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This story about ‘Grizz’ is dedicated
to my son, James, for without his brilliant inspiration
this story would not have made it to print.
As the first big fan of Grizz, James
made some suggestions which
brought the character Grizz to life.
...RAGE!!!...
Blind rage has been the choice to reach for power and control throughout the ages. When parts from an alien anatomy is grafted into the body of a human child, slowly replacing his original human flesh, consequences quickly begin to weigh in. Unrest, impatience and an unsettled grasp for establishing dominance not only goes wrong, but such power and energy is not only turned against the boy but the scientists who created him. No one wants to lose control and so begins the battle to regain it. The rage within Domin is a result of being half human and half volk. This rage kindling at his very core was not only a leap in genetic capability; it was what caused a boy named Domin to become known as Grizz.
Here, in this incredible story of a baby who was born into the most unfortunate circumstances only to become the most powerful human of our time, comes the retelling of Domin's tale. This novel is a back story which takes place during the events of Genation Book 1: Earth Volk.
Follow Grizz's rise to power. Find the answer to the mystery of what made him so strong and powerful as a Blackguard.
“Of all the challenges you’ve face throughout your career, there is nothing that can prepare you for what I am about to show you now.” Sweat beaded upon the brow of the nervous doctor. He had been the mentor of Daniel McNeil since he was a graduate fresh out of Princeton University.
The young assistant was far too brilliant for simple medical opportunities. Doctor Evon had a keen eye for talent such as Dr. McNeil’s. He had commitment, qualifications, a character of brilliance and stamina which is rare these days.
Dr. Evon could remember his first encounter with the boy. He was impressed with the depth to which his understanding could reach on so many levels of practice. When Dr. Evon first offered a chance for Daniel to work with him, he declined. Already committed to a path to success, Daniel wasn’t interested in other avenues. The moment Dr. Evon mentioned the generous rate of pay, Daniel began to listen.
Since the time they first began working together the two men had experienced many ground breaking medical and scientific mile stones and turning points. They were the best of the best and included in many projects which were all at the fore-front of technical, medical and scientific breakthroughs including stem cell research, disease epidemic studies, political chess and climate change. When the bar was raised higher, these were the men who had a hand in raising the bar.
In the dark of night and through the pummeling shower of wind and rain, Dr. McNeil accompanied Dr. Evon to the roof of the university. Upon the slick surface of the rooftop’s heli-pad, other highly esteemed doctors and scientists eagerly awaited the precious delivery. This specific, and secured, wing of the university was quartered off to limited access. No unauthorized persons were permitted to enter the secured wing under any circumstances. Though the students of the university did not understand the rule, they honored the rule and they rarely questioned it for they were always met with the same short and simple answer, “Access denied, please state your name and student identification number for reporting purposes.”
From the darkness of the wind swept night, the blinking landing lights of the helicopter approached. As it landed, Dr. McNeil wiped the rain drops from his bifocals and asked his mentor, “What makes this delivery so unique?” The landing skies of the copter swung back and forth overhead as the pilot wrestled against the turbulence of strong winds.
Dr. Evon leaned in close to Dr. McNeil and spoke so no one else could listen in. “We humans have made a lot of progress here on our planet. You and I have had wonderful opportunities whereby we are partakers of global growth, but this… If this is what I understand it to be, it is way over our heads.”
The helicopter touched down carefully where it was quickly stabilized.
“Our challenge, as it always has been, is to overcome our own limitations and be the leaders we are expected to be. We must take control of what is given to us and through our unsurpassable genius, keep one step ahead of everyone else.” Dr. Evon couldn’t take his eyes off the helicopter. The cold rain was obviously unimportant to the doctor in comparison to the present unfolding event.
“Dr. Evon, please, sir, I’m going to need more details than that.” Dr. McNeil blinked as rain trickled over his eyes.
None of the other people with them were sure what to expect from the delivery based on the report they received earlier. Locked to the side of the green military helicopter was a metal framed stretcher with a red blanket covering over the body. It was not easy to see the body who lay perfectly still under the blanket and red tie down straps. The extremities of the body were long and gangly, too long for the stretcher. The burned flesh of hands and feet hung out from the blanket.
The eyes of Dr. Evon held a seriousness in them which was so solid compared to the statement he made next, “It is believed to be a creature, not of this planet.”
Judging from the character of Dr. Evon and the strange things they had seen daily in their line of work, Dr. McNeil turned his attention back to the helicopter only now he shared the same sense of awe as his mentor, Dr. Evon.
The heavy stretcher had to be lifted by six men so the Gurney could be wheeled in under it. At the moment the stretcher was placed on the Gurney, it was wheeled off the heli-pad and in through the double doors of the university. With growing eagerness and anticipation, the group of men and women remained near to the gurney. Each one could hardly wait to get the body to a secure location where they could remove the blanket and see the mysterious body underneath.
Within the United States government there existed sections of unofficial or classified divisions. These divisions were not to be mentioned in association with the government. In fact, the level of security was so high it was next to impossible to find any evidence linking such organizations to the government at all. Private, or rather, secret sectors like these consisted of special men and women who were specially trained and trusted to carry out classified projects which were unlike anything of our civilian known world. Within these classified organizations were X-files and classified operating procedures.
Within a secured operating room, Dr. Evon took immediate control of the operation. “Alright, people we have a female burn victim here, so let’s not ask too many questions and keep our heads in the game. Janice, check heart beat and breathing. Jerry, I want you to perform a full body survey and document all burns and or injuries.”
Janice began to report, “I’m finding strange heartbeat irregularity patterns, doctor.”
Dr. Evon was comfortable in this, his element, “George, get an oxygen mask on her at once. I want her breathing monitored closely on a continual basis. Natalie, let’s get going with treatments to the burned flesh. Mike, prepare the X-ray. Sophia, begin taking skin and blood samples.”
From the ultra sound imagery, Daniel stood up with his eyes wide and reported, “I-I must inform you, Dr. Evon, I have discovered the female creature is pregnant.”
“Did you find just one fetus, Daniel?” Dr. Evon asked as he remained professional like a rock.
Dr. McNeil ducked his head down for a moment to take a closer look at the imagery on his screen before he popped his head back up and added, “I have twins here doctor. She is definitely pregnant with twins.”
A new report was made by a scientist, “I have found a new strain of DNA which our system deems identifiable.”
Dr. Evon marched to the technician’s DNA work station and looked over the results. “We have detection of an extra chromosome. Let’s run multiple experiments to find out if this DNA is a mutation or compatible with that of a human’s. Using similar samples, with care they are not of burned flesh, we need to get to work to find out if our subject can be cloned. If cloning is possible, we need to make immediate preparations for an incubation process. Perhaps it will grow to term to become something inhuman…” Dr. Evon half regretted speaking his mind out loud.
The following information was not confirmed and comes only by the way of word of mouth, but as rumour had it, with top secret testing in the works, multiple other forms of testing were also underway. A host of doctors and scientists were asked to volunteer for a branch project concerning reproductive donations. This was based on mental and physical strengths and only those who passed a series of strict tests were asked. Because of the millions of dollars offered, those who were selected found it difficult to say no. Sophia and Daniel were believed to be amongst those who were asked to be involved in the project. Neither of the two volunteers knew each other for they came from completely separate divisions at the time.
From the male and female reproductive specimens collected from such volunteers, fetuses were grown entirely from within a lab. Though the mothers and fathers to the embryos were under contract to work with such experiments on a professional basis, it was often difficult for the volunteers to not become emotionally involved. The volunteers agreed, in writing, not to ever pursue any emotional attachment to any one from the donor list or the babies which were grown. Created as expendable test subjects, the embryos were exclusively owned by the agency. It was not humane but the focus of science rarely is. This was simply a way for the government to get from point ‘A’ to point ‘B’ in the quickest and professional means possible.
Upon a surgical bed, with her limbs tied down using reinforced bonds, the female, unearthly creature remained in a comatose state for months. The babies which were in the womb of the tall burned creature were found to be in a critical and unstable condition. Efforts to save the babies became top priority. Using an ultra sound, the doctors examined the pregnant female alien to see what condition the fetuses were in. A shocking discovery was made when it was realized how one of the twins did not appear to be as healthy as the other. Their first sign was of a slowing heart beat. The challenge of seeing to the recovery of the mother and fetuses was monotonous at times for the whole ordeal seemed to go on and on. Many doctors, nurses and scientists were frustrated with the long hours and grew tired of speculating what it would be like when the mother awoke. Those who tended to the mother the closest, on a daily basis, needed a vacation the most. Unless personnel studied the progress made, it seemed little changed from day to day, still everyone knew the situation had to change one way or the other. With the difficulties associated with patience, no one could tear themselves away from the mysterious project.
Many moments came when the mother’s condition worsened and they believed she would slip away in the night, but by morning she was restored miraculously. Though it seemed like a miracle each time this happened, Dr. Evon began to pick up on the trend how the mother seemed to gain in health and strength when she was left alone. He began to set up cameras at night to monitor her at times of her poor health, when the doctors and nurses would leave her for the night. Three cameras were set in place, one to capture simple imagery, the second to capture infra red and the third positioned to film from a thermo-scope.
The doctor was intrigued to discover a strange small dot come into frame each time. This appeared to be nothing more than a common house fly, but it did seem to have some strange interest in the mother according to its flight path. The doctor tried to follow up on this but he later felt he was only wasting his time.
As a matter of fact, what seemed to be a house fly, was indeed a miniature flying robot from the creature’s world. When she was left alone, it would come out from hiding and use its limited abilities to help restore the vitals of its master.
Months went by and difficulties arose when spies to the project leaked information about some of the experimentations associated with the project. The moving of operations from place to place became mandatory, as people struggled to keep the project secret and alive. Dr. Evon and Dr. McNeil headed the project and became so wrapped up in it they soon found they did not have anymore to do with their past projects.
Despite all of the set backs along the way, the project always pulled through. Though no one was certain where the money came from, when it was needed it was there.
Unexpectedly, one day, the female creature awoke in a bed in a confidential make shift hospital room. She was able to identify herself by the name of Gastonish. It was as though Gastonish’s body instinctively woke itself so she would be coherent for the delivery of her babies. She was strapped to the bed because no one was sure what kind of behaviour the creature would be in when she awoke. Upon the time when the creature awoke, the project leader, Dr. Evon, made contact with her. Gastonish seemed to trust the doctor and speak to him. He used his own methods to kindly get her to talk. She revealed she was a volk and her name was Gastonish, and how she was indeed a being from another planet. (More details in Genation: Book 1, Earth Volk)
This was marked as one of the most extraordinary events to happen to human kind, and like similar documented alien encounters, this too would have to be kept secret from the rest of the world.
Shortly after contact was established, Gastonish alerted everyone to her labour pains. She was taken back to her room where she became extremely hot. Waves of heat radiated from her pregnant belly. She then gave birth to two eggs. Gastonish opened the soft outer shells of the eggs and within each one was a single new born baby. They were still curled up and their bodies were translucent. It was like a sort of physical X-ray but it only lasted a short time after they were born. A closer examination revealed one of the babies had died. The baby had died just before birth and it was still of equal size to its brother.
Gastonish kept the living baby and named him Eddy. According to the operating procedures, Gastonish was not supposed to keep the infant. This rule, however, was bent because of Gastonish’s intelligence and co-operation. The project leader, Dr. Evon, had also realized how, to continue with the benefits of Gastonish’s co-operation, there would have to be an element of give and take. Gastonish, entrusted to mother her child, provided even greater opportunities for study.
The body of the deceased newborn volk was immediately packed in ice after the delivery and wheeled away to a completely separate and secured medical room. This room was quite spacious so multiple teams could work near one another to share information. Doctors set to work right away; frantically they ran about as they made preparations for an entirely different project. This other project was conceived of near to the time of Gastonish's first examinations.
The project was named earth-volk and it consisted of transplanting as many organs and fluids of a volk into a number of humans who were of equal age. There was only one problem; they did not expect to have to work with new borns. The doctors made every effort to revive the heart of the volk baby but it was no use. They could not revive it. When the official date and time of the baby's death was given, Sophia looked on and a tear ran down her cheek. Anyone who noticed this tried to ignore it because it was against policy to have any emotional attachment to the project. Nevertheless, Dr. McNeil saw how Sophia was affected and he placed his hand on her shoulder for a moment to give her a little emotional support. He looked at her and pulled the surgical mask down below his mouth to show her, in a brief moment, he really did care. Sophia turned away from him and buried her face in her hands and wept.
A nurse came to Sophia and escorted her out of the room where she was supposed to be left out of the project from that moment on. Sophia was able to talk her way out of being eliminated as she made up a story to explain her emotions. She was the top nurse of her field and an asset to the team so she was given a second and final chance.
“Sir, will we have to bring in the other volk newborn before we can continue?” asked a colleague.
“No, that is not our plan.” Dr. McNeil answered. “If we brought in the other volk newborn it would soon be dead as well.” He raised his hand and made a wide circular motion for the others to see. Then he pointed to a door at the other end of the room. With that, the room was cleared. Dr. McNeil signaled for a new group of fifty specialists to enter and take over. Dr. McNeil announced “Initiating Phase two.” After the doctors came in, the nurses entered, each one of them pushing a cart with a single baby inside.
The specialist divided up into separate groups. As the autopsy of the dead volk baby was performed, grafting surgeries began where they attempted to successfully merge muscle and organs to the cloned human newborns.
The small volk heart which stopped beating was a subject of great interest but despite the attempts the surgeons were unsuccessful at reviving it. Packaged in a zip-lock bag, the small volk heart was placed into a silver case designed to keep the heart frozen.
Somehow, an employee was able to find the case and steel it away. Extra measures were taken with regards to security and the whole project was under intense observation. Throughout the investigation many people lost their jobs. Such people seemed to vanish from the earth. Investigators soon realized retrieving the volk heart was near impossible.
“Are there no more subjects?” Dr. McNeil was referring to cloned newborns. “We have just one other left, sir.” A nurse announced. “But it is physically deformed and it is not expected to live.”
“Let me see it.” The doctor said as he wiped blood from his surgical gloves onto his already blood covered apron. It was bloody from the previous surgeries. A nurse wheeled the baby in and the doctor, Dr. McNeil, lifted the clip board which hung at the side of the trolley. He quickly scanned over the report which detailed the baby’s defects. It had miss-figured bones and muscles. Then Dr. McNeil noticed something else which intrigued him about the report. He was personally the father of this baby. Remembering how he felt a kinship with this one, he disobeyed protocol and kept it alive. Protocol clearly stated how any clone, disfigured in anyway must be eliminated. The clever doctor saw a potential where others could not. ‘A cloned newborn with very little chance of survival would find a second chance through the grace of surgery.’ He signed the report and lifted the baby up to check it over. He looked into its eyes and said, “Ah, this one was born without much of its vital organs and muscles but its skeletal form appears to be intact... enough. It will do for our purposes. It will have to do.” The doctor said, “Make this one count people - No mistakes!” They went to work on the cloned baby right away. “If the subject is missing a muscle on the right side, replace the left side also.” They were busy for hours on end. The hours turned into days and on the eve of the third day, they were finished.
When the surgical chaos was finished, they had five altered clone newborns who survived the brutal surgeries. These five successful newborns were taken away where they were monitored closely, for they needed time to recover. The surgical practitioners needed to find out if the bodies would reject the organs or muscles. Unlike the other newborns, the deformed one, the last one, always seemed to accept whatever it was that was donated and graphed to it. Many speculated how, because the body was deformed, it was instinctively trying harder to survive.
Each of the newborns were unique as one had two volk arms, another had two volk legs, another had a volk head upon its volk body, while another had the torso of a volk with a human heart.
One of the five, had some of the volk muscle implants grow too rapidly for the small human baby. This child did not die, but it did grow up with a severe deformity of the legs.
Still, everyone was always amazed to find the most successful baby was Dr. McNeil's deformed baby. Thanks to the surgeries, all of the deformities were corrected with volk implants. Dr. McNeil decided it was important to name the successful babies. Sophia had suggested once to name their baby Dominic. Dr. McNeil, however, had a clever idea to name him Domin because this would encompass a wider scope of the possibilities for the kind of life this child may one day lead. Domin which was meant to be short for dominion.
One day Dr. McNeil had a meeting with the governing heads of his project. Dr. McNeil tried to explain everything which was already well detailed in his report. “If you need any extra parts for this one,” Dr. McNeil was told from his officials, as they made reference to Domin. “Salvage them from the subjects who didn't make it.”
Subsequently, Domin did have to under go many other extensive surgeries. It would seem like just when they all thought Domin had gone through all he could, they would put him under the knife again. Dr. McNeil thought the people he worked for were purposely trying to push the surgeries until Domin was dead. Still, Domin amazed everyone as he survived each additional surgery. It was obvious to Dr. McNeil how his officials didn't care if Domin lived or died. Dr. McNeil knew he was not supposed to become emotionally attached but as Domin survived one surgical experiment after the other, he found himself rooting for him like a proud father would. It was a motivation for him to make sure Domin would continue to survive. For this reason, he made it positively clear to everyone how he would be involved in every experiment concerning Domin as he would push to become the project head.
As Domin grew from a baby into a toddler, he was subjected to less and less surgeries until finally they all seemed to end all together. Domin had scars all over his body from the countless muscle and organ transplants. He also had many bandages to cover the more recent surgeries. Dr. McNeil tried to do what he could with laser treatments to make the scars less noticeable but as people were brought in to replace others throughout the project, they would be discouraged to try to point out a previous incision and find it was difficult to locate. They found having scars as a record of what was done was preferred.
Unfortunately for Domin, he started out in life, more less, with the appearance of a human boy. The doctors and scientists were disappointed; they hoped to see some sort of volk traits shine through.
Coincidentally, the volk baby who had survived his birth was named Eddy and he was making quite a name for himself, a name which was quickly vanishing under a growing secrecy of security. No expense was spared to ensure Eddy remained the government’s best kept secret.
This volk baby was born with transparent flesh, which soon after, darkened to an opaque greyish baby-blue tone. Hairless and muscled with protruding and exaggerated metacarpals and medi tarsels, Eddy was the object of utmost importance. On its fore-arms shoulders and tops of its feet were light blue caps, or smooth shells. Like its mother, Gastonish, the volk baby's eyes were a deep black. It looked around the room with large wide innocent eyes, penetrating eyes, which appeared to be entirely black. Also, like its mother, it had twin spines, which ran up the entire back to the base of its skull where a line of small bumps traveled up from the back of the head to the fore-head.
It was healthy and strong like an average child of its kind. Humans were busy studying him. The fascination peeked whenever someone predicted of a day to come when man kind would see more of these creatures, when these creatures would visit or even invade the earth.
Many tests were made to compare Domin's development to that of any other human child, but nothing abnormal ever seemed to make the charts. They tested his mind, his senses and motor skills along with his blood. They wanted to find out just how volk they could make a human. Nevertheless, Domin continued to amaze everyone even though many volk traits were not evident right away.
A few years passed before evidence of volk intervention began to take form. Domin began to have nightmares often about monsters attacking and killing him. In his dreams, he was weak and unable to defeat the evil. He rarely had a good nights sleep.
When Domin’s dreams were tested by experts in the field of REM sleep, they found their readings inconclusive for the readings were off the chart. If not for the straps which held him he, like his Brothers would not only be restless sleepers, but destructive ones to be sure. It was as though a great storm was brewing in Domin’s mind each night, but when Domin was awakened and questioned, he could remember nothing. And so Domin carried on throughout each day like any other child would be expected to, laughing and playing with his brothers, between easily angered temperamental tantrums.
With the accompaniment of many men, the five brothers were escourted throughout a maze of corridors. Before they reached the door to their exercise room, the brothers caught sight of the volk child, Eddy Evon. The window they were looking through was tinted on one side so Eddy could not see the five brothers.
Within a dark room Eddy began running on a treadmill which was hooked up to an alternator. As Eddy ran, a wall of light bulbs began to cycle through from low voltage bulbs to higher voltage bulbs. As Eddy ran the bulbs brightened. As Eddy ran faster, the next set of bulbs illuminated from a soft glow to a bright light.
Dr. McNeil explained what was happening, “As Eddy runs, the treadmill is generating power. Look at how Eddy is concentrating while he exercises. You see, the treadmill is becoming harder and harder to work, but Eddy continues to push his body to run faster despite the resistance.”
