The Fall of Jadenhoff

Book 1:

Shadow of the Three


In his vision he could see his brothers face trapped beneath a pool of translucent steal. He searched desperately for his voice and found only a feral growl. Looking down, Neptide could see his once lustrous green skin turned into a pale mass of sickly white flesh. His metallic armor was the only thing protecting him from a steady stream of fire that rained down from a sky that glowed with an eerie blue light.


Swallowing and tasting bile, he approached the wall of clear metal that had stolen his brother away. His brother’s face stirred but once as he approached, wrinkling up and drawing the skin tight to highlight his brother’s amphiped features. Seeing his brother, even beneath the barrier in the vision, still reminded Neptide of looking into a mirror. For an amphiped the two were fairly tall wavering somewhere around 6 feet in height. Thanks to there years of training both had a fine muscle tone, a muscle tone that no human could ever hope to match. Green skin colored his brothers body, forged of scales to small for anyone to notice. His brother’s large lidless oval shaped eyes stared outwards at nothing. 


Neptide approached and could see his own pale features staring back, outlined in a steady ring of fire that was growing larger behind where he stood. He pressed a single callused hand against the metal surface and found it warm to the touch. Fear for his brother prompted him to struggle against the surface for a moment to no avail for the case was perfect.


His brother had been imprisoned.


Turning about at last he saw two eyes composed of a darkness deeper then any night. With a feral hiss, Neptide responded, calling for his psi-hammer. Instead, however, he found a slim beam of black energy in his hand. The dark psi-sword seemed to hiss like a snake in his grasp as it darkened the area all about him. Praying in wordless growls he saw three figures steadily emerging towards the non-light that he clutched in his hand. With a jerk of his hand he tried to send the psi-sword back from where ever it had come but found it growing larger rather then smaller. Its cold, loathsome form began to slowly grow upwards, swallowing his arm as it went. 


A mass of red curls adorned a woman’s stern composed face. She leaned over and spoke something unintelligible. Next to her came a figure wrapped in an ebony hued cloak. He opened his mouth as though to speak, but by then the darkness was everywhere. Neptide couldn’t even scream as the last portions of his flesh melted away to fuel the wretched blackness.


Neptide opened his eyes to the singing. He found that he was breathing heavily, the remnants of his dream still floating through his mind. What could it mean?


“Well rise and shine,” came the melodic chime of Georget. Neptide swallowed back the angry words that threatened to erupt from his throat. Such was not conduct worthy of a cyber-knight. She was, after all, a woman even if she could send fireballs dancing at her merest whim or freeze a man were he stood. A leyline walker, and, if his brother was to be listened to in this matter, worse, an elf. 


“Good morning Georget,” was Neptide’s loan reply as he stretched and leaned upwards as if to embrace the growing sunlight that was streaking across the ragged terrain of Minnesota.


“Well Good morning yourself. You were making such a fuss that I couldn’t quite memorize my spell! Now, just go and do whatever it is you cyber-knights do, and let me memorize my spell.”


“Of course, such would be my honor madame. I will go prepare breakfast. Only, could you please tell me....where have the others gone.”


“The others? They at least had the respect to let an elf study in peace. Which is more then I can say for you. Now, go away and cook me breakfast before I call lightning down on you.”


“Madame, you will do no such thing and we both know it. None-the-less, I will go get breakfast ready,” Neptide said as he walked away from the temperamental elf. The elf merrily tossed her golden curls over her shoulder before haughtily stalking away to sit beneath one of the many trees in the area. She sang a little bit as she read, an absent tune that seemed to be composed of non-sensical words. 


There was still plenty of fish from the catch they had made yesterday. Neptide found a smile at last coalescing on his face as he thought to himself that there were certainly plenty of bonuses to being an Amphiped. He began to prepare one of the larger fish, an ugly brute with huge jaws that could have torn an unwary man’s arm off, when he heard Georget’s singing abruptly stop and transform into a mind rending scream.


Wondering why he hadn’t been able to sense the danger, Neptide dropped the fish to the ground while pivoting in a backward somersault which he emerged from with his psi-hammer out and ready to smite evil. Instead of evil, however, the cyber-knight found only his brother, whom was busy dodging Georget’s tiny fists. Georget was soaked from head to toe; apparently the result of one of Swirley’s many practical jokes. Thick, heavy laughter a few feet further away announced Grim’s presence and help in the antic. 

“Well, ah can’t but help notice Georget....hehe....you’re all wet!” the small, gruff man said through his thick beard.


“Shut up Grim!” the elf responded, her calmly features beginning to grow scarlet.


“All wet...oh my my....that was too funny.”


“That,” Georget began, punctuating each word by tossing a tiny fireball at either Swirley or Grim, whom began to dance erratically to evade the spells. “Was--not--funny!!” The last fireball hit Grim dead on and began to slowly coil up his beard. The dwarf like creature chuckled only once before stomping his short stubby hand over the flame which immediately disappeared.


Neptide stalked away, angry himself. He didn’t want to have to say it again. The words would fall easily enough, for they were words of truth, yet they were tired words that left him weary for the effort. What cyber-knight behaved in such a manner? They were supposed to be protectors of the weak, not jokers and worse. Georget was here under there protection. It was his brother’s opportunity to redeem himself, and what did his brother do, but screw it up. What would Lord Cloake do if he were here? Would he yell? Scream?


He would do none of the sort. Nor would Neptide.


Yet, the matter still weighed heavily on the young amphiped, so far from his home. Neither Swirley nor he would have been here if it hadn’t been for his curiosity, the cyber-knight reminded himself once more. It was his own fault. But someone had to investigate. He was the eldest between the two, so he had touched the swirling pattern of blue first all those years ago. His brother had followed him in. His brother was like that. Always following. His brother, he supposed, was a good person at heart. He was just a little bit off the path to a life of true valor, honor, and wisdom...that was it.


Seeing his brother at last alone, Neptide sighed. He had to do his duty, whether he wanted to or not.


Even before the dream vision Neptide had often wished that he and his brother had never left their home world, had never come to this place of monsters, demons, and war...this place called Earth. Things had been so much simpler and happier amongst the Amphiped warriors back home. Not for the last time, he cursed the Rift that had brought him to this strange world.

* * *


Far away to the south east Mike Fellstar sat with his fellow teammates Nick Kong and Alana. He smirked a bit as they began to dig into the food that had been given them. Food delivered by order of one of the higher ups. Food meant to fatten up the soldiers before they are sent off to die.


For the time being the base was fairly calm. That was, however, only because the orders hadn’t been given out yet. As officers of a company under the leadership of Alana, the three knew a little bit more about the war then the average soldier, but not by much.


“How is the food, Juicer?” Mike asked, his voice coming out in a loud hiss that caused most men to shiver in there shoes.


“Good psycho. Fucking good considering this is the last of it before we eat nothing but raw rations for the next few months before we reach Tolkien,” Nick Kong responded, his voice somehow managing to sound jovial despite what awaited them.


“Eat up Mike. I need my soldiers to be strong,” Alana stated, giving her psi-stalker a smile. Mike shifted a little bit in his seat but still responded with a chuckle. His commander watched him for a moment longer and he couldn’t help but notice her beauty. It was a bold, haughty beauty, but beauty none-the-less. He and Nick had once discussed the possibility that Allana had only been promoted this high at first because some General fancied her. Of course, neither would say that to her face. Neither wanted any accidents to occur while out in the field.


“You know I don’t need this sort of food,” he at last responded.


“That’s right. You need to eat people’s brains like some sort of Zombie, psycho,” Nick’s cheerful voice bellowed out loud enough for probably someone back in Chi town to hear.


“Is that it? I’ve been wondering. I’ll have to send you out first then, in the front, so that you can get some of those brains first. I wouldn’t want you to starve, after all,” Alana said with a smile that twisted crookedly on her face.


“You both know how I work. I take my knife and I stab it into any d-bee that’s stupid enough to get in my way. And then, slowly, surely, I get to feed on their energy as there body grows lifeless at my feet.”


Alana turned her eyes, clear and dark as a starless night, full force on Mike. She ran one of her seemingly delicate looking hands lightly down his arm for one moment. “That’s why you’re with us. To find and feed on their magic users. I’m told there’s quite a few of them out there. It’ll be a full course meal for you.”


“Yes. I can sense them. They are getting nearer all the time,” as the words his out of Mike’s mouth his long claw like nails began to bite into the surface of the table. Alana could feel her psi-stalkers muscles tensing beneath his uniform. 


“And you are eager to fight them, to kill them?” she asked.


“Yes. I will fight to defend the coalition for as long as necessary. These d-bee’s must be stopped.”


“You know Mike,” Nick’s voice boomed out teasingly,”you’re kind of a d-bee if you think about it.” Alana felt her psi-stalker about to rise so she allowed her arm to sundly press downwards with its full strength. Even so, it wasn’t an even contest of strength by anyone’s estimate. She wondered for a moment what would happen if she let go. The juicer would tear her psi-stalker apart, that’s what, she decided. The psi-stalker finally relaxed, although a heavy growl still emanated from his throat.


“Don’t worry, Mike isn’t a D-bee. He’s here to kill the monsters same as you and me Nick,” she said, letting go off Mike’s arm. 

* * *


“You are the single biggest disappointment of my whole life,” the Sayeti general said to his only son. “I send brave men and women every day to face the rebels. I send them to their deaths while you -- you meet with your cohorts to plot the downfall of us all!”


Velkar looked up at his father. The slick silver hair that cloaked the old man’s chest and arms stood up with anger while a thick gnashing sound could be heard in the silence that echoed forth from his father. It was the sound of the general’s teeth gnashing together in a rage beyond comprehension.


“Father, you know I would have went forth and crushed the rebellion myself if only--,” Velkar began, standing up to his whole unintimitating height of five feet which of course allowed the far taller man to tower above him. However, the general held up a single callused hand and his son stopped in mid sentence.


“Bah! You are not fit to fill the ranks. You are too pathetic to die on my battlefield, boy. You and your accursed “mind aches” would make you a liability.”


“I would not be a liability. I have been training and I am becoming stronger and faster.  Why, I dare you to send any one of your soldiers against me. I will crush them and show them all how a true Sayeti fights!”


“Any soldier boy? How about me then!” 


With that the general lunged at his only son. A huge fist pulsed forth at impossible speeds to strike Velkar hard across his face. The blow plucked the young Sayeti from his feet to send him crashing hard into the opposite wall which bulked against the blow. Huge faults began to form in the colossal structure. In retaliation, the tiny form picked himself up before launching himself forward towards the general. He launched his left foot around in what would have been a powerful round house kick, but his father was far to fast. The old man leapt upwards to evade the kick and then proceeded to follow that up with a rapid kick of his own that cracked into Velkar’s right shoulder, making the attached arm go sundly numb. Velkar dropped to his knees and then tried to rise.


