Deus Ex

Helios

I

The hot sun beat down upon the men and woman of the Market. The blue sky was absent of clouds, and absent of birds. I stand by the entrance to the old VersaLife building, near the stairs descending to the Mall. I watch the tourists and locals enter and leave the mall, walking in with pockets full of money, walking out drunk with bags full of different items – food, clothing, decorations – and empty pockets. My days of attempting to save the world are over. Save the world, something like out of a book or a movie.

So here I am again, with new tourists, same look, same stairs, and same paths. It never changes. Go in with money; come out empty except for bags full of useless junk, which people will forget buying the next morning.

There was the sound of gunshots down in the mall,

“10mm Pistol,” I muttered, “I know that sound.”

Rushing quickly, down the stairs and down past all the screaming and running people, the store clerks shutting the doors and activating alarms. Up ahead at the Lucky Money, two dead females on the ground, and gunshots behind the door. Without hesitation, I threw myself into the giant wooden doors, pushing them open. There were dead bodies everywhere. Bodies hanging off the railings, limbs scattered about, and some with cracked heads.

Standing in the middle of the room were three men, all carrying 10mm Pistols, wearing silver bulletproof vests and balaclavas. They looked very familiar; they looked like… the NSF. But they were not NSF, they had the silver body armor, but the masks were black, and their whole clothing was black.

“Hold it,” I said, pulling my pistol out of my coat, and pointing it straight for the middle ones head.

“You talking to us?” A smart-ass one said, his voice sounded African, a young male. I looked carefully around the room, at all the dead bodies.

“Well,” I sighed, “Who the hell do you think I am talking to? Listen, who are you guys?” “Can’t say,” another one said, with an Italian accent. “I think its time we shot this guy,” the African one said, pointing his pistol up at me.

“The Protector Bots will be here shortly, you know,” I said, attempting to inflict a little fear into them. But I failed, they didn’t know of the Protector bots.

“What? Protector bots?”

“Come on you guys, don’t tell me you don’t know what the Protector bots are. Do you even know who runs the world?”

“I’m shootin’ this guy,” the African pulled his pistol up and fired at me. Quickly, I turned on my Ballistic Protection nano-augmentation. There was a shimmer of blue light around me, the bullet was absorbed into the shields, and destroyed.
”What the fuck,” the American sounding one said, confused as hell. I fired a bullet straight through the African’s head, causing blood to splatter onto his ‘friends.’ The body dropped to the ground.

“I shall leave the rest of you, to the bots.” The two began to raise their pistols, but I was quick, and activated cloaking, disappearing into the walls. On my way out, I saw five bots coming down the mall. Their machine guns were out and loaded, and they were in full terrorist tracking mode.

So there, something new happened. It reminds me of something that happened… something … that’s right. I was walking into the Lucky Money, going to see Max Chen. The Dragons Tooth Sword hung in my coat; I pushed the door open. Sitting around a large table were the triad gang members. All Chinese people look the same to me.

“I’m here to see Max Chen,” I said, always keeping a hand on my shotgun, just in case.

“An American,” one gasped, “I hope you have something important to say.”

“Don’t worry – it’s important.”

So I walked through the weak wooden door, into a nicely done room. A small bridge went over a small pond with fish in it, up to a desk with a computer, where Max Chen sat. I showed him the sword, and we chatted for a second, and then suddenly, the bodyguard said something about trouble at the door.

Curiously, I rushed back out into the room where the gangsters sat. The glass mirrors were destroyed, dead bodies were lying all over the place, and people were running out of the place so fast and so scared.

Yep, I remember that. I sure did teach those Commandos’ not to bust into a club and kill everyone for no reason.

Well now that I think of that, I still have the sword, back up in Jock’s apartment. It’s been quite a long day, of thinking, of fighting, and saving… a club.

II

“Hey,” I heard a voice say, “Wake up.”

I rolled onto my back, and looked in front of me. I had just awoken from a long deep slumber, and my eyes were blurry. I reached for my sunglasses on the table, and put them on. In front of me, Jock was standing, and to my right, I could see the sun rising over a building.

