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Kodiak Elevator Column

The elevator column was already packed, despite the early morning hour. People in lab coats, military uniforms of all national varieties and even civilian clothing were bustling around, trying to make it to their destinations. Many of them were carrying clips boards, radios, tool kits, ladders, anything and everything that would be needed. Most of the people he saw were walking quickly and with a purpose/

I’ve never seen it this busy, this early. I guess they are doubling up their efforts to get things done. Akira made his way through the throngs of people and saw that his fellow candidates were standing near the edge of the fountain. He began making his way towards the edge of the fountain, where the other candidates had gathered. As he approached, Grant Chandling and Rachel Hunter turned to look at him and when he arrived, Grant extended his hand.

“Good morning Akira, feeling well?”

Akira shook his hand and smiled, “As well as can be expected at 4:30 in the morning. How about you two?”

Grant smiled and shrugged, “About the same actually, I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.”

Rachel yawned, covering her hand with her mouth, “Oh, please excuse me.”

Akira waved it away, “Don’t worry about it. It’s still early, you have an excuse.”

She smiled, “That’s true. I didn’t get much sleep last night either. I pretty much spend the night tossing and turning.” She laughed,” Actually, I think only one person here is awake.”

“Really, who?” Akira asked.

Grant rolled his eyes and jabbed a thumb towards the middle of the crowd, where a wide eyed Kevin Williams was telling several of the other candidates about how he was a shoe in for a mecha pilot position and how he couldn’t wait to pilot one. The older people around him were nodding and giving their affirmations, although Akira could tell that they were doing little more than humoring him, given the way the Prachi sisters and Elizabeth Forell kept giving each other knowing looks over his head.

Akira looked at Grant, “It obviously hasn’t soaked in that this is a life and death situation.”

Grant nodded, “Yeah although that’s not surprising given his age. I haven’t spoken to Kevin much but I heard that he was something of a comic book and science fiction fan, so I’m sure that this is all a dream come true for him. All he sees is huge shiny toys and the opportunity to be the hero. The fact that his life is on the line probably won’t hit him until later.”

Rachel sat down on the fountain, “I don’t know if it’s hit me yet either but I really am not looking forward to this training.” She looked up at them, “I never wanted to join the military and boot camp doesn’t sound to appeasing to me.”

Akira kneeled down on the floor and Grant followed suit, “I’m right there with you but I think we just have to suck it up and deal with it. Whether we like it or not, we are essentially soldiers at this point. Soldiers in a war that we have no choice but to win.”

Grant nodded, “Your right there. I’m not really looking forward to it but if I have to go through boot camp, or whatever it is that they have planned, I guess I have no choice.” 

Rachel snorted sarcastically, “I can only imagine what my dad would say if I told him this one,” 

She placed her hand next to her head, as if speaking into a telephone, “Hello Daddy? Listen, I’m taking a couple of semesters off to join a top-secret military organization that’s saving the world from a group of psychically gifted wonder-women. What was that….oh no don’t worry, they gave us these really big and scary looking robot things to pilot…. no they haven’t been used in God knows how long…oh but the super model scientists in charge feels real good about it though.” She pulled her hand away.

Akira and Grant laughed and they looked back up at her. “So do you know what your parents were told,” Grant asked.

Rachel shook her head, “No not really. Wright told me that they had been informed of what was going on and that they would be updated regularly about my health and status.”

Grant placed a supportive hand on her knee and looked at Akira, “You seem to know Wright better than anyone else so do you think that he actually told them the truth?”

Akira thought about it for a moment, “Yes, actually I think he would. Wright may seem to be a bit eccentric at times but one thing he is not is a liar. I imagine that he told them something similar to what he told everyone else when he came to visit them the first time. He’ll tell them what’s going on and if they run their mouth, they will go away.”

Rachel looked irritated at that, “How can he do that? You can’t threaten people that way!”

Akira looked at her from over his glasses, “I hate to argue with you Rachel but yes he can. As the leader of this group, Wright is, in the end, singularly responsible for the defense of Earth against the Valenthyrie. He has to ensure the safekeeping of almost 9.6 billion human beings and the planet they live on, so if anything gets in his way, he’s more than justified in removing that obstacle. Not only that but he has the support of virtually every world government on one level or another. I doubt those countries would do much to stop him from removing what he sees as something that is going to jeopardize the security and success of this mission.”

