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CHAPTER ONE

When Kyran walked into the Randy Badger dressed in a fancy overcoat with his slicked back hair, he knew that dingy bar was the place he’d been looking for. A lilting county twang floated from the juke box, mixing with the haze of cigarette smoke floating in the stale air. The patrons were sparse, a few playing cards in the corner, others staring at him from a booth off to the side, but none at the bar.


The juiced up bouncer by the door looked disappointed at the tall rich man with the jet black hair, looking like he was ready for some rowdy customers to knock about. Kyran gave him the smallest of smirks; if the roided up idiot only knew what the well dressed man was capable of.


The bartender pretended to look nonchalant with a few swipes of his cloth on the counter; but his wide curious eyes gave him away. He wasn’t used to seeing guys like this wandering around in this dead town.


“What’ll it be, mister?” He asked, leaning on one hand and cocking his head. He looked like he’d been around the block a few times, but that was par for the course in a town like this.


“I will take a double of your finest twenty five year old scotch. Neat.” Kyran raised his chin as he reached the bar, eyebrows raising at the sly grin emerging on the bartender’s face.


“Buddy, I don’t know where you think you are, but we ain’t in the big city,” he drawled, spreading his arms. “We’re in the middle of fracking country. Now look, if you want some kickass whiskey, I can get you something that’ll fuck you up so bad you’ll wake up in the morning two towns over, missing your pants.”


Kyran slid onto one of the barstools with unusual grace for his tall frame. “I accept,” he said simply, and the bartender shot him a bewildered gaze. It was a weird way to answer his diatribe, but he reached under the bar for the unmarked bottle there.


Was serving homemade whiskey illegal in a licensed establishment? Yes. Did it matter in this town, where it was the sheriff’s own brother that made the swill in his basement? Nope. However, the flask that the newcomer had produced that was dribbling a thick red liquid into his glass… that was definitely not allowed.


“Whoa, whoa, buddy, you can’t be doing that,” the bartender leaned forward, as if he were letting Kyran in on a secret. “We might be in the middle of nowhere, but we still have rules, yeah?”


The man’s eyes sparkled with amusement as he produced his leather wallet with a flourish, and slipped a fifty dollar bill onto the counter. He laid a finger on it and slid it towards the working man, a ghost of a smile on his face.


“And rule number one is that for fifty bucks, you can do whatever you damn well please,” the bartender grinned toothily at him.


“Well, within some reason,” a sultry female voice cut in, and Kyran turned to see a red haired bombshell glide up to the bar. She hopped up onto the stool next to him, and looked up at him with bright green eyes. He raked his eyes over the tight jeans and casual baby blue blouse that was just sheer enough to show the line of a tank top underneath. She smelled like jasmine and fresh cut grass with an underlying musk that was all woman, and it took all of his willpower not to consume her right there.


“You mean that fifty dollars is not enough for me to have my way with you?” His voice was a low husk, and her full pouty lips twisted into an amused smirk.


“All you’re going to be able to do with that is buy me a drink and take pleasure in watching me walk back to my table,” she replied, and he immediately snapped his fingers at the bartender. The man behind the counter obliged easily, having pegged this rich guy as a proverbial cash cow. The more fifties this guy dropped the better, and if it was at the expense of the hot redhead who’d been steaming up the windows in the corner, then so be it.


“Well, thank you darlin’.” The woman inclined her head as she watched her drink being made. “So, what’s your story? You look a little overdressed for this blue collar crowd.”


“I am Kyran, and I have traveled a great distance to look for a very special person,” he replied, words dripping from his lips like silk as he extended his hand to her.


“Traveling the world and looking for love?” She raised an eyebrow as she shook his offered hand. “Aw, are you one of those hopeless romantic types?”


“Something like that,” Kyran replied wryly, disappointed when the warm flesh of her palm left his. Her hand was soft in that way that only a woman’s could be. It looked delicate but he could feel power there, a strength thrumming just beneath the surface that intrigued him immensely.


“Well, I wish you the best of luck, although I gotta say, you aren’t going to find too many hopeless romantics in this town,” she said as she grabbed her drink from the counter. She stood up from the barstool and chuckled. “Just plain hopeless? Oh yeah, this town is packed with those. Well, it used to be before the wells got shut down and most everybody left. Pretty sure a quarter of the town is in this room at the moment.” She motioned to the smattering of patrons behind her with a shrug. It was a sad state of affairs, this town.


Kyran swirled his cocktail beneath his nose, inhaling the tantalizing scent and then taking a sip, keeping his eyes locked on the woman’s slender throat. “I do appreciate your candor…” he trailed off, realizing that he’d never gotten her name even though he’d offered his.


“Rose,” she supplied, and he smiled. His favorite flower. He enjoyed peeling back the layers, each satin petal revealing another smoother one beneath. 

“Rose, yes,” he continued, “like I said, I do greatly appreciate your candor. It is refreshing in this day and age.” It was refreshing in any day and age, really, but he wasn’t about to get into that with her. He had always been impressed with a woman that would tell it like it is. Especially one with such luscious hips.


“I guess it is, isn’t it?” She sighed and shrugged again, raising her glass to him. “Well, you have a good evening, Kyran. And enjoy my walk back.” She winked at him and turned, and he lowered his gaze to her perfectly heart shaped ass as she did.


“Rose.” The name left his lips before he could control it, and she turned her big doe eyes back on him. They were curious, and hid a sharpness beneath that he knew he shouldn’t take for granted. There was no naiveté in that stare, though a man less calculating might think so. Kyran, however, was very calculating.


“Yeah, hon?” She drawled the question, leaning a little to the side, her free hand tracing the waistband of her jeans before resting there.


“Seeing as how you are confident I am not going to find who I am looking for in this town, I was wondering if you would care to join me for a while,” he said with an impish smile. “I’ve spent the last week visiting nearby towns and coming up empty. It has been a long and lonely road, and I could use some company.” His words didn’t come out sounding as pathetic as he’d thought they would, and he saw no pity in her gaze. Her full lips curled up into a sly little smile.


“You want company, huh?” Rose asked, eyes twinkling with mischief. “Hm. A few questions before I agree.”


He nodded, interested to hear what this vixen’s stipulations were. He didn’t think they would be too outrageous. And he couldn’t help but be more and more impressed by her forwardness. This woman definitely had an eye out for her own safety and comfort.


“You gonna buy the drinks?” She held up a finger to signify her first question.


“Just as a gentleman should,” he replied.


“And you aren’t gonna try to show me your dick later?” She raised an eyebrow to go with her second finger.


“Those types of appearances are by request only,” he responded easily, and she nodded.


“You don’t bite, do you?” She asked, and he grinned wickedly. “I’m just messing with you.” She laughed, and slid back up onto the barstool. “Barkeep, another round for my buddy and me!” She crossed her legs and leaned on the counter, twirling a lock of her hair around her finger playfully. 

“Let us make life easy,” Kyran said and slid a hundred dollar bill across the counter. “Just leave us the bottle if you wouldn’t mind.” There was nothing money couldn’t procure in this world.


“Oh, thanks, mister,” the bartender replied, and left the bottle in between their two glasses. In addition to making their lives easier, it made his job much easier; and more lucrative, to be sure.


“So tell me, Kyran, where’re you from?” Rose asked as she poured their drinks with practiced ease. He wondered if she’d been a bartender in her life, or perhaps she was just an alcoholic. Though he didn’t think so. If she were, she’d likely have been sloppy at this point in the night. No, this woman carried herself with poise despite her blunt nature.


