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Chapter 1




When You Go Commercial.
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Just outside the orbit of a large heavily developed human colony known as Shunya’s Orb, a large-scale industrial repair ship headed for the orbital station that surrounds the colony (known Hawk Liberty), suddenly explodes mere seconds before entering the stations docking bay.

In the aftermath of the explosion, a small space shuttle flies off away from the blast, heading back into the atmosphere of Shunya’s Orb. At this moment the man seated in the shuttle’s co-pilot seat, a man named Tou Drago, openly addresses the pilot.

Drago: Mr McCoy was very specific about the fact that he wanted this matter taken care of discretely...I trust they didn’t detect us?

After receiving nothing but a thumbs up from the pilot, the shuttle continues its descent towards the colony surface, whilst word is relayed to their client, Jerry McCoy.

In a mere 12 hours later, the exact same intergalactic conman “Mr McCoy” is already in the midst of holding a conference on the surface colony capital of Shunya’s Orb, to market some kind of product to the masses, as he himself takes credit for the repair ship’s destruction.

McCoy: I’m telling you now, my loyal customers, my smart, and clearly shrewd business partners. You! And only you! Are responsible for your future. We all move money around, we all buy stakes in the riskiest of ventures, and yes, it makes us better people, it makes us smarter, but! What if I told you I could sell you all something that would make you even better....what if I told you I could give you the computational powers of an honest to God machine, what if I gave you the promise of immortality!...

There is a brief pause in his speech as he lets the investors in the immediate rows before him whisper amongst themselves before continuing on to give them his market pitch.

McCoy: Ladies and gentlemen, I’m sure you’ve all heard of last nights incident in the stars, the repair ship that supposedly malfunctioned and blown up for no good reason, I can tell you now, that what happened up there was no accident....No...it was intentional, because I was the one responsible... “How did he do it?” I hear you ask....well, (laughs) that’s easy...

McCoy stops to tap the right temple of his skull with his index finger before he continues to whisper loudly in an ominous manner.

McCoy: I used my mind...

This naturally gets some negative feedback as if he is mocking them, until he draws a remote from his pocket and displays a diagram showing off recent innovations in human cyberization technology, which focuses on human cybernetic brain-cases. This prompts plenty of rational minded people to shout over the naysayers and quickly allows McCoy to continue speaking.

McCoy: One of our current candidates for the next position of Galactic Federation Secretary-General, Colonel Dallas, is the founder of Hawk Liberty, and the current owner of that station being the only person who backed its construction until the point of completion. This makes him the biggest financial wheel in this immediate region of space, and I!? I just spat in his eye, by using my cyber brain to hack into one of his repair ships, and detonating the thing right on his front doorstep! And in terms of what a cyberised mind and body can do for you, that’s just the tip of the iceberg...So I ask all of you now, who is with me in this! Who wants to sign up and donate money to this ambitious project that will literally reshape who holds the cards in this disturbingly political universe of ours!?!

Receiving nothing but hearty cheers in response to his clearly impure hostile takeover of the galactic stock market, it’s safe to say he is likely going to get all the financial backing he needs from these adoring investors.

Elsewhere on a colony at the opposite side of the system known as San-Calibre. Rock and Gerard come barging out the back doors of an old warehouse in the middle of a dark alleyway, whilst hot jazz music and extensive partying can be heard in the distance. Taking a moment to catch their breath, Rock straightens her back first as she looks back and forth, and Gerard himself lights a cigarette to calm himself down whilst he says.

Gerard: That Detective Archer has it for you bad, Rocky babe...

Rock: I don’t think he’s looking for a date somehow....though he did chase us for what seemed to be an eternity?

Gerard: Sixty blocks, on foot, by my count....running through all these parades sure isn’t making it easy to lose’em...

Rock: What’s all this celebratory bull shit for, anyway?

Gerard: The intergalactic basketball all-star championship game, the San-Calibre Jaguars got to the final...

Rock: All this, just for that!? Jesus, I’d hate to be the poor bastard walking my dog on the day if they win the damn thing...

Gerard: Right now, in all honesty, all I’m thinking is that if the team are leaving the city, then that means we have a way out of here...

Rock: You mean going with commercial space flight?

Gerard: It’s our only option. The Professor can’t get to this side of the system fast enough to pick us up, because he and Tango are stuck still looking into that messed up repair ship disaster at Shunya’s Orb...

Rock: (Sighs)...Fine, you got the fake ID’s?

Gerard holds two passports up and gives Rock a sinister smile as he says.

Gerard: So long as you don’t mind being Miss Rosario again? We’re cool...

Rock: Alright, I just send a text message to Shana, and tell her to take the package to the winning team’s flight...

Gerard: Good call in dumping the package off on her. For some reason, our Detective Archer never goes after her...she must not look as guilty as us...