That was when it began. The “mind ache” spread quickly, cold fire racing through every capillary, vein, and neuron of his head, the boy began to scream out as loudly as he could. Sweet began to slowly drip from the soft smooth skin of Velkar’s face. His green eyes flashed once in panic as the old man began to move, but to his relief and chagrin the old man moved only to turn his back on his son.


“How pathetic. You are no warrior. I don’t care h as yourself.” And then there came the tread of slow measured steps clipping against the stone work moving away and fading until there was nothing. Alone in the silence, Velkar screamed.


At last the pain began to lessen. The young would be warrior raised his head upwards to regard the Guidance Chamber where the two had met. The area was in ruins, the ceiling would likely collapse, the wall was a mass of thick scar like faults. Yet, for the moment at least, it still stood.


“Oh, but you are wrong father. For in my time I shall be the greatest warrior ever to live. Greater then the rebels, greater then your best soldier. Better then you old man. I will not be defeated again, no matter what the price.” And with that the little man struggled to his feet, the room beginning to sway all about him. He screamed once more as though to warn the universe of his approach as chaotic stone work began to plummet. The thick stones irritated him but did not harm him. Such was the nature of the Sayeti. 


From the rubble a solitary figure meandered forth with a single hand pressed to his temple. However, whether the hand was placed on his head in pain or rage one would be hard pressed to say.

* * *


“Swirly, you just remember what I told you.” Neptide said, his tone grim and solemn.


“Of course brother. Why, I’ve already apologized.”


“Yes. You always do that. But there are some things you can’t apologize for. Remember that we are here to protect Georget so that you may redeem yourself for the....the incidents.”


“Its Swilly, you know brother, and how many times do I need to say that I am sorry.”


“Sorry. How can you say you are sorry for something of this nature? You have strained the code, cast dishonor upon yourself twice...no, three times now. Now Swirly--”


“Swilly,” Swilly Bubbles corrected.


“What ever. Swirly is closer to its true nature, I think, here on this world. Trust me, I’ve been studying into this.”


“Of course and you are the more learned of the two of us, and that’s why I follow you. My whole life I’ve tried to follow you and live up to your expectations.”


“Then how do you explain misting the farmer’s body? And what about the enemy lay line walker?”


“Well, see here: Even you admit it was an enemy ley line walker.”


“Do not seek to bend my words, brother. Swirly, we both know the man had surrendered to us. He was going to take us to his master to stop his master’s evil and your actions--”


“Swilly! Brother, please! I said I was sorry!”


“Sir Shinny!” came Georget’s bell like voice, set in a strangely serious tone that put both cyber-knights ill at ease. They turned to her to see her pointing to the sky, just visible through the gaps between the trees. That’s when the two amphipeds realized that a great buzzing sound had begun to permeate the very air. 


“Hmmm, ah wonder what that could be,” Grim said, his gruff voice curious. With sunned trepidation Neptide realized that the dwarf creature was armored only by an aged plastic man.  As if in answer to this thought a thin beam of light lanced downwards from between the tree tops to cascade into Grim’s chest. Looking in stunned fear for his friend, the d-bee cyber-knight could see the super structure of the plastic man collapse and shatter allowing the laser like energy to graze the dwarf’s chest.


Grim chuckled and looked up at the sky, curiosity blazing in both of the dwarf’s deep eyes. “Sir Swingy, I don’t suppose you could give me a hand here.” In response Neptide began to race his metallic horse, Sally, towards the dwarf. While he did this he could see his brother struggling into his Flying Titan Power Armor.  What, Neptide wondered, would be attacking them in the middle of Minnesota?


As he reached the dwarf and plucked the heavy form onto Sally’s back a thick collection of winged bug like beasts began to envelope the sky, darkening the landscape beneath their mass.


“Xitichi!” came Georget’s panicked voice as she began to toss fireballs in a maddened pattern towards the heavens. The fire twisted about the Xitichi but was to slow and there numbers to massive to do lasting damage. The giant bugs would make quick turns and twists, easily maneuvering around the tiny bursts of flame. “I’ll have to try something else.” Georget said as she placed a hand upon her temple while she began to chant in a low melodious tone. 


Everywhere the Xitichi’s were now launching their slick lazer like energy pulses downwards. Grim swore in an alien tongue before grabbing a massive weapon marked T.W.T.G. Screaming out to no one in particular, the dwarf exclaimed in a thick drawl,” Why do we have to have the violence?!” while firing into the sky, taking out several of the bug like Xitichi. He grabbed another gun and continued to just blast away at the Xitichi.


Curious how the strange dwarf had managed to survive a direct hit and yet a little preoccupied with other matters, Neptide grabbed his prized NE-95. Its slick Naurani barrel came level with a Xitichi that was flying right for Sally and her two riders and then emitted a spray of energy that pulsed forth and tore through the creature, melting the wings from the very back of the Xitichi.


In the center of the conflagration of Xitichi a stream of missiles exploded, taking out several of the monsters. Neptide spotted his brother flying away from where the missiles had emanated. 


“Wonder where he’s going,” Grim wondered aloud in between shooting off another quick blast from the huge guns that somehow rested easily in the dwarf’s hands. Neptide wondered too and pondered whether he would have to have another talk with his brother, assuming they got through this all alive. The Xitichi’s were now lining up and diving towards his horse. Strangely enough, it seemed there prime target. Or someone on it, he realized with amazement as several beams of light flashed forth from the Xitichi to strike Grim only to make the dwarf swear.


“How did you survive that?” Neptide asked, easing Sally further away.


“Well, ah don’t rightly know,” came Grim’s non-helpful reply. By this point none of the plastic man remained on the dwarf’s heavily muscled form. 


That was when a new sound began to grow over the beating of the Xitichi’s wings. It was a voice, a thin harmony that seemed to be spiraling into the air to become suspended there, larger and larger until it burst forth to drown the Xitichi. It was Georget’s voice.


Sundly several of the Xitichi stopped in mid-flight. These Xitichi then turned about to face the larger mass of the other bugs before turning there energy beams upon the mass of Xitichi. Everywhere now Xitichi began to fall from the sky. With a wild grin Grim fired at any bug that was still putting up a fight. And then, slowly and methodically he began to slice down the ones that had turned upon their kin.


Just below the gun fire Neptide could hear the wine of rockets and then he saw flying titan power armor streak into a few remaining Xitichi, cutting them down with a few guns. 


Great, the cavalry is here, Neptide thought sarcastically. What was he going to do about his brother?


Unmounting he took a quick survey of the battlefield. It was only then that he bothered to recognize the pain. Looking downwards he quickly discovered that Grim was not, after all, the sole target of the Xitichi’s fire. His once glamorous Crusader armor was a bubbling mass of twisted metal, and beneath that ravaged surface rested his cyber-armor, also blackened by the battle.


It was still a long way to Tolkien. He wouldn’t survive a direct energy blast like the dwarf did without any armor. But where could he find something capable of withstanding lazer fire?


One of the Xitichi buzzed once as it died, its wings twitching slightly in death. Swallowing once in revulsion, Neptide dismounted, telling Grim that he would only be a moment. 


“Well, if I may say so, I did save the day once again. Yep, I sure did. But why did you have to kill my pet Xitichi. They were under my control in the end you know,” Georget said. “Hey, Sir Shinny--”


“Sir Swingy,” Neptide corrected.


“I thought I was Sir Swingy though,” Swilly mused aloud.


“Uhm, okay. You there. Just what are you doing?”  Georget asked as she heard Neptide fire up his vibro knife and set upon the nearest fallen Xitichi.


“We will survive this and bring you, bring all of us, safe to Tolkien. This I promise Georget,” the cyber-knight said. “No matter what.”

* * * 


“No matter what, we must reach location cappa and subdue any Tolkien forces that may already be present.” Alana was repeating to the troops..Everywhere the C.S. base was uprooting itself and moving out, northward to a place south of Tolkien.


“Yes sir!” came forth the booming reply from the soldiers under Alana’s command. 


“All right. You all know the route, now set forth!”


“Yes sir!” the soldiers boomed and began to pivot on their heels heading in verying directions. Mike moved to follow the masses when he realized that there must have been some overcite. He had never been assigned a transport. Maybe it wasn’t to late to catch Alana and get that straightened. But where had she gone?


Looking about, he saw a smooth veil of black hair flashing darkly in the wind as Alana began to enter into a huge Mauler. In a blink she was gone and that’s when he heard the vehicles begin to fire themselves up. For one single moment Mike wondered if he should just race along beside the vehicles. After all, in his power armor he could probably run at a good 30 to 35 miles an hour if he tried and the force wouldn’t be moving that fast. Yet, location cappa was far away through the most hostile territory this side of Tolkien itself. 


A monstrous screech announced a huge APC slowing towards his position. From its back he could see Nick Kong’s huge form seated just to the side of one of the tank like treads of the APC. The juicer leaned forward and called out to Mike. With a thankful nod and a grin that displayed Mike’s teeth, the psi-stalker reached upwards to clutch Nick’s hand and mount the APC.


“Thank you, I thought I was going to be left behind. Now that I think of it the commander hardly gave out any orders concerning transport,” Mike said, his scratchy voice whipping about in the wind, barely perceptible.


“Don’t worry Mike,” Nick said, his voice still managing to emanate out across the area. “The commander knows what she’s doing.  So, are you ready for the fight?”


“I’m ready to give those d-bee’s hell.”


“Me to, me to.” For a moment then the two were silent, remembering the dinner with Alana from the night before. Thinking back, Mike could still taste the expensive wine that the coalition had gotten for its officers before they are sent into battle. The wine had been thick and silver, reminding the psi-stalker of rolling plains of wheet shinning in sun light. 


That had caused Mike to remark at the dinner table about the Xitichi. He had gotten boastful and Alana had quickly grown stern and angry. He and Nick had become more washed over with bravado and wine, making him forget the letter “Psi” that was set on even his casual wear marking the fact that he was a mutant. The wine let him forget this and to completely embrace the power of the coalition if just for a little while. He made some comment that the Xitichi were nothing, just another D-bee to be killed. That he would take care of them with a grenade launcher if need be.


Alana’s beautiful lips pursed in apparent thought, her dark eyes flashing in the ebony shadows that coiled about in the little tent. She opened those lips and spoke to the two in a stern tone,”One grenade ain’t gonna take care of those bugs. Our army has  lost a lot to those bug things.”


“Perhaps sir, but I think me and Mike here are more then up to challenge. Between the two of us we could do it,” Nick said.


