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Prologue






“Me’tra Police,
open up.” She called loudly as she banged on the door of the
apartment.

Her knocks echoed along
the dank corridor of the run-down building but all else was quiet.
Perhaps too quiet.

A slight thud from inside
the apartment caught her keen ears and she cocked her head to the
side to listen more intently. Muffed movement could be heard from
within and yet no one had come to open the door.

“I can hear you
in there. Now open the door.” She demanded irritably and brushed
back her shoulder length black hair.

A louder bang sounded
from within followed by a muffled cry.

“That’s it.”
She grumbled to herself and took a step back from the
door.

Adjusting her equipment
belt she readied herself before lunging forwards with a powerful
kick into the door right beside the handle. Wood splintered and
bolts popped as the door swung violently inwards. Cautiously she
entered the dark studio apartment, the only light came from red
candle that burned on shelves and tables about the place. The smell
of smoke a blood hung heavily in the air and her eyes widened as he
came around the short entrance hall and into the room to see a
young woman spread eagled upon a bed wearing nothing but her
underwear. Above the bed on the wall strange symbols were written
in blood and beside the bed stood a table with an assortment of
bloodied knives upon it.

The girl on the bed cried
out to her as she entered, though her pleas were muffled by the
cotton gag in her mouth.

Quickly she moved towards
the prisoner and cut the binding that held the girl.

“Where is the
person who did this?” she demanded as she pulled the gag from the
girl’s mouth.

“The window,”
the girl said, her eyes filled with fear.

“Call the
police.” She commanded as she raced from the bed and to the open
window.

The window opened out
into the street where another tall apartment building stood barely
metres from this one. Smog hung heavily in the air, dulling the
light and obscuring the limited view.

“Not this time,
you bastard,” she said determinedly as her green eyes spotted a
shirtless man running along the narrow ledges along the
building.

Without another thought
for the poor girl on the bed she jumped from the window and onto
the thin brick ledge. As agile as a cat she hopped to the adjacent
building the sped off in pursuit of the man.

It was clear that he had
thought he had slipped away from her yet again as he was making no
efforts to outpace her and casually jumped to another tall
building. She was gaining on him quickly and a grin smile came to
her lips. But that smile vanished as the shirtless man glanced over
his shoulder to see her bearing down on him.

The bald man shouted some
curses before he took off with unnatural speed and
agility.

“Prosthetic
enhancements,” she cursed and gritting her teeth she took up chase
along the high building ledges.

But being part of the
police department she had had her own fair share of cybernetic
enhancements which also afforded her greater speed and agility.
Increasing her own pace along the narrow ledge the shirtless man
could not outpace her and fortunately the buildings in this part of
Me’tra were tightly packed together which made the chase easier,
although they were still over fifty stories from the
ground.

“Stop. Police.”
She shouted after the man, but she knew there was no chance of
that.

Furiously the chase went
on as she followed the man from one ledge to another, jumping over
metal balconies and sliding down guttering before having to jump
several feet to a lower level. Downwards they seemed to be going,
further into the darkness of the ground levels where the shadows of
the giant buildings and smog covered the place in perpetual night.
Dim lights and neon signs were the only light the poor citizens in
this area of the city knew.

As they descended further
and onto a humanity terrace, where constructed platforms sat
between the buildings and substituted for the ground, the street
lights came on and she feared she might lose sight of the man in
the crowds. But this part of town was not exactly bustling with
activity, unless it was in some way criminal, so she had little
trouble following the man through the street and passed the
brothels and strip clubs.

In an attempt to lose her
the man began knocking over street stores and shoving people to the
ground in an attempt to create obstacles. But she was a trained
detective of the elite Me’tra police, the training she received was
second only to the army’s, and of course that of the
Wynar.

Down a side alley the
perpetrator darted and jumped off of the humanity terrace onto yet
a lower level. It was much darker in this place and the lights of
the street were fewer, disgusting odours filled the air and puddles
of who knows what lay in the road.

The lower section was
also almost devoid of people. Thinking quickly she took a spark
grenade from her belt and armed it with a flick of her thumb. As
she chased the man around the corner she launched the grenade with
all her strength. The small silver ball flew through the air and
landed ahead of the running man before exploding in an eruption of
electricity. The shards of red lighting darted around the narrow
road, bouncing off the walls and causing the man to cry out and
fall into a pile of rubbish where he lied still.