By the end of the exercise, the room was lit up brighter than a clear summer’s day. The Brothers watched as Eddy slowed down and the lights quickly dimmed. Though the Brothers wanted to watch Eddy more as they were fascinated by him, they were carted off to their own exercises. As Domin moved away from the window, he noticed Eddy look up at the window as though he looked right into Domin’s eyes.
The large room was packed with countless exercise machines. Hooked to wires and probes, Domin, five years old, frowned at the computers and emotionless scientists. He stood on the conveyor of an exercise treadmill, much like the one Eddy was on, where he was expected to run at some level of efficiency that no other five year old human could. He ran for half an hour while looking at a wall of lights. Domin couldn’t seem to even get the smallest and lowest voltage light to do more than wink a little, until he began to cry and finally give up.
They tested his strength with a series of modified weight training machines which where custom to his little size. Then Domin had an assortment of lights shine on his skin to test the effects of his skin to the light. He also had his hearing tested. After the hearing test, Domin's motor skills were tested. Scientists began to paint various colours or chemical compounds on his skin for further experimental possible reactions to the lights.
Following this simple test, a technician approached Domin holding a syringe with a long needle sticking out of it. The child’s heart began to race. He decided right then and there he would not accept a needle ever again. The tech squeezed a little of the syringe out and the liquid squirted into the air. Another tech swabbed his arm with rubbing alcohol. As the needle was pointed at him and came ever closer, he began to scream. He then began to punch and kick like a wild person. It took the help of many other technicians to finally hold Domin down long enough to administer the drug.
This annoyed Domin and he glared at the technicians. At the tender age of five, a sound erupted from deep within the child's chest. “Grrrrr...” The look in his eyes was no less of pure distrust and hate for the technicians. This surprised the techs, and they noted the incident as they recorded everything else.
For the next test, Domin was led by the hand around to a chair which looked very much like a dentist's chair, only it had wide straps attached to the arm rests and foot rests. The loose straps were obviously in place to bind the occupant.
Domin took one look at the chair and decided, stubbornly, he was not going to sit in it. He struggled to back away but the men resisted him and continued to force him toward the chair. As Domin became increasingly aggravated, his strength seemed to increase. Five year old Domin successfully overpowered the men.
Pushing one of the technicians, Domin sent him into the wall forcefully. The tech’s head made a muffled thump on against the wall before Domin swung around to cripple the other tech’s arm and kick him in the shin. When the tech bent forward in pain and almost fell to his knees, Domin lifted and threw the full sized man across the room. One of the techs wrapped his arm around Domin’s little neck, while two other men reached out and grabbed hold of Domin, one at each wrist. By pulling his arms in, Domin sent the techs at his wrists colliding into one another before he drove his head back into the face of the tech who had his arm around Domin’s neck. All of the men were rolling over as they were gathering up their strength and rising back to their feet.
Domin was so frightened, he ran to the corner of the room where he hunched down into a ball and buried his face into his hands and cried. It was as though his nightmares had become a reality for him. He believed the men would be back soon to kill him for what he had done.
The men whom he feared, however, had other ideas in mind. Dr. McNeil had just walked into the room when Domin had his little temper tantrum and he saw the whole thing. Never before had he ever seen a five year old over power five men. Such an act had some real potential. Though the other technicians did not know it at the time, they had witnessed a pivotal turning point.
Domin sat at a table with his four other Brothers, as he was accustomed to do at meal time. Though the other children at the table were not exactly his biological kin, he was raised to believe they were because they each shared in the same volk implants. Each of the other children had their fair share of scars and bandages, but it was obvious how Domin was the one who underwent the most surgeries.
Seven nurses waited on the children. Domin, of course, was well proportioned for his bulky muscularity. Though he seemed to brood over everything, he was the most level headed and the one who was considered to be the most likely to succeed in his future.
To his left sat Stroy. Just as Domin’s name was a derivative of the word ‘Dominion’, so Stroy was the short version of ‘Destroyer’. He sat in discomfort and pain as a nurse helped him to hold cold packs to his incredibly over sized legs. Not only were the muscles of his legs huge, but so too were the bones. This made the top half of his body seem extremely small compared to his legs. In an unnatural way, Stroy curled his feet into fists as his toes had the ability to do so. His big toes could curl up and around his smaller toes just like a thumb curls over the fingers in a fist. Stroy did this often and said it didn’t feel strange, rather it gave him a sense of comfort and security.
Domin did not feel sorry for his brother, regardless of the fact that Stroy would likely be too distracted to eat very much at the table. Stroy was in great pain as he had been on the tread mill breaking his previous record for both speed and endurance. Each of them had other pains and aches as well, like head-aches, healing from surgery pains and of course growing pains.
Next to Stroy sat Narl. His name was shortened from the word ‘Snarl’ because with all of the countless scars on his face, he always looked like he was snarling. What they had implanted into Narl was not only the brain of a volk but his entire head. Using the skull of the original volk baby, they had managed to implant practically the entire head. Eyes black like a doe and small pointed ears like an elf, though the pinna of his ears were capable of movements, especially the tragus and anti-tragus being muscled, could bend inward and plug his ear much like we are used to putting our fingers in our ears. Other than the occasional massive migraine head-ache, Narl would move in quick jerky motions like a bird or even Eddy the volk. A neck brace was always worn around his neck because his neck was not strong enough to carry such a large head. From the neck brace, three metal rods connected to a metal ring which crowned his head. One rod was on each side of his head and the third was at the back of his head. Multiple metal screws were drilled through the metal crown to hold Narl’s head securely in at the center of it. He was quite quiet and loved to observe, but this irritated the technicians. They desperately wanted to know what was going on in the thought process of his mind. He was the only one of the children who was bald which revealed every excruciating scar of his scalp.
Beside Narl was Grud. The name Grud was shortened from the word ‘Grudge’. Grud was a lot like Stroy, or so Domin thought, because rather than overly developed legs, Grud had overly developed arms. And like Stroy, the bones in his arms were also volk in origin. Yet for Grud it didn’t end there. Skin grafts of thick grey volk skin covered most of his scared arms. The sadistic technicians had also added the original volk fore-arm plates.
Finally, the only other child at the table was Oblit, whose name was short for ‘Obliterate’. This one was the strangest of the bunch, because not only was his body grotesquely disproportional, but his mind was beyond normal. The body, or chest and core, was volk but everything else attached to it was human, including his heart. He was a strange scatter brained child and the saddest product of the technicians morbid project. His hair was always messed up and he moved with his twin spined back hunched forward and his human limbs curled inward.
The only child who seemed to always be missing from all of the activities was Eddy. He likely didn’t know any of the five Brothers even existed. It was established and reinforced by Dr. Evon how Eddy would be raised exclusively by his mother, Gastonish.
The room had been modified and the overseers of the five Brothers spared no expense as they had each previous year when they celebrated their birthdays. They had a live band who was dressed in teddy bear costumes. Other tables around the room had food prepared on them such as hot dogs, hamburgers, potato chips and ice cream. Camera crews had also taken up multiple stations around the room. They tried to be discreet, but they were not very good at it.
The children could also see the game of; Pin the tail on the Donkey along with a piñata hanging from a string with a mat and a stick under it.
The juvenile music from the teddy bear band was happy and exciting like they were in a circus. The five Brothers looked around the room with wide innocent eyes of youth. Everywhere they looked there seemed to be something interesting to see. If not the people smiling and dancing around, it was the decorations which caught their attention. The music changed and all of the people in the room began to sing. Even the camera crews were singing along;
Happy Birthday to you…
Happy Birthday to you…
Happy Birthday dear Domin, Stroy, Narl, Grud and Oblit…
Happy Birthday to you…
Meanwhile, in another section of the government facility, Gastonish was enjoying some one on one time with her volk son Eddy. Gastonish spoke to Eddy like he was an adult as Eddy replied to her in just such a manner. Gastonish sat cross legged on the floor at a small sized table for children where Eddy sat. They had a plate of cookies and milk as they spoke about money and the important things to focus about in life when the door to their room unlocked and opened. Four technicians came in to take Eddy away for his scheduled tests, but Gastonish was not happy with the technician’s timing. Her volk son, was being taken away against Gastonish's will. The whole ordeal of using force to have young Eddy was not going well. Though the doctors just wanted to keep everything on schedule, Gastonish had enough of taking orders from a primate species. Two of the technicians took Eddy out as he screamed for his mother. He reached out to her with yearning eyes. Gastonish wanted her son all the more but the other two technicians raised their tazers to warn her to think twice about any insolence. The technicians wanted Gastonish to back up to the bed where they would apply the bindings, but she shook her head negatively. Eddy was pulled closer to the door but as Gastonish took a step forward she was electrocuted.
Eddy was angered at seeing his mother hurt. Turning on the technicians at either side of him, Eddy moved to attack but before he could, he was tazered in the back.
When Gastonish woke up, she found herself bound to the bed and Eddy had been taken from her. Gastonish’s wig was thrown from her head as she thrashed about like someone losing their mind. She was completely alone in the room. It wasn’t until Gastonish began to focus her thoughts and settle down, when she began to pose the biggest problem…
Each of the Brothers took their place at the table when Narl shot a nasty look at Domin with his spooky black volk eyes and said, “Can someone explain why Domin is here? How is he considered one of my Brothers? From one volk Grud has the arms, Stroy has the legs, Oblit has the chest and I have the head. Thus, all of the parts are accounted for so what was left for Domin? The stomach perhaps?” the Brothers tried to contain their laughter as they too shared the same questions.
Domin glared at Narl as he imagined separating Narl's volk head from his human shoulders. The tension was so thick, everyone could feel it. Narl, however, enjoyed it.
Dr. McNeil cleared his throat and spoke to the Brothers, “You know, as humans, each of you were born healthy and strong, but not Domin. We have found that since Domin was born without certain muscles, his body is willing to compromise and fight to attain what is missing. A typical human body has six hundred and fifty muscles. A typical volk body has nineteen hundred and seventy two muscles. We were able, to this point, take some of these extra muscles and surgically implant them with great success. Domin's body has accepted these foreign muscles, but because we were filling in places of his body that lacked muscle, it is not so obvious, in Domin, what we have done. Domin is one of your Brothers, no less as special as each one of you because he is a little bit of each of you. Where each of you are one part of a volk body, the volk body was so complex, Domin has become small parts of the entire body. I'm not sure if that sets him apart from the rest of you somehow, but I do know he will always be your brother.
Now enjoy your birthday because as you boys celebrate together it symbolizes, not that you are twins but that you are equal.” Dr. McNeil settled the tension when the doors opened to reveal a special birthday surprise the Brothers were ready to party.
They were each turning six years old and when the birthday cake came out, carried by six technicians, they could see five groups of six lit birthday candles on top of it. The cake was massive. It was carried on a large round silver platter. At the bottom of the cake was a huge chocolate chip cookie which measured four feet across. On top of the cookie was an equally large cake. On the cake was a layer of ice cream and on top of that was another layer of cake. It was topped off with another huge chocolate chip cookie. The outside wall of the cake and ice cream was covered with white icing. The whole thing looked like a giant ice cream sandwich.
The six technicians carried the cake over to the five Brothers and they set it down at the center of the table. The flame of the candles flickered before the children. They all looked at it in awe.
Then Narl stood up on his chair and put his hands on his hips. His black volk eyes read the words which were written on the top of the cake’s cookie surface.
“Happy Birthday Domin, Stroy, Narl, Grud and Oblit.” He read with the voice of an emotionless robot.
Oblit stood up as he filled his lungs full of air and then he blew out the candles. Only he more less sprayed them out as he had his lips pursed too tightly. When he was finished, the other children wiped the spit from their faces only to notice, by some strange miracle, one candle was still lit. At the moment of this realization, all of the other children stood quickly as their chairs toppled back behind them. They filled their lungs with air and blew as hard as they could in competition with one another. Spit was sprayed in all directions and by the end of it the candles were well dowsed out and the top of the cookie cake had a glossy sheen to it.
As the children again, wiped their faces, the technicians looked at one another. They were somewhat confused as to what they were going to do about the cake.
“Oh, no, guys,” Dr. McNeil spoke up. “What have you done to the cake?”
The five Brothers looked at the cake, then they looked at one another and a pouty expression came over them like they felt shame and were about to cry. Dr. McNeil was a quick thinker and said, “How would you like to find out who can eat it the fastest?” He asked.
The Brothers looked at one another, then Narl said, “We will need some plates and utensils first.”
Then Dr. McNeil smiled deviously and replied, “Oh, no, you are supposed to eat it with your hands behind your backs.”
The children looked at the cake and smiled. They all loved to compete with one another. “Ready, set, Go!” Dr. McNeil said.
With that, the children opened their mouths as wide as they could and slammed their faces into the cake. Some of the ladies in the room expressed their disgust of the matter, while the men just cheered them on.
Grud, with his powerful volk arms, began to shovel the cake into his mouth. “No cheating Grud.” Dr. McNeil said.
Narl stopped eating and saw Grud was not only cheating, but he was not listening to Dr. McNeil. With his mouth full of food, Narl began to point and grunt to alert an adult to do something about Grud. Glancing up, Grud noticed this and gave Narl a shove with his powerful volk arm. Narl was hurled from the table and then he slid a couple of feet on the floor.
“Grud! That’s enough!” Dr. McNeil shouted.
Domin locked his eyes with Grud. “Oh, it is on!” he growled. Domin flew at Grud knocking him to the floor. Domin began to punch Grud in the face violently. Grud used his powerful arms to block the powerful punches, until he finally had enough and slapped Domin off from him. As Domin flew across the room, Stroy jumped out at Domin and kicked him in mid air with a solid fisted foot. Domin was then sent into a new direction where he crash landed into one of the teddy bear musician’s drums.
Grud, with his powerful arms shot back up to his feet. He then used his arms to help himself run to the table where Oblit was still eating the birthday cake. Oblit was not phased in the least by the chaos.
Placing his one fore-arm against the cake to hold it back, Grud took hold of the metal platter it was on. He then slid the platter out from under the cake.
The drums were torn apart as little Domin rose up from amidst the band of teddy bears. His eyes burned with indignation before he went to work destroying each musical instrument.
Through sheer will power and volk focus, plus a little help from a sertz, (A guardian robot from her world) Gastonish broke free from the bonds which were holding her to her bed. Tearing her other bonds free, Gastonish quickly leaped from the bed and broke through the locked door. Knocking the guard across the hall, Gastonish bolted from the room with focused anger as she called out to her son, “Eddy! Where are you!” throwing humans to the floor of the hall, Gastonish, with long spindly limbs practically took up the entire width of the corridor. She quick ran down the maze and up a stairwell. She tried to find her son through telepathic means and felt she was on the right path. Like the nose of a bloodhound, her telepathic ability was leading her right to the source of the only other volk she knew. Oh, yes, she could feel the mind of a volk, her son…
Dr. McNeil stormed into the center of the room and raised his hands. It was as though he could predict there was about to be some devastating outcome if he didn’t do something. “Stop it! This madness ends now!” He shouted.
At the authoritative sound of Dr. McNeil’s masculine voice, everyone just seemed to freeze. A moment of intense silence passed before a hideously happy clown came bursting into the room. --Honk-Honk-- He honked a little horn and laughed like Goofy. The clown wore a one piece suite which was polka-dotted and seemed to be inflated somehow. His face was white with a red nose, lips and puffy hair. When he walked he took big wide strides as his shoes were three times too large. Two black straps criss-crossed his chest.
He put his hands to his sides and looked around the room. The cake had been torn up and most of it decorated the five Brothers.
“What a big mess!” The clown said in a comical voice. “I don’t want to be a party-pooper, but we’re gonna have to clean up that cake!” He then reached down at his sides and lifted up two large super soaker water guns which were attached to the straps. “Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha…” the clown laughed and laughed as he shot water at the five Brothers.
Grud, who was still holding the platter, twisted up his body to throw the platter. The clown had targeted him. When Grud unwound himself, he launched the platter at the clown like it was an over-sized frizz-bee. The platter struck the clown and he was thrown backwards. Grud was not happy about this because his intension was to send the platter out at Domin.
The camera crews were busy trying to decide where to point their cameras as everything began to unfold at once.
Just then, the five Brothers could see the party was over when Dr. McNeil lifted his hand into the air. He shaped his hand to form a gun which was the signal for the technicians to use tazers. Just then, the technicians revealed their stun guns.
One of the technicians shot at Stroy who was standing near the clown but Stroy was too quick for them. He kicked out his legs and jumped away. As he ran he proved to have extraordinary capabilities, but the clown was accidentally hit with the tazer. The sound of a little girl screaming filled the room but it did not come from a little girl, it came from the clown.
Oblit reacted to the sound of the tazer being fired. He ducked down under the table. From there he could see the legs of a technician coming toward him. He then reached up and split the table apart as it was designed to do. Oblit leaped up through the center of the table and right up through the birthday cake. As he bursted out of the top of the cake he shouted “Surprise!” His hands had scooped through the cake as he jumped through. Then with his hands full of cake, he threw it at the oncoming technician.
The teddy bear band began to try to apprehend Domin but Domin surprised the band as he fought them off.
Narl ran up behind Stroy as he used him as a distraction. Once he was close enough to the hanging piñata, he took hold of the wooden stick which lay just under the piñata and then he came up swinging. The piñata bursted apart and candy flew out everywhere.
Some of the technicians had helped the clown back up onto his feet, only this time the clown was not laughing anymore.
One by one as Domin fought off the insinuating teddy bears, he watched as his Brothers were all struck by the tazer fire and apprehended, but not before Narl had taken an opportunity to grab one of the tails from the pin-the-tail-on-the-Donkey game. He snuck up near to the clown and while he was still bent over he pinned the tail on him. The clown jumped up into the air with his hand springing around to the pain in his rear end. “Yeeeee-Owwwwuch!!!”
This was the first time in a long time where Narl smiled, but his smile was short as a tazer zapped him from behind.
Last but not least, Domin was surprised when a teddy bear band member revealed how he too had a tazer and he used it against him.
The camera crews seemed to be well pleased by the party, but they seemed to be the only ones who considered it to be a success.
One of the nurses shouted out loud, “This is even worse than last year!”
At once, the main door to the room exploded as it swung open forcefully enough to damage the wall. In stepped Gastonish with a terrible vengeance in her eyes. Wearing a robe over pyjamas, Gastonish scanned the room craning her bald head slowly around from one person to the next before she settled her eyes on Narl. This was the one she had a telepathic link with, but it was not her son. As she stood there examining the messy room and each of the occupants, she began to figure out exactly what she was looking at. A camera crew was silently recording everything. She could see living volk body parts adhered to living human body parts. It was wrong in her mind, but she had to figure it out. Not much time was needed for her to realize how there would have been only one source of volk to allow for such a nightmare to happen. The sick tamperings of the humans and her other son who died at birth was the only answer.
Only it wasn’t good enough for Gastonish to figure out what was happening on her own. She needed to hear about it from a human. Someone was accountable for what was going on and how someone had some explaining to do before that person was going to pay.
Gastonish stepped into the room with a wide stride and back handed the clown who stood before her shaking his wobbly knees like an overwhelmed wreck. Thrown to the teddy bear band, they all fell down like bowling pins.
Without a moments notice, Gastonish had the scruff of Dr. McNeil’s shirt in her hand as she lifted him off the floor. “Tell me what is going on here and why I was never notified!”
“I-I…” The doctor tried to speak but not only was he choking, he was scared to death.
Nurse Sophia came running up to Gastonish and gently held her long forearm. Gastonish looked down at Sophia but her eyes were still hardened and striking.
“Please don’t hurt him… Please!” Sophia pleaded sympathetically.
“These are my children, who gives you people the right to do this.” Gastonish spoke with such emotion, a tear ran down her cheek.
“These are my children too.” Sophia spoke with equal passion in her voice as she reached across to Gastonish’s powerful arm which still held Dr. McNeil off his feet. “And they are his children as well. We do this for the sake of not only the children’s life but for the lives of all man-kind.”
Gastonish looked past Sophia to Narl once again as she shot a telepathic thought to him. As Narl received Gastonish’s thoughts into his mind, he also received a great deal of pain as Gastonish shifted her telepathy to abstract Narl’s memories.
