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  Description




  Strange things happen in the Briggs Triangle...




  Low-ranked crew member Riya Cobley gets the lovely privilege of joining the team to investigate the drifting space-freighter "Mary Celeste." The mystery mounts when they find prepared food still sitting on the tables, intact systems, yet no crew or record of them leaving. Where did everyone go?




  Then new alarms sound on both ships...




  A science fiction suspense novelette inspired by the real "Mary Celeste" maritime mystery.




  Copyright




  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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  Dedication




  This book is dedicated to my family, who have been supportive of all my writing since I can remember. All my stories are for you.




  This book is also dedicated to all those who love to daydream.






  
MARY CELESTE ADRIFT




  THE BRIGGS TRIANGLE.




  Why did they have to stumble on a drifting freighter here, of all places?




  Riya Cobley stared at the closed airlock hatch of the shuttle, wishing she were back on the Victory Rose. Back in the middle of the ship systems. Rebuilding an air filter. Calibrating a generator. Getting covered in lubricating oil while working on the ventilation systems.




  Juan Estrella slapped her on the shoulder on his way by. "Relax. Life-support readings are normal."




  "It's not life-support I'm worried about," Riya said. The fact no one on the ship answered hails were what really worried her. Her mind flashing on all the stories of disappearances and strange deaths in the Briggs Triangle didn't help.




  Riya double-checked the seal on her spacesuit as Juan opened the hatch. She flexed her legs to check the exoskeleton leg braces that made walking possible. Good, working well. A good thing in case she needed to move fast.




  Flora Zailik laughed at her as she joined them at the hatch. "Expecting something to jump through the moment we open?"




  "Laugh all you want. You don't have to go into the engineering section. I do," Riya said to both of them.




  "True. It's to the cockpit for me." Flora said into her ear-comm, "Theo, don't get comfortable in my chair."




  "Will you relax," Theo Bolluch said through their communication line with their own ship, the Victory Rose. "I'm not messing up anything at your pilot station. By the way, I am a pilot, too."




  "Secondary pilot," Flora corrected.




  "Take it up with the boss. He made the away-team," Theo said.




  "And the boss says find the crew," came Captain Ueda's voice over the line. "Any sign?"




  Juan moved into the hatch and beckoned the rest of them to follow. "We're only at the airlock, but no sign of life."




  Taking a deep breath, Riya followed with her trusty small toolbox in hand. The tools of her trade. But, right now, she wouldn't mind a blaster like Flora's. Just in case something really did wait for them on the other side of the airlock hatch.




  The cycle of the airlock didn't take long. The inner hatch of the drifting ship opened revealing well-lit corridors. The sign of full power should have relieved Riya. Same for the clean and pristine appearance of the corridor. No surface blemishes, no dirt or dust, no scarring or charring.




  It didn't.




  "I think Riya has watched one too many horror movies," Juan said with a laugh as he headed down the corridor.




  Riya glared at him. Him in his spacesuit, only because it was required, but she noticed he'd left the helmet on the shuttle. Flora carried her helmet with her. The helmets indicated the personality type. Juan, always laid-back and believing everything will always be fine. Then Flora, always the rule-follower, right down to the letter.




  Then there was Riya, with her helmet firmly on and the oxygen flowing. If something did go wrong, she couldn't get into a spacesuit as quickly as the others. Not with having to pull it over the exoskeleton encasing her legs up to her lower back.




  Stupid exoskeleton. The visible result of a ship crash years before, when a generator broke loose from its mounting and crushed the lower part of her body. Her legs healed. So did the bones in her spine. Her spinal cord did not.




  While she was thankful to have a way to walk, the exoskeleton still got in the way in so many small ways. Including getting into a spacesuit. It took her three times as long as anyone else.




  Which meant, she went onto the ship fully suited up. After all, one could never tell what would happen in the Briggs Triangle.




  "I think you are the one who liked horror movies," Flora said to Juan. "Although, sometimes I think you think they are comedies, from the way you laugh at them."




  "Can we get this over with?" Riya pressed a pad next to a door on one side of the corridor. Nothing but neat rows of freight inside, stacked right to the ceiling. The cargo nets and other freight constraint were still in place.




  And, no sign of any crew.




  "Can't blame pirates," Juan said, glancing around the room from behind Riya. "They would have never left all this in here."




  "We didn't see any damage on the outer hull. I don't think this is the fault of pirates," Flora said, heading for the next room.




  Two other rooms on the other side of the corridor revealed the same thing. Full storage bins and shelves, still netted down securely. No sign of looting or disturbance.




  Also no sign of the crew.




  Trying out the internal comm system didn't do any good, either. No matter where they looked or how they called, no one answered.




  They came to the internal corridor running the length of the ship. Flora gestured to the left. "We'll head for the cockpit and see what we can find in the ship and captain logs. Let us know if you find anyone on your way to Engineering."
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