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ZERO level

Part 1: Awakening of the Dragon (Preview)

By David Westphal

Chapter 1: Dimensional Portal


Marcus Dracon, or Commander DarkAngel to the Global Defense Initiative, stood silently in front of the window that separated him from the comforts of his quarters and the black void of space. He was 6’ 10”, had a muscular build, amber eyes, and a black glove over his right hand. Out in the distance, some thirty thousand kilometers away, DarkAngel could see the U.S.S Firestorm, the GDI flagship, still under construction. The room was silent at the moment, and DarkAngel stood calm and poised. 

This is it. My answers about my past will be found in a matter of hours. He thought. 

He looked down at his watch and noticed the time. Suddenly, he could sense his wife waking up.


“Sara?” He said softly as he walked over to the bed and sat down next to her, resting his hand lightly on her back.


“Is it already time?” She replied sleepily as she stretched. She looked up at him and kissed him softly.


“Yes,” He said as her lips parted his. “Let’s head to the briefing room.”

*
*
*


DarkAngel walked down the corridor with his wife at his side and entered Section 5, Level B of the space station Philadelphia II. 

The Philadelphia II was a massive space station, measuring nearly 2 miles in diameter (including the other outcroppings), about a mile in height, and with a crew of nearly 3,000, and around 2,000 on-site soldiers. It was capable of sustaining human life’s every need due to an environmental system installed deep within the bowels of the ship. Originally, the first Philadelphia station was an orbiting command post used for the GDI’s campaign against the terrorist organization, The Brotherhood of NOD, and their leader Kane. But after the Second “Tiberium War” ended (resulting in the dissolution of NOD and the supposed death of Kane) the first station was condemned and then later reconstructed as a orbiting satellite on the new Philadelphia. The center area of the ship was the living area and the outer satellites were the military command and deployment. DarkAngel had headed to the Command tier (Section 5).

A man quickly waked up to the commander and clicked his heels. “Sir!” he said as he saluted DarkAngel. “Here is the movement report that you asked for on the Scrin, sir.” The man handed him a flat-screen palmpad. “Lieutenant Witchblade.” He said plainly as he saluted DarkAngel’s wife.  

DarkAngel quickly glanced over the pad and handed it back to the man. “Thank you, Ensign Larait. I’ll expect you to give your reports to Captain Silvertail while I’m away.” Larait saluted DarkAngel and walked away. DarkAngel continued on his way to the briefing room. 

“Mark,” Witchblade said softly.

“Hmm?”

“What do you think that we will find once we find your mother?”

DarkAngel sighed as they finally came to the room. “I truly don’t know what to expect. All that I know is that her name is Washu Hakubi and the coordinates at which to find her.”

Witchblade smiled and combed her brown hair back with a bio-metallic vine coated right hand. “Any idea what she looks like?”

DarkAngel shook his head.

“Any guess on hair color?”

DarkAngel shook his head again, but wondered why she asked. Suddenly, Witchblade tugged on his black-and-red hair.

“I think I can guess.” She smiled.

DarkAngel scooped her up with one arm and laughed. “What, you think she’s the one who gave me those bizarre natural red streaks in my hair?”

She kissed him and he slowly set her back down. Suddenly, they heard a wolf-whistle from behind them. Both their attentions turned to a cheetah-like man with orange eyes and black military fatigues on. His reddish hair was slightly out of order; some combed back while the rest stayed slightly parted over his ears.

“Having a little fun before you brief us, eh DarkAngel?” He said with his arms crossed and his metallic tail moving about behind him. He grinned with a wide smile, showing off all of his sharp teeth.

“Always the peeping tom, aren’t you Cheetor?” DarkAngel replied as the door opened.

Cheetor was one of DarkAngel’s good friends that he had found on a mission that took place some twenty years ago, and since then he had changed. Cheetor was part of a race of androids, known as Cybertronians, who had the ability to ‘transform’ into an animal, but after arriving in DarkAngel’s universe (with two of his friends), he (and his friends) used bio-engineering to become almost humanoid, but they still retained their ability to turn their skin into metal. In addition to this transformation, he took on a human name.


DarkAngel motioned for Cheetor to enter the room. “After you, Leo.” Cheetor shrugged.


Everyone filed into the room, with the cheetah-man in the lead.

*
*
*


“Morning everyone.” DarkAngel said as he walked to the head of the room. The commander took a seat at the head of the table and looked around at the rest of his officers, who just happened to be his closest friends.


“Morning, Mark.” Silverbolt said. Silverbolt was a highly respected GDI officer and the same species as Cheetor, only taking on the appearance of a wolf/humanoid with hazel eyes, and a firm British accent. He had also, over the past few years, grown a bit of a ponytail off the back of his head, which he had tied up at the moment. DarkAngel had found Silverbolt the same way he had found Cheetor.


