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CHAPTER 6
Ambush

 It was mid-evening when the two finally made it out of the city. The battle 
with Kristofferson had left them both exhausted. Alex had successfully managed 
to teleport them past the city gates and back to where they placed their last set of 
dummy markers on their way to the city. That would provide them with a little more 
protection as they made their way out of the sector and back to Rune City. In the 
distance, they could hear New Town’s security alarm blaring. 
 They watched from a safe distance while the gates closed and the entire 
place was locked down tight as a drum. It looked as though someone had found the 
general. They’d made it out just in time, but it wouldn’t take the city officials long 
to recall the city’s rovers and start executing a sweep of the surrounding area to look 
for them. They needed to be gone long before then. 
 Alex was beat. While his ability to teleport did provide him with a distinct 
advantage in a fight, the constant use of it often left him drained afterwards.           
Although he could teleport to places he could recall from memory, teleporting great 
distances required a lot of energy and mental focus. It required even more when 
he was carrying an extra person or object. He tried not to use his ability that much 
because he knew that it would leave him weakened, but this day had definitely 
forced him to push himself past his limit.
 Dutch wasn’t doing any better. He wanted to power down to give himself 
time to heal but thought better of it while they were still in the sector. He would wait 
until they reached the canyons again before he took that risk.
 The trip back to the canyons was long and slow. They were both extremely 
tired and had to use caution in making their way through the desert. They made sure 
to stay between the dummy markers they had set so as not to attract any rovers to 
their movement. 
 They made it back to the canyons thirteen hours later and rested there for 
the night. They were both so tired that they slept until late afternoon the next day 
before grudgingly continuing on their way. It would still take them a while to make 
it through the canyons and back to Sector 32, but they were both beginning to feel 
a lot better now that they had rested. Their energy was slowly beginning to return. 
 Looking down at his chest, Alex noticed that the slashes the general had 
given him were already starting to heal. One of the many advantages of  being 
a mutant; his metabolism allowed for him to heal quickly. Dutch’s wounds also 
seemed to be healing quite nicely now that he wasn’t wearing his battle armor. They 
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would both be fine in a few days once they made it back to Rune City and got to rest 
a little bit more.
 Reaching the gorge that he’d been forced to climb through before on their 
way to Sector 33, Alex once again refused Dutch’s offer of being carried across. 
But then again, there was no way in hell that he intended on climbing his way back 
through that thing again. This time he just opted to teleport his way across the 
ravine. It would save him a lot of time and effort. Doing so, he quickly made it to 
the other side and waited patiently for Dutch to catch up to him before continuing 
on their way. Exiting the canyons a few hours later the two continued to make their 
way back into Sector 32. Needless to say, they were both more than a little relieved 
to be back in friendly territory.

 They made it back to the city around midnight the next day. Having removed 
the ID tattoos that they had used to get into New Town the night before while they 
were in the canyons, they easily made their way back into the city. The streets were 
particularly empty at this time of the night so they ran into no trouble on their way 
to Hind’s house. 
 Reaching the residence, they could see that most of the lights were out        
except a few. They wondered if the old man was sleeping. Feeling a little guilty 
about bothering him at this time of the night, Dutch reluctantly knocked on the door 
six times as instructed before. A few minutes later, the door cracked opened and the 
old man peeked out at them.
 “Just a sec,” he beamed gleefully. He closed the door and released the locks 
on the inside of it before opening it fully. “Get in here!” he whispered quickly, 
hurrying them inside and shutting the door. In his left hand was a small disruptor 
cannon. It seemed as though he had been expecting some unfriendly company.  
 “Thought you might be more spies. Just being careful,” the old man smiled, 
placing the gun down on the table and relaxing a bit.
 “I hadn’t heard anything from you in so long. I thought you’d both bought 
it out there,” Hind admitted, signaling for them to both sit. He could tell they were 
both very tired. 
 “Us? No way,” Dutch replied as cheerfully as his tired voice would permit. 
Alex nodded in agreement. It would take more than an old guy in a flashy Halloween 
costume to take them out.
 “So how’d it go? Where’s Kristofferson?” Hind asked, noticing that they 
were short one person. Their target was missing. 
 “Killed him,” Alex reported matter-of-factly. 
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 “You what?” Hind exclaimed in alarm. They were supposed to bring the 
old general back to Rune City for interrogation about the Shi’aki’s new weapon. 
“Why?” Hind inquired, clearly worried at this unexpected turn of events.
 “Why didn’t you tell us he was a hybrid?” Alex responded levelly while 
skipping the man’s previous question. For some reason he had a feeling that Hind 
had intentionally kept this information from them during their mission briefing. 
 “Didn’t know actually, at least not for sure. But I always did kind of suspect 
it but could never confirm,” Hind admitted, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. “Guess 
that explains how he got his position.” 
 “Yeah, well thanks for letting us know. We almost got our asses kicked!” 
Alex snapped loudly. 
 “Hey, I only gave you what you needed to know at the time. Too much 
information can be just as bad as not enough. Didn’t want to make you nervous,” 
Hind coolly replied.
 “Well you could have said something,” Alex pouted, settling back into his 
chair. “But at any rate he’s dead now so I don’t think he’ll be causing us any more 
problems,” he concluded crossing his arms and leaning the chair back on its two 
hind legs. 
 “It’s too bad. I was actually beginning to like him a bit. Kinda reminded me 
of an evil Colonel Sanders,” Dutch remarked absently. 
 “Colonel who?” Alex and Hind both questioned, looking at him with very 
puzzled expressions. 
 “Colonel Sanders… Twentieth century chicken guy… You know, kind of 
fat, long white beard and… Never mind,” Dutch snapped his mouth shut, realizing 
the other two men had absolutely no clue what he was talking about.
 “Riiiiiight… You sure you’re ok, Tin Man? I think you need to get some 
sleep,” Alex stated, deeply concerned about his friend’s mental health. Dutch didn`t 
comment.
 “So anyway, I guess I can assume that the mission was a failure,” Hind cut 
in, bringing their attention back to the mission. 
 “Not completely,” Alex replied while reaching into his breast pocket and 
pulling out the hard disk they had confiscated from the general.
 “What’s that?” Hind asked curiously. 
 “It’s a hard disk taken from one of the facility’s supercomputers. Not            
exactly sure what`s on it, ” Dutch answered straightly. 
 “Gramps seemed pretty eager to get away with this thing before we finally 
caught up to him. He took it out of the computer and then shot the thing to bits. 
Guess he didn’t want to leave any trace of whatever’s on this thing. I’m willing 
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to bet that it has at least some of the information that we’re looking for,” Alex            
explained, handing the disk over to Hind, who looked it over curiously.
