Part 5

Ruby Shale was upset, and understandably so.  She had just seen her boss and three of her coworkers get sucked into a vortex of some sort, along with the floor in front of her.  It looked like the entire test bay was just gone, leaving a pile of wet dirt and soil in its stead.  With Mister Sparks either missing or dead, leadership officially fell to the Vice President, but since the VP in this case was Ruby’s brother, Ruby was the real power right now.

“I am so glad you’re in charge, Sis.”  Onyx Shale rested his head on the edge of the pool.  “I really have no idea what’s going on here, ever.”


“Right now, I don’t even know what’s happened.  You contacted the police and military, like I asked, right?”  Ruby leaned against the doorframe, barely inside the VP suite of the complex. 


He nodded, his black leathery skin dripping on the tiled floor.  “Yeah.  Had ‘em secure a perimeter, and keep people clear.  They asked lots of questions that I couldn’t answer.”


“I couldn’t have answered them, either.”


They were silent for a moment, each thinking their own thoughts. 


“So what now, Sis?  Do I take over for Alvin, or sell the place, or what?”


Ruby shook her head.  “For now, you take over for Alvin.  We couldn’t sell it if we wanted to unless we’re sure he’s dead.”  She swallowed.  “Or he stays missing for a full 6 months.  Either way, you’re in charge right now.”


He grinned a lopsided, sharp-toothed grin.  “Only on paper.”

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


“So what you’re saying is we created some sort of…portal?  And it sucked us through?”


“That’s what it looked like.  Like I said, it wasn’t very clear.”  Lina tied the strip of cloth she was holding over the last of Mythos’ bleeding wounds.  “Sorry about cutting up your shirt for this.”

He shook his head.  “I’d rather not have a shirt than not have blood.  Besides, I’ve still got my jacket.”  He pulled said article shut and zipped it up.  “Anyway, that sort of explains how we got here, but we still don’t know where here is.”


Mythos stood, adjusting the strap on his laptop case.  He walked over to the edge of the pool, looking down into the crater that had been left by their arrival, now filled with water.  


Lina joined him.  “Quite a view, isn’t it?”


Mythos nodded.  “Why did it leave a crater?  Where did all the dirt that was already there, go?”  He shook his head.  “Regardless, we completely disrupted the river’s flow.  Somebody, somewhere, has to have noticed that.”

She looked up at him.  “I suppose making a new lake is a pretty noticeable event.”  She looked downriver.  “Assuming there’s anyone out there to notice.”


“You don’t think there is?”


“No, not specifically.  I’m not sure, is what I’m saying.”  She shook her head, redirecting her train of thought.  “We don’t know where—or even when—we might be.  We can’t depend on somebody else to find us.”  She looked back at Mythos.  “We should probably follow the river.  Civilization, if there is one, is likely near water.”


Mythos nodded weakly.  “All right.”

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


“Half of a convertible, one failed prototype tank, and the back end of one of the delivery trucks.”  Sparks looked at the vehicle they’d assembled.  “Put it all together, and we get...um…well, at least it runs.”


Flint nodded.  “I’m just glad the prototype was here.  Between its solar panels and molten crystal batteries, we shouldn’t need to burn much fuel.”


“Except at night.”


“Yeah.  Not much fuel here, though, so we’ll have to avoid night driving.”


Sparks looked over the machine once more.  The tank had had its tracks removed long ago, likely for some other prototype, so Flint had cobbled together the tank’s frame with both the convertible and the delivery truck.  The result was that the rear tires, set in pairs of two, were larger than the front tires, and they’d had to remove a bunch of weight from the tank to keep it from just dragging on the ground.  They’d decided to leave the combat laser array, though.

The sound of tearing metal reminded them that they were in a hurry, and they got into the vehicle.  Since the armor plating had weighed too much, only a thin layer of metal from the delivery truck would protect them from the wind and weather, and likely wouldn’t hold up against the hyena-beasts claws; a fact made only too apparent by the beasts’ progress through three separate blast doors.


Flint put in the keycard, and pushed the ignition switch.  The engine hummed to life, quietly powering all the mechanical components.  Sparks strapped himself into the pirated convertible seat, and powered on the laser array.  The viewscreen in front of him blinked to life, displaying the room in space in front of the tank through a wide angle lens, scanning and marking every object it found as a possible target, along with a small readout to the side displaying information on the current target.


“Remind me to thank Ruby for letting us use this when we get back.”


Flint switched into reverse.  “Oh, is it one of hers?”


“Yup.  She designed it back in her military days.  The targeting system, I mean.  The laser is one of the company’s.”

“Ah.”  Flint pushed the accelerator to maximum, and they sped off the edge of the garage floor, and into the forest,  red eyes watching them from the trees.
