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Chapter 1

 


"Tony," Daniella's voice trailed away as he opened his eyes and
glared at the sun. He watched the city rumble with the Risers
beneath them as they flew over in the helicopter. He wondered if
this quasi-war would ever end and everything could be somewhat
normal again. The helicopter circled a heli-pad and a crowd of
living people in uniform.

"We're here, man," the soldier seated in the passenger side smiled
at him but all Tony could do was smirk and gaze at the people
below. The helicopter landed softly onto the pad and the engines
settled down. "Looks pretty daunting but I'll show you
around."

They stood still and at attention. "So, is this the final flyby for
today, boys?" the most decorated officer stated as he looked at
each of the soldiers.

"Ahem," a female voice rang out from behind Tony. The officer
smiled, "I apologize, ma'am."

"Not a problem, Colonel," she stood near Tony and smiled at
him.

"Well, son. We're glad you made it. I'm sorry to hear about your
unit though, a tragedy. Definitely a tragedy. Sergeant Novak here
will show you around. You're one of us now, so welcome.
Lieutenant."

Lt. Lopez saluted the Colonel and turned towards the squad,
"dismissed." She ran past Tony and looked back. This time, he
smiled at her.

"Have an admirer already, I see." Jeremiah laughed, "I'm Sergeant
Novak, you can call me Jeremiah. Let's get going."

Tony laughed and followed Jeremiah to the rest of the base. "I'm
Corp… just call me Tony."

It seemed to hold at least a hundred people easily. Two buildings
to the left of them and a large hangar to the right; another
building to the back was burnt and partially demolished.

"What happened over there?"

"A few of the Risers nearly took over the camp and ate about twenty
people before the Colonel himself took them out single-handedly."
Jeremiah kept walking toward the first building to the left.

"Wow, glad to hear they didn't over run it."

"Yeah, me too. I had gotten here the night before it happened,"
Jeremiah paused and stated in a bad accent. "Here is… our
barracks."

"What kind of accent was that?" Tony smiled.

"I haven't the slightest idea, I just like the way it sounds."
Jeremiah laughed as he opened the door and motioned for Tony to
walk in.



"Alright. To the left of this hallway is the women's barracks and
to the right is ours. Mind you, LT is one of three women here."
Jeremiah glanced back at Tony, who just smiled dimly. "The last bed
to the right is all yours, man. I'm sorry to leave you like this,
but I've got some things to do. I'll be back later."

Tony walked toward the last bed and sat down on the soft, worn bed.
He looked at the adjacent wall and noticed pictures. Lots of
pictures. He stood up and walked over to the wall and looked at
it.

"Many of us only have this as a reminder of what we left behind or
what left us," Lt. Lopez said as she stood in the doorway.

He stood at attention, "I apologize, ma'am."

"Wow, a snap-to type of guy. At ease, Corporal." She smiled and he
loosened his shoulders. "You can call me LT or Lopez, but I'm
guessing Jeremiah told you a whole mess of stuff about me. What's
your name?"

"I'm Tony," he smiled. "I was just looking at the wall. I kind of
forgot how it was to have people I cared about."

"A little of us stays behind with them," she looked at the wall and
became serious for a few seconds. He looked down and away to avert
her stare. "But, we try to remember," she cleared her throat and
sat down at the nearest bed to the right. Tony walked over to his
bed and sat down.

"So, where you from, Tony?" She sat back and crossed her
arms.

"Originally, California. I just came in from Buxton."

"Oh, I'm sorry to hear about your unit. And your family."

"Couldn't do much, I suppose," he sighed and looked down. He swiped
a tear from his eye and continued to stare at the floor.

"I'm sorry," she uncrossed her arms and sat at the edge of the bed.
"I-I didn't mean to… ."

He shook his head and smiled at her, "it's okay and thank you for
your sincerity."

"Well, I'll let you get settled in. Maybe, I'll see you around
tomorrow?" She stood up and walked toward the doorway.

"Yeah, that'd be nice." He stood up and took a picture from his
front pocket. He stared at it for a few seconds and walked towards
the wall. He got a tack and placed it with the others. He missed
them, Daniella and Ben. Too much at times. He had no idea how it
would affect him, but he knew if it wasn't for that picture he
wouldn't be there. He sighed and walked away.



The next morning, Tony walked down the hallway and was caught off
guard by Lt. Lopez,"whoa, hey. It's just me."

"You scared the crap out of me," his eyes were wide but not
fearful. "I'm just glad it's you." He blushed as she smiled at
him.

"I've got a few places to show you," she nudged at his arm and
walked ahead of him. They walked out of the barracks and saw all of
the soldiers carrying on with their business as a few civilians
were walking around. "There's a civilian town back here." She
walked between the first and second buildings to the left and they
were in the middle of what looked like a rundown park.