 “Doesn’t look damaged. Oh well, it’s worth a shot. Come on, let’s go 
downstairs and take a look at what’s on this thing,” the old man said, rising from 
his seat. Alex and Dutch followed him downstairs to the spy center. 
 Popping the disk into one of the computer drives the three of them waited in 
anticipation for the disk to boot up. If this disk contained what they thought it did, 
it would definitely save them and Octagon a lot of trouble later. They continued to 
wait patiently while the computer continued to read the information on the disk. 
Just then the computer’s monitor flickered on. 
 “Damn,” Alex swore, hanging his head sorrowfully as his hopes were 
crushed. The screen displayed nothing more than garbled junk. The disk was
 encoded. 
 “Guess we screwed up after all,” Dutch commented, shaking his head.
 “Maybe not,” Hind replied, thoughtfully studying the screen carefully. “This 
thing definitely contains some serious data. It’s just encoded,” he explained. 
 “Can you decode it?” Alex asked hopefully. Maybe all their efforts hadn’t 
been in vain after all. 
 “Me? Hell no. Hacking this type of code is way beyond my capabilities,” 
Hind answered truthfully. Once again Alex hung his head. “But I think I know 
someone who can,” Hind added quickly, giving the two younger men a small ray of 
hope. “Wait right here,” he instructed before leaving and heading upstairs. 
 Alex and Dutch both seated themselves and waited patiently. They both 
hoped that the disk would provide them with the information they needed. Then 
they wouldn’t feel so bad about killing Kristofferson. Not that they’d had much 
choice, the old man had proven to be a much more dangerous opponent than they 
had originally suspected.
 “Colonel Sanders?” Alex questioned, cocking his eyebrows at Dutch. 
 “Fuck you flame boy! Leave me alone, I’m tired.” Dutch grinned, flipping 
him off. Alex just laughed. Hearing some movement upstairs, the two turned their 
attention towards the center’s entrance. Hearing Hind’s voice, they both relaxed 
and waited for him to return.
 The old man appeared followed by a beautiful young girl. Caught completely 
off guard by the girl’s sudden appearance, both Dutch and Alex quickly remembered 
their manners and stood up. They had been expecting a guy.
 “Sorry to take so long. Had to go track her down,” Hind said, walking 
towards them and bringing the young lady with him. “Guys say hello to my daughter, 
Naomi,” he smiled, looking at the beautiful young girl standing quietly behind him. 
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The girl blushed slightly before returning his gaze. 
 “Hi, nice to meet you,” she piped, sticking out her hand. Her face was very 
lively and full of energy and she didn’t seem to be very shy at all. 
 “Nice to meet you too,” Dutch replied, smiling warmly and shaking her 
hand. This was a pleasant suprise indeed. 
 “My father’s told me a lot about you since you met a few days ago. He was 
really worried about you guys yesterday. I’m glad you both made it back in one 
piece,” Naomi said, returning his smile.
 “Thanks. By the way, my name is Dutch. That’s Alex,” Dutch replied while 
introducing himself and Alex. 
 The girl turned to Alex and smiled. “Nice to meet you.” 
 Alex smiled shaking her hand. “So, how long have you been working for 
Octagon?” he inquired, noticing the girl appeared to be much younger than him. 
She was about eighteen years old. Though he could tell that she was very mature 
for her age, her light brown eyes seemed to hold a cheery playfulness about them. 
She obviously wasn’t a field agent.
 “She doesn’t really work for Octagon, just helps out from time to time. She’s 
only eighteen. She’s more like my undercover personal assistant. Right, dear?” 
Hind smiled rubbing her head and messing up her carefully combed long honey-
brown hair. 
 “Dad!” the girl groaned in playful frustration before removing her father’s 
hand from her hair and combing her long strands straight again with her tiny and 
petite fingers. Her frame was small, but her curves and body shape showed that 
she was very active and energetic. Both Alex and Dutch had to agree that she was 
extremely cute. Her playfulness made her even more so.
 “Yeah, no one would ever suspect me of being affiliated with a group like 
Octagon. It’s a perfect cover,” Naomi explained. 
 “What exactly do you do?” Alex asked, forcing himself back into business 
mode.
 “Actually my specialty is computers, or more precisely, hacking,” Naomi 
coolly replied. 
 “My daughter’s the best computer hacker this side of the grid. If anyone can 
decode the data on that disk you brought, it’s her,” Hind assured him. 
 “Guess that’s my cue to get to work,” Naomi declared, catching her father’s 
hint. “Just wait a bit, it shouldn’t take me that long. See you later!” She smiled to 
Alex before catching Dutch with a playful wink. Turning, she grabbed a chair and 
quickly went to work on the hard disk they’d brought.
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 “Beautiful, isn’t she? Just like her mother,” Hind said, watching her leave. 
His voice seemed to trail off to some distant memory for a brief moment before he 
turned his attention back to his two guests. “Oh, please, sit down. You two must be 
exhausted. I’ve got some leftovers in the fridge. I’ll get you something to eat. Just 
stay put,” the old man declared, hurrying upstairs. 
 Alex and Dutch were surprisingly quiet in his absence as they watched   
Naomi work on the disk. Neither of them wanted to disturb her while she was busy. 
The girl pretended to pay them no attention. A few minutes later, Hind returned 
with the food. The two younger men thanked him graciously before chowing down 
like two starved wolves. When they were finished, the old man took their plates and 
placed them on a nearby table. He’d get Naomi to do the dishes later.
 “Did you manage to find out anything else while you were in New Town?” 
Hind pried curiously, hoping that they might have acquired more information for 
him while they were there. 
 “No, not really,” Alex admitted. “The facilities there don’t really pose any 
military threat to us out here, too small. How about you? Any news from your boys 
that might help us locate the Shi’aki’s new weapon just in case the disk is useless?” 
he inquired. 
 “Nothing yet. We’re still working on it, but now that the Shi’aki have 
tightened their security it’s not easy. They did manage to find a Shi’aki outpost 
somewhere in Sector 18, or rather, what was left of it,” Hind informed him. “From 
the looks of it, someone took it out just before my boys got there.”
 “Think Octagon could’ve hit it?” Alex asked, somewhat puzzled by the 
news. He couldn’t remember HQ ever operating out that far from the grid. They 
must have come across some new developments. 
 “No, usually Octagon gives me a heads up on any activity they might have 
going on before they act. That way their boys and mine don’t wind up getting their 
wires crossed. No, whoever did this was a professional,” Hind speculated. 
 “And we’re not?” Alex shot back, somewhat offended by the remark.
 “That’s not what I meant,” the older man defended. Dutch chuckled quietly 
to himself. “What I meant is that whoever did this not only managed to take out 
the entire outpost, but managed to do it with thermo-gravitonic charges,” Hind            
explained.
