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Episode 1

“Which way now?” Samantha Drake screamed between bursts from her automatic shotgun. The two guards at the end of the hallway ducked back into the turn for cover, narrowly avoiding the spray of lethal lead. Over the building’s screeching alarm siren Rodeo could hear the bastards regrouping, and her shells were starting to run out along with her time. “Today would be good slick!”

Skynet looked at the display attached to his wrist. “A right, then a left!” While his head was still down, two shots erupted beside him as Rose Asp used her good arm to drop a guard that appeared in front of them. The assault rifle the mook carried railed off several shots harmlessly into the wall until its owner hit the ground with a thump.

Rose dropped the smoking pistol to the ground. “Empty,” she managed to whisper before she started to cough heavily. Samantha grabbed at the gaping wound in her side to keep it from tearing further from the exertion.

Brent carefully pulled her bad arm across his shoulders tighter and lifted up on her belt more. “Left shoulder holster!”

Rose Asp reached across his body and into his armpit, leaving a smear of her blood all the way along her path. She used her mouth to work the slide and chamber a round into the automatic, and then let the arm slacken and point to the ground. She would need to conserve what little strength she had left.

“C’mon Red, we’re almost out of here!” Brent took Rose’s weight and helped her hobble down the hall. Rodeo fired twice more behind them and followed.

One week earlier…

“What is it?” Rose Asp leaned in; cupping her chin with the arm she had perched on the table.

“Abandoned military base.” Brent zoomed in the photo on the display screen. “Much like we’ve seen from C.Z. before, but looks like they set up shop here recently.”

Samantha thought about the recent success they were having against Cold Zero. Her and Brent’s plan to attack Noray through Cold Zero instead of through the Agency was working well. It had to be keeping them on their toes and slowing any work they were doing, and the mind controlling bastard was losing some of his power, or at the least, not getting any more. “How recent are we talking?”

“Hang on.” Skynet leaned over his monitor. “Sammie! Stop fiddling!”

Across the warehouse, Rodeo was busy filing down the slide to a semiautomatic handgun. She waived her hand that had a metal file in it without turning around. “Minute!”

“Well, while we’re waiting...” Brent took a second to highlight a few spots. “Sat photo is only two days old. But, see this gear they’re offloading from the helicopter? It’s really high grade.”

“So, just like before? Get the local government to look into them so they have to keep moving?” 

“Not this time, I think. I’ve been itching to take a good look inside their core systems for a while now, and I think this place will give me the chance. Then we satchel charge the whole place. Way I figure, since they probably don’t even have their full security systems up yet, it should be easy.”

“Easy?” Rodeo interjected, finally joining the briefing. She pulled up a chair next to Rose. “Like killing Karl Bruner easy?”

Brent frowned. “Oh hey, nice of you to join us Sammie. Mingle with us common folk.”

Sammie rolled her eyes. “Oh hey, last time we had a ‘briefing,’ you wanted us to study team psychological dynamics by watching old reruns of Buffy the Vampire Slayer.”

Skynet crossed his arms. “I stand by their usefulness.”

Rose cleared her throat loudly. “So, where are we going this time?”

“Japan. It’ll be refreshing to operate in a country with indoor plumbing for once.” Brent turned back to the display screen. “Yep. Piece of cake.”

Episode 2

Fuchu, northeast of Hiroshima, Japan

“No cameras.” Rodeo peeped through her military-grade binoculars with the starlight filter engaged. Skynet was next to her, checking the same things without the pesky need for equipment. Thanks to the Ripper mutagen, his eyes already had built in low-light and telescopic vision.

Rose Asp waited beside for the two to provide news, knowing Rodeo was much more the expert on infiltration and thievery. The facewoman’s expertise had already been “used” to make sure the team had proper camo face paint. The black stealth gear they all were wearing wasn’t going to do anything for her figure, but it was a small price to pay. Especially if Brent was right.

The building ahead of them was generic enough. An old communication and barracks building once utilized by the United States Air Force, it had sat abandoned since the USAF pulled out in the 80’s. Now Cold Zero had its claws on it, and was busy restoring and adding their own security on top of the old infrastructure. This building had been the first to get restored. The paint might still be wet, as quick as they had moved into it. That was good news for the team, since that had to mean the computer core was inside, ready to be plucked. 

The three spies were lying on the backside of a nearby hill, with only a hundred feet of waist-high brush between them and the perimeter’s tall electrified fence. Two-man rotating patrols covered the small gap between the fence and building wall, and the G36 carbine rifles they carried would be enough to make the average curious person leave. But these rouges were far from average.