“Yeah, the hive doesn’t stand a chance,” Mike chuckled.


“I take it that means you never came across the Xitichi then. They are fierce warriors,” Allana tried again, her face becoming flushed slightly scarlet. Through his wine Mike couldn’t help but think again how beautiful his commander looked. Couldn’t work, he decided. After all, she was above him in rank, they were both soldiers, and besides, she didn’t have to dance around to the coalition’s tunes while wearing clothing stitched with the words psi. He took another sip of wine to drown the thought. From within his haze he heard himself commenting that maybe it would take two grenades then.


“Perhaps one or two at once . . . No, you don’t understand.”


“Ah, don’t worry commander; me and Mike are up for it. Let us fight the Xitichi,” Nick said. “We can take one lil’ bug.”


“Yeah, let me and the juicer fight the Xitichi. We can defeat a single Xitichi,” Mike said.


“But after that . . . . listen. Avoid confrontation with the Xitichi. Have you ever seen a bee’s hive or an ant’s nest?”


Mike snorted at this. Before the problem occurred with his tribe he had seen wonders that this woman couldn’t imagine. The world had grown wild and strange after the dark ages began, but it was also a place of wild wonders, of natural things grown strong. And the psi-stalkers, warriors of the wilds, were children of all of this. 


Alana continued, unabated. “Do you remember how many there were? OK, now imagine those insects as large as a human....with weapons and armor.”


“Yes, but there still just bugs. They can’t think like us,” a voice bubbled out and to Mike’s amusement he found that it was his own. He felt his fingers growing weak so he set the wine glass down before it could possibly fall through his fingers that seemed sundly slow, weak, and unwieldy.


Alana leaned in close for a moment, so close that Mike could feel her breath grazing his cheek. Quietly he heard her say, “They may not have our minds but they definitely have the numbers to overwhelm us.” With that she rose. “I’m going to go double check all the gear they gave us. I will see you both at 4 hundred hours at the meeting site.” Then she had left.


Thinking back on top of the APC with Nick, Mike wondered why the wine hadn’t affected Alana as it had him. With a curse he decided never to sink into so much wine again. It was a minor miracle that he had made it back to his quarters, let alone to the meeting area in time for deployment.


“Well, psycho, this is it. We’re finally going to see action!” Nick said cheerfully.


Wishing to get the foolishness of the night before out of his mind, he nodded and asked Nick,”How did you ever join the coalition Juicer?”


Nick smiled and said,”It seems like a lifetime away. Hard to believe it was only a little over a year. I lived in a small town before I joined up. A farming village, we worked hard and tried to live right. We never did anything to anyone, but the d-bees wouldn’t leave us in peace. One day one attacked my village and killed everyone. That was it. I had to join up.”


Mike nodded and then with curiosity he reached out for the Juicer’s thoughts. They were fascinating to the psi-stalker. He could see a tiny frightened boy, hated and abused by his fellow villagers due to his weakness, and yet still a hard and virtuous worker, even to those that had treated the boy like refuse. Due to his kindness, the boy, a young version of Nick, had wanted to fight when the others left. But his own parents had locked him away in his room, telling him that he could never fight. The boy had been clever enough to escape however, only to sneak down to a C.S. recruitment center where he was laughed away. That was when the scientist had found the frail boy. It wasn’t to long latter that a juicer had emerged. Mike regarded Nick’s chiseled but jovial features once, thinking of the demon attack that had decimated his own tribe.


“Don’t worry. We will make the demons bleed soon, my friend,” the psi-stalker said at last. A moment latter there came a sharp command ordering every one to become ready from Alana.


“Lock and load!” Nick said, grabbing a massive rocket launcher from his pack and preparing it. Mike moved to grab a tiny energy pistol from his own built as he licked his lips. He didn’t sense any magic in the area. It didn’t matter. He wouldn’t feast, but he could at least still kill his enemies.


The APC began to slow as the troops within got ready to unleash hell upon the force that would dare to stand up to the might of the coalition states. Sundly Mike saw it, in the sky, skimming the tree tops. There were three of them. Tiny circular crafts. Checking, he found that there were soldiers within.


The circles began to unleash a bout of energy blasts. The APC fired as the other vehicles did the same. The sky became a brilliant series of flashes as missiles and energy weapons detonated everywhere. Two of the ovals vanished amidst the inferno. 


Sundly the APC shook as enemy fire swiveled into its hull. Mike and Nick leaped aside and downwards. As Mike felt the hard ground beneath his feet he released a thin, fine beam of laser fire from his gun towards the oval but his shot was too high. Behind the oval craft three more of the crafts appeared and immediately began to fire downwards.


Fire and chaos ruled everywhere then for a short time. As his senses became attuned to the chaos Mike saw that there were only two of the crafts remaining. One of them exploded in a sund flash of light but the remaining craft seemed to always be just one step to fast to hit. Mike reached out with his mind to touch the pilot’s thoughts and found a cool confidence. Into this confidence Mike dumped images of dragons tearing towards the flank of the craft. Oddly enough the pilot’s confidence only grew. What being could actually feel joy at the thought of dragons, one of the greatest demons in the land, Mike wondered in annoyance. A single missile detonated just to the side of the oval craft, finally causing a small amount of harm, yet the craft still remained air born and deadly.


Surrender now! Mike sent his thoughts screaming into the pilots skull. The confidence continued on, unperturbed in the least. Indeed he could hear the pilot’s mental wheels turning, pondering one last trick.


Mike moved his lips open to give out a warning but the pilot was one step ahead. Four missiles emerged from the craft to explode all about the coalition forces. The force sent Mike rolling on the ground. From his left he heard a pain riddled scream. Hoping it wasn’t Nick or Alana, Mike struggled to his feat just in time to see a Hell Raiser’s missiles cutting into and through the oval craft. The thing spun wildly to the side somehow remaining fairly intact despite the massive holes that marred it surface. Mike could feel the pilot’s confidence waver and then give into despair. At long last the oval craft struck the ground with the resounding shriek of metal scraping against the earth, sending clouts of dirt flying into the air. Surprisingly enough Mike could still feel the pilots thoughts, slow and sluggish but still alive.


Turning about, Mike regarded the horribly mangled and burned form of a young cadet. Mike remembered the cadet. He had spoken to him once. The kid had wanted to become a doctor after this whole thing with Tolkien was over, but the kid had said that first he had to be where he was most needed, and that was in the C.S. army. With a bitter growl Mike realized that the cadet would never be going home. 


From out of the Mauler Mike could see Alana. He approached her and a moment latter Nick joined the two. 


“Sir, what are your orders?” Mike asked.


“Take care of that,” Alana said, pointing towards the cadets remains. “Nick, you come with me. Let’s go check and see what can be salvaged.”

* * *


Velkar’s head still winced a little as he stumbled towards The Center of Guidance, or so his friend Gajaka called it. The Center had long since passed its prime. The red bricks that had centuries ago been placed to form the Center’s thick walls now looked strained and disheveled making the building remind the young Sayti of a trail of blood.


The old metalic doors were still in place, formed of a soft seamless metal that would be harder to punch through then the bricks without. This Velkar kicked at, letting his friend know that he was present. The door shook on its hinges and Velkar smiled.


Abruptly the portal swung open just as Velkar was preparing to deliver a second kick. Seeing the form of his friend he lowered his foot and instead simply nodded in way of greeting.


“Welcome Velkar! Welcome! You’ve got to hurry. You won’t believe what I have to show you!” his friend said, a tall skinny Sayeti with thick glasses and an outfit of revolting pastels. A sneer managed to find its way onto Velkar’s lips. While he might not be allowed into the army, at least he hadn’t gone as far as becoming a scientist. His friend was the joke of the country as far as many were concerned. Yet some did find meaning in the scientists prattle. Some understood that Sayeti culture had lain technologically immobile over the last two hundred years after the incident with the death missile which had taken out millions of rebels on the far continent and a lot of the planets health at the same time. It was claimed by the rebels that merely approaching the site of the missiles landing could eventually lead to ones death, a sort of curse that caused plague. What was clear to everyone was that the planet had not been the same since the missile. The temperature had gone steeply upwards, making the sun seem like an angry chariot of death roaring across the sky and not the distant source of light that it was meant to be. Why, due to the missile the snow had actually stopped for a whole month, actually melting a whole section of the huge ice statue that had been constructed hundreds of years before. It was worried that in due time the ice statue would completely melt, that the great under cities would become flooded by melting snow. Still, many thought that it wasn’t too late, that the Sayeti people were being tested. If the Sayeti people gave up the technology that had produced the calamity, or at least tossed aside any efforts to seek more technology, they could change the path of all their destinies. That was another reason that the rebels had to be crushed. There was more of the “Scientists” over on the far continent, busily plotting and scheming, tearing the very fabric of the world apart. Only the free people of the empire could stop them and bring order to the growing chaos in the far continent. And so they trained warriors rather then sending death missiles, busily trying to remove the threat and maintain peace before it became too late.


Velkar, clothed in only a pair of trousers which allowed the pleasantly chill wind to send an array of snow to cloak his silver haired torso, was in awe of the pastel clothing. How could Gajaka possibly survive in the grooling heat dressed like that? Sneering even more then before, Velkar nodded to the scientist.


“Well, what are you waiting for? What is it that you wanted to show me?”


“Follow me,” Gajaka said, beginning to run at a slow speed which the much faster Velkar could easily keep pace with. There run brought them further and further from the city. When they were near the border Velkar abruptly stopped.


“What? You fool! This isn’t outside of the city? Is it? Speak up!”


“No, it’s not Velkar. It’s in the masses.”


“What could possibly be worth showing me there?!” Velkar demanded, tossing some of the snow off of himself in rage. Immediately the sun seemed to grow a bit stronger, its menacing light burning downwards. The scientist was indeed getting bold. The masses was a section of the city housed by only those whom had been cast out of normal Sayeti society. Those whom would rather cuddle with the fools from over the sea then grab guns or blades and charge at the darkness that gathered on the far continent. Remembering his father’s punches, however, Velkar felt a rebellious spirit beginning to pulse through his heart. 


“Just follow me. You’ll see. It will be worth it,” Gejaka promised.


And so the two continued on into the masses. Everywhere, tiny globes of condensed ice began to mark the landscape. The homes for the poor that could not afford fine brick and steal. Few walked the streets in this area, and those that did made Velkar’s heart miss a beat with revolution. How could anyone want to live like this? At least now Velkar knew where Gejaka got his bad fashion sense.