"Was this their park?" Tony pushed one of the seesaws, "looks like
its frozen in time."

"It sort of is, along with its history. We don't know much about
the real townspeople who lived here but attempt to read some of
their books at that library down the street. All of these civilians
are like us, survivors from other cities and without a home."

"It looks virtually untouched."

"Yeah, they try to keep things as they are. We move a lot of the
things they don't need, like the fountain that was here at one
time. Since we have no running water, yet, there is no reason to
have a fountain. There aren't many children either, since it's a
fairly new establishment."

"How long have you been here?"

"Three months, next week."

"So you saw what happened in that blast?"

"Not really," she sat down on a bench and motioned for him to sit
next to her. He sat down and looked at her. "It happened early in
the morning. I have no idea what the Colonel was doing in there,
but it was miracle he made it out alive."

"Well, thank you for showing me this side," he smiled and got up as
Jeremiah walked over to them.

"Sorry, LT. I have to steal him from you," Jeremiah glanced at Tony
as he blushed and looked at Lt. Lopez.

"It's okay, Jeremiah." She smirked and shook her head, "I'll show
you more tomorrow, Tony."

Tony followed Jeremiah towards the barracks and hangar, "I'm sure
she wants to show you more tomorrow."

"Shut up, man."










Chapter 2

 


Colonel Robinson sat at his makeshift desk writing a few notes.
He abruptly stopped and stood up in anger. He grunted at the sight
of his writings and swiped them off his desk. The cigarette at the
end of his fingers had gone out and it angered him that he had not
noticed. A knock at the door brought him back to reality and he
calmly answered.

"Colonel, they're waiting for you."

"They're always waiting for me, Jimmy." The Sergeant closed the
door. He stood up, "they're always waiting."

He situated the papers on the floor and stumbled upon other
writings that didn't match his handwriting. He stared at the words
written across the papers and crushed them in his fists.



He stood in front of a crowd of eager soldiers. His soldiers. "Now,
ladies and gentlemen, Colonel Robinson. A-tten-tion!"

"At ease. Thank you for your applause. This week has been a great
time for getting civilian life restored and protected. The
backwoods and westland areas still need extra patrolling but
otherwise, we are doing just fine. We are projecting at least
another 50 survivors to be transported here from other
locations."



"I thought all the other places had been overrun?" Jeremiah asked
Lt. Lopez, who just shushed him with a gesture.



"We are also seeing a major decrease in Riser related injuries and
deaths. Their numbers have been brought down dramatically by your
efforts, and I thank you for your hard work." The crowd applauded.
"Now, what we need to work on. Unity with the fellow civilians and
protection of the backwoods. I know we can succeed in rebuilding
life as we know it." Colonel Robinson stood back and saluted, and
was returned a salute from all of the members of the crowd. They
will follow you, he thought, they will. He waved and walked off the
stage. He continued to speak with his sergeant and finally arrived
at his office. He closed the door behind him and sunk down. What is
left of this, he thought, how much longer.



"Well, that was a lot more motivational than I expected. How about
you, Tony?" Jeremiah nudged Tony in the ribs.

"He looked sort of worried to me," he stood solemnly near Lt. Lopez
who looked at him.

"You know, you're right. He might be tired though. Working through
the night," Lt. Lopez said. "he might be a little too high strung
right now."

"I think we've done a great job with the casualties, I might add."
Jeremiah looked around, "I'm off to patrol the backwoods. Come on,
Tony. We've got watch for the next eight hours."

"Bye guys, be aware of things over there," Lt. Lopez walked away
with the rest of the soldiers to the shop.

Tony gazed at her as she walked away.

"Hey, want a goodbye kiss too?" Jeremiah pushed Tony, "I'm sure
Garcia can help you with that."

"Screw you, man," Garcia pushed Jeremiah.

Tony laughed, "let's go before we get in trouble."



"You know what I've heard, that the Colonel and his cadre love
hunting back here." Garcia stood and watched the electric fence
that covered the backwoods. A few fried body parts remained on the
fence.

"Even LT?" Tony blurted out before thinking.

"She may be an LT, but she definitely doesn't act like one. They
don't even treat her like an officer anymore." Garcia explained as
he sat down on his leg.

Jeremiah shook his head, "she's great as a superior too, I don't
understand it."

"Politics, man," Garcia said as he threw a blade of grass at the
ground.

"One time, I had heard that something did get in. It was a mid
morning alarm. No one knew what the hell was going on and the
civilians were hiding in their homes. Then they said it was a false
alarm."

Garcia slapped his tongue, "false alarm, my ass."

"Sounds kind of fishy," Tony shifted his feet and looked towards
the backwoods.

Jeremiah lit a cigarette, "Yeah, then two weeks later, the shop
blows up. I'm telling you, its all connected."

"Were there any Risers?" Tony asked.

