D-Ranger 6: 
Titan Rising
By Robyn Paterson (rob_paterson@hotmail.com)


“So, the Greek says to the Roman…..Earth to Brad!”


Brad suddenly perked up, looking over at Theresa Moore, who sat on the other side of the restaurant table covered with the burgers and shakes that made up their dinner.


“What?” Brad blinked.


“You’re not listening.” She narrowed her eyes at him.


“Sorry. Sorry.” He answered. “I was just thinking about what happened last week.”


“Those other rangers?” She nodded, understandingly.


“Yeah, Pixelle says there was nobody there, but I know what I saw.”


“Maybe you wanted to see them?”


Brad looked at her. “What do you mean?”


“Well,” she said waving a fry in front of her like a wand. “You’re feeling pretty overwhelmed right now, and you said yourself you want to feel you’re not in this alone. Maybe you just dreamed them up?”


“So, I’m going nuts?”


“Well, I’m not sure I’d put it that way…”


“Great, now I’m going crazy.” He said sardonically. “Well, it’s not like I don’t have a good reason.”


“In-deed!” She replied with a smile, and tossed the fry in her mouth. 


“Anything you want while I’m in happy-land?”


“You mean, you’re not taking me with you?” She raised an eyebrow.


“Do you want to come?” 


“Hon, you’re gonna need a guide who know the landscape. I’m your woman!”


“You are, are you?” It was Brad’s turn to raise an eyebrow. 


“Do you want me to be?” She smiled back and winked at him.


Brad’s D-Shifter began to vibrate, making a buzzing noise.


“Raincheck?” He asked her apologetically.


“This isn’t over, Mister!” She said, pretending to be angry.


“I’ll call you when I get back.” Brad said standing up and tossing some money on the table. 


“Next January?” She commented unhappily.


 Brad leaned across the table, and when Theresa looked up surprised, he kissed her. 


“Sooner.” He answered as be pulled back a few centimetres, keeping his brown eyes locked with her green ones, and smiled seeing the shock in them. Wide-eyed, she just stared at him; it was the first time either of them had done anything more than flirt with each other. 


“Promise?” She said weakly.


“Cross my heart and hope to…”


“Don’t you dare finish that sentence!” She snapped angrily, and then looked worried again. “Just come back, okay?”


“I will…”





*

*

*


As Brad dropped onto the deck of the ship, the deck pitched sideways and he was thrown by the deck into the white metal wall next to him. Falling to the ground, he just sat there and rubbed his head, looking around.


Pixelle had picked up a powerful dimensional signal of some kind coming from what she later determined was a ship anchored roughly 200 kilometres off the California coast. From the spy satellite pictures she managed to get, it was a strange looking ship that to Brad looked like a giant “H” shape from it’s two hulls connected by a center superstructure. Each of the two hulls being roughly the size of a small supertanker, it was a floating colossus.


Deciding to have a look for himself, Brad D-Shifted in during the early morning hours.


Not seeing anyone around, Brad picked himself up from the deck and started to walk toward the bow of the ship, he was on the seaward side of one of the main hulls. The dull grey cloudy morning had a strong wind, and the green seas were rough around the ship, making it pitch up from time to time and forcing Brad to hold into the railing to keep himself steady. He had enough bruises, he didn’t desire any more right now.


 “Pixelle, how many people on board?”


The little holographic fairy popped out of his D-Shifter and circled in the air around his head.


“Sixty two, 53 males, 9 females, all human.”


“Anything strange?”


“Nothing I can detect, the signal was brief and it may be some time before the next one.”


“Right. I guess we look around then. Try to get what you can from the ship’s computers.”


“Understood, I will return soon.”


Pixelle flew into the wall next to Brad and vanished.


Brad himself continued onwards, and when he reached a rounded metal sea door he grabbed onto the handle and stepped inside. The hallway inside was a light shade of grey with a low ceiling, but it was warm and got him away from the roar of the wind and the chill of the morning sea air.


Not really sure where to go, Brad went inside a bit, and found himself at a junction of a long hallway that extended in either direction for quite distance. Since he knew he was towards the front of the ship he decided to head towards the back, he was curious what the superstructure between the two hulls was and wanted to take a look.


