Part 3

“I can’t wait any longer, Mythos.  You need to come now.”


Mythos blinked, shaking his head.


Lina glanced over at him.  “What is it, My…mi…me…”


“It’s Mythos, and it was nothing.  Don’t worry about it.”  Mythos went back to glowering at the displays.


Lina frowned.  Studying Mythos’ face, she was certain something was bothering him.  What wasn’t he telling?


“System is live.”  Sparks excitement briefly broke through, and he bounced in place for a moment before regaining control.  “Generator is stable, and functioning at one-hundred percent.”


“Gravitics online.  Flux is within expected parameters.”  Flint Theripetra, the field team’s chief mechanic, watched a set of readouts in the upper left corner of the window.  His fox-like features glowed with exhilaration.  “How do the containment generators look, Phair?”

Mythos looked at the readout.  “Still green.”


Lina looked up at the readout, as well.  “Uh…Mythos…”


Mythos glanced down at her.  “Hmm?”


She pointed at the readout.  All four generators did indeed show green, and yet… “That’s weird.”  He turned to Sparks.  “Why is generator 3 showing 125 percent efficiency?”


Sparks looked over.  “That…shouldn’t even be possible.  Flint?”


Flint leaned against the wall, a massive wrench slung across his back like a broadsword.  His yellow furred brow wrinkled as he pondered.  “No way it’s more than 100.  Must be a sensor failure.”  He tapped his chin.  “If it were that far over full, it should have failed by now.”


Lina frowned.  “We should shut it down.”


“Yeah.  Shut it down, Alvin.”  Mythos crossed his arms over his chest.  “This whole thing isn’t feeling right.”


Sparks nodded.  “All right.  System shutdown commencing.”  The generator’s hum quieted as Sparks hit the kill switch.  “How do things look, Flint?”

“Good.  But it’s not shutting down.”


“It’s not shutting down?  But we’re not running power into it.  Why hasn’t it sealed?”


Mythos scratched the back of his neck.  “When you set up the kill switch, it did get linked to the field, right?”


Lina looked up at Mythos, worry suddenly filling her eyes.  “I thought you coded that in.”


Sparks rubbed his eyes.  “I didn’t even think of it, Mythos.”


Mythos let his arms drop to his sides.  “Well, the field’s online and stable, so maybe we have time to fix the code?”


Flint cleared his throat.  “I wouldn’t go so far as to say ‘stable’.  Generator 3 reporting 300 percent.  Generator 1 just dropped to fifty.”


“Which generator is 1?”  Lina looked past the readouts at the four columns.

“The far one on the left.” Flint tapped on the window.  “Generator 1 just went offline.”


Ruby stomped her foot, shaking the booth.  “Should we be running?” 


Sparks shook his head.  “I don’t think so.  It’s just a generator.  Even if it exploded, we’d be safe from the blast in here.”  He turned to face his chief of security.  “If it does explode, I’d rather be in here than on the catwalk.”


Nodding, Ruby resumed her vigil by the door.  “Should we put the base on alert?”


“No.  But make sure your men keep people out of the closest hallways.”


As Ruby began directing the security team via headset, Flint gave the new report.  “Generators 1 and 2 are offline, generator 3 reporting 500 percent efficiency, and generator 4 reporting 166.”


Mythos looked at Flint.  “So only the close ones are on?”

Flint nodded.  “That’s right.  No idea why, though.”  He stretched his slim frame, arching his back as he clasped his hands behind his head.  “If we turn the power back on, we might get the rear ones online.”  He leaned against the wall again before continuing.  “No idea where these two are drawing their power from, though.”

Lina cocked her head to one side.  “Aren’t they hooked up to factory power?  That’s why we turned out the lights in there, isn’t it?”


Sparks nodded.  “Yeah, they were, and that’s why.  But that is attached to the kill switch, so that can’t be where it’s coming from, anymore.”  He brought the lights back up in the bay to illustrate.  “No extra drain, there.”


“Both active generators running at 500.  Flux has exceeded expected levels and now borders on ridiculous.”  Flint shook his head.  “Take your seats, folks.  I think it’s gonna’ blow.”


Lina climbed up into the nearest seat, which put her next to Mythos.  “How safe are we in here, really?”


Mythos looked down at her.  “Probably safer than we’d be anywhere else.”


“Well, I guess that’s reassuring.  Sort of.”


Flint took his seat as Ruby seated herself by the door.


“How much longer, Flint?” Sparks looked at the mechanic.


“5.”


“5 what?”  Lina fidgeted nervously in her seat.


“4.”


“Shouldn’t we at least try—”

“3.”


“—to reprogram it?”


“No time, now, Mythos.”


“2.”


Mythos sighed, leaning back in his seat, then tensed up.


“See you in a bit.”

“1.”


“What is it, Mythos?”  Lina looked at him, head cocked.


Mythos didn’t get a chance to answer.
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