The Renagade Blue
Introduction

This is the story of a life, not a birth, not a death, a life. This is a story of pain, isolation, destruction, rage, violence, a story of force, power, adventure, failure, revenge, and success. This was a troubled, confusing, and fearful life, but nonetheless, a life to be remembered. This is the story a person, an amazing person, a genius to say the least. This is the story of a hero. This is the story of the Renagade Blue.

1/1 - Terror

This story begins long ago on ground unfamiliar to humans. Far away on a distant planet in a distant galaxy an event was prophesized. The entire civilization was ordered to proceed to the capital immediately. As soon as all the citizens were gathered the president came fourth from his stone palace.

“Brothers!” he cried as the entire congregation fell silent. “I have had a vision! Exactly seven revolutions from now, dark times will have cast their strongest blows against us.” The clock tower struck. The crowd gasped. “Terror will wreak havoc upon our earth. Chaos will reign and peace will be destroyed.” An unsuppressed gasp flew through the crowd. “We will do everything in our power to stop this Chaos, but in the end we will resort to seeking outside help.”

“Where will we receive this help?” the people asked

“We shall send our best fighters to a planet far away, that is home to a very primitive civilization. Out of their immensely vast population shall come six ultra-powerful creatures, all approximately sixteen years of age. Each fighter will be assigned a pupil to teach for a year. On the last day of that year the guides will take their pupils back to our home planet and they will help us restore peace.”

“Is this all you have to say to us?” asked the crowd.

“There shall be one terrible tragedy affecting the saviors before peace can be restored.”

“What?” cried the people, now terribly worried.

Suddenly a shot rang out from atop a tall building viciously striking the visionary directly in the heart. All of the president’s advisors were stunned. They rushed to help their dying leader who clutched tightly to the stone podium with both hands.

“Death” came the mumbled words, “Death”

Immediately his hands went limp and the cherished advisor let out his last breath. His body fell lifeless to the floor.

The terror stricken people turned to see the cloaked sniper disappear under the ledge of the huge building. Seconds later a sleek black ship rose from the top of the tower and blasted out from view of the planet.

1/2 - Wonder


“It sounds like the beginning of a really good story. I wonder if the rest will ever be written?” 


“Wow” said Teresa “Did you write that yourself?”


“No, of course not, you know I can’t write.”


“Oh be quiet, you know you can. Did you write it or not?”


“No, actually I found on my desk. I was home alone. Some joker snuck into my house.”


“That’s odd.”


“Yea, but the strangest part is, right after I found it, I heard this creak in my floor. I looked into the hall as fast as I could, and all I saw was a glint of a shadow disappear down the steps. I figured he obviously wanted to get away from me, and with how fast he got down the steps, I decided not to chase him.”


“Why not? You might have had a chance, you saw the last part of him.”


“T, whoever he was, he didn’t want to be seen. So, I let him get what he wanted. Besides, I caught him in the smallest possible place in my house. I don’t live in a mansion, but you know it’s hard to find people because of all the rooms, they’re all connected.”


“Yea, I guess your right. Find anything else?”


“Nope,” he lied, for the one other thing that he had found, was the only thing that scared him.


“Well you better go, it’s getting late.”


“Good call.” He said as he closed the old brown cover and stood up.

“See ya later.”


“See ya.” As he left her house, again he started to think about the second event. After he found the book, He had chased after the person. He had wanted to see if by chance, the person wanted him to see that last glimpse. He also wondered if the person had left or taken anything. Slowly he looked through the whole house, not making a sound, recalling everything that he could remember about the rooms. Nothing was disturbed, and he was alone again.

Then he went to the computer. On the screen was a typed note.

‘If you wish to learn what this is about, be online at eight.’

This scared him. It felt like it was right out of a movie. He typed his password and logged on to his most frequently used IRC network and checked his list of favorite people. Another name had been added, IonFire66. He signed off, and headed to Teresa’s.

Now he was heading back, trying to contemplate a plausible reason for how this mysterious spy had gotten his password. He had never given his passwords to anyone. No one knew what they were.   He knew the only possible way was for someone to stand behind and watch as the password was typed. It could have been a hacker. No, hackers didn’t get up and sneak into people’s houses. Maybe he hired a hacker. No, hackers don’t work for anyone except big paying companies. This guy was from no company.

