AUGMENTED

CHAPTER 06: DESTRUCTION
Both of them thinking quickly, they leapt into action. Samus activated her Command Visor, and attempted to call in a bombing run to destroy the ship containing the creatures, while Kaflan began shooting incessantly at the new arrival. However, both efforts failed. Samus' ship was unable to get a targeting fix for some reason and aborted the run, and after what seemed like forever, Kaflan ceased fire, only to see the same figure standing across from him, completely unharmed.

'Nice try,' the man said. 'Unfortunately for you, this area is being blanketed with jamming signals by the Ysenra, and I have an adaptive thermal shield, protecting me from your particle beam shots. Now, let's discuss this like civilized people.'


'What's to discuss?' Samus asked, coldly. 'You are evidently the brains behind a large criminal operation, and are also probably completely insane, and for that reason you will either come with us willingly and alive, or unwillingly and dead.' Kaflan now saw why the Federation files painted Samus as an efficient, ruthless hunter.


'Oh, come on,' laughed the increasingly odd man. 'Aren't you interested in who I am, what I plan to do with the augmented Pirates, why I haven't killed you both yet?'


'Well, yes. I would like to know the answer,' Kaflan said quickly before Samus had a chance to reply. He hoped that they might get something useful out of this seemingly deranged character.


'Good. Well, I am Gray, an independent acquisition operative, and it is for this reason that I arranged the production of these remarkable beings. I am sure that they will be of great interest to someone...'


'Hang on,' Samus interrupted him. 'Independent acquisition operative? That's just a fancy title for smuggler, or gun runner isn't it? I take it you feel better about what you do if you hide behind a fancy title.'


'I suppose some less informed people might make that connection,' he replied. 'However, in truth, I seek out and obtain interesting, cutting-edge technologies and then sell them on. It's far more than simply getting some blasters through customs, or peddling Scilena crystals. Anyway, I haven't answered the final question yet. The reason that you are still standing is because I hoped that you, Samus, would assist me in "acquiring" some interesting artifacts, and I thought that if I killed your associate here, you would be less receptive to my offer.'

'Why would I want to do that?' she replied.

'I'm talking galaxy-changing technology here, Samus. For instance, I understand that the Federation is currently testing a mind-reading device on a backwater planet. What if I was to tell you that technology was given to the Federation Science Group by one of my... clients.'


'I'd say you were a liar,' interjected Kaflan, remembering the strange technology he had seen on DT594, and wondering just where it had come from.


'Well you would say that, wouldn't you. Federation Marines are always eternally loyal, wouldn't even entertain the notion that the Federation was corrupt in any way.' Gray's tone became mocking and cynical.

'Ah, but I'm not a Marine, I'm just wearing the armour. I'm really a scientist. Doctor Kaflan, xenotechnologist.' Something began to bother him about the strange situation, but he couldn't quite place what it was.

Gray scoffed. 'Xenotechnologist, indeed. And you think that I have a fancy title. Anyway, you're irrelevant. Samus, my offer still stands. Good pay, no rules...'


' I have absolutely no interest in flying around collecting trinkets for some dodgy dealer,' Samus said curtly.
'But isn't that essentially what you do usually on missions?' Gray asked, more aggressively than before. 'You fly down to a planet, loot all the interesting stuff there, most of which you use to power up that suit of yours, blow some things up and then fly away again.'


'True, but you missed a bit. I don't usually then sell those things on. Sorry, still not interested.'

'Shame, I hoped I wouldn't have to do this.' Gray tapped a button on a small pad on his wrist, and a silvery liquid started to emerge from it, covering his entire body save his face in a shimmering layer. When it had fully expanded, it solidified, although still looked somewhat fluidic. 'You're not the only one with high-tech armour, Samus.'
Samus began firing at the newly-armoured man, only to see her Plasma Beam shots reflect off his strange silver coating. She was surprised, even more so to see that although her missiles impacted, they had no effect. Kaflan was also firing wildly, also to no avail. It was only after several seconds of this one-sided battle that Gray reacted. He jumped several feet in the air, evidently aided by his strange suit, and began raining down pastel-green bolts of energy as he fell back to the ground. Kaflan and Samus dodged and jumped, avoiding most of them. The few that did impact Kaflan's armour did very little damage, almost none at all, and Samus felt no effect from them. For an impressive looking contraption, it was quite weak, Samus thought. Then she realised that something was wrong. Her suit wasn't reacting as fast as usual, and the effect slowly became more and more pronounced. She tried to fire her arm cannon, but it didn't respond. Error messages began to scroll across her visor.
Error: Unknown interf ...fhd7sd... ce in suit mechanics
Volatile energy stream has dis ...09-u['p'... ed central interfaces