Rodeo watched the patrols make another round and rechecked the timing in her head, calculating the gap. “Guards won’t be a problem.” The explorer switched modes on her lenses, focusing them on freshly dug potholes outside the fencing. “But there’s thermal sensors around the perimeter.”

“Yeah I see ‘em too. Give me a sec.” Brent shuffled back below the hillside and flipped up the display to the computer attached to his wrist. The Sky-Arm, as he called it, had more processing power than any desktop owned by any civilian, along with a high power transmitter/receiver and a streaming satellite connection. But the plasma screen was a bit bright for covert ops. Something to fix in the next model. “I’m close enough for a wardial. I should be inside their system momentarily.” Brent whispered. “Let me know when the next break in the patrol is.”

“Wait, can you just extract the core from here?” Rose asked. She was shifting her weight around, clearly uncomfortable in her stealthy tactical gear. The blocks of C4 in her backpack didn’t help either.

Brent kept typing. “The arm is good, but not that good. I need to get Fast Eddie strapped into something directly connected to their core.”

Rodeo jumped in. “I’m sure braniac would have not had us all geared up for something he could get from the outside. Besides, we can’t blow it to kingdom come from here.” She squinted at the building. “Patrol’s separating.” Sammie slid her binocs back into her vest. “Sensors?”

“Virus… is… working…there! Green green. We’re clear for sixty seconds.”

Without a word, Sammie hopped to her feet and started to sprint. Rose Asp and Skynet both followed, and the trio rushed through the grass field in silent stealth like lions on the Serengeti. They arrived at the fence just as the closest guard wrapped around the building’s corner and out of sight.

Brent kneeled by one of the fence poles and shoved a small metal stake into ground in front of it. He released a spring catch, and the small u-shaped clip at the top fired forward and attached to the pole. There was a quick spark as the stake changed the flow of electricity, diverting away from the fence and into the ground. While the hacker shoved some random dirt around his devise to conceal it, Rose pulled a small pen-sized laser from her pocket. The emitter fired and sliced through the chainlink with surgical accuracy, leaving twin three-foot vertical cuts in the fence. The metal at the edges glowed hot red for a moment before returning to its drab dark color.

Rose grabbed the fence and pulled up on it, allowing first Rodeo then Skynet to tumble through to the other side.

With the cut fence functioning like an overgrown doggie door, Rose passed the swinging part to Brent, and he held it upright on the backside so she could slip through.

Meanwhile, Rodeo already had her grapple hook twirling and she nailed the top of the building on her first try. Titanium coated in rubber caused almost no noise as it dragged across the pebbled rooftop, finally catching on the concrete edge. The explorer tugged once on the thick nylon cord attached before starting her climb. Rose and Skynet finished securing the fence back in place so no one would see the cuts, then followed Rodeo up the building’s wall.

By the time the guard’s patrol came back around the rope was gone, leaving no trace of the three rouges or their entry. They were in.

Episode 3

The metal grate pointing down from the ventilation duct shook slightly, as if someone was asking it politely to budge. It didn’t. It shook again, this time a little more forcefully, but it refused to bend on its hinge and open.

A moment later a well callused fist punched the vent loose. It swung back and forth violently before the same fist grabbed it and made it stop. Sammie Drake’s head appeared through the opening upside-down with an annoyed look. “Friggin spot welds,” she muttered. She scanned the computer core room for any bodies, but as expected, it was empty. The explorer lowered her muscular frame out of the vent with ease, and then helped the others climb down.

Rose Asp handed off her pack and took up position by the room’s only door, ready to deliver a palm strike to the throat of anyone who interrupted. Skynet headed right for the computer core, and Rodeo took the bag of C4 bricks and found the support I-beam. She started building the bomb that would level this place.

Brent pulled his other new toy from his pack. Shaped like a slice of cantaloupe, Fast EDDIE (Encrypted Direct-Dump Intel Extractor) was designed for one thing. Break the interface security on the target system, then copy and transmit all of the data out to a satellite in space. The satellite would, in turn, send the data back down to the waiting isolation server back at HQ in Bangkok. There the encrypted files could be cracked slowly over time and in peace. Finally, the devise would drop a very specifically targeted virus into the host, removing the transaction data from the computers logs. Traceless. 

Skynet watched the indicator lights on EDDIE’s side turn green one at a time. Tonight the traceability of his gadget wasn’t much of an issue, since they were going to blow the place sky high anyways. But, as test runs go, it was a trial by fire going up against even a weak Cold Zero security system.

Any fear he had, however, was quickly alleviated in a short few minutes when the last indicator light flicked on. “Huh,” Skynet remarked. “That took less time than I thought it would.”

