D-Ranger 8: The Harvesters Come! SOS D-Ranger!

By Robyn Paterson (rob_paterson@hotmail.com)


Brad leapt up onto the roof of an old building as the one behind him disintegrated.


He rolled with the shockwave, and then spun to his feet and started to run towards the next building. 


Above him, two grav-bikes raced past, the flying motorcycles weaving around each other and then splitting up to come back around at him from two different directions. They left trails of blue light as they flew, and twin cannons mounted on the sides of each glowed orange with power as they charged up for the next volley...





*

*

*


Brad had come to Arthur, Alaska to check out some portals, and quickly found himself in the middle of a Blood Rain mining camp. The town's people had been co-opted as slaves for a pair of Enforcers who called themselves The Harvesters, slavemasters who had not taken long to notice the new addition to the town's labor force.


Flushed out, Brad had been forced to armor up and make a run for it, quickly discovering that these enforcers knew the art of the chase better than he knew how to hide. He had played right into their hands, and now he was fighting for his life as he dodged among the century-old buildings and tried to figure out how to deal with shielded flying guns that were immune to his weapons.


Right now, as the Harvesters came around on their attack run, making a portal and running for it was looking pretty good...





*

*

*


"Pixelle, options!?!"


"None that I am able to see, Brad." Pixelle's voice sounded in his helmet. "However if we continue this, there will not be a town remaining for these people to live in. I suggest a retreat."


Brad shook his head as he watched them come. "No retreat, they know which people helped me. If I retreat, they'll go back after them. I have to end this now!"


"As you wish."


Filled with determination, Brad ran up across the shingled rooftop towards the one coming in from his right. Timing it carefully, when he hit the top edge of the shingled rooftop he kicked off straight up in hopes that he'd be able to come down on top of the grav-bike.


However, the rider saw this coming, and suddenly dipped down and then up again right at Brad.


Caught by surprise, Brad impacted into the rounded front of the accelerating grav-bike like a fly on a windshield and was held there by the momentum as the bike continued upwards. Fighting the pain, Brad could see the grinning skull-mask of the male Harvester behind the windshield as he carried Brad high into the sky and then suddenly cut thrust and twisted the bike sideways to throw Brad off.


As he fell, his suit told him the female harvester was coming around on an intercept course and he summoned a D-Sabre, trying to bring himself around to face her. He managed to maneuver himself into position as she came at him, and when she was about to ram him he brought the sabre down onto the armored front of her grav-cycle.


Brad saw the black holes that were her eyes go wide as the sabre plunged into the metal and there was an explosion as Brad hit something important inside the Bike. Brad was thrown backwards by the explosion and crashed down onto the field below, laying there as he watched the smoke-filled sky above him dance with lights. 


Then the other Grav cycle came through the smoke, now with two riders, the first Harvester having managed to save his mate. Brad rolled out of the way as explosive plasma energy tore up the ground where he had been, and as the cycle shot by he saw the male harvester leap from the bike, roll along the ground and come to his feet.


A little taller than Brad, but much more muscular, the Harvester wore a suit of pure black with a gleaming white image of a human skeleton covering the suit’s front as though it were showing an x-ray of the man’s own skeleton. With a flick of his wrist, four long jagged white claws extended from the Harvester’s right hand just above the knuckles.


Trick or treat, Brad thought as he pushed himself to his feet.


The Harvester grinned and with a banshee-like scream began to run at Brad, who barely had enough time to bring his sabre up before the harvester was upon him. 


Brad’s blade deflected the Harvester’s claws, and then Brad managed to front-kick the Harvester in the stomach, pushing the enforcer back a few steps. The enforcer paused for a moment, then his bony jaw grinned and he flicked his left wrist, four more blades dropping into place.


Not good.


Brad gripped his D-Sabre with both hands as the Harvester came at him, and when the enforcer went to the right, Brad went left, hoping the length of his blade would give him the advantage as he swung down and upwards to try and hit the man’s chest.


But, the enforcer was too fast and while one set of claws deflected Brad’s blade, then he danced behind Brad and brought the other claws down to rake across Brad’s back. 