At long last they came to a mural depicting a hideous beast. Thick tangles of black fur hung from all areas of the beasts form, making its long tail and four leath legs appear like dark shadows. The beast had its mouth, a giant maw for sharp tiny incisors, open as though to devour the viewer. Set above the mouth were the two triangular ears and of course in between the two were the horrid deep green eyes and long tentacle like whiskers that grew from a short nose. Velkar tried to repress a shudder and utterly failed. 


“These savages paint Morgothians!” he said, backing away from the mural. Perhaps his friend had gone mad, bringing him here.


“What is troubling about that? We defeated the Morgothians millennia ago. And besides, we can’t know if this is actually how they looked since we killed every last one of them. This is just an artist’s rendition, not the real thing.”


But Velkar knew. He knew when he saw the grotesque abomination that this indeed was how the Morgothians must have looked. Instincts formed by a war that had lasted for several millennia urged Velkar to flee before the creature some how leap out of the painting and attack. Yet, thankfully, the mural lay still and on moving on its brick wall.


“Its actually one of my favorite works by this artist. Ralt. Perhaps you’ve heard of him. After the last attack his brother died fighting in hand to hand combat. His brother whom was a crack shot with pistol. He shouldn’t have died. But his commander ordered the troop to fight like honorable Sayeti, with their bare hands as they were meant to. Even though they won, we lost a lot of good men that day. Ralt had enough. Since then he's been living here and painting of another way of life. It’s a good work. If you look closely you can see the cloud caused by the death missile being crushed beneath the Morgothian’s hind claw. Its Ralts way of saying that we need to press on or the horrors of the past can occur again. With technology we can be invincible. With out we are like mere children wandering the firelands in the center of our world, where it snows rarely.”


“Bah! The artist is a fool. One only needs two things to fight. This, right here,” Velkar said, tapping his skull once. He paused, changed his stance and then said,” And this right here!!!” as he shot one fist forward. His hand became a blur of pure primal force, so quickly did it move. Yet something somehow deflected his hand before he could shatter the bricks that held the mural. He went flying backwards in a stunned heap as a thick pop permeated the air. Looking at bits of steam rising from his still clenched fist, Velkar paused for a moment before stumbling to his feet.


“Force field. Installed it myself. I told you this was my favorite work by Ralt. I wouldn’t want the snow to wash the paint away, after all,” Gejaka said.


“A force--what?” 


“A force field. Don’t bother. It’s far beyond your comprehension. It’s beyond anyone’s comprehension save my own. That’s the curse of being a genius.”


“Listen. Either take me to where we are going or I will send you through your “force field.” This mural had better not of been it or you will not survive this day.”


“No, it wasn’t. You’re the one who stopped here. Now come on.” 


The two started moving again. The ice in this section of the masses was cloaked by a fine snow like everywhere else, except now it was fresh and fewer tracks scared its rich white surface. Looking upwards, Velkar saw that the snow began become illumed in a blue light. Hurrying forward the young Sayeti discovered that the light emanated from a whirling mass of energy that seemed to hang suspended just above the ground. Its chaotic surface flashed and whirled inwards seeming to beckon to him.


“What is that?’


“As far as I can tell, it’s a dimensional portal.”


“A what?”


“A dimensional portal. A hole in the space time continuum. I don’t know what caused it but I did some tests. It seems to be stable. It’s been here for several days. Listen. I want to investigate this portal further. I think we should go in there. Who knows where it goes! It could lead to another planet, with other intelligent beings. Think of all the technology we could get from them..”


“Oh, fine. Indeed,” Velkar said, hardly listening to the scientist. This was the way. This portal could take him to other intelligent people, people that could be brought into the service of the Sayeti race. People that could benefit from the Sayeti culture. Yes. It was fine.


“I thought you and I would be the ideal choices. We should have someone of the royal blood line with us for sake of posterity,” Gejaka was saying.


“Ah yes, fine....wait! We do not know if I am of the blood. That was just something that they thought likely,” Velkar said, breaking out of his reverie.


“But we do. Listen. I took some of your DNA, from one of your hairs, and had it analyzed. Your DNA has an unbelievably high synch ratio with the Ascended Ones.”


“The Ascended Ones. That is impossible! I am of the bloodline of the Great Warrior Sages. The ones that saved us from the Morgothians all those years ago. But I don’t have their powers. I am . . . my father won’t even let me join his army.”


“The DNA test can’t lie. Trust me. It makes sense to. Both of your parents hail from the same area, the same general gene pool. You are of royal blood, and a higher concentration than most can ever hope to be. You may not be a sage, but you then again, you’re young yet. Its possible that you “mind aches” are part of all this.”


“Yes! I can feel it now. I must be a child of the Ascended Ones. Let us go forth. I will bring honor to the name of our people.”


“Not so fast, we still need to gear up. I just wanted to show you the portal. I didn’t think you would agree right away.”


“Agree. How could I disagree? This is what I was born for. To bring true honor back to the Sayeti race!”.

* * *


Alana’s beautiful face was creased in anger yet she somehow had managed to keep her voice in control. The enemy pilot lay bound and beaten at her feat, blood running for scores of wounds. As Mike approached he could hear the prisoner’s breath coming out in short sharp gasps, each one sounding more desperate then the last. Alana grinned once before launching her boat into the man’s face. There was a hideous crunching sound as the man’s nose impacted, blood and cartilage flying into the air.


“Commander, stop it!” Mike said, moving his walk into a run to bridge the distance.


“Why? This is the enemy. Did you see what they did to Jonathan? He’s only getting what he deserves,” she said, flicking her hair back with one bloodstained hand, leaving a trail of scarlet in her ebony locks.


“But sir, if we keep him alive we could get information from him.”


“He wouldn’t talk. I tried, believe me, but he actually believes in that Tolkien nonsense. The worst part is that he’s actually human,” Alana said, pointing at the crumpled mass next to her boat. The form writhered in its bonds and released a low moan, spittle mixing with blood to flow from the figures shattered maw.


“Let me try. That’s why you brought a psi-stalker along, right?” Mike said, letting his thoughts drop into and merge with the prisoner. Instantly he felt waves of agony assault his body with fleeting images of a woman, someone small and lovely. There was someone else. A child. Born only 6 months ago. My son, my son. As he concentrated however thoughts of the woman and the child grew fainter until all Mike could feel was pain, thoughts of a cold numbing fire lancing through every section of a broken and mangled body.


“This isn’t getting us anywhere!” Alana said, picking up the broken man with an arm that seemed sculpted of muscle. Mike came out of his trance to view the beautiful woman holding the prisoner high, blood leaking down to coat the ground beneath the man. “Clean this up. I’ll get someone to stand guard.”


“Wait. Commander, shouldn’t we give him an I.R.M.S. kit? He won’t be long otherwise.”


“I’m not going to waste our gear on the enemy Mike. What’s wrong with you? No, he’ll be locked away. If he talks, good. But I honestly doubt he will,” she said, offering a smile that seemed devoid of all humanity, all simple human compassion and honor.


Mike stalked away. As he went to the far edges of the camp he noticed one of the men sitting crumpled upon the ground, just staring up at the black nearly starless sky.  Once more the psi-stalker allowed his mind to drift into another soul. Thoughts of remorse and fear of Alana bubbled to the young man’s mind. Angrily Mike walked away, leaving the soldier alone to wipe the tears from his all to young eyes.


Sounds of the forest, sounds of the earth were absent this night. No birds or crickets offered there soft serenade to decorate the night air. Rather, Mike found himself in a deep and consuming silence. He leaned against a tree, taking comfort from the soft healthy bark of the elder pine. 


Snapping twigs interrupted the psi-stalkers calm. He swiveled about to see Nick’s bulky form rampaging closer, the juicer’s powerful limbs clearing the way by snapping younger trees aside with depressing ease. Mike stepped forward and cleared his throat.


“Huh? What?” The Juicer looked as though he was ready to charge for a moment and then the giant form grew relaxed. “Oh, it’s just you Mike. What are you doing out here, psycho?”


“Just thinking, Juicer.”


“Me to, I guess. I was just thinking about the farm back home. Harvest time would have been just a month ago.”


“Ages ago.”


“Yeah. Its funny how time flows when you’re out here. All well. We did good today. Those freaks didn’t know what was coming there way!”


“Yeah. The soldiers did good. Only....what do you think about the prisoner?”


“The prisoner has been no help from what I’ve heard. Won’t mutter a word that could be used against Tolkien.”


“No, that’s not what I mean. Listen, do you think the commander is doing right?”


“Well I don’t know. But that’s why I’m not in charge of the troops. She is. I’m sure command did it for a reason.”


“I wonder about that. Listen, there may come a time when the commander steps beyond what our leaders have intended. If such occurs....what would you do?”


“What would I do? Why do you have to ask such confusing questions, psycho. It’s been a long day. What would you do?”


:”What’s right. Isn’t that what you would do to?”


“Well, sure. But listen. We won. Why do you have to be so--?”


“I’m just thinking, Nick, that there’s a man dying in there. A man that could be worth his weight in information. He won’t last long with out an I.R.M.S. kit and I just think--”


Footsteps interrupted them. Both psi-stalker and Juicer swiveled their heads around to observe a man in armor that seemed to belong to another age. It looked almost like he wore a suit of old fashioned chain mail from long before the dark ages, only Mike’s good eye sight could make out the solid mega damage material that made up the links and indeed was knitted in-between the links as well. The figure wore a helmet that was decorated by a ridge that ran from the forehead to the rear base of the skull. In the darkness the figure seemed almost spectral bedecked in the rare armor.


“Prepare to defend yourself, coalition dogs,” the man said, closing his hand around a blade of pure light that abruptly appeared from out of nowhere.  Mike could see Nick swallow and then quickly put his own high tech helmet on. Berating himself for leaving his helmet back in camp, Mike leaned into his own mind and allowed the battle rage to begin to accumulate so that he might be more attuned to the combat. But something was wrong. Perhaps the events of the day had taken to long, but the rage was building far to slowly.


With that, the figure moved the sword of light in a brief salute to both Mike and Nick before lunging towards the juicer whom had also started to move. The two bodies collided and Mike thought that the enemy soldier would be quickly torn apart, but surprisingly the figure evaded Nicks powerful fists and actually managed to kick the juicer once. From the shadows Mike could see the two forms struggling and then there came the sound of metal being rent and Nick screamed.


Mike stood there, struggling to go into the battle rage as the enemy approached, still holding the glowing blade of pure energy. The psi-stalker could see his form, ragged from the day’s battle, reflected in the glass eye protection unit on the soldier’s mask. And still the battle rage evaded his best efforts.


Growling in rage and fear, Mike waited for his end as the figure pulled the energy blade high. Sundly there came the sound of rounds of laser rifles releasing shots upon the armored man. The figure stood before Mike a moment, the blade still held high, and then he dropped backwards to lay still upon the ground.

