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The Cast

William Marconi/ S.S.C. Unit 21: a former member of the UNR’s Super Soldier Forces. The first cyborg to ever defect. 

Captain Joseph Halsey: leader of the resistance group known as the Crimson Angels.

Sergeant Gabriella Neeson: daughter of the deceased Robert Neeson, former head scientist of the UNR. Co-leader of Crimson Angels.

Lieutenant Jacob Neeson: brother to Gabriella, and fellow co-leader. 

Alexander Waltz: tech expert for the Crimson Angels.

Airman Patrick Noels: Top pilot for the Crimson Angels.

Private Noah Wilson: Canadian Special Forces, squad leader.

Private Brielle Tremblay: Canadian Special Forces, protégé of Alex.

Private Saskia Tremblay: Canadian Special Forces, second-in-command. 

Nusaybah Jinnah: daughter of Khalid Jinnah, Iranian freedom fighter. 

Adar Hamid: Iranian freedom fighter. Trained many of Khalid’s soldiers, including his daughter.

Chancellor Carl Venloran: Unrivaled commander of the United Nation Republic.

Chancellor Aide James Kearney: personal assistant to the Chancellor.

Aliss Howard/S.S.C. Unit 3-05: Head Commander of the elite cyborg fighting force known as the New Rough Riders, as well as the Super Soldier Psychoanalyst (SSPA).

Marisol Leone/S.S.C. Unit 37: long term servant of the Crusaders, a UNR cyborg branch dedicated to overseas operations.

Captain Wesley Howarth: Head Director of the Public Services and Inquires Division (PSID). The government agency is dedicated to investigations and monitoring public broadcasts.

General Gavin Kane: Founding member of the UNR Party and senior member of the Cabinet. First specimen of WP-IV.

Steve Oswald: host of the hit UNR show The Essential Globe






Mission Report: 

End of Knighthood Part I: The Chess Pieces

Gabby and Halsey have traveled into enemy territory to secure intel on the latest UNR weapons. With Venloran’s International Summit just days away, the information seems invaluable. Despite their success, however, the resistance has now jeopardized their entire operation. 

Meanwhile, UNR forces are also closing in on AWOL cyborg Marisol Leone. Head Commander Aliss Howard has deemed her unfit for duty and now hunts her down with a methodical fever. As Head Commander of the New Rough Riders, the elite of the Super Soldier Forces, Aliss has never failed a mission.

Amidst it all, Will struggles to control his old ways...
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THE KING’S MOVE
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Chapter 1 - Prey
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October 19, 2065 - Pinery Provincial Park, Ontario

“How much farther would you say?” Gabriella asked. She was in the middle of rolling up her sleeping bag. The air had become incredibly cold. Halsey was already packed up and ready to go, huddled by the fire eating a chocolate bar. He got done chewing before he replied.

“I’d say two-and-a-half-hour stroll. We’ll be back before noon.”

Gabby finished up and then stood. She turned around and saw Halsey was still seated on the log, munching away. The man looked at her impatient eyes and then dug for something in his breast pocket.

“Join me in an unhealthy breakfast,” he said. Halsey offered her a candy bar.

“Joe, let’s eat and walk.”

“After I warm up a little, sure. Besides, it’s dark chocolate, your favorite.”

Gabriella gave in, seating herself next to her friend. She inspected the wrapper before opening it, throwing a look Halsey’s way.

“Okay, okay, it also has bacon bits. There’s something in there for both of us.”

Gabby chuckled. “Thank you, Joe.”

Halsey smiled back. He stuck his empty wrapper in his pocket. The captain allowed Gabby to finish her snack. The fire was mostly dead by now, the black remains of the wood having only orange glowing cracks. Now’s as good a time as any.

“This new op sounds awfully hairy. I hope your team can handle it.”

“I know they can. I’ve been training them for months for something like this.”

“You’ve come a long way, Gabby. From student to teacher. It still shocks me.”

