D-Ranger 7:
The Lost Broadcast! Battle on Tokyo Tower!

By Robyn Paterson (rob_paterson@hotmail.com)


“So, I have a question?”


Brad looked up at his girlfriend Theresa from where he sat on the floor watching the TV perched on a nearby milk-carton in her residence room. She was studying at her desk, and he was just keeping her company with her exams coming up.


“Fifty-six,” he answered her.


She raised an eyebrow as she looked at him. “I didn’t ask my question.”


“Oh fine,” he said pretending to be impatient. “Ask it then.”


Her eraser bounced off his head.


“Ow!”


“Serves you right.” She quipped. “So, what’s the difference between Endothermic and Exothermic?”


“Is that all? That’s so easy! I can’t believe you don’t know that!” He shook his head in mock disappointment.


Her green eyes narrowed as she looked at him. “So, Einstein. Enlighten me.”


“Sorry,” he said apologetically. “I can’t do that. If I do, you won’t learn it on your own.”


“Grrr,” she growled and went back to her books. “Never mind.”


“You hungry?” Brad asked.


“Yeah,” she leaned back. “I could so go for sushi right now. But, it’s like 3am.”


Brad got a mischievous look in his eyes. 


“What?” She asked.


“Not in Japan.” He grinned.
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“I so can’t believe you did this!” Theresa laughed, holding onto Brad’s arm as they walked down the late autumn streets of one of downtown Tokyo’s main thoroughfares. The streets were filled with the hustle and bustle of late afternoon as the office workers and salarymen flooded from their buildings onto the streets. Chestnut haired schoolgirls in short skirts walked arm-in-arm laughing and talking, their black suited male counterparts racing and jumping around them as they dashed through the crowd.


“Why not?” Brad grinned. “Not like the D-Corps don’t owe me something for all the crap I’ve had to go through.”


“You don’t get paid?” She looked shocked. “How are you living?”


“I used to have a job, but I lost it after I spent two weeks in a hospital in Eastern Europe.”


“So, now what do you do?”


“Employment insurance,” he winked. “Being Canadian is a wonderful thing. I figure it will get me by until this whole D-Ranger thing is done, and then I’ll figure something out.”


“I can’t believe they expect you to do all this for nothing.” She said unhappily as they stopped with the crowd at a crosswalk, then looked up at Brad when she realised he was looking at her and smiling.

“What?!?”


“I don’t do it for nothing,” he said thoughtfully as he looked forward and the crowd began to move again.
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“Welcome to Tokyo Tower,” the blue and red uniformed girls announced as they bowed in unison.


 “Thank you! Thank you ladies!” Ulysses Jinn grinned brightly and bowed back, making the two young ladies giggle and look at each other. 


Jinn was a tall thin brown-skinned man with a long moon-shaped face and a pointed chin, he had jovial eyes and a wide white smile. He wore a striped purple business suit with a black vest and white shirt underneath, the sleeves of his shirt and business jacket tied and folded neatly at his side because he had no arms to fill them with. 


“Gentlemen!” He announced to the two rows of suited men behind him. “Where’s your manners? Bow to the ladies!” 


Behind Jinn a dozen large caucasian men clad in black suits carrying black leather briefcases bowed in unison, their mirrored sunglasses glinting in the afternoon light. They were all virtually identical, save for the lead one of each row, who had red handkerchiefs flowing neatly from their breast pockets. 


 “There we go!” Jinn said proudly and looked at the startled girls apologetically. “I’m sorry ladies, they just don’t know the fine art of Japanese etiquette! C’mon gentlemen, we have an appointment to keep.”


With that, Jinn marched his group past the young women and into the office building which sat at the base of the brilliant orange and white tower. They walked across the tourist-filled foyer and Jinn stopped to check the large directory signs printed conveniently in Japanese, English and Chinese. 


“Now, let me see,” Jinn looked up at the directory boards and immediately one of the lead men rushed forward to set a pair of round armless glasses on Jinn’s nose. “Thank you, Mr. Right.”