She slowed her run as she
moved closer and took a deep breath. Veins of electricity still
slithered around the walls and road as she cautiously moved closer
to the unconscious man.

Curiously she noticed
there were many scars covering the man’s torso, carved in designs
of the same strange and ritualistic symbols she saw back in the
apartment. See winced at the sight, for the wounds looked
self-inflicted.

She grimaced in disgust
as she took a pair of handcuffs from her belt and moved to arrest
the unconscious man.

As she bent over him the
man’s suddenly moved and heavy kick slammed her in the gut,
blasting air from lungs and causing her to tumble backwards onto
the grimy street. The killer was on her in a flash and a heavy
right fist collected her in the cheek as she tried to stand.
Turning with the blow she managed to deflect most of the impact,
but she still went spinning away and back to the ground, tearing
her tight pants and ripping her jacket sleeve.

Rolling to her feet she
drew forth a thin metal rod protruding several inches from a
standard sword handle. With a flick of her wrist the rod extended
to little over a metre coming to a sharp point. Light blue lines of
colour shot down the grey shaft and sent forth a feint
glow.

With a cry the killer
grabbed a broken pipe from the ground and charged at her, swinging
the pipe for her head. Skilfully she duck under the swing and
twisted away from the larger man. But he would not relent and he
green eyes locked with the man’s crazed and bloodshot stare. As of
deranged from some drug the man screamed wildly and tried to tackle
her to the ground.

Quickly she dived lower
and into a roll. As she slid under the flailing arms of the man she
struck out with her metal rod tripping the man up and sending him
into a cold puddle.

The crazed man was back
on his feet in a heartbeat and charging back at her. Her eyes
widened in surprise and managed to block the assailant’s heavy
attacks, each one making her arms vibrate. Broken pipe and metal
rod suddenly locked in front of her and the stronger man pushed her
backwards into the side of the building. The impact knocked the air
from her lunges and her head cracked against the brick, sending her
senses reeling and sending cracks through the concrete of the
building.

If were not for the
prosthetic alterations to her body she would have likely been
knocked unconscious or crushed by the killer’s enhanced
strength.

She knew she was in
trouble and desperately pressed a button on the crosspiece of her
weapon. The lights along the metal shaft of her weapon flared
brightly before a burst of electricity shot forth jolting her
attacker backwards and crushing her further into the unrelenting
wall.

Both she and the man
crumbled to the ground as fingers of lightning rippled through
their bodies. Shaking the grogginess from her head she staggered to
her feet to once again square off against the murderous
man.

“You will kill
no more.” She said in determination, more to firm her resolve and
focus her thoughts than for anything else.

In response the man
screamed wildly and charged at her with his broken pipe once again.
Too sluggish to move she was forced to block and deflect each of
the attacks. But with the blue veins of the baton activated each
time their weapons connected a jolt of lightning propelled the man
backwards. The veins of blue light lit up the dark alley, bouncing
off the walls and pipes. Snaking across the killer’s flesh she
could see his skin begin to burn and melt to reveal the metal of
his cyber enhancements. If he kept this up he would be nothing but
a metal exoskeleton.

Clearly aware he was
outmatched the man opened his mouth wide in a manic yell and lunged
at her. Too exhausted to dive out of the way this time she could
not evade it and the man tackled her to the grotty street. Weapons
fell from both their hands as the murderer took her to ground.
Desperately she balled her fists and lashed out, but despite
connecting solidly with the man’s face he did not relent. Screaming
psychotically the man grabbed her by the collar and proceeded to
pick her up and slam her back to the ground as he straddled her and
pinned her to the ground. With each blow she felt the darkness of
the unconsciousness grab at her. Instinct to survive took over and
somehow she managed to grab her knife and plunge it into the
attacker’s neck.

The man let out a cry and
tried to pull away from the painful bite. Stupidly the man grabbed
her by the wrist and pulled backwards. She released the blade from
her grip, but the man still held her by the wrist. She cried out in
pain as the killer put a heavy foot in her gut and pulled back from
her, pulling her shoulder from its joint and tearing the skin and
muscle of her arm along with the fabric of her jacket. Ripping her
arm completely off the man stumbled backwards. Fortunately for her
that arm was completely prosthetic and easily replaced, but that
did not subdue the pain she felt.

