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Chapter 1

 


The helicopter leveled out and Jeremiah pushed Garcia into his
seat. The final growls are left behind them as they gain more
speed. Tony and Lopez looked straight into the horizon, and felt a
sense of relief but apprehension.

Lopez looked over at Tony, “So, where are we going?”

Tony shrugged, “North, I guess. Somewhere North.” He leaned over
and checked her neck. Lopez smiled at his look of concern and Tony
blushed. “I’ll be fine. With Dr. Jeremiah back there, we should be
fine.”

“Hey I can’t work miracles,” Jeremiah held onto Garcia. Tony
smiled and looked back at the remaining members of their team.

“We don’t have much fuel to go on, maybe an hour tops,” Lopez
motioned to the fuel gauge.

 

 

On the ground, the Major ran over to the last remaining member
of his army. The Riser shrieked and lunged at him as he took out
his sidearm and stopped the Riser with a bullet to the face. The
Riser quivered and shook as it flopped to the ground. The Major
looked onto the bloodied field where his army laid. He aimed the
muzzle of his forty-caliber sidearm to his right temple and aimed
to squeeze the trigger to escape from this final showdown.
Suddenly, his attention was diverted and his ears perked up once he
heard the helicopter overhead.

“I’m saved!” He ran after the helicopter as it had its own
agenda of survival. He cursed at it and yelled, “Come back!!!!
Colonel!! I’m still here!!” He fell to his knees and watched the
helicopter hover over his area.

 

 

Tony looked back once more to Garcia, “Jeremiah?”

“What?” Jeremiah yawned and stretched.

“Check on Garcia.”

Jeremiah felt for Garcia’s pulse on his neck and shook his head.
He gave Tony a withdrawn blink and leaned towards the open door.
Paul and Scrape kept their eyes glued on Garcia’s body as it fell
over to the floor of the helicopter.

“You guys, what’s going on?” Lopez glanced back and saw Garcia
on the floorboard. “Oh no… no no. Garcia.” Her eyes were saddened
and turned pink as the tears welled up in them.

Garcia suddenly sat up and lunged towards Lopez, his shrieks
caught Tony off guard and nearly threw him out of the helicopter.
Paul grabbed onto his arm and held onto him as Jeremiah and Scrape
fought with Garcia.

“Shoot him!” Tony yelled as Paul pulled him into the helicopter.
Jeremiah grabbed Garcia and pulled Lopez’ head back. The helicopter
pulled up sharply and Garcia let go of Lopez. Jeremiah and Tony
pushed Garcia off the helicopter as it pulled side to side.

“Crap! I can’t stabilize it!” Lopez continued to hold onto the
controls, “We’re falling too fast. You guys have to brace for
impact.”

 

 

The Major watched the helicopter as it tilted forward near the
horizon. He followed it until it disappeared and he heard the
crash. The smoke from the engine rose up high enough for him to
see. He ran and listened to the nearby forest to make sure no
Risers would get there first.

 

 

Tony opened his eyes and found Jeremiah looking straight at his
face, “Stay still, man.”

“Lopez? Where is she?” He attempted to get up but felt dizzy and
stayed close to the ground. He gripped the ground with his feet and
shook his head to get the pain out of it.

“I don’t know, man. We’ve been looking for her. Scrape is
actually out on patrol with Paul to scout some areas right by the
wreckage.” Tony held his head in his hands and sat down on the flat
ground.

“We need to find her.”

 

 

Lopez moved and tried to reach for her head. She looked down and
stared at what was causing the constriction to her body.

“What the fuck?” she wiggled around and suddenly stopped, “Where
the fuck am I?” Lopez moved her head around and noticed the chipped
paint on the wall. There were no windows, only drywall surrounding
her. The door squeaked open and a man’s figure blocked off the
light from the outside room.

“Well, I’m glad that you’re awake. Finally,” the man said as he
pulled at a string that hung above her. The light blinded her and
she winced at the pain in her head. “My apologies. I know head
wounds are quite dreadful.”

Her eyes adjusted and watched as the man sat down near her on a
white doctor’s stool. “Where am I?”

“You are in a safe spot for the time being. The medication
should be helping you as we speak,” the man swiped her arm with a
swab and gave her a shot.

“What was that?” her eyes circled as the shot seemed to have an
instant effect to her eyesight.

“Morphine. For the pain, Lieutenant.” He sighed and undid the
straps, “I’m sure you will be pretty out of it and I should be safe
from your fight or flight instincts at least for now.” Lopez stayed
still and for an instance, pretended to be invisible. “My name is
Morty. I also was part of the Army, but back in my day, I was a
Major. Retired now.”

“Where are the rest of them?” her words slurred together.

“They’re okay. Safe as well.”

“Tony?” She slowly drifted off to sleep as the vision of the man
dissipated.

 

The Major stood up and closed the door behind him. He padlocked
it and walked over to the monitors. He had four CCTVs monitoring
Lopez, the house and the farmland outside. He sat down on the chair
and watched as Lopez slept. The cassette tapes surrounded him as he
worked.










Chapter 2

 


Tony sat up and looked towards the valley, “Where the hell is
she? She couldn’t have disappeared just like that.”