Pain screamed through Brad as he felt the tips of the claws penetrate his armor and cut into his flesh as they passed, then he rolled forward and away, bringing himself up into a crouch facing the enforcer. 


The enforcer followed him, and Brad managed to bring the D-sabre up in time to catch the Harvester’s next blow as the claws came down at him. Sparks flying off the sabre as it met the metal of the blades. 


When the enforcer pulled back his claws for another strike, Brad suddenly slashed forward and managed to hit the man’s thigh. Energy transferred from the plasma-sheath that covered Brad’s blade and into the Harvester’s body, yellow energy racing across him as he screamed and fell backwards to hit the ground.


Watching the convulsing man carefully, Brad let out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding and then slowly rose to his feet, keeping his sabre ready. 


Now he just needed to find…


Brad’s suit’s sensors told him she was behind him a half-second before she hit him. He knew she was there, but didn’t really have time to react before the impact came …





*

*

*


Kama-min, the female half of the Harvesters, brought her cycle back around, triggering the cannons to begin to charge as she prepared to finish the D-Ranger off. 


She smiled as she saw him struggling to get to his feet, he was clearly barely able to move.


There was a noise from the cycle as the cannons acquired their target and Kama-min pulled the trigger.


Orange plasma tore from her weapons and filled the place where the D-Ranger was staggering with fire and explosions.


Then she was past him, and she throttled the grav-cycle down, bringing the front end up to slow it, and swinging it’s nose back around to face the field. Her mate was lying to the side, his grandstanding having again brought him down, but as she looked Kama could find no trace of the D-Ranger.


Frowning, Kama let the cycle drift to the ground and jumped off, running over to her mate.


Ulla-min groaned as she knelt down beside him, and she knew he was just stunned.


She looked back around again for any sign of the ranger, but found none. 


Then she noticed the red on the tips of Ulla’s white hunting claws, and reached down to bring them up, examining them. 


Blood.


A smile crept across Kama-min’s skull-mask, the hunt was not yet over.





*

*

*


Theresa Moore let out a deep breath as she trudged back to her St. Jude University dorm room.


At 5’4”, Moore was a slightly chubby girl with short mouse-brown hair tied back into the barest of ponytails, a pair of frameless glasses sat on her nose and a dusting of freckles lay across her too-pale cheeks. She wore a green blazer jacket, open despite the chill in the air, and underneath it showed off a tight pink t-shirt with a yellow flower embossed on it and faded jeans. A backpack heavy with books and papers, to say nothing of her laptop, weighed her down as she wandered in to the front hall of the dorm and through the main common area.


A few people said “hi” to her as she passed, and she replied automatically without even really registering who it was she was talking to, she was too busy thinking about what lay ahead of her.


A hand suddenly lay on her shoulder and she jumped slightly at the physical contact.


“Whoa! T, why so jumpy?” Her friend Karen’s grinning blonde face greeted her.


Theresa smiled and sighed. “Hey K-girl.” 


“You look like someone shot your boyfriend, what’s wrong?”


“It’s all these tests!” Theresa moaned as they started to walk together. “I don’t know how I’m going to get through them! And, I’ve got two articles due Thursday for the paper!”


“Gotcha,” Karen bobbed her head understandingly. “I feel for ya girlfriend.”


“I don’t know how I’m going to do it….ARRGGHHH!!!!” Theresa yelled in frustration.


Karen laughed and patted her on the back.


“Feel better?”


“No,” Theresa pouted. 


“I was gonna ask if you wanted to hit the pub tonight, I wanna see this man you’ve been hiding. But…I guess not.”


Theresa shook her head apologetically. “Sorry.”


“”Don’t worry about it, I’ll get to see him sooner or later. You can’t hide him forever!”


“You’ll see him,” Theresa said as they reached her room. “He’s just really busy.”


“K, later gator!” Karen waved as she continued on.


“Yeah, seeya.” Theresa waved and then fished around in her pocket for her keys.


She actually hoped Brad didn’t drop by tonight, as much as she loved seeing him, she had so much work to do. The thought of Brad made her smile, though, he was really something special, like a gift from god or something.


Theresa turned the lock and the door swung open.