“I will be honest, I have spent so much time traveling and visited so many places that my beginnings are but a faded memory.” He swirled the amber liquid in his glass wistfully.


“Oh, come on now, don’t bullshit me,” she scoffed. “You have to know where you’re from. I mean unless you hit your head and got a case of amnesia.”


“Best I can do is tell you that it is someplace in eastern Europe,” he replied, and downed the drink in one fell swoop. “With so many wars over the years I am not even sure the village still exists. If it does, it would be a far cry from what it was when I entered this life.”


“Now now, you can’t be that old,” Rose furrowed her brow with a shy smile. “You don’t look a day over forty.” That shyness didn’t reach her eyes, however, and he didn’t miss the slight inflection on the number ‘forty’. He didn’t want to get too excited; he was quite sure she was playing with him, but he wasn’t one hundred percent sure. And there was no reason to get invested in a woman that wasn’t one hundred percent.


“That’s very kind of you to say, Rose,” Kyran replied, chuckling as he produced his flask to mix another drink. “But I assure you, I’m older than I appear.”


“Well don’t you worry hon.” She winked and ignored the strange goo that he was adding to his whiskey. “I like older men.”


“Perhaps, then, my long search could be at an end.” He lowered his eyes to her plump lips and she threw her head back in a laugh.


“Yeah, gonna need a few more drinks before then,” she promised him, and he simply refilled her glass in response.


“My pleasure,” he told her with a grin.


By the time the bottle was empty, the bar was as well. The bouncer stood at the door, arms crossed, watching the clock tick down in hopes that he’d get to throw these two out. At least he’d throw the fancy dressed guy out. The redhead, he’d make sure to get a good feel for her first.


Unfortunately for him, Kyran led Rose out the door with one minute to spare and another hundred dollar bill on the counter. She stumbled a little over the threshold, and he grasped her elbow tightly to keep her from totally bowling over.


She grasped his bicep with a giggle, and threw her free arm around his neck. Once she was back firmly on her feet, he took her small waist in his hands and gently pushed her away from him.


“That was quite an enjoyable evening, Rose,” he offered politely. This was the sloppiness that he’d been worried about. But the woman beneath the booze was everything he wanted, everything he needed, he could smell it on her. He salivated at the very thought, and let her stumble ahead of him.


“Aw come on, hon, the night is still young!” she proclaimed, spreading her arms and spinning around.


“I’m afraid our relationship must change at this time,” Kyran said, face betraying no expression. He dropped his car keys on the asphalt and Rose swaggered a few steps towards his car.


“You sure you’re okay to drive? My place isn’t too far, we could just walk,” she said as she reached out the lean on the car, sliding something long and sharp from inside her loose fitting blouse. The glazed look in her eyes slipped away as she straightened her shoulders and whipped around. “Or you can just lay down right here!” She’d wanted to catch him in the back as he picked up his keys, but he was gone.


Her heart pounded in her ears as she gripped the stake tightly, standing up perfectly straight now, body at attention. She’d wanted to get him farther away from the bar to ensure the least amount of civilian interference, but when he’d dropped his keys she’d seen her chance. Now she realized she’d been overconfident, and this asshole was a lot older and smarter than she’d originally thought.


She strained her ears for any kind of noise, though she knew that these assholes were as stealthy as they come. She moved like a cat between the cars, senses on high alert. She knew she hadn’t lost him, and that he was likely stalking her now, knowing that she knew what he was. This definitely hadn’t gone according to plan.


Silence.


She looked left, and then right, and then up, just in time to see a gleefully grinning Kyran drop down onto her.






CHAPTER TWO

“So, what do you know about our trainer?” Briggs asked nervously, standing up as straight as he could. He wanted to make a good impression. He hadn’t thought he would end up in training so fast, but he didn’t want to look a gift horse in the mouth. He wanted to show the higher ups that they’d made the right choice.


“Heard he’s a real hardass, but he’s trained some of the Agency’s best people,” Franks replied with a shrug as he hopped from foot to foot. He was just happy to get into some hands on learning. He was so sick of sitting at a desk all day. He didn’t belong in the classroom. He belonged out in the field, kicking the crap out of demons. He cracked his knuckles.


They were in one of the Agency warehouses, deep in the belly of weapon research and development. There were workers and scientists standing at tables here and there, clicking and clacking as they put together and took apart various weapons and prototypes.


“At least we’ll be in good hands, right?” Briggs asked, glancing to the other side at Dale, who was leaning casually against the wall, tapping away at his phone. He just wanted to get this over with so they could go to lunch. There was a really cute chick that washed dishes in the mess hall that he was sure he could get to go out with him if he just asked her out enough times.


Robinson rolled his eyes, the tallest of the four. He opened his mouth to berate Briggs for being a pussy, but a loud yelling bark cut him off.


“Alright, line up!” The voice cried, and the four recruits immediately snapped to attention. Straight backs, face forward, hands at their sides. Regardless of personal preference and experience, they were trained military.


“Eyes on me, motherfuckers,” the voice belonged to a four foot tall midget, and the recruits glanced nervously at each other in disbelief. He had broad shoulders and a smooth bald head, and strutted in like he was the biggest man in the building. “You probably think you’re hot shit, that you are standing here because you’re the best of the best.” 

He stopped in front of Dale, turned on his heel, and started to pace in front of them. “News flash, needledicks, you are not the best of the best. You’re merely the best we could fucking find. Take a look beside you.” He raised a hand and undulated it back and forth in a tick-tock motion. “The men on either side of you aren’t going to be able to help you out. From this fucking moment forward, you are on your own!” 

He stopped short, pointing a finger right up into Briggs’ nervous face. “If you succeed, it’s because you’re strong enough. If you fail, it’s because you’re a pussy, and you should feel ashamed that you wasted my time! And when that happens, I fully expect a fucking apology letter in my mailbox, unless you want me to visit you at home!”


Briggs stifled a whimper, blinking rapidly at the tiny man’s fist so close to his eyeballs. Franks rolled his eyes and the midget reeled on him, having spotted it in his periphery.


“Did you just roll your fucking eyes at me, maggot?” He cocked his head, eyes menacing, and Franks at least had the intelligence to look nervous.


“I’m... I’m sorry, sir,” he stammered, and his superior waved for him to bend down to his level. Franks hesitated a moment, not realizing what he was supposed to do, until the midget snapped his fingers and pointed at the ground. He flushed with embarrassment, and slowly sank to his knees on the hard concrete floor.


“Something you need to understand, boy,” his superior said, voice low and menacing, but still loud enough for the others to hear. “You ain’t half the man I am. And given that I am already half a man, what the fuck does that say about you?” He turned and waved flippantly at the recruit to stand up, and Franks slowly got back to his feet, face cherry red. 

Dale snickered.


“Did I say something to fucking amuse you?” The midget stepped in front of him and the recruit realized in that moment that this little guy definitely had the presence of a bigger man. He exuded power, and if Dale wasn’t careful he wasn’t sure he’d make it to lunch in one piece.


“No, sir, I apologize for my outburst, sir!” He declared loudly.


“Holy fucking balls, man, that is one thick accent,” his superior raised an eyebrow. “What hillbilly republic are you from?”


“Uh, Alabama, sir,” Dale cleared his throat.


“Alabama, huh?” The midget chuckled. “As fate would have it, I know some fucking trivia about Alabama. Would you like to hear it?”


