
[image: ]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CENTURY SOLDIER 2: THE END OF FAITH

    

    
      First edition. March 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Liam Harper.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8224562084

    

    
    
      Written by Liam Harper.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Century Soldier 2: The End of Faith

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

Also By Liam Harper

Century Soldier 2: The End of Faith

––––––––
[image: ]


By Liam Harper.

Welcome to Unity G.R.D.F. Personal Database.

If you wish to use Unity G.R.D.F. Services, please place your right palm on the glowing pad in front of you and place your left eye in the appropriate position for a retinal scan, if however in the instance you have been injured in combat and lost said extremities but still require to use our facilities for business purposes then please report to the help desk where they will program a temporary prosthetic key for one day use only.

Reading palm..please be patient...authenticity confirmed

Congratulations

....

Reading retinal pattern...please be patient...authenticity confirmed

...

Welcome Colonel Burton

...

Please wait while we connect you to Boss.
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Boss: Colonel? I finally managed to reach you, I must be overworking you if even I'm finding it hard to get in touch with you.

Burton: Kept you waiting long?

Boss: No, not overly. Just took me out of my way a little...

Burton: Sorry about that, I'm just taking precautions with all the recent security breaches we've had since my last run in with Dune.

Boss: You really think he's behind these assassination attempts that have been interrupting your recent missions?

Burton: You said they tried to put a hit out on me a couple of months ago, right?

Boss: I thought with Ascension numbers dropping by the day we'd be able to put a lot more focus on the shadow-men's movements....they've been suspiciously quiet as of late, however.

Burton: You think they're up to something?

Boss: No, I think right now they're more of a threat to themselves than us, to be honest with you. Before they simply weren’t answering me, now they don't even seem to be hearing my communications most of the time...my best bet is they have bigger problems that don't concern us.

Burton: I still don't think I'm out of the woods yet...

Boss: If someone is still sending hitmen after you and Echo, I'd be inclined to say no you're not...

Burton: They're not really what I'd call the best I've ever faced anyway, most of them are just pushovers with designer armour that makes them think they're action movie heroes when in reality? They're just cookie cut soldiers looking for glory.

Boss: Well that puts my mind at ease.

Burton: I wish I shared your enthusiasm...

Boss: You need a break Colonel, I think a day or two off of the field might slow down the rate of these attacks.

Burton: That sounds like hopeful thinking if you ask me.

Boss: Maybe so, but there is a favour I need doing regardless of whether it resolves your current issue or not.

Burton: What is it you need?

Boss: Are you a fan of the opera Colonel?

Burton: I've seen a few for business reasons...I wouldn't say I'm exactly a fan though.

Boss: Well that's good enough I suppose. I've recently been invited to attend one and....well.

Burton: Some idiot actually thinks that after all of these years you'd leave that sealed off office just for a show?

Boss: I cannot say whether their intentions were good or bad, all I can say is they seemed more than anything eager to have the Unity G.R.D.F. presence there for additional security.

Burton: Is this a service you intend on providing?

Boss: Yes.

Burton:...Any reason why?

Boss: The invitation was sent by a mail branch from The Temple of the Order.

Burton: Awkward...

Boss: Relax Colonel, I don't think they have any idea you were involved with the death of Father Reeves. But in the off chance that they do, I'd like to make sure we keep on good terms with the Order as they do tend to keep a moderately successful status quo when it comes to maintaining the peace.

Burton: Alright and I'm guessing you're telling me all of this because?...

Boss: That's right Colonel, on your next mission I want you to attend the opera and act as head of security until the show's climax.

Burton: Are you sure there’s not some cave-dwelling Ascension remnants I can go kill instead?...

Boss: Colonel, where's your cultured side?

Burton: It's probably the only part of me that actually has died over the years...

Boss: In all honesty, I do have a bad feeling about this one Colonel and I'd appreciate it if you watched over things for me there...Besides, Riley is surprisingly excited for the trip to the holy city. The Kid has already got his bags packed...you don't want to make a habit of disappointing him do you?

Burton: As much as I'd like to say that I would revel in the kids disappointment....I'll go if you're feeling this nervous about it.

Boss: Alright, I'll prepare your travel arrangements to Ethereal-city right away. Have a safe trip Colonel.

Burton: No promises, Burton out.

<Colonel Michael Burton has disconnected from this conversation...>
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Chapter 1
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A Show Indeed.

Ethereal-city, a metropolis which is ruled by The Temple of the Order faith, an organization dear to their beliefs and fears in words of God that they teach. The residents spend their days having the teachings of this faith literally fed into their minds at every turn from media such as radios, web, and TV to street ads and audio notifications in public transport and market districts. Gold and brass supported by metal is a common build for most of the materials found in the various structures of this holy city as it relishes in its traditionally charming yet hauntingly surreal atmosphere. This is where the opera Boss mentioned to Burton previously is being held, Viridian’s only holy city.

Past the bustling streets of Ethereal city at a local Unity G.R.D.F. ran hotel Michael Burton and Frank Riley are in a penthouse room getting ready for a show that Boss has hand ordered them to attend in his place, as even though Boss was invited as always his place remains at the heart of Destiny City at the top floor of the HQ. Riley stands in front of a mirror fixing his tie while Burton sits on the bed fine-tuning his handgun, a pass time which Riley can clearly see from the mirror.

Riley: Are you allowed to take a weapon to an Opera showcase?

Burton: I don't really care if I'm not, I'm still taking one with me.

Riley: I'm just really excited to see this show and I don't want it to turn into a bloodbath like the Century-Dale dog show did 2 weeks ago.

Burton: To be fair, when Boss sent us there I didn't know the host was going to be an armed terrorist.

Riley: At least you kept the greyhound casualties to a minimum.

Burton: I only like to kill things if they're a threat or obstructing a mission.

Riley: And greyhounds are pretty easy to work around. I mean they are racing greyhounds which are bred for their speed and they're not likely to obstruct anything because they're actually unable to sit...

Burton, who was barely listening at the time, pauses his gun tuning for a moment and looks up to Riley and asks out of pure curiosity alone.

Burton: Wait a minute, really? They can't sit down?

Riley: No, it's a fact. Though some can manage to do so, for the most part, it's unlikely because they're leg muscles are so tense that they find it extremely uncomfortable to do so.

Burton: How do you know so much about Grey-hounds again?

Riley: Had one as a kid...I called it Tanaka. Did you also know that the greyhound is the only breed of dog mentioned in The Order Bible? It's not much, but it's more than you can say for poodles, am I right?

