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Deep Dive Ch 1 to 3


The winds of Zanzibar City played hard on this dark evening, locked sliding home fronts protected the small towns outside the walled heart of the City from the sandstorms rage. 

Zanzibar was not without its wonders, towers of aged Stone stood throughout the city speaking of an order to things. Plasma-based power generators ran the electrical systems, endless energy they say. 

In the storm, shops still sell and bars still fill. Looking at himself in the mirror in his shipping container home Jake washed the dirt from his face. Considering the surroundings this was pretty upscale living. 

Water, hooked into the city's power Network, for a modest fee of course. The pièce de résistance? A self-made underground shelter, took years to make but worth every penny. 

Grabbing a towel he went to further secure the front door, fixing it second latch. When a bang on the outside came through, then the sound called again. Drying his face Jake tossed the towel over his shoulder, he checked the door’s peephole. 

Someone was out there, small, and covered up from the elements. He couldn't see much else. He yelled, “what do you want!” Most of his words were drowned out by the storm, though a voice came back, “ I need shelter from The Storm you're the first no one else is answering!”

Scoffing, “ God damn it,” he mumbled. “Always me,” Jake thought a loud. Another bang came accompanied by the words, “I've been out here for hours, I got lost in the storm!”

Undoing the entrance is owner commented, “damn it, hold on!”  the hatch burst open and the stranger tumbled in. The wind strong, so strong it took them both to close it. Breathing out, “it's bad out there,” Jake said, “this is the type of storm you don't go out in.”

Pulling off her Hood the 20 something woman he just let told him, “my transport broke down miles from here. When the window shattered I grabbed what I could and walked. The lights of the city my guiding star.”

her tone was happy to be inside, and American, “thank you for letting me in! I have food to pay you back.” she took off her Sandy Pancho revealing her athletic figure. Rummaging in her pack she introduced, “I'm deep dive, my friends call me DD. Stoners call me deep, don't know why though.”

Asking his own questions, Jake wondered, “oh your vehicle, which side shattered?” Tossing a map and a compass from her bag, DD replayed, “that old car? It’s buried by now, moving on to bigger better things.” 

Shaking his head at her bravado, he quickly said, “ you don't want anything more from it?” going for a shirt on the rack he continued, “scavengers will get the rest.”  popping her Dusty boots off the newcomer cast it aside, “let them, eco system and all that.” She was getting downright comfortable, Deep took up on his bed legs crossed. 

Looking up she apologized, “sorry I'm in a rush.” “For what,” he wanted to know? “Ship form the war went down over this world years ago. That tech doesn't depreciate, if I can find it... Well, let’s say all my problems will be solved,” she focused on the map as she spoke. 

Cautious Jake said, “anyone following you?” smirking at him through her violet colored bangs she voiced, “some people might be, most think the ship to damage to retrieve.” Checking his watch he saw it was around 10:00 p.m., at least on this world.

Getting two cups of coffee the home's owner accommodated with some drink and pizza rolls. Sharing what food they had they continued to talk. “Been been looking for the enemy flagship for years, to know some good might come from that horrible thing keeps me going,” DD Express her dream to Jake. 

Moving her map so he could see she divulged, “Veno’s flagship hit these mountains then buried itself in the desert sands. About 10 miles from where the city sprang up.”

Remembering the war Jake thought about his years as a pilot hunting down the wolves who tried to end everything, “20 years ago,” he muttered. He was her age when he took the cockpit for the first time, trained by headshot in the years to come. Spend time on his own and settled here on the world where the last ships fell, a reminder it was over. 

She knew nothing about his past, or so he thought. “How did you hear about the ship,” he attempted to be nonchalant? Shipping her coffee DD announced, “I'm from the endless City. Mara’s throne, it's like religion there.” joking she commented, “that's the day Mara joined the two goddesses in Veno’s imprisonment and became holy.”

“My mother was the first high priestess of our world's order, I don't transcribe to it myself. More of a Buddhist, mom says it's a faze. The teachings focus more on the acts not the events,” Deep was instructive. 

Puzzled Jake replied, “describe your mother?” scrunching her face DD removed her telescreen from her bag, “she's only like the fourth most famous person in the galaxy.” She turned on a video and passed it to him. It showed a 40 something woman dressed in Golden robes, venerating a crowd on the greatness of the Golden Goddess. Mara stood before her, aura up and ready for battle. Thousands cheered throwing roses at her feet. The show went on and the pilot kept asking questions, “what do you need the ship for?”

Deep Dive closed her map, “I don’t if I can tell you that.” taking a deep breath he confessed, “20 years ago... I helped bring the war to an end. My squad were the ones who took down the ship. Me and Headshot were the sole survivors. It... the war hurt most of us so bad that we simply moved in. If anyone has the right to know.”

She cut him with her answer, “Mara needs to be stopped. The only place I know of where she felt human was Veno’s Feet.” Jake was shocked, “you saw something like I did in the war?”

Deep lowered her head, “Mara has become a power leech, ever wondering for more energy. She taps into star systems linking them to her grade midnight core, she's taking over every electrical thing in the galaxy. No one's doing anything to stop her they're accepting it like it's inevitable.”

DD’s hands shook, her body tense. Almost whispering he conveyed, “if I help you do this, you need to know one thing. If we do stop her our names will go on headshots list just like Ryan's.” she relaxed, regrettably so, “mine already is...my mother didn't take too kindly to me stealing the golden cities archive records, the ones from the day. They're considered sacred relics.” reaching for the tablet in his hand she said, “let me see I'll show you.” Doing so he waited. 