"Yeah, just one though. I think they're evolving."

"That's some scary crap, man."

"I'm sure that's why they have us out here at this time of night,"
Jeremiah kicked at the ground as a cloud of dirt hit Garcia in the
face.

Garcia coughed, "thanks." He stood up and stepped forward towards
the fences. "Looks like a whole lot of nothing."

"Yep. Let's keep it that way." Tony sat his rifle on his
shoulder.



"LT, we need to fix the steering on the tank," one of the privates
poked his head out of the top of the tank.

Lt. Lopez looked back at him, confused, "lack thereof, Scrape." He
smiled and ducked back inside. She walked over to the jeep and sat
in the driver's seat.

"Lieutenant." A voice boomed behind her.

She sharply stood up and turned around, "Sir." She found Colonel
Robinson with two of his sergeants and saluted.

"At ease. I'm just checking on the equipment. How's the maintenance
going?" He stooped down and looked at the open engine compartment
of the Jeep.

"Some minor hiccups, but we've been able to get by. Private Scrape
has been working on reinforcing the tank walls, especially after
that exercise we had last week. We're about to start diagnostics on
the helicopter"

Colonel Robinson looked at Scrape and half-smiled. "Excellent. I
need a progress report in 8 hours regarding that chopper."

"Yes, sir."

He continued to look on until one of his sergeants whispered into
his ear. "Carry on." The three walked down the corridor and
disappeared around the corner.

"Wow, he seems to be getting creepier and creepier each time I see
him." Scrape dropped a socket wrench onto the metal floor, Lt.
Lopez flinched. "I take it he has had the same effect on
you."

"He has always been a bit creepy. Now, just… " she turned around
and faced Scrape.

Scrape looked at her, wide-eyed, "More creepy." He laughed and she
held back her smile.

"Exactly." She walked over to the tool box, "let's go check out the
chopper."










Chapter 3

 


Colonel Robinson walked over to the model he had worked on the
past summer and examined the pieces that consumed his entire time.
The great detail of the faces, weaponry and uniforms seemed to make
him beam with pride. He smiled to himself for a while before
switching to a sudden frown. A knock at his door broke his silent
anger and he belted out, "yes."

"Sir, it's lights out. I believe we are ready," the Sergeant
whispered and motioned to the Colonel to follow him. They walked
over to the helipad as the helicopter was started up. He stared at
the crowd of Risers growing by the gate and yelled, "Get in!"

The helicopter lifted them up into the air and the lights of the
base waved goodbye to them as they became distant in the night sky.
His two sergeants accompanied him as one flew the plane and the
other provided cover as the helicopter landed on the open field.
Colonel Robinson jumped off with one of his sergeants as the
helicopter's engine whirred to a stop. The other sergeant stood at
attention and patrolled the area around the open field. A
reinforced ranch house with an old barn stood among a cornfield.
Both men walked into the house and closed the door behind
them.

"Joshua," an older man said as he stood from his chair.

Colonel Robinson smiled and shook the man's hand, "great to see you
again, George."

"I'm pleased to see you've made it over here," the old man sat down
and pointed to a chair next to the table. "Sit down, take a load
off. I'm sure we've got a lot to talk about."

"Yes, sir. I believe we do."



The sun shone through the hangar doors as Lt. Lopez woke up near
the Jeep. She nearly forgotten where she had been until she saw the
tank sitting next to her. She got up and stretched. The floor made
her back arch awkwardly and she grimaced at the dull pain that shot
to her legs. She went over to the hangar door and saw the Colonel
and his staff walking from the helipad. She hid behind the wall of
the door frame and continued to follow them as they walked back
into the Colonel's quarters.

She stopped and wondered, what the hell is going on.



The mess hall was loud as usual and Tony muddled through the crowd
of hungry, cranky civilians and soldiers. After sifting through, he
was able to find a quiet area near the exit of the hall. Jeremiah
walked over and asked if he could join him.

"Sure," Tony moved his tray closer to him to make room. "This place
is crazy."

"Yeah, it gets pretty rowdy for taco night, too." Jeremiah scooped
the food into his mouth and chewed. "Fph… ." He finished his
mid-chew, "Sorry, I was trying to say tonight is an off night. How
about cards at the barracks?"

Tony smiled, "Yeah that sounds like fun, thanks."

Jeremiah took another scoop of food and grinned. Lopez walked over
from the line and looked around. She found Tony and he waved her
over.

"If you want, you can join us," Tony blushed.

Jeremiah smiled and ate his food quietly. "You look pretty beat,
you okay LT?"

"Thanks, I had a rough morning. But, I'm okay. Just really tired. I
fell asleep working on the Jeep." She grimaced as she arched her
back. "Not a good place to sleep."

"Yeah, doesn't sound fun."

Tony ate some of his food and looked at Lopez, who kept her eyes on
her food. "Everything okay?"

