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Gunfire was in the distance. Explosions rang in his ears, and all he could see was what was visible every time he fired his weapon. This planet had no moon, only sun, and Seno was only alive for two reasons: his life suit, and his gun. He watched out of the corner of his eye as his ammo counter went down fast, his short bursts of automatic fire made him partially deaf. Thirty. Twenty. Fifteen ammo and the beast that spotted him dropped like a rock. He reloaded without second thought, and ran through the trench to the rest of his platoon. When he came to them, only one man was alive, mostly because the loss of his legs made it possible for him to crawl inside of a very tight hole, and deep, for the creature's arm couldn't reach him when it reached. He watched for a few seconds, never seeing one this close, and watched as it twitched visibly every few seconds in time with the small-arms fire coming from the hole. With a squeeze of the trigger, the gun butted against his ribs, and dropped the two hundred pound beast with a shot in the eye. He ran over, discarding his gun and moving the creature, and helped what was left of the man out of the hole. He looked battle hardened, one he seen before they dropped down. As he set about opening a bloody medi-kit lying under a dead body, the man spoke up.

"Don't bother," he said his voice raspy, “I probably won’t last long anyway I've been in that hole bleeding for quite awhile. I'm most likely dead."

Seno shook his head, "Nah, I'm gonna get ya outta here, ya hear? Now come on, I need only a little help while I apply this bandage." The man shrugged, and lifted his body a little while he was dressed. When the bloody spot was covered, Seno looked to the man.

"Where's the radio? I'm calling for pickup. No sense in letting ya die here. You'll be eaten with the rest of them, which I'm guessing now that you don't want." He started looking around, and when he turned back, the man wasn't moving. He checked for a pulse. Nothing. Seno sighed, and picked up his rifle, along with some ammo and the man's pistol. He checked both guns, and set off down the trench, after kindly burying the man inside the hole he crawled in in the first place.


Dr. Rachelle Wynter grimaced in the hospitable room, looking among the survivors. Only a few patients had all their limbs attached, the rest were missing an arm or a leg, or both. One man, she noted, had only arm stubs, reaching to his elbows. His legs were missing, and he was heavily sedated to help with the pain. She continued looking down the beds till she met with a tall man lying in a bed, and had all his limbs. He was humming lightly, and had his eyes closed. She prayed to God that he wasn't insane. Walking closer, she checked her chart, then the chart on the bed. Number Two-Twelve. Yup.

"Excuse me, I'm going to bring you in for checkup. Are you okay to walk, or would you like a wheelchair?" She said, watching the mans reaction.

He opened one eye, and smiled. "A wheelchair, please. I wouldn't want to upset my wound any." She nodded, and unfolded the wheelchair from beside him. She helped him into the chair, issuing a small grunt from the man, and wheeled him down the hall. She looked over his shoulder, and over his body. Noticing a large gash that took most of his inner right thigh, she shuddered mentally, not knowing or wanting to know how that came along. She wheeled him down the corridor, and into a room. Setting him atop a glowing bed, and walked briskly to a panel a few feet away. Pushing a few buttons; and hearing the familiar whir of the machine; she addressed the man again.

"I'm not too sure if this will hurt any, so I couldn't warn you. Have you done this before?" She asked, looking up to the man.

He nodded, "Yes, I've done this before. And yes, it does hurt. But, it doesn't hurt as bad as my leg. So, if you please, get this over with." With that, Doctor Wynter pushed a lever up, and five streams of electricity entered the mans body, followed by five screens switching on in the panel. She watched closely, not moving her eyes from any screen, watching the red insides of his major veins as they passed with each pump of his heart. Finally, on screen five, she noticed a large white patch. Correctly, she guessed that this was the bloody bandage covering the inner thigh of his leg. She looked back up to him, telling him to brace himself once more, and pulled the lever down. The five streams of electricity coursed through him, and one by one the screens shut off, the streams shutting off in time with them. She looked back to him, and forced a comforting smile.

"Well, good news is that you will live... The bad news is..." She was cut off by a grunt from the man.

"The bad news is that my leg will be cut off, right? Trust me, I know. I can't walk on it, not even with a cane, so it's the only logical thing. Not only that, we don't know enough of these aliens to tell if they carry disease. So, once more, if you please... Get on with it." After saying so, he tried getting back into the chair. She rushed over to him, setting him in the chair and pushing him into his room. He clambered into his bed, and fell fast asleep. She watched him silently, then rolled his chair into the corner. Walking out and closing his door silently, she filed her report, and in the back of her mind, had a slight feeling of sorrow for the man in the room.


Back below on the planet, Seno was making fast progress. He hadn't found anyone who'd join along with him, so he was stuck by himself going down the trench. Breathing heavily, he tossed his weapon down and manned a gun mounted by a tripod. Setting the butt against his shoulder, he pulled the trigger, as three of the creatures dropped fast, but more came. He continued to fire, grabbing his gun and setting it down next to the bigger one. Pulling the trigger, his inaccurate fire hitting a few of the beasts, and the other gun taking more down with every ten or so shots, he took care of the most of them, the rest of the living stopping to eat their dead. He watched for a few seconds, before taking both hands on the tripod gun and gunning the rest down. He picked up his rifle, checking the ammo counter. Only thirty bullets. 'Shit,' he thought, 'that is NOT enough to stay alive.' After a few seconds of thinking, his eyes traveled back to the heavy gun. A grin crept across his face, and in a minute, he strapped the ammo drum to his belt, and the gun was strapped to his back. He grabbed his gun, checked his belt, and grabbed a scope from it. Fitting it on the top, and checking the sights, he continued down the trench. Running now, hearing more gunfire ahead, he came upon a small troop of men and women, firing bullets like angry wasps into the creatures. They were attacking from both sides, and the few soldiers were falling fast. Swinging the gun from his back and hurriedly setting it up, he starting firing bullets hard and fast, taking down three of the creatures and yelling to the soldiers to run towards him. Three of them heard him, and told the others to start running to him. Keeping his eyes down the sights, he stopped firing if one of them got in the way. Four more dropped, and one soldier was grabbed and taken away. He tried to keep himself from hearing the screams of pain and horror from the unlucky woman, and fired in the direction of the screams. They stopped almost instantly, and he returned to firing in the direction of the approaching animals. One by one the fell and he heard the familiar rat-a-tat-tat of the guns behind him. More fell, and finally, after many bullets, the threat was over. He packed his gun on his back, checking the ammo drum upon his belt. He had more bullets then he could count. 'Good,' he thought; 'at least this was a good idea...' Looking over the survivors, they were checking ammo and bandaging wounds. After the few minutes of calm, he addressed them.

"Hey, listen up. We won't last long if we stay here. We need to find cover. What can anyone tell me?" He said, speaking loud over the murmurs of the soldiers. One woman stood up, and looked him in the eye.

"Of course, we all know this. We've been coming from that direction of the trench," She said this while pointing the direction of his traveling, "and there is nothing that way. We have to thank you for the quick rescue, but more will come from the smell of their dead. Come on, we need to move. And no, there isn't much in either direction. This trench, from our information, is just a dried up river. It leads to most likely nowhere." She sighed, and checked her gun one last time. "We should probably take whatever guns and ammo we can from our fallen comrades." He nodded, swinging the heavy gun and his rifle over his shoulder. Both of them walked together towards the bloody bodies, moving them aside and looking for anything useful. Over a few seconds, the rest of the platoon followed step. Among the found equipment, there was alot of useful stuff. A few shotguns, an RPG with four rockets, three belts with ammo and other useful items. Alot of basic rifle ammo, in which everyone reloaded and split among each other and Seno traded his heavy gun for the RPG. The leader of her platoon took a shotgun, and gave the heavy gun to a bulky man, who took it with a grin on his face.

"Alright, soldiers, let’s move out. We only have a few hours till the brighter sun comes, and we'd better find some shelter from that heat before then. MOVE IT." After that order, every soldier moved down the trench, followed closely by Seno, who had been adopted into this rag-tag of a troop.


The man whos leg was to be cut off sat up in his bed. Looking around the room, he noticed the lights come on with his movement, cutting off his vision for only a second. Trained to expect surprises, he opened his eyes quickly, reaching for a gun which wasn't there. Realizing he wasn't on some battlefield, he shook his head, and took stock of the room. Pretty simple. A gun cabinet was at the opposite end, and he had a table with food and drink. He tried to move his body, but when he looked down to his legs, he was caught off guard. In place of half his hips and his whole right leg was a metallic one, which moved as normal as his leg had been. The only strangeness to it was he couldn't feel it, and he tested his weight against it. He could walk now, and he moved to his cabinet. Grabbing a rifle, he sat back on the bed and reached underneath the bed, grabbing a large box and setting it next to him. Upon opening, there were many tools, among which many long, slim barrels, stocks, double triggers, and other customizing items. He took apart his rifle, and started to do what he loved more then war: making a better gun.


Doctor Wynter walked down the medical hall of the cruiser, her eyes not leaving her chart while she filed another report. She stopped next to a door, and looked into the video feed. She watched with interest as the man with the bionic leg made his gun. She smiled softly, and knocked on the metal door. She continued to watch the feed as the man grunted, "Come in.", and she walked inside. She smiled, and looked at him through her glasses.

"I see you're doing good. Not too upset over the leg?" The man shook his head.

"Nope. I'm happy with the results. How long was I asleep?"

"Three days. I didn't know anyone could be out that long. What are you doing?" She said, looking down at the large gun.

He smiled, "You want the long version, or the short?" He said, picking it up and continuing his work. She held back a laugh, and motioned to a seat at the table. He nodded, and she sat, changing the page on her chart and jotting some notes down.

"Why not the long version?" She stated, looking up at the man. He nodded, still holding his smile, and started talking.

"Well, first of all, this rifle takes .223 explosive rounds, fully automatic. Has a thirty round magazine, and weighs, when fully stocked and loaded, around a good fifty pounds. It can switch between single, burst, and fully automatic. Equipment you can put on it comes in three separate forms, all of which can be put on at the same time, or one at a time. A scope, with five hundred times zooms, a grenade launcher, and a bipod. The changes I'm making to this shitty weapon are a longer barrel for more accurate shots. The stock will be softer towards the end, along with a scope with thousand zoom. The grenade launcher will now hold incendiary rounds, making instead of an explosion, a large fiery circle, kinda like a molotav." At this, he was cut off.