“Isn’t that a good thing?” Rodeo muttered as she worked, a spare wire in her mouth distorting her words slightly.

“I guess; security must’ve been more fragile that I expected. Makes me wonder…” He wandered over to a nearby computer terminal.

“Hey, be careful there. You said the using internal stuff wasn’t part of the plan.” Rose warned.

“C’mon, trust me.” The hacker’s fingers began to dance on the keyboard with the effort of a lesser person breathing. He poked around in the system, hoping the giant lack of security didn’t mean and empty server was in front of him. Once again his fears were alleviated, and the hacker flowed through vast memory banks of data with ease.

Unfortunately, his ease appeared to be noticed. Flashing lights and an alarm horn sounded, blaring into every corner of the old military base.

Rose angrily looked up at the speaker above her head. “Brent!”

Skynet glared at terminal before putting his arms up in denial. “Whoa whoa hey, wasn’t me! I didn’t trip a thing!” The hacker continued typing. “It’s not an intruder alarm. Something else…”

“Whatever it is, we’re going.” Rodeo attached the last brick of explosive to the detonator and extended the antenna. She clipped the radio trigger to her belt next to the frag grenades she was carrying. “It’s ready.” Sammie stood, but for some reason she felt shaky with a knot forming in her gut.

Rose moved right next to her, and helped her steady herself. “You ok?”

“I guess.”  Rodeo shrugged. “Must have had some bad saki.”

“That doesn’t sound like you. Getting taken down by…” The facewoman grabbed at her abdomen and exhaled in discomfort. “Me too, what the hell?” Somewhere in the back of her subconscious, the sensation felt oddly familiar.

Brent felt it also, a twitching in his stomach. “Something in the air may…be…” Like a shot of adrenaline, a memory rushed into his mind. It wasn’t something in the air, but something else altogether! His eyes met with Rose Asp’s, the two realizing at the same time what they were feeling. “Oh…

“...shit!”

Episode 4

“What? You know why I’m ready to pop and foam like a shaken beer bottle?” Sammie Drake asked. She leaned on a nearby support beam to stave off the dizziness until her body’s natural tolerance caught up.

Rose Asp hurriedly moved over to where Skynet was hacking at the terminal. “Do you remember what we told you about Mexico City? The creature?”

Rodeo’s face turned to disgust. “You mean that thing that infected the little mexicana, and eventually ended up in nerd boy’s blood?”

“It’s a containment breach alarm!” Brent interrupted. Without blinking, he pulled a connecting wire from his Sky-Arm and plugged it into the terminal in front of him, and booted up decryption software with a few types on his wrist. The customized software punched through the file security like a tractor trailer through wet toilet paper. Then Brent navigated through the system’s directories, finally stopping on the Special Projects folder. “There’s definitely a lab here, I’ll see what I can find.” His eyes lit up as he read the files concerning Project: Ripper. “Christ on a bike! They were starting to mass produce those things!”

Mass production? One was trouble enough, Rose Asp thought. She knew that Shiv was one of the most agile and lethal operatives she had ever met, and the girl had barely survived a heads-up fight with one of these abominations. “How many are we dealing with?”

“Looking!” After a moment Brent’s wrist beeped twice, and the hacker’s complexion went four shades lighter. He swallowed hard. “At least a dozen.”

A chill shot down Samantha’s spine, then spread to the rest of her. “At least a what?”

“You heard me. There’s specimen records for sixteen different “subjects” in here. Three were aborted, one already pulled away for field work, whatever fraking horribleness that is, which leaves twelve active.”

“Ok, let’s try to keep calm,” Rose said, more to herself than anything. “It can’t be a coincidence that we’re here when this happened. Did we get duped into another trap?”

“I don’t think so.” Skynet traced back through the security logs. “Shit,” he sighed. “I think when my virus folded the security grid and knocked the thermal sensors out it interrupted the restraining systems on the containment pods. A minute is all it took.”

“Wait, you shut them down?”

“I said the security was fragile still! Personally, I would have put a room of super killing machines on a different command line! Idiots!” Brent slammed a fist down on the console.

Rodeo leaned in. “They die just like anything else, right?” Her muscled hands held the SPAS-15 semi-automatic shotgun she brought for the occasion.

“Actually no, they tend to evaporate into nothingness.” Skynet looked up to see Rodeo giving him a dirty look. “Um… I mean, it bleeds, and we can kill it.”

“Then what are we waiting for?”

Brent kept hacking on the terminal. “Looks like these things were all in various growth stages, I’m trying to see if any were actually combat effective. Maybe we’ll catch a break.”