The first thing she saw was the blood, it covered everything…





*

*

*


  “What’ve we got?”


Dr. Irene Cavanaugh rushed up as the paramedics brought the patient in, he was already hooked up to IV and looked like he’d been through a meat grinder. Parts of him had already been bandaged, but those parts were already soaking through with blood, the clothes that still remained were partially burnt, partially covered in dried blood. Irene, a veteran of five years in the ER, wanted to gag.


“It’s bad doc,” Bruce the paramedic told her as they rushed him inside. “He was in some kind of car accident, went to his girlfriend’s place instead of here.”


“Stupid macho ass,” Irene cursed as she pulled back pieces of burnt clothing. “I can’t believe he could even walk. Must’ve been on something.”

She looked at the orderlies who came up to take the cart from the paramedics.

“ Get him to surgery, we don’t have time for the checkup. Someone alert Dr. Kim and tell him golf’s cancelled, I want a full blood workup so we know what’s he’s on.”


“Yes, doctor.” The orderlies nodded and whisked him away.


“Excuse me?”


Dr. Cavanaugh turned to see a nervous looking girl in her twenties, she was wearing a yellow flower-print shirt and there was blood all over her. She looked to be clutching a cellphone in her hands, Irene decided it probably belonged to the boy. 


“Yes?”


“I’m….I’m…” The wide-eyed girl started.


Dr. Cavanaugh gave her a sympathetic look and stepped forward, putting her hands on the girl’s shoulders. “You’re his girlfriend.”


The girl nodded.


“Look, I’m really sorry. But, I need to know, was your boyfriend on anything? It’s really important, we need to know if we’re going to save him.”


Theresa shook her head. “Brad’s not like that, he’s a cop, he doesn’t…”


Irene froze. “He’s a police officer?”


The girl suddenly looked scared. “No, he’s…he’s studying to be a cop.”


“Oh,” Irene nodded, “okay then. You better go sit down, we’ll call you when we know something. If you want to wash up, the bathroom’s over there.”





*

*

*


Theresa splashed water on her face, washing away the blood and tears, the water was cold but she was so numb she barely noticed it.


She looked up at her image in the mirror in front of her, her fearful green eyes starting back at her. 


Then she looked down at the sink, the blood covered D-Shifter resting on the edge.


Without thinking she grabbed it, sticking it under the water and washing it with her hands, trying to get the blood off it. Then she grabbed soap and washed it again, and again, almost violently, until it was shiny clean as she used her shirt to dry it off. 


When she finished, she held it her shaking hands and remembered.


When she had found Brad he was still awake, barely.


She had held him in her arms while they waited for the ambulance, cradled him, told him how much he meant to her. He’d told her he was sorry to bother her, and she’d yelled at him, told him to shut up. He’d smiled at that, then he’d given her the D-Shifter, told her to take care of it, told her she was in charge of it until he came back. 


That was the last thing he said to her, before he died.


The paramedics were able to revive him, but he never woke up again as they raced to the hospital, and now here she was.


She ran a finger over the shifter, and there was a sudden burst of light as Pixelle sprung forth, making her almost drop it from surprise.


The tiny holographic fairy spun in the air before her, showing sparkles behind her, and then stopped in front of Theresa’s face.


“Theresa, I am very sorry for your loss.”  Pixelle said apologetically.


“Pixelle…Do you mean? Do you mean he’s…?”


“In his current state, I am afraid Brad will not survive the night. His injuries are too severe for your medical science to deal with. And…there is the issue of the Harvesters.”


“Harvesters…?”


“They, are Blood Rain enforcers who specialize in tracking, everyone in their clan has a special talent that allows them to find others who they hold the belongings of. Brad was injured during the fighting, and they may have a sample of his blood which they can use to find him wherever he goes in this world.”


“No…” Theresa whimpered, her eyes wide. “No…They can’t! I won’t let them!”


“I am afraid there is not much you can do.”


Theresa braced herself against the sink to stop herself from falling as she stood there shaking, the tears started to flow again and she sobbed quietly. Then suddenly she stopped, and looked up at Pixelle.


“Pixelle! Ana, can she help us?”


