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The F.G.S. Berlin was the largest aircraft carrier in the German Navy, measuring 340m in length and displacing 88,000 metric tonnes it was on par with the American supercarriers and packed as much firepower as it’s American cousins. At 3 years in service, it was one of the most modern ships in the fleet as well, equipped with the latest electronic warfare and tracking systems. Nuclear powered, and carrying 82 warplanes of a variety of roles, it was a fortress to be reckoned with


Serving aboard this ship was a matter of pride for all of it’s crew, who happily told anyone they met while on leave which ship they belonged to. Not the other ships of the taskforce, oh no, those were the little brothers who followed her wake. They were the crew of the Berlin! A ship among ships! The pride of the German Navy! And, perhaps the greatest floating arsenal in all of Europe.


It was on a chill November evening that a group of seamen from the Berlin were seeking a warm place and warm company in the Spanish port city of Cadiz that they ran into a tall thin man with black hair and bright black eyes. 


“Come with me, boys.” Said the dark man. “I know where you can go.”


The seamen, young and full of vigor, decided to give it a try, and they followed the man to a nearby restaurant which looked old and rundown from the outside. But, inside it’s plaster walls they found a warm and inviting room, filled with beautiful women and just a few other men to distract the ladies from themselves.


Happy and cheerful, they thanked the man who nodded and stepped back out into the night.


As they took off their coats, one of the seamen looked at the tall beautiful girl who served them and asked about the translucent red jewel she wore on her forehead. It was about the size of an eye, and hexagonal in shape. He had noticed she, and all the other girls here were wearing them, and he asked if it was a current fashion in Cadiz, or perhaps unique to this place.


“No,” smiled the girl sweetly. “It is a new fashion all over the world, have you not heard of it?”


“Well”, cheered the men. “We don’t know about it, but it sure looks good on you!”


“Thank you, kind sirs.” Replied the girl. “But, I think they would also look good on you…”





*

*

*


Hyang-Sook Sung looked over at her commander, bored. 


“Can I at least listen to the radio?”


“No.” Replied Lieutenant Casey Stone, curtly. 


“Great.” Hyang-Sook pouted and slouched down into her seat, putting her knees against the dashboard of the hum-vee.


With the coming of the twenty-first century, the need for what had once been called “mercenaries” in the past had grown exponentially. Under the title of “security consultants”, a number of major corporations specializing in force had appeared across the world. Among these, the largest and most powerful was the Arclight Securities Corporation. A company whose military might rivaled that of medium sized nations, Arclight provided a neutral security force which many countries around the world now relied on to hand their domestic security issues. In particular, Arclight was favored by corporations, who sought an outside source of military power in an age when mulitnationals were starting to rival the former nation states.


Among it’s assets, Arclight had recruited a number of metatalented individuals which it organized into small fast deployment and command teams to help deal with crisis as they arose around the world. Referred to as “Special Action Deployment Teams”, or just “Teams”, these were the people that Arclight relied on the most to handle the situations which were beyond the scope of normal human operations.


Hyang-Sook, along with three other individuals, compromised the team codenamed “Team Iron Angel”, and her team had been assigned to guard a new advanced communications satellite due to be launched into orbit in less than 24 hours. There were a large number of individuals who were opposed to the satellite’s launching as it used an advanced nuclear reactor as it’s power source which a large number of people considered an orbiting nuclear bomb.


The satellite was currently sitting inside a specially built tractor-trailer truck which was slowly and secretly moving through the rush-hour traffic of the Spanish city of Malaga on-route to the EuroSpace Launching Facility at Gibraltar. Hyang-Sook’s hum-vee was several cars ahead of the truck, and several cars behind sat another hummer carrying the other two members of her team.


“Keep an eye out, people.” The Lieutenant ordered into her hidden mike.


Casey Stone was a parapelgic since her teens, but thanks to an advanced robotics development program now lived her life inside a bulky exo-skeletal suit of gray armour. Worn over her unfeeling body, the suit gave the thirtysomething Casey the strength of twenty men, and made her almost impervious to harm as well as giving her certain enhanced sensory abilities. She was the “Iron Angel” after whom the team had been named, and this team, the second to bear that name, was Arclight’s flagship Special Action Team. 