He’d just started towards the back when a door in front of him suddenly opened and a big brown haired bearded man in a bright yellow rain jacket stepped out into the hall. He looked down at Brad and his large bushy eyebrows furrowed as Brad realised he must have looked like a kid caught sneaking into a neighbour’s house.


“You looking for something?”


“Yeah,” Brad replied, thinking fast. “Where’s the galley?”


 “Oh, you’re one of them.” The man said in distaste. “C’mon kid, I’ll show ya.”


“Yeah, sorry about this.” Brad answered as sheepishly as he could as he followed the man down the hall.


“I don’t know why the hell they didn’t put you lot through orientation.”


“No time,” Brad replied. “We were in a hurry to get to work.”


The man snorted. “You call that work? Listen kid, I’ve been in salvage for fifteen years and I do real work for a living. Running around with a camera filming stuff ain’t work, it’s kid’s crap.”


“They just pay me, man. I do what they tell me to.” Brad answered sympathetically. “What’s your name?”


“Why you wanna know?” The man replied sarcastically. “Gonna report me to the Captain because I didn’t smile enough?”


“Nah, I just wanted to know.”


“Lief, Lief Johanson.”


“I’m Brad Rose.”


“Fine, Brad.” Johanson stopped at a stairwell entrance. “Go down here two floors and turn left. Galley’s right there.”


Brad smiled. “Okay, sure. Thanks!”


Johanson looked at him a moment, as if trying to decide whether to say something, then shook his head and silently marched away. 


Brad let out a deep sigh of relief. So far, so good.





*

*

*


The Galley looked like a school cafeteria, with a buffet line along the one wall and long wooden tables ringed with chairs. It was half full with people getting their breakfast, even though Brad knew it was only about 5:30am here. From the weathered look of them, they were the ship’s crew, but over in the corner Brad saw a single nervous looking young man a little older than himself. The man was clean shaven, with a long pale face, small round-framed glasses and short wavy brown hair that sat on top of his head like it was moussed there. He wore a black and red checkered shirt and a black vest that bulged from all the pens and notepads and electronica that were stuffed into it’s pockets.

Brad grabbed some food from the buffet, since he did need breakfast, and then headed over in the man’s direction.


“Mind if I sit here?”


The man, who had been staring down into his cereal despondently, looked up at Brad in surprise.


“What?”


Brad gestured towards the chair in front of him, kitty-corner to the one the man was in. 


“Can I sit here?”


“Oh yeah. Sure. Of course.” The man replied quickly, grabbing his tray and unnecessarily making room for Brad.


“Thanks,” Brad took his seat then offered his hand to the man. “Brad Rose.”


“Kevin Maus.” The man had a cold, soft grip.


“So,” Brad replied as he broke open his mini-cereal box. “What do you do, Mr. Maus?”


“Oh, umm. Well,” Kevin fidgeted. “I’m a director for Hawthorn Studios.”


“Really? A movie director?”


“Yes.” Kevin looked at Brad and smiled nervously. “Well, documentaries actually.”


“Cool. Any big ones?”


“No. No. Just a few short films, nothing you’d know. ‘Fiddles on Fire’?”


“Sorry, never heard of it.”


“See.” Kevin looked down at his soggy cornflakes again. “I can’t believe they hired me for this.”


“Why not?” Brad asked between spoonfuls of cereal. “What’s the big deal?”


“The big deal is this is a ten-million dollar picture, Brad! Everything I did up until now was paid for by my credit cards!” Kevin said with sudden emotion, looking up at Brad with fear filled eyes. 


“Whoa! Whoa! Kev, you gotta calm down.” Brad glanced around at the crew, most of whom were staring in their direction. “Somebody must’ve trusted you could do it, right?”


Kevin nodded sadly. “My uncle.”


“Oh,” Brad said, understanding. “Got you the job, eh?”


“The real director got sick.”


“Right. Well, then this is your big chance. Once in a lifetime.”


“I guess.”


“So, what’s your documentary on, anyways? You’ve got this whole big ship at your beck and call.”


“Oh,” Kevin was surprised. “They didn’t tell you?”


“I’m new,” Brad smiled. “I just got here.”


“Okay. Well, did you ever hear of the Battle of Los Angeles?”


“Nope, never heard of it.”