Risk of core sys ...]#[{jie... corruption

Emergency deactualisation activated.

Her suit flashed white and disappeared for a second, then flashed back into existence before finally deactivating properly. Kaflan's armour wasn't affected for some reason, and he was somewhat confused as to what had just occurred.

'Impressive, eh?' The man said, looking at the now suitless Samus. 'Highly volatile electromagnetic energy, knocks out any kind of artificial intelligence or computer in seconds. Your Federation armour is hardly as sophisticated as Samus' Power Suit, and therefore it won't be affected. Not that it really matters now.' His hand glowed with white energy, and he was about to direct it at Kaflan. However, before he could do so, Samus had unholstered her Emergency Pistol and fired it at Gray. He recoiled due to the stunning effect, and the white energy dissipated. 'Alright, I'll kill you first.' He spun to face Samus, and began firing small white shards of energy. Without her suit to protect her, they did considerable damage.


'Oh no you don't,' muttered Kaflan as he leapt forward and grabbed Gray's legs, bringing him to the floor in a flash. Samus tried to reinitialise her suit, but the process failed. Instead she shot Gray with her stun pistol again, and watched as he jerked in response. He growled, and then seemingly levitated back upright. He extended his arm, and Kaflan was attracted toward him by an unseen force. His armour was stuck fast.

'I'll deal with you first,' the man growled. Samus attempted to stun him, but he held out his free hand and blocked the shot with some kind of energy field. Kaflan then realised something. He was still wearing the jetpack, and Gray had said that it wasn't affected by the energy stream. It was worth a try. He activated it on full throttle, and both of them went shooting up into the air. Gray was too stunned to deactivate whatever was holding him to the armour, and was therefore powerless. 
Kaflan made a low pass over the landing pad. 'Ready?' he shouted. Samus quickly worked out what he was planning, and aimed her pistol at Gray as Kaflan ascended. Once the strange pair were about twenty feet in the air, she fired. The shot struck Gray square in the back, and his hand released from Kaflan's armour. 'Irrelevant, eh?'

Three seconds later, Gray hit the ground. There was a loud cracking sound as his strange suit shattered into several pieces. 'That's odd...' Samus said, picking up one of the shards. It was now returning to a semifluid state, and began to slip through her fingers.


'That's physics,' said Kaflan as he landed. ‘That suit was obviously made of an exotic non-Newtonian fluid.' Samus looked blank, so Kaflan went on explaining. 'They become solid when subjected to force. Extreme force can shatter them. This particular fluid can obviously reflect energy weapon beams, and is highly resilient. Unfortunately for our strange friend here, it still has one big weakness.'


'Yeah, crazy physicists with jetpacks,' Samus laughed. 'You're mad!'


'Yes, although technically I'm a xenotechnologist, not a physicist.'


'Well, that's too long a word to sound good in a snappy comment... what'll we do with him then?' Samus indicated to Gray's body.

'I take it he's dead,' asked Kaflan.


Samus tried to reactivate her suit, and this time it worked. She scanned the body. 'Subject deceased; cause of death: massive trauma to internal organs,' she read from the scan output.


'Disintegration?' Kaflan suggested. Samus agreed and fired several Plasma Beam shots into Gray's back. Samus thought that there was still something odd about her suit, although she couldn't work out what. Nevertheless, his corpse became a black powder before seemingly disappearing completely.