"I don't know what a molotav is, could you explain?" By now, she was truly interested. The man chuckled.

"I suppose a doctor wouldn't know what that is. Well, a molotav is a pretty crude weapon. You can use anything flammable, as long as it's liquid, and put it in a glass bottle. Stick some cloth in, light her up, and toss it. When the glass shatters, the liquid catches fire; sending anything caught in it burning like scrap. Them aliens don't stand much chance against fire, trust me. I've saved many lives with my alcohol and lighter, let me tell you. It's not a pretty sight, but when your men cheer for your actions, it looks like art. Anyway, where was I? Oh yeah, I'm also changing the clip to hold twice as much ammo, and is what I'm crafting this into." He held up a crude looking hunk of metal, which he was putting careful detail into to make it like the original. He set it down, and continued his work on the gun, removing the stock and placing his own custom made one. Unscrewing the barrel with difficulty, he screwed in the new one, and set the rest in place. He looked to the doctor, who was still jotting notes.

"Did you come here to ask me questions on my hobbies, or something worthy of your doctorate?" He said, a slight hint of sarcasm in his voice. Doctor Wynter smiled, letting out a small laugh.

"Well, I did come to see how you were doing, and now I'm going to ask you to come with me. Here is a cane...” She said, handing him a small stick. "It should help you walk around till you find out how to balance on your new leg. Now come on, lets go. We need to see if you can still do what you used to be able to on that."


Seno was happy they found a small cave. Mostly, he didn't care if it was a home to those creatures, he was just happy to get away from the blazing sun. Going inside, he was behind those who carried shotguns, and had his rifle raised only slightly in case of conflict. When they reached a main cavern in the cave, they all rested. No caves continued onward, so there would be no surprises, but one cave was in the corner of the ceiling, allowing light inside of the cool cave. It made for a nice spacious area, and they set up defensive perimeters. The heavy gun was placed ten feet from the cave entrance, and small holes were dug for some to sleep. They took shifts, allowing each member of the platoon to get their rest. Seno sat down on a rock, checking his equipment. He had plenty of ammo now, though he wasn't happy on how he retrieved it. Upon coming to this cave, they found dead bodies and extra equipment, which they supposed, was what was left of the aliens' food. Everyone was stocked, and ready for more combat. Just as he finished checking over everything, the platoons' leader came and sat next to him.

"It's a good thing that you came along," she said, watching him as he set his rifle aside. "Our medic was killed when we retreated behind your fire. I saw what you did, and that was more then humane. I hope she rests in peace." They sat in silence, before she spoke up again. "So, how did you manage to survive this long, anyway? You were by yourself, I don't see how you even came along with your big guns."

Seno laughed, "Well, mostly animal instinct. I didn't use much of the training they gave me years earlier. I just did what I could to survive. Ever see a cat chase a mouse?" The woman shook her head, and he explained. "Well, when a cat chases a mouse, the mouse naturally runs. If the cat catches the mouse, the mouse knows what will come, but he has to endure torture from the cat. But if he gets away, he never goes back to the same place the cat found him first, even if it is his only way out. That's why I was behind the rest of you. If I came from the direction that we were going to, wouldn't I be the mouse looking for somewhere else to get to? I ran past this cave when I heard your men’s gunfire. I didn't notice it. But now, the mouse has a place to hide, and maybe stay long enough for the cat to leave." He shuddered mentally, thinking what crappy analogy he just laid upon the woman sitting next to him. But she seemed somewhat impressed with it.

"Well, the cat won't go away that easy. I'm expecting by the second sun they will be all over us. We just need to be ready. And, if I'm correct, if ANY of them come down this hole to get away from the sunlight, we will kill them. There is no doubt about it. We have enough weapons and enough space to kill them, even if we block our escape by doing so. All we have to do is wait. By the way, soldier, what's your name and rank? And where is you platoon?"

"My name is Seno Orenov, and my rank is Colonel. My platoon was killed when we came in, myself and two others survived the crash of our ship. Over time, my comrades were killed, and I found myself moving as fast as I could down the trench. Besides that, I met your platoon. I'm guessing your rank is Sergeant, and you are the leader of this platoon?"

She nodded. "That's right. Sergeant Yuvan Har, platoon leader Three, of platoon Six. Our drop survived, but we are only half strength now. This trench is a savior, and a deathtrap." Seno agreed with a nod, and they didn't speak another word to each other the rest of the day.


Back on the Cruiser, the man was walking with no support on a treadmill. Doctor Wynter was quite impressed with his improvement.

"So, your name is Quentin Vric? And you are a Captain? I thought Captains didn't leave their ships." She stated, watching him closely in case he fell.

Quentin shook his head, "Nope, you are thinking of Supreme Commanders. We take our orders from them, and give them to everyone else. You may not know it, but the Commander of this ship, whose name is Sinfried, employed you. He's a much accomplished war hero, but never wants to be back on the field. Now he just sits in his chair, in the bridge, telling everyone else what to do. Probably not an easy job, eh?" He said, turning up the treadmill to a jogging speed. She continued to watch, surprised at how much he knew that she didn't, when he fell over and was thrown from the machine. She rushed to her patient, helping him up and checking his body over.

He pushed her hands away. "No, don't worry about it. I'll tell you everything wrong with me, as of right now. I'm irritated with this damned leg, my actual ankle is now sprained, and I could use a drink." She held back a giggle, opening a wheelchair and helping him into it.

"I think we're done for today," she said, giving him water and wheeling him back to his room. On the way back, she watched him doze to sleep, and she smiled to herself. This had to be the most interesting patient that she has ever taken care of.


His dreams were of dark nights, and many large dark shapes circling him. He clutched his rifle close to his body, pulling the trigger while aiming at the nearest shape to him. But all he heard was a faint click-click-click, before his weapon beeped faintly to him that there was no ammo. He was in complete and total fear, crying in pain as one of the figures grabbed his right leg with its mouth and pulled him closer. He felt himself flying upward, and into the gaping maw of one of the beasts. Right when he felt the wet tongue touch his back, he awoke, sweating heavily and breathing like he ran a two state marathon. Rubbing his face with one hand, he rose heavily and limped weakly to the restroom. That had to be the worst nightmare of his life. He knew what the dream meant; he's seen such a thing happen to one of his soldiers. Such things, or so he has heard, will haunt men for the rest of their lives. He rubbed the sweat from his eyes and pulled his pajamas up, going back and sitting on his bed. Drinking a glass of water in seconds, he stripped down and jumped in his shower. He felt dirty, in the actual dirty kinda way.


Doctor Wynter was walking down to the dead house, asked to inspect some rather strange bodies and to make an analysis of their deaths. When she arrived, she smelled the familiar smell of decay, causing her to wrinkle her nose. Walking down the metal cabinets, looking for the right number; her eyes glued to her charts; she walked into an open metal cabinet. She didn't think anything of it, till she looked away from the chart and gasped. What she saw was a bloody spot on the bed, followed by bloody footprints from the bed to around the corner. She set her chart on the bed, tiptoeing quietly to the corner, and peeking around. She held her mouth as she watched a dead man being eaten by the coroner, who was covered in blood and gore. As she continued to watch, the coroner turned around suddenly, looking a deathly stare into her eyes. She started to run, but felt her foot caught by a wet grip. Looking down, she noticed another dead man, his deathly stare looking into her lively one. She screamed, kicking the man in the face, and ran out the door. When she looked back, nothing followed her, the doors just swinging lightly from her flee. She continued running towards one of the barracks, and ran inside. When she got there, she let out another scream. All the soldiers were dead in their beds, their inside spewn across the floor and up the walls. She ran back down the hall, not knowing where to go, until she came across her patients' room. She looked on the video feed, and was relieved to see him drying his hair with a towel, another towel covering his waist. She pushed the button to open the door, and was surprised to see it was locked. She banged on the door, yelling for him to let her in. She glanced down to the video feed, and watched him limp to the door. Her glance was caught to down the hall, when she noticed a few of the soldiers, the coroner, and other dead bodies walking toward her, going rather fast for the few that had no legs or arms. Finally, she heard the door open, and the surprised look on Quentin's face. She rushed inside, and he looked out into the hall, grunting in surprise at the dead militia coming down the hall. He closed the door, locking it and limping as fast as he could to his gun cabinet. Grabbing two pistols, ten clips, his custom rifle, and four clips for that, he started dressing in his combat fatigues and loading the guns. Tossing one to her along with five clips, he sat on the bed and struggled with one of his boots. She watched him once more with interest at his reaction to the situation, and finally he spoke.

"You do know how to use a gun, don't you?" She shook her head. He sighed heavily, put one in her hands, and pulled the trigger. The gun boomed loudly in the quiet room, causing her to jump, and look at the hole in the wall. He showed her how to load the bullet, how to change clips, and how to aim, all in about ten seconds. She memorized all this, making sure to take off the safety when they were done with the lessons. He slung another gun over his back, and limped to the door. He clicked on the radio feed, and found the halls covered in dead soldiers. He jumped lightly when the door was pounded on, both of them obviously targets for the cannibal dead in the halls. He tried the radio, and called for the bridge. He heard a familiar voice crackle over the speaker.

"This is Commander Sinfried, and we are under assault. Is this another Cruiser? Who's calling?"

"Commander Sinfriend, this is Captain Quentin, calling from my hospital room. I'm with my doctor, and the attacking forces trapped us. What should we do? Is there a way to get to the bridge from this room?"

They heard a laugh, "Ah, Captain Quentin. Glad to hear your voice, and even more glad to know you managed to save a civilian. We are already working on a way for you to get to us. Do you still have your guns?"

"Yeah, I have 'em. Why do you ask?"

"Because when the attack happened, we lost many soldiers, but the ones who made it to the bridge, or any other safe area, seemed to either have forgot their weapons, or they are out of ammo. We could use some specialist weaponry to get the basics back. Now, give us some time while we figure out how to get you to us."

Quentin shut the radio down. Pacing the room with slight difficulty, Doctor Wynter watched him closely. After a few minutes of silence, she spoke up.

"You've been in this war for years, has this happened to any other Cruiser you've been stationed on before?"

