’s warning lights flashing in his helmet. This guy was beyond any of the enforcers Brad had faced before, and there was nothing he could do to stop him, there was a shout of warning from Pixelle, Brad’s armour literally disintegrating around him as it overloaded and shut down…


Then suddenly he dropped to the ground, the pain and pressure gone.


When he looked up, he saw that there was a woman in ancient armour standing beside the enforcer, clutching the enforcer’s wrist in her hand.

 Easily two metres tall, the woman was Asian with tied-back long brown hair, and beautiful delicate features. She wore a rounded sky blue metal chestplate that covered her chest and shoulders that was inlaid with intricate silver patterns. Under it was a short-sleeved bright orange mail shirt that extended down under the chest armour to flow like a form-fitting dress across her stomach and turned into a skirt that was slit at the thighs so it hung down straight between her legs at her knees. Around her waist was a black belt of thick leather, she had a sheathed knife on her hip, and she wore slender black leather boots and fingerless deep brown leather gloves. On her back could be seen the hilts of two swords, each of the hilts covered with intricate carved patterns and decorated with long red feathered tassels that hung from loops at their bases. 

She let go and the enforcer stumbled back a few paces, getting some distance from her.

“Kkeo Jeo!” She barked at him powerfully in Korean. [“Begone!”]

Hermes answered by hurling twin arcs of blue-white lighting at her, but she stopped them just by raising her hand and then with a flick of her wrist sent them back at him. It was Hermes turn to scream as his own energy ripped thought him and there was a burst of light as the power within him reached critical mass and detonated.

Brad covered his eyes and braced for impact, he had lost his armour and there was nothing to shield him from the shockwave. But, instead he felt nothing, and when he looked up he found the giantess was containing the blast in some kind of energy bubble.

As Brad watched, jaw dropped in awe, the writhing miniature sun dissipated, and all that was left of Hermes was a piece of scorched pavement. 

The warrior looked over at Brad, smiled slightly as she gave him a respectful nod, and then faded away into nothingness.

When she was gone, the young woman he’d helped a moment ago materialized in her place, falling to her hands and knees as soon as she appeared.

Brad rushed over to her side, finding her shaking like a leaf and gasping for breath.

Pulling off his blue hockey jacket, Brad draped it over her shoulders; the girl looking up at him in surprise and then trying to smile at him but failing badly. She was soaked in sweat and obviously in large amounts of pain, Brad almost wondered if he should try and get her to a hospital.

“Are you okay?”

“Y-y-yeah,” she managed. “J-just need some t-time. K-kids?”

“Kids?” Brad looked over at the tour bus that was almost next to them; there was nobody inside that he could see. The tour bus had shielded these events from whoever was on the other side. “Okay, I’ll check on them.”

“T-thanks.”

Brad got up and started to run around to the other side of the bus, but when he got to the end of the bus he found another asian girl who resembled the one he’d just left. This one was sitting with her legs pressed against her chest and looked scared.

“Hey, you.” Brad said softly as he squatted down in front of the bespeckled girl and gave her a reassuring smile. “You okay?”

The girl slowly nodded, she too looked like she was in shock.

Brad gave her a pat on the shoulder and ran around to look at the others. 

He found a pack of kids and an older woman huddling together, and saw another group of people peeking out from behind the launch tower some distance away. They all looked to be okay, so he hurried back to find the girl from the end had joined the army girl and seemed to be trying to help her. The army girl was still in bad shape.

Low on options, and lacking his armour, Brad made a decision.

“Pixelle, give me a portal home,” he told his D-shifter. “And, tell Evan I need him.”




*

*

*

Brad had felt guilty about shirking his responsibility to the others, and when Pixelle reported the portal opening at a space launch facility in Gibraltar he knew something was up. So he had gone to Gibraltar figuring they were after something related to the rocket Pixelle learned was due to launch today at some point. For better or worse, he had arrived just in time to find an enforcer about to kill a young woman, and he’d gone into action mode almost instinctively. 

As he loaded a new armour chip into his D-Shifter and snapped it shut, he had to admit that he had brought the girl on his sofa here not just because she had saved him somehow, but because he felt responsible for her condition. 

Both the army girl, who introduced herself as Hyang-Sook, and the other girl, who turned out to be her cousin MiRi had come with him. MiRi was holding a damp cloth over the still shaking Hyang-Sook’s forehead, whispering something to her in Korean Brad couldn’t quite hear.