“First floor- nick-knacks. Have to remember that on the way out. Second floor- Japan’s largest indoor aquarium! Well, maybe next time. Third floor – wax museum. Never liked those things. Fourth floor- trick art gallery? Now there’s something you don’t see every day! Might just have to stop by and check that out. And, Fifth floor – television and radio broadcast centre. I do believe gentlemen,” Jinn grinned evilly. “That we have found what we’re looking for...”
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“Gyah!”


Brad’s eyes bugged out and he clutched his face as pain like fire ripped through his head.


Theresa watched him, unimpressed.


“Toldja not to put in so much Wasabi,” she said coolly as she dipped her own piece of sushi in soy sauce and casually slipped it into her mouth. They had stopped in an Atom Boy sushi restaurant and were now perched on stools in front of the circular conveyor system that carried covered colour-coded plates of sushi past them and twenty or so other patrons.


Brad breathed deeply, tears running down his face as the pain slowly began to subside.


“My God…I can’t believe people like this.”


“The wasabi is an antibiotic, it kills any bugs that might be in the raw fish.”


“Thank you, Iron Chef.” 


“Anytime,” Theresa picked up her mug of green tea and sipped it. “They don’t have this stuff in Windsor?”


“No, the closest we have is a small Chinatown.”


“Chinese food’s different.”


“Well, I know that! I’ve had Japanese food, just never sushi.”


“Once you have it, you’ll so want more. This stuff’s so addictive.”


“I don’t think so,” Brad looked down at the plates of sushi in front of him in distaste. “Raw fish just isn’t my thing…”


“You’ll see,” Theresa said knowingly.


“Yeah well, what do you wanna do after this?”


“I don’t know,” she said uncertainly. “I really should study. But…this is Tokyo! I can’t believe I’m actually in Tokyo!”


“I think you can spare another hour, don’t you?” Brad smiled at her.


“I officially declare this a study break!” She said as she hugged Brad. “Thank you D-Ranger!”


Across the conveyor ring, a young caucasian woman with long blonde-streaked brown hair and thick-rimmed glasses suddenly looked up in surprise…
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“Kenji, I’ll call you back…”


Reiko Oyama slipped her cell phone into her pocket and sat up straight at her reception desk as the tall dark-skinned man and his companions came out of the elevator.


“Welcome to the NTT Broadcast Center,” she said in a high-pitched voice and practised smile. “How can I help you today?” She focussed on the odd looking man’s face, trying to ignore his lack of arms.


“Well Miss…Oyama, that’s how I read your name, right?” He said with a grin.


“Yes it is, sir. Your Japanese is very good.”


Jinn looked at the ceiling in feigned embarrassment. “Oh, you are too kind. It’s just something I picked up in my travels.” Then he looked back to her and leaned in, “so tell me Ms. Oyama. Where can I find the control room for your little outfit here?”


Reiko cocked her head. “Is Mr. Kenbitsu expecting you?”


“No. No,” Jinn shook his head. “This is a bit of a surprise visit.”


“Well, I am very sorry to tell you this honoured sir. But, visitors are not allowed in the control areas, this is not part of the tourist system. Unless you have business here, I am afraid you will not be allowed to go past this desk.”


“Oh, but we do have business here.” Jinn grinned. “We’re here about making Mr. Kenbitsu an offer he won’t be able to refuse.”


“I see,” said Reiko uncertainly as she picked up the phone next to her. “If that is the case, I will call him and see if he is available to meet with you…”
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“So, where to now, m’lady?” 


Theresa stretched her arms as they came out of the restaurant and looked at the modern buildings all around them. Brightly coloured banners she couldn’t read hung from almost every building, and advertising was everywhere. Cars honked, people talked on cell-phones and crosswalks chirped in a singsong sound to tell people to cross now while they still could. Noticing how bright the crosswalk signs were starting to seem, she realised the late afternoon light was starting to dim, which meant night would be coming.


“I want to see the city! I wanna see the lights!” She said, turning to face Brad.


“Well,” he thought. “Tokyo has a tower like Paris. Why don’t we go there?”