He nodded, "Just one. FarReach. That Cruiser didn't last long, since all the pilots, except the few drop pilots, were all turned to those things. I lead a small attack force of men I didn't even know into battle with what seemed like thousands of them. Finally, we fought our way to the hanger, and flew out of there minutes before the Cruiser crashed into a planet. We flew blind for days, and finally this Cruiser found us. We've been stationed here ever since. For two years, nothing out of the ordinary like that happened. Until now. I only hope that my comrades from FarReach haven't suffered the fate of those soldiers banging on my door." Wynter sat there, taking all this in, making theories on how this plague came to the Cruiser, while waiting for Commander Sinfried to give them the details.


Seno waited it out long enough. He wanted a headstart before the creatures started to attack their cover.

"Listen, Sergeant Yuvan, we need to leave now. If we left with our scent inside this hole, we could trick them into thinking we're in here. Then we can continue down the trench without too much trouble. Agreed?"

She listened closely to his words, and nodded. "Alright. You are right; it's only dusk. There is enough sun to scare them off, and we have the time to get a major headstart down the trench. Alright, listen up!" She said, addressing everyone at once. "We're leaving in five minutes, so pack up! I want everybody ready to go by the time the rest of us are. Let's go, move it!" Everyone was up instantly, grabbing equipment and weapons. In less then two minutes, everyone was ready to head out. She led the way out of the tunnel, and as soon as she walked into the sunlight, her arm was grabbed by something jagged. She looked up in surprise, and in her own animal instinct, she grabbed her sidearm and fired round after round into its skull. It let go, and she fell to the ground, yelling to everyone to get back inside. She grabbed her rifle, letting loose a barrage of bullets before something wet and tough wrapped around her body, pulling her into the air. Before she could even know what was happening, a dark violet covering surrounded her, and she was pulled inside of a tight confine. She heard muffled gunfire, and heard like a megaphone directly to her ears a loud roar, and felt her devourer move fast. She was still gripping her sidearm, but she couldn't move any part of her body. Minutes passed, and for some strange reason, she could still breathe. Finally, the movement of the beast stopped, and she moved her head to look down. She noticed a spincter, and she knew this would be the end. Her head pushed through, followed by her slim body and legs. Her body dropped heavily into a large, slimy wet sack, and she instantly reached for her light. Switching it on, she gasped at what her companions were. Three more growling beasts were surrounding her, and eliciting ear-piercing screeches. She grabbed her sidearm, pumping one bullet into each skull, and sighed. Maybe she wouldn't die after all... Then she heard the beast roar again, followed by alot of muffled gunfire. Seconds later, she fell to her side, and a large blade cut just above her head into the sack. With a squishing sound, she fell out of her devourer, staring into the surprised faces of her platoon, and Seno holding a blue-bloody machete. She herself was covered in slimy saliva, and blue-ish blood. She grinned, and held out a hand to one of her soldiers. She was picked up, and everyone cheered and slapped her and Seno on the back. When she questioned what they were doing chasing this thing, the burly man with the heavy gun spoke up.

"Well, Seno watched when you were eaten, and recognized familiar patterns to one alien he shot a day earlier. He told us that we should kill it and try to save you, and most of us were a bit doubtful you were alive. But here you are, alive and well!" Just then one of the baby aliens slipped out of the stomach. Yuvan grimaced. Kicking the dead body, she explained what happened from her point of view.

"When that thing ate me, I fell inside of its stomach, of course. What I couldn't understand was that I could breath just fine, I thought that I would've died from suffocation. But I didn't, as you see... Well, anyway, when I got to the stomach, I understood finally why I could breath. Their offspring are inside of them, I'm guessing till they are as old as this one." She said this with a kick to the dead devourer. "And now I also understand why they eat their dead. For nourishment to their young. It's all a little strange to me, but at least I'm alive. Thanks to all you guys. Anyway, lets keep moving! We don't need to be caught by any other of those things." Everyone agreed, and started off in some random direction, far away from the trench and moving further.

The War of Races

Part Two

Sereno


"Okay, this is what you do." They heard Commander Sinfried say over the radio. Doc Wynter and Captain Quentin listened closely to the gruff voice. "Do you have anything to blow holes?"

"Yeah, how big of a hole will we need?" Quentin said, checking his cabinet for his materials.

"Not too big. Just big enough for you two to fit in and crawl through." He heard the voice say, and sure enough, he had the thing; wire bombs and a drill with a long bit.

"How about wire bombs?" He said, waiting for his Commanders order.

"That'll work. All you need to do is shove it as far as you can down your shower drain, then stand back to your bed. Then blow it up, and crawl through. In fact, only bring what weapons you need. We'll contact you in the maintenance tunnels." With the final words, the radio clicked off. Quentin was already fast working at his explosive escape, lowering the cable inside of the drain. Once again, Rachelle Wynter was very interested in all this. When he stood up and grabbed the detonator, she backed against the wall, followed closely by the limping expert. Seconds later, a loud *BOOM* sounded, and already they were crawling in the hole to the Service Tunnels. Quentin had his rifle ready, in case; as he called them from his past experience; crawlers were clawing their way to them. Now they were practically jogging down the tunnels, his sprain forgotten and metal leg now seemed real. Next thing they knew, he heard the throaty growl. Raising his gun expertly, he crouch-walked around the corner, *BANG BANG* and it dropped, its eyes pouring green ichor. Wynter grimaced at the sight and smell, and recognized him as the man she seen in the hospital dormitory. No legs, one arm, and blood of both red and green pouring from just about every hole in his body. They continued on, till they heard the cackle of the radio.

"Are you here yet, Quentin? We need a report." It was the Commander's assistant.

"Yeah, we're here. What kind of report do you need?"

"We heard gunfire from the intercom, we thought you ran into trouble."

"We did, but it was nothing I haven't seen before. We're working on getting to the bridge, as usual. Oh, and do any of the soldiers have any guns there?"

There was a pause. "Yeah, two soldiers have rifles, and one has a sidearm. Why do you ask?"

"Because, those gunshots you heard... These things infesting this Cruiser can get anywhere. They're smarter then we could possibly think. Is Colonel Seno there?" Another pause.

"No, we lost contact with him from the planet. Along with five platoons... Wait, we're recieving a signal." Another three minute pause. "Okay, we have contact from one of the platoons, along with Colonel Seno! Would you like to talk to him, sir?"

"Yes, get him on now." A pause. Then, a familiar voice rang over.

"Captain! Is that you? I thought you were dead! That crash killed most everyone else."

Quentin laughed. "Yeah, well, I seen you and two others from the platoon run off, then I fell unconscience. When I awoke, those damned things were crawling all over the place, scooping up dead bodies and swallowing them whole. I found a gun and fought them off. One other man was still alive, and was being eaten. I thought I could've saved him... But never mind that. We have a situation here, on the Cruiser. Remember back on FarReach?" He thought he could hear Seno shudder.

"Yes, I remember. It's too horrible to even... Wait. Are you saying the same thing is happening onboard the Savior?" He heard a slight hint of fear in his voice.

"That's right. When can you get you and the platoon to pickup one?"

"We can be there in fifteen minutes. How are you gonna get to the hangar? The halls are gonna be packed with those freaks by now. What's the quarantine zone?" They both heard Sinfried's voice over the radio.

"The quarantine zones are three barracks, the medical wing, and the hall to the hangar. We've told all survivors in the hangar to stay there. We have one platoon of troops in there, along with three pilots."

"Then that's all we need," Quentin said, "tell two of those pilots and half of that platoon to get in a dropship, and pick up that platoon. We're gonna continue our way to the bridge."

Just then, Wynter stepped in. "I have a theory to why we are having this problem. How many scientists and doctors are in the bridge now?"

"We have three doctors, and five scientists. I'll tell them to meet you in our makeshift medical station on the bridge. Make it back in one piece, you two. And Colonel Seno..."

"Yeah?" Came the man's voice.

"You're now a Sergeant, for saving the leader of that platoon, for saving what's left of the platoon, and your brave actions in the heat of battle, whether home or abroad. When this is all over, you will be awarded medals for your actions. Over and out." With that final word, Sinfried signed off. His assistant's voice came back.

"Congratulations, Sergeant Seno Orenov. We'll be happy when you come back. Please, let Sergeant Yuvan Har speak now. And Captain Vric, stay there for the moment, for further directions."

Quentin made himself comfortable, along with Wynter. They listened to the instructions on setup for Sergeant Har's directions to get ready for their departure from the planet. Then, it was directions for Quentin and his doctor.

"Okay, listen up. We see you on the life support systems. We can't tell you if there are any enemies, for the sole purpose that, we have decided they are dead. Apparently no life systems work in them: no pulse, no apparent mind thought, nothing. But, upon what you have said, we are looking for possible brain activity besides your own. It's new technology, but now is the time to test it. Okay, from this station, you need to head straight, then right, take a left, go up the ladder, then another right. It will take you to the hall straight to the bridge. You'll find about twenty contacts. If you fire at them, their attention will be fully on you, instead of the beings here. Then, we'll open the doors, and have the soldiers help you out. Any tips, since you've been through this before, on a quick kill?"

"Yeah, the spine. Also the head, not anywhere else. Dead center to the spine. That take them down, completely immobilizes them. But, they won't be dead, just not able to move, except for small twitches. They don't actually die. I don't know what's behind that, but THEY DON'T DIE. Anyway, head straight, then right, then left, up the ladder, then right?"

"Correct. I'll relay the information to our soldiers. We'll see you on the video feeds. Apparently, our mind detection isn't working at all, not even on you two. So, we won't be able to tell you about possible contacts in the shafts. Good luck, you two. Over and out." They head out towards their directions, and when they reached the ladder, that familiar throaty-growl came. But not just once... It was all around them. They were in a vent shaft, and all the fans were off.

"Damn... Miss Wynter, please ready yourself. Could you cover me while I see if the ladder is clear?" She nodded, and aimed her weapon forward. He clambered up the ladder, tripping on a rung every now and then from his metal leg. He mentally cursed his leg, and finally, he reached the top. He turned his head from his leg to what was ahead, and just about dropped from what he saw. Up ahead of him, was another soldier... She crawled up to him, and stopped.