She shifted her eyes to him and nodded, "Just tired."

"Well you guys, I'm off to work with some civs at the old shop. See
you later," Jeremiah stood up and walked towards the exit. He
motioned to Tony to talk to her. Tony shook his head.

"Tony." Lopez dropped her fork, "I think I saw something this
morning. I don't know what I saw, but I saw something."

Tony saw the fear in her eyes, "What happened?" She rubbed her eyes
with her left hand and held her head up.

"I saw the Colonel and his staff with something. I couldn't tell
what it was, but it walked with them. They were coming from the
helipad and I followed them to his quarters. I just stood there."
She looked up at Tony who sat wide-eyed, "I'm sorry. I shouldn't
put this on you, but… ."

"It's okay," he interrupted her and assured her. "I've heard the
Colonel has been acting a bit weird lately. I can only imagine what
is going on."

"I'm sure no one else has seen anything, but I can't go on what I
saw alone. I need to find out what's going on."

"No. That'll just get you in trouble," Tony sternly looked at
her.

She lightened her expression, "you're telling me what to do now?"
Tony's face instantly turned red and she crossed her arms. "I'm
only kidding with you, Tony."

He smirked, "I nearly passed out there."

"I noticed." They looked at each other and back down at their food.
A loud commotion caught their attention as a civilian and a private
were fighting over the last reminants of the food. A few of the
other soldiers were able to pull them apart and separated
them.

"We've got to eat, too!" the older man punched the private as the
private pushed him into the counter. The man spit out blood and
held onto his face. He attempted to charge at the soldier One of
the sergeants from the Colonel's Staff held onto the man and
dictated, "Anderson! Go eat your food!" He released the man but
held onto his arm. "Sir, please go with our staff and let us treat
that wound of yours." The man nodded and followed the other soldier
out of the mess hall. The sergeant stared at the rest of the mess
hall and walked out to follow the man. He continued to issue orders
to the other soldier leading the man away.

"Just like that," Lopez looked over at the private who ate in
silence. "What the hell is going on?" Her voice was a little raised
and she settled down. "Sorry."

"Don't apologize. I have to agree that this is getting a little too
weird, but don't get into trouble. Please," Tony quietly
pleaded.

"I won't," she stood up. "Besides, I have to work on the Jeep
today. I'll see you later, Tony."

"Okay," he frowned as she walked away and started to eat his food
once again.



Lopez walked out towards the hangar and near the Colonel's
quarters. She looked down and noticed a trail of blood leading to
the quarters. I don't think the infirmary has moved, she
thought.

Scrape snuck up behind her and tapped her shoulder. She shrieked
and quickly turned around. "Oh crap, my bad, LT."

She gasped, "Scrape." He stood still as she pushed him, "Don't do
that shit again."

"Sorry, LT." He looked down.

She sighed and shook her head, "don't… .it's not your fault. Let's
go get the tank and Jeep set up." They both continued to the
hangar.










Chapter 4

 


Tony woke up in a panic and heard Daniella’s voice calling for
him. He nearly forgot where he was and sat up in his bed. Covered
in sweat, he walked to the vanity area of the barracks. The mirrors
and sinks made to look clean but could never be clean. The
bathrooms and toilets were behind him, sitting quietly. The dim
lights of the old lamps flickered as he washed his face and leaned
on the counter. He closed his eyes and heard that single gunshot
that made him remember of everyone. He quickly turned around and
still found himself alone. A sigh of relief escaped from him and he
unknowingly let his guard down.

He walked back to the barracks and heard voices by the hangar door.
He snuck over to the door and looked out. The Colonel and his staff
were in a type of huddle, in deep conversation. No one looked up,
but to open the door to the Colonel’s quarters. The helicopter made
noises as it settled down from it’s midnight ride. He knew this is
what Lopez was wondering about, but what else did she see? He
didn’t give himself time to answer and hurried back to bed. He
closed his eyes and hoped he could sleep once again, but Daniella’s
voice kept beaconing him to stay awake.



“Gentlemen. We are embarking on a great plan that I think will make
us very rich men.” Colonel Robinson’s voice boomed, “A few
colleagues and I have strived for the past few years to get this
little project of ours going. And with your assistance, minus a few
casualties, we have our reward coming our way.”

“But sir,” one of the Sergeants looked up from the mess of
paperwork.

“Yes, Jimmy?”

“How will we be able to continue on without being overrun? I mean,
these Risers are smarter. They’re simply… .evolving.” Jimmy gulped
and quickly crossed his arms.

“The townspeople will be used as a buffer. The Risers are cheap
labor, and using their bartering system, we can trade our labor for
more food. Landers?”

“Sir, we have many trade outposts and civilians willing to assist
us in getting this venture seeded.” Landers pointed to the map with
markings, “Here. Our friend, George has set up a route to where
catching the “labor” is separate from where they are held. Unlike
the last time, where we had to exterminate the entire town.”