“Ahhh!” The little person shouted as he put the palms of his hands to the sides of his large volk head and fell to his knees.
Domin ran to Narl as Gastonish ran out of the room screaming in frustration. Dr. McNeil ran after Gastonish but he stopped at the open door and shouted down the hall to the security team, “Seize her and lock her up in her room!”
Domin put his arm around his brother Narl and asked, “What did she do to you? Are you alright?”
“I think… I’m fine...” Narl spoke between heavy breaths, “She told me… she was our mother…”
A reflection of scars and brutality stared back at Domin as he spent a little quiet time by himself behind a locked door of his bedroom bathroom. Shirtless, he studied his image in the mirror. Slowly and gently, he ran his finger tips over the scars of his young but muscled torso. Domin wondered why he was chosen to be so powerful and then tortured under a surgical knife as his reward.
He hopped right up onto the counter and moved toward the mirror until his fore-head was pushed up against it. He looked himself right in the eyes and frowned. “Who am I?” He puzzled. “What is my purpose? Why do I have to be so different?” As he glared into his own eyes, he began to see something. He could see a fire. It was there right behind his eyes. A fire burned with a rage which was bigger than the facility. It was bigger than the people who oppressed him and his Brothers and who made insane decisions for them. It was bigger than any of his problems.
It was there and it was more real to him than the scars he could touch on his body. The rage… It surged through him. It coursed through his veins like electrical energy, and he liked it.
His body became tense. He tried to tighten every muscle in his body beginning with his finger tips which he formed into fists. Then up his arms to his neck, and then moving down his chest and back to his buttocks and thighs, and all the way down to the tips of his toes.
He pressed his fore-head against the mirror harder and harder, until he finally pulled his head back slightly before thrusting it forward smashing the mirror.
“What was that!” He could here a nurse say from the other side of the bathroom door. Her key was heard being inserted into the door knob, before she entered the bathroom. “Oh, no, Domin. What have you done now?” Domin looked at her like she was crazy. He had a thin trickle of blood running down his face from his fore-head. She lifted Domin down from the counter top to the floor and began to wet a face cloth.
Domin looked passed her into the bedroom. There he saw his Brothers in their beds. The room was divided into two by a sheet of transparent plexy. On one side of the room of the transparent divider were two bunk beds and one single bed. Nurses assisted each of them as they prepared for the night. At the head of each of the beds were computerized consoles. From these consoles wires were attached to each of the Brothers to monitor their vitals through out the night. On the other side of the transparent divider was a desk with computerized components on it with a couple of chairs behind and a cot.
Domin could see all of his Brothers sitting up in their beds looking at him. “Wow, cool, Domin.” Stroy cheered.
“I was wondering what was taking you so long in there.” commented Narl, who always had something to say.
The others laughed and Domin just tried to blow them off. The nurse dabbed the moist cloth on his fore-head to sop up the blood. Her name was Sophia. She was particularly kind to each of the Brothers and they respected her for that. It was not easy for a nurse to win the affections of any of them.
“Domin, what has gotten into you?” Her voice was firm but kind, “Now, I don’t want to see this kind of behaviour in you again. Is there something bothering you?” She bent down on one knee and looked him in the eyes. Domin had always kept so much bottled up inside. She pulled him to her and hugged him tightly and meaningfully. “You can tell me you know. Just start talking and I will listen.”
Domin took a deep breath and looked down at the tiles of the bathroom floor. “You wouldn’t understand…” he said as his words trailed off.
“Oh, well, you never know. How about you give me a try? I just might surprise you.” Her offer was most enticing. Deep from within, Domin did have a great need to be mothered. He looked over her shoulder to his Brothers who were snickering about him. Sophia noticed this and closed the bathroom door so the two of them could be alone.
“I don’t need to tell you about my history.” Domin told her, “It is just not easy… being… me…”
“You are right, Domin. I know it is not easy for you or any of your Brothers.” A tear strolled down her cheek. “I have felt the pain of each one of you from the moment the five of you came into my life.” She hugged his small muscular frame again. As she held Domin, her fingers lightly played over the scars of his back.
“Those scars are only on my skin.” Domin explained. He took another deep breath. “I have scars that hurt much more which you can not see.”
Another tear fell from Sophia’s other eye. “I’m so sorry, Domin. You always have been a very special boy to me you know. You also must know, throughout your life, you will be hurt. Those who you trust the most and who are the closest to you, the ones you love… They will be the ones who will hurt you the most. Don’t let it surprise you when people you love let you down. This is the way it is for everyone.” Sophia stood up.
Domin was not sure of everything she was trying to tell him, but he knew there was more to what she was saying than what was said.
She put her hand to the door knob, but before she turned it, she paused and said to him, “You must believe me, Domin… I do feel your pain…”
Domin felt a great sense of gratitude for Sophia. He didn’t have a mother. At least no mother he knew of, but she was very motherly to him.
He would try to remember her advice.
The base was loud and the music had a beat which put the body in motion. Within a spacious exercise room which was equipped with a wide assortment of weight training equipment, the Brothers tirelessly worked out. Each of the Brothers were exercising hard on a separate piece of equipment and each one of them had their own personal coach. They worked up a dripping sweat as the coaches drove them hard. It was the job of the coaches to work the Brothers to the point of total exhaustion. The endurance was inhuman, but the Brothers were not aware of how much greater their endurance was. They were told by their coaches to go further and give more effort. But as always, at the end of the day, they were told how great and special they were. Though a lot of time was spent to tell the Brothers they were created to do great things, the Brothers did not really listen to what was said. Later, however, they would come to realize how these moments were meant as confidence builders. It was to provide a sense of positive thinking. Throughout the exercises, the Brothers were attached to a series of wires connecting them to their own computer to monitor the changes in their bodies throughout their routines.
The room was buzzing with activity. There were technicians and camera crews along with some military personnel who had shown up for a work out. At the center of the room Dr. McNeil stood with Dr. Evon as they compared pages from various spread sheets attached to their clip boards. They made comments and checked off items one by one as they strolled around the room visiting each of the Brothers and checking their computers.
Like machines, the Brothers worked the exercise equipment. Exercise was not only a great way for the Brothers to escape their problems but it was also like a drug to them. A robotic like trance was noted on the faces of the Brothers on more than one occasion. One of the camera crew members made a comment once how the Brothers had expressions of wide eyed insanity when they were in training. The more they exercised, the more they felt the need to push their routines further. In these moments, unrealized by any of the technicians, they would sink deeper into their own private place of rage. This was also a primitive place of power, control, self awareness and ultimately invincibility. None of the brilliant scientist understood the full extent of what was happening at the core of each of the Brothers. Nor would any of them speak about it for such transformations were occurring at their core, in their sub-conscious.
Primarily, the living flesh and DNA was dominating the human soul’s of the young boys, only, it was happening at such a subtle pace, the changes were masked by the natural changes of their growing young forms. The testosterone levels were increased and far more potent. It was like steroids for them so even the parts of the children’s bodies which were human would also respond and grow. Such body parts were; bones, skin and muscles.
When they exercised, they would actually be speeding up these processes. Unfortunately, their young human minds were not so quick to accept and adjust to the volk implants. A chemical imbalance in the brains of humans was a sure side effect. This imbalance was sure to trigger mood swings of violent natures. It was ironic how a creature as sophisticated as a volk could cause humans to become primitive and brutally angry.
The drum beat of the music became heavier. The music, louder and more intense. With this pace the exercises the Brothers were engaged in had also heightened. The equipment was being worked at its peek of potential.
Domin was engaged in lifting a barbell weighing 150 pounds.
Stroy was focused with a determined expression upon his face as he pushed his favourite powerful leg weights of 200 pounds.
Narl was tensed up and in deep concentration while pulling down on the bow flex.
Grud, huffed with persistence and drive, pushing up a maximum weight of 180 pounds with his spectacular volk arms.
Oblit was going crazy on the pedal bike making the difficult tension look easy.
The human veins looked as though they were so thick, they were going to explode. At the peek of their work out, the technicians and camera crews began to take an interest in these veins. The veins of the Brothers became red and the blood could literally be seen pumping through them.
While all of this was going on, Narl’s mind was busy. He exercised with his eyes and ears closed. With so much blood pumping through his volk mind, he was able to trigger an extra sensory perception. Volks are capable of this ability but not without a significant amount of focus. Extraordinarily, Narl had achieved a telepathic connection to the minds of his Brothers, though at some basic level. Familiar with this method of the mind, Narl had experienced something very similar when Gastonish telepathically linked with his mind. With this new experience he simply continued his moderate exercise while he observed.
The music took an incredible turn as it changed mid-way through the high temp beat to a slow and dreary melody.
The Brothers were warned this would happen and they tried to work through the change in music and carry on with their routines, but it was as though someone had taken all of the wind out of their sails. At once, their veins subsided until they could barely be seen.
Just then, Narl tried to make his presence known to his Brothers by speaking to them in their minds. He wanted to give them a message to work harder and to prove music has no bearing on the kind of exercise they do. This message was not received in this way at all.
Each of the Brothers immediately clapped their hands over their ears and screamed out their pain. Like a claw scratching deep gouges into their brains along with a powerful reverberating sound, they each shared the excruciating experience. Narl felt their pain also but only as some sort of telepathic feed back. He too was distracted and released his hold of the bow flex. The bow flex reeds snapped back to their up-right positions.
As instantly as the pain began, it ceased. Everyone decided to take a moment to wind down. Each of the Brothers were given a glass of water. When the water had quenched their thirst and the heavy breathing had sub-sided, the questions began to start.
“What happened to you guys back there?” asked a coach.
“Ya, what was all of that about?” asked another.
Stroy began to answer. “It was very strange, like someone…”
“Had pushed a knife into your brain?” Narl finished Stroy’s sentence.
“Yes, why yes, that was exactly what I was going to say.” Stroy commented suspiciously.
“Well, that’s not what it felt like to me at all.” Domin started, “I felt like someone was trying to…”
“Get inside your head?” Narl answered again.
Domin glared at Narl. “Sure, like a telepath.” Domin uncovered the obvious with a cold warning interwoven in the way he spoke.
All attention went to Narl. The camera crews along with the coaches doctors and technicians. “Are you telepathic?” Someone asked.
“Can you tell me what I am thinking right now?” they went on and on.
While Narl was overwhelmed with questions, Dr. McNeil and Dr. Evon were listening to what was being said as they walked around from one computer to the next to see the charts. The computerized charts from each of the exercise stations held a wealth of information. From the results, Dr. McNeil and Dr. Evon were able to find, without a doubt, evidence of Narl’s telepathic ability and the effects these very specific brain waves had on the other Brothers.
Amidst the chaos of questions, all of the Brothers began to complain of migraine head-aches.
The doctors huddled together outside from the range of the camera crews and collaborated amongst themselves. “You know of the heat we are under from the higher-ups? Perhaps now is a perfect opportunity for us to consider negotiations with interested foreign nations.”
“You mean, use Narl as our back up of persuasion?” asked Dr. Evon as he crossed his arms and eased back into his seat.
“No,” Replied Dr. McNeil with a crooked smile. “Not back-up. Come, I think it’s time we have a little chat with Narl.”
The five Brothers were all strapped into their heavy metal chairs which were bolted to the four inch thick steel plated floor of a large cargo container. The seat belts of the chairs were like the ones used by military single pilot aircrafts. The confinements of the cargo container was poorly lit with a few small battery powered lights.
Strapped into the row of seats were two armed guards who were dressed in black fatigues and loaded to the hilt with weapons. The two guards spoke not a word. They looked identical because of their large helmets.
Narl, telepathically asked his Brothers. “Why can't these responsible people be more specific about where they are sending us? Why do they need guards when they already have our co-operation? And why are we facing the wall when we should be pointed in the direction where we are heading?” The others could not provide answers to Narl's questions because the telepathic process was far too excruciating.
However, Domin leaned in toward Narl rubbing his head and said, “Brother or no brother, if you try to get inside my skull one more time, it’ll be the end of you.”
Narl could feel the intense anger radiating off Domin, and the others also glared at him with equal fuming tempers.
They could feel the momentum and hear when they were loaded onto a flat-bed transport, then onto a plane. They were relieved when they had finally touched down in a new territory after the long flight. From the plane the container was loaded onto a transport again and driven to a stop where the side of the container was opened and a black curtain covered the wide opening just beyond the thick bars. The Brothers were waited on with refreshments as the entire journey was a full nineteen hours.
The voices of European political heads were heard echoing throughout a large room. Narl could read the minds of the delegates at the private meeting. Through the use of his telepathy, Narl could also see what they could see. Though they spoke in their Russian language, Narl could understand them even better from their thoughts. The mind link helped him to sharpen his skills at the foreign speech. The others had to rely on the translators for understanding.
They had set the container on the far end of the inner warehouse. The meeting was being held in a Soviet military air-force hangar. The Soviet air-force base was located in the northern region of Soviet soil. They too had a secret they kept veiled behind a red curtain.
The voice of an American government negotiator spoke with strong bold words. “Thank you for you hospitable welcome, but there is no need to continue this senseless review of our joint policy act. Let's get down to the real reason we are all meeting here today.” He turned away from the microphone for just a moment to clear his throat before he continued. “We are aware you have knowledge of the life forms who dwell within our borders and who are, lawfully, our property. I am speaking of an alien race known as Volks. Primarily I am speaking of the mother and child whom we have come to know as Gastonish and Eddy.” The hangar was dead silent. The spokes person had everyone’s attention, completely. “These creatures, who came from another world of un-Earthly origin, are like no other intelligent creature we have encountered from space. The threat of this species coming to our world to dominate it, is all too real, however so unbelievable as it may seem. As we have made ourselves clear, so many times in the past, we can not risk exposing Eddy or Gastonish to other foreign powers. Our agreement was not to bring them here today...” The negotiator's voice was cut short as the Russians voiced their disappointment and disdain. It was their understanding they would have the opportunity to view the volks in person.
The Russians were so upset, in fact, they had all of the locked doors barricaded and guards were posted at the exits. The Americans were also surrounded with armed Soviet soldiers.
“You, you Americans have violated our agreement! Open the curtains!!!” commanded the Russian consulate, Sergei Laurov. A soldier stepped up to the container and pulled the black curtain down so the curtain tore away from the fasteners which held it to the top rim of the container.
It was then the Brothers were exposed. They sat in their chairs, still buckled in securely. The tension immediately disappeared as all eyes became fixed on the young half-volks.
At the drop of the curtain, Narl could not keep himself from fixing his eyes on the red curtain on the Soviet’s side of the hangar.
One of the American government agents leaned in close to Dr. McNeil’s ear and whispered something to him. Dr. McNeil stood up and walked to the staircase at the side of the container. He used an electronic key card to unlock the door to the canister. When he entered the canister, he immediately approached Narl. He bent forward and leaned in close to his ear, “Now Narl, you know what to do…” But Narl did not respond to Dr. McNeil, not in the least. “W-what’s wrong with him?” Dr. McNeil directed his question to the Brothers.
“We don’t know.” answered Grud with a blank expression.
“He has always been a little strange.” came an explanation from Stroy.
“A little?” questioned Domin humorously, but Domin noticed Narl’s ear pinna tragus and anti-tragus was closed which was a sure sign if he was shutting out the world by plugging his ears, he was locked in telepathically.
“We need him to co-operate with us now!” Dr. McNeil glanced back at Narl with disappointment in his eyes. “You are his Brothers. One of you has got to get through to him. Do whatever you have to, now!” discouraged, Dr. McNeil stood up and stormed out of the container.
“What are these, things, supposed to be?” asked Sergei, the Russian delegate as he turned his head slightly and twisting his nose up in disapproval, “They are not volks.”
“These are subjects who are apart of a very special scientific experiment.” The American negotiator, Willis, took over the conversation. “If we are to be invaded by such powerful creatures as these volks, we will need a way to protect ourselves. Through these five Brothers, we can see how our genetics are not so indifferent from the volks. They differ by only one chromosome. Here, in these Brothers you can see how we as humans can make an unprecedented leap in our own evolution. Witness the success we have found in the grafting together of human and volk flesh.”
They waited for just a moment to find what kind of reaction they would have from the Russians. Finally, the answer they had waited for came, “This could very well be some unequivocal hoax. We will need a tissue sample to verify both human and volk are indeed bondable.” Sergei cocked a skeptical eye.
From this remark, a European crew of four doctors, dressed in white lab coats and carrying their own case of medical supplies, entered the container hesitantly. Through a time consuming course of procedures, the doctors made their way from one brother to the next until they had seen each one and from each one a physical examination was performed. The scars were checked over for validity and documented as where each incision was made. Finally skin, blood and tissue samples were taken. An American agent met the doctors as they were leaving the container at which time he had given them a packaged folder which contained many experimental results.
It did not take long before the samples were authenticated. The Russian delegate, Sergei Laurov, returned to his podium and spoke into the microphone, “It does not matter to us that you have created these freaks, or how you have living creatures known as volks. You think you have the upper hand, no? But you do not. It is not so special for you to have volks when you see, we too have one of our own.” The great red curtain dropped and a huge fully matured volk stood there at a height of twelve feet tall. He was menacing with broad shoulders and decked out in some heavy black armour. Its limbs were laced with many cybernetic implants and prosthetics. Though it marveled the senses, it carried an apparent history of difficulties, failures and pain. But despite the set backs the Russians had certainly experienced success with their volk. It was a powerful and shocking sight to find a living and breathing volk in Russian custody.
The surprise of setting eyes upon the powerful might of the Soviet cyborg volk seemed to over accentuate its massive muscles. For a moment, it was as though the might of the Soviet cyborg volk filled the entire hangar.
“You thieves!!!” shouted Dr. McNeil as he pointed at the Soviet cyborg volk. “You are the ones who stole our volk heart!” Sure enough, as plain as day, the volk heart, encased in a liquid filled, sphere shaped glass container was embedded in the cyborg chest and thumping away.
Thumpity – thump – thumpity – thump…
Hoses and electrical wires could be seen bound to the heart and channeling all which was required to keep it pumping strong and mature. Though the heart was powerfully active, it was well yoked in place within the jar with a unique harness of stability.
The hangar erupted into a roar of angry voices. Threats and demeaning insults were spat back and forth as each side expressed how they had been victimized by the other.
A petrified expression of concentration seemingly cast in stone was upon the darkened face of the cyborg Russian volk.
When the Russian delegate began his squabbling again, to intimidate the Americans, Domin was the first to realize Narl was not being difficult, rather he was busy, engaged in a telepathic link with the Soviet cyborg volk.
Domin began to whisper his suspicions into his brother’s ears. Then he tried to signal Dr. McNeil, but he was too wound up about the stolen volk heart. Domin tried to get the attention of anyone who would pay him some mind. Everyone, however, was transfixed on the opposite side of the hangar… The menacing cyborg volk.
The Americans present were in a state of shock, unprepared as they did not suspect the Russians of having a volk at all.
A Russian technician came to the podium and began to direct everyone’s attention to a mechanical device which was attached to the left half of the volk’s head. “We assure you this volk is entirely under our control. With the mind restraint, this volk depends on us to do all of its thinking for it. We are all quite safe and I would advise you to use the same safeguards on, not only your volks, but these strange mock-ups as well.” He glared at the five Brothers. Not only did they glare right back at the Russian speaker, but the cyborg volk also turned its eye to look at him as well. No one seemed to notice the small detail of the cyborg volk’s eye as it quickly returned its gaze back to the fore-front.
All of the Brothers took an immediate offense to what the Russian speaker said about the mind control device. “How could he make such a blatant suggestion?” asked Stroy malignantly.
“How dare he have the audacity!” Spoke Grud with a dark shadowy dryness in his voice. “Haven’t we lost enough? Now we are expected to forfeit our sanity?”
Oblit began to spaz out and fight against his restraints. He paused a moment with his entire body tensed up and pushing against the straps which held him. “Have we not been through enough pain?”
Narl then opened his eyes wide and his mouth even wider as the communication between him and the Soviet cyborg volk finally reached a climax.
The mind controlling device no longer had any affect while Narl was in control of the beast. The Soviet cyborg volk’s eye blinked as though awakening from a deep sleep. It then, under Narl’s control, turned to the Russian stage of representatives. It move on them and wrapped its’ powerful mechanical hands around the structure of the stage, the Russian technician at the microphone began pointing and shouting at one of his counterparts who was at a computer terminal.