Burton resumes working on his weapon as he responds.

Burton: I'm sorry I asked...

Riley: How can you be so mellow and relaxed, we're going to the Opera!

Burton: I've lived for over 6000 years, I've been to hundreds of them in my life and to be honest I've never really had a taste for them.

Riley: But don't you know who's performing at tonight’s one?

Burton: Kid, no disrespect to the performers or anything, but it's just not my thing. So my answer to your question is, no, I don't.

Riley: It's the world-famous singer, Yako Leva, one of the most beautiful musical talents to work outside of Destiny city.

Burton: So she works outside of Destiny City? Meaning the church got a hold of her before talent agencies did?

Riley: She does performances like tonight’s pending one for The Order all the time, yes, and they do pay her...but I mainly know her for her work she created for my favourite animé films.

Burton: So that’s how you know her? I was beginning to think you were faking a love for the finer side of the musical arts for a second there.

Riley: I like other artists in Opera...but she is my favourite because of her...affiliation with those films. Due to her Order sponsorship, she's constantly protected and she can work on her personal projects for as long as she pleases.

Burton: I still haven't heard of her.

Riley: You really should have. She performed the closing track to one of the movies based off of your life.

Burton: Does that not mean she's a bit old for you to be getting this gooey eyed over?

Riley: No! She’s the same age as me, in fact. It was a more recent remake of a remake of the original version of one of your films...Wait a minute, what do you mean gooey eyed?

Burton: You're easier to read than a pop-up book kid, accept it.

Riley turns away from the mirror and looks Burton directly in the eyes.

Riley: Fine, it's true, but if I get the chance to meet her, promise me you won't say anything to screw it up for me.

Burton holsters his weapon and walks to the other side of the room to grab his jacket.

Burton: Listen, kid, I have better ways of getting my jollies than messing up people's attempts at fraternising. Just remember we're here on the behalf of Boss.

Riley: Did you give this speech to Echo as well?

Burton: No, but I'm sure she'll be fine.

Riley: Is she not taking the same ride as us?

Burton: No, I sent her with one of the Unity security teams. The bounty on our heads increased again last week.

Riley: Aren't the Order going to be frustrated with all of the armed Unity men poking around the area?

Burton: No, they hired us as the security so we are all more than welcome.

Riley: Hence your casually exposed weapon?

Burton opens the door of the room as he replies.

Burton: You wouldn't leave the house without your keys, right?

Riley: I couldn't kill anyone with my keys though.

Burton: Then you're not trying hard enough...

The two of them enter the elevator of the hotel which begins to descend to the bottom after Burton presses the button subtly thinking to himself how refreshing it is to use an elevator that doesn't argue back. As the lift begins to move Riley continues to speak his mind.

Riley: So I take it Lee isn't coming tonight then?

Burton: Even with the situation the way it is, I'm pretty sure he wouldn't want to come...the opera is even less his kind of thing than it mines...

Riley: You still haven't heard from him?

Burton: Heard from him? Yes, he drops a line every couple of weeks. I still haven't seen him in a few months though.

Riley: Any word on what he's doing?

Burton: Intel says he's working as a mercenary drifting from one battlefield to the next... but it gets more complicated the more research we put in as he seems to be working for inconsistent amounts of payments.

Riley: What do you mean?

Burton: One week we hear he's pulling in 80,000 credits, the next week he takes an old woman’s home baked pumpkin pie as payment.

Riley: What the hell is he doing?

Burton: After tonight, me and Echo were planning to use our day off to check on him to find out. He's got himself an office somewhere in the darker side of Destiny City. I love him like a brother, but even I don't like the idea of him being A.W.O.L. for this long.

Riley: I might join you.

Burton: Nothing better to do with your day off?

Riley: Surprisingly?....No.

Burton: It's up to you. It could very well just be a social call though.

Riley: Better safe than sorry, I suppose.

The lift comes to a stop on the ground floor and opens to the exterior of the building where a horse-drawn carriage waits for Burton and Riley to escort them to Ethereal city's grand theatre. Burton looks the "vehicle" up and downsizing it up and he sighs.

Burton: Everything about this city has to be needlessly authentic.

Riley: Not a fan of carriages, Colonel?

Burton: Let's just say they're full of tactical weaknesses.

As Burton says this, the posh well-spoken driver interrupts.

"Don't worry, old boy. We had an order priest here last week, and he had similar worries, turns out his fears were realised when a young man tossed eggs at us as we passed by..."

Burton just plainly stares at the man in partial shock in what kind of pathetic comparison he's hearing.

"The boy egged us alright, but I fixed his wagon good when I reported him to the local authorities...I'd hate to be him when his mother finds out what he did."

Riley: Problem solved, Colonel, we just tell on anyone’s parents if they're stupid enough to attack a chariot.

Burton: Screw it, the sooner we leave, the sooner we're there.

"That's the spirit, my dear boy."

Burton: Shut up Raphael Regal and just drive!

They sit down in the carriage and it begins to move down the streets on route to the Ethereal city grand theatre. As the horses pull the carriage forward, they take a known shortcut to the theatre through a rock mountain passage, as they move Riley looks all around on the outside of the windows while Burton is solely focused on the path ahead while keeping a firm eye on the time in the carriages internal clock. Riley taps Burton on the shoulder as he continues to gaze out the window.

Riley: This city is really beautiful at night, especially when you're the only vehicle on a small road like this...don't you think so Colonel?...Colonel?

Burton quickly notices a flash in the distance and he holds his hand over Riley's mouth briefly as he says.

Burton: Shh...I don't think we're alone, kid.

Riley: What do you mean?...

Burton draws his handgun, and he quickly fires it into the shadows of the carriage, which is quickly followed by the lifeless body of a dying assassin falling from within the darkness onto the ground of the moving vehicle before Riley and the Colonel's very eyes. Before Riley can even say a word, the horses begin to charge full speed as they are alarmed by the sudden sound of gunfire. Riley panicking says to Burton.

Riley: Sir, did you even think before you fired that thing!?

Burton: Shooting first and asking questions later saves more lives than you'd think, kid!

Riley looks outside of the window and notices the carriage beginning to sway on the rocky path, and he quickly turns back.

Riley: Forgive me if I'm not convinced, but my life doesn't feel too safe right now, sir!...

Burton: This guy may seem soft but he deals with these horses every day I'm sure he'll be able to calm them down.

