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 Soul Searching


Street Warfare

The street looks clear but it's not. I don't
know how I know, maybe it's the mask, maybe it's old fashion
humanoid instinct, but I know.

"We are not alone," I whisper into the
darkness.

Streak slips out of the dark beside me as if he
was really a part of it and looks my way.

"We go in regardless."

He disappears from sight again and I look
behind me. Is it the mask haunting me or is there really something
there? I hate not knowing which, yet living with the mask means
just that.

'Rock, move to the wall.'

I look in the direction that the message was
sent. Zeal can manipulate his mental voice to sound like his old
voice before he put on the mask. I wish I could. Everything I say,
whether verbally or non-verbally, sounds like a jungle Punta Snake
hissing at a rival making an attempt on its mate. It's not
pretty.

‘Understood. I am
Moving.'

I slip across the street and for a few painful
seconds I slip into the darkness. It is so incredibly cold in that
place. I feel like my whole body is being frozen in ice. It is
painful but necessary pain. We who wear the mask and who are of the
dark have little luxuries in life and being pain-free is one of
them.

The building is on the far side of the street.
It is five floors high, which is astonishing as every other
building in the area is over twenty. The steel plating on the
outside is familiarly cold under my fingers as I slide towards the
door.

'Careful. There is one on the roof.'

A shape slips in and out of the darkness and
runs headlong straight up the wall, catching hand and foot holds
and vaulting the five floors less than a 3 count.

I pause and wait. A small silver of light drops
down in front of me. I snatch it out of the air and inspect it.
Even though it is nearly perfect dark outside, I can see it
clearly. It is a finger. Zeal has given me a present.

Slipping the ring off, I slide along the wall.
Those eyes are burning into me. Where are they? I can't see anyone.
That is abnormal. We see everything. The night is our time. Nothing
can hide from us in the darkness. Where are those eyes
hiding?

"Pay attention," Streak mutters, appearing on
the other side of the door and disappearing promptly
after.

"Yes, sir," I whisper to where he
was.

I put the ring to the sensor and it turns
green. The door slides into the wall and I go back into that cold
place. It is time to find that soul we are searching
for.

I slip through the dark into the light of the
room. The whole world is gray and in slow motion to me. I can see
the five humanoids jumping from the table hovering in the center of
the room. They were playing what could be a gambling game or
something quite different. They are not common to this planet,
which means gangsters. I see a scared one smiling at me as I enter.
Something tells me that he knows I am here.

"Not---so---fast---" he says in slow
motion.

I stop. Everyone stops. Neither I, the
gangsters or the other metal soldiers move. He is holding the
detonator to what I see is a rather large toxigon bomb. It emits a
huge burst of light, which fries the mind of anyone caught in it.
These types of weapons are particularly effective on those who wear
the mask as we are very close to losing our minds as it
is.

Streak slips out of the darkness right in front
of the scared, grinning gangster. He is holding his small revelly
in his left hand. The barrel is made from a gold colored substance
that the mask wearers who wore my mask before me do not know the
name of. Its handle is the bone of some large creature. There is
what he calls a plok fly on the side. It is beautiful: A small
fairy like creature with multiple wings and a curved graceful body.
The beauty of the carving is in stark contrast to what this weapon
can do to a body when fired.

"Drop it," Streak commands.

"Bring your friends out first."

I step out without being asked. My kirin sits
against the back of his head. It is close enough to nearly shave
off one of the multiple blue spikes that stick out from
it.

Streak glances to me and then the
gangster.

'Come out.'

The other 10 metal soldiers appear. We mask
wearers are an odd lot, a mixture of the old and the new; however,
we all have one thing in common and that is that each and every one
of us has a mask on that covers our face though. It is the same
design and has been since the masks were created. The grill sticks
out and the designs on the side burn with an eerie red glow. This
mask binds us together and sets up apart. We are the mask wearers;
the metal soldiers.

