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Chapter 1
Open Roads, Setting Suns


The fire was unstoppable as it rampaged over
the barren dead landscape. Fire was normally considered a friend of
man, especially in times like these. It ripped through the trees,
until eventually it landed at the former Boy Scout camp Powhatan.
At the front of the crudely built wood gates stood a young man,
about twenty, with dark brown hair and striking purple eyes. He
lifted a hand and yelled “Water!” and a roaring tidal wave came out
of almost no where.

A second man came out of the gates, looked over and
said, “Good work, Desmond, as always,”

“Well John, glad I could be of assistance,” Desmond
said, the youthful glow returning to his eyes as they faded from
purple to their normal brown, “but something feels off. Just odd
you know?”

“I never know what you are talking about,” John said
laughing.

For those of you who don't know, Desmond has a power
known as “The Link,” and using this power, he assisted the militia
Blackbird in the first part of the war between themselves and the
Star Corps. Star Corps is an organization that nuked the entire
planet to create the “New World Order.” Instead, all they created
were a few very angry militias and hundreds of thousands of
horrible mutants. Now, Blackbird is trying to find the item known
as the ARK, which can grant the power of The Link to anyone the
user chooses. Luckily though, they already have the most important
part, Hannah Durham. Hannah is a Link like Desmond, but unlike
Desmond, her's just came naturally. Desmond got his from radiation.
Hannah was also a staple in the Star Corps plans, because ARK will
not work without her. So now Desmond and John had the key to
defeating Star Corps.

John and Desmond walked back into the gates of
Powhatan, where Hannah was waiting for them. She kissed Desmond on
the cheek and matched his pace, so that they could hold hands while
they walked. Desmond smiled as they walked back to the former mess
hall, which was now the government building. Desmond took his seat,
on the far right next to Hannah, and John took his seat at the head
of the council. There were thirteen councilmen and women in the
room in all, and they were working at proposing the government
system they would follow. This is where Desmond and John never get
along. Desmond supports less spending on government and military,
and more on the well being of the people as a whole, while John
much preferred a more powerful government, but with less room for
corruption than the last one. They had already taken most of the
East Coast for themselves, but it seemed that the only people who
actually did any work were the people in the capitol, where they
were, Esparta.

“All rise so we can begin!” John said in a fairly
formal voice.

Everyone in the room, including the delegates from
the colonies up North, stood. John began with the official greeting
that began every meeting.

“Good morning delegates,” John said
formally.

Desmond hated the greeting part. He personally
thought that it was stupid. Every time the meeting s began they
stood for ten minutes and began the boring process of governing a
country. But today was going to be a bit different. Desmond and
John were going to clash about the defense policy. John preferred
the old fashioned gun-to-gun sort of defense, whilst Desmond wanted
to start training some of the friendly mutants, like the
Necromancers, or the Bombas. John didn't like enlisting the help of
mutants, because the Tyrants, large, black creatures that had long
claws, and were almost as intelligent as humans. Desmond knew this
because he had to kill the Alpha Tyrant, the biggest and meanest of
all of them.

“Okay, today we are focusing on the defense of this
country. I'll start by saying my position in this matter. I believe
that the best defense is to increase the military spending on
weapons research, so that by the time Star Corps can redeem itself,
we can strike back and hit them first. I currently have the
military engineers, well, all but Desmond, working on a plane that
can skim the clouds, running on water vapor instead of gasoline.
Meaning that only takeoff will require the plane to be fueled. So,
in a sense, it would be more effective then any other plan,” John
stopped to see the looks on the faces of the
delegates.

“Well,” Desmond began. John got the “I hate you”
look on his face as Desmond walked to the front of the room, “If
you think about it, wouldn't it be easier to begin training the
mutants? Think about the Fishers helping us collect food and assist
in recon, Necromancers could be used as a first defense against the
Star Corps. And the best part is, instead of requiring precious
fuel, the Necromancers are herbivorous , and the Fishers can just
take a small amount of food for themselves. Now that, my friends,
would be a better system then what John is currently
proposing,”

Damn, he's convincing, John thought
as Desmond got that smug “I told you so” smile on his
face.

“Now, think about this,” John's counterattack
began, “What if, say a man who is on duty feeding them, decides not
to feed them. Wouldn't that end up in being chaos? Because
last I checked, these things have the same
amount of inhibition as animals. Meaning, they get hungry, they
eat. And if you don't remember, say something like the omnivorous
Bomba had not been fed. The would eat the human who is on duty. And
then anything else in it's path,”

“Now, now, John. In another respect, you are wrong.
The Bombas are the most civilized of any of the mutants, meaning,
that if they got hungry, they would just scavenge something. I also
have a plot of woods reserved for a massive site to build an
encampment of sorts, that can produce food, and the Bombas could
run the entire place self sufficiently. So you can be able to rest
assured, that the mutants will not eat anyone,” Desmond
said.

“Do whatever you want, Desmond,” John said
submitting, “Let's take the vote!”