Before they can rely on the professional however they hear another gunshot from the exterior of the carriage which is soon revealed to be a direct headshot to the brain of the posh well-spoken carriage driver who falls past the window where they are sitting.
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Riley: Oh crap! That was the driver! What are we gonna do!?

Burton: Calm down! I'll handle it...

Burton kicks the door off of the side of the carriage and he then jumps on top of the roof where he spots two men riding on motorcycles with rifles in hand who are clearly trying to line up a shot on him. Burton ducks out of the way of the first two shots and he jumps to the driver's seat of the carriage where he takes the reins and he tries to steer the petrified creatures in the right direction. Fortunately, they listen to Burton to a certain degree, which gives him just enough control to steer them in the right way before they charge off of one of the visible cliff edges.

Burton: OK...I think I got this...

Just as Burton dodges another shot he takes a deep breath and begins to relax into the technique of commanding the horses. Unfortunately, this is short lived however as Riley shouts out from behind.

Riley: Colonel! They're trying to climb on board!

Burton turns briefly and sees two of men leaping off of their bikes and on to the carriage. Burton draws his weapon again and shoots one of the men through the throat and the other in the shoulder, the man who has been shot in the shoulder proceeds to fall and get mangled in one of the large heavy wheels of the cart which slices his body in half as blood explodes over the country road.

Just as Burton thinks he’s in the clear however another two attackers jump on board as he makes the carriage do a sharp left turn around a corner which makes one of the men fly off over the cliff edge where he cascades until he is impaled by a sharp rock on the bottom of a mass of rock formations, as the other assassin steps closer to Burton he quickly draws a knife from the inside of his jacket which he throws directly in-between the eyes of the assassin causing him to fall over the back like the other three before him.

A group of four more motorcyclist assassins appear from the darkness of some trees to their left and in response, Burton moves the reins to try to speed the horses up in an attempt to lose them, but the assassins simply pick up speed in response. Another one of the assassins tries to leap on to the carriage, but they just barely miss their grip and he smacks his jaw before falling to his death.

One of the three remaining assassins pulls up beside Burton on his right and he jumps grabbing on to the edge of the cart as he swings and hangs off of the right-hand side of it, Burton noticing this edges towards the large mountainous rock formation until the point where he's grinding the whole right side of the cart along with the assassin's body off of it, he continues this until the assassin's body is nothing more than a red messed up soup of blood and tissue and he then edges away from the rocks. Riley, sickened by the sight of the body getting chewed up against rocks from the window nervously climbs up to join Burton on the roof.

Riley: Colonel, let me take the reins!...

Burton: Are you kidding, I'm barely keeping us alive as it is, what makes you think you can do better!?

Riley holds his wrist computer and explains.

Riley: I was looking it up on the net, aside from taking the actual course I pretty much know enough for you to focus on the assassins!

Burton, short of options, takes his word for it and hands Riley the reins as he walks to the back of the cart.

Burton: It's me they're after, take this thing to the theatre and I'll meet you there as soon as I can!

Riley: Are you sure!?

Even as Riley asks this he knows Burton’s mind is made up as the Colonel jumps off of the carriage roof and he continues to clothesline the two men off of their motorcycles, Burton tumbles on the ground and quickly regains his balance and runs to the two assassins before they can stand back up, he shoots one through the heart and stomps the other so hard in the face that the flesh is ripped clean off of his skull which is now exposed for all to see. Burton dusts himself off and looks on as more motorbikes approach.

One Assassin charges Burton from behind, and the Colonel snatches his knife and breaks the man’s neck. With the knife still in hand Burton ducks an attempt of a left-handed shanking from another assassin and as the man misses Burton cuts a diagonal line through the man’s spine and he proceeds to stab the man in his head through his ear.

One of the assassins runs up and provides a vicious boot to the centre of the Colonel's stomach to which Burton responds in kind, followed by an uppercut to the jaw and clean seventeen stab wounds to the head.

Just as Burton finishes off with one however, another assassin thinking he’s deceiving the Colonel drops down from a tree above with his weapon at the ready in an attempted surprise attack. Unfortunately for the young man he fails as he lands just in front of Burton who simply grabs him and slices his throat. As the blood from the young man’s throat sprays out over the ground Burton hears a sound behind him and he quickly ducks and just barely misses a larger assassin’s murder attempts as he swings an axe missing Burton completely but taking the head of the throat-cut assassin clean off instead.

Burton turns to face this large assassin who swings his axe once again only this time when he misses the Colonel he gets his axe stuck in a large tree and no matter how hard he pulls he can't seem to remove it, Burton uses this opportunity to hook the large man in the face twice but as he goes for a third shot, the large man punches back and sends Burton rolling across the ground.

Burton stands back on to his feet and stands toe to toe with the large man who finally rips the axe back out the tree, he charges towards Burton but as he picks up in speed Burton draws his handgun and shoots the large man in each of his elbows causing him to drop the axe once again, before the axe hits the ground however Burton grabs and elevates it above his head before bringing it down to a thunderous crash through the skull of the large assassin splatting his brain like a sledgehammer going through a watermelon. The large assassin's body stays standing for a moment before Burton lightly taps its shoulder with the tip of his finger, letting it fall like a chopped tree as it crashes down to the ground.

Once he's finished with the assassins Michael Burton dusts himself off as a more convenient city style taxi pulls up next to him and the driver rolls down the window.

"You Colonel Burton?"

The Colonel looks at the mounds of dead men and is shocked by the driver's lack of alarm, but continues to shrug his shoulder and nod.

Burton: Yeah, you here to kill me too?

"No, no, your fare has already been paid. A painfully shy guy asked me to give you a lift to the show."

Burton: Well that's thoughtful I guess, you're lucky you didn't arrive a moment sooner though.

"Yeah, yeah, real lucky that's me alright. Just get in before I have to charge you extra for keeping me waiting."

Burton rolls his eyes and reaches into the window of the car and he knocks the driver out cold by smashing his head off of the steering wheel and he proceeds to drag the taxi driver's unconscious body out from the inside of the car. Burton leaves the man’s body on the ground and he steps into the car. Before he drives away, however Burton leans out of the window and says.

Burton: Don't worry, I'll send you a taxi to pick you up, cause that's the kind of guy I am...

...and Burton then rolls up the window, and he begins to drive off on route to the Opera house to meet Riley and Echo.
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A Show Indeed Part 2.

Michael Burton drives forward into the centre of the city in the taxi he has just recently "borrowed" and it's not long before arrives at the show where he quickly comes to a stop and steps out of the taxi, as he steps out he looks to the distance and notices the crashed carriage with shockingly no casualties around it, just Unity security paying an immature amount of attention to the horses as if they hadn't seen them before in their life’s.