*   *   *

As soon as he got home he signed back on to the site. Sure enough, the rouge name was online. He opened a private line.


RenagadeBlue16: What do you want?


IonFire66: Why do you assume so quickly that I want something?

‘Everyone always does.’ He thought.


RenagadeBlue16: Why would you sneak into my house?


IonFire66: How do you know it was me, maybe I told someone else to do it?

Quickly he tried to think of how to respond.

He decided so make himself sound smart.


RenagadeBlue16: You’re not as sneaky as you think.


IonFire66: Ah… So I played my cards too soon?

That’s right stupid, why didn’t you wait till I left. 


RenagadeBlue16: Yea, you’re all out of cards. And you lost.


IonFire66: Oh I would be careful. You don’t even know who I am.

I’ll find out soon enough.


RenagadeBlue16: You obviously know a lot. Who are you working for?


IonFire66: I work for myself. Alone.

Hmm… so this guy’s a loner, maybe he is a hacker.


RenagadeBlue16: Ooh! Scary, come on, what are ya? FBI? CIA?


IonFire66: Actually, I have some very good friends in those branches that helped me find you.

What other branches are there?


RenagadeBlue16: So you’re on a different part of the tree.


IonFire66: Buddy, I’m on a different tree altogether.

1/3 - Breach


To: President Skaphos


From: Code Blue ()

Five of six located and accounted for. (Blue, orange, green, black, white)

Meeting with Blue scheduled for mid-day tomorrow.

Orange, five days.

Green, two days.

Black, late night tomorrow.

White, sometime next week.

Red keeping low profile, search in phase three.

Will contact again at what time team is fully established.


Respects,



PD6/3.1W79/825.Q4.RB6


“Well everything seems to be in good order. Computer, Destroy.” The red working light blinked on and off as the letter was deleted and all remaining command lines were erased.


The president proceeded out of his office and toward the elevator. He leveled up from the covert level Z2 all the way up to basement F7. It took about ten minutes. Still almost 20,000 feet underground but more than 40,000 feet above where he was, the gravity was much more comfortable.

The President went to the nearest restaurant and sat down with his supreme security advisor, Official Mazer Card. He began quietly reporting the details of the newest report from earth. 

“Five of six confirmed. Last pending, phase three. Meetings scheduled from next week back.”

“Analysis?” asked the advisor.

“Very Go… Wait.”

“What?”

“I feel like someone is listening to us.” Said the President

“I feel it to.” Responded Card

“EVERYONE STAND WITH YOUR HANDS UP RIGHT NOW!” Said the President and the advisor simultaneously, both standing and pulling out guns.

Everyone fell silent and stood up immediately. A low mumbling could still be heard. “YOU THREE,” boomed the advisor pointing his gun at a group of young adults. “MOVE ASIDE!”

They stepped away from the table they had been sitting at and revealed a man sitting in the next table back, mumbling into a transmitter. Without even letting the man look up, they both shot him in the head.

“Sorry people,” the president said to the shocked crowd. “We had a security breach, that was an Arkan.” Everyone gasped and some fell back into their seats. “I will see to it that a crew comes to help. I am sorry but I must go immediately, this situation could turn terribly dangerous, you are all safe, please remain calm.”

At that, the two of them left the restaurant and headed toward an elevator station. “Darn it, I can’t believe they got another one in.”

“Sir, as your security advisor I recommend you refrain from speaking about this until we are safely to secure premises. As your friend, I sincerely agree.”

1/4 - News

“Why didn’t you call the cops?” Ted asked as they left the house, heading toward the back fence gate.

“I dunno, there was something reassuring me that everything would be alright. I just didn’t feel like I needed to”

“Dude, you are so weird”

“I know, I scare myself sometimes, believe me”

“What if this guys a kidnapper?”

“If he was then he probably would have tried to get me in the house yesterday, and we just wont get in any cars or anything”

“Yea I guess your right.” Ted said as they reached the gate. They passed trough it and the three-foot high grass behind it. They quickly got over the wire fence and climbed down the twelve-foot drop of they alley wall using the rusty hooks that no one ever used for anything anymore. They looked up and down the alley. There was no one there.

“So this is where he said he’d meet you?”