“We would’ve found something. Blood or… ” Scrape’s eyes drifted
downward and sighed heavily, “Her body.” He fell silent and sat
down near the fire they built. Jeremiah and Paul walked over from
their posts.

“Alright guys, you both are up.”

Tony took Paul’s rifle and walked towards the edge of the hill.
The night passed slowly and transitioned into morning without a
sighting of any Risers. Tony crossed his arms and walked towards
their makeshift camp. Jeremiah and Paul searched the wreckage,
pausing to look at certain things that may prove useful.

Jeremiah turned towards Tony, “Any Risers?”

“Nope, it’s weird; I would’ve thought the crash would have
brought some to the area. Out of curiosity at least.”

Scrape kicked at the ground and crossed his arms. He looked lost
in thought as he stared at the smoke rising from the
now-extinguished fire. “What’s our next move?”

Tony looked at Scrape, and noticed the sincerity in his face.
“We need to fan out and see what we can find. I’m sure we can cover
a lot of ground before nightfall.”

“I’m hoping she’s okay, man,” Scrape said as Tony looked down
and felt slightly guilty for thinking he was selfish. “I know she
means a lot to you, Tony, but she’s been the only one keeping me
clear in this situation. She’s not only my senior officer, but also
a friend and almost my sister.”

“I’m sorry. I know how it is to lose someone like that,
especially if they’re really your sister.” He closed his eyes and
saw Daniella once again, who then morphed into Lopez. He opened his
eyes and kicked the remainder of the dead fire. Scrape walked
towards Jeremiah.

“Let’s go then, she can’t be that far away.”

 

 

Paul stayed back with the campsite to keep it clear of the
Risers, after losing the paper-rock-scissors contest to Jeremiah.
The rest fanned out and searched for Lopez. Jeremiah wandered
through an obvious clearing where the pathway was deliberately
covered up. He pushed through the trees and shrubbery, and found a
farm and a large cornfield.

“What the hell is a farmer doing out here?” he treaded lightly
towards the end of the rows of corn and noticed a few trip wires
lining the stalks. That’s not normal, he thought aloud. He turned
back and headed towards Tony and Scrape.

As the three met up, Jeremiah motioned for them to follow.
“Guys, there’s a farm over here and a cornfield to feed half of
Biloxi.”

“What the hell?” Scrape perked up and walked closer. Jeremiah
stopped him short of a trip wire on the ground.

“Watch out, they’re booby trapped. They’re all along the
perimeter.”

“Risers don’t eat corn. Why would you want to protect corn?”
Scrape looked puzzled and crossed his arms.

“But humans do,” Tony replied and pointed at the farmhouse
ahead. “He might know we’re out here.”

“Maybe some survivors are scavenging out here?” Scrape looked
around.

“Have you seen any Risers?”

“No, I would’ve thought they’d be hunting us by now.” Jeremiah
walked closer to the pathway towards the house, “let’s get to that
house and check who lives there.”

 

They slowly approached the entrance of the main farmhouse area
and slowly opened the gate without tripping a wire or other hidden
traps. Tony marched up the stairs and knocked on the door. No
answer. He knocked once again, with more ferocity, and an older
gentleman opened the door.

“Hello? Who the hell are you?” the man pulled out a rifle. “I
don’t want any trouble, you hear?”

“Okay, sir. We’re not here for trouble. We’re actually from a
nearby base and had an accident by the hill up there.” Jeremiah
motioned towards the crash site. The man walked out of the house
and lowered the rifle.

“You mean that big crash from yesterday?”

“Yeah, our helicopter took a dive.” Scrape peeked at the
gentleman from behind Tony.

“Wow, wouldn’t think people could survive something like that.
You all need some medical attention?”

“We’re okay, sir, but we have someone missing from our group.
Our lieutenant is missing.” Jeremiah looked at Tony, who kept eye
contact with the old man.

“Oh, well. You all are the first living people I’ve seen in a
couple of months. She ain’t been around here, that’s for sure.” The
old man walked past the guys and turned around. Jeremiah and Tony
exchanged looks as Scrape stood behind Tony. “Where have my manners
gone? The name’s Charlie. Charlie Mortimer.”

“I’m Jeremiah. That’s Tony and Scrape.”

“Well, men. I have some work to do, but feel free to search the
farm. Be careful with some of my traps though. Those Risers are
shifty creatures.”

“Thanks, sir.”

“Please call me Charlie.”

“Thanks.” The guys stood still as Charlie walked towards the
barn and turned towards the house.

 

“He said she. How the hell does he know our LT is a she?!” Tony
grunted out and attempted to restrain his anger.

“I heard it too, man. But we gotta be sure she’s here, before we
go busting this guy’s head,” Jeremiah reasoned with Tony as he
walked towards the field.

They searched the fields and barn, but found nothing. A Riser
suddenly jumped near them and they were able to shoot it down
quickly. They turned around and found themselves alone.

“Where’d the old man go?” Tony looked at Jeremiah who looked at
Scrape. “No one was watching?”










Chapter 3

 


Charlie locked the door behind him and ran down to the monitors
in the basement. He was pleased that Lopez was still asleep from
the injection she received. His thoughts flooded his mind as he
remembered of all the things he had planned for her and he smiled
as he felt relief in knowing she was still alive. He continued to
watch her as she shifted around in her sleep when she suddenly sat
up and looked around. Her confused face was all Charlie focused
on.

