New York, October 21st 2030, 1:26 AM: A middle-aged man in a tenement apartment drifts off to sleep. He wakes suddenly with a yelp as staccato gunfire breaks through the monotonous traffic sounds of the city night. On the street below, two groups of young gangsters rush to take whatever cover is available as they unload their magazines at each other, the two-way hail of automatic gunfire claiming half the combatants in the opening seconds.

The middle aged man goes to the window, watching the display of death with detached interest, like a child with an ant farm. Other residents are just as apathetic. The old women next door simply puts cotton in her ears and attempts to go back to sleep. No one bothers to call the police. They wouldn't have come anyway. In the end, one of the street gangs is routed and hunted down, violence having taken the lives of many teenagers, some born with the spark of intellectual curiosity who could have become something great if they had only been given a chance.

The old man chuckles as he gets back into bed and goes into a coughing fit. The choking smog would guarantee that his battered lungs would probably cause him to asphyxiate and die in his sleep within the next few years. If that didn't get him, a workplace accident at his dangerous industrial job would, or maybe he would be stabbed by a mugger with a heroin addiction. The only guarantee is that when death comes for him, he won't give a shit.

This is life for the majority of residents of the once-proud city of New York. From the blasted remains of the Statue of Liberty, to the rubble that used to be skyscrapers, to the wispy roiling smog, it is clear that the soul of this city has been as thoroughly crushed as the soul of its inhabitants. In stark contrast stands the rebuilt skyscrapers and gleaming sidewalks of the corporate buildings. The only way to get ahead in this town is to have been born into a corporate family or to claw your way up the ladder of organized crime. Either way, you can kiss your humanity and compassion goodbye.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Dr. Benjamin Lennox sat in a squalid boiler room of an apartment complex, his used (but still in good condition) motorbike propped against the wall. The sounds of gunfire roared in the background. Like so many others, he simply didn’t care. He was doing the one thing that he enjoyed, reading.

He lay on a stolen cot on the floor, curled in a fetal position, the hanging light casting just enough light to illuminate his copy (one of the last remaining) of "Demon Haunted World" He longed for an enlightened society where he could live in peace...but such a society did not exist.

He was wanted, that much was true. But it wasn’t as if the locals could divulge his location, lest they become targets themselves... And it wasn’t as if he couldn’t make them forget who he was.

Dr. Lennox is interrupted from his reading by a loud, aggressive pounding on the door. "This is the police, open up!"

Dr. Lennox draws his Glock 18, pockets his book, and turns the cot on its side, quickly placing it in front of the small corridor leading from the door to the boiler room. This would slow them down a bit. He then got behind the corner and said, "Is all this really necessary? I have done nothing wrong." In truth he really hadn't, and he was hoping that the police would listen to the voice of reason.

"Wouldn’t you rather be home, doing something you enjoy? I know I would like a nice house, with a dog and someone to make love to at night. But the government has sort of ruined that for me... MY only real crime is being a talented psychologist who refused to violate someone’s trust. That trust could have been yours, it could have been that of your child or someone you love! Do you really want to do this, if they get their hands on me, I am as good as dead!! Please, don’t make me defend myself, I don’t want to hurt anyone! But I don’t want to die either."

Dr. Lennox looked for a way to escape, a ventilation shaft, anything he could fit his body through quickly and with a reasonable amount of safety.

In the time it takes Dr. Lennox to make his impassioned speech, one of the officers loads a frangible round into his 12 ga and blows the handle and locks off the door as his partner applies his shoulder to it and bursts into the room. Though not decked out in heavy combat armor, these two officers are wearing solid vests and carrying shotguns. A half-trained psychologist with a glock18 and a mattress for cover would be no match against these. Possible escape routes include an open window leading out into the (deserted) street or up onto the roof of the building. There's also Dr. Lennox's dirtbike close at hand to consider.

Dr. Lennox realized the futility of trying to reason with the police, and he quickly(very quickly) asses his situation. He can either climb out the window onto the streets, where he may be pursued, leap on his bike and try to bull rush past them and not get shot. Or he can always get himself trapped on the roof. Trying bull bull rush them and not be filled with buckshot would be suicide, so he takes option number one and climbs through the window out onto the streets.

He looks for a place to hide the moment his feat touch the ground(and just as the cops have gotten themselves organized after breaking down the door) Be it an open door, a fence to jump, anything to get him out of the sight of the corporate police.

Lennox takes two running steps toward the open window before the cop has a chance to fully take in the room and clambers out.

Lennox almost slips and falls out the window, but barely manages to keep his balance enough to lower himself down so that the drop is not too painful. After picking himself up and dusting himself off, he sees the squad car. It looks like just one pair of cops came to make the arrest.

Dr. Lennox doesnt have much time. He sees the squad car...

"It may dangerous to try and steal that thing" He thinks to himself as he looks for an escape route that may be more plausible.

WHile he feverishly thinks he does have the sense of mind to move his head, away from the window.

If he cant find another escape route though, he may be forced to "borrow" the car.

The squad car is unlocked, but the keys aren't in the ignition. It would have to be hotwired. On the other hand, there are plenty of fence's and people's yards around here, and Lennox knows that there's a subway station 3 blocks from here. There's also a manhole leading to the sewer, although it is quite heavy as manholes are wont to be. Lastly, across the semi-busy street there's an alleyway behind the stores there.

Dr. Lennox quicky decides against the car... that would be suicide... So he(as quickly and silently as he can) makes his way to the subway station, the cops here were on to him, and he needed to be... somewhere else. He took as direct a route as possible, while still puting physical barriers like fences and entire buildings between himself and the police(as many as he can) ANd trying to make sure any patroling cops didnt see him.

Stealth quickly proves to be futile as the cop sticks his head out the window to see the good doctor running. They both run down the stairs to catch up.

Rushing down the steps, the cops anticipate where Lennox is going and split up to try and pincer him. He runs through a narrow alley and realizes his mistake when he sees one cop in front of him and the other behind. He manages to clamber over the fence and continue the chase, but they definitely have the edge over him now.

"Oh hell" Dr. Lennox thought to himself as he desperatly attempts to escape... He consideres using a few of his special talents to gain the upper hand. He makes a quick choice, and as he is running from the fence he just climbed over, he looks back, and attempts to send them into a world of pain that they could not possibly imagine.

Feeling himself to be in a tight spot, Benjamin reaches out with his mind to touch the mind of one of his pursuers in an attempt to convince the man's brain to send signals of intense pain throughout his body. It is a cruel thing to do, but sometimes necessity overrides morality.

Just as the doctor feels himself breaking through the officer's meager defenses, he trips over a sprinkler and has to catch his balance, ruining the attempt. Oh well, this cop's mental barriers are so close to non-existant that a second attempt should be child's play. Still, the task at hand is to lose those cops.

As Benjamin clambers over another fence, he hears the cop behind him trip over that same damn sprinkler, only the officer isn't quite as agile and falls flat on his face! The other cop is nowhere in sight at the moment, however, and could be quite bothersome.

Ben reached out, his mind just about to crack the will of his pursuer, when he trips over a sprinkler, he nearly falls on his face, but in a feat of agility, manages to regain his balance in time to quickly climb over a block wall, and hear one of the cops trip over the same sprinkler... "Here the fuck is the other one?" he said to himself in a near whisper as he continues to make good his escape. He looks and listens for the cop, making sure that, as well as escape, he doesnt put himself in any ambush positions... He does not want to confront that cop

Lennox realizes where the other cop was when he goes to the aid of his fallen partner. The good doctor knows he had gotten away when one asks the other where the suspect went, and the other replies that he doesn't know. Before they can find out, Lennox heads down into the subway station.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Ernesto Vega had to admit that he missed Cuba. The air was cleaner, the population density was lower and by and large one was not reminded of how the mighty had fallen. Cuba had never really managed to make it big into the world stage, but the memory of once American greatness lingered in every corner of New York City. That had been a different time, a time before he had been born when the mighty United States of America had for all intensive purposes ruled the world. Now, most of New York City resembled a garbage dump. No, that was not true. Only the non-corporate parts of New York City had lost their grandeur, which was most of it. Aside from the nostalgia, he had to admit that the trip had bore with it some benefits. The work was steady here. He was as popular here as an Engineer in Berlin, or a whore in Taipei.

He had managed to find himself a decent place, a one bedroom crash-pad in the border of a corporate sponsored neighborhood. It was a rather ironic position to be in, considering that south of his location the area was rowdy, dangerous and loud. It was a place that he felt comfortable in. It was a world where life and death meant little, and only the strong survived. He had seen dozens of would be tough-guys and the occasional woman lose their lives over something as trivial as appearance. The rules of the land were simple, travel at your own peril. The truth was that everyone had a gun, and something as simple as a 9mm did not overly care who you were. The corporates knew this, and they stayed away from the streets, living in their own sterile and heavily patrolled suburbs or designated areas. Of course, he did not overly like corporates. No, that was not true. He loved corporates, simply because they had the money to pay him. His work in the good old US of A had revolved around corporations. One corp. trying to fuck another, while he and a few others ended up being the instruments for that. Needed someone killed? That can be arranged. A rival corp. stumbled or developed a product that you did not wish to enter the market? That product can be retired too or stolen if you prefer. The universal truth of the world was simple. Everything can be arranged, for the right price and that price was negotiable. He preferred currency, but women, guns and the proper booze could substitute too. Hell, he would kill just about anyone for a bottle of Craggenmore.

His living room was sparse, having within just what he needed to work his trade and allow him the few comforts he desired. It had a couch and a rocking chair, a table with two folding chairs and a picture of Fidel Castro before the corporate bullet had gotten to him. His bedroom was not much better; it was a matter of need. He did not need the pleasantries that the average corporate stooge craved. He had his tools and this place; it was really all that he needed. Well, not quite. There was always the desire for better tools. He had grown up using Russian equipment, and then graduated to American. Now, he craved European arms. After all, if you were going to play with the best you had the pack the best. He stood from his rocking chair and walked to a nearby closet, retrieving from within his revolver. It was a Raging Bull .454, a weapon that he had originally thought was American but a little digging had discovered had been built in Brazil. It was a weapon built for intimidation as much as killing, as the local gang members had discovered. Living in a city was all about knowing where you fell on the pecking order. The nanosecond he had moved into this apartment, he had a visit from the local collection agency. The gang had come to his door expecting a gringo ready to cow-tow to their demands. Instead, they had run straight into him. Negotiations had lasted a bare thirty three seconds. After their leader fell over with half his forebrain missing, they broke and ran. He had not heard about them since, although he still did not allow himself the luxury of feeling safe. Complacency was a sin in this world.

He took a deep breath, sighing softly as the loud sounds of music seeped through his walls and assaulted his living room. His ears were augmented, and they immediately compensated for the sounds lowering their volume almost instantly. It was still an annoyance but he could deal with it. He knew those four gringos, and they were decent enough people. If they would put up with his salsa, he would put up with their rap. His pistol was holstered, his eyes closing for a moment as he mentally reminded himself that it had been two weeks since his last job. He needed to get himself back in the game. Maybe this time, he could afford one of those fancy H&K sniper rifles he had been wanting for quite sometime. Hell, if all went well he could maybe even pickup one of those .50 caliber anti-materiel rifles. If nothing else he had to keep his car up to standard. The 1965 Mustang was older than god by now, and it had a tendency of breaking down at the most inconvenient times. It needed a new radiator. Fuck, it needed a new everything, but it was secondary to his tools. He needed the best possible tools for his task. In that manner, he was no different than a surgeon or a doctor. The crucial difference was that they cared about life or they were supposed to. In truth, there was no difference. It was all about money and talent. A surgeon could save life, it was what he did. His talent was ending it. He opened his eyes, standing up and walking towards his small kitchen. His rice and beans should be ready. Afterwards, he would place a few calls and see what kind of work was about.

Ernesto Vega's phone rings as he goes over to make some calls. The phone identifies the caller as a Mr. Andy J.T.

His kitchen was small, cramped but neat. It was arguably the cleanest part of the house with the possible exception being the closet where he stored most of his tools. His rice and beans were ready, and he searched for a plastic plate in order to help himself to his meal. The truth was that he hated doing dishes. It was not something a man did. He could have bought a dish washer but his funds were channeled into his necessities and a dish washer was not one of them. It took him only a few minutes to gather the food into his plate before he helped himself to a Heineken. Americans had never been able to produce a decent beer, and his stock of Presidente had run out.

He sat down in a folding chair and took a bite out of his rice with a plastic fork, his facial expression narrowing slightly. Shit, a definite improvement but he was never going to match his mother’s cooking. He sighed softly, nostalgia creeping slowly up his spine before it was ruthlessly repressed. He was not in Cuba and odds were he would not see its shores for sometime. He had accepted that, so why was it that as of late he had begun to feel slightly uneasy? This was still the land of opportunity, and he planned on milking that opportunity as much as he could. All that he needed was a couple of big hits. After that, the ball would start rolling on its own. He frowned, digging into his rice and beans with a bit more effort after each bite. He reached for the beer, gulping down about a quarter of its contents before the phone rang.

The Heineken was placed down at the edge of the table, the plastic fork and knife joining it a moment later as he stood from his chair and walked to the couch. The phone rang three times before he got to it, the corded phone brought to his ears as he spoke. “Hello.” His voice was neutral and obviously laced with an accent that would suggest the speaker was of Hispanic descent. A heartbeat later, the voice at the other end of the call identified itself as Mr. Andy J.T. He paused, considering for a moment if the name rang a bell. He was silent for three and half seconds as he considered before realization hit home. “Mr. Andy, how may I help you?” The tone changed slightly, becoming a bit more professional and retaining its neutral quality. Andy was not a member of his inner circle. Furthermore, he rarely received social calls. If Mr. Andy was calling him, then a job was a possibility. If not, then they would chat for a moment and he would go back to his meal. He did not give out his number freely. If one had it, then there was generally a reason for it.

After a time, the voice on the other end responds. It is a deep, gravely voice. "Just call me Andy. I have a proposition for you, but this line isn't secure. Go outside in exactly 15 minutes. We will talk then."

The pitch and tone of the voice at the opposite end of the phone was of interest to him and as such he listened for it. When the man finally spoke, he was formulating an idea about his caller. The name was familiar but at the moment he could not quite place it. The likelihood that the man was an enemy was possible, but not likely. It felt like a real deal, even if it was not following his usual procedure for hiring himself out. Still, he was not one to waste a possible opportunity. He would simply have to take steps to make sure that it was a safe encounter. “I will be there.” With those words said, he gently hanged up the phone. He had never been one for pointless conversation, and if Mr. Andy felt that the line was not safe, then it was pointless to exchange pleasantries.

He walked back to the table and sat down once more, his eyes glancing down at the watch upon his right wrist. He had fifteen minutes to meet Mr. Andy that was plenty of time. It took him two minutes to plow through his rice and beans, after which the plastic plate and utensils were disposed of. It took him another five minutes to wash his face, slide into his clothes and walk over to his tool closet. He settled for packing his revolver, deciding on packing only fifteen bullets. Five on the gun itself with two speed loaders in case he needed it. Finally, he made sure to pocket a single explosive and WP grenade. That should take care of any unforeseen problems as well as present a credible MAD scenario. All that was left now was to take a moment and see if he could stack the deck a bit more in his favor. In order to accomplish that however, he needed to pay a visit to his fifth story neighbors. He still had six and a half minutes before the meeting. It should not be a problem.

It took him forty five seconds to leave his room, lock his door and dart upstairs to the fifth floor. It did not take him much longer than that to make it to his final destination, room 54 the heavy iron door standing out from all others about. He stopped before the door and knocked on it six times using a pattern that would let those within the room know that there was no need to shoot through the door. He heard the sounds of heavy footsteps approaching the door, a metal slit pushed aside as a pair of angry eyes looked him over. “Hey! Ernesto! How you doin` man?” He smiled slightly, his shades reflecting Jose’s eyes back at him. “Saludos Jose. I am good. Listen, I have a favor to ask you and your boys.” Jose hesitated for a moment, arching a brow before he shrugged. “The usual man?” He nodded. “Si. The usual.” Jose frowned, shaking his head. “Listen mano`, I am about to get me some ass…” He frowned. “Jose…” His tone changed, letting a bit of his irritation filter through. Their relationship was…unusual. Jose was not family, but he was more or less a friend. They were Hispanic, and that was their bond in this place. He asked for a favor here, and he paid it off there. They had a worthy arrangement. They both knew that. “I have gringo coming over in…three and a half minutes. I need you and your boyz, to keep and eye out and see if I need the assist. You help me out, and I help you out. That is the way the world works man.”

Jose hesitated, considering for a moment. It was obvious that he had no goodwill towards man, and from what he could see moving behind him there was indeed a woman or two in there. So he was not lying on that regard. Jose paused, rubbing his jaw for a moment before he spoke once more. “Our usual arrangement?” He nodded. “Our usual, but tell you what. I will throw in a six-pack.” Jose’s eyes lit up at that, his own booze stock had run dry two days ago. “Shit man! Why did you not say so earlier? Presidente?” He shook his head. “Sorry amigo, don’t have Presidente. I got Heineken.” Jose frowned once more. “European mierda mano, I did not think you drank that stuff.” He shrugged. “It’s not that bad. All right, I am running out of time Jose.” His tone was flat and dry as he spoke, his left hand moving to remove his sunglasses and stare at the Hispanic man past the slit. “I will give you a six-pack guaranteed, and I will give you another one if I need you. That is the best I can offer. Other than that, all I can give you is my appreciation.” Jose paused, immediately aware that this was the last and best offer he would receive. “Okay. Okay. You got your back up mano. Me and my boyz will make sure you are all right.” He smiled. “Gracias. I will bring the booze as soon as I can. Until then, keep an eye out and see what turns up.” He nodded, and turned on his heels. His left hand sliding the mirror shades back over his eyes as he began to walk towards the stairwell. He had 75 seconds left.

He made it to the front door of his building with twenty seconds to spare, his eyes darting about his immediate surroundings. Two blocks north was the start of a corporate backed neighborhood. As such, this was a fairly bad place to start a shoot out. This did not mean that it did not happen, but it was a bit rarer than most spots. The reason being that heavily armed and heavily armored corporate guards were attracted to gunfire like flies to shit. It was true that they did not care about who died outside of their patrol areas, but bullets did not care about where they ended up. The last time a shoot out had occurred in the block, it had been due to two rival gangs fighting for turf. It had ended up when a corporate team had intervened and flat lined over a dozen gang members. He took a deep breath, his eyes darting down towards his watch. It was time. His eyes looking for Mr. Andy as well as any other person that could be a conceivable threat. His plan was simple. He was going to make contact with Mr. Andy and work from there. If this was a setup, his friends in the fifth floor and the roof should buy him enough time to get himself out of trouble. If that did not work, he had his two grenades to work with and his .454 revolver. It was as good a plan as any. As such, he waited by the door leading to his apartment building. The door was ajar, allowing him to dart inside if problems arose.

As Ernesto walks out the door (right on time), a new Cadillac with tinted windows rolls up. The back door opens and a muscular but medium-built man with cold, soulless eyes motions for Ernesto to get in. He is wearing an expensive suit and has no visible weapons, armor, or cybernetics.

It was impossible for him to miss the Cadillac as it moved through the street as if it owned it. Damn, brand new too? His eyes followed the car, immediately aware that he would likely be asked to step inside and if he did, his backup would be unable to offer assistance in case negotiations broke down. He frowned slightly, his thoughts confirmed a moment later when the muscular man with the soulless eyes motioned for him to enter the vehicle. He could see no weapons, armor or cybernetics but that did not mean they were not there. It was a nice suit though and he doubted the man would want to get blood in it. He took a deep breath, deciding that the prudent thing to do was see what hand fate would deal him. He really did need a job to keep his mind at ease, and the money never hurt.

He took a step forward and then another, his eyes darting about his surroundings for a moment as if looking for something. He stopped moving in the edge of the sidewalk, his posture changing slightly his weight transferred to his right in a curious motion. In the fifth floor and the roof, Jose catches the signal, meaning that it looked good but to wait a while. The AK-47 beneath him was a good weapon, and through the scope he could partially see the man in the suit. If Ernesto got inside that car, there was nothing they could do. And so he waited, confident that Ernesto knew what the hell he was doing and that he was getting that six-pack that he promised.

He watched the muscled man for only a moment longer before nodding and bending down a bit, his eyes trying to see if there were anymore friends inside as well as what spot inside the vehicle had been designated at his own. A heartbeat later he was trying to move inside the vehicle, his black leather jacket, mirror shades, black jeans and leather boots making him stand out like a blemish in the face of movie star in comparison to the finely dressed muscle around him. Once he found his intended spot he would take a deep breath and look around, searching for the man that had made this trip possible. He was now away from the reach of his would be backup, but he was not terribly concerned. Without risk there was no reward, and he still had a card or two to fall back on if he needed it. The question now was what Andy had in mind, and if he would be able to deliver. He would not take a job that he did not have a chance to reasonably complete. He knew his limits, and disliked trying to mislead those that hired him. He wanted to hear what Andy had to say. After that, he would be able to tell him if he was the man he was looking for, or if what he wanted he could not complete.

The moment that Ernesto disappeared within the vehicle, Jose and his boyz would watch and wait. It was out of their power now, but they would do nothing but wait and watch until the Cadillac either drove of away from their line of sight or allowed Ernesto to exit the vehicle.

Ernesto Vega: The man Ernesto assumed to be a bodyguard turns out to be Andy himself as he is the first to speak. "Pleasure to meet you Mr. Vega." He extends his hand. "As your reputation preceeds you, and I feel no need to disclose my personal details, I'll keep this short." He motions to the driver "Take her around the block, Tony." As the car begins to move, he continues. "I know that you specialize in solving problems... people problems. Should you choose to accept my offer, you will work with a small group of individuals to take care of a very dangerous individual. Your pay will be five thousand dollars. If you're as good as you say, it should be a clean and quick job. The details are on this disk. Commit them to memory. The disk will destroy itself in one hour. If the offer is not to your liking, then we never met. I don't know who you are, and you do not know me. Do we have a deal?"

The car was comfortable beneath him and as such, he allowed himself to settle a bit more into it. When the man that he had assumed to be a bodyguard turns out to be Andy himself he blinked. His expression shifting slightly from mild surprise to a bit of embarrassment. When Andy offered his hand, his right hand moved and reached for his own. His hold on it being firm but unassuming, immediately hinting at the nature of the man beside him. When he spoke of his reputation he said nothing, although he did nod when he spoke of keeping it short. “I prefer it that way Andy.” When he motioned to the driver, his eyes naturally followed the motion. The second he continued however, his eyes returned to his. His left hand moving as he removed his mirror shades and slid them into a pocket. He had always found it rude not to look at someone’s eyes when one talked business.

He did not reply to his words about his specialization. The fact was that there was no need for him to do so. He did blink when he spoke of working with a small group of people, but he said nothing. He did not wish to interrupt Andy in the middle of his pitch, he would speak of his reservations when the opportunity provided itself. He remained silent as his would be buyer continued, his eyes sliding towards the disk as he spoke of it. If there was not a disk reader in the car, he would have to make it back to his apartment to view it. His eyes sliding towards Andy and locking on his as he began to speak. “Your offer is fair Andy, and I will assure you that I will take it seriously.” He paused for a moment, tilting his head to the right as he continued. “If I decide that I cannot accomplish the job this meeting never took place. Of that you can rest assured. However, if I am to see the disk I will have to return to my apartment, unless you have a disc player somewhere within this fine automobile?” His eyes darted about for a moment before they returned to him.

”I will be honest with you. If I feel that I can accomplish this task, I will take the offer. If I feel that I cannot, I will tell you so and not waste your time. The pay is right, the fact that you think it can be a clean and quick job is also right. However, if I take the job I will give you my absolute best. I will give you one hundred and ten percent, all day and every day it takes to complete it. However, I cannot guarantee that the others will have my work ethic. As such, I must ask you if these people are professionals.” He paused, watching Andy for a moment. “Working with other people that I do not know introduces variables to my work.” He paused for a second. “I am not a social animal sir, but I can work with others. This does not mean however, that I am prepared to baby sit them. I will worry first and foremost for the mission and myself. Is that acceptable to you?” Honesty was his policy and the truth was that he preferred to work alone. If this people were professionals, then he would work with them especially if the job called for it. If they were not, they were more likely to get on his way than anything else. Still, if nothing else, they were living, breathing body bags. He could use that.

Andy lets the silence hang a few seconds before responding. "To answer your first question, Mr. Vega, I will call you after the destruction of the disk. A simple yes or no is all that needs to be said. As for your second, we only hire professionals and veterans. Do your part, and I'm sure they will do theirs."

The car stops back in front of Ernesto's apartment building. "If there's nothing else..." he says as he opens the door.

Andy had all of his attention, his eyes watching him as the silence hug about the inside of his vehicle. When he chose to answer his first question he nodded, acknowledging without words that it was a satisfactory arrangement. When he continued and spoke of all that was necessary he almost smiled. His right hand moving as he tried to pick up the disk and watch it for a moment before slipping it into a pocket. “I can work with that.” When he spoke of only hiring professionals and veterans he nodded. “Then I am sure that I will not have a problem working with them.” Still, he had no intentions of putting his life on the line for people that had not earned his respect. As far as he was concerned, his would be allies were all expendable if the need arose.

He felt the car stop, his head turning and glancing outside the tinted window. They were back before his apartment building, his eyes sliding towards Andy after he spoke. He opened the door, and his eyes slid to the sidewalk past it. Was there something else? A moment later, he began to speak once more. “Actually there are two more things. If I choose to accept this assignment, I will require at least half of the money in advance.” It was standard procedure. He was not certain of what he may need in order to complete the assignment. He may need the money to bribe a few people, to purchase a new tool or gather some information through other means. In order to do that, he needed currency. His right hand moved, disappearing into another pocket and retrieving a pen and a small notepad. He opened the pad, writing down into the paper a series of numbers. “You can transfer the money into this account.” His eyes watched Andy for a moment before he continued. “Furthermore, if I accept your offer you will need to contact me about meeting the others. You may call me to do this. If you feel that the phones are not secure, you may contact me at this email.” He wrote down the email, adding beneath it the encryption key he was using as well as the name of the encryption protocol. When he was done, the piece of paper was ripped off and handed to Andy. “I look forward to giving you an answer to your offer Andy.” If he could do it, he would certainly agree. There was something about Andy that he liked.

”now if you will excuse me?” He glanced down at the watch on his right wrist, smiling for a moment before he glanced at Andy once more. “I have fifty four minutes before the disk self-destructs.” He nodded to him, moving to exit the vehicle and close the door behind him. He did not look back, walking quickly into the building and heading straight for the stairs and his room. The door leading to his room was unlocked and closed behind him. His steps taking him to the kitchen, the fridge opened and the six-pack he had promised Jose retrieved. He walked back out into the hallway, scrambling up the stairs before he arrived before Jose’s apartment. He knocked on the door using the same pattern as before, Jose’s eyes watching him past the slit a moment later.

“Hey Ernesto, you are still alive eh?” Jose’s stone was smug, the fact that he had watched him exit the vehicle clear upon his face. “I take it the gringo turned out to be trustworthy?”

He chuckled softly, rolling his shoulders in a shrug. “That remains to be seen. Still, so far so good. I have your six-pack Jose, I am going to leave it right here outside your door. I would love to stay and share a cool one with you, but I still got work to do. Thanks for the assist.” He leaned down, the sound of glass bumping against each other emitted from the beers as they were placed down. “Adios Jose.” He nodded, and turned on his heels walking down the stairs and back into his room. Once inside, he walked straight into the living room and removed the disc from his pocket. He watched it carefully, walking to his laptop and waiting for a minute or so as it set itself up. Afterwards he popped the disk inside and waited to see what job Andy had in mind. He was not concerned about the target, for it was not really an issue. If it was human, it could be killed. What he was worried about was the difficulty of the task. He would not take a job that was suicidal in nature, nor would he take a job that would require an obscene amount of effort to perform. What he was interested in was the details. Who was it that Andy wanted removed? Why did Andy need a team of professionals to accomplish this? What sort of security would be involved? How many bodyguards? What connections existed? If it was a man, woman or child was not a concern of his. All that concerned him were his chances for success.

The disk contains information about the target as promised. It seems there's a certain researcher gone rogue that needs to be eliminated. Who he worked for and what he was researching is on a need to know basis, and of course, you don't need to know.

He has no combat training himself, but has taken his work to a fortified position, recently discovered, and never leaves. Besides a few robotic sentries (3 Centurion MK2s, basically roughly man-sized platform that rolls around on a track with a .50 cal machine gun on it, very nasty), a few of the more elite guards went missing around the same time he did, and are probably protecting him. They are extensively cybered and well trained and equipped. The kicker is that the researcher has designed a device to scan for the IFF chip the unnamed corporation places in its workers, which necesitates outsourcing the job. The researcher is to be eliminated and his computers and all backups destroyed with explosives.

It seems he was known to associate with an ex-employee, Stacey Alvarez, but given that she always travels with dangerous people, they have never bothered to interrogate her yet.

That is all that can be gleaned from the disk.

The fact that his target was a researcher was not terribly unusual, and it simplified matters a great deal. Researchers knew the risks they took once they sold their soul to a corporation. He did not know who the researcher worked for or what he had been researching and it did not matter. It could have been something as exciting as biological warfare or something as tedious as another corporate sponsored trinket to ram down the consumer market. It did not matter. The target was viable and he would not even have to contest with something tasteless such as a child assassination or removing someone’s family. He always preferred to avoid those if possible. Of course, if the money was right he was willing to do just about anything. As long as his chances for success was high and the risk manageable.

The fact that the researcher had no combat training himself was not surprising, the fact that it was a man noted and taken into account. He always preferred to kill men over women. He supposed it tied down to his early years. He could still remember the grotesque position his elder sister had been found when she had been killed. The fact the target area was a fortified position was not a good sign, but at the very least the target itself was believed to never leave it. The robotic sentries were noted and he arched a brow at their armament, well aware with the damage 12.7mm rounds could inflict on the body. Nonetheless, they were machines and that made them predictable. They were a threat that could be dealt with. The elite guards were a bit more worrisome. The fact that they were cybered and well trained meant that it would not be a cake walk. Still, the risk was acceptable and every man wanted to know if he was up to the challenge. These men would be arrogant and think they were the best. It was about time they found out they were not. Furthermore, if they were well equipped it meant that extra-cash would be about. Professionals used the best equipment they could buy. After they were dead, that equipment could be disposed of for some extra-cash or appropriated. There was no need in letting anything go to waste.

The IFF chip uncovered the reason why he and the others were being hired to perform this task. The mission objectives totally predictable. It was a straight forward seek and destroy mission, with the researcher the primary target and all computers being the secondary. The female was not known to him, and he gave her little thought. If she got on his way, she would die. If she had the good luck of not being around she would live. He went over the data in the disk three different times as he sought to memorize the information and see if there was anything he had missed. In the end, the disk was removed from his laptop and placed aside. When the disk self-destructed he did not want it inside his reader. Afterwards the laptop was turned off and he walked into the kitchen before retrieving another Heineken. He sat down in the couch near the phone, his eyes glancing at his watch. Fifteen more minutes and Andy would call. He would have his answer. He drank the beer slowly, his mind already trying to formulate a rudimentary plan of attack. As long as he got his working money he would be able to prepare for just about anything. As for his would be partners? He hoped they were up to it. As much as he disliked working with others, the words of his would be employer suggested that they would be up to the task. His eyes settled on the phone, his left hand holding the bottle of Heineken as he waited for the call to arrive. The answer would be yes.

The disk starts to fizzle at the appointed time, a thin layer of acid having eaten through a protective coating. After about half a minute, as the acid evaporates completely, the disk is covered with irregularities and devoid of any useful data. The follow-up phonecall is as short and sweet as the first one was, terminating before someone could trace the call, if someone in fact had that intention. The half-payment of $2,500 was transferred to Ernesto's bank account, and Ernesto was given an address to be in two hours in order to meet the rest of the team.

He watched as the disk started to fizzle, his eyes glancing down at the watch upon his right wrist. A second later, he shook his head. Right on time, his attention sliding to the disk for the duration of the thirty second display. He waited another two minutes before approaching the disk, picking the scared disk and examining it for a moment before he stood and dropped it in the garbage can in the kitchen. The phone rang and it was promptly answered, Andy’s instructions being short and to the point. The call lasted less than sixty seconds, before it was over and he found himself with a bit of time before the next step in the job he had accepted. He walked to his laptop and sat down, waiting for it to boot up before he connected to the internet and made sure that the transfer of funds had indeed taken place. It did not take him long to be greeted with the fact that he did have $2,500 to play with. He immediately, transferred the money from the first account into a secondary one. A small smile on his lips as he turned off the laptop and helped himself to the last of his beer.

He reached for his small notepad, writing down the address that he had been asked to visit in two hours. He knew the general area where the address was located, but he was hesitant to use his vehicle. He did not wish for a breakdown to occur and force him to leave it behind. He knew people around his neighborhood and his car was known. After he had flat lined the first few would be car jackers, it was known that trying to steal or deface the 1965 mustang was not a good idea. If he drove it somewhere else however, the chances were that his classic ride would attract a great deal of attention. It was true that his car had seen better days, but that did not change the fact that it was his car. Besides, if things went well he would now be able to afford a few life extending changes to his automobile. He decided that he would take public transportation to the location. It simplified matters, and he did not need to carry his heavy equipment on this particular meeting. He wanted to meet the people he was supposed to work with, as well as try and see if they could get a better picture of the target area. The disk had been sketchy on exact details. At the moment, his primary concern was to find out just how many of the so called elite guards had defected and were now believed to be guarding the primary target. A few implied there were less than ten, but he wanted to be sure nonetheless.

Other than the exact number of guards, the only concern he still had was the target area itself. He did not like the idea of charging a fortified position blindly. If at all possible, he would prefer to do at least some scouting of the area and see what points of attack were vulnerable. He shrugged, reminding himself that he was committed now. He had accepted Andy’s money and that meant that his life as well as his reputation was now on the line. Failure was no longer and option, and as long as Andy was straight with him, he would get his best. He spent fifteen minutes considering his choice as well as if any armament changes needed to be made before the operation commenced. The truth was that while he would like to make a quick purchase here and there, he had more or less all the tools that he needed for this operation. He doubted a sniper rifle would be of much use in this situation. Besides, his car really needed to be showered with some sort of affection. He was tired of fearing a breakdown every single moment he turned the ignition.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

The roar of the Hemi under the hood of Dirk Harrison's '68 Charger competed with the automatic gunfire echoing through the city. He had passed the city limit sign a few miles ago, and was now entering the city proper.

New York, huh? I've seen worse... Dirk thought to himself. It was late. He was tired, and hungry. But more than anything, he needed a drink.

Stavis Reinheld had spent the last two hours loitering both inside and outside The Third Degree, a sleazy nightclub on his typical street for loitering. He'd been talking with the club regulars, local hookers, and resident passersby, but mooching had generally been fruitless. He was now pondering over his chances with cracking into the 1990s-era payphone around the corner.

After all, who could turn down a handful of quarters? Plus, it was still a bit too early for car-jacking. Stavis decided to slink further down the block and at least have an inconspicuous look at the change mechanism, and wait a few minutes for the passersby to clear down a bit before he decides to give it the ol' 'pliers + screwdriver' routine (no point in wasting all that effort in getting cash if all the onlookers want a slice, eh?).

Canto XVII, Dante's Inferno:

Now see the sharp-tailed beast that mounts the brink.

He passes mountains, breaks through walls and weapons.

Behold the beast that makes the whole world stink.
You tell 'em, Dante. You tell 'em. Blaine Richards mused to himself having cracked his worn copy of Inferno to what he thought was an appropriate page. You see, Canto XVII opens with our hero, Dante, and his guide Virgil descending to the seventh level of Hell. That's where the violent and bestial sinners go after they're done with this life. That's where a lot of who I see will end up, unless I miss my guess.

Blaine looked up from his book to scan the crowd again. It was no use trying to find someone who stood out or who looked peculiar - everyone stood out and looked peculiar at The Third Degree. This was certainly nothing like his cushy corporate gig. There, the most he had to worry about was spilling coffee on his shirt. Here, it was like a circus. No, more like ten circuses and none of them had a ring master. Save for the few brave idiots like Big T, Little T, Mike and Blaine himself. They were paid to keep an unmanageable crowd manageable - by whatever means necessary.

Tonight was Blaine's easy night. He got to play doorman. That meant checking ID's and letting everyone in (Fake ID? Whatever). Despite all of the crap that's happened in this city, people still line up just to pay for overpriced drinks and listen to crappy music (and kid themselves into thinking it's a party).

It was a usual night, meaning that there were a few rowdy people who were 'escorted' to the back, but the majority of the crowd was here to have a good time and blow off some pent up rage. Blaine never thought he'd get use to the music they play here. A good way to make sure that happened was to tune it out, which he did. Given that his ears were modified, it was easy. He didn't like that it made other things hard to hear but he figured that it's for the greater good. Without that extra input, he made sure to keep his eyes moving, alert for something different - considering the company.

Earlier, he'd kept tabs on a lanky kid who was loitering but not making a nuisance of himself. The Kid would chatter to some customers and then watch a while, repeating the process somewhat randomly. Blaine knew enough that he was up to no good. He'd lost track of him after Stacey Alvarez walked through. Of all the gin joints in all the world, why'd she have to walk into mine? Blaine muttered as much to himself as he dared. He watched as Stacey was absorbed into the crowd and when he turned around, the Kid had either walked down the street or disappeared around a corner. Good.

"ID, please?"

Blaine looked up to see a rather grizzled man wearing army fatigues and camouflage. This put Dirk Harrison in a bit of a spot, as the ID swiper will run a quick check and discover the murder, desertion, and other sundry charges if he hands over his card.

When no one is looking, Stavis makes his attempt at the payphone. There was only $1.50 in the phone, but it's better than nothing.

Unfortunately, a squad car rolls up just as the quarters roll into Stavis' cupped hands. Over the megaphone a voice intones "Hey you! Stop right there!" Whether he's talking to Stavis, Dirk, or a variety of nearby individuals is uncertain.

Stavis puts the payphone back into its original setting and casually slides his tools and buck-fifty into his pockets. He then takes a quick glance over his shoulder to see just who the cops are yelling at. Always wait for the snoids to tell you what they think you did; that's just common etiquette, Stavis mused.

Dirk ignores the police officer's shouting and narrows his eyes at Blaine. "ID? Do I look like some fucking punk kid? Just let me get a drink, for chrissakes."

“I don't care if you're God or his son. I just want to see that you are you, alright? It's not rocket science here.”
Inside the squad car there are four cops dressed for a fight. They are decked head to toe in heavy, non-reflective combat armor and are carrying military surplus Colt M5 7x41mm SMGs, with heavier firepower undoubtedly near at hand. The car itself is an armored version of a Ford Crown Victoria. A lazy machine voice intones "suspect confirmed: Dirk Harrison" and begins reading off a list of crimes as the windows facing the street roll down and the two officers on that side of the car begin taking aim. Bystanders scramble for cover.

Well, it ain't my business, so I better skedaddle. Stavis makes his way further down the street, away from the firefight that's about to erupt (perhaps go further around the corner, if that's a better exit than just down the street?). He'll try not to get too far, or at least keep an eye out on what happens. A dozen or so meter jog might suffice, depending on how rowdy the fight gets.

It is his local hangout, after all, and he'll need to find a place to crash later tonight. Also, it might be interesting to see who gets creamed or if anyone drops any goodies in the panic.

That a cop car was patrolling this end of town was not a surprise to Blaine, nor to anyone else on the street at that moment. That a suspect was called out by name was also a common occurrence. Heck, even the windows rolling down on the tank of a car didn't elicit much, save the bystanders scampering for cover. What alarmed Blaine was that the officers nearest him were taking aim in his direction.

"Dirk Harrison..." the machine voice intoned. The man in front of Blaine shoved past. For a split second Blaine wanted to push him towards to car but for some reason he didn't. Later, he'd rationalize it with the fact he trusts the cops less than whatever criminals they hunt down like dogs. The good news was that Mr. Harrison might survive a little longer. The bad news is that there is no such thing as an innocent bystander with the corrupt corporately owned cops in this city.

Through his thermal vision Blaine confirmed that there were no fewer than four cops and if their radar signature was any indication, they were prepared for a full scale confrontation. Blaine quickly ticked through his options.

   1. Stay in front of the club and die.

   2. Try and defend himself in front of the club and die.

   3. Try to run, get shot in the back and die.

   4. Follow the infamous Dirk Harrison into the club and...

Well, at least it doesn't end with me dying immediately.

As he backed quickly through the doorway of The Third Degree...

Canto III, Dante's Inferno:

I AM THE WAY INTO THE CITY OF WOE.

I AM THE WAY TO A FORSAKEN PEOPLE.

I AM THE WAY INTO ETERNAL SORROW.

...

ABANDON ALL HOPE YE WHO ENTER HERE.
That's just great. Just fuckin' great! Blaine cursed to himself as a random verse skated leisurely through his head.

The cops follow on foot into the club. Patrons near the door have gotten wind of what's going on and make a mad dash for the rear and side exits. The music stops and a stampede ensues. The club has a rather large dance floor with raised platforms and a stage that takes up most of the building. There are tables closer to the entrance and a small upstairs overlooking the dance floor. The tables are made of wood and bolted to the ground. The bar is near the door. The other bouncers have turned tail toward the exits, but only so many people can fit through at once and it looks to quickly become a trample-happy mob.

Relieved at not being caught jimmying the phone proves pre-mature as one of the four cops runs not toward the nightclub, but in Stavis' direction, yelling "Stop right there you thieving maggot!"

Dirk ducks as low as possible and tries to make his way to the rear exit.

"Fuckin' pigs," he mutters under his breath. And I didn't even get a goddamn drink.
Stavis slows down to a fast walk, takes a quick look over his shoulder back at the nightclub, and then shrugs and keeps walking. Well, no point in assuming he's talking about me, he muses and rationalizes to himself. I'm just the bloke checking for spare change on the bad side of town.
Shit.

Blaine looks around and sees that the exits are effectively blocked by panicking people.

Shit.

He looks over his shoulder to see the cops just entering the club.

Shit.

Blaine makes a mad dash for the bar. In a bound he dives over the bar, in mid-flight he spies what's left of a bottle of Jack. He stretches his hand out to grab it so that he'll have at least one friend with him before he meets his doom. With a fair amount of grace for a heavy guy, Blaine vaults himself over the bar and lands in a crouch on the other side.
The cop following Stavis stops and brings up his SMG. "Stop or I'll shoot." There's an alley you can duck into, some cars you can hide behind, or you can go down into the subway station.

Realizing that getting out isn’t an option, and that the thick oaken bar can provide good cover, Dirk similarly hops the bar, drawing his Ruger in midair and covering the entrance upon landing.

The cops stream in, guns drawn, taking in the room. They obviously haven't spotted Dirk and Blaine yet.

"I still need to see your ID, sir," Blaine comments wryly to his other behind-the-bar companion. Blaine takes a hit from the bottle he brought with him, contorting his face as the harsh liquid assaults his throat. "Want some?" He asks, offering the bottle to Dirk.

Dirk's eyes dart to the bottle in the doorman's hand, and he licks his lips.
Just one drink, that shouldn't hurt, right?
"Not right now," Dirk says in a low growl. He snaps his gaze back forward, forgetting the sweet, sweet alcohol for the time being. Shoot first, drink later.