“What… why… why the hell did you wake me up?” I asked, tossing my feet over the bed and onto the floor.

“Well, first of all you went to bed with your clothes on, and second, most important, someone is here to see you,”

“Who?”

“Come out and see,” Jock turned around and walked out of the room. I rubbed my eyes again, and then picked myself up, off of the bed. I could hear the birds singing outside on the balcony, and our computers buzzing in the small closet room.

I stumbled towards the doorway, my vision becoming clearer. I walked into the living room, and sitting down on the couch, was… Paul. Paul Denton, my brother, with a cup of coffee on the table in front of him, and Jock in the kitchen making breakfast.

“Paul?” I said, surprised.

“Good morning, JC,”

“Paul, what brings you to Hong Kong?”

“Some bad news, unfortunately. Helios is doing an okay job of running the world, letting UNATCO start back up, with some new guy running it. But there is a problem. A new ‘terrorist organization’ has started up, here in Hong Kong, but also in New York City, and places in Paris.”

“Oh really? I helped stop an attack on the Lucky Money yesterday. Related to this new organization I suppose?”

“Probably. Silver armor with black sweaters and pants?”

“Yep,” I sipped some coffee Jock handed to me.

“But what’s going to shock you the most, is that, well…” Paul was hesitating in telling me. “The leader of this terrorist group is Tracer Tong.”

I nearly choked on my coffee at the sound of the name, “Tracer?” I began to cough because of the coffee going down the wrong way.

“Yeah,” he said, looking down a bit, “I talked to him a while ago, and he hates you JC. He wants you dead.”

“What? What did I do?”

“Its kind of what you didn’t do. You see, he wanted you to destroy Area 51. He basically wanted us to go back to the Stone Age, living in stone houses made of wood and mud, and using sticks as weapons. When you didn’t do this, and instead gave control to Helios, he was very pissed off. After that he disappeared. We still don’t know where he is, but we know that he is the leader of this group due to information we nabbed from a few datacube’s.”

“We?”

“That’s right. I’ve joined back up with UNATCO. With a new chief, and under control of Helios, it’s not what it used to be. In fact, they are allied with the NSF, and most NSF soldiers were moved to UNATCO, given better training, better weapons, and better protection.”    

“Amazing. And how long did it take for all this to happen?”

“A year to get it all set up and all the NSF troops moved over and trained. Were receiving our last shipment of weapons, ammunition and medical supplies tomorrow, and our doctor should be in soon.”

“What about Jaime and Alex? I haven’t heard from them in a long time.”
”Alex is back with us. Jaime…” He suddenly stopped, and looked at the ground. I looked over at the kitchen, and saw Jock looking at us.

“Jaime was killed. He was in Paris, had an apartment, and was doing well. But one night someone broke in, and when we went there, he was lying on his back, blood everywhere, and all his money and medical equipment – gone.”

“Damn.”

Jock walked over, and placed two plates down, both with eggs and bacon, with some toast, and then he walked back over and brought another – his plate.

“So, guys…” Jock said, sitting down next to Paul.

“I heard you two talking.”

“Yeah,” I said.

It was silence for a moment as we ate, the food was great, Jock is always good at breakfast and lunch, but when dinner comes around, he just plain sucks at cooking. We go out every night for dinner, usually to some nice restaurants around Hong Kong.

“Well,” I said, finishing up my eggs, “Where is UNATCO HQ now? Still on Liberty Island?”

“Too many visitors to Liberty Island now, since they rebuilt the statue. Were now located underground, in a large base near Area 51.”

“You guys moved to Area 51?”

“Not necessarily at Area 51, just near it.”

“I see. What’s the name of the guy running UNATCO now?”

“Andrew Julington.”

I sipped down my last drop of coffee, and then leaned back on the chair. I placed my arms on the armrests, and let out a deep sigh. Jock and Paul did the same thing, minus the sigh.