 

Lopez was finally able to move around as the straps were
removed. She stumbled out of the bed and found that her legs
weren’t moving much and felt heavy with blood. She grabbed at her
legs and felt nothing but a sick feeling in her stomach. Was she
paralyzed? She moved a toe and immediately was relieved, but she
couldn’t walk. She felt for her face and found her nose and eyes
were fine as well, except for a fresh cut that was above her left
eye. She grimaced as she touched the jagged edges of the ripped
skin. She reached for the bed and pulled herself to something that
was stable. Tears ran down her face as she stayed in denial. This
is not happening, she thought.

“It’s temporary,” she said as she looked at her legs and left
her pant leg up. Bruises and gashes covered her mangled ankle. She
looked away and her sobs became wails for help and Tony. She
surprised herself when she yelled Tony’s name. She wanted to know
he was alive as well as the rest of the guys. She hoped she could
see them again as she lay back down and sleep managed to lull her
into safety.

 

The Major, or Charlie as he now called himself, crept into the
room and found Lopez sleeping soundly. He stood by and watched her
for a while until she stirred in her sleep. The sudden change
reminded him of what he had to do. He took the syringe from his
front chest pocket and shook the contents. The mixture looked
bloody and cloudy; it became denser as he violently continued to
shake it. He readied the syringe and plunged it into her arm. The
moment of anticipation slowly made its way to his mind as he
watched for something to happen, possibly a transformation like the
rest of them? He questioned himself for a second, but quickly
forgot what the question was. Slowly, Lopez’s body stiffened up and
shook violently. She suddenly sat up and lunged at him. He fell
back onto the floor and found that he was only hallucinating. She
lay motionless on the bed as he looked on.

“Nothing?!” he waited more but was left with her normal
breathing. Maybe she’s immune, he thought. “She’s the Key!” He
stood up and walked over to the door. Staring at nothing but the
door itself, “I must prepare her.” He shifted his weight and closed
the door behind him.

 

Lopez twitched and woke up as if escaping from a nightmare. She
sat up and felt her arm, and found a swollen puncture wound. “What
the hell is this?”

She pulled at the tubing hanging out of her arm and saw that the
rest of her arm was slightly discolored. She stood up and quickly
had to sit back down. An instant dizzy spell took over and left her
clutching her head. After it was over, a faint ringing in her ears
caused her to shake her head. She let go of her head and slowly
rose to her feet. “Okay, what the fuck was that?” Her hands were
shaking and she was covered in a cold sweat.

 

The Major opened the door and rolled in a tray of syringes and
medical supplies, including a scalpel. “Glad to see you’re
awake.”

“What…did you do?” She stammered and sat still on the bed. She
felt motionless as he smiled at her and closed the door behind
him.

“We had been trying to find something to combat this…situation?
Yeah, situation works,” he looked over as he fidgeted with the
tray. “Each person we would work on. Died or ate each other.” He
turned around, “but, not you. Not yet at least.”

“You mean a cure?”

“Better. It’ll be a new race of soldiers. A stronger, more
resilient and inexpensive kind that was more obedient and
train-able. However, each one we’d transform would end up with a
scalpel in the face. Or a bullet.”

“So that’s what happened to your soldiers? The whole battalion
was not good enough?”

“Come on, soldier. You know we have to protect our citizens from
all threats.”

She dropped her head and a laugh escaped her, “what
citizens?”

He stood back and waited as she fell back onto the bed. Her
expression showed defeat and her eyes watered.

 

The guys continued to search near the barn house and Scrape
wandered toward the corn field. Tony felt that the old man was
trying to tell them she was with him and they couldn’t do anything
about it. “He’s got her, Jeremiah.”

“He’s a pretty old man, we should be able to take him.” Jeremiah
watched as he saw Scrape running towards them.

“Bodies. Lots of them,” he motioned for them to follow.

“Holy shit, man,” Jeremiah pointed. “Not all of them look like
Risers.”

Tony walked over to a pile of bodies and used his rifle to push
one of the bodies over. He examined the body and called Jeremiah
over. “What kind of weapon would do that? I know that’s not just a
knife.”

Jeremiah leaned over, “nope, it looks like a laser or something
that cauterizes blood vessels. Both of his arms were severed that
way. With a single shot to the head? He’s a Riser, but it took him
a while to change into one.”

Tony grimaced as Jeremiah looked on, “this guy has to know
something.”

Scrape stood by and perked up. He stumbled over to Tony, “that
man. He’s by the barn. He’s coming this way.”

“Alright, let’s go.” The group ran towards the edge of the
clearing as Charlie walked slowly and held his rifle high. He knew
he was being watched by something or someone, he could feel it.
That’s how he got the position he was at, he remembered, and how he
survived each war and undead disaster. He’s a machine. He looked
around and found the pile he was looking for. He pushed one body
aside and focused on the one without limbs that the guys were
investigating.

“Ah, Corporal Sims, I knew you’d be of assistance after all. Too
bad it had to be when you were dead. Not the sniveling little piss
ant.” He suddenly sat up quickly when he heard something near the
edge behind him.

