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Author’s Note

 

Chaos continues the series of short vigilante stories featuring Hazel Burnett, a.k.a. Havoc. It’s probably best to read them in series, or wait and read the collected works a year or so from now.

 

If you’re joining me and Hazel on this adventure, fair warning – I have no idea where this series is going, or what is going to happen to these characters. I’m writing into the dark with this series and having a blast doing so.

 

Thanks for taking a chance on these stories.

 

Chris

September 2021
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On a dry day, in daylight, no wind, good soles on her shoes – say, a comfortable pair of sneakers – she would have made it easily. But in the dark, soaked to the bone with a persistent city rain, slick metal underneath the stiff soles of her armoured boots, a raging headache and pain like her nerves were on fire, the odds of successfully leaping between two apartment blocks, from one fire escape to the other, across a narrow alley, were next to impossible. 

Hazel Burnett, a.k.a. Havoc, leapt anyway.

The sole of her right boot slid along the square-edged railing as she climbed onto it. She cursed, teetered over the edge, and stared down at the trash swirling in the wind rushing through the alley. The light from the street caught the paper and plastic as they turned, and Havoc caught herself staring at them, trapped as if she was dazzled by a deep-sea predator, the kind with the lightbulb suspended over their head and jaws. Havoc stared into the abyss, and, predictably, the abyss stared right back at her. She blinked, focused on the rain slapping on the back of her neck, and then lifted her head. 

She refocused. 

She reset. 

She jumped.

Havoc caught the bar of the fire escape of the next building on her right rib. She stifled a cry, grasped for the railing, and held on, feet dangling in the empty air of the dark, wet night. Her head thumped and her nerves blazed. Havoc looked down. She considered letting go, just letting everything go. She took the thought all the way – from impact to implosion when her insides scrambled and burst. If she was lucky, she would land on her head, but she was rarely lucky. Not like that, at least. Ever since she was invalided out of the army and jacked up on experimental drugs, Havoc’s luck was often confused with a unique survival instinct. No matter how hard people tried to kill her, and however hard she tried to accommodate them, Havoc simply couldn’t die if she tried. Which was the most ironic of ironies, as she had little more than a few years to live. 

The doctors at VOC Pharmaceutical gave her three. Tops.

Havoc took a last look down at the trash gusting about in the alley, then lifted her free arm, grabbed the railing in both hands, and pulled herself up. She got her knees onto the lip of the fire escape, then the toe of one boot, stuffing it into the gap beneath the railing, before getting her other leg up and over. She toppled onto the metal landing between the flights of stairs zigzagging up the building, caught her breath, then continued up to the roof.

Jiahao said VOC Pharmaceutical had his father, Zhi, in an apartment on the third floor. Apparently, the company brought Zhi in after letting him go, to work on a new compound of the drug they pumped into Havoc. When Jiahao told Havoc about his father’s situation, he also gave her a message directly from Zhi. Two words, written in haste and crumpled into a cheap serviette.

It works.

Havoc would have sprung Zhi out of the apartment, anyway. But those two words and the wildfire crackling through her nerves, and the industrial digger strip mining the inside of her skull, gave her added incentive. Enough to leap between two buildings in the dark, and to take out the VOC guard on the roof.

He turned as Havoc leapt off the fire escape and charged. The guard, about two inches taller than Havoc, was two seconds too late. Havoc slipped around his pistol hand as he drew his weapon from the holster inside his jacket, grabbed his wrist and yanked on it. She cracked her knee into his groin, butted her head into the side of his face, then used her knee again to break the man’s nose. She adjusted the big purple wig on her head as he went down, pressing her hand to the side of her head and cursing as she picked up the guard’s pistol. Havoc tucked it into the waistband of her combat trousers – soaked black with the rain – and went through the man’s pockets. She found a pair of handcuffs, slipped one around the man’s wrist and then dragged him to the nearest air conditioning pipe and left him there. Another quick search revealed a spare magazine for the Beretta, which she tucked into her pocket. Havoc jacked a round into the chamber and headed for the door into the apartment block.
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