From down the hall, two unmistakable sounds echoed past their doorway. Gunfire and men screaming in panic. The hope of an enemy too weak to fight was ripped away.

“Perfect.” Brent said flatly. “Maybe I can close all of the security doors and trap-” The screen in front of him powered down as he spoke. The lights in the room followed, and the building switched to its dim emergency backups. The screeching alarms stayed on, however, probably on battery power from their one time use as an air raid siren.

Rose looked up at the halogen bulbs no longer doing their job. “Oh the hell with this!”

Calmly, Rodeo leaned against the wall next to the exit and cocked her shotgun. “Quickest way to the motor pool?”

 “I’m pulling up an old map of this base.” Brent unplugged from the terminal and poked at the display screen on his wrist. “Got it. Crap! Other side of the complex!”

Sammie lit a smoke and took a deep breath of polluted air. “Don’t have much of a choice, do we?”

“I think hiking back through the forest is out of the question.” Rose pulled a Beretta from the tactical holster on her thigh and flicked on the laser sight.

“Then enough screwing around.” Rodeo forced open the door with ease, and the chaos muffled by it now was in full stereo. Brent could tell that most of the fighting was coming from the direction they were not heading, but it was cold comfort as the three started to run.

Episode 5

Rodeo, Rose Asp and Skynet ran as fast as they could through the powered down military base. The amount of light they passed through would switch from manageable, to dim, to pitch black at almost every turn and in other circumstances would be the cause of a good headache. The three had bigger problems right now. 

From all different directions the sound of a battle filled the hallways. Gunfire and screams of agony from both human and mutant was a chorus, and the occasional grenade blast added to the symphony. But for the time being, luckily, the orchestra was not near them. Considering they had moving for a few minutes and had not been interrupted once, Brent had been hoping that Cold Zero had its entire force concentrated back near the lab to contain the breach, and their path would be clear.

That hope fell by the wayside when the team came running around the bend. A guard was standing at the T-junction that was going to be their next turn. Already on alert, he quickly raised his G36 carbine from its sling and aimed it angrily at them before they could even break stride. “Hold it! Drop your wea-” From the shadows, a green blur moved across the junction and snatched the guard right out of the air. He was gone so quick he didn’t even have time to sufficiently scream.

Rodeo stopped dead in her tracks. “The fuck!?”

“No time for a gawker’s slowdown Sammie!” Brent urged. He pulled at her shoulder.

The explorer grinded her teeth and kept going, choking back down the fear like a bad burger. Being in a place where animals are hunters was nothing new, she had been in many jungles across the world, but animals operated on survival and instinct. These things were built to just attack with reckless abandon, and no one knew how far that would go. Sammie slipped around the corner behind her teammates. 

A little beastly head poked around the corner and watched. The three humans had not seen it hiding in the shadow as they passed, but it was not the same for the creature. Its slit eyes saw through the darkness like it was day, and could easily keep tabs on the three meatsacks as they ran about. Subject 8 may have been the smallest one in the lab group, but that didn’t matter very much when it raced across the floor and leapt onto the trailing person’s back.

Rodeo slammed to the ground under the weight and her SPAS skidded across the floor. The creature’s yellow tinted teeth started to rip at her backpack. 

Unfazed, Rose Asp reared back and leveled a powerful sidekick at the thing’s head. The head trauma caused the beast’s muscles to lock down as it went flying into the air six feet. The force applied was enough to rip the straps of the pack at the seams, but the lizardly mutant came off clean. It collected itself and scurried away, still holding the backpack in its locked jaw.

Sammie flipped over and retrieved her weapon. “Fuck you!” she yelled, firing her shotgun blindly in the direction of her attacker. The creature yelped from the confines of the darkened hallway, but no one could tell how badly it was hit. “That bitch just made off with all of the spare ammo!”

Rose Asp helped a fuming Rodeo to her feet. “We can scrounge from the guards. Maybe we’ll get lucky and these things will keep killing a path in front of us.”

“Lucky, yeah right,” Sammie muttered. She checked the last two clips of shells at her belt. These would have to count now.

The three agents kept moving. Silently they sprinted from one hallway corner to the next, this time waiting for a clear path before continuing. The stop and start pace was taxing, and Brent was starting to feel the burn. He was struggling to keep up with the much more fit and muscled women with him. But he wasn’t about to stop.

After few twists and turns, they came upon an oddly welcome sight: Two dead guards. The first was laying flat on his stomach, and had a deep claw slash from the back of his neck down across his shoulder. The flesh covering his shoulder blade was flayed away, and even in the dim light, some of the cream white bone was showing. He was probably hit without warning from behind, and the slash at his neck had severed the spinal cord. He probably died almost instantly. 