Tony smacked Scrape on the arm and caught the rifle before it
hit the ground.

 

 










Chapter 4

 


Charlie took out the syringe from his front pocket and extracted
something from the base of the body. He sealed the cap on the vial
and stood up. “Who’s out there?” He shouted and aimed his rifle at
the woods. “Come on out!”

Tony and the guys backed away from the edge and went deeper into
woods. Scrape tapped Tony’s shoulder and whispered, “We need a
diversion.”

“He’s going to follow and hunt us down,” Jeremiah whispered.

“She’s in there, I know it.” Tony looked back.

“We’ll get her back. But not now. Who knows what he has or who
he’s working with.” The guys ran closer to the crash as Tony looked
down and hesitated to follow.

Charlie ran over to the edge of the cleaning and fired a round.
He felt for his front pocket to make sure the syringe stayed still.
Tony and Jeremiah stood close and motioned to Scrape to head for
the house. Tony bolted towards the clearing as Jeremiah leaned on
the tree and watched them disappear.

“I hope this works,” Jeremiah readied his rifle and waited.

 

Scrape found the opening in the shrubbery that lead to the
house. He stood still as he heard the sudden noise at his feet.
“Shit.” He was thrown forward by a small blast and found himself in
a small pit. Jeremiah came running out of the forest and attempted
to reach Scrape but was a few feet short.

“Give me your hand. Scrape!” Jeremiah reached again.

Scrape looked at Jeremiah, dazed, “Man, I. I can’t move.”

“It’s okay, Scrape. You can just stay there, okay?” Jeremiah
looked around and found rope tied to the fence post.

“Where else am I going?”

 

Tony heard the gunshots ring out behind him as he continued
running. The blast made him turn around and head towards the house.
He knew there was trouble, but he had to keep Charlie mobile.
Charlie huffed and yelled at his prey, “I’ll get you, you sons of
bitches.” He was close by but Tony knew it would take him some time
to know where he was heading.

 

Jeremiah tied the rope near the tree and lowered himself down to
Scrape.

“I’m in bad shape, doc.” Scrape squinted up at Jeremiah, who
crouched down near him and looked at his wounds.

“Stay still.” Jeremiah flinched when he saw Scrape’s stomach was
torn open and one of his legs missing. The skin was gone from his
stomach and was losing too much blood. “We need to cut off your
bleeding.” He reached for his bag and Scrape grabbed his arm.

“You know, I’m dying. You can’t save me, Jeremiah,” Scrape let
go and winced at the pain. “Please just give me the meds and go.
He’ll be here any minute.”

Jeremiah closed his eyes and opened the bag, “I can’t.”

Scrape coughed and flinched, “you need to end it. I’ll be one of
them fast.”

“I can…”

“No, you can’t.”

Jeremiah pulled out the vials of morphine and potassium
chloride.

“Please.” Scrape gasped and coughed as Jeremiah hesitated to
look at him.

 

Tony reached the house and found Jeremiah sitting by the pit.
“Jeremiah?” Tony crouched down and put his hand on Jeremiah’s
shoulder.

“Scrape’s dead,” Jeremiah pointed to the bottom and looked away.
“We need to get that bastard.”

“We will, man. We will.” Tony stood up and picked up Jeremiah.
“We need to get back though and regroup.”

Jeremiah nodded.

 

 

The Major looked at Lopez’s wounds and splashed peroxide on her
arm, which woke her up and caused her to sit up. She cowered
against the wall and attempted to become invisible as the Major
grabbed at her arm. She jumped up, pushed him down and stumbled
through the door. She found the stairs and glided up onto the first
floor. The Major scrambled to his feet and hurried up the stairs.
He could hear her feet running through the house and knew he could
catch her.

Lopez pushed the front door open and stopped short of leaving.
She had no idea how the sun could blind her so badly. Her arms
burned and her legs ached, it felt as if she hadn’t moved in weeks.
She tripped over the Major’s shovel and was face to face with a
deep pit. She looked down and saw something familiar. Scrape. She
let out a sob and covered her mouth.

“No. Oh no no no.” She pushed herself away from the edge and
slowly got a hold of herself. She walked around the edge of the pit
and stopped to listen to the Major’s screams.

“You won’t survive out there alone! Your friends are all dead!”
he stumbled through the door and searched the yard. He picked up
the shovel and crept over towards the pit. “See. I got one of them
here.”

Lopez hid in the barn and watched as the Major angrily stomped
his feet in his tantrum. She snuck to the bales of hay and picked
up a pitchfork that was lying on the ground. The Major slowly
walked over trip wires and bear traps. He laid more out because of
the increased activity of Risers and now the soldiers nearby. He
walked towards the barn and heard one of the traps snap. He found
the trap was tripped by a stick.

“Shit.” He turned around and found Lopez, “I knew you wouldn’t
go far.” He dropped his arms and felt relieved.

She raised the pitchfork, “I don’t know what the hell you plan
on doing with me, but this bullshit stops here.” Suddenly, she felt
a sharp pain to her stomach which caused her to cringe and grab her
stomach, slightly dropping her guard.

“See. You need me.” The Major walked closer and Lopez raised the
pitchfork.

The pain still didn’t end, Lopez flinched, “what the hell did
you do to me?”