Pixelle hung there silently for a moment, as if considering something.


“She….could.” The fairy finally answered. “But it would take time for me to get a message to her.”


“Screw the message!” Theresa had found her hope and she wasn’t going to let go of it so easily. “Brad put me in charge of his d-shifter, right?”


“You have access to its basic functions, yes. Although not the combat functions.”


“Well, I’m not going to sit here and wait for him to die! You damn well open a portal to Ana and you do it right now!”


Pixelle hesitated and then nodded. “As you wish.”





*

*

*


Theresa stepped from the portal and into the cold night air of Birmingham, England in December.


Born and raised just outside of Las Vegas, Theresa had known some cold desert nights, but the sharp cold that washed over her now was nothing like she had experienced before. She immediately pulled Brad’s hockey Jacket close, and thanked god for the sweaters she had decided to wear underneath. He had left the jacket with her when he went to Alaska in favor of a warmer coat, and now she wore it to keep her connection to him strong.


Her breath hanging as a fog in the still midnight air around her, she looked around the upscale looking residential neighborhood’s street. It was a place of money and old houses, and each house was set deep back behind a large front lot and shielded by trees. It was a community of fences and gates, with statues marking the front entrance to each of the small private estates.


“Pixelle, which way?”


“East, I believe it is the third house on the left side.” The D-shifter replied.


“Okay.”


Theresa was starting to shake, and her teeth were tight together as she quickly hurried along the red brick sidewalk under the pale yellow streetlights. There were no cars to be seen, and this place had an odd quiet emptiness to it that made it hard for her to believe she was anywhere near a city.


Eventually, she reached the house Pixelle indicated, and after double-checking with the fairy she stepped up and pressed the button on the intercom at the front gate. A statue of a lion with paw extended sat above her on the brick pillar, and she looked up at it as she waited, admiring the power of the statue in the streetlight.


Then the intercom squawked to life.


“Yes?” Said a woman’s voice.


“I need to talk to Ana King.” Theresa told the box. “I’m Theresa Moore.”


There was a long pause.


“Miss King is sleeping right now, please come back tomorrow.” 


“Please, can I talk to her? It’s an emergency.”


“I’m sorry but it will have to wait until morning, the mistress…”


“Look!” Theresa stabbed the “talk” button and cut the woman off. “Tell that D-ranger to get her ass out of bed right now and get down here!”


There was a pause and then a loud hum filled the air as the gates began to open.


Theresa smiled to herself and hurried through.





*

*

*


“I see,” Ana replied thoughtfully. 


They were in Ana’s cavernous library, a housecoat-clad Ana reclining in her chair, steaming coffee in hand, while Theresa sat anxiously across from her. A tall masculine blonde woman in a suit that Ana had introduced simply as “Jeeves” stood behind her mistress, listening but showing little emotion.


“Well?” Theresa asked, having just explained the situation as quickly as she could.


Suddenly Ana was up and in motion, sliding her coffee into Jeeve’s hands and marching off across the library for the door, Theresa and Jeeves in hot pursuit.


“Jeeves, prepare my d-shifter and appropriate clothes. There is no time to waste.”


“So, you’ll help him?” Theresa asked as she followed the woman out into the main foyer.


“Yes and no.”


“Wait?” Theresa grabbed Ana’s arm as they reached the bottom of a large staircase. “What do you mean? Tell me.”


Ana looked at her as though she were looking at a child who has just asked a simple, but understandable question. 


“I cannot help the Captain’s condition, but I can protect him from the Harvesters.”


“No…” Theresa said, suddenly feeling helpless again. 


Ana smiled down at her, then patted her on the shoulder. “Don’t give up hope yet, Ms. Moore. While I may not be able to help him, there is someone who can…”





*

*

*


Evan Chien let the music flow from his fingertips, and when he was done, he listened to the awed silence and smiled inwardly. 


After that beautiful silence came the clapping, echoing louder and louder as they stood.


Rising to his feet, Evan pushed back the piano bench and turned, stepping forward to the front of the Hong Kong University Auditorium stage. He bowed deeply, not showing any emotion, as that wouldn’t be proper, and let them think he was appreciative of their praise. 