“Would you mind explaining the reason for waking us up this early?” Blackarachnia said drearily. She was the Chief Engineer for the station, and also Silverbolt’s wife. She too was a Cybertronian, but had a fully human appearance with a slight hint of Asian, instead of being merged with an animal.


“I figured that if I get the Portal operating at maximum efficiency using most of the Philadelphia’s power, before it’s used for theater operations, that I’ll be able to guarantee it’ll work.”


Everyone’s head sunk at the last sentence. They distinctly remembered when he had not tested his inventions in the past…and the repercussions that followed.


“You mean to tell me that you haven’t even tested the portal to see if it even works?” Cheetor yelled as he slammed his hand down on the table. “We’ve all seen what happens when you don’t test things, and you’re asking us to use the portal?”


“Well, yes.” DarkAngel said plainly, “But I assure you that the blueprints state how to operate the device using our JumpGate, and I absolutely guarantee that everything will work.”


“You better be absolutely fucking positive that it will work, or I swear to God that I’ll kick your ass.” He raised threatening a fist.


DarkAngel didn’t say a word.


“Easy Cheetor, let’s not get too hasty, okay?” Blackarachnia said to try and prevent an ensuing brawl.


Cheetor calmed himself down and sat back into his seat.


“Okay now, with that out of the way, I’d like to get to some important business that was brought to my attention this morning—“


“The Scrin, perhaps?” Silverbolt interrupted.


“Right, I believe that you all had the chance to see the report made by Mr. Ikon?”


Blackarachnia sighed, “Fifteen detected hacks, five spies, and a sabotage to the EVA unit; is it just me or are we getting sluggish?”


“Why does this Scrin bullshit happen to our division? Why not the main?” Cheetor commented.


“You forget Cheetor,” DarkAngel began, “We’re pretty much the main division now. The other divisions handle the more territorial battles.” Cheetor gave a simple “Eh.” 


“You know what this means, right?”

“We may have to revert to the old system…” Witchblade answered.


Silverbolt stood up in retort, “But that system was so encrypted that even top GDI officials had trouble just using it!” He paused, then continued. “DNA test, EKG frequency, Retinal Scan, plus a passcode and fingerprint just to get on the bloody servers!”


“Hence the reason we should revert!” DarkAngel was quick to mention. “I developed the highest level of encryption in the known universe, 2048-bit to be exact, and I didn’t see the need for changing it two years ago. In addition to that, the testing processes made it nearly impermeable.”


Blackarachnia agreed with DarkAngel, “Well, he is right, you know.”


Silverbolt sighed, “Alright, I’ll inform Tau, Harris, and I’yro that were changing the system.” He said, referring to the other commanders in the GDI, “Only after I get the ‘go ahead’ will we proceed.” He looked to his wife, “Alyssa, how long will it take to revert the system?”


“About a week or so.”


“Alright then, get to preparing it.” He then looked at DarkAngel, “What about you? When are you leaving?”


“In a half-hour, if we can get the rest of the meetings done quick enough.” He replied as he stood up.


“That soon? I thought that the DPG had to charge up,”


“I already charged it. It’s been ready to go since this morning.”


“Hmph,” He grunted, “Okay then, are you going to take Keylakku and the Dragonheart?”


“Yep.”


“What for?” Cheetor asked.


“Who knows. It might come in handy.” He paused, “What are you bringing?”


“I’ll just pack my usual stuff, “He casually replied.


“No cigs Leo. You know that that humanoid body is only mortal.”


Cheetor didn’t like it when DarkAngel commented on his habits, especially smoking. “Whatever.” He sighed.


DarkAngel looked over at the stack of reports sitting next to him. “Right then, let’s get down to business…”

*
*
* 

After a half-hour of more meetings, preparations and packing, DarkAngel signaled the technician to activate the DGP as he stood at it’s entrance. The booming sound of the energy turbines being activated deafened almost all the other sounds in the room. Finally, the vortex opened up in front of him and stabilized, ending the noise. The Tech looked down to his monitor, and back up to the three standing at the portal’s opening, giving the thumbs up.

He was surprised that the portal had no shimmering texture, but instead was a dull glowing orange. But as he usually does things, DarkAngel shrugged it off and walked into the portal, followed by Witchblade, and Cheetor who had a gunnysack thrown over his shoulder. For a split second there was a strange tingling sensation in all their bodies as they were thrown through time and space itself, but once that was over they appeared over a field. They suddenly realized where they were: floating some 100 feet in the air, right over a carrot patch. Before they could scream they began to plummet to the Earth, crashing into it with the force of a freight train colliding a wall. 

In the distance a woman with cyan hair awoke to a strange feeling, “What the hell was that?”