“You are an impressive specimen, my lady. You have taken to the
mutation quickly and with little side effects.”

“You made me one of them?!” She swung at him with all of her
anger and caused him to fall to the ground. He crawled backwards to
escape her reach as she inched closer.

“No. You’re. You’re different. You are what we need. We all need
you.” He looked up at her, “you can save a lot of people. Just
think of it, we would be Riser free.”

“Riser free? There is no one else to save!”

He continued to look at her and attempted his look of innocence
to appease her as he grabbed at his sidearm. “We have other
locations. Survivors, like you. We are rebuilding.”

“You’re lying.” She caught his arm with the pitchfork.

“If we’re going to save any one, you are not going to be there
to see it.” She stabbed him with the pitched and watched as he
fought with the protrusion in his chest. “There’s no way in hell
I’ll let you see anything anymore.” She put more pressure onto the
pitchfork as the Major smiled at her. She grabbed his sidearm and
ran towards the corn fields. She felt the knot in her stomach
tighten as soon as she picked up speed and reached the end of the
field. A Riser yelled and sniffed at her as she walked by. It just
watched her and didn’t attack. She continued on and saw the smoke
from a fire. “It’s the guys!”

She ran through the thick trees and into an open field. Tony was
walking in front of her and stopped. He dropped the rifle upon
seeing her and slowly approached her. She felt like running into
his arms but she was one of them now. His eyes welled up with tears
as his walk became a run.

“Lopez!” He grabbed onto her and held her. She tried to push him
away but he managed to hold on tighter.

“No! You can’t touch me. I’m one of them.”

“No, you’re not.”










Chapter 5

 


They walked together hand-in-hand towards the camp. Jeremiah
jumped up and ran over, “LT!” He hugged her and led her to a spot
to sit down.

“Jeremiah, my favorite doctor.” She fell over and held onto her
stomach.

“He did something to her.” Jeremiah grabbed her shoulder.

“He injected me. The mutation,” she cringed. “You have to stay
away.”

Tony held onto her as Jeremiah checked her pulse.

“You still have one, so we’re good on that. Your wounds seem to
be healing normally.”

“Where’s Paul?”

“He’s on patrol,” Tony shifted his feet. “Which reminds me, I’ll
be back.”

Jeremiah covered her wounds, “Tony nearly ripped that guy’s head
off.” Lopez smiled.

“I saw a few Risers on my way here but they just watched me. I
think I’m already turning into one of them.”

“No, you’re not. You’re probably experiencing some withdrawal
some whatever injection he gave you. What were you feeling? See the
color?” Jeremiah examined her face.

“Didn’t see the color. I just felt really numb and I was out
within a few seconds.”

“Some people used to have rohypnol, but I don’t think it would
cause dependence that quickly. We’ll keep an eye on you though.
It’s going to be a rough few days for you.”

“Thank you, Dr. Jeremiah.”

Jeremiah smiled and walked over to the fire. Tony walked over
and stayed with Lopez as she lay down.

Lopez looked at Jeremiah, “is he okay?”

“He couldn’t save Scrape.” Tony looked down and Lopez hugged
him. “I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to kill that guy.”

“You did help me, though,” she smiled and held onto him. He
returned her smile.

“So, what’s our next step, LT?”

“The Major mentioned something about rebuilding and having more
survivors somewhere. He had intel in that house.”

“They might all be Risers now.”

“We’ve gotta go back and find out for sure.”

 

 

Lopez shifted in her sleep as Tony walked over to her. Her eyes
were partially open and she was muttering frantically. Tony
crouched down and touched her exposed arm. She yelled out, “NO!”
and pushed Tony away, as he slightly fought with her until she
recognized him.

“It’s okay,” he said as he held onto her. She leaned her head on
his chest and started crying.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s going on,” she held onto Tony,
who in return sat quietly. “I feel like my skin is coming off.” The
last statement shocked her and she sat still.

Tony stroked her hair, “we can find something out when we go
back. I’m sure he had a crapload of info, Lopez.”

Lopez stayed quiet as Tony calmed her down, “My name is Elia.”
She looked up at Tony and smiled. He smiled back and hugged her
tighter.

He cleared his throat, “well, Elia. We’re going to find a way. I
promise you.” Tony bent his head and kissed her. “Try to go to
sleep. I’ll stay here. Okay?”

“Okay,” she closed her eyes as she held onto him.

 

Jeremiah and Paul sat near the edge of the pathway, looking out
towards the open field and house.

“Is she okay? She’s not dead, right?” Paul leaned on the tree.
Jeremiah shifted his feet as Paul continued, “she doesn’t have
special powers or anything, right?”

“She seems okay, but the guy did a number on her physically and
mentally.”

“Like beat her?” Paul held back, “I hope he’s dead.”

“I hope so too,” Jeremiah tensed up and looked towards the open
field. “Did you hear that?

Paul nodded and stood up as Jeremiah loaded the last of the ammo
into their rifles. “Here. Go get Lopez and Tony.”

“Alright,” Paul slowly snuck away as the noise got closer.

 

Paul shook Tony’s arm, “Tony. Wake up, man.” Tony’s eyes opened
and he nudged Lopez to wake her up.

“Lopez, nice to see you ma’am,” Paul smiled.