“On February 25th, 1942 this big airship showed up over LA, and everyone thought it was sent by the Japanese so they shot at it. They shot at it for hours, but it just chugged along and nothing they did seemed to hurt it, eventually it went out to sea and disappeared. Nobody was hurt, except for a few falling shells, and nobody knows what it was or who sent it.”


“Sounds like a UFO story.”


“Yeah,” said Kevin, obviously excited and into what he was saying. “Well, last year a navy survey ship found what they thought was a sub sitting on the bottom of the ocean, but it’s too big to be a sub from that time. So anyways, they reported it, and this salvage company got the contract, but they wanted more cash so they approached Hawthorn about doing a documentary on it. We’re going to call it “The Lost Airship.” Cool, eh?”


“Uh, yeah. So, they sent you out here thinking it’s a UFO?”


“Well, no…” Kevin stumbled. “They think it’s a Japanese sub from the war.”


“But, you think differently?”


“Oh yeah. It exactly follows the trajectory that airship was on when it went out to sea. This has gotta be it! I think they got hit and crashed into the ocean, never to be seen again!”


“Okay, well…” Brad nodded, agreeing it might be possible. “Did you find it yet?”


“Sonar located it last night,” Kevin said proudly. “We’re right on top of it.”


“Really?” Brad said, glancing downwards and suddenly feeling a little nervous for some reason.


Kevin grinned. “The robots go down this morning.”


 


*

*

*


Brad, clad in one of the yellow crew rainjackets, stood on the spray-slicked upper deck and watched as the crews worked on the floating platform nestled between the twin hulls to get the robots ready for their dive. There were two robots, each of them little bigger than a lawnmower, and already in the water was a yellow and white deep-sea explorer vehicle a little bigger than a minivan. Two crewmen were climbing into the explorer while he could see Kevin waiting nervously with a cameraman for their turn to climb down inside. 


Better them than me, Brad thought. Feeling claustrophobic just thinking about getting into that thing.


“Pixelle, what have you got?”


The holographic aide’s face appeared on a flat image on top of Brad’s D-Shifter.


“I did a scan as you asked for, Brad. There is a vehicle of unknown configuration 320 metres beneath us, and I can say with certainty it is not from this reality. It still has traces of cross dimensional radiation in its hull, although they are very faint.”


“Any idea who owns it?”


“The possibilities are too great. It may just be some form of cross-dimensional exploration vehicle that your military shot down by accident. The incident Mr. Maus referred to shows no record of there being any offensive action taken by the vehicle, if this is the same one.”


“Anyone alive down there?”


“None that I can detect, nor are there active computer systems.”


“How could it have sent out that signal you picked up then?”


“There are two possibilities. One, it sent the signal and then went dormant again, perhaps after detecting the arrival of this vessel. Two, the signal was not sent by the vehicle, but by someone on aboard this ship with access to such a communicator.”


“So, I’m not the only one who doesn’t belong.”


“That is a distinctive possibility.”


Brad turned and started to walk towards the nearby stairwell.


“Do a background check on the crews, see if anyone suspicious turns up.” 


“Understood.” Pixelle’s image vanished.


Brad was almost to the door when it opened by itself, and a short dark-skinned man in a bright blue rain jacket stepped out onto the deck. He was a serious looking man, with a triangular head topped with buzz-cut black hair and a scruff of a beard on his chin. He had a small badge sewn into his jacket with “XO” written on it. He looked at Brad and raised an eyebrow.


“What are you doing up here?”


“Sorry sir,” Brad apologised. “I was just taking a break and watching them launch the sub.”


He nodded, then looked closely at Brad.


“When did you come on board?”


“Just before we left Port, sir. I’m part of the cleaning crew.”


“Mikael’s bunch? You don’t sound Russian.”


“I’m Russian on my mother’s side, my dad’s American.”


The man seemed to accept that. Brad was starting to scare himself by how good he was getting at lying his head off. He thought he had to be married to get this good at lying. 


“Tell Mikael washroom six is flooded, Executive Officer Kreer wants it cleaned up right away.”


Brad nodded. “Yessir.” 


 


*

*

*


“Well...Umm…I didn’t exactly see much. I let the Jake the cameraman do the filming.”


Brad took another bite out of his sandwich and listened to Kevin tell his story about his first trip down the wreck.


“What were you doing?”


