Kate shifted in her spot behind the stack of shipping crates where she’d taken cover. Letting the events of the last few minutes slowly replay through her head, she peered across the cavernous missile bay, through the faint haze that had formed. The enormous bay had once held a proud arrangement of the most destructive Russian-made nuclear weaponry on the face of the planet, but now the permanently sealed missile hatches lay hidden behind the layer of chain link fencing and insulation that padded the vaulted ceiling.

Kate took a moment to consider the shafts of reddish light, from what remained of the overhead lighting, the way they cast down on the corpses that littered the deck. It gave their mangled remains an almost hellish aura. She didn’t think the former privateers would have appreciated the scene. Not in the way she did. It was just as well. Her thoughts turned to the object in her hands. It glistened. Its scuffmarks and dents reflecting the light like the pitted hide of a battered predator. This, this piece of machinery… is closer to my affections than any person I’ve ever met. It does what it’s supposed to do, no more, no less. She ran a finger along its length, and was surprised to find the barrel already cold.

Her mind trailed off again, interrupted only by the perpetual dripping of water from somewhere in the plumbing that adorned the sub’s interior. The dripping got louder, as her concentration fell on it. Wait. Drip. It’s been way too long. Drip. Why isn’t that damn door open yet? Drip.


Kate leaned across the plastic crate in front of her, and drew a hand up to her collar. She pinched the small tab that had been fixed there, and heard the electronic click that said her microphone was active. She croaked slightly, trying to speak, then found her voice. “Tell me there’s progress spotter”. Kate let go of the tab, with another click, and waited for a response, but only heard silence. “I swear to god I’ll shoot you myself if you don’t have that door open by now. We only have a few minutes.” Again Kate was met only with silence.

Kate was standing now, scanning the massive cargo bay doors for any signs of activity. She clicked her radio on again, “Hang on, I’m coming over there to see how you screwed up… again.” It was frustrating to her, How could Von Hellmann stick me with this bitch…? She’s impatient, undisciplined, and arrogant. This is the third time she’s been on the verge of getting me killed! Kate gripped the H&K rifle tightly as she plotted her path to where she’d left Miri to work on the door controls. She gathered her strength, and with one hand vaulted herself over the over the pile of crates, landing in a somersault that carried her behind a group of 55-gallon drums. Kate was for once surprised to hear still, only the dripping of water. Something is definitely wrong. Scanning the metal mesh deck in front of her she caught a flicker of movement over by the darkened corner where Miri had taken cover. 

Kate drew the rifle from her back, “Spotter! Is that you?” Kate kept the rifle in her hands as she dashed across the metal mesh floor to the next island of cargo containers and netted down stacks of palettes. “Hey Spotter!” she called again. Closer now, to the corner, she could vaguely make out a figure in the darkness. “Answer me you stupid cow! That door better be open by the time I get over there!” Kate snapped her rifle into firing position as the figure in the darkness stepped forwards, revealing itself in the red light of one of the overhead lamps.

There stood Miri, her black wool skullcap now missing, revealing her messy, short-cropped blond hair. Kate noticed, that the constant roguish grin on her face was gone as well, leaving her appearing somewhat vulnerable. Although having her hands tied behind her back, an arm clamped around her stomach, and  gun to her head probably also had something to do with it.


Tightening his hold on Miri, the blood-stained Admiral Holtz let out a booming laugh as he dragged her another stumbling step forwards. “Ah my Lady Kate, I believe your spotter is trying to start a new fashion statement! Yes, the gun to the head is a lovely touch I think!”
“Sonofabitch!” swore Kate, “Damn it Miri, where the hell did it say on your record about you specializing in being taken hostage?!” A trio of Khaki uniformed crewmen stepped into the light from behind Holtz, training their weapons on Kate. “Go ahead and shoot the stupid girl Holtz! I’m better off without her… Although you should thank her first, it’s because her incompetence that your still alive.”
Miri looked mad now, “Screw you Kate, It’s not my fault that you’re a coward! You better tell your men to shoot her now Holtz, the bitch is crazy!”

Oh she thinks this is a game then? That’s it…This ends, now.  Holtz’s face adopted a look of confusion as Kate’s intentions began to register, as she peered down the sights on her rifle at the Admiral and his captive. 
Her breathing slowed, and she could feel her pulse in her hands, as her index finger tightened slightly around the trigger. The dimly lit cargo bay around her shrank down into a small sphere of self awareness as Kate’s thoughts resolved into a clear image of what she had to do. “I’m not crazy Miri,” She said calmly, grinning, “I’m just not human.”

With that, Kate squeezed the trigger.
The old H&K battle rifle repeated three times in that instant, sending a trio of German-made bullets flying towards their target, striking Miri square in the chest, shattering bone, and exploding organs. The tungsten tipped bullets continued on their path through the back of Miri’s ribcage, and into the Admiral. The look of betrayal on Miri’s face, and the look of horror, on the Admiral’s passed in slow motion from Kate’s view through the sights of the rifle. The admiral’s arm convulsed, causing him to fire the pistol, missing his dying hostage’s head, and striking a small plastic five gallon bucket, filled with oily rags from the ship’s engineers, which began to smolder. As the Admiral’s life began to fade from his body, he released Miri, who immediately slumped to the metal deck, as she wheezed and gasped through punctured lungs. Holtz’s mouth worked for a moment, before his eyes rolled up into his head, and he too fell to the floor.


Kate re-aimed the rifle at the three crewmen, who stared at the carnage in horrified fascination. The middle crewman suddenly remembered his job, and began to aim his pistol at Kate, but she squeezed the trigger again, and dropped him. The other two looked at Kate, then at each other, and began to place their weapons on the ground. Kate squeezed the trigger two more times, sending them flying to the deck, their weapons clattering across the metal mesh.

“Mission Accomplished.” said Kate out loud with a not of audible satisfaction.