Evan stood up straight and looked across the crowd. They were university students, but that was no excuse for the way they were so casually dressed. This was a concert after all, and they should have shown respect with their attire. He himself was clad in a tuxedo from his own collection, and with his stern but handsome Chinese features and slicked back oiled black hair, he was the perfect figure of what he thought an artist of his caliber should be.


He gave a nod, as is proper and customary, and then walked swiftly off stage.


Stacey Lee was there, his current girlfriend. Big eyed, with pale olive skin, wavy long hair and a slender figure, as he had ordered  she was clad in a black party dress.  She stepped forward and offered him a scented white handkerchief. He took it casually and dabbed his neck with it.


“You said it was just going to be an hour,” she said in Cantonese, pouting.


“I said I hoped it was only going to be an hour.” He replied, handing the kerchief back to her. “Now call a taxi, we have a brunch appointment at the hotel. I need to listen to the president chatter for a minute, then I’ll be right there.”


“There’s people waiting for you in the second dressing room.”


“That should be them,” he nodded. Then he started to walk away, pausing when he saw her just standing there. “What are you waiting for? A tip? Move!”


 She left and he walked down the hall, looking for the second dressing room. He had been with Stacey two months now, and while she was useful and beautiful she was starting to get tiresome, he might need to move one of the other girls into her spot soon.


He found the room, and walked in without missing a step, then paused when he saw who was waiting for him.


“Ana,” he said with distaste.


Ana didn’t look any different than the last time Evan had seen her unarmored, her long brown hair was still streaked with blonde, and she wore a yellow business suit and the same thick rimmed glasses. Her taste in clothes, he decided, had definitely not improved with time. 


“Evan,” Ana smiled at him with a sweetness he knew was false. “So good to see you.”


Evan glanced behind Ana, there was an anxious looking foreigner sitting on the sofa watching both of them very carefully.


“And you are?” Evan asked as he fixed eyes with her.


“Theresa Moore,” she said uncertainly and then looked at Ana.


“Evan, we need your help. The Captain has been injured.”


 Evan raised an eyebrow and looked at Ana. “You came all the way here to tell me this?”


“Your Pixelle unit won’t take messages, like her owner she doesn’t listen to others.”


Evan pulled back his sleeve to look at his D-Shifter. “Xiao Mei, is this true?”


Evan’s Pixelle unit, a small fairy-like asian girl clad in a green Chinese dress rose up from the shifter into view and bowed.


“It would have disturbed your performance, master.”


“Stupid machine, when a message comes for me, give it to me! Do not do this again or I will have you erased!”


“Yes, master. I apologize.” The little fairy bowed to him again and vanished.


“And I apologize,” Evan said to Ana. “I will come at once. Please give me a moment to cancel my appointments.”


“Say “hi” to her for me,” Ana said sarcastically.


Evan eyed Ana and smiled slightly. “I will.”





*

*

*


With Evan gone, Ana looked back at Theresa.


“He’s quite the gentleman, is he not?”


“Uhh, yeah.” Theresa answered, not sure what to say after watching the exchange between the two. 


“They call him the “Black Doctor”, he was one of the best medtechs to come out of the D-corps, but he’s got a heart like a piece of ice.” Ana mused. “When I was in training all the girls talked about him, he was so handsome and skilled. Not hard to see why I fell for him, is it?”


“Did you get together?”


“Mmmm,” Ana replied, nodding thoughtfully then added in a regretful tone. “For a while. But, no one stays with him for long, none are allowed in his heart but him.” 


The door opened again and Evan stepped back inside with his coat on, he looked annoyed but resolute.


“Let’s go,” he told them as he straightened his jacket.


Then suddenly three female voices chimed in the room. 


“Alert!” They said in unison. 


Pixelle, as the aide to the highest ranking ranger present, materialized in the middle of the room between the startled occupants.

              “A series of three portals has appeared in the Chinese city of Hang Zhou, there is a 90% chance that a Blood Rain raid is in progress.”

              The two D-rangers looked at each other.

              “You help the Captain,” Ana told Evan. “I’ll deal with this.”

              “Are you certain?” Evan questioned her.