Chapter 2: A Chance Encounter

“I wonder what that was,” Ryoko said silently to herself, “Maybe I should go check it out.” 

As she put on her clothes she suddenly felt a sharp pain in her head. Shrugging it off, she began to float down the steps, being careful not to wake anybody.

A tall woman with cyan hair and features that rivaled a supermodel, Ryoko Hakubi had a hidden power inside the perfect finesse of a woman. Standing 6’ 0”, Ryoko was by far one of the most interesting people to be staying at the Masaki house. 

Around seven hundred years ago, Ryoko was imprisoned in a cave near the Masaki Shrine after attacking the planet Jurai against her will. After losing the battle with Jurai’s best warrior, Yosho, after being chased to earth, she fell into a deep unconscious state and was to be forever imprisoned in the cave…

Until fate intervened… 

While in the cave, Ryoko was able to cast and astral projection of herself outside of the cave and see what was going on. That’s when she met the future love of her life, Tenchi Masaki. Sure enough, he could sense her existence, and that sense evolved into curiosity. Eventually, Tenchi found a way to break into the cave and satisfy his curiosity, only to realize that his actions had released a demon that was partially degraded, but still alive. 

So many years with her mind in another place had caused Ryoko’s body to decompose, and when Tenchi had found her, he was confronted by a mummy-like figure instead of a beautiful, young (well, sort of) woman. A chance encounter with her true form would set in motion a string of adventures and follies that would bring together not only Ryoko and Tenchi, but introduce many more people into the Masaki house.

One of these people just happened to be her creator, or “mother” as Ryoko had grown to calling her, Washu Hakubi.


But that was seven years ago, and things had changed dramatically.


Ryoko had decided to act more like an earthling and even go as far as follow Tenchi to a college, her records being foraged by her ‘genius’ mother, and get a better understanding of earth. She spent four years in that college and indeed did get a better understanding of earth than she had from living in a cave for seven hundred years.


But college life was boring. No space-travel, no intergalactic calls from her friend, Princess Ayeka Jurai (with the exception of a protected citizen rights document from planet Jurai, handed down from the Holy Council of Jurai itself), and almost no time with Tenchi.


College had ended only a year ago, Ryoko graduating with a BS in historical cultures (700 years would help with that). Now Ryoko was back at the house and nothing exciting had happened during that time.


Until now…


It’s been so long since we’ve had a spaceship crash in the field, Ryoko thought.

Ryoko had finally made it out of the house and sped to the carrot field, expecting to find a spaceship. 

That was definitely NOT what she found.

There were three people, a cat-like man with human features, another man who was very tall and had a broad chest, and a woman with a strange metallic gauntlet on. But that wasn’t what shocked her; one of the men who was lying on his back had a small triangular symbol with a dragon inside on his left shoulder…the ZERO symbol.

A ZERO being? Alive? She thought.

According to old galactic records, ZERO beings were supposed to be creatures of immense power…

But the last one died nearly 10 millennia ago…

Suddenly he twitched and quietly spoke to himself, “Leo was right, next time I should test my inventions before using them.” Sitting upright and dusting himself off, he looked at Ryoko with a bit of a start. Suddenly, both of them felt odd just looking at each other.

The man began to speak, “Uh, my name is Commander DarkAngel, and what is yours?”

“Ryoko. Ryoko Hakubi.” Ryoko replied as she watched DarkAngel stand up. Her jaw almost dropped when she saw how truly tall he was. 

He held out his right hand. Ryoko was surprised to see a black glove on it. “Pleased to meet you miss—!“ Then it hit him, “HAKUBI?” He stared at her closely.

“Uh, is something wrong?” Ryoko replied with a bit of worry in her voice as the man leaned forward, wide eyed, and stared at her.

“Do you know a Miss Washu Hakubi?” DarkAngel asked, trying to lead to his much wanted answer.

Ryoko seemed taken aback at how he knew her mother’s name. She suddenly could feel a strange presence in her mind; a foreign sense of excitement and darkness flooded into her thoughts. Ryoko tried to block it out.

I bet you can hear me, right? DarkAngel asked her telepathically.

Now Ryoko was really worried. Here, a total stranger suddenly crashes into a field, with no ship, and suddenly knows her mother’s name and can communicate telepathically?! Suddenly as if he read her trail of logic, DarkAngel began to chuckle.

“Well, well, well. I guess we are related, speaking that I can enter your mind and know what you’re feeling.” DarkAngel turned around and began to approach his two companions that were still matted to the field.

“R-related?” Ryoko stammered. She stepped closer as DarkAngel scooped up Witchblade into his arms, holding her with a delicate touch.

“Well, I probed your thoughts a second ago and found out that, well, I’m your brother.”

Ryoko was stunned, “B-brother?”