Dirk spends a second lining up the lead cop's head in his sights before squeezing the trigger. The corners of his mouth turn up slightly. Squeal for me, piggy... 
With hindsight making it obvious, Stavis had already realized his first mistake was letting the cops get the drop on him. Never trust other schmucks keep the law off their backs, he knew all too well. Figures, every time the snoids get violent on me is cause of someone else was being conspicuous. Oi, they need to think about getting a trenchcoat if they want to do things of that sort.
Stavis' second mistake would depend on if his new decision to run and lose the cops will be able to play out. Sure, he could stop and play innocent while claiming that he had merely colleted his change from an unconnected call and the extra quarters were due to mechanical failure, but that story probably wouldn't match with the banged-up phone and a trenchcoat with enough equipment to burglarize an office building.

Plus it might not be a case of a stolen buck-fifty so much this month's four broken-into and 'borrowed' cars and several hundred dollars of stolen merchandise to turn up in pawn shops. Suppose they look into what I actually paid for that I'm wearing? These old boxers? The $40 shades, the cheap black tie, and the butterfly knife? No wait, I got this tie out of some apartment over by 23rd St., along with that box of cajun buffalo wings. Those were just marvelous; I wish I had some right now.
So Stavis takes things into overdrive as his lanky frame takes a run for the subway. "Sorry, but I got a meeting to attend right now! I'll drop by the station later and we'll discuss things then. Ciao!" he yells as he runs.

If there isn't a good-sized crowd or a waiting train down there, his third mistake was not taking the alley...

Dirk takes aim at the cop who still doesn't see him and gleefully squeezes the trigger. The crack of the .44 magnum revolver reverberates from every wall in the club as the muzzle flash dramatically lights up the room. The first shot glances alongside the thick helmet of the officer, causing him to flinch reflexively. The bullet continues on to put a hole in the wall.

The officer is not so lucky the second time, as the bullet finds his throat. Blood and bits of spinal cord spray everywhere, and the policeman drops instantly as his central nervous system has a gaping hole put through it, killing him as instantly as any death could possibly come. Due to the round's supersonic nature, he never even heard the crack of the gunshot.

The other two assault cops scramble for cover.

Blaine remembers the flechette loaded shotgun under the bar. It's in a locked compartment to which he happens to have the key. A quick turn reveals the Mossberg 590 pump action 12 gauge in all its black rubber and steel glory.

Blaine Richards, Murderer. The title does have a ring to it. Too bad it's a sour note in Richards' ears. Sure, I've done illegal things. He thinks to himself. But I've never killed someone. Blaine is no stranger to the malice of the city, but he's never shot at someone with the intent to kill them.

As his hands pull the Mossberg from its hiding place, two shots ring out. His ears filter out the harmful sound but not their effect. Even though he couldn't see the target he swears he could feel the body hit the ground. Any peaceful intention the cops may have had are completely gone. Anyone remaining in the club was going to leave in a body bag or as a bloodied survivor.

Blaine wanted to mourn the loss of life that just occurred. He wanted to mourn the loss of his humanity that was about to occur. Time was not a luxury he had. There'd be time enough for counting when the dealing's done. He wasn't quite sure where that thought came from but it made good sense, if a bit macabre.

He could have easily drawn his own handgun and joined the fray, but with his limitations he knew the shotgun was a much more prudent choice. Point and click.

Blaine rose to a half crouch; just enough to see over the bar. He saw one of the cops running for some cover. He brought the shotgun to bear on the target and gently squeezed the trigger, trying not to over-anticipate when the hammer would fall.

Point.

And.

Click.

Stavis runs down the metro station stairway as two loud cracks from a high powered magnum ring from the nightclub. The cop stops and looks back to the club, hesistating.

Dirk's grin widens as the dead cop falls to the floor. The spray of warm blood was refreshing.

Another one bites the dust...

He tracks the remaining two cops with his gun, lining one up even as the officer dives for cover.

Stavis jumps down the last 4 steps of the staircase, hoping that whatever he finds at the bottom involves an escape route.

Dirk crouches low behind the bar, lining up another cop as he crouches behind a table. The cover provided by the thin wooden table is nothing compared to that of the oak bar, but in addition to his heavy body armor, it might make things difficult. Only Dirk's gun and above his eyes are exposed.

Blaine comes up, quickly lines up one of the cops in his bead sight, and fires.

Forgetting to lead the moving officer in the heat of the confrontation, Blaine sends a hail of fleschettes to imbed harmlessly in the wall.

Blaine also notices that the officers are carrying Colt M5s in an SMG configuration. Definitely lethal. Also, there are two cops in the bar and one more outside running back toward the entrance. There are about 70 people in the disorganized mob, about half of which has reached the exits, and the other half are still scattered about.

A passing train rolls up just as Stavis needs it, waiting to take him to safety.

Dirk swears under his breath as the flechettes fly wide of their intended target. The flying metal would definitely keep the pigs on their toes, though.

Dirk brings his gun to rest in the general direction of the crouching cop, and fires, his grin quickly returning.

Stavis stands up from his jump, his quickly-beating heart rises upon the sight of the needed subway train. He slides his trenchcoat off his shoulders, and begins to takes it off and fold it under his left arm as he begins to run for the train. He presses it against his body (covering his shoulder holster from view) as he pulls the hair clip out of his ponytail.

This should buy me time if the cop's still on my tail, Stavis rationalized. Or should I say, on Mr. Grey-coat-and-blonde-ponytail's tail. I hate it when someone gets the drop on me; it's no fun unless I get the drop on them.
It was still around one in the morning, so Stavis' normal expectation of this hours passengers included drunks, hobos, a few occasional night-shift blue-collar workers, and some rag-tag punks, gang-members, and the like, but nobody he couldn't reason with or get the drop on, worse comes to worse.

Stavis' initial hope of staying to watch/pick up after the carnage definitely dwindles as he crosses the subway station, his footsteps echoing between long strides. His fear of being caught has all but dissipated now into his new stream of thoughts as reaches for the doorway of the subway train.

Blaine curses to himself as he pumps a new round into the shotgun. Someday, I may actually learn to use one of these things. He glanced over at Dirk to see him readying his next shot. He's as cool as a cucumber. If we make it out of this he can have all the damn drinks he wants.

Blaine cursed again as he reminded himself that he was in a fight to the death, and in order to survive it would involve a lot more shooting and a lot less thinking.

He rose to a half crouch again, this time taking a little longer to aim before firing another round.

A ham and cheese sandwich would taste great right now.
As soon as Dirk acquires the squaddie in his sights, he squeezes off a shot, then another as soon as he brings the gun back on target. Both hit the officer on the left side of his body, but neither penetrates. Even armor piercing rounds with the power of .44 Magnum behind them aren't enough to get through the heavy composite body armor.

With heavy bruises from the impacts already forming, the trooper yells to his partner "Shit! Call for backup!" His partner fumbles for the radio.

After yelling this command, the one who got shot angrily returns fire without bothering to aim. His long burst doesn't even come close, and the semi-dark conditions prevent him from being able to walk the stream toward his target effectively. Blaine and Dirk are showered with alcoholic drinks and bits of broken glass from the bottles that the bullets rip into.

The third cop comes huffing and puffing back through the entrance.

The glass and alcohol rains down on Dirk, and his eyes go wide, and then narrow again immediately.

"Hey asshole, if you don't watch where you're firing, I'm not gonna have anything to drink over your dead fuckin' body!" He adjusts his aim slightly to bring the bruised cop's head into view, and pops off the last two rounds.

Blaine mechanically squeezes the trigger on the shotgun. As he had never used anything other than a pistol before, he didn't know how to use a bead sight. However, just as he pulled the trigger his foot slipped on some spilled booze and the resulting spread of fleschettes that would have completely missed nailed the assault cop right in the face! Normally his helmet would have saved him, but he had pulled the visor up to talk on the radio. The officer is thrown backward off his feet, dead before he hits the ground.

Dirk’s shots both miss, although one comes damn close. The cop is still furiously firing on full auto, attempting to adjust his aim based on where the bullets are currently going. The stress of being in a combat situation is still such that the rounds are going wide, but they're getting closer and Dirk has just fired the last round in his cylinder...

The cop that Dirk shot is in a state of mind such that he can't be reasoned with, and his fellows' shouts that they should retreat fall on deaf hears. The newcomer finds cover in the doorway and looks intent on using his radio.

As his shots went wide, Dirk clenched his teeth. Maybe it was his surprise at the doorman taking his target's head off, maybe it was just lady luck's way of pissing him off; Dirk didn't know. Regardless, these cops were a thorn in his side.

Immediately after his last round was spent, Dirk dropped to a sitting position, his back to the oaken bar, and cracked open the cylinder. A smile crept back onto his face as he slammed a speed loader into the Ruger.

I got 6 more bullets now, punk. Which means 6 more chances to kill you. He liked the odds.

Blaine blinked in surprise. He looked down at his feet then back out at the bar, specifically where a dead cop lay. Toto, I've a feeling he's not in Kansas anymore.
He could see Dirk taking cover to reload out of the periphery. Blaine wasn't sure who to shoot next. Should I finish off the wounded guy? Shoot the one firing like he was a garden hose - or that one by the door? I mean, is there some sort of code or protocol for this?
He cycled the action on the shotgun and chanced a quick shot on the cop by the door. We better get out of this soon or there might not be any getting out of this.

The fleschettes impact harmlessly (to the cop, not the property value of the club) into the doorway.

The cop continues firing on full auto at Dirk. Some of the rounds imbed themselves into the bar, nearly penetrating. Dirk knows that had they gone a few inches farther, they would have planted themselves right in his temple. The cop swears as empty clicking sounds pour from his weapon instead of bullets.

What the hell was I thinking? Blaine chastised. I'd probably do better throwing the damn thing at him... Hey, now that's a ... No. Bad idea.
He doesn't really want to relinquish control of the shotgun but he realizes that he can't rely on being lucky - especially with his kind of luck. He sets the shotgun on shelf under the bar and draws his hand gun. He looks over at Dirk readying himself for his next shot.

"I think we need to get out of here, and soon. I mean, no pressure or anything."
Blaine was more than pretty sure that Dirk had seen his share of skirmishes, with the law and otherwise, and most likely was aware that the law always had back up somewhere. Even though he figured Dirk was aware, it certainly couldn't hurt to remind him.

Dirk shoots a glare at the doorman. "I'm working on it," he says through clenched teeth.

Blaine assumed a traditional Weaver stance and took careful aim at the cop by the door.
After reloading, the cop sees his chance to get closer and dives for the next nearest table. The one with the radio brings it up to his mouth and pushes the talk button.

C'mon, c'mon. Just peek out for a second. Blaine was crouched behind the bar using it to steady his aim.

Mere minutes had passed in what felt more like an eternity. A small but insistent voice in the back of his mind was yelling at him to run. He couldn't explain it, even if he wanted to - or tried to, but he would swear that he was being held here by some invisible force. Every move he'd made that day felt like it was the exact one... God? ... wanted him to make that day. Blaine was sure that if he tried to run, especially now, something inetivitably would block his way or turn him around, forcing him to finish what had begun here.

Canto V Dante's Inferno wrote:

There Minos sits, grinning, grotesque and hale.

He examines each lost soul as it arrives

and delivers his verdict with his coiling tail.
This is the beginning of a beautiful friendship, Blaine thought sardonically.

Dirk realized that these cops needed to die quickly. The pig at the door was already radioing in backup, and backup meant more assholes than he had bullets for.

He tilted the barrel slightly, sighting the cop's exposed neck, and fired. It was going to get messier. A lot messier.

Hitting a moving target that's shooting back in the heat of combat is hard, even at close range and even if you're a trained shooter. Hitting them in the head is harder, and in the throat... well, that might as well be impossible. Although the first shot goes wide, Dirk hits with the second shot right in the throat of the poor corporate thug in an encore performance.

Blood sprays liberally from the hideous wound as muscle spasms cause the trigger on the M5 to be pulled and bullets to spray everywhere. The last shot actually manages to penetrate the bar and continue on to hit Dirk in his cybered arm, but by then it possesses so little energy that it just bounces off making a pathetic metallic "dink" sound.

As the cop comes into Blaine's sights and Blaine remembers to regulate his breathing for an accurate shot, he sees his target momentarily forget about the radio as he sees his compatriot go down. "Shit!" is all he manages. 

Dirk wipes the blood from his eyes as he chuckles to himself. Jesus, if I was aiming at their goddamn necks all along, I'd already be outta this joint.
He shifts to the right, and brings the Ruger in line with the cop at the door. "Aim for the soft spot, kid."

No rush.

NOW! NOW! NOW!

No. Rush.

NOW! NOW! NOW!

...

Aim.

Squeeze.

DON'T PULL!

Squeeze.

In Blaine's mind, he heard the hammer fall, sending the bullet to the target.

Blaine opens fire on the shocked and now alone cop. While the first shot goes wide and blows out the windshield of some poor shmuck's car, the second shot hits the officer right in the jaw. While this normally would not be a problem as his helmet can easily defeat .45 caliber impacts, he had his visor pulled up to talk on the radio. The round is partially deflected off his jawbone and heads north into his brain. Good night, gracie.

As Dirk's finger begins to squeeze the trigger, a bullet takes down the cop near the door. What the hell...? It takes him a moment to realize that it was the doorman's bullet that killed the cop. A smile broadens on Dirk's face.

"Ha ha! Nice shootin' kid!" He looks to the crowd still jamming the rear doors, then back to the front door. Well, the front's clear now. He grabs an unbroken bottle of Wild Turkey before vaulting over the bar.

"You need a ride somewhere? I don't know about you, but I ain't waitin' around for more heat."

As the final cop falls dead, Blaine surveys the now empty bar. It takes him a moment to fully recover. Another moment passes before he realizes he can put away his weapon.

5 bullets. He reminds himself that's what he has left. That'll be important, I'm sure.

He hears Dirk say something but the echoes of the gunfight are still reverberating in his head. (Yes, even though his modified ears protected him from the sounds, his mind still heard it.) Before his Memory implant replays what Dirk said, Blaine blurts "Huh?" There's a quick pause followed by "I'm right behind you."

He stops to grab the bottle of Jack he brought with him and cautiously follows Dirk out the front door.

I wonder if Stacey made it out okay...

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Safely aboard the metro, all Stavis has to do now is wait a few stops and go on with his life. It's not as if the officer ever got a decent look at his face. The subway train is filled with the usual variety of no goods and miscreants, but none look particularly threatening.

With a few huffs and a sigh, Stavis steps in, takes a few looks around at both the passengers and the available seats, and then makes his way to an open spot. He slides his trenchcoat back on and sits down, feeling much more relaxed and almost back to his usual jovial self. Stavis skips the next two stops over the subsequent two or three minutes as he considers and deeply ponders some of his options of less conspicuous places to go.

One that sticks in his mind is a place a bit farther up town, close to some of the housing complexes, about another eight or ten minutes on this subway line, and then a four-block walk from the subway terminal. The place is a sort of an all-night gas station's convenience/liquor store, next to a lot usually filled with run-down cars of ambiguous ownership. Typically the place is run until 5:00 AM by this mid-30's guy most people call 'Bubs' for one reason or another. A few general moochers, late-night liquor runners from the projects, druggies with major munchies, and street punks should be hanging out there at this time.

But other than Bubs, the only person he can recall that'd be there right now is some kid named Jake; a 20-year old kid touting himself as a ladies man for basically screwing every girl too trashy to be charging for it, take it as you will ((Stavis takes with a shrug and a chuckle)). The benefit of an aquaintance like this is a four-room apartment with a decently-stocked fridge and a couch to crash on. An occasional couple bucks and heads-up on any girls of his type' he's seen is a pretty good deal for a place to crash one a week or so. If Jake wasn't planning on being busy with said girls of his type or leding out said couch ot someone else, Bubs had a cot in the back that he didn't mind paying customers using, and that buck-fifty could be well-spent on part of a square meal (like potato skins or Nut Goodies). Hell, if I'm up to staying up 'till five watching the place, and let Bubs go early, I could probably even *make* some cash. but if worse came to worse it was another 5 or 6 blocks south-east to a decent hotel to check into. He definitely had the cash for that.

So basically, Stavis settled on going to Bubs' place, figure out whose place he'd be eating/crashing at, and in genral look for a way to lay low till at least three or five, and then sleep till nine or ten. Tonight I ought to try and keep out of the cops' noses. But tomorrow it's back to looking for cars, cash, merchandise, and fun sellable things of such sort, he mused to himself, as he settled into his seat, stretched, and found a random song to put into his head for the next several minutes.

Adrenaline dies down as the metro train pulls into the station. Only one person boards, a brown haired man of average build wearing a Hawiian shirt and khakis. The doors close and the subway train starts to take off as two policemen with shotguns descend into the station and attempt to look at the passengers as they speed by. They were too late, however, and don't give any signs of having recognized anyone.

Dr.Lennox heaved a sigh of relief as the train doors closed and the train started moving, he was exhausted. He looked around, looking for a place to sit or stand, and chose a spot next to a young man with sandy hair and a trenchcoat.

"Good evening"

Stavis remains reclining in his seat, hands folded behind his neck, his eyes peering barely over his shades, switching between looking out the windoes and staring off into space. He tilted his head slightly as his eyes slowly turned to meet the old guy in the bright shirt, then glanced over several of the subway windows. He smirked, scrunching his shades up over his eyes.

"Cops're pretty busy tonight, eh? he remarked, followed by a quick chuckle. "Yeah, they just crashed a bar I was at not more than five minutes ago. Such a pain, really."

Dr. Lennox chuckles...

" They just crashed through the door of the boiler room I was living in. I swear, if I couldnt feel their minds, I could swear they' re not human" He heaved a sigh, and tried to relax. His heart was still in his throat. and he tried to calm down a little. He knew he just let his telepathy slip, but he didnt really care at this point. He could always wipe the guys mind if he had to.

"Now I have to find a new safehouse... fucking locals, rating me out... FUnny thing is, I used to help those same people deal with cronc depression... ingrates"

Stavis, still listening to the bright-shirt guy, just shrugs. "I'm just looking for a new place to go to, and possibly somewhere to crash for the night. Just can't trust some of these putzes to not bring the snoids to where you are, I guess."

"Snoid... now there is a term I have never heard before... Know of any good spots to lay low for a while? At this point I really dont care if I have to gently convince someone to let me stay with them... "

By the time twenty minutes had elapsed from Andy’s call Ernesto was aware of what he should do at the moment. He stood from the couch, walking into his bathroom and brushing his teeth before he decided to leave towards the location. He kept his revolver and the two speed loaders, the two grenades and his knife. It was enough firepower to keep him safe in the streets without making him look like an arsenal. He fastened his leather jacket a bit, glancing down at his black leather boots before walking out of his apartment and locking the door behind him. A few moments later, he walked out of his apartment building and headed for the nearest train station. Once there, he slid down underground, using his commuter card to gain access to the train area. Once there, he slipped into the train car that opened before him. His head turned from left to right as he looked the passengers over. His zoom feature utilized to its maximum effect on anyone that looked armed or any particularly attractive women. He did not sit, preferring to stand and holding on with his left hand as the car picked up speed. His right hand fell at his side, his eyes keenly aware of his surroundings. Other than the two men talking, nothing seemed amiss. Still, their conversation could prove of interest and he casually attempted to listen to their conversation. His augmented hearing proved useful time after time. Besides, they were not even trying to be subtle. If they did not care if others heard, why should he care if he did? This train should take him all the way to the general area where he was supposed to be. After that, he would have to walk.

At the next stop, four teenagers wearing flashy gang paraphanelia board the train, one looks younger and more nervous than the others. They all have a seat apart from the other passengers. With his enhanced hearing, Ernesto hears the oldest and calmest one say "Go on bro', you gots to do this if you wanna be one of us." He passes something to the nervous boy as he talks.

Stavis doesn't notice these new passengers or their strange behavior, but Benjamin does, and his attention to it makes Stavis notice too.

Stavis' responce to bright shirt-guy trails off as he notices who's got the man's attention.

"Not really..." His speech grows a bit quieter and slower as he tries to pay attention to what these punks do next. "...But I think know of a couple of jackanapes lining themselves up for the picking. Fresh meat's so fun."

Stavis continues to peer at them through his shades, looking in particular for any jewelry or weapons.

When the four teenagers wearing obvious gang colors entered his particular train car, they warranted and received a bit of his attention. He was well aware of the fact that guns did not require any experience before being able to put someone six feet under. The fact that the youngest of the group looked more nervous than the others was noted and appreciated. His mind already considering the possibility that this could be a gang initiation or something along those lines. He did not pay too much attention to the group as they all moved to have a seat apart from other passengers. Nonetheless, he made sure to utilize his augmented hearing to the best of his ability as the teenagers started to talk amongst themselves.

He was not terribly surprised about what he heard, and as the calmest voice continued his body twisted slightly as he looked at a couple opposite the gangers. In truth, he was using his peripheral vision to keep an eye on them as well as trying to zoom in and identify what was passed from one member to another. It was more than likely a weapon of some kind and he wanted to know what it was. A knife could be dealt with passively, but a firearm had to be treated as a potentially lethal weapon. If that was the case, then he would certainly prepare for the possibility of a shoot out. The fact that these were teenagers was not a concern for him. If any of them reached for weapons, they had decided to play with the big boys and that meant that he would neatly dispose of them if the need arose.

As he waited to see if he could identify what was passed, he began to make a basic plan of attack. If the gangers were armed, then the calmest voice had to go first. Cover would be light, but if he moved four and a half feet to his side, he could use a couple of passengers as a bullet sponges. The idea of using a passenger on the train as cover, did not bother him in the least. If anything, it was one of the few uses someone that he had for obese passengers in trains. If worse came to worse, they were more likely to catch a bullet than he was. His right hand moved, his body turning slightly as he undid a button on his leather jacket. That would make it easier for him in case he had to draw his raging bull. His body returned to its normal position, his eyes not looking directly at the gangers but keeping tabs on them peripherally. The conversation that he had been trying to listen in on, momentarily forgotten.

"One second... this doesnt look good. this looks like a gang initiation, let me scan them before you do anything rash."

Dr. Lennox opens up his mind to the thought voices in the train, and focuses in on the apparant "new kid" The boys surface thoughts projected for all the world to hear should make everything clear.

As he was speaking, his gun was in his hand... And he primed his mental weaponry...

Dr. Lennox hears a lot of re-assurances about how the ganger "gots to be one of da crew." While hearing the teenager's thoughts comes as no great surprise (obviously) to the good doctor, it is a much stranger and more unexpected sensation for Stavis. Ernesto never notices anything. Trying to concentrate on three psychic tasks at once was too much even for one of Lennox's power.

Stavis sees plenty of jewelery, particularly gold chains and teeth, being sported by the gangers. As for weapons and the object being passed, he can't quite make them out. ((I didn't make those rolls public, since you would have known how many were carrying based on how many rolls I made. Suffice it to say that you would have passed easily had you not tried to spot a bunch of things at once (multiple actions and all). Keep that in mind)).

Ernesto unbuckles his holster serrupticiously as he tries to make out the object, but the jacket covering it prevents him, and no amount of zooming can fix that. ((You rolled a 1, and still had positive MoS, just not 6 or greater, sorry Wink))

The youth takes the mystery object, glances down at it, and sits still as his companions whisper words of encouragment. He has now broken into a cold sweat.

It quickly became apparent to Ernesto that he would be unable to ascertain the object in question. The jacket the ganger had covering it was in his way and no amount of zooming would fix that. He had been outmaneuvered and he did not like it. His eyes kept watching the couple opposite the gangers, his peripheral vision watching the youth as he glanced down at the object as his companions whispered encouragement. He zoomed in on the face of the youth, taking notice of the cold sweat and immediately realized that he had to pay them a bit more attention.

Had he been able to see what the youth had been passed, he could have formulated a defensive strategy that would not have necessarily led to a large amount of bloodshed. Since he had been unable to identify what had been given to the youth, he had to assume that it was a firearm of some kind. If that was the case, then the gangers were a viable threat to him and he immediately began to mentally assemble a plan of attack. A part of him was tempted to simply pull the pin on his grenade and lob it in the lap of the teenagers. There was something elegant about that solution, but it would have killed the couple opposite them. He would prefer not to deal with grenades unless he had to. The idea of walking over and shooting the calm one in the head was also appealing and elegant, but it would make him the aggressor. Dozens of possibilities swam in his mind as he considered the best path to take in this particular situation.

In the end, he decided that he had to react to the situation rather than overtly snuff it out before it happened. It was his own way of giving the teenagers a final chance at life. It was not much of a chance however, for all the signs of the youth pointed that he would sooner or later crack beneath the prodding of his friends. If that was the case, then he would retire the calmest voice, a voice he had already tagged to its owner. After he retired him, he expected there would be a momentary shock, a hesitation at the sight of death that would grip the hearts of the other teenagers. After that, it depended on what he saw. Any and all threats to him would be eliminated. If you were old enough to carry a weapon you were old enough to die. His plan was rather simple, take four steps to his left and shoot the leader, crouch and get cover behind the fat lady on the corner of the train seats. If the lady moved, follow her around. If the lady complained, ignore her. If the lady tried something stupid, shoot her too.

He sighed softly, his body turning slightly as he sought to shield his arm from view as it carelessly slid beneath his leather jacket. “Damned Marlboro pack…” His voice soft and laced with irritation as he looked for his pack of cigarettes inside his jacket. In truth, his right arm had just curled around the handle for his revolver and remained there. He had no time to waste, his body leaning back against a pole for the moment. His eyes still glancing in the direction of the couple opposite the teenagers. He could still see them, and when the play started he would be waiting for it.

"I gots to to be one of da crew..."

....Yeah, I gots to be- wait, do I? Who the-? ...Just what the hell am I thinking? Stavis vigorously shakes his head to clear his train of thought. Must be due to breakfast, he assumed. Stavis hadn't eaten anything after breakfast; curry powder rolled up in a a page out of the newspaper. It was the B section. It included an article on stocks, home security, and and burglary rates, none of which he found very agreeable, and that certainly could be continuing now.

But anywho, the main point was that these punks were carrying merchandise. The good, sellable kind. And if any of them were going to make their move, this kid was definitely being pushed into it. Fresh Meat first, good deal. Then it's down to the other three. It was all a matter of letting the fresh meat kid make his first move, then deal with the other three. Hopefully there were other passengers on the car that'd attack the punks out of self-defense. Actually, this will hopefully just be a matter of getting some merchandise of these schmucks with as little force as possible Stavis rationalized. Just like that one mugger I mugged when he tried to mug me, a couple months back. Took his boots too, poor churlish bastard.

But the real question is still what their weaponry is. Fresh Meat was definitely carrying something, which was expected. Probably a gun, or just a knife. A knife would be better. Stavis leaned forward, resting his chin on his left fist, his elbows on his thighs, and made an effort to peer at whatever that object was, fairly indescretely through his shades. The older, calmer punk had to be the leader of sorts, and the other two his token toadies. The leader would have to be dealt with second, so Stavis made a note of checking out his possible weapons after he examined the freash meat kid.

Dr. Lennox made up his ind very quickly. He decided to try and stop this initiation, before it even begun. There ws no reason for blood to be spilled, especially his own.

He reached out with his mind and tried to make a friendly suggestion to the boy((This shouldnt cause penalties, for no other reason than he is concntrating on the same task... I shoudlnt think it would be any more difficult than a normal suggestion... correct me if I am wrong though If the thought send works, but the suggestion doesnt, it would revert to a straight pursuasion, you know, those internal commitee(sp) meetings))

Playing off the boys own insecurities and nervousnes to get his message through... He spoke as the boys own concience

"What the fuck? I am just a kid, Iam not ready for this. This isnt right, these people dont deserve his, they have done nothing to me. I need to rethink this.. This isnt for me"

Sensing that this kid's mind is easily malleable and he doesn't really want to be doing this anyway, Dr. Lennox attempts to telepathically implant a suggestion in his mind. Since he already knows what the inner voice of the would-be gangster sounds like from reading his thoughts, he uses it to make it seem like the punk's own thoughts.

The mimicing of the tough's inner "voice" is perfect, he'll never know it wasn't his own thoughts he was hearing.

Dr. Lennox doesn't even have to finish implanting the thought. He knows it's worked by the second word, but he finishes it anyway. The youth suddenly stands up, and hands the object back to its original owner, saying "What the fuck, guys? I'm just a kid. I ain't ready for this shit! This ain't right. These peeps don't desrve this. They ain't done do harm to me. I need to re-think this. This shit ain't for me." He scurries out of the train amid dumbfounded expressions from his would-be companions.

Stavis sees the weapon clearly as it is passed. It's a TEC-9 9mm SMG.

The kid's sudden outburst and departure from the train was both quite unexpected and quite honestly dissapointing. Shucks dammit, I could have so taken that kid on, he cursed to himself with a random smattering of various slang. His eybrows probably raised a bit as the SMG came into open view, but went back down to their previous mild scowl as he watched the kid make his departure. He let out a perturbed grunt from the corner of his mouth. Still, he couldn't say he was completely disappointed; 9mm full-auto would have caught him off-guard and been a tough customer to deal with, but damned if Stavis wasn't still figuring out how he might've dealt with the kid anyway.

Just shoot him the second he comes comes nearby and lifts his gun, or if he walks up in front of me and asks for my cash, I'd stand up and pretend to reach for it but instead knock the gun out, punch his throat in, or just cap him in the head, or maybe if he stands over by... his head still swirled with the possible scenarios. That was a nice gun. He really could have used that gun (especially to deal with the other 3 punks) and the kid's jewelry (he probably had nicer socks on than Stavis did, as well), and taking it from the leader would be a lot tougher if/when they make a move.

Stavis' attention was turned again to the remaining punks on their side of the subway car. So that leaves us with three jackanapes, the leader has the TEC-9 now so he'll probably use that. So what does that mean the closest toadie is armed with? Stavis bagan pondering over the current situation, almost wishing some would happen now despite the main factor having already left.

When the youth sat up, his head turned in order to get a better look at him. So this was the moment? Fine, he hated waiting anyway. His grip tightening a bit more on his revolver until the youth handed whatever it was he had in his hands back to the calm voiced one. He blinked, a deep feeling of sadness washing over him. The kid was not going to play the game and that meant, that he did not need to either. Still, the sadness curled around the pit of his stomach as if genuinely regretting the fact that the kid had chosen life and not death. His posture relaxed as the youth began to speak, his eyes momentarily leaving the young man and looking outside of a window. He caught the number of the coming street, and realized that if he took the F train here, he could arrive closer to his destination area. It meant he had to walk a few less blocks, and that appealed to him.

The train came to a stop as the ganger finished his words. It had been as if the train itself had decided to stop and listen to him. His right arm moved, his hand releasing his revolver and moving to rest at his side. The young man scurried out of the train and he followed, taking the middle exit while the young man took the top most. His steps carried him neatly out of the train car, his eyes glancing towards the remaining men and deciding that they were no longer his problem. 

Ernesto watched the young man vanish into the crowd of people exiting and entering the train. A shrug rolling from his shoulders as his steps carried him towards the nearest set of stairs and then down. It took him three minutes of waiting upon arriving at the new platform before the train arrived. He moved within it, his eyes looking for the nearest subway map. Once it was found, he realized that he was saving a bit of time this way as well. This train was express. Four more stops was all that was left before he had to get off and walk to the address he had been given. He did not sit once more, leaning against a pole as his eyes darted about the people within this train. The chance for killing had come and gone. He would prefer not to deal with anything else until he arrived at his location. He hated disappointment. The train’s doors closed a second before it began to pick up speed.

He took the time to imagine what sort of people he would be working with during this assault mission. He did not bother to have high hopes. Instead, he prepared for the worst scenario. The train squealed as it slid down the dark tunnels of New York's underground rail system. Nonetheless, he had the luxury of tuning out that sound thanks to his augmentation. The edited silence that dominated the train car around him allowing him to focus in on any sounds that his mind felt warranted his attention.

Upon reaching sight of his destination, Ernesto sees that the area appears to be a condemned building. This area of town is rather desolate in general, and any building that hasn't collapsed yet seems in imminent danger of doing so. Faint light emanates from the broken window of the first floor.

The area surrounding his destination had not gone unnoticed but at this point he was beyond caring. He was in a sour mood, the disappointment in the train car still upon his mind. He caught sight of the light eminating from the broken window on the first floor and glanced down at his watch. He was early, but he wanted to be. There were still questions about the job that he wanted answered. His policy made renegotiations difficult, but not impossible. At the moment, he was starting to have doubts about the whole thing. The doubts revolved around the apparent contradiction of an easy job revolving around an assault of a fortified position. Five thousand dollars was a decent sum of money, but all the factors had to be considered. If he had been deceived, if these people were not professionals and the job seemed to deviate from the very general information on the disk, he had two choices. He could either renegotiate with Andy who would no doubt be upset about the change of plans or refund the money and decide that this was not worth his time.

He took a deep breath, his eyes watching the light for a moment before he began to walk towards the condemned building. His right hand moved under his jacket, as he paused before the front door. He watched it for a moment, trying to determine if it was booby trapped in anyway. Assuming that the door was clean, he would move past it and continue walking as he sought the light. His eyes keenly aware of his surroundings as his augmented hearing sought out any sounds. He was still waiting to be impressed…

Passing through the door of the building reveals a rather motley crew of individuals. Numbering a dozen in all, they look like remorseless killers to the one, and none of them look green, but they lack the look of a true professional that Ernesto and other rare specialists have. Nonetheless, most of them are well armed and equipped, and most of them sport visible upgrades like robotic eyes or legs that are clearly made of metal and plastic. For the most part they carry SMGs and assault rifles, although there is one carrying some sort of rocket propelled grenade launcher. Casually leaning up against the back of the room smoking a cigarette is a man in a suit. As Ernesto arrives, he glances at his watch and looks like he's ready to get started.

His eyes immediately darted about the individuals as they were revealed, the fact that there was a dozen of them was encouraging, and the fact that they looked to be obvious killers was also appreciated. He hated to deal with bleeding hearts, people that expected that violence should be avoided if at all possible. The fact of the world was that violence did solve problems. He was well aware of that. He took a step inside, his boots resonating as they made contact with the floor. Still, one thing worried him. These did not seem to be professionals. At the very least not men of his caliber and that worried him. They were killers, but would they fold their cards once another killer threatten them with a violent death?

Most of them were cybered to various degrees, their collected armaments noted. They really had a chance at this, but he was also aware that he was before a cross-road. If he sat down and listened to their plan of attack, he would be one of them. Had they met his criteria? Was he willing to fight and die with these men? He took a deep breath, his mind keenly working along side probabilities. Five thousand euros was a considerable sum of money, but it was purely guarantee work. It was not enough money to secure a modern, state of the art sniper rifle, let alone a professional that could use it. When the time to choose came, he did so and had no regrets.

It was when he was back on the train that he considered his course of action. He had approached the man leaning up against the back of the room. Before the man had even said a word, he had spoken softly his words meant only for the man opposite him. “you got a good crew here, but I am no longer interested. The advance shall be refunded, and this conversation and meeting never took place.” With those words said he had neatly walked out of the room. The truth was that he would not lead a group of people like this, and leading them would have been the only way he would have taken the job. If his sudden change of mind soured his relationship with Andy then so be it. He was no man’s slave, and he had other contacts to touch upon. It was there in the train that he reminded himself to do what Mikal had always asked him to do. He had to formulate a pricing guide. It would make future matters so much easier.

Arriving upon his apartment, he turned on his laptop and refunded the money with a brief email of apology. The reasons given for his sudden withdrawal from Andy’s arrangement was given as his concern for working with so large a group. Furthermore, he reserved the right to walk away from any job at anytime before the mission had started. He expected that the email would be of little comfort to Andy, but what was done was done. The email was sent, the laptop shut down before he walked over to his fridge and withdrew an apple and a glass of water. “cinco mil dolares perdidos…” He shook his head, biting into the apple as he considered what to do next. He still felt like going somewhere. It was then, that he remembered that he had a few contacts he had not touched bases with in sometime. One of whom, should be on his usual spot. Without a further thought and after securing his cellular he left his apartment and within minutes, was walking towards the bar in question.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Walking the streets was always a risky proposition in this city. Boys playing as men in street gangs would try to prove themselves through violence, police had itchy trigger fingers, and even the nice old lady who lived just down the block had a Mac 10, just in case. Mikal always smiled when he thought of that elderly woman, had she been half a century younger, she would have been most appealing.

While the streets themselves could be dangerous, they also offered the opprotunity to hone one's skills in the art of hiding in plain sight. Dodging and weaving through crowds, acting casual, it was all a matter of not standing out, of lying through body language. In many cases, it was the difference between being a suspect and being a witness.

Today, the purpose was rather simple. The objective, going to the bar. Get a few drinks. Listen. Find a woman. Talk. Listen. Bed. Barring that, find potential new job opprotunities. It was not such an unreasonable objective, and it was one he had successfully fulfilled numerous times before. Mikal was already anticipating the sensation of Vodka spilling down his throat when he heard the gunshots. No, not just gunshots, gunshots coming from the bar he was heading to, several blocks away. His mood soured, and under his breath he muttered some very unkind things in Russian. He couldn't tell where the shooting was exactly, but he was not in the mood to chance walking into a middle of a shootout. Regardless of the specific location and individuals involved, at the end of it the cops would be swarming around the general vicinity of the bar, asking questions and being a general annoyance. Such a situation was not helpful towards finding work or getting laid. A pity, he had heard from an associate that the bar had many fine qualities.

At the next intersection, he turned left on the sidewalk rather than crossing the street. The Electric Nipple was farther away, but a much safer alternative.

As Mikal turns toward the other bar, his cellphone rings. The Caller ID identifies the caller as "Stacey Alvarez".

Stacey Alvarez? Interesting...he did not know the name, but he was reasonably sure it was not anyone he had...had recently. Idly, he let the phone ring one more time as he pondered if that was in fact her real name, or just an alias. Finally, he answers the ringing cell phone in nearly flawless english. "This is Mikal speaking, how may I help you?" If she was a client, ideally she would get right to the point of the matter. If not, well, it would depend. In the meantime, he continued walking down the street towards the Electric Nipple, keeping an eye out for any punks who might try and get a few wrong ideas.

As soon as he answers the phone, Mikal hears loud gunshots in the background. Shots whose timing seems to co-incide with the more muted ones coming from The Third Degree. A pretty sounding female voice with a faint Latina accent screams "Don't ask questions, just ice the cops at The Third Degree and get me out of here and I'll give you a thousand dollars!" Her voice seems full of desperation.

Mikal's first reaction is to hang up the phone in disgust when he hears the pleading voice at the other end. Ordinarily, an offer of a thousand dollars just for killing a few people would not be so bad. In some cases, it might have even been quite profitable, but he did not know this Alvarez woman, he had not worked with her before. He had no assurances that he would be paid for this, or that she was free of disease. Add to that the fact that The Third Degree was still several blocks away from where he was at the moment. Even if he were to run at top speed, he would only likely get there in perhaps a minute at best, and he would attract attention to himself the whole way there. Not favorable at all. Then there was the fact that she wanted him to kill cops. That meant that the police were already there and stuck in, likely calling for reinforcements by the sounds of gunfire. If he were to go and kill the cops already there, then the reinforcements would probably come in to find him there, in the center of it all with a smoking barrel and dead police officers everywhere. Cops hated that sort of thing with a passion. Knock a cop out, and you ruin their night, but they still get to go out after their shift for donuts with their buddies. Kill a cop, and you go onto their special shit list, where they have an entire SWAT team with your name on it and who could hold a grudge that would put a Russian Nationalist to shame.

On the other hand, if she had this number, she may well have it for a good reason. It could mean further potential work, assuming she was able to pay him regularly. It could mean that a former comrade was at the scene and gave her this number, or it could be someone who felt that Mikal had wrong him at some point and was trying to get him killed. Even ignoring the curious timing of the call, the whole proposition stank straight to heaven. For someone he liked doing business with, killing a few cops for a thousand dollars would not be out of the question, though he would have to be in a particularly good mood. This was a rush job with no preperation time, no support, no assurances of compensation whatsoever, a staggeringly high risk factor, and him with only a handgun and a knife. Then there was the exit. Backup would come in squad cars and paddywagons, cops would come with flak jackets, shotguns, and submachineguns. Mikal and the damsel in distress would have to exit on foot, and while he was confident in his own ability to lose the gaze of unwanted eyes in a crowd, he sincerely doubted she could do the same, and there well may be other tagalongs that she would want to save, further complicating matters.

"I'm sorry, you must have the wrong number. This is Mikal Antoliovich, not Dymfool Sunovibitch. You have five seconds to convince me that you are worth my further attention."

The voice calms down a bit. "Actually, I may not need you to ice the cops after all. A couple guys are already taking care of it. Regardless, I have a job for you that I think you'll be interested in. I can pay you in upgrades..." The voice entices in a sly voice.

She panicks easily...not a good trait in an employer, but not a fatal flaw...quite. Already he was feeling very cautious about this woman. "You have my attention for a little while longer, Dyayvochka. Make it quick." He would listen to what she had to say, and if he was interested, he would set up a meeting. Otherwise, he would hang up, continue walking towards The Electric Nipple, and enjoy a nice, long drink, of a proof considerably higher than the intelligence of the person on the other end of the line.

"OK, here's the deal. I don't want to go into too much detail over the airwaves, but we need short term protection against a corporate strike team. It won't be easy, but we have access to expensive upgrades and the personnel to install them as a reward."

Upgrades for a defensive mission? Tempting, very tempting, though defense missions are not his speciality, he much prefers infiltration and assault. "Meet me at the Electric Nipple. Do try to make sure you don't bring a PD Conga Line with you. We will talk more there." And, if he truly felt that she was wasting his time, some...alternative measures may have to be taken. He did not like the direction this was going, but he was willing to allow her a reprieve for the time being.

"Be there in five." *click*

Impatient as well. Mikal could not help but wonder for a moment if this Stacey Alvarez had not been at some point Stanley Alvarez. He shut off his cell phone and returned it to its place in his jacket. He had been continuing to The Electric Nipple during the entire conversation, so he had a considerable head start on "Miss" Alvarez.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

As the pair walk out the front door, the woman known to Blaine as Stacey Alvarez stands there, apparently having just finished a conversation on her cellphone. She turns to the pair as she puts the phone away, her eyes settling on Blaine.

"Long time no see."

Unable to hide his emotions, Blaine blurts "Yeah, it has."

He looks around at the destroyed club. It brings him back to the present. A place he's not sure he wants to be.

"I'd love to catch up, but we can't stay here." He wanted to beg her to come with him. His pride wouldn't let him.

Until tonight, he thought he had settled the internal conflict. And now, standing in front of her, everything he thought he'd forgotten was brought right back to the surface.

She's a grown woman. She can do what she wants. If she stays, then the past remains the past and maybe I can get on with my life - again. But maybe, just maybe...

"Listen, honey, now ain't the time for conversations. You wanna talk? Talk in the car. Unless you and your boyfriend wanna stay here and get shot, fine by me. Either way, I'm leaving." Dirk walks quickly past the girl, heading towards his Charger.

Without waiting for an answer, Blaine walks out of the club with Dirk.

After two steps, Stacey says "wait!", then "I need your help, you too" indicating Dirk. "I saw what you did to those pigs," she continues as she catches up to the pairs' stride, "I need guys who can do that and who I can trust, and that's a shitty combination!" Her words come out fast and nervous. "It's really life or death here, you've got to help me!"

Blaine looks at Dirk. He's not sure what to say, much less what to do. He wants to help, but he's not sure he actually trusts her. Given the recent turn his life has taken, he doesn't want to start digging a hole that turns out to be his grave.

