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With an Angel's Wrath

It took Base-10’s ground crew ten hours to dislodge the daniigaahic Love
from the docking ring hull. The silver sphere was beagrbut still functional.

Chenine was ordered to take thazeron a final sweep of the area around the
battle sites, running a concentrated scan for any remdsyidg material that may have
ended-up in the ocean. It was a futile task: nothing fteardemons could have survived
the pounding that th@azerandLovehad given them. Coasting on autopilot, she dozed
in the cockpit, arms crossed over her midsectionak thiree-ish, and the still night
ocean was calm and mysterious beneath her.

Thirty minutes later Chenine was guiding the ship througimienlit night
towards the blinking lights of bay R-A. The metal arnmtlom ceiling connected with the
top of theGazer making the girl flinch as she sensed the steel implemiercing the
Gazer’'shull.

“I'm cutting the sensation link...” she radioed docking persbnwithin seconds
her senses returned to normal. Instead of smelling thewd fumes of the bay, she only
smelled the sterile cockpit interior. Instead of didtafeeling the metal claw digging
between her shoulder blades, she felt the tough badd giilbt’s chair.

A few seconds after the sensation link went offlinergghip system went dark.
Chenine drew a deep breath and sighed.Gédmerhad taken a beating raal
beating. In one part of her mind, she didn't really car@nother part, though, she felt a

vague sense of guilt. Chenine shook that thought fromédsaat. h
Just the product of sensation links and misplaced sentimsim.thought.
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Scott Tabris watched from above as @szerwas drawn into the bay. The male
technician from Command Ops had left his post a few miraftesthe ‘Sphinx crisis’
had been resolved. He watched from the upper scaffolditige&azerpassed below
him. Cautiously, he stepped onto the wing of the ship andetipeer to the cockpit
canopy, keeping an awkward balance.

The young tech was wearing a white clean suit which amehe uncanny
appearance of a bunny-rabbit. He bent down and tapped theyalasg. Chenine
looked up at him.

He yelled loudly into the pane. “Hold tight, Miss Cleolv We need to check for
any residual contamination on the ship, and then you camn ¢w debriefing.”

Chenine nodded absently.

Tabris began dutifully walking around the wingspan ofGhaste Gazemindful
that he didn’t misstep and fall 15 meters down to thd bay floor. There was a small
smile on his stubble-ridden face: he liked Cheninerdadly liked Chenine. Besides
being absolutely gorgeous, she gave off this pouty, laid-bb@ekthat drove him wild.

“Ugh.” He grimaced as he saw the major damage to theileg. Pieces of the
opal-colored outer armor were slit open and hangingdhe frame like flaps of loose
skin. There was no residual Bydo matter in sight: omkiph stains of acid corrosion
graced the elegant ship. There were stains everywhergashes in the ship’s armor ran
like cracks in a sidewalk. The frame was critically dgeth and it really had no business
being in the air at all. As far as Scott was conceriteeas a miracle that the ship could
be flown back into the base at all (if Chenine had lira about her tight combat loop he
wouldn’t have believed her; that kind of move would be isgtiale for a ship ithis
condition).

Poor baby.. he thought despondently. Scott’s role in maintaining thieéhs
was minor, it paled to that of Dr. Roont, but he dtdught of the R-H’s in an intimate
sense. He lifted one of the torn armor panels to gehae of the ship’s internal damage.

His black eyes widened. Scoot drew in a sharp breatpulgs quickened.

There were footsteps above him. Sam Roont was walkngs the scaffolding,
wiping his face with a handkerchief. He looked dishevelediegdl “Goddamn pilot...”
he muttered, “that jackass needs to be informed thatdesrare made f@ahooting
targets, not smashing headlong into them...”

“D- Dr. Roont...” Scott called, uneasily.

“Bydo flesheverywherkeFive hours of decontamination. And he broke the
goddamn canopy! The interioresveredwith fluids. Lord knows how long the asshole’ll
be in decon. Serves the fool right; | hope he gettiaheé-lather treatment, the bastard-”

“Dr. Roont” Scott cried with urgency.

“What?” Roont glared down at his assistant.

Scott pulled the shredded opal armor up, peeling back the bémettal skin of
the ship, and showed the doctor what was lying underne¢athsla crusty, flakey mess
of rigid lines, like veins, and bulging mounds. The secondemor had been entirely
subsumedreplaced with the surreal-looking mess.

