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  It was dark. Autumn knew that much, but her steps expanded on the knowledge even more. The murmuring of people before and behind her seemed to be familiar, and the directions she was pointed towards changed: Left, right, right, right, left, left, forward- it never seemed to have changed. Her memory lighted up, and she saw through the blindfold the HQ of the Tokyo Joe. Two more corners, one more, now she was in the chamber of the Joe. Around, the blackness remained, but her eyes were unbound. Light flicked on, before her, high upon a throne sat the mightiest Joe of them all. His face was shrouded in the back of his chair.

  “So,” he spoke; his voice felt so cold he sounded like Gendo Ikari. “Do you feel you would like to rejoin?”

  “Never!” she shouted to him in defiance. “I found a place where I’m treated human. You train these machines so you can be the best among the Anime fans! We don’t care where we are in the chain!” A glow-stick to her knee caused her to kneel and a Joe’s hand forced to bow before the Joe’s mightiest leader.

  “It’s time we retrain you,” he concurred. “After, you shall thank us for putting those fools out of their misery.” With a snap of his fingers, three Joe were on her, and they dragged her away.

  “E-mail system is SO inferior,” Ken growled, clicking out the spam and saving the fanmail. But one E-mail caught him of guard, and as he read, a strange cold aura surrounded the computer.

If you wish to see your girlie, prepare yourself for a treat. We are retraining her. If you wish to see her again, come to the just opened Anime shop at the mall. We shall wait for you to trade places. If not, we shall be ready to fight you. If you win, you may take her, but if you lose, we shall train you both.

-Signed,

The Tokyo Joe
  “Those inferior…” Ken trailed off from his comment, and left, seeing the others. He saw Susie and Brittany just a few hours ago, but Autumn was nowhere. He needed to make sure.

  “Hey Paul, you gotta see this for yourself!” Pete shouted from the other room, arm wrapped around Susie protectively, and sitting next to Barry.

  “I would, Pete,” Came Paul’s voice from his room. “But I need to get this adding done first.” Paul was in the need of adding up the sums of the club to keep sure they can still afford it. He double-checked the orders, and erased life-size cardboard standup of Nurse Yumi-Yumi off the list; third time he erased it. Alas, when Paul had thought all would be quiet, Ken poked his head in, shouting. “PAUL!”

  Paul jumped at Ken’s bewildered cry, looking up to see the native Fanboy puffing heavily.

  “Joe… has… her,” Ken heaved. Paul got up from his desk, walking over the unconscious Ken, and went to the other room. Ken got up, looking around, and starting scribbling in the order for the cardboard standup again, only to had Pete shout at Ken.

 “CAUGHTCHA KEN!” Ken dropped the pencil and sweatdropped. Ken withered and melted into the floor, Pete dragging him off. Paul went to the group plopped on his couch, watching the Anime Music Videos as they played and jammed with the songs.

  “Hey guys,” Paul addressed his friends. “Have you seen Autumn at all?” Barry looked up and shook his head. “Nope, sorry, Paul. Last I checked, she was out for a walk. Hasn’t she returned?”

  “No,” Paul answered. “I don’t know where she is. I asked Brittany and she hasn’t seen her either.” Paul walked off, Pete whooping and hooting.

  “These guys at Kagato Studios hit the soft spot!” Pete shouted. [AN: OK, a little cameo appearance can’t hurt anyone, can it? If you never heard of the Kagato Studios before, it’s my friends’ organization where we make Anime Music Videos. I write up the AMV and “Kagato” puts it through the crew. There, they make the video and put it on the Net. It’s quite fun ^_^;;.] Paul looked to the moon overhead, it was early in the evening, and knew Autumn never liked to be alone.

Autumn fell to the ground; her face battered and bruised from the beatings from the glow sticks. She kept getting up, taking the pummeling through tear-streaked eyes. She did this for her love of Paul. Seeing her Paul in translucence, reality snapped back to her in a moment, a glow stick going for her shoulder. She grabbed the wrist of the Joe, throwing him over her shoulder with unseen and undetected force. She never thought she possessed such power, but it was the power of her love that moved her on. She blocked the blow to her head, fracturing the arm of her second assailant, knuckled the Joe behind her and leapt into the air, kicking the approaching enemy in the chest, back-flipping and her foot connected with Joe’s face, the opponent falling back and losing his shades. Autumn stood in martial arts fighting stance, standing over her captors, and panting. She had taken enough beating, and the sneer of the High-Joe hissed and cracked the air.

  “You are still worthy to be our agent,” he smoothly spoke, a cold river hiss sending chills down Autumn’s spine. “I had thought you forgotten your place on our side.” Autumn let her head rest as it drooped, her fists tightening and her nails digging into her palms, blood falling from her hands. She never felt pain, not like the emotional and psychological scars she would bear for the rest of her life. The High-Joe held a long glow stick, picking her chin with the tip, scanning her beautiful garnet eyes. His face was still shrouded in darkness, and she felt a cold fear wrap their hands around her throat to stop her from crying out. Autumn fell to the ground, two Joe dragging her off to bandage her hands, and put her back in her cell.

Paul stood ready, his uniform fully dressing him along with the foil he used in the battle he fought Pete in. It was carefully placed under the sash at his waist. He took a picture of Autumn from a nearby table, seeing he was embraced by her arm, and felt more than just a liking; he felt love in that picture, and placed it within his tunic. He placed it honorably over his heart.

  “For my love,” he spoke. “I shall avenge the kidnap of my love Autumn,” He drew his foil, holding it out to fence.

 “Hello,” He spoke; then in Japanese he spoke his name. “Watashi wa Paa-Kun desu. You have stolen my love, Prepare to feel the wrath of my steel.” He withdrawn his foil, and turned upon his heel. He shall find his love, and return home with it.

End Part I: The Steal

