Volume I:  Act XV

Brandon had a hard time getting his brain to shut down for the night.  Their 'date' had gone well, and although they didn't kiss as they parted, Sibley gave him a long hug before saying, "I can't wait to do this again."  He remembered seeing her tattoo shimmer and gleam into his eye before she turned and skipped away.
     He felt exhausted after a long shift, and rubbed his eyes and yawned, pulling the covers up.  So many questions still ran through his brain.  Is it worth trying to get involved with her?  Should I just enjoy it while I can?  The questions soon became sheep that he counted, and he drifted off to sleep.

     Brandon's alarm buzzed.  He awoke to a bright sun-like object outside of his window.  He somehow recognized the image, but the memory eluded him.  He turned to see that the red lights for general quarters were on, and he hopped out of bed, quickly putting on his boots and hat.  He didn't wait for the boots to self-tighten before running out of his quarters.  There were several officers and servicers running through the corridors.  He nearly bumped into a few as he went to the bridge.  Along the way, he had a strange feeling.  A nagging notion in his brain that something wasn't right.  It wasn't until he entered the bridge that he realized what it was.  This isn't the Laigon.  And that's not--that's CAPT Reynolds!  Brandon froze in place, just inside the bridge.  Several people were talking in turn, but his mind couldn't make out what they were saying.  He stared at the captain.

The memories came flooding back.  This is the Xeres Incident.  I must be dreaming.  "Oh shit!"  He knew what was coming and braced for it, holding onto a pipe that runs coolant.  Just then, a large explosion rocked the ship.  The M-Stabs quickly became overworked and Brandon held on tight, almost losing his grip.  He could hear alarms going off at several stations as each one yelled out their SitRep.  Brandon hurried to the helm.  The pilot had been thrown from his seat and lay unconscious on the floor.  There was nothing he could do for him now.

     "Xyphus!  Get us out of here!" the commander bellowed.

     Brandon got his controls in place and quickly punched in an emergency sequence before putting his hands on the joysticks.  The controls were incredibly sluggish.  The starboard aft M-Stabs were offline and several others were below mark.  They were floating into Xeres with the main thrusters offline.  No matter what he tried, the ship wouldn't do what he wanted, and it wouldn't be enough to get them into a stable orbit.  He only had two options.  Crash land on Xeres with little to no control, or do something he had learned in an extracurricular course he took at Space Force Academy:  The Hollander Maneuver.  "Commander, the ship isn't responding."

     "Everyone, brace for impact!"

     "We have another option, Commander."

     "What is it?"

     "The Hollander Maneuver." Brandon stated almost inaudibly as he turned to look at the commander.

     He could see the uncertainty in her eyes as she mulled over the decision.  It felt like minutes, but only a second had passed before her eyes took on clarity, "Do it."

     Brandon felt a pang of nerves and guilt wash over him as he turned back to face front.  He wanted to try and wake himself up, but he was caught up in the moment.  He took a deep breath and prepared his controls for the maneuver.  "Lieutenant Greaves, I need full power to the fore M-Stabs and shut the rest down."

     "Aye, aye, Lieutenant."

     As far as he knew, no one has ever attempted this kind of maneuver.  He forced his doubts aside, and pushed and twisted the controls to get the ship into position.  This particular maneuver was dangerous, and could easily kill any crew not prepared for it.  Once the fore M-Stabs came online and were over mark, his controls became less sluggish.  He aimed the bow away from Xeres and would use the gravity well of the M-Stabs to slingshot the ship around it, only, they would feel the g-forces to some degree.  The artificial gravity well would act like a tethered ball, increasing the effect of the g-forces, but necessary to get the ship into the correct position and to pull the ship out of the slingshot once clear.

     As the ship got into position, Brandon could feel the tension ease out of the joysticks, and at the same time, the g-forces began to push down on them.  As he punched in a thruster sequence during the slingshot, he caught something bright out of the corner of his eye.  He turned to see Sibley smiling at him along the outer wall.  He wrinkled his brow, but soon realized why she was there.  Just like that, the g-forces were no longer holding him in place.  The action continued, but he was able to get up with ease.  He kept his brow wrinkled as he approached her, but it was no longer from confusion.  He was annoyed.  Her smile slowly receded as he got near and put his back against the wall like her, but folded his arms.  He watched the action for a moment, seeing a replacement image of him at the helm.  "Why are you doing this?"

     She didn't reply right away.  He could see her shift her position in his peripheral, but didn't look at her.  "I just wanted to see what happened for myself."  Her tone was demure and apologetic.

     "You had but to ask."

     He heard her sigh a little.  "I'm sorry.  I have a hard time controlling my impulses.  I--"

     "You thought it wouldn't do any harm.  He'll be okay re-enacting his latest and most traumatic event.  He'll smile and be happy that I got to see it from his point of view."