With only her square lower jaw visible under her helmet, Hyang-Sook often wondered whether the Lieutenant got hot, or what she did when she had an itch. But, she was far too intimidated by the overpowering Lieutenant Stone to ask. She had yet to actually see the Lieutenant without her helmet, and sometimes she even wondered whether there was a real human being under there after all. 


She knew there was, of course. Hyang-Sook was the team medic, and she’d had to read the medical histories of her unit when she’d been assigned to them after the “retirement” of the previous woman to hold her position.


Hyang-Sook knew what “retirement” meant in this business: death or worse. But, she didn’t really have a whole lot of choice in the matter, her family was deeply in debt, and Arclight had offered to bail them out in trade for their daughter’s services. Coming from a long line of Korean Shamans, Hyang-Sook had been blessed with several gifts, not the least of which was the ability to heal the injuries of others by extending her own life-energy to them. 


This made the teenaged girl an invaluable field asset as far as Arclight was concerned.


But, as Hyang-Sook looked around at the crowds of people on bicycles cluttering the sideways and the other drivers honking their horns in frustration at each other, she had to admit the job was not without it’s perks. She got to see the world, dine in the best restaurants, and knew that she was helping people in her own small way, not that she’d ever admit it to anyone who listened to her.


“Are we there yet?” She moaned.


“Iron Angel, this is Control.” A voice sounded in Hyang-Sook’s earpiece.


Control was a young man, judging by his voice, whom Hyang-Sook had never seen during the two months she had been with her team. He seemed cool enough, and even made jokes from time to time as he issued them their orders and watched their back in the electronic sense. He was their watchdog, their guide and their boss all rolled into one. 


“Go Control.” Stone answered.


“Iron Angel, we have confirmed a relay has been occurring through the local cell network as you pass; you are being tracked. Please advise you may be heading into an intercept situation.”


“Understood, Control. Please keep us informed.”


Stone looked at Hyang-Sook.


“Button your vest and put on your helmet.” She said coldly.


At 17, Hyang-Sook was 150cm and weighed in at around 40 kilos, average for a Korean-American woman of her age and build. She had long straight dyed chestnut brown hair, large almond shaped brown eyes and a round face with a small flat nose that most of her old friends called “the cutest one they knew”. She wore the standard issue green military fatigues that Arclight issued to it’s field people, along with a black flack vest and a black helmet with the Arclight logo on the front. She carried a 9mm automatic pistol in a vest holster, but had yet to use it in actual field combat.


With a little luck, she wouldn’t have to use it today…





*

*

*


Brad Ryans was losing badly, if this kept up he’d be dead in seconds.


Leaping over his opponent, Brad downloaded a blaster as he spun in the air.


He landed facing his opponent and opened up with the blaster, but Shadow-Blade was too fast and his armored opponent vanished before the shots could hit him, reappearing right behind Brad. 


The Vyram warrior’s arm-blades sprung forth and he cut through Brad’s Thunderstrike armour like it was nothing, making short work of the ranger. Then the dark soldier grabbed Brad by the head, and sucked out his lifeforce in a brilliant flash of light. Brad’s spirit was literally ripped from his body, a translucent glowing image which Shadow-Blade then sucked into himself.


As Brad’s lifeless corpse dropped to the ground, Shadow-Blade turned and faced the screen.


“For the glory of Vyram!” He shouted as he raised his fist.


Brad slammed his hands down on the control panel for the arcade machine.


“Fricken cheating computer!”


Then he winced and looked over at the arcade manager, who was giving Brad a dirty look over his newspaper. 


Time to go, Brad decided.


 Hands in the warm pockets of his hockey jacket, Brad headed out onto the frosty November streets of downtown Windsor, Ontario, Canada.


Since his encounter with the Harvesters, Brad had been taking it easy. Knowing there were other D-Rangers out there, ones better trained and skilled than him, he didn’t really feel the need to run out and get his butt handed to him again. He’d just gotten out of the Las Vegas hospital where he’d stayed for over a week while they ran tests, and was getting pretty sick of hospitals.


In general, he was pretty sick of this whole D-Ranger thing.


Wandering along Oulette Avenue, he took his time looking at each of stores and enjoying the company of people who really were speaking his own language. There was a sense of peace here he’d never really noticed before, maybe it really was true that you had to leave home to understand how important it was to you. 


Then his d-shifter began to vibrate. 


