
Strike Force
Scarlet Wing: Angels in the Darkness
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The streets of Los Angeles, California had a wide gap ripped in them. While investigating a lead on the gangster from Egypt, Achmed Al’Miza, her body was discovered in an abandoned warehouse. Although there was a lot of bruising on the body, the LAPD closed it as a suicide...and every other vigilante operating in LA knew that wasn’t the case.

The Los Angeles Star had her under their employ since 1968, when she tripped up a purse snatcher with her purse. She never wanted to kill anyone; just get that thief to reconsider his life of crime. By sparing him, it worked. However, the LAPD had their eyes on every employee of the LA Star, because they suspected that every one of those people had some vigilante action going on the side.

They were half right about Angela Johnson. She kept the competition going with the LA Times with articles that kept people buying copies of the newspaper without making it look like a tabloid. Unfortunately, with regard to Al’Miza, she knew she was in over her head, so she only approached him as the pain-in-the-butt journalist she always was; not as Scarlet Wing, the red mistress of the night.

She never wore a cape, because she thought that was clown-like. She wore a scarlet skirted leotard with scarlet tights on her legs, and flat-soled scarlet boots. She also wore a mask covering all but her mouth, as she didn’t want anyone to know who the hell was beating them to a pulp. She had two daughters, and the youngest, Scarlet, had been showing promise in the Air Force Academy as of 1984.

Emily vanished in Houston just two years ago; not even the local police could find her...not even in the customary way that Al’Miza worked with. Of course, an officer who operated under the call sign Pitmaster had been working on finding her; especially now that Angela was dead.

Scarlet, however, even though she was a cadet, was completely unreachable. She knew that someone was going to try to drag her into taking the Scarlet Wing mantle, which she adamantly wanted nothing to do with. However, a mysterious man in a white suit had been trying to get her to handle the investigation, because he knew that “suicide” was just convenient for the police to report. She was unreachable because she was training as a TACP officer, and that meant no one could reach her by any stretch.

“Listen, Mister,” Scarlet said, trying to straighten up her dorm room, “I don’t know who the hell you think you are, but you’re wrong coming to me with this bullshit right now. The LAPD closed the case.”

“Your mother wouldn’t just commit suicide because the report is going south,” the man in white said. “The report was made out of convenience to close the case, and keep the vigilantes off it.”

“Pitmaster” had been scouring every inch of Houston for Emily for nearly a week. Finally, several thugs ganged up on him and said, “This search you’re on isn’t safe for a Smurf like you.”

“Smurf” was a term used to insult Air Force officers, but he wasn’t phased by it...nor was he inclined to use his powers. He knew that he could lay waste to these punks that way, but chose not to. At least, not yet. Finally, dark power enveloped the thugs, and a female voice called out, “ENOUGH!”

Dressed in camouflage almost from head to toe, Chancen Kell stepped forward toward Pitmaster and said, “Michael Tomlinson, Air Force captain, call sign Pitmaster. Falcon can use someone like you. Your search is out of loyalty.”

“How did you know that?”

“I’m a necromancer; it’s my business to know.”

“I don’t know what I can do,” Tomlinson admitted. “I’ve been avoiding all use of my power.”

“Out of fear,” Kell nodded. “You can either join us, and use that power to full potential, or live forever in fear of what you can do. Honestly, I thought my work in this regard was close to completion. DOD always finds a way to force me to start over from scratch.”

“Sounds about right,” Pitmaster said. “Let’s figure it out together.”
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It was now August of 1994, and there were several visits from the man in white, whom had since identified himself as Warren Scarborough, had been trying as hard as he could to convince Scarlet to head up the investigation into her mother’s death.

“It’s been ten years since that happened,” Scarlet said. “Besides, I’m a secretary, not an investigator.”

“You’re wasting away,” Scarborough said. “You trained in tactical capabilities just to serve as a secretary?”

“Shit happens,” Scarlet said. “Besides, I do work on the side that keeps up the training. And what I do on or off the record is technically none of your damned business. Quit pressuring me or I’ll sue for harassment.”

“My pressuring doesn’t come lightly,” Warren said. “In recent days, thanks to someone named Chancen Kell, a military Meta Human group has been forming, and it’s pulling the vigilantes from the sixties out of hiding. They’re all demanding justice for the atrocity that lawyers are committing to cash in on their activities to quell crime. Now, criminals in LA are walking free if they were defeated by a vigilante. Upending the LAPD closure on the case might put an end to the court cases that are ending the careers of heroes.” He stepped closer and said, “Major, even the military branch formed recently is on a short leash with the LAPD.” He tossed a red file folder on the desk and said, “I came to you because you’re one of us; you just don’t know it yet.”

She looked at the file and it read, “JOHNSON, SCARLET DOROTHY”. She looked at the file, and it had a picture of her standing in mid-air over a 300-foot ravine on her grandfather’s property. She looked at him and said, “Where in the fuck did you get this crop job of a photo? Everyone knows it’s airbrushed, superimposed and cropped to shit.”

“So you say,” Warren said. “I had a photo lab at the Academy check it.”

“Word of this gets out, they’ll have my oak leaves, you bastard!”

“Major, they have the best photo lab in town,” Scarborough said. “I had virtually no alternative to check for authenticity.”

“Now my career’s over; I’m just waiting for the damn phone call. You got the want ads handy?”