     "I get it, okay?  I said I was sorry... I am sorry.  I guess I had no idea how traumatic it was for you."

     "Yeah, well, it nearly ended my career and several of my friends were killed.  This is the only thing I love doing besides playing sports, and I can't really do that anymore; not professionally at least."

     "Please don't hate me."

     Brandon snickered, and his wrinkled brow finally relaxed.  "Something tells me I don't think I could ever hate you.  Though, I am still annoyed... well, maybe disappointed would be a better word."

     Sibley moved over to in front of him and caressed his biceps.  "You're not the type that holds grudges are you?"

     He looked into her eyes.  He saw a gleam in them that he had never seen before.  He wasn't sure if it was the tears floating on her bottom eyelid or not, but the way she was looking at him caused him to hesitate in answering.  He lightened his expression before saying, "Look, I know you didn't mean any harm, but you can't be doing stuff like this.  You invaded my privacy, and, as much as I would like to share it with you, it needs to be on my terms."

     Sibley lowered her gaze, causing a couple tears to fall.  "I understand." she replied, nodding her head a few times.

     Brandon lifted her chin with his finger until their eyes met.  "I'm sure we can figure out a way for you to make it up to me."  He was surprised when she got up on her tiptoes to kiss him.  He blinked at her a few times as she smiled.  "I didn't mean that way, bu--"  She reached up and kissed him more deeply, wrapping her arms around his neck.  Brandon didn't fight it, and unfolded his arms to embrace her.  He closed his eyes while he began to rub his hands over her.  Brandon felt himself melt into her.  He wasn't ready for this step, but she obviously had already climbed those stairs.  How far is this going?
     She suddenly broke the kiss and looked into his eyes, "As far as you want it to go."  She then leaned in with another deep kiss.  Her tongue forced its way in to meet with his.

     Brandon forced her to stop, pushing her away and holding her upper arms.  "Wait."  Brandon wrinkled his brow again.  "I don't know if I'm ready for this.  Not like this," he stated looking around at the ordered chaos.

     "We can change the venue."  She then snapped her fingers.  Instantaneously, they were both naked and inside of a superlatively luxurious bedroom full of pieces and pictures from different time periods.  He noted two very large, golden vases on either side of the large fireplace that looked to be from the Ning Dynasty.  Needless to say, everything in it was no doubt priceless, although completely imaginary.  "What do you think?"

     Brandon looked down at her and went to speak but turned it into a sighing exhale.  "Look, this is," he began as he looked around once more, "Immaculate to say the least.  I guess what I was trying to say was... I'm not ready to go this far yet."  He watched her face sadden, and her brow ever so slightly creased with one line.  "Not that I don't want to, I mean, if my dick could kick my ass right now, it would do so with merciless aplomb."

     Sibley laughed hard, putting a hand to her mouth and scrunching her eyes, and this caused him to chuckle a bit and glance at her breasts as they jiggled.  She then cleared her throat with a smile before saying, "I suppose I will take that as a compliment."  She finished with a giggle.

     "Listen, I really like you, and I don't want to mess this up by ignoring my emotional issues and giving you a distracted me.  I want to be able to give you my full attention.  This, on top of the fact that, if we don't succeed, humanity will be all but wiped out."

     "Doesn't that make you want to do it now more than ever?"

     "I have to believe that we will succeed.  Otherwise, my abilities to perform my duties may be compromised and possibly cause even more death.  I don't think my conscience could handle that right now."

     "I can understand that.  I wish I could control my precognitive ability.  As it stands, it only comes every so often, and mostly in dreams.  I'd hate to think we'd be missing out on a great opportunity."

     "I see your point, too, but I still haven't officially broken up with my girlfriend yet either.  I know you said she's moved on, but I think I need that closure first before I commit to someone else."

     "Oh, well, commitment is a strong word, Mister.  What makes you think that that's what I want?"

     "Doesn't every woman?"

     She giggled at that and skipped away to lay on her side on the bed.  "Come, lay down."  She patted the bed behind her.

     Brandon raised an eyebrow at her before giving a short laugh and walking to the other side of the bed.  He looked her over from behind before climbing onto the bed, noting where her spine protruded and down to the heart shape of her ass.  She turned her head to look at him and Brandon smiled at her.  He then climbed up and laid next to her, spooning her.  She grabbed his arm he put over her and tucked it under hers.  Her breasts now rested along his forearm with the bottom one touching his palm.

     "Just relax and go to sleep.  You won't dream anymore until you wake up."

     Brandon smiled and re-positioned a bit to get more comfortable.  He really did feel tired all of a sudden.  He liked the idea that he wouldn't dream... or nightmare for that matter.