“Only because you all taught me different lessons. I know you and Jacob could have your own squads if you wanted to. Why not?”

“Would you look down on me if I said it’s because I don’t want more lives in my hands?”

Gabby was puzzled at that response.

“No, I wouldn’t.”

“Being in charge of a team makes you accountable. It’s your duty to prep them all you can. The best commanders strive to ensure as many of their soldiers as possible make it back.”

“By minimizing risks when able,” Gabby recited.

“Right. With that acknowledged, Sergeant, I can’t see any reason why Will shouldn’t be on your squad.”

“Joe, it’s my contact, my team, my op! I don’t need him on this.”

“Look at the big picture, Gabby. I’m only trying to save your ass from the big brass. You think for one second they’ll take this shit from you? It may be all your design, but they won’t hesitate for a second to replace you.”

“I’ll take it up with Declan and Ominic.”

The bitter woman left the log and shoveled dirt onto the remains of the fire. Halsey stayed where he was. It was then he came at her in a very different way.

“Let me tell you something. I worked hand-in-hand with both your father and Will’s family long before you or Jacob were even among the ranks. His wife and daughter both sacrificed everything for what we believe in. That lie you passed onto Will, that whole plan your dad worked so hard on, was one I never got a single word of. Do you know why? Because Robert knew I never would have gone along with such a travesty. Never.”

Halsey put on his gloves. He was done talking. 
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WILL WALKED CASUALLY in his muscle shirt and black pants. With a single hand, he held an enormous granite boulder over his head, so large in fact that it dwarfed him. Watching him was Noah’s squad along with Alex and Pat. The super soldier’s destination was a large pit, which at the bottom was filled with rocks of various sizes. The group wasn’t too far away from the construction site Will had visited on his first day back.

He reached the edge of the hole, looking back at them with a smirk, before tossing the boulder down below. It smashed into the others in a stunning show, breaking chunks off them. Dust followed, but it soon settled. Will walked back toward everyone else only to be rushed by the squad.

“Holy fuck, that was insane! You didn’t even try!” Noah exclaimed.

“It’s kind of scary,” Saskia said, Kurt still too much in awe to speak. The others were staring at Will while exchanging comments with one another. Brielle was the most objective of the bunch.

“That rock had to weigh at least a ton. Maybe two,” she analyzed. “Do you have any idea what your limits are?”

“I can approximate,” Will said. “Around forty tons is pushing it. I can take it farther, but it would strain my power core.”

Alex and Patrick watched in awe of their own. Will hadn’t been retreating to train on his own recently. Even though he had nothing to gain from answering their questions all day-every day, he seemed to enjoy their company.

“It’s still odd seeing him like this,” Patrick said.

“It is. I think it’s good for him,” Alex replied. “At this rate Gabby won’t be able to deny him a spot on the team.”

“Speaking of which, it’s about time we went over to the shooting range. I promised her I’d keep up on your lessons.”

“But I think I’m getting close to fixing the pulse rifle.”

“Hell no, man. I let you talk me into giving you all day yesterday.”

“Fine, fine, let’s—”

A high-pitched alarm went off from Alex’s watch along with a red flashing light. He brought it close to his face to check out the small screen. To Patrick’s unease, his friend’s eyes widened, and he only muttered a single word:

“Fuck.”

“Alex, what is it?”

The man still said nothing. Only a few feet away, Will and the others were in mid-conversation. It only added to the peculiarity of the moment.

“Alex?”

Though Alex didn’t look any more relaxed, he at least looked at the man addressing him. He spoke with mad urgency.

“Get Jacob and Nusaybah’s squad and meet us at the armory! We have a code zero! Go, go!”

Patrick took off toward the mosque, Will and the others now aware something was wrong. Confirming this was Alex now heading toward them, a vigorous sweat on his face. The cyborg saw those beads of sweat as a spreading fire.

“Where’s Patrick off to?” Noah inquired.