Louder than normal he said, “Yea and we’re 2 minutes late. I wonder where he is?”

“Right here,” said the voice of a woman who sounded about 18 or 19. “You’re 8 minutes late” Slowly she walked into the alley fully covered with a hood up. She wore kind of a dark blue dress robe that was cut down the front on one side so she could easily move around but was entirely covered when she stopped walking. She came towards them and removed her hood. She had long brown hair and was about 5’ 3” when she stood up strait. Her ocean blue eyes looked deep and powerful, and her face was flawlessly beautiful.

“Our clocks must be slow.” Came the response.

“No they’re not.” She said, “I checked them.”

“Who are you?” asked Ted.

“That’s for him to know and you, not to know.” she said as she pulled out a pistol type gun. She shot him. Seeing Ted fall, he immediately rushed at her and knocked it out of her hand easily. Like she just dropped it. “You didn’t have to do that, it only had one shot.”

“Ted was right you’re a kidnapper and you just killed the only witness.”

“I didn’t kill him!” she exclaimed, “That was a trank! And, I’m not going to kidnap you, I just have some very important information that he doesn’t need to know.”

He looked over at Ted lying unconscious on the ground. “Obviously not.”

“I am what you might call an alien. I live on a planet very far away.” She said to his face, taking no regard to teddy on the ground.

“How far?”

“Were not exactly sure, our instruments don’t read past a few light years”

“Hah, cant even come up with an answer for that one can ya?”

“So you don’t believe me?”

“No”

“Why not?” she asked.

“Because I live in Missouri, and you haven’t ‘shown me’ any proof” he spat at her. With that, he had stepped over the line.

The sky around them darkened and the air grew cold. Slowly, she rose off the ground, higher and higher until she towered over him, at least six feet off the ground. A freezing wind came down the alley. Her skin darkened and her eyes turned black as night. A dark blue sphere formed around her and bight blue electricity ran around the sphere with loud hissing and cracking. In a booming voice she said, “Never, question me for proof.”

Slowly the sphere faded and light returned and she lowered herself to the ground as her skin and eyes went back to their original color. Everything returned to normal.

“Need I give you more proof?”

“No, I believe you” he stammered in amassment, unable to hide his interest and longer. 

“Good. Now may I please continue?”

“Continue all you want, I’m not stopping you”

“So, I live on the planet Demalion. It is in a system with six other planets and eight stars. All of the planets have at least one moon that orbits around them. It is, to the best of out knowledge, the most complex system in the galaxy. Some of the moons are traded between planets when two become very close together. By now our planet has only one moon because it is the smallest body in the system. But, all of our original moons have been planted with advanced audio, video, telescope, and three-dimensional mapping systems. Since we originally had the most moons of any of the planets, we now have two or even three moons in the possession of all of the other planets. We believe that our planet is one of two remaining with intelligent life. From the information we have collected, we believe our system originally had at least sixty planets, but only the ones that had orbits far enough from suns survived. Many were scorched to ash in a matter of years, and even we don’t know what happened to the rest of them. Some were thrown off by the gravity of passing planets and where hurled toward the surface of a sun.”

“That’s terrible.”

“It was, but all that has passed, all of the orbits have settled into non-changing patterns. An occasional asteroid fly-by would normally be planet threatening but we take care of them before they can get close enough to have any altering effects. All of the orbits have been documented and mapped out. Our planet alone takes about thirty-five years and ten days earth time for it and the suns to be in the same position. The stars are in the same positions relative to each other much more often because they are barely affected by the gravity from the planets, that takes around eight years. All of the planets have different revolution times because they are far enough away that they have barely any affect while passing each other. One planet takes less than twenty-five years to complete a revolution, and another takes a little more than one hundred eighty-two years. Our planet is only relived of one hundred percent starlight fifty percent of those thirty-five years. The rest of the time, heat is beating down upon us constantly.”

“How does life possibly exist on two of these planets?”

“There is a very slim chance of almost anything in the universe.”

“But still, eight stars?”

“Are you doubting my accuracy again?” She said as her eyes crept toward darkness.

“No, no! I’m just amazed. Well, did you come all this way just to tell me this or is there some other reason?”

“There are many, but I think you know most of them already.”

