Prey. 


The whole world seemed to vanish from around him, he could hear nothing except his own pounding heart, see nothing except the corridor’s rushing past him; all he felt was the ache in his legs and the terror coursing through his body. He had to run, had to escape; his mind was a jumble of ideas. He couldn’t make anything clear, images of his friends and family flashed up; Janice, Travis and Francis, Rupert, all of them. But he couldn’t focus, he didn’t know what any of it meant. All he knew was he had to keep running, had to escape it; he couldn’t allow it to catch him. He couldn’t.


Janice collapsed into her chair; that was the fourth man they’d lost this week. The killings were getting more frequent, she realised that. If only Zenn Corp would send a back up team, or least allow them to evacuate. She cast her mind back over the last few months; her team were on their way back to earth for a well-earned break when they had received a priority transmission from Admiral Blair. She was too take the squad to Scientific Research Station Beta and meet up with Captain Hawker. 


"Poor Max," she found herself whispering thinking of the fate that had awaited the Captain. She had never been too close to him but no one, absolutely no one, deserved to die the way he had. She was still haunted by his screams. That was, she thought, when she wasn’t hearing reports of the latest deaths. 


He pressed the intercom controls and spoke.


"Commander, it’s Lieutenant Travis." The intercom buzzed into life.


"What is it Lieutenant?" Travis noted that she sounded weary, possibly due to lack of sleep but more likely because of the impossible situation they had got themselves in. He was sure he was going to die on this bleak, sterile station.


"Commander, there’s been another death." He heard her sigh and then the door to her office slid open. He stepped in and turned to face his superior. She looked even worse than she sounded; her hair was a mess, her eyes swelling from tiredness. She hadn’t even changed her uniform in days; the shiny blue material was stained with various colours, green from fuel systems, brown dirt and red…


"Who is it Lieutenant?" she asked meekly. Travis felt himself start to sweat; he knew how close the Commander and Garry had been. How could he tell her, how could he break it to her easily; was it even possible?


"It’s Garry, isn’t it?" Her statement took him off guard and all he could manage was a nod of his head. She simply stared forward for a while, as if lost in a world of her own before new feature spread across her battered face. Determination. 


Just over an hour ago Janice had heard the news of Garry Turner’s death, just over an hour ago she had made her final decision. They were leaving this place, damn Zenn Corp, once they reached a safe distance they would use their ship’s Ion Cannons to blow the station and the creature aboard to atoms. Simple and effective. She had no idea why the Corporation deemed it necessary to quarantine them; they had given some bullshit excuse but now she didn’t give a damn. Whatever this thing was it could go to hell. 


She finished loading the last of the equipment onto the shuttle and walked out into the bay where the five remaining marines stood waiting. She looked down over them. They were exhausted and depressed yet she could still feel the hint of relief at finally leaving this god forbidden place. Even Rita, normally one to hide her emotions had a somewhat satisfied look on her face. 


"Right, that’s the last of the equipment aboard. You all have half an hour to collect your personal belongings and get back here. I want to leave a.s.a.p." The crew acknowledged her orders and departed, eager to escape. She stepped down into the bay and, making sure everyone was gone, wiped the tears that had begun to form in her eyes. Garry was dead and it was all the fault of those bastards on Earth. They must have had some idea what was here; but all they told her was that something was a research specimen had broke free and they were to find and capture it. They had never said it had wiped out the entire scientific community, that it was impossible to track… No, they left those details out. Well, she was going to make sure someone paid for this when she got back to earth; she was definitely going to make someone pay. 


Travis helped Francis finish collecting his stuff and then they headed out back to the shuttle bay. They still had fifteen minutes, plenty of time. Travis could see his companion was nervous and he gently squeezed his hand in reassurance. Francis looked up at him and smiled.


"We’ll be alright," Travis whispered, "Trust me." As they headed, arms linked, to the shuttle bay Rita passed by them.


"Rita, you better hurry!" called Francis, "We’ve only got just over ten minutes!" Rita glanced at her watch and nodded her head in thanks before heading off around the corner. The two men walked forward another few metres when an ear piercing scream echoed around the corridor. Travis glanced at Francis and they both turned and ran in the direction of the wail, drawing weapons as they went. 


Janice tapped her foot impatiently. Two of them had arrived, where were the others? As she walked down the ramp to see if they were coming an inhuman screech struck her ears. Without thinking she drew her blaster and ran towards the source.


Travis and Francis froze in shock at what they saw. After all these months of terror, of hiding and wondering they finally had laid eyes on the creature that had been devouring the crew one by one. Hunched in the corridor was a massive dog-like creature, eyes shining with malice and hate. Its flesh was scaly like a reptiles and shaded a deep purple, its front and back paws ended in long talons. It’s snout hung open revealing the huge, blood stained teeth; pus dripped from its jaw and slapped on the floor below. It glanced over to the couple before it suddenly snarled loudly and sprang forward.


As she turned the corner Janice gasped at the sight. The thing she saw looked as though it could have come straight from hell itself; the massive creature was tearing Lieutenant Travis’ uniform to shreds with its knife-like teeth. Francis was lying on the floor a few feet away bleeding from a gaping chest wound. 


"Shit!" she screamed rather too loudly. The dog-creature stopped its assault and turned to face her baring its fangs. Her eyes darted to Travis and Francis but there was nothing she could do now, she knew that. As the creature lunged down the corridor she turned and ran. 


Travis dragged himself over to Francis. He looked down into the deep gash across his companions’ stomach and then at his own wounds. He realised that neither of them would survive for long.


"Tr.. Travis," he heard Francis try to whisper.


"I’m here." He helped Francis sit up and they collapsed against the wall together the blood trickling from their wounds. 


"We’re gonna die, aren’t we?" The sadness in his voice was easily apparent. Travis simply nodded in agreement. "Don’t be sad," Francis spoke softly, "We’ll still be together. Always."


"Always," Travis mumbled as he collapsed into the arms of his lover. He felt Francis hold him tight as he slipped away into darkness. 


The shuttle door slammed shut and moments later they were leaving the station behind. Janice sighed; she had been lucky to get away with only a torn arm. When they reached a safe distance she was going to turn and destroy that place completely.


"What on earth…" She looked down at her monitors. The engines had been tampered with, there was a blockage in the main reactor. She quickly ran a systems analysis; someone had deliberately sabotaged the safety valve. She was unable to flush out the blockage and the reactor was beginning to go critical. As realisation hit her she collapsed into tears; there was no way that could be unblocked in time.


She was still on the floor in tears when the shuttle exploded.


Travis slowly opened his eyes; his breathing was shallow and he knew he was gone, not long now. He heard the opening of a door and managed to turn and look. Stepping out into the hallway was Rita. How had she… His thoughts stopped dead as he saw the creature sitting watching her.


"Beginning report," Rita began, "The experiment took exactly four months to kill two marine squads and a scientific community. This is a vast improvement over before. Its strength has also improved vastly and the speed is also increasing rapidly. I recommend that Zenn Corp make minimal changes before putting Bio-Weapon Mark IV into production. Report over."


She was turning to leave when the creature growled. Rita turned and look towards Travis; their eyes met. 


"Sorry Travis," she sneered. "We all have our jobs to do." He watched in horror as she pulled out a blaster and aimed at his head. The last thing he saw was the emotionless statement on her face as she fired.


End.
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