“You’re my favourite boyfriend, did I ever tell you that?”


“No,” he said as she looped her arm through his and they started to walk. “But, I better be your only boyfriend or you’re walking home…”


Behind them, a young foreigner wearing a long pale green trench coat with her arms laden down by shopping bags stepped from the restaurant they’d just come from. She watched them go, and her nose wrinkled as she frowned, then she started to slowly follow them through the crowd.
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“Mr. Kenbitsu! Ken-chan! Good ta see ya!”


The ageing Japanese man raised a white eyebrow and looked at the grinning foreigner. “I do not believe we have met.”


“Ulysses Jinn, sir.” Jinn said as they stood talking in the lobby of the control section. “Pardon me if I don’t shake hands.”


“And, how may I help you Mr. Jinn?” Said the unsmiling man.


“Well,” Jinn said, ignoring the man’s lack of reaction to his joke. “I need access to your control room in oh, say…”


“38 minutes, 15 seconds.” Announced Mr. Left.


“Yes, 38 minutes or so.” Jinn smiled brightly. “It’s awfully important, and I was wondering if we could just pay you to let us use your system for a little while.”


“I am sorry, Mr. Jinn.” The old man replied without looking apologetic. “But, such requests must go through channels, Ms. Oyama will direct you to our business managers and they will make the appropriate arrangements. We may be able to help your request in a few weeks.”


“Oh,” Jinn’s smile faded. “I see. That is a shame, it really is. Well, I guess it can’t be helped. But, before you go, you’re the senior engineer here, right? You know the in’s and out’s of this place?”


“My father was here when this place came to life in 1958, and I have been here since 1972.”


Jinn nodded thoughtfully. “Quite the family history then. You don’t know how happy it makes me to hear that. Gentlemen, it’s time to work.”


Briefcases clattered to the ground, and submachineguns were cocked.


“Now, Ken-chan.” Said Jinn in a friendly tone. “If you and your kind secretary don’t mind, we need to take a walk to your main control room. And, if you do anything I don’t like, I promise you both you shall die very very slowly.”





*

*

*


“Hold that elevator! Please!”


The uniformed Tokyo Tower elevator attendant obediently pressed the button, and Brad and Theresa watched as a woman a little older than themselves burdened down by shopping bags ran onto their elevator. She gasped for breath and handed her purple ticket to the attendant, and then stepped back to stand against the wall breathing heavily.


“Hello,” she smiled at Brad and Theresa slightly embarrassed. “Sorry about this.”


Dressed in a long pale green coat, she was pretty, with long light brown hair with blonde streaks and bright friendly blue eyes behind her thick-rimmed glasses. She had a light British accent when she spoke, and when she smiled there was a sense of sincere warmth in it.


“Oh, don’t worry about it.” Brad shook his head.


“Are you a tourist?” Theresa asked.


“Yes,” replied the woman holding up her bags. “Out doing some sightseeing and shopping. I’m Ana King.”


“Brad Ryans, this is my girlfriend Theresa Moore.”


“Nice to meet both of you. Are you Americans?”


“I’m American, he’s Canadian.” Theresa replied.


“Oh, really? I’m from Birmingham, England. I’ve never been to North America.”


“How long have you been in Tokyo, Ana?” Brad asked.


“A little while, I come here to shop when I can. It’s quite the shopper’s paradise, don’t you think?”


“Well, we haven’t really been here long enough to judge.” Theresa answered, looking at Brad. “We’re just kind’ve on a day-trip.”


“Oh!” Ana said excitedly. “Then you must let me give you the tour! I can tell you where all the best things are, and I know all the sales spots for you Theresa!”


“Well, I don’t know how long we’re going to be here, but sure.” Brad agreed. “Sounds good. We can all get to know each other.”


“Absolutely,” Ana replied as watched Brad. “I want to know all about you.”
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Jinn’s men had easily taken control of their section of the broadcast level, moving swiftly to eliminate the security guards and rounding up the workers into a corner of the computer-filled main control room. They huddled there under guard, a few of the women crying as they clung to each other and looked fearfully at the armed men.