“What are you talking about? I don’t even know who you are!”

She sighed with a smile and put her hands behind her. “I give you a clue, my name is Sarkajama Teriannya. You can call me Sarah. I apologize for the condition of your ‘Issue’; it’s a bit weather-beaten. Then again, it is two hundred and fifty years old”

“Oh my gosh! You’re an… I’m… The story… You…”

“I’ll let you figure that one out.” She said, chuckling. “Ted will be up in about five minutes. Don’t worry, he’ll be fine.” With that, she walked down the alley around the corner as he stood motionless in shock.

“Wait! You can’t… Come back!” He ran out of the alley and looked out across the vast parking lot. It was 5:45 on a Sunday; no one was at work, there were no cars. There was no one to be seen.

1/5 - Complications

To: President Skaphos


From: Code Black ()

All six located and accounted for.

Red located, potentially dangerous, meeting will take place under close surveillance

Code Red is being guarded by Code Green and Code Orange

Will contact again after meeting.

Please Note: We have found circumstantial evidence that leads us to believe that there may be an Arkan establishment here on earth. The whereabouts and age are still unknown but I am doing as best I can to find out more evidence. That is all.


Respects,


PD3/7.5W84/825.X4.RB3

“Well, at least something’s going relatively according to plan. Computer, destroy.” He went from his desk to the outer room of his office. “Red has been tracked down. They’re being careful though, he may be hostile.”

“Very good. So it’s back to our situation here?”

“Not quite, they believe there may be an Arkan establishment on the planet, they’re not sure where it is or how long it’s been there, but Black is on the trail.”

“Very well, that is all I presume?”

“Yes”

“Very good. It seems that although it is almost the end of the revolution, the situation isn’t getting drastically worse. The Arkans got no information from that breach, the radio that they were using was a record-and-send, fortunately not a streaming, but we could have lost some valuable information. We may have had to go into phase Beta 6. Am I correct in assuming we are to proceed to Gamma?”

“You are correct in your assumption, it is time. Secretary, engage Gamma.” Said the president.

“Are you sure sir?” she asked. “It is not fully through the testing phases.”

“It has been discussed. All tests so far have achieved acceptable standards; yes, there will be some casualties, but at this point, we have no choice.”

She typed, ‘>comm.-all< Gamma  >/comm.-all<

Suddenly, a Report burst into the room. “Sir! We’ve just received word that the south side has confirmed an alliance with the Arkans, fully affective in…” He looked at his watch. “Thirteen seconds.”

“Our cover has been blown. The loyal unions of the north side are running out of allies, we are on our own now. We must continue with the code program, however I feel that their objectives are no in grave danger. Secretary, scratch that, engage the last phase, Delta-Delta-Omikron.” The president’s watch beeped three times. “You spoke to soon, Mazer. It is now the end of the seventh revolution, but I fear the situation IS drastically worse.”

“I will send word to the Codes immediately. They will need all the information they can get.

*   *   *

To: All codes


From: Security Advisor Card

The south side has allied with the Arkans. We have moved to Delta-Delta-Omikron. All covers have been blown nothing is secret anymore, disregard all encryptions. Do not send anything you do not want revealed to the other side. I repeat, SEND NO VITAL INFORMATION. Please take note that the other side and their outpost may now know our plans inside and out. Please act accordingly; I trust you will know what to do.


Good Luck,


Mazer Card

“Very good, we can expect a reply shortly. Hopefully we will as well receive some news on the meeting with Red and the outpost” said The President. “I hope it wasn’t as bad as they presumed.”

“Write a letter to the Ciaphus. Tell him we disagree with his actions; urge him to rethink his decisions. You know what I mean, tell him.” Card began a new message.

To: Supreme Chancellor Ciaphus


From: Supreme Security Advisor Card

Honorable ruler of the South Side Union, please rethink your decisions about your new alliance. The Arkans are a very deceitful and untrustworthy race. We disagree entirely with you actions and urge you to reconsider. Please take heed before you carry out this betrayal. I ask you not to disregard my words and think twice before you hand over any information.


Please reason wisely,



Mazer Card

They waited for a response for twenty minutes. “Maybe he wont get it for a while. Or maybe he just won’t respond.” Suddenly, the computer beeped twice.