"It's your car, chief."

As the girl catches up, Dirk is forced to pay attention to her. His eyes narrow as she finishes, and flick over to the doorman at his comment, then back to the girl.

"I'm real sorry, babe, but I think you've mistaken me for someone who gives a flying fuck about your problems. I don't owe you shit, so I don't have to do a goddamn thing except leave. Now get the fuck out of my way."

Although a little taken aback by the callous remarks, Blaine recovers before Stacey does. It takes Blaine a moment to come to a decision. He looks at her and everything he's wanted to say to her for the last few months spins through his mind. For months, nothing. Not a note, not a call - nothing. Now, fate does this and she wants something. Well, fate can go piss up a rope.

"Sorry, sister. Looks like you burned the wrong bridge."

Someday, I'll kick myself for that. But not today.

She follows the pair to the car. "Look, I don't expect you to do this out of the kindness of your hearts. I can offer top of the line weapons and upgrades. Let's talk about it more in the car. I need a ride to the Electric Nipple bar."

"...top of the line weapons and upgrades..." is all Dirk hears.

He stops. He turns slowly to face the girl, giving her the once over.

Young, pretty, nice rack. Apparently has connections. This could work. Maybe.

Blaine is a little discouraged that his retort didn't seem to affect her. What? Did you want her to start balling her eyes out? Of course he didn't. He should have known better, really. His remark may have stung a little but Stacey isn't one to bludgeon you with angry replies. No, she wields her anger more like a switch-blade.

Dirk takes a deep breath, exhaling slowly. He runs a hand through his hair and says, "You're lucky I'm in a good mood, cause I'm gonna assume you're not jerking my chain. So I'll take ya to this...what the hell is it? Electric Nipple?” Dirk unlocks the door to the Charger.
Blaine hears Dirk aquiesce, if only to hear more about money or weapons or upgrades. He's not exactly pleased, but at the same time he is a little relieved that Stacey will be in his life just a little longer.

Instintively, Blaine crawls into the back seat of the Charger. Always the pussified gentlemen, eh Blaine? But he's glad to be back there. He doesn't have to work as hard to ignore her. Now he can try to figure out just what the fuck happened in the last half hour.

Dirk climbs in, waiting for the others to get in before speaking again. "What kinda stupid fuckin' name is that? Can I get laid there? Now, I'm talking real women, not no goddamn robot pussy..." Dirk starts the car and guns the engine, the roar of the Hemi drowning out his voice.

Smoke billows from the tires as the Charger tears out of the parking lot, towards the bar.

Trying to look cool and calm, and only failing to those with trained eyes, Stacy begins. "Okay, here's the deal. You remember the researcher, right Blaine? Well, he finally grew some balls and decided to oppose Microsoft. He took his whole team and some of the security to an abandoned military bunker and he's been continuing work on AI and robotics for the last few months. That's why I disappeared out of your life, Blaine. I had to! I wanted to call you..." She realizes Dirk is still there and regains her composure. She wipes the beginnings of tears from her eyes and continues.

Blaine vaguely recalled having met the researcher. It was a brief introduction among a dozen other brief introductions so his name wasn't immediately coming to mind. He listened impassively to the rest of her speech. At least, he tried to. He heard the slightest crack in her voice and knew without looking what it meant. Thankfully, she didn't turn to look at him with the tears in her eyes. That would have been like a hot knife for his already soft, buttery defenses where she was concerned. He wasn't quite ready or convinced to join the cause, but he did know he'd do whatever it'd take to be with her.

"Anyway, some no good turncoat told them where we are, and Microsoft is gonna come kill us all! We can't just up and move, either. We're right on the verge of a breakthrough! With these new robots we can break the corporations forever!" Her voice is full of excitement and furvor. "Things'll go back to the way they used to be. A society by and for the people!" She slams her fist down on the dash in excitement.

"Hey! Watch the dash, honey."

Dirk pats the dashboard, as if communicating with the car that everything's gonna be ok.
"It's the next parking lot in... here it is, turn here."

He pulls into the parking lot and kills the engine.

"Let's be clear about something. I don't care about your revolution. I don't care about what you think winning this fight will do. I care about one thing: my survival." He indicates the doorman. "And maybe his, he seems like a good kid. So if there's something you're not telling me, like, oh, I dunno, that Microsoft is gonna bring a fucking army down on our heads, you tell me now, or you get outta my car, understood?"

Blaine was lost in his thoughts until Stacey's rap on the dash brought him to the here and now. He almost blushed when Dirk acknowledged his 'okay-ness.'

Before anyone gets out of the car, Stacey answers Dirk's fears. "It won't be a virtual army. We came up with a way to track for the scanner's MS puts in all their employees, so they'll have to outsource the job to mercenaries. The way business men think, they'll go for maximum efficiency. They don't want to hire more people than they think they'll need to get the job done."

Blaine nods to Dirk to go on ahead, that he wanted a moment with Stacey. As the two strolled to the bar, Blaine apologized for being brusque after the fight at the Third Degree. He mentioned his own reservations about being involved with the researcher. Finally, Blaine admitted that he didn't particularly care - at least not yet - about the cause. All he really wanted was a chance to continue where they left off.

As they walk toward the bar, Stacey allows Blaine to take her a few steps behind Dirk. She listens, and smiles a pained smile. "We'll continue, I promise."

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Dr. Lennox lets out a sigh of relief as he kid leaves he train. He may have to dal withthe other kids, but chances are, this whole thng will simply crumble and they will get off at the next stop.

He turned over to Stavis

"Seems like that gang initition didnt go over as they had planned" He said with awry smile.

All in all he was raher proud of himself, and when i comes to telepathy, practice makes perfect

After a moment of confusion, the gansters look at each other and shrug. The leader produces the TEC-9 from his jacket as he starts to stand up

"Bastards" Lennox says as the sMG is produced from from the boys clothes

He tried to dive deep into the boys mind and send spasms of pain down his spine(-3)((If his willpower is high.... eep.. I am just going to hope it is a 5 or so)) This would serve, not only to prevent him hitting his targets, but also to distract the other gangers from their killing, as other, better fighters could take them out.

Stavis' attention shifts immediately from the two toadies to the main punk that has just stood up. Must be showtime, he remarked. He was pretty certain by now he had made up his mind on good and flexible strategy, and was ready for the guy to play his cards.

Stavis sat up a bit more strait, folding his hands across his chest inside his coat (right hand directly on his shoulder holster, left hand idly next to his machette handle).

The leader produces his TEC-9 as he announces "A'ight all y'all listen up! You knows the drill, money, jewelery an'..." he suddenly cuts off with a yelp of surprise as he clutches his temples and grits his teeth in pain.

He manages not to pass out from the sudden pain. The two toadies don't seem to know what they should do.

Ben sees him grit his teeth and attempts to intensify the pain

Stavis was so busy trying to indescretely find an opening that it almost took him a second to realize this sudden change of events was an opening. It was cartainly better than what he was excpecting.

Bad luck for you, Mr. Migraine Man, he thoguth to himself as he pulled out his Beretta U22 Neos, hald aimed it with both hands for the leader's head. He faitly whispered with a smirk: Now here's my drill.

Two shots for the leader, four shots for Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum, and another 4 shots in case anyone of them needed reminding that Stavis is going to take their shit.

Lennox intensifies the pain, and the gangster's attempt to rise and do something is foiled as he is forced to sit back down.

As the toadies scramble for their weapons, the leader's pain is suddenly intensified and then alleviated permanently by two small bullets, the first of which enters his left eye, splitting it like a grape as it expands and fragments inside his brain, and the second of which makes for an encore performance in cerebral destruction after entering through the temple. Surprisingly little blood ends up on the seats and walls as the little rounds that could did not make exit wounds. He slumps against the seat looking like a macabre marionett, his expression agape and lifeless as rivulets of blood start to run down his face.

The other passengers duck, run, and generally panic, except for a small old lady who produces a MAC-10 from her purse.

Stavis' smirk curls into maniacal glee as he shifts back in his seat, further steadying his stance and shifting his leveled grip on his pistol from the first guy down over to the next sucker in line. He pulls off two shots on his center of mass ((no specific region targetted, just the punk as a whole)).

"Oh yeah, bonus points!" he exclaims as he goes straight from punk #2 to punk #3, firing yet another two shots at his body.

Dr. Lennox saw the young man drop, and began tweaking with the minds of the two other toadies

Dr. Lennox reaches out with his mind to cause pain for the toadies. They find everything they do suddenly painful and difficult

The second shot catches the thug in the thigh, and apparently something vital in there doesn't work anymore because he collapses to the ground screaming.

The next two shots scare the young punk, but don't do anything beyond that.

As this happens, the punks return fire at Stavis with pistols. Toady #1 manages to get his shots off before the leg hit takes him down.

The punks are, as expected, pathetic shots who hold their guns sideways as they fire. With the pain they're feeling on top of it, none of their shots come close to hitting Stavis.

Meanwhile, the kindly looking old lady opens up with a warcry.

Bullets spray everywhere because of her poor eyesight and inability to control the recoil. None of them hit their targets, but on the positive side they don't hit other passengers either.

Stavis reflexively flinches and shifts to the right in his seat as the rain of random shots fly over him, off to his right, and down to the opposite end of the car. For a split second his aim shifts back toward the first punk, but seeing as he's busy clutching his bloody thigh, Stavis instead fires two more shots at the last punk still up.

I guess my work day hasn't ended quite yet, the quick thought from earlier briefly flashed in his head in between the gleeful shots from his Neos.

Life is good for those who can hold onto it, indeed.

Lennox uses his telepathy one last time to reduce the last toadie to a quivering mass of pain

Unable to stand the pain and shot from the gunshot wound, the punk's eyes roll into the back of his head and he passes out.

Dr. Lennox focus solely on the remaining toadie now, ramping up the pain to new heights.

The punk closes his eyes and grabs at his temples from the pain. He managed to get off his shot before this happened, but he never takes his second shot.

With a preternatural sense of what was about to happen, Stavis throws himself into the railing, causing the otherwise dead on 9mm bullet to miss him by inches. At the same time, he gets off shots of his own.

The first shot grazes the punk's bicep without really doing much, but the second gets him deep in the thigh. He collapses like his friend before him.

The granny continues her barrage of lead.

Three shots catch the first one in his arms, crippling them both permanently, and two right into the chest of the other one, blowing out his internal organs.

"I never want to experience that kind of pain" Lennox said to stavis once the fighting was over... "But have no real qualms with causing it... If they are threats to me"

Stavis pulls himself off the railing and stands up, with a laugh and a heavy sigh. If he was a born-and-raised Texan, and not a deported Luxemburger, this would have been where he shouted 'Whoo-hoo'.

"Well, they certainly aren't a threat now," he replied in a jovial tone. He slid the magazine in his pistol a quarter of an inch out, glancing long enough to notice only two .22 rounds remaining, as he slapped it back in. "Aint that a shame."

He smugly strides over to the trio of shot-up punks, arranged in various manners on their side of the subway car. Stavis Reinheld holsters his U22 Neos, and then procures a butterfly knife from his slacks pocket, gesturing the blade at the deceased leader. "You're the one to blame," he added almost melodically. "Farewell, goodbye, but I take your shit, when you die."

All told, the punks have:

1 x TEC-9 9mm SMG with 2 36 round magazines

1 x Generic Colt .45 knockoff

1 x Beretta 9mm

8 x gold chains

2 x gold rings

1 x silver ring

2 x gold earrings

12 x gold teeth

1 x silver nosering

2 x cotton socks

2 x new tennis shoes

1 x silver watch

$96 cash

While Stavis is helping himself to this loot, Dr. Lennox feels a telepathic link being attempted. He recognizes the presence to be an old associate of his, Dr. Ham, who he hasn't heard anything from in quite some time. "Benjamin, Ben old friend, can you hear me?"

I can hear you... What brings me the pleasure of this contact old frend?

As Stavis finishes cutting out the punk's nosering, he stops to take note of the subway's previous stop. His syop was no more than two minutes or less away (or about enough time to hum a song, by his standards). He started humming, as usual, something from the only three good musical periods (the 1980s, the 1930s, and the 1830s). This time he lacidasically hummed most of 'Ode to joy', as he cleaned his knife on a punk's shirt, put it away, and started taking off their shoes. Two pairs were really nice, but too cumbersome to carry with all the other stuff, so he decided to leave them. One had a swell pair of athletic cotton socks. He slid them off, and put them with the guns in his inside left pocket.

He stood up and took a standing spot about 6 feet closer to the door than his original seat. Right now, Stavis' left side was weighed down a bit by three guns in a previously-empty large left inner pocket, while his right side jingled with a fistfull of over 2 dozen pawnable bits of merchandize, zipped up in yet another little pocket, inside his large right pocket ((that's 6 inside pockets and 4 outside ones total, for whoever's counting.)). The impressive amount of cash in his slack pockets was further increased by almost a hundred bucks.

He paused in his hummming right after the 'wo dein sanfter flugel weilt' line to say to himself "all in a night's work." He looked over towards a general group of people and to no one in particular shrugged and said "Why else would I be dressed for business?" He straightened his trenchcoat collar, rebalancing the weight a bit better, and looked over his coat to make sure any bloodstains didn't happen to clash with the already-present ambiguously 'blood-or-mud' stains. Stavis started un-rolling his trenchcoat sleeves and re-rolled them back up to his elbows. The cuffs were caked with mud stains. Or blood. It was tard to tell, as they were rather ambiguous.

"I need your help. My life's in danger. Please come to 6102 Westminster. It's just off Commerce st." Lennox knows how to get there. In fact it's not too far from a stop a couple minutes away.

I will be there

"Hey" Lennox good taps Stavis on the back to get his attention

"I was wondering if you could accompany me somewhere... I have a friend who needs my help, and frankly, it isnt safe to travel alone.. I am pretty sure we can get a place to crash, at least for the night. WHat do you say?"

Stavis turns his head a bit towards the guy, and simply says "where?"

"6102 Westminster. Not to far from here, a little ways from the next stop."

"So it's next to Commerce Street, eh?" Stavis shugs. "I'll walk you over to Commerce street, but you can take the lasyt block on your own. My stop is on Commerce, but I'll check back at 6102 if I need a different place to crash."

"Works for me... Always best to travel in these areas in groups"

"Or with the right tools" Stavis adds with a sly grin, and goes back to looking at the boring blurred scenery out the subway windows.

"Ah yes... a gun here... mind control powers there" Lennox chuckles to himself as he says this.

"Yeah, whatever floats your boat, I guess." Stavis went back to waiting for the train to arrive at the upcoming stop.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
The bar was buzzing tonight. Numerous conversations drowning each other out over the din of Chrome Rock. Sex in the back rooms and most assuredly beat downs in the alleyway. Mikal sat in a booth out of sight of the main entrance, he had left instructions with the staff if anyone came asking for him, so that when "Miss" Alvarez arrived, she would be brought to the right location. The booths at The Electric Nipple were marvelous wonders of paranoid engineering. Equipped with discretion devices and a screen to discourage peeping toms and lipreaders. It was one of the reasons this place was a favorite of Mikal's, they shared some of his own sensible paranoia.

Ernesto was quite fond of the electric nipple for a multitude of reasons, most of them being that it was a superb spot to sit back, relax and gather information. The nipple had a reputation for being a spot where things could be arranged in a semi-private environment. It was the strong emphasis on privacy that made it so appealing. As he moved within the establishment his eyes darted about, looking for his favorite waitress and then the usual table of his contact here. He did not manage to look very far, for he saw a face that was too familiar to ignore. He blinked, using the zoom feature on his augmented eyes to catch Mikal's face as he closed the screen to his booth. Son of a bitch…

He hesitated for only a moment before choosing a course of action. His steps carrying him past the crowds and towards the bar where he ordered two glasses of vodka. It was one of Mikal's favorite or it had been back in Cuba. He could not afford the best, since he was a bit short in cash but this would have to do. Besides, it was the thought that counted right? Once the drinks were paid for he took them both and walked towards the booth he had seen Mikal disappear behind. The possibility that he was negotiating a contract within the booth was a real possibility. At the moment however, he did not truly care. If worse came to worse this would only take a moment. He made it to the edge of the booth, knocking on it twice before he spoke. "Mikal, you clever bastard. How would you like a drink?" His accent was a bit more forced than before, trying to sound as he had back when they both had been in Cuba. He had a glass full of clear liquid in each hand, waiting for a reaction of sorts. If Mikal was busy, he would understand. Nonetheless, he wanted him to take his drink.

At the knock, Mikal raised an eyebrow. He was about to assume it was "Miss" Alvarez, but the voice quickly corrected him...or did it? Maybe Stacey was a Stanley after all...no, this voice was familiar. He opened the panel with one hand, the other hovering close to his pistol...just in case. "Hah, not the one I was expecting, but I'm always willing to share a drink with an old comrade. Come in, Ernesto, come in."

He waited patiently for Mikal's response, his mind anticipating the realities of life. Mikal had always possessed a healthy amount of paranoia and thus when the screen opened he was not surprised that he was not met with a bear hug or anything of the sort. He glanced towards the man that had earned his respect and trust in Cuba well before they had come here, a thin smile on his lips as he raised the glasses of vodka just high enough for Mikal to look at them. When he spoke, he arched a brow but laughed when he accepted what he was offering. "perfecto!" He grinned, waiting until he was given permission to enter before moving with in. The glasses were placed down upon the table, before he sat down. His eyes watching the Russian for a moment before he spoke. "I see that life is treating you well Mikal, I always figured that we would meet again sooner or later." He paused, taking a sip of his vodka and feeling it slide down to his gut before he continued. "do you plan on being here for long?" He was curious, for he had not heard anything about his presence in the area. Of course, Mikal had the devil's ability to simply materialize where he wished. It was a survival trait. "and if you are expecting someone else, I can wait." His tone was flat and honest. If Mikal had a business meeting planned, it would be rude for him to keep him from it.

Mikal shut the screen again and relaxed somewhat, taking the offered glass of vodka and having a short sip before placing it back on the table. "Yes, well, it's not that terribly important anyway. Since you're here, you may as well stick around. If you don't have anything better to do, that is. I've got a prospective employer coming by shortly to discuss a possible job in the immediate future." Mikal's face lost the initial warmth that had accompanied Ernesto into the booth, followed by a quick gulp of the vodka Ernesto brought. "The employer does not strike me as reliable...to be perfectly honest she failed to make a good first impression. I'm willing to hear her out, but after that...well, who can tell?" A sardonic smile crept across his lips, his arms raised as though asking an innocent question.

"I will tell you what. If this employer's offer is acceptable, and you are interested, we could certainly hammer out some sort of arrangement. If the offer is...lacking, well, then we can just spend the night catching up on old times, da? Either way, we should talk more, it has been far too long."

The man opposite him had all of his attention. His eyes sliding over his face for a moment as he considered what he saw; Mikal had never been the type of person to offer many insights, but he did not seem to have changed that much since their time in Cuba. No, if anything he was older, leaner and tougher than before. He listened to what he had to say, arching a brow for a moment as he spoke of the employer and his perception of her. Still, it was all a matter of perception. He would go through a lot in order to have an opportunity to work with his old friend again. "that sounds like an adequate arrangement. I would jump at the chance to work with you again." He paused for a moment, taking another sip of his vodka before he continued. "I am sure that you have some interesting stories to share. I have some myself…"

"Good, good. I look forward to hearing them." He takes another sip of the Vodka Ernesto brought, making a note of the time as his wrist watch came into view on the trip up. She would be here shortly, if she had any sense of timing. Within the minute, the screen opened. Mikal's hand once again hovered close to his gun, but unlike when Ernesto had announced himself, it did not resume a more hospitable position.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Dirk walks into the bar first, taking in the paranoid setup, scantily clad waitresses, and tough guy clientelle. Stacey produces a strange device from her purse. Blaine, being close enough to get a look at it, see's that it has a screen with a wireframe map of the city, she zooms in several times until just the building the group is in is visible. There are two dots in the building, one at the entrance marked "Stacey" and another in one of the booths marked "Mikal - mercenary", after looking at the arrangement of the booths and back down at the screen a few times to make sure which one it was, she starts toward that booth.

She addresses Dirk and Blaine in a quiet voice. "I don't expect any problems, but keep your weapons ready just in case."

Blaine nods, outwardly confident. He removes his collapsed baton from its holster and palms it so that it's ready should anything start. He looks at Dirk out of the corner of his eye and tries his joke again. "As long as no one asks for ID, I think we'll be fine."

Dirk looks at the doorman for a long beat, before cracking a sarcastic smile and saying, "Hah, that's pretty funny, you're a funny guy." He shakes his head, and his smile disappears.

"Let's just get whatever we're doing over with, alright? There's something I still gotta take care of tonight..." He reaches out and slaps one of the waitresses on the ass as she passes by.

Stacey opens the screen to the booth Mikal and Ernesto are in, expressing a fair bit of surprise to find more than one occupant. Dirk and Blaine are right behind her. She quickly regains her composure. "Hello Mikal." She introduces herself with a slight bow. "I'm Stacey, and you are...?" to Ernesto.

His attention naturally shifted towards the sound of the screen as it opened. His eyes lingered upon the woman for a moment before sliding to her two guests. He caught sight of the fact that one of them was holding a baton of some kind in his hand. His eyes slid from that man to the other in a very casual manner. In truth, he was trying to ascertain what would be the neatest way to kill them if it came to that. His facial expression was blank like staring at an expert poker player as he played to win. Mikal would receive no response to his words, his own jacket open enough to grant him easy access to his revolver. When Stacey spoke, his attention left the men and focused upon her once more. "My name is Ernesto." He had no idea if it would ring a bell to her or not. His eyes slid towards Mikal for a moment, wordlessly conveying the fact that if he motioned for him to leave he would. It was only then that the woman's name resonated within his mind.

It seems he was known to associate with an ex-employee, Stacey Alvarez, but given that she always travels with dangerous people, they have never bothered to interrogate her yet.

His eyes glanced at the woman once more, sliding to her companions before returning to her. Surely it could not the same woman…

Mikal was equally as emotionless as Ernesto. Poker faces were the norm in these sorts of deals, something which Miss Alvarez had apparently not yet learned. Of course, she had not yet learned manners yet either. "Ah, yes, introductions. First, come on in. I think we have just enough to fit the friends that followed you here." The booth, in fact, did have enough room for five people to sit comfortably, and Mikal started to slide over around towards Ernesto to allow the others access into the semicircular booth. His hand has now long since ceased to hover near his gun, but if need be, he would still have relatively quick access to it.

Only an idiot would bring a knife to a gunfight. Blaine chastised himself. Originally, he thought having his baton at the ready was a good idea, given the confined space in the club. After getting a glance at the men Stacey was meeting here, he thought perhaps nothing short of a bazooka - or a tank - would make him feel safe. They wore their poker faces well, but it wasn't the blank expressions they wore that tipped him off. No, it was the soulless eyes that told Blaine these men were capable of killing everyone here without caring, and worse, without breaking a sweat.

My god, woman, what have you gotten yourself (and me!) into? A primitive part of his mind cried out.

It's the epitome of understatement, but Blaine knows he is outclassed by the strangers in the booth. He decided to bite the bullet and slide in first. Bite the bullet - that had better not be some kind of omen. He was sure that his half-assed palming had already been discovered so he didn't try to keep holstering the weapon a secret.

He'd let Stacey make any other introductions. It'd probably be best if he didn't even open his mouth.

Dirk stands motionless, watching the two men, now known as Ernesto and Mikal. Dirk's poker face is more of a sneer, communicating little more than a hint of mistrust of the men in the booth. The doorman slides in first, and Dirk motions for Stacey to follow. He takes a seat on the end, allowing him to be the first out if the exchange of words becomes an exchange of bullets.

Like the doorman, Dirk chooses to stay silent and listen instead.

Ben and Stavis:

After walking a few empty, desolate blocks, the pair come to the only standing structure worth mentioning at the exact address indicated. It's the entrance of what appears to be an enclosed parking lot. It's appearance has taken on the look of a graveyard for rusted out hulks of formerly working automobiles. The sound of a running engine, however, can be faintly heard inside, at the bottom of the slope which must be descended in order to enter.

Everyone else:

"Ernesto... Ernesto..." She suddenly snaps her fingers. "Mercenary, right?" The question seems rhetorical, as she doesn't wait for an answer. "Good, you'll want to hear this too."

"Okay, I'll try and make this as short as possible. Here's the deal. We're a group of scientists formerly employed by Microsoft's advanced weapons division developing artificial intelligence capable of acting on initiative without hand holding. Our position was recently discovered, but we developed a way to scan for identifying MS implants, so they're probably looking for mercenaries to take over our position. It's a pretty secure bunker, and we've got 4 of our former elite security guards and 3 combat robots, the fruits of some of our earlier research. We'll probably be facing about a dozen specialists. We can offer just about any cybernetic upgrade as a reward for each of you, plus you'll get first dibs on any equipment the strike team brings when they fail. Do we have a deal?" Her eyes wander momentary to Blaine for comfort among these hard, unknown faces.

Probably looking for mercenaries. Probably a dozen or so men. When they fail.

He already knew what he was going to do. The new information didn't help quell the anxiety of it, though. Four 'elite' guards and three sentries didn't seem like much, but apparently they had lasted this long. The addition of their own mercenaries may even the odds, but that was still a long way from the optimistic "when they fail."

Slowly, gingerly, with two fingers Blaine removed his P220S from its holster and laid it on the table. Despite his better judgement, Blaine began to speak.

"This is a Sig Sauer P220 Sport, .45 ACP. It has a stainless steel frame and slide. Unlike the non-sport versions, this one is enhanced by a match grade, heavy contoured barrel and weighted frame extension. It has adjustable sights and extended controls for easier use. It's the only weapon I have, and probably the only one I care to have. Compared to the hardware any of you have," indicating all three mercenaries, "it's nothing more than a kid's cap gun. You can probably tell that I'm already heavily augmented. I've been fortunate that I've been able to afford what I have, and I've gotten just about all the mods that I could want - up to now.

I'm not in this for the guns or the glory or the augs or the money. Any and all of that stuff aquired from this operation is yours."

With as much care he took displaying his gun, he placed it back in its place. As an afterthought he added "Maybe that'll help you make up your mind," he said with a slight shrug.

Lennox attemts to contact his friend. He Closes his eyes, and concentrates on his friends mind...

You here?

Goodness, she was quick, wasn't she? Making a show of trying to place Ernesto's name, as though she already knew him. It might be worth something if she was trying to cheat simpletons out of their money by pretending to read their minds or speak to long lost loved ones, but here it was almost embarrasing. Here he was, asking an old comrade to perhaps take a job with him, and this is his prospective employer. The job itself was not all that bad. Microsoft was a dangerous company to annoy, but at least it was not on the same scale as her previous job offer. Here they would be killing their own, and there would be no tears shed over that. In this business, if you die, you die. Maybe a brother or sister, mother or child, slut or wife, will attempt to avenge them, but not likely. The deal is beginning to sound interesting, and potentially worth the risk. The question would be, of course, if he could trust her to install cybernetics without implanting some sort of killswitch.

Then the man to her left, the frightened deer, decided to speak. Mikal noticed the looks Miss Alvarez sent the deer, and it was all he could do to maintain his composure. He was her latest output, hell, she probably screwed him, slapped on the cybernetics so he could go all night, and he thinks it's love. She? She is too much of a Dyayvochka to know any better. The only saving grace of personalities here was the angst-ridden fellow to her right, opposite of Ernesto. He was probably too long without having known a woman's touch, perhaps even moreso than Ernesto himself, but a few good drinks and cheap whore and he should loosen right up, or at the very least be tolerable.

The movement of the output towards his gun attracted Mikal's attention. If he had wanted to end the deal right away, it would have been then and there. Fortunately, that was not the case. "A very impressive lecture on firearms, but not useful to us here. If you do not want to be paid, so be it, do this for love or justice or whatever else drives you. Just make sure that you are an asset when the time comes, and instead of making speeches about your gun, you instead let it do the talking," A quick sip of Vodka, then his eyes return to Miss Alvarez. "So by employing us, you plan to help even the odds, four of us plus three robots and four more guards, plus anyone else you can manage to scrape together, yes? Consider me interested. Ernesto?"

His only response to Stacey’s inquiry was the arching of a brow and the appearance of a small smile upon his lips that would hopefully convey to her the fact that her assessment was accurate. When she continued to speak he listened, the first thought that came to his mind being predictable.

Son of a bitch...

There was no doubt on his mind now that this was indeed the woman that Andy had been talking about a few hours prior and that meant that if he had taken the job…he would have possibly ended up going against Mikal. For a nanosecond he considered bringing up some facts to the table, he did after all have a bit of knowledge about the future but he did not. He had given his word to Andy that the meeting would not have taken place. His honor was on the line, but Mikal was family and he deserved to know. He would bring up what he knew to him later, when they were both alone. He did not truly care for the others, it was just a job and payment would ensure his cooperation.

His attention naturally shifted towards the man with the gun as he placed it on the table and began his speech. Once it was over, he did not bother speaking in turn. Mikal took care of that rather neatly. He took a deep breath, his eyes sliding towards Mikal’s for a moment as he nodded. “I am interested as well. Of course, I would like some clarification on what just about any represents and whether surgery costs will be taken into account as well.” Cybernetics were by themselves not the only factor that had to be considered, surgery was a big one. He rolled his shoulders in a shrug, if they could not come to an agreement on cybernetics there was always cash and everything else seemed to be in order. The lover with the sig did not seem to be much use, but he left just enough room in his mind to be surprised. Furthermore, he would have at least one competent ally in the mess if Mikal went along. He really had little to lose and a lot to gain.

Dirk listens to the men in turn, his brow becoming more furrowed as he realizes the bottle of Wild Turkey is still in the glovebox. He grabs a waitress as she slinks by.

"Whiskey. 3 shots."

He turns back to the group, and addresses Stacey. "So is this it? Just us and your rebel friends back at the base?"

Stavis looks around the area surrounding the parking garage on Westminister. He could see the all-night convenience store on Commerce street from where he was standing.

"I walked you farther than I planned. I'll be going now, but I'll drop by if I need a place to crash." He said to the bright-shirt guy, and started walking towards the direction of the store.

"I have to say... you have been one of the most interesting single serving friends i have had in a while... Thanks for accompanying me, and never hesitate to ask if you need anything... Farewell, and thanks for all the fish" Lennox said with a smile.

Stavis and Ben:

Before Stavis can take a single step and before Dr. Lennox receives his telepathic reply, the idling engine suddenly revves up and the sound of burning rubber booms from the garage. As the pair turn their heads instinctively toward this surprising development, there is an extremely loud gunshot and a full powered rifle bullet speeds toward Lennox's head, only missing because of the sudden movement.

What appears to be a red and white 1957 Chevy BelAir emerges at the bottom of the slope quickly picking up speed. Benjamin recognizes the driver as his colleague doctor Ham. The gunman curses and shouts something over his shoulder, his words drowned out by the big block V8.

"Get in, both of you!" Shouts Dr. Ham as he opens the door.

The sound of another engine starting in the garage can be heard.

Everyone else:

((Since everyone's already gone, editing Blaine's actions retroactively isn't an option. In the future, remember that you can use IF THEN type logic for these situations. Ex: "If Blaine noticed someone unusual, he does this. Otherwise, he does this."))

Now that his mind is unoccupied by speaking, Blaine has a chance to "play back" his memory of when they walked in the bar, and he realizes something about the drunk at the other end of the room that was staring at the group. Staring drunks are not unusual, but this one had a full glass of beer in front of him that had been sitting there long enough for the foam to completely dissipate.

Meanwhile, Stacy listens to Mikal and then Ernesto, responding "Yes we have the expertise and the facilities to install the implants."

As Dirk voices his question, she smiles faintly "It should be enough. They won't be expecting us to assemble much resistance."

She glances around nervously, trying to pass the glances off as cool and calm. "We should get to the bunker. The attack really could come at any minute."

Before anyone has a chance to move, Blaine speaks up.

"That guy at the end of the bar may not be as drunk as he looks. He's been eyeing us since we walked in." He looks to the resident mercinaries, curious to see if they noticed the same thing. He would have suggested leaving in a staggered group to see who he follows, or if someone else picks up surveillance, but after the chastising he got a moment ago, he really learned his lesson about saying too much.

Stavis scoffs and rolls his eyes. "Oh fucking fudge," he whined as if some stingy cop had stuck him with a ticket for jaywalking. He reluctantly jumps into the back seat of the car.

"Alright, but you're dropping me off the first chance you get. This is the second time somebody got me stuck in their shit in the last hour." He shifted in his seat and kept his head low. Snipers were one of the last things he wanted to deal with right now. Running was simply not an option, which is a pain because this is none of his business either.

This is what I get for hanging out with trouble-making schmucks, and for not *insisting* I was going no further than Commerce street.

Dirk's whiskey arrives and he quickly pounds two shots back. Without a word, he takes the third and walks over to the staring drunk.

"Hey buddy, I think you could use another." With that, he slams the glass on the bar, then leans in close. "Now do you want to stop looking at me, or are we gonna have a problem?"

"Scheisse!" Dr. Lennox yelled, as he got into the car. He kept his head low and hoped the snipers werent in a position to still target his head.

"Sorry about this Stavis, I didnt mean to drag you into this... And you will get the full story once we are out of harms way... assuming we survive... you deserve that much"

He had noticed that his question had been answered in part, his left hand reaching for the half empty glass of vodka on the table. He took a sip before placing it back down, his eyes flickering closed for a clean second before they opened once more. Once they did, they focused on Stacy for a moment. “I am thankful that you have competent people. However, I wish to rephrase my question. I barely know you Stacy, and while I am willing to be paid in cybernetics or cash, I like to work with my own group of surgeons.” Was it really so surprising that he did not wish to be cut up by people that he did not trust? “If you will pay me in cybernetics you will also provide payment for the surgery with the surgeons that I choose. If that is unacceptable, you can pay me in cash. I am really quite flexible on the matter.” He went silent then, his eyes sliding to the gringo as he spoke. He was mostly right, but he would not bet on MS being incompetent about this. Of course, they did not know that he had almost chosen to be their executioner.

When Stacy spoke once more he arched a brow, the nervousness noted and considered for a moment before he continued. “that would be a prudent course of action but at the moment, inadvisable. I can’t speak for others, but I am not prepared for conflict. I will require time to gather the necessary supplies in order that I may give you my absolute best.” He paused for a moment, the glass brought to his lips once more as its contents were nearly completely drained. “and speaking of my best, if you are interested in it…I would suggest that you seriously consider some generosity.” He shrugged his shoulders. “grenades and such can be expensive and cybernetics will not be a factor until after this little mission.” Did he have to spell it out? He was in it for the money or the cybernetics, and if at all possible he wanted them both. If she wanted him to go anywhere, she had to pay him for it. Besides, it was in her best interest to make sure he was happy. If she was offering them cybernetics worth having, then surely a couple of hundred or thousand dollars was not a bad up front payment fee. He did not work for free or promises for that matter. “what down payment will you provide me?” the question was a simple and utterly predictable one. She was in luck though, he accepted electronic transfers too.

When Blaine spoke he hesitated for a moment before looking at him and then in the direction of the man in question. Mierda, he should have closed the screen. It had not been his job, considering he had not been the last one in but it was of little comfort now. The idea of standing up and plugging the pendejo was strong, but Dirk moved first and he shrugged. “if he needs killing, he will get it.” His tone was flat and utterly dispassionate, his eyes sliding towards Mikal for a moment and then towards the man whom Dirk was hassling. Augmented hearing was a beautiful thing. His eyes slid towards Stacy then, deciding that it was her choice now how quickly he got to this bunker of hers. The more money she gave him up front, the less time he would waste.

Details, always little details. Like children, he would have to guide their every step so they did not step on a land mine. Then the demanding and the questioning, 'Are we there yet?' and 'I have to pee!' or 'I miss my blankie!'. In and of itself it was bearable, up until you get shot between the eyes because you were watching their backs and not your own. The sneering man quite clearly needed to loosen up somewhat, but at least he wasn't as bad as some of the others Mikal had worked with in the past. "We can work out the details at a later point, I am afraid. For now, I suggest that we spread our wings and our paths as far and as quickly as we can. Rushed jobs often become sloppy, and without the proper tools, disasterous. Miss Alvarez, you take your comrades and go. You know how to reach me, you can give me directions from there. I will keep in touch with Ernesto. We shall be ready in roughly half an hour. If the attack occurs before then, well, I apologize, but when given a choice between near-certain death in return some material wealth and missing an appointment, I prefer to be fashionably late and alive than arriving early and dying tired. Ernesto, let's go." Nothing else more was going to be said. The sneering man was begging for a confrontation, and if one broke out, Mikal would rather not be there when it happened. In the meantime, neither he nor Ernesto were properly suited for running off to defend an installation. That took preperation, weapons, and a considerable amount of ammunition, of which they had little or none. The question of payment could be worked out later, though he was loathe to do so, as quite often such situations wound up stiffing him of the originally agreed-upon fee. Still, this situation was somewhat unique, and Mikal almost cracked a smile as he considered the possibilities.

Once Ernesto had gotten up, he would leave the booth as well and make way for the nearest exit, of which there were several in the establishment, another reason he enjoyed doing business here. Naturally at this point he would be looking for the slightest signs of trouble and move to avoid them if at all possible, all while looking as though nothing was wrong or out of the ordinary. It was time to blend with the crowd....

Stavis and Benjamin:

The semi-modern amenities in the interior of the car suggest that it is in fact a replicar and not a genuine '57 Bel-Air. Nevertheless, it has quite a bit of pickup, as Dr. Ham demonstrates by flooring it, causing the tires to squeal and send up some rubbery smelling smoke as the car speeds off. After a few seconds, the second car comes out from the garage. It appears to be around a 2010 model Pontiac GTO, quite capable of catching this replicar. The passenger (the one who used the sniper rifle earlier) appears to be rummaging around in the back seat. Distance between the two cars is still about 150 yards.

Everyone else:

Looking not entirely happy about Mikal and Ernesto's decisions against accompanying her immediately, but unwilling to try and talk them out of it, Stacey answers Ernesto's question as he and Mikal get up. "Of course we'll provide money for the surgery if that's what you wish." To his second question, she responds "OK, if you need some seed money, I'll have it to you in a few minutes. Is $2,000 enough?"

Meanwhile at the bar, Dirk is making his demand, and the man responds by attempting to splash the contents of the shot glass into Dirk's eyes as he makes a mad dash for the exit.

Splash in eyes: Fake drunk vs. Dirk

Difficulty: 14 (9 coord + 0 hand to hand + 5 constant)

AT: 5 (5 coord + 0 hand to hand)

Final roll: 9

Unfortunately for the man, Dirk is too fast and his instincts too honed for that kind of bullshit, and a quick bob of his head ensures that the whiskey misses completely.

EDIT:

Dirk angrily reaches for the man before he can take a step.

Slam head down on the bar: Dirk vs. fake drunk

Difficulty: 10 (5 coord + 0 HtH + 5 constant)

AT: 9 (9 coord + 0 HtH)

Final Roll: 13

MoS: 3

Specific location: 8 (right ear)

Damage: 8

The man tries to snake away, but Dirk angrily slams his head down on the edge of the bar. Between the man's average build and Dirk's Supersoldier arm, it not only renders him unconscious, but also permanently deaf in that ear.

"I will see if i can... hinder the driver"

Stavis realizes he's at the mercy of both shirt guy's driver and and sniper behind them, so he keeps his head down, folds his arms over his lap, and rests his head in one hand. He slides his small of scotch out long enough to take a small sip, in attempt to alleviate his impatient boredom.

I hope they don't drop me off too far away, he thinks to himself as he wonders where the situation will lead him.

By the time Blaine brushes past Stacey to join Dirk, the man of non-drinking drunkness is unconscious. He stifles a chuckle and shrugs his shoulders.

"No ID?"

It's terrible the times when mirth decides to raise it's jovial head.

Dirk catches the now-unconscious man by the collar before he crumples to the floor, and hoists him back onto the stool. He addresses the doorman as he walks up.

"Well, he failed the not-being-an-asshole-check."

He looks to the front door to see Mikal and Ernesto leaving. "Guess the party's over, huh? Oh well, let's see why spy-boy was so interested in us."

Dirk slaps the man on the cheeks, trying to wake him up.

It was impossible to miss the signs of displeasure in Stacy’s face but he did not overly care either. She was not his lover, she was trying to retain his services. His attention wavered for a moment as Mikal stood and made the effort to take him with him. When Stacy spoke once more, his eyes shifted over towards her waiting until she was finished before he nodded. “Excellent.” He hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “more than adequate, here is the account I want you to transfer the funds into.” His right hand moved, disappearing into a pocket and removing a small notepad and a pen. He wrote down the information quickly, glancing towards the location of the other man that had accompanied her and taking notice of the exchange that took place. His attention quickly returning to the task at hand. It took mere seconds for him to write down the bank name and the account number. The sheet of paper ripped and slid towards Stacy as he asked. “make the transfer within the allotted time please, you want us back in half and hour do you not? Now if you will excuse me, I have to go and prepare. Speaking of which, can I have your cellular number? I need to know where you want us to go. If you are unwilling to give me your number, write me the address in this piece of paper.” The paper was offered to her should she refuse to give him the phone number and as soon as the information was written down he would take the paper and slip it into a pocket. He nodded, glancing towards Mikal before he stood and joined him at his side.

He followed Mikal out of the nipple, his attention sliding one last time towards the scuffle apparently taking place near the bar before disappearing along with Mikal down a side door. Once outside the establishment they both walked a short distance before he spoke. “Listen Mikal, I have to make it to my place and get my stuff as you naturally do. If you don’t have a ride, I can drive us both there.” He hesitated for only a moment before rolling his shoulders. “As long as my car is cooperative. She has seen better years. Tell you what, here is my cellular number and my place.” As he walked, he pulled out his trust notepad and scribbled his number on a page before ripping it and giving it to his friend. “give me a call when you are ready and either tell me to pick you up or get there and I will wait for you. I would recommend the latter, considering if my car does not want to work we can both hoof it to the location on our own. Does that sound good?” If they were both agreed, he would waste no time to make it to his apartment and gather up the various tools he would need.

Ernesto's delay was acceptable, but still somewhat irritating, though Mikal did not show it. When Ernesto was done, he began to lead him out of the bar, being careful to avoid the sneering man and his newfound plaything. Once outside, he did not ease up, and continued to watch for any potential signs of trouble or ears and eyes pointed the wrong way for an undue length of time. When Ernesto gave him the piece of paper with his contact information on it, he nodded, took the paper, and put it inside his jacket. "Yes, sounds good. I will head back and get ready. When I am done, I will call you and let you know I am on my way. As much as I would enjoy chatting with you on the way back, I think we had best part as quickly as possible and go our seperate ways," from here, Mikal would begin taking a path back to his apartment, not entirely direct, as it wasn't the fastest way back, but if anyone was following him, he wanted to lose them before he made it to where he lived.

First the subway station a few blocks away, past the one closest to The Electric Nipple , from there to a few streets above his apartment by train, then back down below the apartment again. Then he would leave the subway, walk up to the general area his apartment was located, then back into the subway again, waiting for a train heading back down towards the Electric Nipple. If he had anyone following him, that should give him enough time to pick them out from the crowd, or lose them in it. If he felt he was clear by the time he got to the last step, he would leave the subway, not having gotten on the train, and just walk to his apartment. If he was still being followed, and they had not made their move, he would try to draw them out or continue the chase, depending on the circumstances.

Benjamin and Stavis:

Dr. Lennox uses his powers to send waves of pain through the driver's body.