“We need to go help Gabby and Joe, come on! Bubo Jr. spotted someone tailing them!” Alex explained.
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THE FLATTENED LAND where Will had been showing off was surrounded by tree-dotted hills. Oblivious to them all, a brown-skinned man stood watching their interchange. He was miles away, but it was no obstacle for him. Binoculars allowed him a close-up view of the soldiers, though his focus was centered on the cyborg. The man wore a Canadian military uniform, but he did not rush to their aid. He saw Unit 21 put a hand on the hilt of his saber and knew enough. His observations for the day would have to be cut short.

With any luck, I’ll get to see The Wolf claim a soul today. The man felt goosebumps on his skin, and it wasn’t from the cold. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen a cyborg in action. Don’t you disappoint, Will.
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MARISOL KEPT A GENERAL distance of three hundred feet. While she had no problem locating the pair below with her eyes, it was difficult to hear much. Her sensors could pick up a lot, but a single bird chirping or crunching of a leaf distorted the audio. Crouched on a branch high above, her curiosity was eating away at her. The cyborg could focus in on their voices at the expense of her surroundings. The other branches around her swayed in the wind. You’re tracking Gabriella Neeson and Joseph Halsey, high-level targets. To miss a single detail could be critical.

Marisol leaped to a lower branch in the tree across. It was nowhere near as thick as the one prior, and it threatened to snap under her weight. Mari panicked, but it held steady. Now let’s check in with our friends. Mari centered the range on the two humans walking away. Every other sound faded away. Nothing remained but their voices, which became pristinely clear.

“...while you’re on Alex about the target practice, what about your flight training?”

“I barely even need Patrick with me when I fly.”

“Last I heard, Pat nearly shat himself during your landing.”

“One scratch and I never hear the end of it.”

Even with their backs to her and getting farther away, Mari heard their laughs as if she was strolling alongside them. And now...what the hell?

Marisol’s HUD alerted her about an ‘incoming projectile’, but the warning did little good now. The missile missed her by only a few inches, connecting with the tree instead. The explosion was more than enough to blow the cyborg off the branch. The next thing Mari knew she landed flat on her ass thirty feet down. The upper section of the tree moaned before it fell as well. The cyborg rolled to avoid being crushed but was still showered by burning wood. Her ghillie suit was ablaze and so she threw it aside. She felt the bandana around her neck first and foremost, grateful to find it was unharmed. That was embarrassing as shit. Now, let’s assess things.

Mari’s left arm had been burned badly, but it wouldn’t impair her fighting. As she stood, however, she felt it: damage to the joint area by the knee. Under what little charred flesh remained there, she could see the exposed neoartium knee cap. The area behind the knee was where she felt the pain. No plating there. A few wires probably singed. Her HUD told her she’d able to move easily enough, but enough self-inspection. She eyed her immediate surroundings.

Neeson and Halsey had taken cover, out of sight. In their place, out in the open, were the troops who had fired on her. Mari was astonished to see the two-man team consisted of Patrick Noels as the gunner of the FGM-148 Javelin and Jacob Neeson as his ammo bearer. Seeing those two, and reminding herself two other high-value targets were in the immediate area, she made up her mind.

“I’m going to assume the whole gang’s here!” she yelled out as she removed her pistol from its holster and aimed at Patrick’s head. At this range, the shot would be effortless. The two men made no move for cover, and it only took another second to understand why. She heard another incoming missile, this time from her left.

The cyborg dodged just as she heard yet another coming in from the right, and Mari barely ducked in time. The second missile hit the leaf litter as the other hit a tree. Burning pieces of bark hit her face as she stayed low. Mari saw Patrick and Jacob had already finished reloading and would soon fire again. That, however, was the least of her concerns. The cyborg heard several soldiers approaching from all sides. An encirclement. Mari wanted nothing more than to fight her way out, but it was time to accept this was more than she bargained for. She took off in the direction from which she came, sprinting at full speed. Behind her another explosion rumbled. 