Dale cleared his throat again, and then nodded, thinking maybe he didn’t really have a choice in the matter anyway.


“Do you know what they call a fifteen year old Alabama girl who can run faster than her brothers?” His superior sneered up at him, and Dale shook his head. “Virgin,” came the finishing blow.


Dale’s face flushed as red as Franks’, and he croaked a few times before any words came out. “But I… I never fucked my sister.”


“Well then, maybe we should have recruited her because you must be a slow ass motherfucker,” the midget replied, and Dale’s mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. “Oh for fuck’s sake, don’t tell me you’re the Forrest Gump kinda slow too! Goddamn, at least that goofy motherfucker could run like the wind.”


Robinson was growing tired of this tirade quickly, and cleared his throat loudly.


“Alright, Too Tall, you got something to say?” His superior strolled up.


“Just wondering how someone of your stature thinks it’s wise to run his mouth like that,” Robinson said, ever the picture of a stoic soldier. “Sir.”


The shorter man couldn’t help but me impressed by the balls on this recruit, lanky though he was. “Man, you are a bold one, Too Tall,” he said, “I wonder, would you be willing to help me demonstrate the first lesson?”


Robinson grinned, puffing his chest out a bit. “Yes sir, I’d be happy to.”


The midget lashed out and grabbed the large recruit’s ankle, jerking it up while kicking his own boot towards Robinson’s rear ankle. The swift movement sent him into a full split onto the concrete, and the tall man groaned in pain, flopping to the side in shock. He clutched at his crotch and rolled over to the side, and the other three recruits recoiled, fighting the urge to hold their own genitals in sympathy.


“Lesson number one,” the midget declared, holding up a thick finger. “Don’t fuck with a strong person who has a low center of gravity. Now, let’s move on to lesson-”


“Excuse me, Agent TnT?” A young dark skinned asked, hands clasped studiously behind his back.


The recruits’ eyes all widened, even Robinson who was still on the floor. They’d heard of TnT. Everyone had. But from the retellings and rumors, they’d all imagined a giant guy. Not this.


“You better have a good goddamn reason to interrupt my lesson,” TnT turned away from the crumpled recruit to look the newcomer in the face. He wore a pristine white lab coat, black slacks, and a pair of thin rimmed glasses. There was a no. 2 pencil smartly angled behind his right ear, and he looked like he’d just walked out of a stock photo shoot for male nurses.


“I’m terribly sorry sir, but there is a call from the Boss, and he says it’s urgent,” the young man bowed slightly, and the midget nodded, appreciating the manners on this kid.


“Very well, then,” he said, “who are you and what’s your name?”


“Baptiste, sir, I’m your new attache,” came the reply. “Whatever you may need, equipment, research, I’m your man.” He straightened up and offered a small smile that reached his eyes.


“Well, Baptiste,” TnT grinned. “Let me ask you then, do you know any yo momma jokes?” 

“Excuse me, sir?” The attache furrowed his brow. He couldn’t be serious?


“It’s a simple question,” the midget replied. “You said you’re here for whatever I may need. Do you know any yo momma jokes?”


The young man shrugged. “Yes sir, plenty.” 

“Fantastic.” TnT stepped beside him and motioned to Robinson. “You see that man there, the one clutching his recently destroyed manhood?”


“Yes, sir,” Baptiste frowned, his own balls tightening at the sight.


“Good,” the midget clapped him on the back. “You are to stand here and ridicule this man until I return.” The young man looked down at him incredulously, then at the moaning recruit, and back again. “Well, what are you waiting for?” TnT asked impatiently.


“Yo momma is like a bag of chips,” Baptiste said with a shrug as he stepped over to the recruit. “She’s Free-To-Lay.”


TnT barked a laugh. “You’re going to go far in the Agency, kid.”






CHAPTER THREE

TnT hopped into his office chair, swiveling it back and forth a few times before pulling against the desk to face his computer monitor.


“What can I do for you, Boss?” The midget asked, saluting the older man on the screen. He had slicked back salt and pepper hair, and a perfectly shaped beard with not a lock out of place.


“Sorry to pull you away from training the new recruits,” he said, soft crinkling eyes conveying his apology. “How are they doing?”


“It’s been a painful process for one of them.” TnT shrugged with a smirk. “But I’ll mold them into something useful.”


“That’s good to hear, but I’m afraid we’re going to have to put that on hold for the moment.” The Boss pursed his lips and folded his hands in front of him. “We have a situation.” Those were words that no Agent ever wanted to hear. They bore a weight with them that dragged even the most experienced man’s stomach to the floor.


“What’s happening?” The midget’s lips curled into a pensive twist. Something big must have been going on if they were interrupting training. The Agency needed new recruits badly. That’s why they’d given TnT so many at once, and greener than he would have liked before getting to this point.


“Agent Rose has been investigating mass disappearances in some small fracking towns,” the Boss said, and his face shrunk into a smaller frame as he showed a map on the screen. “There is a trio of small towns that were built around a giant dirt racing track. Over the past few weeks, several dozen people have gone missing in that area. Locals thought it was because the work dried up and people just moved on, but long time residents have also disappeared.”


“So what’s Rose found?” TnT asked. “What are we up against?”


“We don’t know,” the Boss replied. “The last communication we got from her was twenty-four hours ago. She missed her last two check-ins.”


“She’s missing?” The midget was incredulous. Something definitely was going bad in those fracking towns if it got the best of Rose. She was one of the Agency’s elite. He clenched and unclenched a fist. This wasn’t good.


“Yeah.” The Boss nodded. “And you are the closest field agent we have. It’s about a two hour chopper ride to the dirt track, which will be the drop off point. They do demolition derby events and stunt shows there, so there will be plenty of cars. Baptiste will assemble a kit for you with enough cash to acquire a ride. There are a couple of good ole boys who run the place, and from what Rose told me, they love greenbacks and are always in the market to sell.”


“Which of the three towns should I head to first?” 

“Head north, to Struckerville,” the Boss instructed, “based on Rose’s last report there is a dive bar in the middle of town. That should be your best bet.”


“Alright sir, I’m on it.” TnT nodded. “I’ll bring her back.”


“Whatever you need, let me know,” the Boss promised.


The midget saluted. “Sir.”






CHAPTER FOUR

Helicopter blades cut through the still desert air, reverberating sharply across the empty track. The shoosh, shooshshooosh was an unusual sight in such a small town, but the noise wasn’t a problem for the residents of the Blackwell’s Demolition Track. 

The chopper landed next to a giant ramp with a row of beat up muscle cars lined up behind it, swirling dust in tiny tornadoes. TnT hopped down from the side, saluting the pilot and receiving one in return. He slung his duffel bag over his shoulder as the aircraft lifted off again, whipping wind loudly with its ascent.


As the chopper disappeared into the distance, TnT strode off towards the row of cars to have a look. He was a bit of a muscle car enthusiast, and was pretty excited to secure a ride here. They looked well loved, to say the least, but there was pretty much every make and model imaginable, and the Agent eyed his selection with glee and care. How to decide?


“It’s a midget, it’s a midget!” A high pitched male voice screeched, and TnT dropped his bag, adopting a defensive stance immediately. A large man lumbered towards him, massive arms swinging back and forth like a gorilla. “Look, George, it’s a midget!”


“Whoa, calm down there, big fella,” TnT held his hands up, palms out, eyebrows raised. What the hell was this guy’s damage?