Sensory implantation: Lennox vs. driver

Difficulty: 21

Adj AT: 17

Final roll: 19

Just as Lennox finds himself about to break through the driver's defenses, the car lurches to avoid a pothole, foiling the attempt. He will have to try again.

Meanwhile, the passenger in the GTO has found what he was looking for in the backseat, but the distance, now at 120 yards, is still to great to make out what it is.

Blaine and Dirk:

The man regains consciousness under the hard slaps, looking too frightened to make a move. The bar has grown silent, the patrons looking on in anticipation while the staff and bouncers wonder if they will have to get involved.

Stacey punches a few buttons on her PDA before walking over, looking worried.

Ernesto:

The car starts up normally, and soon Ernesto finds himself at his apartment. A quick check confirms that the payment has been made.

Mikal:

The streets at night are empty and abandoned between this area and where Mikal lives. The only sounds are an occasional dog barking, or some rats skimpering. Yet with his heightened senses, Mikal starts to get a nagging feeling that he's being watched. Once he notices this, he starts to get glimpses of his trailer, an amorphous patch of blackness in the night leaping from one rooftop to another might not be noticed or passed off as a cat or a bird, but over the course of the next couple blocks it becomes obvious that he's being followed.

"Damn"

Dr. Lennox concentrates and tries again to break thoigh the mans defenses

The payment had been made and he took great pleasure in that fact admitting to himself that Stacy was starting to win his appreciation. He did not waste any time, making sure to gather up the various items he knew he would need. He picked up half a dozen more grenades, complementing the two he already possessed. He grabbed his MP7 as well as 3 magazines for it, his G36 and all the armor piercing rounds he owned for it as well as a suppressor for his favored rifle. He was going to be on the defensive, so he made sure to replace his leather armor for Kevlar, as well as picking up various other tools of the trade.

It took him less than ten minutes to prepare for war, the rest of his various items locked away in their usual place (a fireproof safe). He placed most of his tools in a large carry-bag and darted down the stairs of his apartment building and towards his car. Once inside his vehicle he slid the keys into the ignition and hoped that his darling would cooperate. If not, they would have to walk. All that was left now, was for Mikal to show up.

Dirk looks around, noticing everyone staring at the altercation.

"Well, it looks like you've got the floor. So why don't you let us all know why you were staring at me like I was your girlfriend? Cause I don't swing that way, asshole."

It takes degrees of control not to laugh like a nutter, but Blaine keeps himself composed. He's standing behind Dirk, close enough so that the guy can see him and know he's part of the interrogation, but far enough away to give Dirk any amount of room he needs to operate. One hand, his right, is stuck fingers deep in a front pocket trying to portray a sense of casualness, and the other is hooked around the baton clipped to his belt, ready to swing into action should it be necessary.

So, he was being followed...now the only questions that remained were who and why. It could be that this tracker was under the employ of Miss Alvarez. It would help to explain the...unusal timing of her initial call earlier this evening. However, given the watcher in the bar, it was not unlikely that her enemies were attempting to keep tabs on her. Perhaps the mercenaries Microsoft had hired had decided that Miss Alvarez was a potential risk, and wanted information gathered on her and anyone she had contacted as quickly as possible. Not good. Either way, he did not like being tracked. His follower was on the rooftops, so he had the advantage of higher ground. However, his movement would be limited.

The urge to simply shoot the jumping fool came to mind. Simply attach the silencer to his pistol under his jacket, and the next time the shadow jumped to a new rooftop, he would be greeted by a .45 caliber slug while he was unable to dodge, but he doubted he could hit him accurately at this range. Instead, he used his knowledge of the area to his advantage. A nearby apartment building was the home of a couple of pathetic drug addicts. They had poisoned themselves with all manner of "recreational" toxins and by now did not likely have two brain cells between them. They managed to keep their standard of living by working odd jobs that nobody else wanted to do and by selling some product to gangs on the side. One thing Mikal noticed was that they were apparently always hungry. If the front door wasn't locked, he wouldn't bother with them, but the chances of that were usually rare. Instead, if the door was locked, he would hit their intercom button and pretend he was a pizza delivery boy. With any luck, the fools would buzz him in without thinking twice, at which point he would make his way to the roof of the building through the stairway to see if he could flush out his shadow.

Stavis continues to keep his head down.

Stavis and Lennox:

The cars race through the abandoned streets of the Bronx. Potholes and rubble are everywhere, making things perilous, especially at such high speeds. The distance has closed to about 90 metres now. Lennox tries his pain attack again.

DF: 21

Adj AT: 17

Final roll: 22

This time it works. The driver is struck by waves of pain as he tries to concentrate on the road.

Dr. Ham driving check

DF: 12

Adj AT: 9

Final roll: 14

Dr. Ham skillfully weaves around rubble and potholes.

Bad guy #1 driving check

DF: 12

Adj AT: 9

Final roll: 15

The thug is a fairly good driver, and even with the pain he manages to avoid crashing. The other one leans out the window with his SMG, but the range is still too great and it would just be a waste of bullets if he started firing now.

Dirk and blaine:

One of the bouncers comes over. "Hey hey, take it outside." He points to the back exit into the alley.

Mikal:

After being buzzed in and gaining roof access, it doesn't take Mikal long to spot his pursuer on the roof of the building across the street. It's a very strange individual, hunched over on all fours with gray skin and wearing tattered rags. As it sniffs the air, Mikal glimpses it's animalistic yellow eyes. It's then that it spots Mikal and starts running at an extremely fast speed toward the next roof which would take it away from Mikal.

Dirk looks to the door, then back at the bouncer.

"I'll take the front door, thanks." He grabs the spy by the arm and shoves him roughly towards the exit. He then folds his arms, slipping his right hand inside his coat, finding the handle of the Ruger. He begins to follow the man out to the parking lot.

Hmmm.... I wonder how his driving will be when his steering wheel burns!

Blaine nods coolly to the bouncer and follows Dirk towards the front door. As they approach the door, he chances a visual spectrum check ((radar, followed by thermal imaging)) to see if this may have been part of some consipiracy. He wasn't sure whether or not he could see through the door and walls of the club, but decided he'd at least try.

((If the check is good and it looks like someone is laying in wait, Blaine tells Dirk to try the back door - or god help us, the bathroom. Otherwise, the group continues through the door. Blaine will hedge his bets that despite not being able to see what's out there, there could still be someone there, as if that might make any difference.))

Before he tries to pull a Superman, he checks to see if Stacey is following them. "C'mon. I can't keep an eye on you and him seperately." He does notice her disposition after dealing with the heavies. He makes a note to talk to her later.

Stavis and Lennox:

Sensory implantation: Burning steering wheel, Benjamin vs. driver

DF: 23

Adj AT: 17

Finall roll: 23

Reflex check, is the passenger quick enough to grab the wheel before a crash?

DF: 24

Adj AT: 11

Final roll: 15

The gives a sudden yelp and lets go of the steering wheel. At such high speeds this causes the car to veer to the left. By the time the driver realizes that his hands weren't burnt and before the passenger even realizes what's going on, the car slams into the remains of a solid concrete building at a speed of almost 200 miles per hour. The car practically disintegrates and nothing that could be even remotely recognized as human is left of its occupants.

As adrenaline cools and one is allowed to take stock of the surroundings, he realizes that the auto chase has taken the trio into the remains of the Bronx, a graveyard whose only sentient inhabitants are twisted freaks of the dozens of failed genemodding experiments and their offspring. Not a place anyone would want to remain in for long.

Blaine and Dirk:

A quick radar check reveals a man in the second story window overlooking the entrance hastily setting up a heavy machine gun. Four more figures are converging on the entrance. Another four are coming around the side to get to the back, but the group can be at the back door before them if it hurries. The spy offers no resistance to Dirk and seems scared out of his mind.

The doorman tips Dirk off to the impending danger.

"Aw shit." Dirk pulls the Ruger and does an about face, dragging the spy along towards the back door. "They coming from the right or left?" Dirk asks the doorman, before bursting through the door and heading in the opposite direction of the assassins.

Blaine responds indicating the direction the men are coming from. He follows Dirk closely hoping that they'll have the same luck escaping these guys as they did escaping the cops earlier.

Dr. Lennox losses him self for a moment and laughs in glee as the other car is ripped to shreds, he didnt have anything personally against them, but it was either him, or them, and he as rather proud of his little plan.

"Being able to mess with peoples heads has its drawbacks, but it is damn useful"

Stavis sits up and looks in the direction of the explosion, then looks around the surrounding area. This was a bit farther than he wanted to go, and certainly in one of the least preferable directions.

"Um... you guys aren't dropping me off here, by any chance? I'd prefer if we'd go back 10 or twenty blocks the other way before we part ways and all that."

An Exotic? Maybe some sort of full conversion? Perhaps some sort of genetically engineered creature? Regardless, his first instinct is once again to shoot it and be done with it. It was running...the hunter now becoming the hunted. Now it would be more cautious in its tracking, but just scaring it further into the shadows to return at a later point was never his entire plan...no, instead he would eliminate the immediate threat, either temporarily or permenantly, however the bullets landed. Hoping that he would get a clear shot at his tracker, on his way up the stairs he had taken the time to attach the silencer to his pistol, so as not to unduly arouse the inhabitants of the neighboring buildings...at least not in his direction. As soon as he caught sight of his tracker, he pulled out his gun, an extension of himself as much as technology would permit thanks to the wonders of cybernetics. Once the barrel was lined up with his target, he pulls the trigger twice (OOC: Double tap, which is just going by the gun's rate of fire, IIRC). He will continue firing in that fashion until his target runs away, he runs out of ammunition, or he starts attracting undue attention. If the target goes down, well, then it's just that much easier to shoot at, and it leaves an appropriate message to whoever unleashed that gray freak on him.

"No peeking," He whispered as he half-exhaled the air from his lungs to help steady his aim. A soft, breezing chastigation, followed by the leathal punishment.

Mikal

Mikal vs. pursuer: 2 shots

DF: 20

Adj AT: 7 (12 normally -5 for range)

Final rolls: 8, 17 (2nd still a hit because of natural 10)

Damage: 3 to abdomen

The creature takes the second round, but is not stopped, the full metal jacket round failing to expand on contact with its soft flesh.

Blaine and Dirk: Dirk kicks open the back door with Blaine close behind. The spy offers no resistance and the group gets over to Dirk's car just as the 4 man team rounds the corner.

Benjamin and Stavis:

Dr. Ham mutters "I hope the freaks didn't notice us." This absurd statement is quickly proven wrong as a variety of deformed and deranged freaks, drawn by the loud chase and louder crash, see the car and rush toward it in a mad, gibbering frenzy.

Dirk points to the spy. "You're up front."

He gets in the car and turns to the doorman. "If he pulls any shit, blow his head off." Dirk jams the key in the ignition and turns it. He stomps on the gas and squeals out of the parking lot.

Blaine exchanges a look with Dirk and without asking knows who's sitting where in the car. As they approache the vehicle, Blaine turns to Stacey telling her to get in the back. Blaine follows closely, occupying the seat behind the front seat passenger. Fervent prayers to any and all manner of deities are said hoping that one will hear and start the vehicle.

"If it doesn't start, he's pushing," Blaine says as off the cuff as he can manage.

As he sinks into his seat Blaine pulls his .45 from its holster and keeps it at the ready should the spy decide to get squirly.

He sighed softly as he glanced at the watch upon his right wrist and noticed that Mikal was running a little late. His facial expression slowly taking the form of a frown as his mind considered what would be the best course of action. He could call Mikal and inquire as to what was going on, but Mikal had always been adamant about being called. He was a man that like himself, generally preferred to not be bothered once he was in the streets. Something as straight forward as the ringing of a cell phone could lead to a life or death situation if Mikal was trying to hide. He muttered softly, his eyes sliding to his mirror and then to the sides. Everything was quiet at the moment, but he had twenty minutes already in this car as he waited for Mikal’s eventual return. He was starting to get restless.

He pressed down on the gas pedal, the roar of the engine that greeted him met with a thin smile. He was good to go, all he needed now was Mikal. He had put on his Kevlar vest before he had made it into the car, and all his weapons were in top shape. All he needed now was to be shown who his targets would be. He remembered the men he had seen in the meeting, and reminded himself that it was nothing personal. He had almost been one of them, but now he would be their end. No life was as precious as his own, and there were precious few people he would risk his life to save. Mikal was one of those people and once again, he hesitated as he considered what to do. Should he call or should he wait? His arms moved, unzipping the large carry case he had packed in order so that his rifle would be ready for access. If Mikal wanted and extraction…he would get one. Of course, he could be worrying for nothing. Mikal could be walking his way this very moment…but he could not help but worry about one of his few friends. Mikal was for all intensive purposes family to him…and family was worth killing for.

"You have got to be kidding me? It never ends, first the cops, then a street gang, then assassins, now a quibberng mass of mutants, all in less than an hour and a half... I swear, if I werent an atheist, I would think God is out to get me. Think this car can escape or run them down? Or will I have to get them to fight each other?"

Adrenaline could do many strange things to the human body. Increased strength, endurance, a higher tolerance for pain, and even increased reflexes. The trouble was, like any drug, you tended to crash once the initial burst wore off. The creature would now be harder to hit, as it was not slowing down on account of the bullet. Had it penetrated a leg, lung, or the head, maybe it would have slowed the creature somewhat, but a gutshot would do nicely regardless. Much as Mikal would like to finish this business here, he'd likely waste too many bullets trying to hit the thing at this range, and it would slow itself down soon enough once the initial rush had worn off, and trying to find Mikal after that would be much harder. Satisfied, he heads back down the building, removing the silencer from his pistol and returning both to their respective places. Once that is done, he dials Ernesto's number. When Ernesto picks up, he starts speaking.

"Slight change of plans, I'm going to need a pickup by my place. Make sure you bring your special telephoto lens, the birds are beautiful this time of year, but they are hungry and think we have crumbs," It was an old code system he hoped Ernesto would remember, a way for agents to tell each other things when others might be listening in. Not a challenge for someone to break once they heard it, but it was a question of knowing what to look for. In a sea of innocent conversations, which of them were sprinkled with seeds of hidden meanings?

Upon leaving the building, he returns to walking the street back up to his apartment, not so far away. He would only need to throw a few things into his op bag and he would be ready to go, it was already half-packed with his usual tools, and he kept numerous magazines pre-loaded in the event of a quick operation or defense against a home invasion. Hopefully, by the time Ernesto arrived, he would have assembled the tools and weapons he needed and be ready to go...as well as add a few extra pieces of security to his apartment in case the stalker or his masters decided to leave a message while he was out. Hopefully not necessary, but one could never be too careful.

Another two and a half minutes passed before the cell phone on his pocket vibrated against him. His left hand moving to reach for it and bringing it to his ear a moment later. The words at the other end were noted and it took only a moment for the hidden meaning of his words to be understood. His reply was quick and sincere. “you got it. I will be there shortly.” He hung up then, the cellular phone placed back in its pocket as he looked from left to right in order to make sure the road was clear. A second later, his mustang was accelerating down the street.

It took him a handful of minutes to navigate through the streets of the city towards the address he had been given. He did not know the area as well as his own, and there were two distinct times when he had to slow down a tad in order not to attract undue attention to himself. He approached warily, using as much speed as possible but using his augmented eyesight and hearing to its full advantage. It was true, that the roar of the engine when he barreled down the street interfered with his hearing at times, but he could use some of the software to edit out the engine noise. When he arrived to the block in question, his eyes darted from left to right seeking the proper building number. Once it was found, he parked and looked around for Mikal. If he was not seen immediately, he would press the horn three times quickly. As soon as his vehicle stopped moving, his hands were reaching for His G36 and pulling it into his lap. If Mikal needed some cover, he would get it.

Dirk and Blaine:

Everyone hurries into the car as the foursome hurridly brings up their scopes to aim. Dirk's car is in imminent danger of being shot all to hell, to say nothing of the passengers.

Distance: 10 squares

Stavis and Lennox:

Dr. Ham guns his engine as he turns the car in as tight a circle as he can manage. Two freaks, each over 7 feet tall and looking to weigh at least 400 pounds, are trying to move a roadblock to cut off escape.

Dr. Ham yells "Anything either of you can do right now would be VERY helpful!"

Mikal and Ernesto:

His pursuit driven off when it was wounded, Mikal is bothered no more, and gets to Ernesto's car unmolested.

As soon as the car starts, Dirk throws it into gear and takes a hard left, away from the shooters. "You might want to get down!"

Stavis shrugs. There isn't a lot I can do here in the back seat that doesn't involve shooting out a window or sticking my head out into the open. Both are bad options, but I guess I'll try my luck at the first one.

He hastilly and unassuradly pulled out the .45 pistol and leveled it next to the headrest of the front passenger seat. He aimed at the center of mass of the right freakish lug.

"If ya don't want a hole in your winshield, say so now." he shouted to the driver.

The stalker had introduced another factor Mikal had been hoping to avoid...someone had followed him. It could have been by chance or it could have been by design, there was no way to tell. In situations such as this, he never assumed it was merely chance. He knew he had some enemies, people who would love to see him dead, or worse. They could strike at any moment, sinister intent wrapped in innocent events. It was always a fine line between watching and living. Too much paranoia would isolate you and make you easier to find. Too little and you are oblivious. This was the edge of Mikal's knife, the way of his life, and it was not easy. Others, men and women Mikal had once looked up to had fallen because they had strayed too far one way or another. He knew it could happen to him at any time, so he learned to be flexible, to change plans at a moment's notice where others might plod on and hope for the impossible.

Followed. Almost back to his apartment. Chances were that if that creature reported back, they would begin looking for him here. He may have to lay low for a while at his crash pad after this job as a result, and he didn't want to come up needing something he had left behind here. Upon entering his apartment, he went directly to his Workshop, where he planned his jobs and maintained his tools. His Work Bag, already partially filled with part of his arsenal, was quickly loaded with his remaining guns, numerous reloads and accessories for each, tools for bypassing security, his computer, even some emergency survival supplies, just in case.

When he was done filling the work bag with his tools of the trade, he grabbed an additional few grenades, setting them up in key positions around the apartment, attaching them to pre-constructed triggering devices, designed to trigger the grenades should anyone attempt to try and invite themselves in. It wasn't a perfect system...enough skill and speed would allow someone to disarm the traps, provided they were aware of them beforehand and not overconfident at having broken through the security system he had installed. Even so, the triggering devices were constructed in such a way that even if disabled without having detonated the grenade, they would have to be reset by hand, a process that was fairly time intensive which most invaders would not bother with, and would tell him if his apartment had been disturbed in his absence just as well as a shrapnel-ridden corpse would.

Finally, Mikal leaves his apartment, gently shutting the door behind him and activating his security system to be on full alert. If it was tripped or disabled, a message would be sent to his cell phone to let him know about it. When Ernesto finally pulled up in his car, Mikal almost smiled as he exited the lobby of his building where he had been waiting. He gets in, putting his work bag in the space behind his seat before he buckles up. On looking at Ernesto, he raises an eyebrow while taking out his pistol and silencer to once more combine them, "Your taste in manufacturers is exemplary, Ernesto, but whatever happened to that rifle you had back in Cuba? Don't tell me you had to leave it behind, I was hoping to see it in action again."

"I cant shoot for shit"

Dr. Lennox concentates, and tries to mess with the minds of one of the mutants... Make him think the other one has burst into flames

He was quite alert when he slowed and eventually parked as he waited for Mikal’s appearance. When he caught sight of him exiting the lobby quite a bit of tension drainec from his body, his eyes watching as he approached before sliding about one more time. When Mikal got inside the car, he did not waste any time in accelerating away and sliding his car into the street. Within ten seconds, they were heading down broadway. It was only then that he took the time to answer Mikal’s comments about the rifle which he now slid back into a more suitable position. “thank you Mikal, I have always been fond of quality.” He went silent then, concentrating on the road for a moment before continuing.

”I am afraid that my old rifle was appropriated by the same person I hired to get it smuggled here. It was a pity really, I was quite fond of that rifle.” He shrugged, rolling his shoulders. “When I caught up with the man he was quite specific about what he had done with it. Apparently, he had sold it to someone else. He paid for his mistake.” His attention returned to the road for a moment before he spoke once more. “Would you mind giving Stacey a call? I know where I am going, she wrote down directions for me before we left the meeting, but I want her to let her people know that we are expected.”

Pretty much from out of nowhere, the lyrics to some near forgotten song dances through Blaine's head:

I don't want to be

Going through the motions

Losing all my drive

I can't even see!

If this is really me!

And I just want to be

Alive

Blaine crushes himself further down into the back seat.

Blaine and Dirk:

The car squeals out of the parking lot as the goonies open fire.

DF: 20

Adj AT: 12

Final rolls: 22, 16, 20, 13 (that's a 1)

One of the goons apparently had been neglecting maintenance on his weapon, as the firing pin breaks as the trigger is pulled. The other forgets to lead the speeding car in the heat of the moment, spraying bullets into the apartments along an arc right behind the Charger. Dirk sees in the corner of his eye a man who was peacefully watching TV be riddled with holes as a result.

The other goons were better trained. In fact, they were deadly precise, a point driven home by the shower of bullets that rains onto Dirk's pride and joy.

((General location rolls will be as follows, 1-3 hit the general chassis, 4 hits a tire, 5 hits the exhaust system, 6 hits the gas tank, 7 hits the trunk, 8 hits Stacey, 9 hits Blaine, 10 hits Dirk

Thresholds are 3 damage blows out a tire, 15 holes the exhaust system causing a forced stop in 1 hour while 30 causes a forced stop in 1 minute, 5/10/15 pierces the gas tank causing the car to run out of gas in 30, 10, and 1 minute respectively while 30 causes the car to explode Shocked , it would take more firepower to really damage the trunk than these losers have but a specific roll can hit Dirk's stuff inside))

How many shots hit: 3, 12

General locations for first burst: 9 (Blaine), 7 (trunk), 6 (gas tank)

General location for Blaine: 3 (arm)

Spec. for Blaine: 4 (right bicep)

Damage for Blaine: None (4 - 20 resistance for having to go through the back seat)

Spec. for trunk: 7 (nothing important)

Damage for gas tank: 2 (7 - 5 Res)

Summary: No important hits

General locations for second burst: 3 general, 1 x Dirk, 1 x gas tank, 3 x trunk, 1 x Stacey, 2 x Blaine, 1 x tire

General location for Dirk: 4 (arm)

Spec. roll doesn't matter since Resistance can't be pierced

General location for Stacey: 8 (head)

Spec. for Stacey: 7 (left ear)

Damage for Stacey: 5

General locations for Blaine: 3, 4 (arm)

Damage for gas tank: None (2 - 5 Res)

Spec. for trunk: 1, 3, 8 (nothing important)

General for tires: 2 (right back tire)

Damage: 6 (tire blown out)

Summary: Stacey's ear hit, tire blown out.

Amid the deafening hail of gunfire, a large popping sound emits, caused by the right back tire being blown out, and Stacey screams loudly as blood streams from the right side of her head. The car quickly turns once free from the parking lot, putting a building in the shooters' paths, but Dirk notices immediately that he's got a flat.

Ernesto and Mikal: Stacey's phone rings as the call connects. So far she hasn't picked up after the 3rd ring.

Stavis and Dr. Lennox: Stavis aims as Lennox tries his mind trick.

((I'm pressed for time and there's really no chance of this not working on these lummoxes, so I won't roll))

The affected lug shouts in surprise and tackles his friend in an attempt to put out the fire. His not at all on fire comrade responds to this sudden attack according to his natural instincts and starts punching and kicking, the obstacle forgotten for both of them. The car is free and clear.

"That was... almost too easy"

Stavis is very confused by the inexlicable event. He forgets to move the pistol or take his arms off the seat as he simply gawks in disbelief.

"What the... fuck?" He pauses for a whole second as he tries to find the right exclamation. Some weird stuff's been going on tonight, but that had to be the weirdest. What in Sam Hill was he trying to do? Push him out of the way of the car they were trying to block in the first place? "That... is the dumbest thing I ever saw," he whispered to himself, as he finally put the .45 in his big pocket.

"You still havent figured out I am a telepath yet eh? "Dr. Lennox said to Stavis

For an instant, the chihuahuas of hell were nipping at their heels.

"Ow! Fuck!" Blaine hollered. He wasn't hurt, just a little surprised. It was like his little sister was pinching the back of his arm - like she used to do on Saturday mornings. Flashbacks of the two of them play wrestling and her getting her tooth knocked out flitted through his mind and were quickly gone.

Blaine looks over at Stacey to see her clutching the left side of her head cursing in each of the four languages she knows. Blood was beginning to run down her arm. He was hoping that, like many head wounds, it looked worse than it really was. She's cursing. That's a good sign...

At the same moment, he felt the car lurch. Then he heard the unmistakable thwap-thwap-thwap of a flat tire. The determined look on Dirk's face said many things, among them that he didn't need reminding to keep driving.

Blaine quickly scanned the interior of the car simultaneously asking "Hey, you got a towel or something - anything? Stacey's been hit."

Despite the din, Blaine could clearly hear Stacey's phone ringing.

As the bullets rip into the car, Dirk's face contorts into a mask of pure hatred. He loses it.

"Those fucking sons of bitches! Nobody fucks with my goddamn car and lives!"

Stacey starts screaming after she's hit, which makes Dirk even angrier.

They shot the girl. They fucking shot the girl. Those dickless little shitheads shot the fucking girl! And now my tire's blown, my rim's gonna be fucked all to hell. God-fucking-dammit!

He contemplated slamming on the brakes, getting the BAR out of the trunk, and blowing these assholes away, but he didn't know how bad Stacey was hurt.

He reached in his coat pocket and pulled out an unused hankerchief. He threw it back to the doorman. "Here, man. Best I can do. Is she hurt bad?"

Without waiting for an answer, Dirk made up his mind about something. He slammed on the brakes, and pulled his Ruger. He swapped it to his left hand and put a round into the spy's skull. As the car shuddered to a stop,

Dirk climbed out of the car and circled around to the back. He opened the trunk, and after setting the Ruger down, pulled out the BAR and slammed in a clip. He grabbed 5 more clips and dropped them in his pockets. He then emptied his pockets of speed loaders.

"Hey buddy, you think you can handle a Ruger?" Dirk asked the doorman as he got out of the car. Again, without waiting for an answer, Dirk handed him the weapon and 3 speed loaders. "This might be a good time to ask. What's your name?"

He reached in his coat pocket and pulled out an unused hankerchief. He threw it back to the doorman. "Here, man. Best I can do. Is she hurt bad?"

Stacey snatches the hankerchief from Dirk and holds it to her ear. "Thanks," she says curtly. She then returns to muttering things about their manhood and ancestry in other languages. With her free hand she finally picks up the still ringing cell phone. "Yeah?" she says a little angrier than she intended. There's a pause as she listens to the voice on the other end, and her tone softens.

Without waiting for an answer, Dirk made up his mind about something. He slammed on the brakes, and pulled his Ruger. He swapped it to his left hand and put a round into the spy's skull. As the car shuddered to a stop Dirk climbed out of the car and circled around to the back. He opened the trunk, and after setting the Ruger down, pulled out the BAR and slammed in a clip. He grabbed 5 more clips and dropped them in his pockets. He then emptied his pockets of speed loaders.

Surprised by the sudden stop - and assassination - Blaine exits the vehicle, but before he begins questioning Dirk's sanity, he's being handed a Ruger and its bullets.

"Hey buddy, you think you can handle a Ruger?" Dirk asked the doorman as he got out of the car. Again, without waiting for an answer, Dirk handed him the weapon and 3 speed loaders.

Blaine shuffles the weapon and rounds a bit until he frees up his other hand. He stares at the Ruger dumbly. "Uh... sure, I could handle it, but what the fuck are you doing?" He opens the cylinder, counts the five rounds and snaps it closed. "I mean, this isn't like going up against the half-hearted cops in the bar."

Blaine watches as Dirk pulls a big honkin' rifle out of the trunk. Blaine is left standing by the open trunk as Dirk spins on his heels to lay waste to the jack-booted thugs who menaced his precious vehicle. I guess this isn't the time to be discussing this in committee.

"This might be a good time to ask. What's your name?"

"Blaine. Blaine Richards." Blaine cringes inside as he notices how ordinary his name sounds. It's not as hard as Dirk Harrison nor as continental as Ernesto Vega. Just Blaine. He doesn't even have a cool nick name, like Blaine 'Deadeye' Richards. Just Plain ol' Blaine.

"I guess there's no talking you out of this. So, you're just going to walk around the corner and start shooting?"

Blaine shuffles the weapon and rounds a bit until he frees up his other hand. He stares at the Ruger dumbly. "Uh... sure, I could handle it, but what the fuck are you doing?" He opens the cylinder, counts the five rounds and snaps it closed. "I mean, this isn't like going up against the half-hearted cops in the bar."

"True. But we won't get very far on a blown tire. And they'll catch up with us eventually. I'd rather deal with em now."

Quote:

"Blaine. Blaine Richards." Blaine cringes inside as he notices how ordinary his name sounds. It's not as hard as Dirk Harrison nor as continental as Ernesto Vega. Just Blaine. He doesn't even have a cool nick name, like Blaine 'Deadeye' Richards. Just Plain ol' Blaine.

"Good to meet ya, Blaine. My name's Dirk, but you already knew that."

Quote:

"I guess there's no talking you out of this. So, you're just going to walk around the corner and start shooting?"

"Nope. Car's fucked anyway, we'll use it as cover. Just hope that they don't hit the tank." He turns to Stacey. "Are you ok? Can you shoot a gun? I believe Blaine's got an extra."

"True. But we won't get very far on a blown tire. And they'll catch up with us eventually. I'd rather deal with em now. Car's fucked anyway, we'll use it as cover. Just hope that they don't hit the tank."

Blaine shrugs in agreement, resigned to deal with whatever comes around the corner.

Quote:

"Good to meet ya, Blaine. My name's Dirk, but you already knew that."

Blaine winks and says "Sure, that's what you say your name is, but I still haven't seen any ID.

Quote:

He turns to Stacey. "Are you ok? Can you shoot a gun? I believe Blaine's got an extra."[/

If looks could kill, every living thing in a one mile radius would be dead. She had finished her conversation with whoever had called, but she was still holding the hankerchief to her left ear. "Yeah, I'll be alright." She pulled the make shift bandage away, examining it, "I think it's almost stopped."

Blaine hands her his SIG ((5 rounds remaining in clip)) and the two spare clips. "You remember how to shoot this, right?" She pins him with a withering stare that should've eaten the paint off of Dirk's Charger. Blaine took that to mean "Now is not the time to be Mr. Funny-Pants, asshole." Blaine held up his hands in a submissive apology and rejoined Dirk to hash out some sort of plan.

"A pity, but no use crying over spilled milk, especially with more pressing matters ahead of us. I'll call Miss Alvarez, but you keep an eye out for a gray skinned freak. I think I frightened him off, but I can't be sure. He seemed to like the rooftops, and he may be on a leash." That said, Mikal pulled out his cell phone and found Stacey's number, which had been saved when she called him earlier. It rings....and rings...and rings...stupid dyayvochka. Probably was too busy enjoying the vibration feature to pick up.

Finally, she answers. At first, Mikal is tempted to chide her for her tone, but then he thinks better of it, especially when his sound processor kicks in to let him hear the commotion in the background. Guns. Cover. That would explain the tone and the delay, and puts Mikal in the position of the businessman, "Miss Alvarez, we are our way and ready for action. It sounds like you are in need of assistance yourself, however. Where are you?" If need be, Mikal would have Ernesto pick up Stacey and her two little boy toys, the van should not have a problem carrying all of them if need be. If they were already at the base of operations, well, Ernesto and Mikal showing up behind the attackers should prove to be a very pleasant surprise. Reinforcements could be a bitch like that...

Dirk and Blaine:

As everyone gets ready, the first of the submachinegun wielding corporate thugs comes around the corner with his three buddies close behind. Blaine doesn't see the other five on his radar.

Range is 25 squares (that's inside short range for the BAR and the Ruger, but outside for all the other guns involved)

Mikal:

"We're at the same place we were before and we're in a lot of trouble! You remember where we were parked when we came in the bar? Come in from the opposite direction and you can get them from behind." There's a couple second pause, then, "I'm being handed a gun. Get here soon!"

"Alright, let's rock."

Dirk takes cover behind the front fender, and brings the BAR up. He sights down the barrel as the first goon rounds the corner. The gun is already set to full-auto, the way he likes it.

"Eat lead, mother fucker."

Blaine assumes cover behind the other front fender. He's not sure he could hit anyone with the Ruger, but he gives it the old college try. He looks down range and draws a bead on one of the three bad guys in sight.

Dirk:

DF: 20

Adj AT: 18

Final roll: 26

MoS: 6

5 shots hit

General locations: 3 x body, 1 x arm, 1 x head

Spec. body locations: R. clavicle, L. torso, heart

Damages: 12 (r. arm perm. useless), 8 (incapacitation), 9 (instant death)

Specific arm location: R. elbow

Damage: 16 (r. arm severed at elbow)

Specific head location: L. ear

Damage: 13 (L. ear severed)

The night is lit up in a loud and spectacular manner as Dirk opens up with his beefy automatic rifle. Steel core 30-06 bullets pour from the barrel of the 15 lbs rifle at 600 rpm. Most people could not control the recoil effectively, but Dirk's grafted arm gives him more strength than most soldiers had when the gun was still being made. Half the shots from the ten shot burst hit. The first staggers the unfortunate victim backward as it destroys his collerbone. The second catches him in the torso and erupts out his back in a spray of blood. The third rips his heart to pieces, killing him instantly, but before his lifeless body has a chance to hit the ground, the fourth and fifth rounds sever half his arm and his ear, right through his helmet.

Blaine:

Also having his sights up, Blaine decides to wait until he has a good bead on someone rather than wasting bullets.

"Copy. Mikal out," hanging up the phone, he repeats the instructions to Ernesto. "They must be in a bad situation, Stacey's got a gun. Get ready for a hot extraction, Ernesto. We'll come in behind them and give them a taste of hell," Mikal reaches behind him and opens his work bag up, pulling out his USAS-12, a spare drum, and the motion sensor, just in case.

A mischevious smirk curled under his goatee, and for a moment he allows his accent to be especially pronounced, "You drive. I have shotgun."

Ernesto slams down on the gas, the short distance guaranteeing that their arrival would come soon.

His attention was mostly on the road before him, but it was late and the traffic was not a factor. He did notice that Stacey seemed to take a bit longer than he had expected in picking up the phone. When Mikal finally began to speak, he listened for the words and quickly took notice that his would be employer was in a jam. His mind congratulated him on getting the two thousand advance while he could, while a less cynical part of him wanted to offer assistance if possible. It was good policy to try and keep your employers alive.

When Mikal spoke he listened and within seconds he floored the gas pedal on his vehicle. It did not take long for his blatant disregard of the speed limit to lead them ever closer towards their final destination. He knew the streets of the city well, and employed that knowledge ruthlessly. He was certain that he had shaved at least a minute of their time. He must have been a cab driver in another life. As they arrived within four city blocks of their destination, he slowed down well aware that barreling down the street would attract far more attention than he desired. He took a right turn, sliding down a side-street before approaching two more blocks. He could hear some of the fire now, and turned up a small hill into the main street where he was fairly certain the primary target laid. His eyes narrowing as he spoke to Mikal. “Make the shots count, we will only have one pass before we dismount.”

His Mustang turned into the street, and accelerated down his eyes utilizing their zoom feature to the fullest as he sought out targets in roof tops and before him. He positioned the vehicle as best he could, sliding down the street and giving Mikal the best opening possible to unload on their adversaries. He made sure to avoid any potholes, aware that Mikal needed a stable firing platform. The second that Mikal had made his pass, he accelerated to the intersection and took a sharp right as he tried to disappear one fifth of the way down the street. He had no intention of getting his vehicle shot, and needed to be out of line of sight in order to allow himself and Mikal a chance to dismount. The second his vehicle came to a stop, his hands were reaching for his seat belt. A few seconds later, he was picking up his helmet from his bag, as well as his G36 and three clips.

As soon as he had secured the clips he slid out of the vehicle, placing the helmet over his head before he reached for the G36 and closed the door. He then took a good look around the nearby roofs and windows seeking threats before sprinting to the corner of the block. Once there he tried to use the edge of the building in the corner as cover as he sought out targets with his rifle. He had always possessed a good amount of situational awareness, and he would need all of it now. He was no longer thinking like a normal human being. Right now, all that he saw were allies, potential threats and threats. Anything that he considered hostile, would be attacked.

Ernesto and Mikal:

As the car approaches the parking lot in which it's needed, Ernesto and Mikal see one thouroughly dead goon in pieces with three others charging around the corner. Much closer to the Mustang are four similarly attired goons carrying full sized SMGs and wearing medium-heavy spectra with visored helmets. In the second story of the building across the street from the club is another one hastily folding up the bipod on his heavy machinegun. He doesn't look like he can get to the fight in time to make any difference, unlike the previously mentioned four, currently heading for the nondescript gray cargo van all 9 of them apparently arrived in. They did not stray far from it, and they will reach it in seconds.

The Mustang has so far received not even a glance from any of the goons, and neither Mikal nor Ernesto detect any more nearby.

Dirk and Blaine:

The other three immediately run for whatever cover they can find upon witnessing their companion's demise

The first goon flies apart and the others begin to scramble. Dirk's eyes flash with delight.

Moving targets are always more fun.

He keeps his finger on the trigger as he strafes the stream of bullets across to the next goon.

Dirk:

DF: 20

Adj AT: 19

Final roll: 27

MoS: 7

3 bullets hit

General locations: 1 x head, 1 x leg, 1 x arm

Specific head: R. temple

Damage: 14 (head fucking gone)

Spec. leg: R. foot

Damage: 14 (foot gone)

Spec. arm: R. elbow

Damage: 9 (arm blown off at elbow)

As the thugs swarm for cover, Dirk holds down the trigger, guiding his stream toward the next one. Though this causes most of the bullets to be wasted, it virtually guarantees hits. The first on-target round is the only one that really matters, as it catches the running target in the temple. While a temple shot is almost always fatal under any circumstances, the tough helmet provides enough resistance to the steel core round for it to expand sufficiently to blow the top of the man's head to pieces. Blood and brains showers large sections of the asphalt in the direction of the exit wound.

Just to add insult to mortal injury, the next two rounds blow his foot and arm off, the former causing his lifeless body's momentum to take a downward turn. The effect of his blown-open head hitting the pavement at running speed is too sickening to describe.

More carnage would have rained on the poor man, but Dirk's magazine runs dry at that moment.

Blaine:

Getting a decent sight picture with the Ruger, Blaine fires.

DF: 20

Adj ATs: 7, 6

Final roll: 15, 15

MoS: -5, -5

Blaine doesn't have many of Dirk's advantages, such as a fully automatic weapon, years of military training, and inhumanly good natural coordination. To top it off, he's caught unawares by the ferocious recoil, loud bang, and blinding flash of the ridiculously overpowered revolver, although his dimming features on his eyes and ears protect him from the second two. It is not surprising that he does not hit his target.

For her part, Stacey decides that it is better to remain as behind cover as possible than try to make a difference in this fight. She crouches against the door, still clutching her wound.

Stavis is, um, still in the backseat of the car, pretty much watching where the driver goes. ((I assume they're out of the Bronx by now))

"Alright, can you drop me back off at Westminister or Commerce now? How about a few blocks up from it, so I don't have to deal with your pals again?" he says to the driver.

Goddamn! Blaine remarks internally at the power of the Ruger.

Goddamn! Blaine remarks as he sees the BAR in action.

Seeing how effective the BAR is and how ineffective he is, Blaine ducks behind the relative safety of the Mustang. He decides that he'll wait for Dirk to stop shooting and provide cover fire for when he has to change magazines.

It quickly became apparent to him that he had two possible targets to select between. The group of goons which had been carrying SMG's and wearing body armor or the target setting up in the second story building across the club. He decided that shooting the group made more tactical sense, considering that the man setting up was stationary and currently occupied. He was not aware of what Mikal was doing, but trusted his friend to do what came natural to him. His G36 was brought up and focused on the the men with the visored helmets before he switched to full auto and tried to rake the entire group. If he had no direct line of sight to the men, he would settle for using a three round burst on the target on the second floor. All the while, he tried to keep on top of enemy movements and maximize the use of cover in his current position.

Dirk almost doesn't notice that he's run out of ammo, enthralled with the gory display that the Browning put on. Out of the corner of his eye, he notices Blaine take cover. Dirk follows suit in order to reload.

"If this thing had a bigger clip, it'd be perfect," he remarks as he ejects the empty magazine and slams in a new one.

Dirk and Blaine: Dirk ducks down to reload as Blaine pops up firing to keep their heads down ((you can't hit even on a 10 so there's no point rolling here)). This has the side benefit of giving Blaine a chance to see what kind of cover they managed to get to. One of them dove into a crater in the parking lot big enough that he only has to peek out his gun and his head above the nose to shoot, and not even the BAR shooting AP rounds will get through that much pavement and dirt to hit him elsewhere. The other is crouched behind half a rusted hulk of an automobile, the make and model now unidentifiable. Heavy AP rounds should be able to get through, but on top of the guy's armor, it would be similarly useless to shoot him where he's not exposed (ie. below the ankles and above the torso). Blaine's augmented hearing allows him to hear the man in the crater shout to his companion "Go for the thermate, I'll cover you!"

He tries to supress Blaine with automatic fire:

DF: 20

Adj AT: 0

Final roll: 2

MoS: -18 (too bad really low MoS's by themselves can't generate a spectacular failure, if only he had rolled a 1...)

As the range is significant and he just started firing without sighting Blaine in, he doesn't even hit the car with the burst, much less Blaine, but his finger's still on the trigger and he might be able to walk the stream.

Meanwhile, the other makes a dive for his fallen companion's corpse, which was lying just a few feet away, intent on a certain canister shaped grenade.

Ernesto:

As the first goon puts his hand on the handle to the van's sliding door, Ernesto opens up with his G36 behind the cover of a large diesel engine block. He brings up the gun to line up with the superimposed reticle on his Smartgun system, pausing for a split second only to finish exhaling in order to stabilize the firing platform, and suddenly deadly 7mm rounds fill the air and the night lights up, Ernesto's amazing natural hand-eye coordination heightened by modern technology ensure that the burst starts accurately and his augmented strength ensure that it stays that way.

((This is gonna be the biggest bloodbath yet Very Happy))

DF: 20

Adj AT: 29 (18 + 2 for full auto + 4 for them not expecting it + 5 for point blank)

Final rolls: 37, 36, 30 (a 1, but still a hit), 38

MoS: 17, 16, 10, 18

1st guy hit twice, 2nd guy hit twice, 3rd and 4th hit once.

1st guy:

Locations: L. eye (poor bastard!), L. collarbone

Damages: 14, 12

Effect: Quite dead

2nd guy:

Locations: Abdomen, l. Wrist

Damages: 12, 12

Effect: Back blown out, hand blown off

3rd guy:

Location: R. bicep

Damage: 7

Effect: Arm blown off

4th guy:

Location: R. collarbone

Damage: 11

Effect: Arm useless

Satisfaction is immediate when the trigger is pulled as the first round penetrates the man's visor and imbeds itself into his eye, the armor piercing slug mushrooming and fragmenting on impact with the armored surface to blow a silver dollar sized hole out the back of his head, painting the van with gray matter and skull fragments. The shot to the collarbone and the resulting geyser of blood is just icing on the cake.

