Earning Your Pay: Part One
Scorch sat drumming his fingers on the joy stick of the helo, a Blackhawk to be precise, waiting for his team to move into place. The young chopper pilot knew from the moment he got this mission that the odds of something going very wrong were very high. In the long moments of silence in the air, there was not much to think about except all the ways things could go south faster than the temperature in the winter up in Alaska. Scorch took a deep breath and sighed; he would just have to relax and trust in the rookie team below.

Man, its times like this that I miss having a say in the mission, the agent thought to himself. 

This thought vanished the moment that he looked out the cockpit. No, this is where he belonged, at 2000 feet in a pimped-out stealth chopper. This helo was the only one like it. Scorch had helped the Agency techs take the base Blackhawk and customize the bird for this mission and man, he could not have been more proud of it.

“We are almost in place, how does it look from up there?” cracked the radio, snapping Scorch back to reality. Glancing down to the screen in front of him, he made one last check.

“Looks clear, proceed with the mission.” Below the helo, four shapes detached themselves from the wall surrounding the building and proceeded to the back door. One of them moved up to the door and placed a gadget over the lock and pushed the only button on the device. Four seconds later, the doors’ lock clicked and the door swung open.
Without a pause, they entered the building.   