Kevin shifted uncomfortably. “I was a little sick.”


“The whole three hours?”


“Uhh. Yeah.”


Brad thought he did look a little bit paler than he had this morning. 


“So, what did you find out about the wreck?”


“Oh, well, it’s completely intact.” Kevin said with considerably more enthusiasm. “There’s almost no wreckage at all, just some corrosion and a hole on the right side. We couldn’t find a conning tower, and the hull is way too smooth to be a submarine from that time. But, you know what the weirdest part is?”


Brad leaned closer. “No, what?”


“There’s no propeller, not even a place for one.” Kevin said in a low voice, giving Brad a wink.


“Really?”


“Yes.” Kevin grinned in triumph.


“I guess you were right.” Brad agreed. “So, what next?”


“The salvage team is down there right now, if they think it’s structurally sound they’re going to attach air bladders onto it and then attach cables to it so we can try and bring it up.”


“You’re not going inside first?”


“They couldn’t find a hatch, and the hole in the side isn’t big enough for the robots.”


“Probably a good thing. You never know what might be inside.”





*

*

*


“Whoever they were, they were not very clever.”


“So, you found our man?”


“Woman, actually.” Pixelle answered. “She is registered as Illeen Harman, one of the assistant cooking staff.”


“Ha! It’s always the cook!”


Pixelle looked at Brad questioningly, and he shook his head.


“Go on.”


“I checked her credentials through the satellite uplink, and they are all forged. Even her birth records are forgeries, the hospital was closed due to a fire on the day her records claim she was born there.”


“Wow. You’re good.”


“Thank you, Brad.”


It was just late afternoon now, so Brad guessed she should be at work preparing dinner.


“We need to look for evidence, can you get me to her room?”


“I have the ship’s schematics at my disposal.”


A little map of the ship appeared on top of Brad’s D-Shifter.


“Let’s go.”





*

*

*


Illeen Harman, by virtue of being female, had been accorded her own room on board the ship. 


It made things considerably easier as it meant Brad didn’t have to worry about a roommate coming in as he searched her belongings. She didn’t have much, actually, just the basic necessities and a few personal items like books, toiletries and some makeup. Nothing that was the slightest bit suspicious, even as Brad made a point of checking the smallest items.


“She’s clean,” he finally told Pixelle. “Or it’s on her.”


“Or in her,” Pixelle pointed out. “Subdermal implants are quite possible.”


“Ohhh, maybe I should seduce her…”


“Brad!”


“Kidding! Kidding! Theresa would kill me most dead.”


“I suspect so. How do you wish to proceed then? Shall we isolate her and interrogate her?”


Brad let out a slow breath and thought. “We may have no choice. I could toss her in a portal.”


“It will be hard to get her alone right now.”


“I’ll think of something.”


Brad slipped from the room after he put everything back in its place, and then headed down the ship towards the galley. He was thinking of how he would get her alone, and had almost come up with a plan when he turned a corner and found himself face to face with the ship’s Executive Officer and the man he had encountered earlier in the morning.


“You there,” Kreer said in a commanding tone. “I want to speak with you.”


“Yes sir,” Brad answered innocently. “Is something wrong?”


“I thought I told you to tell Mikael about the flooded bathroom?”


“I’m sorry sir,” Brad replied. “I couldn’t find him or the plumber.”


“This boy is one of the crew?” Asked the large brown haired man. “He told me he was one of the filmmakers this morning.”


“He did, did he?”  Kreer replied, looking back at Brad suspiciously.


Well, Brad decided, even married guys get caught sometimes.





*

*

*


Illeen Harman was an attractive young woman in her late twenties, tall and slender, with long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. She was not the kind one normally expected to be assistant chef on board a ship at sea, more likely she would be a nurse, or perhaps a teacher with her kind and caring manner. She had quickly won the hearts of the cooking staff and they treated her well, like a younger sister, except for the Sous-chef, who had shown his romantic interest from the start. 


Illeen, for her part, had shown reluctance in accepting his advances, and he had done many different things to show his affection for her. So when she asked if she might be in charge of making the soups and stews for the evening meal, he had quite happily agreed and let her work independently to prepare things while he oversaw the rest of the kitchen.