              Ana held up her D-Shifter in front of her and smiled a confident grin.

              “Quite.”

                                                      *                            *                      *

             Theresa followed Evan down the St. Jude County hospital corridor, it was the middle of the night and the only others present were a janitor they had just passed and a nurse at a duty station up ahead of them. 


Evan didn’t miss a step as he marched up to the duty station, surprising a nurse sitting reading a paperback novel.


“Give me what’s available about a patient named Brad Ryans.” He ordered her.


The nurse looked up at him, wide eyed, and then began to stutter. “Umm..ahh…visiting hours…”


“I am Doctor Vince Lee, and I was called to this hospital as a special favor by the administrator. Now, if you’ll please give me the patient information I’ll let you finish that oh-so-intellectual piece of fiction you’re reading.”


“Well….umm….” The nurse glanced around panicked, but she was the only one there. “Okay, let me look…” She tapped a few keystrokes into the computer. “He’s just been admitted, according to this here he’s still in surgery.”


“I suspected as much,” Evan said more to himself than her. “Where is the operating theatre?”


“On the sixth floor, down at the West end.”


With that Evan was moving again, Theresa following him into the stairwell.


“Listen to me carefully,” he told her as they climbed, not looking at her. “Whatever I do, follow my lead. I can save the Captain, but I may have to do things you will not like to do so. You will remain outside of the room until I call for you.”


“What are you going to do?” Theresa asked, suddenly starting to feel nervous.


Evan didn’t answer as he marched out of the stairwell and headed down the hallway.


“D-Blasters, stun mode.”


Theresa suddenly came to a halt as the guns appeared in Evan’s hands, then she watched him turn and kick open the outer door to the operating theatre, disappearing inside…





*

*

*


Ana landed and spun, bringing her longsword up above her head to point horizontally ahead of her as she took a combat stance. 


Thirty metres down the ancient stone bridge, Malarek rose to his feet and turned to face her, the black lips of his catlike head pulling back to reveal sharp teeth as he snarled at her. 


“Nice to see you taking a personal interest in your work,” The white and grey armored Ana quipped as she stood there, her chest heaving as she sucked in the cold air. “Too many enforcers don’t appreciate the feel of a good bout.”


The huge man-cat’s claws scraped against the rock as he lunged forward, his lean muscled body zig-zagging slightly as he ran at her, clawed hands hanging behind him as they waited for their chance to strike.


Ana watched him carefully, knowing the enforcer was going to feint at some point and try something to throw her off guard. She wasn’t disappointed, as the second the enforcer was so close she could see the color of his slit pupils he started to leap into the air, then suddenly he dropped and tried to sweep her feet out from under her.


Ana jumped up to avoid the sweep, then suddenly realized that was exactly what Malarek had intended her to do. With astonishing speed he lunged forward and up, catching her in mid air with his shoulder and sending Ana flying back to hit the stone with him already on top of her. 


As he pulled his arm back for a claw-strike she almost reflexively hit him with a palm-strike under the jaw, a move which stunned him and gave her the moment she needed to throw him off her. Grabbing her nearby sword, she brought it around at his head, but he managed to get out of the way and the plasma-charged blade exploded in sparks as it hit stone.


Both of them rolled to their feet and stared at each other, only meters apart. 


As Ana got ready to make her move, she hoped Evan was having better luck.





*

*

*


Theresa sat against the wall in the hospital corridor, it had been half an hour since Evan had gone into the operating theatre and the sound of blaster-fire had followed. Since then, nothing but silence as she waited, her head buried against her knees as she curled into a ball.


She kept wondering if she did the right thing bringing Evan here, but she knew in her heart he was her best hope of getting Brad back alive. Brad…she didn’t know what she was going to do without him, in just a few weeks he had become such a big part of her life. She’d had a few boyfriends before, but nothing like this. Well, she decided, it was hard to have another relationship like this, wasn’t it? Not many guys could take their girlfriends to Japan on the spur of the moment and have them back before midnight. She smiled as she remembered the visit to Tokyo, just a week ago, but it seemed such a dream now.