Brad walked over and sat down on the coffee table next to MiRi, who smiled at him nervously.

“Help should be here soon, we just need a little longer.”

“Thank you for your help,” MiRi replied very formally.

“No problem,” Brad shook his head. “I’m the one who owes your cousin here. If she hadn’t saved me, I would have been toast.”

“Yes,” MiRi replied, nodding thoughtfully. Now that she had recovered, Brad was impressed by the girl’s strength.

“Do you know what that was? Are you people some kind of wizards or something?”


“That was Kwan-in, the warrior goddess. My cousin has the ability to channel her, she inherited our family’s shaman blood.”


Brad almost choked. “That was…a goddess?”


MiRi nodded. “My cousin can channel her, but humans and gods aren’t supposed to be together.”


“That’s why it almost killed her.”


“Yes.”





*

*

*


Caliban sat on the back of his chair, his feet on the seat, and leaned forward with his fingers tapping nervously on his thighs.


There was no word from Hermes, and Caliban was starting to get worried. The dark haired, white skinned enforcer wore a ragged black cloak over his black bodysuit, and had a “VI” tattooed in blood red on the right side of his face. 


Not that he liked Hermes, of course. Hermes was an annoying braggart who had far too much of their Lord’s ear for his tastes. But, the last thing they had seen on the monitors was a flash of light, and then a bus racing away from the launch site.


“You,” he said to the administrator standing near him. “What is the readiness of the launch?”


Lucien Garcia smiled at him dreamily, like everyone else in mission control he had a small red gem sitting in the middle of his forehead. “Everything is going fine, brother, the rocket will lift off on schedule.” He said in a soft voice.


“Have the Admiral and the General reported in?”


“The General’s troops have helped everyone here to know the touch of our Lord. The Admiral’s fleet is nearing our coast, and will be ready to do our Lord’s bidding as he is asked.”


“Tell him to shoot down anyone who comes too near, nothing is to go wrong.”


“Yes, brother.” Garcia agreed.


Then Caliban looked at the three women who stood to his left, looking extra long at the one in robes, he hoped to ask for her as a slave when the day was done. 


“You three,” he told them. “Go to the launch site and find what has happened to Hermes.”


“As you ask, brother.” The armoured one answered and they turned and left.


Caliban went back to tapping his fingers and watching the monitors.





*

*

*


“Her whole system has sustained a large shock,” Dr Evan Chien told Brad after he finished with Hyang-Sook. “I administered nanites to fix the damage, and she should be fine shortly.”


 Brad had only met Evan briefly before, but he was still shocked by how cold the Chinese doctor’s manner was. He was a fellow D-Ranger and had saved Brad’s life, but still there was something about the way Evan acted that made Brad almost instinctively dislike him.


“Good work,” Brad said as he watched Hyang-Sook’s face start to relax. He could already see her breathing had returned to normal, and colour was starting to come back to her face.


“Do you actually live here, or is this a safe-house Captain?” Evan asked, not hiding his distaste.


“Hmm? Oh…” Brad looked around his extremely messy apartment, filled with third-hand furniture, pizza boxes and scattered personal items.  “Ahh, yeah. It’s part of my cover here.”


“I…see,” Evan replied. “We are provided with all the funds we need to live comfortably here. Why should you live like this?”


Because if I start accessing Captain Ryans bank accounts I’m committing fraud. Brad thought, but he didn’t say it, instead he just shrugged his shoulders. “I have my reasons, Lieutenant.” 


Brad had added the rank to make it clear to Evan the subject was done, and Evan bowed his head to indicate he understood.


“Anyways, thanks for coming.” Brad added. “I know it’s…”


The air in the room suddenly began to come alive with energy, and Brad could see the hairs on his arm rise, a tingly feeling running across his head. He knew this feeling; a portal was about to open.


Evan suddenly stepped around so he was back to back with Brad, something which took Brad by surprise but he quickly understood and began to look for the telltale dot of light.


Sure enough, near the doorway to his bedroom a spot of white light appeared and quickly irised open into a circle of yellow and white. Through the portal a white and gray armoured D-Ranger carrying a sword and shield suddenly jumped through and then spun around to face the portal. 


“Claire, shut it!”


The portal snapped shut, but not before a spray of bullets came through it, some of them impacting onto the D-Ranger’s shield and others exploding across the room to tear into the walls. Brad’s computer monitor detonated with a thunderous crash as a bullet met the vacuum tube inside. 