“At ease, Paul,” she smiled back as she slowly stood up. The
pain in her stomach had subsided for the moment.

“What happened? Risers?” Tony jumped up and helped Lopez to her
feet. Paul led them to Jeremiah, who was scanned the open field
ahead. Tony stood near Jeremiah and looked towards the pathway.

“I bet its coming from the barn house. Whatever it is,” Lopez
shifted her feet and leaned on the tree for support.

Paul leaned next to her, “are you okay, LT?”

Her eyes were closed, “yeah.” She opened her eyes and found
herself back in the small white room. She started to panic and
blinked quickly.

Paul’s voice rang out again, “LT?” She snapped out of it and
fell to the ground.

“Yeah,” she exhaled as Paul helped her up. Tony and Jeremiah
looked at her, “guys, I’m fine.” Tony touched her face and she
looked at him. “We need to go now.”

 

Her pale face scared him for a moment as Jeremiah reassured him.
“She’s going through withdrawals. I think the meds are working out
of her system. Her wounds are healing.”

Tony crossed his arms, “what can we do to help her?”

“I’ve given her all I can.”

“What can I do?”

“Tony. Give her time to heal. We’re through the tough part. Be
grateful she’s still alive, man.”










Chapter 6

 


Lopez closed her eyes and couldn’t move her legs. She finally
opened her eyes and found the Major staring at her. She walked
around the room and remembered that there were cameras situated
throughout the room. She blinked twice and was standing in front of
the fire at the crash site. Jeremiah walked over to her and checked
her wounds.

Lopez squinted, “how does it look?”

“Good. No infection, which is great. Won’t see a difference for
a while.” Jeremiah covered her wounds as Lopez sighed.

“I remembered a few things from that room.”

“More medical stuff?”

“Yeah, he had IVs and a tray of sharp tools, like scalpels.”

“A scalpel? May help us later,” he flashed his pin light into
her eyes.

“And he had cameras.”

“Cameras?” Jeremiah stopped.

“Yeah. I figured he might have been recording.”

“Alright, something to look for. Let’s get Tony and Paul.”

 

Paul walked over with rifle in hand as Tony was walking from the
edge.

“Anything?” Lopez asked.

“Nope, not yet,” Paul answered as Tony shook his head. “We have
everything set to make a run for it to the barn.”

“We have enough ammo to get there?”

“Yeah,” Tony pointed to the bag at his feet, “just enough.”
Jeremiah walked over and nodded that he was ready.

The group started to walk toward the barn and heard the rustling
sound from earlier. Tony took point as Jeremiah and Paul set
perimeter. Lopez walked toward the noise and found a small deer
staring at her. Suddenly, a Riser jumped out and over her. It
gritted its teeth and Tony recognized the uniform it was
wearing.

“It’s from the farm,” he pointed and shot at the Riser, which
only growled at him. The Riser nursed its arm and stared at the
group.

“What the hell is it doing?” Paul said from behind his
rifle.

“May be it doesn’t think we’re a threat,” Lopez exhaled.

“Bullshit,” Jeremiah lowered his sidearm. “Why is he not eating
us?”

The wave of confusion flashed on everyone’s faces, including the
Riser who suddenly stood upright and faced Lopez. She raised her
hands and attempted to stop shaking. The Riser raised his hand to
this brow, in a form of a salute.

“Did he just salute you, LT?” Paul lowered his rifle as the
Riser growled at him. Lopez returned the salute and the Riser ran
off in the opposite direction. They all stood in shock, Tony stared
at Lopez as Jeremiah closed Paul’s gaping mouth.

“See. They’re the ones who are changing, Elia. Not you,” Tony
walked over to Lopez and squeezed her shoulder causing her to nod
in agreement. They continued on and arrived at the barnyard.

“We can all search each area together,” Lopez slowly walked over
to the barn.

At the entrance of the barn, Jeremiah stayed back as Lopez, Paul
and Tony searched the first floor. They found the Major stuck in a
bear trap, attempting to chew off his leg.

Lopez cleared her throat, “Major?” He snarled and lunged at
her.

“Major?” Paul’s confusion mirrored Tony’s.

“Yeah, he was in charge of this makeshift base.”

“When we met him, he was acting like a civilian farmer until we
found his mass grave in the middle of the cornfields,” Tony said as
he aimed at the Major.

Lopez nodded and Tony shot the Major. He twitched for a while
and finally laid still. Lopez sighed as Paul motioned for them to
check the upper level. Tony and Paul went up and only found more
hay. They kicked at each bale looking for a Riser, but were lucky
not to have one in their faces.

Lopez looked around and noticed a hollow part in the floor, “Hey
guys!” She called up the ladder, “I think I found something.” Lopez
kicked off the hay from the floor and uncovered a wooden hatch.
Tony lifted the hatch as Paul peered in.

“Looks clear, Got a light?”

Lopez looked around and found a lantern filled with kerosene.
Tony reached into his pocket and gave Lopez his lighter. The
lantern glowed steadily and allowed for Paul to see towards the
back of the hidden room.

“LT, it looks like ammo and firepower. Maybe some supplies.”

Tony jumped down into the hidden room and confirmed what Paul
saw on first glance. With Paul’s aid, Tony was back up on the first
floor. “Nothing else.”

