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BANDOLIER

 

a sci-fi horror short

 

 

 

The moon’s atmosphere was more chaotic than usual, not that the pilot cared. His ship was more than capable and his racing mind was searching for any distraction. Acidic rain peppered the viewport as he guided the stealth fighter through a thick and menacing haze. Lightning bolts flashed through the clouds. His grip tightened on the yoke as he fought to steady his nerves. The haze parted after a brief descent, revealing a hellscape of jagged rock.

And so it began.

The ship, a dark and slender craft with a knife-like edge, was designed to slice through any climate with ease. Its twin ionic engines were encased in blast shielding that dampened sound and light. Most of its victims never saw it coming. And on this particular approach, it was an advantage that the pilot sorely wished to leverage.

But the cannons remained cold.

For the moment, the fighter was a simple shuttle.

A dull blue light appeared in the distance. It was nestled at the base of two large mountains and hovered atop a sheet of fog. The light pulsed ever so slightly, like a demonic eye beckoning its prey. The man loosened his grip and took a deep breath, anticipating the crackle of static that followed.

“Kizzek voch un mesha,” said a robotic voice through the intercom.

“Nora hosh enuka,” the man said quickly, lest he face a barrage of interceptor missiles.

The intercom crackled away.

And that was that.

Voice scan confirmed.

Access code confirmed.

He knew this because he was still breathing. Nobody visited the Mako Brotherhood on a whim. At least, not without immediately meeting one’s maker. The man, on the other hand, was an esteemed member. Nevertheless, every approach needed verification, no matter what remote world the criminal sect currently occupied.
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