It was a mess that had the pale, ashen appearancetofBiatain its structure, it
was unmistakably organic.
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Roont’s entire demeanor changed: gone was the tireghlamimg laborer. He
shot a quick glance at the half-dozen members of therpckew who were milling
about below the ship, waiting for it to be lowered.

“This bay is in immediate level-1 status.” He calledlie men. “All personnel
without clearance are ordered to immediately leave thmipes.” Baffled, but adhering
to procedure, the men left their stations and evacuageobiyh The shift supervisor
pulled the status alarm and slipped out of the bay bdieratge bay doors shut with a
hollow creak.

Scott motioned to the cockpit. “What about Miss Chd¥ert

“Use the back-up crane to pull the cockpit out of thp stanually: she doesn’t
need to see this, understand?” His voice was deliberdtmanacing.

Scott nodded and went to operate the crane. He mainiicelch demeanor, but
his hands trembled as he worked the controls and salty dfepseat rolled from his
forehead down over his lips.

As he guided the crane, extracted the cockpit and lowetedhe mooring floor,
Scott heard the doctor mumbling behind him. He turned to @@eR®ont grinning
widely; it wasn’t what he’d call a ‘wholesome’ grin.aBing at the battered frame of the
Gazer Roont whispered: “The first Impingement Effect... bloodytéetic...” The
doctor noticed Scott watching him and snapped out of his diikartrance. “Go extract
the pilot and get her out of here.” He snapped, annoyed.

Chenine stretched and yawned. She was cramped, and woulatdfelgo be out
of the tiny cockpit. The landing on the mooring floor Iheen jarring and abrupt:
whoever was working the controls was either high or dr8hle. massaged her right knee,
which had been banged-up in the rough landing.

The cabin depressurized and the crystal canopy rose-ugafkyepilot jumped
up and slid down the side of the cockpit, gracefully landimghe bay floor. Scott Tabris
was there to greet her.

“Good show out there, pilot.” He cheerfully said. “Tiwe of you really knocked
‘em dead.”

Chenine shrugged. “But not without really damaging the ship.”

“Forget it. TheGazer'll be good as new in no time.” He chuckled. “Just be happy
that you're not a certain ‘other’ Typer right now.”

Chenine tilted her head. “What's the status ofiibee’spilot?”

“Oh, Storm isfine,” Scott assured her. “but leareermight not be. | was in Ops
when he smashed his ship into the docking ring-"

“The damage.” Chenine remarked with a nod. “I saw thedamiage coming
in...”

“Yeah, he pinned the incarnation between the statidrhamarm spikes, pretty

ballsy, really.”

“But the Aryl disapproved?”

“No, the RL seemed happy that the targets were destrboye you know how
hard it is to tell what he’s thinking. The Commandkough, oh boy...”

“Angry.” The girl nodded.
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“More like enraged, even for him it was quite a showwds yelling something
about court-marshals and the like. You could tell he veeWeaith’s head, but | got the
feeling that he'd settle for Storm’s ass on a platter.”

Chenine shook her head and walked towards the bay exitl lbtes that fight.
He can't fire us; only the Aryl can do that...”

Scott watched her leave. Something inside him was stirnmdelt a little bit low
and more than a little nauseous. “And your RL protects s of you, right?” he called,
betraying some emotion.

“Ahem,” Roont coughed from the top of tlazer staring at the tech
menacingly. “When you’re ready, Scott, | can use youstasge.”

Tabris watched Chenine as she sauntered out of the bay.

“...of course, doctor.” He replied submissively.

The walls of the clean room were green, that stgriéen tile found in too many
hospital wards. There were no smells and there wisngoto see. Justin Storm was
lying supine on the exam table, naked, staring up at thegeilorosely. His
contaminated flight suit was burning in an incinerator n@ side of the room; the heat
was comforting to Justin’s bare body in the cold, aptisechamber.

One side of the room was a dark glass wall. On the sttier a doctor and her
nurses operated the decontamination apparatus. Above 3aesenal menacing-looking
mechanical arms and scanners loomed over him. The seanaaitored his vitals and
checked for infection sites. The arms did various unpfedalangs. Harsh white lights
glared down on his hazel eyes, blinding the pilot.

Justin was reasonably fit, even for an R-Typer. Heshagtimmer’s frame,
although the muscles on his body were hardly ‘ripplihging on his back, his bare
stomach sunk far below his lower rib cage (which wightgy visible) and the dual
protrusions of his pelvis also rose slightly above himot¢d stomach. He was best
described as ‘sleek’. His bushy eyebrows and black hae e@npletely disheveled, but
he looked fairly decent when things were in place.gye&ss, now scrunched in
anticipation of the decontamination treatments, wevallysbright. He had an honest
face, though looks could be deceiving.