* * *


The sky screamed in rage. Everywhere light flared. 


Summoning his psi-sword and shield Neptide closed his eyes. A shrill pounding hummed overhead and then gradually began to dim. Opening his eyes, the amphiped greeted a world coated in smoke. Struggling about he found that the others were still present as well.


“Brother, what was that?” Swilly said. 


“I don’t know. Are you picking anything up on radar?”


“No. Nothing out of the normal....wait....I am picking up Xitichi.”


Neptide snorted. Of course there were Xitichi. They were right next to a hive of the creatures. In fact, if one looked in the right direction the hive could be seen towering towards the heavens.. 


A wind was beginning to grow, clearing up just enough smoke to let Neptide see the gigantic hive. It still stood towering over the local country side. Now, however, its top was scared by a thick ring of fire and ash. 


“What happened there, ahye?” Grim asked.


“I don’t know,” Neptide answered.


“Let’s get out of here, brother,” Swilly said.


“I’m with you this time. Let’s go!” Neptide said, coaxing Sally into motion. At his side he heard Georget’s jeep struggling along and his brother flying low over head. Wrapped in a swath of Xitichi wings, Neptide struggled to maintain his perch on the quickly moving horse. The country side began to blur all around him as the horse built up more and more speed. 


It was time to reach Tolkien. This land was no place to die.

* * *


“Sir, I’m detecting 6 bogies on long range radar, coming towards us fast!” one of their men exclaimed. Mike swiveled his head upwards. He hissed out in exasperation. Nick stood once more at his side, a cheerful grin on his face and some bad damage on his armor. 


“Well, if we took out that last one I’m sure we’re up for this one. You men get ready--,” Nick began, stretching his massive limbs, cracking scores of muscles in the possess.


“Belay that. You men get in your vehicles. We’re heading towards Cappa. We’ll try to lose them in the forest around the lake,” Alana’s feminine voice lanced out from no where.


Growling in a mixture of rage, doubt, and eagerness, Mike looked around for a vehicle. Once more she’d somehow forgotten to give him an assigned transport.


“Psycho, you wanna lift?” Nick’s voice boomed down. Mike looked up in surprise to find the juicer once more balanced on top of the APC. How had he gotten up so fast? Mike shrugged and accepted Nick’s hand to board the APC’s top. The vehicle shuttered and its giant treads began to tear forward across the earth, dragging its cargo of human soldiers nearer and nearer to the kingdom of Tolkien.


Left behind, discarded and forgotten amidst a chaotic night lay a fallen Tolkien pilot. His face barely seemed human, so deeply was it beaten. An occasional whimper escaped from the bound form. Little more then that. Through the tree tops a thin ray of sunlight began to trickle, striking downwards to warm the figure, shinning down upon what had once been a proud human being. Eyes to tired to release tears starred up at sol’s damning light and lips that were little bit more then a stray remnant of torn flesh struggled to whisper a name. The word failed and the man’s eyes lost track of the sun. Everywhere the land was growing upwards to consume him. He was too tired to wonder what lay on the other side. He wondered who he was leaving behind, what he would never do, and found only a gentle weariness erasing his pain, offering an answer. Like a lover slipping into his bed death rose up to greet the fallen soldier and the world went still with locks of shadows.


Latter on Alana would answer Mike’s inquiry that the P.O.W. had been left behind because taking care of the enemy would waste their resources. Besides, she would counsel, he hadn’t offered any information.


Thus the enemy perished and death grew stronger.

* * *


It was a moment of decision, a time of fate. Velkar watched the swirling blue-white light, laughing in false bravado. If looked upon no hint of any self doubt could be found, yet, inside of his environmental suit his silver hair was rising like thousands of tiny pins. He may as well have stood beneath a Morgothian’s claws.


“Well just go in and come right back,” his friend was saying. “Don’t worry. I and the others will be right behind you.” Velkar could hear momentary static on his radio and then his friend could be heard again. “I didn’t want to get you to excited, but I may as well tell you. We’ve finally got their eyes. This is what we talked about. As long as we have their eyes we can do this. We can make it happen. Together, we’ll help change the world.”


“Your idealism is giving me nausea,” Velkar commented.


“See! It’s even affected you. You said idealism. Now relax. I’ve known you long enough to know that this is important to you to. And I’m glad that you are with us on this operation. Having the general’s son really caught the public’s attention.”


“Bah! If they knew the truth--,”


“But they don’t. That’s the beauty of it. Listen. You weren’t allowed in your father’s precious army, but you probably are a sage. Why else would you have the mind burn when no cause could be found? We’ve publicized this. You are of royal blood.”


“I am. I must be one of the Ascended Ones. And this . . . this will prove it. Live or die, I will prove myself; prove the honor of my race, my people, today. I will step forth through this portal and bring the truth of our ways to whatever is on the other side.”


“Uhm, sure, Velkar. I guess that’s a good attitude. Hey! Yeah, that was. Wait one sec . . .  done! I just rebroadcasted that last part to my contacts. They’ll publicize it for us over the media channels.”


“What? You fool! What have you done?!”


“Nothing. Listen. You’re my friend. I know you don’t agree with what I aim to do, here or over there soon, either, I bet, but your being here helps me so I just wanted to help you back. I know that this is your opportunity to stand on your feet and go beyond your father, so I’m giving you every chance. That’s also why you’ll go first. Are you ready?”


Velkar chuckled and dived into the glowing cords of blue radiance. His features shined brightly for one instant and then nothing remained. The others paused before the portal.


“Good luck. Never one to wait, my friend. Good luck to me...and all of you to. Here goes,” the scientist said as he leaped towards the portal. A sound like thunder crashed forth and the blue nexus of energy sundly droped away from view. The scientist flew threw the air for a moment to land hard on the new fallen snow some five feet away.


“What?! What happened to the portal. By the Ascended Ones! What have I done? Velkar!!” the scientist screamed, pounding his fists against the snow. Above the clouds continued to mount, offering more snow to cool the world beneath their shadowy mass.

* * *


Hardly out of the fire, Neptide thought with a grin. The stench of the dwarf just behind him reminded him of the fact. Though the Xitichi had failed in their second assault upon the group, they had sprayed a strange substance all over Grim. The substance offered a vile stench and seemed highly resistant to being washed away. Grim had bathed for several hours at a lonely river that the group had happened accross. To no avail: The stench remained.


Neptide had paused Sally to regard a fork in the path. Swilly landed down beside him with a heavy thud. Another graceful landing, the amphiped cyber knight thought as he watched his brother struggle to his feet within the power armor.


“Well, now ah wonder which way it is,” Grim mumbled. Putting the enviormental helmet back on, Neptide shrugged his shoulders, but the movement was extreamly hampered by the layers of Xitichi wings that he had wrapped around himself as a means of protection against any future assaults. 


“Come now brother. Surely you know which way we must travel,” Swilley said.


“I admit, I do not,” Neptide responded. “What did you see up there?”


“Well, not to much because I’ve been flying low. I did see a group of villagers, however. They were actually moving fairly quickly towards our location,” Swilley replied, pacing about the area in his slightly dented power armor. 


“Oh good! Maybe they’ll have supplies that we can get,” Georget exclaimed.


“Why did we pick up this elf again?” Swilley asked.


“Worry about that latter. Now, how far away were they?” Neptide inquired.


“Coudln’t be far at all. Mile. Maybe two. Surprised we haven’t heard them by now because they were in vehicles of some nautre.”


Sure enough, Neptide could hear in the distance a steady roaring of autombiles nearing their leocation. He dismounted from Sally, enjoying the comforting feeling of solid earth beneath his heals. In the interval as the vehicles neared he carefully began to methodically comb Sally’s braid. The mechanical horse nayed in pleasure, glad for the attention. Neptide smiled beneath his helmet, truly appreciative of the noble steed that had gotten him out of so many difficult situations. 


Several moments latter they could see a score of beaten autombiles heading towards their direction. Neptide waved in greeting and one of the vehicles slowed. 


“Don’t head this way,” one of the men said, waving at the dark expanse of forest behind his vehicle. “Xitichi are everywhere. I’ve never seen them like this. Its like a whole new world. A whole new damend world.”


“Sir, calm down. Tell me what has happened,” Neptide requested.


“Its all gone. They destroyed it all. They took alot of us, but we got away. I still can’t believe it---they blotted out the sky their was to many of the bastards. And then they. . . . they just attacked, like we were nothing. There wasn’t anything any of us could do. I screamed for them to stop, for them to go away, but they didn’t care. We’re just something in their path. But we got away. Thank god I wasn’t one of the unlucky ones.”


“There goes my supplies,” Georget whined in the background.


“Unlucky ones,” Neptide asked, leaning forward.


“Yeah. Unlucky ones. Don’t know what the bugs are gonna do to them. But hell, I don’t aim to stay around. Me and the others took as many vehicles as we could. Well, I don’t have any more time to waste. Time for me and my fellows to get away from those blasted Xitichi. You’d best do the same now,” the man said, reving his engine which then strained and began to carry the venerable automobile away. 


“All right brother, well at least we know to take the other path,” Swilley said, placing one armor clad hand upon his brothers shoulder. But Neptide swiveled around, his body taut as a rope about to snap.


“No, I think not brother.”


“What do you mean, Neptide?”


“There may be people that the Xitichi have taken away. It is our job, yours and mine, as knights to find these people and save them,” Neptide said, moving towards Sally.


“But brother, Xitichi don’t take prisoners, and besides, if they did, that would mean the prisoners would be in their hive,” Swilley said, his voice coming out in a slow even toan.


“Wow! Ah think ah’ll just git off right now, then, if neither of you mind, that is,” Grim said, leaping off the horse to tumble against the ground. “Ahm not heading into any.--what did you call it--Xitichi hive. Ah think we should just continue on and--”


“Ah, you are not a knight, my friend,” Neptide said, offering the dward a hand. Grim accepted it and was hosted to his feet. “This will not be easy, but it is a venture worth taking.”


“How is that, brother? Xitichi don’t take prisoners!”


“But how can you possiibly know that Swilly?”


“Because its not in their nature. Listen, this isn’t the way to go. We need a plan,” Swilly tried again.
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“But listen to me brother. What you propose is . . . what, a plan to charge into the Xitichi hive? Now, we both know that way lies death.”


“As a knight we are meant to practise valor. Brother, you have offended the code enough. Are you truly going to forsake your duties once more?”


“Over what? Some imaginary prisoners of the Xitichi? I keep on telling you brother, that the Xitichi do not take prisoners and that we--”


“Will not avoid our duties as knights.”