Frag, Brad swore inwardly. Then he quickly stepped aside into a nearby alleyway.


“What is it, Pixelle?”


The holo-aide’s face appeared on top of the shifter’s flat surface.


“Brad, I have been tracking a series of portals opening in the Spanish city of Cadiz.”


“Pixelle, I told you I don’t want to go on any missions right now. Can’t you forward it to one of the others?”


Pixelle hesitated. “Yes, it is possible for me to do that. But, they may be occupied.”


“It’s their job, Pixelle. Let them figure something out. I’m on vacation.”


Then Brad yanked up his sleeve to cover the shifter and headed back out onto the street, he could feel a burger with his name on it calling him.





*

*

*


Hyang-Sook leapt from the roof of one car to the next, then was thrown into a gap between them as the hum-vee she had been in detonated behind her into a battle of flame.


As she lay there, she could hear the sounds of gunfire raging as a battle unfolded amongst the gridlocked traffic. Obviously knowing the truck would be almost immobile and unable to escape during rush-hour, the attackers had chosen just the right moment to swarm out from nearby buildings and attack the small convoy. 


 Stone had sent Hyang-sook running while she drew their fire, stepping out of the hum-vee with her twin Desert Eagle revolvers in hand as she drew their fire. Fire that apparently included anti-tank weaponry as a rocket tore into the hummer. 


She wondered it the Lieutenant was alright.


Then she heard the distinctive sound of a Desert Eagle ring out in the chaos and had her answer.


Peeking up through the windshield of an empty car, Hyang-Sook could see her commanding officer striding through the gaps between the cars as weaponsfire bounced harmlessly off her armoured skin. She was casually picking off the attackers with carefully aimed shots, the extra-high calibre bullets of the Desert Eagle ripping through the intervening cars like they weren’t even there.


For a moment, it looked like it would end quickly, as the number of attackers dropped rapidly and the sounds of gunfire quickly died down. Then the ground under Hyang-Sook suddenly began to shake, and there was a thunderous roar as the pavement several cars in front of them exploded upwards, sending cars flying into the air to crash down everywhere.


As Hyang-Sook shielded her eyes from the dust and looked back up again, she could see two giant humanoid figures had risen up from beneath the street. Three metres tall each, they looked  like crude statues made of hard stone, only human shaped in the most basic sense and a deep iron grey in colour. On the “forehead” of each of the statues sat a long yellow piece of paper with cryptic writing on it in what looked to be blood.


“Golems,” Hyang-Sook heard Stone’s unhappy sounding voice in her ear.


“That does explain how they planned to get the satellite out of here once they had it, no?” Replied a sweet woman’s voice with a slight French accent. “What else were they to do? Carry it on their backs?”


Hyang-Sook looked back to see two more people standing on top of the cab of the truck.


The one who had spoken, Karin St. Laurent, wore long blue and grey robes that were elegantly designed to taper to her statuesque form. With long flowing brown hair and sharp pointed features, Karin was a striking woman of the same age as the commander, and the second in command of the unit. She was a runic mage of the old school, and used written language with deadly effect.


Squatting beside her was Miki Kethumbwe, a tall sticklike figure with skin so brown it was almost black. With hair so short it she was almost bald, Miki had a long narrow face that matched her long narrow form, and gleaming white eyes that matched her never-waning smile. She wore a brown tank-top and brown knee-length loose shorts of her own making, and she carried a deep brown wooden pole that was almost as long as the 206cm woman was tall. 

Miki was gifted with reflexes and stamina far beyond that of a normal person, and she could move so fast it seemed like the wind itself was holding her back.

 “You’re getting slow, Lieutenant Stone.” Miki added in her almost Jamaican sounding accent. “We almost had time for a tea break!”

“They can carry them to hell for all I care,” Stone replied as she used quickloaders to refill her revolvers. “But, we got a job to do. So let’s do it.”

As Hyang-Sook watched, the two Golems climbed out of their crater and began to make their way towards the truck, reaching down to flip cars out of their way and make a path.

“Karin this is your sandbox, Kethumbwe and I will run interference.” Stone ordered.

“On eet.”

“Gotcha.” 