“Jesus!” Brad jumped.


The White D-Ranger turned to the men and the startled MiRi.


“Gentlemen,” said Ana King in cultured tones.  “I believe we have a problem.”





*

*

*


The first thing Hyang-Sook was aware of was the sound of voices, distant at first, and then slowly drawing closer and becoming clearer. She opened her eyes slowly, expecting a devastating headache as in the past, but she found none. In fact, as she took a deep breath, she felt good, really good.


She looked over to see she was in some rundown apartment, and MiRi was sitting next to her on a coffee table that had definitely seen better days. Her cousin was watching a group of three people who were standing nearby talking about something. One of them was the cute white guy she’d seen earlier back at pad, the others were a kinda severe looking Chinese guy and a weird looking white woman with thick rimmed glasses and one of the worst streaking jobs Hyang-Sook had ever seen. Between all of them there was what looked like a fairy hovering in the air, leaving fairy dust sparkles as she flew in slow circles among them.


Hyang-Sook had seen stranger.


“They control the entire naval task force, over twenty ships and a carrier that undoubtedly has nuclear missiles on it.” The woman, who was apparently British, explained to the others. “Whoever it is, they have control of the entire crew through some form of mind control device. I traced them from Cadiz, where they were using local prostitutes to infect people.”


“Do you think they’re going to use the missiles?” The guy asked, obviously worried.


“No,” the woman shook her head. “I think it has something to do with that rocket. There must be a connection between the enforcer you stopped and the fleet. I think they want to use that rocket to put something into orbit, and the fleet is there to make sure that nobody stops them.”


“They must already control the base as well,” the Chinese man added.


“What? Whoa!” The guy raised his hands, he looked to Hyang-Sook like he was trying to deal with something that was out of his league. “Where does that come from?”


“If the enforcer interfered with the rocket, they would cancel the launch. For their plan to succeed, they must take the command and control facilities of the base as well. That would have been done before or during the time you encountered the enforcer.”


“But she…I mean…I kicked his ass. He’s not bothering anyone.”


Hey! Thought Hyang-Sook, what’re you doing taking my credit? But, when she thought about it a second, she realized he was just keeping her secret, so she remained still and listened.


“He will not be alone, Captain,” the woman argued. “This kind of operation is too big for any one enforcer to handle, we may have to accept there are dozens of them involved.”


“Oh crap!” Said the guy, looking panicked. “I shouldn’t have left those kids behind! Dammit! Pixelle, open a portal for me to the base, right now!”


“Captain,” the woman grabbed the guy’s arm to stop him. “You cannot go, they will already be gone or under enemy control. If we move now, we risk losing far more than a single busload of students. We must wait and gather further information before we move.”


The guy yanked his arm away from her. “Look,” he said. “I don’t know about you, but the only way I know how to find out what’s really going on is to go there and find out myself. I want you two to worry about that fleet, I’m going back to the base. Pixelle, how much time do we have before that rocket launches?”


“Five hours, thirty-eight minutes, fifteen seconds.” Replied the fairy.


“I’m going too!” Hyang-Sook couldn’t keep quiet any longer, and everyone turned to look at her in surprise as she sat up. 


MiRi jumped forward and hugged her, but after a quick hug Hyang-Sook pushed her away and looked back at the D-Rangers. 


“If you let me go I can help you, I know the base.”


The woman and the other man looked at each other uncertainly, but the guy walked over and offered Hyang-Sook his hand.


“Alright then. Let’s go.”





*

*

*


  “So, you’re a Captain? Are you guys from some kind of agency?”


An armoured Brad looked out over the field at the launch tower from the gully where the two of them were laying, where he could see crews working to ready the rocket and what looked like half the Spanish army surrounding the tower. His armour enhanced his vision enough that he could even make out the red dots that marked the soldier’s foreheads almost ten kilometers away. Pixelle was projecting a smaller holographic version of what Brad saw in the air next to him for Hyang-Sook. 


“Something like that,” Brad answered. “We’re called D-Rangers, we’re a kind’ve dimensional police force. There’s five us stationed on this world, and we’re here to try and stop these guys from doing whatever the heck they like. See anyone you know?”


“No, they’re just local people. You said, there’s five of you?”


“Yeah, we can’t get ahold of the other two.” Brad told her. “Looks like Ana was right, they’re gonna launch that thing on schedule. I wonder if we get those things off them if they’ll return to normal? But, there’s so damn many of them.”


