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ISHAN
A SHORT STORY FROM THE REAPERS OF THE DAMNED UNIVERSE
BY RAVI CHEN
Stellar winds swept across the crater-scarred surface. The winding flows of energy nudged loose small morsels of solidified matter that would have otherwise remained restless. From up above sapphire moonlight fell upon an empty husk of twisted metal and concrete.
The seemingly lifeless expanse was animated with the sudden gush of landing thrusters. Screaming white streams of compressed air were jettisoned from the underbelly of a massive MediCraft. The torrent of air ripped at the coarse surface scattering loose rubble in its wake. Echoing reverberations were strong enough to shatter nearby mounds. Probing lights swept over the long abandoned asteroid guiding the craft to a smooth patch of rock.
The side hatch hissed open parting away at the center. An archaic Red Cross insignia plastered across the sliding portal separated in two. Vibrant interior lights flowed from the pressurized airlock. Darkening the silhouette of several armor clad men. They hesitantly left the safety of their vehicle and set foot on the orbiting celestial object.
They dared not travel alone and quickly gathered into a pack. Seeing that they were all accounted for they cautiously headed towards the foreboding structure. Like the horns of the devil appearing from the east, menacing towers of steel rose from its rooftops. Before departing from home base the medics were briefed as to what lay in wait for them. Recalling those gruesome details, some of them deemed it necessary to inject themselves with syringes full of synthetic adrenaline. The sudden jolt of energy allowed them to muster the courage to enter the battle-scarred space station.
After surveying the outer perimeter they found a still functioning airlock. They keyed in the commands for an unsheltered entry. The pressurized doorway groaned awake and lethargically swept aside blasting the men with foul smelling air. Luckily for them their pulmonary filters spared them from the reeking stench. Carrying only a handful of medical equipment they entered the forsaken abode.
Its creators had christened the interstellar outpost with the designation V-323. Its primary purpose was to serve as an off world mining facility. It had been implanted on an asteroid known to have a tremendous store of mineral wealth. However after a few months of continuous extractions things had gone horribly wrong. A group of miners managed to escape before calamity struck. However those who decided to stay behind were the only humans who had bore witness to the unspeakable horror. Managing to send only scattered details back to their home world, a rescue party was dispatched to learn of their whereabouts.
The facility’s still active automated defense system kicked into gear when it detected the presence of unauthorized DNA. The defense system, controlled by an artificial intelligence known as SENTINEX, activated its weapons and hastily executed termination protocols. The away team was scared stiffed by the sudden chattering commotion of the automated guns; their rotating muzzles would have been spewing out blazing streams of flesh searing bullets had they not run out of ammo from the previous slaughter.
Upon realizing this, the medics breathed a sigh of relief “Well at least something is going our way. ” One of them spoke up. His voice traveled to the others via short band radio frequency.
“The thing I don’t get is why those damn guns are firing at us,” another medic said as he nervously watched the weapon precisely track his every movement, muzzle rotating and firing blanks all the while. “We’d be raw meat by now. ”
“They should have updated SENTINEX with our DNA specs. To let it know we were coming. ” Moving out of the airlock and into a blackened corridor they quickly left the kill zone.
One of the technically inclined staff sergeants offered a possibility “I noticed the communication equipment on the roof was bent out of shape. According to what we could piece together I assume the com link went out once they made their distress call. ” The man’s voice sounded metallic and distant as it relayed itself from one speaker node to another “Therefore even if they broadcasted our specs SENTINEX would have never received them.”
The other men did not care to comment in part because of the convoluted details and because they were too busy navigating the silent passageways. One team member in particular, Eduardo Hidalgo was concentrating especially hard. He had recently completed his MediTech training and had finished at the top of his class. The authorities were so pleased with his performance that they immediately promoted him to the elite rapid response team. The eager young recruit wanted nothing more than to move up the ranks and become a world-class combat medic. He saw the rapid response team as an opportunity to do just that.
Once his superiors had learned of the tragedy befalling V-323 they had immediately dispatched RRT-99 and made sure Hidalgo was assigned to the team. There primary objective was to mount a rescue mission. Now roaming the corridors of the besieged space station the wide-eyed young man would come face to face with his first causality; as they rounded a corner their floodlights revealed a gruesome scene.
A miner still draped in his uniform lay decapitated on the floor; his body had been violently crushed by falling debris. Eduardo needed only a second to realize he had a low tolerance for gore. He tore his gaze away from the mutilated body and violently wretched splattering his faceplate with vomit. “I see those shock shots had no effect on you” the team’s Master Sergeant named Gerald Austin tried consoling the rookie. The seasoned specialist had been on many away missions and over the years, had developed a hardy constitution “It’s always rough the first time around you’ll get used to it. Once you’ve seen enough dead daddies they’ll all look the same.”
Without hesitating a veteran medic moved in to get a better look at the body. After a short analysis he spoke up “Master Sergeant I don’t mean to undermine your judgment.” He spoke with a grave expression as he turned to face his superior officer “But this guy doesn’t seem human.”
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