“Alright, I’m sure we’ll find more in the house.” Lopez said as
she and the group walked out of the barn. Jeremiah followed them
over to the house.

“What did you all find?” Jeremiah asked.

“Weapons, ammo and supplies,” Tony answered as Lopez opened the
front door to the house. Tony and Paul walked in with weapons
drawn, leaving Lopez and Jeremiah to follow quietly. “Seems clear
up here,” as Tony flicked on the lights.

Various cases filled the main room, containing awards for valor
and a purple heart. “He was decorated.”

“And completely crazy,” Lopez added.

Tony turned towards the end of the hallway and found a door
unlike the rest in the house. He stopped short, “Elia?”

Lopez walked over to Tony and saw the door. She stood still and
shook as her body went into a panic. Slowly, she blinked and found
herself back in the white room. She ran frantically around,
attempting to get out. She blinked her eyes again and found Tony
hovering over her.

“It’s okay, Elia. I think this is too much for you.” He picked
her up and carried her over to one of the bedrooms. He placed her
down on the bed and called Jeremiah over.

“What happened?” Jeremiah ran in and checked her pulse. Paul
followed right after with the rest of Jeremiah’s supplies.

“We found the door to the basement.”

Lopez nodded and continued to stare at Tony who sat on the bed
next to her.

“She’s in shock,” Jeremiah searched the supplies Paul brought.
Tony held onto Lopez’s hand as Jeremiah checked her heart again.
She squeezed his hand and closed her eyes.

“She needs to rest. I think she just had a panic attack.”

Tony looked at Jeremiah, “I’ll stay with her.”

“That would be the best thing right now, Tony. Paul and I can
check out the basement.” Jeremiah popped up and smiled at Tony,
then followed Paul out of the room.

“Is she okay?” Paul’s concerned look shocked Jeremiah.

“Sort of,” Jeremiah answered as he opened the basement door,
“she has a lot of work ahead.”










Chapter 7

 


Lopez looked up at Tony, “I think I’m losing my mind.”

“After what you’ve been through, it’s amazing that you’re still
you.” Tony looked at her hand and noticed a scar near her
wrist.

Lopez realized what he saw, “before all of this, I lost my
father. He was everything since my mother had died when I was
8.”

Tony held her hand as she continued her story.

“They placed me in different foster homes, until I turned 18
when I was finally free to do what I wanted to do. Join the
military,” she sighed. “Most of the homes were okay, with nice
people and lots of other kids. But this particular couple, there
was something about them. I couldn’t pin point it at the time until
one night. I had the bright idea to sneak out. Once I came back in,
they were waiting for me. The man, Mr. Shaw, whipped me and threw
me into the bedroom closet. I had raised my hand to protect myself.
The buckle from his belt opened up my arm.”

“Oh my god, Elia. Did they take you to the hospital?”

“Yeah, after one of the other kids found me. It took 13 staples
to close up my arm. He tried to blame it on “suicidal tendencies.”
Almost got away with it, too but my foster brother told them the
truth,” she raised her hand and felt the scar as Tony hugged
her.

“I’m so sorry,” he said as he kissed her forehead.

“Not your fault, but thanks,” she closed her eyes as Tony stared
ahead, making sure nothing would hurt her again.

Paul reached for the light switch and flicked it on. The
florescent lighting buzzed above them as they reached the last
stair.

“Holy shit.” Jeremiah pointed towards the monitors. Paul walked
over and flicked another switch where all the monitors turned on.
“Lopez was right, he had cameras.” Jeremiah turned and found tapes
marked with different names. “And he was recording.”

 

Paul stayed near the monitors situating each tape, as Jeremiah
found 2 makeshift jail cells covered in coagulated blood. Paul
stood up and called Jeremiah over, “Here’s Lopez’s tape and a sort
of sidebar dictation recorded on this tape recorder.”

“He documented everything,” Jeremiah walked over to the white
room and walked in. “We can find out for sure what he injected her
with.”

“There are notes, maps, you name it. He knew all of us and was
making his own experiments.” Paul rubbed his eyes.

Jeremiah walked out of the room, “we can monitor this later and
have a quick rest before continuing.”

 

Tony woke up and found Lopez missing from the bed. He jumped up
and rushed out of the room.

“Elia?” he walked to the main room and found Jeremiah sleeping
on one of the couches and Paul snoring on the sofa. He remembered
the basement and found the door open.

 

Lopez sat in the white room and looked around. It felt alien at
first until she closed her eyes. She heard the door open and saw a
shadow in the doorway. She attempted to focus her eyes and
recognized the shape of the Major who stood motionless before
finally lunging out at her. She jumped back onto the tray behind
her and hit the wall. Tony ran in as Lopez struggled to get up and
attempted to help her up.

“I’m fine!” she shook him off.

“Okay.” He walked away from her and out of the room. She
followed him out after realizing she had pushed him away.

“Wait, Tony.”

He kept walking as she shifted her weight and yelled, “STOP!”
She held back, “Please, Tony. I’m sorry.”

He sighed, “what are you sorry for? I’m smothering you,
right?”

She looked down sheepishly.

“Right?” he waited for confirmation.