“We have the same mother; Washu Hakubi.” DarkAngel raised an eyebrow at Ryoko, “You mean you didn’t sense this as well?”

Ryoko could only shake her head.

DarkAngel looked down at Cheetor briefly before looking back at Ryoko. “Um, can I ask a favor of you?”

“What is it?” she replied blatantly.

“Help my buddy Cheetor on his feet, he’s almost unconscious.” He looked at the sack on the ground a few yards from their spot, “And forget his stuff, I’ll get it later.”

Ryoko threw one of Cheetor’s arms over her shoulder and helped him up onto his feet. He let out a small moan and tried to stand, but to no avail. Ryoko heard him mutter something along the lines of “Goddamn son-of-a-bitch…” as he put some of his weight on Ryoko. Once again, DarkAngel briefly chuckled.

“What?” Ryoko asked inquisitively.

“I’d never expect someone of your beauty be able to lift a man with ease who has a bio-titanium skeleton.” 

Ryoko’s face turned crimson. “Uh, is that some kind of compliment?”

“Part of it, yes. The rest is just an observation.”

Although Cheetor was trying to stand, he still couldn’t support his own weight. Ryoko took noticed this and hovered a few inches of the ground to equal his height. Jeez, He’s got to be an easy 6’ 7”! Ryoko thought to herself.

“And he’s also somewhere around 400 pounds, not including his equipment.” DarkAngel added after reading Ryoko’s mind.

Instead of Ryoko becoming afraid of her ‘brother’ entering her mind, she was beginning to become filled with anger. “Will you cut that out?!” She yelled to his amusement. “Don’t you start doing that.”

“Who, moi?” DarkAngel replied comically. “Let me guess, our mother does that to you constantly, I take it?”

“Yes,” She snapped. She was surprised how confidant DarkAngel was that Washu was his mother. Was he really her brother?

As they walked down the dirt road to the Masaki House, DarkAngel took a brief glance at his sister. His eyes did a quick scan of her entire body; She appeared to be human, only with amber eyes, slightly long ears, and cyan hair (and damn good looks, he didn’t add), but DarkAngel detected a power that was hidden deep, deep within her. He looked at her left wrist; there was some sort of red gem embedded into it. He looked at it closer…

That’s strange… He thought, that gem looks just like the ones embedded in the Dragonheart. 

He quickly glanced down to the leather satchel on his hip and made sure that the sword was still inside it. Suddenly, Ryoko shot a quick glance at him, her eyes staring him down.

What do you think you’re up to? She asked him telepathically.

Nothing, just noticing how similar we are… Was his reply.

Ryoko decided to do the same. Indeed, DarkAngel and Ryoko’s eyes were the same color…but there was something different about his eyes. Suddenly, Ryoko noticed that his eyes had four tiny triangles that were all directed to the center, rotating around. Was he a cyborg? He was indeed big enough to be one, standing an enormous 6’ 10”, with a face that had sharp, eagle-like features, and a goatee that added to the tough exterior. But he was wearing casual clothing; a pair of black carpenter’s pants and combat boots, a white button-down shirt with a circular eagle insignia on the breast pocket. But he also had a black glove covering his right hand. Overall, he seemed pretty normal (except for his height).

She also looked at the woman in his arms: She was fairly tall, probably just a bit taller than she was, had long black hair that shimmered with the sunlight, slightly tanned skintone (similar to that of a Latino), and a kind face. But what caught her eye was that strange gauntlet…   

But Ryoko knew that this man, DarkAngel, had something to hide. She could tell that, somewhere deep within the recesses of his mind, he was holding something back. 

Maybe I could enter his mind… She plotted.

Suddenly, DarkAngel seemed to become slightly worried. “Don’t.” He blurted.

Ryoko gave him a quizzical look, “Don’t what?” She could sense his worry…but for what reason?

“Please, don’t try and read my mind.” He stated, “That is all.”

He was so brief and quick to the point that Ryoko immediately heeded his advice. She could barely feel his emotions…

Emotions? Did they share an empathetic link? What does all this mean…? Ryoko said in her mind.

Finally, Ryoko and DarkAngel reached a gate where two large, what appeared to be round wooden blocks greeted them.

“Good morning, Miss Ryoko. I didn’t see you leave the house. Did you teleport?” The one on the right said as Ryoko pushed the gate open with her free hand, revealing a house in the distance across a lake. The wooden guard had a red, what appeared to be, letter for it’s name.

“Morning Kamidake,” Ryoko replied, “And yes, I did teleport.”

The other wooden guard turned and looked at DarkAngel, “And who might you be?” It asked, it’s voice deeper that it’s counterpart.

“My name is Commander DarkAngel.” He promptly replied. “And you?” The deep purple jewel at the top of the guard seemed to act as the eye, DarkAngel determined.