Right now he felt like a wet dog. Justin was soakethftioe repeated cleanings.
The doctor called him over a loudspeaker:

“Okay, Justin, get ready for another little wash...”

Justin tensed his muscles as a thin blanket of green fglittom the ceiling. He
turned his head to the side as the liquid washed over hing bis lip as the stinging,
cold wave chilled him to the bone and stung his skin.

It's all my own, stupid faultHe lamentedLosing my damn canopy... exploding
that incarnation’s face in my cockpit...

The arms started working again, running harsh, bristly brushershis stomach.

All my own fault.. he grimaced.

Justin temporarily checked-out and took his mind elsewhktdad a low pain
tolerance, and pain brought hateful ideas into his hedtk swought about the thing he
hated the most.

He thought about the Bydo.
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Humans are, above all else, extremely proud creatBoese would say we have
the right to be. By the end of the sixth decade oRttiecentury, man had achieved much
greatness: structures stood as tall as mountains ircitiast rich and populous. Viruses
and diseases were falling left and right, succumbing toraegan medical science. The
solar system was dominated and tamed by advances in sgfead propulsion: probes
scoured every inch of our heliocentric home from thétenaocks of Mercury to the
frigid crusts of Pluto. Flags were on Mars and its ngpoman had seen Jupiter with his
own eyes.

It wasn't a totally idyllic time: there was still alict among men and tension
between nations. But it would always be looked uponeasbtief, nostalgic, “Golden
Age” of humanity. We reached for the stars themseltsthen something reached
back.

Nothing could have prepared us for the events of 2069. Nothind baué
prepared anyone for what came at us from the darknessttioshadowy regions on the
edges of our solar system. Something appeared on the edgesofar system. It was
something big, dark, and nasty.

The thing was later called the “Kuiper Mass”, no &new it was there until it
was too late. On May'5of '69 things were peaceful and calm on the Blue Marhke, t
day was typical and uneventful. That morning, some newstsumentioned stories of
sporadic radio interference and communications erroatk@th-up to a possible solar
flare. It was only later that the term *active-systeean’ would enter human vocabulary.

And it was within minutes that humanity would realize thue horror of the Bydo
Empire.

The first assault was disastrous. It's estimatet thall, over 2 million bogeys
came in to Earth, showing-up out of nowhere. They suddgpgared on radar when
within the Mars orbital, as if they didn’t everistbefore that time. The first wave
appeared at 5:45 PM, Greenwich Mean Time. Scientistsacth Bccessed a remote
monitoring station on Deimos and broadcast friendlytgrgs, with mathematical
formulas and other tools of basic communication. By @BD the station was totally
silent and unresponsive to commands.

By 10:00 AM the following morning, nearly one-quarter of B@rpopulation
was dead.

The number of enemy dead was uncountable, and unimaginabieally,
conventional nuclear weapons saved the planet duringighgttbut the nightmare was
far from over. A second wave appeared six and a halflmdater.

By then, the fledgling “Earth-Perimeter Defense Netkoor “Epdin”, was under
construction. These ravenous aggressors had united tie planway that no other
thing could. The cost of Epdin was astronomical, but surtoait precedence over any
and all old grudges or feuds on the planet. And, for thensetbme in history, human
survival was in doubt.

Several interesting details emerged out of this conficst, because the enemy
was expected this time, many listening probes and sateillitee stationed at the original
point where the bogeys appeared (Mars wasn’t there anyh@riag moved on in its
orbit). Those probes got telemetric data from the bogéysy gave humans their first
look at trans-dimensional travel, later affectionatallled ‘skimming’.
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The second wave was destroyed at near-Earth orbitgwatt loss of life suffered
by allied defense forces, and heavy damage dealt to Epdin.

By this time, the American Department of Defense madted a scientific branch
to investigate these strange opponents. Next to nothing wamkatbout them: the first
wave of enemies had appeared as strange, black, spear-sitdygseditithg some kind of
weak, charged particle shots from their undoubtedly orgskic(this was a precursor to
the R-units’ photonic cannons). The second wave was-oaaé far more disturbing
things: one detachment was a group of silver-skinned fightesis shape identical to a
type of fighter used by Earth’s defenses at the timeeiGthapes included bizarre,
serpent-like things and grotesque amalgams of monstrousre®at

Like something fresh out of the Book of Revelatiodgstin mused.