Burton knowing there’s a chance he could be running late proceeds to ignore the surrounding distractions, and he begins to run up the steps of the Ethereal City grand theatre and as he draws close to the door a rather starch looking gentlemen with a monocle approaches him and says...
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"Excuses me, sir. But do you have a ticket?..."

––––––––
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But Burton knowing he didn't as Riley was keeping a hold of them he simply knocks the man out cold with backhanded punch to the face and he then continues to enter the building and ascend the stairs, as he reaches the top floor he bursts through the door and is greeted to the calm and mellow sound of the pre-show party music, as all the high-class members of the business community who have attended are all talking amongst themselves, not even registering that Burton has arrived in his bloodstained suit.

He stands surveying the room as Riley and Echo approach him (Echo in a surprisingly underdressed denim outfit for the occasion, which is something that seems to bother Riley more than it does Burton). Riley and Echo look at Burton’s suit and are slightly confused that no one is even taking notice.

Echo: Man, I thought my outfit was causing problems. You think the rich would have weaker stomachs than this?...

Riley: Coming from the person who is wearing jeans to the Opera?

Echo: Would you shut the fuck up for five minutes. What took you so long, Michael?

Burton: You mean Riley didn't tell you?

Echo: Tell me what, he's just been complaining about my clothes since he got here.

Riley: Yeah sorry sir I forgot to mention it, I figured you'd pull through any way that's why I sent the cab.

Burton: Send another, I accidentally left the driver behind.

Riley: ...OK?...

Burton: Anyway I'm here now and that's all that matters so we best get to business, Boss says I've to keep an eye on the crowd here so who are the big names in this place?

Riley: Define... “big” ...?

Burton: We're here as security, who's a likely target of potential attackers?

Riley: Right, hold on a second, I'll take a look at the guest list on my computer...

Riley: ...First alarming name on our list is a man by the name of The Entrepreneur, a freelance Weapons designer that supplies all military and civilians with any brand of weaponry, providing they've got the figures to pay for it, all part of the right to bear arms deal that every citizen has and when they choose to use it, this is the guy they go to.

Echo: I survived my youth just fine without buying any of his overpriced crap.

Riley: Even if you had the opportunity, would you not at least give one of his weapons a try?

Echo: The soldier makes the weapon Riley, I hand modify every single one of my weapons if I can, and so does the Colonel to an extent.

Burton: Assembly lines build the weapons, not the hands there placed in.

Riley: Never the less his brand is becoming more popular by the day with a 90 trillion credit profit margin last year alone, it was only bested by the Unity G.R.D.F. and some alcohol companies.

Echo: What does it say about the world when our best revenue lies in war and alcohol?

Burton: That we like killing and pretending it didn't happen later. Anyway, Riley's made his point, this guy’s got the making of a target. Who else have we got, kid?

Riley: Old Nick a heavy-set man with a long grey beard who is a known professional toy maker, both for children....and adults, he owns a top secret toy manufacturing installation inside an abandoned military facility...it's said to be located somewhere in a baron snow-covered region in the north. He's said to be a naturally jolly figure in the public eye with tremendous wealth to his name, along with a wife who is younger than him by an enormous margin. Other than all of that though, his private life is somewhat of a question mark.

Burton: How so?

Riley: No one has ever come back from a visit to his toy factory...

Burton: Have we ever investigated why that is?

Riley: There’s never been a reason to, he pays any fines that go his way and he's done nothing to provoke the Unity corporation in any way.

Burton: Remind me to have a word with Boss on how we run the company when we get back.

Riley: Noted. I think that's everything on Old Nick.

Burton: Well he does sound like he could be assassin bait at least. Is there anybody else?

Riley: Next we have The Ring Leader, a retired Doctor who studied genetic engineering as his major but had his licence revoked after a blotch on his medical record.

Burton: What kind of blotch?

Riley: He wasn't very good at keeping people alive, namely he lost 117 patients in a row.

Burton: That's not exactly good...

Echo: You're not really a professional if you lose 117 of anything in a row...

Riley: Tell me about it. After that he went to his second passion.

Burton: Which was?

Riley: He became the literal "Ring Leader" of his own Flying Circus, which is housed in a hovering structure designed to look like a Zeppelin.

Echo: That sounds fun.....needlessly complicated...but fun.

Burton: Why not use an actual Zeppelin?

Riley: You're a Zeppelin crash survivor aren't you Colonel?... You know how unsafe they are in practice, it's one of those cases where synthetic is simply better, to be honest.

Burton: I suppose, remembering that, you're probably right.

Riley: Yeah, as for why he's a potential target though? That probably has something to do with the fact that his circus travels around all of Viridian stopping in every Sector barring the really war-torn ones. The novelty of forgetting your troubles by flying away to see a show for a cheaper price than any circus on the ground is reason enough for his popularity to make him not just a healthy sum of cash, but a huge target as well.

Burton: Is that everyone?

Riley: Just one more, sir. Lastly there’s the mysterious man who goes by the name Lord Canyon, an extremely unpopular man who has most recently become the first profitable Toxicant Energy Tycoon on the planet.

Burton: I'd imagine he'd be more of a target than anyone here...

Riley: Yeah, you're probably wondering how he's legally allowed to operate here though, right?

Burton: The thought had crossed my mind, yeah?...

Riley: Basically his entire operation is dealt through a series of plants hidden in the world’s largest canyon on the outskirts of Destiny City.

Burton: Why hasn't Boss investigated this one then?

Riley: Truth be told I think he's been afraid about what's really down there, maybe he was just waiting for a time to mention it to you, or he was probably just hoping you'd stumble onto it on one of your missions.

Burton: That's a lot of faith to put in hypothetical scenarios, isn't it?

Riley: I know, but that's just with me guessing. The reality could be something altogether different. We should probably just head to our seats, for now, I think the show's about to start, you know who to look out for anyway.

Burton: Alright, let's go.

Burton, Riley, Echo and all of the other high-class individuals and members of the Order take seats as the show begins before them, a round of applause fills the air and then there is a brief silence as the lights dim and the music begins.

The curtains open and reveal a dark stage which is partially illuminated by two single flaming torches. Everyone barring Burton and Echo wait with bated breath until they hear the beautiful sound of the heavenly voice that belongs to none other than Yako Leva, the young woman begins to sing as the orchestra plays and the majority of the room stares in awe as a single spotlight shines on her as she continues singing at centre stage, she continues the captivating performance as her eyes reflect like diamonds off of the light when she looks up to it and in response once again many in the crowd cheer but politely settle down to let her performance continue.