“You wouldn’t be staying in the city,” Scarborough said. “Once the call comes in, you’ll be on a flight to Los Angeles to begin the investigation anew.”

“Seeing as I’m now waiting for the call to end my career,” Scarlet lamented, “I don’t have a choice anymore.” He maneuvered that, she thought.

Los Angeles, California
18 May 1994, 13:00 hours Pacific Time
Los Angeles International Airport [LAX]

Scarlet walked out with a small duffel bag, and a blue 1960s sedan pulled up, and the woman said, “Major Johnson?”

“The rank no longer applies,” Scarlet said. “Some asshole named Warren Scarborough got me fired over a photo.”

“Get in,” the woman in the car said. “I’ll explain things on the way to the base.”

The woman picking her up had long blonde hair and her eyes were such a shade of blue that they’d be like icicles staring into a person. The uniform was blue with some red trim, and black utilitarian pants with pockets everywhere. She then said, “Major General Michele Bronson, Meta Human Strike Force. My call sign is Phantomjay.”

“You look a little young for a general,” Scarlet said.

Laughing, Bronson said, “Yeah, I get that a lot. Our base is on a shoestring budget right now, despite what General Scarborough is doing to increase the budget. The only problem is someone is gauging the MHSF severely because we’re considered the laughingstock of the military. Some asshole quartermaster is charging five bucks for just one damn roll of toilet paper. And don’t get me going about the joke of a commissary at the base.”

“Are you shitting me?”

Bronson simply shook her head at the pun. She then said, “We’re trying to cut a deal with Wal-Mart, but that might not go through.”

“Sounds like no one takes this military group seriously,” Scarlet said. “You guys need something to break this wide open. What’ve you got on the case I was sent in for?”

“We can’t discuss that in the car; General Scarborough has insiders checking in on it with LAPD, and LASD. I’m not going to reveal their identities, but I will say that you might know these people. We’ve had our eye on them for some time, and because of that, we have protection on their positions within their departments until we need them more. Of course, one of them, the one we have in the LAPD, is also trying to uncover corruption in her own department. That might have something to do with your case, but we’re not certain just yet.”

It was at that point she noticed that LAPD had been tailing her. She pulled over, and the cop said, “You flew through a red light at 90 miles per hour two blocks ago.”

“You’ve got her confused for a red ‘Stang that was just ahead of her,” Scarlet said. “We just turned onto this road.”

“Out of the car, both of you,” the police officer said. “I will not have you smarting off.”

They got out of the car, and the police officer began to slam Bronson against the car. “You know how many violations you’re being arrested for?”

Scarlet checked her laptop, which had every offender in LA for the past year, up until the last time she jacked into the Internet. She saw nothing on Bronson at all. She then said, “You’ve got to be kidding.”

“And you, impersonating an Air Force officer,” the cop began.

She flashed her military ID and said, “I believe that covers me.”

She wanted to call him a pig for the behavior, but also wanted to evade being charged any further. The cop didn’t even look at the ID when he called it a fake. If not for my trying to obey the law, I’d give you fake.

“Excessive force, refusal to read an ID, both enough to have your badge, Officer,” Scarlet said.

“Don’t push your luck, bitch.”

“Bronson, this is no traffic stop. It’s a grab.”

Bronson’s eyes glowed as she emitted a field of energy that pushed the cop from her. She then noticed something about his eyes before she called up her energy whip: he had black-within-black eyes, and she said, “Miasmic hypnosis? The LAPD isn’t corrupt at all; it’s brainwashed!”

“Add that to the fact,” another woman said, getting out of a Sheriff’s Department vehicle, “he’s way out of jurisdictional lines.” She then looked at the officer and said, “Get the hell out of here, or your captain will hear about it.”

Gillian Husted, Scarlet thought. She must’ve quit wearing pants at graduation; she’s almost naked from the waist down.

“The cops are brainwashed by something,” Gillian said. “Can’t exactly figure out what it is, though.”

“They’re under a necromancer’s control,” Bronson said. “And all of their financial transactions are handled through Black Scarab Industries.”

“A shell company,” Husted said. “I’ll check that out; it’s probably laundering the money gained from the drugs sold on the streets so they can order more.”

“And because he is in control of the drugs in this area, the gang war is over. They have to deal with him to distribute the drugs,” Scarlet said. “And because he’s a necromancer, mom probably thought she was in over her head if she went to her night job, so she stuck to the day job. And that’s what probably killed her. She was snooping around the wrong thing, and Al’Miza didn’t like it.”

“We have a lot of problems,” Bronson said, “and no solutions; let’s get to the base so we can figure out how we’re going to do this. Until the third member resurfaces, we have very little information to go on.”

Back at the base, General Stephen Scorboqough was at the com station, trying to gain information on what the hell was going on, but they knew that the cops were corrupted, a Necromancer was on the loose, and hypnotizing the police to do his dirty work, and handle any arrests he wanted done. They couldn’t get Angela Johnson, and that had sent ripples through Los Angeles that forced vigilantes to go underground.

However, there was one place she was able to go where the information could be delivered without prejudices; Gillian led her to Club Nuveaux that night, which was in the old Gang Neutral Zone of LA, but urged her to be in civilian clothing when she went there. They didn’t allow military in there, and they sure as hell didn’t want
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In 1984 ; the forces of ev11 murdered Scarlet W'mg
Ten years later, the Holy War begins to destroy the one responsible
for milienuia of injustice.
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