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“SO, WE JUST STEAL IT?” Delphine said, shielding her eyes from the sun.

“Take a look around,” the captain said, arms wide. “We’re in the middle of nowhere, by definition.”

She looked around. Nothing but ocean.

“3000 miles off the Eastern coast of New Zealand, 2000 miles north of Antarctica, and 2.5 miles below us is the middle of nowhere, or what people call the Spacecraft Cemetery.”

“I thought it was called the Oceanic Pole of Inaccessibility.”

He moved his hand in a moving-on motion. “Yes, the point on Earth farthest from any land mass. When people have been sinking spaceships for fifty years, it also becomes a Spacecraft Cemetery.”

A rather large wave crashed on the boat and they had to steady themselves on the railing. Delphine liked the spray of water, it felt cool under the scorching sun. “But why crash the ships here? Why not just fling them into the Sun?”

“Not as easy at it sounds,” the captain grunted, working on the buoy. It was a jumble of machinery, obviously ripped out of various places and held together by duct tape, literally in some areas.

“Okay, fine, why not leave them in space then? It’s not like there’s no room to leave it. It’s called space,” Delphine said in her most ‘duh’ tone of voice but she felt it was a dumb question the moment she said it.

The captain pointed a screwdriver at her from below. “That is the worst place to leave a defunct spaceship. Cause when it breaks down, and it will, from micrometeoroids, gravity forces or disintegrate from radiation, those little bits will become space debris. And debris maintains momentum due to the lack of friction.” He was arms-deep in grease by now. “So these little pieces fly like bullets around the place. Even the tiniest rivet can make a hole in a ship.”

“Don’t we have Antigravel for that? Shake, click, spray, keeps the micrometeoroids away?” Delphine said, reciting the ad jingle.

The captain nodded. “That’s true. But you can’t leave broken down spaceships floating around in orbit. It’s dangerous, they’re like a reef, just waiting to cause an accident. So the safest thing is to crash them and the safest place to crash them into is in Point Nemo.” He gestured with a flourish and pointed a greasy finger downward. “This reduces the risk of human casualties from scorching hot space debris to practically zero.”

Delphine took in a breath. “I still don’t get what you need me for.” She unconsciously lifted her t-shirt up a bit to cover her decolletage. It’s not like she wasn’t gonna give in if he made any advances, the captain was squarely in the tall-dark-and-handsome category, but she preferred to have the option of running away if things got weird, and this was the exact opposite situation.

Besides, she was curious about the job now.

She watched him tighten bolts or screwing screws or whatever people did when tinkering with machinery. The rusty crane was wobbly, and there was some sort of orange robot dangling from chains. It looked like an art installation on the futility of technology and the chains it imposes on our being, or some other highbrow crap. There was silence for quite some time as she watched him work.

He looked up. “What, no more questions?”

“Oh, I do have plenty. But I thought you needed to concentrate.”

“How considerate. Yes, almost done here.” He clicked a switch on and then pointed at a rugged tablet on the deck. “Could you tap the initialise button? I’m greasy.”

“Yes you are,” she said and did so. “Done, now what?”

“Now it’s your turn,” the captain said and lifted himself back on board the Iuncus, the ship that bellowed out black smoke as it went and barely held together. It had a crane at the back and plenty of precarious chains for holding down the loot.

“My turn to what? I’m a temp. As in office temp, you saw my resume. I can barely operate a photocopier, what am I supposed to do here?”

The captain smiled.

“Put on the VR helmet.”

“Ew. No, it’s filthy.”

“There are some hand wipes over there. The disinfecting kind.”

She used the whole pack. He patiently waited as she did so, cleaning himself up from the grease.

Then she put it on. “If this is an elaborate prank... Woah!”

“Meet Jimmy.”

She was swimming in the sea. She looked up, and she could see the hull of a ship matching Iuncus’ size. She looked down and raised her arms. They were robotic.