 “Thermo-gravitonic charges? What the hell are those?” Alex curiously       
inquired. He’d never heard of that kind of weapon before. 
 “Thermo-gravatonic charges are explosives that when activated, create a 
vacuum of gravitonic plasma energy that sucks everything in the area into it, kinda 
like a manmade black hole,” Dutch answered. He was very familiar with that form 
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of weaponry because as his internal records reported, the old Attraxian Planetary 
Council had outlawed them many years ago due to their volatility.
 “So what’s so special about that?” Alex asked, completely clueless as to 
where this conversation was leading. 
 “Three things. One, those things are very hard to make because of the             
tremendous amount of energy needed to create the vacuum. Two, they’re even harder 
to control. If used incorrectly, the vacuum could continue to grow exponentially,” 
Hind continued the physics lesson. 
 “Let’s say you only wanted a ten-meter hole. If you don’t know what you’re 
doing, you could wind up with a thousand-meter hole that keeps growing with no 
way to stop it. Plus, the plasmic energy eats everything in its path. You could wipe 
out an entire sector in a matter of hours. That’s why they were outlawed by the old 
council,” Dutch elaborated. 
 “Right... And three, most importantly, is that the charges have to be placed 
on the actual target itself before detonation. The device must be planted and 
the containment field’s area must be calculated prior to remote detonation. The 
containment field parameters are the only thing that keeps the vacuum and plasmic 
energy from expanding uncontrollably as explained before. Precise calculations are 
the key,” Hind continued the lecture. 
 Looking at Alex’s face, he could see that the younger man was still somewhat 
in the dark as to what all of this meant. He sighed slightly. Perhaps this one wasn’t 
as bright as he’d originally thought. He would have to spell it out to him.
 “What that means is that whoever planted the thing had to first sneak or 
fight their way into the facility, past security, and then plant the device without      
being spotted or causing too much of a commotion. My boys didn’t find anything 
that suggested a battle had even taken place prior to the blast. No random blast 
marks around the area, nothing. Whoever did this, did it using complete stealth. 
That’s pretty impressive for one group,” Hind continued his explanation. Judging 
from the look in Alex’s eyes he could tell that the younger man finally understood 
this time.
 “So do you have any clue as to who might have hit it?” Dutch cut in. 
 “No,” the older man confessed. “I mean of course there are a few other 
rebel groups out there who, like Octagon, formally oppose the Shi’aki but from 
what I’ve seen they’re in worse shape than we are when it comes to trained people 
and equipment. I don’t think any of them would have the equipment, training, 
or personnel capable of building something that complex and destructive,” he 
continued. “Like I said, whoever did this was pro and knew exactly what they were 
doing,” he finished.
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 “Well whoever it is, we can be sure they’ve got no love for the Shi’aki 
either. Let’s just hope they’re on our side and not with the rouges,” Alex stated, 
reclining back in his chair. He was getting sleepy. 
 “Amen to that,” Dutch agreed. 
 “Got it!” Naomi exclaimed jumping up from her chair and temporarily 
startling everyone in the room, including Alex, who had once again been balancing 
on his chair’s hind legs at the time and accidentally fell out of it. “I’ve cracked the 
encryption!” The young girl smiled triumphantly as the others rushed to her side.
 “Wow, that was fast!” Dutch gasped in disbelief standing beside her. He 
couldn’t help but notice how nice she smelled. The scent of fresh flowers drifted 
from her hair. 
 “Told you she was the best!” Hind gloated, patting the girl on the back. 
 “Thanks, Dad,” she said, accepting the praise gracefully. She looked back 
at him lovingly while he gave her a quick kiss on the forehead before turning her 
attention back to the monitor, which was now scrolling a million gigabytes of 
information per second. 
 “What does it say?” Alex inquired, having finally picked himself up off the 
floor and joined the group. 
 “See for yourself,” Naomi chimed, reaching over to a large printer and 
ripping off a long sheet of paper that contained the de-coded information. Taking 
the paper from her Alex carefully scanned the document.
 “Hmmm, doesn’t say anything about a weapon,” Hind noted. 
 “No location either,” Alex added. His hope again beginning to fade. 
 “Wait a minute, what’s this?” Naomi asked curiously, pointing to a notably 
long list of data. 
 “Looks like a parts list of some kind,” Alex surmised.
 “That sure is a lot of parts, don’t you think?” Naomi noted aloud, her keen 
detective-like senses kicking in. The others began to catch her drift. 
 “There’s a lot of heavy equipment on this list too,” Dutch noted, standing 
even closer to the girl so he could get another whiff of her hair. She looked at him 
and smiled before returning her attention to the list.
 “You’re right. That’s way too much equipment for a regular installation,” 
Alex admitted. “Naomi, can you find out where this shipment is going and when it’s 
scheduled?” Alex requested with a ring of confidence entering his voice. He was 
sure they were onto something.
 “Already ahead of you!” Naomi said, handing him another printout. Alex 
was impressed. This girl seemed to constantly be one step ahead of him. Though 
she was young, she was definitely no amateur when it came to computers. 
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 “Thanks.” He smiled back before glancing over the page.
 “Looks like it’s going to Sector 28. As far as I know there’s nothing out 
there,” he noted thoughtfully while continuing to thumb through the extensive 
printout. 
 “At least nothing we know about,” Hind confirmed. 
 “Think it could be a secret base or something?” Naomi speculated. 
 “Possibly, God knows the Shi’aki have plenty of them. I don’t have any 
agents out that far. It`s too isolated and there`s no cover or safe places for them to 
hide out while on assignment.” her father answered.
 “That’s because the place is deep desert, no water at all. Nothing lives out 
there,” Alex explained recalling the area`s geography.
 “Perfect place to build a secret weapon, wouldn’t you say?” Dutch alleged. 
 “Right again. So I guess that means we’d better check it out to see where 
exactly those parts are going. According to this, the shipment should be leaving 
tomorrow evening and is scheduled to arrive in Sector 28 two days later, but there’s 
no exact coordinates listed here,” Alex declared, searching for anything that would 
pinpoint the shipment’s exact destination.
 “That’s because the shipment’s transport probably has the destination auto-
programmed into its navigation system, most Shi’aki convoys do,” Naomi pointed 
out. 
 “True. Guess that means we’ll have to hijack the transport to see exactly 
where it’s heading,” Dutch stated rubbing his head thoughtfully. 
 “What? You’re not serious, are you?” Naomi exclaimed, completely shocked 
at the suggestion.
 “Actually, that’s exactly what I had in mind,” Alex agreed, looking at Dutch. 
He could tell that his comrade had been reading his plan from the start and wanted 
to throw it out on the table before he could in order to impress the young girl. He 
didn’t mind. He was much too busy to worry about impressing some girl, even 
though he did have to admit that she was extremely cute.