“Can I toss him? Please, George?” The big man stopped and hopped back and forth from foot to foot, looking like an excited kid in a candy store. He had sandy brown hair and blue eyes, the kind of all-American look that was classic on a Calvin Klein model but not so on this oaf. His glassy eyed gaze gave the impression of low intelligence, and the way the eyeballs seemed to bug out made him almost look alien.


“The fuck?” TnT blurted. A shorter skinnier man jogged up to them, putting a calming hand on the gorilla’s shoulder. He had similar features, though a leaner stature, and a whole lot less crazy in his tired eyes.


“Sorry Nick, he’s not like your friends at the county fair,” George said gently. “I don’t think he’d like that too much.” Nick’s lower lip quivered, and his gaze shot to the ground, shoulders slumping. “Aw, come on, Nick, it’ll be okay. Why don’t you go inside and play your game?”


The gorilla immediately stood up and smiled brightly. “Okay! Bye, mister midget!” He waved a gargantuan hand and turned, scampering back the way he’d come.


“What the fuck just happened?” TnT eyed George warily.


“Sorry bud, please forgive my brother,” the thin man scratched the back of his head nervously. “I’m afraid our act has taken its toll on him.”


“Your act?” The midget crossed his arms.


“Yeah, we’re the Badass Blackwells,” George motioned to the boards on the far side of the track. The font looked almost like graffiti paint, and the logo was a silhouette of two guys standing in front of a muscle car. It was—TnT had to admit to himself—pretty badass. 

From the looks of it, the silhouettes were Nick and George, given the respective ape and beanpole shapes of the bodies.


“I do all the driving,” George continued, “and my brother is the car surfer.”


“Look man,” TnT sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose, “I know I got shit to do, but I gotta fuckin’ ask. What in god’s name is a car surfer?”


“Well, Nick’s big move is to stand on the roof of the car as I drive around the track, like he’s surfing,” his new acquaintance explained. “Once people got bored of that, he wanted to add in a wrinkle.” He pointed to the giant ramp looming over them like a monument of insanity. 

“I’m guessing that didn’t go well?” TnT inquired hesitantly.


“Man, it went fan-fucking-tastic!” George blurted, eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. “The crowd went wild! We got four million hits on YouTube! Some of the big morning shows put it on the tee-vee!”


The midget sighed. “I meant for Nick.”


“Oh, Nick?” The thin man scratched his head again, having the decency to look a little ashamed. “Yeah, he got fucked up pretty good. When the car landed, the front end dug into the ground, and then launched him up like a catapult. He must have done five, six flips in the air before landing on his head. Doctors spent six hours removing the pieces of helmet from his scalp. Those helmet people gave him a sponsorship deal out of it though, so he’s happy.”


“Christ, I miss civilization already,” TnT muttered, pinching the bridge of his nose again.


“I didn’t catch that,” George prompted, leaning forward and cupping his ear.


“Nothing.” The midget waved him off and then shouldered his duffel bag again, eager to get moving. “You got a car for me?”


“Yeah, right this way,” came the reply, and George led his tiny acquaintance to the row of cars, all dented and dinged up. There were different colors of paint scratched across the surfaces from multiple collisions. “They ain’t much to look at, but they’re fast as hell, pack a lot of power, and will get you where you need to go.”


“Did Baptiste relay my special requirements?” TnT asked, and ran his hand along the driver’s window of a dark purple GTO.


“Yeah, he did,” George replied with a nod. “You can go ahead and pick any car you want. We have them all rigged up with hand controls for the kiddie demolition derby next weekend.”


“Man, y’all need some cable TV in the worst possible way.” The midget ran a hand down his face in exasperation.


“Nah, we’re outdoorsy types in these parts.” George grinned, revealing crooked yellowed teeth with more than a few spaces peppered throughout his mouth.


TnT strolled down the row of cars, and stopped in front of a jet black ‘72 Boss 302 Mustang. He ran a finger up the hood with a ghost of a smile on his face, enjoying the mean beastly look of the machine. It looked like it was ready to spring into action, roar to life, strike fear into the cold dead hearts of his enemies.


“Mind if I take this one?” He asked, delight dancing in his eyes.


“You have some great taste in cars,” George commented. “The keys are in it, ready to go. Where you headed?”


“Struckerville,” TnT replied.


“Good deal.” The lanky man pointed across the track to the open gate. “Just head out that exit, hang a right, then straight on for a few miles. You can’t miss it.”


“Thanks.” The midget reached into the duffel bag and produced a thick wad of cash, tossing it over. “Here you go.”


“Pleasure doing business with you.” George used the stack of money to salute his tiny new friend, flashing his graveyard of a mouth once again.


TnT opened the door and tossed in his bag, jumping into the driver’s seat with stellar grace. He fired up the car and grinned at the throaty roar of the engine. He ran his hands lovingly across the steering wheel, and grasped the paddles on either side for the gas and brake. They were crudely set up, but not the worst he’d ever used, and he punched the gas hard, spinning the wheels in a fabulous display of torque.


The engine sucked in air like a hoover of death, thrumming beneath him, a thundering bass roiling deep in his gut. TnT smirked at the vibration in the seat; he couldn’t wait to get the lovely Agent Rose into this car.






CHAPTER FIVE

The bar in the middle of town had a few dejected workers hanging out at a few of the tables despite it being the afternoon. TnT strolled in as if he owned the place, eyes swinging around to assess his surroundings with expert speed.


The ‘roided up bouncer seemed like he would be the sole problem.


“What do you want, little man?” He puffed out his chest, standing as tall as he could over TnT’s four foot frame.


“I’m looking for a woman,” the midget replied calmly, not intimidated in the least.


“Aw, did you lose your mommy?” The bouncer sneered, and more than a few of the card players at the far table guffawed at the joke.


“You know, I always hate coming to these backwoods inbred cousin fucking shitburgs of civilization because everybody is just so goddamn stupid,” TnT spoke up, his stance still as relaxed as ever. “I mean come on, a little man and a mommy joke? That’s all you got? Take some pride in your insults, dig deep, think of something creative. Or hell, at the very least, take a break from cranking your steroid shrunk micro-cock to MILF porn and google some good insults.”


The silence was deafening. Even the bartender froze, cloth in hand against the age worn wood of the counter, toothpick hanging from his lip and threatening to fall to the dusty floor.


“But you know, I will give this to y’all,” TnT continued, “this dumb shit bouncer is a brave motherfucker.” The onlookers were confused by this. After that whole tirade, he was complimenting his opponent?


“Huh? Why’s he brave?” A thickly accented voice called from the back, and the midget grinned.


“It takes a brave man to talk shit to someone at dick level,” he said simply, and then head-butted the bouncer straight in the balls. The surprised beast fell to his knees with a grunt, and TnT immediately jammed his thick fingers into his nostrils, dragging him across the floor to the table of horrified onlookers.


“Now who has seen this woman?” He slammed a photo down on the wood, causing their beer glasses to clink dangerously. “Anybody?” The picture had come from Baptiste, a printout of one of a candid shot somebody had snapped of Rose. She was in a pale yellow sundress and white flip flops, superstar sunglasses perched on her head, holding back her long red tresses from blowing in her face.


The men glanced at each other in a panic, none of them knowing what to say or how to deal with the situation. TnT snatched up the photo and held it up to the bouncer’s face, hauling him closer by his now very sore nose.


“Alright pencil dick, do you know this woman?” He demanded.