“Luckily, we were able to re-populate with survivors of the
Arlington bunker in Arizona,” Jimmy added. “I’m hoping we don’t
need to use the Area 23 backup. Half of those people are out there
in the backwoods.”

“True, Jimmy. We do have some of the prisoners from our area here.”
Colonel Robinson smugly smiled and grabbed a cigar. “I’m sure our
civilian buddies will be more than happy to accommodate us if we
keep our side of the bargain. We just have to make sure they don’t
find out about a few of their townspeople helping us out. Too bad
the majority of our medic team perished in the explosion a few
weeks ago.” He looked out the window and inhaled the smoke from the
cigar. He chewed on the end of it as he thought about what the next
move would be. Jimmy and Landers situated their paperwork and
smiled, then walked out. The Colonel found himself alone and
sighed. “What’s next?”



During dinner, Lt. Lopez walked up to Colonel Robinson. “Ma’am, how
are you doing? Thank you again for your report.”

“Your welcome, sir. I had a few questions to clarify some of the
orders issued by your sergeants,” Lopez maintained her formal
stature. “I have two soldiers off duty, one that has been
restricted to quarters and the other hasn’t been seen in days. I
really hate to ask this bluntly sir, but what is going on?”

Colonel Robinson sighed and looked away, “this is not a matter to
be discussed at this time, Lieutenant. However, we could schedule a
meeting to debrief, if necessary.”

“Debrief? No sir, I don’t think that is necessary. I just need to
know where my soldiers are.”

“Our soldiers are here, ma’am. And besides, I believe the other
private has been assigned to another building.” Colonel Robinson
started to walk away as Lt. Lopez turned around.

She stood still, “Any word on that civilian that was
injured?”

The Colonel flinched and relaxed his jaw, “From what I’ve heard,
he’s doing fine and with his family.” He continued on his way back
to his quarters.

Lopez walked in the opposite direction toward the hangar. Tony
followed after her, “LT, stop.”

“What? Want to tell me what to do too?” She kept her back to him
and her jaw twitched.

Tony walked over and turned her around, “At least, look at me. You
need to not ask him stuff like that, in front of us or you would
most likely end up like that damn private.”

She shook his hands free from her arms, “why do you care?” He
grabbed, passionately kissed her, and instantly let her go. “I was
hoping there was a follow up to my question.” He held her face in
his hands as they both smiled. “You better get back or else,
Jeremiah will make fun of you like usual,” she couldn’t think of
anything else to say and felt surprised by the sudden
emotion.

“I don’t really care, but I’ll go just for you,” he sulked and let
go of her.

She tiptoed and kissed him, “That’s an order.” She backed away from
Tony slowly and instantly saw the glowing eyes behind him. “We’re
not alone. Stay still.”

He looked around timidly, and Lopez withdrew her weapon. The eyes
blinked. “Why is it not attacking us?”

“We need to let everyone else know,” Tony slowly aimed at the wall
next to the Riser and shot.

“I think someone already knows,” Lopez shot as well and watched the
Riser fall back. It cowered and started to growl at them. “Stay
still.”

“RISER!” Jeremiah and a few of the other soldiers ran out and
started shooting at the Riser. “Is it clear?”

Garcia and another soldier kicked at the Riser, “Clear. It’s
dead.”

“Holy shit, it’s Anderson!” Garcia yelled and fell back.

“Alright, everyone! Listen to me!” Lopez waved her arms to calm
down the soldiers. “Stay still and quiet.” The soldiers stood still
and watched each other in silence. They listened to the distant
screams of the civilians and growls from the Risers. “Stay frosty,
damn it. They’re inside. Sound the alarms for the rest of the
civilians. Jeremiah, Garcia, Tony! Get the weapons and ammo ready.”
They separated and Lopez ran with Scrape and another soldier to the
hangar. The alarms blared and took Tony back to the roof with
Daniella and Ben. He felt the fear and closed his eyes. “Go!”
Daniella yelled at him. He jolted back to reality and ran after
Jeremiah and Garcia.

Lopez ran towards the civilian area and saw that the majority of
them were either being killed or transforming. She stood and
watched in horror, “Get the tank.” She pushed Scrape’s arm, who
also stood in shock. “I’ll get the Jeep going.” Scrape and the
other soldier, Paul manned the tank and took off towards the
civilian area. Lopez jumped into the Jeep’s driver seat and started
up the engine. As she looked to her left, a pistol slapped her
temple and she fell over.



Scrape and Paul assisted the rest of the civilians and met up with
Jeremiah, Garcia and Tony. Tony looked around, “Where’s Lopez? She
should’ve been right behind you guys.”

“Shit,” Scrape looked back. “She was right behind us, I thought she
had the Jeep going.”