Candle lights begin to illuminate all around the room as Riley watches tragically trying not to cry and Echo impatiently chews gum bored out of her skull. As this happens Burton’s focus still remains on the VIPs in the room as he knows during the performance is when anyone would likely try anything, but much to his surprise the performance continues without any issues and Yako Leva gets to complete her song in its entirety and is greeted by a standing ovation.

Shockingly, she looks over the entire crowd as the applause continues and she sees the three seats that have Burton, Riley and Echo in them and she visibly waves to them as if she knows them, this is something that doesn't quite register with Burton and Echo but Riley nearly falls apart with excitement as he tugs on the sleeve of Echo's jacket to get her to notice.

Riley: Oh my God, this is amazing she actually saw me! Do you think she'll want to talk to us after the show?

Echo: I don't care, you can use your best lines, and if you luck out, you'll plough her.

Riley: She is a delicate woman, Echo, you don't...plough her.

Echo: Whatever, she's not my problem.

The ovation continues for several minutes as the lighting returns to normal in the room, eventually, everyone calms down and they remain respectfully standing as the head of The Order church Patriarch Kameron approaches a freshly placed podium to address everyone in attendance. This is something that more than impresses all the Order priests in attendance. Burton, however, is still a little disillusioned by the whole group after what happened between him and the recently deceased Father Reeves. The Order Patriarch doesn't waste any time waiting for similar applause to Yako Leva however as he is more interested in what he has to say to everyone and he simply begins his speech without hesitation.

Patriarch Kameron: That was truly exquisite Miss Leva, truly exquisite indeed, proof that women have their uses. You may take your leave...

As the Patriarch prattles on, Echo picks up on his comment and she simply says aloud.

Echo: Asshole.

To which an order priest turns to her and says...

"Shh"

Echo, not in the mood for any of this, spits her gum in the face of the order priest in response and says...

Echo: Eyes front, fuck face...

Burton cringing at the potential fallout of all of this behaviour simply says nothing, knowing the priests won't act on this while the Patriarch is speaking. Now that Echo’s partially rude outburst seems to be subsiding, he resumes listening to the speech while maintaining watch around the room.

Patriarch Kameron:...And although we have endured many hardships over the past few months, what makes us strong is our faith in the lord, Father Reeves was proof that in sacrifice there truly comes immortality indeed.....

As Patriarch Kameron continues to preach Burton notices something wrong on the stage as one of the six assigned Unity guards starts to approach the Patriarch from behind, the others in his formation start to point and question what he's doing but are too slow to react as the soldier draws a knife and stabs the Patriarch in back putting his speech on an indefinite halt. The crowd watch in shock but are soon moved when Colonel Burton stands to his feet and fires a shot straight at the heart of the Unity soldier, unfortunately the bullet doesn't penetrate however as it ruptures some form of holographic camouflage which reveals him to be an assassin in a fully white ninja suit covering his entire body, still holding a genuine Unity weapon however the mysterious man turns and fires on all five other men guarding the stage, Burton pulls the trigger on his weapon again but no shots fire and he tosses it to the side in frustration as he says.

Burton: I wasted my ammo on all those idiots on the country road...guess I'm gonna have to do this the hard way. Riley, Echo, get Yako Leva and any other VIPs you can find out of here to safety, I'll deal with this.

Burton starts to run down the stairs, pushing order priests and civilians out of his way as he tries to stop the White Ninja. He confronts the Ninja on stage and punches him ten times on the face proceeding to kick the Ninja in the back of his knee and then whilst kneeling on the Ninja's lower back he proceeds to start smashing the mysterious man's face off of the floor over and over again hoping to render him unconscious.

The Ninja not short of surprises, however, retaliates as his hands begin to glow and he pushes against the ground launching both himself and Burton to the very top of the theatre, they both end up landing on the massive chandelier on the roof where they begin fighting once again exchanging fists, they punch the living daylights out of one another for several minutes until the Ninja pulls out a trick shot where he detonates a miniature firework from his belt which distracts Burton long enough for the Ninja to do a backflip and kick the Colonel in the jaw sending him hurtling to the other side of the chandelier.

Burton quickly dusts himself off however, and he stands ready to fight but the White Ninja throws a knife directly into Burton’s chest and it drives in as deep as the handle will let it. Burton fights through the pain and rips the knife out as he screams and then he looks to the Ninja with a face of murderous intent and he then runs towards the Ninja who stands ready at the opposite side of the chandelier, what the Ninja doesn't expect is Burton’s disregard for the consequences when he's this angry and rather than running straight to the Ninja Burton instead shouts out.

Burton: I've had enough of this crap!

As he proceeds to cut the chain holding the chandelier and the two of them both fall with it as it cascades to the ground. As the lighting fixture falls the two of them continue to fight until the chandelier hits the ground, where it goes straight through the floors below crashing through ten different levels of the structures basements and underground parking until they finally reach the lowest basement.

When the chandelier hits the ground here, it explodes in a tidal wave of glass and buries both the White Ninja and Burton underneath it. Eventually both men’s fists crash through the glass and they dust themselves off and they are now standing face to face, before Burton can't do anything however, the white ninja kicks several shards of the glass on the floor up into the face of Burton, partially blinding him for a few seconds while he picks the pieces out of his eyes.
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Once his eyes are cleared he once again is caught from behind by the White Ninja who grabs a steel tool box from a shelf in the utility room which he proceeds to smack off of the back of Burton’s head, Burton staggers for a minute before he is hit again from the left side of his head by the Ninja and then again from the right, leaving him partially dazed and confused, until the Colonel leans against a fire safety box which is fitted into the wall.

Acting fast the Colonel grabs the axe out of it as the Ninja swings the tool box again, Burton knocks the box out of his hands by wedging the axe into the bottom of it, with the box firmly stuck on the end of the axe Burton uses it as a makeshift hammer and he proceeds to smack the Ninja senseless with it until he’s on his knees, with the Ninja partially stalled for a moment Burton grabs the fire hose out of the safety box and he begins to whip the ninja across the back with it repeatedly before settling on just simply trying to strangle him to death with it as he ties it round the strangers neck, Burton realising this Ninja is more disciplined than he gave him credit for, accepts that the Ninja isn't going to pass out soon and he begins to slam the Ninjas head continuously against the wall over, and over and over, and over, and over, and over, and over, and over, and over, again until he realises something is dreadfully wrong with this assassin.