To: Supreme Security Advisor Card


From: Supreme Chancellor Ciaphus

Unfortunately I cannot fulfill your request. I am deeply sorrowed, but the people have decided that they are more scared of Chaos than they are of The North Side Unions, and if I do not obey them they will surely throw me down and continue anyway. I have been forced to sign a treaty that gives the Arkans complete control of our information, and they have already taken and stored all that we have. I know that they will probably go back on their word and I disagreed with the decisions also, but it was a chance the people were willing to take.


Please forgive me,



Ciaphus

The computer beeped once again. “I’ll check it.” Said Mazer. He opened and quickly read the long message. His eyes got wider and wider, and finally he gasped and said stunned, “Read this!”

To: Security Advisor Card


From: Code White

The Arkans do have an established waypoint here on earth. We will not send tell you our current position now, or in any further letters.

The meeting with Red was successful , but a bit too eventful for our liking. Code Red met with him in a dark alley late at night, guarded by Green and Orange. The needed information and some extra was conveyed  between them, but a small, Arkan marked force interrupted before all directions could be exchanged. Some flying, heavy attack droids dropped out of the sky and started shooting at Code Red. Red managed to escape un-wounded  and the three codes took out the fleet. I have confirmation from C. Red that enough information was exchanged to explain the incident and Red surely would not back out from fear.


It is presumed that the outpost has a tag for death on all of the Codes but from the way the battle went, they seen to want to keep the Colors alive . Alive for now, at least. There is speculation as to weather or not the Arkans plan to convert the colors, but it has become clear that we must begin lessons very soon; the Colors need some way to protect  themselves.


Black has confirmation of a vague location of the outpost home base, and he believes it to be somewhere in the mid-Eurasian area, but also suggests that there may be multiple bases set up around the globe. The heavy attack droids back up this theory, because we know for a fact that due to the density of the atmosphere near the surface, the droids would have had to have a propulsion power four times the power of the standard units patrolling the surface of Demalion, to get that far that fast . This leads us to believe that, unfortunately, there is at least one more waypoint very near to Blue and Red, seeing as that they are located so close  together.


Your last letter has disheartened  us all. We are all shocked  to learn about the loss of loyalty from the upstanding leaders of the south. We realize that we both are in potentially great danger  and we would respect any of your suggestions to the best of our ability. Furthermore, we hope you do what you believe is best for yourselves, whether it be not responding to our notices  ever, or setting out for a secret sanctuary on another planet . Please be reassured that we are up to the challenges that have been placed before us, it’s what we’re here for, we almost knew it was coming. Ever since Chaos escaped us, un-scathed in his ship, after single-handedly taking out President Paean, we almost knew it was  coming.


Respects,

White 
“I guess the situation is much worse than we thought.” Said Skaphos calmly, “They clearly know under what circumstances they stand, but it is clear that they are asking for help.”

“What can we do?”

“We can make sure they know that they are to ask us for advice on anything that happens. When they do, we must reply with the best of our abilities.”

“Keep in mind sir, that anything we say to them will be read, examined, and passed on by the enemy, we’ve given them all of our codes, there really isn’t anything we can say secretly. “ Said Card worriedly, “We can’t really tell them anything that will be any use.”

“Oh but we can. I told you to repeat the concept ‘send no vital information’ capitally, in the first non-secret letter. I was using something I like to call, the negativity code. It is known to me and the Codes alone.” Said Skaphos

“What do you mean? How does it work?” asked Mazer hurriedly.”

“It works like this,” he said motioning towards the letter on the screen. “See these random characters distributed around in the letter? That’s the code.”

“That’s so easy, the enemy will get it immediately, what were you thinking?”

“It’s not quite as simple as you think. The random-looking symbols don’t mean anything, the real code is in the writing itself.”

“How is that possible, there’s no irregularity in the text?”

“Yes there is, look at were characters are placed but ignore and .”

“They’re totally random. They’re in all kinds of sentences.”

“Exactly, that’s the code. If you want something done or something important conveyed secretly, you say the opposite and randomly place a character somewhere in the sentence. That way, the code looks random unless you know the keyed-off symbols and .”
“You set this up? You knew? How?”