Grant looked at him, “I agree with you, although you don’t have to jump down her throat about it.”

Akira realized that he had snapped at Rachel a bit more harshly than he had intended to, “I didn’t mean to hurt anybody’s feelings, I ‘m just trying to get the severity of all this across.”

Rachel waved it away, “No, don’t apologize. Your right after all, I keep forgetting how dire all this really is. In a way, I guess I’m still in shock that all of this is going on. I mean, not a week ago, I was a normal college student with normal dreams and ambitions and now, I’m expected to help save the world.”

Akira gave her his most reassuring smile, “I know what you mean, it was a couple of weeks before I got use to all this. Don’t worry about it, we’ll all get through this together.”

She nodded and looked at him, “What did Wright say to your parents when you left?”

Akira felt his heart skip as the reality of his missing parents came shooting back to him. It had been almost six months since he had signed on with Wright and thus far, not one clue had been found as to the whereabouts of his parent’s location, or who had taken them. He recalled the ride from his estate to Kodiak on the Beagle, talking with Wright about what was going on, 

“So you think these Valenthyrie have something to do with my parents kidnapping?”

Wright had shaken his head, “I’m not sure Akira but we picked up traced of transporter technology similar to what we use on the Beagle and as far as I know, no one else on the planet has access to that kind of equipment. I think that someone had made a deal with the Valenthyrie, to aid them in their take-over.”

Akira still wasn’t able to make a connection, “But why MY parents? What is so special about them?”

Wright had looked at him seriously, “Akira…who do you think found the five mechs in the first place?”

It all fell into place for Akira in an instant, “And in hopes of gaining valuable technical information on the mechs, they kidnapped Mom and Dad…. and that’s also why you knew about them…because you use to work with my parents.”

Wright nodded and a sad look came over his face, “Actually Akira, I was the one who guided your parents in the direction of that discovery in the first place.”

Akira looked up at him, “What do you mean?”

Wright stood up and sat down next to Akira, placing a hand on his shoulder, “I can’t tell you exactly what happened right now but trust me when I say that I owe your parents a great debt and plan on paying it back. I will do everything in my power to help find your parents and I ask that you please be patient with me until I can explain further.”

And so Akira had agreed, accompanying Wright to Kodiak and decided to become one of the candidates for “The Offering”. His families business was in the hands of a board of trustees and he informed his staff that he would be leaving to go abroad and study for several years. As most of them were hired help, questioning his decisions was not something they were trained to do and it had worked out fine.

Akira had been the first one that Wright had approached and thusly he had asked Akira to go and recruit several of the other candidates for him when Wright was detained, such as in the case of Rachel Hunter. Wright figured that if he couldn’t be there; the shock of the whole thing would be easier to take in with another candidate then with some soldier.

Rachel reached up and ran her finger through her long brown hair, shaking him out of his reverie, “I wonder if I’m going to have to cut my hair?”

The two men shrugged and Akira looked at her “I don’t know, although given that we aren’t actually part of any countries military, I doubt it. I’m guessing that we will simultaneously be treated worse than any other military unit in the world and will be afforded the ultimate special treatment at the same time.”

They looked at him, obviously confused, “What do you mean by that?” Grant asked.

Akira gestured around the column, first at the other candidates and finally at the column itself, “Look at the people here.”

Rachel and Grant looked around the room and then back at him, confused expressions on their faces.

“Do any of us look like soldiers?” Akira asked.

They both shook their heads and he continued, “Exactly, so he has less then two years to turn thirty normal people into the deadliest weapons in history. I’m not sure how he plans on accomplishing that but I don’t imagine it’s going to be easy.”

They nodded and Grant asked him, “That makes sense but what did you mean by us having the ultimate special treatment too?”

Akira gestured around them once again, “This base is a perfect example of that. The equipment that we are going to get to use and are using is stuff that virtually no other military organization in the world does. I imagine that this facility probably cost in the billions, if not trillions to build and run and the sole purpose of it…is to train the thirty of us. Not to mention the mechs themselves and the other surprises that Wright probably has up his sleeve.”

“Why Akira…what you make you think that I would hide anything from you guys?” The voice came from behind them and as they turned to look, they saw Wright approaching, dressed in black jumpsuit with the Offering crest on each arm. He walked towards them.