As Ernesto walks the bullet stream toward the man's companions, he catches the second one twice, both blowing his hand off and putting a wound in the abdomen so grevious that one could stick his arm in one side and have it come out the other touching only air. Incapacitation is instantaneous. Bleeding out will occur in seconds.

The third man's armor hurts more than it helps, as is the norm for AP rounds, and the round that would have just put a nickel sized hole through his bicep instead blows his entire arm off. His wide eyes and blood curdling scream signal that he won't be a factor in this fight anymore.

The forth man gets off the lightest, yet in a way, least merciful of the four, suffering a non-fatal wound that destroys his collarbone and shoulder ligaments.

It could be argued that life was little more than a series of choices. The moment that Ernesto had left the vehicle, he had done the same but unlike Ernesto his chosen weapon was not a rifle, but an assault shotgun. He did not follow Ernesto, deciding that a little seperation offered the best protection to them both. He moved quickly, each step having purpose behind it. He heard Ernesto's G36 spit out its fire, and his head turned slightly just enough to catch the mayhem that ensued when rifle rounds met flesh, armored or otherwise. Ah, Ernesto still had not lost his touch. That was good. Two men fell quite dead, while two others were still alive. The temptation to kill them was strong, but it was not to be. Instead, after securing his own cover he took a second to point his USAS 12 in the direction of his target. The target was trying to fold his bipod at first, but now seemed as if he were trying to re-set up his weapon. It was a shame, for that hesitation would cost him dearly. His eyes narrowed slightly, his right forefinger pulling the trigger as he whispered softly to himself "Dos Vadonya." The shotgun kicked against him, he was not shooting bird shot, or even buck shot. Oh no, these were slugs and he had plenty of them...

Mikal:

Bringing the shotgun up, Mikal squeezes off two shots at the aspiring machine gunner.

DF: 20

Adj AT: 19

Final rolls: 27, 22

MoS: 7, 2

1st shot:

Location: R. ankle

Damage: None

2nd shot:

Location: R. hand

Damage: 9

Effect: Right hand gone, gun broken

The two shots head for the man's extremities. The first hits the wall, and punches through, but lacks enough energy to harm him through his heavy armor once it has. The second, however, hits his gun, blowing a big hole through it, and continues into his hand. Since the large surface area'd slug can't really penetrate the heavy armor on the glove, it just rips his hand off instead. The man screams and stares at his nub and the blood that gushes from it.

Blaine calmly explains the situation to Dirk. "Uh, Dirk? They're going to be throwing grenades in a second. Just FYI, okay." ((Said in a Tony Shalhoub from Galaxy Quest manner.)) Blaine expends the final round from the Ruger and ducks down to reload. Hopefully, he bought them enough time for Dirk to get reloaded and back into firing position.

"Shit. Ok."

Dirk finishes reloading and yanks on the charging handle. He brings the gun back up, catching sight of the goon diving for the grenade. He takes a moment to line him up before firing.

Gotta make this count.

Dirk and Blaine:

Dirk aims while Blaine fires and receives fire.

DF: 20

Adj AT: 7

Final Roll: 12, 17 (that's a 10 Smile)

Location: L. elbow

Damage: 9

Effect: Arm blown off

Either Blaine has some divine favour or he's just damn lucky, but the second round actually manages to hit. Not only that, but it hits on the elbow, where the armor is thinner, and blows the man's arm off! All thoughts of retrieving incendiary grenades go out the window as he just sits there in shock.

Meanwhile, the other one is walking the stream toward Blaine.

DF: 20

Adj AT: 15

Final roll: 25 (also a 10)

MoS: 5

Scenario 1: (This is what happens if Blaine doesn't use his action point)

6 bullets hit

Locations: 3 x body, 2 x arm, 1 x head

Spec. for body: L. torso, L. hip, heart

Damages: 1, 0, 12

Effect: Blaine's heart is blown out and he dies

Spec. for arm: R. shoulder, R. elbow

Damages: 4, 6

Effects: Temporary inability to use right arm

Spec. for head: Top of head

Damage: 4

Effects: No significant effect (Blaine's got a hard head it seems)

The hail of bullets connects with Blaine's body 5 times (the hip shot just went into the car), causing him to jerk spasmodically backward (also known as "doing the bullet dance"). An elbow shot causes his arm to go numb, and a hit that connects with his skull is certainly painful (luckily it curves around rather than going into his brain), but the kicker is the round that penetrates Blaine's vest, which was never designed to repel high velocity rifle rounds, and imbeds itself firmly in his heart. His attempt to scream brings only blood to his mouth, before his vision fades, never to return.

Scenario 2: (If Blaine does choose to use his AP)

After firing the second shot something in the back of Blaine's mind tells him to get DOWN. The bullets that rip through the empty space he had just occupied a split second ago second that recommendation.

Dirk brings the grenade-hungry goon into his sights just in time to see his arm fly off at the elbow. Dirk grins.

Whoops, you dropped your arm, asshole. Let's see if I can make you drop anything else.

He squeezes the trigger and fires off ten rounds in the now-armless goon's general direction.

"So... Dr. Ham... What was this whole thing about?"

Stavis and Lennox:

Dr. Ham responds "Prelude to a big corporate attack on our base of operations. I don't know how they got wind that I was outside the fortress, but they sure didn't waste any time..." he trails off. "You know, if they attacked me, I hope Stacey's OK." He gets out his cell phone and starts dialing.

Dirk and Blaine:

DF: 20

Adj AT: 18

Final roll: 28 (another 10, holy crap)

MoS: 8

10 shots hit

Locations: 2 x legs, 3 x arms, 3 x body, 2 x head

Spec. legs: R. thigh, left foot

Damages: 18, 11

Effect: Right leg blown off, left foot blown off

Spec. arms: R. hand, L. wrist, L. bicep

Damages: 7, 6, 6

Effect: Right hand gone, L. hand blown off, L. arm blown off

Spec. body: Abdomen, L. hip, R. hip

Damages: 6, 9, 14

Effect: Hole in gut, both hips FUBARed

Spec. head: R. temple, throat

Damages: 7, 5

Effect: Top of head blown off, whole head severed

The result of the accurate storm of bullets that all hit the poor bastard is too gruesome to be accurately described. It's as if the man was thrown into a wood chipper. The end result is that he is left in dozens of pieces.

Meanwhile his buddy is still leaning on the trigger, and with Blaine having ducked his head down, he walks the stream toward Dirk.

DF: 20

Adj AT: 10

Final roll: 19 (so close, yet so far away)

To his chagrin, the magazine runs dry just as the stream gets close. He curses and shimmeys down deeper into the crater, leaving nothing exposed as he reloads.

He felt nothing at all for the people that he rained death upon, and he felt neither shame nor regret at the grizzly results his fire produced. It was as if an angry pagan god had suddenly manifested between the men and torn into them with its fury. Thankfully, he did not believe in such nonsense. Two of the four targets were quite dead, but the other two were still breathing. He had every intention of fixing that. His eyes flickering to the right for a moment as the roar of Mikal’s USAS made itself known. Ah, so that was what he was up to. He did not give in to the temptation to peek towards Mikal, confident that the Russian had a handle on the situation. Instead, he brought the targeting reticle of his smart-weapon in line with the moaning bodies that still refused to join their comrades on the ground. He was giving them mercy really, not even a dog should be allowed to suffer like that. His right index finger pulled the trigger as he walked his fire between the two targets, releasing three shots towards each body. He did not have time to waste, but nonetheless technology allowed him the luxury to aim his shots. It was all almost surreal, the blending of man and machine that allowed him to dictate where each round should end up. (torso)

It was an execution, but that was the way these things went. They had taken another person’s money, and when you did that it was all about who was best. This time, he was the winner and they were the losers. After doing his task, he would take a look around and see if Mikal required any assistance. He doubted it, but it was a possibility. He also made sure to listen, hoping that the men Stacey had with her were at least half as competent as him and Mikal were.

Ernesto puts three rounds cleanly into the hearts of the each of the two standing men, who are left standing no more.

Still a little shaken after his brush with death, Blaine hollers across the parking lot, "WHY DON'T YOU COME OUT AND FACE US LIKE A MAN!" The sound of gun fire from around the corner punctuates his taunt. He looks up at Dirk and shrugs.

"Waittaminnit, 'corporate attack'?" Stavis butts in. He gesures to himselfwith his hand. "Hey, hey, *I* don't have anything to do with this, and if you haven't noticed, I've been so far hospitable neough not to charge either of you for taking up my time, so if you could just find a spot away from any more of your corporate buds and drop me off, I'd appreciate it."

Mikal

He was quite pleased by the result of his first salvo against his target, disappointment fading to satisfaction as the second shot more than made up for the apparent impotence of the first. There was no need for gloating, he simply shifted his weight slightly his USAS staring once more straight at his target before he fired once more. The twin shots were grouped together so closely, that it nearly sounded like rolling thunder. He heard the sound of a familiar rifle spitting out fire, before all was silent. Ernesto was as usual as professional as ever. He had not heard any shots in reply, and thus assumed that Ernesto had everything in control. It was a partnership, just like in the old days in Cuba. Nonetheless, he wanted this situation over. The fact remained that shots had been fired, and the police would be attracted to it likes flies to shit. By the time the police got here, he wanted to be well away from this place.

Mikal again squeezes the trigger twice in rapid succession.

DF: 20

Adj AT: 17

Final rolls: 20, 24

MoS: 0, 4

Locations: Right foot, Right torso

Damages: 0, 15

In a nearly repeat performance, the first shot embeds itself in the wall of the building, but the second is a solid torso shot. Muscle reactions to the sudden shock of the 12 gauge slug tearing a gigantic hole through his body's important spots cause the man to be thrown several feet backward and out of sight. Judging by the shot placement, he should already be incapacitated and either bleed out or asphixiate in about 15 seconds.

The third goon flies quite literally to pieces, and Dirk still has ten rounds in the clip. Bullets wizz dangerously close, but Dirk is unshaken. He adjusts his line of sight to where the last goon has just shimmed behind total cover. He lines up the spot where the asshole's head will be in a second, and waits.

Dr. Ham puts up the one index finger "Hold on I'm on the phone" signal as it rings on his end.

Dirk and Blaine:

Dirk stabilizes his gun and sights in the crater to be ready as Blaine shouts his taunt.

Meanwhile Stacey pushes the talk button on her phone and without so much as a hello yells "Get your ass over here, ASAP Joseph! It's life or death!" before hanging up, throwing the phone on the ground and having a nervous, sobbing breakdown.

*End of round for Dirk and Blaine*

Stavis and Lennox again:

Dr. Ham tosses his phone onto Ben's lap and floors it, Stavis's question and indeed very existence seemingly forgotten.

Dirk ignores Blaine's taunt and Stacey's yelling and sobbing. His attention is solely on the crater with the lone asshole in it. When his head reappears, Dirk immediately fires, hoping to make that head disappear once again, and for the last time.

As soon as the man peaks his head out of the crater, Dirk opens up on full auto. The very first shot hits his throat and severs his head, but Dirk doesn't stop firing. The next 9 shots rip the airborne head to pieces, then to liquid in midair. There's nothing solid enough left over for a thud to be made when it hits the ground, more like a simultaneous *squish* and a *pitter-patter*.

Stavis puts up the one middle finger "Up yours" signal as he reclines back and slouches in the backseat.

Quote:

Dr. Ham tosses his phone onto Ben's lap and floors it, Stavis's question and indeed very existence seemingly forgotten.

"Hey, I didn't say I'd get dragged along with you shmucks! Just stop right here, that's fine. Right there!" he ferverently exclaims as he sits back up once the car stops accellerating so fast.

The last goon's head explodes like a firework on the fourth of July as Dirk empties the clip. He reloads, just in case, before checking on Blaine and Stacey.

"You guys alright? We should book."

He opens the trunk again and pulls out the heavy cargo bag holding the magnum and rifle ammo. He sets it down, and then takes the locked box with his savings, and throws that in the ammo bag. He goes back a third time for the motion sensor. Satisfied that he's taken all his equipment, he slams the trunk lid closed.

The gunfire seems to have stopped, but Dirk remains cautious. He walks to the edge of the building, BAR in one hand, bag in the other, and peeks around the corner. The carnage beyond assures him that the coast is clear. He walks over to the dead man that was carrying a grenade and takes it, then rounds the corner.

He greets Ernesto and Mikal. "Hey guys, glad you could make it." He spots the van filled with heavy firepower. "Listen, my car's fucked, and I don't want to go through all this stuff now, so what say I drive this to the compound and we sort it out there? Sound like a plan?"

Blaine kneels in front of Stacey and takes the .45 from her without resistance. "C'mon. It's over," he says as he puts the gun away.

Stacey looks up at him, her eyes bloodshot and angry. "Over? This isn't over. This is far from fucking over! What the fuck do you think I've been doing the last six months, anyway? Sitting on my ass looking at the phone and not calling you? No! I've been shot at, chased down back alleys, almost run down five times! And that's the good list. This is fucking Microsoft we're fighting against. In case you haven't noticed, they own the fucking world! That they only sent a handfull of goons this time surprises me. Over? Fuck no this isn't over. It hasn't even begun."

Blaine ticks off the responses in his head.

    * "Fuck you and the horse you rode in on and the wagon it was hitched to."

    * An action that is very un-Blaine-like involving his hand and her cheek.

    * "You're upset. I can see that. I would be too, but we have to leave now and you're crying like a baby isn't helping that one bit."

    * Ignore her comments for now. She's understandably angry and arguing with her will only exacerbate that.

Blaine stands up before replying. "I meant we have to go. Now. Either get up or I'm carrying you." Without waiting for a response he turns to follow Dirk around the corner. He nods politely to both Mikal and Ernesto, this time letting Dirk do all the talking.

He steps over the bodies by the van and opens its door to see what's inside. Before anyone decides who's riding in what car, Blaine turns to gage Stacey's mood, again. To be sure, she's still not in a neutral mood but the heavy anger is ebbing. She's on the phone, probably to Joseph, but since she's not speaking he can't be sure.

If it's agreeable, Blaine will ride in the van with Dirk. 

Ernesto and Mikal

When the last two bodies fell and joined the others in oblivion he took the time to look around and noticed that Mikal seemed to have a satisfied smirk on his lips. So that was that, his eyes darting about the nearby windows and roof tops for a moment as he sought any other possible targets. There were none to be found, the fireworks attracting remarkably little attention. He was growing fonder of this place allready. He took a deep breath, walking towards Mikal before he spoke. “We are done here, let’s see if we can find the others.”

Mikal nodded, and they both turned to walk towards the direction of the gunfire they had heard previously. They assumed a basic cover formation, moving quietly towards their destination when Dirk walked past the corner. His G36 and Mikal’s USAS were brought up before he noticed who it was and they both smiled. When Dirk spoke they listened, deciding to speak a moment later. Ernesto’s eyes slid from Dirk towards the other one and their employer. She seemed to have taken some damage, but she was still alive and that was all that mattered. “Sounds reasonable, I am not sure if all of us are going to fit in there comfortably though.”

It was only now that Mikal decided to join the conversation, his eyes darting about until he found something very appealing. “I will try and see if I can appropriate the Van that these men came in. It is not as if they will need it.” Without a further word, Mikal stalked towards the Van in question and prepared to carefully inspect it before trying to slide into the passenger area and hotwire it. He made sure to check the back first, just in case another soldier or two were still in there. All the while, Ernesto was a bit apprehensive. His Van was not much, but it was his own and he did not like the idea of having people he did not know nor trust within it. Still, it made sense. Ernesto’s eyes focused on Dirk for a moment before sliding towards Blaine and Stacey. “Allright, Mikal will do what he can. Dirk, you will drive. I will be in the front with you while Stacey and Blaine take the back. We will wait to see if Mikal is successful in his attempt to get the van, if he is. We will lead him to our destination. If he is not, we will pick him up and go.”

With those words said, he walked back to his Van and slid into the front of it, sitting down on the passenger side after pushing his overgrown back of stuff a bit into the back. He kept his G36 however, setting it down on his lap. When Dirk took his position in the driver’s seat, he offered the keys. He did not like having Blaine behind him, but he expected he would be busy fussing over Stacey. Besides, he did not seem as if he would willingly separate himself from Stacey anyway.

The 4 with Stacey:

An inspection of the van doesn't reveal any hiding soldiers, but it does reveal the reason the 4 were trying to get in before joining the attack. Instead of the submachine guns they were carrying, they could have gotten access to any of the weaponry stashed inside. A quick glance reveals about a dozen pieces in all, the stars being an 2nd generation M29 (OICW with much smaller computer component and lighter overall), a PSG-1 with thermal scope, and a Pecheneg 7.62 x 54R heavy machine gun. The rest are more garden variety assault rifles, grenades, and light machineguns.

The Russian goes to work on the ignition system of the van. It's not like the good ol' days anymore when hotwiring a car was a snap, what with all the killswitches and computers they use, but Mikal is fairly experienced and doesn't expect any problems.

DF: 18

Adj AT: 12

Final roll: 19

Apparently this van had been highly modified in this regard (not surprising given its owners) and was much more difficult to get started than expected. Eventually, though, Mikal gets it right and it starts up lovely, the engine sounding positively delicious (sounds like a V8 ).

Other 2:

Joseph says "I'll let you off as soon as I get to Stacey, she's in trouble." without taking his eyes off the road. His foot seems close to the floor of the car, and the car has accelerated to positively dangerous speeds (although not as high as during the chase).

The first 4:

The rest of the group notices what appears to be a '57 Chevy Bel-Air powerslide around the corner at a ridiculous speed. Stacey looks relieved to see it.

"I really am sorry to have gotten you mixed up in this... But look on the bright side, your day has not been boring, and you never know, you may actually do something useful, or even fun in a twisted sort of way." 

“Sounds reasonable, I am not sure if all of us are going to fit in there comfortably though.”

"Eh, it should do fine. I think we can fit."

Quote:

“Allright, Mikal will do what he can. Dirk, you will drive. I will be in the front with you while Stacey and Blaine take the back. We will wait to see if Mikal is successful in his attempt to get the van, if he is. We will lead him to our destination. If he is not, we will pick him up and go.”

Dirk narrows his eyes.

"Whoa, hold on there, cowboy. I wouldn't trust my mother alone with that van, so I sure as hell ain't letting your russkie buddy drive it off. Tell you what. I'll drive that van," he points to the van previously owned by the goons, "and everyone here can ride along with me. You," he moves his finger to point at Ernesto, "can drive your van and follow the rest of us to the compound. That way, everyone gets to the compound, and no one takes off with the van, never to be seen again. Ok?"

For some reason, what Dr. Lennox is saying suddenly seems to make a lot of sense, even though it would have been the last thing Stavis would have agreed with a few seconds ago.

The car pulls up to the group and stops.

Mikal was certainly pleased to see the additional armament in the back of the van. While the temptation to take them all was great, the PSG-1 alone screamed out for Ernesto's loving care. Oh, to be sure, Mikal could make quite good use of it, but it would be like a gift between two comrades who had not seen each other in some time. The M29 certainly looked inviting, though the machineguns were a touch...well, without style for his tastes. He would have to take stock of the assault rifles and grenades, however, as they could come in quite handy...especially the grenades.

Once he had gotten the car running, he went around to the back and picked up the PSG-1 and brought it into view of the group. "Hah! Ernesto! I know it is not the Sniper Rifle of the Gods you had back in Cuba, but is certainly a few steps up on the stairway to heaven, da?" Mikal grinned mischeviously with the rifle in his hands. Unless either the scowling cowboy or the lovestruck durak had a level of skill in sniping, this should be a fairly safe claim. He already had most of the guns he needed, though obviously he'd be coming back for whatever he could sell later.

"If you want to drive, feel free. I suppose I will come along to make sure that Ernesto's new baby makes it to the RV safely. You will thank me later, trust me. In his hands, this weapon shall become a legendary engine of destruction, but enough chit chat. Let's move."

Dirk nods at Mikal. "Sounds good. We can both keep an eye on it." The corner of his mouth turns up in a half-grin.

Dirk turns as he notices the Bel Air pull up. He moves his left hand up to grip the BAR more firmly as he waits to see who steps out of the sweet ride.

Relieved that the Russian had eased the tension with his enthusiasm, Blaine decided that, yes, indeed breathing is good. He then turned his full attention to the cherry '57 Bel Air that screeched to a halt a moment ago. He tightened his grip on the Ruger. Even though it was in his off hand, it probably didn't matter. Between the three killers surrounding the van anything that emerged from the car that was remotely threatening most likely wouldn't make it two steps before becoming so much pink mist in the wind.

"Friends of yours, Stacey?" he asked hopefully.

Stacey answers Blaine's question by running over as the slightly pudgy man gets out. "Joseph!"

He responds "You're hurt!"

She smiles "Yeah. Thank god for the pain filter. I can't feel a thing."

Stavis mulls over the shirt-guys words for a few seconds, then glances out the window.

"Alright, I'll tag along, but it'll cost you two hundred dollars," he emphazes 'two', as if he had demanded three a moment before. He steps out of the car and shuffles his coat and its weight a bit. "And that's my final offer."

"You drive a hard bargain, but I think it is doable"

Dr. Lennox didnt really like messing with is friends head, but it was necessary, and he didnt cause him any real harm...

Blaine recognizes Dr. Ham. Ham looks a little greyer and little older than the last time he saw him, but that's probably because a life on the underside doesn't agree with anyone. He feels a momentary stab of jealousy as he watches Ham and Stacey ((mmm... ham and stacey... maybe with some deli mustard?)) interact. He's quick to supress the emotion, and thank the makers for the circulatory regulator.

Instead, he busies himself first by poking the Ruger into his front pocket. Then by watching a passenger egress from the vehicle. He is surprised at seeing it was the Kid from in front of The Third Degree earlier this evening. How the heck did he get roped into this?

Looking through the windshield of the car, he sees there is a second passenger. At first glance, he seems achingly familiar. Blaine thinks he recognizsd him but he is drawing a total blank. 'Maybe he just has one of those faces,' Blaine muses and shrugged it off.

"I hate to inturrupt the reunion," Blaine looks at his left wrist where a watch would be if he had one, "but we really should get the heck out of Dodge."

Dr. Lennox exited from the vehicle and took in the sights around him, and his jaw dropped when he saw Blaine, not only was he cute, but he definently recognized him. He was a security guard at that pharmaceutical place he "neutralized" a while back.

"Why hello... Joseph, please introduce me to your friends... I have not had the joy of meeting them... We have much to catch up on it seems"

Dirk relaxes his grip on the Browning as the new arrivals are presented as friendlies.

More mercs, eh? More firepower, but less equipment to go around. Oh well, they might not live through the standoff...

"Yeah, hey, Joseph, is it? And Stacey? Blaine's got a point. We can do the introductions on the road. The sooner we get to the compound, the sooner we can prepare for the attack. So can we get going? Now?"

"Oh, dont worry abot me... I am a shitty shot, but then again... when they think their weapons are made of snakes, they wont be doing much shooting"

Aftter fixing his coat, Stavis stretches his shoulders and looks around.

"Well, itsn't this a mess?" he comments on the battlefield. It didn't sound like sarcasm. He turned to look at the ponce who just said something about getting the hell out of Dodge. "Oi," he nodded at him. "You're that door-guy from my bar, aren't you?"

He leans against the Bel-Air, rests his bare elbow on the roof, and throws a quick nod in the direction of the other two who arrived with him. "These guys friends of yours? Apparently they're paying me to come along for somethin'. Some kind of corporate trouble or attack. Got any details?"

Ernesto

Everything seemed to be in order until Dirk narrowed his eyes. At that moment, he was not quite certain what was going on but he made sure that the barrel of his G36 was aimed at Dirk, and that his right hand just happened to rest dangerously near his rifle’s trigger. It was like bringing a condom to an encounter with a prostitute. You just had to be sure. When Dirk began to speak, he listened arching a brow when he spoke, a moment later his eyes glanced for a second towards the van. Unlike Dirk and Mikal, he had no idea of the contents within it. “Excuse me? Are you implying that Mikal is not trust worthy?” His tone was flat, laced with irritation and dominated by an accent that would never go away.

When he continued to speak, his eyes slid over his face for a moment. “Let me get this straight, you imply that Mikal is not trust-worthy enough to drive that van but you think that you are? I don’t know you Dirk, but I know Mikal. Why should you drive it when you obviously lacked the skill to hotwire it or lacked the vision to think of it first?” He took a deep breath, when he continued. The fact that he wanted everyone else to drive along with him in that van taking away did take away a bit of his suspicion. “If you don’t like my Van, just say so.” His tone was unchanged as he spoke, but a part of his mind reminded him that his van had seen better days. It made sense for them to take the other van. When Dirk continued he shrugged. “Your concern is touching. Just make sure not to try and lose me. I will be following you as you drive that van.”

His eyes did not leave Dirk as he waited for the others to get the fuck away from his van and begin their walk towards the other one. The truth was that Dirk was irritating him with his implied slander of Mikal. When Mikal came into view holding something familiar, his head turned slightly keeping Dirk in his peripheral vision before he heard Mikal’s words and chuckled. “hijo de puta! Alguien aya arriba me quiere mucho.” He nodded his head towards Mikal, using his left hand to flash the ok sign. Ah, so that explained it. Dirk had seen the arsenal on the back of the truck and wished to claim at his own? His eyes slid towards Dirk now, a bit more understanding shining in them. Greed was a perfectly normal emotion, although his expression all but stated that they had done their share of the work, as the bodies lying about the street testified. If Dirk thought he could bully his way into getting a bigger share of the spoils in that Van, he was going to find out thirteen reasons why he was wrong. He still had nineteen bullets on his magazine. Bullets were cheap.

The screeching of the car caught his attention then, a deep breath taken as he muttered between clenched teeth. “si son pendejos los voy a matar.” A second later, Stacey was speaking and her tone and pitch suggested that she knew the car and its driver. He watched as Dirk and Blaine and the new arrivals did their thing, his keys slidding into the ignition as soon as Dirk had left the vehicle. Shortly there after, he was trying to turn his van on and get ready to follow Dirk and the others. He wanted to put some distance between this place and the police. Furthermore, he know had one good reason to wish they made it to their final destination. He had not held a PSG-1 in quite some time. It would certainly bring back memories…

"Oi," he nodded at him. "You're that door-guy from my bar, aren't you?"

Blaine nods back. "Yeah. I'm the door-guy."

Quote:

"These uys friends of yours? Apparently they're paying me to come along for somethin'. Some kind of corporate trouble or attack. Got any details?"

Blaine considers the peculiar statement. He glances at both Dr. Ham and the other passenger wondering, among other things, why neither told this guy what he's in for. Secondly, he wondered why he agreed to get paid without knowing what he's in for. Blaine hates both math and logic problems so he stops trying to figure it out. "Long story short: They're paying us to keep them safe." Blaine indicates Dr. Ham and Alvarez.

Blaine doesn't immediately hear what Ernesto says, but even a deaf mute would know what his tone meant. If this were happening in his club, Blaine would offer everyone a round on the house. Not only was his favorite defusing tactic not available, he was almost sure that it wouldn't work on the Cuban or the Russian. They seemed immune to any persuasion that didn't involve cash - and lots of it. Seeing as there wasn't much he could do, Blaine simply boards the van. "We can have our pissing contest later, gentlemen," he quips as he passes between Dirk and Ernesto. He gives Dirk a look hoping he'll understand it to mean Just get in the van and drive.

Stavis nods and smiles with a wave of realization. "Ahhhh, I see," he says. He watches the door-guy head for the van before adding "Well, that makes my job a lot more easy!" He straightens his black tie and stretches the collar a bit.

Stavis then turns back to his former carpool buddies, puts his fists on his hips, and sighs. "Well, where to now? Going somewhere safe?"

The approaching sirens serve as a more forceful reminder that it's time to get going. The compound is about 30 minutes drive from here.

Blaine finds a clear spot at the rear of the van and posts himself there. As advanced as the regulators are they only account for adrenaline being added to your system. There's still the big crash when it begins to dissipate. He lets himself feel tired, overwhelmed, angry, sad and emotions inbetween that don't really have identifiers. Luckily, Stacey had opted to ride with Dr. Ham and his entourage. He wasn't in much of a mood to interact with her or anyone right now. Well, he'd probably be himself in a few minutes. Depression or whatever he was feeling right now doesn't seem to suit him. He lays his head back and closes his eyes. As tired as he is becoming, sleep is still elusive. His mind whirls where it will.

The other passenger with Ham, the one who seemed familiar had graciously given up his front seat to her. I don't know that it would have done any good to do otherwise. Her last experience in a back seat made her adamant that it wasn't something she wished to repeat. But back to the train of thought: I know I'm not supposed to think about it, but he still seems familiar. I was going to write it off as him having one of those faces, until I heard him speak. Now, I know I've heard that voice. That combined with his face, well, I can't ignore that. But dammit, where? Who is he? This damned hacked memory upgrade! Is it possible to have one of those voices, too? Shit, I don't know.

I've got to get this Ruger back to Dirk. It's nice and all, but a little old school for my tastes.

Stavis listens to the sirens for a couple seconds, and then hops into the car.

Dirk shoulders the BAR and begins backpedaling away from the new arrivals. He indicates the man in the Hawaiian shirt. "You. Stay the fuck out of my head. This is your last warning." He then does an about-face and stalks towards the weapons van. He catches up to Blaine.

"So do you know where this compound is, or should I just follow Joseph?"

Blaine shakes his head to answer the first question. "I've never been there, so I guess we're following Dr. Ham."

Ernesto

He watched the arrival of the new group with disinterest, taking notice almost immediately that they did not seem to be fighting men. His attention was mostly on Dirk and with good reason, you always paid those that seemed as if they could handle themselves a healthy amount of attention and he was still a bit irritated at his implications. When Blaine passed nearby and spoke he did not waste a second before replying. “podemos hablar de esto mas tarde.” His voice was dry and tone as pleasant as he could make it. His attention slid towards Dirk then, words formed into sentences in his brain before the familiar sound of sirens manifested was picked up by his augmented senses.

It was time to go; his hands left his G36 and pushed it aside into the passenger side seat. His hands reaching for the steering wheel as his right foot squeezed the gas pedal. The engine of his van roared in its usual manner, and he took a deep breath as he waited for the convoy to get started. His right hand moved, flipping on the radio. It took him twenty two and a half seconds to find something that appealed to him, a salsa that reminded him of his island nation. He was good to go; all he needed now was someone to follow to what would arguably be his new home for a while.

Dr. Lennox gets in the Bel-Air with Dr. Ham and Stavis. So, a corporate attack on a fortified compound... this should be intersting. He was a lousy shot, better than someone who had never handled a gun, but he couldnt compare to a cop or trooper. No, he had other, possibly more useful talents.

He sat back, and tried to come up with nifty ways to make a corporate cops life a nightmare... Demonic hallucinations, cold hands... oh the mental calamities he could produce

After a moment's hesitation, Stacey gets in the Bel-Air.

"Hello" Ben said to Stacey

"My name is Dr. Benjamin Lennox, I am an old collegue friend, and student of Joseph. I am most pleased to meet you"

"Such a pity dura will not be joining us three gentlemen, eh? Well then, let's all get comfortable. Since you'll be driving," he nods to Dirk, "and you'll be taking the back," he nods to Blaine, "I guess this means I once again have shotgun," he finishes with a grin. Not that he had any reason to be particularly friendly or jocular around these two, but it would help to ease the tension in the air somewhat, and perhaps one or both of them would let their guard down for a moment and let some snippet, some tidbit of information out that they might not have released otherwise. An old holdover from the days of learning and practicing human intelligence out in the field...as were his ways with women, something he was very grateful held over from Russia's cold war practices.

"Do not mind Ernesto, he has some difficulty interacting in large groups. That's what happens when you are trained as he was. Very good in isolation, not so good in groups much larger than two, and women count double. He'll warm up eventually, assuming we have not all grown as cold as corpses in the meantime," he turns directly towards Dirk, raising an eyebrow inquisitively. "I am curious, however, the new arrivals...what is it you said to one of them, 'stay out of my head'?" For a moment, a brief moment, Mikal is ever so tempted to say, You know, you really should not be so hostile to psychiatrists. You obviously need all the professional help you can get, my friend. But no, he was attempting to endear himself somewhat to these people, and that would have quite the opposite effect, and with a potential telepath in the group, well, things could get interesting. "A telepath, I take it? Pfeh...how annoying."

"Hey, how's it shakin'?" Stavis greets the new female passenger as he looks her up and down. "Been a rough night, eh?"

"Such a pity dura will not be joining us three gentlemen, eh? Well then, let's all get comfortable. Since you'll be driving," he nods to Dirk, "and you'll be taking the back," he nods to Blaine, "I guess this means I once again have shotgun," he finishes with a grin.

Though the grin was supposed to convey mirth or humor, on the big Russian's face it looked decidedly out of place. Not perhaps because the Russian wasn't used to smiling, maybe because he was used to smiling when someone was on the business end of his machinery. Or maybe it was Blaine's over active imagination putting conotation where it didn't belong. Mikal didn't seem angry, in fact it felt like he was telling a joke. One which neither Blaine nor Dirk were a part of. But then, Blaine realised the double entendre. Shotgun. Ha! Yeah. Shotgun. Blaine cracked a half smile to congratulate himself on "getting it".

Mikal wrote:

"Do not mind Ernesto, he has some difficulty interacting in large groups. That's what happens when you are trained as he was. Very good in isolation, not so good in groups much larger than two, and women count double. He'll warm up eventually, assuming we have not all grown as cold as corpses in the meantime," he turns directly towards Dirk, raising an eyebrow inquisitively. "I am curious, however, the new arrivals...what is it you said to one of them, 'stay out of my head'?"

Content to sit quietly, Blaine listens politely as the Russian makes small talk. Though his accent is thick, it's not so bad as to make it impossible to listen to him.

Mikal wrote:

"A telepath, I take it? Pfeh...how annoying."

"Tell me about it," Blaine blurts out. "I lost an entire day from one mucking inside my head. Cost me my job and everything." He pauses a moment before continuing, "I guess that's how I came to be here."

He didn't mean to inturrupt Mikal or anything. If he was willing to engage in chit-chat, then Blaine could try to hold up his end of the bargain.

"Such a pity dura will not be joining us three gentlemen, eh? Well then, let's all get comfortable. Since you'll be driving," he nods to Dirk, "and you'll be taking the back," he nods to Blaine, "I guess this means I once again have shotgun," he finishes with a grin.

"Right. That's pretty punny," he adds with an exaggerated wink, followed by another half grin.

Quote:

"Do not mind Ernesto, he has some difficulty interacting in large groups. That's what happens when you are trained as he was. Very good in isolation, not so good in groups much larger than two, and women count double. He'll warm up eventually, assuming we have not all grown as cold as corpses in the meantime," he turns directly towards Dirk, raising an eyebrow inquisitively.

"If he stays on his toes, there shouldn't be a problem. I mean, Jesus, these assholes looked like they didn't even get a chance to fire," he says as they walk past the four goons blown away by Ernesto.

Quote:

"I am curious, however, the new arrivals...what is it you said to one of them, 'stay out of my head'?" "A telepath, I take it? Pfeh...how annoying."

Dirk climbs in the idling van, and guns the engine. "You have no idea." He waits for the Bel Air to leave, then begins following it closely. Dirk goes into a sort of "auto-pilot" mode, and his eyes gloss over slightly.

"In WW3, my unit was stationed in south-western Japan, near Hiroshima. It was still about a year before the Chinese surrendered. Our Sarge was a real asshole, stuck-up prick. Scrawny mother fucker, too, don't know how he made it through basic training. So me and a couple other guys thought it would be funny to make him piss himself in the middle of the night, teach his stuffy ass a lesson. But when it came time to actually do it, they all pussed out, and I ending up going it alone.

"So he wakes up the next morning, hand in a bowl of water, piss all over himself, and starts screaming like a banshee. He calls us all out and demands to know who did it, and one of the fucking pussies ratted me out. Sarge walked over and busted me in the face with the butt of his rifle, and I went out like a light. And then I don't know what happened, except for what I was told later. That sonofa bitch made me...well, he made me do a lot of shit. Fucking cocksucker. My buddy Santos told me all about it. I immediately got up, walked into Sarge's hooch, and blew his fucking head off. .45 right between the eyes, and his head split like a watermelon."

Dirk takes a deep breath, and comes "back".

"So Mr. Telepath was real fucking lucky I was in a good fucking mood. I have a very low tolerance for people fucking with my head."

Ernesto

He watched as the Bel-Air started on its journey and then began to be followed by the van that Mikal had appropriated. He hit the gas, accelerating into the street and following the van at a respectable distance. All the while, the boisterous sound of Cuban salsa spread through the inside of his van. The sounds reminded him of home, allthough there was no sort of home sickness. No, he had left Cuba and he doubted he would return to it for anything less than the burial of his mother. Until then, he would have to squeeze all that he could from the so called “land of opportunity.”

Blaine waits a moment to see if the Russian will say anything. As much as he'd rather just let it drop, Blaine is haunted by not knowing who the man is. "Did either of you recognize him? Like he's a celebrity or maybe been in the news or something?"

"Not exactly friendly toward telepahs are they?" Ben said to Joseph... "So, why are the corporates after you? Same reason they want my head?"

"My first encounter with a telepath was when I was fifteen. My little sister had not come back home for several days, so I went out looking for her. Eventually I had discovered what had happened. One of the local gangs had a member who was just beginning to hone his telepathic powers, and had "convinced" my sister to stay with him and his buddies for a while. They took turns raping her for those several days, physically as well as mentally. That night I crept my way in to their hideout and caught them by surprise. The normal ones I tied up and left for later, after I had dealt with their little friend. The telepath awoke in a very uncomfortable position, with me standing over him. He tried and he tried to wriggle free, he even begged me to let him live after he found that I was much harder to influence than a scared little girl."

"It took him five days to finally die, while his entire entourage watched in puddles of their own filth, dehydrated and hungry. I told them that I would let them go once they had learned their lesson. I lied. When they died, I took their bodies and the body of their little friend and left them as a warning to all the others. My sister was never the same. Three years later she took her own life as a direct result of the event," he shrugs, "such is life."

"No, I'm afraid I don't recognize that telepath, but I will certainly remember his face for the future. I have one general rule for telepaths, telepathy is fine. Talk to me, whatever. Implant anything, a sensation, a suggestion, and I implant a bullet in your skull in return."

It'd be easy to hate all telepaths because of all the stories about the bad ones. That's silly and stupid. I may as well hate someone because of the color of their skin if I'm going to hate an entire group for something.

"Well, shit, fellas! Didn't you hear what I said? I lost an entire day. A day, fer chrissakes!" Blaine feigns indignance at being one-upped so soundly. For effect, he even uses a obviously fake southern accent. Blaine lets out a breath before saying "Sorry. Those are shit things for anyone to go through." He shrugs to punctuate his feelings.

Stacey at first looks stand-offish before she looks Stavis up and down, and then smiles ever so slightly with a coy grin. "You have no idea."

"Not exactly friendly toward telepahs are they?" Ben said to Joseph... "So, why are the corporates after you? Same reason they want my head?"

"Well, I don't know why they're after you. You never exactly kept in touch, you know," He doesn't take his eyes off the road as he speaks, "it's because I finally decided to take a stand. I had taken enough of being an instrument of death and oppresion. I was tired of having to look in the mirror every night and tell myself I was just doing my job, and didn't know that what I was researching was being used for ill." He sighs, "I was just fed up."

Ernesto

He continued to follow the van at a discrete distance, his head turning from side to side as he made sure to take in the sights that New York City had to offer. In comparison to the inconsequential town he had been raised in and the backward cities of Cuba, it was in many ways still a jewel. Of course, the United States had been a world power once and Cuba had never amounted to much. Well, that was not true. If things had gone a bit more badly, things would have gone far more differently. If Kennedy had chosen to invade instead of blockade his nation, Cuba would have the distinction of having heralded the end of civilization. He smiled at that, deriving a bit of pleasure at the idea.

The pleasure lasted for only a moment, for the reality remained that his nation was still as poor as ever, and while the embargo that the United States had placed upon it had eventually ended, that event had occurred purely for the corporations benefit. The conflicts in the city were blatant and remarkably unfair. The inequality between areas was as clear cut as color lines. The city was segregated into the safe, clean and sterile corporate controlled areas and the slums that was reserved for everyone else. A segregation enforced by the peace of the gun. The average corporate security force was well armed, well equipped and most importantly of all well trained. You did not try and make trouble in a corporate zone unless you were very good or insane, and perhaps a bit of both.

They eventually hit a familiar set of streets and when they came to a momentary stop, he took the time to look around. Oh, of course. His favorite whore house was three and half blocks south west from here. He had also done one of his first jobs not too far from here. He chuckled softly, the sound drowned out by the boisterous sound of salsa. It had been the job that had led to the whore house in the first place. The light turned green and he accelerated after the van once more. The radio going quiet for a moment before one of Celia Cruz’s hits began to play. Ah, this was his kind of music.

"Same here. They wanted me to violate Doctor Patient confidentality, and give them the information from my scans of a patient." He grimaces at the thought of what he was about to say"They wanted me, to violate the trust a patient puts in me, and basially hand him over to them. You know me Joseph, you know that, while I may use my abilities to defend myself, or in defense of somene else, or MAYBE to alter someones attitude, or get them to feel better. It was why I was such a good therapist... But I cant go and betray a patient. So I refused. Then they labeled mea traitor, stripped me of my liscence, and 5 minutes after I left my apartment... they torched it... Along wth everything I had eer worked for in my entire life. Then I ound out that there was a pharmaceutical company that was making ESP Suppressant drugs, that would be forced on telepaths who did not cooperate with Corporate wishes. So, I went in, found a security guard to open the doors... He just so happens to be in that van over there, set some explosives, and left... suppressing his memory of the events afterward. Now I have to make it up to him somehow..." Ben was obviously distressed at hw hypocritical he had become. He was doing his best to fight the corporations, and the corrupt government, but no matter how he justified it, he still couldnt get over stealing a day of some innocent mans life....

Stavis shrugs. "Well, mine's been a bit rough, but at least I've been productive." He puts his hands on his pistol and shoulder holster and pulls its near-empty clip out.

"Oi, yeah, gotten a very nice collection of goods tonight..." he trails off while sliding the two .22lr rounds out of the magazine. He pockets the items, pulls a fresh magazine out of a different pocket, and slaps that into his Neos.

Stavis: The other pistols have full mags.

Everyone:

The convoy arrives at the site of an abandoned, bombed out military base. The only structure left intact is an unimportant underground bunker, restored to operation. The outward appearance of the main elevator would blend in to the rest of the destroyed and worn out buildings until an observor noticed how strange it is that such a piece of machinery would still work after all these years of neglect.

Once the troupe descends into the bunker, they see that this HQ is hardly a model of sophistication. The handful of researchers huddled around a laptop connected to a robotic arm is an underwhelming site for someone expecting more from the brains of a hive of anti-corporate resistance.

The ex-security guards are more impressive, with shiny high tech armor and gadgets, and no doubt with more technology under their skin, invisible to the naked eye.

A curious Japense man is huddled over some sort of briefcase-contained explosive device. He smiles as he places the finishing touches. A man standing behind him in overalls with dirty hands beams widely. "This will knock their communications gear into next Tuesday," he remarks as he carries this copy of Yuuki's personal EMP bomb off into the makeshift armory.

Everyone seems to be too busy to really notice the new arrivals.

Lennox looks around...

"Well, at least cops wont break down the door..."

Stavis just follows the group, looking around at his surroundings.

Blaine looks around taking in the sights, sounds and - yes - odors of the underground HQ. "You work out of here!?" Blaine guffaws loudly. "You're braver than I thought," he finishes quietly and to no one in particular.

