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A loud buzzing sound jolted Tyrlana from her sleep and she sat up, the ear-piercing sound of the perimeter alarm bouncing off the concrete walls around her: a potential breach in the border fence.  The image of her enemy’s face streaked across her mind: the black mask, featureless except for two slits covered with tinted plastic like two empty, soulless eyes belonging to a demon from hell.  He might be advancing!  The cold war may have gone hot!  

Tyrlana jumped to her feet and reached for her clothes.  As she pulled on her coat, the bulging muscles on her arms rippled and her eyes glanced down at the tattoos patterned on the skin just above the wrist on her right hand: numbers scanned whenever her unit used to assemble together for a new mission, a digital attendance record.  Her unit was once one of the best, elites sent in to deal with the worst situations, fighting and distinguishing themselves with great valor. But like everything else, the times changed and Tyrlana remembered watching the first Genome unit report for active duty, replacing her own.  Her time had come and gone.

Seconds later, Tyrlana was up and fully dressed with her white cloak covering her head and body.  The interior walls and floor of the concrete bunker she occupied were painted a drab grayish hue and no matter how much she heated the place, it always carried a wet, musty smell from the snow outside.  Tyrlana grabbed her rifle as the perimeter alarm continued to buzz.  Ignoring the sound, she opened the bunker door and the harsh winter snow pelted her face as she stepped outside into the dark night.

Tyrlana’s eyes surveyed her surroundings, her senses on high alert, searching for any discernible threat as she trekked towards the barbed wire fence off in distance in front of her, stretching for miles on either side.  The vicious wind blew drifts of snow across the open terrain and Tyrlana’s boots sunk deep into the white powder as she walked.  Her eyes glanced towards the white-blanketed woods off in the distance, filled with endless rows of pine trees.  It was typical weather for this time of year, typical weather for this hellhole, a frozen planet that once had played host to a network of underground mines yielding rich resources and divided in half like other worlds, split between two empires locked in a galactic cold war that refused to heat up.  Now, the planet was a ghost, a shadow of its former self, its bounty depleted years ago while both empires maintained a minimal presence more for the sake of politics than practicality.  

Tyrlana stopped and scanned the entire visible perimeter, looking for the intruder who had tripped the alarm: the enemy with the black mask who would not hesitate to end her life in a heartbeat.  

“How could he have gotten in?” she wondered.  Every day she inspected the fence, normally a useless procedure she was required to follow, manually checking for potential weaknesses or breaches, guarding against her adversary, each guarding their respective side of the planetary border.  They were the so-called military “presence” on this world, two forgotten pawns sitting on the sidelines of a chess game.  Regardless, her duties were part of her training: follow procedure, follow orders, and do not question.
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