“We could try grabbing someone.”


“Yeah,” Brad turned over and slid back from the rim of the hill, powering down his armour. “But, we can do that later. Right now, we need to worry about that rocket. My D-Armour is tough, but I don’t think I can take on a whole army.”


“Can’t you just, like, open a portal on top of it?” Hyang-Sook asked.


“I can, but the thing I’m worried about is that I don’t see any enforcers out there. Those guys don’t leave anything to chance like this, they’re stupid, but they’re paranoid stupid.”


“And there’s my team…” Hyang-Sook said, sounding worried.


“Yeah, you told me about them.” Brad reached over and squeezed her shoulder to reassure her. “Look, maybe they were too strong? They might be fighting to try and stop these guys too, they sound like a real bunch of pros. No way they’d get caught.”


“I hope so.”


“We’ll find them, don’t worry about it.” Brad said, trying to sound more confident than he was. “I just wish there was some way to keep that rocket from going up.”


Hyang-Sook’s eyes suddenly went wide. “There is. There is!”


“What? Tell me!”


“When I was on the tour this morning, someone asked if being next to the rocket was dangerous. But, the tour guide told us it was safe because the rocket doesn’t get fuelled until just before launch in case something happens!”


Brad thought quickly. “I didn’t see a fuel truck, did you?”


“No.”


“So the rocket’s still empty. Do you know where they keep the fuel?”


Hyang-Sook grinned and held up her hand, “first place on the tour.”


Brad gave her a high-five. “Let’s go!”





*

*

*


The Eurospace Launch Base’s Fuel Processing and Storage Area was a complex unto itself, and far away from the other buildings for safety reasons. A hardened concrete two storey building which was surrounded by large shielded fuel tanks and networks of piping systems which took fuel to and from the tanks and the building. 


Brad’s portal exited them onto the flat concrete roof of the building, and the two of them quickly began to make their way across the rooftop in a low run toward the single access ladder. 


They were halfway there when Brad caught motion out of the corner of his eye.


“Duck!” 

He grabbed Hyang-Sook and threw them both to the ground as a pair of long straight pieces of paper flew through the space where they had been.

He looked back just in time to see a kneeling Karin St. Laurent uncloak from her hidden position, rising to her feet with a row of papers in her fingers ready to throw. A red gem affixed to her forehead, and a contented smile on her face.

“Welcome back, little sister. Please don’t resist.”

“Lieutenant…No!!!” Hyang-Sook gasped as her worst fears were confirmed.

“D-Armour…Activate!” Brad called out, and red and black armour sheathed him as he leapt to his feet, quickly putting himself between St. Laurent and Hyang-Sook.

“D-Blaster-Stun Mode.” He announced as he leveled his empty hand on Karin, the energy gun appearing inside it. “Drop the papers.”

Then Brad’s gun was gone, taken from his hand.

“What the???”

Brad saw the tall dark figure of Miki Kethumbwe appear to his left, holding his gun casually.

“Hey brother, you don’t need to use this.” She grinned.

“Damn!” Even Brad’s enhanced senses hadn’t seen her move past him.

When he heard Pixelle’s warning, he looked the other direction as Lieutenant Casey Stone landed on the rooftop with a grace that belied her bulky metal exoskeleton. She wasn’t wearing her helmet, and her long blonde hair blew in the wind behind her, her strong masculine face serene as she looked at them.

“Thank you for returning our little sister, brother.” She said in her strong, powerful manner. “Please don’t fight with us, it’s all unnecessary.”

“Pixelle, get ready to make a portal under us to someplace safe…” Brad murmured under his breath.

“Lieutenant, you don’t have to do this!!!” Hyang-Sook pleaded. “Don’t listen to those things! I’m your friend, remember? Listen to me!!! Don’t do this!!!”

Stone took a step forward and offered her hand, “Sister, you don’t understand. It’s wonderful, our Lord has brought us peace, and soon he’ll bring everyone peace. Why not join us now? You will in time.”

Wait a moment, Brad suddenly thought.

“What do you mean he’ll bring everyone peace?” He called back.

“Through his messenger,” Stone gestured towards the distant rocket. “With his messenger above us, all will hear his message.”

“Jesus…” Brad was caught offguard. “Oh…Oh that is so not going to happen!”

“I am sorry you feel that way, brother.” Stone said apologetically, and Brad really did think he saw sadness on her face before she went for her guns.