"Do you need help, sir? I heard the things down there." She was carrying a shotgun, and a semi-automatic one at that. Her body was covered in fatigues and belts of shells, along with a Special Forces flashlight and laser on the barrel of her gun. She seemed the type to be friends with.

"No, I don't. But there is a Doctor down there that isn't trained in fighting, in any way. She won't stand a chance. If you'd be kind enough to help her out, then please, do. I'll cover you when you come up. Just tell her I sent you, Captain Quentin said it was okay. Not that she'd object..." Just then, they heard small-arms fire from below. "Well, you'd better go and help, please miss. Oh, and a tip... Go for the spine, or the chest." After this, she slid down the ladder, and he heard a quick conversation, followed by loud blasts and footfalls climbing the ladder rungs. He pulled her up with one arm, the other clutching his rifle as he blasted at the creatures climbing after his new comrade. She herself was firing, and one caught her leg. She stuck her barrel into his mouth and fired, blowing his head and half his body to little bits and pieces. Finally, she made it to the top. He pulled her up as well, still firing at the "dead" clambering after him and his mates. Each one he shot in the head, causing them to fall untop of their comrades, causing them to fall to the bottom in a tangle of rotting limbs. He fired two more shots, before heading further into the tunnel, while telling the Specialist what their plans were.


Back down on the planet, they were traveling on a plain. Seno was excited and frightened about returning to the Savior, but he had not much else a choice. Yuvan got most of the saliva and blue blood off of her person, but was mostly covered in a thick layer of the stuff. Besides her rather worn appearance, she still looked rather beautiful... She seemed to have noticed him staring at her, a look of dreaming, so she walked over to him and snapped her fingers. He shook himself out of his thoughts, and looked at her.

"Hey, you okay? Not going wacky on me, are you? We're almost outta here, and we need a quick briefing on how to fight those things onboard the Savior. Any tips you could give?"

He thought briefly. "Well, not exactly. They aren't like most enemies we've fought, they don't just die. You have to hit them in the nerve source, or the spine. Same thing, really. Those of us with shotguns are some of the most important soldiers we have. We won't have much call for the RPG, but the rifles will do just fine. Our heavy gun will be really important, as well. It should tear through them like tissue paper. And one last thing, I want all of you to understand," at this, everyones attention was averted from what they were doing to Seno, "these things used to be people. USED to be. If you see a loved one, a friend, buddy, hell, even just a sex friend, they aren't who they are anymore. Don't hesitate to shoot them. It may sound cruel, but any soul they had is gone. Who they were, they are gone. They don't have the same thoughts as the rest of us. They aren't human anymore. As hard as it would be to do shoot them, just remember that. They are aliens now. Not human. They are the enemy, and an enemy not to be underestimated. Got it?" There were a few affirmations, a few nods, and a few sad faces, but all seemed to understand. Just then, they heard the familiar whine of the dropships engines, and soon it landed. But, so did the hunters. Running after the loud noise, nobody from the platoon heard them coming. With the speed of a cheeta, the first one was on top of Seno, pinning him to the ground and bearing it's teeth. With a yell of surprise, everyone grabbed a gun and started firing. Five bullets connected with the beasts’ skull, and it dropped roughly. Seno tried to push it off, but another two started slowly towards him, in the heat of the battle. He grabbed his pistol, firing at the nearest one, and bringing it down after ten shots. He knew he only had five more shots, not enough to take down the next one. Just as his head was to be ripped off, he heard a shotgun blast, followed by orange blood splattering him and the body flying to the ground. Looking up, he noticed Yuvan was right there, helping him lift the heavy thing off his being. When she helped him up, he gripped a rib with a look of pain. Amassed the gunfire, she helped him onboard the ship, him still gripping the pistol. One of the beasts noticed him sitting there, seemingly disarmed, and rushed to him, mouth agape and agile as hell. One two, the rounds pumped into it's mouth, and a brown sticky substance poured from it's mouth. He guessed he hit its brain, and was happy for such.

"Go for the inside of the mouth, the palate! It has softer skin there!" He yelled, and everyone followed his advice. By two's they seemed to drop, and after the twentieth death, they retreated. Everyone cheered, and in thirty seconds everyone was packed inside and flying to the skies. Seno relaxed, feeling he could get a couple minutes sleep, when the intercom blared.

"We're going to reach the Savior in a few minutes, lock and load." Seno sighed, and checked his guns. Reloading them, and bandaging his rib, he looked to the others. Each seemed sour, the very idea of shooting people they once loved hurting them to the core. Three minutes later, they landed inside of the hanger and everyone from the rest of the other platoon cheering and patting them on the back. Seno walked straight up to the radio, clicking the call button. Seconds later, an answer came.

"This is Commander Sinfried, is this the hangar?"

"Yes, this is Sergeant Seno, requesting orders to the bridge."

"Negative, Sergeant. You, the rest of Sergeant Har's platoon, and platoon eight will be working together to take back the ship. It'll be rough, but it has to be done. We lost control of the engines, and we'll be out of hyperspace routes if we don't hurry. In fact, we only have an hour. It seems like a long time, but the routes you'll be taking are longer then straight to them. Captain Quentin is in the hall in front of the bridge now, and taking care of the creatures attacking us. He'll hopefully be here shortly. In the meantime, you are now in command of platoon Eight, since their commanding officer was killed in the sudden attack to our ship. Once again, congratulations. Your orders will be arriving soon. Over and out." Seno sighed, he didn't feel like taking on the overwhelming forces of crew members. 'Damnit...' he thought, 'This is not what I had in mind.'


Quentin was working hard on taking on the ammounts of forces coming at him. With the Specialist covering his back, the doctor between them, and bullets flying.

"Damnit! When are they gonna open the doors?!" The woman yelled, after Quentin took down the last two members of the dead soldiers in front of the doors.

"Back against them, now! It'll be far easier for us to take them down if we have all our firepower to them." Just then, the doctor cut in.

"I'm running low, Quentin!" She yelled, and the other woman tossed her a clip.

"Just ask me, I have plenty!" She yelled back, firing another two shells into one hapless person. Finally, they heard the hiss of the doors opening, and three men jumped out, crouching and firing with deadly accuracy. Twenty more dropped, but not stopping the men as they crawled, clawed, stumbled, and anything else defined as creepy over their fallen comrades. Quentin and the doctor jumped back inside, along with one of the soldiers, when the doors closed again. Quentin was shocked and furious, banging against the doors and yelling to them to open them up. He heard familiar bangs, shots, and furious yells from the other side. Finally, the groans overcame the shots, and he heard the screams of someone being torn to pieces. He held back a sob, and turned to the man who closed the doors. It was his Commander's assistant. Quentin walked up to him and punched him hard in the face. The man stumbled backwards, looking thoroughly confused. When the man looked over to the door, all he seen was one soldier, a pissed off Quentin, and a crying doctor. Suddenly it clicked in his brain what he had done. Suddenly, he threw his head in his hands, sobbing quietly and saying 'why' to himself, as if trying to figure out why he panicked, or why he did it all together. Quentin, weak from the running, crawling, the exhaustion of battle taking him in the quiet of it; but it didn't stop him from kicking the assistants ass thoroughly before his Commander stopped him.

"What are you doing?! Where are the other two soldiers?!" Sinfried demanded.

Quentin picked up the man with one hand, dragging him to the door open button. "Your little shit of an assistant justed killed three perfectly good crewmen by closing the damned doors! Maybe we should throw him out as well, and let him experience their terrible deaths, eh?!"

"Calm down, Quentin! I hired him to be an assistant, not to be cool in battle!" The Commander yelled, walking briskly towards Quentin and stopping directly in front of him. "Besides... Your comrade, Sergeant Orenov, is back. He requires help, and asked to talk to you. The radio is over here." Sinfried motioned his hand over to a console, and Quentin sat down in the chair in front of it. He pushed the button, and talked into the microphone.

"Seno, this is Quentin. Are you there, over?"

Seconds later, his ears heard the ever friendly voice. "Oh, man sir. Yeah, I'm hear. I'm glad to hear you made it to the bridge!"

Quentin held back another sob... "Yeah, I made it. Listen, what does the Commander want you to do?" He said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Seno got the hint. "He's having my platoon, and Yuvan's platoon, get to the engines to start them up again... Why?"

"Because..." he said, "I think the Commander is a bit 'off his rocker', if you know what I'm saying. I'm gonna get out of here, along with anyone not infected, but I need you to disobey a direct order to the Supreme Commander. I need both of your platoons to get to the medical wing, and take it back. Meet me and Doctor Wynter there, got it?" Back to his normal voice, he started telling Seno what directions to take to the engines, but both knew what was to be done.


Deep inside of a ventilation shaft, the Specialist was dragging herself along. She managed to escape, thanks to the bravery of one of the soldiers, and was doing her best to make it to the hospital wing. The throaty groans of the crawlers behind her, and the scraping of their fingers against the metal. She let out a silent curse, crawling faster, deeper inside of the confines of the Cruiser. She wouldn't let that man die in vain.


Seno was relating what was going on. Everyone was listening intently to the information, and nodding their heads when then agreed.

"Okay, they have video feed on us right now, but not voice feed. So listen up. My personal pal, and runner up to the Commander himself, Captain Quentin, believes that the Commander himself may be infected with the alien virus. He also believes that he wants us to reactivate the engines so we can get to the main hyperspace routes, so we can travel back to Earth and bring about a new war. If the aliens below us can't get there, then they'll send our own kind. We need to work together to make it to the medical bay, and take it back from the infestation. Sound good to you guys?" Everyone agreed, hands down and guns checked. He ordered the burly man to the door, and he opened it. Instantly, fourty or more dead crewmen and women poured in, and the burly man did a running jump tuck-and-roll to get away from them. Instantly, Seno fired his RPG, blowing them to little bits and showering the soldiers in green ichor. All of them grimaced, but moved forward. Stepping over the bodies carefully, they moved into the hall, guns aiming carefully. Not seeing contacts, they stepped down the hall, carefully, towards the medical bay.