Jinn himself stood with Mr. Kenbitsu looking at the main board where all fourteen different broadcast signals the tower produced were controlled and monitored. The tower was home to nine television broadcasts and five FM radio stations. Jinn’s lieutenants and several of the technicians were with them, manning their control stations.


“What is it you want me to do?” Jiro Kenbitsu asked his captor.


“Well, Ken-chan. In…”


“24 minutes, 56 seconds.” Said Mr. Right.


“…this tower is going to be receiving a bounceback from space of a broadcast it made on October 5th, 1937. What I want is for you to turn this little tower of yours from a broadcaster into a receiver so that I can get and make a recording of that signal.”


“That is not possible, Mr. Jinn. This tower is not used for reception, the system is not set up for it.”


“Oh, Mr. Kenbitsu. Ye of little faith!” Jinn shook his head sadly. “I know that, but I also know that there is a way to do it if we electrify the tower using all that power you’re using to broadcast and amp it up a few notches.”


“But…But, if we do that, it will kill the people who are on the tower structure. We have over a hundred staff and there are also the visitors! We will need to evacuate the tower first.”


“Sorry, Ken-chan. No evacuations, it will draw too much attention.”


“But…” Jiro panicked. “But…”


“Mr. Left, Mr. Kenbitsu seems to have morals stuck in his throat…” Jinn with mock concern, then grinned a wide evil smile. “See if you can’t help him get them out.”
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“Brad, I was wondering.” Ana asked as she leaned against the observation deck railing. “How long have you and Theresa been together?”


“Well,” Brad said looking over at where Theresa was having her portrait drawn by a nearby artist. “We’ve just been going out a few weeks, but we’ve known each other two months now.”


“Ahh, I see. You said you’re not working?”


“Umm…Not really.” Brad said hesitantly. “I’m on vacation right now. Kind’ve between jobs.”


“It must be hard to afford tickets to here then, are you living in Japan?”


“No, I live in Canada. We’re here as part of a tour, something my father arranged. It was kind’ve a present.”


“Oh, well that was nice of him. Which flight did you come in on? I travel to and from Japan all the time, so I practically know every one.”


“Oh!” Brad’s eyes went wide. “Well, it was Air Canada of course. I don’t really remember the flight number, it’s all in my luggage. Sorry.”


Ana waved her hand in front of her and laughed. “Oh, don’t worry about it, I was just curious.”


Theresa came skipping up to join them, proudly displaying a charcoal-drawn portrait of herself.


“Brad! Brad, what do you think?”


“I think it looks great,” Brad grinned and looked at Ana. “What do you think?”


Ana pursed her lips and raised a finger to sit beside her nose as she looked at it thoughtfully. “Well, I never cared for the Takamoto school of charcoal drawing, which this artist obviously subscribes to, but overall I would have to say it does you justice, Theresa.”


Theresa blinked. 

“Umm, thank you.”


Brad stepped beside Theresa and grabbed her shoulder. “Hey! Don’t be so serious. Pack that up, because we’ve still got lights to see.”


Theresa looked at him in disbelief. “You didn’t!?!”


Brad held up tickets to the second, higher observation deck and grinned.
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“If you connect this circuit at box fifteen, it will complete the relay.”


Jiro Kenbitsu coughed, sending tiny splatters of blood onto the computer screen in front of him.


Jinn nodded, then looked at his lieutenants. “Gentlemen, do you understand what you need to do?”


Both of them nodded in unison, Mr. Right held up a toolkit he’d procured. 


“So well trained. You make me proud. Now get up to the box Ken-chan here specified and hurry, we don’t have much time. It’s right above the upper observation deck…”
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The upper observation deck was almost empty, just a few security guards and a handful of people, as most people were still eating dinner at this time of evening. This allowed Brad, Theresa and Ana almost free access as they walked around the glass-enclosed deck looking out at the city which seemed to come more alive every moment as the orange sun was swallowed by the distant land and shadows crept across the city around them.


