Part 4

“Sorry about that, Mythos.  Better wake up, though.”


“Mythos!  Mister Phair!  Wake UP!”


Mythos started to sit up, but instead found himself coughing water out of his lungs as Lina pushed down on his chest.  He pushed her off and sat up, spitting water and bile.  Gasping in air, he looked over at Lina.


Lina looked at him, relieved to see that he was at least still alive.  “Are you all right?”


“I think so.”  He clutched his chest for a moment as he sucked in more air.  “Stuff burns when it gets in your lungs.”


Lina sat down.  “I caught your computer.  You lost it when we hit the water.”  She offered him the sodden case in which his laptop rested.


He took it, and draped it over his shoulder.  “Thanks.  I’ll check it out later.  It should be fine, since the case is waterproof.  How are you doing?”


“Me?”  She looked around briefly.  “Fine, I guess.  I was on the swim team at college, so the water wasn’t a problem.”  She looked at him.  “You sank like a rock, though.”


Mythos leaned back on his elbows and stared at the sky.  “I haven’t even been swimming in years.”  He watched a cloud drift by lazily for a bit.  “Where are we, anyway?”


She sat back on top of her feet.  “Honestly, I have no idea.  Do you know what happened?”


Mythos looked at her and shook his head.  “I don’t remember anything after Flint’s countdown.  What do you remember?”


Lina shrugged.  “Not much.  What I do remember isn’t very clear.”  She stared at Mythos for a bit.  “You saw this coming, didn’t you?”

“Huh?”


“You knew something was going to happen.  That’s why you were acting funny.”


He looked at her.  “I felt like something was gonna’ happen, yeah.  I didn’t know what, though.”  He sat up and faced her.  “Since I don’t remember any of it, why don’t you tell me what you remember.  As best you can.”


She looked down at her hands.  “All right.  But I don’t remember much.”

                             -----------------------------------------------------------------------


“Good to see you awake.  You alright, Boss?”  Flint looked down at Sparks, yellow fur bloodied and matted.  “These beasties have been tryin’ to eat you for a while now.”


Sparks sat up, brushing his hair out of his eyes.  “Yeah.  Where are we?”


“We’re still in what’s left of the bay.  Sort of, anyway.”


Sparks looked around.  The massive generator loomed, as always, its cables severed and displays dark. Scrawny, hyena-like corpses were scattered about, dead or dying, gaping maws revealing several rows of jagged, oversized teeth.  Their black, furless skin was slick with blood.  Sparks and Flint were currently on the central platform, and a trail of blood led from the wreckage of the observation room, which had apparently fallen from the ceiling.  The four containment generators were fallen and broken with their columns.  Following the blood trail, Sparks was disconcerted to find that it was his own.  “Where’s Ruby?  Or Mythos?  And Lina, either?”


Flint shrugged.  “Dunno’.  Duck.”


As Sparks quickly dropped back to prone, Sparks swung his wrench at the position where his boss’ head had been a moment prior.  Sparks winced at the sound of metal breaking bones as the hyenabeast met the wrench mid-leap.  The creature was carried along the bat’s line for a bit, and sailed several yards before landing in a heap.

Sparks removed his shades and cleaned them with a cloth from his inside jacket pocket.  “Been at that long, Flint?”


Flint shrugged.  “Long enough to know them buggers have big teeth, and you don’t want ‘em to get a hold of you.” He held up his arm, revealing that it was wrapped in the bloodied ruins of his jacket. He slung the wrench back over his shoulder.  “Anyway Mythos and Lina disappeared when the flux field broke through containment.  The rest of the factory is probably where it was before, but you and I got drug along with this bit, wherever it’s been pulled to.”  He gestured at the observation room.  “Pulled you out of there before the beasties overran it.  They have more trouble getting at us up here.”

“What about Ruby?”


“She was in the back edge of the booth.  Only the front half got pulled through.  That’s why it fell.  I think she’s still at home.”


Sparks nodded as he stood slowly to his feet.  “All right.  New question, then.  Where are we?”


“No clue.”


“Well, we’d best get to work on that then, hadn’t we?”


“Where to, Sparks?”


“Let’s see if the garage got pulled along first, shall we?”