Panic filled the hangar when the Soviet cyborg volk began to tear the stage from its footings. There was no doubt the cyborg volk was out of control. Chaos followed as the Russians tried desperately to flee for their lives. They jumped over one another as they struggled to clear out. Their efforts were, however, in vain. There was no time available to react.
The Brothers tried franticly to remove their restraints, but they could not. A few swift Russians were quick to fire some shots at the volk but the shots merely ricocheted off his armour. The American armed forces were not given the order to engage the cyborg volk so they were forced to stand down though they would have had plenty of opportunity to react and target its weak points.
Within a matter of seconds the Soviet cyborg volk had torn the stage free and hurtled it in the direction of the on-looking Americans. At this unexpected action, chaos spread through every inch of the entire hangar.
What happened next was like a living nightmare for the Brothers. The Soviet cyborg volk began to advance on them as it stomped its heavy feet to the concrete floor as it march closer and closer.
More than ever, the Brothers fought against their restraints, all except for Narl of course. Oblit let out a cry of insanity, before he managed to tear himself loose, his great volk chest yearning for the heart of the soviet cyborg volk. Guards were given the signal of authority to shoot at the dangerous advances of the unpredictable cyborg volk. The two armed guards who stood at each end, within the container, began to open up on the Soviet cyborg volk with their assault rifles. Lifting its heavy metal arm to protect its face, the cyborg volk continued its advance. At close range, sparks sprang from the robotic prosthetics of the Soviet cyborg volk’s arm as shots rattled off.
When a couple of bullets sparked off the jar of the cyborg’s heart, a long thin crack appeared across the glass surface. Oblit flew at the guard firing his rifle snatched from his grasp with a quick fluent motion as he passed by.
Effortlessly, and with no distraction from the bullets, the cyborg volk brushed the bars of the container out of its way. The bars snapped free rapidly. Oblit dropped the rifle to the floor and turned around only to be mesmerized by the beautiful volk heart beating in a golden yellow liquid before him. The Brothers who were still bound to their seats thought they were being attacked. Despite the attempts to thrash their way free the Brothers were unable to free themselves from the seat restraints.
A quick movement of the cyborg volk’s arm knocked the unarmed guard to the ground. The other guard turned to aim his weapon to defend his partner. As Narl gave the thought command for the cyborg volk to confiscate the guard’s machine gun also, Narl knew he would be too late but Oblit appeared from out of nowhere. Spinning through the air flailing his arms and legs, Oblit slapped the weapon out from the guard’s grip and kicked him in the head. The guard fell heavy and limp.
Reaching into the container, the Soviet cyborg volk broke Narl’s straps free. Narl snapped out of his hypnotic telepathy and the moment he did so, the Soviet cyborg volk froze in place. The telepathic link was broken. With no further thought or direction, it merely waited for its next command.
“Do not fight him!” Narl told his Brothers. “I control him! You can fight with him!” But the cyborg volk began to back up a step and straighten his stance as it seemed to be thinking for itself. Narl fell back into a seat where he could concentrate. Raising its hand to its head, the cyborg volk lightly touched the mind control device which was mounted to the side of his head. He found his sense of touch was missing as the metal cybernetic fingers clanked and scraped against the housing of the device. A look of sadness washed over the volk’s face as it found a sense of not being able to connect to many of its emotions. Its life was no longer its own.
The eye of the cyborg volk grew wide and a sensation of insane frustration, coupled with the will to survive, filled the creature’s soul. It scratched at the foreign device attached to its head which both damaged it and caused excruciating pain. Reeling back, the cyborg volk roared like the wild beast everyone saw it to be.
Narl tried very hard to re-establish his telepathic link but the cyborg was no longer co-operating. In fact, the telepathy began to have much the same irritating effect it had on Narl’s Brothers.
The cyborg volk began pounding at the container to make the telepathy stop. Domin shook Narl, “Stop this right now!” He told him, “Don’t you see, you are making it go mad!”
Narl came out of his mental communication just as Oblit, Stroy and Grud leaped out of the container and attacked the twisted cyborg volk.
Though the Brothers were just children, they were a formidable team for their passion was for the fight. Each of the Brothers, fought with their own unique pattern which exclusively suited their specific ability. Though they were young and in need of the polishing up of their skills, they had a lot of experience already at beating up on each other. Now, however, they had an opportunity to fight as a team and rely on each other’s strengths.
The cyborg swung its pinching hand at the Brothers as they flew at him. While Stroy and Grud faced the menace from the front, Oblit snuck around undetected. He pounced onto the volk’s back and pulled at wires and thin steel rods which ran up under the volks skin at the base of his skull. The Soviet cyborg volk spun and fell back onto the canister, but before he did so, Oblit had sprang up so high he caught hold of an over-head hangar crane.
Domin and Narl dashed out of the canister as the large volk flattened it as if it were made of tin foil. The cyborg volk was down and it was having a lot of difficulty getting back up.
In the meantime, Domin called to his Brothers to help lift the stage and rescue the people who were trapped inside. Many of the people were injured and in desperate need of immediate medical attention. The main doors of the hangar opened as Soviet military aid was on the scene.
Narl sent a telepathic suggestion to his Brothers. The suggestion was about how wonderful it would be to escape all of this and be free from the control and pain of the Governing forces. The only problem with this suggestion was how it was received in candescent pain. Each of the four Brothers bent forward in unison placing their hands to their heads like a great serge of pain had hit them in the form of a mass migraine headache. Domin put one arm around Narl’s shoulders then he slugged him in the nose with his fist. “I told you, brother…” Domin spoke harshly under his breath. “Don’t do that…” Then as an after thought, Domin added, “It was a nice thought though.” The others smiled at the comment while trying not to be obvious about it and keep it on the low-low.
The Brothers were busy moving pieces of debris from the stage into a pile when the cyborg volk rose up for round two. He tore the canister in half and took a step toward the Brothers. The canister was just a sample of what the soviet cyborg volk had in mind for them. It was also advancing on the wounded as well.
Narl faced the cyborg volk and placed one hand to the side of his head. His mental command caused the cyborg volk to stumble backwards as though it were hit by a powerful weight. The cyborg volk turned to look over its shoulder at the Brothers. It glared with a violent hatred in its eyes. Then, strangely, it focused in on Narl. Without warning, the cyborg volk had leaned forward into a rampaging charge. It ran at the people causing the concrete floor to shake with each pounding foot step.
Stroy ran headlong at the cyborg volk, but the cyborg had only one target, Narl. Sliding across the floor, Stroy moved low and between its legs. When he was right under the cyborg, he kicked out his legs at its ankles. This caused the cyborg to trip and fall forward. It slammed its large metal framed jaw onto the floor. Oblit came from out of the rafters and landed on the volk’s back, wondering if the jar of the heart was ruptured. Grud ran out with his massive volk arms raised up over his head, where he drove his fists down with all of his might. He smashed the cyborg’s head to the floor just to be certain he would not forget the taste of the concrete.
Surprisingly, the robotic fingers of the cyborg took hold of Grud’s leg. He threw him to the far wall. Again, the cyborg rose to his feet, its volk heart beating powerfully within the cracked housing of the jar. It held out its mechanical arms and on the right arm a manie gun popped out. A flame thrower surfaced from his other mechanical arm.
Rapid fire pummeled the Brothers as they quickly fled the hail of powerful bullets from the cyborg’s machine gun. Meanwhile, the flame thrower lit up in a spray of liquid fire. Domin was already on the move, he made his way around to the side of the cyborg volk and moved in on him with all of his might. His speed rammed the cyborg so hard he was pushed right off the ground where he was sent through the side wall of the hangar.
The aluminum siding tore open under the soviet cyborg’s weight like it was made of paper. Domin had bounced off the robotic monstrosity which did not phase him in the least. He broke out into running. He bolted out through the great torn opening in the side of the hangar. Domin’s Brothers followed close behind. At the moment the open air washed over them, they slowed for a moment to take in their surroundings.
It was this moment when the Brothers shared the same sense of freedom even though on either side of them were isles of Soviet military aircrafts. The jet fighters were like a fleet of soldiers standing at attention with their noses pointed upwards professionally and egotistically.
Overhead, a swarm of Sukhoi Su-15 Flagon soviet air assault interceptors circled like vultures.
The Soviet cyborg volk stirred as it rose up from the pavement. Placing its robotic hand to its chest, the soviet cyborg volk found the yellow liquid was leaking out of its heart jar. It lifted its’ weapon and began firing rapid rounds of armour piercing ammo at Domin. As Domin ran around the volk, it decided to raise its’ other flame throwing arm attachment weapon to target even one of the little expedient Brothers.
Fire bellowed from the flame thrower. Stroy, with his powerful volk legs, had leaped clear over the head of the soviet cyborg volk. He landed next to Domin and scooped him up just as the flame thrower seared at him. Stroy’s powerful legs elevated them over the height of the cyborg.
When the cyborg volk looked up to watch Stroy and Domin come back down, the other Brothers worked together to attack the cyborg volk from behind. Stroy and Domin fell like boulders as they came back down to earth, while Narl, Grud and Oblit noticed a Mikoyan Gurevich MiG-23 Soviet “swing wing” aircraft fighter bearing down on them aggressively. The cyborg volk fell forward with Narl, Grud and Oblit pounding and tearing at it from its back. The Brothers moved with the likeness of a wild and hungry pack of wolves.
When the cyborg volk fell forward, he sprawled out over the pavement with his flame thrower blazing across the ground. Stroy and Domin landed in the midst of the flames. Stroy knew only how it was too hot for them on the ground. Immediately, he jumped again while carrying his brother, Domin. The Mikoyan Gurevich MiG-23 began to open fire on its low approach.
Domin noticed a danger when the flames were sprayed near to a refueling station. As he ascended over the shoulder of Stroy, he found it difficult to warn his Brothers. Despite Stroy’s shoulder digging into his side, he managed to say; “Get out of here! Its’ gonna Blow!!!”
Before they knew it, the Mikoyan Gurevich MiG-23 soviet aircraft came in too fast and too close, as the pilot fought to veer off missing Stroy and Domin as they were in mid leap. They jumped so high, they came right up into the jets’ flight path. With some quick thinking, Stroy and Domin successfully grabbed hold of the underside of the jet. Stroy used the strength of his powerful and agile volk feet to secure a grip. The two of them took off with such force, Domin thought his arms were going to be torn off, while Stroy was certain his feet would be severed if not for the volk support.
The cyborg volk began rolling over. Its’ flamethrower attachment was obviously damaged and it was not going to be able to stop blowing fire until its’ fuel was depleted. Bending forward, the flame showered over the refueling station. Narl, Grud and Oblit looked on with their eyes wide with surprise. They bolted from the area, making tracks as fast as they could. The three Brothers booked past the torn open hole on the side of the hangar. The people inside watched curiously as the Brothers ran past.
Dr. McNeil was the first to realize the emanate danger when the flames rained over the fuel tanker trucks that were parked next to the jet refueling station. The on-lookers ducked back into the hangar and warned the others to get back. The flames spread quickly as they consumed the entire station and set it all ablaze. The cyborg volk was unaware of the dangers around him. He was just trying to rise up to his feet once again.
Narl, Grud and Oblit had run out into an open area of the air strip. Narl shouted to his Brothers, “Hold it!” The others stopped to look at him. They had hopes they were at a safe distance away from the expected explosion. “We will be unsuccessful in our attempt to outrun the fire when it blows!”
Oblit looked around quickly, then without speaking a word he put one finger from each hand into the holes of a man-hole cover which was just under their feet. He lifted, but the metal cover was too heavy. Narl and Grud bent down with their brother and readied themselves to assist. When the lid was lifted enough for the other Brothers to slip their fingers under it, they worked together to lift it up.
The refueling station, along with a number of tanker trucks, ignited into a thermal explosion. The magnitude of destructive light and burning bits of materials had such force behind it, the explosion threw many of the aligned MiG-25, “Foxbat” jet fighters out across the air field.
The soviet cyborg volk was also caught up in the explosion which sounded like a final benevolent roar of life from the mouth of the beast.
Fire and chemical gas threatened to devour everyone and everything, but the initial bright flash of the explosion was quickly replaced with a thick black plume of black ash. Oxygen followed in with a salty breeze from the ocean.
Narl, Grud and Oblit slid the man-hole cover to the side and emerged from the drainage pipes. It served as a formidable retreat. When they climbed out, they met the burned corps of the soviet cyborg volk. Its’ chest had been blown open, the jar had been shattered and the odour of burned, sizzling flesh hung heavily in the air. Within the cavity of the cyborg volk’s chest, still strapped to the harness was the charred remains of the lifeless volk heart.
An eerie calmness existed over the entire base. But they knew it was just the calm before the storm. The Sukhoi Su-15 Flagon interceptors circling over head were careful not to fly too low as there could be more explosions to follow.
Narl pointed to one of the “Flogger” jets and the others quickly saw how Domin and Stroy were hanging from the belly of it. Many other jets were obviously informed of the stow-a-ways and followed close behind in a ‘V’ formation. Narl, Grud and Oblit watched as Domin and Stroy held onto the Mikoyan Gurevich MiG-23. The close knit fleet traveled over head and headed out over the ocean. As the fleet began to circle, Domin and Stroy let go of the jet and dropped into the waves off shore.
Oblit and Grud began to run toward them to rescue them from drowning, but Narl shouted. “No! Not that way! The soviets will surely cut us down if they catch us running all the way to the ocean.”
“We can not just sit here.” Came Grud with a dark coolness to the tone of his voice which masked the frustration and panic he felt.
“This way, Brothers.” replied Narl as he disappeared back into the drainage system. The large underground drain led them straight to the ocean. The three of them could be heard breathing and splashing as they ran as fast as they could to get to the end of the pipe.
When they finally reached the end of the pipe, they were met with bars which blocked the entrance of the drainage system. Grud pushed his way past his Brothers and grabbed a hold of the bars. His enormous volk arms expanded as his muscles tightened under the thick grey skin. He jerked forward, before he pulled back. With his volk muscles taut, dark red veins pumped blood over the surface of his grey skin. He worked the bars with twisting and turning until they gave way under the pressure. The concrete cracked and broke as the bars were quickly miss-shapened. Then with an attitude of boredom, Grud pushed the bars aside and they crumpled in on themselves.
The three Brothers, wounded, climbed out of the pipe and moved swiftly across the beach to the low tide. Domin and Stroy were not far away and they could see them swimming to shore. Narl, Grud and Oblit ran into the ocean.
When all of the Brothers met, they were in ocean shallow enough they could all stand up. “Are you injured?” Narl quickly asked Domin and Stroy.
“We are fine.” Domin answered as Stroy coughed out sea water. “Look, Brothers, we have done it. This is our golden opportunity. Let’s get out of here and be free of these scientists once and for all.”
There was a long silence as the Brothers considered Domin’s proposal. They looked around at the beauty of the ocean. It was not so dissimilar from the pictures they had seen of a tropical paradise.
“I’m with Domin.” Grud said with agreement, “We absolutely must get out of here. We all know the next thing we will loose is our minds if we stay.”
“We need to get moving right away.” Stroy added.
“Hold it!” Narl announced clearly. “Being free is easier said than done.” Narl told them. “Where would we go?” He asked. No one had an answer. “We are in Russian waters. Do you propose to swim away? And if we go back to land how sure can you be we can find a safe place where we will not be found? No, we will be hunted and killed.”
“Look, Narl, you are a smart guy, but if we go back willingly, they will kill us.” Grud warned them. “I will have to stick with Domin on this one.”
“How can you be so sure they will kill us? I suspect not only will the Americans protect us, but they will commend us for returning to them willfully and we will build a trust which has not been established yet. It will be through this trust and willful co-operation where we will guarantee no mind control devices will be necessary.” explained Narl persuasively.
Grud did not need a second to think about the situation. For him everything was quite clear. “Narl, that is your opinion. I have my own opinion, and I am getting out of here.” Grud eyed his Brothers. “Who’s with me?” He stood back. The sea water lapped against his chest as his other Brothers looked at him. He expected the others with the exception of Narl perhaps, to join him right away and he was surprised when this did not happen. “What is it? You all need more time to think about this?” No one spoke a word but much was being said. “Hey, this our freedom. Our long awaited and well deserved freedom. What difference does it make if we are in America or Russia. Freedom for us will always be the same, because, face it. We are freaks. It is our destiny to be treated as freaks no matter where we are.”
“And it is to that fact where I would like to point out the Americans have given us a place to call home. I am not disagreeing with anything you say, Grud, but perhaps this isn’t the perfect timing for our great escape.”
“Whatever!” Grud was openly discouraged. “Don’t you know we are wasting time talking about this? We need to act.” Pounding the water’s surface and pointing, Grud continued to argue. “Right now they are regrouping and organizing. It won’t be long before they start looking for us…” Grud let out a breath of disappointment. “Do whatever you want. I’m out’a here.”
Grud turned to swim away, but Domin reached out and grabbed him by the shoulder. “We are Brothers.” He said forcefully. “And we can’t afford to split up. Just look up” He said and they all looked skyward. “Those air-crafts are not just circling because they have nothing better to do. They are keeping tabs on us. They will follow us no matter where we want to go, and they will take us before we have an opportunity to meet land… Come on. We need to heed, Narl’s suggestions. He has not steered us wrong in the past.”
Grud put his hands to his face and kneaded his fore-head like he had a head-ache. “Alright then, what are we going to do next?”
“We go back to the underground pipes and get back to the Americans as quickly as possible.” Narl instructed.
Though returning to the Americans was not a simple task, a speedy call for military reinforcements was made. The Soviets lost the opportunity to capture the Brothers so they tried to blame the Americans for the costly loss at the air field and their secret weapon, the Soviet cyborg volk. Before the Brothers returned to American soil, a fair compensation for damages had to be worked out in a peaceful manner with the Soviets. Within military circles, aggressive tactics were on the verge of being deployed, but Government heads did not want to call attention to the secret meeting. With the names of those involved with the covert affiliation, it would raise too many questions where the leaking of top secret subjects related to volks would be too risky.
The Americans, along with the Brothers, were granted diplomatic immunity before they boarded a plane to take them home. The Brothers were hailed the heroes and they knew it as they each walked out from a small bus to the stairs of the passenger plane. With a confidence and strut in their step, the Brothers, in shades climbed the stairs to the plane knowing they had proven themselves valuable and how they were quite safe under the protection of American forces.
Narl in particular was proud to once again be correct in his decision making, for everything was happening just as he predicted.
Changes were evident after the return to America. The Brothers had been moved to a new military installation which was far more secure. It was located in a remote area of Alaska. Though the constant testing of the Brothers hadn’t changed too much, the training they did was far more controlled by the military. Each of the Brothers had risen through the military ranks quite steadily. Besides having the advantage of volk strengths, the Brothers were part of an elite task force of soldiers who had such refined skills, they were virtually unbeatable.
The elite soldiers prided themselves in the details of their missions. They would study their enemies and the lay outs of their strongholds. They devised mission formulations and carried out their operations exactly as predicted. Their simplest solutions being, not only the quickest but the most effective.
This elite military division of six men in Alaska, were chosen to join the Brothers in a series of difficult training exercises with the expectation of the Brothers to not only acquire equal skill, but to surpass their instructors. The program extremely belittled the recruits as a system of control using humility.
One of the elite instructors was an expert in archery and other silent weapons. Another was a master in the ninja arts. A third was an explosives and demolitions expert. A fourth opened the minds of the Brothers to unique and strenuous survival techniques along with the hidden strengths of the human body; mind over matter. The fifth was a munitions expert who trained the Brothers how to drive tanks, fly helicopters and jet air planes. A wide assortment of military vehicles, missile launchers and other weapons of the like were under study.
The sixth elite soldier was not only the strangest of the bunch but the most dangerous and unpredictable. Though he walked and talked like a man, once he began to train, it was as though he took on the personification of an animal. All of his fighting styles and techniques were derived of the animal kingdom. Many times, if it were not himself giving an example of how to defeat a wild beast with his bare hands, it was one of the Brothers. All of the Brothers had been injured in some way during their time with him.