“Actually Wright, knowing you, I’m counting on some surprises.” Akira smiled his way.

Wright nodded at him, “Smart man.” He looked up at everyone, “Good morning ladies and gentleman, I trust that everyone is awake and eager to be here.” There was a general moan that resounded through the group. “I’ll take that as a yes and if you’re not awake yet, I promise you will be. We have a lot of things to do this morning, so I’m not going to waste any time. Firstly, I need you all to follow me to the 8th floor. When you get there, we will meet at that door. Everyone hear that?” He pointed to a door that was visible through the transparent wall on the eighth floor and waited for everyone to give his or her ok.

There was a sea of nodding and with that, he walked towards the closest elevator and ascended to the 8th floor. The other thirty did the same, making their way into individual cars and rising to the floor, and then walking around the column to meet Wright where he was waiting. He checked to see that everyone was there and opened the door, revealing a long hallway. They all followed him into and he led them through a series of turns and passages, eventually coming to a security checkpoint. They made their way through, similar to the point that led to the dock and the mech bay observation area and eventually came to a large room with numerous chair, benches and other places to sit. On one side of the room was a huge steel door and four guards with rifles. Wright turned to all of them.

“I am going to ask all but one of you to wait here. We have to go through a process in this next room that is a requirement for the beginning of your training. It’s also slightly personal in nature, so we are only going to take one of you at a time. Who would like to go first?”

Everyone looked around at each other and the young man, Kevin Williams, jumped up. “Hey, I’d like to go first, if that’s ok.”

Wright smiled at him, “Enthusiastic are we?”

The teenager smiled and shook his head vigorously, “Yes sir.”

Wright walked over to the huge door and placed his hand on a panel next it, prompting the door to part in the middle and slide open. He and Kevin walked in and the door shut behind them with a whoosh.

Akira walked over and took a seat on a bench and everyone else pretty much did the same.

“What do you suppose that that they are doing on the other side of the door?” asked Anastasia Pervaia, one of the two Russian candidates.

“I don’t know but if it’s a physical, I would have worn sexier underwear.” Samuel Floren quipped from the wall, where was leaning with his arms crossed.

Sylvia Richter looked up at him; “I think you’ll need more than sexy underwear to make an lasting impressions Samuel.”

He made a dramatic show of looking hurt, placing his hands over his heart and bending at the knees, as if weakened, “Why Sylvia. you hurt me. I might just go and die right now from the pain and havoc you have wreaked through my heat and soul.”

She gave a derisive laugh and rolled her eyes, “Somehow I doubt that.”

Rene’ looked up at them, “It has been quite some time since my last physical examination actually. I think my I would be afraid at the results.” Several of them laughed.

“Why Rene’, I figured you would be in for prostate exams often. that’s your thing isn’t it?” Nicholas Standford sat back in his chair with his hands crossed behind his head, a look of smug satisfaction on his face. There was dead silence in the room as everyone looked at Nicholas, as if trying to comprehend what he has just said.

Rene’ sat back in his chair, his face beet red and a hurt expression on his face. Grant stood up and walked over to Nicholas, amidst gasps and hushed whispers. 

“Excuse me, what the hell did you just say to him?”

Nicholas opened one eye, “I thought it was fairly obvious wasn’t it. I simply made an inquiry as to whether or not that what “his kind” were into.” 

“I think you owe him an apology.” Grant said, clenching his fists together.

“And why would I need to do a thing like that?” Nicholas asked in a simpering voice.

Grant was gritting his teeth together, trying to keep his temper when he felt hands on each of his shoulders. Turning, he saw Rachel and Akira there, looking at him. Rachel reached down and threaded her arm through his. “Just let it go Grant. Rene’ will be all right.” Akira nodded slowly at him and Grant took a deep breath, trying to calm down. Nicholas continues to sit there, a smug expression on his face. Grant wanted nothing more than to run over there and bash the smaller mans face in but after several moments, he calmed down and sat back down in his chair. Rachel and Akira sat next to him and Rachel took one of his hands in hers and gave it a reassuring squeeze.