Never one for guided tours Blaine preferred being free to explore new places on his own, even if it meant missing out on important details. Though he wanted to explore all of the new nooks and crannies that no doubt existed, he erred on the side of caution and stayed with the group.

"And maybe some sensors too. Probably not their cars and cyberware like back in the good old days, though." He turned to face the new arrivals. "Who are our new friends Stacy?"

CorSec wrote:

Blaine looks around taking in the sights, sounds and - yes - odors of the underground HQ. "You work out of here!?" Blaine guffaws loudly. "You're braver than I thought," he finishes quietly and to no one in particular.

"Don't worry, this little piggy's bunker won't fall so easily when the big bad wolf blows on it."

Quote:

Never one for guided tours Blaine preferred being free to explore new places on his own, even if it meant missing out on important details. Though he wanted to explore all of the new nooks and crannies that no doubt existed, he erred on the side of caution and stayed with the group.

As he left Yuuki shouted "Don't wander out of the lighted area big guy! We've got some 'presents' scattered around."

Yuuki assumed this was some new help, but Two hard-assed proffesionals, a bad ass, and three... no, someone whose been in a few scrapes, a street hood, and maybe a researcher of some sort. Where did they find these people? He wasn't exactly standard himself, though, and most of them looked like they could fight well. Two of them even looked like decent human beings.

The moment they had contacted him for this he knew he was going to say yes, even if he remembered to pretend to negotiate. Going from eating boiled potatos to living the (comparitivly) good life while getting a chance to stick it to the Evil Empire wasn't an offer he had been able to resist.

Dirk takes in the surroundings, neither impressed nor depressed by what he sees. He takes his introduction upon himself.

"My name's Dirk. You got any grenades around here? I've only got one that I took from an asshole who didn't need it anymore."

He double checks his weapon to make sure it's loaded, and discovers that, yes, the BAR has a full clip. "So do we have any idea when they're coming? Or is it a surprise?"

Lennox looked at the asian guy that was looking at the group...

"A bit concerned I take it... Dont worry, I cant shoot for shit, but I have other talents"

Ernesto

His attention was firmly split between the road before him and the Spanish lyrics which the radio was sharing with him. It did not take a great deal for him to make sure to stay a respectable distance from the van, and the Spanish songs were rekindling his memories of the past. When was the last time that he had heard Celia sing? It had not been that long, but for the moment he found himself remembering days past. More importantly, he remembered the days back in his island nation before he had chosen the path that he had. He was not sure why it happened or how, he just found himself going along with the voice in the radio. The voice of the once lovely Celia Cruz.

”Lo que es bueno hoy

Quizas no lo sea mañana

He ahi el valor del momento

He ahi el presente perfecto”

His voice had never been meant for singing, but he was alone and for the moment he indulged himself in a moment that had not surfaced since the loss of his sister in the outskirts of villa clara. His eyes caught sight that they had taken an off-ramp somewhere and where now in a distinctly familiar part of town. His head darted about, catching sight of the apparently abandoned military base. His mind whispering that they just may have arrived, even as his lips continued to sing along with the radio.

”La oportunidad te llega

Tu veras si te montas en ella

Agarrate fuerte y no te sueltes”

The vehicles in the convoy slowed and within seconds, they were descending down into the bowels of the base. His head turning to look around his surroundings, taking notice of the obvious. It was not what he had expected, but he had lived in worse from time to time. He was not in here expecting a MS state-of-the-art facility. As long as the pay was right, he would camp in an outhouse for seven days. The security people seemed to know their way around however, and that pleased him. His mind concentrating on possibilities, even as his lips continued to recite the song.

”Rie y llora

Que a cada cual le llega su hora

Rie y llora

Vive tu vida y gozala toda

Todo es tan relativo

No es que recuerde, sino que no olvido

Eso es el perdon

Recordar sin dolor

Agarrate fuerte y ya no te sueltes”

His body began to sway slightly from side to side, his fingers tapping a familiar beat on the steering wheel. He waited for a few more seconds before he unbuckled his seat belt, reached for his bag and secured his G36 within it before reaching out back for Mikal’s own bag. He had packed in his usual “end of the world” manner, but he was more than capable of carrying both bags. He pulled Mikal’s bag to the front, opening the driver side door for a moment and sharing his salsa with anyone gifted enough to possess boosted hearing. It was only then, as he prepared to leave his vehicle that he realized that he was still trying to sing along with Celia. His eyes closing in realization for a moment before he reached for the radio and turned it off. A second later, he was turning around and exiting his vehicle. His left hand holding his bag, while his right held Mikal’s.

His eyes slid about, noticing the reactions of his other would be “allies”. The truth was that he was only looking forward to dealing with Dirk, for the man seemed competent enough. He did seem to have an attitude problem, but that was none of his concern. He could deal with greed, and Dirk by virtue of being a professional was in some ways more predictable than some of the others. Dirk could kill and that was good, others simply seemed to be bodies he could use to position between himself and Mikal. Better them than us, such was life. His eyes slid towards Blaine for a moment as he spoke, his exchange with the other man noted, heard and appreciated. He had seen far worse, but that was not his concern. At the moment, he wanted to acquire his PSG-1 and get together with the people that could do something and plan out what sort of defense they should use. Now that he had a sniper rifle, he was itching to use it…

Everyone's conversations are cut short as a man with a walkie-talkie listens to a short sentence with a grim look on his face and then pulls a lever, causing an alarm to blare and red lights to flash. The researchers and engineers scramble for safety as the soldiers get ready for one hell of a battle.

Stavis runs for cover, something preferably far away from the entrance doors and inconspicuous.

Dr. Lennox finds a place of relative safety(cover) that would allow him to see and affect the enemy.

Yuuki runs to the small pile of stuff he left in a corner when he arrived. He takes his TMP and his grenade belt, which he struggles into as he gets into his planned postion. He gives directions on where people should go, given the layout of the bunker, if nobody else is doing it and if people aren't finding a good place by themselves. He's pretty sure the cold-eyed-three can look after themselves quite well, but the others probably haven't ever been in a fight involving more than three or four people.

Ernesto

The static hiss of a walkie-talkie stood out in the backdrop that was his current surroundings and at that moment, his mind was immediately aware that this may be note-worthy. As such he used his augmentations to good effect. He did not hear the short sentence, but he caught enough of it to know that it was bad news. His head turning to the right, using the zoom feature of his eyes to notice the grim look on the face of the man. The party was about to start, and he had not even gotten to hold the sniper rifle that Mikal had all but promised him. The lever was pulled, the alarm making itself known and the red lights transforming the almost peaceful surroundings into a carnival of activity. The sheep scrambled for safety as the wolves began to prepare. He was a wolf, not a sheep and he knew what he had to do.

He immediately moved towards Mikal, dropping his bag of stuff before him with a nod as he muttered beneath his breath. “looks like the party is not about to wait for us.” His tone was dry and he did not stick around to see Mikal’s reaction. He moved past him, opening the back of the van in which he had ridden on and pocketing the PSG-1 that Mikal had already implied was his. Possession was nine tenths of the law, and he wanted this sniper rifle. He darted about, trying to see what kind of ammunition was available for it and picking up as many AP rounds as he could. If there were no AP rounds he would settle for EFMJ. He did not want to use standard ammo in this fight, considering that if the attackers had any brains at all they would be wearing armor. After making sure to pick up a significant amount of ammo for his PSG-1 he exited the back of the van and opened up his carry bag. His G36 was removed once more, all the ammo he had for it secured to his person. He worked quickly, sliding the rifle into a sling so that he could put it into his back if worse came to worse. He did the same thing to the PSG-1, pocketing a few more of the grenades he had brought over before. Finally, he secured his helmet over his head. Reminding himself that all it would take was one stray bullet, to make him ooze brain matter and twitch like a decapitated chicken.

Even though he was more or less prepared now, he still had to find a spot to stash his carry bag in relative safety. The idea of placing his goods in any one of the vehicles was not terribly appealing. Vehicles were cover, and cover attracted fire. The last thing he wanted was to lose his carry bag to a grenade or RPG. In the end, he settled for hiding it behind some boxes on the south-western corner of the room. There were some technological trinkets nearby and the whole area did not seem to be a priority. He would hate to lose his MP7, extra clothing and small rations he had brought. However, the best way to make sure his things were safe was to make sure that all the hostiles died before they got to this place. Ideally, even if they were overrun, the hiding spot he had chosen would evade detection for a while. After he had secured his carry bag, his eyes darted about looking for the best possible cover. He secured the PSG-1 to his back, his G36 in his hands as he snapped in a fresh new magazine and made a note to remember that the magazine he had taken out still had nineteen bullets.

He sprinted towards a nearby soldier and after securing cover for himself, watched him closely as he spoke. “I got a PSG-1 and a G36, do you have any ideas where I will be of most use?” There was no shame in asking for the soldier’s thoughts. The soldier had lived here for a prolonged period of time, and knew the area far better than he did. Ideally, he would have taken an hour or so to scout the bunker and formulate a plan of attack. Sadly, the MS strike team had other plans. Now, he had to worry about his survival first and foremost as well as the mission. It would do him little to be alive, if he was not getting paid. It was time to earn his keep and add another line to his resume.

Before receiving an answer to his first question, Dirk got the answer to his second question in the form of the blaring alarm.

He hurried over to join Ernesto at the weapons van, not batting an eye as the Cuban picked up the sniper rifle. No, he was looking for grenades, and that's all he cared about right now.

((If there are any grenades, Dirk takes as many as he can carry.))

After finishing his raid of the van, he found some decent cover near the front line, in other words, where the action would be. He then prepared a grenade for throwing.

Vive la resistance Blaine thinks wryly as the siren blares throughout the HQ. He watches carefully as the various scientists scramble to gather important documents and make their way to a safety zone. Not the first time, probably not the last, either. He follows the processional to the newly aquired weapons van. He sees the unnatural lust Ernesto has for the sniper rifle At first, such a thing can seem strange - to say the least. But he remembers very clearly exactly how many bullets were fired in the previous fire fight. Both Ernesto and Mikal were no-shit men of action. Such attention and respect to a weapon for them was obviously one of their highest compliments. Something no human could achieve, at least not through casual contact. Blaine knew better than to get in his way.

He also watched as Dirk pocketed as many grenades as he could - and a few more besides. As Dirk balanced his load, it was Blaine's turn to peek inside the van and see what stikes his fancy. He's not sure how much time until imminent becomes actual so hoists the first weapon he can lay his hands on. Given time, the rest of the hardware can be sorted out - hopefully. Blaine grabs the M29, testing it in his hands before claiming it. Then he begins the process of pocketing the clips for both the conventional rifle and the 20mm grenade launcher.

Excitement and dread course though his veins. After he's taken as much as he can, he turns to look for a good cover spot. Everyone seems to be settling in already, and here I am the odd man out. Before anything resembling panic sets in, the Asian fellow points out what could be a useful spot. He takes his position and starts checking the weapon and his sight lines. He looks for places where an enemy, or group of enemies might have a harder time moving. That's where I can put the grenade launcher to good use. In addtion he makes sure to know where everyone else is so that there aren't any friendly fire incidents. The only person he seems to have lost track of is Ernesto. While such a thing may be immediately troublesome, Blaine rationalizes that if one could see a sniper then it's too late.

He uses the next seconds to push everything else out of his mind. Stacey, the revolution, his aching bones even the ham sandwhich he was hoping to eat - all of these things were trivial should something bad™ happen.

Ernesto

As he had exited the van with his PSG-1 in hand, he had noted Dirk as he gleefully reached for whatever grenades he could find and as if he were bobbing for apples. He chuckled softly, shaking his head slightly although the half-smile on his lips hinted at his pleasure. “happy hunting.” With those words said, his attention slid elsewhere only then catching sight of Blaine. As he walked past him, he nodded towards the man hoping that he pulled his weight in the coming conflict. He was still unsure about Blaine, but he was leaving just enough room in his mind to be surprised.

Even as he waited for the soldier near him to reply to him as to where he thought he could be of most use, his eyes were keenly aware of his surroundings. He was even now looking for the spot that offered him the most impact on the battle-field. If this was a bunker, then the ways in were limited. Ideally, the only way in was through the exact same way they had come. That meant that the hostiles had to take the elevator down. They could turn that elevator area into a no-man’s land easily enough. He did not wish to cluster around anyone, for multiple targets were tempting targets.

No, he wanted to be out of the way if at all possible. His head turned, his eyes darting about left to right and back again until he found a spot that seemed promising. He waited until the soldier spoke, considering his words before he moved towards the spot he felt offered the most promise. He was not going to move near Dirk, deciding that the temptation of having two high-threat targets so close to each other would be too tempting to the opposition. He had range to spare in his G36 and his PSG-1 and he planned on using them. He moved quickly, sprinting towards his destination as low to the ground as possible. Their enemies were not here yet, but he left nothing to chance. Eventually, he reached his spot. It was sandwiched between two large computer servers and partially obscured by a large work area. It was a good fit, allowing him ample cover and a clean fire lane.

Once there, he crouched behind the cover and placed down the PSG-1. He was tempted to use the Sniper Rifle, but he would only do so if the ammunition was adequate. If not, he would have to settle for using his G36. Either way, he was certainly going to make anyone bold enough to try and assault this bunker to pay in blood. He did some finishing touches, utilizing anything that he could find nearby to increase his cover. Once he had settled on what he felt was the best he could do, he would stay as silent as possible. He was well aware that augmented hearing was difficult to defeat. It was sound, not sight that alerted the modern cyber-soldier about someone sneaking in for a kill. By laying motionless and breathing as slowly as possible, he minimized the chances of being heard. It was a trick that he had employed throughout his life. He only wished that he were in the jungle now. In the forests of Cuba, he had been a ghost. Here, there was only so much that he could do.

He brought his chosen weapon to the ready, his eye glancing down the scope. He was as ready as he would be. Now, all that he needed was someone to kill. Pleasure coiled around his stomach at the thought, although he was professional enough not to bask in it. It was simply business.

Yuuki wondered idly if they would get his EMP bomb in place in time for the battle. Probaby not, we didn't get much time.

After pointing out a good spot to one of the new guys, he double checked his equipment. He had the TMP's clip and two extras all loaded with steel core, while his CZ-75 and its single extra clip were still loaded with EFMJ like normal, but that was OK. Not like I'll need it in a big brewup like this is looking to be! His kubotan's ring was the only part of it sticking out of his pocket and the TMP's laser sight was charged up and ready to go at the flick of a switch. Finally, he knew which of his grenades were the 4 frags, and which were the 2 flashbangs and 3 tear gas (he was glad he'd taken apart some of his alarm system for this). After a bit of consideration, he took one of the tear gas grenades and duck taped it to a piece of concrete laying there on the ground so it would go off if he gave it a stiff kick. Of course I don't plan on being overrun, he though as he put his goggles up onto his forehead. It out to provide both cover and distraction if he had to beat a quick tactical retreat, and he could hold his breath while the goggles protected his eyes.

He saw the new hispanic mercenary go past with his rifles, and heard him hide himself as well. What he did not hear was anything after that, and this cheered him. Check, one angel of death.

This was going to be his first defense of a fortified position in, lets see, has it really been 9 years? If he was going to do much more of this he was going to have to work a bit at his rust encrusted rifle skills. Such are the wonders of the cause, its always making us expand our horizons, he though wryly, and then ammended. Not that it isn't real nice to have a cause again. Had waiting always been this difficult? Yes. Oh well. Once the fighting started he planned to stick his head up only occasionally, and mostly listen. If he saw a target close enough, he would aim then open fire with his SMG or throw a grenade as appropriate.

This bunker is rather extensive, and only the parts near the entrance have been redeveloped, so running and hiding is easy for Stavis and any of the researchers and engineers who don't have an important role to play.

The terrain also favors Ernesto by the opening corridor being quite long and extending past the developed parts, allowing him to find a lovely spot behind a partial cave-in of the ceiling beyond the feasible range of an SMG. His flash hider would shield his own eyes from the muzzle blast, but make it all the more revealing to others. Once he fired his first shot, he would be effectively revealed.

Inside the developed areas, the engineers have erected several concrete barricades to provide cover, and the project's soldiers (all 7 of them) as well as Dirk, Blaine, and Yuuki find cover behind them. They're quite thick and sturdy, and should be able to stand up to any small arms fire or grenade fragments. RPGs and other heavy weapons would present a problem.

Recalling his briefing for the other side, Ernesto sees that the robotic HMG platforms aren't in as good shape as one would have hoped. One is hooked up to a large compuer, the reason for its inoperability not entirely clear. Another's tracks don't seem to be functioning, as it's just rooted in place in one of the side rooms. Only one of the three is actually working. It situates itself near the elevator, ready to unleash a hail of death upon any who descend it.

It takes at least a minute for some to get situated, and yet what seems like an eternity of tense waiting in silence passes before the service elevator starts descending. There doesn't appear to be anyone on it. After a moment of confusion, those with augmented vision capable of zoom make out that there's a claymore mine lying there. It goes off just after several shout "duck!". None of the barricaded humans are hit, but the only good robot is shredded, not being designed to take anything stronger than small arms fire.

The real attackers come in a few seconds later from ziplines. There are six of them, and they don't look like elite soldiers. More like hardcore gangsters. Dangerous, to be sure, but not professional. They have been well equipped however. The next wave slides down behind them, and the shooting starts.

Dr. Lennox doesnt waste any time... he immediatly gets to work on their minds

He closes his eyes, and makes on of the soldiers in the second wave coming down the zipline, think the line is a snake

Dante's Inferno, Canto V wrote:

There Minos sits, grinning grotesque and hale

He examines each lost soul as it arrives

and delivers his verdict with his coiling tail.

The echo of the claymore had barely faded and Blaine was already taking aim with the M29. Though the freight elevator was large by elevator standards, it was still a finitely close space. It was the perfect opportunity. Using the range finder he measures the distance from where he was to where the intruders stood. The targeting computer in the M29 recorded the distance and set the automatic detonation circuitry of the 20mm grenades. An enunciator light in the scope flashed green indicating all was ready. Blaine pulls the trigger hoping to send the targets to meet Minos.

Ernesto

It was all about patience. The scene before him taking shape and he allowed it to happen, silently observing the strands of fate as they gathered the pieces for their play. His augmented eyes allowed him to see what normal eyes could not, his boosted hearing allowed him to hear what he should not. Nonetheless, it was all a matter of patience. His sniper rifle was at the ready, and even now he could have taken the time to decapitate an enemy or two. He did not however, for doing so would only be a momentary pleasure. He was aware that he had chosen to be a sniper in this fight, and as such his part in this conflict would be secondary. He was here to harm morale and to get his due. If he fired now, he could potentially spoil the chances of Dirk and Blaine. He wanted those with fully-automatic weapons to make the play first. He could mop up the rest later.

He concentrated on the scope, the thermal signatures of his adversaries noted and appreciated. There were six in the front and more in the back. He took the time look away from the scope for a moment, using his augmented vision to take notice of his enemies. They were not up to his standards, but they had to be taken seriously nonetheless. They had come here with another man’s money on their wallet, ready to proclaim to any that would listen that they were the best. They were about to find out that they were out of their depth. His right eye returned to the scope as he heard a familiar sound come from before him. Ah, so someone had decided to make use of the M29.

He would wait until the effects of the grenade were clear before choosing his first victim. His right index finger slid next to the trigger of his rifle as he prepared to play his role as executioner.

(Previously, on Edgerunner)

Mikal gathered his things in his bag and hefted it over his shoulder. With his free hand he picks up the rocket launcher and some extra rockets that were in the van and brings it all over to Ernesto, a small smirk on his lips as he hands it over, "Party favors for our guests. Make sure they have a blast, da?"

That said, he takes his grenades (3 Frag, 1 WP) from his work bag and puts them in easy to access locations. He also removes his G36 7mm and 4 reloads (2 EFMJ, 1 JHP, 1 AP), putting the gun on a strap over his shoulder while still keeping his USAS-12 as his primary. If he ran out of ammo for his shotgun, he would fall back on his assault rifle, but it may not even be necessary. Concealment? Stealth? No longer. This was a battle. Cover and firepower were kings here. His work bag, having been raided for various pieces of equipment, was now put into a place deeper inside the facility, for use in case he needed to fall back and rearm.

Then the alarm went off. Finding a spot with a good line of fire and decent cover, Mikal gets behind it and checks his USAS-12, followed by his readying of a frag grenade...his first contribution to the guests.

(Now, on Edgerunner)

Of course they sent down an explosive first, it's what Mikal would have done, though he wouldn't have chosen a claymore. Had he been paying just a little more attention, he would have shot the damn thing so that the shaped charge would have blasted upwards and fragged the uninvited guests. Instead, he simply adds to the fireworks by throwing his frag grenade towards the gangsters...hopefully he would not be alone, and this threat would soon be ended. He fights back the urge to shout 'FRAG OUT', knowing that all to often the targets would take heed of that warning.

As the claymore mine went off, Yuuki couldn't help but feel a bit of contempt for the opposition. The last time he'd pulled something that uneffective and unimaginative had in Montana in the first year of his enlistment. The mine-that'll-be-knocked-over-when-the-door-opens just doesn't work if your opposite number is suspicous and the room has windows.

The sound of the rappel lines brought Yuuki back to the present, but he still kept his head down, while preparing to throw a grenade. He brought out a frag, and considered not throwing it when he heard the cough of a grenade launcher beating him to it, but no, better to break their morale he though as he momentarily brought his head over the edge of the barrier and tossed it.

Yuuki and Mikal pull the pins on their grenades and prepare to throw. Range to their targets is 10 squares.

Blaine gets the range information and prepares to fire. Range is 16 squares.

Ernesto scopes in the area, preparing to make any shot he needs to make count. Range is 40 squares.

Dr. Lennox uses his mental abilities on one of the zipliners.

DF: 19

AT: 19

Final roll: 21

One of the gangers suddenly screams "Snake, snake!" as he unfastens his safety buckle. He plummets and falls the remaining 15 feet. That might not have been so bad, but he lands on the back of his neck causing a loud *SNAP* to reverberate down the corridor.

Stavis tries to make sure none of the attackers notice him, and wonders what the hell he's doing in this crazy battlezone.

Dirk chucks his grenade as releases the safety catch, having pulled the pin earlier.

DF: 20

AT: 20

Final roll: 26

The grenade lands right at the feet of the leader.

Range is 10.

Gangers: The first six (minus one) touch ground and the leader screams "Fan the fuck out!" as the next group prepares to descend the zipline.

Lennox shakes his head in a combination of amusement and dismay, as well as some shame. Then continues. If he can see the people at the top of the ziplines, he makes one of them think the rest are on fire.

If not, he makes one of the zipliners thing the person below him, is a succubus/incubbus.

Having pulled the pin earlier, Dirk tosses his grenade as soon as the goons land. He then prepares a "present" for the second wave.

Ernesto

He was rather surprised when Mikal approached him quite obviously bearing gifts. His eyes watched him for a moment, before chuckling softly. “Consider it done comrade, although I am hoping it won’t be necessary.” With those words said he watched as Mikal accessorized. After Mikal had moved behind his cover, his attention returned to the tasks at hand.

The terrified screams of “snake, snake” caught his attention, but he ignored the man as he fell to his death. The chances of an actual snake having exited was low, and that meant that they had telepathic support. It was the only theory that made sense. When the would be victims finally touched the ground, he realized that his time had arrived. His scope moved from left to right as he debated who his target would be. A second later, the apparent leader made himself known by offering obvious advise. His rifle moving towards him and taking aim at his torso area. This particular PSG-1 did not possess a smart-link capability and that meant that he had take his time. He took a deep breath, holding it in order to compensate for any drift as he squeezed the trigger once and then a second time.

He was not trying to go for a head shot, not this time. Instead, he simply wanted to sow fear into his adversary and that meant hitting. He was packing AP rounds, and he was well aware of what they could do. If all went well, they would not worry about him until it was too late.

As he tossed his grenade, Yuuki briefly wondered if "snake" might be some new piece of military jargon that he hadn't run into yet, but since he didn't see anything out of place he ignored it and threw his grenade.

Yuuki and Mikal throw their grenades, while Dirk's sits there, waiting to explode.

Yuuki's throw

DF: 20

AT: 11

Final roll: 20

To his great surprise the grenade lands right on target. Who needs practice, anyway?

Mikal's throw

DF: 20

AT: 14

Final roll: 20 ((well aren't we a skin of our teeth lucky group of players today?))

Mikal's throw is likewise accurate. The three pineapples within feet of each other looks almost cute.

Ernesto can make a shot at normal AT if he chooses. Next round it will be +2, then +4 and so on until a max of +10.

Dr. Lennox again uses the lump on his brain to influence the thoughts of others.

Suggestion implantation, zipliner

DF: 19

AT: 19

Final roll: 22

Even stranger than the snake incident a second ago is what happens now. One of the gangers screams "incubus!" as he puts the barrel of his gun right up to one of his companions' eyes and blows his head off.

The general pandemonium plus this apparent betrayal kills any chance there may have been for one of the gangers to notice and possibly throw back the grenades.

The range dialed in, Blaine squeezes the trigger on the 20mm high velocity grenade launcher.

DF: 20

AT: 11

Final roll: 12 ((Looks like the group's luck just ran out Laughing ))

Someone must have forgotten to replace a spring when the launcher unit was last maintained, because there's a feed failure of the grenade, as the display on the computerized scope so helpfully informs Blaine of.

The gangers were fanning out, although the killing in their ranks causes a few to look back. The third half dozen zipliners are on their way.

The soldiers have had enough aiming and open fire in short, controlled bursts.

DF: 20

AT: 15

Final rolls: 16, 21, 23, 18, 18, 25 and 16, 22, 24, 22, 17

Five of the guns open fire, the sixth jams. Of the five, three score hits on the first burst. For the second, another one fails to fire, but there are three more hits. ((Since this is such a big battle, and neither these soldiers nor there targets are really important, we'll just use basic HPs here))

Damages: 17, 11, 22, 15, 10, 16

Four of the six gangers targeted go down under the fire. The others look panicked and confused, ready to break.

*click!*

*sproing!*

A red light in the scope flashes twice, three times and twice again obviously denoting a failure of some kind. If a manual was handy - and if there was time - Blaine could easily look up what the code meant to know exactly what had gone wrong. The *sproing!* told him that a spring had malfunctioned, most likely part of the feed mechanism.

Well ain't that a son-of-a-bitch. We can send robots to Mars but we can't make fucking springs that are worth a shit. Goddammit, motherfucking, son of a bitch, cock-biting, ass hatted, shit eating...

A chill ran up Blaine's spine. He was almost afraid to try the traditional rifle of this "advanced" weapon. Advanced, my ass! If that part doesn't work, he's as useless as tits on a boar hog, as his daddy would say. Well, if worse comes to worse, I could always beat them with it.

Blaine calmly switches the selector from (useless) Grenade to (hopefully useful) Rifle. A second selector is switched to 3 Round burst. Blaine breathes in and out, calming his nerves and letting his circulatory regulator control his blood pressure. He takes aim on the nearest of the intruders. While he aims - and breathes - he offers silent prayers, first to Jehovah, then to Vishnu and Anubis. On a whim, he sends a Hail Mary to Mickey Mouse as well.

"Well that worked well." Ben said with a sadistic grin. He then realized the horrible thing he had just done... then shruged it off. Him or me he said to himself.

He focused his mind again and tried to penetrate the mind of another ganger. Thier weak minds easy targets for his mental probings.

He attempted to make his target think that his enemies, were actually his close family members

Ernesto

It was difficult for him to ascertain what the exact situation was after grenades were thrown and the lead began to fly. He was aware of course, but that was primarily to things that affected him. At the moment, he was too engrossed in his scope and the implement of war that he held in his arms to consider the overall picture of what was about him. Some of his enemies fell beneath a sudden hail of bullets coming from before him and to the right. He felt no pleasure at the scene, although a sharp lance of irritation spread through his stomach when the target he had selected for the kiss of death, ended up falling to another’s bullets.

He suddenly realized that he could not afford to wait, and that he had a twenty round magazine. It would be such a pity to let those bullets go to waste. Besides, heckler and koch made such quality instruments that not taking advantage of them was surely a sin. Without any further thought or hesitation, he picked himself a target and after focusing on its torso, he took a deep breath, held it for a moment and then squeezed the trigger twice. The PSG-1 did not have a suppressor, but it did have a flash-hider. The AP round was sent screaming towards his target, and he waited to see if it flew true. If his target was neutralized, he would immediately seek another. If his target was not neutralized, he would consider shooting at it again. If worse came to worse, he would use the rocket launcher…

Dirk didn't bat an eye as one ganger blew his buddy's head off. He knew it was the doing of that fucking telepath.

As the other soldiers in the base opened fire, he used the hail of lead as cover to pop up and throw his second grenade. Grenades were fun, but it was time to get down and dirty. As he released the pineapple, his other hand was already reaching for the BAR.

Oh...looks like we've got a telepath Yuuki though as he saw one of the enemy blow his compatriot's brains out. On one hand, Yuuki thought as he dived below the barrier, telepaths make it harder for the suits to keep secrets, he pulled another frag of his belt, on the other, they invade people's rights to the privacy of their own thoughts, he shifted it into his right hand and readied it, but on the gripping hand, he smiled at an allusion so few would get, this one if helping me... for now.

Hopefully these mercs wouldn't but up much more fight, and any other waves would decide that discretion is the better part of valor. Not that these deaths would really trouble Yuuki's concience, they were men who lived of their undiscriminating application of violence and had been trying to kill him, but generally the less killing the better.

Dirk chucks a follow-up grenade, as does Yuuki. Mikal decides not to trust the advertised range and keeps his head down.

Dirk's throw

DF: 20

AT: 20

Final roll: 21

Yuuki's throw

DF: 20

AT: 11

Final roll: 17

Neither grenade is on the mark. Dirk's skips off the ground and rolls more than intended when it hits and ends up in the corner of the room, 10 feet farther than wanted.

Yuuki's throw is just plain off. It bounces off the right wall and falls 20 feet short.

Benjamin uses his powers again.

DF: 19

AT: 19

Final roll: 25

One of the gangers stands up straight and starts running out in the open toward the barricades as he yells "Hey you guys, how have you been?" The friendly soldiers all fire on him and cut him to ribbons. (Don't think a roll is necessary and I'm pressed for time anyway).

Blaine squeezes a pair of bursts off.

DF: 20

AT: 12

Final rolls: 16, 16

...which both unfortunately miss. At least this part of the gun works, though.

Ernesto takes his shots, aimed at the torso.

DF: 20

AT: 18

Final rolls: 22, 21

1st shot

Location: R. hip

Damage: 17

His hip is shattered, mangled, and destroyed. His leg ceases to support his weight and he goes down hard.

2nd shot

Location: Heart

Damage: 6

The second man is even less (or more, depending on how you look at it) fortunate. The shot hits him right in the heart and kills him instantly.

The third group of gangers is carrying heavy duty riot shields. They reach all the way to the floor and are pushed with small wheels on the bottom. Protection level is most likely Class VI or VII. There are three men with shields, which covers the width of the hallway. They hoist them up in order to get through to the front, and ironically the fact that one of the gangers ran out in front distracts fire from them. One of them also has some sort of electronic device. He yells (for those who have enhaced hearing and can hear over gunfire) "Grenades! Lots of 'em. Get behind the shields you assholes!"

Dr.lennox decides to have a little more fun with the mind of one of the shield bearers.

He attempts to make him think he is surounded by enemies and trapped in the hallway.

He also takes comfort in the fact that he was away from immediate danger when those grenades started to fly.

Ernesto

It was difficult for him to truly appreciate the pain and death that he summoned upon his adversaries through the thermal scope. He was aware that the first shot hit its target on the hip, and that the target went down a second or two later. His left eye opened, the integral zoom feature used to great effect as he caught his tumbling adversary and the bleeding wound his bullet had caused. A second later, the second victim of his first salvo was caught. The man simply fell over dead and a tiny wave of pleasure rippled in the base of his stomach.

Of course he was too much of a professional to let that pleasure in the pit of his stomach detract him from the mission at the hand. His attention returned to his sniper rifle and his next would be victims, the target whose hip had been damaged and had fallen left to bleed to death. Unless that man had a willpower of enormous proportions, he was probably going to bleed to death right then and there. He did not want the man’s last thoughts to be hindered by more rounds unless they were necessary. In this case, a fatal wound was almost as good as a hard kill.

His rifle was once more aimed towards his enemies, although the moment he caught sight of the heavy duty riot shields he frowned. The PSG-1 was a superb sniper rifle, but even with AP rounds it seemed as if it would have some difficulties dealing with the heavier armor these thugs were now sporting. For a moment, he considered shooting anyway and seeing what effect if any his German crafted instrument of war would have. A second later, he thought better of it and simply ducked out behind his cover. His PSG-1 was gently placed aside, it positioned next to his own German crafted G36. His right hand reached out for the gift that Mikal had been generous enough to bring to him. After making sure that the rocket launcher was loaded and good to go, he took a deep breath and brought it over his shoulder.

The truth was that he had not fired one of these things since the good old days of Cuba. Still, it was like riding a bike and all it took him was a few seconds to get used to its weight and balance. The rocket launcher was aimed towards his enemies and he concentrated on finding the best angle of approach. All he needed now was a few seconds to orient himself and then, if all went well the bodies would be hitting the floor.

Previously:

"Snake! Snake!" Followed shortly by a sickening wet snap of bone and sinew.

Snake? Well, anything's possible.

"Incubus! Die, demon spawn!

Incubus? What the fuck? Then it clicks. Oh, right. Telepath. Sure as hell glad he's on our side.

((Preceding added for some semblance of continuity. And I forgot to put it in previous posts.))

Now:

Still annoyed with the failure of the grenade launcher, Blaine's shots fly high and wide. Considering the disrepair of the weapon, Blaine readily blamed the previous user(s). Obviously, they don't know how to keep a rifle sighted. Obviously.

The last unit of mercs were filing into place with ballistic shields. In half a blink Blaine counted the number of grenades 1, 2, 3... a lot... and started to drop behind cover. But before he'd completed the motion he was momentarily transfixed by the macabre dance of an ill-fated mercenary. The muzzle flash from the rifles added an eery strobe effect, giving the impression that he wasn't really going to die - he was simply center stage in some gothic performance piece about the futility of life and the exuberance we have despite our ultimate demise.

Blaine drops to one knee behind cover waiting for the grenades to do their dirty work. He eyes the M29 warily, wondering if he should have taken it out to dinner and a movie. Or maybe I should reassure it that the 6 shot grenade clip doesn't make it look fat.

Dirk keeps his head down until the grenades go off. He figures there should be a number of clustered explosions, a delay, and then another explosion (or possibly two).

After the final explosion, he pops back up and opens fire on full auto, hoping to guide the stream in order to deal death.

Yuuki decides that he better get his head down for now. He'll wait and see what the grenades do before getting involved again.

Everyone's keeping their heads down except Ernesto, lining up his shield busting shot, and Lennox, messing with the mind of one of the shieldboys.

DF: 19

AT: 19

Final Roll: 20 (that's a 1)

Everybody's mind is different, and some people's aren't opened in the usual manner. This guy is one of those. It will take longer.

... 1 hippopotamus ...

... 2 hippopotamus ...

... 3 hippopotamus ...

It didn't matter that he was expecting the grenades to explode. It's kind of like being in a car wreck. You know it's coming, but when the metal is buckling and the glass is breaking somehow you're still not as on guard as you thought you were.

... 4 hippopotamus ...

... 5 hippopotamus ...

Dr. Lennox decides to use a different set of can openers and tries again. This little mundane should not be hard...

Lennox tries again...

DF: 19

AT: 19

Final roll: 28

Bingo! The man's feeble defenses melt away the moment Lennox makes the attempt. He looks around with paranoia before picking up his shield and setting it down the other way as he backs up toward the rebels to protect himself from the gunfire of his buddies.

Unfortunately for him, Dirk's grenade chooses this time to go off. While his armor is designed in large part to protect against shrapnel. It's not very effective when the soldier has his back to the grenade, which this man does.

Damage: 15

He goes down hard, the shield knocked over. There is a panic among the ranks of the enemy soldiers with the hole in their defenses. Somebody rushes forward to pick up the shield as the rest line up behind the two remaining shield bearers.

Turn 26

Two things happen simultaneously. Yuuki and Mikals' grenades go off and Ernesto takes the shot.

Ernesto's shot:

DF: 20

AT: 19

Final roll: 26

Damage: 77 ((That's 3d6*10 damage - 3 Resistance. Those shields normally give 50 Res, but an RPG is Extra Armor Ignoring))

Because the thugs were lined up behind the shield carriers and an RPG propels a relatively small projectile, it shreds the shield and shield carrier as the explosive goes off, then the projectile-like component goes through each of the thugs lined up and kills them all. Fully half of the thugs are taken out in one shot.

That leaves 7 thugs left. 3 of them including the shield carrier are safe from the shrapnel, but because of the angle involved, the other 4 aren't.

Yuuki's grenade

Damages: 12, 12, 19, 9

Mikal's grenade

Damages: 7, 17, 3

While their armor was meant to protect against fragments, it wasn't meant to protect against it at a range of 10 feet. All but the fourth man go down under the second grenade, and one of them even goes down under the first.

That leaves 4 little Indians, and one of them is gravely wounded. Sending a bunch of gangers first to soften up defenses must have sounded like a good idea at the time, but they failed to cause a single casualty.

Yuuki's second grenade sends fragments into the barricade and also into the riot shield, not doing much, but Dirk's overshot actually works to his advantage since it landed behind the shields and the gangers didn't notice it.

Damages: 27, 8, 15, 11

As the wounded one turns to run, he receives the full force of it, even though he inadvertantly shields his friend from the worst of it. The third guy goes down hard, while the shield bearer and the second thug are seriously wounded. In just two seconds, the corridor has become covered in bodies.

Now 6 more zipliners become visible, and it's clear that these are no gangers. Wearing exo-suits and sporting RPG launchers and machineguns, these guys could be a serious problem. The first two have riot shields, which they immediately set up when they land.

While he's waiting for the grenades to go off, Dirk checks the fire selector switch on the BAR. Full auto. The first volley goes off, and he checks the switch again, just to make sure. Still full auto. The second volley goes off, and Dirk brings the BAR up after a split second.

The carnage that greets him makes him grin. The goons with the shields hit the ground first, and set up their shields. Dirk picks a target not hiding behind the shields and opens fire.

Keeping his head down, but trusting that there are still more coming Yuuki readies another frag. They might or might not have been effective earlier, but flashbangs and teargas certainly wouldn't be effective now.

"Here is to hoping these troops are weak minded... They follow orders..."

Dr. Lennox attempts to bypass the mental blocks of a shield bearer and make him think that his armor is VERY hot

Ernesto

He followed his shot as it streaked towards his desired target, its arrival heralded by artificial thunder akin to that which accompanied the anger of Zeus. The end result of his shot was thoroughly enjoyed, the carnage that ensued meaning little for him however. They took the money, they took their chances. He did not allow himself to stare in satisfaction at the havoc that his shot had caused however; His mind screaming at him to duck behind his cover and reload his instrument of war.

He did not doubt his mind, immediately ducking behind his cover as his left hand sought another projectile for his launcher to use. Since he was busy trying to reload, he did not manage to catch sight of the new zip lines as they appeared. However, his augmented hearing did catch the sound of heavy footsteps landing on the ground. He frowned, the sound filtered and analyzed past the moans of the wounded and the twitches of the dead or dying. His augmented hearing allowed him to neatly turn of the sounds of the world and concentrate on the new sounds, eyes narrowing within seconds as he understood their meaning. They had new guests and that meant that he did not have time to waste.

As soon as his launcher was reloaded he took a deep breath, holding it in as he moved the launcher over his shoulder and he moved back up into position behind his cover. His eyes caught sight of the situation nearly immediately, and he understood that this was the main thrust of the attack. The first few victims had been warm bodies to attract their ammo, poor bastards meant to die for these men. They had been there to create an opening, to wound some of the defenders and thus ensure the success of these men. The distraction had failed however, and as he lined up his shot he hoped that he did not draw attention to himself. He only needed two more seconds…

Well, that should just about do it...

Blaine starts to stand up, but flattens himself again when a fast moving light whooshes by his position. The whoosh is quickly followed by a big explosion.

Gracias, Señor Vega.

Now that should just about do it.

Blaine peeks over to see a corridor filled with bodies of the dead or dying. It ain't pretty - and it probably won't smell too good after a while, but I'm glad that's over. He stands up and is about to step around his cover when he spies movement from the elevator shaft through the haze. Goddamn! How many of these fuckers are there!

He points the half-useless M29 down the hallway and is about to let 'er rip when he sees who's lumbering in. He lets his jaw go slack for a second. I've never even seen armor like that! He stops himself from throwing down the rifle and running through the base yelling "Game over, man! Game over!" He determines that through sheer force of will he will survive this fight. It's not romantic thoughts of blissful evenings with Stacey that fuels this will. It's not the delightful taste of that ham sandwhich he's been hankering for either. No, in a moment he decides he's going to renig on what he said at the Electric Nipple earlier. If he was going to face people like this, he'd need some serious upgrades.

Blaine crouches behind cover, aiming his rifle down the hall. By now, the mercs have organized themselves into two files. Everyone was behind the shield carriers. He noticed that some of them were wielding RPGs. Not good at all. As soon as he's given an opening, Blaine opens fire in their direction. He's quite sure that he can't penetrate the shields or the armor, but perhaps he could keep them from firing, at least long enough for Ernesto to reload and fire.

Dirk pops up firing full auto.

DF: 20

AT: 11

Final roll: 20

# of shots hit: 3

Some of the rounds hit, but the heavy duty riot shields cause them to ricochet.

Ernesto pops another rocket into his launcher.

Blaine lets 'er rip as well.

DF: 20

AT: 5

Final roll: 7

Unfortunately, lacking Dirk's instincts, Blaine isn't capable of just popping up and hitting distant targets without aiming.

Yuuki Pulls the pin on his frag.

Benjamin attempts to breach the mind of one of the shieldbearers. He can tell right away that this guy won't be a pushover like the gangers.

DF: 27

AT: 19

Final roll: 25

For one thing, he almost certainly has one of those damnable anti-psychic implants. And while willpower in the common sense often correlates with resistance to psychic intrusion like with the gangers, it doesn't always, like with soldiers. This would be a tough nut to crack.

Mikal pops up and hails 450 grain slugs on the enemy, noticing the riot shields only afterward.

DF: 20

AT: 16

Final roll: 17

Mikal gets off two ineffectual shots before he sees the RPGs streaking toward him and dives back behind his cover.

The friendly soldiers fire inefectually.

Obviously possessing smartgun enhanced weapons, the shieldcarriers use the wheels to drop their shields just for a split second and the RPG wielders open fire.

DF: 20

AT: 21

Final rolls: 23, 27

Two rockets with blue trails streak toward the first two barricades. On target, the barricades are demolished. This leaves Dirk, Mikal, and Yuuki out in the stark open along with half the rebel soldiers!

Like clockwork, the shields pop back up just as the rockets streak away.

The next closest barricades are 6 squares away. There are also doors to rooms 4 squares away.

Yuuki was glad he had gotten his hearing enhanced when he recognizes the sound of riot shields planted the concrete floor. He had just pulled the pin and planned how he was going try to use his grenade, when the sound of a rocket launcher drowned out all other thought and made him drop to the ground. Even before his chest impacted he heard the explosion, dampened down by his audio processors but still shocking. Bits of the barracaded fell onto him and he looked up to see that he no longer had any cover.