Quentin was watching the Commander carefully. He didn't want him to look unto the screens, and tried everything to stop him from taking a peek at them. Over time, he relayed his plan to most of the crew onboard. Most agreed, and others thought it a joke. He knew they were infected. Finally, he relayed his information to the doctor and soldier. Both agreed readily, and they waited, trying everything they could to divert Sinfried from the video feeds. Finally, they decided it was time to leave. Quentin, without second thought, walked up and down the rows, telling those that would come it was time, while quietly killing those who wouldn't. Finally, he reached Sinfried and his assitant. They both stood there, looking out to the stars. Instantly, Quentin raised his gun and pumped him in the back, making a squirming hump of him.

Supreme Commander Sinfried's dying words were, "What... Why... Quentin, how cou..." The rest was cut out by a choking sound, followed by the coughing of blood. Red blood. Quentin noticed this right away, and when he looked up again, the assistant was sporting a large grin. He raised a gun up, aimed at Quentin's head, and fired. Quentin dropped instantly, not able to fix his mistake in time. Doctor Rachelle Wynter screamed, grabbing her pistol and firing at the man. Two bullets hit him in the head, the other five hit him in the chest. After the seventh shot, directly in the middle of his chest, he dropped. Wynter dropped to Quentin's side, looking at the wound. It wasn't possible to save him, the bullet went through both lobes of his brain. She sobbed pitifully, but was lead by the other soldier away from the man, though not before Wynter grabbed the rifle and ammo he carried. Whether or not it seemed strange, it was all she had of him, and she knew she would need it. They walked away from the bloody scene, and hopped into a maintenance grate underneath the Bridge floor.

The War of Races

Part Three

Sereno


Seno was running down the hall, the rest of his platoon quick in step. Being in such a situation, he was a natural leader, and everyone could tell this, not questioning him in at all. Behind them, everyone heard the horrible cries of the strange new enemies. Seno was pretty happy that he didn't have too many women in his platoon, and the few that were seemed pretty battle ready, not caring to put something down if it posed a threat. As they ran the corner, everyone raised their weapons. In front of them, a small troop of men, women, and one soldier were there, those with weapons had them raised as well. One women stepped forward.

"Are you the platoon from the hangar?" She asked.

"Yes, Sergeant Seno Orenov reporting. Are you survivors?"

"Yes, we all are. But we need to hurry, we can't take all of them right now. We need to get to the medical bay! Now! This way." The woman lead the way down a different hall, and into a bloody room. Everyone had a sour look on their face: mostly from the smell more than anything. They moved swiftly down the hall, and into a small room with an exploded shower. Seno wondered on the strangeness of it, but the woman closed and locked the door. After a few seconds of checks and reckecks on the locks, she addressed him again.

"I'm Doctor Wynter, I was your Captain's doctor on board here. This was his room. Where is the other platoon?"

"They are making their way here now. What do you mean, was his doctor? Where is he?" He said, walking closer to the woman.

She looked like she was about to break down. "When we were on the bridge, we had the plan to escape. I don't know exactly what he told you, but he thought the Commander was infected with the alien disease. Well, these here are the ones loyal to the seemingly better plan, and they agreed to come with. When we got to the Commander, Quentin shot him. But it wasn't Sinfried that was infected, it was his assistant. Sergeant, your commanding officer is dead." Seno took only a second to bring all this in, and he sat down in a chair, his head in his hands. After a minute of this, he stood up again.

"Well, then. Here's the new plan. I'm gonna take myself, and two others, and search for remaining survivors. If all goes well, then we'll find others possibly in the maintenance shafts. The rest of you, you protect these men and women and get them to the hangar. If you run into Yuvan's platoon, tell them the plan. We are going to abandon ship. That's that." Just at that point, the radio cackled.

"This is Specialist Carver, repeating my distress call! I need help over here, I'm stuck in the Medical Wing's maintenance. I'm close to one of the exits; damnit, eat it, bitch!; and I could use some help out. There are alot of contacts inside of this tunnel with me, and I'm running out of ammo. Please, anyone respond!"

Instantly, Seno was to the panel. "This is Sergeant Orenov, of platoon eight. Do you have more specific directions to your position?"

"Well... I think I'm above the morgue. If someone could help me out, like I said, I would be more than thankful!"

"Well, myself and two others are coming along, we'll help you out. Just hang on, soldier, we're coming." Seno heard a few final gunshots over the radio, then nothing. He walked over to the cabinet, and was surprised at everything he was looking at. Bombs, alcohol, guns, ammo, fatigues, body armor of every sort, and anything a nut would want. He could definitly tell this was the room of a specific healing soldier. He grabbed a shotgun, laid his RPG aside, and as much ammo as he could hold. He strapped on an armor vest, and handed each of the people coming with him a shotgun and a vest, along with any ammo they could carry. The supplies in this thing never ran out! Each one was fitted with a laser sight, a flashlight, and a motion tracker. After everyone was ready, Seno unlocked the latch on the door, and pushed it open. It was empty, in the hall. Extreme quiet made his nerves go on end. Walking quietly, half crouched, the made their way to the morgue. Instantly, he noticed that every single one of the survivors was fitted with fatigues, a gun, and ammo. Doctor Wynter rushed up to him, and whispered to him.

"Listen, we are going to go along with your plan. But, we all thought that it would be good to split the rest of your platoon and our survivors into two groups, one through the maintenance tunnels, one through the main halls. They are waiting your orders."

Seno nodded. "That's fine. Just make sure everyone knows where to go! We don't need to lose men and women just because of stupidity. Go back, now, and decide who's going where." She nodded as well, and took off back to the room. His team continued on, and one of the volunteers, the women, kicked down the door to the morgue. It was a bloody mess. Limbs twitching here and there, blood up and down the walls, most of it fresh (which made Seno's nerves go even higher on end...), and half eaten guts. They crept closer, and sure enough, when they rounded the corner, they heard more shotgun blasts from above them, and a crowd of dead below them. Instantly, Seno started firing, dropping five in the barrage of bullets. His partners followed suit, and soon, the ten or so dead were twitching on the ground, staring death into them as they crept closer. Seno heard her voice first.

"Is that you, Sergeant? Hurry, help me outta here! There chewing on my damn boots!" More shotgun blasts.

Seno answered fast. "Alright, we're coming! Just hold in there. Okay, you two, find anything that could get us that high. We need to pop open that grate. Hurry!" Seno himself did the same, and his partners found what they needed first. One: A clean bed. Two: a stepladder. Instantly, Seno set the bed in place and locked the wheels, using the stepladder to climb up, on the bed, and higher to the grate. He struggled with the locks, but finally he decided for the best. He pulled out his pistol, and yelled, "Move your head to the left!," before firing off four rounds, one in each lock. The grate fell, along with the slim woman, on top of him. His rib was killing him by this point, and he wished he had something to numb the pain. But realizing the situation, he pushed the pain away, along with the stepladder. They both fell on the bed, and she instantly jumped away from him, landing on all fours like a cat whos been dropped. He watched for a few seconds with interest... When his thought was interrupted by the throaty growl of a creature. He looked up, and was staring into the face of an armless one. Instantly, he raised his pistol on reaction, but found a heavier weight on top of him. The creature dropped, biting for his face, and he held it back with all his might. His strength was failing him, for as the fear came to, so did the pain on the left side of his chest. He called for help, and instantly, the woman picked up his pistol and pointed it dead center of the things back. *BANG* And it dropped like a sack of potatoes. A sack of potatoes which carried the stench of death and decay. Everyone held their nose, while helping Seno lift the body off, and Carver helped him stagger out of the bloody room.


Yuvan was running now, through a small passage in the air ducts. Her team was assaulted by four sides, in a tight hall. She, luckily, had a shotgun, and blasted her way through a vent, yelling at them to take any way back to the hangar. She heard the footfalls of her and three others behind her, along with the moans and groans of the enemy. She cursed aloud, turning around at just the second when her three fellows following disappeared from sight. At that moment, she heard the ear-splitting screech. It was burned into her memory what it was, and she had her rifle ready. The screeches of delight from the baby aliens drowned out most of the screams, and she turned back, running down the hall at full speed. It hit her head that if there were babies, then there was adults. Something else hit her head, and she tripped. She cursed at the wire hanging from the ceiling, and she looked up. Something dripped onto her face then, and she wiped it away with her sleeve. What she saw surprised her more then anything. She was staring at a large, tentacled thing, embedded into the wiring of the air ducts. She got up silently, and crept away. Maybe taking this duct wasn't such a good idea...


Wynter was leading the way down the maintenance shafts, knowing them better now then anyone else in the troop. She came up to the radio panel, and stopped briefly. She pushed the call-all button, and there was no response. She pushed it again, and a few minutes later, an answer came.

"This is Sergeant Yuvan Har... Who is this?" Her voice was barely above a whisper.

"This is Doctor Rachelle Wynter. Sergeant, the plan has changed, Sergeant Orenov wants all survivors to..." She was cut off.

"Don't talk so loud! I don't want to wake these things up, and I don't want them to think I did if you do. Now, what did Seno say?" Her voice remained at the same tone as before.

Rachelle dropped her voice. "Seno wants all survivors to return to the hangar... What is it that you don't want to wake up?"

"It's one of those aliens... I think... I'm not sure, it's nothing I've seen before. It's in the air ducts. Don't come over here... Where are you? Like I said, it's in the air ducts, and so am I... Are you in the main halls?"

"No, we're in the maintenance shafts. We're close to the ducts." She stopped for a moment, to talk to one of the techinician survivors. "One of the men says that if you can find a deep red number, we can locate you, and help you to get to us." There was a pause, which made all of them uncomfortable, then an answer.

"Well, I see red letters on the walls, but I think the number is covered by the thing here. Is there another way?"

"Just a minute..." She talked in silence to the man again, and he told her what to do. "Okay, look on the radio panel. There should be a serial number on it. It would take longer to find you with it, but it's the only other way." There was another pause, and the numbers came over the speaker.

"Two... Two... Five, six, nine, three, four." She said, trying to keep her voice patient.

"Okay, is there any way you could just... Sit there, for a moment, then call back in a few minutes?"

They heard a stiffled giggle. "You want me to wait here? For your man to give me the information?" They heard the giggles coming in louder.

"Don't laugh! Listen, it's the best we've got. Just hold on." The heard more stiffled giggles, then an, "Oh-Kay....," before the radio cut out. They all sat there, Wynter talking quietly to the man.