“I didn’t know, but I rigged it as a backup plan. The declining and repetition of the statement ‘not sending vital information’ was the trigger, after that, we will all speak in the code. The glob of gibberish at the end it just normal words without vowels. The vowels are taken out and grouped together at the end. I didn’t tell them that code. It’s in a different language.”

“Very intelligent, and it’s traitor proof also. I commend you.” He said in a clear wave of relief.

“I deserve no commending yet, if the code slips, it’s all over. We lose, they win.”

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

“It won’t, Sarka’s in charge.”

1/6 - Training Begins

“You’re late again. What’s with you?” She asked.

“Yea, I think it’s genetic.” He responded.

“You didn’t bring a friend today.”

“You think I would? You shot my last one.”

“I told you it was a trank gun. He’s not dead is he?” She remarked.

“He doesn’t even know how he ended up in the alley, and he won’t believe what I tell him.”

“He lives in Missouri to, remember?”

There haven’t been too many people that have managed to throw curves like that at him. He stood idly amazed at her quick intelligence. “Sorry I don’t have any blue lightning to scare you with.”

“You’d be surprised.”

“Oh that’s right,” he said snidely. “I’m supposed to save you planet.”

“Watch it. You may end up in more danger than I could possibly get you in. So, hear me out.”

“Fine, I’m listening.”

“Our situation is much worse than expected. Our opposition has a stakeout post here on earth. They’re tracking our every visible move with satellites, stalking our every operation. They blew their cover last night when they assaulted one of our fighters and his advisee. Both escaped and the forces sent in were crushed by the fighter and two others standing guard.”

“So there are some others standing by here also?”

“You catch on quick.”

“I try.”

“That’s good. The south union of our planet has joined with our the other side and they now have all the information about us, the mission, and every one of our plans and achievements up until the time of the conversion, at what time we cut off information feeds. There are still many more civilians loyal to the north side, but the treason has greatly slowed the program. We won’t have as many options as we did.”

“How?” He asked. “In the story, all the people were united and there were so little of them that they couldn’t have covered the planet. What happened?”

“Ah yes, the story. Well, as I said that was a very long time ago. Things changed very quickly after the assassination of the president. The population exploded for fear of a raid and the government had to enforce birth rate laws immediately. Many people didn’t like them but went along with them until people started changing. Lies became a frequent practice to get what one wanted. From that sprung a federal court. Violence laws were soon enforced and the government had to control the people more and more. All throughout this, money had been poured into the search programs for terrorists and defenses. Slowly people lost trust in the ruling parties. In a brief war, the officials gave control to a family of extremists that had gained the popularity of the rebels, and about one third of the population, which was now immense, broke away to many islands of the outer rim. The main land portion covers almost a half hemisphere, so we call it the north and the islands around are considered south. They’d really be better described at the upper and lower parts of our planet but the rebellion decided to call themselves opposites. The surface is still almost seventy-five percent covered with one big ocean.”

“The outer rim?”

“Sorry, I totally forgot to explain geography. Demalion is one huge ocean with a giant island and some huge islands around the outside. The main land portion covers almost a half hemisphere, so we call it the north and the islands around are considered south. They’d really be better described at the upper and lower parts of our planet but the rebellion decided to call themselves opposites. The surface is still almost seventy-five percent covered with one big ocean. There are many islands and the go all the way around the mainland. We used to call them the outer rim, now they are formally recognized as the Unions of the South. See, less than a year after the rebellion, the South had set up their own very stable government; it was much like your Monarchies in England.”

“So they have a stable government with a king?”

“Well, the power is distributed mostly among the people but the monarch finalizes everything. He does what the people want so he doesn’t get thrown out.”

“So their government is stable the way it is.”