So, it was child’s play for her to make sure each dish was properly seasoned with a special powder she had brought along with her when she came aboard…





*

*

*


Brad rubbed his wrist where the D-Shifter had been and looked at the door of the room where they had put him. When they had discovered he was a stow-away, at least that’s what they believed, he’d tried to convince them he was merely a reporter trying to get a big story. While they may or may not have believed him on that one, the executive officer had chosen to lock him in one of the crew cabins under guard until they decided what to do with him.


While they had taken his D-Shifter, believing it to be a cell phone of some kind, he had managed to score one victory; he had told them Illeen Harman was his accomplice. With a little luck, they would also confine her to her quarters, which might keep her out of trouble for a while, or so he hoped.


For now, all Brad could do was sit on the bed and wait for an opportunity.





*

*

*


The first of the crew slipped into a coma just after nine o’clock that night, the rest of them following swiftly as the drug in their system took hold and dragged them down into unconsciousness. Illeen had been on her way to see the Captain regarding some matter they wouldn’t tell her about when the men she was chatting happily with suddenly became too weak to stand and fell over. 


She breathed a sigh of relief, she had almost believed her cover had been blown, but then it didn’t matter really at this point. She reached down and picked up the crewmen’s key rings for possible later use, and stowing them in her jeans pockets she turned and headed for the main deck.


She grabbed a jacket on the way outside, and went through the hatchway to the deck. The wind was howling now, and she could hear it whistling through the girders of the nearby crane, one of eight that ringed the inside of the twin-hulled ship. Spotlights were everywhere, and the rear deck of the hull she was on was well lit.


Standing out on the rear deck, she pulled back the right sleeve of her jacket and exposed her flesh
 to the night. She focussed for a moment, triggering the mental keys, and then the flesh along the inside of her arm began to peal back to reveal metal beneath. Once the flesh was aside, the metal split down the middle and a metal small array that looked like a parody of a Christmas tree unfolded straight up from her arm.


The array glowed with yellow sparks briefly as she sent the pulse her people were waiting for.





*

*

*


Kevin Amuse stumbled from the bathroom, having emptied the contents of his stomach yet again into the toilet. He hadn’t been able to keep anything down since that morning, and had decided to skip dinner entirely in an effort to calm his stomach, but it hadn’t worked so far.


He had finally reached the conclusion that he was going to need to see the ship’s doctor and get something to stop this. He had been having dry heaves for over and hour now, and it was getting intolerably painful. 


Grabbing a jacket to keep him warm, Kevin headed out to find the infirmary.





*

*

*


A swirling vortex of yellow and white light irised open from a small dot to a man-sized portal just above the deck in front of Illeen. From the portal, black clad military soldiers carrying machine-guns began to pour through; their faces covered by a reflective mirrored metal masks. Each bore the mark of the Blood Rain Pirate Syndicate on their left breast.


Finally, another figure came through the portal and then stood up to his full height.


He looked like a naked statue of a Roman god carved out of smooth black and white marble; his whole muscled body made of stone. In place of his stomach sat a large red gem which glowed blood red in the floodlights, and it was this that Illeen Harman knew was the real form of the Enforcer. The statue-like body was merely a conveyance and tool the crystal entity called Achilles had created for itself.


“Master Achilles,” Illeen dropped to one knee and bowed her head. “The crew sleeps, and the ship is ready to raise the vessel.”


“Excellent,” the statue’s deep booming voice seemed to come from all around her. “Deploy the men as you see fit, Commander Harman. My body will soon be returned to me.”





*

*

*


“Hello? Anyone in here?”


Kevin stuck his head in through the door to the infirmary and looked around, he had to turn on the light because the room was quite empty.


“Great…” He said weakly, then shut off the light and went back into the hall.


The doctor must be out somewhere, Kevin decided.


He didn’t know where very many cabins were, but he had been to the Captain’s cabin, so he decided to head there now. He’d left his cell-phone back in his cabin, and it was easier to get to the Captain’s cabin than go back and call his own people. Actually, he suspected his own people would laugh at him, they didn’t seem to like him very much. 

Making his was through the ship, he occasionally heard the sound of running boots echoing through the floor above him, but didn’t actually see anyone. He thought that was a little odd, but since the ship was so big and the crew relatively small, it seemed reasonable.

Eventually Kevin reached the Captain’s cabin, and he knocked on the door.

No answer.