“I… I duddo her dabe…” He stammered, voice impeded by the little torpedoes blocking his airways. TnT removed them and shoved the bouncer down with his surprisingly strong foot, holding him to the wood floor. “She’s been coming in here the last week and drinking alone. A couple of nights ago she met some well dressed dude.”


“Who the fuck is he and where do I find him?” TnT asked, leaning forward on his foot, slowly crushing his opponent’s throat as he did so.


“He never told me his name!” The guy croaked. “I’ve seen him around town. He’s been renovating some office over on 3rd. I always see him when I’m driving home from my shift!”


“Driving home?” TnT narrowed his eyes. “Who the hell does office renovations at night? Wouldn’t people be complaining?”


“Man I swear, I don’t know,” the bouncer pleaded, dark eyes wide and glassy. “This town is dying, so people are probably just happy there’s money being put in. Or hell, man, maybe the neighbors are already gone.”


The midget stepped back, leaving the bouncer to clutch at his throat and nuts in the fetal position. TnT humphed and snatched up one of the glasses of beer, opening his throat to down the entire thing in one fell swoop. He slammed it down on the table, pocketed the photo, and then stepped over the moaning man on the floor.


As he swept out of the bar, the one of the men at the table stared at his empty beer glass in disdain. But he glanced down at the floor; he knew better than to protest this little firecracker lest he end up like the broken bouncer at his feet.


That evening, TnT hopped out of the car outside of the offending office building. It was a ghost town over there, and he thought maybe the bouncer had been right that the neighbors had already left. Well dressed guys doing renovations in a ghost town office building only at night did not bode well for anyone. And there was no way that things were as they seemed in this situation. Especially with enemies that had managed to pull one over on one of the Agency’s top elite.


He popped the trunk and dug through his duffel bag. He selected a wild west holster with two slots, and filled them with his two ten inch mini chainsaws. He rummaged until he found his multi-purpose medium sized chainsaw and strapped it to his back. With a series of zzzzzt’s and clicks, he was suited up and ready for his mission.


He glanced around, and regardless of whether or not the owner of this building was really here for renovations, it was clear that there had been actual construction going on at some point. There was caution tape, broken walls, debris and workbenches all along the inside of the fence, and that was just the outside of the building. He didn’t think this equipment was all for show.


He stayed low and skirted the building, finding a few guys casually guarding the front entrance. TnT shook his head at their uselessness, and slipped through an opening in the gate to reach the side door he’d spotted earlier. Upon examining one of the work benches and noting a thin layer of dust on one of the wrenches, his theory about the tools not being props confirmed.


The inside was a disaster. There was plastic sheeting hanging everywhere, and more benches full of tools along the walls. In the center of the wide open space he’d walked in on there was a giant hole in the cement, with prison bars across the whole top. That definitely wasn’t standard office fare. He knelt at the edge, squinting down into the gaping hole, and wondered what the hell anyone needed to keep in there. 

He swept the hole with a flashlight; no sign of Rose.


There was a shuffle and a sigh and he pressed himself against the wall, peering slowly through a doorway. Moonlight streamed through the window to dimly light the area, and he caught sight of a woman sitting on the floor in shackles. She was clad in jeans and a dank looking blouse, with a matted but very familiar shade of red hair.


TnT scoured the area with his eyes, making sure they didn’t have company, and then rushed into the room. He skidded in front of her, and she simply blinked, the only indication that she was at all surprised by his arrival. 

“Holy shit girl, I always had my suspicions about how kinky you were, but I never thought you were the chained to an office wall type,” he joked as he reached up to examine her wrists.


“Get away from me!” Rose snapped, and he froze.


“Whoa, what’s wrong?” TnT asked, brow furrowed. “Is it rigged to blow or something?” He realized upon thoroughly examining her expression that her eyes were wide and full of trepidation. He’d never seen this hot shot Agent ever look even remotely close to afraid, and his stomach knotted up.


She tilted her head to the side, revealing two perfectly round puncture wounds in the hollow of her throat. The knots in the midget’s stomach turned to dread and he sank down into a squat. There was only one creature that could create a mark that pristine without killing their host.


“He turned me into a vamp,” Rose said thickly, and he stared at her for a moment, dealing with the shock of it.


“But… wait,” TnT shook his head, thinking harder about the situation. “If you are a vampire, then why aren’t you trying to rip my throat out? Did they just bite you now?”


“No, a couple of nights ago,” she replied, eyes hardening in anger. He could easily identify the flames of rage building in her expression.


“Well it’s obvious it didn’t take, then.” He reached into the side pocket of his pants and produced some lock picking tools. “So we’re going to get you out of here and figure this shit out later. Sun’s about to go down and I get the sense we don’t want to be here when it does.”


She nodded reluctantly, and resisted the urge to just close her green orbs while he worked. Instead she kept them peeled, knowing that it was up to her to be her rescuer’s eyes while he was occupied freeing her bonds.


He got her left wrist free and with surprising gentleness, and lowered it into her lap before getting to work on the other.


“Vamp!” Rose hissed as a shadow passed over the doorway, and a low growl reached TnT’s ears. He dove out of the way just in time, and sprung up to his feet, drawing both his mini-chainsaws. He sent one skittering across the concrete to Rose, who immediately fired it up to work at the chain still binding her.


TnT grinned maniacally at the vampire, wielding his hunting knife sized chainsaw as he hooked his fingers in a come hither motion. The vampire, unused to people standing up to him, let out a roar and lunged towards the midget, making attempts to grab at him. TnT ducked and slashed at every turn, the little chainsaw making tiny cuts all over the demon’s body.


The vampire finally tried to come down on his tiny opponent overhand, but screamed in disdain as the little chainsaw ripped down his arm lengthwise, leaving him with two tattered dangling limbs in his shoulder socket.


TnT lashed out and grabbed the vampire’s ankle, upending him, and then wound a fist in his hair. The chainsaw made quick work of the demon’s neck, and TnT tossed the vampire’s head to the side. It hit the concrete with a squelch, and the midget turned quickly back to the woman he’d been sent to rescue.


“You ain’t gonna murder me, are you?” He asked quickly as he helped Rose to her feet.


“Only if you try and cop a feel, you perverted little freak,” she shot back.


“There’s the woman I know and love.” TnT grinned.


“Come on, we have to get out of here before Kyran shows up,” she urged, green eyes still darting all over the place. She took a defensive stance and clenched a fist, clearly on edge by the mere mention of that name.


“Who the fuck is Kyran?” the midget asked.


“That would be me,” a velvety male voice said, and an impeccably dressed man with jet black hair rounded the corner. “Where you do you think you’re going, my dear?”


“Yeah sorry bro, she’s spoken for.” TnT squared his shoulders and raised the mini-chainsaw in his hand. 

Kyran chuckled pretentiously. “I’m impressed you have such a large voice for a man of such small-” He looked down at the expertly thrown little chainsaw that was now sticking out of his chest. He casually pulled it out and slid it back across the floor to the midget and the redhead. “You appear to have dropped this.” He smirked, lips curling in a surprisingly elegant fashion. But one didn’t live so long and so successfully without poise.


“That could be a problem.” TnT looked down at the seemingly harmless weapon so carelessly discarded by the tough as nails vampire. “Thankfully though, I have a solution.” He whipped the chainsaw from his back with a flourish, starting it up with a magnificent thrummmm. He let out a primal scream and lunged forward, slashing and stabbing at the vampire with excellent speed and accuracy; had it been a normal opponent.