“My name is Azaka, Sir.” The Guardian formally replied. “Might I ask what military you work for, Commander?”

“Please, call me DarkAngel.” He politely asked the guardian. “As for your question, I work for the Global Defense Initiative, Special Forces Division.”

“Special Forces Division?”

“We handle all space-oriented and inter-planetary battles involving allies of the GDI.”

“What brings the GDI here?” Kamidake asked.

“I’m actually here for my own personal reasons. I’m looking for my mother, Wa--”

Ryoko interrupted him with an ahem and nodded towards the house past the gates. DarkAngel nodded to the two Guardians and followed Ryoko across the concrete bridge to the house.

“That man bears a striking resemblance to someone from my past, before I became a guardian.” Azaka commented after Ryoko and DarkAngel walked away.

Kamidake turned to face his comrade. “Oh? Who?”

“A man named Arturus Dracon.”

“You mean Lord Arturus Dracon?” He replied, somewhat shocked.

“Yes, of the Dragonian Empire.”

“Could that be his son?”

Azaka turned for one more look at DarkAngel before he disappeared into the house. “It is very possible…”

Chapter 3: The Past Revealed

DarkAngel and Ryoko had made it inside the house, and were surprised to find everyone in the house waiting for them in the living room. DarkAngel looked at everyone; they all had the same dead-tired look on all their faces (after all, it was about 8:00 Zulu time). He noticed that two of them were wearing some kind of police uniform labeled with the letters “GP” on it, a short red-haired woman staring straight at him, a young man staring at him, a woman with long purple hair, and a teenage girl sleeping whilst standing. Without a word, DarkAngel walked over to the couch and set Witchblade down on it. Ryoko eased Cheetor on the other couch in the same room. DarkAngel started to scan Witchblade with a small device pulled from nowhere.  

Suddenly the small, red-haired woman interrupted him. “Get her down into my lab, I’ll have her healed in no time.” Without another word, the small woman directed him back into the hallway.


DarkAngel entered the closet door, and suddenly found himself in a gigantic lab with Witchblade cradled in his arms; he felt that he could trust the small woman he was following, and in an honest opinion, he didn’t have much of a choice. His wife lay lifeless in his arms, suffering from massive internal bleeding and a separated disk in her back, and unless something could be done quickly, she would be paralyzed from the waist down.


He took one brief look at the woman he was following: Rose-red hair…


Much like the same color of the streaks in his hair…


“Hold on, my love,” He whispered into her ears, “I think I found my answer…”

*
*
*


Cheetor was disoriented, confused, and had the most painful headache he ever thought possible. He tried opening his eyes but the light from outside only made his headache worse. Hold on Cheetor, He thought to himself, You’ll be better in no time…


“Hey, I think he’s coming around!” He heard a teenager say.


“I certainly hope so.” Said a different female voice. This one had more nobility about it. “I wonder who he is?”


“Cheetor…” was all he could mutter out.


“I think he said his name is Cheetor…” Said yet another female voice.


Cheetor tried opening his eyes one more time, this time tolerating the retinal flares. He stared at the women with his pair of orange blinking eyes, and could see four pairs of eyes blinking back at him. He tried to prop himself onto his shoulders, but the pain in his back was too great, and instead just fell back onto the couch.


“Sasami, go fetch some water, quick!” The noble voice shouted out.


“Okay!” The teen replied. She scurried off into the kitchen and emerged a few moments later with a filled glass of water.


Cheetor gave one more shot at sitting up, and this time he was able to do it with little pain at all. “Where am I?” he asked as he took the glass. What did DarkAngel say? He suddenly tried to remember.


“You are at the Masaki house.” The noble one spoke up. “My name is Princess Ayeka.”


“I’m Sasami!” The spiky haired teen said.


Cheetor took another sip from the glass and looked at the two. “Well, My name is Lieutenant Commander Cheetor of the Global Defense Initiative.” He suddenly remembered what DarkAngel had said before stepping into that portal. Trust me…


Now Cheetor remembered his promise… 

*
*
*


In the depths of Washu’s lab, DarkAngel stood silently next to the unconscious body of his wife. Somehow, that small, red-haired woman just happened to have a gigantic lab with a regeneration and medical center in it. Although DarkAngel’s brain was trying to come up with a logical explanation of how a lab that was easily a football field in length could fit into a broom closet that was less than one tenth it’s size, he decided to use a simple explanation: It exists because it does. He clasped her hand in his and prayed silently.


When you come to, I’ll ask…


Ryoko, meanwhile, walked towards her mother, who was sitting in front of her holographic laptop running scans on their new guest. Ryoko quickly checked her distance from DarkAngel and hoped that she was out of his earshot.


“Mom!” She silently snapped.