He knocked again.

No answer.

Then Kevin made a big decision, since his company was financing this mission; the Captain was technically working for him. He was sick, and he wanted help and he was darn well going to get it!

Kevin grabbed the handle to the door, and when he found it unlocked he knocked again and pushed it open.

“Hello? Sir? Sorry to bother you?”

The lights inside the Captain’s office were on, and Kevin peeked inside.

The office looked empty, there was nobody at the desk and nobody answered back.

“Hello?” Kevin tried again, but there was no answer.

He sighed. Well, he could always go back and call his crew chief, he decided. 

He was about to close the door when something caught his eye, in a mirrored picture at the side of the room he could see a reflection behind the desk, and there was a body there.

Quickly, Kevin rushed in and around the desk, where he found the Captain laying on the floor.

“Omigod. Omigod! Captain!”

Kevin reached down and tried to check for a pulse the way they did it on TV. He was pretty sure he felt something, and then he noticed the Captain’s chest moving. He was still breathing.

Kevin let out a sigh of relief and then stood up, he had to call someone.

He looked across the Captain’s desk and saw a phone, but when he reached across the desk he suddenly heard a woman speak.

“Don’t touch that phone!”

Kevin jumped a little, and quickly looked around. He didn’t see anyone.

“Hello? The Captain needs help!” He called out.

“Quiet! They might hear you!” Came the voice.

“Where are you?” Kevin whispered as loud as he could.

Kevin was sure he heard a noise like a sigh, and then suddenly he noticed that this little box that looked like a folded cellphone on the Captain’s desk was starting to glow a little.

Suddenly from the “cellphone” a tiny fairy with long black hair in a pink jumpsuit no bigger than a large battery flew up into view and looked at him sternly with her arms crossed.

“Right here.”

“GYAHH!!” Kevin fell over backwards and scrambled back across the floor until he hit a wall.

The fairy woman flew down over the edge of the desk and across the floor to hang in the air in front of him.

“Kevin, please. I need your help.”

“Who are you? What did you do the Captain? Are you an alien from the ship?”

Pixelle thought about it a moment. 

“Yes, I am.” She told the terrified young movie director. “And, I will do to you what I did to him unless you listen to me very carefully…”

This was the point where Pixelle knew she had really been with Brad too long.




*

*

*


With Illeen’s direction from the bridge of the ship, the troops spread out and began preparations to raise the vessel. She had sent for troops which had experience using equipment such as the cranes before, in case anything went wrong, but since the ship had been preparing to raise the vessel the following day everything was almost in place to begin with.


She had switched to a military uniform similar to those worn by the troopers, but left her head uncovered and let her blond hair flow down over her shoulders. She would surely become an enforcer after this mission, and her choice to not wear a helmet was a mark of this coming status.


Achilles watched the whole proceedings silently, walking behind her but saying little as he watched her work. Being used to his silent manner she simply focussed on her job and did her best to ignore his presence except when the time came to give reports. 


“Commander,” radioed in one of her lieutenants. “We have completed the preparations and are ready to begin lifting the ship.”


“Acknowledged,” Illeen turned to get Achilles’s permission but suddenly realised the Enforcer was absent, for something so big made of marble it moved incredibly quietly.


“Begin raising the ship, carefully.” Illeen added the last word as a thinly veiled threat, then she glanced around again, wondering where her master had gone.





*

*

*


Brad knew something was up.


First it was the sound of the boots on the deck above him, then the sounds of the crane motors going at this time of night, and when he called to his guard there was no answer.


“Brad,” he said to himself. “I think we are pretty screwed.”


When the keys began to turn his lock, Brad sat up in his bunk and stared at the door.


What could he do? He could try hiding, maybe they were just searching the rooms. 


He scrambled to the floor and was about to dive under the bed when the door swung inwards and the light from the corridor blinded him for a moment. Then a shadow blocked the light and a figure stepped into the room.


Brad sat up, raising his arms in surrender.


“Brad!” Pixelle swooped into the room and spun in glittering circles around him.


“Pixelle?”


“I…I don’t believe it! You’re an alien!” Kevin stuttered.


Brad quickly jumped to his feet, and spying the D-Shifter in the shaking Kevin’s hands he grabbed it and slapped it on his wrist. There was a satisfying hiss as the bands extended around his wrist and a sweet click as they locked into place.