Only a few seconds into her retreat, Mari was forced to stop. It’s him. Stepping from behind a tree was William Marconi, Unit 21. He was out of uniform but in his hand was his sword. There was a glimmer of recognition in his eyes upon seeing her.

“So, my hunch was right. You’re a full-fledged Crimson Angel, I see.”

“How many more are with you?” he asked.

“For me to know, Unit 21,” Mari said smugly. She drew her sword.

“You can surrender, 37. It’s really the only option left.”

Marisol’s smile slacked as dozens of soldiers surrounded her from all sides. All their guns were on her, but her eyes were locked with only The Wolf’s. This can’t be. The plan had fallen disastrously off course. You didn’t really come into this with a sophisticated plan. You paid for your carelessness.

“We have EMP rounds, dipshit! Drop your weapons or we’ll drop you!”

The voice of Gabriella Neeson rang out to her back, taunting Marisol from the high ground. The cyborg wondered how many she could possibly kill before she herself was dead. Five, maybe seven. Marisol now looked at her boots. Nowhere near enough. She let her sword hit the ground before raising her hands above her head.
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Chapter 2 - The Storm Clouds
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November 2046 – South Bend, Indiana 

Kane checked his labor. The pie had taken on a golden-brown color and the sweet aroma of the freshly sliced apples danced at his nose. Feeling all that warmth from the oven was outright heavenly, and he was confident it would be a hell of a dessert. He straightened as he shut the oven door and set aside his apron. And for the coup de grace.

He opened the cupboard over the kitchen sink, seeing the chardonnay Glenda loved. Right next to it were two dusty glasses. Their initials were engraved, a cursive GK for both. He was gentle and methodical as he wiped them clean. After a minute of scrubbing, the glasses had a shine he was proud to accept.

Kane walked into the living room, a filled wine glass in each hand. His wife wasn’t at the fireplace as he would’ve thought. Instead, she was at the glass door to the backyard porch. He couldn’t blame her. The night of snowfall had left the entire city covered in a blanket of white. With the sun now high up in the sky, it all sparkled.

“Honey, pie’s almost done,” he told her as he waited by the couch.

“Oh, okay, Gavin,” she said with her back to him. It was almost as if she was searching for something. Kane thought of the gray clouds lingering on the end of the city.

“If the weather reports hold true, that snowbank won’t hit us till Sunday. I wouldn’t worry about it,” he said to comfort her.

She turned to face him now, but Kane didn’t see any reassurance.

“I know. The winter last year was a lot worse,” she said. There was a faint sadness in her voice.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t there for it, Glenda, but I’m here now. Please, come sit with me,” Kane invited.

She did so, her husband only seating himself once she was comfortable and had her wine glass in hand. Sitting cross-legged on the couch like years before, he admired. Kane observed her long, wavy blonde hair. How eloquently it rested on her shoulders. He was feeling nostalgic, reminiscing about times he often didn’t give the time of day.

“I remember when I first ordered these glasses,” he said as they sat facing each other on the caramel-colored couch.

“Yeah, it was a lovely honeymoon,” his beloved replied. The flames of the fireplace provided not only sumptuous warmth, but also plenty of light. Kane saw that light reflected in the tears welling up in her eyes. He instinctively tried to place a hand on her arm, but she put up a hand of her own.

“No, I’m okay,” she said, pulling herself together, “It’s just that...I haven’t seen you out of uniform in so damn long.”

Kane felt dumbstruck, actually looking down at what he was wearing. It was his green and white-striped sweater, ugly old thing. When it got cold around here, it had been a tradition to wear it. Glenda wore a matching one.

“Yeah, well the moth trap is just as itchy as ever,” he laughed. “I just hope I don’t gain too much weight while I’m on leave.”

“That would’ve worked on me before, Gavin, but not now,” she said. “You’ll be back out there by January, if not sooner.”

“You knew this from the start, and we both know I do what I can. What’s the real problem?”

The woman hesitated, but Kane coaxed her onward. “Go on, please. Tell me whatever it is, babe.”