The sound caused Washu to jump, but she steadied herself and looked towards her daughter. “Yes, Ryoko?”


“Does this guy look familiar to you at all?” She pointed behind herself to the silent DarkAngel.


Washu glanced back, and shook her head. “Nope, never met him at all.”


Tenchi, who happened to walk behind Ryoko as she entered the lab, now stood next to her. “What are you trying to get at, Ryoko?”


Ryoko looked at Tenchi, then looked back at her mother. “I’m asking because he says that he’s your son!”


Both Washu and Tenchi had a shocked expression on their faces. “What?!” Washu almost yelled.


“He was able to read my mind! He could even speak to me telepathically!”


“Are you serious, Ryoko?” Tenchi asked.


Ryoko nodded. Washu took another look at their tall guest, and suddenly, he looked back at her.


“Miss, I entrust this woman’s life with you. I’m going to check on my other friend.” DarkAngel stated before he walked away, and disappeared through a doorway that materialized next to him.


Washu suddenly recognized his face and voice. “Art!” She gasped. But DarkAngel had already left the room. Quickly, she shot from her seat and ran towards the door that was beginning to close, throwing it open, then running into the void.


Both Ryoko and Tenchi briefly looked at each other in silence then decided to take chase.


DarkAngel emerged from the lab and didn’t even get a split second before Cheetor lunged forward from the living room, bringing his right fist straight into the giant’s gut. DarkAngel doubled over and coughed out the last remaining air in his lungs, Cheetor brought his elbow down on his neck, and followed through with a knee to his face. DarkAngel launched from the hallway into the living room and landed hard on the wooden floor. 

The entire attack couldn’t have lasted more than a few seconds, but it still left everyone in the room in shock. Nobody moved at all as the 6’ 7” Cheetor snapped his neck from side to side and walked towards his defeated opponent.


“Damnit Mark, I warned you about those inventions of yours!” He said as he stepped into the hallway. “I told you that I’d kick your ass if you didn’t test them first!” The fallen hero began to pick himself up from the broken floorboards, wiping the blood from the corner of his mouth and swallowing what little was in it.


“Jeez, you didn’t have to fucking hit me so hard!” He said back. He looked at the blood on his fingertips and looked back at his friend. “Wow, you actually made me bleed internally.”


Cheetor’s eyes showed just a hint of surprise. He looked at the blood, then looked back into the eyes of DarkAngel. “You feeling alright?”


DarkAngel shook his head clear of any remaining dizziness and stood up, wiping the blood on his pants. Cheetor helped DarkAngel steady himself. “You know what this means right?”


“What?”


“I’m gonna have to get back at you for this—“ He cut himself short as they noticed the shocked expressions on all of the occupant’s faces. Both Cheetor and DarkAngel exchanged looks and then shrugged. Cheetor looked at the cracked floor tiles in the living room. 


“Guess this means I’m on repair duty, eh?” He breathed.


“Yep.” He replied plainly.


“Alright Mark,” He paused and looked again at the shocked looks of the house’s occupants, “Uh, maybe we need to give introductions first.”


Washu stood silently as the rest of the house stepped forward to greet the new guests. Her mind was cycling through multiple memories of her 20,000-year long past, trying to remember where she had seen this man. Suddenly, the memory of a young boy cradled in her arms shot itself forward into her vision…


It was her child…


She looked at the man in the living room, and forced more memories to surface. The face of another man standing next to her began to take shape, and became clearer. There was a loud explosion in her distant memory, and the sound of emergency alarms going off. Then the scene began to unfold; she hugged the child closely, her face soaked with tears, and then laid him softly into a small pod. The pod suddenly shot into the depths of space, and more emotions caused the young Washu to shake with anxiety, until the man standing next to her held her close.


He will find you… A deep voice said, It will be a long time, but our son, Marcus, will find you someday…


“Marcus?” She said to herself silently as she looked at the gigantic man standing in the center of the room. Then everything clicked together in her head, and Washu began to shake at the realization.


He will find you…


“Oh my god!” She gasped. Suddenly everyone’s attention was turned to the red-haired scientist.


“What is it?” DarkAngel asked.


Washu’s eyes filled with tears of happiness and in a quick flash, DarkAngel was looking at not a small, red-haired woman, but a much taller, and more adult looking woman with light green eyes. She ran across the room, crying with absolute joy, and hugged Marcus tightly. “You’re alive! You’re alive…” She repeated several times.


“Wh-what?” He replied in a flustered manner. Then he did a quick mental scan and found his answer. “Mother?!” 


Now it all made sense. He knew that he could trust this woman before even asking what her name was. He remembered that while he was in the lab, he had overheard Ryoko say something along the lines of ‘mom’, but he couldn’t be sure. No…he was sure that she said, but he wanted Sara to be there with him when he found out…


I am here, my love… A voice said in the back of his head. He looked back into the hallway and saw that his wife was standing in the doorway. Somehow, she had fully healed in a matter of seconds. DarkAngel smiled to her as she walked into the room and stood next to her husband.