The USB she pushed into the bottom of the device projected a hard light from the screen. A 3D depiction of the falling ship displayed. “it tells of the day, and some of the survivors,” she stopped herself from going further. Jake now knew how she found him, “and my name?”

squinting at her line she apologized, “I need your help, Mara’s been hiding something on that ship and I need to know why.”

The container went quiet the storm beating on the walls of their protection, “when we fought in the war it was to stop the end of the universe, not to make her a god. They change and ruin the losses we suffered, opportunity is what we were to them. I'm with you.” 

Jake opened his mouth to get things rolling, when the back end of the canister exploded. The pilot's Life cast into the Storm, his mind racing. Pushing to his knees he drew his blaster a red dot searching the sand in a scanning line. 20 ft from his position Jake thought if his old teacher, he studied the tactics Clint wouldn't miss. 

“Amateurs,” he said under his breath. Covering his head and using his shirt he saw DD unconscious 10 paces away. Buried in the sand on her stomach. 

Judging his options he went for deep, the red scanner coming closer. The storm was too strong for his eyes to make out the attacker, the pilot wisked the young adventurer onto his back. Clutching her gear he forced the telapad in and zipped it shut. 

Gauging the light's trajectory and Jake aimed his blaster pistol to wear his training told him it would be. A single blue beam exited his weapon. From the sky fell a suited being, “bounty hunters,” he shrugged. 

He's home now in chatters Jake wants towards the bounty Hunter. He was a Vfal, aliens who lost their world during the war and forced to other endeavors. It's glowing pink skin shining through its flight suit. 

Bending down searched that's pockets. Around crystal found his purchase, reaching the center of his hand it played. “Find the girl. Her DNA is too valuable to be lost. Need be, take the spine. Jake Dylan might be there, be careful I trained him myself,” it was Headshots voice. Pocketing the recorder he watched the Vfal blink cold. 

Coming to an underground bunker DD notice Jake working on something in the corner, sparks flying heavily. Whacking her head off the top bunk, she got up and went over. Her eyes witness the creation of a deadly weapon a knife built for one purpose, I'm meeting with Headshot himself. Her ears also heard Blue Knighting Gail’s voice explaining a diagram or a presentation. Talking the recorder he noticed her, “DD, you're awake,” he smoked welcomingly!

Offering her eggs, Jake walked her to the table. “even if you didn't show up at my place, they probably would have showed up at my place anyway,” he spoke fast. Drinking coffee he continued, “thanks for the heads up. Now I know I don't wanted man.” pointing to her food he commented, “eat.”

he was nervous, it was obvious. Headshot never missed, to have him on your tail. “when the storm breaks I'll get us into the sky,” Jake let her know. Seconds later the lights went out. The rose quartz crystal in his pocket playing a voice...

Hey listened as he removed it from his pocket, “about time I met the body I replaced. Jake, fly boy. Going to be fun killing you ’a.” The voice sounded kiwi. 

“It's Peta .T Crasy the fuck who took my job when I retired,” Jake explained. He yelled, “ you, maybe you could tell me if you're showing up, I'll have some tea for your bush ass!”

Above he heard a jet. “Catch his,” came across the recorder! Grabbing Deep’s hand the owner of the place run deeper underground. 

In the air above a one fighter unleashed hell the bunker. Rockets, blaster fire, Peta laughed the whole way. Suddenly the ground moved, the top layer of the city raised and a bright light formed from the depths. T’s face got scared, adrenaline crossing through his veins. The ship took a direct plasma burst, eradicating it in a single blast, it closed once more.

Jake and DD stood on the deck of an ancient bridge. The view screen showed the scene outside. “What is this thing,” she said in awe? Tapping the console he stood over the pilot spoke, “ it's an ancient vessel landed here thousands of years before the war. Zanzibar is built on top of it, most of the city's power comes from here too.”  bringing the colossal dreadnought class vessel schematics on the screen he stated, “Veno’s ship might be impressive but disease got tricks too.”

It showed plasma cannons, ship base, and more ammo then you could shake a stick at. Having this all those years ago in the war would have ended at a spot quicker. Jake relished the thought, he stepped away finding unbelievable power in return. Bounty hunters would come as long as DD was here. 

Over the next few days DD and Jake familiarize themselves with the blueprints and sharing past stories became closer in turn.

Ch 2

On the surface of the world of Zanzibar, Peta’s locator signal blinked to life. 

“Ships record, day 6. We fixed most of the plasma systems, Deep figured that one out. The city has been grateful for the power increase,” Jake spoke while he walked the Halls. Hieroglyphs dawned the ship's interior, “still deciphering these.” Turning a corner he continued, “on my way to the med Bay, want to make sure that works.”

He came to a closed door, on this ship they raised from the floor. Tapping the comms device on the wall, he spoke frankly, “DD?” Seconds past. Putting his key code, it opened exposing her sleeping at her station. Empty cup of coffee near, the screen was reading displays of power diagnostics. 

Getting closer he read the systems. EKG, sleep system, region capacitor, it showed in the green. Deep was good at her job, he nodded in his thinking. Checking for more Java import himself a cup, and then did the same for his companion. The aroma finding her cute sniffing nose, she sat up stretching. “Good morning,” he welcomed. Speaking in her continuance she told him, “got 40% of the dreadnaught online. The Z was made to last.”

Shipping his
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