The other wasn’t so lucky. He laid curled in the fetal position in a big pool of blood and excrement, his arms twisting around his stomach. Brent looked closer. A large gash raked across his belly, saving any doctor performing an autopsy later down the road some trouble. The man had been desperately trying to hold his intestines in while he bled out. The hacker took a moment to ask fate to take him quickly when the time came.

“Where the hell are these guy’s guns?” Rose asked poignantly while scanning over the first corpse. Sammie and Skynet looked too, and the Cold Zero troopers G36 rifles were missing, but they were both still wearing their tac slings. Were these things made smart enough to know to take weapons? Brent silently prayed no one had thought about training them to use them. He looked back to his wrist. “Cut through that door,” he panted, pointing at a nearby bulkhead.

Both Samantha’s grabbed at the heavier reinforced door and pulled it open, revealing a dim lit storage area. The rouges slipped inside. They were unsure what was next, but they knew they needed to keep moving.

Episode 6

“Ok,” Brent said flatly while catching his breath, “Does anyone else here feel uneasy about the fraking lizards being smart?”

“Who cares?” Sammie spat, setting her shotgun on a nearby desk. She stretched her arms. “I’m going to rip one in half if I can, smarter or not.”

“That wouldn’t be a good idea.”

“Oh yeah?” Sammie grinned maniacally. “Sounds like a wonderful one.”

“Trust me Sam. The farther you stay away from these thing and their blood and guts, the longer you’ll live. Believe me.”

A gentle buzzing sound preceded the lights flickering back on. The Cold Zero forces must’ve been able to restore power, which probably meant they were winning. Whether that was good or bad news was subject for debate as everyone blinked to adjust after so long in the dark. Rose Asp felt a breeze as the door, fresh with electricity, slid closed automatically. 

The team surveyed the room they were in. Shrink-wrapped pallets of supplies were everywhere in somewhat organized stacks, the biggest creating a high wall separating the room almost in half. The base could’ve probably lasted months without outside contact while they worked on their experiments. Brent took a hard look at the supply cache. “We may be able to use this. Red watch the door.” He started wandering toward the larger stack. “Spread out Sammie, see if you can find anything that looks like a drug or chemical. I’m hoping they have a bunch of the kill shot stuff here somewhere.”

Rose leaned against the doorjamb, careful to avoid the keypad. “What do you mean kill shot stu-?” The facewoman stopped mid-sentence. She froze, her gaze staring to the other end of the storage room. Rodeo and Skynet, who already had wandered to different corners, tuned back and looked at her in confusion. She lightly nodded in the direction she was looking.

Facing away, a mutant killer was standing near the far wall. None had noticed it when they came in, but with the lights back on it was easy to spot. It was sniffing and clawing lightly at a pallet of MREs but, almost sensing the stare, it turned toward the three rogues. The beast snorted at the air then snarled and licked its menacing lips. Hands of sharpened talons flicked out on either side in an attacking posture and its muscled legs looked ready to explode forward.

Rose Asp wasted no time, and put all of her Beretta’s bullets into the air. The creature was already moving though, and ducked behind the large wall of pallets before any of the rounds could hit. While Rose dropped in a fresh clip, Rodeo circled around the side, her .629 revolver appearing in her hand as if by magic. She blindly fired all six massive slugs to where their foe had slipped. They missed also. The ripper had flipped up and clawed its way high along the room’s side wall. Shards of breaking concrete followed its steps as it maneuvered over the pallet stack and landed on the other side.

Right in front of Skynet. 

The hacker froze in place and time seemed to stop. Behind him he could hear Rose yelling about a lack of a shot, but he didn’t dare make any aggressive move. Or any move at all. He just stared at it, and the mutant stared back. Its eyes looked what Brent would assume they would look like, ones made for low light detection like a geckos. But these still had hints of blue in the yellow, a horrifying reminder that this engineered killer was once human like him.

The thing looked at Skynet quizzically, almost unsure of what to do. Brent saw its nostrils flare in and out as it tilted its head and sniffed at the air. Then, after a few more seconds, it unceremoniously turned and ran past him along the pallet wall. The hacker stood dumbfounded, still frozen in place. What the hell?

Rose Asp unloaded another full clip as the beast ran from her right to left. None hit, she could see each round striking through the cardboard on the pallets. Swearing and cursing, she went to eject the magazine and grab another. It would be her last one, but she knew where the creature was heading, and it wasn’t toward her or the exit door she was bracing against.

