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​​ORIENTAL FLAME

Narrator:

In the year of 2219, things on the earth has become pretty weird, space exploration is our government’s most biggest and main priority. This has been their longing wanting greatest desire of all to journey upon such a new frontier. Oh, by the way, my name is Oriental Flames-. “Why the funky name-, some of you may wonder?” Well, my mother was a beautiful breath-taken black American Queen, as well a genius chemical specialist, and my father in fact, was truly a highly well-educated Japanese scientist.

They both met at Texas A&M University in College Station, Texas, when they both graduated at the top of their class, a secret government agency asked them to join it. They did so, right after getting married, although when mother found out she was expecting a baby girl and told father. He didn’t want her to work on the top secret government space project they were involved with. So she obeyed his wishes, staying at our luxurious three-bedroom home in Washington DC. I was given the name “Hosea”, by my father; it was his grandmother’s name. But at age five that’s when tragedy struck,

causing me to lose both my parents. You see, when father went on a trip to Japan for the government to bring back a small object from another secret agency from its government, who wouldn’t dare trust anyone else transport it but him. Because it was a strange orb of some form from a crashed alien space

craft, which they believed to have extremely powerful fueling capabilities and could be hidden inside a small medallion or necklace. He did however, returned home with the object, not knowingly that he was being followed time he had left the secret agency lab in Tokyo, Japan. Which got raided by

thieves seeking out the orb object for an evil terrorist organization suddenly after his departure from there. Their desires for the object was unknown by government officials, who later that month commented on national news about them, being cautious not to mention the orb. Oddly, that night when he returned home though, father didn’t take that orb to its main destination, which may have been his fatal mistake. I don’t know why he disobeyed orders, maybe for some reason he just had to come home to visit mother first. When he did so, that cold eerie night, the tragedy struck. He and

mother was standing in the kitchen talking while she fixes us a meal, they spoke teasing one another with

good humor. I was playing with my toys on the living room floor by father’s briefcase. There came a knock at the front door, father went to answer, there was a strange young Japanese man dressed in a catering uniform.



Father (looking at the monitor beside the door seeing a young man on it while pressing a button): “Yes-, who are you looking for?”




Young Japanese man (grinning while holding a box in his hand, starring up at camera above the door): “Joi Chang-, he ordered catering from Frank’s bar b que-!”

Father (pressed the button again, replying): “There’s no Joi Chang here-, I am Professor George Moa-, And I didn’t order any catering-, you must have the wrong address-, sorry sir-!”



Young Japanese man (before pretending to leave and suddenly kicks the door open, nodded his head waved with one hand): “No problem-, just got to go find it-, Thanks-!”




Father (After the door flew open and four other Japanese men rushed in with the Young man, yelling to mother): “Amara-, grab Hosea-, get out of here-!”




Tall shell (one of the men with long black cloak on watching as father fight with the others, smiling): “They want get far professor, unless you hand over the orb-.”




Mother (After rushing out the kitchen with samurai sword killing the four men trying to hold father Down, pointing it at Tall-shell): “Leave our house or die where you stand-!”




Father (Yelling to her while getting up off the floor): “No-, give me the sword-, flee with our daughter That you both be safe-, I will handle this dog-!”



Narrator:


Now right after mother handed father the sword, turned to grab me, six other men had rushed in From the back door with high tech weapons, one of them shot mother in the back, as Tall-shell Laughed and father ran his blade through the man’s stomach.



The masked man (After father killed Tall-shell others grabbed him, took his sword, held him down, Upset): “Tall-shell-, you have murdered my brother -, for this old man-, you shall pay with your Life-!” (After slapping father across the face while men held him): “Where is the orb that you’ve Stolen-, tell me and I will spare your little girl-?!”




Father (After looking over at me with his briefcase in my lap, trying to open it, stunned, Yelling out in fear): “Hosea-, no-!!!”