“Alright, Scrape… you and Jeremiah stay here and keep the Risers
down.” Tony rallied Garcia and Paul as Scrape unmanned the tank and
joined Jeremiah’s squad.

Tony ran over to the hangar with Garcia and Paul in tow, and found
that the Jeep was still running, “Something’s not right here.” He
looked down and found droplets of blood.

“Shit.” Garcia looked over to the hangar door and pointed, “They
look like go that way, toward the Colonel’s quarters.”













Chapter 5

 


Lopez woke up slowly and opened her eyes. She blinked a few
times and realized she was in a cell in the infirmary ward. She
squinted, the sudden blow knocked her vision off and reached for
her head. “Fuck.” She attempted to get up and slid on the moist
floor. A snarling sound came from the cell next to her. Her boots
kept slipping on the ground but she still attempted to get a better
look at what was next to her.

“Don’t get close,” Landers yawned and looked up from his book. “It
has a pretty good reach.” The Riser growled and charged the front
door of the cell. “And a hell of a bad attitude.”

Lopez surrendered to the floor and blindly examined her head. “The
bleeding stopped.” Landers yawned again, “I wouldn’t stay on the
floor for that long. The blood might stain your uniform.” She
looked at her hand that rested on the ground and wiped it on her
leg, “Mine?”

“No, an unfortunate soldier named Anderson,” the main corridor
doors were held open by Jimmy and Colonel Robinson looked at Lopez.
“Lieutenant, I see you’ve made it just in time.” Jimmy closed the
door behind them and walked to the right of the Colonel. “The civs
have been unleashed. We just had to push the date up quite a bit
due to your meandering about.”

Lopez held onto the opposite side of the cell and stood up
sloppily, “This was planned?”

“Wow, she is bright,” Landers snickered and walked over to the
Colonel.

“You got a 98 on the entrance exam,” Colonel Robinson squawked and
continued to look at her. “I’m sure you can be the best that you
can be in my army.”

“Your army? We don’t belong to you.”

Colonel Robinson smiled, “Lopez, mind if I call you Lopez? This is
a hell of a time to ask a dumb ass question like that. Who gives a
shit about formalities right now? I sure as hell don’t. Anyway,
Lopez… my dear, you happen to be a part of a project that has been
contracted to produce cheap labor. You are not the cheap labor, as
of yet. But looking at Mr. Smith next to you, I’m sure he can
“produce” a great Riser out of you with just one scratch.”

“We’ve noticed that the Risers have evolved, thanks to us and our
efforts. We have finally made it possible to speed up the
transformation and control the rate of decay.” Jimmy ranted as he
walked over to the cells.

“You see, our plan or plans have worked out in the past with
previous bases and towns like this one,” Colonel Robinson cut his
cigar and lit it. He puffed and shifted the cigar over to the side
of his mouth. “It’s been brilliant being able to evacuate in time,
but we do get hiccups in our system where we have to clean house.
Like now.” He puffed at his cigar, “the civs and the soldiers
should be eliminated this afternoon.”

“Wiped out completely.” Jimmy smiled at her and walked over to the
Riser, who scratched and reached for Jimmy. “Our product is now one
of the hottest commodities around. Military Risers. Disciplined and
well-groomed, sort of.”

“We’ve noticed the Military Risers keep their strict mindset and
become hard workers without even thinking about it,” Landers
coughed and looked over to the Riser. “Jimmy, I’d keep an eye on
his fingers there. He nearly ripped Anderson’s head off as he
cowered in the corner of his cell.” The Riser glared at the Colonel
and his staff as Jimmy stared at him closely. It grabbed Jimmy’s
head and bit off his nose. Jimmy ripped back and fell over the
infirmary beds that were behind him.

“Oh shit!” Landers got up and pushed the Colonel. The Riser chewed
on his food as Jimmy convulsed on the ground. Jimmy stopped moving
and Colonel readied his pistol. “Move, Colonel!”

The Colonel struggled with Landers, “No, I must watch this.” Jimmy
stood straight up and looked around. He sniffed at the air and
suddenly turned towards the Colonel. “Extraordinary!”

Landers stood and watched as Jimmy jumped onto his chest. “Colonel,
help!” The Colonel shot and missed as Landers and Jimmy fought,
Jimmy finally buried his face in Lander’s neck. They both landed on
the ground, Landers kept twitching as Colonel Robinson took off
running. Lander’s body was breaching the door and left it wide
open.

Lopez stood wide eyed and shook her head. She looked over at the
Riser who snarled at her and sniffed at the air. She looked at the
cell door and attempted to kick it, but remembered that the Riser
couldn’t even get through it. She knew that Landers would be up and
running any time soon. She had to figure out something
quickly.