As the Brothers grew into teenagers, each of them experienced the same struggles with anger and rage. Due to the conflict of volk and human transplants they found the challenge of controlling their anger becoming increasingly difficult with age. Their military instructors tried to use these emotions to push their pupils harder. They were taught their anger was the source to power which would always overthrow their adversaries.
Dr. McNeil was always impressed whenever he would walk in on the Brothers practicing before a training exercise. In a group they would shadow box with countless punches at incredible speeds. Their bodies moved with an inhuman fluent speed. Rolls, tucks and a variety of effective kicks, they were very impressive. They knew, in a fight, it was not good enough to be centered with control, balance and discipline. They also had to master their speed and power. Much of their training had to do with molding and shaping their minds as fighters. It was through this and other self managing skills where they were able to hone their abilities without letting their rage get the best of them.
The structure of the training was well organized, but the Brothers still had a long way to go before they were truly in control. It was always the same. They all trained very well together, but they would all fall at once with the same Achilles heal. Rage was their greatest set-back.
The military, along with specialty scientists, were unaware of the dangerous potential they were dealing with. The exercises were a perfect way for the Brothers to sink deeper into their own fiery rage. They would go momentarily mental as they lost control, for the more they gave to feed their rage, the more their rage would demand more from them. It was consuming them.
Narl was the first one who pointed out the dangers to the consequences associated with the level of inhuman and intensive training method used. He tried to explain the conditioning of their sub-conscious and preached to his Brothers to resist the rage. “By resisting the rage within, we are resisting our own insanity. Find the line and don’t cross it.” Narl warned.
Though none of the Brothers were very good at talking about their own feelings, they all agreed it was too late for Oblit. It would seem rather humorous to most of the Brothers who didn’t understand the full nature of what was going on, unlike the most recent incident where Oblit had seemed to go entirely insane. Within Oblit’s large torso was a simple human heart and the demand put on his heart was serious enough where he had to be put on a strict schedule of meds. While in training, Oblit began destroying an indoor obstacle course where he lost all sense of completing the exercise as he was instructed. At the center of the exercise Oblit began destroying the wooden structures and the gas pipes which blew gusts of flames. The instructors tazered Oblit and they had also shot him with tranquilizers, but not before he had severely burned his arm and the left side of his face.
Since the incident, Oblit was not living in the same bunk house as the others. The Brothers felt bad for Oblit and they could sympathize with what had happened to him because it could very well happen to anyone of them as well. Narl sat with his remaining Brothers and tried to share with them some of the thoughts he was able to receive from the instructors. The Brothers had found it tolerable to link with Narl’s mind as long as it was important enough and brief. They could learn from their instructor’s experiences and assimilate their skills with ease. In this way they were able to match and often exceed their teacher’s ability.
All of the Brothers cared for one another deeply and the telepathy orchestrated by Narl only proved it.
Again the Brothers were woken up early in the morning and taken to a remote area in Alaska. They were driven to a white dome, where inside, another senseless obstacle course awaited them. The six elite soldiers stood in single file and at attention. Next to them, the Brothers also stood at attention.
Looking across to the other side of the dome, they could see Oblit. His arms and legs were bound out straight, like a star formation, and he was within a metal barred cage. The cage was built as a double cage, one next to the other. Oblit was in one cage while the second cage was empty. Within the cage Oblit was roaring and yelling in a fit of rage. He was foaming at the mouth and he looked malnourished. A guard who was posted at the cage door was instructed to enter the cage and gag Oblit.
Though it was quieter after he was gagged, the Brothers did not feel better about what they had seen. A drill instructor came out to inspect the line before he explained to everyone what he expected of them as they maneuvered the course. As always, the course was designed to allow the trainee to exercise all of the skills they developed. They were expected to shoot arrows, fire weapons, balance along high wires and fight against martial artists and wild animals alike.
When the drill instructor had finished explaining all of these things, he added, “All of you are expected to pass this obstacle course with no problems since it is not designed with any more difficulty than you are all accustomed to. Once you have all completed the course and navigated to the flag area at the other end, we will release your brother, Oblit. With regret, we are informing you now upon the moment Oblit fails any aspect of the course, he will be immediately terminated.”
The mouths of Domin, Grud and Stroy literally dropped open and their eyes widened. “Does Dr. McNeil know about this?” Domin shouted out.
“Silence!” The drill sergeant shot back. “You will learn your place, Domin. You are soldiers now! You and your Brothers.” He said, half mocking them. “All I ask is for you all to complete the course. Is that not fair for you girls?”
“It is fair, Drill sergeant!” Narl shouted.
Domin, Stroy and Grud looked at Narl without turning their heads. They remained standing at attention while inside, they were digging deep into a fresh supply of anger. Their bodies tightened as veins popped out over their fore-heads.
A foreign thought poked into their minds. Grud, Stroy and Domin winced as they were suddenly aware of Narl’s plan to assist Oblit telepathically through the obstacle course. It would not be easy, but it maybe the only way for the Brothers to protect Oblit.
First, Domin went through the course, followed by Grud, then Stroy and finally, Narl. The guard at Oblit’s caged was ordered to release Oblit. He walked up a platform, into the empty cage next to Oblit. The guard locked the cage door behind him by punching a code into the electronic pad lock. A separate pad lock was mounted next to him and he punched a different code into it. Oblit’s cage door had unlocked and swung open. He then bent down and pulled two pins from the floor which released Oblit’s ankles. Then the guard pulled two pins from over his head and Oblit’s wrists were freed.
Oblit tore the gag from his mouth and sprung from the cage. He roared horrendously. He turned on the guard. Anger burned in his eyes. He leapt to the cage as though he was about to tear it apart. The rifles of the military were cocked from either side of the dome. Guards flooded into the dome and took aim at Oblit.
Oblit did not take his eyes off the guard as he growled low and ominous. The guard could not keep himself from shaking. Sweat began to bead upon his fore-head.
The eyes of Oblit suddenly relaxed and he slowly climbed down from the cage. He took a couple of steps back and put his hands to his head. He looked around the dome as Narl spoke to his mind. Oblit had a sense of direction and purpose.
He turned to the obstacle course. He looked across to the far end where he could see his Brothers. Narl spoke to Oblit’s mind. “We can see you, Oblit. We are here on the other side. You can join us here where it is safe. I will be with you through the obstacle course. Just stay with me. I need your co-operation. We can do this together.”
With that said, Narl tried to keep his brother calm as he entered the course and stepped up to the first challenge. The course was timed, whereby it had to be completed under a certain time frame or else the trainee would be disqualified.
In Oblit’s case, he would be dead.
The first obstacle was a series of stalls. Each of the stalls had a different weapon. The weapons were silent weapons. There were compound bows, javelins, throwing stars and darts. Each of the Brothers had been well trained with each one of the weapons. Narl assisted Oblit to choose one of the stalls at random. The stall he entered had a javelin within it. Oblit took the javelin in hand and bounced it in his hand for a moment to find the center. He fixed his legs into a stable stance as he sized up the target which was 500 meters away. With his eyes locked onto the target, Oblit ran forward like lightning and lunged the javelin into the air with every human muscle of his limbs and every volk muscle of his torso. The javelin soared through the air like a missile. The shot was a bull’s eye targeted through a shadowy form of a man. Oblit hit the target dead center.
The Brother’s cheered, but Oblit did not acknowledge them at all. Rather, he bent forward and put his hand to his head as the pain of Narl’s telepathy began to take its tole.
Everyone was worried for Oblit’s condition, until Oblit straightened up and took a deep breath. He bit back the pain and continued on. The next obstacle was the ninja challenge.
Walking out onto a bamboo floor with an empty red carpet stretched over the center of it, Oblit knew to march right out to the center of it. There he stood and waited. A narrow door slid open to the far left and one to the far right. Men came running out from the doors who were dressed in black ninja attire complete with masks and each one carried nun-chucks.
They swarmed Oblit for a moment and Oblit just stood like a statue in wait of the first strike. Finally, one of the ninjas from furthest away came dashing in toward Oblit. He used the other ninjas as leverage to jump high over the heads of the others. Spinning a nun-chuck in each hand the leaping ninja accomplished a front flip and came in at Oblit to both surprise and distract him as the others also advanced their attack.
Oblit not only snapped to life but he took on an entirely different character. He let go of his logical mind and relished in the wild monstrous side of his alter-ego. The ninja, who was coming in at Oblit from the air was twirling his nun-chucks at either side with the intent to crush Oblit’s skull. With a crazy roar, he grabbed the ninja out of the air by his leg and used him to beat the other surrounding ninjas senselessly. No one was able to come near enough to Oblit to land even one blow.
Wildly, Oblit thrashed at the surrounding crowd with violent, striking blows. As the ninjas tried to gain a foot hold on the situation, Oblit was already busy building a pile of broken bodies. One speedy little ninja was able to knock off a shot to Oblit’s muscled volk back with his nun-chuck.
Oblit turned to the little ninja; his eyes were wide with rage. Spinning at the ninjas with flailing arms Oblit was the bomb who sent the group of ninjas sprawling through the air. Swinging his arms again, Oblit bull dosed through another group of ninjas who were trying to regroup and they too went flying as well. Very few ninjas were left standing.
Still moving with incredible speed, Oblit created a pile of fallen ninjas before he climbed the holding a pair of nun-chucks twirling in each hand. He glared at the remaining ninjas and spoke with the sound of death in his deep chested voice, “Come…” The look in Oblit’s eyes was enough to leave traumatic scars in the minds of the ninjas for the rest of their lives. They dropped their nun-chucks and fled through the still open doors at the right and left of the obstacle chamber.
Oblit, dropped his nun-chucks as one of the ninjas at the bottom of the pile groaned in pain. Oblit stepped down from atop the mound of bodies, where he stepped on the groaning ninja’s head pushing his face into the red mat. It was enough to silence him.
Oblit meandered on to the next challenge. Narl gave Oblit some quick instructions and reminded him how he did not have a lot of time left. Oblit opened the door to an empty floor of rubble. With the shaking sound of an earthquake, the floor began to rise up with cables and construct itself into a three story concrete building. This next room was designed to assimilate explosions within a building structure. Because the building was designed for training purposes, the building was able to dismantle and reconstruct itself after each exercise.
Oblit was familiar with it and knew to dart inside of the lowest floor. As he moved quickly through the maze of walls, explosives began to detonate. The idea of the exercise was to stay ahead of the explosions and keep a clear head in a panic situation.
Narl assisted Oblit as to where to go and Narl shared Oblit’s experience as his human heart jumped with each explosion. There were no stair wells in the building, because the idea was not to climb to the next level, rather, when the explosions went off, the next level would come down around him.
Oblit made it to the first safe zone. A large hole was cut out of the ceiling above him which led to the next level up. The bottom level collapsed all around him and before he knew it he was in the second level as it came crashing down. Oblit was once again on the move running to stay ahead of the explosions within the maze of the second level.
One explosive went off near to his heel and the force of the explosion was enough to trip him up. He rolled forward but bounced back up and running. The explosions were able to come much closer to him now and the ceiling was about to come down. He continued running using both his hands and feet like an animal. Oblit’s mind seemed to light up with hostility. The problem of mounting anger in conjunction with the telepathy was becoming more than he could handle. He moved like a brutish beast on all fours, but the technique was enough for him to successfully make the needed distance.
With a heavy crash the second level came down, surrounding him. Despite the heavy dust and burned smell of the explosives, Oblit pushed on. With a roar of madness, he could feel the powerful strength of the hunter leave him. He ran with extraordinary speed, but as Oblit did so, he began to have the perception of everything moving in slow motion. Even the sounds of the explosions faded off into the distance, however the sounds of his heavy breathing and the thumping of his heart became even louder than ever. A heat surged throughout Oblit’s body from his head to his feet. Then came sweat which seemed to pour from his skin. Oblit felt as though his head was beginning to expand like a balloon, his chest contracted inwards as his vision became spotted with darkness.
“I’m losing him.” Narl spoke quietly as he fought to keep focused.
Domin could see Oblit emerge from the third and final level of the explosives test. When he heard Narl speak, he noticed Oblit collapse.
He still had three more challenges left of the obstacle course. The survival challenge of mind over matter, the munitions challenge of target practice with large caliber fire arms and the animal challenge. In this final challenge he would have to fight a trained tiger with the skill and technique of a tiger.
There was only one problem, Oblit wasn’t getting up. Domin slapped Narl across the face, “You are not helping him! You are killing him!” Domin ran out to Oblit with Grud and Stroy following close behind. They climbed up the cage of the tiger and ran across the roof. They then leaped over the munitions course.
At a side long glance, Domin could see a sharp shooter lining up a shot from high up inside the dome. “No, they couldn’t kill him now.” Domin puzzled. “There was still plenty of time left for Oblit to complete the obstacle course.”
Stroy, with his powerful volk legs was able to jump twice as far as Domin and Grud. This put him right at Oblit’s side well before Domin and Grud. As Stroy knelt down next to his sleeping brother, a quiet bullet slapped Oblit on the side of his head. The impact of the bullet caused Oblit’s entire body to convulse just once.
Stroy wasn’t sure what had just happened as he examined the bullet hole at the side of Oblit’s head for a second. When the reality hit him that his brother was dead, he threw his head back and roared.
Domin and Grud had dived into the freezing cold pool of the survival challenge in a desperate attempt to get to Stroy and Oblit. They swam the challenge like they had never swum it before. Grud was the first one out of the pool because he had the advantage of his powerful volk arms.
Grud and Domin, with freezing cold water pouring off them, examined the bullet hole which took the life of Oblit. They stood up along with Stroy and fixed their eyes on the sharp shooter who was situated in the suspension frame work of the dome. They were about to go after him when tranquilizer darts came whistling in. The Brothers were hit with the tranquilizers and then it was over.
Before the Brothers had time to mourn the passing of their beloved brother, Oblit, they were forced to under go unscheduled surgeries. No choice was given to the Brothers. They were the property of the government and they hated it. The volk parts of Oblit’s body were surgically added into the bodies of the remaining living Brothers. Domin sustained the most attention as Oblit’s volk chest and back was exemplified in him primarily.
Over hearing Dr. McNeil speaking to Dr. Evon as Domin was becoming more conscious after his surgeries, he heard Dr. McNeil explaining how he had added some part from the volk brain to Domin’s nero nervous system. This was to assist Domin where his original human mind was deficient.
Stroy received additional pelvic assistance as Grud received additional volk chest muscles to strengthen his arms. Neck muscles and tendons were added to Narl so he would no longer need to wear a neck and head support brace. It took weeks for each of the Brothers to recuperate from the operations. They were shown a video recording of Oblit’s burial. They had to miss out on it because the surgeries were very complicated and there was no way any of them would have the strength to attend.
The Brothers were furious about the entire situation. They all wished they had made the decision to escape when they were in Russia.
When the technicians were aware of just how upset the Brothers were, they called on the project manager. Dr. McNeil came to visit the bed ridden Brothers and he asked, “Why do you grieve? It is because of your unique bodies how Oblit has an opportunity to live on.” The Brothers were not sure what Dr. McNeil was talking about, until he continued. “Oblit’s flesh is still alive thanks to the four of you. He is alive within each one of you. He must be very grateful that most of his body did not have to be in that casket. Rather his body is in this room and it remains alive, and all of the thanks belongs to the four of you, his Brothers.”
“We want to have a funeral of our own when we are well enough to do so.” Domin demanded with no respect intended for Dr. McNeil.
The doctor nodded his head, “I will grant you your request, if it is truly what you want, but like I said, he is not dead. Personally, I do not believe a funeral is necessary. It is like denying the gift we have given you.”
“A gift?” Narl asked with disgust. “How is it a gift when you murder our brother, force your freakish surgeries upon us and twist it all into believing we will thank you for it?”
Domin tried to rise up out of his bed, “I hate you…”
The other Brothers equally shared in Domin’s hatred and despair. They pulled at their bed straps which held their wrists and ankles to the frames of their beds. As weak as they were, they revealed a display of violence and of vengeance for the blood of their brother. “If I could, I would tear your throat out.” Grud told Dr. McNeil. After Grud spoke his threat, he looked away as though he were looking out into deep space. What Grud was actually experiencing was a telepathic suggestion from Narl. What he told Grud, along with the others, was to not utter another word. Vengeance would be theirs, but it would come at an opportune moment, very soon.
Dr. McNeil shrugged his shoulders and fixed his tie, “Is that supposed to surprise me? All you guys are so much alike. You hate the world, so predictable. Why don’t you try singing a different tune for once.” he walked around the room lifting the charts which hung at the ends of their beds. Dr. McNeil scribbled something on each of the charts, “I am recommending you all to attend an anger management course once a week. I know the gentleman who will lead the sessions. He is good.” He smiled and tried to suppress a chuckle. Looking up from the charts, he glanced at each one of the Brothers. “He’s real good.” He then, promptly left the room through the white double doors.
Within the coming hours, Domin and his Brothers had grew stronger in strength and fought against their bonds to be free. They spat cruel remarks to the doctors, telling them they were their captors and they would soon pay for holding them against their will. They became louder and louder until they were no longer making any sense and just roared like shackled beasts.
While the Brothers had their little temper tantrum, Narl was reflecting on how much sense his Brothers were making. Through all the tests and surgeries, Narl reasoned how much they were treated like dirt before he spoke. Unlike his Brothers, Narl was more level headed. “Why aren’t you experimenting on the positive effects of treating us well? No, you insist on doing everything backwards! We are treated with less than favorable methods. It is not natural yet you make notes as though our negative feed back is natural, but it is just a response to the way you treat us like your lab rats!” Thick dark veins branched out over Narl’s cranium.
The doctors huddled together to quietly discuss the incident. The doctors really hadn’t considered the effects their experiments might have, and they didn’t realize they were treating the Brothers in a demeaning fashion.
The doctors called Dr. McNeil to the room to have a chat with the Brothers. Soon after, Dr. McNeil walked into the room with Dr. Evon. They listened to the Brothers as they explained how they felt mistreated, before Dr. Evon made a solemn vow, “I assure you all, we will do our very best to make specialized accommodations for not only you Brothers, but for Eddy and his mother, Gastonish, as well.”
Though the Brothers had many questions on the matter and demanded further explanation, the doctors were not at liberty to discuss what was meant by specialized accomodations.
While Dr. McNeil opened a brief case, Dr. Evon addressed the Brothers, "Please, be patient. Dr. McNeil has something the heads of military affairs wishes to present to you, but before we continue I must ask you to place your right hands over your hearts and repeat after me; “On this day I pledge my life." The Brothers repeated the words together. “To stand and fight for freedom and justice following any and all given orders I receive.” The Brothers repeated this sentence of the oath as well. “I will never quit as long as life surges through my veins. For the sake of our nation and our nation’s capital we will prevail.”
Domin sat back expecting the doctors to just blow more empty winded promises or to change the subject altogether.
Opening four small black cases, the Brothers could see within each case was a single golden medal. Dr. McNeil explained what the medals were and why the Brothers deserved them. “It is for your great strength and endurance, the completion of difficult tasks, training, surgeries and countless tests we have run. The Government wishes to recognize your sacrifice by awarding each of you one of these medals.” Lifting out the first medal, the Brothers were in a state of awe. A bright shiny gold medallion suspended from a black ribbon with a single vertical purple stripe to the left with a golden clip at the top. Moving from one Brother to the next, Dr. McNeil clipped the small bright medal to their shirts. “You are officially part of the government’s list of elite military property. You four have been designated a team code name; the Blackguards. Sworn to guard and protect the innocent. To you Brothers, the Blackguards, we applaud you and commend you.”
Dr. McNeil stepped back to Dr. Evon’s side and they clapped and cheered for the Brothers, as did the nursing staff. The Brothers were very proud if not for the recognition alone.
Domin lifted his medal and read the engraving which encircled a logo of a grizzly bear’s claw, “The Blackguard - Elite Protector of America.”
Later when the moment of praise passed and the Brothers were alone again, Stroy asked, “We have all been very bitter about the government and its military, but now we have these medals. Does this change how we feel about everything?”
Sitting in their room with a stack of twelve pizza boxes on the table, the Brothers ate and drank pop. “No it certainly does not.” Narl came storming into the conversation. “This does not make up for anything and it will certainly not bring Oblit back.” Narl threw his half eaten slice of pizza on his plate, disgusted.