Cheetor seemed to be overwhelmed at the current events. First, DarkAngel’s invention, untested, goes FUBAR and gives them a harsh landing. Second, he awakes to find himself in a house filled with women (a dream come true, he thought), one of them being royalty! And finally, DarkAngel finds his birthmother! He stood there, overwhelmed at all the events that had taken place in such a short time.


When Cheetor noticed that Witchblade was back to normal, he made his decision. “Mark, um, I’m gonna go recover my things from the field. I’ll leave you to get acquainted with your family.” With that said he decided to bow out and leave the room.


“What’s up with him?” Sasami asked.


“I don’t know.” DarkAngel replied.


Sasami looked at Ayeka briefly, as if to ask her sister to follow him. She understood, nodded and followed after Cheetor.


As Ayeka left, she heard DarkAngel begin his little introduction. “My name is Commander…”

*
*
*


What’s going on here? Cheetor thought to himself as he walked across the concrete walkway leading to the other side of the lake. All he told me yesterday is that he had to do something ‘family oriented’ and that it might be fun to come along…I never expected that he would find his birthmother and his sister! His hand began to shake a little. Why am I so nervous? He asked himself, forcing his hands to stop quivering. He walked towards the front gate and pushed it open.


“Good morning.” Kamidake said as he turned to face Cheetor.


Obviously, he had been caught off-guard by the guardian and quickly reacted. “Whoa, what the—?“ He turned around and stared at the inanimate wooden post. He sighed after he came to the conclusion that his mind was playing tricks on him. “I need a cigarette…” he said under his breath. Without a word, he turned around and walked in the direction of the carrot field.


“I wonder what his problem is?” Kamidake asked his counterpart.  


“I don’t know.” Azaka replied.


Cheetor arrived at the field a few moments later and began the search for his things. At first, he had no clue where any of his items were; everything from the landing was still blurred. He spotted the impressions of human figures in the soft earth not only ten yards from his position, and sure enough, his sack was only a few more yards from that. He walked over to it and untied the string sealing the top. 


He didn’t pack much into the gunnysack; just a few pieces of clothing, a old bottle of Jack Daniel’s dated 1995 (luckily wrapped in the clothes and unbroken), his gun case, and finally his pack of Brazilian Cigarettes…which were under the gun case.


“Damnit…” Cheetor whined. He pulled out the crushed box and opened it; the smokes in disarray and tobacco all over the inside of the package. He rummaged through it and pulled out one, slightly bent, still intact, cigarette. He eyed it, shrugged, and held it in his mouth. He searched the pockets of his GDI combat jacket and pulled out his lighter. Smoke ‘em if ya got ‘em… he said to himself as he lit the cigarette. He quickly checked over his stuff one more time, confident that nothing was seriously broken and pulled the ties tight.


Ayeka had watched him from a distance and now decided to approach him. “Excuse me!” She calmly asked while standing right behind him.


Cheetor was once again on edge and stood up, spun around, drawing out a cocked pistol from his belt and pointing it at his assailant. Ayeka gasped as the black gun barrel brushed her forehead and froze still. Cheetor, now fully attentive, looked at Ayeka and quickly reset the hammer and placed it back in it’s holster. “Oh Jeez,” He sighed, “I’m so sorry Lady Ayeka. I’m just a little jumpy right now.”


Ayeka took in a few deep breaths and calmed herself down. “It’s okay.” She looked at the cigarette in his mouth. “You smoke?”


“Try not to,” He said as he picked up the gunnysack, “But I just can’t quit.”


“Oh.” She said quietly. Her voice had a hint of disappointment in it.


Cheetor tossed the bag over his shoulder and turned back to walk back to the house, trying to finish off his cigarette as soon as possible. “I’m gonna use this vacation time to quit though.” He said.


“Vacation time?” Ayeka asked. This is a vacation for him?

Cheetor puffed down the cigarette, finished it, and buried it into the ground with his foot. “Yeah. Mark just invited me on this trip saying it would pretty much be a vacation.”


Ayeka then realized something: he didn’t even know what was going on. “You mean to tell me he never mentioned anything about his mother up until this point?”


“No, he’s mentioned something about his mother before, and he told me about the DGP, but he never put the two together for me.” He was quick to explain. The he realized something, “Come to think of it, he never fully explained why he was building the DGP in the first place.”


Ayeka seemed puzzled, “DGP?”


“It stands for Dimensional Portal Generator.” He scratched his head. “It’s some sort of device that his father told him how to build while he was in limbo.”


Things only became more confusing for Ayeka. “Limbo?”