Rock: And what does that mean exactly? That I’m the picture of sin, or something?

Archer: You are the poster girl of terrorism in space, Miss Twin-Tailed Radical, Rock Jarvis!

Archer, having suddenly appeared at the opposite side of the alley, pulls focus to himself as he speaks these words. Spinning a set of handcuffs on his index finger, Gerard stubs out his cigarette, right away as he and Rock both instantly do the brave thing...and run, charging through all of the countless marching bands in the street, hoping they’ll get lost in the sea of confetti and dancing.

However, upon emerging at the other side of the crowd, Rock and Gerard turn back to see middle-aged jazz musicians flying skyward, one by one, as Detective Archer uses his inhuman strength to toss them into the air.

Gerard: Oh shit, he’s tossing boppers!

Rock: At the rate he’s sending cats flying, he’s gonna be outta there in seconds, we need a car!

Gerard: Is my lady impartial to the idea of borrowing a chariot, to see the sights of this fine colony?

Rock: Whoever you’re trying to be right now, drop it, and be the scummy pawnbroker who can steal me a fucking car!!!...

Gerard: You got it, let’s do this!....

Gerard instantly draws two sharp pins out of his pockets and storms over to the nearest parked car. Breaking the lock mechanism seamlessly, he opens the door and unlocks the opposite side to let Rock in, and he then uses the pins to trick the ignition to start with the most minimal prompting.

Just as the engine starts however, a falling jazz musician crash lands on the hood of the car, leading Rock and Gerard to scream out loud for a moment as the poor fellow plays a sombre tune on his trumpet before falling unconscious before them.

They both eventually calm down as Rock reaches out of the window and rips the man off of the hood of the car. However, just as she looks ready to give the go-ahead to move, Bryce Archer drops down onto the hood of their car, standing up straight as he glares through the windshield and screams at them.

Archer: Rock, I got you this time!!!

However, this doesn’t stop her from giving the signal anyway, leading Gerard to smirk as he speeds out of the parking spot, sending Archer tumbling up the windshield and barely clinging on to the roof of the car for dear life as he bangs his fist off of the roof of the stolen auto-mobile whilst shouting.

Archer: Pullover dammit! I can pound this car in two if I have to!...

A threat that does seem legit, as he starts tenderising the roof into shape, denting it slightly at the front as Rock and Gerard look up and watch it come closer and closer to their heads.

Gerard: Do you think if I say paper, he’ll stop!?

Rock: I think! That we just need to lose this guy before we get to the fucking spaceport!

Gerard: Oh shit...easier said than done..we got more cops...

Gerard sees several sirens following them down the road as he cuts off into a highway, leading him to take a hard right into one of the central lanes which dislodges Detective Bryce Archer and sends him flying through the windshield of one of the squad cars where he lands in the passenger seat next to the lone officer who is driving.

The young officer stares at Archer in absolute amazement, as the seemingly indestructible detective himself grabs the microphone for the car’s radio (ignoring all his cuts from crashing through the glass), and he then proceeds to bark orders to the surrounding units.

Archer: All units! After them, get Rock NOW DAMMIT!!!

With all the squad cars picking up speed when Archer shouts these words, they are all taken on an unexpected trip to the seaside, as Gerard crashes through the guard railing of the highway, sending his car falling all the way down to the sandy shores of San-Calibre’s biggest beach.

Not all of the squad cars make the most delicate of landing, however, with two of them getting stuck hood first in the sand via a poorly handled nose dive. The rest of them continue to speed along the sandy beaches, however, as Archer leans out of the passenger seat window with a megaphone and shouts out to Rock.

Archer: Get back here, you twin-tailed galaxy rumbler! If you think a little sand in our shoes is gonna stop us, YOU’VE GOT ANOTHER THING COMING!!!

Stopping is the last thing Rock and Gerard want to do however, as they themselves are more focused on moving forward, more specifically speedily navigating their way around the fleeing civilians in front of them to keep from running them over.

Umbrellas, surfboards, flag print beach towels, pineapples, discarded swimsuits (both male and female), and a lifeguard named Bippy...all of this, and more are sent flying in the subsequent sandstorm, as Rock and Gerard speed through the beaches of San-Calibre in there stolen car, and this storm is literally multiplied 100 times when the multiple police cruisers pass through the same path behind them.

As the wind sweeps a bikini top into the face of Gerard through the open driver’s seat window, he smirks briefly as he rips it off, at which point he soon realises he is veering towards a group of innocent jocks having a barbecue. The jocks all take note of the fast approaching car, and rip their shirts off to flex, ready to wrestle the car out of the way, but Gerard knows they’re no match for a motor engine, and frantically tries to avoid them.