With that the three women went into action, Miki was atop the car in front of the right golem in the blink of an eye, which made the stone giant suddenly pause and stop to try and clumbsily hit the African girl with his granite fist. Of course, Miki was already out of the way before the swing even began, and waiting for the giant to notice her new location and try again.

The Lieutenant ran forward and shoulder-slammed her golem in the leg, throwing it off-balance and making it fall to the side. Then she leapt on top of the golem and began to smash at it’s head with her fists, moving around to dodge it’s wild swings as it tried to get her off.

Karin produced a series of pieces of long pieces of paper from one sleeve, not unlike the ones attached to the golem’s head, and a long brush-pen from the other. With the brush-pen she began to quickly write down a series of runic magical characters onto the paper, composing what in effect was a magical spell. When she was done one of the strips, she stuck it to her own shoulder, and quickly began to work on the other strip, which she finished in a few seconds less than the first.


With the runic spells completed, the other paper and pen vanished from her hands and she took one of the strips in each hand. As she focussed on them, a slight blue aura appeared around her, and then her eyes snapped open and she leapt up into the air in front of the truck. 


With unerring accuracy, Karin threw the two now rigid pieces of paper through the air and each hit one of the golems. The one Miki was dodging was struck in the shoulder, while the one who had just managed to throw Stone off was struck in the chest. In both cases, what looked to be electricity arched across the golems, which suddenly started to spasm, and then the pieces of yellow paper on the forehead of each vanished in a puff of smoke.


With their source of power gone, the golems ceased to move and became like the statues they were.


Hyang-Sook breathed a sigh of relief and stood up from her hiding place.


On top of a nearby car, Karin stretched her arms in the air and yawned.


“Well that was not a challenge. Oh look! The little mouse is awake!” 


She indicated towards Hyang-Sook to her returning comrades.


“You okay, Sung?” Stone asked her.


“Yes. Yes I am,” Hyang-Sook replied, giving Karin a dirty look. 


The Frenchwoman winked at her impishly and hopped down off the car.


“Sung, I want you to start looking for injured. Kethumbwe, you’re with her. Karin, help me check the load and make sure it’s okay.” 


Everyone nodded and split up, most of the people had fled when the fighting started, but Hyang-Sook knew from experience not everyone got out in time. It didn’t take long to find an old woman huddling with a child, the child’s head was covered in blood from what looked like a shrapnel wound from when the hum-vee exploded. He wouldn’t make it to the hospital, she already knew that.


Rolling up her sleeves, Hyang-Sook got to work.





*

*

*


When they reached their destination, Stone woke Hyang-sook.

In the chill late evening hours, she followed her commander out onto the giant tarmac that was the Gibraltar launch facility for Eurospace. With enough spotlights from the giant hanger next to them to make this corner of the tarmac into day, they were surrounded by an army of technical and support personel who rushed to the truck and immediately got to work unloading things. 

Hyang-Sook rubbed her eyes as the base administrator introduced himself to the Lieutenant as Lucien Garcia and shook hands. He was a portly stern looking middle-aged man, with small eyes, a balding head of black hair, and dressed in a business suit pressed to perfection. He seemed like he was going to shake her hand too, but when he saw the dried blood that caked her clothes and skin, he decided against it and just nodded at her.

“I’m sorry to hear of your problems in the city,” he said haughtily. “But these things just can’t be helped in the modern age I guess. Thieves and ruffians are everywhere.”

“With all due respect, Mr. Garcia. Those men were well trained and had serious backing, they weren’t just thieves or ruffians and you might want to rethink your security measures.” The Lieutenant answered.

“Ms. Stone, I appreciate your concern.” Garcia replied with a politician’s smile. “But, our security measures are quite adequate, I assure you. We have a whole garrison of the Spanish army’s best, and a carrier group from the German navy will arrive tomorrow to assist in the launch. To say nothing of yourselves, of course, since Arclight was kind enough to loan you to us for the duration. Now, if you and your companions will please follow this gentleman here, quarters have been prepared...”





*

*

*



Bed. Bed good. Me like bed. 


“Hey little one, get up. You haven’t changed your clothes yet!”


Hyang-Sook turned her head and opened one eye to look at Miki, her roommate, who was sitting on the next bed taking off her shoes.


“I can’t move…I’m too tired…Oh!”


“What is it, girl?” Miki asked.


“I forgot to ask the Lieutenant about tomorrow.”