“Oh my god,” Theresa said, the lights also shining in her eyes as she clung next to Brad. “That is sooo beautiful! Oh..!”


Brad smiled contentedly down at her. “You’re welcome.”


“I really think the lights of Paris are more impressive, the streets of Tokyo just don’t show the intense planning which went into Paris’s urban development.” Ana commented from nearby.


Brad and Theresa looked at her, then turned slightly away.


“She’s weird,” Theresa leaned in and whispered.


“Yeah,” Brad agreed. “I know. We’ll ditch her after go, okay?”


Theresa nodded, then gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. “Thank you for everything.”


“Anytime,” Brad winked.


Behind them, the elevator dinged.


Brad glanced back to see two huge blonde men in black suits step from the elevator, one of them carrying a red metal toolkit. They walked past the stunned looking security guard and walked past Brad and Theresa around towards the other side of the observation deck.


Something about them just rang Brad’s intuition. 


“Let’s take a walk, honey.” Brad said, pulling Theresa along behind them. 


“Okay?” Theresa looked at him questioningly.


He quickly motioned for her to keep quiet, and then smiled and pretended to look out at the view.


The two men walked around to the side of the deck opposite the elevators, where a door marked “do not enter” failed to stop them as they literally snapped the locked handle off with a single motion and went inside.


“Brad!” Theresa’s eyes went wide as she saw what they did.


“C’mon,” Brad marched her past the broken door and around until they found the emergency stairwell he’d guessed he’d find. Slipping inside, he pulled back the sleeve of his jacket.


“Pixelle, gimme a portal to her residence.”


Theresa and Brad’s eyes met as a disk of yellow and white light irised open behind Theresa.


Be careful, said hers.


I will, said his.


Then they embraced and she was gone, the portal snapping shut behind her.


Brad turned and raced back out into the hallway, there was no sign of Ana as he ran back to the door, but he didn’t expect to see her. He pulled open the door and stepped inside, there was a landing and then a shaft with rungs leaning up to a hatch two floors up. He could see the hatch was open, and quickly pulled himself up the rungs to the open hatchway. 


The floor he was now on was an enclosed floor with walls that were literally covered with wires and cables, there was a silver metal walkway which ran around it, sitting two feet off the floor so that wires could run underneath it as well. Brad pulled himself up onto the walkway and then as quietly as he could, he started to walk around the circular room.


Coming around the corner, he found another accessway and rungs leading up.


He was just about to check it out when he heard a noise behind him…


Instinctively, Brad dropped and spun.


He landed in a crouch and brought his arms up to block as he expected a hulking man in a black suit to be taking a swing at him.


Instead he found Ana, shopping bags and all, looking down at him quizzically. 


“You’re a paranoid one, aren’t you?”


“Ana?!? Oh, you scared me.” Brad rose back up again. “What are you doing here???”


“So, it looks like I was right.” Ana reached out and tapped the D-Shifter, which had been revealed when Brad brought his arms up to block. “You are him.”


“You…You know what this is?” Brad was dumbfounded.


Ana shook her head. “Captain, really. I heard you liked to work alone, but did you have to ignore your dossiers as well.”


Ana sighed and put down her bags, then unbuttoned her coat and carefully set it on the nearby railing to reveal a chequered blue western-style shirt and a rawhide western-style skirt with tassels hanging down all around it. She looked like she had just stepped out of a square dance, boots and all. But, what really caught his attention was the white and grey D-Shifter which sat on her thin right wrist.


“You’re a D-Hunter.”


“I beg your pardon?” She said, sounding offended. “I am most certainly not! I am Sergeant Ana King, and I am as much a D-Ranger as you are.”
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Holding a cloth over his mouth to catch the blood from his increasingly painful coughing fits, Jiro Kenbitsu looked over at Ulysses Jinn sitting in the chair next to him and furrowed his eyebrows. 


“What is this broadcast that is so precious you would do this?”


Jinn cocked his head and took a deep breath.


“How shall I explain? Have you ever heard of Rosalind Russo, Mr. Kenbitsu?”


“No, I do not know her.”