"Well, 2256934 is the level just below us. If we found the ladder to it, then we wouldn't even have to call her. We could just find her and get her out." Wynter thought on it, then stopped.

"If we don't call back, then she might think we've abandoned her. Come on, let's tell her the plan." She pushed the vent ducts call button. Instantly, they heard the voice.

"Yes..? Do ya got a plan?" Her voice was back to a whisper, no giggles now. Mostly just a hint of fear.

"Yes, our plan is this: there should be a ladder nearby. If you go up that, we can find you almost right away, and you'd be away from the thing there. Sound good?" There was a pause, then they heard, in the distance, boots on metal rungs. Everyone raised their rifles, and soon, the cause of the noise was there.

"Calm down, everyone. How are we gonna get outta here?" Yuvan asked, walking towards them. Everyone calmed down extremely, and Wynter was talking to Yuvan.

"How did you..." She was cut off.

"Find you? You guys were EXTREMELY loud compared to the silence of the vents. Anyway, what's your plan?"


Seno was thankful they had Carver along. Why they didn't send more of these guys down below, he didn't know. She was better then anything they've seen yet, and made them somewhat jealous. 'Not that I should care...' he thought, 'She's already saved my life.' They continued down the halls, when they ran into bloody and scarred members of Yuvan's platoon. Seno recognized the burly man instantly.

"Hey! John, what happened?" The man stopped Seno.

"Don't come closer, Seno... Run, now!" Just then, a large claw split him in two, followed by the other five survivors. As both halves of their bodies hit the floor, they all watched in mute horror at what was there. The aliens from the planet!

"Shoot! NOW!" Seno yelled, and everyone was pumping bullets into the tough hides of the creatures. Two of them dropped, but that was nothing compared to what they were against now. Ten of the hunters crept up behind the larger ones, and the largest roared in defiance to the puny humans in his way. Seno decided on a change of orders.

"Tactile retreat! Move it, into the safe room!" Carver was following the man towards the room, and Seno was holding the other female, carrying her along. The other woman was injured by the last order, in the leg, and Seno was determined in getting as many as he could off the ship. His rib was breaking his breaths, causing him to move a little slower, and Carver noticed this. Stopping only for a second, she pumped two rounds into one of the hunters, causing two of them to trip over the dead body. She offered to carry the younger woman, but Seno shook his head. They were there already, and Carver latched the lock on the door, just as one of the other hunters bashed his head into the heavy metal door. Seno sighed, and looked around. There wasn't much of an escape, except the hole in the shower floor. He seemed much more relaxed, now, confident that the door would hold.


The hunter who'd bashed his head, on the other hand, was having a fit, clawing and trying to bite the door down. How did they get away? The one carrying the other was moving slowest, he could've gotten him! He continued to scrape and claw at the door, causing heavy gashes in his hands, jaws, and the door.


Yuvan moved with the others. Happy she was with more people, they made their way back down the tunnels, trying to find out which way was closest to the hangar. These vents didn't just lead to the hangar; as the man put it; in case the main doors were broken, then the air would be sucked straight out of the whole ship. They thought they heard gunfire above them, and decided to move faster. Not wanting to return to the room, and get to the hangar, was their first objective. Anyone they found not "dead" would be brought along. She was going over everything that's happened so far in this war, all the way back to training. She made top ranks in her class, leading her to be a Colonel. After her brave acts defending Mars, she was made Sergeant. After that, Commander Sinfried personally recruited her to his ship, the Savior. A week after, she was sent down among the first platoons to defeat the invaders in a completely different galaxy. Her platoon massacred, and just on the verge of defeat, the man of her dreams just showed up, going commando style and saving half of her troops, and personally showing them safety. A day after, she was swallowed alive by her now worst enemy, just about dying from its offspring and saved once more by the same man. He's saved her more then once, and she was more then thankful. In fact, she felt that she could be in love with the man. Hours after that horrible experience, she thought she would be safe, after finding the radio from the fourth platoons dead man. They called in, and were going to be picked up. Just as the ship came, those monsters attacked again. Killing more of her troop and part of Seno's new platoon, they escaped, and she saved his life then. All she could think of now is Seno, and everything he's done. Just then, her thoughts were interrupted.

"This is as close as we're gonna get," the techi said, showing them a grate above them. 'I am sure as hell not going first,' she thought, not wanting to be eaten again. The man was already opening the grate, and climbed through. A second later, his head came through the opening. "All clear." He called, and everyone was already climbing through and following the man down the hall. After a few minutes, they were standing next to the large hangar doors. Everyone was relieved, and stepping over the shredded bodies of the infected. The doors were opened, and the soldiers entered first. Not wanting surprises, she stayed in the back, watching closely with her rifle raised. When one of the soldiers called the all clear, they entered the large room. In the room, there were: two fighters, two dropships, and the rest of her platoon. She was happy that some made it, and she ran up to one of the men.

"Is this all that made it here...?" She asked, afraid of the answer.

The man nodded. "Yes, ma'am. We saw John and a few others make it, but we were separated. What happened to Sarah, Thomas, and Greg? Didn't they follow you?" The man asked in return, a small frown forming on his features.

She shook her head. "No, the aliens somehow made it on board. They were... Well, you understand, right? Listen, they've infested the ship, I've seen it with my own eyes. I don't know how much, but in the air ducts I watched a nest of them sleep." The man seemed slightly doubtful, but not wanting any other surprises himself. She sighed, then issued orders. "I want these dropships ready to go soon, and load as many supplies as you can. Radios, guns, ammo, food, water, anything. As long as it's useful. Let's go, move it!" Everyone did as ordered, the ones not much of soldiers prepping the ships, and the fighters stocking them. Wynter ran up to Yuvan, and said, "How long till we leave?" Yuvan looked to the woman, then said, "Three minutes. Then we leave. If no one comes by then, then we leave." Wynter seemed to disagree with this.

"But what about Seno and everyone else?"

She shook her head, "If they aren't here by then, then we have to leave them. I'm sorry..." After that, Yuvan turned away, and started helping pack the supplies. Wynter just sat down, head in her hands, deep in thought.


Seno watched as the door dented deeply, the claws showing in a few of the gashes. All of them had their guns raised on the door, each of them stocked with ammo and new equipment. Seno, originally being a battlefield medic, bandaged and stitched the woman's leg. Finally, the bashing stopped, and Carver moved forward carefully. Seno stopped her.

"No, don't. They're still out there, if we even move close to the door, they'll rip it open. But, we can't wait here much longer. You two..." He was addressing the two soldiers. "Get down that hole, and wait for us. Carver, how much can you carry?" She got a quesioning look, but answered.

"Around a hundred fifty pounds, why?"

"Good, then maybe we can take some of this stuff with us. What do you think we'll need?" Both backed towards the cabinet slowly, peering inside. All that was left was a crate of rifle shells, a box of shotgun shells, some grenades, some alcohol, and just clothing. No more weapons as far as guns, and a box was lying there, locked heavily and sporting uranium plating. Seno was extremely curious to the items inside, and shot the lock with his pistol. It broke off fast, and he unlatched it, peering inside the heavy box. Inside was alot of tools, custom items, and another pistol. He looked over the weapon, and grinned. Definitly one of Quentin's genius works, a longer barrel and clip, a switch with the etchings of "S" and "A". Seno gave his old pistol to Carver, who tucked it inside of her belt. He knew he couldn't take the whole box, but the pistol would be of help. He guessed that the etching meant Semi and Auto, and he was correct. Packing it in his holster, he looked around the cabinet again. He stuck grenades to a belt and slung it over his shoulder, along with packing a few wire bombs. He searched the rest of the room, and grabbed the pillow. To his surprise, he found a porno. He pick it up, and chucked it away. It, unluckily, hit the door, causing the hunter to start pounding away again. It ripped a hole big enough for it's head and part of it's body in, and that was enough for Carver. She shot it, but it backed out before she could shoot again. The second shot hit the door, and they both heard a roar. Seno ran to Carver, grabbing her around the waist; forgetting his pain; and jumped down the hole. They landed rough on the ground, and she was up instantly, pulling him up and tugging him along. When they got halfway to the other two soldiers, they heard the door slam into a wall, causing a loud ringing to echo down the passage. They heard the roar echo again, then another, louder, coming from the direction they were running. Stopping dead in their tracks, they frantically searched for another way. They found it: back towards the blown open shower. They ran past it without second thought. Just as they sprinted to the side passage, the banged up hunter jumped down, running forward fast, maw open in attack. Seno instantly switched his pistol to "A", and fired. The gun kicked like a mule, and he found himself drop it. It clattered to the floor, but the first three shots was enough to hit both of the hunters legs. The creature dropped, writhing in pain. Seno pick it up, switching it back to "S", and walked up to the creature. But, a sick idea hit his head. He kicked it, in one of it's legs, then walked around it, running again towards the other passage. He remembered what Yuvan had said, about the bigger ones. And he was sick enough of these creatures, he felt that being eaten and torn to pieces by the babies was less then enough pain he owed these beasts. Carver and the two others followed closely, guns aimed straight ahead, flashlights on. It was only when Seno stepped in something slippery did he stop. He examined the strange substance closely. It was saliva... He looked up, and was staring into the mouth of a huge thing. It's tongue dropped, long and slim, wrapping around his waist and lifting him up. He fired reflexivly, hitting anything above him. Blood dripped on top of him, and it released him. Carver ran up, picking him up and carrying him further ahead. When she set him down again, he felt a pain in not only his rib, but in a ring around his body. He grabbed one of the flashlights, and examined the pain. The things tongue cut a thin line around him, through the flesh and muscle.

"That thing... I don't think I can move much with this." He said, pointing out to Carver and his soldiers the wound. Carver grimaced, handing her gun to the man. She picked him up again, and they rushed down the hall. Seno didn't understand this at all. "What are you doing? I'm just gonna slow you down, Carver! Drop me and go!"

She shook her head. "Nope. You saved my life, I'll do anything in my power to save yours." He noticed the pain in her face, since he knew he weighed much more then anything around one hundred fifty pounds. Not only that, but the added weight of his weapons and ammo, his vest, everything else he carried made him well over two hundred pounds. He stopped her, and rolled out of her grasp. She was panting, but staring menacingly to him. "What are you doing?"