“What’s tomorrow?” Miki held one of her running shoes to her nose and then quickly pulled it back as her face wrinkled in distaste. She reached in her rucksack for some powder.


“My cousin is coming here,” Hyang-Sook propped herself up on the bed. “She lives in Paris and she won a science competition or something. I want to go meet her.”


“You should be able to. You and I, we’re just here for show. The Lieutenants, they’re the ones who gonna work.”


“Hope so,” Hyang-Sook replied as she sat up and swung her feet off the bed. “Mind if I shower first?”


“Way you smell, girl. I’ll hold the door open for you.”





*

*

*


Captain Heinrich Lott was awakened by the ringing of his cabin phone.


Years of training in the German Navy brought the Captain instantly awake, and he was across the room to his desk phone in a moment. 


“Yes?” He said in German. “What is it?”


“Duty Officer Schwartz here, Captain.”  Answered a nervous young man. “We have a launch from the Berlin coming alongside us, sir. First Officer Jacobson has gone to meet them, and asked that you be informed.”


“I see, good work son. If the First Officer calls up, tell him I’m on my way down.”


 “Yes Captain, I will. Thank you, sir.”


Lott smiled as he quickly dressed, he remembered the first time he’d had to call up his Captain in the middle of the night. He’d thought for sure he’d be cleaning decks for the next week, but the old man didn’t seem to be bothered at all and in fact seemed happy, now Lott understood why. It seemed so long ago now, when he was a destroyer Captain in the Berlin’s escort fleet. With hard work he’d progressed far, now in a few more years he’d be ready for retirement. 


Pulling on his hat and overcoat he left his cabin and quickly made his way down to where the launch had arrived. When he stepped out onto nighttime deck, he could see his first officer and a crewman standing in a circle talking with a group of crewmen from the Berlin, and he quickly made his way over to them.


 “Commander,” he addressed his first officer. “What’s this then?”


The first officer and the others turned to look at him, and in the spotlights Lott could see that on each of their foreheads sat a small red gem. Lott was so shocked he just stopped and stared at them as they gazed at him with peaceful smiles on their faces.


“What?!?” He stammered as they suddenly lurched forward and grabbed him. “Commander, what are you doing!?!”


Then he saw the bags the crewmen from the Berlin had brought with them as one of the crewmen put a bag on the deck and pulled it open to reveal it’s contents. From it, he took a single small red gem the size of an eye and reached out to press it against Lott’s forehead.


There was a sensation of burning pain as it burrowed itself into his skin, and then suddenly a feeling of warmth and happiness came over him. All his doubts, all his worries were gone, and he was one with a power so much greater than himself. How had he managed before? He wondered? Without this feeling, without his Lord’s guidance? 

Well, it didn’t matter, he had it now, and soon everyone on the ship would know the touch of their Lord….





*

*

*


Hyang-Sook waited until she saw her cousin getting off the bus in front of the command center with the other schoolkids, and then quickly moved to get around behind the girl. 


Her cousin, MiRi, was about the same height as herself, despite being three years younger, and was a thin studious looking schoolgirl with long straight back hair, curly bangs and rimless glasses. She clutched an expensive looking handbag in her arms, obviously bought by Hyang-Sook’s aunt, and was looking around nervously as she shuffled along with the other kids.


Hyang-Sook smiled to herself as she approached and raised her hands to grab the girl’s shoulders… 


MiRi suddenly stopped where she stood and spun around to face her cousin.


They locked eyes.


“Sachon-Aunni?” MiRi asked in Korean, wide eyed. The two had not seen each other in years. [“Elder Female Cousin.”]


Hyang-Sook sighed, people in her family were impossible to sneak up on, she should have known.


“Yeah,” Hyang-Sook answered unhappily. “It’s me.”


“Aunni!” MiRi lunged forward and hugged Hyang-Sook. “I can’t believe it’s you!” [“Big Sister.”]


“It’s good to see you too, MiRi.” Hyang-Sook smiled as she hugged her cousin close and ruffled the girl’s hair. “How’s auntie?”


 “Oh, she’s well.” MiRi replied as she stepped back. “She didn’t tell me you were going to be here! And…..and….Why are you dressed like that?” MiRi gestured at Hyang-Sook’s uniform.


Before Hyang-Sook could answer, one of the base personnel came up to them.