“No,” she finally answered and gave him eye contact. “I need
you.”

He softened his safe and was taken aback. Lopez felt embarrassed
that she said that and blushed at the thought.

“I know. I never thought I’d ever trust anyone as much as you.
Wow, that sounds really corny,” she looked down.

He smiled, “Yeah, but you meant it.” He paused, “What do you
need help with?”

“We need to go through the tapes, especially mine. I…I don’t
think I can do this alone.”

Tony nodded.

 

A sudden explosion shook the house and Paul screamed out,
“Risers!”

Jeremiah and Tony took their position as Lopez shot at the surge
of Risers. Paul was able to snipe a few as they reached the
house.

“Paul, get in the house, we can take care of the rest,” Jeremiah
motioned toward the house. Paul ran inside as tony took his place.
After taking out the rest, they examined the bodies.

“Looks like the people from our old base,” Jeremiah pushed the
body over, “The civs.”

“I’m glad we found all that ammo,” Lopez sighed.

“Yeah, we should be fine for a while,” Tony added. “Although, we
have to eat corn for a long while.”

 

“Alright, guys. All the videos show the treatment he was
starting up, before the Risers. See that?” Lopez pointed at the
date stamp, “1988.”

“Way long before,” Paul pointed at the patient’s clothes. “He’s
been at this for a long time until Lopez kicked his ass.”

Lopez shook her head, “I got lucky.”

“Lucky for us, you did,” Tony smiled,” we listened to a few of
his dictation tapes afterwards.”

Jeremiah picked up another tape, “he’s by far, the worst
wanna-be doctor ever. Hook them on methadone or morphine and work
on their weaknesses.”

“We found the vial he injected you with and it was just filled
with saline solution. He painted the outside of it to look like
blood.” Paul lifted the vial and Lopez inspected it.

“I never saw it, I’m sure people would believe it,” Lopez loaded
another video. “He knew who we were, obviously. Someone supplied
him with access. It had to be Colonel Robinson.”

Tony dug through the paperwork on the desk adjacent to the
monitors. “He is Major Mortimer Jameson, 53rd
Battalion.”

“Same as Colonel’s last base. The 53rd,” Jeremiah
answered.

“He wanted the ultimate soldier. A brainwashed soldier willing
to do anything. The Risers just gave him more reason to do that and
play with survivors.”

“Shit. He killed his whole battalion on tape. They’re in the
corn fields, waiting to decompose,” Paul angrily said. “The fucker
had plans for us.”

“He said there were more survivors. Super soldiers already on
the ground.”

Tony gasped as he read on, “Buxton was one.”

“Your unit was attacked by Risers, right?” Paul asked.

Tony sighed, “That’s what I saw. Or what they made us go
through.”

“Just like at our recent base, they unleashed the Risers for
control. They knew a few of us would survive and hence, be sent to
this place. But what caused the Risers?” Jeremiah looked on.

“They didn’t know,” Tony blurted out and gave the paper he had
been reading to Lopez, “They were just convenient for the time,
since their experiment was cut short by the government.”

“But who the hell needs super soldiers now? Everyone’s dead.”
Paul crossed his arms.

“At least, we think everyone’s dead. All of these bases are
gone, I’m sure of it.” Lopez pointed to the paper in her hand.

“What’s our next move?” Jeremiah looked at the group.

“We need to get all we can and get the hell away from here. He
had this going for someone who is likely expecting results,” Lopez
instructed.

“So we take everything and burn the rest,” Tony asked.

Lopez nodded, “Let’s get the hell out of here.”

 

The house went up in flames quickly as they walked towards the
end of the pathway. They set up camp at the crash site once
again.

 

Lopez held onto a local map, “there should be some transport
available at Clark City, who has an armory base. It’s about a….”
Lopez calculated quietly.

“A 2 day hike,” Tony answered.

Lopez smiled, “yep. So let’s get going at daylight.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Paul saluted and headed toward the edge for patrol
as Jeremiah grabbed his rifle and followed.

“Tony?” Lopez looked up at him, “I have no idea what I’d
do…”

“I know,” Tony smiled and hugged her. “You don’t need to say
it.”

She reached up to kiss him and slowly pushed away. Tony looked
confused and grabbed her arm.

“Are you okay, Elia?” she turned away and fell to the
ground.

“Get the hell away from me!” her voice changed into a growl.
Tony backed away from her as Lopez twitched and held onto the
ground to steady herself. She suddenly sniffed the air and snarled
at him.

“Elia?” he got closer to her and crouched down.

She lunged at him and landed on his chest, “I can’t control it,
Tony.” She flung her head back and bit Tony on the neck. The blood
flowed down her face and throat. Tony yelled for Jeremiah and Paul
but no one came.

 

Suddenly, Lopez woke up in Tony’s arms, which also woke up with
Lopez’s jolt.

“Are you okay, Elia?” she shook her head and looked around. The
fire at the makeshift camp was dying out, “Elia?”

She calmed down and nodded, “I’m okay.” She settled back into
Tony’s arms and watched the fire. She listened to Tony breathing as
he stroked her hair. She had to keep herself awake. Stay awake.

 










Author's Note


Thank you for reading! Please, if possible, leave a comment.
Like or Hate it? Tell me what you think. 
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