“Fine, I want you to walk away from this: the UNR Party, this new government, all of it, while you still can.”

Kane’s confidence took a shot downward, as did his composure.

“I can’t do that. I have an obligation to the people I serve.”

“And you’ve done enough! You won Venloran’s war for us, and I’m grateful. Why can’t you call it quits before you’re in too deep?”

Kane sat back in disbelief. “You don’t like how we do things? You think before was any better? When people were starving in the streets and our boys we’re out there dying every day?!”

“With all that power Venloran has now, he didn’t have to kill as many as he did, but he wanted to send a message. Do you think I’m too stupid to see that? Especially when many of those who died were people who call this country home, just like you and me.”

“No one’s gonna miss all the corrupt bureaucrats and bankers, no one! We did this country a service, Glenda!”

The woman could no longer look Kane in the face. She now gazed at the fireplace, arms on her lap. “If I knew what the UNR Party would turn you into, I would’ve done everything in my power to stop you from being a part of it.”

The husband now did as his wife had done and set his glass on the table in front of them. He scooted in close, glad to see she didn’t pull away.

“We do a lot of good, too. Many soldiers’ lives were saved by Venloran, and it’s just the beginning.”

Glenda tore her gaze away from the flames.

“That’s what I’m afraid of, Gavin. I only want the best for you, honey, and believe that I do because I love you. There doesn’t need to be any more blood on your hands.”

Instead of wearing down Kane, her words had only agitated him. He now stood away from her.

“If that’s how you feel, like everything we’ve achieved is some unholy aberration, then I don’t really have anything more to say to you, Glenda. I live for my country, and I would never run away from my service. All this time I thought you knew that. In case you didn’t know, if I had to choose, I’d choose my country every time. We’re done here.”

He didn’t pick up his wineglass nor did he stay to see her reaction. Kane listened to the sobbing. The first note of it pulled at his heart strings, but he fought it off. Her crying fell on deaf ears that day, and for many decades after, Kane never looked back.
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OCTOBER 18, 2065 - Chancellor’s Office, UNR Headquarters

“I still can’t believe it,” General Berenger said. He sat in front of Venloran’s desk, who now was halfway through a cigarette. Kane stood off in the corner, although Kearney was not present. The Chancellor kept a straight face, quite convincingly unfazed.

“No one seemed to see it. After all, his father was a skeptic who served to the end honorably. But Howarth saw. He pursued on crumbs, but with Dylan’s confession, it’s now undeniable.”

“No nostalgia can change what we all heard” Berenger admitted.

Venloran observed Kane, that sleek and silent guardian. He was a victim all the same, and he pondered if the commander was trying to escape that. It led to this transformation. That too is undeniable. Kane’s body was a shiny suit of armor. Though it was silver and had a sheen to it, he was inhumanly still. It made him look like an exhibit in museum. Most would never guess there was a human brain in that metallic skull. At least a part of one.

“Is it possible to still doubt Howarth, sir? He gave us this hit. Now we’re closer than ever.”

The Chancellor knew the pause was Berenger taking everything into account. Before he ever spoke, he made sure he had a concrete position to stand behind.

“He’s good, Carl. I won’t challenge that. He’s even a bit obsessive, but that’s something I admire. What I am concerned about is his inability to get his hands dirty.”

“Sir, he just brought down one of his oldest friends.”

“Yes, yes he did. He gave us what we needed, and we got our rat. But where was he for the interrogation? Montalbán, Lawson, Redford, hell, even Kearney was there. I don’t care about the other pending investigations. He had the time, Carl. I don’t want to single him out, believe me. He’s done wonders and I’m proud of him for all the cases he’s cracked, but I’m also afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“Afraid of the alternative; the alternative that he’s become so detached maybe he felt McGinley wasn’t worth his time after reeling him in. He’s drawing away.”

Venloran hadn’t considered that at all. Berenger knew it from the look on his face.

“I’ll talk to him about it.”

The general studied the Chancellor, one of the few people in his life that could read
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