“Excuse me, is there a problem here?” The red-haired woman asked, she looked like a guide and Hyang-Sook guessed she was the one assigned to this group.


“No, not at all.” Hyang-Sook turned so that the woman could clearly see her badge. “I’m going to be travelling with your group, I’m part of base security.”


“Oh? Is something wrong?” The guide suddenly looked very nervous.


“Yes, yes there is.” Hyang-Sook answered gravely. “This girl is a potential security threat and I’m here to make sure she doesn’t get into trouble. Hyang-Sook grabbed her cousin as she said it and held the girl in front of her. 


“I…see…” Said the surprised guide, looking from Hyang-Sook to MiRi, who smiled innocently at her. “Are you going to be travelling with us?”


“If that’s not a problem.”


“I guess…it isn’t.” The guide finally said, then shrugged her shoulders and wandered off as the cousins laughed.





*

*

*


Lieutenant Stone surveyed the Gibraltar Command Centre from the top tier, looking down on the rows of computer stations and the people busily scrambling around them as they prepared for the day’s afternoon launch. Beside her, Director Garcia was angrily exchanging words with Mr. Hammond, the manager of the control room. She ignored the men, the stress was getting to them, and as usual a multitude of little things was going wrong.  


“Lieutenant, where is zee little mouse?”


Stone glanced beside her as Karin came wandering up, attracting glances and whispers from the male members of the control staff. 


“Over there,” Stone nodded towards the second tier on the right side, where a group of young teens were having the tour and Hyang-Sook was hanging off another asian girl with a passing resemblance to herself.


“Oh, I did not know she preferred girls.”


“It’s her cousin, not all of us are as liberal as you.” Stone commented, shaking her head.


Karin shrugged. “Life is short, why limit your options to enjoy it? Although I was surprised she preferred one so young…”


“Did you run a sweep for magic?” Stone asked to change the subject.


“Oui, there is nothing here but ambient traces. I sent out birds and they all came back with nothing for the whole area.”


“Good. I sent Kethumbwe on a sweep too, she should report in soon.”





*

*

*


Miki Kethumbwe barely touched the ground as she shot across the open grassy fields.


She breathed deep the sea air blowing in from the East and smiled, enjoying the smells of the ocean that reminded her of the saltwater lake near her home. Her patrol of the surrounding area had revealed nothing that she couldn’t account for, and now she was just doing one last sweep before she headed back onto the base proper.


Suddenly ahead she saw a pinprick of light appear in the middle of the field, hovering in the air, and then the spot suddenly expanded to turn into a swirling disk of white and yellow lights a little taller than she was. 


From that disk a man walked out, as though he was stepping through a doorway. 


He was large and well built, wearing a sleeveless rust-red tunic and black pants, and with a flowing head of curly blonde hair that trailed down in spirals to his shoulders. He carried a black satchel over his right shoulder, and as he came through he immediately began to walk quickly towards the base.


Miki flattened herself down into the grasses and whispered into her headset mike.


“Control, this is Kethumbwe.”


“Is that your name? A clumsy name for such a beautiful voice.” Came the smooth reply in her earpiece.


Startled, Miki looked up and saw the man had stopped and turned around, he was looking right at her. Seeing her cover was blown, he rose to her feet and readied her staff.


“State your name and business here!”


“And fair of form too! Oh! My heart!” Came the answer in her ear, even though the man didn’t appear to speak, just smile.


“Answer me!” Miki took a step forward and struck a combat stance. “I will have to subdue you if you do not answer! This place is off limits!”


“Oh? You wish to be close to me? Come then! Let us dance!” And with that he offered an open hand to her.


“Fine,” Miki snarled, and then she dashed forward. 


She closed the distance between the two of them in an instant, and aimed for his head with her staff in a knockout blow. She was so close now she could see he had a stylized tattoo of the roman numerals “VI” on the right side of his face, partially broken only by one of his grey eyes which looked at her unconcernedly. Then she was suddenly blown backwards as an electrical discharge arced out from his other hand and into her, sending her up and back to hit the ground several meters away. 


As Miki struggled to make her suddenly numb body move, another bolt hit her and she screamed in pain until finally unconsciousness took her.


Hermes looked down at her still body with a slight frown, he regretted having to do that.