“Ahh,” Jinn nodded thoughtfully. “She was a singer, the best I have ever heard.  She had the kind’ve voice that made children sleep, moved men’s hearts and made birds fall silent in shame. She was born in Amsterdam, raised in New York, and had her debut in Harlem in the glory days of the big-band era. There are sixteen recordings of her work, and all of them are prized, worth a fortune each and every one of them.”


“I do not understand what she has to do with you.”


“On October 5th, 1937 she came to sing for the Emperor of Japan by his special request. At that time, radio was just starting to get popular, and so the Emperor as a special treat had her performance broadcast over the towers that predated this one. He broadcast her voice for all his people to hear, and in honour of that occasion, she sang a special song written only for that occasion. It was never recorded, and she died shortly after that from an aneurysm, cut down in the prime of her life. Poor thing.”


Jinn rose to his feet, turning to look at the assembled hostages. 


“In thirteen minutes, that song will pass through this spot once again. And I intend to capture that song for all to hear her voice sing once more.”


“All this…for a song?” Jiro looked at him in horror.


“And why not?” Jinn answered defiantly. “Does something need to have monetary value to be precious? Is there anything more precious than a fleeting work of art, a voice from the heavens? I should think not! Value is in the eye of the beholder, Ken-chan, or should I say the ear? And, I will have that song if it kills you.” 
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“But, I thought I was the only D-Ranger here?”


“Your ego does not become you, Captain Ryans.” She shook her head, annoyed. “Are you going to tell me to back off while you handle them as well?” Ana gestured towards the rungs.


“No…” Brad thought quickly. “Alright, come with me.” 


Me and Pixelle gonna have us a little chat, Brad thought as he glanced down at his shifter and then quickly started up the runs.


Slowly pushing open the hatch, Brad glanced outside.


The cold wind howled around them, and across the flat expanse Brad could see the two men huddled next to a metal beam with some kind of circuit box connected to it. With the wind to cover their movement, Brad and Ana crept up onto the rooftop. 


Brad looked at Ana, and she tapped her D-Shifter. He nodded in agreement.


“D-Armour…Activate!” They said in unison, holding their Shifters crosswise in front of them.


Energy coalesced over Brad’s body, and a wave of yellow energy washed over him from head to toe, leaving in its wake red battle armour. Form fitting, the armour consisted of a rust-red bodysuit with black gloves and boots, a white belt was around his waist, and a red helmet with a mirrored black strip visor covered his head.  A darker red and black armoured vest covered his chest and back, which split into two just above his rib cage and covered his sides. On the left side of the vest, the Damocles Corps. symbol of five gold diamonds forming a single star against a black background glowed briefly and then faded.


The same happened to Ana, her armour a more feminine slender copy of his own, except her bodysuit was a dull white, with a dark grey vest, boots and gloves. The Damocles corps symbol also burned brightly on her chest, and as Brad looked at her he realised she had been the one he had seen in India the month before during his battle with Kerebos. 


“Oh, we are so gonna talk!” Brad whispered under his breath.


“They’re doing something to the tower electronics system,” Ana’s voice sounded in Brad’s helmet. “And, they don’t register on my scans. I think we can confirm they’re from the Blood Rain, Captain.”


One of them turned and looked at the D-Rangers, attracted by the transformation light. He motioned to the other one, and the two turned and rose, standing to their full height.


“We need them to tell us what’s going on, so try not to kill them.” Brad told her.


“By your orders, sir.” She answered as she deployed an orange-bladed D-Sabre.


By my orders?


“D-Sabre, Medium stun!”


A sword glowing an orangish-yellow appeared in Brad’s hand as the two men stepped apart, each of them starting to circle the rangers from a different direction. 


Knowing which one was his, Brad did the same and began to walk carefully towards the suited man who was crouched slightly in a battle-stance. He saw Ana do the same with her opponent out of the corner of his eye, and hoped she really did know what she was doing, better than him, anyways.


Then Mr. Left moved, much faster than Brad had anticipated, and even with his enhanced reflexes Brad barely managed to jump up and over as he passed where Brad had been. 