Brad grabbed Hyang-Sook and jumped backwards, trying to get them both off the roof, but just as he got airborne Miki’s staff was impacting into his side and sweeping both of them back onto the roof. Brad managed to grab Hyang-Sook and pulled her close, making sure he was under her when they hit the roof and rolled with the impact.

Then he pushed her away when they were almost done rolling and spun to his feet, summoning another blaster to his hand.

This one got shot from his hand and then he was driven backwards as twin streams of high-calibre lead pummeled into his chest. They weren’t enough to penetrate his armour, but it was like a series of punches that hit him hard and made him stagger backwards, unable to react as Stone ran at him. Then when she ran out of ammo as she was almost to him, Stone dropped the guns and pulled back an armoured fist, slamming it into his mask like a pile driver.

Head spinning, Brad hit the ground not knowing which way was up.

 Stone loomed over him, ready to finish the job.

Then an orange sabre interposed between Stone and Brad, and Stone leapt back.

Hands roughly grabbed Brad and hauled the still-dizzy D-Ranger to his feet.

“Thought you might need a little help, sir. Sorry to disobey orders.” Ana quipped from his left.

“An excellent challenge,” added Evan from his right.

Both of them were armoured, Ana in white with her sword and shield at the ready, Evan in blue with his tonfa fighting-sticks flush with his arms.

Brad shook his head to fight off the dizziness, and looked up at Stone, St Laurent and Miki with determination.

“Okay, let’s do it.”




*

*

*

The D-Rangers immediately paired off with the members of Iron Angel. 

Ana took Karin St. Laurent, Evan faced Miki Kethumbwe and Brad faced Lieutenant Casey Stone.

Ana ran right at Karin, who hurled a piece of paper at her which exploded into a whirlpool of water right in front of her, enveloping her within it’s vortex and spinning her around as it lifted her from the rooftop like a mini-tornado. 

Fighting dizziness, Ana maxed out her D-Sabre’s power and flash-heated the water, turning it into a billowing cloud of steam that enveloped Karin.

As Karin stepped back, coughing and trying to shield her eyes from the burning steam, Ana came out of the cloud at her, D-Sabre in a lesser stun mode. The D-Ranger struck her down with the flat of her blade, leaving the rune-sorceress unconscious in a heap at Ana’s feet.

Meanwhile, Evan danced his dance with the fast-moving Miki, his form motionless as she raced around him looking for her chance to strike. He just stood there, his training and enhanced senses reaching out, leaving him aware of her on a level which could not quite be called conscious so much as it could be pure intuition.

Miki somehow seemed to sense that her opponent was not confused or slow, but was waiting for her to act, and quickly growing tired of his attitude, she did so. 

Evan felt the shift in the pattern when she was going to attack the moment it became part of her pattern of movement. As her staff came towards his head at lightning speed he simply moved his body to the left to allow it to pass unhindered and then brought one of his own charged metal fighting sticks around to strike the staff as it passed at a midpoint.

Two halves of Miki’s fighting staff rocketed across the rooftop at hurricane velocities and vanished over the edge, leaving her weaponless.

Miki was so shocked she paused, what might normally have been a millisecond unnoticed by a normal opponent, but more than enough for Evan.

Suddenly Miki was on the defensive, dodging a series of strikes by Evan as he unleashed a volley of swings with his tonfa. He saw the realization in her eyes as it registered, she too late realized his movements had a pattern to them, a pattern designed to force her into a certain spot at a certain time.

Evan’s fighting sticks struck both sides of her ribcage at the third rib simultaneously, unleashing their stored energy charges into her body with predicted results. Evan moved forward to catch her as her muscles convulsed and then relaxed, dropping her into the shorter man’s arms.

He laid her on the roof, and looked to check his companion’s progress.

Since her twin handguns at been emptied, Casey Stone faced Brad hand to hand.

He was faster, and almost as strong.

She was stronger and tougher, and had the edge of long experience.

It was creepy for Brad to look at her, the serene smile on her face seemed so unnatural as they squared off. He didn’t even know her before a few moments ago, but he could tell it just wasn’t a natural expression for her face to make.

“Don’t hurt her!” Hyang-Sook called out from nearby.

Hurt her?!?!? Brad pondered as Stone feinted left, and then came in with a hook-punch from the right. Brad pulled back to avoid the hit, but then her knee was suddenly impacting into his left side and he stumbled back a few paces. 

