Spiritu de Machina

Chapter One:  Cursed Dreams


I dropped down the shaft for what seemed like fifteen minutes, and I was falling so fast that it was like my stomach was in my throat.  Finally my HUD told me that I was 150 meters from the bottom, and I hit the boosters a little too hard.  “Great,” I thought, “now my stomach is in my feet…” When I touched ground, I found myself in a metallic hallway, and moved on.  After about five minutes of travel, I found myself in utter darkness, with no sign of the hallway behind me.   “Computer, activate night-vision.”  Now the black just had a green tint.  “Hmm…Computer, activate IR source, and IR imaging.”  Still nothing.  I glanced at my radar, and noticed that it was dead.   “Great…” I rubbed my eyes warily.  “Bring up mapping system on monitor three.”  First there was only black, and then orange started flashing across the screen.  “Computer, what the hell is going on with the map!?”  
“Map error,” said the familiar female voice.  
“Elaborate please.”  The annoyance was apparent in my voice.  
“The radar waves are being absorbed by the walls; therefore the mapping system and radar have lost all function.”  This wasn’t good.  
“And I take it that the walls are absorbing visible light and the IR source?”  
“Correct.”  I slammed my head into the headrest, which only made things worse, now my head hurt as well.  The darkness was absolute.


I made my way out of the hallway with one part instinct, and five parts dumb luck.  I ended up in a massive room, with only a little, murky light.  “Better than nothing…” I thought.  It wasn’t the size of the room, or the color of the light that put me on edge, it was the fact that the light was completely ambient, no source, and the light was evenly distributed at every angle.  I cautiously moved towards the center of the room, was surprised when I found that I couldn’t move.  
“Computer,” I said in a slightly panicked voice, “why can’t we move?”  No response.  What I did hear was that unmistakable screech of an AC’s boosters.  But the sound was a bit different, it was much more bestial, and it chilled me to the bone.   
“Computer!?” I screamed, now fully panicked.  The only response I got was the sudden wailing of klaxons bouncing off the walls of the cockpit, bombarding my ears, and the sudden flood of error messages on all of my monitors.  The sensory overload was making me light-headed.  


The silhouette of the AC appeared in front of me.  It seemed twisted, and organic, it had blood red detail that looked like magma glowing through the cracks in cooled lava.  The numbers in my HUD became scrambled; letters were replaced with characters I’d never seen before.  The AC lifted its left arm, and extended its terrifying blade.  It was black, and against all logic, it glowed.  At the same time it consumed any other light that hit it.  The black and purple energy was the last thing my AC saw before my optical sensors were destroyed.


Staring at the cascade of error messages that still poured across my monitors, I saw the one message that I feared the most: “WARNING: Hull Brea—” The monitor was vaporized as the blade entered the cockpit.  Any exposed hairs on my body curled back into ash, and the heat was so intense that my Tracer suit instantly fused with my skin.  Power conduits were severed, and tens of thousands of volts surged through my body, arcing across my eyes and teeth.  
“Who…who are you?” I managed to force through the pain.  My three remaining monitors flickered, and my smiling face looked down upon me.


“SHIT!!”  I awoke with a start, drenched in icy sweat, trembling, and gasping for air like a fish.  It was the third time in two days that I had that dream, this had been going on for almost two months, and it was taking its toll on me.  It was only 3:20 am, and I couldn’t get back to sleep.  I rolled out of bed and hit the ground with a resounding thud.  I made my trademark guttural growl, got up, and dragged myself to the bathroom.  I hit the lights, and it felt like they had hit me back.  I got in the shower, and the warmth brought me back to life enough to realize that I was starving.  I got out, dried off, and went to the kitchen of my nicely sized ‘Cortex apartment.  I rooted around the fridge, got last night’s leftovers, and made one of my ‘Morning After’ omelets.  After finishing that, and downing about a pot of coffee, I headed down to the Hangers.  