Frustrated, Burton slams the Ninja's head against the wall one final time before he starts dragging it back and forth hoping that he can maybe bleed the man unconscious by busting him open.

Burton: Why the hell won't you die!?!

Burton drags the ninjas body over to a display case and he proceeds to smash the ninjas face through the glass followed by the continued beating with each and every single item inside the case, some get dented, others get shattered, either way Burton tries everything off of this man’s skull until finally Burton grabs a chainsaw which was left in the utility room, and he holds it against the head of the Ninja and before he starts it he says to the mysterious assassin....

Burton: How do you like your brains, boiled? Fried?... I like mines scrambled!

And at that statement, Burton starts the chainsaw, and he presses it down as hard as he can on the White Ninja's head, but much to the Colonel's surprise he can't seem to penetrate the skull and instead of blood coming out all he sees is sparks instead. Before penetrating the skull all the chainsaw does is rip off the white balaclava off of the head of the assassin and as that happens Burton stops the chainsaw realising who it is he's fighting with...

Burton: Lee!?... Holy shit is that you!?!

The White ninja, revealed to indeed be Lee, looks up to Burton and takes off a pair of green sunglasses he was wearing underneath the balaclava.

Lee: Michael? Fuck me, fancy meeting you here...Sorry about the tussle there, I can't see anything with those bloody sunglasses on, the night vision shit...makes everything look like green blurs.

Burton shakes head and angrily tosses the chainsaw to the side before responding.

Burton: Not that I'm not thrilled to see you right now, Lee, but I do have a slight issue here...what the hell are you doing!?

Lee: Alright, that?...Well I'm on the job.

Burton: The job?.....Your job was to kill Patriarch Kameron...the Patriarch. The most powerful religious figure on the entire planet. Why the fuck can't you work at a taco stand or something?!

Lee: (Laughs) I've got a bad record mate. Besides, don't worry, he isn't dead.

Burton: You drove a knife into an 81-year-old man’s back, I'm pretty sure he's dead.

Lee: No mate, it's complicated, but trust me, I'll explain it all later. Just swing by my office, Carla will buzz you in if I'm out.

Burton: You expect me just to let you run without an explanation?

Lee: I promise mate, come round and I'll let you in on what I've been doing, you just have to trust me right now, alright. And sorry about the theatre...guess this year's panto’s off.

Burton smirks and shakes his head, knowing he‘ll get all sorts of backlash for this decision as he says.

Burton: Fine, get the hell out of here, you better be being straight with me on this though.

Lee: Mum's the word mate, see you in a few days.

Lee disappears into the shadows as a Unity G.R.D.F. strike team fast-rope-descends down through the gaping hole in the ceiling. As five of the soldiers start to secure the area one of the men approaches Burton and after saluting him he begins to speak.

"Boss sent us in straight away to assist with the assassin sir, we're waiting for orders..."

Burton looks both ways and then blatantly lies to the soldier.

Burton: You just missed him, I incinerated him in the building generator.

"Oh well, I see....eh...Boss also sent a ship for evac, he's got a com signal ready and waiting for you right now, sir."

Burton: Beautiful, I'll trust you guys to....clean up...whatever you can here...

"Sure thing, sir."

Burton grabs hold of one of the ropes and it proceeds to pull him up through the wreckage of holes and on to the refurbished Dark-Blade 7 where the renowned Unity pilot Pop's greets him over the intercom.

Pop's: Welcome back Colonel, did you have fun tearing it up in there?

Burton: Yeah, living the dream. How did you get here so fast?

Pop's: Truth be told, Colonel, Boss was suspicious of this even from the get-go, he had us waiting on the outskirts doing circles of the airspace waiting for trouble. I'm just glad we got you back in one piece.

Burton: Well, thanks...I guess...

Pop's: No problem sir, by the way, Boss has a message for you, do you want to talk to him now?

Burton: Sure, I'm sure he'll be full of questions, all things considered.

Pop's: Have fun.

Burton moves to the other side of the airship and as he sits in a seat visible to the communication screen Burton’s personal Robot and longtime best friend Smithy 2.0 starts to treat his wounds as Boss' face appears on the screen.

Boss: Colonel, I'm hearing a lot of terrifying news reports coming from Ethereal city. Now I'm not normally one to panic, but....what the hell happened down there? How did you end up destroying an Order owned building?

Burton: It was a setup from the get-go, Boss. The assassin they sent was....a type of machine.

Boss: Someone’s making AI based weaponry without my knowledge?

Burton: I think so...

Boss: Is that it? Have you got any leads?

Burton: A few little ones, nothing I want to call hard evidence yet.

Boss: I see.

After an awkward few seconds of silence, Burton throws out some misinformation to get what he wants.

Burton: Old Nick the toy maker is known for making all sorts of AI-based toys, but his workshop is in a military facility and his presence there can be ignored. I say it's high time we put some surveillance on the guy and see what he's working on.

Boss: Hm...you could be right, Colonel. It's difficult to get anyone near there as the whole place is protected by a dome-shaped shield...but I'll put a few lines on him and see what we can dig up to get to the bottom of this mess. Meanwhile, I have a job for you.

Burton: Today?...Really?....

Boss: Normally I wouldn't ask so much of you in one day, but we got a tip on an Ascension operation to the northeast that requires our attention.

Burton: General Bedlam's dead and they don't have a Sovereign. Surely it's just a cleanup operation by now, isn't it?

Boss: They've been a threat for a long time Colonel, even you must admit that if they're planning anything it can't be taken lightly.

Burton: Fair enough, what do you need?

Boss: I need you, Smithy 2.0, and Riley, to investigate the ruins they're camping in and find out what they're up to.

Burton: What kind of ruins are they?

Boss: Abandoned ones, to be honest we didn't suspect there was anything there, since it wasn't even a minor tourist spot before the Ascension moved in....but military factions don't camp in areas that are both, difficult to defend, and provide no strategic value, for no reason, Nor do they travel several hundred miles to do so either. Something’s amiss there, Colonel, and I need you to find out what.

Burton: Is Riley on board?

Boss: He is, I made sure he took the same ship as you. As for Echo, she is heading back to the HQ with Miss Leva.

Burton: Why can't Echo help us?

Boss: It's dangerous enough as is. Colonel, there's too much of a risk of bad political fallout if she goes with you.

Burton: Who gave you this tip?

Boss:...A shadow-man general by the name of Dune.

Burton: Boss, you did read my reports from the New Destiny incident, didn't you?