Tony, Garcia and Paul ran over to the Colonel’s quarters and heard
shrieking. “Holy shit!” Tony ran in and closed the door behind
them. The three soldiers looked in each room as they passed them.
The Colonel’s quarters was known to have housed nearly 25 doctors
and 50 nurses. The electricity was cut off and the only source of
light was from the small window at the old nurse’s station.

Garcia found another droplet, “we can follow the blood and see if
she’s somewhere in here.” The blood led them to a lower level stair
case. They switched the lights of their weapons on and went down
the stairs. Tony was the first to find the corridor of three
halls.

“Hell, man. This is some crazy maze shit going on here.” Paul
looked around and flinched as another shriek bounced off the
walls.

“Alright, Paul. You stay on the stairs and watch your ass,” Garcia
loaded another clip in his rifle. “Let’s go, Tony.”



Colonel Robinson ran down the hallway and closed the open door
behind him. He leaned up onto the door as Jimmy attempted to push
through the door. He continued to press on until Jimmy stopped
scratching and just sniffed and snarled at the door. He listened
closely as Jimmy stopped altogether. He walked over to the window
and watched as the soldiers were battling the Risers. He felt that
the Risers were his new army and the battle has not been won just
yet. He raised his hands and slightly punched the window. He
watched the soldiers fall as the civilians transformed right before
them. He stared at the newly formed Risers in awe of his own
brilliance. This is going to be great for our county, he thought. A
Riser suddenly jumped at the window and Colonel Robinson backed up
in shock. He knocked over his model and slammed his head into the
floor. The toy soldiers laid across the floor with the Colonel as
he bled onto the floor.



Tony and Garcia followed the droplets to the back of the last
corridor. The double doors of the infirmary were kept open with
Landers as he lay dying.

“It’s about damn time, you guys.” Lopez dropped her nail file from
the padlock. Tony smiled as Garcia shot at the lock. It flew off
and she pushed the door open. “Be wary of that cell. Mr. Smith is
still hungry.” The Riser jumped at the cell and shrieked as they
walked over to Lander’s body.

Tony looked down at Landers and noticed he was no longer breathing,
“how long do we have?”

“Just a few seconds,” Lopez said as she took a glock from Tony.
They readied their weapons and waited for Landers to jump up.
Landers opened his eyes and blinked a few times. He reached for his
head and neck, then grimaced. He sat up and looked at them,
inquisitively. Tony stepped forward and aimed as both Garcia and
Lopez stood back. He snarled and jumped up as Tony shot at him. He
flew back and hit the opposite wall, outside of the double
doors.

“Let’s go, check him out.” Garcia opened the right door and Landers
was gone. “What the?”

Tony and Lopez ran out, “he’s probably hiding from us now.” Lopez
looked down and saw the blood trail lead toward another corridor
leading to the Colonel’s office.

“Shit, man. The trail is messed up now. There’s blood everywhere.”
Garcia dropped his rifle in frustration. It clung to his shoulder
as he switched to his glock.

“We need to stay still and careful with this one. He’s trained,”
Lopez aimed and switched her light on from her glock.

“I’m sure Paul has us covered.” Garcia said as he swept to the
right of the hallway.

“You left him alone?” Lopez stopped.

“He should be fine, he had a few clips of ammo,” Tony said as they
continue to sweep through the corridor.

“We turned left then right. Or was it right then left?” Garcia
stood in the corridor as Tony walked up behind him to cover his
back.

A shriek suddenly caught them off guard once again. They hurried
down the dark hallways and found the Colonel’s office. The door was
torn off the hinges and blood covered the floor.

Garcia stooped down and grabbed a toy soldier, “Aw, he had a toy
set.” He stood up and watched the blood ooze off of the toy. A
snarl made them turn towards the doorway and found Landers sniffing
at them. Lopez shot twice as Tony and Garcia shot from opposite
directions. Landers bit at the air and fell back once again. They
encircled him and Garcia poked him with his rifle.

“He looks dead,” Garcia innocently remarked.

“He was already dead, dumbass.” Tony backed up as Landers bit into
Garcia’s leg.

“AH! FUCK! SHOOT HIM!” Garcia kicked at Landers as Tony shot him in
the head. “DAMN IT! Just shoot me too, man. LT, you have to.”

Garcia closed his eyes as Lopez pointed her gun at him. She
attempted to pull the trigger but nothing happened. He opened his
eyes, “Hello. Shoot me, LT.”

She stooped down and took off her belt, “you’re not dead
yet.”

Tony and Lopez carried Garcia as they ran down the hallway. They
were looking over their shoulders as they kept hearing the snarls
getting closer behind them. The scratching on the walls would spook
them until they would have to turn. It took all of the effort they
had to turn.

“Alright, keep going right.” Garcia grimaced as both Tony and Lopez
were exhaling quickly. They stopped and sat Garcia down. Lopez bent
down to look at Garcia’s dressing and heard another shriek. “We
need to keep moving.”