“It is not our duty to die!” Swilly said, firing up his engines to hover a foot above the ground so that his brother would have to look upwards at him. Swilly shrugged and did a back flip onto Sally, somehow graceful even under layers of Xitichi wings. 


“It is our duty to live by the code, and die by it if neccesary,” Neptide said.


“But listen, we are cyber knights. We are supposed to champion life, not death. There are other ways!” Swilly tried again, screaming into the radio in exasperation.


Neptide shrugged. 


“I am disapointed in you brother. Follow me. Fear not. I have a plan. We will save whatever innocents have been captured by the Xitichi,” Neptide said, and with that Sally’s hoaves burst into the earth sending forth a cloud of death. The horses hoves began to pulse back and forth accross the ground in imposibly fast motions, hammering downwards and upwards, carrying the knight back towards the last site that they had battled the Xitichi.


Behind, bathed in dust and smelling of the strange odor the Xitichi had coated him with, Grim kicked at a random rock, shattering the object. “Now ah wonder where he went off to.”


“He went off to die. I’m not going into the Xitichi hive, but we’d better try to reason with him once more. After all, he is my brother.”

* * *


A strange sight greeted Velkar as his feet stamped onto the new world. It was a small organic structure composed of an errie hue that he had only before witnessed on the palet of more adventurous artists. He had heard stories of such organic structures, but only haltingly told by the more traveled denziens of his continenet. 


It was a plant. Its green surface gleamed in the morning sun, an alien sight that made his heart race. Despite himself he wondered what the scientist would have to say about the sight. From what he understood plants were supposed to be hardy structures forged of sharp needles, not soft petals like this one seemed to be. 


Looking about he quickly discovered more of the organic structures, many much larger then the one he had just discovered, though none seemed to hold the needles he had heard about. 


A shrill sound behind him made Velkar swivel about just in time to witness the rift closing. Its blue light quickly faded away to be replaced by naught but the warm blaze cast by the burning sun above, gazing down at Velkar with a suddenly menolovent heet. Finding it sundly hard to breath Velkar began to busily press upon the enviormental control buttons, forcing cold jets of air to chill his form.


He was lost and diserted on a strange world where he wouldn’t be able to survive for long. Velkar braced himself against one of the trees, growling as he flexed his muscles. The bark splintered and the tree abruptly exploded, wood flying in all directions. 


Velkar leeped backwards in alarm, accidently trampling over several more of the organic constructions as he did so, obliterating their forms. A small black form squawked downwards at him as it floated upwards, suspended by two ebony wings. 


“What are you saying? I don’t understand,” Velkar stated through clenched teeth.


The creature squawked again, circling over head. Growling out in exaperation, Velkar began to feel the mind burn coming on. He glared upwards at the creature, stomping his feet downwards upon the ground, leaving deep ruts in the process.


“Listen! You are going to have to try again. I do not understand what you are saying!” Velkar shouted. “Do you understand? Are you even intelligent?! Huh. Are you!!!!” The creature continued to wing about above, occasionally squawking down angrily. The hateful thing was toying with him. It was comftorable here, for this was its home, and it was mocking him. The sun lanced diownwards, shinning upon Velkar’s thin enviormental suit, glittering brightly for a moment. Velkar saw pure red and screamed upwards at the beast and the world grew hot with flame.


A few singed feathers fell downwards next to the ashes. Within a 10 foot radius of Velkar there stood nothing but ruin. The sayite stood there, gasping for breath inside of his busily humming enviormental suit. It was getting so hard to stand up, he thought, as he tried to lower the temperture inside the suit again and found that it couldn’t be lowered any further. Still sweet began to bead upon his face and drip downwards to coat the silver fur that lined his torso and arms. 


He heard something, or at least he thought he did. Maybe he was imagining it. The young Sayite put one hand to his helmet as he felt blood leaking from his mouth where he had just bit himself. The sound came again, slicing into his mind. Groaning as he moved, Velkar headed towards the sound.


The organic structures, trees, he was latter to learn they were called, buckled and broke as he stumbled forward. As his panic grew some of them burst into flames. Still, he steadily neared the sound, if sound it was. In truth, itt seemed more like something he felt then something he heard.


It felt like something scratching around inside of his head.


Eventually he could see an outline in the distance, illuminated by the fires he had somehow caused. The figure wore armor and held some sort of staff like object with a hole at the end. The armor had a helmet lined with spikes and strange markings were placed upon the creatures chest. Perhaps some denotation of rank, Velkar wondered to himself as he struggled to lift his foot to move forward once again. The creature was saying something to him through his radio, but it was mere babble. All of it save the hssing and then the roar at the end when Velkar failed to answer.


That much Velkar could understand. It was a challenge.


Something had gone wrong. Everything had gone wrong. He was a disgrace. His father had deserted him, he was no soldier. He was a joke. His life had been nothing save a brief burst of humor upon the face of the universe. Even so, though he hadn’t lived the lfie of a warrior, he would die like one.


Screaming aloud, Velkar felt flames fanning out from his outrazed fist bursting towards the hissing alien. The alein’s staff erupted in a spray of light that burst through Velkar’s suit to rake against his flesh, causing a slight stiniging sensation. And then the alien was walking through a forest of flames. Yet somehow, the creatures armor didn’t fail, and the alein kept nearing. Screaming louder, Velkar willed the flames to burn hoter and found to his surprise that they eagerly leaped to do just that. The heat bubled upwards and outwards to scorch even more of the wilderness. Yet, it wasn’t enough. The figure leaped forward with something suspended in his hand. A knife. That much Velkar could understand. He lifted his hand to parry the knfie but the ache in his head dulled his reflexes to much. He felt the vibrating blade enter into his flesh and then quickly exit with something. Abruptly the mind ache lessened, as did the fury of the flames. 


Velkar blinked once before he collapsed with the psi-stalker pacing the ground before him. And then all went black.

* * *


“What do you want me to do with him sir?” the psi-stalker asked, cleaning his vibro knife off on the d-bee’s suit.


“Just recieved orders on that. Apparently the general wants him taken before the citizens to join a few other recently captured d-bees. This settlement is just to close to Tolkien. To help show the citizens that we’re capable of protecting them, we’re going to have ourselves a little execution,” the lieutenant said, grinning broadly. 


Slipping in and out of consciousness, Velkar half heard the aliens babbling above him. He was aware of being dragged a short distance and then placed insde of some large carriage. The carriage lifted off the ground and then began to race over the landscape, towards a dense gathering of small buildings. Velkar managed to look up at the sight briefly. There were many rows of small plants outside of the village and no wall. A place week on defense then. 


Velkar chuckled a little bit to himself, begining to feel his strength returning. “What are you fools thinking?” he asked. One of the aliens, similiar in most ways save for a lack of fine silver fur, turned to Velkar, its eyes begining to widen. It said something in the strange crude tongue that these aliens used and several more of the group turned to face Velkar with staves similiar to the one that had spit enegy earlier. 


“Are you afraid of me?” Velkar asked, sitting for a moment longer. Then, very slowly, he stood up, a mocking smile begning to form beneath his helmet. “Of course you are. You have never seen something as perfect as me before, now have you?” Blank stares greeted Velkar. As time passed some began to harden and at last one of the men lifted the rod and braced himself while shouting out some innane chirping like sounds.


“Bah! I have had enough of your foolishness. You are all as bad as that winged thing I fried earlier. If I did it once, I can do it again, so you had better start making sence.”


Another of the aliens screamed, making similiar chirping sounds. Velkar smiled, his quick mind piecing together something. Both of the aliens had said one similiar word, so they were intelligent. He struggled for a moment, cuving his tongue upwards and bracing it against his lower teeth to form a sharp sound that resembled a hiss slightly. He followed this by opening his mouth wide and closing his cheeks to make a gruff chirping sound.


“ . . . Is that what you said? But what does it meen. Blast! I don’t have time for this. I will just have to make an assumption as to what you said. You probably just asked as to what I want. I’ll tell you what I want. I want you to--” Velkar began but was rather abruptly cut short by several rounds of energy tearing through his enviormental suit. The suit shuddered and then the pleasantly cold blasts of air halted. Again and again the energy lanced forth, and slowly, very slowly, Velkar collapsed. At last, he felt one of the staves leaning with its hole against his head. He looked upwards, thinking to tear the staff in two, but the mind burn was begining again, worse then before, and he could do nothing but scream in pain.


The alien laughed downwards at him and Velkar felt his body being chained down as the vehicle came nearer to the village.

* * *


Neptide worked busily over the Xitichi, his vibro knife making quick deft insicions all over the creatures stomach. A horrid stench was leaking out with the bug like creatures guts, but the Amphiped steeled himself and continued. 


A twig cracked and he looked over his shoulder to see Grim.


The dward cleared his throat. Neptide looked on inquiringly, his knife poised in mid strike. A moment passsed and then the dwarf cleared his throat again. Some more time passed and at last Neptide stood up to tower over Grim.


“Well?” he said. “What is it, good sir, for I must hurry if I am to be of any aid to the villagers they may have captured.”


“Ah just wanted to have a word with you.”


“Well, go ahead then,” Neptide said.


“Ah just don’t know why you want to go tangle with those . . . what are they called again?” Grim began, pausing on the question as he ran one hand through his long beard.


“Xitichi,” Neptide offered, tapping his finger against the dead creature.


“Yeah, them bug things. Ah just think it would be silly for ya to go hurt yerrself. Now, why don’t we just continue on to that, uhm, that Tolkien place all of ya were so hot to go to, huh? Ain’t that a great idea?” Grim drawled.


“Listen, Grim. There are people out there that are hurt and need our help. Now, you can either stay behind, or you can come with me and do something. Together in Tolkien, we’re just another couple of soldiers, but here . . . here and now, you and I, we can make a diffrence to these people. Are you willing to stand up for these people? Now you are not a knight, so you don’t have to go. No oath binds you, other then your empathy for the plight of the innocent. Is that enough? Will you help me?” Neptide said.


Grim paused and spat upon the Xitichi.


“Well, sheeit! I never liked them bug things anyway. But, ya did mention a plan, didn’t ya?”


“Yes, and this is it,” Neptide replied, motioning towards the gradually formed hollow in the Xitichi’s guts. Grim let out a low whistle.

* * *


Mike stood atop the APC with Nick Kong at his time. The river was very close to their location and multiple boggies had appeared in radar range several times, but everytime an enemy came near Allana would order her forces quickly away. Thus, they had evaded combat. Mike listened to the thoughts of the others and found himself agreeing with them. Why were they running away from the enemy? They were the coalition, and it was their job to kill these D-bee lovers, to slay the demon kin.