 “Wow, you guys are a lot braver than I thought,” Naomi admitted, clearly 
impressed. 
 “Or stupid. Take your pick,” Dutch joked lightly. 
 “So how far is it from here to Sector 28 anyway?” Alex asked Hind, who 
was slowly beginning to pick up on his daughter’s increasing interest in the two 
younger men. He pretended not to notice.
 “It’s about three hundred clicks southwest of here beyond the mountain 
range in Sector 25. Never made it out that far myself, but I heard it’s quite a hike,” 
the old man answered.
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 “Three hundred clicks! It’ll take us forever to get there, especially without 
a transport. There’s no way I’m walking that far! Forget it,” Dutch stated bluntly. 
Naomi giggled at the outburst. 
 “I agree. Hind, is there any way you could hook us up with a transport?” 
Alex inquired eagerly. They`d need to move quickly if they were going to intercept 
the transport in time. 
 “Consider it done,” Hind assured him. 
 “We’ll have to hit them way before they reach Sector 28. That way we can 
get in and get what we need before the Shi’aki notice it’s missing,” Alex continued 
to lay out his plan. 
 “Well, if they’re using a ground transport, which is what they normally 
do to keep us from tracking them and shooting them down, then it’s pretty simple 
because the only way to get to Sector 28 is to go through Sectors 23, Sector 25 and 
over the mountains to the west, unless they know something I don’t. They wouldn’t 
risk taking it up north through Sector 33 because they know we’ve got that area 
tapped and we’d be able to track their shipment lines. They’re going to try to take 
it where they know we don’t have too many people to spot them. That seems like 
the most logical route,” Hind guessed correctly. Though the Shi’aki were powerful 
enough to stop nearly any threat posed to them that didn’t mean that they weren’t 
cautious when they deemed it necessary to be.
 “If that’s the case then I think I know the best place to hit them. There’s a 
really narrow pass in Sector 23 on the way to Sector 25. It’s got ridges on both sides 
and not a lot of room to maneuver. If it’s more than one transport, like a convoy, 
then they’re going to be pretty tight going through there. That’s the best place for 
us to hit them,” Dutch suggested while going over his internal files of the specified 
region. Once again Naomi looked at him with an impressed look.
 “I know exactly where you’re talking about,” Alex concurred pointing at 
him. “All right then that settles it. Now all we need to do is find a transport,” Alex 
declared, rolling up the sheet of paper and stuffing it into his back pocket.
 “That can wait until tomorrow. You boys look exhausted. You should get 
some rest,” Hind interceded. 
 “But…”Alex started to object. 
 Hind held up his hand. “The transport’s not leaving until tomorrow evening, 
right? It won’t take you too long to get there by transport if you go the way I’ll tell 
you, so don’t worry. Besides, the transport shop’s closed now anyway,” the old man 
reasoned. 
 “Oh.” Alex said, relaxing a bit. Suddenly an overwhelming sense of 
drowsiness overcame him. “I guess you’re right. I am getting a bit sleepy,” he 
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conceded yawning. 
 “Dad’s right, you guys should go to bed,” Naomi agreed with a look of    
concern on her face. She could tell that both the young men were dead beat. “I’m 
going out to get some food for breakfast tomorrow, ok, Dad?” she chimed, turning 
to her father.
 “Ok, but be careful and stay away from the canyons. I don’t want you outside 
of the city at night,” her father warned sternly. 
 “Awww, Dad...” the young girl objected, sadly realizing her father could see 
straight through her plan. 
 “I mean it, young lady! Don’t go out there tonight. You’ll have plenty of 
time to play with your screwy inventions during the daytime. There’s too many 
rovers out at night,” Hind said putting his foot down. 
 “I know...” the girl admitted regrettably, hanging her head. She knew that 
her father was concerned with her safety, but she couldn’t help resenting being 
treated like a child just a little bit, especially in front of guests.
 “Besides, I need you back early tomorrow morning to show the boys around 
town and make sure they get everything they need for their trip tomorrow,” Hind 
said, walking up to her and placing his hand under her chin before lifting her face 
and looking her straightly in the eye. The girl’s face immediately brightened at the 
news of her new task.
 “Oh, why didn’t you say so before? In that case, I’ll be back in a little 
while!” She beamed brightly,  a smile crossing her lips. She always liked it when 
her father gave her something important to do. It made her feel like she was a 
real spy working for Octagon just like some of the other agents she’d met. She 
especially liked the idea of being able to hang out with Alex and Dutch tomorrow 
before they left. Hugging her father, the girl quickly grabbed her purse and started 
towards the stairs. She would be sure to buy something extra good for breakfast 
tomorrow morning. 
 “I’ll be back in a few. You guys get lots of sleep, ok? You both look pretty 
beat. Later, Alex! Good night, Dutch.” She waved before bolting up the stairs. “Be 
sure not to lock me out this time, ok, Dad!” she yelled down the stairs before exiting 
the house. The door slammed shut behind her.
 “Kids,” Hind muttered to himself with a laugh, retrieving the two guests’ 
empty plates from the tables he took them towards the stairs. It looked like he was 
stuck doing dishes after all. He promised the two younger men he would be back 
after he had prepared beds for them. The two thanked him graciously. The old man 
went upstairs.
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 “You know, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say the girl had a crush on you, 
Tin Man,” Alex taunted once the coast was clear. 
 “Yeah, well, you know what they say, Sparky... Pimpin’ aint easy,” Dutch 
grinned and reclined back in his chair. He’d always had a way with the ladies. 
 “Don’t polish your glove too much. We still got work to do y’know,” Alex 
reminded him. 
 “I know, business first, as usual. But she is really cute though,” Dutch         
admitted. 
 “Just be sure you don’t lose track of why we’re here,” Alex warned. 
 “I think I’ve been at this game a bit longer than you have, Junior. Trust me, 
I know the rules,” Dutch assured him evenly.
 “You know you’re old enough to be her great-great-great-great-gr…” Alex 
started after a while. 
 “Jeeze man, I get the picture! Damn, I’m not that old!” Dutch cut him off 
with a laugh, tossing a nearby towel at him. Hind returned from upstairs. 
 “Ok boys, your beds are ready so you can sack out any time you like, I know 
you’re both really tired,” the old man smiled and joined them. 
 “Thanks,” Alex accepted the offer, rising from his chair. He was dead on his 
feet. The thought of a good night’s sleep called to him. 
 “Just one thing.,” Hind continued slowly. Alex looked at him wearily before 
sitting back down in his chair. He could tell something serious was on the old man’s 
mind.
 “What’s up?” Alex asked. 
 Hind paused nervously for a brief moment. “Well, it seems to me like my 
daughter’s taken a liking to the both of you,” he began. 