”Well, it would have been. But just as their government was fully established and they had their own laws and restrictions, the Arkans attacked. With all the money that had been poured into defenses, we destroyed the first wave of opposition with no problems, but we knew they would come back, for it had only been three years. The second wave proved to be more devastating, because even with some of the new technologies that we had come up with, they easily evaded all most all of our weapons from the last battle. Still, we came out victorious, but with no resources to back us up. At this point we realized we had to seek the help that had been prophesized. I, and five others left the planet. Our instructions were only to return when we had found the six who were fit to save us. From the exact words said by the president and notes we found in his room about his dream. We narrowed down an immense amount of data. From the un-evolved description of your nature, we decided the planet that was fit to contain our saviors must be in a relatively simple single or double star system without too extreme living conditions. Logically, we concluded the system must not be out of our grasp so we considered only the systems that we could reach within a reasonable amount of time, namely only systems close to us within our galaxy. Since our system is in the outermost edge of the galaxy, it narrowed the possibilities down a lot. And lastly, the small note we found in his bedroom read “nine planets”. That gave us 39 possibilities. We launched the next day. The first planet we checked was deserted entirely. The second had a really small population of huge beasts, much like your Dinosaurs. They didn’t even have an organized language, or at least, our instruments couldn’t pick one up. The third system we checked was yours.”

“You got it on the third try? How do you know all this about our planet, about England and the dinosaurs? And how can you possibly tell me all these dates in earth times when you system has almost no logical patterns? How can you know it all already?” he forced on her.

“I have been living on you planet, learning about it for quite some time now. Thirty-five iadocs to be exact, that’s about 2 years your time. I and my colleges have picked up most of the ‘lingo’ by now. We focused on learning basic anatomy and linguistics first. We basically know how humans work and what they spend their time with. All of us have a basic grammatical structure and a lot of the general terms of English, French, Spanish, German, Chinese, and Japanese. But depending on where our pupil is varies how much slang and specialization we possess. We also know most of the history that has been written down and published”

“You know all of this from two years?”

“Our species has always prided our ability to remember and convey back large amounts of information. It is the majority’s prized strength. It makes us very good at conning.”

“Where are all of the others?”

“Oh you mean the Colors?”

“Colors?”

“That’s what we call you. You’re a Color.”

“Just color?”

“You’re Blue”

“Awesome, but I kind of expected that, it’s my favorite. Who are the others?”

“Red lives in California, Green comes from Ireland, Orange is German, Black is from Japan, and White is originally from Canada, but has lived in nearly every big country in the world for some period of time. She was Very hard to track down.”

“That means two of us are from here in America. That’s pretty cool.”

“Yes it…” Three bullets hit the ground about two feet from them. “Run, Run!”

He looked up and about ten huge robots with guns for both hands were descending toward them. All of them had the insignia of an arc with a diagonal line down through the bottom half painted in bright red. They must have been eight feet tall, coming at them at twenty miles an hour from maybe one hundred yards away. He stood at them and stared. Quickly time felt slower and easier, he had unleashed his greatest power. Explosions came from the arms and he could see bullets coming toward him, toward him! A huge grin spread across his face. He turned and ran quickly down the alley to the cover of a huge cement pole at the end. He saw scratches in the ground next to him. He looked back up the alley. Bullet marks had followed him all the way down.

Two cloaked figures flung themselves from the top of the alley wall and lined up next to Sara. Another cloaked person descended from the top of the huge building that served as the other wall. He looked back at Sara, who was clearly gathering all the energy she could. The alley turned black as night and a bright sphere was forming around her. Blue lightning ran around the sphere and her skin was getting darker and darker. The other three were in totally different positions. One in a dark green cloak was standing with his legs about three feet apart, and his fists clenched at his sides looking down. Bright fire-looking licks of green were dancing around him and his spiked hair glowed with sparking electricity. The second had just finished his decent from the building and wore a huge brown-orange overcoat that covered him entirely except for his head from the back. He appeared to have some sort of pole in his sleeve-covered hand. He stood idly for a moment then rose off the ground again. He was hovering motionless in the air and he held his pole diagonally at his side. The last was a girl about the same size and build of Sara with a pure white overcoat that went about halfway down her lower leg and revealed her white pants and white shoes. Sarka’s darkness did not affect her and the air around her remained very bright. She was just standing there motionless, with nothing happening.

The droids had now moved in to about twenty-five meters away. The one in the front of the approaching ‘V’ took a single shot. A huge explosion turned the near pitch-black alley bright electric blue and a blinding lightning bolt shot out from Sara accompanied by an ear piercing scream. Seven droids were obliterated immediately. Clearly spent, Sara tripped her way over to the wall and collapsed in a heap of exhaustion. Just as the alley had turned normal colors again, a green fire blast knocked another two of the approaching droids out of the sky.