A sharp whine annouced the treads of the APC falling off of the lumbering vehicle. Motion continued for another second before the vehcile shuddered and lay still, an unmoving behemoth upon the landscape. 


Nick and Mike both hopped down to observe the APC. Its treads just weren’t meant for the swamp filled area. It was fixable, but it would take some time, Mike thought.


Just then his radio came alive with a warning. “4 boggies real close. They’ll be ontop of us any minute now.”


Well, Mike thought, it seemed that they would get to see combat afterall.

* * *


Through a starlit night two xitichi lumbered north. These were strange Xitichi, for they didn’t fly. They only crawled, slowly and haltingly. Occasionally one would slam into the base of a tree before continuing. Progress for these two Xitichi was slight.


None-the-less, it wasn’t long before a scout noticed the two. The scout quickly collected more of its kind and soon a large mass of the giant insects were heading towards the two. It was strange. According to the scent, the two ground locked Xitichi should be dead. Yet, there was another scent mixed in with the two dead Xitichi. It was the scent of a marked target, a powerful supernatural foe. 


Something was not right. 


Relief raced through the minds of the Xitichi as a more powerful version of their kind landed amongst them. By this time the two ground locked Xitichi, whom should have been dead had stoped. The super warior Xitichi motioned for the others to investigate the “dead” Xitichi. They did this, approaching the one that had the scent of the target winded amongst the oderes of the slain. One powerful arm with claws at the end grasped the dead Xitichi and lfited it from the ground.


Within Grim struggled to keep his breathing even as he held on for dear life. Its one of them bug things, he thought in rising panick, It’s got me. His muscles shook but he managed to hold on at last the Xitichi droped the dead Xitichi husk back to the ground with a hardy splat that made Neptide whince from beneath the other, uninvestiagated dead Xitichi.


The super warrior pondered what had occured. Some trick, some deception had occured, caused by the target. It couldn’t of goten to far, the super warrior decided as it lifted itself off from the ground, its wings beting furously. The others joined him and the mass set off to race just beneath the tree line in search of the target.


As they left Grim sneezed once violently and then peeked out. He called out into the darkness and Neptide responded with a hardy,”Be slient!” It was time for the deception to end, the knight decided. If he was to die, he meant to die on his feet and not crawling about like some child. He radioed for Sally and the mighty horse eagerly whined in agreement. It wouldn’t be long now, he thought.


Several minutes latter the madening symphony of hooves pounding against the earth annouced the entrance of his mighty steed. He eagerly tossed off the dead Xitichi and the first sight he saw was his horse in all its glory. The soft brown skin and wild main seemed ghostly and errie in the star light, still he coudln’t help but smile upon seeing his prized robot. 


“Good Sally. I am so glad to see you,” the cyber-knight said, patting the robot on the neck, to which Sally responded with a pleased nicker. “Now, my mighty steed, we shall charge the Xitichi. Enough skulking around. If this is to be our destiny, then, you and I, my mighty steed, shall do this and we shall--”


Grim tapped Neptide once and then thinking that mght not be enough, he launched a quick kick into the Amphiped’s shins. Neptide held his breath for a moment, before leaping aroudn behind the dwarf to hold the dwarf in a vise like grip.”Why did you do that?” he asked, stating each word in a harsh, precise whisper.


“Well, ah just wanted ya to know that if your all for riding of to fight them Xitichi, thats just fine. But me, well, ah’m just not built for combat, and ah think, we really have no buisness here. Lets return to the others and try something else”


“So your not coming with?” 


“Well, no, ah suppose not.”


“Fine.”


“Wait . . . wait. At least let me get the others. Ah’m sure they’d like to see ya off, if nothing else. Can ya wait that long.”


“Sure,” Nerptide said and then radioed to his brother to inform him as to what was occuring. Meenwhile Grim began to slowly edge away, his short stride clearing a whole five feet in the time it took Neptide to radio to his brother.


“No, good sir Dwarf. Take Sally. She’ll bring you to my brother and then carry you back.”


“But ah don’t know how to ride a horse,” Grim said, watching the Arabian like robot.


“Don’t worry. Sally is very intelligent. She’ll take you right there and bring you right back. Tell my brother and Georget to follow. We must move quiickly. Now here, let me help you up,” Neptide said and a  moment latter he was straining to get the surprisingly heavy Dwarf atop of Sally. Then with a final pat upon the head and a few simple comands, Sally began to race away, leaping over masses of shrubbery, and around large trees at a deftifiying speed that had Grim’s beard flaying about madly in the wind.


Watching the landscape leep about and towards him at alarming speed, Grim began to cry. All about him the hooves of the horse beet at an impossible speed and the horse only seemed to be going faster and faster. Grim held on for dear life and closed his eyes, sobbing mindlessly.


“Beast, what are ya doing? Ah wasn’t mant for this here horse stuff. This isn’t right. Robot, slow down. Slow down!!” Grim shouted at the top of his lungs into the Xitichi infested wilderness, but Sally only whinnied and sped forward even faster, the sound of the hooves cracking down with the regualrity of a stop watches ticks, four pistons firing again and again.


At last Grim opened his eyes and could see Swilly and Georget. The elf was leaning against a tree, her spell book cracked open and her jeep completly unpowered. The other cyber-knight was pacing the area in his power armor. With some alarm Grim realized two things. He was on a colision course with the knight and the horse was not slowing. 


The knight fired up his rockets and was suspended just above the horse. Grim wiped his hand accross his brow, sighing aloud and nearly lost his uneasy perch for the effort. “Woooo!! Woooo you stupid beast!” Grim shouted again.


“Grim,” Swilly said.


“Hi there!” Grim said, and then instantly the horse reversed direction, its mass  twisting about with a hard jerk and then an explosion of speed that left Grim racing back the way he had come. Well, that had been fast, the dwarf thought.


The sound of rockets revealed that at least Swlly was following. A moment latter the horse shook as the knight landed atop of the charging steed. “What’s wrong with him?” the knight asked.


“Who do you mean, thar sir? Yer brother or the dang fangled horse?” Grim asked, holding onto the knights power armor as he started to lose his hold on the horse.


“We have to stop this horse,” Swilly said as he poped open a circuit board. There came a few quick sparks, but this only caused the horse to whine once. The hooves still lanced forward to carry the two through the dark woodland, nearly flying over the earth.


“He said we should meet him there,” the dwarf said.


“What?” Swilly said, iritated that the dward didn’t have a radio. Enough was enough. He brought out his gun at leveled it at Sally’s head. There was a moment when Sally was leaping over a rock and naying merely and then there came a sharp crack and the larger portion of the horses head exploded downwards to plaster the earth, its metalic components glitering in an array of starlight. Grim went flying off of the falling robot and Swilly fired up his rockets to hover in mid air as he watched the dwarf fly through several trees. A moment latter Grim was up, wipping wood chips out of his mesy beard.


“Well, at leas that solves one probem,” Grim said, stumbling forward. Swilly nodded and smiled, replacing the gun in his belt.


“One more probelm to take care of. Don’t worry. I’ll take care of all of these problems, one step at a time, if need be,” the cyber-knight said from beneath his mask, the voice sounding hollow inside of his helmet.



* * * 


(the following is pretty much notes, can read if you want, don’t know if I’ll ever go back and finish and complete. I guess it would depend if there was an interest or not—larry)
I grew up in a tribe that had resently been "liberated" by the coalition from an extra demensional threat. natually, my tribe was very grateful and so i grew up thinking of the coaltion as the great heros of humanity that they are...the ones that protect us from all of these horrid monsters now trying to control our world. and so i one day left my tribe after speaking with a wounded coalition officer ....okay dave.....you guys can probably type to as this may take a moment.....whom told of a new offensive being gathered....i was eager...but first i consulted one of the elders.....and he to spook of an encroaching storm....and so i set off and joined the coaltion...things were strange at first....i had never seen so many amazing structures and tools....it was awe inspiring at first...but i have addapted. i have left most of the ways of my tribe behind and now seek to further the coaltions goals...despite the way some of my fellow officers look at me...depsite of the words psi....perhaps it is for the safety of the cs, for all huamns, but i begin to doubt....but such is the way of all soldiers in even the most rightous army....only one thing is for sure....i wiill....the coalition will...defeat the deomn scum.....

nicks

ok

i grew up in the burbs... i was always a bully.  No one really understood it because i was attractive enough to get what i wanted without using force.  in schooling i was a rather good student  in the class room, but when the bell rand i was horrid... i never did homework and picked on all the other kids.  i developed Psychic abiliteis around the age of puberty and used them to enhance my abilities.  I actually befrendede a few d-bees, and they set me up in a fighting circle.  I usually came out on top, not always relying on strength, but usually using cunning and tactics.  i am not done yet.....  while in schooling a teacher reported my "problems" to my parents.... who were actually foster parents.  I never knew my real parents and my "parents treated me like crap- hence my ballying attitude.  My "parents" sick of all the trouble that i was causing enlisted me into the army without my knowledge.  i came home one day to find a CS trooper outside waiting for me

At fisrt i was furious... then grew to respect my commanding officer.  I decided to stick with the training and i excelled.  i became a speciakl forces designed for deep deployment military ops.  I came to the conclusion that by doing well in the army was the only way to get back at my "parents"

kergan

 LOVE LAG!!!!

detailed but you gave me time to think of one at least :)

well see i grew up on a farm not to far from the burbs... i was the "runt" of my family.. i couldnt help much with the work around the place but i was good at solving problems... that was the only reason my family kept me around... well one very fine day (much like today) a group of D-bees can and just totaled the place... well that was it all of my siblings went off to the coalition to fight... my parents didnt want me to leave... they didnt want me around but they didnt exactly want me dead... anyway... so they practly (cant spell) locked me in what was left of a house so i couldnt join.. fortunatelty for me i found a way out and left to go fight and prove to my parents that i could actually be of help in the war...

well when i got to the office they basically laughed me outta there because i was a weak "farmboy" But as i was leaving a scientest came up to me and told me about the "secret" juicer upgrades... naturally i jumped at the chance... and ya thats where we are now\

forgot to think of a story b4 2day :) 

add sectionm with victor either at end of 1st book or start of 2n d, conquering of New Savior, etc. 

Book 2:

Grenades?! (change?)


Everywhere citizens ran in fear. Velkar could still smell the ash, stinking worse then sulfer in the growing twighlight. Chaose had come to New Savior. Steam rose from pools of blood that had begun to drip into a rough curve to one side of the street, overrunning the drainage system to buble against the sundly wet tar of the streets of New Savior.


A man clutching a little girls hand ran into the proud Sayite’s back to land in a startled heep. The girl stood still, to stund for tears. Velkar looked into the child’s eyes and saw the end of the world. With endings, however, came beginings. That was one thing his father had taught him.