Gerard: Oh shit!

Taking another hard left, he speeds up the steps to his right at such high velocities that the car is propelled into the air as he heads up the very top of the steps.

The pursuing police cruisers follow suit with this movement, however two of them end up getting taken out of action as they crash/get lodged in, a billboard advertising San-Calibre’s finest aged bleach (good for cleaning drains, bad for spicing up cocktails).

With the stolen car still speeding through the streets, weaving in and out of pedestrians, hot dog stands, and well-groomed poodles, Gerard eventually cuts down into the city’s underground railroad system. Feeling the thud of each and every step they hit as they descend down into the bottom of the station.

Passing by a wide variety of shocked faces, Gerard soon takes the car into the dark reaches of the tunnel as he drives on to the track, hoping it’ll give him a shortcut down to the spaceport.

Gerard: Don’t worry Rocky babe, the king has got this covered...

Rock: Em...King, what’s that light in the distance?...

Rock asks this as she squints her eyes, looking through the windscreen glass, and points dead ahead. A simple act, done in idle curiosity, but soon leads them both to panic, whilst Gerard shifts gears and instantly reverses back, as they both see a train fast approaching dead ahead.

Reversing faster and faster, the train almost rips their car off of the tracks in its rapid acceleration, however it just halts before making contact with the hood of their car, as the train itself makes its scheduled stop at the station.

Breathing a sigh of relief as passengers begin to board, Gerard quickly drives back up a set of steps on to the station’s platform before the train can move again. Once free from danger, he takes the stolen car back up the stairwell into the streets of San-Calibre, where the intergalactic police instantly find them, and proceed to chase them out of the main city and onto the countryside roads leading to the colony’s spaceport.

Seeing the sign for the said spaceport, Rock eventually starts to lose her patience and draws her gun as she casually asks him.

Rock: You think there’s any way I could shoot out the tyres without killing the cops?

Gerard: You just saw the guy crash through the windscreen of a car, and then brush the glass off of his shoulders like it was chalk powder. How likely do you think a popped tyre is to stop him?

Rock: (Sighs)...That’s true, the stubborn son of a bitch would probably just get out and run after us with the car on his back...

Gerard: Why are you starting to worry about this now?

Rock: Namely because we’re short on time, the fuel in this hunk of junk isn’t going to last, and Shana is gonna be left waiting for us at the spaceport while we’re busy circling the place like hungry vultures, waiting for our order to be taken...

Gerard: Instead of waiting for something to die, however, we’ll be fleeing like a petrified canary...

Rock: Which is why I’m brainstorming...

Gerard: Relax, I’m still on top of this...

Rock: What other fast moves could you possibly pull here?...

Gerard: Keep your eyes front, and you’ll see what I mean. Our poor friend Archer hasn’t learned all my tricks yet...

Gerard’s intentions become clear to Rock as she spots a canal up ahead where a bascule bridge is already tilting upwards to let the boat past, using a motor and counter-weights to lift up each end.

Using the sloped road in his favour, Gerard nonchalantly violates the colony’s speed limit by several digits to give him enough momentum to launch the car over the bridge. As they fly through the air, Rock shoots out the mechanisms before they come closer to the ground, keeping the bridge from going back down, leaving each side at a tilted position to steep to follow.

As the stolen car hits the road and speeds off into the distance, all of the remaining intergalactic police cruisers are left to crash into the horizontal concrete slab that was once the road leading towards the spaceport.

Detective Bryce Archer however, being a man dedicated to his job, isn’t willing to let a mere canal stop him, and instead of waiting for backup engineers to come out and fix the bridge, he personally climbs out of the mangled squad car he is in, through the shattered windscreen, and he leaps out on to the road.

Despite the protests from his fellow officers, he ignores all sounds of negativity and proceeds to run up the edge of the impossibly steep bridge, and he then leaps and flips over to the other side. Hitting the ground running at the opposite side, Archer charges over to the spaceport on foot, running every step of the way, only arriving a few hours later than Rock, Gerard, and the San-Calibre Jaguars.

In his feverish desire to apprehend Rock, Archer storms through the spaceport, hunting for his target, he soon spots the only spacecraft leaving for the day and looks on at the sight of Rocks face in one of the passenger seat windows, clenching his hands in anger he screams out at the top of his lungs.

Archer: NOT SO FAST YOU TWIN-TAILED HOODLUM!!!!

After drawing countless people’s attention to him in his manic screaming, Detective Archer sprints over to the windows leading down into the runway and he dives through them, sending glass raining down with him as he falls into a crouching position in the tarmac and then proceeds to charge after the moving ship.

Sprinting faster and faster, getting closer and closer, Rock and Gerard are still blissfully ignorant of his presence until he finally gets close enough to leap off of the ground and onto the wing of the spacecraft.