Flipping around as he dropped, Brad tried to bring the D-Sabre down on the warrior’s back, but the warrior did a forward roll out of the way and came to his feet in a battle-stance facing Brad. Facing off again, Brad tried to lunge forward and tag him with the sabre, but the man pulled back and out of the way, kicking Brad in the chest and sending him flying back to impact into a nearby steel girder.


Pressing his advantage, Mr. Left bolted forward and slammed his shoulder into Brad’s stomach, further knocking the wind out of Brad and making him drop his sabre. 


Then the man stepped back and punched Brad in the gut with a fist that felt like an iron bar.


Fighting the pain, Brad let himself drop as the man came in for another blow, and using the girder as a backing kicked outwards against the man’s knee.


There was loud crack as the leg caved in and he fell forward, Brad rolling out of the way.


Brad summoned a second D-Sabre and slammed it down on top of the man’s back, making him convulse as the energy surged through him and crackled over his skin. Suddenly, sparks were flying out of the man’s mouth and eyes, and then he went limp.


Whoa! Never seen that before!


Brad flipped himself around and looked over to find Ana, then up.


Also having trouble with her opponent, Ana had resorted to leaping up into the grillwork above them, only to be followed by the warrior. It was clear that these guys were a lot more than human, Brad suspected they were like the cyborg troopers he had once faced before when he worked with the D-Hunters. 


Brad watched the two leaping from beam to beam, Ana dodging and Mr. Right pursuing.


Then, suddenly Ana didn’t leap when she could have, instead she spun around carrying what looked like a blade twice the size of Brad’s D-Sabre glowing white hot in the dark blue sky over Tokyo. 


The warrior came down as she brought the blade around, unable to stop himself… 


Ana’s blade cut the warrior in two with ease, but the top half continued it’s course and slammed into her, knocking her backwards off the beam and sending her arching out past the grillwork into the open space beyond the tower.


Brad scrambled to his feet as quickly as he could and got ready to launch himself off the rooftop to try and get to her.... But, when he got to the edge she was gone, there was no sign of her, only the top half of Mr. Right plummeting down to smash against the girders of the tower below…
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“One minute to showtime!” Jinn proudly announced. “Warm up the relay please!”


“I am most sorry sir, but I cannot do that.” Said a technician with sweat pouring down his face.


“And why not?” Jinn asked in surprise.


“The circuit has not been connected,” the man quickly pointed at the main screen. “If I turn it on now we will only trip the breakers and shut everything down.”


Jinn glared at the screen, as if it were the thing defying him.


“Mr. Right. Mr. Left. Report!” He barked into his hidden communicator.


There was no reply.


“Mr. Right! Mr. Left! Report to me now!” He yelled into the air.


“Your men have abandoned you,” Jiro laughed weakly from nearby.


Jinn glared at him, and then looked at a nearby trooper. “Kill him, please.”


As the trooper raised his gun, suddenly the room went black.


Several streaks of orange light lanced out through the darkness, and a single burst of bullets was fired before the lights suddenly came back on. When Jinn could see, he found all of his troopers lying unconscious on the ground, and two D-Rangers were standing over them looking at him, one white, one red. Guns at the ready.


“Ulysses Jinn!” Announced the one in white, stepping forward. “In the name of the Damocles Corps, I arrest you for piracy and crimes against civilisation!”


Jinn looked at her, nodding sadly,  “may I make a statement for the court?”


The two D-Rangers looked at each other. “What is it?” Said the male one.


“There’s no place like home, baby!” He said with a wide grin.


Then he clicked his heels together and vanished down into the portal that appeared underneath him. 
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“So, you had your Pixelle make a portal to the sea in front of you.” Brad nodded in appreciation. “Not bad.”


“She prefers to be called Clarice,” Ana said as she pulled on her trenchcoat and checked her bags. They were back up in the upper observation deck’s tower getting her things. “Calling her “Pixelle” is like calling a “dog”, “dog”.  Don’t you think?”


“Oh, yeah.” Brad shook his head. “Yeah, I totally agree.”