Rodeo came around the corner just in time to see blur of green skin and razor claws bearing down on her. Reeling from the instant adrenaline spike, her fingers slipped on the exchange and the speed loader to her revolver dropped to the ground with a light metallic clunk. She, in turn, did the only thing she could think of, and whipped her gun at the beast’s face.

At just under three pounds, an unloaded S&W .629 revolver wasn’t the heaviest projectile ever. But when thrown by woman with as much raw strength as Samantha Drake, it might as well have been a battering ram. The creature recoiled back and stumbled to the ground. Sammie glared at her shotgun fifty feet away, furious at it for being so out of reach.

The mutant was back on its feet quick, but was still fighting off the effects of the blow to the face. It shook its head and batted hands at its forehead. It also made quiet annoyed sounding growls as it tried to regain focus; Sammie could’ve sworn it was saying “Shit” over and over again. The explorer crept back ever-so slowly, hoping it was too distracted to notice her escape and chase after. But she threw on her brass knuckles just in case.

Rose Asp was hoping it wasn’t going to move either. A fresh clip in her gun, she had gripped it securely in both hands and was aiming properly, instead of firing blind like she had before. Her emerald-hued eye was looking down the Beretta’s iron sight at it. No missing this time. She moved her finger to the trigger.

“Blood spray, blood spray, blood spray!” Brent yelled out frantically. He had calculated the trajectory of the shots Rose was about to fire, and the odds of the creature’s contaminated bodily fluids hitting Sammie was too high. It would be worse if he went for the gun cradled in his shoulder, and one green-skinned over-aggressive woman with emotional baggage was enough in his circle of friends. Rodeo may have been able to drink a gallon of turpentine and walk a straight line afterward, but she was no match for an engineered mutagen she had never been exposed to. He, on the other hand…

Brent saw a flat-head screwdriver sitting next to some half assembled computer components. He ran for it, and in one swift move the hacker picked it up and hurdled the table it was sitting on. “Don’t you turn your back on me!” he yelled, and slammed his shoulder into the stack of empty pallets that flanked the creature. The stack curved like a creaking wave of water and crashed down. Try as it might, the mutant couldn’t get moving in enough time, and was pinned under a few hundred pounds of wood. 

Sammie leaned down next to it, a grim expression on her face. It yelped and tried to lash its razor sharp-tooth filled jaw out at her, but it couldn’t reach. Rodeo grabbed the front and back of its head and twisted.

Brent moved over to join Sammie. He kicked at the creature’s dislodged and free-swinging head. “See, they die just like anything else.” His gloating was interrupted however, by a quiet sound tickling his sensitive ears. It was coming from outside the room.

Rose heard it to. She turned, and managed to be facing the door when it crashed it and pinned her down. She looked up. A mutant lizard was looming above her, and through its gnashing teeth it let out a bloodcurdling scream.

Episode 7

Samantha Killian had spent many years honing her body to operate like a machine. To be calm, collected and attack with precision. But she had never found herself pinned under a steel door with a mutant lizard above trying to kill her with precision. So now her body was running almost completely on instinct and adrenaline. Her left arm wasn’t responding for some reason, so the right was the one holding the door as a shield between her and her attacker. She kept fighting, dodging swings and shifting the door around so the mutant couldn’t quite keep its balance. But she knew this was all a stall. The lizard was heavier and had body position and she was stunned and crippled. She knew eventually that her efforts would fai- 

A white hot knife ran down her left side where the mutant had passed one of its sharp claws around her guard. She felt her body go flush from the combination of fear and panic coupled with impending blood loss. The back of her head was getting sleepy. Where the hell were her friends!

When the door crashed in, Skynet and Rodeo had started moving almost instantly. Rodeo had retrieved her revolver and the ammo to it, and was quickly loading in hope of getting off a well calculated shot. Upward trajectory, heavy ammunition, aim for center mass, and that should blow the fucker right off of her. She crouched for angle and took aim but, she wouldn’t get the chance to pull the trigger. That was because Brent wasn’t taking a careful shot, or waiting for her too. He had run forward, eyes blazing like fire, readying to throw his whole body into the mutant attacking his friend. 

The hacker left his feet, tucked in his arms and twisted his torso, and aimed his back at the thing’s body. The human cannonball stuck right on target, and he and the dislodged mutant were sent flipping along the warehouse floor. Brent rolled, remembering what Rose had taught him about letting the force just take you and go with it, rather than fighting physics. It worked to a certain extent. His elbows took a beating while he spun and protected his wrist- mounted computer, and his face pancaked off the concrete at least twice before he came to a full and complete stop. Brent scrabbled to get up and fight, but the creature was the engineered killing machine between the two. It was up, already staring and assessing its opponents.