All this left him with three choices. First choice: run for the other barracade, run for the door, stay there and fight, or play dead. Second choice: kick tear gas grenade or don't kick tear gas grenade. Third choice: Throw frag or don't throw frag. Before he even realized he had made a choice Yuuki sprang up, threw his grenade and dashed for the door, without touching the tear gas grenade which had somehow survived the blast without going off.

(Previously, on Edgerunner)

Once the grenades had gone off, Mikal pops out weilding his USAS-12. Whatever targets existed would be getting a full hail of shotgun slugs (full auto on the most dangerous-looking group).

(Now, on Edgerunner)

RPGs...figures. Where there's one, there's twenty more where you can't see them. Mikal hoped that Ernesto got his own RPG reloaded quickly. Now, without cover, Mikal knew exactly what he had to do. Rooms were dangerous, but closer. Assuming he couldn't make it to the next layer of barricades right away, he'd head to the rooms first, get cover there, return fire, reload if he had to, then make it to the next barricade. All the while, he thought of his white phosphorus grenade. The riot shields were worthless if he cooked the grenade off and tossed it over their heads, bathing them in white hot rain from above...but the suits may well be insulated. Oh, what he would give for a little more preparation time. A few ceiling tiles covered in Thermite, remotely triggered above the heads of their foes, dropping a sheet of near fusion temperature material all over them like a blanket, melting through their armor like it was so much warm butter, burning their flesh mercilessly. It may not be instantly fatal, but even the best auto-dampeners couldn't make out anything with that much light blazing so closely, and even the best pain editing software wouldn't be proof against being bathed in fire just cooler than that of the sun itself.

But wishes were just that, wishes. No genie, no djinn, no god would come to help them here. Let the enemy pray and wish and hope. Those were the acts of those about to die, and he had no intention of dying today...

Dirk eases off the trigger and ducks back down behind cover. Goddamn shields, wish I had a fuckin' RPG...

As if some sick and twisted god heard his request and granted it, the soldiers RPG's demolished the barricade Dirk was hiding behind. Now out in the open, frustration reared its ugly head.

"Goddamn mother fucking sons of BITCHES!" Dirk yells, starting out in a normal speaking voice, rising to a crescendo on the last word. He quickly goes over his options. Barricades. No good. Doorways are closer. Could get stuck in a room. Oh well, maybe from there I'll have time to cook off a nade.

Dirk rises to his feet and takes off at full gallop towards the nearest doorway, firing at the soldiers on the way.

Dr. Lennox clears his head and tries again.

Yuuki tosses his grenade and runs. ((Runs 2 squares that is, you can't use multi-actions to run twice, sorry))

DF: 20

AT: 10

Final roll: 20

Without even thinking about it, Yuuki tosses his grenade in the general direction of the enemy. As with many of these types of instinctive shots and tosses, it's dead-on accurate. Unfortunately with the shields in place, that doesn't mean much, and with that much armor, it probably wouldn't matter even without the shields.

Mikal books it 2 squares toward the rooms, as does Dirk.

Blaine fires full auto on his M29.

DF: 20

AT: 10

Final roll: 19

Some of the rounds come close, but no cigar.

Dr. Lennox tries his mind game again.

DF: 27

AT: 19

Final roll: 26 (so close...)

No two ways about it, this sonofabitch had a strong will.

The allied soldiers who were behind the demolished barricades aren't as quick to get it together as the group's tough-guys and still wonder what the loud noises and raining debris is all about. The ones farther back know they can't get through those shields or that armor, and get ready to bolt for the weapons lockers to get heavier firepower.

The enemy soldiers lower the shields and kneel while the machinegun equipped guys behind them open up on the stunned coverless rebels.

DF: 20

AT: 23

Final rolls: 26, 32, 27, 32, 26, 24

Damages: 47, 29, 45, 26, 47

All but one of the exposed soldiers do the bullet dance to the stacatto 7mm tune. The lucky one was prone at the time.

Cyberpunk, THEN

Quote:

Unfortunately, lacking Dirk's instincts, Blaine isn't capable of just popping up and hitting distant targets without aiming.

Shit on a stick!

Blaine sizes up his chances and determines that things don't look good. Seeing everyone else make due haste to the side rooms, Blaine decides that looks like a good idea. ((This is assuming that the aforementioned cover which is 6 squares away is mine and the doors that are 4 squares away is only 2 squares from me. If the doors are further than 2 square away, Blaine will retreat further into the compound, using what cover he can.)) While he makes his way, Blaine fires the M29 ("Josephine", aka that traitorous slut-bitch-whore "Josephine") on full auto for all the good it won't do.

Cyberpunk NOW

Quote:

Blaine fires full auto on his M29.

Close, but no cigar.

FLASHBACK: The Electric Nipple

Quote:

After buying Mikal, Ernesto and Dirk, she eyed Blaine hungrily. She advanced slowly, her hips swaying rhythmically, hypnotically. She placed her hands on his chest and then wrapped her arms around him. ''Finding world class mercenaries was easy. Deciding on whether or not I should involve you was the hard part.'' She looked up at him, her eyes soft and dark. He'd always been a sucker for those eyes. As she spoke, her hands were wandering up and down his back. She was pressing herself tightly against him, telling him with her body what she wasn't saying with words. ''You were always so sweet, almost naïve about what the world was.'' His nautrual biological response to what she wasn't saying was unmistakable. Her lips danced softly along his neck as she continued. ''I'm doing this for you. Because of you.'' Her lips were only inches away now. ''I can't do this without you, Blaine. I need you,'' she said breathily.

Or, at least that's how Blaine remembers it. That's the only way he could have possibly agreed to this moronically suicidal situation that he was presently in.

Blaine was stupidly running towards the heavily armed and armored bad guys - who by the way had just eliminated four more of the good guys, firing ineffectually the whole way. He didn't think he had much chance of getting to one of the side rooms, but whatever slim chance there was at that it was certainly better than the less than no chance of living staying where he was.

"Damn teep resistent fuckhead... Note to self, rip that implant out of his body"

Dr.Lennox, true to his persistent nature, attempts one more time tocrack this pissants mind.

Approaching the door, Yuuki dives bodily, coming into a role as he goes through it. As he runs, his mind races, trying to recall where the closest weapon or exlosive that would damage those damn suits is.

Yuuki, Dirk, and Mikal make it to the two side rooms. Yuuki going into the left room, while the other two dashing into the right.

Benjamin, ever the persistent one, makes another attempt.

DF: 27

AT: 19

Final roll: 23

...which also fails. The good doctor was starting to run out of psyche cracking methods, but he still had at least one more he could try.

This is made rather moot however as Ernesto, having taken careful aim, fires his rocket.

DF: 20

AT: 19

Final roll: 28

Damage: 109

Effect: Shield shattered to bits, first guy practically gibs. The projectile part of the rocket blows a hole one could stick his whole leg through in the two behind him.

((awaiting post for Blaine))

The machingunners lay down some more fire before one of their lives ends before he even knew he was in real danger.

DF: 20

AT: 25

Final roll: doesn't matter, can still hit on 1

Damage: 13

The prone guy gets riddled full of lead.

DF: 20

AT: 22

Final roll(s): 31, 24, 26

The second gunner spreads his fire between Yuuki, Dirk, and Mikal before he goes down. ((assuming AP is used)) Only by the skin of their teeth, seemingly a miracle, do they avoid being hit.

((If Yuuki knows of anything he could use in the armory))

Yuuki sprints to the armory to collect some weapon that would be effective against those damn exosuits, shouting "be right back!" over his shoulder.

((If not))

Yuuki runs to his pack and begins work. First a block of thermit is broken up by his Kubaton. The pieces, a dab of C4, and a radio detonator are shoved into one of Yuuki's extra socks, and he runs back, holding it and the radio trigger.

Ernesto

The truth was that he had stopped having fun when the last wave of adversaries had arrived. The first group of enemies had been little more than turkeys lined up before him, lambs sent to the slaughter. They were his kind of enemies. He was like most mercenaries and assassins a fundamentally lazy creature and disliked dealing with anything that was too tough to crack. As he moved to his kneeling position, rocket launcher over his right shoulder he got a good look at his targets.

The fact that they were wearing state-of-the-art armor was not lost upon him, and although this would not be the first time he dealt with such armor in his lifetime it would be the first time he dealt with it in such a direct, hands on fashion. His mind quickly realized that this group of enemies represented a large amount of resources. The armor alone was worth roughly ten thousand dollars in the open market, if you could get your hands on it at all. Furthermore, the armaments that they seemed to possess were also worth a considerable amount of cash. It was not surprising that Microsoft would send such a squad considering that they had money to burn, but he was still flattered by their presence.

It took him only two seconds to line up the launcher with its target, his eyes narrowing slightly as his index finger pulled the trigger on his weapon. As he did so, his lips parted and he muttered softly to himself “De Cuba con amor.” The rocket accelerated out the launcher and covered the distance between himself and its shield wielding target in less than a second. The explosive effect of the weapon was appreciated immensely, and he found it impossible to hide behind cover and reload until he could see the full effects of what he had caused. His target simply blew apart as if torn from within by the anger of a pagan God. The next two armored enemies fell over obviously dead. Although not quite dead enough not to go down shooting. He winced slightly as a hail of bullets seemed to reach out towards Mikal and for a hundredth of a second, he knew fear. Time stopped as Mikal seemed to glide through the hail of bullets and tracers, eventually managing somehow to disappear from his line of sight unscathed.

He cracked a smile, reminding himself to gently point out to Mikal that he had just lost one of his nine lives. His eyes sliding towards the remaining armored enemies for a fraction of a second. That left three, but his shot now made it possible for those with rifles and shotguns to get at the hind two without necessarily having to go through the shielded front target. He had broken apart their lines, perhaps now their foes would crumble beneath their combined firepower. It was then that he ducked behind his cover once more, his left hand reaching for another rocket as his right held the launcher. He had to reload, and it would take some time but he was hoping that his cover would hold out until then. Besides, there were others more tempting and closer targets about. The loss of Dirk for instance would not bother him much. Hell, as long as Mikal made it out along with him he could care less who died. Well, that was not true. Stacey had to survive if they were to be paid. That made her important…

"Son of a bitch!... This isnt working... I wish these bastards had scitzo..."

He closed his eyes, and concentrated on one of the men with RPGs He attempted to find a back-way into his mind and implant a new little friend(Thought sending)

"*children laughing* Hi, that man beside you is out to kill you, tonight he is going to drive a knife into you eye socket... I know because he told me so... I dont want to see you hurt, so you have to get rid of him...*repeats* "

Mikal

He disliked running, but there were situations that called for it and this was certainly one of them. As he ran towards the door before him his mind under the effects of adrenalin began to consider their situation. The first wave had been nothing and had been brushed aside easily. This group however was the main attraction, and they had quickly made that fact known. He suddenly realized that he was not irritated at his loss of cover so much at the apparent idiocy of Stacey’s guards. They were all dead now, and he was pleased by that fact. Death was the ultimate sign of failure.

Of course now that Stacey had lost her protectors both himself and Ernesto would be in a far better position to negotiate. Now, all that was left was for them to survive this encounter and get back to…His mind lost the thought, a sudden chill manifesting within the pit of his stomach and spreading outwards like a wildfire. It had been as if…He glanced over his shoulder, time itself seeming to bend and twist, slowing down beneath the adrenalin which swam through his veins. He saw the death that one of Ernesto’s rockets had caused, he saw an enemy falling but not before he could tattoo another of Stacey’s “elite guards” with bullets. Finally, he saw a machinegun being aimed in his direction.

Shit!

He took a suddenly sharp breath, forcing his leg muscles to move faster but it was not enough. The machinegun’s barrel had nearly aligned itself with him. A part of his mind screamed that he was going to die now, but he knew it was not true. A Russian never died with his job incomplete and he knew that he would not die without being paid. As the bullets began to scream towards him he dived forward, twisting the air slightly as bullets and tracers sang around him like children in Christmas. He was not hit, disappearing beneath the safety of the room’s cover as he landed on his feet and glided roughly a meter before he came to a stop.

There was no time for congratulations, his arms releasing the shotgun which he had held in his arms as his right should dropped and his arm twisted. This caused the G36K he had harnessed to his shoulder to tumble downward into his waiting arms. His eyes slid down to the clip, taking notice of the ammo type before he moved back to the entrance of the room still hidden from view. He took a deep breath, inching closer to the edge of the entrance before he leaned outward slightly, using the entrance as cover to its maximum effect before he lined up a shot and squeezed the trigger. He spared no expense, sending a full 13 bullets towards his target. The moment that he finished firing, he sought shelter back within the room.

Come on Ernesto, kill these pendejos already.

After emptying the BAR's clip, Dirk puts his head down and keeps running. Something, call it a sixth sense, a soldier's intuition, or just plain stupid fucking luck, told him to make a diving roll for the doorway at the last second. As he did, the bullets wizzing by his heels were a sure sign he had just been given a second chance at life.

Remind me to find religion after this, or at the very least, a good stiff drink...

Now relatively safe inside the room, Dirk sets down the empty rifle. He looks around for any heavier firepower, i.e. anything that could blast that shield to flinders, or at least penetrate it. Failing that, he pulls out a grenade and starts cooking it off.

Yuuki starts making his special concoction.

Ernesto starts reloading his launcher.

Mikal instantly lines up his target using his Smartgun system and lets loose.

DF: 20

AT: 17

Final roll: 26

6 shots hit

Locations: 3 body, 2 arms, 1 legs

Specific locations: Right torso, left clavicle, heart, right bicep, right wrist, right knee

Damages: 8, 0, 5, 0, 3, 4

Effects: Dead

Advanced polymers and ceramics are still no match for steel core rifle rounds, as this man discovers. A few of the rounds penetrate, most hitting nothing critical, but Mikal sees his third hit go into the man's heart, and he drops dead.

Unfortunately, he manages to fire his shot first.

DF: 20

AT: 21

Final roll: 31

Ernesto's sixth sense goes haywire and he throws himself bodily before the soldier lines him up with the RPG. His cover is blown to bits, and so would he have been if he had stayed put. He knew without even having to look that a hail of machinegun rounds wouldn't come far behind.

Dirk scans the room in search of something that can get through the shield, and a certain object seems to light up like a christmas tree. Lying on the workbench is a Browning M2, still attached to a special lightweight bipod mount. Full auto on the fastest setting would be too much, but on the slow setting it should be fine. The gun is over 5 feet long and weighs more than one hundred pounds, making it almost more gun than even Dirk can handle, but then again he only has to carry it about 15 feet.

Benjamin switches targets, focusing on the man with the RPG launcher.

DF: 26

AT: 19

Final roll: 23

He starts to have some success, which is cut short by Mikal's shot to the heart.

"This is starting to piss me off. '

He switches to a new target, and tries the same thing again, This time at a machine gunner

Yuuki had, of course, seen the machine gun laying there. He had briefly considered grabbing it, but he didn't really how to use those things, and that crazy looking dude was already going for it. Back to his old favorite, the sock grenade.

A trip down memory lane...

*women's voice singing*

Girl, it's been a long time that we've been apart

Much too long for a man who needs love

I miss you since I've been away

Blaine arrived at the Seattle Club a little worse for the wear. Long story short was that it was an interesting ride on the subway. I hate this city. I hate that it's a life and death struggle just to go to the store. He walked into the club much later than he'd wanted to, but with the way things were that he had arrived at all was enough of a blessing.

Babe, it wasn't easy to leave you alone

It's getting harder each time that I go

If I had the choice, I would stay

He had heard a woman singing from outside. As he made his way to an empty spot at the bar he got to see who was on stage. He didn't know who the band was, but they were mediocre at best. It was her he was intrigued by.

There's no one like you

I can't wait for the nights with you

I imagine the things we'll do

I just wanna be loved by you

He was still getting used to his new ears. He'd heard singers before, of course, but there was something different about her voice. It wasn't perfect! He realized before too long. Indeed, more than 90% of the voices you hear, either live or on the radio, these days have perfect, or at least nearly perfect tonal qualities. But with the singer on stage there were imperfections in tone or pitch. But to say 'imperfection' is to misrepresent her singing ability. She's a natural singer.

No one like you

I can't wait for the nights with you

I imagine the things we'll do

I just wanna be loved by you

As if Blaine wasn't already smitten enough just to find a woman who was simply interested in him, now he knew for sure he'd found someone well beyond what could remotely be considered his league.

Girl, there are really no words strong enough

To describe all my longing for love

I don't want my feelings restrained

He'd had a crush on her from the moment he'd layed eyes on her.

''Can I help you, ma'am?'' Blaine asked the woman wandering the halls of VAST Pharmaceuticals. It was something he'd done a hundred times. Unlike all the other times, this time something happened. It wasn't something that could be seen, not directly. As she flashed a nervous smile not only did he want to know her, it was also as though he'd already known her. Even in this advanced age of technology it was exciting to see that magic could occur.

Ooh, babe, I just need you like never before

Just imagine you'd come through this door

You'd take all my sorrow away

Her raven hair swung free just below her shoulders. She had an exotic beauty that only came with a well mixed heritage. Most identifiable was the Spanish influence. Her light olive skin was flawless. Most striking for Blaine was her eyes. They were large, expressive and dark but not quite colorless.

''Yeah, hi, um...'' she started. She looked down at a datapad before continuing, ''I seem to have lost my group.'' She held up the pad and pointed, indicating where the group was supposed to be. She smiled sheepishly.

There's no one like you

I can't wait for the nights with you

I imagine the things we'll do

I just wanna be loved by you

Blaine stared at the pad for a moment. He took in details that weren't written there. Things like how well her nails were manicured and the scent of her perfume. ''Just a moment.'' He touched his right index finger to his ear and spoke to the air. ''Control, 302. I need confirmation on visitor...'' he looked at her lapel where the visitor's badge was, ''...203 and a twenty on the Microsoft group, please.'' He made eye contact with her at first wanting to confess how hopelessly defenseless he was when he looked at her and that he thought he could love her forever, but thought better of it and whispered that this wouldn't take long. Before he had time to make other small talk, his hand returned to his ear, listening. ''Copy that, Control. I'll escort our guest there. 302, out.''

No one like you

I can't wait for the nights with you

I imagine the things we'll do

I just wanna be loved by you

On top of being a very talented singer she was also a well educated scientist. She was notably short on the details about what she did for Microsoft, but to Blaine that wasn't terribly important. He was lost to his own thoughts after the band had finished their set. She was able to sneak up on him, so she reached around covering his eyes with her hands, asking the $25,000 dollar question ''Guess who!?''

He was only startled for a moment, and quickly went on the offensive ''Ann? Karen? Erin? Sarah? Kimberly? July? Mindy? Laticia? Pearl? Veronica? Tammy?'' He spit out the list of names in less than five seconds. She was giggling by the fourth one, her hands were gone and she was flat out laughing by the eighth.

No one like you

And now back to your regularly scheduled fight to the death...

Blaine skids to a stop before reaching the doorway, falling on his backside in the process. That was fucking close! If he hadn't stopped, he'd have been riddled full of holes, either from the goons or from one of the friendlies who'd just entered the room. Blaine quickly picks himself up and dives bodily into the room hoping not to become swiss cheese in the process.

Ernesto

He did not believe in a higher power, that was an aspect of his life that had died in the jungles of his homeland. He did not blame any higher power for the way the world worked, and this was perhaps part of the reason why he behaved the way he did. After all, he offered no mercy to those that got in his way. He was in control of his own destiny. As such, the feeling that was born on the back of his neck and spread down his spine. It was a feeling that did not occur often, but he trusted it. The second that he felt it crawling down his back, there was little if no hesitation. He darted forward just as the rocket arrived on his cover.

The explosion was thunderous, capable of rupturing ear drums had his ears not been augmented to begin with. Sound editors cut out the roar of the rocket, but nothing on his body could prevent the heat which spread through the area afterwards. The heat spread over him like a wave, and even as a Cuban he felt discomfort. He finished his forward roll, aware that the rocket launcher was no longer in his hands. He had throw it before him as the rocket arrived, aware that he did not wish to die by a premature explosion of his own weapon. When he came to rest, he realized that he had no time to waste and precious little cover near him. His right hand reached out, clutching for his sniper rifle which had weathered the blast apparently unscathed. He could not reach the PSG-1 without moving however, and thus had to settle for the familiar body of his G36.

The G36 was brought into position and the nanosecond that was done, he darted towards his right. There was a cluster of computer servers here, and he planned on using them to good effect. It took him six hurried steps to reach the edge of the servers, his body coming to rest and immediately kneeling. His G36 oriented with his target, he ignored the shield wielding enemy aware he could not harm him. The other one was not so safe, his weapon lining itself perfectly with his target as his right index finger pulled the trigger on his weapon. He had set the assault rifle for a full burst, 13 steel cored armor piercing rounds spit towards their targets. The sound suppressor on his weapon performing as designed. The moment his burst was away, he rolled behind the server cluster and prepared himself for another salvo. He really wanted this over with…

Ernesto sprints toward the servers as the machine gunner opens up on him.

DF: 20

AT: 14 (Moving target, partially obscured target)

Final roll: 18

Ernesto's fast movement and all the dust thrown up by the destroyed barricade cause the machinegunner to fail to properly lead him, and he escapes to the safety of the server..

He lands on his knees, skidding to a stop already aligned with the pendejo with the machinegun and snaps his gun up in a heartbeat, firing as soon as the Smartgun reticle turns green.

DF: 20

AT: 21

Final roll: 29

# of shots hit: 4

Locations: Head, 2 x Body, Arms

Spec. locations: Jaw, Left torso, Heart, L. shoulder

Damages: 7, 3, 4, 4

Effects: Unconscious for 6 rounds, Dead

Unlike his adversary, Ernesto doesn't screw it up. The first shot hits the man, square in the jaw, the concussive impact knocking him out, the 2nd and fourth shots do nothing more than cause pain, but the fourth enters his heart. His body hits the ground with a clatter and a thud.

The shield bearer begins to retreat in panic, but to his credit, doesn't ditch the shield.

Benjamin's attempt is again foiled in the exact same manner as it was last time.

Blaine bugs out into one of the side rooms.

Yuuki continues making his sock grenade, although if he knew what had happened in the last few seconds, he'd know it was unnecessary by now.

Dirk emerges into the hallway toting a ridiculously large machinegun and sets it down, lining the shield-bearer up to be torn to ribbons.

EDIT 1/22/04

Mikal delivers his ultimatum for surrendur to the remaining mercenary.

DF: 12

AT: 11

Final roll: 20

MoS: 8

The soldier doesn't suspect a ruse, and slowly lowers his shield as he puts down his backup pistol.

Blaine picks himself up, again and surveys the room. Dirk squeezes through the doorway wielding a wicked grin and a gun more menacing than the BAR - if such a thing were even possible. ((I'm going to assume that Mikal will also be exiting the room, albeit with some degree of caution.)) Blaine looks into Mikal's emotionless face. Although he's sure the Russian doesn't need any back up, that's the position Blaine assumes.

First Dirk, then Mikal followed not-too-closely by Blaine egress into the hallway. Blaine surveys the hallway first looking towards the elevator. Well, shit! If I'd have known this was going to happen, I'd have stayed put. Simultaneously taking aim at the sole goon remaining, Blaine cautions a peek with his radar vision, hoping to find out if Ernesto is still back there.

He watches Dirk set up his shot with a determined glee. The .50 cal would most likely crack the shield rendering it useless. When that happened, Blaine would be ready to sling as much lead as Josephine could spit at him. He probably wouldn't get the kill shot, heck he might not even hit the target - but he'd fire for all he's worth anyway.

Edited to add:

Blaine hears the Russian offer the remaining a chance at life. He's first surprised hearing such a thing from Mikal. Maybe there's more to being a killer for hire than, well, killing people. But the thing that will eat at him in the future is that he, himself, hadn't thought to do such a thing. Despite seeing the soldier's wary response, Blaine keeps his weapon trained on him, but his finger is outside the trigger guard.

The sounds drifting, no-blaring, through the open door let Yuuki know that his new compatriots outside were still kicking and perhaps even regaining the upper hand. He'd almost certainly be to late to help with this little device, but it would be good to have if there was a second wave.

Last turn:

Dirk spots the M2, and his face lights up like a kid at Christmas. He hurries over to the table and picks it up.

Sweet, sweet nectar. This is gonna be fun.

He squeezes past Blaine and shoots him a rather wicked grin. Dirk then sets the Browning up (on the slower full-auto, of course) and begins to line up the asshole with the shield.

This turn:

"See you in hell, monopoly boy," Dirk whispers through clenched teeth as he starts to squeeze the trigger, but stops as Mikal shouts out his call for surrender. Dirk sees the goon drop his shield and weapon, but doesn't take his eyes from the sights or his finger off the trigger. He'll let the Russian do the talking, and if the goon does or says anything Dirk doesn't like, he can do the bullet dance.

"Why does this keep happening?" Dr. lennox sighed as he scanned for another target, seeing a man with a machine gun, he tries the same schitzophrenia trick again.

"Poshyol ty!" No sooner had the words left his lips, the man was dead. In the space between seconds, Mikal added a second curse at the dead man's persistance. With renewed venom, he guides the remaining bullets of the burst into the newly formed carcass. Part of him wanted to see what the result of that rocket propelled grenade was, but he could not afford to split his attention now. The sole survivor was fleeing back whence he came, the fool. Ziplines were great for rapid deployments down, but going back up they are somewhat lacking. At this point, he should be giving up, begging for mercy, selling out his employers, or falling on his sword. Running was not an option. There was nothing to regroup, everyone else was dead, unless there were even more fools willing to walk into the slaughter. No...that did not seem likely. Any more and the attacking force would be a small company of soldiers.

Keeping his weapon at the ready, aimed down the hallway, Mikal shouts out to the running man, hoping that anyone left alive behind him was in a mood to listen. "Drop your weapons and put your hands behind your head! This is your only chance to get out of here alive!" Call it professional courtesy, call it curiousity, call it what you would, he wanted information from this last surviving member of the invasion force. Besides, employers usually saw such an act as mercy, regard for human life, or just plain efficiency, and in any case, usually impressed them to the point of giving a nice fat bonus. Hopefully his efforts would not be in vain, and the others would respect this effort to capture one of their foes alive for questioning.

Ernesto

Pleasure blossomed in his stomach like a flower beneath the sun’s rays in a spring morning as his bullets found their mark. His target spun, twisting in the air for a moment as bullet seemed to impact on his lower jaw. As he fell, several bullets entered his body and the impact of his body on the ground was immensely satisfying. It reminded him of the first gringo he had killed, back in the days when he had been little more than an angry revolutionary in the making.

His G36 was casually swung towards the final target, someone that had apparently only now realized the hopelessness of his situation. It was a pity that his heavy armor restricted his movements, the smart-gun reticle turned green and his lips parted as he whispered softly. “adios.” His right index finger moved, the trigger about to be pulled when Mikal’s voice cut in. His finger stopped moving, the offer that his friend had extended noted. It would be rude for him to fire now, and so the enemy before him was saved as if by Michael himself. It was a momentary defense, for if the man refused to follow Mikal’s command he would surely die.

His eyes left his weapon’s scope, his head turning to take a look around. His cover was gone, but his PSG-1 was thankfully intact. He moved carefully towards it, watching his sniper rifle closely before he switched the safety on his rifle on and slung it back upon his back. The PSG-1 was brought to his hands, the rifle examined closely before he walked towards where he had pushed his rocket launcher. He placed the PSG-1 down, reloading his RPG before carrying it and his PSG-1 back behind his cover. Once there, he placed his loaded RPG down, His G36 placed down as well before he slung the PSG-1 over his shoulder. His G36 was picked up once more, his attention returning to the target at hand.

Stacey had no right to complain about what he had done this night. If anything, she had to thank whatever gods she worshipped that he and Mikal had gone along with her fumbling pitch. She had promised him any cybernetic implant he wanted, and he was going to ask for the most expensive one he knew of. Still, the hunting had been good. He had exactly ten bodies to his name since Stacey had hired him, and that came to roughly 200 dollars a head. That was ridiculously cheap, he hoped that Stacey appreciated that. She owed him now, and with the death of her so called “elite” guards. His talents and those of Mikal would be at a premium now.

Still, if this was the level of opposition that they were supposed to expect, he expected to be handsomely rewarded.

''We're going to die here, you know,'' Dr. Samuel Jensen whispered. ''These attacks are becoming more frequent and more dangerous. It's only a matter of time before they get to us.''

''What would you have us do, Sam? Give up? Apologize? Tell the mighty Microsoft that 'it was all just a misunderstanding'?'' Ham retorted. ''Do you honestly think they'd let us live knowing what we know? We are so close!''

''Close! Close?'' Sam's voice rose, ''Goddammit, Joseph! Did you even read the last report? On top of that, did you see those so-called mercenaries Stacey brought back? God only knows where she found them,'' he paused a moment to throw Stacey a venomous look,''or what she promised them.''

''You can go fuck yourself,'' Stacey replied hotly. ''I'm tired of your whiny bullshit. If you want to bail, you go right ahead.''

Joseph placed a hand on her arm. ''Calm down, Stacey.'' He looked from her back to Sam, ''Everyone needs to take a step back.''

Dr's. Sam and Joseph had been working together for going on 15 years. They had also graduated together. Neither was top in his class, but their grades belied their intelligence. Once they got their hands into the work they had excelled. So much so that Microsoft had granted them everything they'd ask for, plus the autonomy to do their work. That autonomy is what allowed them to escape, for a lack of a better word, from the schemes of the great super-corporate giant.

The other scientists were quite capable in their own right. As tightly knit as the group was they weren't part of the inner circle that consisted of Joseph, Samuel and Stacey. Now she had an enviable pedigree. She was offered a scholarship to NYU, which she used to gain a bachelor's degree in Chemistry, with minors in both Cybernetics and Biology. Graduating with honors in all fields she was quickly scouted and hired by Microsoft. She started in the CMP division and her work didn't go unrecognized. Through various channels her resumé ended up on Ham's desk. A month later she joined his team.

Samuel returned to his notes. Stacey began filling in Joseph on the details of the new mercenaries. Linking their datapads together, she began. ''Given the timeframe and the budget, I didn't have the greatest selection to begin with.'' Ham nodded sadly. ''I was able to contact one Mikal Antoliovich, he's the Russian. A seasoned veteran and we're lucky to have him. Also owing to our great fortune, I was able to pick up Ernesto Vega. Sources had said that he was in town but had been hired by someone else. He happened to be meeting with Antoliovich, and I think I picked them both up for a song.'' She paused to take a breath. ''They weren't happy with just the upgrades we could give them. They also wanted cash.'' Joseph grimaced. He didn't have to ask how much, it was right there. ''I was also able to pick up Dirk Harrison. Outwardly, he doesn't seem as refined as the other mercenaries, but he does have the skills we need.'' She stopped as if she was finished.

''I thought I saw four men with you when you arrived. Who's the fourth? His name isn't on your list.''

''That's because he's not a mercenary. He's pretty much along for the ride, I suppose. He got mixed up with Dirk at a bar fight. When I recruited Dirk, he came with him.''

''Well, does he have a name or do I call him Dirk's friend?''

Stacey was apprehensive. She had the silly thought that if she spoke his name that it would seal his fate in this revolution. She had never wanted him to be a part of this. She didn't think it was 'true love', but she did care for Blaine. Her cheeks quickly flushed and returned to normal. ''Blaine Richards.'' She was about to continue with ''I'm afraid I don't know much about him...'' but she saw that look in Joseph's eyes that said he was thinking.

''Blaine, Blaine... that name sounds familiar...'' He closed his eyes trying to jog his memory. ''Oh,'' Joseph smiled a wiley smile when he found the right memory. He caught the slightest sadness in Stacey's eyes. ''He's a grown man. He can make up his own mind about these things.''

Stacey nodded. ''I know. I just don't want him dying for me.''

Joseph lightly brushed her cheek. He didn't have anything to say, but he wanted to offer some comfort.

''Hey! Hey! The shooting has stopped!'' One of the researchers standing near the door shouted.

''Wait for Thomas to give us the all clear,'' Dr. Ham stated matter-of-factly, ''we don't want to walk right into their arms if it didn't go well out there.'' He patted Stacey's hand as if to say that everything would be okay, no matter what.

(And now, on Edgerunner...)

So far, none of the others had taken a shot. Good. Keeping his weapon trained on the soldier, he watches the armored corperate goon for any hidden weapons, explosives, or whatnot. He wasn't moving from his position...yet. "Very good. Now take off your armor, slowly, and put it on your shield." In a much quieter voice, he speaks for Blaine's benefit. "Check the others, look for wounded, and have someone check topside to see if there are any more jolly fat men ready to come down our chimney." If Mikal felt that someone had to die, he'd pull the trigger without hesitation. Had the soldier kept running, Mikal would have shot him or let him get shot. By submitting, the soldier showed that he valued his own life over some moral code or agreement. That meant he had something to play with, something to use. He could get information from the man, and perhaps some utility. At the very least, if he removed his armor as ordered, and later proved to be completely worthless himself, it would not be a total loss, as a fully intact suit of armor would likely command quite an impressive price on the black market.

The merc begins removing his armor as Blaine checks for wounded, knowing without even having to check pulses that the friendly soldiers are all dead. The effect those rifle caliber machineguns had on the men was not pretty. Up on the surface, there is the sound of a diesel engine starting.

As the helmet comes off, everyone can see how nervous an shaken the man is.

Hearing the russian's demand for surrender, Yuuki was glad to learn that he wasn't quite as much of a heartless bastard as he appeared, or at least that he wasn't stupidly hearless. Yuuki shrugged, and finished his imporvised weapon with more care than he started it, being sure that they had at least a small bit of breathing room.

When he finished he tucked his new toy into his belt and walked back to the site of the battle. God damn! he had never seen so many dead bodies all in one place before-and it stank with the loosened bowels of the dead and dieing. He went out there, trying to ease the suffering he found but also noting scavengable equipment. They were at war after all.

Ernesto

His rifle remained fixed upon the final target that he had, the sound of the engine noted by his augmented hearing but relegated as unimportant at the time. It was likely that it was the vehicle that their adversaries had arrived in and now that there was no one to pick up, it would ideally leave the area. The possibility that another strike wave was coming was possible but slim. If they had more to throw at them, they would have done so by now. No, he fully expected that this was all that Microsoft would throw at them for the moment. His mind aware that if he had not changed his mind about the job, if he had not had a bad feeling about the quality of people that he had seen in the meeting he would be dead.

Still, that was the past and he was not someone to give it too much thought. He chose this path and it had taken him to the side of his old friend Mikal. At the moment however, his mind was already working about the future. First, although he had picked up a PSG-1 and a RPG he would not mind picking up a heavy machinegun, if one had survived intact. After the coast was confirmed to be clear, he would begin the process of salvage. Firstly, there was a lot of ammo to be had and weapons that could not be used could be sold. Nothing could be wasted. Furthermore, he had two weapons without smart-chips. He was hoping that some of the dead had carried smart weapons, if so the possibility of salvaging the chips was high. After that, he expected that someone down here would be capable of installing one into his new weapons.

He did not allow himself to grow complacent however, although he was aware that with the PSG-1 and the RPG launcher he had unofficially earned a significant amount of money. Of course, that came with the territory and would not count against that which he was owed by Stacey. He was very interested in seeing how the negotiations would proceed now that he was aware of the level of threat, and she was aware of his capabilities. She certainly had gotten her money’s worth. He looked through the scope on his G36 and noted the nervousness on the man that was for all intensive purposes bargaining for his life. His eyes narrowing slightly as he focused on the face. Had he been one of the men present when he had taken a look around that meeting? If so, Mikal would have to be informed. He disliked loose ends, and he would prefer it if his presence here was kept hidden for as long as possible. Andy would be disappointed, and while he did not particularly give a fuck about what Andy felt, he would prefer not to have to deal with that road if he did not need to.

The truth was that this man had come here with killing on his mind, and he had lost. He had gambled with his life and he had lost. There was no dishonor in losing, and he would kill him simply due to the efficiency of it. The man had seen a bit of their base, he knew how they were armed and was still a potential threat. As far as he was concerned, Mikal was simply trying to get him of his armor before killing him. What other alternative was there?

Blaine lowered his rifle giving what he hoped to be an intimidating look at the last goon standing. He was chafing a bit having to take orders from Mikal. He simply found the man to be disagreeable. But then again, he reasoned, the Russian has been in far more incidents like this. Instead of bickering or having some kind of pissing contest - at exactly the time when they shouldn't - Blaine followed orders like a good little soldier and turned towards the elevator.

As he got closer the odor of burnt flesh took over. He took in the view of the bodies scattered about. He wasn't quite sure what he should be feeling, but he was certain he didn't like what he was feeling. Before he began the macabre duty of poking bodies he switched to a thermal view. He wasn't sure if the bodies had enough time to cool significantly, but he thought a dead body couldn't produce any new heat even a small difference from normal would be indicative of the eventual assumption of room temperature.

Blaine hadn't seen a freshly minted dead body before. He's been to many funerals, of course, but until tonight he hadn't forced anyone to involuntarily attend a funeral (namely, their own). He'd certainly never seen so many dead bodies in one place. It was disturbing to say the least. While he could easily point a gun at anyone, and probably pull the trigger if forced to do so, he didn't think he had it in him to do this kind of work full time. He didn't want to think about this not only being his first revolution but that it might also be his last.

The sound of a diesel engine starting made him cock his head to one side. He blinked away his thermal vision and concentrated on what he was hearing. First he listened for any Doppler indication of movement. Then he wondered if the sound was covering up something else. He wondered if he could filter out the sound of the engine. He focused on that for the moment when yet another problem drifted into his mind. What if they've booby trapped the elevator?

Well, after all that happy bit of fun... Ben started to perform a "passive scan" for thoughts in the area. Focusing his attention near where that engine sound came from

"So who is that guy in the Hawiian shirt? He doesnt look like a mercenary."

Dr. Ham replied briefly "That is because he isnt. He is actually one of my old students, back before we started working for microsoft. He was... rather talented, a good psychologist. Mainly because he is a stronger telepath than I am and found it very easy to get into the human mind."

Dr. Sam just looked at Joseph with that lightbulb of understanding coming on a few seconds later when he realized how usefull someone like that could be... And life continued.

Filtering out the sound, Blaine catches the end of a short conversation within the vehicle. "...don't need to verify shit! You can see as well as me all the flatlines."

"They'll be mad as hell at us," worried a second voice.

"Look at it this way. We've got this van and all the equipment inside it, and now there's no one else to tell us it ain't ours."

"I like the way you think."

"Step on it."

Everyone hears the sound of tires on gravel as the vehicle pulls away.

Stacey and the other non-combatants (except for a trench coated man everyone's probably forgotten about in all the excitement) come out of hiding. "That's it? Are we safe?" She calls out with a look of anticipation.

Benjamin would have to say yes, as he senses noone besides present company except two men outside, presumably in the vehicle that's driving away.

After he was sure the van was away, Blaine took another look around him. He sighed heavily, his shoulders sagging. Dead. They're all dead.

Quote:

"With All-Dead, well, there's only one thing you can do."

"What's that?"

"Go through his clothes and look for loose change."

Blaine begins the grisly process of collecting what weapons and items look salvagable and then piling the bodies for later disposal. At first he finds the duty too ghastly to describe. Except for the odor, and as long as you don't look into their lifeless eyes, you can forget these were once living breathing people. He segregates the bodies into two piles: Friendly and Not Friendly. He supposes that the others here would want to pay their respects to their protectors. From the rest, he scavenges their armor, no matter the condition, and anything else on their person that could have some value, either now or on the market.

When he doesn't have to calculate an item's value, he distracts himself by dredging up memories of the past.

Memories from the past:

''It's so big,'' Stacey remarked, her eyes widening.

''Just keep a firm grip and everything will be alright,'' Blaine countered casually.

She pointed the Sig down range. She was apprehensive, obviously.

''Now just squeeze the trigger ever so slightly.''

Stacey started turn her head, closing her eyes.

The .45 went off with a loud pop. Stacey jumped at the sound. Blaine looked at the target. ''Well, at least you can sing.''

She held the gun away from her, sticking her tongue out like it was something yucky. ''Bleh! I've never liked guns.'' Blaine took it from her and holstered it. ''Have you ever shot someone?'' She asked pensively.

''No. But I've pointed it at some people. If I can, I prefer less lethal methods. Like this one,'' he said indicating his night stick.

Stacey removed it from it's belt clip ''Oh, Blaine, it's so big,'' she cooed.

''Well, you know what they say...''

''What?''

''I don't know,'' he shrugged ''I was hoping you did.''

Looking at one of the HUGE guns sitting on the ground...

"What would Freud say?... I can tell you what he would say, he would say that the machine gun is so big because the man was compensating for a small penis, then he would go snort more cocaine" The good doctor chuckled as he jabbed Blain in the ribs and started speaking in a German accent

"You carry a gun because you have a deeply hidden urge to have the steamy hot sex with your mother. To do this you must compete with your father for her affection, and his penis was always so much bigger than yours, so you have to compensate by carrying a big weapon... Now let me snort a little bit more of the coke *SNOOORT*"

Everyone had a good laugh, but then Lennox had to say something a little more serious.

"Hey Blaine... I need to speak with you in private"

The man is nervous, as well he should be. His life was now hanging by a thread. The threat of imminent death hung over him like a vulture awaiting a new meal. The uncertainty of it all was the worst part, and what Mikal had to balance to get anything from him. Once the soldier has completely removed his armor, Mikal moves towards him, gun still at the ready. He glances back, making sure someone is still covering him, and once he is sure of that, he looks back to his prisoner. "Now, up against the wall and assume the position."

Putting his weapon aside for a moment, he pats the man down to make sure there aren't any obvious hidden surprises...a knife, a set of lockpicks, a holdout pistol, that sort of thing. Once the man has been cleaned to his satisfaction, he pulls the man's arms down around behind his back and takes out one of his several stripwire binders, binding the man's arms to further minimize his ability to do any serious harm. The binders weren't as strong as handcuffs, but it was a good stopgap measure. All the muscle in the world doesn't do much if you lack the leverage to apply that strength.

"Now then, come with me...we have much to discuss, you and I," he doesn't smile, his face is solid as stone as he leads the man down to the room where the scientists have been hiding out, even as the sound of the car getting away boils his blood. Had they had a proper defense set up, the car would have never made it into the base, much less out again. Damn these last-minute jobs and the sloppy fools who planned them. As he walks, Stacey and the others come out of hiding.

Stacey Alvarez wrote:

"That's it? Are we safe?" She calls out with a look of anticipation.

He doesn't laugh at the telepath's attempt at humor, maintaining his stone-faced demeanor. "For the moment, but be careful outside, the shrapnel has not yet cooled and the rubble and corpses easily finds their way underfoot. This man requires a nice, solid cage to spend the night in," he motions to the prisoner with the barrel of his G-36C 7mm. "And I think we all need to sit down and have a nice little chat," he eyes the prisoner, "and then you and I need to have a little question and answer session, da?"

"I can always help wth any interrogations that we need to do...."

 Mikal looks at the good doctor and nods almost imperceptibly, and if the telepath had any natural body language skills whatsoever, he should pick up that Mikal was indicating a positive reaction, though he was saying nothing. In fact, Mikal had planned on using the telepath as a lie detector during the interrogation, then stepping up the role should the prisoner become...less than forthright.

He would have to talk to the telepath later, just to make sure they were on the same page about things. After all, he didn't want the telepath to be getting any wrong impressions about him...

Dr. Lennox saw the nod and nodded in kind, he was a psychologist and knew what that nod ment...