At that moment there was an almighty explosion, and the area was filled with a booming noise and the rushing of air. Looking up, Samus and Kaflan saw the SPS Ysenra split in two under fire from several GF battleships. The space battle had evidently been ongoing for some time, but they had been too distracted by events on the ground to notice. Large pieces of spacecraft debris began to fall on SkyTown; it was an almost hellish scene, fireballs raining down on the planet against a sky turned orange-red from antimatter annihilations in the upper atmosphere. However, before any of the projectiles could impact, they connected with an invisible shield, which atomized them on contact in a blue flash. Samus recieved an incoming communications beacon, which distracted her from the amazing light show above her head. She put it on her external speaker and motioned to Kaflan to listen in.


'Samus, I take it your mission is complete, the Pirates have been dealt with and their creations destroyed?' The calm, soothing voice of AU 217 came over, drowning out at least some of the sound of the shield impacts. Amidst the battle, Samus had forgotten about the Chimera creatures. She looked at the freighter, which was now completely full, and the drones hovering above it, awaiting orders.

'Well, the Pirates won't be bothering us any longer, and their "Purchaser" is dead. As for the creatures and the Xenoresearch lab, I think the efficient way of dealing with the matter would be to drop whatever it is protecting us around this part of SkyTown and let it be destroyed. There are still Metroids contained in the Pirate laboratory, and I don't want them getting out of here alive.' Samus looked up at the shield, still glowing blue under the impact of debris.


'You are referring to the SkyTown shield. After the last Pirate attack, we thought that it would be prudent to install some protection for the valuable facilities here on Elysia. You are probably wondering why it did not stop the Pirates, or yourself from landing. The answer is simple, it was not active. The shield draws immense amounts of power, and therefore we only activate it in response to a threat, although evidently this policy needs to be rethought. As for your plan, we concur, once you are clear, we will shrink the shield bubble. Do not worry about leaving, the shield only acts one way.' The connection terminated.


Samus activated her Command Visor, and brought her ship round to hover next to the pad. Kaflan boarded, and Samus went to follow, but the noise of an energy beam stopped her. Standing next to Gray's ship was a Space Pirate, the same one that Samus had seen in the transmission fragment. This was obviously Kskal Dzlana. He was heavily armoured, to a level usually only seen on Commandos, and carried a large disruptor rifle.

'Running away?' Kskal asked in the typical raspy Space Pirate voice.


'Yes,' replied Samus nonchalantly.


'Too frightened to fight? You only defeated the Purchaser by chance... maybe you're losing your touch, Samus.'


'Maybe. Or maybe you're just stupid,' she shot back, jumping onto the boarding lift of her ship.


'You know you can't leave, Samus. I have the Chimeras, and with the Purchaser... unable to fulfil the agreement, High Command will press them into service.'


'They'll find that a bit difficult in a minute,' she said, ascending up into her ship. Once inside, she quickly sat down in the cockpit, and plotted a course out of Elysia's atmosphere. 'Samus to AU 217, we are clear of the planet.'
+++


Back down on the landing platform, Kskal thought that he had won. He had scared off the Hunter, and now had enough working Chimera specimens to subjugate a planet. He would get a High Command seat at last, either through respect or fear. As he leapt over to the freighter, landing atop one of the stasis pods, he heard a crackling noise. Looking up at the approaching debris, he realised what had just happened. The Elysian shield had retracted, leaving him, the Chimeras and his laboratory open to desecration by debris from his own ship. Within seconds, everywhere from Zipline Station Delta to the edge of the facility bad been completely obliterated, the Pirate lab gone for good.

+++

As Samus' ship approached the Thermopylae once more, Kaflan finally realised what had been bothering him about recent events. 'I've just thought of something,' he said, removing his helmet. 'When we landed, you told me that the Elysian atmosphere was highly toxic, and yet you were able to breathe it, as were Gray and that Space Pirate, Kskal.'


'Ah,' Samus replied. 'I'm a bit special. I was infused with several Chozo genes when I was younger. They allow me to survive in hostile environments, such as that found on Elysia. As for Gray, I can only assume that his suit had some property that protected him.'


'I should really have taken a sample for analysis...' Kaflan mused. 'What about Kskal?'


'No idea, I assume that either Pirates are resistant to the toxic effects, or that he had some kind of filtration system,' she said, bringing the ship in to dock with the Thermopylae.