Boss: I know what he did Colonel, yes, but he has good cause to give us legitimate information on the Ascension...he hates them just as much as we do.

Burton: Not enough to coordinate with us on an attack, but enough to let us pull his ass out of the fire, is that what you mean?

Boss: Colonel...please put your personal differences aside for this mission. He isn't going to be there, he simply gave us the information because they're encroaching on shadow-man territory. I already promised you'd investigate the facility....you are going to fulfil that promise, aren't you?

Burton: Not for Dune, and with the deepest respect, not for your reputation, old friend. But I’ll do it for my sheer hatred of them alone.

Boss: Whatever gets the job done, I know you won't let me down. Good luck.

Boss quickly disconnects from the communication leaving the Colonel to prepare for his next mission as Burton turns to Smithy 2.0. where on the robots visor a worried cartoon face is displayed.

Burton: Yeah, pretty much, quitting time can't come sooner.

Burton then reaches over to the intercom and messages Riley.

Burton: Hey kid, you there?

Riley: Yes sir, what do you need?

Burton: Get me one of my uniforms...I think my formal wear might be a bit too classy for an Ascension dive.

Riley: Yeah I suppose we're not shooting a spy movie or anything...Anyway, sure thing sir, I'm on my way.

Burton sits staring at the roof while waiting as Smithy works on the knife wound on his chest. He takes a deep breath in response to the temporary pain. While Burton looks over these wounds with Smithy 2.0. the Dark-Blade 7 heads through into the stormy air space on route to the abandoned ruins.
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Chapter 3
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New Meetings.

As a large fleet of Unity airships heads towards Destiny City carrying all of the survivors from the panic at the opera house, on board one of the ships designated as the Sun-Fire 5, Echo sits wearing nothing but a vest and jeans treating her wounds as the refined singer Yako Leva sits and watches in shock.

Yako Leva: Excuse me? Miss...I forgot to say thank you for saving me back at the theatre...

Echo spits some blood on the ground to her left as she continues to stitch up a wound on her right arm, and without looking at Yako she plainly says.

Echo: Don't mention it, I was just following orders.

Yako Leva looks at Echo’s cold expression and continues to try to start a conversation in hopes of disrupting the awkward silence.

Yako Leva: Who, may I ask, gave you these orders?...

Echo: A guy I work with, Michael Burton...I also watch him sleep, but that probably has nothing to do with why he asked me to save you.

Yako Leva: When those other soldiers arrived outside?.....I'm dreadfully sorry those men who chased us were so rough with you...I doubt they expected you to chew their throats out, however.

Echo: Well, that's their problem for not expecting the worst...

Yako Leva: You're...not like other people who have guarded me before, I must say?

Echo: Sorry I didn't crack out the caviar and doilies when we came on board but I don't usually get the regal treatment wherever I go, if you want something ask one of the other soldiers.

Yako Leva: I notice they don't seem to like making eye contact with you...why is this?

Echo: Lady, are you blind? I'm an outcast?... You know, the unwanted half breed of a shadow-man and a human.

Yako Leva: You'll have to forgive me but the shadow-men are rarely seen in Ethereal City. My father used to tell me the less we know of them the better...

Echo: Wow, he sounds charming. It's nothing major anyway, if you've never been involved in the shadow-man bull-shit politics. The main differences are that the human blood cells dilute my hair and make it pink instead of white, and my body doesn't release the concentrated smoke from my pores like normal shadow-men and women. Who the hell's your old man, anyway?

Yako Leva: He gave up his name a long time ago and simply works by an alias, most call him The Entrepreneur.

Echo: The weapons guy? Wow, you're more of a flush fat cat than I thought.

Yako Leva: Excuse me?

Echo: It's alright, it doesn't mean anything... So why didn't your father have you protected at the show back there?

Yako Leva: It's a complicated religious situation at the moment, you probably wouldn't understand.

Echo: We got a few hours before we get back...enlighten me.

Yako Leva sighs and then turns to look out of the ship's window next to her seat as she begins to explain.

Yako Leva: My father years ago wasn't as successful as he is now. In fact, we never used to live in Ethereal city at all.

Echo: Where'd you start off, Destiny City stock market?

Yako Leva: Unfortunately no, we lived in Sector 2, my father always made his money off of two sources of income, firstly that of his weapons business, and second my singing career...

Echo: So basically your Dad bought gun parts while you paid for it with your voice....not the worst thing I've heard a guy sell his daughter into...but you probably don't have a lot of good feelings about the whole thing I imagine?

Yako Leva: No I don't...while I sang to raise money he'd be doing deals behind my back, every school performance I ever done he was outside selling guns to mercenaries knowing he could conduct business freely with all the security indoors busy protecting the children...every performance I ever wanted him to see he was never there....instead...there was only him.

Echo: Who are you talking about?

Yako Leva: A young boy at the time who was my childhood best friend, he used to turn up to every one of my shows and afterwards when my father wasn't there to take me home he would always walk me home to keep me safe....even though he was more frightened of the roads than I was.

Echo: What the hell was there to be afraid of on the roads?

Yako Leva: It was a disputed Sector at the time, quickly seized by the Unity forces due to how close it is to Destiny city.

Echo: I don't see what the big deal is, my earliest childhood memories are riddled with the death of others by my hands....makes me kind of nostalgic just thinking about it actually....man I wish Michael was here telling me to shoot something right now...

Yako Leva: Yes...well...

Echo: Oh fuck, sorry...I got sidetracked, I don't talk to many people, finish your story.

Yako Leva: I, unfortunately, had to leave Sector 2 once my father struck what he calls the "deal of his life" where he sold the one thing many would say that you cannot buy.

Echo: What's that?

Yako Leva: A man's daughter.

Echo: You really haven't been to some of the world’s worst shit holes, have you?

Yako ignores Echo's comment and continues to speak.

Yako Leva: One day after I asked my boyfriend...

Echo, surprised, rudely interrupts.

Echo: Boyfriend?

Yako Leva: Yes our relationship grew to that level quite quickly, we were just kids however it was all innocent. One day I asked him to help us get away from the horrible place that was our city....he was so supportive...strangely ahead mentally of all the other children in our class. He always had fantastic ideas, and he promised me he'd get me out of the city and that he'd see me play the biggest show of my life.

Echo: You're seriously telling me your father worked with a kid?

