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Introduction

 

Run Hide Repeat is a lighthearted short adventure story set in my Reviver universe. It was meant to go in one direction, but with the addition of essence of death, it went somewhere else entirely. I love it when that happens.

 

Run Hide Repeat includes plenty of fightin’, cussin’, and critters. You have been warned.
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1

 

Mack Schilling bumped his Ford Bronco along a dusty track to the very edge of a cliff overlooking the once peaceful Fluxton Valley. He parked, turned the engine off, and reached for the marine binoculars he had in a ruggedized plastic crate in the passenger footwell. The engine ticked as it cooled, and Schilling cast a long and somewhat jaded eye over the cluster of fancy houses with their pretty roofs poking out of the mist and wooded areas bracketing the streets. He heard Jolene Tremble’s pickup pull up alongside his Bronco, and with his gaze still locked on the valley below, he casually swept the burger wrappers and takeout boxes into the footwell when his deputy opened the passenger door.

“Jeez, it smells of burger fart in here, boss.”

Tremble squeezed her long frame into the passenger seat and squirmed her equally long feet, encased in worn leather jungle boots, on either side of the gear and junk on the Bronco’s floor. She plucked an errant slice of fried onion from her jeans and tugged at the hem of her heavy-duty military shirt as she settled. 

“You’ve cut your hair,” Schilling said without lowering the bino’s.

“Yeah, boss,” Tremble said. “Last month, between gigs.”

“Hmm.” Schilling glanced at the forty-something black woman beside him and grinned. “It looks nice, Jolene.”

“Yeah, okay,” she said. “To business?”

“Have at it,” Schilling said.

“Okay…” 

Tremble took a moment to look at her boss, wondering if it was the same plaid shirt he was wearing since last time, and if it was, had it even been washed? Of course, if Schilling had washed, it would be a bonus, but her boss, head of ShanuTek’s so-called Critter Control department, rarely had time to rest let alone wash, as the fifty-something’s scraggly beard and unruly thick brown hair – with a touch of grey – testified. His blue eyes would be bloodshot, she knew, but she also knew it would be from lack of sleep and not drink. Mack Schilling was teetotal and had successfully purged his team of anyone who enjoyed more than one beer before bedtime, and no more than twice a week. With her casual make sure the boss is functioning check over with, Tremble brought him up to speed.

“You’re looking at Fluxton Valley,” she said. “Population just shy of one hundred and thirty residents, over half of which are in the seventy to ninety bracket.” Tremble paused for a comment or a grunt from her boss, but Schilling kept his gaze locked on the valley as he swept the binoculars from one side to the other. “It’s more or less a retirement community, with a handful of young families, a couple of bored teens…”

“Not bored anymore,” Schilling said.

“Yeah,” Tremble said. “This is where it gets interesting. About 3 p.m. Tuesday, one of the boffins at the reviver project fell asleep at the wheel and blasted an area to the north of Fluxton. Winds from the south must have blown the charming smells of humanity…”

“Food and sustenance.”

Tremble nodded, and said, “Right into the noses of whatever critters the boffins revived.”
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