Theresa jumped slightly as the doors to the theatre opened and Evan walked out, he looked around to find her, and then walked over to squat down next to her as she looked up at him expectantly. 


“It’s done. I’ve healed his injuries.”


“So, he’ll be okay?”


Evan gave a single nod, his thin eyebrows were bunched together and he looked concerned. 


“What’s wrong?” Theresa asked, worried that he had found something out about Brad’s real identity.


“I am considering how best to explain this situation,” Evan answered. “They will wake up shortly to find their patient healthy and sleeping. But, they will also remember me, and there will be questions. It is unfortunate that I needed to take such desperate actions.”


“Oh,” said Theresa, suddenly relieved. “Can I go see him?”


“Hurry,” Evan answered.


Theresa stood up and ran to the operating theatre, walking into the inner operating room where a pale Brad lay on the operating table, the surgical staff sleeping on the floor nearby. The blood was gone, and as she stood over him she reached out to touch his bare chest, the skin was all healed and he looked as healthy as he had the last time she had seen him alive. 


She took his hand in hers and held it to her chest, her tears of joy dropping down onto the joined hands. 


“Thank you God,” she whispered.





*

*

*


Evan tapped his foot and checked his watch, the surgical staff would wake soon, and they needed to find Brad alone for his newly conceived plan to work. He was about to turn and go into the operating theatre when he saw a streak of blue light shoot past the window at the end of the hall. Then the window exploded inwards as a large man in a pure-black suit with a white skeleton on it smashed through the glass and rolled into the corridor, finishing in a crouching position.


He looked up at Evan with empty eyesockets.


Evan turned to face the harvester, bringing his d-shifter up into view.


“Go home.” He told the enforcer.


A smile crept across the skeletal face as the enforcer rose to his full height in a combat stance.


“Now why would ah go an do a thang like that?” Ulla-min asked in a southern drawl.


“Staying will result in your death.”


Evan said it so coldly even the enforcer stopped and stared at him as if wondering whether to push his luck, but in the end he frowned and flexed his fists so knife blades dropped into place above them.


“Mah prey’s in there, and yu’re in mah way.” He told Evan as he began to stalk towards the D-Ranger. 


Evan calmly waited until the enforcer was almost to him.


“D-Tonfa, contact charge.” 


Two fighting batons appeared in Evan’s hands, the sticks flush with his jacket sleeves.


The enforcer lunged at the unarmored Evan with one of his blades, but Evan parried them, then he parried the next attack, and the one after that, batting aside the harvester’s attacks in smooth, almost effortless motions. Finally, he brought the sticks around in a double-blow that sent stun-shock charges into the Harvester’s body, making him stumble back and scream in pain.


“Your movements are slow and predictable,” Evan told him, mildly annoyed. “Even for an apprentice, I cannot believe you reached the rank of enforcer.” 


The harvester let out a growl of frustration and lunged at Evan with his knives.


Evan calmly blocked the blow with one tonfa and plunged the second into the enforcer’s stomach as he stepped aside, letting the enforcer drop to the ground in pain. Then Evan dropped to one knee and slammed a tonfa into the harvester’s back for an extended charge that made the unconscious enforcer writhe and buck.


Evan mentally counted down the number of seconds it would require to stop the harvester’s heart.


He never made it.


A blaster bolt struck him in the shoulder and threw him sideways down the hall.


The female harvester dropped in through the window, marching across the broken glass with her blaster raised and pointed at the unmoving Evan. She stopped when she reached her partner, then turned the blaster on him and shot him in the head.


“Useless waste of skin.” She commented, then she turned and let her special senses guide her towards the operating theatre…





*

*

*


When Theresa had heard the window smash and the sounds of fighting, she knew the Harvesters had come.


At first she had tried to pull the unconscious Brad up from the table, but he was too big, and relaxed he was nothing but dead weight which pulled her down to the floor. Then she tried to drag him, but with all the other bodies around and the equipment, it didn’t take long before she stumbled backwards over one of the bodies and just lay there as the fatigue of the day suddenly caught up with her. 


She felt as if she couldn’t move any more, and with the last of her energy, pulled Brad who was lying on her legs, up to lay on his back on her chest. She wanted to just hold him, so that’s what she did, and wrapped her arms around him, and listened.