Narrator: When father yelled one man shot him in the back of his head, another came at me to get his briefcase away. But before he could do so, one of the agents that worked with father had showed up at the door trying to get inside. The man rushed to it instead of coming at me, inviting the agent in while pretending to be one of father’s cousins. Then tried to knock him down, but he begin whipping them all and when one man pulled his gun to shoot him, he knocked that man’s arm over causing the bullets to fly out toward me, hitting the orb within the briefcase which flew into my chest exploding. Knocking all the men up against the walls, killing them as they fell grabbing their throats, it burnt their skin off, even suffocated them, but for some reason, it didn’t harm me. I became one with it that night, as I could see an old long white bearded black man with light skin wearing a golden crown speaking to me through my mind; he was my guide or guardian angel from that hour forth. I believe it was him that made the police come somehow that night, and when the government investigation team came, they couldn’t find the orb anywhere, only the Medallion. They sent me to a secret government school for special children, for

years I longed to get even with who-ever was responsible for my parents being murdered, as the guide counseled me in thought, teaching how to control and use the powers within me. So now, here I

am a full grown woman finally graduated college with not one person knowing the powers I possess but yours truly. Me alone, and my name, I gave it to myself, on account of the blue flames I can make appear at any time to circle around my entire body. It’s a force field of some sort to me, I guess.

Although it’s really more than that, I can levitate, fly, bring about blue flaming swords out the palms

of my hand, shoot flaming blue fire balls even from my forehead, swim at unlimited speed, walk through metal, camouflage into anything, Geez-, I have even much more power with speed, and baby let me tell you-, I never ever get tired. Dam-, I love these powers-, I’m Like one badass superhuman on earth. Oh, Now here comes my father’s long time old lawyer James Oldham, wondering what that old frog wants.


Mr. Oldham (after walking into the coffee shop sitting down at the table with briefcase in hand); “How Are you this morning Miss Moa-?”




Oriental Flames (blushing a bit after closing my laptop, staring at him): “I’m doing fine sir, what is this Meeting about because I have things to do?”




Mr. Oldham (As he pulls out some papers and a pen from his briefcase sits them on the table in front of Me and nods his head): “That, I understand ma’am, I have a daughter about your age and I Can’t begin to understand you young people. Anyway, I need you to sign these documents That I may release your Parents estate over to you, which is worth over 39.6 billion Dollars.”




Oriental Flames (As he blushes a little, I frown a bit upset, signs the papers. Shaking my head): “You Lawyers, money loving mongrels-, I can’t seem to understand you old cats.”



Mr. Oldham (Smacked his lips a bit, shook his head, putting the papers up, handing me an envelope):


“Just the same as your mother-, so here is your account numbers, addresses, and a list of other things You’ll need ma’am. I hope and pray you do right in honor of your parents, because most rich kids Don’t.”



––––––––
[image: ]


Narrator: Man-, I thanked him for given me this in an ungrateful way, I guess I was just being bull-headed with less appreciation. But I was wrong for acting like an asshole, because what he gave me was freedom in more ways than one. So I decided to get up, go find my cousins on mother side of the family because I knew it wasn’t going to be easy trying to deal with father’s people in Japan. I mean, don’t get me wrong, they were good people. It’s just that those evil bastards who were behind father’s murder were hidden in that corner of the world and would surely detect me before I got my team together.

Since I wanted a team of people and needed time to train them in my own way. Any who, I took a trip to good old Bryan/College station, Texas on a regular airplane, not on my private jet in the effort to keep down suspicion, and arrive on a wonderful sunny day, took a taxi, rented a car. Then went to work hunting for my people while having one of mother’s old family address books on my notebook iPad: I managed to trace down Barron Thomas, mother’s youngest brother living in Bryan, Texas off of Waco Street in a brick home.


Uncle Barron (Sitting in a chair on his front porch, messing with a fishing rod, looking up at me come near the yard, after I parked and got out my rental car): “How you doing there young lady-, you one of those Jehovah witnesses, we done already gave some money
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