“My hands are orange. Do they come in other colours too?”

“Unfortunately, no, cause it needs to be visible. Jimmy is a deep-sea robotic drone with the full dexterity of a human. He basically looks like a friendly diver with seajets instead of legs. Stereoscopic vision, haptic feedback, low latency response, the operator can do things as if he was there himself under the water.”

She moved her arms around, scaring some fish away. She took the VR helmet off. “Again, temp here. I don’t know how to work this thing.” She put her mouth inside the helmet and whispered, “Sorry, Jimmy.”

“Oh yes you do. You have a high ACA.”

“Of course, right. I get complimented for that all the time,” Delphine said flicking her hair.

“Asterism Control Aptitude. Means you can control these alien machines with finesse.”

“Oh, so that’s what that weird machine thingy was during those interviews!”

“Yup. Now, take a swim.”

She paused. “But I don’t have my bathing suit.”

“Inside Jimmy. Take control of him and take a swim.” The captain pointed at the makeshift VR control unit.

She put on the helmet and took a virtual dive. She had to admit to herself that this was kinda fun.

“Play with it for a while, get the hang of it.”

She did. There was an umbilical cord, but other than that she had complete freedom to spin around in every direction. The seadrone wasn’t that fast, but it made up for that in dexterity and making you feel like you were there.

“Niiice,” the captain said. She realised that immersed in VR she had spun around. “Now take it all the way down.”

She gulped. It was so real, felt like taking the plunge herself. “How deep?”

“All the way to the bottom, right where the treasure is,” the captain said and popped a beer open.
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IT TOOK ABOUT HALF an hour. You’d think the dive would be boring, but Delphine was enthralled. There was everything down there, floating seaweed, schools of fish making iridescent patterns from the sun above. The sun himself pierced the depths with his rays but eventually even he, lost. Light blue colours became darker and darker, but there were still things to see. At one point she yelped cause a gigantic lump of... something swam right next to her.

Must have been a whale. She felt the backwash push her around. She only knew which way was up from the instruments glowing on her field of view.

The captain was outside, making sure the umbilical unwound properly from a huge reel.

Quite a bit after that, she saw the first cliffs, peeking from the abyss below. Jimmy had very sensitive cameras and a powerful LED panel so she -it- could see. But the water just swallowed it all after a few metres. The cliffs were rough, full of life themselves in every nook and cranny.

“Take him down over there,” the captain said, and she saw more indications on her field of view.

“All right,” she said and dove into the darkness.

Something shone in the mud.

“Yes!” the captain said.

“What is it?” Delphine’s heart drummed faster.

“I was so right, wasn’t I? Come on, get closer, carefully.”

She did. In fact, at that moment, nothing could pry her away from it. “It’s a spaceship, isn’t it?”

“That she is,” the captain said in a naughty tone.

“How do I get in there?” Delphine bit her lip.

“Excited are we? Right on! Take a look around so that we might figure out where the bow is.”

She swam in a circle around the sunken spaceship. It was damaged, but not as much as one would expect after a crash landing. The surface was like a mirror. She took a sudden glance of her face and was terrified for a moment. An orange head with dead eyes stared back at her. Silly Delphine, it was so easy to forget she wasn’t really down there.

She shook her head. Jimmy shook his too.

The captain tapped furiously on a keyboard and sucked through his teeth. “Okay, this must be how it sank. Seems to be at a thirty degree angle down portside. So this...” he tapped, and an indication showed up, “is your point of entry.”

“Okay!” Delphine swam towards it. She wiped some mud gently, then remembered that the thing was made for space travel and it wasn’t gonna break any more so she just pushed entire handfuls away.

She raised her palms up. Jimmy did the same. “Now what? I don’t see any handles.”

“Now, you’ll feel something weird, don’t be alarmed, okay? I’m gonna link your ACA to the seadrone.”

“How?” Delphine asked and began to remove her helmet.

“No, don’t take it off!” he stopped her
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