“I have a day off today,” Paul said, “But there is another, very important reason I came to talk to you. Not just to tell you about that other crap.”

“Oh, really? What is it?” I leaned forward. I kind of knew what he was going to ask; it was obvious.

“Well JC, Mr. Julington, after hearing of the things you have done in the past, wants you to work for UNATCO.”

“No.”

“No?”

“Let’s just say, I’m retired. I think saving the world was enough. I merged with an Artificial Intelligence, and after a while he found that he did not need me anymore. Back to Area 51, we split up; I’m back to normal – except for a huge useful increase in my strength. So what? I can now lift trucks with my pinky and take a whole round from an Assault Rifle and walk away with a scratch. Is that why UNATCO wants me? To be a super agent or something? Sorry bro, but I’m done. Besides, at the moment, not much is going on except for that little Tracer group you mentioned. Nothing that a near invulnerable AI and an organization with armies of Commando’s can’t handle… right?”

“I might as well be honest with you JC, yes, your increased strength and near immortality is the main reason UNATCO wants you. Besides, it’s the only way you’re going to meet and work with your brother.”

“Brother? What?”

“Yes, your new brother.”

“What do you mean my new brother? Wait a minute…”

“That’s right, another member of the family. Alex Denton.”

“You bring a lot of surprises to me today, Paul…”

Jock wasn’t as surprised as I, simply because, he was never truly involved with any of it. He was a transporter. After a few minutes of just silence, I raised my head from its dropped position, and moved my sunglasses up, covering my pure blue eyes. I cleared my throat.

“Yes,” I said, loud and clear, “Yes.”

I took out my pistol, and held it in both of my hands, “I’ll come back.” Paul raised himself, as did Jock. I stood up next.

“Jock,” Paul said, turning, “Can you bring us over to the new UNATCO?”

“As long as you show me the way,” Jock put his hands in his pockets, and smiled.

III

The ride was rough to the new HQ. There were storms all over the ocean, slowing us down and making the ride dangerous.

“Want a candy bar?” Paul said, handing a small bar of chocolate to me.

“Yeah… thanks,” I grabbed the bar, and took a small bite out of it. It was a Honey Crunch Bar. Not exactly my favorite, but then again all chocolate is basically the same, they just add in some other stuff to make it taste different – almonds, walnuts, crumbs of cookies – but its all the same. “So…” I mumbled, chewing, “Is this Julington guy as much an asshole as Manderley was?”

“Not really, he’s pretty good… I’m going to tell you something about him, but you need to promise me that you won’t tell anyone this, especially him.”

“Okay… sure.”

“Well, he is a mech, and an old one at that. He had some physical changes done, so you can’t tell he’s a mech, only a small electrical wire in his skin can be noticed, but that’s on his wrist, and barely visible.” That’s great, now I’ll be taking orders from a mech.

“And why is he a mech?”

“He used to do work a while back. He wasn’t the first mech ever, but he’s pretty close.”

“Hey Paul,” Jock yelled, “Is that the HQ?”

Paul moved up to the front of the copter and looked ahead, “Yep that’s it,” he said, nodding his head a bit. “Land her on the pad.”

I looked out my window, and could see it up ahead. It was a pretty large building on the outside, with tons of lights around it. The landing pad was lightened by red lights, and two troopers with flashlights stood near it, outside a small building near the pad. A tall electrical fence surrounded the whole base, and four towers stood at the corner of each fence, with four turrets build into the top of each of them, with two guards in each one. The way I describe it, the base may sound small – but this place, is huge. People in raincoats and with flashlights walk around all over the place, and there is a small runway not too far from it, along with two hangars – probably where they keep aircraft, or an old part of Area 51. It’s quite a change from the old one back on Liberty Island.

After the copter landed, and the rotors stopped, a trooper ran up to Jock’s side of the copter. He wore a raincoat and had a light in his hand, and an assault rifle in the other. The heavy rain pelted the coat and the surrounding pad, making a loud thudding sound, and the rain hitting the puddles caused splashes to be heard. A thunder roared, startling the trooper as he was beginning to speak.