“Right,” he coughed. “Screw this. D-Sabre, Medium Stun Mode.”

The glowing orange sabre appeared in his right hand and he brought it up in front of him to point at her.

“Now let’s see what you can do against this, lady.”

Stone’s brow wrinkled as she looked at it, and then suddenly she crouched down slightly and threw herself forward in a shoulder-tackle into Brad’s stomach.

Brad hadn’t been expecting the attack or it’s speed, and he did his best to give with the blow as she carried him back across the roof. Thinking quickly, Brad shifted his weight down and back, making her pitch forward to slam him into the roof.

But when he hit the roof he was prepared and rolled backwards, and her momentum allowed him to throw her over him and kick her off with his feet so she hit the concrete rooftop several metres behind him. 

Brad flipped over and got to his feet, sword at the ready, but he could already see it was over, without her helmet to protect her she’d been knocked unconscious when she hit the roof. Hyang-Sook was already running to check her.

He could see the others had won as well, but he suspected that their opponents weren’t exactly fighting at full capacity. He walked over to where Hyang-Sook was laying her commander out and helped her get the armoured woman turned over.

“Can you take it off her?” Brad indicated towards the gem.

Hyang-Sook’s brow wrinkled as she thought about it, then she nodded and reached down for the gem with a gloved hand. She tried to move it, but found it securely attached to Stone’s forehead, like it had dug in deep roots.

“It’s no good,” Hyang-Sook sat back, the tears starting to roll down her face. “We can’t save them.”

“Hey! Hey!” Brad argued. “Don’t say that, there’s always a way. We’ll think of something.”

“But…But….” Hyang-Sook was about to say something, but the words caught in her throat as she saw something behind Brad and her mouth dropped open.

Brad spun in time to see the giant finish rising into view next to the building. Easily ten metres tall, he looked like a statue of a well muscled man made of bronze, complete with long long curly locks of hair frozen in metal for all eternity. Atop his classically handsome features was a red gem like the ones which adorned the members of Iron Angel, except this one was over a metre in diameter, and Brad had seen this one before.

“Achilles,” was all Brad at time to whisper. 

The giant raised a hand and an energy pulse washed across the rooftop, making the D-Rangers and Hyang-Sook scream as it crackled around them. Brad tried to fight it, but his body wouldn’t move and then blackness reached up to claim him as it’s own.




*

*

*

“Place them over there, face up.” Caliban ordered the members of Iron Angel.

They carried the unconscious D-Rangers and Hyang-Sook into the conference room at mission control and laid them out on the long hardwood conference table. The D-Rangers were unarmoured, their armour having long shorted out from the energy pulse, and they just lay there slack 

Once they’d be laid out, Caliban took gems from within the pockets hidden inside his dark cloak and placed a gem on the forehead of each of them. The gems immediately began to sink in and take root, and when the last of them was placed Caliban smiled and nodded to himself.

“More for the flock,” he cackled and then turned and left with the other women in tow.




*

*

*

Hyang-Sook awoke to find herself floating in red-tinted space.

As she looked around, she realized there were others here, hundreds of them, maybe thousands, each of them curled up into a fetal position as they hung there sleeping in the cold silent void.

Where is this? She wondered, and looked around.

Then she saw Lieutenant Stone, and Miki, and Karin, and Brad and his friends, they were all here.  

Sleeping.

“Hey! Wake up!” She called to them. “Guys! Wake up!”

There was no response.

She willed herself to move from where she floated, but she found she couldn’t, she was rooted in a single spot. No matter how she moved, she could not get closer to them.

“Come on! Wake up! Please wake up!” She pleaded to the others.

“They cannot answer you, child.” Said a soft woman’s voice.

Hyang-Sook spun herself around, and looked on the face of a goddess.

Kwan-In hung there behind her, radiating a gentle white light.

“My lady, I can’t get free. Please help me.”

“No,” answered the goddess. “You must do it on your own. You woke yourself, now you must free yourself.”

“But! I can’t!” Hyang-Sook pleaded.

“Your mother told me the same once, and I told her as I will tell you. Your power does not come from me, it comes from your heart and your will, and the hearts of the people around you. If you open your spirit to them, they will give you the strength you need.”

“What does that mean?” Hyang-Sook answered. “I don’t understand.”

“Consider it then, you have the time.”

And with that, the goddess was gone, and Hyang-Sook was alone.




*

*

*

“Final preparations have been completed, brother.”

