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Chapter 1

Wayward Suns


Captain Galen Malik stumbled into a nearby cargo container and slid down to the metal grating of his ship’s cargo hold. Aethereal smoke billowed out of his pistol after firing the last of his very expensive, magically charged ammunition. The spectral assassins who almost ripped him apart didn’t expect that little party trick.  
Then again, he wasn’t expecting to be ambushed by ghost ninjas when he sauntered down to retrieve his lucky deck of cards. Captain Malik applied pressure to his shoulder as blood poured out of his torn long coat. The damage to his favourite coat hurt more than the slashed muscle tissue.
He didn’t need to think too hard about what they were after. He’d made more than his fair share of enemies in his time sailing the stars, but this box they picked up gave his crew the heebie-jeebies the moment it came on-board. Galen crawled over to the sealed crate and noticed it got damaged in the attack. Even this veteran captain couldn’t ignore the bad feelings his gut screamed at him.
He did the one thing a good smuggler never does. A flick of the damaged latch popped the sealed container open. With his face lit from below, the captain let out a pained sigh. Then the show cut to commercials.
The crappy, old holoprojector playing last night’s episode of Wayward Suns flickered until a small, scaled hand fiddled with the power cable that stretched into a nearby chop shop. Red sand blew across the plascrete lot on the northeastern edge of Rax City. Even several kilometres away, the megacity spires stretched high enough that the blazing, early morning sun cast shadows upon them.
A group of dusty kids of various species gathered around a scrap metal shrine they slapped together in secret. Given the horrors that the mutant Jackers inflicted on the people of Rakuur, it was bad form to offer prayers to their deity. But desperate times called for desperate measures. Who better to ask for a cure to their profound boredom than the patron god of the insane Wheeljacks?
Not knowing the proper incantations, the children, all dressed in whatever cult-like accoutrements they could scrounge together, beseeched The Great Burning Wheel In The Sky. Their calls to the great beyond crescendoed as they raised their fists in the air, rolling them as if to rev a mighty engine and made loud vroom-vroom noises with their mouths.
The kids turned and peered from under their oversized hoods as a growing shadow fell over them. They screamed and dove to the side as an aerial vehicle careened down and skidded across the lot, pulverizing the scrap metal effigy as it went. The crashed AV spun around, sending sparks every which way until it slammed into a broken down grav truck. Something on top of the vehicle flew into the scrap yard. Unable to look away, the kids spotted the teal tip of a humanoid’s tail as it vanished in the dust cloud the crash kicked up.
Two men fell out of the back ramp as it crashed to the pavement. Now taking cover, the kids couldn’t help but gasp as the figures got to their feet, then drew swords that extended and hummed at a deadly frequency. 
The brawny, blazer-wearing muscle with cybernetic sunshades flourished his two shorter vibra-blades. “You picked the wrong marks to mug, amateur. Bet this morning isn’t working out how you’d imagined.”
His opponent, Sir Seth Steele, rubbed a fresh bruise on his cheek and flicked a lock of shaggy hair out of his face. “No, it bloody-well hasn’t, mate. I can’t believe my optimistic armiger talked me into trying to reason with you mongs. But if you’re all still too thick to realize that we’re saving you from certain doom by taking the bloody invitation, then let’s see what you’ve got. Next time, I’m listening to Rhaz, and we’re gonna shoot first. Save us the trouble and spare the planet some more bloody idiots.”
As the two combatants clashed swords, another person climbed out of the crashed vehicle’s window and dashed for the road.
Seth shouted, “We got a runner!” 
The well-dressed runner sprinted despite a limp caused by the crash. Fear gripped him enough to run, but not enough to resist talking smack. As he wiped a stream of blood from his brow, he called out, “You’re all dead, you hear me?! You messed with the wrong people. You’re all—“
The runner yelped as a dart impacted his backside. After a few wobbly steps, he faceplanted onto the hot pavement.
Chasing after their colleagues, Fokazi Kain, commonly called Zee, pulled up in their rented, wheeled car. Hanging out the passenger side window, Seth’s teenage armiger, Loren Oriah, retracted the tranquilizer dart launcher in his gauntlet. 
Clad in advanced, pearly-white armour, he spoke in his best, gruff, main character voice, “Target neutralized.”
As the vehicle skidding to a halt, Loren noticed his mentor locked in mortal combat with a dangerous foe. The lad shouted, “Fear not, Sir Seth! I’m here to assist you!” The young armiger struggled to extricate himself from the civilian vehicle’s window. 
After a quick appraisal of the situation, Zee took his time exiting the car. The crashed AV smoldered next to a pile of junk. Their target snored face down on the road. Seth’s movements indicated he was toying with his opponent. The place was a mess. 
The team’s dark umber-skinned sniper untied his shoulder-length locks, adjusted his sunshades and walked around the vehicle to help get the armoured teenager out of the window.
Wiggling his way out with his arms over his head, Loren said, “See, Mr. Zee? My master plan’s working perfectly. Went off without a hitch.”
Zee sucked his teeth. “Mm-hm. It sure is, Loren. Couldn’t be going better.” He heard the clang of vibra-blades clashing behind him. Zee wrangled Loren over to activate the shield on his right gauntlet. The loose blade jammed into the advanced metal instead of his ribcage. Zee continued, “My idea would have had this done quick and quiet, but you won’t hear me say I told you so. Not like anyone listens to me, anyway.”
Loren clattered to the road. “What did you say, Mr. Zee?”
Zee sighed.
The kids behind cover stared wide-eyed at the very real sword fight unfolding before them. The cyborg in the suit had skill, but Seth was a noble PAX knight of Rakuur who’d trained to be a warrior and an officer since birth. His time away from the trappings of his upbringing robbed him of competent sparring partners, however. So he took the opportunity to shake some rust off whenever he could.
As he maneuvered around and shifted his guard, he caught sight of the second bodyguard stepping out of the crashed AV. Seth’s body tensed as he noticed the newcomer raising a gun in his direction.
A shadow sprang to action inside the wrecked flyer. Rhaz Nira, the team’s Ra’Shasi scout, had shaken off the impact of being hurtled off the vehicle’s roof in the crash. After silently moving back into the craft, she trapped the bodyguard’s weapon under her arm, then elbowed him in the face. In one motion, she delivered a roundhouse kick to his head, then dropped into a crouch and shot Seth’s opponent in the back.
As the blade-wielding cyborg dropped to his knees in pain, Seth swiped his sword horizontally with added force and shattered his opponent’s weapon. He looked to Rhaz. “Shame we couldn’t have kept the AV intact. You alright, Rhaz?”
The feline humanoid safetied and pocketed the bodyguard’s gun. “Functional but frustrated, lord captain. Shame we couldn’t have kept those nice blades that guy had either. We’re mercs now, remember? Anything and everything we can grab is useful to us.”
Seth shoved his opponent with his foot to knock him over. “We can buy proper kit when we’re rich and famous.”
Loren ran to his knight and saluted. “Excellent work, Sir Seth! Shall I tie up these crooks?”
Rhaz said, “They’re gun runners. The illegal kind, even around here. They probably have some bounties we could pick up if we play our cards right.”
Zee returned and tossed the invitation he’d extracted from the well-dressed runner’s jacket to Seth. The well-muscled PAX knight deactivated and sheathed his blade. “We’ve got a job and a tight timetable already. No point babysitting this lot for a few extra credits. Tie them up and notify the MPs to come collect.” 
He waved to the children, who slowly emerged from their cover. “Sorry about the mess. Stay in school, kids. Don’t grow up to be daft bozos like this lot.” Seth punctuated his point by administering a hefty kick to his downed opponent’s head to knock him out.
As Loren knelt to stabilize the fallen foes, he looked up and noticed the holoprojector. He averted his gaze as soon as he realized what he was watching. But it was already too late. The lad raised his fists in the air. “Noooooo!”
The others spun on their heels and drew their weapons. Rhaz asked, “What? What is it?”
Mortified, Loren pointed to the holo. “It’s the end of last night’s episode of Wayward Suns. I was going to watch it tonight, but now it’s spoiled.”
The crew sighed and put their weapons away. Rhaz sucked her teeth. “Why are you so upset? You knew how it was going to end. That formulaic garbage is the same every time.”
Loren gasped, his eyes almost bulged out of his head. “You take that back, Ms. Rhaz.”
As the team walked back to their rental car, the kids stepped into the chaotic scene. They looked on with awe and confusion as the four odd mercenaries drove off to the next phase of their job while carrying on two separate arguments.
After they drove off, the kids, still dressed as cheap, Hallow’s Veil versions of Jackers, surveyed the madness before them. The ringleader ran over, climbed the wrecked AV and proclaimed, “It worked! I’m a god!”