 Oh great, Tin Man’s done it this time! Alex groaned to himself, thinking that 
the old man was going to give them a ‘Birds & Bees stay the hell away from my 
daughter!’ speech. 
 “Yeah, well she’s a really nice girl and all and I know you don’t really know 
us that well and might be a little concerned for her, but you have my word that we’d 
never do anything to…” Alex started to interject before the old man stopped him. 
 “No, it’s ok. That’s not what I meant. If I thought that, I`d have never let you 
through the door,” Hind assured him, noticing a relieved look on Dutch’s face. 
 “Naomi’s a very beautiful and special girl. She has the same effect on all the 
guys she meets. I’m used to it,” the old man laughed. “It’s a shame that her mother 
isn’t here to see how well she’s grown up,” he added sadly.
 “What happened? If you don’t mind me asking,” Alex asked, all the while 
kicking himself. He had a feeling that this was going to turn into a very long          
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conversation. All he really wanted to do was go to sleep, but he sat and listened 
anyway as Hind began his tale.
 “Naomi’s a lot like her mother in a lot of ways. Her mother was just as 
sweet and beautiful as she is,” the older man began. “And like Naomi, she also 
had a thing for nature. She used to love to walk outside of the city at night to look 
at the stars. She knew it was dangerous, but she said that it was the only place she 
felt that she could hear what they were saying to her. She actually seemed to have 
a very close bond with nature, but even that wasn’t enough to save her in the end,” 
he reminisced, hanging his head sorrowfully. The two younger men began to feel 
his pain as they slowly found themselves being drawn into the older man’s past. He 
continued.
 “One night when Naomi was young, her mother went out to pick sand roots 
for dinner. She never came back. I confirmed her death a few years later when 
I managed to get a hold of some of the records that my boys confiscated from a 
facility that used to be a termination camp in Sector 64. Her name was on the list. 
I was crushed when I found out, but I never told Naomi. She thinks her mother 
is still out there somewhere just waiting for someone to rescue her and bring her 
home. That’s one reason why she’s so dead -set on working with Octagon,” Hind 
explained.
 “I know it was wrong not to tell her from the beginning once I found out 
the truth, but I just didn’t have the heart to. I couldn’t stand to take away her hopes 
of seeing her mother again. It would have crushed her,” the old man choked. Alex 
could tell he was on the verge of tears. 
 “I think you did what any other parent would have done to protect their 
child from harm and to give them hope. I never even knew my parents, but I’m sure 
they would have done the same,” Alex tried to console him. 
 “For sure,” Dutch added soothingly.
 “Naomi’s a very special girl. She has a natural gift for understanding things, 
especially electronics. She’s always had lots of friends, but she’s never really taken 
too much interest in anyone particularly. She’s really kinda shy, even though you 
wouldn’t know it from the way she acts. She doesn’t really associate with other 
people that much. Most of the time she just hangs around in the canyons and plays 
around with her inventions,” Hind continued to explain. 
 “That’s why it kind of surprises me that she’s taken such an interest in you 
two. I’ve never seen her like this before when it comes to people she’s just met. 
I mean, true, we don’t get too many visitors out this way so she always gets a 
little excited when she sees a new face, but this time, I don’t know, it just seems 
different,” he told them, shaking his old head thoughtfully before looking Alex 
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squarely in the eye. Alex could see something in his face, but he couldn’t make out 
exactly what it was at the time.
 “Just promise me one thing, will you? Naomi’s the only thing I have that I 
really care about and I’m all she’s got when it comes to family. In my line of work, 
I don’t keep too many close friends, at least none that I’d trust enough to take care 
of my daughter,” the old man confided while trying to find the right words to finish 
his huge request. “Just promise me that if anything happens to me, you’ll look after 
her, ok?” Hind asked, looking to Alex with almost pleading eyes. Caught in the 
older man’s gaze, Alex found it hard to refuse.
 “You don’t really know us that well. I mean you only met us a few days ago. 
Why us?” Alex asked curiously. 
 “Because I know your father and I know the kind of man he is. I see a lot of 
him in you so I know I can trust you and I know that you won’t let me down,” Hind 
stated matter-of-factly with a smile. Alex stood quietly for a brief moment slowly 
letting it all soak in. He still had no clue why the older man was making such a 
strange request, but he finally conceded.
 “I promise,” Alex gave the old man his word. “But you look strong enough 
to pull the ears off a bear so I wouldn’t worry about it too much,” he added with a 
laugh, trying his best to lighten the dark mood that had crept into the room while 
the old man was talking. However, something about the old man’s request still 
bothered him deeply. He decided to let it go for the moment as sleep once again 
began to overcome him. “Anyways, it’s late so we’d better get some sleep. Busy day 
tomorrow,” he suggested while looking at Dutch, who had already begun drifting to 
sleep while he was standing. 
 “Right, sorry for keeping you boys up so long. Good night,” Hind apologized 
sheepishly before showing them to their beds. Alex lay wearily in his bed. It had 
been a very long day and he was very tired. He closed his eyes for a few seconds, 
but before he knew it, he was fast asleep. For the moment all of his troubles were 
forgotten, if only for a short time.

 Alex woke up early the next morning. He found that he was surprisingly 
rested considering he’d only had a few hours of sleep. It was probably because of 
the food. Taking a quick wash in the house’s sink, he returned to his room to get 
dressed when he found that Dutch was also awake. 
 Alex looked at him queerly while drying his hair with his towel. “Don’t you 
ever take a shower? Aren’t you worried about all this sand getting in your gears or 
something?” Alex jabbed, noticing that he’d never once seen Dutch take a bath. 
He’d never even seen him go to the bathroom for that matter. He wondered where 
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all the food he ate went. 
 “Built-in dry-cleaning buddy!” Dutch smiled triumphantly. “My armor takes 
care of everything. It fully maintains itself. That includes repairing and cleaning. 
You never see me sweat because the suit automatically adjusts my body temperature 
to compensate, but it does have trouble dealing with direct extremes of heat and 
cold,” Dutch explained stretching himself. 
 “Yeah, well how about your shit? I’ve seen you eat before. All that food has 
to go somewhere, right?” Alex continued the inquisition. 
 “Where do you think I get my energy? I am still human you know, well 
mostly. The food that I eat gives me energy just like you. The only difference is that 
my body doesn’t produce waste from the leftovers. Instead, it sends it to my fusion 
reactor, breaks it down, and stores it in my internal fuel cells for future use. Of 
course I can live for months without food or water, but I lose energy a lot quicker. 
Once my reserves are used up, if I don’t get a bite soon, I’ll die of starvation just 
like you,” Dutch answered, combing his hair with his hand. 
 “Must be nice,” Alex remarked enviously. 