“Really Captain,” Ana looked at him, annoyed. “I must protest. You should not be avoiding us like you do, while we are on open assignment we are supposed to keep in contact with each other. What would you have done in India if we had not come and saved you then?”


“I probably…would have died,” Brad said unhappily.


“Exactly!” Ana flipped down the collar on her trenchcoat. “So, in the future, please contact us when you need help? Macho grandstanding aside, you need us as much as we need you. Now, if you don’t mind, I must be going. Say “hi” to Theresa for me, will you?”


“Yeah, no problem. Seeya around.”


“Please do,” Ana said earnestly. “I think I can learn so much from you.”


Brad just smiled and nodded.


The she opened a portal and was gone.


Brad looked after her in amazement, and then a look of anger started to creep across his face.


“You! Out! Now!” He said to the D-shifter on his wrist.


A black head of hair and two tiny worried eyes appeared on the surface of Brad’s shifter.


“Brad…”


“OUT!”


Pixelle’s full form rose into view, and she floated sheepishly over into the air in front of Brad.


“ Just tell me why.”


“Brad…”


“Pixelle, I almost died for you!! Tell me why I shouldn’t D-shift home and throw you into the garbage right now?!?”


“Brad…I know you’re angry…”


“Dammit Pixelle, do you know I’m having nightmares because of you? Do you know my hands shake when you tell me there’s a mission now? I can’t do this alone, and now I find out you’ve been lying to me all this time….DAMMIT!”


“Brad, I did it to help you.”


“And how exactly did you do that?” He spat at her.


“If they find out who you are, they’ll take your shifter away.”


“What?” He stared at her.


“Brad, Captain Ryans was assigned four recruits to help him on this mission, they are all new and untested, like Sergeant King. Despite the age difference, you, or should I say Captain Ryans, was the senior officer on this mission by virtue of his natural ability. Captain Ryans is a legend, and these recruits were only assigned to this mission based on his leadership abilities. If it were discovered that Captain Ryans had vanished, you could all be recalled to the Corps Headquarters for reassignment because you would have lost the confidence of the corps in this mission. If that were to happen, it might take weeks or even months for the D-Corps to find new people to take this assignment, or they might not reassign anyone at all. There are thousands of worlds in this stream, and only so many rangers available to take the positions. That this world got Rangers at all is a stroke of luck, that it would keep them might also be a stroke of luck.”


“So, in India…?”


“They came on their own, and when they found you, I told them you needed to stay with Captain Jahti as part of your mission and they should leave you while they eliminated the weapons factory. Then I told you that they didn’t exist in hopes you wouldn’t try to seek them out, thus risking them learning the truth.”


Brad nodded, his anger replaced by a sinking feeling of dread in his stomach. “So, if I didn’t BS her and play like I was the Captain just now…?”


“You may very well have lost me, and any hope you had to protect your world from the Blood Rain.”





*

*

*

Brad leaned against Theresa’s bed, watching TV while his girlfriend studied.


“Penny for your thoughts?” She asked from her desk, looking a little concerned.


“What?” Brad looked over at her, a little dazed. “Oh yeah, I was just thinking about what Jinn was up to, all that work just to get an old song. Weird.”


“Not really…” Theresa replied. “Think about how many old songs have meaning to you, each one of them is precious, and I can see someone wanting them. The only problem is that Jinn was probably catering to collectors.”


“So, what’s wrong with that?”


“Well, collectors have a habit of collecting for the sake of thing and forgetting how precious each thing is. My Social-Psychology Prof. once said that the more you collect, the more you want, and after a while you spend so much time collecting you forget why you started in the first place. It’s like one of those weird cycle-things, wanting and getting.”


Brad looked at her blankly. “Uhh, yeah.”


“Nevermind,” she smiled warmly. “Just a bunch of stuff rattling around in my head. You hungry?”


“Ummm…” Brad suddenly looked down unhappily. “Yeah…”


“What? What’s wrong?”


“Well,” he started. “You know how you said I’d crave sushi later…?”

Fin.