There was one direction that more citizens were heading then any other. Towards the single mangled gate that led out of the strife riden town.  The ragged masses charged towards the grasping hole, crying and screaming and bleeding as they moved. Velkar moved towards the lot and heard a sharp crack. Looking downwards he saw a mutilated limb, white fragments of bone gleaming in the growing pool of starlight and flame, cracked cleanely in two by his metalic boots.


Looking upwards, remembering that he was now responsible for these people as the most powerful entity in the region, he continued towards the gate, shoving through people as he went. He found his voice and exclaimed,”Do not leave this town.” The people nearest the Sayite screamed and tryed to lunge towards the gap in the gate harder. The mob tossed and turned, bumping against the hard glsitening spikes set upon his ebony armor, leaving brief splatters of scarlet and curses as they jostled along.

 
He reached out with his mind, already weary from the battle, and tried to errect a wall of force to stop the masses, but found the wall only moderetly succesful. The force trembled as people pressed against it and shuttered for a moment before shattering in a brief flash of light.


“Stop! Do not leave this town!” he tried again.


A few of the city guards turned to him, their heads downcast and smuged with soot. One opened his mouth and swallowed. Velkar locked eyes with the man and found blue eyes, rimmed in a red caused by grief and loss of sleep, flashing back. A voice, cracked and broken, struggled forth from the guards throat. 


“What are you orders sir?” the man said.


“Stop these people from leaving!”


A sparkle of silver caught his attention. Looking up Velkar saw Georget clumsily manuvering towards the town gate in her armor. She radioed down to him,”Okay!” Landing in the dead center of the gate, people pulsed back and away from the Glitter Boy, collapsing the mob in upon itself. That was when Velkar’s radio flared up a second time. It was Obsidian.


“I think we may have trouble. Get down to the armory right now,” Obsidian said. Leaping over people, stumbling through the crowd, Velkar made his way, a shadowy form admist the swirling mass of wounded humanity. 


He stumbled into the armory to behold the two other Glitter Boys. One was begining to hum and the cock pit was closed. The other cock pit was half open and Velkar couild just see half of a man burowing into the machine. In a sund rush of rage, Velkar willed his limbs to extend extra strength and he leeped upwards, plucking the man from the Glitter Boy. The man struggled for a moment, but Velkar’s hand was steady and the man soon gave up. The powerful alien turned about to observe the other Glittert Boy, its guns begining to turn towards Obsidian. The ley line walker leeped out of the way just as thousands of pieces of sharpnel richoched forth from the rail gun. The magic user held up a single finger and the sharpnel slowed to stick to the very wall, unmoving. Creaking as it moved, the Glitter Boy spun about, but Obsidian made the motion again and their came an explosion from the rail gun.

pp: Town secured. First Oligarcy meeting. Military 4 hundred hoiurs. Intro George and Billy. Learn to prowl. Infrastructure begins. General, centurion, sub centurion, ten beneath with 1/10 a medic. Oligarcy, Georget puts up signs of laws and opens suggestion boxes. Obsidian gathers soldeirs and craftsmen to rebuild. Oligarchy, go meet with neigjbors. First town goes badly. Wants soldeirs for protection but refuse. Second negotiate. Snotty but agree. Retrun. Velkar not pleased but gives soldiers. Training going well. Learning great athletics. Gang wars. Assimlating gangs. Suggestion box has trash and the suggestion “Kill the Oligarchy” Velakr contemplates swords. Two other towns met with. Last one doesn’t want to join because the first town was destroyed by Xitichi and now last town is allied with dragon right for protection. Go back. Military post guards at every gate. More rigorouse. Meet George. More cocky. 20 good men go with Velkar and Georget, both in G.B., to investigate 1st town and Xitichi. 1st town is gone. Xitichi hive rising 15 stories into the sky. Velakr wants to assault Xitichi but matt’s char appears and basically compliments Velkar, plays upon his vanity to make him feel that he cannot fight the Xitichi yet because then he would be lost. Also meet William. Velkar recruits William into the army, rather forcibly. The two witnesses are taken to a special meeting in the Oligarchy. Matts char continues to trick Velakr. During meeting argument. Georget stalks away with F.V. g.b. Chaose. Velkar declares that there must be a new oligarchy. That Georget be replaced by matts char and George. Matts char and Georrge argue about if they have law or order as there domain. Matts char becomes diplomat. Revelaed that George has been holding stuff back. Out of Velkars hearing reveals that he has made millions selling slaves to the splugorth. Much trickery and intrigue occurs. Matts char and Velakr agree to keep an eye on George. Velkar still trusts George but realises that his good military man has been dishonorable and might need to be removed. Joes char, william, is asked by George to become espionage. Velkar toys with idea of assasinating leaders of Fort Voyager, but eventually decides that this is to dishonorable and rebukes George for it, threatining to remove his powers. Decides that George may take no more initiitives. He must clear all matters with oligarchy. Generals and cneturions to meet with Velkar at 4 hundred hours next day. Never happens. While mediatiting there is an explosuion. Velakr in g.b. goes off to investiage as he rallies troops to find out what has happened. Matts char radios Velkar and tells him that he has found something. Velkar appears with 10 guards and Billy. matts char has halberded and elevator door and lines apart, making the elvvator crash. Velakr disarms and tells everyone to guard his armor, implying threat and death if anything gets in to said armor or if any one touches said armor. Be ready for anything. William appears. right before this. Exchange radio frequency between three. First only Will and Velk know com as Velkar flashed frequency using fingers so that soldiers couldn’t see or hear. After several exasperating minutes of non-communcation, the two try again and understand the frequency. 5228. tHEN the whole disarmor thing. Velakr levitateds down. Will gets dwon via rocket pack. Velakr offers to catch Matts char, but matts char is scared of spiked armor. George and Obsidian appear from door above while Velakr and Will are on elevator top. Velkar asks about explosion. George trys to hide that he did explosion to hide entrancer to secret bunker that there in but Velkar knows that he is lying due to telepathy. Velkar grows very angry, threatining to exile George, strip him of his rank, and worse. Obsidian stands by mute trrying to understand what explosion. George shouts broad band into his radio,”Its time to take back our town!” and races inside. Velkar telechentic leep up. Will follows rocket pack. Into room with bullet proof glass. Whole defcon buttons and all. Chairs with buttons. Velkar in rage begins to punch glass. Several pains shatter but at first glass holds. Radio from matts char wahts going on? Power punch Velkar, glass shatters. Button pushed on chairs and George and Obsidian fly upwards through hole that Geoerge opens with gun. Will follwos jet pack. Velakr follows chair. Obsid carpet Velkar to chair. Velkar lev on George. George hands suspended in mid air. Velkar hangs suspended and then pushes self towards building hoping to smash into building so out of line of fire of big old G.B. Matts char pot shots at G.B. with ring of soldiers protecting it, tratorouse Billy inside. Velkar can’t smash through building cuz not enough momentum. Stuck to building so fireball. Wall insiinerated. Falls downwards into bassement of warehouse. Carpeted to ground despite levitation spell somehow. Can’t move. Hears battle without. Finnally can get up and leaves. Prowls. Hears fighting at variouse locatuions. Sees group of 10 soldeirs. Asks them to “report!” and they say,”Your under arrest.” Screaming out about treason, Velkar creates a firewall. 10 gone. Waits to see what happens. Another group of 10 arrives. Asks about report. Same deal. Frustrated, saying “You shall die for your fowl trechery!” firewall. Some dodge. Fuel flame. Some more die. 3 left. Mellee. Velakr uses ruin sword and shield form cyber knight victor. Kills one guard. Sticks sword through another into ground and then punches last one to death. Lots of damage rained down upon self from all of this. Was to close to fire the first time to. Armor is just gone at this point. Finds deserted farm and meds for a bit. Fidns food, eats. Feels better. Decides to teach the imputent ingrates a lesson. Radios,”To all those loyal to me, defend yourself. There is a rebelion. Fight well. I am in the center of town. Do not go near there.” Priowls into hiding in center of town and predicatbly sees large confligation. Soudns of destrouction far side of twon grom matts char battling glitter boy. armor completly melted away there to. glitter boys head is in bad shape. Creates firewall in path of troops. This time troops trained to dodge so Velkar fuels flames. George radios for help at gate, and G.B. goes that direction,, matts char pot shotting whole way in sneaky fashion. Forcefield destroyed that velkar ahd put up to keep everyone in at start of this all. Georget radios for someone to pick her up. Velakr responds over boradband not to go into town, traitors. George responds to Velkar, saying to give himself up, that he wouldn’t be hurt, that George just wants his town back. Velkar accursses George of dishonor, George retorts that Velkar is the dishonorable one. Mentions of Billy. G.B. fires at Billy, guns him down. Billy has been killed for the damage he did to city. George asks Velkar to surender. Velkar refuses, saying that he will leave and that New Savior will have to protect itself in the future. Remembers ruin sword still impaled in ground. Goes back for it. G.B. there with George inside. George tells Velkar to give up, leveling rail gun at Velkar. Velkar tells George to be quite, creating force field just at tip of rail gun so will back fire. Picks up sword and goes. 

Group meets Georget. Emotional. Velkar asks for forgiveness, telling beuatiful elf that he was wrong, that new savior was a town full of trasiots. Discusion . Velakr obsessed with finding a way to stop carpet. Debate fort voyager, Ulrich, or Tolkien. Decide Fort Voyager first, but before that get supplies from that one town that defected to dragon right. Incident with biggot bar tender. Bar tender serves Velkar water, saying its Vokdka and charing 50 credits for it. When bear is served Velkar snaps. Will present to. Bartender orders them out or else. Levels gun at wills head. Velkar puts finger over hole of gun and gun barel explodes. Minor damage to Will. Earlier Velkar had radioed for help. Matts char responds right then with boom gun at tavern. Saw dust everywhere. No one can see. Admist cahose Velkar goes to bar, head beneath tap, and drinks up. Will ducks down, sips on bear. Fighting and gun shots. When clear the two wander out. Velkar drunk. Collapses. Georget movers tent. Wakes up to Will kciking Velkar. Regroup. Off to F.V. New gear for matts char. Violater Samas. Borrowas from Georget therefore in exchange for future spells. Velkar studies for carpet, told by guard only one that knew about magic was traitor joe, whom was killed a while back by the coaltion. Studies on vid link comp screen, comes up with only carpet city. Nesxt in forest path to Tolkien. Meet new char for erik. Discuss, greetings, minor tensions between erik char and Velkar when Velkar scans him with psi. Realise Erik psi to. Ecchange talk, psi slayer he is. Fly on to Tolkien, sorta.