 “It has its advantages,” Dutch smiled. 
 Just then they both heard a small knock on the room door. “Just a sec,” 
Alex said throwing his black utility vest over his bare chest and shoulders. It would 
be hot today and they had a really long way to go. Actually, he never really liked 
wearing shirts anyway. He preferred the heat of the desert wind on his bare skin. 
 Opening the door he saw that Naomi was waiting for them on the other side. 
She was dressed casually in a thin light pinkish-color shirt and worn black denims 
which fit her petit and curvaceous form very nicely. 
 “Good morning.” She smiled, pretending not to notice his superbly toned, 
tanned, and muscular figure. She noticed that he had a few slash marks on his chest 
from the previous battle. “Is Dutch awake yet?” the young girl inquired somewhat 
hesitantly. She didn’t want to seem too forward. Alex felt slightly jilted that she’d 
only said two words to him before asking where his partner was. It stung his pride 
a little bit. Maybe he wasn’t as attractive as he often believed himself to be. But 
then again, his reputation with many other girls suggested otherwise. Maybe he just 
wasn’t her type. 
 “I’m here, what’s up, sunshine?” Dutch said, opening the door wider so she 
could see his smiling face before Alex could respond. The girl smiled back at him. 
Alex gave up. 
 “Not much. Come on, breakfast is ready!” Naomi said cheerfully. 
 “Really? Thanks. Let us finish packing and we’ll be down in a sec, ok?” 
Alex replied. 
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 “No rush, take your time. I’ll keep everything warm for you,” she said, 
giving him a quick wink before turning to her full attention to Dutch, who was 
busy making bunny ears behind Alex’s head with a wicked expression on his face. 
Naomi wrinkled her nose and stuck her tongue out at him in mock disgust before 
laughing. “See you downstairs,” she said turning and walking down the stairs. Alex 
turned around playfully and looked at Dutch. 
 “Don’t start!” Dutch warned with a laugh before shutting the door. The two 
continued to pack their gear.
 After packing they hurried downstairs for breakfast. Naomi and Hind were 
waiting for them. “Sorry!” Dutch apologized for their tardiness. 
 “No problem. Sit down, eat,” Hind greeted them with a smile. He seemed a 
lot more welcoming and relaxed than usual. Naomi was quietly sipping her coffee 
before shooting Dutch a quick playful glance. 
 “Thanks,” Alex accepted, seating himself. The breakfast was huge! 
 There were many types of fresh baked breads, a type of soup made of sand 
roots and other desert variety vegetables, as well as a plate of various fried meats. 
Alex had learned a long time ago that it was never a good idea to ask exactly where 
the meat came from. Just eat it and enjoy it and try not to think too much about its 
possible origin. That was the basic rule.
 The four talked for a while as they ate their breakfast. Alex was being extra 
careful not to forget about the time. They absolutely had to get to Sector 23 before 
that transport passed. According to Hind, it would take them about three hours to 
reach the area by transport. That was if they could find a fast one. Hind assured 
them that he could find them one that would get them there long before the convoy 
passed. 
 Alex intended to be well on his way before noon, which only gave them a 
few more hours to get their game plan down and make preparations. He could tell 
that Dutch was getting a little reluctant to leave. It seemed that something really 
was growing between him and Naomi, but unfortunately for him, romance would 
have to wait. The mission was their primary concern.
 Finishing their breakfast, Naomi stood up to clear the dishes when her       
father stopped her. “I’ve got these. You take the boys around town and make sure 
they’ve got everything they need before they leave, ok, dear?” he instructed. 
 The girl’s face slightly saddened at the word leave, but she forced herself to 
recover quickly. “Ok,” she agreed, turning to leave.
 “Before you go, you got that disk?” Hind asked, turning to Alex, who was 
standing by the door. 
 “Yeah, do you need it?” Alex answered, fishing the disk out of his pocket. 
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 “Yeah, now that Nao’s cracked this thing I should be able to upload the data 
to the computer and send the data to HQ once I get the scrambler fixed. I should 
have it fixed in a few hours now that I’ve got all of the parts. Be sure to stop back 
by here before you take off so you can send a message to HQ to let them know your 
progress. I’m sure your father’s pretty worried about you,” Hind advised. 
 Alex agreed. It had been over a week now since his father had last heard 
from him. The last time he had talked to his old man was in the cockpit of his 
cruiser right before he got shot down in Sector 31. He was sure the old man was 
worried out of his mind although he knew he would never show it. Serves him right 
for sending me out here all on my lonesome without giving me all the details, Alex 
thought to himself, deciding to let his old man sweat a little bit more before he      
finally contacted him. 
 “Right,” Alex said, tossing the disk to Hind and heading towards the door. 
 “Let’s go,” he instructed to looking to Dutch, who had been unusually quiet 
this morning. He wondered what was on his mind.
 “I’ll be back in a while, Dad. You need anything while I’m out?” Naomi 
asked once again capturing her father’s attention. 
 “No, dear, and take your time. It’ll take me a while to get this thing fixed 
anyway,” Hind responded. He knew the girl would be sorry to see them leave so 
he wanted to give her as much time to see them as possible. Given their extremely 
dangerous mission parameters, there was a big possibility that this would be the 
first and last time she would ever meet them.
 “Thanks, Dad!” Naomi smiled, realizing that her father knew full well how 
she felt. He had always been able to read her like an open book. She leaned over 
and kissed him briefly on the cheek before turning to Alex and Dutch. “Ok, let’s go, 
guys!” she chimed. 
 “After you,” Dutch bowed while extending his hand towards the exit in a 
gentlemanly fashion. 
 “Oh please, give it a rest!” Alex groaned as the girl walked past them and 
giggled. The door closed behind them and they were soon on their way into town. 
Hind smiled briefly before looking at the disk he held in his hand and stuffing it into 
his pocket. Maybe HQ would be able to get more information off of this thing than 
he had been able to. He turned around and set to work clearing the table.

 Naomi chatted casually while escorting the two young men through the 
city. Though they were already familiar with the place from before, she continued 
to give them almost the same exact run-down on the place that her father had. Alex 
was bored, but he enjoyed being with her and listening to her talk. He had to admit 
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that she was starting to grow on him a little bit. He would be sorry to see her go. 
Maybe when the mission was over, he and Dutch would stop back by here to see her 
from time to time. That would be fun. She was just too irresistibly cute and cheery 
not to want to hang out with her sometimes. 
 Alex kept very few close friends. In his line of work, it wasn’t a good idea to 
get too attached to anyone. Tp him, friends were like sandstorms; here today, gone 
tomorrow. So he always managed to keep a small distance between himself and the 
rest of the people he worked with, with the exception of his father. But for some 
reason, he felt Dutch and Naomi were starting to work their way into him a little bit 
more than usual. Maybe they’d be good friends to keep around.