Cheetor sighed, “Long story, I’ll let him explain it instead.” Off a few feet ahead of them was the gate, and Azaka and Kamidake ready to greet them.


“Explain to me one thing though, Mr. Cheetor,”


“Shoot.” He shrugged. “By the way, call me Leo if you want.”


“Very well then. Anyway, why did Washu call him Marcus?” Now they were standing at the gate.


Cheetor chuckled, “Well, his real name is Marcus Dracon, but everyone else knows him as DarkAngel.”


The last name struck Ayeka like a hammer, “D-Dracon?!”


“You sound surprised.” He observed.

“I have every right to be because the Dracons were a royal family twenty millennia ago!”

The old mercenary burst into laughter.

“What’s so funny?”

“Royalty? DarkAngel? Oh please…” He massaged his temples, “You’d think that the this Dracon is related to whatever Dracon you’re talking about?”

“The Dracon I am talking about is Lord Arturus Dracon of the Dragonian Empire.”

The playful look on Cheetor’s face faded when she mentioned Arturus. “That’s his father…” he said silently as he pushed open the gate.

“Did you say Arturus Dracon was his father?!” Asked the guardian Azaka.

Cheetor, who had come to the conclusion earlier that he was going insane, now he really thought that he was hallucinating. “What in the name of God?!” He recoiled.

Ayeka covered her smile and laughed, “He’s new, Azaka.”

“Oh.” Akaza replied. The giant log then tipped forward in a bow, “It is an honor to meet you, Lieutenant Commander Kahn.”

Cheetor held the sack over his shoulder, and put a fist on his hip, “Now how the hell did you figure that?”

“Um, by the field jacket you’re wearing.” He let the old mercenary look down at it briefly. “I’ve seen a similar jacket worn by soldiers on the History Channel when they cover operation Desert Storm,”

“Your name is also on it, too.” Kamidake added.

History Channel?!  Cheetor thought in his mind, “Wha—what? Did you say History Channel? What planet is this?”

Ayeka look with a almost dumbfounded expression at Leo, “Why, Earth of course.”

Without a word, Cheetor bolted for the house, sack still in hand, and flung open the door, interrupting DarkAngel in mid sentence. “What were the coordinates?”

DarkAngel cocked a brow at his friend, “That was rude to burst in like that—“

“The location, NOW!” 

“Why is it so important?” He said with crossed arms.

“Ayeka tells me that this planet is Earth!”

“It is.” The scientist Washu stated matter-of-factly.

A barely visible vein bulged on Cheetor’s head. “You promised me, and yourself, no more time travel!”

“Leo, calm down…” DarkAngel attempted. “It’s not what you think…”

“Then explain to me how in the hell we go through a portal, fall into a goddamn carrot patch in—“

“Okayama.” Sasami helped.

“Thank you; and I learn that this GDI field jacket, “ he grabbed the GDI logo on the shoulder and tugged on it, “Is similar to one from a war that never took place on our Earth?!”

“Later, Leo, I explain it all later…” Cheetor took a few deep breaths and calmed down and DarkAngel continued. He opened the satchel on his side and pulled out two objects: a leather-bound book with some alien writing on it and…

“The Dragonheart…” Washu spoke in a barely audible whisper as the golden dragon-headed energy sword was removed. Then he is dead… Washu was surprised to feel a tear run down her cheek even thought she had spent many years cutting off her emotions, and quickly brushed it away. All will be explained later… She reminded herself.

“Well, if you’re going to take a breather and go to your island, Mark, then I’ll just chill out here.” Cheetor said as he set the sack down on the couch and stretched his arms. “Got an open room in this hotel?” He jested.

Tenchi, the ‘owner’ of the house, nodded, “I think I can find a room somewhere.”

Cheetor looked up and spotted an overhead-scaffolding beam. It had plenty of stretching room, and was wide enough to lie on. “Wait a moment,” Cheetor said as he pondered, “I think I found my spot.” Showing off a feat that only a cat could perform, Cheetor crouched down and then sprung up at the ceiling, catching the scaffold with a claw and pulling himself up on the beam. Lying back on the beam, he stretched out his arms once more, yawned, and reclined. “This is great!”

“A beam, Leo? You know you have a bed on the Philadelphia.” DarkAngel questioned.

“’To deny one’s instincts is to deny what makes us individual’” He quoted.

“’Make do with what you can’ more describes your habits.”

The old cat lazily stared back down at the commander. “A bottle of JD and a place to rest is good enough for me.” He briefly looked around his claimed spot and spotted a bottle of aged Japanese sake and a drinking saucer. With greedy fingers he grabbed the bottle and saucer. “Looks like someone knew I was coming!” He said excitedly.

DarkAngel just waved him off, “Whatever. I’m outta here.”