Yako Leva: No, it was an unforeseen interruption of his original plan. You see my boyfriend had built his own line of supercomputers which he hid in an old abandoned bomb shelter outside of the city. He liked to hide there because it was a location none of the soldiers ironically had an interest in. He used these computers to create music for me to sing to, and he would then record the songs, and post them on websites for people to see. He basically did everything in his power to act as a talent agency for me. He used voice manipulation tools he made to mask that he was a child and then he would try to get me signed anywhere that was better than our homeland.

Echo: Sounds like a witty kid.

Yako Leva: Indeed, his efforts seemed all in vain for too long until one day one of my performances was viewed by an entertainment company who wished to purchase my vocal services for an animated movie soundtrack, while at the same time in Ethereal city The Order church also wished to do the same. They, unfortunately, did not go through the channels my boyfriend had set...and instead they went to my father.

Echo: Ouch...poor smart kid.

Yako Leva: Yes, my father worked out a lucrative 12-year contract which was to be paid in full to him right away...so long as I was taken off of his hands with the church and animation company providing full room and board.

Echo: Did your father regret this at all...like even once?...

Yako Leva: He...was offered visitation rights...he had them reduced however so he could get more money. I only saw him two times a year for three years....until...he stopped coming. The worst part about it was, as I was getting sent from place to place, I lost touch with my boyfriend...I always wanted to say thank you to him for what he did for me...for how he changed my life so selflessly.

Echo: So why didn't you?

Yako Leva: To be honest I had no idea where he went, all of his records disappeared when he started to work for the Unity G.R.D.F. and I thought he was dead until I saw him in the crowd sitting next to you.

Echo: Wait! What!? You’re talking about Riley, E.T. Frank Riley!?

Yako Leva: Yes I didn't know what he was doing with himself, last my personal P.I., whom I've been paying with signed merchandise told me, he was working on the scrap collection unit until we lost track of him, but if he's now working with "the" Colonel Michael Burton then he must be doing well.

Echo: Why didn't either one of you say anything while I was killing a path to the ships for you two?

Yako Leva: I think....he may have doubts of whether I remember him or not. That, or he's nervous.

Echo: That second one wouldn't surprise me. Why is all of this whole mess between your father, the church, and the entertainment industry a problem now?

Yako Leva: My contract is up soon, and as it is plainly obvious to see I am an adult myself now and I should have the right to choose who I resign with.

Echo: Yeah, so?

Yako Leva: My father doesn't want to lose the revenue that my work brings in, and the church and animation company refuse to work together now over some...recent developments between each party's interests, so now everyone wants to make money off of my name...but they want to do it in a way that means I still don't earn a single payment.

Echo: You've never earned a single payment for your work?

Yako Leva: No...I've always been looked after, and it is something that has never bothered me before. I sing because I love the music....I only wanted out of Sector 2 for fear of my life. I've been living a part of my dream for years now...but now, I'm terrified.

Echo: Of what?

Yako Leva: All three parties want me for what I can get them...and two of them will likely kill me if they can't have things their way. What just happened at the show doesn't fill me with confidence for the future.

Echo: Why are you telling me all of this?

Yako Leva: Because...I see that you are friends with Frank Riley, he is the only one I can truly trust, it's why I've been searching for him in recent years....so I wish to seek asylum with the Unity G.R.D.F. in Destiny city...

Echo: That's a pretty fucking bold request with how many guns are pointed at you.

Yako Leva: If the situation were any other way, I'd have no need to ask for such a thing.

Echo:...True, it's something you'll have to run by Michael and Boss though. I'm not officially an employee...more of an outsourced gun for hire.

Yako Leva: I see, when will I be able to speak with one of these superior powers?

Echo: Boss will likely have questions...his policy is usually to keep key witnesses for a week or two, so if he doesn't say yes, Michael might be back in time to convince him otherwise if you make a clean case to him.

Yako Leva: You have my thanks.

Echo: You really don't need to thank me, I'm just telling you how it is...

Yako Leva: You must know the Colonel very well indeed to speak so confidently of his actions?

Echo dawns an evil smirk on her face as she sends a voice message to Burton via her radio, before Yako Leva continues to try to speak to Echo as the Sun-Fire 5 heads closer and closer to Destiny City with the uncomfortable request of asylum seeking looming for Boss upon the ship's arrival.
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White Ninja Dreams.

Somewhere in the supposed “darker side” of Destiny City an illegal organisation that helps anyone helpless in need and negotiates payment plans in the most obscure of ways exists, the company is new but popular with the locals, and unpopular with all recently developing organised crime syndicates.

This Company is called White Ninja Dreams, an organisation which is recklessly run by the known associate and friend of Michael Burton who goes solely by the name of Lee (abandoning his surname over 6000 years ago).

The only reason this company stays in business is because Lee is already shamelessly rich after his slaying of an organised crime group in Century-Dale not too long ago, this is assisted by the fact that his partner Carla works with him, a woman whom he also met in Century-Dale when she was working the cash register in a store where he temporarily coordinated military operations from at the time. She quickly fell in love with his cybernetic features and reckless disregard for human life and has since helped him manage his funding for both personal uses and for the White Ninja Dreams organisation.

At this building as the Gold neon sign spelling the words “White Ninja Dreams”  flickers outside above the front entrance, indoors Lee sits at his desk in the front room smoking a cigar while reading a sample television guide for the week which came free in the mail, as he sits there and reads he receives a call from the world-renowned private weapons dealer known to many by his alias The Entrepreneur. The phone rings for several minutes as Lee shouts.

Lee: Carla! Telephone! ....

The phone rings some more, and Lee notices that as it is doing this, it isn't stopping...

Lee: Carla love, the phone’s ringing! Where the bloody hell has she got to.

The phone rings and rings until Lee gives in and says...

Lee: I need some bloody music to relax.

He lifts a used dirty plate from the table and he proceeds to throw it across the room, as it continuously flies it soon hits off of a jukebox in the corner of the room. It begins to pipe out some easy listening music while Lee presses the phone onto loudspeaker and then resumes his reading as he says.

Lee: You're on the air mate, what the fuck do you want?

The Entrepreneur: This is the White Ninja himself I'm speaking to, isn't it? This is “Lee” yes?

Lee: That's my name, wear it out and I'll cut your fucking tongue out.

The Entrepreneur: Don't you disrespect me! I paid you good money! Very good money for a service, a service which I feel you have still yet to provide to me!

Lee: I killed your Patriarch Kameron bloke, what the fuck else do you want?

The Entrepreneur: My sources say otherwise...

Lee: My knife in the Patriarch’s back say otherwise to your sources mate, your sources can go fuck themselves sideways.

The Entrepreneur
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