 Of course Dutch feigned to be completely into the younger girl’s detailed 
explanation of everything. Alex laughed at the way he pretended to be so amazed 
at Naomi’s knowledge of the city, and she of course was eating it up. Alex was 
beginning to enjoy just watching those two. 
 Although Dutch was a lot older than her, it was obvious that a really strong 
bond had naturally formed between the two of them from the time they first met. 
Maybe it was because they were both so good-natured and loved to joke and play 
around. He found himself wondering how they could both carry on so easily without 
a care in the world. He secretly wished he could be that way.
 The trio had been walking around and shopping for about an hour when 
they finally made their way to the transport shop in the South End of the city. The 
place was a dump and it smelled terrible! Naomi gagged and covered her nose from 
the stench. 
 “Uhhh!!! Disgusting! I never come to this area unless I have to. That’s 
only when dad sends me out here to get parts or something,” she explained. “The 
transport shop is over there. Let’s hurry up and get inside before we choke to death 
in this mess!” she said, grabbing both of their hands firmly before quickly leading 
them away from the smell. 
 Entering the shop, Alex noted that it didn’t really smell much different from 
the outside despite the one small pine-tree-shaped shaped air freshener located by 
the front desk. “God this place stinks!” Naomi groaned, closing the door behind 
them. 
 “Well it ain’t no rose garden that’s for sure,” a voice came from behind the 
service desk as they turned around. 
 “Hey Nao, how’s it going?” an old service attendant asked, smiling warmly 
and wiping caked up black grease from his hands. 
 “I’m fine, Oscar.” Naomi returned the smile while reaching out and shaking 
his still grease-covered hand. He laughed before handing her a towel of her own. 



Walter S. Ragland, Jr.222

 “So what brings you out here? You working on another project? What is 
it this time, the flying toaster oven or anti-rover air conditioner?” the older man 
joked. 
 “No, actually it’s your mechanical wife, you old geeze!” Naomi cracked 
smartly, throwing her towel at him. The two laughed. 
 “Alex, Dutch, this is Oscar. He’s an old friend of my dad’s,” Naomi 
introduced the older man. 
 “Oh, new friends I see. Both young and handsome, look pretty strong too. 
Either of ’em looking for work? I could use some strong hands around here,” the 
older man asked, noticing Alex’s muscular build. “My back’s not what it used to 
be,” he added, rubbing his back in mock agony. 
 “That’s ok, I’ll make your new wife a masseuse,” Naomi countered with 
a laugh. “Actually, we’re here for a transport,” Naomi said, returning back to the 
business at hand.
 “Oh yeah! I forgot. Your father just contacted me about that an hour ago,” 
the older man confirmed, eyeing the two younger men suspiciously. 
 “So you’re the two guys who need a quick transport to Sector 23, huh?” he 
quizzed with a slight tinge of suspicion. 
 “Yep, that’s us,” Dutch coolly replied. 
 “Really, well how much money do you have?” the older man prodded. 
 “Oscar!” Naomi exclaimed, knowing the older man was in the process of 
trying to con them. Business was business after all. 
 “Enough,” Alex replied. It was true. He had enough money on him to buy 
three or four transports if he chose to, courtesy of Octagon of course for use in this 
particular mission. However, up till now he found he’d had very little use for it. 
 “Good! That’s what I like to hear, but I am a little curious. Why the hell 
do you want to go out that far? There’s nothing out there but sand,” the older man 
questioned suspiciously. 
 “Look, do you want to make a sale or not?” Dutch cut him off, deciding 
he’d stop the cat ’n’ mouse game before it progressed any further. 
 “Of course I do!” the old man exclaimed. 
 “Then stop asking so many damn questions. You sell, we buy. Got it?” Alex 
replied, reaching into his utility jacket’s pocket and pulling out a small black bag 
before plopping it with a solid ‘thump’ on the table. The inner contents emitted a 
metallic sound as they collided with the hard plastic. Naomi, Dutch and the old man 
all staggered back in shock as he opened the bag and revealed that it was full of 
shiny new quintars. 
 “Holy shit!” the older man gasped in disbelief. 
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 “You can say that again,” Naomi seconded, staring at the bag then at Alex. 
She had no idea he was so loaded. She could tell by the look on Dutch’s face that 
he had no clue either. 
 “You know what? You can have whatever you want! You want the shop? 
Take it, it’s all yours!” the old man said, reaching for the bag greedily before Alex 
snatched it off the table. 
 “No thanks, just give us the fastest transport you’ve got. And make it quick, 
we don’t have a lot of time,” Alex instructed reaching into the bag and placing ten 
of the diamond shaped metallic objects on the table. 
 “You got it! Wait right here, I’ll go get the keys,” the old man said, leaving 
the desk and darting around the corner before briefly poking his head back around 
the corner. “You sure you don’t want to buy this place?” he asked in a pleading 
tone.  
 “Some people never learn,” Alex commented sadly, shaking his head and 
removing five of the diamonds from the table and placing them back in his bag. The 
old man quickly got the point. “Transport please.” Alex reiterated. 
 “You’re the boss!” the older man said, disappearing again, this time for 
good. Alex smiled to himself. Sometimes all people needed was a little incentive.
 “You been holding out on us, Sparky?” Dutch started as soon as the old man 
had vanished. 
 “Yeah, what did you do, hit up a bank on the way here?” Naomi added, still 
somewhat flustered from what she had seen. She’d never seen so much money in 
her life! She had no idea Octagon offered that much job security. 
 “Actually, yes,” Alex stated matter-of-factly. 
 “Damn, if I’d known Octagon paid like that I’d have left home and joined a 
long time ago!” Naomi thought aloud. Dutch was about to comment when something 
suddenly caught his attention. 
 “Huh? Dutch? What’s wron…?” Naomi started to ask before Alex signaled 
for her to be quiet. Dutch closed his eyes and concentrated while scanning the area 
silently with his sensors. He picked up on the signal a few seconds too late. 
 “Get down!” he cried quickly, tackling Alex and Naomi to the floor and 
powering up into his battle armor just seconds before the entire building trembled 
violently and collapsed. Naomi screamed in terror as the whole building came 
crashing down on top of them.

 A few minutes later some movement could just barely be seen as Dutch 
slowly began to emerge from the rubble. Save for a few scratches and bruises from 
where he’d landed on top of them to shield them, Alex and Naomi were both ok. 
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Dutch had just barely managed to get his shields up in time to deflect the blast that 
completely destroyed the rest of the building around them. Had it not been for his 
quick thinking, they would have all been killed. 
 “Son of a bitch! What the hell was that?” Alex swore, standing and helping 
Naomi to her feet. He looked her over. Save for a small scratch on her hip that could 
be seen through the rip in her denims, she appeared to be fine, although extremely 
shaken. 