Caliban nodded without looking at the administrator. He was watching the monitor which showed his lord standing out on the tarmac, trying to find some sense of reaction from the motionless statue. He had thought his Lord’s presence would calm his nervousness, but in reality it was making it worse. He would be glad with this project ended, oh so glad. 

The rocket contained a very special satellite of Caliban’s own design, one which would beam power directly to Achilles himself, increasing his power exponentially. Currently Achilles was limited by his own energy resources how many people and how far away he could extend his influence through his seeds. The natural shielding effect of the planet’s magnetosphere limited them amount of radiation Achilles could feed upon but with that extra power, he could extend his control network across the planet with ease.

“Begin the launch then.” Caliban ordered Garcia.

“Begin final countdown please, T-minus ten minutes and counting.” Garcia relayed to his people. “Please check to see all preparations have been done correctly, our Lord is counting on us.”




*

*

*


Hyang-Sook tried to relax, to think.


She said I can do it myself. How?


Focussing on her breathing, or what passed for it here, she began to control her heartbeat. She had been trained for this all of her life, although she had also resented that training since it had been forced on her by her mother. She didn’t want to be a shaman, or have anything to do with the spirit world. But now, everything she knew depended on it.


She relaxed, letting the thoughts flow through her head instead of fighting them.


Eventually she began to feel the void around her, and she realized it was alive.


She was inside a consciousness, something greater than herself.


No, not greater. Just different. And cold, hard, empty of emotion.


She began to try to soothe it, putting out energy like she did when she was healing people, trying to focus on it becoming warmer. She visualized a fire radiating from her, bringing light and warmth to the space around her.


She felt the consciousness react, felt it trying to put pressure on her, to dampen the flames.


She didn’t care, she kept it up, keeping herself in a neutral state of existence. She was a star, and this was the place where she would bring light.


She felt her light reach out and touch the sleeping people, felt them begin to stir, felt them start to wake up. She heard voices, and then the voices started to go silent again and she felt fear that she was losing them, but then she realized they were no longer there. They were freed.





*

*

*


“T-minus 3 minutes and coun…” 


Caliban turned in time to see Garcia fall over, the director collapsed onto the desk in front of him and then hit the floor. A small blue gem rolled to rest at Caliban’s feet.


“What? What is this?” Caliban’s eye began to twitch and he looked quickly around the room, all the controllers were beginning to fall over. Their gems were turning blue, and falling off.


“No!” He gasped and hopped over the railing to land on the next tier.


He pushed a controller aside and quickly familiarized himself with the setup.


He didn’t know what was happening, but he was going to make sure that that rocket launched.





*

*

*


Hyang-Sook continued to radiate her “light” until she could no longer feel the multitude of presences around her, although she did feel a strange warmth that seemed to be coming from an outside source.


Opening her eyes, she saw the other members of Iron Angel were still with her, the three of them floating in space next to her, awake as she was.


She looked up at Lieutenant Stone in surprise, and started to say something but Stone cut her off.


“We go out together,” the Lieutenant told her. “That’s why they call us a team.”


Hyang-Sook smiled and gave a single nod. “Right,” she said tearfully.


“Now, since zee others are gone, can we go?” Karin asked.


“Yeah man, this place gives me the creeps.” Miki added.


Hyang-Sook grinned and extended her hands, which the others took.


She felt their warmth, their respect and caring for each other, and their will and focussed it into a single blazing ball of energy that started in her heart and flared up to engulf them all.





*

*

*


Caliban watched the numbers tick down until the rocket’s launch window suddenly opened and the timer hit zero. He had less than two minutes to launch the rocket, his fingers flew over the keyboard entering codes until finally he raised up his hand and stabbed “enter”.


Nothing happened.


Caliban froze, had he entered the wrong codes?


Quickly he retyped them in and hit enter again.


Nothing.


Fear welled up in his heart, what was happening?


Suddenly a small black haired winged fairy popped out of his console and smiled at him.


“No!” He cursed, and turned to find another console to try again.


Coming face to face with Brad’s fist.





*

*

*


Brad rubbed his fist and looked down at the unconscious Enforcer. 


For an Enforcer, he certainly had a glass jaw, Brad’s D-shifter was barely functional, and he was unarmoured.


Still, it felt good to get a little personal now and then.


Brad looked over to where Evan was checking the unconscious members of Iron Angel, Ana having stayed with Hyang-Sook to make sure she was okay.