“I have to agree with Narl on this one.” Domin opened a pizza box and stacked three pieces upon one another before flipping a forth piece on top. He could barely fit his mouth around it but when he did he bit off more than he could chew.
Without speaking, the Brothers began to fill their mouths. While they were all chewing and not speaking a word, Narl tilted his head to the side ever so slightly as he invaded his Brother’s minds.
On a sub-conscious level through telepathic communication the Blackguards were building a rage of one mind. As they brooded with unease for the loss of their brother, Narl could not hide how he felt responsible for Oblit’s death. As the others tried to share their opinions of how Narl should not feel responsible at all, Narl pushed forward with a warning. “Brothers, we all share a deep desire to draw strength from our anger. I believe it is a side effect of our human bodies rejecting any kind of linkage to volk flesh.” Narl began to share the final moments of Oblit’s life. Narl was able to depict the experience of death in great detail, for he was telepathically linked to Oblit when he died. “Our anger has the potential to be our greatest ally or our greatest foe. To Oblit, his anger was a death trap.” He shared how Oblit lost control to the point of no return. It was difficult to know if it was the bullet which killed Oblit, or if even before the bullet struck, he may have already been dead.
“Dr. McNeil is not our friend.” Narl added. “He is just saying what he needs too to gain our co-operation or more to the point, to keep us under his control. As long as we give them what they want we remain as test subjects with the same worth as lab rats.”
“And if we don’t co-operate?” Grud asked as he cracked his volk knuckles.
“No doubt, we would share in the fate of, Oblit.” Narl swiftly answered telepathically.
“Possible, of course, if we don’t co-operate, we would be forced to have mind control devices attached to our heads.” Domin reminded them.
This final comment left them to brood all the more. The Brothers loathed the idea of such nightmarish devices.
Narl explained to them how he does not want to be connected to any emotions any longer. For now on he would dedicate the rest of his life to logic. His Brothers admired and understood him completely. They agreed with him and made the decision to follow logic as well.
When Dr. McNeil and the other nursing staff returned to the Brothers, they found them to be far more silent than usual. The Brothers needed to formulate a plan, but for the moment they were biding their time.
As anger escalated between the Blackguards, Narl had his hands full in his attempts to calm his Brothers down. He had to remind them of the plan, and how if one of them went rogue, it would jeopardize everything. Within the telepathic linkage of thought, they would say, “Enough is enough. We have had it with this place. We will tolerate it no longer. The moment we are trusted with a little freedom, we will escape.”
While enroute to delve into a study session with colleagues on the limited physicalities of the Brothers, Dr. McNeil was approached by a shady group of military personnel. The four soldiers looked like very tough mercenaries with cut off sleeves and dark green head bands. “Dr. McNeil? We represent the government’s secret service division. On behalf of the military we are ordered to escort the Blackguards to a secret location for military training. You are to take us to the Blackguards where at such time they will fall under our protection.”
Dr. McNeil was taken off guard at the encounter. “Um, first of all, the Blackguards don’t need protection from you, and second, if the Blackguards are going to be drafted into military service, it won’t be by you.”
A second soldier dressed to fight but not in military fatigues, “You misunderstand our intent, sir. We are not here to draft the Blackguards, we will only test their level of fighting skills and then they will be returned to you. Here is the official notice and it comes straight from the minister of defence. You can have it verified but I think you know the real thing when you see it.” The soldier smirked and Dr. McNeil was about to let it go without having it verified, but once he made a call on his cell phone, he knew for certain he had to let the Brothers go.
Under cover, the Blackguards were taken to a restricted and illegal fighting arena in China. There they found themselves sitting on a bench at the edge of what looked like a boxing arena, only it had no ropes to keep the fighters inside.
Hooded and in robes, the Blackguards sat patiently as the rules were announced. “If you use weapons you are disqualified. If you step off the platform, you are immediately disqualified. If you surrender by saying, “I surrender,” you are disqualified and if you die you are disqualified, otherwise anything goes.”
Only the most dangerous men and women of the planet come to this place. It was the only significance of bringing the Blackguards here so they could be tested fairly.
Each of the Brothers were very small compared to the seasoned fighters they had to contend with. Grud went at the largest man who was not only strong but rather obese. Other challengers who fought the obese man were not able to hurt him when they punched him. His strategy was simple, he would just stand in the ring and let his opponent wear themselves out trying to punch him before he strangled them. He was undefeated and when he took a look at Grud, though Grud had large muscled arms, he was still a child in most people’s eyes.
The bell rang and the fight was to begin. The obese man took his position at the center of the ring as he always had. Grud came at him and slugged him in the stomach. The obese man lurched forward as he hadn’t expected to be hit so hard. Grud whaled on the Obese man’s head before chasing him off the stage which disqualified him.
Stroy was up next and he challenged a woman who had a zombie look in her eyes. She was tall and skinny and she moved like her bones were made of rubber. The bell rang and Stroy came at her pounding his feet on the stage with every step. Stroy grabbed the woman but she bent around him and ended up behind him. She hit Stroy’s head and knocked him to the bloodstained floor. As she moved in to pounce on Stroy’s back, Stroy flipped over and grabbed her with his volk feet. Stroy’s toes were like fingers and his big toe was like a thumb, by the way it could curl up over his other toes when they curled into fists. With one foot, Stroy caught the limber lady and with his other foot his slugged her in the face. With the limber lady dazed, Stroy tossed her into the air above him. When she fell down, Stroy kicked her with both legs and she was launched into the rafters.
Domin was the next to enter the ring. He was more evenly matched than Grud and Stroy as Domin’s adversary was a highly trained ninja nut who fought like a man who was out of his mind with madness. From the moment the bell rang, Domin used caution and blocked many of his opponent’s attacks. Domin saw an opportunity to take a shot and did so, but he found he only caused the crazy man to stand erect as though in shock with his eyes wide and bugged out. Suddenly, the crazy man went ballistic as he screamed and threw his arms around. He scratched at Domin’s head and almost tore his ear off. Domin backed away with his hand to the side of his head. He knew something was terribly wrong when blood poured down into his hand. Blood red veins branched out over Domin’s body and throbbed before Domin roared and charged in at the crazy man.
The crowd was not sure who was the craziest as Domin did not allow for the crazy man to fight back. Domin was all over the crazy man with strike after strike. Domin so violently beat the crazy man, he killed him in the middle of the ring.
At that point, the Blackguards were escorted back to America and into the safe custody of Dr. McNeil. Narl felt cheated by the whole ordeal as he wanted to prove his skill at driving his opponent insane. The military were content knowing Narl had a brilliant volk mind and they didn’t want to risk it.
The doctors began to take note of the peculiar change in the Brothers. The Brothers did not seem to be so edgy, where they used to get upset so easily. According to the computer’s brain wave pattern charts, there has been an increase in stress and anxiety. But their behavioural changes are quite the opposite.
“What is causing them to suppress their emotions?” Dr. McNeil wondered as he reviewed the charts.
Even stranger, were the, off-the-chart, readings of Narl’s brain wave patterns. Though the readings were off the chart, experts had found the patterns, on a lesser scale, were relative to someone who was in a conversation. The fact how he was sitting still at the time the readings were taken suggested Narl was the organic radio controller who was sending and receiving info telepathically.
As a result of all the improvements which were noted on all levels of the Blackguard’s charts, many top people from other divisions began to show more interest. A specialist entered Dr. McNeil’s dark office to deliver a folder of progress charts. With use of a video player, Dr. McNeil was busy watching and taking notes from video footage of the Brothers exercising. “Dr. McNeil, I have the recent term charts you have requested.”
“Ah, thank you Colton. Would you have a situation over-view for me as well from what you have already seen?” Without taking his eyes off the images depicted on the screen, Dr. McNeil seemed to sink further into his chair.
“Yes, sir, the Brothers seem to be far more focused than ever. There are other changes as well. From the results of their anger management course, they appear to be in control of their anger.” Colton could see he wasn’t gaining any interest from Dr. McNeil as he too became captivated by watching the Brothers exercising on various equipment and challenging unnatural weights.
Dr. McNeil was puzzled at the information, he surely expected otherwise. Colton continued, “Other improvements have been noted in their health, their attitude to exercise, heightened intelligence and flawless military skills. Strange, however, how each of them improve at the same pace.”
“Perhaps it is not so strange.” Dr. McNeil said as the footage began to focus in on Domin, “They all had some huge eye openers; one from their experience in Russia and the other, the death of their brother. They’ve been reminded of their own mortality.” He stroked his chin with his fingers and thumb as he thought about the Brothers. Domin was running on the treadmill and pushing with all his might. The lights on the panel lit up with higher voltage lights as the treadmill became harder and harder to keep going. Domin pushed even harder and the lights became just as bright as he had seen Eddy Evon do in the past. Domin’s veins branched out over his body and he began to roar as he pushed past his limits before the lights exploded with an overcharge. “Maybe they are growing up. I couldn’t be more pleased with the results.” The video ended and Dr. McNeil pushed away from the desk to look at Colton.
“Really, sir, you do not seem very pleased. Lately, you appear to have a lot on your mind.” Colton observed stretching out his neck as though his collar was uncomfortably tight.
“That’s true.” He rubbed his face with his hands and took a deep breath like he was recalling his stress. “I have heard a rumour, our reports of the Blackguard’s improvements have caught the attention of the military. Apparently, the improvements are just what they have been waiting for.” Dr. McNeil looked past Colton to the closed office door behind him, before he continued. “I half expect armed forces to come marching through that door with a certified order to take the Blackguards from us.”
The next day, the Blackguards were taken out to an ice cavern which was a huge chasm of melting ice forms. Much of the inner cave had fallen in which left many large pieces of ice smashed to the floor all around the chasm.
The three armored transport personnel carriers opened up and many decorated military soldiers came out with the Blackguards. The Blackguards, along with the other soldiers, stood in an inspection line. The wind blew with a bite in it as it washed snow over them. They waited obediently for Sergeant Jefferies to begin. Dr. McNeil accompanied the sergeant. “Well you boys think you are the best because you managed to pull off some fancy maneuvers in the field which raised some eye brows. I am not so easy to impress. Say hello to special agent Dr. McNeil and his crew of soldiers who are the real deal.” The young soldiers looked at the Blackguards. They tried not to show their surprise at their appearance.
The Blackguards appearance was much less clean cut. They had developed an edge and a character to their fighting style. Clad in armour, over their grey cover-alls. Each of the Brothers had an identity to protect and they did so by wearing hoods and ninja masks. They had an obvious body mass to their toned physics. The cover-alls could not disguise how the Blackguard’s fitness and structure was from years of excessively disciplined training. All were inwardly intimidated by their solid, powerful, superhuman bodies.
“Dr. McNeil, would you like to introduce your team?” The sergeant passed off the spot light.
“Absolutely, sergeant Jefferies.” Dr. McNeil turned to speak to the soldiers. “As you can see, each of the four Blackguards have their names displayed on their chests.” Dr. McNeil went from one of the Brothers to the next, “This is Narl.” Narl’s masked head was the largest. “Grud” who had impossibly huge arms, “Stroy” He said as he put his hand to Stroy’s shoulder. Stroy could not hide his massive legs. “And this is, Domin.” A slight smile revealed where Dr. McNeil might have had a keen likeness for Domin. “You will all be divided up into four groups and each of the Blackguards will lead each of your groups.”
“We are here to expand on your methods for search and destroy tactics.” Sergeant Jefferies said, “The four of your groups will use paint ball guns. At each of the four corners of the cave you will find a station. We have Red station, Blue station, Yellow station and Orange station.” As Sergeant Jefferies gave the instructions of the training exercise to the Blackguards, other military helpers were handing out packs of paint balls and paint ball guns. “You will sound the buzzer when you reach your station. The door of your station will lock at the moment you press the buzzer so be sure everyone is inside or your team will be disqualified. When the last team sounds the buzzer, the other three doors will unlock and the session will begin. Your mission objective is to eliminate all of the other teams and lay siege to their station. If you are hit you are out and you must return to the armored personnel transport. The team who wins will be determined by special agent Dr. McNeil and myself. We will take into account the number of kills, versus the number of stations which are taken over. One hint of advice to you all, listen to your team leader. It could mean the difference between your team’s success or failure. Any questions?”
Narl looked up at the ceiling of the ice cavern. For a second or two there was complete silence, then Narl could contain himself no longer, “Are you sure this is a safe location for this exercise?” He asked hesitantly.
“We have had our seismic personnel out here all day. It should be very safe. If you people don’t like it then do your job efficiently and swiftly, then we will all get back to the base all the sooner.” Sergeant Jefferies answered.
“Yes, sir.” Narl replied with a stiff salute.
“Each of you will know what team you are on by the colour of the pack you have been given. Now put on the back-packs and head out with your team leader to you stations… You heard me people now go, go, go! This is no picnic for you ladies. As far as your concerned, this is war!”
The teams immediately split up and headed out. As they hiked through the large field of ice, it was clear why the cave was the location of choice. For one thing it was out from the wind chill and there were many places to hide or find cover.
The soldiers found it difficult to keep up with their team leader. They were always well in the lead with so much more endurance. Each of the Blackguards made it to the stations quite quickly. There they waited for the other young soldiers to join them.
The stations were small wooden houses built on stilts with high pitched metal roofs shrouded in thick layers of ice. Inside each of the stations was a bright red button mounted to the opposite wall from the entrance. To the left was a blank wall with a circle marked on it. Within the circle were two other circles like a targeting grid. Above the targeting grid was the instructions, “Mark your team’s colour here.” While each of the Blackguards waited for their other team members to show up, they loaded their paintball guns and fired off one shot at the center of the bull’s eye. Each of the Blackguards then began fastening thin ropes to the feather ends of their arrows.
The Blackguards waited for every last team member to enter the station before they hit the buzzer. When the final buzzer sounded, the exercise began. The doors to the stations were unlocked and opened before them. The soldiers moved to exit each station.
“Go nowhere.” instructed each of the Blackguards. They each had similar strategies from their training. Arrows were shot out in various directions from the stations. The compound bows and powerful arms sent arrows which burrowed deep into the ice. The lines of rope were strung for various purposes. The Blackguards began to split their team members with tactical plans. Some of the teams slid out into the field of broken ice boulders along trolleys connected to the tight ropes. While other team members swung out on the ropes. As the team members moved out, they shot at the moving targets of their oppositions.
Each of the ropes led the soldiers out to specific destinations. Some soldiers were positioned at the top of slippery ice slides. Everyone started out moving very fast, but no one was as fast as the Blackguards. Many of the shots taken at the Blackguards were deflected by chunks of ice which the Blackguards would use to intercept the paint balls hurled through the air. Soldiers began to fall like crazy as the Blackguards opened up on them with their paintballs.
Each of the Blackguards were equally matched except for one. Narl had a unique advantage over his Brothers. Domin, Grud and Stroy clued in on what Narl was up to immediately. They expected such a move from the beginning.
Narl used his telepathy to peek into the strategies of his Brothers throughout the course of the exercise. He had instructed a choice few of his team members to make their way through the ice to the opposing stations. He knew his Brothers had left one team member behind to guard their station. While Narl, remained in high places within the cave, he was able to watch his team members and guide them through by shooting a paintball out ahead of each of his choice members. These paintballs Narl shot were to not only mark the way for his people to follow, but from time to time he would protect them by shooting opposing coloured soldiers.
Unfortunately, Narl was able to know of his Brother’s strategies but they had no way of knowing what Narl was up to.
Domin swung out to an icy peek where he paused to observe the pattern of the skirmish below. He looked for clues as to what his Brothers were up to. Paintballs flew at him from below and he was forced to leap to another tower of ice.
Finally, Domin could see Narl’s team was moving in on the stations at one time. Narl dropped down from above and hit Grud and Stroy with sucker shots from behind.
While Narl laughed at them, they boiled within with tempered rage.
Domin roared like a beast. Narl shot his head around and looked at Domin with a devious grin. Then Domin was flicked in the head with a threatening telepathic suggestion.
That was it. Domin warned his brother countless times in the past not to use his telepathy on him. As far as he was concerned, the exercise was over, now it was personal.
Narl’s team members shot those who were left behind to defend their stations, before they hit the bull’s eyes within the stations to claim them their own.
Domin slid down the icy tower, then he rammed into it with his shoulder. The tower of ice cracked under the stress, before it began to teeter over. With the massive structure crashing down, Domin hoped he caught Narl under the tower of ice. But it did not surprise Domin to learn Narl could see it coming and rolled out of the way.
Narl popped up from behind an icy boulder unexpectedly. He shot three shots from his automatic paintball gun. Domin was able to flip himself to the right and dodge the shots. Domin lunged at Narl and wrapped his hands around his neck.
A horn sounded from the stations. Narl’s team had won. Narl struggled under the might of Domin. Then he manipulated his face to grin at Domin. Domin looked into Narl’s eyes. He wanted to see his brother realize who exactly he was dealing with, but Narl used his telepathy. As terribly uncomfortable as it was for Domin to experience, he was forced, with a control not his own, to release his hands from Narl’s throat and begin choking himself with his own hands.
Domin rose up as he gasped for air, before he fell to the icy ground on his back. His back pack was squashed and the spare paintballs inside blew at once. Narl rose up over Domin and rubbed his neck as he stared his brother down with his telepathic control.
Noticing the conflict, Stroy and Grud came flying in to intercede for Domin. They tackled Narl to the ground and Domin was immediately released. Throwing his black mask to the floor, Domin spat blood before his coughing turned to a growl of blind rage, but the distracting voice of Sergeant Jefferies came booming and echoing throughout the cave from loud speakers. “That is it, people! I am sorry to have to cut this little exercise short, but we have an unexpected guest here and he says it is urgent for him to speak with the Blackguards. Fall in people. Do it, now!”
The four Blackguards stood up. Narl sneered at each one of them bitterly. Anger gleamed from his black beady eyes but they were professional soldiers before they were Brothers so they managed to leave one another alone as they began walking back to the cave’s entrance.
Within the armored personnel transport, Sergeant Jefferies and Dr. McNeil were intently observing what was happening in the cave via the countless cameras previously placed throughout.
The side door of the transport slid open, and a decorated General came inside.
“General on deck!” Sergeant Jefferies alerted as he stood up straight and saluted. Dr. McNeil also stood up straight and mimicked the sergeant.
“At ease, gentlemen.” spoke the General from the confidence he built into himself as a result of his years of experience and service.
“Is there a problem, sir?” asked sergeant Jefferies with a slight twitch of intimidation.
“That depends on how you choose to look at it.” replied the General before he continued. “I have a military operation which has gone sour. I also have the clearance to draft the “Blackguards.”” The General ended his words as he scowled at Dr. McNeil.
These were the dreaded words Dr. McNeil did not want to hear. “The Blackguards?” Dr. McNeil repeated with intimidation. Despite his best efforts to come across calm and collect, he could not keep a small bead of sweat from trickling down his fore head. “Though I would like to help you with your problem, I assure you the Brothers are not ready for war. They are still just children.”
“They have training and skill which surpasses our best men. I want them, and you are ordered to comply.” The General answered with a grave coldness.
Though it seemed impossible, Dr. McNeil could not just let the military steal away the project he’d poured so much of himself into. “I understand, General.” He responded with a salute and a click of his heals.
The General pinched the thin gold frames of his mirror tinted sunglasses to adjust them at the bridge of his nose. “General Graham…” The General added quickly to fully introduce himself.
“General Graham, sir, if I may. The Brothers are my life’s work. If it is decided for them to go out into a true combat situation, what are the chances they will return in one piece?” Dr. McNeil asked with authentic concern quivering in his voice. He then realized this may be the last moment he may ever see the Brothers ever again.
“I’m not going to sugar coat anything for you, Doctor. The truth is war is brutal and ugly. It can no more differentiate between a young rookie soldier or one of your Hell born super soldiers. Your morbid looking freaks of science are very impressive in a scuffle, but I don’t believe they can win an entire war for us. However, we have a situation elsewhere in the world, and I need your boys to give us the edge. We need the upper hand, desperately.” He looked at the Doctor with a frankness in the way he stretched half his mouth back somewhat like a smile. “You asked my opinion, Doctor. If they join us in battle, I am confident you will see them again…” The General lowered his tinted sunglasses to look Dr. McNeil right in the eyes. “if not as heroes, in body bags.”