 “TPCs!” Dutch growled, angrily dusting himself off. 
 TPCs were human Shi’aki loyalists who had been transformed into cybernetic 
killing machines used strictly for seek and destroy missions. Their primary purpose 
was to aid rover units in locating and destroying small cities, but since they had a 
greater flight distance, they could strike from distances well beyond any Shi’aki 
locations. 
 The downside to them was that the Shi’aki had yet to figure out how to 
fully integrate their visual and radar systems into the TPCs so they were visually 
inferior to the rovers. That was why they had to wait for the rovers to go out and 
confirm a target’s location before they could strike it. Apparently, they had somehow 
managed to locate Rune City. Looking around himself, Alex noticed that the entire 
building around them had been reduced to smoldering dust. They were lucky to 
have survived that. Nothing else would have. 
 “OSCAR!” Naomi screamed, realizing that the older man had been in the 
building with them. She frantically began looking for him. Spotting a blood-soaked 
piece of cloth she instantly stopped as her breath left her body in a horrified gasp. 
As if in a trance she slowly started to make her way towards it when Alex grabbed 
her. “No, don’t. I’ll go,” he warned as Dutch came to join them. 
 Alex handed the girl over to him and started towards the cloth. He already 
knew what he would find, but he had to be certain. Stooping down he strained to lift 
a heavy metal beam off of the body. Tossing it to the side he slowly turned his head 
in dismay as he looked at the grotesquely burnt and mutilated body in front of him. 
The smell of death filled the air. 
 Seeing his reaction Naomi screamed and burst into tears. Dutch quickly 
covered her mouth to keep her quiet. Turning quickly, the young girl buried her 
face into his armor plate and stood trembling in terror. She didn’t even notice his 
appearance had changed. He held her gently.
 “Damn! How the hell did this happen?” Alex swore between clenched 
teeth.
 “Don’t know. You think they could have tracked us back from New Town?” 
Dutch asked. 
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 “No. We stayed between the markers and came the exact same way we went 
in. I teleported us out of the city remember. There’s no way they could have tracked 
us here. If they had, they would have hit us last night as soon as they found the 
place,” Alex replied, fuming angrily. 
 “Then it has to be spies,” Dutch speculated. 
 “We killed all of those bastards remember,” Alex reminded him. 
 “True and they didn’t get a signal off because I’ve had my scrambler on the 
whole time since we left Tristan,” Dutch recalled. 
 “And my Dad’s got scramblers placed all around the city’s perimeter so 
there’s no way that the rovers can locate this place. That’s why we’ve been able to 
live out here so long. The rovers can’t see us. To them, this city is invisible,” Naomi 
added.
 “New Town’s on the other side of the mountain. Rovers can’t travel that far 
or that fast in such a short time and their communications range is limited. There’s 
no fucking way the Shi’aki could have found this place and made a location lock 
that way,” Alex continued to debate, his frustration mounting.
 “Right, in order to do that, they’d need a constant signal coming from inside 
of the city to bypass the scramblers on the perimeter. Kinda like a homing beacon,” 
Naomi added, sobbing gently. 
 “There’s no way they could have found this place unless…” Dutch started. 
He stopped suddenly as a horrible realization came over him. Alex’s expression  
changed too. 
 “The disk!” they both cried in unison, coming to the exact same conclusion 
and remembering that Hind had requested it earlier that morning. They had been set 
up!
 “But wait a minute, if it’s really the disk then that would…” Naomi whispered 
quietly as she slowly began to understand what was going on. A sickening look of 
terror crossed her face as the harsh reality slowly set in. “…lead them straight 
to Dad…” she finished in a trembling voice. For a brief moment everyone stood 
quietly as her words hit home. Suddenly the young girl screamed. 
 “DADDY!” Naomi cried uncontrollably as she fought to break free Dutch’s 
grasp. “Shhhh!” Dutch warned clamping his metal covered hand over her mouth. 
For all they knew, the TPCs could still be in the area. 
 “Alex!” Dutch called, shaking Alex from his trance. The TPCs had only just 
passed them about a minute ago. Maybe they still had time. 
 “Naomi, hold on and don’t let go!” Alex instructed, rushing to where Dutch 
was holding her. Naomi watched through tear-filled eyes while Alex grabbed both 
of their arms. The next second she felt herself being pulled through time and space 
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as he instantly teleported them back to the North End of the city. 
 Not much remained when they got there. It was like Alex had feared it 
would be. The entire city lay in smoldering ruins. The TPCs were very efficient 
exterminators. In just a few sweeps, they’d completely demolished everything in 
their path. Now they were nowhere to be seen. Seeing the destruction in front of 
her, Naomi lost control. “DAD!” she cried, freeing herself from Dutch’s grasp and 
sprinting towards her house, despite Alex’s constant warnings not to. 
 This was the first time he had ever teleported three people. The experience 
had left him drained. There was little he could do to stop the girl from running into 
her house. Dutch was hot on her trail, desperately trying to stop her before she 
could make it, but she was too fast. She girl slipped through his arms and bolted 
into the house. Dutch followed. A few seconds later a blood-curdling scream was 
heard; she had found her father. 
 Having recovered, Alex slowly started making his way towards the house. 
Just then Dutch emerged cradling Naomi, who now lay lifelessly in his arms. She 
had fainted from shock. Unable to control himself any longer, Alex sank to his 
knees and began pounding his armored covered fist into the ground over and over 
again until Dutch finally stopped him.

 Naomi finally woke up about twenty minutes later, but she continued to 
cry uncontrollably. Alex left her in Dutch’s care while he teleported throughout the 
city to look for survivors. He found none. With a heart full of grief and remorse, he 
returned back to the North End to where Dutch and Naomi were waiting for him. 
The girl continued to sob as Dutch held her tenderly and desperately tried to find 
words to console her. None came. 
 Coming out of his teleport, Alex paused briefly to look at them before 
slowly making his way into what remained of the house. He returned a few minutes 
later carrying Hind’s body. Not wanting the girl to see, Alex teleported the body to 
another place and began the long process of burying it. It only took him about thirty 
minutes to finish the job. Burying a body in soft sands is a lot easier than digging a 
hole in packed earth. Using a pile of rocks for a headstone, Alex completed his task. 
He then returned back to where Dutch and Naomi were waiting for him. The young 
girl had cried herself to sleep. 
 As much as it pained them to do so, they eventually woke her up. No         
matter how bad a shape they were in at the moment, they couldn’t stay here. Now 
that the city had been located and destroyed, the Shi’aki would no doubt be sending 
out rovers and scavengers to look for survivors and anything of value that the city 
inhabitants had to offer. 