Evan gave a him a nod to indicate they were well, and then began to check others.


“Brad!”


Brad turned back to look at Pixelle, who gestured towards the main monitor.


Achilles had started to move, he was clearly heading for the rocket.


“Can we blow it up?” Brad asked.


“It is surrounded by the members of the 8th regiment, who have yet to regain consciousness.”


“Damn, Pixelle can we launch the rocket?”


“Not without the same result, apparently they intended to sacrifice the troops.”


“Frag,” Brad cursed and punched his own hand in frustration, quickly regretting it. “We can’t let that thing launch.”


Then suddenly Lord Achilles stumbled, the giant statue pausing and then falling to it’s knees clutching it’s head. Bronze fingers dug into his metal hair like it was trying to claw out something that had gotten inside, leaving deep gouges in the metal.


Then Achilles’ body suddenly extended his arms, clawed desperate hands reaching for the sky, and there was a flash of light from his head.


 The statue moved no more.


“What the hell just happened?” Brad asked Pixelle, who also looked at the screen in wonderment.


“Teamwork,” croaked a voice behind Brad.


Brad turned to look back at Lieutenant Stone, who was sitting up, her companions were stirring as well.


“Huh?”


“We beat him,” Hyang-Sook answered as Ana carried her into the room. “Together.”


“Is he dead?” Brad asked her as they locked eyes.


“Yes.” She said with certainty, “he is.”





*

*

*


Brad tapped his foot nervously as Theresa adjusted his tie.


“We’re going to be late.” He told her as they stood in front of the Parisian restaurant entrance.


“Well whose fault is that?” She scolded. 


“I had to set the VCR!”  He said as her offered her his arm.


“Excuses, excuses. Let’s go.” She said as they pushed walked through the doors and into the main dining room. It was one of the most grand and expensive places in Paris, and Brad was immediately glad Arclight Securities was footing the bill for this one.


They told the maitre’d  their party and he led them across the room of tuxedo-clad men and women in find gowns to where the rest of their party waited. All the members of Team Iron Angel were present, as well as Evan and his date, Ana and her servant and Hyang-Sook’s cousin MiRi. Lieutenant Stone was the only one not clad in fine eveningwear, her body still hidden beneath her armour. 


Everyone greeted them with a smile, and Brad introduced Theresa to the rest of the assembled people, by just her first name of course, although Brad doubted it would be hard to find out more. He was trusting Arclight on this one in a big way, but he’d still have Pixelle make some adjustments to their records later on.


Brad found his seat was at the head of the table, with Hyang-Sook to one side and Theresa to the other, and he settled in quickly. Hyang-Sook looked amazing in her low-cut snow-white dress, so much so that Brad had to do his best not to notice.


Once they’d arrived dinner was served and group of them chatted freely. No animosity was felt, and everyone there seemed to get along quite well, too well in some cases as Theresa pointed out to Brad that Karin was trying to pick up Evan AND the doe-eyed Chinese girl he was with.


As they finished dinner and the dessert wine was served, Brad steeled himself and stood up, raising a glass to the assembled group.


“I want to thank all of you for coming tonight,” he told them. “Where I come from, it’s important to remember that each moment of our lives is a special one, and each person we get to know along the way is special too. All of us went through hell a few days ago, and it’s a miracle that nobody here was really hurt. I have something to confess to all of you, and that is that before this happened I was almost ready to quit my job and give it all up. Knowing that there were other people who would handle the responsibility, I didn’t want to do it anymore. But, seeing all of you, and especially Hyang-Sook here risk herself, reminded me that each one of us carries the responsibility for what happens in the world. We might not be the only ones who can do it, but we’re part of it, and because of that we have to do what we can to make this world a better place. 


“I want to propose a toast to friendship, because without each other we are nothing.”


“To friendship,” they said in unison and clinked their glasses together.


Brad sat back down and breathed a sigh of relief.


Theresa leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “Nice toast.”


Then as Theresa went back to the conversation beside her, Hyang-Sook leaned over to Brad.


“I don’t know what to say, so will ‘thank you’ be enough?”


Brad smiled and nodded to her. “No problem.”


“By the way, “ she leaned closer and whispered. “Please don’t tell anyone about my “big sister”, okay? Even my team doesn’t know.”


“Gotcha, you keep my secret, I’ll keep yours.”


“Thanks.”


“Hey,” Brad answered. “What are friends for?”

Fin.