"You'll kill yourself carrying me, and not by those creatures catching you." He looked to the man. "You, what's your name, soldier?"

"Me? Frederic, sir."

"Good, you think you could carry me outta here?"

The man nodded, handing the gun back to Carver, and picking up Seno with ease. Hell, Seno was glad this man volunteered. "Okay, let's get the hell outta here." Everyone agreed, and moved onward, into the darkness of the tunnel.

The War of Races

Final Part

Sereno


Yuvan exceeded her time limit. She wanted so badly for Seno to show up, and it's been ten minutes. She sighed heavily, and looked to the others. They were all done packing, the ships were prepped, and everyone was waiting for the order to leave. No one wanted to leave without Seno, except the ones who didn't know him too well. Wynter walked up and sat down next to her.

"You don't want to leave without him, do you?" She asked, and Yuvan looked to her.

"No, I don't. He's already saved my life more then once. I owe him this wait, no matter how long it takes." She sighed again, and looked to the floor. Suddenly, they heard banging from the doors: not the bang of a person in distress, more like something much bigger.

"Everybody, get ready!" Yuvan yelled, and everyone, even the crewmen, had weapons raised, waiting to see it the doors would bust. After a few minutes of waiting, the banging stopped, and everything fell silent. One of the soldiers spoke up.

"Hey, they stopped..." He was cut off by a loud roar, and the doors burst open, one of them landing on top of two soldiers and killing them with a *splat*. Yuvan didn't need to tell anyone. All the weapons started firing, and she felt the heat of battle rising in her once more. The enemies: three large aliens, twenty hunters, and a horde of the "dead" crewmen made the attack force into the hangar. The living crewmen, still quite surprised by the large scale of their enemies, starting firing at the walking dead, taking them down surprisingly with deadly accuracy. The platoons worked hard on the larger aliens, and even Doctor Wynter was firing the specialized rifle on the largest one, causing huge holes to appear in it's rough hide. It emitted a large, ear splitting roar, and tore through it's allies to get to her. Yuvan was currently next to her, and starting firing hard and fast, hammering it with five round bursts to the skull. Her gun rammed hard into her shoulder, and she could feel it getting more numb by the second. All the "dead" soldiers were incapacitated, and the crewmen worked on the large aliens now storming inside. It seemed impossible to stop this one, though. Round after round entered it skull, and its blood was visibly pouring down its head. Doctor Wynter reloaded quickly, and with one well placed round to it's eye, it dropped, shaking the whole hangar with it's mass. The two women let out a burst of air, then ran over to help the soldiers by the ships. Both aimed carefully, and fired. Ten bullets hit into the skull of one of the aliens, in the general area of the eye, and it dropped as well. Everyone seen every hit out of the corner of their eyes, and followed suit. The third was dead in seconds flat, hitting the metal ground with an echoing *BOOM*. They picked off the rest of the hunters in no time, and everyone was working on clearing the bodies from the area, packing them into tight corners in the hangar. Now, though, everyone was on alert, since the doors weren't there to protect them. Yuvan wished they had that RPG now, ans at down, continuing to wait for Seno and his men.


Sinfried coughed up more blood. Sitting up and crawling over to his chair, he lifted himself heavily onto it, pushing the radio call button. No answer. He tried again, three times in a row. This time, someone answered. A feminine voice rang in his ears.

"This is Sergeant Yuvan, is that you, Seno?" His harsh laughter reached the ears of all in the hangar.

"This is Supreme Commander Sinfried... Where...*cough*... Where is my crew." This was a demand, not a question.

"Supreme Commander! Sergeant Yuvan Har, reporting. We all thought you were dead, sir. We heard what happened on board the Bridge."

Once more, his coughing laugh reached their ears. "I am not dead, yet. Where is my crew."

"The crew is in the hangar, sir. We are going to dust off soon. Are in able to walk, or should we send a troop to help you?" His response was very harsh.

"NO ONE IS ABANDONING SHIP. Tell every pilot and technician to get back on board the Bridge double time."

Yuvan wasn't convinced. "We are not sending anyone to the Bridge, sir, unless it's to get you here, in the hangar." His voice was furious.

"Damnit, Sergeant, I order you and every man and woman to report on the Bridge! DO IT." Another pause, then a cough. "If you don't, then I'll Court Marshall all of you, and end your mutiny here and now." A couple of men were convinced, but more, Yuvan continued her defiance.

"If we leave this hangar, then we will die, Commander. I'm not having anyone go to your Bridge, no matter what you threaten to do." Yuvan was waiting, just waiting for him to make a wrong move. He did it right then.

"Damnit, you bitch! You are Court Marshalled, along with everyone still inside of that hangar! *cough, cough* I won't let this happen to me. This ship is my pride and joy..." After that, they heard a gunshot, and the radio hissed out. Yuvan pushed the call all button, and a response was soon in order.

"This is Specialist Carver, who is this?" It was the females voice from before!

"This is Sergeant Yuvan Har, and we are in the hangar. If you could get to us, then all the better. If we knew where you were, then we'd send help." The woman didn't seem to mind.

"I know my way to the hangar, but we have two wounded here. A man and a woman. We need to find medical supplies for the man, the cut is deep in the mid-portion of his body. And I know that there aren't only medi-kits in the Medical Bay, but we don't know where to look. Any tips, ma'am?"

"Yes, where are you? What general area?"

There was a pause, then a short answer. "Underneath the second barracks."

Yuvan smiled. "Then here's what you do..."


Carver listened closely to the instructions, then set off. "You two watch him closely," were her parting words with them, and she shot out of the grate above them, sprinting down the hall and around the corner. What she ran into scared her shitless. She ran head first into a large tentacled thing, and it instantly wrapped itself around her. She clutched her shotgun tightly, not dare letting her grip weaken on the weapon, as the tentacles passed her up higher above it. When the thing stopped, she glanced down, only to find herself on the verge of pissing herself. In mute horror, she watched as she was shoved feet first into the maw of some-THING, swallowed; no, pushed; deeper into the pulsating hunk of flesh. As she slid deeper inside of the creature, still clutching her gun, she felt the tube squeeze tighter, pushing her hard in every nook and space. The force made her finger pull on the trigger, and three shells of buckshot forced its way through the soft tissue surrounding her. The flesh around her jiggled, and she held her breath as she was surrounded by slick violet liquid, which she figured was it's blood. She was wrong. Her clothes burned slowly away, and it started around her skin. What little hair she had burned away fast, and her skin felt it was on fire. She fired again and again, and just before she felt her skin give away, the liquid disappeared, and she was spit out in a slimy puddle on the floor in front of it. It gave one last final shudder before dying in a heap of wrapping tentacles, each wrapping itself tighter around it's body, then fell to the floor. She sighed, trying not to move too much. Cursing mentally at herself for letting that happen, she moved onward, letting out an "ow... owie... ouch..." with each pull of her skin, more then glad that it was over.


Seno was breathing eratically. Going from shallow to heavy, to barely a whisp or breath, he was going through sleep uneasy. His soldiers watched carefully, making sure that he didn't lose his pulse, or hyper-ventilate. His dreams, which went unheaded by his guards, were more then Hell to him. His dreams were interrupted by a strangly familiar voice.

"Seno. Seno, listen to me." He looked around, and watched as a shadowy figure walked closer. He looked around him, not seeing any of his nightmarish creatures from before. He watched the person come closer, and was surprised to see Quentin. His ex-captain stopped in front of him, face-to-face, and relayed his message.

"Seno, you are the most efficient leader of the survivors. Sinfried is still alive, if you haven't heard, and I am not. Those creatures are coming after the dropships. Everyone else is still in the hangar. Your fellow Sergeant, Yuvan Har, she is looking after them. What I want you to do is get out of there, before they are overrun. Wake up, now, and hurry to them." This didn't sound like the Captain at all.

Seno kept face. "Well, how am I supposed to? I'm all alone." He lied heavily, not mentioning anything about his wounds, or the fact that he was with three others.

"I know, Seno. But if you go out of the shafts, then she will be searching for you." This just made him more suspicious.

"Who will search for me?" He asked, taking a step back.

"That girl." Was all he said, and Seno could tell he was being impatient.

"Which one? There are alot of women in this Cruiser." This pushed the "Captain" over the edge.

"I DON'T KNOW WHICH ONE." He yelled, then turned back into shadow. Seno was kicked over, and the shadow crawled over top of him. The shape changed, still shadow, but much bigger, and it made his breath shorten. "IF YOU DON'T LEAVE THAT HOLE NOW, HUMAN, THEN I WILL FIND YOU." It crawled away, and he got up. Shaken, he walked away from the spot, and heard a whisper.

"Seno... Seno, wake up. It's me, Carver. I've got the kit!" His eyes sprang open, and was happy to see her, opening the kit and applying the bandages. She seemed... Different.

"Hey... Are you...*ow*... Alright? You look different." She looked up to him, and smiled. Just then, he noticed. She had no hair, and most of her clothing was burned off. Not only that, but she had a strange smell, and her skin was a pinkish color.

"I ran into some trouble, it's no problem. Okay, let's go!" She said, helping him to his feet. He grunted in pain, feeling the medicines work, then grabbed his rifle. Right before they climbed out of the grate, he stopped them.

"Wait... Let's go the other way." Carver stared at him, a look of questioning in her eyes.

"Why? This is the quickest way."

Seno shook his head. "I don't know why... Lets go back to the room." She scoffed.

"Why do that? Are you going insane, or something like that? They are still in there!" Then she stopped. She thought of the thing she ran into... "Ya know what? I think we should, actually. Your right. Come on, lets go!" Seno was curious to her change of heart, but didn't think too much on it. They hurried as fast as they could, having two wounded, and reached the hole back to the shower. Just as their footfalls stopped, everyone heard the noise. Seno turned around, shining his light into the darkness. They couldn't see it, but whatever it was scared them all. Carver and the man helped Seno and the woman up into the hole, and the woman helped Seno inside. Nothing was there, and both helped them climb out of the hole. Walking around the room, it was a mess. Alot of alien blood covered the walls, along with the green ichor of the infected humans. Seno could only guess what happened, and they left the room.