“Thanks Kev,” Brad patted him on the arm. “You’re a lifesaver, and I mean that literally.”


“You’re…welcome?” Kevin said nervously.


“Pixelle, what’s the situation?”


“Brad, the crew of this ship have been rendered unconscious, and I believe an enemy force has arrived to take control. We are currently raising the vessel from the bottom of the ocean, it is at 300 metres and rising and will reach the surface in 23 minutes at current speed.”


“And, if they want it up. We don’t.” Brad commented.


“Wait?” Kevin asked. “What are you saying?”


“Sorry Kev,” Brad looked at him apologetically as he walked by him, heading for the door. “But, your ship needs to stay sunk. Come with me, and I’ll tell you why.”





*

*

*


To Brad, the solution was simple. 


The vessel was being raised by the eight cranes working together in sync, therefore cutting any of the cables or disrupting some of the towers would all result in the off-balance vessel’s own weight sending it back down again. Maybe it could be recovered again at some future time, but he doubted the Blood Rain would stick around once their line had been cut this time. 


Brad rushed up onto the landing of the main deck of the starboard hull, skipping up the stairs as fast as he could and racing out onto the deck right underneath of the of the crane towers. Floodlights illuminated the decks and the churning green sea between the two hulls, the deafening whine of the crane motors fighting with the thunder of the night wind. Blood Rain troopers were everywhere to be seen, working the cranes and watching the progress. Just ahead of him three troopers leaned against the railing watching the sea.


“D-Armour…Activate!”


As Brad was sheathed in the red and black armour of the D-Corps, the troopers spun around and began to bring their machineguns up to point at Brad. They opened fire, but the first bullets just bounced off his armour, and then he was moving with superhuman speed, dodging and weaving across the deck at them.


“D-Sabre. Stun mode.”


The yellow blade materialised in his right hand just as he reached the surprised troopers, and he slashed downwards against the one on the right, letting the blade run against the trooper’s chest instead of cutting through it. As the energy from the blade made that trooper convulse, Brad brought the blade back up in another stroke that cut horizontally against the stomachs of the other two troopers, letting the loosely held blade send them both to the deck unconscious.


Now for the tower.


“D-Sabre down, D-Blaster, Max.”


Brad knew he didn’t have much time before more troopers would be on him, he aimed at the nearest steel cable and his enhanced senses helped him easily find his target. As soon as he had it he started to pull the trigger a powerful commanding voice echoed around him that seemed to come from all sides at once.


“STOP!”


Brad spun, trying to find the source of the voice. It didn’t take long.


Several decks above him a statue like a Greek god stood towering atop a deck, the giant red gem in it’s stomach shining brightly in the abundant light. At first Brad thought it was a joke of some kind, and then he saw the statue move as it extended it’s arm in a fluid motion to point down at him.  


Brad heard Pixelle gasp inside his helmet. 


“Achilles…” she whispered.


“You will power-down your systems, and surrender immediately. Or this ship’s crew will be put to death.” Achilles thundered.


Floodlights popped on, and Brad could now see that the ship’s unconscious crew had been strung up like meat hanging along the side of the superstructure wall beneath where Achilles stood.  They were several decks up, if the ropes were cut they would fall to their deaths against the deck where Brad stood.


“Brad,” Pixelle sounded panicked. “We have to leave this place! We have to leave this place now!”


“What?” Out of the corner of his eye, Brad could see more troopers running down the deck towards him. “Why?”


“Brad, this mission is hopeless. You must leave or you will be killed. You cannot defeat him, he will kill you the moment you disengage your armour.”


“Pixelle, I can’t leave them!”


“Brad, you have no choice.”


“No! There’s always a choice!”


Brad stepped forward and shouted up at Achilles.


“Fight me one on one!”


Brad had started to get a sense of the Blood Rain code of honour, and hoped he could use it to his advantage. 


“Brad!?!?!” It was the first time Brad had heard Pixelle truly sound scared.


“You are not a challenge, I refuse.” Replied the giant as the troopers on Brad’s deck arrived, their guns clacking into place as they surrounded him. “Remove your shell, you have 5 seconds.”


“4”


Brad looked at the giant.


“3”


He looked at the troopers.