As he lands on the wing, the sudden jolt felt in the ship causes everyone to look up to the ceiling to see the “mild breeze” warning sign light up, leading them all to cast it off as nothing to worry about. This, of course, goes for everyone aside from Rock and Gerard, who can see a seething, visibly enraged, Detective Archer, crawling along the wing to towards their window.

Ripping a set of handcuffs out of his mouth that he was holding, he tries to shout out to the two of them, however, through the thick hull of the spacecraft he cannot be heard, leaving him no other choice but to mouth the words.

“You’re under arrest!!!”

Before the rapidly accelerating speeds of the take-off procedure proceed to rip him off of the wing of the spacecraft. Sending him crashing down onto the tarmac of the runway where he proceeds to tumble and then get run over by a series of conventional tractors that are moving to push an aircraft away from the gate.

As he lays there, thoroughly beaten, staring at the sky for a moment, he coughs briefly and then throws his hand up waving the handcuffs slightly, as he says in worn tone.

Archer: It’s not over Rock! I’ll find you yet! Mark my words...I eh....ugh...

Archer then proceeds to pass out here, unable to handle the agony of his concussion any longer.

Inside the aircraft itself, Gerard sits with his hands behind his head looking forward, unconsciously watching the in-flight safety instructions, as he comments on the Detective’s diligence.

Gerard: You know most normal cops would’ve gone to the control tower and radioed the ship to come back...

Rock: It’s not his fault really, he just doesn’t trust anyone to put in as much effort as he does.

Gerard: You know, it’s funny, but I don’t think that’s real grounds for criticism. Working to Archer’s standards would kill most people I know...

Rock: Whatever, it’s not a problem anymore....for now at least...

Rock’s attention is pulled off of what she is saying at this time as she witnesses a visibly stock robot, small in size, equivalent to a human child, walking through the aisle past their seat. Pointing Gerard’s attention to it, she quickly jabs him for confirmation.

Rock: That machine, that’s the...?

Gerard: The package we’re meant to be delivering?

Rock: Yeah, what’s it doing walking around the ship?

Gerard: It is like, a human, under all that wiring and alloy you know?

Rock: Yeah, but still...I thought the whole deal with this guy was that his research was meant to be all hush-hush, after all the negative press cybernetics have been getting lately?...

Gerard: I wouldn’t sweat the small stuff if I were you Rocky babe. Instead, just take the silver lining for what it is, and appreciate the fact that, if the machine-man is on board, then so is Shana...

Rock: Hey, you’re right...I’m gonna go follow the half pint cyborg and see where she’s seated...

Now that they’re already in space, Rock undoes her seat belt and stands to walk the aisles of the ship herself, heading into the first-class section of the ship she tracks the robot to its seat where it sits down next to Shana, who is pleasantly surprised to see Rock as she arrives.

Shana: Oh! Thank God, Rock, I was worried you weren’t gonna make it on board...

Rock: Yeah, about that, how the hell did you pull this off?...

Shana: Pull what off?

Rock: First class?... I know for a fact that we didn’t leave you with that much spending money...

Shana: Oh, right, well...ya see. It’s weird but...

Just before Shana can say anything more, the child-sized robot (a master in the field of cybernetics named Professor Masuyama, who has applied his craft to his own body), speaks up on her behalf.

Masuyama: Oh, I am dreadfully sorry Rock, but since the Professor was so kind as to provide me with such competent protection on my journey to Hawk Liberty, I figured the least I could do was treat you all to something nice...however, you and your rough associate where a little late in getting here, so the tickets I reserved for you were gone by the time we’d boarded...I do apologise...

Rock: Hey, it’s cool, I don’t actually mind, I was just finding this somewhat amusing. I thought Shana might’ve done this out of obligation, solely because of who you are, but either way, it makes no big difference and....and....why are you looking at me like that Shana?

Rock asks this as she notices the expression on Shana’s face getting more and more petrified with each passing second, along with Professor Masuyama’s thick glass eyes glowing brighter and brighter as they both slowly point to the left side of her head, prompting Rock to turn and notice that there’s a gun stuck next to her skull, to which she simply nods and smiles briefly as she says.

Rock: Nice gun, but a word to the wise, if you’re gonna sneak’em on board, don’t go waving them around, that’s a good way to get them taken...

And she then looks back to Shana and Masuyama looking ready to continue in what she was saying, however, with the gun getting pressed harder into the back of her head, she soon lets out a frustrated sigh as she slowly raises her hands and looks out of the corner of her eyes as she says.

Rock: You’re totally a hijacker, aren’t you?....

With yet another more forceful jab into the centre of her head, she ends up smiling sarcastically and nodding as she answers her own question.

Rock: Nailed it...
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