The scientific group that began researching the ‘FalEstéfeated and captured
bogey corpses were called) provided an orgy of informatidhe public. But the reports
produced many more questions than they answered.

The things were obviously organic in nature. They hadahegype of double-
helical DNA that was found in cells on Earth. Thalls; however, appeared to fluctuate
in a state of ‘constant totipotency’, like an embryastem cell. In other words, they had
amazing regenerative abilities, and their individual shae highly variable.

No one really knows who came up with the name ‘Byttokascoined by one of
the researchers studying the creatures (that group otistsdater founded the
prestigious ‘Bydo Labs’). Many stories circulate as toywthe word ‘Bydo’ was chosen,
but most are likely apocryphal. For whatever readumname stuck.

The greatest breakthrough in Bydo research came witlit@ accidental
discovery. One day, late at night, a very tired redesarat the fledgling Bydo Labs was
working on a small piece of recovered flesh, alterirand trying to manipulate its
growth with various hormones and electric stimulatimmfa small prod. It was rendered
into a harmless state and lay like putty on his desk.y@haing technician was downing
copious amounts of cola in a vain attempt to keep awakéaildd.

When the technician awoke, he was startled by whatWrehssicola bottle had
spilled all over his desk, the electric prod, still tay, beside the puddle, sending
electricity into the fluid. The putty-like Bydo flesh wapread across the table, lying
sedately in the fluid. Lying like a thin, malleable film...

In 2071, the senior scientist at Bydo Labs, Dr. Shinto &dmally solved the
puzzle. He figured out that certain acids in the colayelsas the constant electrical
current, could turn modified Bydo flesh into a flexible eth@r a shield of sorts. He led
an ambitious team with the desire to put this knowledgeaatical use.

They took sheets of metal armor and painstakingly injettte Bydo-acid mixture
into precut tunnels in the metal. The armor was sedlpito an airframe, and a phased
pulse of electricity was run through the structure, pgapad by internal generators.

They made a small, slender ship out of this mess of dexikBydo flesh, tamed
by acid and electricity. Dr. Kama named his shot-in-thé-dé#ort after the god of
thunder, in the hopes that it could perhaps be mankiadiag grace.

The first Raiden unit was born.

The cost of production was unheard of. One finding of priomlugvas that the
constant electrical flow in the ship allowed for a amas build-up, and discharge, of large
amounts of energy, exponentially increased and focusdtkhyenatured Bydo flesh.

The concept of R-Type, the Bydo, force-orbs, and most ship assaspyright © Irem Software.
All other characters and content are copyright © 2006 Shane Kenttkayoll



With an Angel’s Wrath 7

Thus, the first ‘wave cannon’ was produced. The ship w&sl fivith a prototype trans-
dimensional drive (no one knew for sure that it wouldky@and a pilot was sent off into
the blackness of space with a good luck wish.

That lone ship battled through waves of skimming devitsyedt at the Kuiper
Mass, and single-handedly destroyed it.

Raidens continued to be produced, and production was reffitusth, much less
Bydo material was needed in later models, and the mdstians project came for the
‘Orb Development Group’, who produced a giant spheretofeaBydo material, actual
living flesh, that could be tamed and manipulated with contdsd om the Raidens. The
orb both exponentially increased the power of the Raideave cannons and had the
ability to deflect frontal attacks by the Bydo.

Things looked bright indeed, but, as some people saguthalways shines
brightest just before an eclipse.

The next Mass appeared in lunar orbit. Humanity gotrgsdlose-up look at a
floating sea of pure evil. History calls it the ‘FaMdeon’. Epdin savaged the thing, and
the Raiden squad finished the job. But the Bydo would wincthridrontation.

Burning in space like the giant skull of some hideous creatibe False Moon
hurtled headlong into the Earth, slamming into the Bl with its dying efforts. At
the time of impact it had about half the mass of tlewiM One continent was utterly
devastated by the collision, it would late be calledogrreuphemistically, ‘the Gulf'.
The oceans of Earth were tinted a sickly purple faryéo come.

They never stopped coming. Every few years another Waskl rise out of the
darkness, usually just outside the solar system or amtheggas giants, always in the
ecliptic plane. Massive conventional fleets from Eafttays fought to crush the waves
of hideous, morbid Bydo ‘incarnations’, but the Raidens,\egeful angels, always
struck at the devils’ hearts.