At those words, Dr. McNeil’s face went pasty white. The General could see how the news was affecting him, though he could not understand how a person could form a bond with the Blackguards. From the General’s limited knowledge of them, they were just angry little lab experiments. General Graham continued his message as he described the battle situation and how it required the Blackguard’s involvement.
“Seven of our brightest young recruits have been captured by Taliban terrorists while we were engaged in a fire fight within the Afghanistan city of Kabul. The battle was started over a possible apostasy. We had managed to plant tracers on some of the Taliban prisoners we set free during a prisoner exchange procedure. Though the siege has revealed the hidden Taliban stronghold, we are unable to simply destroy it. For one thing, a series of intricate tunnels run throughout the dry rugged mountains in the province of Ghazni. Most of these tunnels are naturally formed and go on for miles. They have not captured only American troops. They are also holding 23 South Korean Christians.
“I have also been trying to draft another similar person who is like your Blackguards. His name is Eddy Evon. He is a volk who is located in “D” section at the moment, if I remember correctly. This little fellow is so classified, the entire project is locked down tighter than a nuclear submarine.”
“You can forget about putting Eddy out on the front line. I know Dr. Evon, he is not only very stubborn, but he has a tremendous amount of pull to insure he gets what he wants. And you can expect the same difficulties if you try to get your hands on the Brothers.” Dr. McNeil’s attempt to intimidate the General proved to be most unwise.
“Oh? And you expect me to believe you can put up the same kind of muscle to defend the Blackguards as Dr. Evon?” General Graham was obviously toying with Dr. McNeil.
Breaking from his stiff stance, the doctor turned to the General sympathetically, with the idea to meet with the General’s compassion, providing he had any. Dr. McNeil was not interested in playing any further games. He did his best not to break down before General Graham, “The Brothers are my life.” Dr. McNeil told him though he knew inevitably he would loose. The General reached for the inside pocket of his dark green military jacket. An impressive collection of medals and stripes of rank reflected in the fluorescent light. The General handed Dr. McNeil a sealed document. When Dr. McNeil opened the document, he found an order signed by people who had overridden his authority.
Dr. McNeil sniffed and wiped his eyes as he collected himself before he added, “If you take the Brothers from me then I will be a man out of a job. Please authorize my request to join you to observe the Brothers’ performance in battle.”
General Graham stroked his chin and eyed Dr. McNeil in a suspicious manner. Finally, he said, “We can arrange something to accommodate you.” answered the General with an awkward grin.
The night before the mission, the air borne infantry, who would accompany the young Blackguards, visited them at their home. They tried to party with them though alcohol and other intoxications were forbidden. They told dirty jokes and listened to loud music and before the night was through they gave the Blackguards their own facial tattoos. Each of them looked like they were wearing Indian war paint. Domin received a simple black shadow design around his eyes. The others had more intricate markings over their fore heads and cheeks.
Domin reached up to the bandages covering his new surgical wounds. He tore off the bandages to reveal the stitches underneath. “Let’s do this…” He stated from a desire to put his training to use in a real combat situation.
Narl also reached up to his new bandages and tore them off. Then Grud and Stroy followed suit as they too began pulling off their bandages.
To their surprise each of the Brothers found tattoo designs on their shoulders of a planet and eagle with the words, “Property of the U.S.A.” Each of them were branded with four small numbers under the tattoo, Grud’s number was 2003, Narl’s number was 2004, Stroy’s number was 2005, Oblit’s number would have been 2006 and Domin’s number was 2007.
Under the instruction of the military, the Blackguards suited up into new custom designed specialized armour. They were quickly led into the transport which drove them to an Alaskan air-force base.
The wind blew hard over the icy run way. Never the less, the transport aircraft, with the Blackguards securely strapped in, blazed its way through the strengths of nature’s icy breath. Within the craft, the Blackguards were briefed on the current situation. With the Blackguards was a group of airborne infantry. ‘At last,’ thought the Blackguards, ‘We are on a real military mission.’
Phase one of the rescue operation required a specialized Hawkbat stealth helicopter to fly to the vicinity of twelve thousand miles from the target in Iraq. Across the plains beyond a steep mountain range lay a gas pipe line. The pipe line was void of any gas as the project was still in the process of being assembled.
The Hawkbat deployed a programmed target lock on missile MX9114. The missile isn’t particularly big, but it packs a real messy punch. Through the late night hour, the missile moved low over the eastern coast. Avoiding radar detection, as it moved up onto the shore the missile raised it’s altitude to climb over a mountain. Zig-zagging through the valley on the other side, leaving a trail of exhaust, the missile began to move over the plains where it picked up speed. Always keeping low to avoid detection, the missile moved into a thick evening fog which blanketed the landscape until finally it hit its programmed target destination. The empty pipeline exploded into a mess of destruction with fire and crumpled metal strewn about at a radius of one hundred and fifty meters.
Else where, as the Blackguards journeyed near to the same pipe line, but a different location of it, they traveled within a swift air charter jet. Looking at one another, the Brothers marveled at one another’s military armored battle fatigues. Each of the boys wore dark grey uniforms, but their armour and weapons were customary and chosen to fit their specific talents and military strengths.
Narl wore a full face mask and helmet. His tinted visor made him seem very mysterious. He mainly carried grenades which were electronically activated with proximity movement sensitive clay more mines. Black gloves, knee and elbow pads were worn for protection with a double bladed knife in each boot as he carried two light weight stealth M-1911A auto pistols.
Grud wore articulate armour sheathing around his powerful volk arms. From the armour of his arms he could fire small missiles and rounds of ammunition. He also had a strap of darts around each thigh with a samurai sword at each hip.
Stroy was mostly protected with armour over his upper body. Smaller sections of armour protected his muscled volk legs, but they could not be over protected without becoming a nuisance. Strapped over each shoulder were mini M-60 machine guns loaded to the hilt with ammunition.
Domin never felt comfortable relying on automated guns. He carried a compound bow and a sheath of arrows. His belt was loaded with throwing stars and drug tipped darts. He wore armour over his chest and upper back with shoulder plating which made him look huge like a football player who ate a football player. He also wore gauntlets which had short spikes at the elbows. Other armored plating covered his thighs and boots.
Each of the Blackguards also wore a black back pack which was stuffed with other supplies they would need.
The pilot’s voice, raspy over the intercom, announced, “The target zone is on approach in T-minus thirty seconds. Prep for departure.” The moment the broadcast was made, all of the soldiers, with the company of the Blackguards, stood up.
The worksite where the gas pipeline project ended was not only incomplete, but under construction. The project was on schedule with an encampment of employees and equipment, only all was abandoned as everyone was required at the site of the explosion.
The stealth jet equipped with vertical take off and landing quickly descended near the construction camp of the pipeline where the rear bay doors opened. The Blackguards quickly departed from the back-up of soldiers as they drove out of the jet and down the ramp, each one of them riding silent black electric powered motor cycles. Through the darkness of night the Blackguards wore night vision goggles, but they were of no use within the surrounding thick fog.
Riding out from the landing zone the four traveled from the rocky lined clearing and up onto a road which was made along the stretch where the pipeline would soon be. Domin rode out in the lead using a sophisticated GPS built into his wrist gauntlet to help him stay in the center of the road.
The fog was so thick, everyone was getting wet and the Blackguards had to rely on their other senses because they were riding blind. The dirt road was crude covered with big jagged rocks and pot holes. Built straight at a slight grade for the pipeline, the road was traveled with the sound of a swarm of bees. Soon the Blackguards quickly entered the work camp at the mouth of the unfinished pipeline.
Stopping just outside the open pipeline, the four Blackguards found the worksite to be very desolate indeed. Abandoned like a ghost town, all of the trucks and many of the tools were called away to the area of the explosion along with all of the personnel.
The Brothers shared a sense of the mission being more of a game than a serious military operation. They were dressed like ninja assassins and they loved it.
Grud leaped off his cycle and jumped into the mouth of the pipeline. When all of the Blackguards had stepped off their cycles, Domin began tossing each of the cycles up six feet to Grud, who caught each cycle and set them inside the pipe. Next, the Blackguards climbed into the pipe. Stroy was the last to join the others. It was at this time when they found the camp’s cook had stayed behind.
Approaching on foot, from out of the thick dark fog, the Iraqi cook asked timidly for the Blackguards to identify themselves in his Iranian language. Narl spread his arms wide and backed up protecting his Brothers into the veiling darkness of the pipe behind them.
Using the Iranian speech, Narl answered the cook, “We have orders to go inside the pipe to assist with repairs.”
Though the cook thought he might have seen a short young person with an unusually large helmet, he was set at ease with the reply. As the cook said good-bye, he heard a strange buzzing echo growing feint from the pipe as the Blackguards sped off into the distance on route to their next destination.
Using a GPS built into his gauntlet, Domin began to slow down. The three others following Domin slowed their cycles with him. According to the GPS reading, the Blackguards had reached their next target location. They dismounted from their cycles as Stroy initiated a cutting torch to begin cutting through the thick hide of the pipe. After cutting a hole through the pipe large enough for them to fit through, they escaped the pipe and headed down a steep hillside which was covered with olive trees. Besides the cover of both the trees and nightfall, the fog was still very thick.
Only a short distance down the slope, the Blackguards came to another above ground pipeline, only this was a pressurized water main and the Taliban had conveniently ruptured the pipe sometime ago, creating a flow of water to their base of operations. Free clean water ran down the mountain and no one would dare challenge what the Taliban claimed.
A wide river of water ran through 20 acres of the olive trees which aided in concealing any sounds the Blackguards made. Rumbling and sloshing down the steep grade and through the water, the Blackguards found themselves at the edge of a lake. Each of the Blackguards had a black self inflatable raft in their possession and they used these rafts to float out onto the lake.
It was, for the Blackguards, like waking to a dream with countless small waterfalls running down and out from between the olive trees. Not a sound was made or heard. The fog wasn’t quite so thick upon the surface of the lake and the Brothers noticed how the lake was filling with water but the water level wasn’t rising. As they paddled down the lake, they found a lazy current was adding to their speed. At the end of the long narrow lake they came to a bottle neck where the water dropped off to a rapid river.
The Blackguards followed the powerful windy river to a lower pool where, at the edge of the rocky embankment was a small pump house, equipped with a filter system. This was what the Blackguards were searching for because it meant they were just above the Taliban base.
Domin, Grud and Stroy stretched their black ninja masks over their heads. They embellished the animal symbol of claws on their foreheads in honor of their mystic martial arts instructors. With admiration for their duty and for one another, they all shared in a sense of invincibility which came naturally with the confidence of their youth.
The mission began with the silent transport jet whistling in from the east hemisphere. The Blackguards climbed down the mountain side near the Afghan terrorist stronghold which was built deep into the mountain at its base. Where the rock of the mountain met the flat sands of the desert, two outcroppings of sun baked stone reached out to the desert at either side of the base in a horseshoe like formation which resembled a dried up harbour. The powerful spot lights scanned the remote area just out side of the Taliban base, which was the most probable access to the base. Where the flat and desolate desert met the heel of an abrasive and rocky mountain range, spotlights oscillated to and fro stretching out long fingers from the searchlights probing the dark fog for the possible threat of movements. After each of the Blackguards repelled two hundred and forty meters down the cliffs to strategic positions, they waited just out of sight before reacting to a telepathic signal from Narl. Like setting up pieces to win a game of chess, the Blackguards reacted to the telepathy and leaped out at once using the element of surprise to its fullest as they descended a swift doom upon the unsuspecting guards.
The fog came alive with silent strikes, taking down each of the posted guards one by one before they were able to sound an alarm. Domin used his compound bow, Stroy threw his ninja stars with accuracy, Grud cast needle sharp poison tipped darts and Narl projected telepathic suggestions for soldiers to willfully jump from the great height of the outer wall. At the base of the mountain and dug in deep through an intricate web of tunnels was the fortified base of the Taliban.
The sun was beginning to bring light to the distant horizon. Powerful spot lights came to life at posts along the second wall which stretched out multiple beams moving about and lighting up the inner area in search of would be attackers. The defences of the inner area lit up brighter than mid day. With lightning speed, the Blackguards whirled ninja stars at the source of the lights. At once, all of the spotlights blew out. Speedily the Blackguards secured the entire surveillance perimeter along the walkway of the second great protective wall.
With the use of their training, the Blackguards moved in on the Taliban compound like wraiths, the four Brothers made their way deep into the Afghan stronghold. With their night vision goggles fitted over their eyes, the Blackguards moved quickly through the shadows. Narl did not have night vision goggles because his ability to see in the dark was built into his helmet. With a touch of a button at the side of his visor, Narl’s sight lit up in green.
Domin was the first to realize the Afghan stronghold was built into an old mining site of tunnels and shafts. These caverns were built deep into the steep rocky mountainside. With great skill, the Blackguards used silent weapons to destroy mini surveillance cameras, but they failed to find and destroy them all before detection. Machine guns fired and the Blackguards were surprised when they found themselves in the violent reality of war. They accomplished taking out all lights and hostile terrorists swiftly.
There was no time for the Blackguards to be distracted from their mission. The explosions and gun fire had alerted the entire terrorist stronghold. Through fire and wicked flame, the Blackguards just kept coming with unstoppable swiftness. With deadly acrobatic skill they delved deeper and deeper into the complex establishment. Like indestructible entities, the Blackguards moved. Deep within the bowels of the mine shafts, bullet heads and shell casings rained down from above and ricocheting off their armour.
For a time, the terrorists thought they had the upper hand. However, though the Blackguards were few, they were able to give such punishment right back to the terrorists with their own arsenal of weaponry. Narl quickly reloaded his guns as he drained them as though he had an endless supply. Grud unloaded his rapid fire wrist chain gun. Stroy was a specialist at using structural damage against his enemies, and if Domin wasn’t implementing his silent weapons, he relied on his animalistic fighting techniques. Their rage fueled their power.
Busting their way into the large main banquet hall, they climbed walls and leaped from trestle to trestle as they pressed their attack. Narl tossed proximity grenade explosives which had a five second delay before they were armed. Well behind the Blackguards the explosions threatened to bury them alive as they detonated any followers.
With wild warrior ninja skill, the Blackguards set off smoke bombs to disorient the terrorist as they moved about undetected. Traveling quickly, the enemy had trouble tracking their intruders. Fear preceded the Blackguards, the deep tunnels were rank with it. Narl understood the translation of what the terrorists were saying through their radio connections. “We detect multiple subjects. They’re in the South Eastern corridor, sub level- J.” words were spoken with heavy breaths over the com.
After breaking out of the main hall they found themselves in the next chamber which had many pens. The pens contained; camels, horses, goats, a donkey and a large in ground water pit. The animals made noise in response to the commotion. Throughout the deep caverns, remains of old and broken down machinery from the days of the miners were abandoned. As Taliban soldiers ran about in a frantic effort to prepare themselves, dust had no time to settle. The Blackguards were not interested in randomly destroying everything. Their focus was to destroy the Taliban terrorists, find and capture the leader and free the prisoners.
They pushed their way through to the weapons hold. Breaking down the old wooden door, they found a huge assortment of weapons cache along with a ground to air missile launcher stationed at the center of the chamber.
It was no less like the Blackguards had shaken the bee hive when out came all of the bees. Above the dazed Taliban soldiers, they could barely see the movement of the Blackguards as they leaped and swung like circus acrobats in the rafters The Taliban soldiers couldn’t see them in the dark but the soldiers could certainly hear the activity. With a high-five, Domin and Grud slapped their hands together in mid swing. Stroy and Narl also gave each other a high-five while in mid leap from one structural beam to another.
When the soldiers gathered for a run at the weapons cache, Narl took action to thwart their plan. With a gun shot to a barrel of a black, tar-like substance, the barrel blew apart and instantly burned emitting a thick black smoke. The Blackguards immediately fastened gas masks over their faceless ninja masks.
The chamber of the weapons cache was within a small room. Many terrorist soldiers turned from the smoke to fight the Blackguards with knives and hand guns.
One of the Taliban soldiers dived into the pen with the donkey. Still high up in the support beams, Grud saw this and broke off a piece of rock from the ceiling. The soldier lifted his head cautiously as he tried to target the shadows above. While the soldier was scanning the rafters for signs of the intruders, Grud gave a quick flick to his volk wrist as he threw the jagged stone and hit the donkey square in its rear.
“Hee-Haw!!!” bellowed the shaken donkey as it kicked and bucked the soldier in his buttocks, launching him over the rails and into the pool of water.
These terrorists were not ready to fight. They were off balance and did not have time to take hold of their assault rifles, because they were woken out of bed and most of their weapons were secure under the guard of the Blackguards.
Narl was able to read the humans with ease. He could predict the human’s next move not only from their body movements and eyes, but by their very thoughts. From reading the minds of the enemy, Narl could tip off his Brothers before they were attacked so they were not caught unaware.
Riding along zip-lines, Domin, Narl and Grud used the thick smoke filled room to their advantage as they came together, back to back at the center of the chamber. Stroy swung out on a nylon rope by the strength and grip of his feet before he executed a perfect back flip and landed amongst his Brothers. Pounding heavily on the wooden floor, Stroy with his powerful volk legs, stood up straight as the old floor creaked.
Brandishing nun-chucks from their back packs, the Blackguards began twirling them in fluent simultaneous motions. The sound, like a helicopter in the room as the nun-chucks beat at the air with a dangerous warning of dread. This strategy, the Blackguards called, “Invincibility.”
The Taliban began to build in confidence as their number improved. Many of the soldiers were very young. As the surrounding Taliban soldiers observed the Blackguards, they began to realize they were not invincible, rather these were children who were defeating them. Surrounding the Blackguards, the Taliban soldiers began to cautiously squeeze in. One soldier fired a shot from his pistol which glanced off Narl’s nun-chuck in mid swing. Narl did not like this and as the Blackguards reacted with a swift attack, Narl began penetrating the soldiers minds with hopelessness and fear to dwindle their confidence.
The brawl was on. Grud used his powerful volk arms to send many soldiers flying with each stroke of his nun-chucking. Stroy was impressive using a combination of kicks from his powerful volk legs along with skillful nun-chuck maneuvers. Domin and Narl were equally impressive with ground shaking, earth quaking technique and power.
Before the Taliban soldiers could ready themselves, they were quickly struck down with eye popping, heart pounding amazement.
Just one level below, a group of Elite Taliban looked to the ceiling as they tried to follow the sounds of the nasty scuffle over head. The Taliban leader, Omar al-Gaddafi, crouched down behind a table, turned over on end. Guarded by his closest and trusted bodyguards and his second in command, Abdelhakim al Bashaaga, they waited, dreading the moment when they too would have to face the intruders.
The leader of the Taliban, Omar al-Gaddafi was thin and old and did not look to be in good health, he donned a long grey beard and a turban. His loose clothes were cleaner than the others with a leather strap of pockets slung from his left shoulder to his right hip. He also wore a belt around his waist loaded with bullets and a side arm at each hip. In the eyes of Omar was a devious wisdom from a lifetime of battlefront experience and sneaky tactics. Surely, he was one who could not be trusted.
At his side stood Omar’s peculiar and mysterious second in command, Abdelhakim al Bashaaga, dressed entirely in black wearing a black turban with a gold badge of authority at the front and a black veil of fabric covering his entire face with holes cut out for his eyes to see. He too had a beard and appeared very dangerous. At his chest he wore a criss-cross belt of M16 bullets.
Trying to remain quiet, the bodyguards were vigilant as they prepared to protect their Taliban leader. The wood creaked and thumped as dust fell from between the cracks of the ceiling. Some bodyguards stationed at the base of the winding stair well, signaled for Omar and Abdelhakim to remain hidden. The ceiling gave way at the center of the chamber to the great weight of the brawl above. Everyone from up stairs fell down stairs. Omar, the Taliban leader, could not believe his eyes as he beheld the sight of the muscled Blackguards emerging from the dust for the first time.
Gunfire lit up the dark and dusty compartment, as the bodyguards did not spare their ammunition. The armour clad Blackguards pushed off the broken beams and lumber before pressing their attack. With quick actions, the Blackguards disarmed the bodyguards by hurtling heavy pieces from the broken support beams at them. After knocking the guards to the floor the Blackguards were quick to capture them, all but one who remained hidden behind a stack of barrels. The Taliban leader, Omar, and his second in command Abdelhakim, surrendered with their arms stretched high as they stood up from behind the overturned table.