Everyone sat there for a moment in silence trying to clear the uncomfortable silence, when they all suddenly leaned forward, gripping their heads in their hands. Akira felt his legs go out from under him as a searing pain shot its way through his head, worse than any other headache he had every had. It felt like someone was poking through his skull with a poker. Opening one eye, he saw that all the others were in similar states of pain. After a moment, it went away and he was able to right himself again.

“What in the name of hell was that?” Nicolae asked, rubbing his forehead.

Everyone seemed to be at a loss for an answer when the door parted and Wright reentered the room. He looked at them all, “Did you all just feel a sharp pain a moment ago?”

They all affirmed in one way or the other and he nodded, “Good, then it worked. Whose next?”

Sylvia shot up from her seat, “I think we want to know what the hell that was before we go in there with you!!” Several of them nodded their agreements.

Wright shook his head. “Trust me when I say it’s better that you find out on your own.” She began to protest but he raised a silencing hand. “One of the things you are going to have to learn in your training is when to not ask questions and this happens to be one of them, “he said in a voice heavily inlaid with command. Sylvia huffed and sat back down in her chair.

Wright looked around the room, “Ok, who is next?”

Akira stepped forward, his curiosity at what had happened taking over, “I will.”

Wright gestured, indicating that Akira go ahead of him and they walked down the hallway together. Eventually the hall opened into a large room that was dominated by computers, people and other pieces of electronic equipment. At the very center of the room was a table, similar to an operating table at a hospital. He recognized several of the scientists from around the base, including Dr. Albright. He looked around and saw no sign of Kevin. 

“Where did Kevin go?”

Wright gestured to another door at the other side of the room. “He’s in there, resting.”

“Resting from what?”

Wright walked over to the large table at the center of the room.


“As you know, the entire reason behind brining you 30 here was because you all possess more innate psychic ability than any other humans on the planet. The key word there was innate, in that the ability is still lying dormant and unused. Whereas the Valenthyrie, thanks to the intervention of the Eldraein and thousands of years of practice, have fine-tuned their psychic abilities to the point that it’s comparable to breathing and sleeping, humans have never used it. We are going to use this device, “ reaching behind the table, he produced an object that resembles a gold thin gold ring, with various protrusions at different, parallel points on the band, “ to bring out that potential, so we can train you to use it. There are other ways to unlock it but this is by far the fastest way.”

He gestured at the table, indicating that he wanted Akira to lie down. He walked over and did so. A moment later, Dr. Albright walked over with a tray and set it down next to him on small table. She smiled down at him and began putting latex gloves on, 

“How are you feeling this morning Akira?”

He shrugged, “Pretty good. It’s a bit too early for my tastes but I guess there’s no helping that.”

She laughed, “Yeah, I agree but I guess there no getting around it. Ok, if you’re ready, lets start this procedure.” She nodded to someone behind him and two other scientists walked over and began locking the metal bands at his feet, waist, arms and neck.

He looked up at Albright, “What exactly are these straps for?”

She looked down at him and laid a hand on his arm, “I’m not going to lie to you Akira, this is probably going to be very painful.”

He looked at her, “How painful?”

She squeezed his arm gently, “From what we can tell, it’s worse than just about anything else you can experience. A side effect of the unlocking process is that certain areas of your brain become moderately restructured, which causes the pain receptors in your body to go haywire.”

He was beginning to panic, “Why can’t you put me under for this?”

She smiled sadly, “We have to have you awake for this to work, as we need specific areas of your brain to be active at the time of restructuring. I’m sorry Akira but there is no getting around it. We’ve thought of everything we can to make this painless and there is really nothing we can do.”

He felt his heart hit hard and looked at Wright, “Why didn’t you tell me that this was going to be like this?”

Wright smiled at him, “Because none of you would want to come in here. That’s why I’m bringing you in one by one and taking you to different rooms, that way you are never in contact with someone who has already gone through this. Imagine being the last person and having to watch 29 other people go through hell; there is no way you would want to get on the table. I also think that this is something that only a minimum number of people need to be witness too.”

He grit his teeth and laid back, realizing that Wright was absolutely correct. There was no way anyone would voluntarily lay down in this chair if they knew what was about to happen. 

Wright leaned down and whispered in his ear, “Just remember your parents Akira. This will bring you closer to finding the son of a bitch who took them.”