"Where now?" Carver asked, looking up and down the halls eagerly. Seno shook his head, and walked back into the room. The radio was busted, and their hearts dropped. Walking back out of the room, he sighed, setting his back against a wall. "I'm not sure." Was all he had to say, and they sat to think.


Sinfried was beyond pissed. He couldn't think straight, so far to the point one might call him insane. He'd shot out the radio panel thirty minutes earlier, and was pacing the room, coughing and checking his gun. How he could stand being there alone was another hint to his newly found insanity. He peered out the blast-shield of the Bridge, and smiled. If he was going to die, why not everyone else? Being an accomplished pilot, he strapped himself into the Captains seat, set it in manual overdrive, and lifted the stick. He was now staring directly into a black hole. He grinned evilly, and pushed the accelerator. The Cruiser jerked forward, and his grin widened.


Back in the hangar, everyone felt the ship lurch forward. Doctor Wynter rushed over to one of the pilots.

"What was that?" She asked, fully worried.

The pilot shook his head. "It could be one of three things. The ship could've either sped up, slowed down, or stopped completely. Let's take a look, shall we?" He walked up the catwalk to one of the blast-shields, and his eyes widened. Rachelle ran up to him after telling Yuvan, and her eyes opened as well. The stars, which seemed not to move at all before, where moving incredibly fast.

"What's going on...?" She asked him, and the answer was hesitant.

"What's going on is this... We are accelerating too fast. Remember what the Captain told the Sergeants?" She nodded. "Well, the reason why he wanted them to get to the engines is because there was a leak. He was hoping one of the BattleTechs could repair it, so we could go ahead to the Hyperspace routes. Well, at the speed we are now, without the repairs, the engines will only last a few more minutes! After that, this whole Cruiser will blow to pieces. I don't know what Commander Sinfried is planning, but it probably isn't good." She nodded to the man, and ran to Yuvan. The Sergeant was sitting down, head in hands and deep in thought. Wynter didn't let her think too much more.

"Sergeant, we have a major problem. This whole ship will blow in just a few minutes! We need to evacuate NOW!" Yuvan's gaze shot straight up into the doctor's eyes.

"Are you sure? What evidence do you have?" She asked, her body tense.

"One of the pilots told me why the Commander asked you to go to the engines. He wanted you to repair it. But now, we are going so fast, that the leak there will explode the Cruiser in a few minutes. We need to leave either right now, or very, VERY soon!" Yuvan nodded, and ran up to a group of her soldiers, relaying the news. Rachelle sat down in her place, and thought very deeply, hoping that Seno and his soldiers would be back soon.


Carver fell over from the lurch, and was in major pain from her skin. She screamed from the pain, and Seno helped her up. Her pain was intense, and now she was questioned about it.

"Okay, miss Carver, I'd like to know what happened, but on the way to the hangar. Whatever happened, I'm guessing it's not good. Let's go..." She explained the huge thing she ran into, what happened to her, and the events leading up to her giving him the medicine. He nodded, and they turned the corner, and were granted with the right hall. Though, not the way they hoped. Still in the hall, the aliens were asleep, and the halls in which they witnessed the deaths of John and the others were stained with their blood. They slowly crept passed the snoring beasts, and the woman accidently stepped on the tail of the alien. It jumped up with a start, tripping the wounded girl and stepping on her injured leg. She shrieked in pain, and Carver aimed her shotgun. She fired, but was surprised when her barrel exploded. She was happy it didn't injure her in any way, but was pissed and horrified that it happened at all. The digestive fluids of the beast earlier must've ruined the shells! She dropped the spoiled gun, just when the other alien woke up as well. She drew her pistol, firing at the alien's eyes, when the other man helped her. Seno's gun was firing as well, presumably at the other alien, and the woman, managed to crawl away from the skirmish and into a corner. Carver felt somewhat sorry for her, but didn't have time to worry. She heard a grunt and *slam*, and turned around just as the alien dropped. Seno was cornered against a blood-stained wall, firing with his new pistol into the hide. She ran up, kicking the thing just as it bit at him, and both were dropped on their backs. The alien, surprised, didn't get up fast enough as the other man jumped up on it, pumping ten clean shots into it's skull. Carver was in pain, but ran over to the woman who'd started it. She helped her up, telling the man to help Seno, and both started running down the hall with their half-crippled friends. Coming up to a blasted section, Seno seemed to recognize it immediatly.

"Stop here! This is the hangar!"


Yuvan sighed, taking one look back out of the dropship doors. They rose up slow, allowing her to see, just before they closed, four weak looking figures jog into view. She recognized Seno and the two soldiers, and guessed the other woman as their new survivor. She ran up to the cockpit, telling the pilot to open the doors. He apparently didn't hear her, as he just looked to her and shrugged. They were already flying out of the hangar when she ripped the earphones off of his head.

"THE OTHERS ARE IN THE HANGAR! TURN BACK!" She shrieked, running back to the doors. She felt the dropship lurch in a turn, and felt it set back down. The doors opened in it's same slow pace, and she jumped out before they set down. Followed by two others, they helped them limp back in, and the man who'd not been hurt mortally covered their backs. They all heard an echoing metal slam, followed by a strange slithering sound. Yuvan turned around, and gasped. She just about dropped the woman she'd helped along, while grabbing her sidearm and firing rounds into the strange substance. Her bullets didn't affect it in any way, and she continued helping the woman into a seat. She ran up to Seno and the man, yelling to her troops and them to hurry up. They stumbled on board, and she ran back in, taking a seat next to Seno. He smiled weakly to her, and she felt relieved that they stayed in waiting. They took off, and after they left the blast shield, their ship tumbled into turbulence. She leapt up immediatly, stumbling into the cockpit and asking what was happening. The pilot, clearly not hearing her but knowing what she meant, pointing out of the blast-shields and showing her the problem. She didn't know what it was, but a swirling mess of black and debris told her it was trouble. She ran in the back again, and strapped herself in.


Back in the Bridge, Sinfried watched the two dropships speed away from the ship, causing him to get into a fit. Before he could shoot other things, though, he noticed the ships shudder, and start slowly in the direction of the hole. He smiled softly to himself. Unstrapping himself, he left the seat and moved to the direction of the hall. He stopped, pointing his pistol, and opened the door. Instantly, the "dead" creatures poured in, straight ahead to the dead bodies. He waited, quielty, and crept into the hall. He stiffled a chuckle, and moved on to the hangar. He knew, from watching, that they only took the ships, and not the fighters. Once more, being an accomplished pilot, was planning his escape.


Seno fell back into his deep sleep. The turbulence didn't disturb him, and he dreamt of his past. He remembered being only a child, and playing with his friends. He remembered his first love; he remembered being only a teen when the war started. His memories drifted to the defense of Mars, and how scared he was when he witnessed his love's death. Anyone watching his peaceful sleep noticed his tears, but he didn't know anything of crying. His dreams drifted to his return to Earth, being a security guard to the making of the FarReach. The problems during that time caused many riots in the streets, and terrorist problems happened frequently. After his guard work, he was informed by his now former Captain, Quentin, that they required all military forces in an outter rim galaxy, and he was back to playing soldier. In his memory, their particular ship wasn't required for any battles. Soon, though, their Cruiser was required for the take of a war required asteroid, and the platoon he was stationed with was with the first drop. When they all realized that they were outnumbered, they retreated at a major loss of forces to do bombing raids. When he returned, he had one week to enjoy his life before returning to the rock. During that week, all Hell broke loose. The crew, not including the battle pilots and three platoons, were infected with that strange disease. Now, instead of crying, his body was trembling softly, remembering the painful feeling of shooting more then his fair-share of friends in the firefights. It was strange, he remembered, that these particular infected men and women knew how to fight. Their reflexes were inhanced, not dumbed down like the ones onboard the Savior. He awoke at that moment, his tears and sweat making him feel more gritty and causing his clothing to stick to him. He sat up from his slouched position, and now felt the turbulence coursing through his life-ship. He stumbled painfully up to the cockpit, taking a glance at the women who'd saved his life a few times over. Carver was fast asleep, breathing lightly and smiling to herself. He felt she deserved it, and continued up the seats. Yuvan stopped him, and looked up to him with watery eyes.

"I'm glad you made it back, Seno." She seemed on the verge of crying...

"I'm glad you stopped the ships... Thank you for everything. But, I don't think we're out of it yet." He continued up the seats till he reached the front, and stared out the blast-shield. He watched as they were sucked in deeper, and gently tapped the co-pilot on the shoulder. He glanced up at him, and removed his headset.

"Hey, what are you two doing? We shouldn't be going into that, it'll tear us to pieces!" He said, holding on tight to the pilot's seats.

The man shook his head. "I know, sir, but we don't have much choice. The suction is too strong, we'll be going in no matter what. There is a theory around, though, that if we can get into the direct middle, then we'd be sucked through safely. The only problem is, it's only a theory. But there is no way out of this, so now's the time to test it. I'm sorry, sir. All we have to worry about is getting through the debris in one piece." Seno nodded, and the man set his headset in place, taking his position on the panels in front of him. Seno walked back through the seats and sat down, sighing heavily. He hoped that theory was right, or all that Hell he'd been through was for nothing.


Sinfried made it to the hangar with no problems. Walking inside of the hangar, he was happy to see the fighters still there, what egged him was the slimy tentacles streaming out of the vent shafts and through the floor, blocking most of his path. He cursed aloud, going into another insane fit and firing into the slimy appendages; firing a whole clip into one before noticing a different way through. All the tentacles went straight from the wall to the floor; or the other way around, he didn't know; so what stopped him from just climbing over them? He laughed with glee, hopping over three of them and climbing up the ladder to the nearest fighter. He strapped himself in, and took off, flying in the opposite direction of the black hole. He glanced back to his ship, and sighed. The whole thing was covered in those tentacles, and looked more organic then man-made. Speeding off, he turned his head around again, only to see one thing which made his blood boil: a rock, three times the side of his small fighter, three feet away from the cockpit.


In the second dropship, the pilot heard the plan. Telling his co-pilot what to do, they set about through the rocks and dust, straight into the center of the swirling hole of seeming doom. He thought it pure suicide, but also understood the alternative. Following close behind the first ship, they shot straight ahead, feeling the ping of a rock now and then. Their world went black instantly, and they shot straight through the hole, none of the passengers knowing what had happened.