Oh well, he shrugged his shoulders. It had to be done, at least he’d been lucky with his catch.


Then he reached into his satchel and fished out a small red gem from the many inside…





*

*

*


Hyang-Sook and MiRi sat at the back of the tour bus talking as they were driven around the complex on their way to see the rocket. The tour guide was explaining each of the buildings they passed and it’s significance, but neither was listening.


“So Auntie never learned how to speak French?”


MiRi shook her head. “No, she said it’s a waste of her time since we’re only there two more years.”


“But, how does she go shopping?”


“Well, at first she used to try and talk to them in French she learned from our housekeeper. But, nobody understood her, so now she carries around flash cards with her.”


“No way! She reads the cards to them???”


MiRi grinned. “No! She gives them the cards to read!!!”


Hyang-Sook began laughing so hard tears started to run down her cheeks. “Oh my god! That is so funny! I can see her doing that! Oh, I miss you guys.”


“Then why don’t you come back with me?” Miri told her. “You’re here working, right? Come back to Paris and my father will get you a job.”


The smile was still etched in Hyang-Sook’s face, but she shook her head and her eyes became sad. “I can’t. I’m on contract with Arclight Securities.”


“So quit!”


“MiRi I can’t, what I’m doing here is really important. I wanna explain, but I can’t.”


MiRi shook her head. “You have to come back with me! I’m so lonely in Paris! I have no friends, nobody to talk to, even my schoolmates won’t talk to me because….they’re jealous.”


Hyang-Sook gave her a motherly smile and pulled her cousin close. “C’mon, it’s just for a little while longer. Besides, you’ll meet some friends sooner or later. I promise.”


“Just come back, okay?”


Another tear rolled down Hyang-Sook’s cheek, but this one wasn’t from laughing, and she held her young cousin tightly. There was no way the girl would ever understand, at least, Hyang-Sook prayed she never would.


Then the bus came to a stop and the guide announced they were at the main gantry, where the rocket was being fuelled a short distance away.





*

*

*


Karin St. Laurent washed her face in the sink, and then looked up as she heard the door open behind her. In the mirror, she saw Miki come into the washroom, and immediately she noticed the red gem now affixed to her companion’s dark forehead. 


 Then in an instant her feet were swept out from under her and she was falling to the floor, she tried to reach for some of her papers but they were grabbed roughly from her hands as she hit the ground. Then Miki was on top her, smiling peacefully as she choked the air from Karin with her staff against Karin’s throat…





*

*

*


“Begin calling your troops here, and then do what you need to do.” Hermes told the assembled command staff of the Spanish 8th regiment, handing one of the General’s aides the black satchel he carried. “When you’re done, await further orders from our lord.”


The General nodded and smiled at him dreamily, a red gem affixed to his forehead. 


Hermes turned and left the tent, now he needed to see to the rocket…





*

*

*


Two pieces of runic paper affixed themselves to the back of Lieutenant Casey Stone’s armour, and she screamed and fell over backwards as her exoskeleton suddenly went rigid, hitting the floor with a huge noise. 


The assembled control staff jumped and looked up at the command tier in shock as Karin St.Laurent stepped forward into view and smiled down at them all. Then she cast more pieces of paper out into the air of the room, which exploded into clouds of silver dust that showered down on top of the assembled technicians, making them drop to the ground asleep.


Behind Karin, Miki Kethumbwe began to remove her commander’s helmet, a handkerchief filled with red gems laying open on the floor at her side…





*

*

*


“Don’t fall!”


MiRi jumped backwards as her cousin pushed her forward against the gantry railing for a moment, and the hundred-metre drop on the other side.

“Aunni!!!” MiRi gasped, bug eyed as she held her chest.

“Hey! I gotcha, no danger!”  Hyang-Sook laughed. 

MiRi punched her cousin lightly in the chest, making Hyang-Sook cough. 

“You’re horrible!”

Hyang-Sook kept laughing, and then suddenly stopped as a strange feeling came over her.

She looked around cautiously. 

The rest of the tour group was laughing and playing and enjoying the view, a chaperone was lecturing two boys in the corner, and a group of techs was doing 11th-hour checks nearby. Then she looked back at MiRi, who was looking at her questioningly.

“Are you okay, Aunni?” Her cousin asked, looking at her carefully.