Kyran was too fast. He dodged every slice with apparent ease, not even a single hair slipping out of it’s shiny style.


Rose threw her mini chainsaw like a ninja star, and Kyran plucked it out of the air with yet another smirk. That moment of distraction, however, was all that TnT needed, and he managed to get his saw almost all of the way through Kyran’s bicep before he stumbled out of the way.


The vampire looked down at his arm, hanging by just a few tendons, as unconcerned as if brushing away a fly. He turned to the workbench behind him and flopped his arm down onto it, pulling a staple gun from a smattering of tools.


The Agents stared as the vampire stapled his arm back on without even the smallest grunt or grimace of pain.


“We have to go,” TnT said, “right fucking now.”


“Agreed,” Rose replied, and they bolted out the door.


Kyran finished his stapling job and lifted his hand in front of his face, wiggling his fingers as if they’d never been severed. He strode to the exit, just in time to catch a glimpse of the Mustang peeling out down the road.


“What kind of blood sucker was that?” TnT asked as he drove, speeding down the sparse streets of Struckerville. “Usually when they get cut, they scream like… well like they got cut with a fucking chainsaw.”


“I don’t know,” Rose replied, shaking her head. “He’s different from any vamp I’ve ever faced. When he jumped me the other night he was way faster than he should have been.”


“Was he the one that bit you?” The midget raised an eyebrow from the driver’s seat.


“Yeah, he was,” the redhead sighed.


“We gotta talk to the Boss,” TnT said firmly. “Something is up and it’s not good.”






CHAPTER SIX

“Rose, it’s good to see you in one piece,” the Boss said jovially, and the redhead saluted him with only a hint of sass. She’d managed to get a shower in while TnT set up his computer equipment in the seedy motel room the Agency had procured for them.


She towel dried her hair and adjusted her seat on the bed next to the midget, the two of them sitting within view of the laptop’s camera. They’d set the computer on the end of the bed, lacking any surface in the room big enough for it.


“Not exactly in one piece, boss,” she tilted her head so that he could see the bite wound.


“Did that just happen?” He gasped, and she shook her head, tossing the damp towel onto the floor.


“Been almost forty-eight hours now,” she replied.


His brow furrowed in concern, and he hit the call button on his desk phone off screen. “Carol, can you please get Baptiste on the line?”


“What are you thinking, Boss?” TnT asked, concentrating on the laptop screen instead of the peaks of Rose’s nipples sticking through the thin fabric of the grey tank top he’d loaned her.


“I worked a case damn near 30 years ago where a woman was bitten, but didn’t immediately change,” the Boss replied. “It was not pretty. What can you tell me about the man who bit you?”


“His name is Kyran,” Rose said, though she wasn’t sure how much her information would help. “He’s a suave, well spoken individual.”


“And the motherfucker doesn’t feel pain,” TnT added. “Damn near lopped his arm clean off, and he staplegunned it back together. Didn’t even make a fucking peep.” He mimed stapling his own arm for effect as a smaller window appeared in the corner of the laptop screen, revealing Baptiste’s face.


“Good to see you, TnT.” He nodded. “Miss Rose.”


“Alright Baptiste, work your magic,” the Boss instructed. “We have a name, Kyran, a woman who has gone forty eight hours after a bite without turning, and a vampire that doesn’t feel pain. Compare that to the Garvin case I worked back in ‘86.”


“I’m on it, Boss,” Baptiste promised, and his gaze shifted from the camera to his own computer screen.


“TnT talk to me, what do you need?” The Boss asked while his researcher worked.


“Man, we gotta take this asshole down,” the midget replied. “Can you get Silky out here?”


The well groomed man on the screen shook his head sadly. “He and Kerr are taking down a demon hive.”


“What about Nantz?” TnT asked.


“Undercover recruitment operation,” came the instant reply.


“Christ, is there anybody?” The midget scrubbed his hands down his face.


“You and Rose are it.” The Boss shrugged. “Only warm bodies that could be of use in the field are the recruits you started training yesterday.”


“Man, those kids would be cannon fodder.” TnT sighed. “The only way I’d want them out there is if we were in a worst case scenario situation.”


“You’d better get them geared up then, because it looks like you’re facing off against an Ancient,” Baptiste spoke up, and both Agents drew in deep breaths.


“I’m not well versed in Ancients, but I’m guessing if you earn a title like that, it’s not so good for us,” Rose put in.


“No, Miss Rose, it is not,” Baptiste replied. “In a nutshell, they are stronger and faster than your average run of the mill vamp. They are also a lot harder to kill.”


TnT pursed his lips, leaning forward. “How much harder?”


“Your usual tactics like beheading or a wooden stake won’t do the trick,” came the reply. “Don’t get me wrong, it will certainly slow him down, but you’ll need to get a little more creative.”


“Creative, like throw him into a wood chipper?” TnT asked, and Rose raised an eyebrow at her companion. He shrugged as if to say what?


“I’m afraid that would just piss him off even more.” Baptiste shook his head. “No, you’ll have to inject him with a special UV serum that I will include in your care package. Basically, it’s highly concentrated liquid sunlight. It won’t kill him, but it will be enough to permanently paralyze him. Once you do that, we can put him in storage.”


“What about me?” Rose cut in. “How do I not become a blood sucker?” She needed to know what the hell they were going to do about this. She refused to become the very thing she’d devoted her life to hunting. A chill ran up her spine at the thought.


“Your situation is a bit more complicated, Miss Rose,” Baptiste said reluctantly. “Usually when you kill a head vampire, it releases his underlings from the curse.”


“But we can’t kill this motherfucker,” TnT argued.


“This is true, but that’s not necessarily a bad thing for you, Rose,” the researcher said.


“Goddammit, how can this not be a bad thing?” She was starting to get frustrated with all of this back and forth. There had to be some kind of clear path here. A mission to complete. A plan.


“Well, according to my research, an Ancient will arise from their centuries long slumber to find an incredibly strong willed and powerful female to turn into a breeder,” Baptiste said, and then set his mouth in a thin firm line.


“Oh yeah, that sounds so much better,” Rose said, voice dripping with sarcasm. “What, this asshole wants to put a little fanged beast inside of me?”


“In a manner of speaking, yes.” He nodded with a grim expression. “That’s why the transformation has taken so long. His bite is strengthening your body so that you can survive the pregnancy. Over the course of seventy two hours or so, your body will become stronger and… um. I’m not sure how to put this exactly… more fertile?”


“Oh, fuck me,” Rose cursed.


“In your current state, I wouldn’t recommend that,” Baptiste replied.


“So that do we do?” TnT cut in. “Just sit here and watch Rose become a vamp?”


“There is only one other Ancient birth on record, the Garvin case that the Boss worked on.” The researcher leaned towards his computer, tapping his chin as he read. “The pregnancy lasted a week or so, but the woman didn’t survive. Best we could tell is that she never turned full vamp because the Ancient in that case was trying to create a hybrid.”


“A hybrid?” The redhead asked.


“Daywalker,” Baptiste corrected.


“A daywalker?” TnT let out a deep whoosh of breath. “Boss, you faced off against one of those fuckers?”


“Back in ‘86, my partner and I took on this Ancient that was successful in knocking up his target,” the Boss confirmed. “We finally tracked them down just after the kid was born, damn near ripped that poor girl in half. Probably had something to do with the vamp coming out like a six year old.”


“They grow that fast?” Rose’s face went white as a sheet as she imagined the implications of something like that happening inside of her perfect body.