Justin had to lauglsennacherib laid siege to Jerusalem with an unstoppable
juggernaut, the arrogant ass was confident he would slaughter every citireorbyg,
since the Jews were no match for the Assyrian’s force. Fat gmod it did him. God
rewarded his pride with the Angel of Deatlhat was how God punished his foes.

And humans? They punished their faceless enemy withaluefs.

One thing changed, however. After the False Moon intjaenother Bydo
Masses were every engaged until destruction. Theyppkared, they still attacked, but
they would disappear into the darkness before they couldsheged. To date, the
Kuiper Mass and the False Moon are the only ‘core tsirffeat have been completely
destroyed.

The ‘R-Types’ (as they came to be called) weretim@end-all, be-all of the war,
though. Extreme measures were taken to stop the skimnyohg t&rgets from reaching
Earth, and ‘Bydo Labs’ proved their value once againyTéenched the ‘Dissympathy
Project’, as it was euphemistically called. It's masdely referred to as the ‘poisoning of
the Belt'.

The project spawned a unique material, something modetai#dyto humans,
but which had a strange and lethal effect on Bydo méatérappeared to inhibit their
cells’ trademark totipotency and spread through their lap@ispning the flesh as it
went. Most importantly, the fluid seemed to affect Byigsh even when it was in a
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‘skimming’ state. It was an artificial pathogen, faidgsy to produce from natural Bydo
material.

At this point the war was going badly; far too many eieerwere coming in from
the phantom Masses. The conventional fleets couldrd thelm all off in time for the
Raidens to crush the Masses, and Epdin was overloaaiegl to destroy all the targets
that did get through. The remaining cities on Earth wavaged by the conflict. It was a
dark hour that required desperate measures.

Two-thousand remote control probes were sent skimmiogighrspace,
dispatched to various points in the Asteroid Belt. Thassion was simple: inject large
rods into the largest of the asteroids. The rods,raehaf science, made use of the
Bydo’s ‘constant totipotency’: they contained a blueprinbhow to make the Bydo toxin,
and a mini production cell which continually fed modifiegdB flesh through the rod,
where it is altered into the actual poison. As the unedad flesh in the rod continually
re-grows, the tube never runs out of material to productoie

The large asteroids floated through space in theirtldnit, sending a constant
stream of lethal poison behind them. These comets df esat later named ‘Thantos
Tails’. The average concentration of toxin in thetBehlmost negligible due to the
extreme size and expanse of the area. But ther@igyarioxin at any given point to drop
most Bydo incarnations out of their skimming states arattirsome measure of damage.
The Blue Marble was not safe, but at least now it eensible.

Justin opened his eyes: the ungodly lights above him nachell and the evil
arms were still. Two large, red solenoid tubes descendedytfie ceiling on either side
of his body. They radiated a lovely heat into his shmgeskin.

“You're clean.” The doctor called from the other sidéhe glass.

I'll say...

“You can proceed to debriefing when you're ready.”

“Humph.” He grunted indifferently. “I guess Chenine’s attg there?”

One of the nurses answered. “No, Miss Chovert checlkedith us right after
she landed. | think she talked to the subcommander and twrhame.”

Justin rolled his eyes. Her concern was touching...

He sat up and grabbed a satchel sitting next to the dabten Before dressing, he
rooted around in the bag until he found a silver pendant, wikichutifully placed around
his neck.

| still need a drink..he thought.

The Bydo keep coming from out of the darkness of theirendimension. Why
they come is uncertain; what they want is a mystEnpusands of conventional ships
and weapons keep pouring out of military depots, and the Byl® keep designing the
Raidens. There are currently three R-Type series ghadive production: the high-
powered ‘Strikers’, the graceful ‘Dancers’, and the heda ‘Excels’. Today, the fourth
R-Type series made its debut to the world: the ‘Raiden-dygbr

No one could predict that this line of Raidens, and thi&ats, would eventually
determine not only the course of history, but the fatgott the human race and the
Bydo Empire. For now the squadron was a budgetary aftegtitounheralded and
dormant.
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When they awaken, they will become the path thatlealtl humanity to its
salvation. But they will also have the power to bringuhis damnation, as well.

Today, the pilot of the third produced model of the R-HesethePlatonic Love
narrowly survived his first major combat experience. Hm@&ds Justin Storm, age 25,
graduate of the intermediate VR pilots’ training progranisiidee main character of this
story.
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