“2”


He looked back at the giant, his mind suddenly blank. He didn’t know what to do.


“1”


Suddenly, all the lights on the ship went out and the ship was plunged into silent darkness as the crane motors ground to a halt.


Brad ducked down and dodged to the right as gunfire began to flash all around him, guessing correctly that some of the troopers would open fire when they were startled. 


As the troopers shot each other in surprise, Brad broke through their line and ran down the deck the way they had come. He gave a silent prayer to whatever God had just saved him, and as he approached the base of the next crane he reached out and slapped a D-mine onto it. Then he did the same at the next crane, and the base of the crane after that. 


When he was done, he’d mined all the cranes on his side of the hull and dashed into the nearest stairwell. He leapt up the stairs as fast as he could, rushing up to the upper deck where he knew he would find Achilles waiting.


Sure enough, the giant had been following Brad along the deck, and when Brad bolted from the stairwell onto the deck he had to duck and roll to avoid Achilles’ fist as the living statue tore a hole in the metal wall next to where Brad had been.


“D-Blaster! Max!”


Brad finished his roll in a crouching position and opened fire on Achilles.


The orange energy bolts from the blaster splashed across the giant’s marble skin, but had no other visible effect. The giant just ignored Brad’s attack, pulling his arm free and turning to face Brad as the energy danced across his chest.


“Futile.” Said Achilles as he began to stride towards Brad.


“Hold on! I just mined all your cranes!” Brad shouted as he got to his feet. “One word from me and you lose that thing down there forever!”


Achilles paused. “I have searched thousands of worlds for my body since those slaves stole it from me and put it aboard that ship. If anything happens to it, I will see your world is ash before I am done. Your loved ones will die beneath my feet.”

His words were so powerful Brad almost took a step back before he caught himself.


“Yeah…Okay…How about we bargain then?”


The giant stood there silently for what seemed like forever, then a single word rumbled forth.


“Terms?”


“You let me get everyone off this ship, and then you take the body and do whatever you want.”


“I refuse.”


Aww Frag…Brad thought. “Look! If you don’t want to deal, I’ll go down and stick a mine so far up your butt you’ll need a microscope to find all the pieces! Your body for this crew and my safety! DO WE HAVE A DEAL!?!”


“You must remove the mines first.”


“Then you’ll just kill me.”


The giant started to walked towards Brad again.


“If you betray me, I will see you live to see my promise fulfilled.”


Brad took as step back as his enemy approached, looking up at the colossus.


“And, I believe you.”


“Then,” said Achilles as he towered over Brad. “We have an agreement. I accept your terms.”





*

*

*


Brad found Kevin collapsed in a chair on the main bridge of the ship, his shirt torn and blood dripping down from a cut on his forehead. Nearby was a used fire extinguisher, and an unconscious Illeen Harman covered in extinguisher foam and blood lay on the floor. 


“Hey Kev,” Brad said to him quietly. “You conscious?”


Pixelle had told Brad Kevin Maus was badly bruised, but not actually hurt.


Kevin opened an eye and looked at the armoured Brad. “Brad? That you?”


“Time to go home, Kev.” Brad nodded and he lifted Kevin gently from the chair
and up into his arms, with his enhanced strength carrying the other man was like carrying a baby.


“Did we win?” Kevin asked weakly.


“Well, yes and no…” Brad answered as they left the bridge, Blood Rain troopers filing in past them to take control again.





*

*

*


“So, I stayed long enough to watch them bring up the ship. It looked kinda like a 747 without it’s wings, and all black. It didn’t look rusted at all, just had a few holes in it.”


Theresa listened intently from where she sat on her residence room bed, a giant pillow clutched against her chest. Brad was sitting backwards on her desk chair, leaning forward against the back of the chair with his head resting on his arms. 


“So, what happened next?”


“Well, the crew was gone and it was just those guys left, so I decided to get out of there before they changed their mind. But, just when I started to go Achilles turns to me and he says…” Brad sat up straight and made his voice as deep as he could. “Thank you.” 


“So, I told him “you’re welcome, Mr. Goscrewyourself’, and then…then I asked him what he was going to do now he had his body back…” Brad’s voice trailed off as he remembered the answer and his face looked troubled.


“What? What did he say?” She asked him, worried. 


“He said…”


“Rule.”

Fin.