Upon Mikal's affirmation that it was safe, the non-combatants let out whooping cheers of exhiliration, some hugging each other, others still looking shell shocked and disoriented. The fact that their soldier friends were nothing more than bullet riddled corpses would probably dawn on them after the exhiliration from still being alive started to fade.

Ernesto

the moment had shifted and it became quickly apparent that the conflict had come to an end. He took a deep breath, letting it linger within his lungs for a second and then another before slowly releasing it. He lingered in his position for a moment longer, his eyes sliding towards Mikal as he dealt with their prisoner. No, he did not believe that he had seen him and so it was not a problem. He would let Mikal deal with this man, he had no doubt that he could handle himself.

He left his cover and walked casually towards his right, retrieving the bag he had hidden before thankful to discover that it had not suffered any damage. He picked it up with his left hand, grunting slightly before he walked towards his van. He walked past Blaine, looking totally untouched by the death about him. He stumbled upon an arm, and kicked it back towards Blaine with a thin smile on his lips. Once he arrived at his van, he placed the bag down and reached for his keys, the doors opened as he slid the PSG-1 within his van and then his bag. During the next two minutes he made several trips to the weapons van, confiscating 200 steel cored rounds for his PSG-1 and a dozen rockets for his RPG. The RPG launcher was secured within his van as well, its power unnecessary at the moment.

After the ammunition was secured within his van its doors were closed and locked before he turned around. His G36 secured to his back before he walked back towards Blaine and watched him work for a moment. “You have done this before?” His tone was pleasant and laced with the usual accent. He kneeled down by a corpse and began to inspect it looking not only for weapons and valuables, but also hints that cybernetics laid within the body itself. If he found such hints, he would gently pull out his combat knife and see if he could…liberate the said cybernetics. Eventhough his attention was on the task at hand, he did not allow himself to feel safe. His peripheral vision aware of his surroundings. He was not among friends, he was simply among allies. The only person he trusted, was Mikal.

Blaine listened to the shouts of glee coming from further inside the compound. He wished he could share their exuberance, but right now all he could see and smell was death. He'd just put away photos of one of the mercs family. He couldn't help but wonder if whoever he was thought it was worth not only his own life, but theirs as well. Soon enough the cold relentless hand of death comes for us all. The best we can do is live as good as we can before it pulls us into the eternal abyss.

Where the hell did that come from?

Dr. Benjamin Lennox wrote:

"Hey Blaine... I need to speak with you in private"

''Sure, Dr. Lennox. Let me finish here.'' Blaine watched as Dr. Lennox walked away. Although he wasn't sure of the doctor, Lennox didn't seem like a bad person. Much like Stacey and Dr. Ham, he was just in a bad spot because someone ''important'' wanted him dead. That nagging feeling hadn't gone away completely but Blaine chalked it up to having either met him before his memory implant or perhaps Dr. Lennox was a friend of the family or a friend of a friend. He shrugged mentally, pushing it out of his head so he could complete the task at hand.

A disembodied arm flopped towards him. He reacted by dancing away from it as if it had a life of its own and was chasing him down. When it stopped moving, Blaine shook his head at Ernesto. That crazy Cuban. Oh, I'll get him. I just hope I don't get myself killed in the process.

Ernesto Vega wrote:

"You have done this before?"

Blaine watched as Ernesto expertly stripped a body of its valuables, trying to discern some secrets. Off-handedly he responded ''Oh, sure. Hundreds of times. Maybe thousands. It's hard to keep track, you know.'' He cast a side long glance at Ernesto, trying not to crack a smile.

They worked in silence for a while before Blaine asked ''Something's bugging me, mind if I pick your brain about it?'' Whether or not Ernesto assented to the question, Blaine was going to ask anyway. ''If you had planned the raid, would you have booby-trapped the elevator just in case?'' He wasn't looking at Ernesto so he wasn't sure if he was even paying attention, but he continued. ''Maybe I'm just being paranoid, or trying to be paranoid. I only ask because it's something that popped into my mind.'' He paused and looked over at Ernesto waiting for a response.

Yuuki's round of dealing with the wounded went very quickly, since he didn't seem to be able to find any. Maybe it was just that anything able to get through heavy body armor tended to be powerful enough to put someone six feet under.

Alyrium Denryle wrote:

"I can always help wth any interrogations that we need to do...."

So thats our telepath? Yuuki wondered. He was sort of glad the telepath was here. Unlike torture, he could stomach the idea of just going into somone's mind to get at their memories. Mr Bright Shirt didn't seem like the sadistic sort, at least.

After satisfying himself that he didn't have any medical duties, he started helping with laying out the corpses, and overheard two of the new guys talking.

Ernesto Vega wrote:

"You have done this before?"

CorSec wrote:

''Oh, sure. Hundreds of times. Maybe thousands. It's hard to keep track, you know.''

"So I guess that paleness is just from exhaustian? Since we were so rudely interupted before hand, I'll have to intoduce myself now - the name's Thomas."

CorSec wrote:

''Maybe I'm just being paranoid, or trying to be paranoid. I only ask because it's something that popped into my mind.'' He paused and looked over at Ernesto waiting for a response.

"Don't worry, they probably didn't and if they did I can take care of it."

After Thomas ((I'll stop calling him Yuuki now, since I think that would get confusing)) finishes with the friendly bodies he'll try to find more grenades, including retrieve his Tear gas from where he left it, as well looking for some sort of nice rifle that he can practice with later. After that he'll check out the elevator shaft, and see if its been booby trapped.

Ernesto was not disappointed. All five of the mercs had one or even multiple implants. Retrieving them was messy, but they could probably fetch a few hundred bucks each.

Mikal leads the prisoner at gunpoint into a suitable interrogation room.

Ernesto

His attention was mostly on his work, although he could not help but giving Blaine an occasional glance as they worked. He had noticed his reaction to the arm he had gently sent his way and it had amused him greatly. He had seized caring about body parts and such a while back, but he doubted that Blaine was that hardened yet. Still, the gringo appeared to have some wits about him and he had noticed that he been eager to assist in the defense of this place. Unlike others whom had hidden themselves like children from the stories of devils.

There was little hesitation as his hands deftly reached out and searched a body, stripping away what was valuable and placing everything aside in an orderly fashion. Weapons, ammunition, explosives, armor or pieces there of, jewelry, rings and everything else placed neatly aside. When Blaine spoke, he looked up at him his eyes watching his face closely. His words were noted and quickly he realized that there was sarcasm to a degree in his words, his near smile caught before he smiled thinly in turn. “Excellent, then we shall get along just fine.”

He continued to concentrate on his work, marking possible spots where cybernetics was suspected with a shallow “x” upon the skin of the victim. He did not wish to deal with blood squirting out or anything of the kind at the moment. Ideally, he would wait until the bodies had lost most if not all of their blood before he went hunting for cybernetics. His combat knife was making another incision upon the skin of a corpse, another probably cybernetic location noted before he looked upwards towards Blaine. “You may ask Blaine, I will try and help you if I can.” Of course, he made no promises. His education was mostly practical and his passion revolved around his work. If Blaine wanted to talk about tactics, warfare and such, he would get a pretty good answer. If he wanted to talk about women, emotions or other things along those lines he would get little.

He kept working as he waited for Blaine to ask whatever it was that was on his mind, silently hoping that the question was worthy of his time and the interruption to his work. When it came however, he was not disappointed. His lips curling upwards into a full smile as he nodded. “It is not paranoia Blaine; it is the way you should think. And yes, I would have trapped the elevator. After all, if you make it hard to come inside you also make it hard to get out.” He paused, considering for a moment. “Nonetheless, these fools did not seem to be very competent. I doubt they planned that far ahead, but is something to be considered.”

His head turned then, glancing towards the man that had intruded upon his discussion with Blaine. His words about Blaine’s paleness noted but he did not smile. Blaine was a fighter and while he had not seen him do anything truly spectacular, he had held the line alongside the others. The new man had been there as well, but did not seem to be as capable as Blaine was. When Thomas introduced himself he got a nod from him from acknowledgement. His words about the possible trap met with a raised eyebrow. “I take it you are well versed in demolitions?” he waited for only a moment, glancing towards Blaine before glancing at Thomas once more. “That would be appreciated…Thomas.” Better someone that was not yet proven in his mind to take the risk of sudden death than someone that had begun to take those steps.

Thomas wrote:

Blaine wrote:

''Oh, sure. Hundreds of times. Maybe thousands. It's hard to keep track, you know.''

"So I guess that paleness is just from exhaustion? Since we were so rudely interupted before hand, I'll have to intoduce myself now - the name's Thomas."

Blaine visibly sighs at the redirected sarcasm. If I can dish it out, I should be able to take it. He nods in return, introducing himself. ''Blaine Richards.'' He takes the opportunity to mention the others he arrived with, ''That's Dirk and Mikal,'' pointing to the retreating figures, ''I don't know if you've met Dr. Lennox,'' then jerking a thumb to the other member ''and that's Ernesto.'' He hastily adds ''I've only just met everyone so that's about all I can tell you.'' Blaine is eager to pepper Thomas with questions but decides that right now isn't the time.

Ernesto wrote:

Blaine wrote:

''Oh, sure. Hundreds of times. Maybe thousands. It's hard to keep track, you know.''

His words were noted and quickly he realized that there was sarcasm to a degree in his words, his near smile caught before he smiled thinly in turn.

"Excellent, then we shall get along just fine."

Blaine was busy with Thomas so he missed the near collapse of the Cuban's otherwise stoic demeanor. He's a little disappointed that his humor isn't better received, but his wit is an aquired taste anyway. With no other cues to go by, he simply nods in response whispering ''Good.''

Thomas wrote:

"Don't worry, they probably didn't and if they did I can take care of it."

Ernesto wrote:

"It is not paranoia Blaine; it is the way you should think. And yes, I would have trapped the elevator. After all, if you make it hard to come inside you also make it hard to get out." He paused, considering for a moment. "Nonetheless, these fools did not seem to be very competent. I doubt they planned that far ahead, but is something to be considered."

Blaine listens to both Thomas and Ernesto, again nodding at each of them in turn. He feels good knowing that at least some of his random thoughts aren't really out in left field. Once the bodes have been marked and segregated, Blaine takes a few minutes to collect his thoughts, which are suprisingly few at this time and get cleaned up. Afterwards, he goes looking for Dr. Lennox. 

Catching up....

Dirk keeps the lone surviving goon in his sights until Mikal pats him down and secures his hands. Reluctantly, he takes his finger off the trigger and steps away from the M2.

Goodnight sweetheart, well, it's time to go...

He stands and watches as people come out of hidey holes, begin scavenging, celebrating, and sorting through the dead. Dirk starts to follow Mikal to "interrogate" the prisoner, but stops when he hears Blaine speak his name. He comes up to the small gathering of Ernesto, Blaine, the telepath and someone he hasn't met yet.

"Hey Blaine, Ernesto. Glad to see you two survived," Dirk says, pointedly ignoring Lennox. "I don't think we've met. I'm Dirk Harrison. You are?" he asks the other man.

"Thomas," he replied, noting the apparent lack of love lost between this Dirk character and Dr. Lennox. A lot of people were like that with Telepaths, Thomas had found, and didn't let it bother him.

"I'm going to have to go and check to see if the entrance is usable and unmined. If you guys would be so good as to save me a nice rifle or auto-shotgun from the looting, I'll be back in a few minutes."

Dr. Lennox did notice the lack of mention.., Dirk was apparantly one of *those* people... He figured there had to be a reason, maybe a telepath screwed him over once... It didnt matter...

"well thanks Dirk, glad to know you care" he said

Dr. Benjamin Lennox:

Blaine looked over at Dr. Lennox, who motioned him a fair distance away and down a hall.

"Well Blaine, I am sure I seem oddly familiar to you. I would just like to say that... I am sorry... That telepth that supressed your memory a while back was...me."

Blaine Richards:

The room began to spin. Blaine started to feel light headed and a little queasy. Eight months ago there were two events that changed his life. One was the loss of his job, which he'd held for going on nine years. Being fired - forced to quit - is something one can get over. But being fired - forced to quit - and not remembering why was a hard and bitter pill to swallow.

Everything he knew about the day in question he learned from incident reports. Other than that, the particulars were rather hush-hush. With no one willing or allowed to talk to him, it made it easy to push it to the back of his mind, considering his other problem at the time.

Fate, it seems, has an odd sense of humor. Blaine wasn't laughing. Revenge isn't a motivating force in his life. He was having trouble building a scenario in which it could be - this was close, but there were enough pieces missing from the puzzle to give Blaine more than enough reason to hold back. Namely, this served to underscore a question that had been nagging at the back of his mind: If I hadn't lost my job, it's possible I'd have never seen her again - so was it necessarily a bad thing?

"I'm not going to lie to you, Doc. Not that I think I could," he added pointedly, "I'm angry. I've wanted answers to that night for almost eight months. Now that I can get those answeres, I'm not sure I do want them. So much has happened in the last day that I can't process much more."

As if to punctuate his statement, Blaine had reflexively crossed his arms.

Benjamin Lennox:

I owe you an explanation... I suppose first you need to learn what that pharmaceutical company was producing. They had a classified project to develope telapthy-suppressant drugs. Drugs that would make innocent telepaths slaves to their ends if they wanted to keep the use of their powers. I had no choice but to take out the facility. I am so very sorry for what I had to do in order to do that. Basically, I made you think I was an executive wh had forgotten his access card... You opened the doors, I set the charges and pulled the fire alarm. The building was evacuated and I supressed your memories of the event to protect myself."

Dr. Lennox was having difficulty keeping his voice from cracking. He hated using his abilities on innocent people, and Blaine had been an innocent before that day...

Blaine Richards:

I guess when you bury your head in the sand you shouldn't be surprised to get kicked in the ass. Blaine was saddened to hear that VAST had been involved in something so conspiratorial. He wasn't necessarily surprised ? just a little disappointed that a company he'd worked for was up to no good. He could easily sympathize with a segment of the population that was being oppressed because they were who they were. He may not know what it's like to be colored or a telepath, but above that they're just people.

He could see that Dr. Lennox had remorse for doing what he felt he had to do. But that still didn't take away from the hurt and anger he felt for being violated in such a personal way. Without changing his defensive posture, Blaine looks down, as if his shoelaces have an answer for this problem. After a moment of silence, Blaine looks up and speaks. ''I understand why, but that doesn't change what happened.''

''I don't believe in God or fate or karma, but I have a feeling that our history and the present is bigger than either of us.'' He laughs at himself, ''Maybe, it's like the universe knows why this world is the way it is and is trying to make it right.'' He shrugs, not knowing why he's going on the way he is with a perfect stranger. ''I don't know.''

Dr. Benjamin Lennox:

"I know... Though you will eventually get those memories back, they arent gone, just supressed. Actually, I am amazed seeing me again has not returned them."

Lennox shrugged as he pondered the odd coincidences of the last few days

"I dont believe in God or karma either.. but then again this sort of thing does happen... I will find a way to make it up to you though. That I promise you. The end was just but the means required to get there where not much better, and for that I am sorry. I suppose we should get back to the rest of them... I have an interrogation to do... Hopefully i dont have to serve as anything but a lie detector"

Blaine Richards:

Blaine Richards is a results kind of guy. He takes people at their word, unless their actions prove they can't be trusted. Then there's Dr. Lennox. Blaine's been on the receiving end of his actions before so he's not sure he can trust his words. Then again, the doctor sounds sincere. He wasn't setting off any alarm bells with outright lying. It's also entirely possible that he has his own demons to exorcise from that night.

Maybe his memories would come back, maybe they wouldn't. Heck, maybe he didn't want them to come back. Who knows. Blaine was tired. Tired of confronting the past. Tired of killing people. Tired of... well, just plain tired.

''Thanks for being up front,'' Blaine's not sure what else could be said at this point. 'Stay the fuck out of my head,' Dirk would say. ''I'll let you attend to your duties, and if you'll excuse me, there are things that I need to do.''

Dr. Benjamin Lennox:

"I hope that one day, you can find some way to forgive me... " Though he is loath do to so, Lennox makes an attempt to help unlock the vault where the memories of that night are held. It seemed a little rusty at first, to use an analogy, but eventually the latch came free with just a small amount of effort. With that out of the way, Dr. Lennox went t go interrogate that poor prisoner.

Ernesto

He continued his work as he could, his attention split evenly along Blaine, Thomas and the corpses that littered the hall about them. The smell was not a problem to him, he was used to the smell of death and the after effects of it were totally expected. Still, he was becoming aware that the blood was becoming progressively more difficult for him to miss. He was crouching still, his legs quite used to the position but the soles of his boots were starting to become coated with the blood of the dead. He would have to find a way to fix that sooner or later.

When a particular pair of foot steps approached, his hearing concentrated it upon it and his implants made sure that he became aware of the sound. His head turned, glancing at Dirk as he approached another “x” marked on the skin of another body. When he heard Dirk’s words he smiled, an eyebrow arching as his knife was waved around towards the dead bodies. “It will take more than a dozen or so pendejos to kill me Dirk. Although I must admit, that the last six were starting to…irritate me.” He went quiet as Dirk began to speak to the other man, his attention returning to his work.

He heard Thomas speak and did not even bother looking up from the latest body before he answered. “We should have something that will suit you when you return Thomas. There is plenty to go around.” There was enough equipment about that he was not terrible worried about getting his fair share. It was true that he had played an essential role in the defense of this place but that was as much due to Mikal’s foresight as his own skill. Furthermore, he already had confiscated a rifle and an RPG launcher. He was satisfied for now, although if there was another toy that caught his fancy, he would certainly make the attempt to claim it for himself.

When Blaine and the Doctor began to speak, he was not physically paying attention. His eyes concentrating on his task of removing anything that he deemed of use and placing it aside. Nonetheless, his ears were listening to the conversation and his augmentations got to work. The entire story was caught, analyzed and contemplated. The truth was that Blaine was a hell of a lot more forgiving than he would have been in his position, although he supposed that the Doctor had a passably interesting excuse. It was all a matter of gradients, and he did not have the same moral compass as most. Anyone that fucked with his mind got lead in turn, unless the contact was cleared ahead of time.

In the end, he found himself coming to a stop as Blaine finished talking with the doctor. He had gone over most of the bodies that seemed to have had anything worth taking, and had taken extra time with the heavily armored goons. He stood, stretching slightly and shaking his head. His eyes sliding from Blaine towards the Doctor and back again. When the good doctor walked away apparently moving towards where Mikal had disappeared to he glanced towards Blaine. “You were more forgiving than I would have been.” He paused, shrugging slightly. “I suppose it is for the best.” His eyes slid towards what he and Blaine had gathered, trying to ascertain what they had managed to scrounge up.

The gangers had Colt M5s, two of the elites had recently manufactured Russian RPG launchers, two had m240B machineguns chambered in 7 x 54mm, and two had riot shields. The armor of the two shield-bearers doesn't really seem salvagable, but the other four could probably be repaired. The uniformity of their equipment suggests that they did not own it, but that it was provided by Microsoft (that and the fact that none of the potential recruits at the meeting Ernesto briefly attended were packing any of this stuff). The two shield bearers are carrying Glock 19s as sidearms, chambered in 9mm.

Mikal and Benjamin lead the prisoner into the interrogation room. Mikal's hard eyes can see that he's on the brinking of cracking from the get go.

Thomas sees the trap immediately. As soon as the elevator reached the ground floor, whoever was using it would have tripped an infrared sensor placed at the top of the shaft and set off a claymore mine from point blank range. Explains why they didn't try to retreat when the battle went sour. Climbing up the service elevator and avoiding standing up to full height at the top would allow one to disarm the claymore without setting off the trap.

Dr. Lennox's normally soft, caring eyes hardened when he looked at the prisoner. He had no ympathy for those that tried to kill him, or his "friends" and while he hated messing with the minds of innocents, or those that didnt give consent, thiis prisoner was another matter.

"Alright you rat bastard. Talk or we play good cop bad cop, and despite how nasty he can be, you will beg him to save you when I start playing hopscotch inside your head."

Thomas, mutters something along the lines of "not quite as dumb as I thought," and proceeds to check for anything left to kill the person disarming the bomb, and then proceeds to get to work; keeping the explosives for later use.

Ernesto Vega:

In the end, he found himself coming to a stop as Blaine finished talking with the doctor. He had gone over most of the bodies that seemed to have had anything worth taking, and had taken extra time with the heavily armored goons. He stood, stretching slightly and shaking his head. His eyes sliding from Blaine towards the Doctor and back again. When the good doctor walked away apparently moving towards where Mikal had disappeared to he glanced towards Blaine. "You were more forgiving than I would have been." He paused, shrugging slightly. "I suppose it is for the best." His eyes slid towards what he and Blaine had gathered, trying to ascertain what they had managed to scrounge up.

Blaine Richards:

Is there no such thing as privacy anymore!? Let's just put all of Blaine's life on display for everyone to gawk at and pick apart, shall we!

''Forgiving isn't the same as forgetting.'' It took him a second, but he laughed at himself. ''No pun intended. Besides, I'm not like you or Mikal or Dirk.'' He took a moment to take a relaxing breath or five, toeing the pile of weapons to examine what had been collected. ''It's not like he made me dance like a monkey or anything.''

At the word 'monkey' there was a flash of light. Blaine was in a room, a laboratory. Along three of the walls were cages with primates in them. He looked in one of them, and the monkey that looked back at him... there was something wrong with it. It was still alive, he could tell because it was breathing. No, more like panting. And it wasn't looking back at him, not exactly. Its eyes were staring into space, lifeless.

''This is what they do,'' a voice said.

Blaine turned and he saw Dr. Lennox.

Another flash of light and it was over.

Blaine reached up and touched his head, eyes closed. He tottered on his legs for a second before it was all over. ''Forgetting, it seems, is something I can't do.''

Ernesto Vega:

His eyes returned towards Blaine as he began to speak, his words about forgiveness being rather puzzling. Even if he never forgot what occurred, the good doctor had gotten away with his past actions even though he had come clean about his tinkering with Blaine’s mind. He found it a bit disconcerting that Blaine was so willing to turn the other cheek. Of course, one could argue that the Doctor had learned his lesson and would never again do something along those lines to Blaine. There was nothing guaranteeing it though, and there laid the problem.

When Blaine laughed softly he blinked, his clarification a moment later met with a dry chuckle from his lips. “No, you are not. That is true, not everyone can be so fortunate.” He leaned down then, using his hands to gather up the weapons and place them in order of usefulness. Ideally, two others would pick up RPG’s and at least one other would be competent with the heavy machineguns. His head turned to glance at him for a moment before he shrugged. “That is not the point where I am coming from Blaine. I cannot speak for you naturally, and what you do or do not do is entirely your choice. However, I have a policy about being fucked with especially by mind benders irregardless of the circumstances.”

He blinked as Blaine seemed to tune out for a second and then another, an eyebrow arching as he looked at his eyes. It seemed that he was no longer home, his lips parting about to speak when he finally spoke once more. He went silent, considering his words before he rolled his shoulders. “That is good; it will keep it in perspective in case it happens again if not with the current then another.” He was of course, referring to telepaths. “I do not want you to get the wrong impression about me, so I will clarify.” He paused for a moment, watching Blaine as his hands moved equipment about without looking down. “I have no ill will towards telepaths as a whole; they can be useful things to have around. However, the threat of a telepath is something I take very seriously.”

”I have lived a considerable amount of time, and I intend on living more still. However, during my time I have discovered that most things in life are simply transient. Moments in transition if you will, love, family, friendship, by and large all these things will not last forever. Hell, they may not last a great deal of time at all. This however will.” His left hand moved leaving a RPG launcher he had just moved to join its twin before his forefinger pointed at his skull. “This is my lifetime companion; this is what keeps me alive and I dislike the idea of anyone being able to take a look in there at all, least of all without my consent.” He shrugged. “It is I suppose, a matter of perspective.” And his perspective was that what the doctor had done had been as personal as if he had raped his quite dead sister. It was an invasion of privacy of such scale, that it was something that he could not tolerate. However, his mind was all he had that was truly his own. That had to count for something.

Blaine Richards:

Blaine saw the question in Ernesto's eyes, waiting until he was finished speaking before relaying what he remembered.

Blaine finally realizes something. He'd been looking down his nose at the three mercenaries without even realizing that's what he was doing. His mind flashed back momentarily recalling the sounds that escaped the van as Ernesto pulled into the facility. Anyone who is moved by that music can't be 100% All Business 100% All the Time. While any of them were certainly capable of killing on a whim, there was much more to them than that. He'd known Dirk the longest, which wasn't to say too much. Ernesto's response genuinely moved him. It wasn't necessarily the words that made the impact, but it was the openness with which they were shared. As it was, Blaine was silenced into reflection with his advice.

"I don't know what to say, Ernesto." Blaine pauses to consider what to say next. "It certainly makes sense. No one could be faulted for wanted to protect or preserve their mental privacy. Heck, it's pretty much the only that can be considered truly private, or used to at any rate.

"The Big Picture tells me that both my former employer and Dr. Lennox are wrong. But maybe that's my problem, I think too much. Up to now, I've had that luxury, whereas you haven't. Retribution and justice needed to be swift and resolute or you probably wouldn't be alive today."

There was something he wasn't ready to admit to anyone, including himself. That is, after Lennox confessed was about as close to honest to god, cold blooded murder Blaine had ever come. Fortunately for Dr. Lennox (and probably for Blaine's conscience), Blaine was used to not listening to his id give orders. Maybe Blaine believed in a kind of karma after all. He wasn't worried about the killing itself but more worried about the repercussions. No, not mortal justice, perhaps something more... subtle. What would Lennox's death mean for the future? What if he was going to do something tremendously uplifting for humanity, despite his faults? How would that throw off the cosmic balance? Then again, what if it was Blaine's duty to right the balance by, shall we say, negating Dr. Lennox? And there he goes again, thinking way too damn much.

Blaine eyeballs the arsenal laying on the floor. He tallies the cache from this haul and the weapons van, coming up with just over two dozen weapons in all, more than enough for everyone. He thinks he has a good idea about what to do with them, but broaching the subject wouldn’t be just tricky, it could be deadly.

"What we should do," he chances "is create a makeshift communal armory or even internally known secret caches for all of the weapons." He quickly adds "All of the as yet unclaimed weapons, I mean." He gauges Ernesto's response before continuing.

Ernesto

The truth was that he was not particularly caring about what people thought of him, he lived for himself and he would not lose sleep over what an outsider thought of him. On the other hand, this did not mean that he was rude by nature. His eyes glanced at Blaine as a sudden uneasy silence drifted above them. His companion was thinking and that was generally a good sign, his words about not knowing what to say met with a soft chuckle and a wave of his left hand. “Then say nothing Blaine, there are times when silence is better than anything else.” He had never been fond of speaking simply for doing so. Words had meaning, and if he had no reason to speak then he would not.

He went silent as he continued to speak, his words considered for a moment before he nodded. “You are quite right, these are interesting times and you have to protect what is yours.” One’s own mind was the only thing that could truly be considered free, well that and a mother’s love but the latter was not always the case. His own mother had been as close to a saint as any mortal could claim to be, but he knew that was the exception and not the norm. When he continued to speak he listened, pleased for the most part by what he heard. It was true that he knew little enough about his own background for him to comment upon, but he supposed it was close enough to the truth. He let the comments slide, unwilling to take a step back when they had both taken two forward. “No one can be faulted for thinking too much, especially in situations such as these. Of course the trick is to know when thinking is proper and when action is necessary.” His eyes slid about them as if to accentuate the fact that the dead about them, probably did not think too much. “I am someone that trusts my instincts, and so I would recommend that you trust your own.” It was his instincts after all that had saved him from being one of the dead about them. A thin smile appearing on his lips at the thought, he had almost gone against Mikal. That was rather ironic, considering even now he was not certain what he would have done if he had looked down the barrel of his gun and seeing Mikal in his cross-hairs. He would have likely hesitated; the question was if Mikal would have done the same. He exhaled, pushing the thought aside. They would not need to find out now.

He considered for a moment talking about his past to Blaine, but decided against it. It was too soon and he did not know Blaine enough to truly gauge if he was worthy or not. Nonetheless, he had brought up his past and it would be rude of him to simply ignore those words entirely. In the end, he settled for taking a tangent that would hopefully address those points without needing to go in depth about his life. Irregardless of what many considered, he was very much a private person when it came to certain things. “I am alive today because I have given everything to my profession. It was not a path that I wanted to take, but it was chosen for me as much by circumstances as fate. I have no regrets Blaine, but only a fool does not consider what may have been. I have been ruthless in order to stay alive, but I would not go as far as saying that justice was involved.” If the corporations had not moved into Cuba, he would probably be some sort of farmer right now. He would have found himself a wife, probably would have some children and would live in the outskirts of Villa Clara like his parents had. It would have been a satisfying, if difficult life. Instead, he was here surrounded by enough money to feed his family back home for months if not years. He had been shaped into the blade that he was now, and he discovered that he no longer could see a path back to the simplicity that had been life before the battles in the jungle. For better or worse, he would live and die as a life taker. His path was before him and his fate was sealed.

When Blaine began to speak once more, he was more than expecting it. His eyes watching his face as he began his pitch, a thin smile on his lips widening as he caught where he was going and he stopped to see how he responded. “There are limits to my greed Blaine and I have already claimed both a sniper rifle and a rocket propelled grenade launcher. For the moment, I am more than satisfied with those additions to my arsenal.” He paused, his eyes sliding over the weapons for a moment before he looked up once more. “Your idea has a lot of merit, and if we are all going to survive we will need everyone to pull their weight. As such, it is in everyone’s interest to have everyone being as well armed as possible. Of course, I would prefer that if someone chooses a weapon, he or she know what they are doing. If not, they are wasting the weapon and putting the lives of others at risk.” He paused, glancing at Blaine for a moment in silence before he nodded. “What about if you make your pitch to everyone else? I assure you that I will support your idea as long as it is implemented properly.”

Blaine Richards:

Blaine felt more at ease with Ernesto now that he'd had a chance to talk to him. He wasn't at all the mindless killer Blaine originally thought him to be. As synergistic as the conversation seemed to be, now felt like a good time to let it rest. He was especially pleased that he'd had another good idea, at least in theory.

"I'll wait until after the interrogation and when everyone's more settled in. We seem to be past it, but the air is still a little charged." Besides, I don't have a clue how to implement this thing properly. Not yet, anyway.

"In case I don't get a chance later, thanks for listening and sharing," Blaine said not a little awkwardly. Boy, did that sound all feminine and soft. Shit, Blaine, why not wear pastels? He thought maybe a handshake or some other more masculine gesture seemed in order, but rather than initiate contact, Blaine nodded courteously and turned up the corridor. He spied Thomas returning with the remains of a device that looked quite lethal.

"Hey, Thomas? Who do we see about quarters and what-not?"

Thomas had just finished disarming the trap when the question was posed.

"I guess that'd be Stacey. Did you guys save a gun for me? As cute as my TMP is, I think I'm going to need something with a bit more umph if I tangle with this sort again."

Blaine points, indicating the pile of Colt MP-5s. "Ernesto says those are serviceable." Blaine sees that some of the researchers and scientists are reorganizing their work area after the firefight. Desperate resignation lines many of their faces. Obviously, they don't like having their work interrupted - especially by men with guns - but they seem to tolerate it perhaps because the work they're doing is really that important. Blaine doesn't see Stacey, so he wanders amongst them before heading towards the safe zone thinking she's still there.

Yuuki checks over the M5 rifles and makes sure that the one he picks is in good shape, then gathers it and about 10 clips of 7mm and brings it to his little pile. Next, he'll check ot see if the scientists need him with anything, then fire of three of the clips in target practice somewhere he won't be in the way, and after warning the appropriate people about the upcoming gunfire.

Mikal eyed the prisoner, then the good doctor, keeping silent until they reached the holding room. Under other circumstances, he would have berated the doctor later for his interrogation methods. However, in this case, it was forgivable. The subject was ready to crack as it was. A child could have gotten him to talk in this state. Once in the room, he took a nearby chair, spun it around and motioned for the prisoner to sit. If he took a little too long, Mikal would give him a sharp shove to land him in the chair.

"You are not in an enviable situation. It would seem that our resident telepath has taken a disliking to you, and I can promise that you are not leaving this place in one piece if you decide to be uncooperative. So let's get straight to the point. I want to know who hired you, how much they payed you, what they told you the mission was, what your objectives were, in short, everything you can remember about this mission. Bank account numbers, street signs, just how pungent the smell of urine was in the backalley where you met your employer. If you can't remember right away, that shouldn't be a problem. The good doctor should be able to help you remember," Mikal smiles, though if malice is intended with it or not is shielded quite carefully. He turns to Lennox, making a light sweeping gesture over his head with his hand, followed by a short tap on the top of his head. The doctor would probably not understand the code properly, as it was designed as a series of hand gestures for non-telepaths to give silent communications to telepath team members in the Russian Covert Operations Section. In this case, it meant 'skim the surface, and nudge lightly as needed'.

Meanwhile, Mikal's thoughts wandered briefly to what would be done with the man after the interrogation was complete. The softer elements here would likely be against killing him in cold blood...though there were a few ways to...deal with him that would solve the problem just as easily...

Ernesto

His attention slid from Blaine towards Thomas as they spoke and when Blaine spoke he nodded. He noticed that Blaine was looking about for something or was it someone? He nearly smiled at the thought, aware that a woman could be a precious thing. It was a pity that his own attempts at finding such a woman had been difficult. His chosen profession did not leave a lot of room for women, and those that had managed to get close to him had met various ends from the unfortunate to the downright brutal. He was certain that it had been an American that had once stated "I am lucky in war and nothing else." He was certain that man had been his soul brother.

He watched Thomas as Blaine walked away, his eyes aware of Thomas' actions as he checked over the M5 rifles and picked one of the better ones. His words spoken softly in his obvious accent. "I hope you can use that Thomas." It would be a pity if he had to learn now, but he handled himself well and he had made a good choice. It could not all be luck. He turned then, walking over to the pile and picked up one of the machineguns (the one in best condition). He took some of the ammo and carried it back towards his van, the door unlocked and opened before he placed the precious cargo within. If someone else proved to be a better user than he was, he could negotiate its return. The door was closed behind him and locked. His steps carrying him towards the scientists. He would mingle with the crowd, give Blaine fifteen minutes to catch a quickie with Stacey before he went out looking for her. They had to talk about his future. The contract between them had to be tweaked and she was still to deliever.

Lennox eyes Mikal, he made hand signal that he thought ment skim the surface... Lennox did so. The questions Mikal had posed would bring up the details needed into the prisoners working memory... He started his scan.

Dirk exchanges greetings with Thomas, and then shuts up, having nothing else to say. He continues to look around, eyeing the Colts as they are pointed out, and scoffing gently. The m240b's were nice, but not very mobile. And Dirk would probably do more damage to himself than anyone else with an RPG launcher.

He realized he had just managed to talk himself into keeping the BAR, and let a smile creep across his face. As Lennox and Mikal led the prisoner to a private room, Dirk went back to collect his momentarily discarded weapon. He sat down at a workbench and began to disassemble and clean it, tapping his foot to a classic rock tune running through his head.

Blaine found Stacey walking out of the safe-room with Joseph. He and Joseph exchanged brief pleasantries before the scientist excused himself. Blaine and Stacey exchanged looks before he asked where he and the other mercenaries would be staying.

"We're housing out of this section," she said leading further into the complex. The silence between them grew heavy. Blaine tried to put the past away at least for the time being but it didn't want to stay there.

"I understand why you did what you did." Blaine remembered how Stacey had persuaded the mercenaries. He realized now what was at stake. "It doesn't make it any easier to deal with what happened, though."

"I never meant to hurt you."

"I'm sure of that, I really believe you." He paused before continuing. "We can't change the past or how we dealt with it." Though he was using 'we' he really meant himself. "Part of me is satisfied now that I see that you're alive and relatively safe. Of course, there's the rest of me that's still pissed as hell." He looked at her to see her reaction. Her face was neutral, if she was thinking anything she was holding it close.

"An apology is good," he went on, "but really there's nothing you can do that would make everything alright. I don't want to sound egotistical in all of this. With all of the crap you've been through in the last few months, catering to my broken psyche is the last thing you need to worry about." He stopped again. She was about to speak when he realized that he wasn't quite finished.

"The question I have now is 'where do we go from here?'" He let the question hang out there for a moment. "We can't start from where we left off. I honestly don't even know if we can restart at all. Maybe we've both changed too much."

"Are you through?" She asked quietly. It wasn't rudely put, she wanted to know if she was going to be interrupted.

"Yeah, I think so."

"Good. I didn't bring you in on this because I wanted to rekindle anything. I saw you could fight and that's what we need right now. I would have offered you money or augments or whatever, but it seems that you weren't interested in any of that." She stopped to take a breath before going on. "That only leaves one reason why you are here. Me. I have to tell you, Blaine, that is exactly why I didn't want you here in the first place." She didn't intend to sound angry, but there were pressures being exerted on her and letting out some animosity right now felt too good to stop. "You wouldn't have cared for Joseph's revolution. Oh, sure, you might have come around on it, but it never would have been your prime motivation. So don't come here and pretend to be above this. I don't need your passive-aggressive diplomacy. I know you better than that." She had let her emotions get the better of her, but she softened her tone, "I cared about you," she corrected herself immediately "I still care about you."

"How is now any different than then?" He retorted quickly. He didn't like all these people knowing, or thinking they know what's going on inside his head.

"Honestly, would you have walked away had I asked you?"

Blaine didn't need to think about the answer. "No, but that's not the question I asked: What about now, I mean right now. Do you still want me here?"

Stacey looked away. She wasn't ready to say yes, but no wouldn't be an honest answer either. "You can do whatever you want. I just need you to know that I don't want you dying for me or because of me."

"Why not let me decide on what or who I risk my life?" He checked himself mentally. "I may or may not survive as it is. This entire existence is nothing but a giant risk all by itself. I was chancing fate when we were dating, you know that. Purposely putting myself in harm's way now, for my reasons which could include you, is somewhat of a moot point wouldn't you say?"

Dammit if he didn't have a point. She still wasn't ready to admit to herself how she felt when she saw him outside the Third Degree.

"Maybe you're right," she conceded. "I just have a bad feeling about this. Don't get me wrong, I want to succeed and we're as close now as we've ever been." She stopped. She stooped a little, looking older. "It's just that Microsoft is hitting us harder every time. If not for the new hires, we'd all be dead or worse. It's easy for me to risk myself, but not others. Especially those I..." she looked up at him, "... especially those I care about."

Her eyes told him of a tremendous weight that she was carrying. Over the last few months she had to endure the worst of what this world had become. She was young and tough but it had still taken its toll. She covered her eyes and leaned into his chest. For a few minutes, she let someone else carry her load.

After a minute, she pulled away. She wiped her eyes and pointed down the hall. "The rooms are there. There is plenty of space, you guys can figure out who's sleeping in what room. Some of them may contain the personal effects of..." her voice hitched, "... of our late security guards. Dispense or dispose of that however you see fit." Her moment of weakness had passed and now she was back to business. She brushed his arm and smiled softly before walking away. "I'll go tell the others where they can bunk."

Interrogation Room: The man was an easy nut to crack. He was downright eager to talk, hoping his cooperation would ensure his continued existence. With Benjamin's help, he could remember even the smallest detail. They hadn't told him much, but one thing became very clear. They weren't sent in to capture the technology, but rather, to destroy everything. The advantage of sentient, decisionmaking AI would be incalcuable. It made no sense to destroy it, unless they had backups.

This man also had upgraded ears, and he overheard things when his employers were too careless to take proper precautions. The businessman that put this whole deal together kept mentioning a place called "The Basement", suggesting that it made capturing the research materials unnecessary. After a couple of hours it seems that everything useful the man knows has been learned.

Sensing this, he predictably begins pleading for his life. "So, hey, I've been real cooperative, ain't I? And it was nothin' personal, just business you understand. 'Course, you're a businessman, we're all businessmen here. So you're gonna let me go, right?"

The engineers have been packing things up. After a while, Dr. Ham addresses the group (minus those interrogating). "We can't stay here. They underestimated us, but they won't do so again. It'll only be a matter of time before they track down the two who fled and know that the mission was a failure. They could come again in a few hours or a few minutes, but when they do, we'll all be killed if we're still here. Luckily, I know just the place to serve as a secondary hideout, but we have to make haste. Everything will be loaded on the trucks within the hour, and I expect everyone to be ready by then."

Dr. Lennox looked at Mikal

"Permission to send you a message telepathically?"

Note:If permission is granted, I send this mesage express into his mind

If it is not, I write this down, and hand it to him.

"You know, there really is no reason to kill him. I see a few options, we can kill hm. We can let him go. I can wipe his mind so he has no clue who he is, I can wipe out the period of timein whic he served with Microsoft, we can make him fight FOR us. We could always use another man at arms, and if he doesnt cooperate entirely, I can always convince him to. I hate to do it, but it isnt like he wouldnt have killed us if we had given him the chance..."

Mikal nods and makes another hand motion, holding up two fingers, pointing back and forth between his head and the good doctor's, indicating clearance for two way communication.

"I agree. Unfortunately, he is essentially a dead man as it is. Microsoft will likely want him accounted for after this failed op. I agree that we could use a pointman, and I doubt anyone would shed a tear if this one were to take a hit for the team, as it were. For now, I'd suggest calming him down some and inducing slumber. We should check with the others (attached thought, scientists, employers) to see what they feel should be done."

"While we're here, just so you know, if you want to send me thoughts, warnings, or so on, telepathically in the future, you need not ask permission. I know the value of a telepath on the team. However, all I ask is that for reading my thoughts, you ask permission first, or wait for my signal. Anything else, I'm sure you'll understand, I will be quite...irritated if you attempt to implant any suggestions in me or the like. So long as we understand each other in that regard, we should get along fine."

All is understood, and I agree, we should probably consult the others. I respect your wishes, and would not do such a thing as implant a suggestion withut your consent... That or if you go insane

with that, Dr. Lennox looked at the young man, put his hands on his shouldrs and said "sleep' and attempted to induce slumber

The man, afraid to defy his captors, does not resist the telepathic intrusion, and slides forward on the chair, unconscious.

Marcao wrote:

"I hope you can use that Thomas."

"Don't you worry, I used to be quite good with rifles, better than I was with pistols at least. Of course, I haven't fired one in ages, but working out the cobwebs is what those extra clips are for."

Ernesto

His eyes glanced upwards towards Thomas for a moment a thin smile on his lips before he nodded as he spoke of knowing how to use the weapon. It was his funeral if he did not, and for the moment he had no reason to believe that Thomas was lying to him. The truth was that they needed all the help they could get if he and Mikal were going to keep the civilians alive. If Thomas turned out to be a competent shot, he would be a fool to not take advantage of it. “Let us hope that your attempt to get back on top of things is successful, everyone that can use a firearm competently should be armed in our current…situation.” Of course, Thomas had more to lose than he did. He did not after all need to stay. He was a mercenary.

It was when Doctor Ham began to speak that his attention left Thomas and focused on the doctor, his words met with silence for the most part. He arched a brow, aware that the doctor spoke sense but he was not their damned babysitter. He was here because he had been promised certain things, and Stacey had not yet delivered. Nonetheless, he said nothing aware that he could always walk away in the future and that if Stacey did not deliver, he would be very disappointed. He walked to his van, unlocking it and moving within. The various weapons he had confiscated appreciated for a moment before he slid within. The door was closed, his hands reaching for his bag before he retrieved a corn muffin. He ate it slowly, his mind hoping that Mikal was having a lot of fun at the expense of their prisoner.