We slip around into position waiting to see if
today will be the day that our minds join the others inside of our
masks.

"We are going to leave," the alien proclaims
shifting his weight a little towards the rear door of the
building.

"You are not," Streak replies holding his
revelly steady in his hand.

"Then we have a problem."

Goon slips silently to Streak's
side.

"His name is Osh Konshi Merdo Blek," he slurs,
"He has a 29 ril price tag on him."

Streak chuckles. It sounds like someone is
trying to strangle that angry jungle snake.

"Is that true?"

The man grins. His fangs are covered in gooey
white poison. It looks menacing, but I think he is actually happy
to be recognized by us, we who only usually meet the worst of the
worst and those who defy categorization.

"I've been known as that. You can call me
Osh."

"I see.” Streak pauses for a moment as if
deciding something. “Osh, do you wish to live?" he asks
finally.

"Not so strongly."

"Then I might have to shoot you."

The other gangsters tense, but they shouldn't
really bother. I could kill them all on my own and I have only worn
the mask for a year since that blighted day when I made the choice
to put it on.

"Sounds interesting. How about you go
ahead?"

Streak holsters his weapon. It is so fast that
I can't even follow it. He must be close to his death day if he is
that strong.

"I have come for the soul," he says
calmly.

The gangsters look to each other.

"I don't know what you are talking
about."

I shake my head at Streak and he nods slightly.
They are lying. I can tell.

"I only need to know where it is. I have been
ordered to collect it and bring it back. Nothing more."

"We can't help you. I don't know what you are
talking about."

Glancing to the side I note that there is
movement behind the wall to my left. The surface is an odd red
material. It looks fragile. I sense something big behind there. It
is cause for concern.

'Something is behind the wall,' I
send.

'You sense it?' Streak asks, knowing my senses
are oddly strong among our kind.

I nod.

‘Take care of it,’ Streak
orders.

I slip to the wall and crouch down. My hands
run along it, coming up and over the material it is made of,
feeling for what is on the other side. There is something warm in
the middle. My mask tells me that it is not human.

My hands slip away and I skip backwards three
paces and turn my head to Streak.

'We need to leave.'

He looks to me and I send him what I
feel.

"Move out," he commands hastily.

We edge back and Osh smiles.

"Afraid?"

Streak laughs and disappears. The creature's
hand disappears and the detonator with it.

The word hardly zips through the air in
return.

I skim straight under the arm of a gangster and
cut him down. The next one dies with my blade in the side of his
head. I don't even need to go into the darkness with the weakness
of these ones. The fourth and fifth take a second to dispatch - a
simple twirl and spin learned a few hundred lifetimes ago on the
field of battle and perfected over the rest.

"You will..." Osh starts.

Goon grabs him and disappears. I begin running
for the door. It has barely been moments since I cut the first
gangster down and the things on the other side are already moving.
They are not fast, but they are deadly.

The wall explodes and I duck down. A body slips
past me, flowing out of the dark to fall to the ground and roll in
a torn and tangled mess. It is Zeal. He has become a part of the
mask.

I pass him by at a sprint that carries me down
the street at incredible speed, which no being alive can match. My
left hand picks up Zeal's mask and I look away to avoid seeing his
face. The damage done there is horrific. He has worn the mask for 3
years. The rot disgusts me more than it should.

Large metallic shapes slam down on the road. A
light explodes in the air. Goon hits the ground. I see him grab his
face and know that they have used some sort of toxigon weapon.
There will be hundreds of humanoids nearby that will not wake up
today - if they sleep at all.

I rush forward and draw my kirin. It feels
light in my hand. That is a sign that I am overdoing it. It is not
good. I am losing my life slowly to this mask of mine.

Metal soldiers slip from the sides of buildings
and building tops. The machines are about the same size as small
vehicles. They are made to be small enough to infiltrate bases,
towns and cities. Their camouflage flickers as their weapons begin
heating. We have little time left before the real fight
begins.

Streak grabs Osh
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