“Oh yeah, rapid development to adulthood,” the Boss continued. “We were busy with the Ancient while the kid made a run for it. As good as we were, we still got our asses handed to us. The Ancient kept us busy long enough for his offspring to escape, then he just vanished.”


“What happened to the kid?” TnT asked.


“We tracked him for weeks across the midwest.” The Boss sighed. “He left a trail of destruction unlike anything we’ve ever seen. Probably helped that he didn’t need to sleep and could move freely at any time. We caught up to him at this little farm in Illinois, where he had turned a family into blood suckers. It was just like the Waltons, only more vicious.”


“Were you able to kill him?” Rose asked.


“We think so,” came the hesitant reply.


“You think so?” The redhead’s voice rose a notch in incredulity.


“Yeah, we stabbed and shot him with everything we had, but he was still coming at us,” the Boss explained. “WE got him out to the barn, stuck him with pitchforks to keep him somewhat contained. Finally we were able to get him into a wood chipper.”


“Ha!” TnT fist pumped the air. “See? My wood chipper idea wasn’t so bad, was it?”


“Sorry to rain on your parade, but his guts started re-materializing as we celebrated.” The Boss shook his head. “Craziest damn thing I ever saw, and coming from me that’s saying something. So we improvised. We scooped up his remains and fed them to some hogs the farmers had. To be extra safe we threw the hogs into the wood chipper one at a time, collected their remains separately, and sent each of them to a different corner of the globe. So in theory, he could pull himself back together, but it isn’t gonna be easy.”


“That sounds like a nightmare and a half,” Rose said, voice tired.


“Yes, it does,” Baptiste agreed.


“But wait, if that’s their goal then why aren’t they out there picking up every woman they find?” TnT asked.


“Well, the woman has to be incredibly strong.” The Boss gave Rose a pointed look, and she couldn’t help but straighten up a bit. “And the mating ritual can only be done once every few centuries due to an Ancient having to build up the strength and whatnot.”


“Christ, no wonder he’s fucking pissed.” TnT let out a deep whoosh of breath. “Only being able to get off every few centuries? Yikes.”


“So, where does that leave me?” Rose piped up, eager to get back on track.


“My recommendation is that when we drop off the recruits, you hop on the chopper and come back to base,” Baptiste replied. “We’ll get you as far away from Kyran as possible, and with any luck in a couple of weeks the effects of his bite will wear off.”


“Won’t that leave TnT short handed?” She asked worriedly. Regardless of the fact that he kept stealing glances at her nipples--dammit, it was cold in there!--she still didn’t want to leave the little asshole to face off against an unkillable vampire with nothing but four snot nosed recruits to back him up.


“Girl, get out of here, I don’t want to be the reason you get knocked up,” he scoffed. “Well, I mean I do, just not in this way.” He winked at her, and she rolled her eyes.


“You are one perverted little troll, you know that?” She shook her head.


“That’s why you love me.” TnT grinned widely.


“Don’t worry Rose, I’ve created something special to help TnT out,” Baptiste cut into their banter. “I’ve made a slight modification to his preferred weapon, and created something I’ve dubbed Big Jim. Also modified some boots to help you get to decapitation height.”


“I said it before Baptiste,” TnT said as he held up a hand. “You are going to go far in this Agency.”


“Okay, TnT, Rose,” the Boss declared regally with a clap of his hands. “I’m going to get the recruits geared up. Chopper will be landing at the track in three hours.”


“We’ll be there, Boss.” The midget saluted his superior. The video call ended and he closed the laptop with a sigh.


“Well, that was informative,” Rose said, and stretched her arms above her head. “Why don’t you get some sleep? We’ve got three hours to kill.”


“I can think of a way to kill three hours, baby,” TnT waggled his eyebrows at her and she rolled her eyes again.


“Don’t you mean three minutes?” She asked, crossing her legs.


“Ouch, girl,” he put a hand to his chest in mock offense, and she couldn’t help but smile.






CHAPTER SEVEN

They’d stealthed in, leaving TnT’s new muscle car far enough out that nobody would notice their approach. He knew that Nick and George weren’t a threat, but didn’t want to take any chances on letting anyone know they were there. This dirt track was pretty central, and if Kyran had tracked TnT’s arrival... well, there was a chance that they could be compromised.


Rose scanned the dirt track, eyebrow raising at the giant ramp in the center. She couldn’t help but be amused by the type of entertainment these back woods hicks enjoyed. She sat back down behind the wall where they’d chosen as a vantage point.


“How long until the chopper gets here?” She murmured.


“Assuming Baptiste’s estimate is correct, just a couple of minutes,” TnT replied, glancing up at the night sky.


“You think these recruits are going to be strong enough to help you take Kyran down?” She pursed her lips.


“Yeah, they’ll be alright.” He shrugged, and couldn’t help the little swell of pride that the red haired bombshell was still worried about him. “Worst case scenario, they’ll be decoys while I get in there and do the dirty work.”


“That doesn’t bode too well for them, does it?” She chuckled, thinking of Kerr’s first field mission where she essentially used him in the same way. Though the danger was definitely not as great as it would be for these new grunts.


“Well, it’s either that or we let an Ancient vamp roam free.” TnT shrugged. “He may miss his window to be your baby daddy, but he could still build a fang army if he gets pissed.”


“I know.” Rose sighed. “I just hate it when we have to sacrifice the newbies.” As if on cue, the sound of helicopter blades permeates the night air and they both look to the sky.


“Sounds like they’re inbound,” TnT commented, and as soon as the words left his mouth, the revving of an engine joined the cacophony.


“What the hell is that?” Rose demanded.


“I don’t know…” the midget replied, though he had a sinking feeling he might. 

“Sounds like a car,” she hissed, and he poked his head up out of their hiding spot.


“Oh, shit.” He pointed across the track where a bright green mustang revved away. Nick pulled a chain out from underneath the front of the car and attached it to the front bumper.


“What in god’s name is that idiot doing?” Rose asked, having poked her head up to see what was happening.


“They’re the Badass Blackwells,” TnT said with a shake of his head. “And if they are going to do what I think they’re going to do, then there’s a good chance Kyran or one of his lackeys paid them a visit.”


“Wait, what the hell are they going to do?”


“You see that ramp?”


“Are you fucking kidding me?” Rose pinched the bridge of her nose between her thumb and forefinger. Her companion shook his head just as Nick climbed up onto the trunk of the car. George popped the muscle car into gear and the engine screamed, tires spinning before finally grabbing the dirt and launching towards the ramp.


The gorilla brother stood on the trunk like a surfer, somehow looking almost graceful despite his big boned stature. The gleeful grin on his face made it clear that he really loved doing stunts, and even more telling was the fact that he wasn’t wearing a helmet.


TnT sighed. They’d been compromised, and it was too late to do anything about it.


The car flew over the ramp at high speed, and when the chain pulled taught the front end snapped downwards, catapulting Nick off of the trunk. He spread his arms in an almost beautiful swan dive, and then smashed through the windshield of the chopper. As the Agents watched on in horror and awe, the helicopter spun out of control and crashed, skidding along the dirt. It stopped inches away from the crashed car, the tail blade still whirring.


“Holy fuck, that was awesome.” TnT breathed, and Rose turned to him, eyebrows risen into her hairline. “Well, I mean it’s tragic and all, but come on. A fucking cartapult? Holy fuckballs, man.” Her incredulity melted into a glare and the midget put up his hands in surrender. “Okay, fine, come on. Let’s hope that the care package survived.”