Chapter 2

Three Pillars


Viewed from above, the Three Pillars district of Rax City looked like an uneven, jagged triangle. Its name came from the three competing skyscrapers that cut through the clouds at each corner of the district. Locals in the know called it the Rinn Mill because of all the currency the district either generated or squeezed out of people. Though not in the megacity’s primary hub, it grew to become one of the primary financial zones in the city. Largely thanks to the lax regulations allowed by the noble lord presiding over it. As long as they paid their taxes, businesses had free rein.  
It was the promise of life on the galaxy’s frontier. Freedom in a pool full of sharks.
As with many districts in Rax City, the plascrete jungle’s rapid expansion reached for the sky. Especially after the invasion that left it mostly rubble. Just because the upper classes moved to shiny, new heights in the sun, life didn’t stop down below. For some, business boomed down in the dark.
After securing the private invitation to an exclusive product demonstration, the as-yet-unnamed mercenary band waited for the go-ahead from their employers in an abandoned hotel tucked in the lower levels of the Rinn Mill. Once a moderately high-class, busy establishment for travelling business people, it became a designated space for illicit deals or safe harbour for any who had the credits to pay. The less-than-legal enterprise that kept it secure maintained strict rules regarding etiquette




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
PHOENIX COMPANY BOOK 0.5

. 3 ﬁP- >
X 7% | 0 e 74
LAVE . o
Z\ & G
o






OEBPS/images/c57a3bdc-dbce-42da-8198-d70e6514bfb1.png
PHOEN]X COMPANY '(

Boolk: B 5

IN THE STORM

" G.C.CAMACHO






OEBPS/images/3e889879-d4af-42d4-b717-56135a06a7ab.jpeg
PHOENIX COMPANY BOOK 0.5

INTHE §

P ). | {\ ‘
—d \ \

a

| \\\t"

‘«
e / \








