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The young man whistled in outright disbelief.


'This is some weapon's locker.'


The captain knelt between one of the metal aisles as his subordinate wandered to inspect the various arms and armour held to the walls, ceilings and shelved aisles with cold, metal hooks.


A hellish green light shone dismally from the centre of the room, casting a pale sheen on the weapons and their holders, and an eerie glow onto two sweating faces. In a single shaft of bright light erupting from a tiny window opposite the doorway, a few dust motes hovered and settled.


The captain looked across the floor to where the light shaft fell and saw how the dust had been disturbed.


Footprints.


Footprints in the dust. Shit! Someone had beaten them to their goal. Swiftly, he rose, hefting the rifle cocked in-between his elbow and side, scanning the empty aisle.


His subordinate continued to talk.


'Hell, it's more like an arsenal in here. They've got every damned weapon I know of.'


Shut up. Shut up!


There was a clanking sound: metal against metal. The younger man let out a whoop of joy. 


'Hey, Rio! Come take a look at this!'


Shit. He would have to go after him. Shit fucking shit fucking shit fucking - 


He rounded the corner at the end of the aisle, the window now directly above him. A few dust motes rippled in the shaft of light in his wake, swirling down and down, in and out of the light, following an invisible line.


Keeping his back to one side of the aisle, his boots making no sound at all on the rough concrete of the floor, he scrutinised the opposite passageway along the ends of the aisles quickly and without a sound.


No one but his inferior was in sight.


'Hey captain. Glad you've decided to join me at last.'


'Shut up Kev. Keep your overgrown mouth tight shut.'


'Keeping his back to the man he called Kev, he guarded the way before him, checking every aisle to his right as he passed them. Slowly, he reached the man, who was half-crouched, half-standing on the floor by a lengthy shelf in this, the last aisle. A white blanket, distorted by what was underneath it was the only thing that lay on the shelf. From a neatly folded-back corner of the blanket peeked the shiny silver barrel of an unused flamethrower. On the shelf above hung several belts holding pineapple grenades.


At the other end of the aisle, a small copper tap slowly dripped water from a height into a white china basin. Every three seconds, one of those drops of water fell due to the force of gravity and hit the pool of other drops below at less than ten times its own speed. 


'Cover that passage.' Rio remarked, his voice a deep husky whisper.


Drip.


Kev stood up fast at first, the crinkling of his pants echoing dimly around the room. The captain delivered him a harsh stare, and the inferior crawled to a stand much slower.


Drip.


Drip.


'What the hell's going on, Rio?'


'Footprints. Footprints in the dust.'


Kev swallowed quickly.


Drip.


Clink. Drip.


'What was that?'


The captain swung his rifle up, more in line with the end of the passageway. His eyes flicked from aisle to aisle, from his weapon and from the young, inexperienced man standing nervously beside him.


Drip.


'There it goes again.'


'No, it's just the tap.'


'I'm telling you it was-'


Suddenly, a blurred brown shape skittered across the floor some seven meters from Rio's gun barrel. There was a short whine, a flash of light, and the rat exploded in a myriad of blood-drops, furry skin and guts. Only its tail sat whole to mark where it had once sat.


Kev chuckled in his relief and said, 'Shit, you had me pissing my own pants there, Rio.'


The captain relaxed his arms; allowed his rifle to drop its fierce gaze. The briefest flicker of a smile seemed to begin on his face, and then there was another clink, louder than the last. It came from a corner of the room diagonal to them.


Both men regarded each other with wide eyes. Rio moved back, trusting in his inferior's aim, and pushed the blanket to the back of the shelf.


Revealing the flamer and several fuel canisters.


'Keep watch.' He said, seeing Kev was too busy looking at the new piece of weaponry. The younger man complied diligently, yet grumpily.


Slowly, as if he were unfamiliar with the weapon and its loading methods, he screwed one of the hand-sized canisters into place under and before the flamethrower's large barrel. 


Taking another and putting it into his jacket pocket, he brought up the wide leather strap and placed it on his shoulder. Then, with both hands, he lifted up the heavy weapon with a grunt. Slinging his rifle onto his other shoulder, he picked up a belt of five grenades and handed them to Kev.


The younger inferior looked up, as if he too were unfamiliar with the methods of using this weapon. Rio nodded sharply and gave the other man a brief smile.


'Now,' he said, 'let's get the fuck out of here.'


Grinning, Kev nodded too, and gripped the ends of his rifle. The five grenades were already attached to his waist.