It hissed and coiled down its legs ready to spring in attack, but before it had and chance to release, one of the rounds from Rodeo’s shotgun blew its leg clean off at the thigh. Sizzling blood sprayed backwards onto the wall, the desk and a pallet jack and the beast screamed and fell back to the floor. It tried desperately to stand a few times, trying to use a leg that no longer existed. The sight may have been comical if it didn’t look so disgusting slipping around on its own blood and tattered flesh.

Brent looked over at it, gripping the screwdriver in his hands tight incase it still had some fight in it. It didn’t. He watched it in satisfaction convulse and flop around as the blood poured from its missing limb. Then it didn’t anymore, and the satisfaction he enjoyed went away. It was replaced by pity for it instead. After all, this thing had no choices in anything it did.

Meanwhile, Rodeo pulled the heavy door up and off her friend. She looked down, and saw a pool of blood on Samantha’s side getting bigger. “Shit.” She kneeled down to help.

“Don’t touch her!” Brent screamed. He grabbed a roll of paper towels from a nearby utility sink and ran over. “If she’s been infected we don’t want it spreading to you!” The hacker slid to his knees when he got close and motioned for Rodeo to keep an eye on the door. Then he started shoving paper towels into the bleed points to slow it down.

Sensing him there, Rose Asp blinked her eyes repeatedly trying to clear the fog. “How bad?”

Brent looked up to her face. He thought about lying, but knew she would pick up on that right away. “Your cut pretty deep, but the internal muscles are ok. I’m not shoving your spleen back in or anything.”

“My arm’s tingling.”

Skynet looked over, and her left arm clearly curved slightly from the shoulder to the elbow. Probably a slight fracture to the humorous. She wasn’t going to use that arm very well for a while, but a while wouldn’t happen if he didn’t get the blood loss under control. The paper towels were already soaked with red, and it started to drip on the floor again.

Rodeo leaned over. “We gotta close her up.”

“I don’t have a medkit!” Brent snapped, furious with himself more than anything. He looked back at Rose and her eyes were glazing over. “Oh god, Sam. I…I’ll figure it out!” The hacker looked around frantically. “Sammie grab me that stapler, and uh… that roll of box tape.”

Episode 8

Skynet held Rose Asp up by the belt and arm as Rodeo checked each corner ahead, then cover behind. Each step seemed to drain Rose of more of her strength, and Brent was having trouble keeping her upright on his own. Soon she was going to be pure dead-weight and Brent hoped not in the literal sense. The trio was almost to the motor pool, but they were moving slow and need more time. The security team had been right on their heels for a few minutes now, and it wouldn’t be much of an effort to steal a car with a well-armed assault squad four steps behind. It was time to get a little unorthodox.

When three guards spun around the next corner, they got a hell of a surprise. Rodeo was right in front of them, kneeling and braced with her semi-automatic shotgun pointed up at them. She grinned from the corner of her mouth before the weapon in her hands spoke out its violent language in a deafening spray of lead. The first man’s head exploded like a piece of fruit struck by a flamboyant comedian. His body managed to stumble a few extra steps before it realized there was no one driving the car and tumbled to the floor. The second one took his shot mostly in the shoulder and neck and his body spun as if clothes-lined, completing a full back flip before going limp. 

The third was the unluckiest of all. He had just enough time to slow down, realize death was imminent, and take one last panic-induced deep breath before the shotgun blast ejected him from his feet. He slammed into the wall behind, and the impact of his skull with the solid concrete knocked him out, probably more merciful than feeling the crushed chest cavity killing him a few moments later.

Satisfied, Sammie turned and ran the opposite direction. Behind her, the last trailing member of the security team managed to slip around the pile of corpses and squeeze off a burst. Sammie felt a twitch in her arm but it didn’t make her break stride.

Covering from down the hall, Skynet returned fire with his handgun and one of his bullets struck the guard square in the forehead. “See that!” Brent yelled in a moment of celebration, before he noticed a streak of crimson coming from Rodeo’s bicep. “Are you hit?”

“Probably,” the explorer answers back calmly. “Where’s Rose?”

“Around the corn…” Brent trailed off. He tilted his head, listening.

“Around corn?”

“Shh. Reinforcements coming.” The hacker focused on the echoing footsteps coming from a nearby hallway. “Lots. More heavily armored too. I guess they have everything else contained.”

Rodeo cooked off a grenade to buy time, and then the two Agents ran to collect their wounded teammate. They kept heading for the garage, and it wasn’t far now. Rose slipped in and out as they moved but when awake she kept out an eye behind.

