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  Dragon Rising




  “Gargoyle this is Dragon. Over.” The stealth drone hovering in the night sky high above the streets of Vancouver boosted her COM signal so she could communicate with command. Without the signal boost her ability to contact the on duty controller would be sporadic at best.





  “Go ahead, Dragon, this is Gargoyle. Over.”




  She spoke softly into the mike in her helmet.




  “Current readings show grid reference 1-5 is deserted.




  Permission to move to grid reference 1-6.”




  “Acknowledged. Permission granted. Good hunting, Dragon. Gargoyle out.”




  Jesse lowered my arm resting her gloved palm on the butt of her silenced nine-millimeter pistol in the holster on her hip. Her mouth was dry, but she ignored her own physical needs. The mission was too important, hydration could wait. The future depended on her successfully discovering the source of the outbreak.




  Jesse Splint stole a peek around the corner of the damp, slime-coated brick wall of the dank alley.




  The rain slicked pavement and the dark, quiet deserted office towers were all she could see through the night vision ocular units in her helmet. She was unable to detect movement, human, animal, or, thankfully the presence of any undead.




  Two hours wasn’t a lot of time to complete her mission but that was all she’d been given. She had to move fast.




  If she failed she might end up dead, or perhaps undead, but hers was after all a high-risk profession.




  Her breathing was steady and according to the heads up display in her helmet her heart rate and blood pressure were well within the normal range. The helmet also displayed the current time and date.




  A countdown indicator had been added so she was aware of the looming deadline.




  One hour fifty minutes. Time had become her enemy.




  To the untrained eye the streets of the central core of Vancouver appeared deserted, but she knew better. Recent intelligence reports stated the undead lurked around every corner, and in every abandoned building. If at all possible she’d stay in the streets and avoid entering any of the buildings. Staying in the open meant less chance of being cornered by a herd of zoms.




  Not that she was afraid; danger was her chosen profession, her calling. Something her late father never understood when she reluctantly told him she was joining Special Operations. She knew how he’d react when she dropped out of medical school but it was her life and she wanted to serve humanity in her own way.




  She graved action not test tubes.




  Jesse brought the sensor unit screen on the arm band on her left arm to eye level. A red dot on the six by two inch display represented the stealth drone high over the downtown core.
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