Three were left and they were now almost on top of the fighters. The green one stepped aside and began to power up again. The orange one flew towards two of the remaining robots and began swinging his pole around with elaborate sword swinging moves. The whole time he dodged bullets and kept beating them back with incredible force. Meanwhile the girl in the white overcoat continued to stand until motionless. The droid that was approaching her was shooting at her the whole time but the bullets just moved around the outside of her and landed on the ground behind in two distinctly separate piles. The droid landed on the ground and immediately two huge mobs of bullets launched themselves at an incredible speed toward both arms of the robot. They hit almost at the exact same time and the guns exploded in a fiery blast. She immediately threw herself at the body of it and kicked it so tremendously hard that it flew back and slammed to the ground ten feet from its original position. She landed perfectly and just as her feet had touched the ground another green flaming blast that annihilated the remains of the metal. Just as the fuel tank exploded, the other two robots hit the ground. They were covered with dents and holes in their armor, but both had a small hole all the way through them. All of them turned to the orange one who was descending out of the sky with his pole firmly in his hand, covered in oil and fuel.

Sara still rested, fast asleep on the side of the alley, totally exhausted. The three began to regroup and discuss what they were going to do and he came out from his hiding place down at the bottom of the alley, where he had observed everything. He walked up and heard one of them say, “Look here comes the Blue one.”

“What was that all about?” He asked.

“Those were Arkans, we were ambushed.” Said the girl in white.

“You’re all amazing, are you all with Sara?”

“Yes we’re her fellow fighters. I’m White. That’s Green. And that’s Orange”

“Do you have names?”

“My name is Annagatha Sierralexa. You can call me Agatha.”

“Just call me Michel. My name’s way to complicated.” Said the green one.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“You can’t pronounce it without making clicks with you tongue. It doesn’t mean anything anyway. Just call me Mike.”

“I don’t have a real name. People have always just called me Jake. So just call me that.”

“You might have to call us all by our code names in private anyway.” Added Agatha, “We’re all under a dark shroud of secrecy.”

“Well you haven’t exactly kept up with that act now have you?” he remarked looking at the flaming heap of metal on the ground of the alley.

“No we haven’t.” said Orange, “and now we must leave.“

“Tell Sarka it’s a code gray. She’ll wake up within a minute or two.” Said Agatha.

“Remember,” Said Mike, “code gray.” He leapt up to the alley ledge and disappeared over the fence.

Orange flipped up his collar and walked down to the parking lot. He glanced back, and vanished around the corner.

“Don’t worry about Sarka, she’ll be fine.” She pulled a white hat out of her overcoat and put it on as she walked through the ruble of the robots, out of the alley and down the street.

Now he was alone with Sara and a bunch of burning rubble. All that had just happened ran through his head, ‘Those three fighters are the legendary protectors of a planet in a totally different star system. They’re aliens, from billions of miles away. That battle was incredible; what were all those different powers and abilities? And Sara, what a huge release of energy, the physics of it would drive a scientist insane. How could she have controlled that much power? What was going on here?’

He looked over at her and she groaned and opened her eyes. “How long have they been gone?”

“Ten seconds, it’s a code gray”

“Good, go over to Ted’s house and stay there for a while. Until you see me. Then call home and go back. It’ll be safe then.”

“I have a lot of stuff to sort out now. I must go. I’ll tell you when we will meet again. Don’t worry, my head’s just tired, I’m fine” She headed towards the top of the alley.

“Wait. Sara.” She turned. “Who are you? How did you do that? How are you alive?”

“I’ll tell you tomorrow, those are all very long stories. Meet me here at ten in the morning, tell your parents that you’re going for a run. They’ll believe you. I’ll make them. And this time, don’t be late.” At that, she walked past the robots on the ground and down the street after Agatha. 

1/7 Bad News

“The south has supplied Chaos with the necessary information and they are planning to invade in two hours. We must seek shelter now, they will surely kill us if we are captured.” Said Mazer.

“We must seek shelter on one of the recon posts in the South Seas. There we shall await the coming of the saviors.” Said the President.

“We must assign some leaders to command while we are gone, we can give them instructions through a 2-way covert message system.”

“We must leave at once.”

“We will use the omega tunnel, although it is not complete, it is our last hope. 