At last, they reached it. Through the last door the old motor pool waited, and it was a wonderful sight. A Land Rover was lined up in one of the designated spots pointing toward the doorless exit. ATVs, fuel cans and tools lined the other wall, rounding out their would-be escape route. Rodeo started immediately toward the SUV, but Brent didn’t. He sat Rose against the wall next to the door. “What the hell are you doing?”

The hacker kneeled in front of the electronic keypad that controlled the hatch. “They’ll have to circle around quite a ways to cut us off, so hold that hall for just a bit longer! I’ve got something going.” He pulled a small metal tool from a special pocket on his tack jacket and started prying.

Rodeo fired blindly and then leaned back against the wall, her shotgun clicking on empty. She reached down to feed the last of the recovered grenades from her belt to the bastards, but it wasn’t there. Had she dropped it or miscounted?

Sammie looked over and saw Rose had already grabbed it, and was holding it up with just a delicate finger in the pin loop. One hand convenience. The explorer nodded, then pulled and tossed the frag. Not having to change grip on her shottie, the grenade was barely halfway down the hall before Rodeo had the last fresh clip of shells ready to go.

“I’ve got it!” Skynet exclaimed, and the door slid closed with a powerful whoosh. He put his tools away while Sammie helped up Rose.

“Let’s hope you can hotwire a car as fast, tech boy.”

“I’ll do ya one better,” Brent replied. He began typing feverously. “What’s the exact make and model of that car?”

The explorer replied, and Skynet ran the type through the database stored in his wrist-bound computer. Within moments the Land Rover’s engine turned on, all of the doors locks flipped up, and the rear hatch released on its pneumatic pistons and opened. Rodeo looked at him quizzically.

“Electronic keyless entry and ignition. Just have to know the radio frequency they transmit on to activate.” 

“Thank gods for lazy people.” Sammie muttered. The two helped Rose over to the tailgate and brought it down, then laid their comrade down in the back. Rose Asp, tired of fighting what her body wanted to do already, took to somewhat plush interior of the Rover’s cargo area and passed out. While Rodeo hopped behind the wheel, Skynet climbed into the back seat and gently dragged Rose further in. From behind he heard banging on the entry door, and he knew the circuit overload wasn’t going to hold forever. The hacker pulled the back closed and went to hold Rose as still as he could. Rodeo was punching the gas the same second he yelled go, and the SUV tore out of the parking space like it was launched from a gun.

The fence’s gate exploded open in a shower of sparks and twisting metal. Both halves of the gate broke at the top hinge, sending the lead corner to the ground where they dragged hard on the dirt road before hitting grass. The rusty chain locking them together flew off into the weeds, clearly no match for the Land Rover’s raw horsepower. The gate’s two sentries tried pull themselves from the ground where they had landed after bailing out of the way. 

The first came up screaming bloody murder and trying to figure out how his knee was supposed to work now that it was on the back of his leg. The other was quicker on his feet, and recovered enough to ready his G36 and send automatic weapons fire toward the escapees. Beside him, he could hear the other guard try in desperation to untwist what the Rover’s bumper had done to him, but then fell silent. Passed out from the pain or bled out, he surmised. He kept firing, finding it easier to concentrate and aim without all the complaining.

Sammie down-shifted, and soon the guard and the perimeter were dark blur in the rear-view mirror. The dark part of that was about to change in a big way. She reached to her belt and grabbed the remote detonator. They die just like everything else, she thought, and pressed the button. The once proud US Air Force base shuttered and gasped before erupting from all of its structure with hot orange fury. Skynet huddled down in the back, shielding Rose Asp just incase some random piece of something managed to fly all the way to them and make a bad problem worse. With the way their luck was going, it didn’t seem so far fetched. The pounds of C4 spread shards of concrete, metal, human and not quite so human across the Japanese countryside, but Rodeo’s prowess with an off-road vehicle was strong, and the rouges were well clear. 

Brent came back up. Red tinted smoke clouds and embers trailed miles into the air, looking like a volcano spewing its choking ash. Millions of dollars in Cold Zero investments were now just very colorful debris, he thought, and if he could get Rose all patched up and healthy again, this op could go in the win column. But the instincts the hacker had developed over years as a spy were telling him this wasn’t over. Or was the feeling more… primal? He could swear something was eyeing him like its next meal. It made him uneasy to say the least.

Then he saw it. There was something, something moving within the shadows of the forest. He could see it dancing from tree to tree, its silhouette backlit enough by the fiery building. Skynet gulped.

It was chasing them.