Akira nodded and grabbed the handholds that were provided. Wright backed away from the table and Albright reached over to the operating table and produced a long thin rod with a clasp at both ends. She held it out to Akira, “Please open your mouth.”

He looked at the thing, “What is that for?”

“I’m putting this in your mouth, so you don’t bite your tongue in half. Open please. “ He opened his mouth and she placed the rod in his mouth and told him to bite down. She asked him to lean forward and when she did, she clasped the rod behind his head and tightened, ensuring that it wouldn’t fall out. He lay back in the table and she produced a small syringe, full of a dark blue liquid.

“This is a compound that we have to inject you with. It will help in the procedure, causing it happen quicker. I have to warn you now, this is going to hurt as well.”

She unclasped the brace at his neck and leaned him forward. He felt a cool antiseptic spray hit his skin at the point where his neck and brain meet and realized in a panic that it was that point where she needed to inject him. He closed his eyes and braced himself and a moment later, he felt a searing pain at the base of his head and he screamed into the rod. It stayed there a moment and then left. He leaned back in the chair and Albright smiled at him. “You handled that well. I’m impressed.”

He truly feared the operation now, if what they were going to do to him was worse than the shot. Albright walked over and grabbed the crown from the table next to him and placed it on his head. The protrusions connected at point near his temples, the sides of his head and the back. It wasn’t very heavy and the metal was cold on his forehead. 

“This is the PAE, or Psychic Ability Enhancer. The crown is the core unit of this whole operation. Not only is it the catalyst for the process, it also monitors your vital stats for us, so we can make sure your not having a heart attack on the table.”

Akira was none reassured that there was a possibility of him having a heart attack there but he was too far into it to give up now. 

Albright looked down at him, “Are you ready?” He didn’t think he could ever get ready for something like this but he nodded anyway. Albright looked up and nodded at someone. He heard a hum and a moment later a tingling in the back of his neck.

It was at that moment that he realized that the pain that he and the others had felt in the lobby was probably some kind of reaction to Kevin going through the same process. He wondered what Wright was going to do about them going through that pain 29 more times but it was in that moment that his world shattered.

A wave of pain shot through his body that was worse than anything he had ever felt or imagined it was possible to feel. He bit down on the rod and felt his body twist and contort as the pain continued to increase. It felt like every bone in his body was breaking and like they were popping up out of his skin. He opened his eyes and thrashed his head around, trying throw the crown off, trying to make the pain stop but it continued on. He struggled against the bonds, trying to rip them off but to no avail.

“Stats are good. His heartbeat is through the roof but that’s expected, “he heard someone in the background although he couldn’t make it out.

“What his PAR?”

“23% and rising. I’d say another minute, minute and half and he’ll be done. I’m getting some strange readings from this one though?

Albright looked over, “What the hell do you mean, strange readings?”

For Akira, reality was beginning to warp; all he knew was the pain, which kept hitting him, wave after wave of it. His teeth, eyes, ears and even his hair was on fire. He saw black creeping into the sides of his vision.

“I don’t know. His brain waves are different from the last candidates.”

Akira saw Wright walk out of his field of vision and he felt himself beginning to lose consciousness.

“WE’RE LOSING HIM. BRAIN ACTIVITY IS NOMINAL BU THE HEART RATE JUST PLUMMETED”

Akira saw a fuzzy Dr. Albright reach over to her tray and pull something off and he thought that she injected something else into his arm, screaming to another scientists across the room. He thought he saw Wright standing there; yelling at someone else but there was no way to be sure. Slowly, the world faded to black and all he felt was the pain.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

He was floating, weightless in an endless black void. The pain was gone and he felt comfortable and happy. He looked around and saw nothing. He tried to call out but he found he had no voice. Then he saw them, floating images in front of him. Dr. Albright, smiling and placing the crown on his head and the elevator shaft from the morning before. He saw his parents, his friends and other family. 

He was flying through his memories and then he saw other things, things not familiar to him. He saw a small red haired girl, no more than 6 years old eagerly scratching away at Algebra homework. He saw what looked like Wright, although much younger, talking to someone. The image changed, although he could have sworn there was something strange about Wrights eyes. He saw someone that looked like Grant, arguing with an older man. 

It went on and on, different images, places and times. He wasn’t sure how long he looked at it and then he heard someone call his name.