“Yes?” Jock said, turning his body a bit. The trooper looked in the copter, carefully looking at the three of us. He took out a clipboard, with a paper attached to it.

“Okay,” he said, writing onto the paper, “Proceed to the main building, Julington is waiting for you Paul.”

After Jock and Paul stepped out and began walking, I jumped out to. As I began walking away, the trooper began to talk again.

“Your… JC?” he said, walking up to me as I spun around. “JC Denton? The real JC Denton?”

“Um… Yes,” I said. I wasn’t used to having people get so excited when they see me. People used to get quite angry and nervous when they saw me.

“Oh man… I heard quite a lot about you, I’m Jack,” he stuck his hand out. I stuck mine out, shaking his hand. He was a young guy, I’d guess around his mid-late twenties. Dark black hair, glasses, brown eyes, but for a young guy, he was quite tall.

“Hmm, and what have you heard about me?”

“I heard that not only did you save the world, but you’re like a superman, you know… able to leap tall buildings in a single bound? Faster than a speeding bullet?” I took the comment as a joke, but he wasn’t laughing. A small curve appeared by my mouth, a smile.

“I’m no superman. I can assure you that I can’t leap tall buildings in a single bound, and I am not faster than a speeding bullet. Faster than a cheetah? Yep. Able to leap over a small house in a single bound? Just about.”

He shifted his position a little, and then began to ask another question, “I was reading some other things about you. You have like… super strength. I heard you could take more than a bullet to the chest and live. And lift trucks as if they were balloons.” I looked over my shoulder, and saw Jock and Paul standing at the base entrance, the rain dripping down in front of them, like a small waterfall.

“I… really need to go now, we’ll chat later.”

“Alright, cool, nice talking to you man!”

“Yep,” I walked off towards the door, soaking wet. There was a sudden surge of anger through my blood, and I could feel my body burning up. I began to sweat, it was like explosions going off in my blood.

I fell to a knelt position, lifted my head, which was getting quite red, and let out a deafening yell. There was silence all around me. All guards stopped moving, and everyone was pointing their flashlights at me, just standing there. Paul began to run towards me, as I fell over on my side. My arms began to shake, and my sunglasses fell off my head.

“JC!” he yelled, kneeling down beside me. “JC, are you okay?”

I closed my eyes, and began to calm down. I opened them, and I felt tired, but strong – very strong. Stronger than before even. I lay there on my back, staring at Paul who looked down at me. “JC?”

“Yeah,” I said, “I’m fine.”

“You sure?” I looked around, and I was no longer outside in the pouring rain. I was inside a small room, with a desk in the corner, with a computer on it. I was on a soft bed, a blanket over me. My coat was hung over the chair, and my pistol and knife sit on the desk. My shoes were by the door, and my body armor was on the shelf above my desk, along with my sunglasses. The room was not very bright. There was a small dim light from the ceiling, and a quiet barely noticeable buzzing.

“Wait a minute,” I sat up a bit, “Where am I?”

“Were inside HQ,” Paul said, sitting up from the bed.

“What the hell happened,” I rubbed my arm, where I felt a small pain.

“I was just about to ask you the same thing,” he said, “You just dropped after letting out that damn yell, which even people in HQ heard. I ran over to you, and you closed your eyes. Don’t know what happened, tried to wake you up, but you were pretty much close to dead. The scientists in the labs checked you out – you were alive, and your muscles were getting stronger as they examined you, as were your bones and your internal organs – mainly the heart. Something happened to you out there.”

“I felt numb for a moment, then …” I tried to remember what happened, “Well how long has it been?”

“Two hours.”

“Damn, what time is it?”

“10:00 PM… I think you should get some rest, JC.” I lay on my back, my eyes were getting heavy, and I could barely stare at Paul – he was just a blur.

“Yes, I… I think I …” and that was all I said. I closed my eyes shut, and almost instantly fell into a deep sleep.