Tony squeezed Lopez’s shoulder as she tightened the belt on
Garcia’s leg, “Looks good, so far.”

As they got to the bottom of the stairs, Paul stood up. “I’m so
happy to see you guys,” Paul dusted his hands. “There was shrieking
and all kinds of noise going on. Ah shit, Garcia.”

Lopez pushed Paul, “Let’s go.”

The doors of the Colonel’s quarters swung open and they ran toward
the other soldiers who met them at near the civilian area. “Okay,
there’s only 6 of us left now. The chopper can fit all of us.” “We
can find somewhere once we get in the air and get the hell out of
here,” Tony said as he and Lopez sat Garcia down.










Chapter 6

 


“We can drive the Jeep over to the helipad,” Lopez rushed toward
the hangar as a Riser jumped next to her. She shot at it twice as
while Tony and Scrape carried Garcia. Jeremiah shot the Riser in
the head as another brushed his arm. Paul shot it down and emptied
his clip into the head of it. He dropped the empty rifle and took
out his sidearm. Jeremiah and Paul closed the hangar door they
entered and shot at the Risers that tried to pull the door
open.

Tony and Scrape put Garcia in the back of the Jeep as Lopez started
it up. Jeremiah ran to the other side of the hangar and opened up
the bigger door as Tony and Paul covered him. They shot down three
Risers as Lopez drove up to pick them up. They all climbed in and
continued to shoot at the Risers advancing while Lopez steered
through to the helipad. Lopez heard the whirring of the helicopter
and squinted her eyes to see if anyone was manning it.

“Shit. I didn’t think those things could operate anything,” Garcia
yelled over the Jeep’s engine.

Lopez cut the engine and jumped out, “they don’t.”

A single shot rang out as they encircled the helicopter and jumped
to take cover behind the chopper and Jeep. A spray of shots rang
out as they returned fire.

“Put down the weapons,” Colonel Robinson said from his cover in the
woods.

“You’re crazy,” Garcia shook his head.

“Alright. I’m coming out of my hiding place. Can’t you at least
meet me half way?” He aimed and sprayed shots at the Jeep. Lopez
stumbled out from behind the Jeep and fell down. The rest of the
soldiers stay still as Tony is kept from running to her.

Jeremiah held him back, “do you want to get shot, too? She wouldn’t
just fall like that. I know it.”

“I don’t care!” Paul and Jeremiah held onto Tony as he was nearly
in tears.

“Damn it, Lieutenant. I needed your expertise,” Colonel Robinson
stumbled out from his cover once again. “You’re one of the only
pilots I got left.”

Lopez clasped her throat and was suddenly still. Tony tightened his
grip on his glock as he watched her lay there motionless.

“Alright. Well, we don’t need her. Men. This was all her fault any
way. Asking questions. She had to know the truth.” He shook his
head as Tony and Jeremiah returned fire. The Colonel turned back
and fell into his wooden cover. He returned fire and caught Tony’s
arm. Colonel Robinson coughed and noticed his chest was feeling
heavy. The blood oozed from his mouth.



Tony and Jeremiah ran out to pick up Lopez and carried her to the
back side of the helicopter. She opened her eyes and shook her head
as she held onto her neck.

“We’re all okay. Tony is fine." Jeremiah peeled her fingers away
and examined her neck. Tony stared at her and held her hands away.
Jeremiah then wrapped his bandana around her neck, “She’s not
bleeding out.” He sighed.

She looked at Tony and hugged him. Tony closed his eyes as he held
onto her. She smiled and said, “I’m okay.”



Colonel Robinson shouted, “Damn it! Lieutenant! Some motherfucker…
.” He gasped, “… shot me.” He looked down and dropped his gun. The
blood fell out of his mouth quicker and his eyes appeared to grow
dull.

Paul peeked out and nodded, “He’s down.”

The Colonel stumbled and fell a few times before finally leaning on
the side of a tree. The Risers shrieks surrounded them and the
sense of urgency once again made them jump. They loaded the
helicopter and hovered above the base. Tony closed his eyes and saw
Daniella. He smiled and finally was able to open his eyes. He
looked at Lopez, who smiled at him and at the rest of the crew as
they watched Colonel Robinson stand up and sniff the air.
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you for reading :)

Also, please let me know if any typos are found.









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	The
Rising (2010)
This story is about a normal day that has basically turned into
the end of the world. We find a group of people fighting to survive
by evading the undead and using what they can find in order to
defend themselves.



	


The
Rising: Missing in Action (2012)
Following their narrow escape, Tony and the rest of the
survivors don't seem to be out of the woods just yet. After an
accident derails their plans, they have to find a way to regroup
and find their missing pilot.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png
The Rising:
Fall of Hysteria

Crustal Rodriouez





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