“Akira”

He ignored the voice, wanting to stay floating, away from the pain. 

“Akira” he heard it again and slowly, the images began to fade and the darkness began to brighten. He felt like he was rolling and the voice again,

“AKIRA”

He slammed into the ground, landing on all fours and instantly felt himself begin vomiting. Unfortunately, the gag rod was still clasped and the vomit lodged in his throat. He frantically fumbled with the clasp, trying to get it undone and after a moment, a pair of hands reached down and undid it for him. The rod fell away from his mouth and he puked on the ground, emptying his entire stomach on the ground.

“You gave us quite the scare Akira.” He looped up and saw a fuzzy Wright kneeling next to him. “You did well though and I’m impressed with the results.”

Akira tried to respond but he found that his mouth didn’t work. He felt his arms and legs collapse out from under him and he was asleep instantly.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Akira opened one eye and realized that he had fallen asleep. He was warm and comfortable, wrapped in something soft. He sat up and realized that he was lying in a bed in a large dark room. He heard a chorus of strange noises and after his eyes adjusted, he realized that the noise was the snoring of some of the other candidates. They were all lying in bed, sleeping soundly. He looked over and saw Nicolae, the huge Russian, toss suddenly and slap at something in the air, then roll over and mumble softly to himself before resuming his slumber. 

Taking in his surroundings, they were in what looked like essentially a huge…bedroom, with beds lining the walls and small inn-tables next to each of them. There was a small shelf running the length of the walls about three feet above the bed and when he sat up, warm light began emitting from the section behind him.

He looked at his watch and was surprised to find that not only was his watch gone but he saw what looked like a thin grey metal band wrapped around his wrist. He turned it over, looking for a clasp but there wasn’t one to be found. There was another one on his other arm as well. They were made of some kind of metal and shimmered in the dim light. 
Looking down at himself, he realized that the clothes he had been wearing were different too. The jeans and shirt he had been wearing were gone, replaced by grey sweat pants a black t-shirt that had the Offering crest on the right breast. He got out of bed, stretched and looked down at himself, ensuring that everything was still intact. He was barefoot and realized that there were two more of the bands wrapped around his ankles. He did a quick check of himself and found one more, wrapper around his neck.

Looking over at the bed to hid right, he saw Bandhura Prachi, one half of the Indian twins and she had identical devices on her neck and wrists. He looked around and realized that all 30 of them were wearing them. 

He heard someone else stir on the other side of the room and Kei Urashima; the only other Japan native in the group sat up, looked up at him and blinked. “Koko wa... doko?”

Akira looked at him, “Shiranai. Bokutachi wa P.A.E puroshija no ato de kizetsushite. Sorera wa bokutachi wo koko ni tsuretekuru na.”

Kei looked at his neck and blinked, “Sou... dewa anta no kubi no koto nani ka?”

Akira fingered the band and pointed at Kei’s neck, “Shiranai yo, demo anta no kubi mo.”

Kei’s hands shot to his neck and wrists, “NANI?!”

“Nihongo wa hanashiteru yo, shiru ka?” Akira asked him.

He blinked for a second and smiled, “Ay…. sorry, I was groggy.”

“Are you done screaming yet for Gods sakes?” came a sharp voice from one of the beds across the room and Sylvia Richter sat up in bed, rubbing her eyes. Several of the others were beginning to stir and Akira figured that at this point, they would all be awake shortly.

Kei whimpered, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to yell. I was shocked at this.” He pointed to the collar. Sylvia squinted at it and her hand shot to her throat and found hers. She tried to pull it off to no avail.

“What are they?”

Suddenly, the lights came blaring on and Akira covered his eyes at the sudden illumination. A door on the other side of the room opened and Wright walked in and looked around and nodded, apparently satisfied. “It seems that all made it through the procedure intact.”

Someone asked him, “Where are our clothes?”

He pointed at the inn-tables, “In there and before you even ask, yes I’ll explain the bands. Your shoes are underneath the beds and if you’ll hurry up and get ready, we’ll move onto the next portion of Phase 1.”

Sylvia reared up, “You know, the last time we followed you, we went through hell and fainted. Why should we do it again?”

He turned and looked over his shoulder, “Because you volunteered for this…remember? Hurry up and get ready, we have much more to do.”