Stroy and Domin moved around behind the Omar and Abdelhakim and bound their wrists with heavy duty zap strap bonds. Domin was satisfied to see the Taliban high command captured. He and his Brothers were successfully pulling off the mission according to their instructions. Finally, the Blackguards would have due respect for who they were and their abilities. Domin saw how the eyes of the Taliban leader, Omar, were wide and glazed over as though he was in a trans. Glancing back at Narl, Domin noticed he was up to his old tricks again. Narl was staring at the Taliban leader and it was obvious he was inside his head.
“Find out where the prisoners are.” Domin told Narl as he shook his shoulder. Domin wasn’t sure if Narl, fixated, could even hear him.
Within the mind of the Taliban leader, Narl was amazed to find how devious a web the leader’s mind was. Here, Narl found a hard life for this individual and a deep resentment for anything American. Nevertheless, his goal was not to destroy the Blackguards for he knew the rise to power must be obtained through leverage. The Taliban leader wanted to capture the Blackguards above all else and use them as bargaining chips to blackmail the Americans and secure his position as leader. The Taliban leader had a futile plan to lure the Blackguards into a back room, which was a cell, and lock them inside.
Narl enjoyed a battle of wits and through his ego he always looked for an opportunity to prove his intellectual power. “The prisoners are in that back room.” Narl pointed to a door for his Brothers to enter. “Isn’t that right?” He asked the Taliban leader though fully aware it was a trap.
“I’ll remain behind to keep the prisoners secure.” Grud said as he slammed his great fist into his wide palm with a dusty cloud.
“I insist you come with us,” Narl told Grud with a commanding tone in his voice. “These prisoners are secure and we may need your assistance.”
Grud looked at Domin then Stroy before he huffed and shrugged his heavy set shoulders, “Yeah, whatever.”
Narl was aware of the trap set for them but despite the danger, he figured they had the potential to find themselves in a superior position over their captives. The Blackguards were just about to enter the back room when Domin stopped everyone and turned back to face Narl once again. “I have a bad feeling here, remind me what we are doing?”
“Do not worry, Brothers,” Narl smiled with confidence to reassure his Brothers, “We have allowed ourselves to be captured. Do not resist the Taliban, rather, let them believe they have the upper hand.” Narl explained like he knew something they didn’t.
“I don’t like it!” Taking a step out of the cell Domin protested.
“Oh, and you believe you can come up with a better plan?” Narl challenged Domin pushing his chest against him.
“It’s too risky, you bubble headed nut-job.” Domin insult didn’t seem to bother Narl as he was certain he was leading them into a trap.
“Yeah, we had them right where we wanted them. This battle would be over now if you hadn’t botched it up.” Grud added in agreement with Domin.
“You maybe right, but we don’t want to just win the battle. We want to win the war.” Narl stated optimistically.
“I hope you have a plan you want to fill us in on.” Stroy added as he and his Brothers looked back at Omar and Abdelhakim. The Taliban leaders were still standing side by side with their hands bound behind them. Satisfied, the young Brothers turned back to their group talk.
“Didn’t it feel great?” Narl told them, “We totally dominated these weaklings. Among humans, we are Gods. Our time will come, Brothers. Our time will come when we will have the opportunity to do what an army of human American soldiers can not and win this war. Then we will be proclaimed the heroes. This cell will not be the end of us.” Narl smiled a most devious smile. “Now, lets go. Get inside and I’ll fill you in on the details.”
But the Blackguards would not go into the cell. Domin pushed at Narl with his chest so hard, Narl had to steady himself or fall backwards. “Narl, if you want information from these guys, just take it. We don’t surrender.”
Stroy had Domin’s back as he added, “What’s wrong with accomplishing the mission and capturing Omar so he can be interrogated later. Everyone knows you’d be the best to head that operation.”
While the Blackguards were talking, Abdelhakim nudged Omar with his elbow and nodded his head for Omar to look past Narl. When Omar looked, he saw one of their bodyguards in the darkness peeking out from behind the stack of barrels where he hid.
Omar spoke in a clear firm voice and said, “Abu.” With no fear of anyone else hearing him. The eyes of the Blackguards turned to look at Omar and his eyes seemed fixed on something in the distance of the room. Without warning, Narl was brutally struck at the back of his head knocking him unconscious. The bodyguard, Abu quickly put a knife to the belligerent Narl’s throat.
The Blackguard’s were surprised at the sheer size of Abu for he was the biggest Taliban they had ever seen. Abu’s clothing was well worn and the front was opened wide exposing the impressive muscles of his hairy chest. He had a long black beard and long black hair growing down over his shoulders with a dirty head band.
Abu began shouting at the Blackguards, while threatening to cut Narl’s throat. Though the Blackguards could not understand a word Abu said, it was clear they were ordered to surrender or else Narl would be killed.
The Blackguard’s hesitated for a moment, before they placed their weapons on the ground. Domin hesitated a second longer than Stroy and Grud as he wasn’t sure if Narl’s loss would be so bad, however, seeing his Brothers relinquish their weapons and the recent suggestion Narl made to surrender, he followed suit.
Fathi Belhaj, one of the arrested bodyguards stepped near to Abu and turned his back to him. Abu used his knife to cut Fathi’s bonds. Fathi immediately went around to their leaders, Omar and Abdelhakim and released them from their bonds as well.
Omar and Abdelhakim began shouting orders in a panic as the bodyguards were released and began clubbing the Blackguards, Domin, Stroy and Grud. The Blackguards, still just children, realized with regret that their military training did not teach how to be effective prisoners. However, because of the frequent surgeries, the Brothers had to endure throughout their young lives, they had developed a great thresh-hold for pain. The Taliban were impressed with how much punishment they could endure.
When the flogging was at an end and the Brothers could hardly move, the bodyguards stripped them of their armour and weapons before they went to each of them, one by one and removed their ninja masks. They were horrified by the faces of each of the Brothers, but they were no different from scared faces of children, but when they removed Narl’s helmet, they were mystified. Narl wore the face of a volk with a head shaped unproportional with haunting black eye. So curious was the face of Narl, the Taliban had to pause in a moment of silence to take it all in.
Though none of the Taliban was ready to discover such a sight, Omar broke the silence with level headed leadership. “First I must punish all of my soldiers who have failed to protect our fortress, then I want to find out what these things are.” Omar pondered his curiosity with Abdelhakim as he poked Grud’s volk arm with the barrel of his pistol.
Abdlehakim peered at the Blackguards from the eye holes of the black veil covering his face. He was not sure what these warriors were, “This one with the large head, looks like an alien from another planet.”
“Perhaps they are all from another planet,” Omar stroked his beard as he wondered what strange history came with the young soldiers who accompanied his presence. “It looks like human children in possession of parts from a creature we do not know... The alien flesh gives them great strength.”
Through the eye holes of the veil hiding his face, Abdelhakim looked away from the Blackguards and then to Omar, “We have connections who can find out for us what this special American group is and if they are worth anything to anyone.”
All four Blackguards were tossed into a cell with the other prisoners. Bleeding and bruised, the Brothers only wore their boxers as they moaned and rolled around on the stone floor in pain. The seven young soldiers did not let the other South Korean prisoners go near the new comers of the cell for they were not sure if the Blackguards were dangerous. To the eyes of the insufferable prisoners, the Blackguards looked like hideous freaks, creatures snarling with elusive movements and considered extremely dangerous.
The Taliban leader, Omar al-Gaddafi, along with the assistance of his second in command Abdelhakim al Bashaaga, made contact with Afghan government officials whom they controlled. From their sources they were able to crack top secret military files where they learned of the half volk Brothers who were code named the Blackguards.
When the Taliban leader realized the significance of capturing the Blackguards, he began to conspire with his military intelligence to come up with options how to get the most from the world for the price of their captives.
When contact was made, through a video feed, to not only the Americans but the entire world, Omar al-Gaddafi demanded one billion dollars from the American tax payers as well as the release of many Taliban captives by midnight or else he would have not only the Blackguards put to death, but the seven American troops and all of the 23 South Korean Christians.
He ordered his soldiers to first sedate then bound and gag the Blackguards before taking them, along with the other prisoners, to a separate tunneled out section under the Taliban stronghold. There a video camera stood upon a tripod. The Blackguards were forced to kneel down shoulder to shoulder with the other prisoners shackled to a long rusty chain behind.
Thick, heavy support beams were gathered and assembled into shapes of huge standing ‘X’s. Each one of the prisoners, including the Blackguards, was blind folded. Additionally, the Blackguards wore burlap sacks over their heads. Soon after all was in order, the terrorists began to work the camera so Omar could show the world they had over thrown the military’s top soldiers.
Dr. McNeil arrived at a make shift base camp far from the Taliban stronghold. Within a tent, Dr. McNeil found General Graham near a computer console. A technician was stationed at the computer and a second military officer was stationed at the radio communications post.
The General was barking orders at a Sergeant before the Sergeant saluted the General with a click of his heals, turned and marched off. When the General noticed Dr. McNeil, he waved for him to approach. “I have bad news for you, Dr. McNeil.”
The doctor paused in his tracks. “W-what is it?…” He feared the worst. However bad the news maybe, he did not wish to beat around the bush. He wanted to know straight up. “Were there any casualties during the Brother’s mission?”
“A video message is in progress. Therein, we are dealing with ransom demands from the terrorists. They proved the Blackguards have been captured alive.” The General spoke with disappointment in his tone.
Dr. McNeil was also surprised by the news and as he looked upon the video footage he was shocked. At first he could only see the prisoners with three dirty half naked little people on their knees with their hands bound behind their backs and burlap sacks covering their heads. A closer look revealed the surgical scars and then he noticed the bulging muscles of Grud’s shoulders, then Domin’s chest.
“Where is the forth Brother?” The doctor asked hastily.
“There is one laying down beside them.” The General answered robotically.
“Beside them? Why is one of them laying down? You said they are all alive!” Dr. McNeil was sweating and frustrated.
Omar stepped into frame and removed the burlap sack from each one of the Blackguards. Dr. McNeil identified each of the Brothers who were gagged and bound before he too shared in the General’s disappointment.
Omar bent down to the body laying on the floor and removed the burlap sack from his head revealing Narl with his eyes closed.
The face of Narl on a broad band television network was disturbing to say the least. It was the first time the world would see the face of a volk. Omar began to speak, then a separate female voice was heard, from the news broadcast, translating what Omar was saying, “As you can see, these hostages have been punished and beaten, but how interesting it is to see their wounds healing so quickly.” Pondering this for a moment, Omar looked at the camera as his face hardened with a stern sense of business. “Here’s what we are going to do. If our demands are not met, we are going to begin cutting these things up into pieces, then we are going to build the creature you have robbed body parts from. After that, you can watch as the other prisoners of our possession perish one by one.”
Dr. McNeil shook his head, “No, General. I can’t accept the Brothers being defeated this way.” The General looked at Dr. McNeil and squinted his eyes in skepticism. Dr. McNeil explained further, “After all of the work put into these Brothers, I can’t believe this is how it will end for them. If I know the Brothers, and I think I have a pretty good handle on how they think, they’re up to something.” Dr. McNeil hoped his uncertainty was masked by his confidence successfully.
The General huffed, before adding, “In any case, we will soon know for sure, Dr. McNeil. No compliance to the terrorist’s ransom demands will be met. If the Blackguards have no plan, we will soon witness their death.”
“Why won’t there be any negotiations?” Dr. McNeil was grasping at whatever he could, while knowing he had no time and no power to help the Brothers.
“Our experts know, if we give in to these immoral crooks, they will kill the Blackguards anyway. Nothing will stop them from trying to do that now.” The General looked at Dr. McNeil and for a moment, a hint of compassion glinted in the General’s eyes, “But I hope you are right, and the Blackguards know what they are doing... I really do.”
Foggy dreamlike images began to appear within the blindfolded thoughts of the Blackguards. Unsure of where the images were coming from, it soon became clear, Narl was waking up.
He was about to react to the severe pain of his body, but the Brothers quickly filled Narl in on what had been taking place while he was knocked out and they told him to stay perfectly still.
Four ‘X’ shaped crucifixion crosses were erected with thick heavy posts and each of the young Blackguards were shackled with old rusty iron bonds to their outstretched arms and legs.
The female voice continued to translate Omar’s words as he walk behind the Blackguards. “It was difficult for us to figure out how we would proceed with dismembering these foolish young soldiers. Would we take the arms and legs first?” Omar put his hands on Grud and Stroy’s head. Fear gripped the boys, before Omar let go and slapped Narl’s cheeks to wake him. He removed Narl’s blind fold again and inspected his closed eyes carefully. “Perhaps the head should come off first.” Narl would have winced at these words but he had read Omar’s mind and knew what was coming next, “But we found it would be the torso that would have to come first.” Omar yanked the blind fold from Domin’s head as Abdelhakim pulled a long sharp sword from its sleeve. Domin’s eyes were wide as the strong lights burned for the cameras.
“Time is running out and we have heard no answer from the Americans. It would be a shame to have to kill so many. Perhaps that is what you want. I had no idea the Americans could have such cold hearts. No matter, you shall soon find as we take off a limb from this one. We will replace the limb from one of these others. We will keep doing this until we have completed the entire puzzle. As you all likely know, the head will be attached last. We figured this would be the most excruciating method for this crude operation, and it is because of this method we are excited to get on with it.” Omar raised his hand and Abdelhakim, with both hands holding the hilt of his sword, lifted it high over his head like an executioner of the dark ages.
In that instance, Domin wondered if Narl was pleased it was him who would be the first to perish. He wondered if Narl knew he stalled when Abu held a knife to his throat.
Omar spoke the seconds as the midnight deadline for the American’s response drew near. “Five, Four, Three, Two, One…” Omar’s hand remained in the air past the time of the deadline as he listened carefully for a response on the radio, but there was nothing.
Domin’s veins began branch out over the surface of his muscles. As the blood vessels thickened, pulsating with dark red blood, Grud and Story coupled Domin with the panic roar of a caged beast as the three Blackguards fought for their lives against the shackles which bound them.
Abdelhakim was growing anxious with his arms holding his sword to the rock ceiling. Omar shook his head in disappointment and finally dropped his hand which was the signal for Abdelhakim to start chopping.
Narl lifted his head and opened his eyes wide and stabbed Abdelhakim’s mind with a fear he never thought possible. Abdelhakim was so shaken he fell backwards.
Not only did the camera man get a jolt of telepathic fear but the same sense of fear was conveyed through the volume of anyone watching the video feed. Incidentally, the camera man was stricken with such fear he accidentally kicked over the tri-pod and the Camera crash upon the stony floor. All video feed was gone as a result of the impact and the camera was so damaged it could not be used further.
The video feed flickered and went to static. Due to the chaos, Dr. McNeil and the General were not sure if the prisoners or the Blackguards were alive any longer. General Graham, however, had made up his mind. “The rescue mission is a complete failure.”
“Should we move to the next phase, sir, and send in our sky striker attack force?” asked Sergeant Harmes with a sense of urgency in his voice.
No one wanted to dispute the General’s decision for besides his undisputed rank of authority, he was known as a hard shrewd man. Dr. McNeil could not control himself with so much riding on the mission. It was not just about the Brothers, it was about his entire future. “We don’t know if the mission is a complete failure for sure, sir! We must wait for confirmation before our next assault.” The General paused for a moment as he contemplated whether or not to scrub the mission entirely and blow the entire Taliban facility sky high. It was obvious to him how Dr. McNeil did not agree, but he could not have his own people questioning his authority.
General Graham took Dr. McNeil by the arm and directed him out of the control tent. He whispered, strong and forcefully when he said, “You must know, no one really cares about these creatures you have created, Dr. McNeil. The Blackguards are expendable.” Dr. McNeil’s eyes were wide as he listened to the General, “The government has Eddy Evon, a true and unaltered volk. That is all the officials are focused on.”
The words came as a shock to Dr. McNeil, though he was not sure why. He always knew this was true.
Domin broke free from his shackles, before Grud also tore the iron from its wooden foundations by the strength of his volk arms. Stroy kicked his volk legs out and the shackles snapped. Domin swung around and quickly freed Grud’s legs and Stroy’s arms with a merciless yank at the old rusty chains.
Domin, dodging bullets, veered left then right making his way closer to Omar. An array of bullets sprayed toward Domin, as rage and power pumped through his veins while he used a couple of the Taliban guards for shields. One bullet struck Domin’s shoulder and he knew they would all have to reacquire their armour and weapons as soon as possible.
With a great roar, Domin dropped the minced guards and hurtled a barrel at the soldiers firing at him.
In the midst of a small window of time, Domin made his way to Narl where he expected no less than an instant answer to his question. “Where did they take our armour and weapons? We need to get it all back!”
Narl closed his eyes as he swiftly scanned Omar’s mind for the answer. Upon opening his eyes, Narl pulled Domin close and said, “Our things are not far. Follow me!”
Narl signaled the other Brothers to follow as they quickly ducked down an adjacent corridor. The Blackguards broke trough a door which led them into the Omar’s private chamber. There on the floor was all of the armour and weapons belonging to the Blackguards.
Vivaciously, the Brothers helped one another as they nimbly dressed and snapped their armour and weapons in place.
Domin could hear the shouts and foot steps of the approaching Taliban soldiers. Together, the Blackguards raced out the door of Omar’s chamber to meet the soldiers. As the Taliban reacted with gunfire, the rage of the Blackguards was fueled all the more. A fire was shared as it burned in their eyes, where they had a strong belief this enemy was already defeated. Domin was the first to charge into the squad of Taliban soldiers with his fast swinging samurai swords glinting in the light of their gunfire.
When the Taliban soldiers had either fallen in the gun fight or fled, the Blackguards approached the seven American soldiers who were shackled.
“You guys American?” asked one of the soldiers who was malnourished and had been beaten.
Grud stepped closest to the soldier, “Yeah, we have come to free you and the other prisoners.” Breaking the chains by stretching them apart, Grud managed to calm the nerves of the prisoners a little, though his presence was unsettling.
The American soldier continued, “We weren’t sure who’s side you were on. No one has seen any of you before.”
When the prisoners were freed from their chains, the multitude ran through the caverns together with Narl at the lead with a torch in hand. He led them all up through the levels of the deep base. The Blackguards protected the prisoners as they killed many Taliban. Around each new bend of the dark caverns the group ran into more Taliban combatants, but they were no match for the quick, precise skill of the Blackguards. As the group ran throughout the maze of tunnels, climbing higher through the catacombs, the Blackguards were helpful keeping the prisoners together as many of them needed to be carried or else they’d be left behind. Everyone put their faith in Narl as they trusted him to lead them though the caverns or they would all surely be lost.
The group boarded an electrical elevator cage whereby the push of a button wound a cable and winch to take them up to ground level. Seven groups of five had to take the elevator before everyone could be together at the top. Domin went with the first group to the top where he had to stock and assault the unsuspecting Taliban within the spacious vehicle garage port. When the area was secured and everyone was accounted for from the lower levels, Domin led the group to a specific military vehicle. What Domin showed everyone was a stolen armored American troop transport carrier. It had plenty of room to seat everyone. While the Blackguards and the seven American troops were tending to the comfort of the 23 South Korean Christians, Domin took the wheel of the trop transport and started it up.
They drove fast throughout the windy tunnels as they implemented their escape plan. Narl sat next to Domin to assist him in driving through the tunnels without getting lost.
Moments later, Domin brought the troop transport through to the tall inner gates. Smashing through the inner defence wall then through the next outer defence wall, they headed out across the sandy desert plains.
“When will we see some support from our allies?” Grud asked from the back of the transport. The Blackguards were surprised by the amount of time that went by with no contact from the U.S. Armies. They suspected they were merely watching the show. “If they won’t help us, then let’s show them we’ll complete our mission with or without their help.” Domin shouted amidst the growling engine of the old personnel carrier.
“It looks like our support has come at last!” stated Narl as he pointed out the windshield to the sky. There the Blackguards saw a stealth air force jet flying out of the clouds toward them before it deployed a nuclear warhead. The missile coiled through the sky above trailing smoke. A long plume of dust was stirred up in the wake of the armored personnel carrier as well, as the missile narrowly passed over them and moved beyond where it hit the Taliban stronghold.
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