Breathing heavily she
propped herself up on her remaining elbow thinking her knife would
have done the job of severing the man’s artery and killing him. But
to her horror the man slowly pulled the short blade from his neck
and as blood streamed down his bare chest he moved towards her
threateningly, knife in one hand and her severed arm in the
other.

Horrified she looked
around from something to save her and as the murderous man drew
closer her eyes fell upon the hilt of her baton. Desperately she
crawled for her weapon, but the man saw her intentions and lunged
for her. As the murder came down upon her she managed to grab her
baton and turn upon her attacker. The sharp point of the baton
easily pierced through the man’s chest, skewing his heart and
driving out the back of his metal shoulder blade. The still active
veins of light blue surged forth another discharge of electricity,
scorching the man’s skin and exploding flesh as it sent him flying
backwards off the baton and into a grimy puddle. Even with all his
prosthetic enhancements without a heart he was as dead as anyone
else.

Letting out a great sigh
of relief she dropped the baton beside her and collapsed back to
the ground. Sluggishly she took out her phone and flipped it open
with her thumb.

“This is
Detective Kusan, do you read me control?” she said through deep
breaths.

“I hear you
detective,” said a mechanical voice from the other end of the phone
line, “We have your location and sending a squad car.”

“I’ve caught
the murder.” Kusan reported, “But, we’re going to need a body
bag.”

“Understood.”
The android confirmed, “Squad car and paramedics, eta five
minutes.”

Lying on her back Kusan
stared towards sky, through the smog and congestion of buildings
she caught glimpses of the clear blue heavens. A painful ache made
itself present at the back of her head all of sudden and a strange
sensation flooded through her body.

She recalled the moment
the killer had slammed her against the wall where she had whacked
her head, another pulse of pain flashed behind her eyes and her
sight grew dim. Kusan heard the distant sound of police sirens
before her consciousness left her completely.




Chapter One


Gazing out through the
hospital window she absently traced the jagged city skyline with
her eyes. It was raining today and the bleak grey outlook did
little to boost her spirits. For two days now she had been stuck in
this hospital as the surgeons repaired her prosthetic arm and her
cracked skull. A relatively minor operation, but it took longer
than expected.

The hospital was located
on the south end of Bayside and as she looked west the waters of
the bay seemed suppressed by the drizzle. In the middle of the
large cove sat the immense stadium where all sporting competitions
were held. Such events like the Hover Ball matches and the athletic
challenges were nearly constantly happening there, and soon the
fighting championships would soon take place.

Kusan cared little for
such games and sighed heavily as she waited. Looking to her new
left hand she flexed her fingers and rolled her wrist, trying to
get used to the new prosthetic limb. Though she need not have
bothered for it was almost exactly the same as the previous arm,
just a newer model.

It was a strange thing,
seeing your hand move yet having little to no feeling of it. The
prosthetics contained some sensory receptors but they did not
register well with her brain, a curse all with prosthetic
enhancements felt.

“Here you are
Kusan, sorry for the wait,” a nurse said pleasantly as she entered
the room carrying Kusan’s clothes and possessions.

Kusan smiled slightly in
reply as the nurse placed the bundle of affects at the end of the
bed.

“I even
stitched up your jacket for you,” the nurse smiled wide, her big
eyes sparkling.

“You didn’t
have to do that, Demi,” Kusan replied awkwardly.

“Nonsense,”
nurse Demi continued to smile, “You’re a regular here, and a cop,
of course we are going to take care of you.”

“Thank you,”
Kusan said haltedly as she began to remove the hospital robe and
pull on her tight black pants.

“Sorry about
the wait as well,” Demi said, as she turned her dark eyes to the
view through the window. “With prosthetics recently being made
available for the public we’ve had a huge influx of citizens having
surgery. I would have thought the steep price would have deterred a
lot of them, but it seems everyone wants to live forever these
days. Of course I’m not talking about you in the police or other
public protections services. You guys need the enhancements to
combat the rising crime rate.”

Kusan mumbled a response
as she began buttoning up her top.

“That reminds
me,” Demi said with a start, “Along with the arm upgrade, we also
upgraded your prosthetics legs to the latest model and updated your
eye augmentation with the latest firmware. We also replaced the
damaged portion of your skull with prosthetics. Free of
charge.”

“Really?” Kusan
was surprised, “Thank you.”

Subconsciously she
touched the back of her
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