At first there was silence, the fighting seemed to have stopped, then one last shot echoed in the air, and there was a long silence before she heard the sound of the outer doors opening, then the inner doors to the theatre opened.


Theresa pulled Brad tighter against her as she saw the skeleton woman step into the room on the other side, blaster in hand. The woman peered carefully around the room at the bodies, keeping her blaster pointed at them as she looked over each one, slowly making her way around the room. 


Finally, she saw Theresa and Brad, who had been hidden by the operating table and machinery.


Blaster leveled on them, she casually walked up and gestured at Theresa, who was wearing Brad’s D-shifter on her wrist.


“You’re one of them?”


Theresa fixed her eyes with the empty black sockets, she knew there was eyes behind there somewhere, and was determined to face them down.


“Yes, I am.” She told the enforcer as her heart pounded in her chest.


“Good, all in a row.” The harvester grinned and lowered the gun to shoot Brad in the chest.


But, before she could fire a voice croaked….


“D-Armor!…Activate!”


Reflexively, the enforcer fired, but it was too late. The shots were absorbed into the bright light that flared from Brad, and left him clad in his red and black battle armor. Then Brad was on his feet, his shoulder slamming into the enforcer as he tackled her and slammed her back against the operating table with a loud crash. 


As Theresa watched in shock, the woman slammed her hands down onto Brad’s back, but all it seemed to do was make him madder as he hoisted her up off the ground and threw her across the room to land on a nearby table, crashing down onto the floor. Then Brad turned to look at Theresa, and even behind the helmet Theresa knew what he was thinking.


“I’m okay,” she told him.


He nodded, and turned back to the enforcer just as the woman got to her feet, the blaster having reappeared in her hand. She fired, and Brad instinctively moved to put himself between the shots and Theresa, letting his armor take the hits.


Seeing she wasn’t going to win, Kama-min ran for the doors as she fired at Brad, looking for a way to escape. She had just turned to shoulder through them when the doors opened behind her, and she found herself face to face with a man in a suit of armor identical to Brad’s, but with blue as it’s base color. She didn’t even have time to react before a charged tonfa weapon was rammed into her stomach and electrical plasma charges danced across her body.





*

*

*


“Thanks,” Brad told Ana as he shook her hand.


Ana and Theresa were beside Brad’s hospital bed, the latter sitting and the former standing as they visited with the resting D-Ranger. Ana shook her head as he said it.


“I appreciate the praise, Captain. But, I really did very little, it was Theresa who stood by you, and Evan who did the work.”


“Still,” Brad smiled at his girlfriend, and then back at Ana. “You helped Theresa find Evan, and then arranged our cover story.”


“It was not hard to convince the police you were the target of a local gang, Captain. Especially with the outfits they chose to wear, they almost invited an association with the occult. And, it served to explain your initial accident, if not the miraculous healing which followed it.”


“Don’t remind me,” Brad frowned, remembering the batteries of tests he had been forced to endure during the last days. But, in the end, they simply had to accept that he had gone from near death to almost perfect health in a matter of hours, and Pixelle would work to erase any computer records associated with the whole incident once he was free.


“I wish I could thank Evan,” he added. “He left so fast.”


 “Small miracles,” Ana muttered.


Brad and Theresa suddenly looked at her in surprise.


“Oh look, time for me to go as well.” Ana apologized as she started to back away. “Good luck to you, Captain. Take care of him, Ms. Moore.”


“I will,” Theresa smiled at her. “You too, okay?”


“Of course,” Ana replied with a wink and then was gone through a portal.


Theresa leaned forward to lay her head on Brad’s chest and looked up at him, and he smiled back down at her.


“And how,” Brad said as he ran a finger along her rosy cheek. “Can I thank you?”


“You want a list?” She asked, pretending to glare at him, taking the hand gently and then starting to squeeze it hard.


“Hey! Ow! No violence, don’t make me call a nurse!”


“I’m gonna fail because of you, mister!”


“Well,” he started. “What if I take you to Hawaii, how about that?”


She grinned. “Keep talking….”

Fin.