Hyang-Sook pulled her headset out of her pocket, she’d kept the earpiece in, but taken the mouthpiece off of the flexible setup. She quickly hooked up the mouthpiece.

“Control, this is Sung.”

“Sung, this is Control. Over.” Came the calm voice on the other end.

“Control, I’ve got a bad feeling. Can you check with the Lieutenant?”

“Give me a moment…Sorry Sung, but the Lieutenant is off…”

There was a burst of static in Hyang-Sook’s ear so loud she reflexively ripped the earpiece out.

Hyang-Sook looked around for the guide, and when she saw her she took off along the catwalk with MiRi in tow.

“We have to get out of here!” She told the startled guide. “We have to get out of here now!”

“Now, listen here miss.” The guide said, annoyed. “I have tolerated you so far, but who do you think you are disrupting this tour?”

“Who am I???” Hyang-Sook yelled at her, slapping her badge for emphasis. “I’m freakin security, that’s who I am! And if I tell you to move, you freakin move! You got that!?!”

 “Yes.” The tour guide squeaked, then quickly started to gather the people to go.

Hyang-Sook heard cheering and turned around to see the techies giving her a thumbs up and clapping.

“Hey! You guys too! Everyone off the rocket!”

The techs just laughed, and waved at her.

Well, can’t save them all. She decided.


“Aunni? What’s wrong?” MiRi held onto her arm tightly, tugging on it as she tried to get her cousin’s attention. 


“MiRi, we have to get off this thing. C’mon, let’s take the stairs.” She grabbed her cousin’s hand and ran for a nearby stairwell. Once inside the stairwell, they raced down the stairs, Hyang-Sook having to wait at the landings to let her out-of-shape cousin catch up with her.


When they finally reached the bottom and scrambled out onto the tarmat, Hyang-Sook could see the first group of kids was rushing for the bus. Then she noticed the man walking across the tarmac beyond the bus, her intuition screaming as he strode towards them, his long curly blonde hair waving in the wind.


Her hand went for her gun, and MiRi took a step back as her cousin drew and flipped off the safety. 


“MiRi, stay here. Don’t get on the bus, just hide.” She told her frightened cousin.


“Aunni?!?” MiRi begged.


“Do it!” Hyang-Sook barked, then took off running towards the man.


Her heart was pounding like a drum, but she knew what she had to do.


She ran past the bus, and the kids outside of his screamed and backed away when they saw her gun.


She kept running until she was face to face with the man, who stopped when he saw her approaching. He was extremely handsome, and well muscled, his arms bulging out of his sleeveless tunic.


Just a dozen paces away, she leveled the gun at him with both hands wrapped around the handle.


“You! Freeze!” She yelled as her instructors had taught her.


The man, with a “VI” tattooed the right side of his face raised his open hands as if to surrender.


“I mean you no harm,” he said smiling. “I never harm beauty when I find it. Will you not let me pass?”


“On the ground, now!” Hyang-Sook ordered, gesturing downwards.


“I am sorry,” he answered regretfully as he started to walk towards her again. “I cannot do that. Please, step out of my way?”


“I’m going to shoot you!”


“Well,” he answered thoughtfully, “You have to do, what you have to do.”


Hyang-Sook made a decision and pulled the trigger twice.


The bullets never made it, they just stopped in mid air before him and then tumbled to the ground.


Hyang-Sook emptied the rest of the clip into him as he approached, same result.


Then with a wave of his hand the gun was ripped from her hand, and he stepped up to her, smiling down at her as she stood there frozen with fear.


“I’m sorry, dear beauty.” He said, raising a hand to her forehead. “But you’ll have to sleep now.”


Hyang-Sook watched as his palm started to spark, and she somehow knew what was coming, so she just closed her eyes and prayed. She had the power to stop him, but she didn’t have the time…


There was a scream of pain.


It wasn’t her.


Hyang-Sook’s eyes flipped open and she looked up in wonder as she saw there was another person standing between herself and Hermes, who was now several steps back holding his arm in pain.


The figure, clad in black and red armour, and carrying a glowing orange sword, looked back over his shoulder at her, and she saw herself in his mirrored visor.


“This guy bothering you, ma’am?” Asked the Red D-Ranger…

TO BE CONTINUED….

[Note: Thunderstrike and Shadow-Blade are copywrite Ryuranger.]