Ten votes for Desmond's idea. Almost a landslide. So
Desmond began to explain his idea further. It went as, “Okay, now
for the actual development plans. This is truly the only part that
will require any spending on the government's part. After this, the
Bombas can take care of the facility. Now then. First of all, I
will need enough lumber and land to create this area, not that that
will be hard, considering we live in the middle of a forest. Nor
will it be a challenge since we have worked with the Bombas,
Necromancers, and Fishers in the past. We only truly need man power
to build a lake for the facility. That is where the fun part
begins. I would also need guards, so in case a Spyder or Deathdillo
comes along. This way, we can also train more guards in fighting
the mutants that are harmful to the human race, meaning that, it is
both beneficial to my plan, and John's plan. It is so simple that
it would cost less than what our military engineers are cooking up
under John's plan. Do we all understand?”

The room was silent with awe. Even John didn't try
to oppose the idea, because it was the most well thought out plan
Desmond ever came up with. “Good, if no questions are needing
answered, then John, I'd like to adjourn the meeting, if you don't
mind,” Desmond said, seeming very proud of
himself.

“Meeting adjourned,” John said, I’m going to
need to find out where Desmond got those plans. He couldn't have
thought of them himself, John thought.

Desmond left the courthouse, of course with Hannah
right next to him, and was going back home. It had been three years
since Star Corps bombed the planet and made it hell on Earth.
Desmond's girlfriend, Simone, died on the day the bombs were
falling. He blamed John until he realized that it was his own
stupid fault for not being fast enough. His pet fisher Rex ran up
beside him from the front porch of his cabin.

“Hey there Rex, looks like you may be able to serve
Esparta right this time,” Desmond said to him,
smiling.

Rex barked happily in reply. It was a low, slightly
poodle like bark, which always made Desmond laugh. Rex just panted
with excitement. He could talk a little, he just preferred not
to.

“No words this time?” Desmond
joked.

“No,” Rex barked in reply.

“Of course not. You don't like to
speak,”

“Yep,”

“Can you form a complex sentence
yet?”

“Nope,”

So as usual, Desmond failed to get a conversation
with Rex, “You win this round boy,”

Rex just barked this time. So Desmond entered his
cabin. It was a small room that had his dresser, a queen sized bed,
a TV, a couple picture of himself, Hannah, and Rex, and a dog bed
in the corner, for Rex of course. Desmond sat down on the bed, and
invited Hannah to sit on the bed. Desmond kissed her, and then
turned to see what was new on the TV. Normally it was just
announcements, but since the broadcasting stations began being put
up, the TV got good shows. Sometimes original, sometimes reruns of
Full House, House and
Ed, Edd, 'n' Eddy. Desmond looked at
the TV and the show was one of the originals he didn't like. A bad
show, based on a bad book, based on a bad
movie.

“Well, there's nothing on, we're done with the
council meeting, and we have nothing better to do, shall we?”
Desmond said to Hannah.

Hannah only responded by grinning and pushing
Desmond over. Then she laid down and her lips met
his.


~*~

John walked along the beaten path back to his
house. Desmond had the red handkerchief on the door, so John knew
what he was doing and not to enter. John's cabin was further along
the road than Desmond's was, and he reached a white painted cabin
that was reserved for him. He saw his good friend, Hiro, Wilhelm’s
replacement as the scientist.

“Hello there, Hiro,” John said, “How goes the
plane?”

“It is going very good, the body is almost
complete, and the engine is in the process of being built with the
documents we have on them,” Hiro said in his heavy Asian
accent.

“Good. We won't get any grant money by the
way. Desmond won our debate today,”

“That is very bad
news,”

“You're telling me, I don't want those fucking
mutants to become our main source of protection! I hate them and
you know it! Especially those fucking Tyrants. You remember them.
Desmond and I saved you from six of them,”

“Yes, I remember, but the mutants do have some
ground as a tact-”

“No! They do not! They tried to kill me and
Desmond, and they succeeded with my wife! I say fuck 'em! Kill 'em
all!” John exploded.

John then stormed into his cabin. He stared at
the emptiness, and sat down on his bed, leaned over and cried. Not
for his bill, not about the mutants, but for his wife. When he
finally stood up, hands shaking, he went over to the window and
looked out. All he saw was black. And then it opened it's
eyes.

 










Chapter 2
Old Habits, New Horizons


Desmond heard John scream from his
cabin. He and Hannah had just finished for the night, and John
screamed. Not the normal joking scream that he normally did when he
and Desmond were joking, but a scream out of fear. Desmond sprinted
to Johns cabin to see something he thought didn't exist anymore. An
Alpha Tyrant. It was thirteen feet tall, probably weighing in at a
good three tons, six foot claws on the feet, ten foot claws on the
hands. It's teeth were sharpened to razors, and it's massive
hulking black form stood to it's full height. Desmond began
charging up a Link Blast, a new power he was working on to beat
Willione. He felt the massive amounts of energy swirl up in his
hands, and his power was setting in. His eyes turned purple, and he
began his attack. Hannah ran in and began performing various
attacks, like Shockwave, and was holding the Tyrant back until
Desmond could hit it with his big attack, which he, Hannah, and
John had all dubbed The Big Bang. Desmond pointed his palm at the
ground, while Hannah held the Tyrant back with Link Wall. Desmond
then began to see the link power, moving through the ground to hit
it's target. He waited a second, and then a massive explosion came
from the Tyrant's gut. Then came a surprise. The Tyrant began
screaming a string of curses in a deep, booming
voice.
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