They hopped the track wall and jogged across the dirt. They slowed and readied their weapons as George kicked open the door of the Mustang, flopping out into the dirt with a whoop.


“Goddamn did you see that?!” He cried, throwing his fists into the air. “You didn’t happen to get that on video, did you? Man that would have gotten us a billion YouTube hits! We’d be rich!”


“Hey asshole, you just murdered five people,” Rose snapped, extending her baton with a snick.


“Yeah, but did you see how we did it?!” George grinned, and slowly got to his feet. The redhead glared at him, looking like the devil herself with fire in her eyes.


“Look, George, mister midget came back to play!” Nick cried happily as he climbed out of the wreckage. There was a substantial piece of glass jutting out of his forehead, but he didn’t seem to notice as he dropped to the dirt, landing on his massive feet.


“That’s right Nicky, why don’t you go see if he wants to be tossed?” The lanky Blackwell asked, spreading his arms.


“Ok, George!” His brother agreed, and made a beeline for TnT.


“Guess I’ll take the big one,” the midget said, and ripped the cord of his signature weapon. It thrummed to life with steady ease, and TnT swung in a graceful arc as Nick burst into striking distance. The blade connected with the redneck’s elbow, and he cried out in pain as it went deep, hitting bone. He grasped the midget with his free hand and spun around twice, whipping his smaller body against the wreckage of the chopper.


“Midget go wheeeee!” Nick screamed maniacally, laughing despite the chainsaw embedded in his arm.


George reached Rose and smirked at the harmless looking baton in her hand. She smirked right back at his condescending look and swiped up with lightning speed to hit him in the face with it. As his hand flew to his nose, she ducked and smacked the back of his knees, and then leapt back up to catch him in the chin.


“Bitch!” The lanky brother cried.


TnT scrambled to his feet, looking desperately for a weapon, and settled on the chain that had snapped itself from the car during their stunt. It was about fifteen feet long, and he detached the hook that was still on the bumper and started to twirl it around like a lasso.


George landed a vicious backhand to Rose’s face, and she reeled up with her leg to kick him square in the chest.


“Ha ha, Mister Midget wants to play cowboy!” Nick clapped his hands with glee. “Okay, I play along!” He started a series of little sliding kicks, looking like a bull about to charge a matador. George launched himself at Rose once again, a flurry of fists, and she dodged his clumsy attempts, landing blow after blow with her baton. Clumsy or no, he was definitely resilient.


Nick took off full speed directly for TnT, who loosed the chain at his enemy, the hook looping around a meaty leg. The midget ducked under the gorilla’s arms, and jerked hard on the chain, causing the big brother to go down on one knee. TnT leapt up onto his shoulders from behind, wrapping the chain around his neck and pulled it tight.


George lunged for Rose again, arms pinwheeling wildly, and she ducked, shoving her head between his thighs. She grabbed the back of his knees and stood up, slamming him down on a spiked rotor poking out from the wreckage.


He grunted in pain, sinking down the rotor sticking out of his chest, staring down at it with dejected disappointment. He looked to Nick, and his eyes grew wide and fearful as TnT tossed the free end of the chain into the still spinning rudder.


Before Nick can even attempt to compute what is going on, the rudder jerks the chain, pulling him towards it. His head flips up into the air without its body, spraying his brother with a healthy amount of blood in his last stunt. The rest of his body gets tangled up in chain and rudder blade, and guts squeeze out all over the wreckage with a dull squelch.


“You okay, babe?” TnT asked, striding to his chainsaw that had lodged itself in the dirt.


“Just fine,” Rose replied wryly, “this asshole, on the other hand.” She motioned to George, who was still undead, a scowl on his face as he assessed his impalement.


“You going to finish him off, or what?” TnT inquired.


“Figured we’d ask him a few questions, first.” She shrugged, and he gave her a thumbs up. There was sudden movement in the wreckage and they both froze as a figure emerged from one of the broken windows.


“Ah, this needledick,” TnT rolled his eyes at the sight of Robinson.


“Recruit?” Rose asked.


“Yeah, I may or may not have torn his ballsack in half,” the midget replied sheepishly.


“Well well well, here we are again.” Robinson sneered and stretched, cracking his joints. It appeared he’d become a vampire, and his eyes lit up with glee at the sight of his old superior. “Gonna be fun teaching you a lesson, little man. I’m gonna show you why you shouldn’t fuck with someone like me.”


The two agents locked eyes from their respective stances fifteen feet away from one another.


“Cirque Du Soleil!” TnT yelled, and ran full speed towards her.


“Hah, run away, little man! I’ll still catch you!” Robinson bellowed as Rose cupped her hands, allowing the midget to springboard off of them and into the air. She launched him as well as she could into the air and he stretched out his chainsaw arm, leading his aerodynamic flight.


Robinson stared at the display with paralyzed amusement, and realized too late what was happening as the blade implanted itself directly into his skull.


TnT landed on the handle, and tore up the cord with a throaty roar, the blade whirring to life. The midget rode his chainsaw all the way through his recruit, cutting him clean in half.


He admired his handiwork and turned off the motor, slinging the bloody weapon over his shoulder to saunter back over to his partner.


“We’re getting better at that.” He grinned.


“I agree,” Rose replied, “but if we’re going to keep doing it we really need a catchier name. If we use that too many times we might get a cease and desist letter.”


“I’ll see what I can come up with.” TnT winked.


“In the meantime, I think we should ask our friend here where Kyran is hiding out.” She turned towards George and crossed her arms.


“How the fuck should I know?” He threw his arms up in the air. “I don’t even know who that is.”


“Tall, well dressed guy,” the midget said, “way out of place in this town.”


“Oh, okay.” Their prisoner nodded. “He came in about an hour before you got here.”


“No shit.” Rose rolled her eyes. “Now where is he?”


“I don’t know, I haven’t left the track in weeks.” George shrugged, and then winced as it pulled at his giant chest wound.


“See, what’s where you’re mistaken,” the redhead raised her foot, planting it on the vampire’s stomach, casually leaning on it. He groaned as he sunk further down the rotor, tearing his chest open even further. “When a new vamp is turned, they have a kind of sixth sense about where the nest is. Like a vamp GPS.”


“Oh yeah.” His eyes lit up as he thought about it. “I guess I can see it in my head now. But I ain’t gonna tell you shit until you get me out of here. I’m not gonna talk while being impaled.”


The agents shared an amused look, and shrugged in unison.


TnT smirked. “Okay.”






CHAPTER EIGHT

“Fuck you, you fucking psychopath!” George shrieked, at a high pitch the midget had never heard come from a man’s vocal chords. “You turned me into a goddamn muppet!” Rose giggled, enjoying waving him around the deserted office building. 

After TnT had liberated him of his arms and his entire lower half, they’d popped him in the trunk and brought him to the last place they’d seen Kyran. Upon arriving inside the office building where Rose had been imprisoned previously, the redhead had shoved a two by four up into his torso.


She wiggled him a bit to make him appear to be dancing.


“Yeah, well.” TnT grinned wickedly. “Unless you want me to shove my hand up there and start moving your fucking mouth myself, I suggest you start telling us where we need to go!”


“Go to hell, half pint!” George was practically frothing at the mouth with anger. Had he still been alive, blood would have likely rushed to his face.


“You’re one to talk.” The midget sneered.


“This is getting us nowhere,” Rose sighed, though she was definitely enjoying her little puppet show.


“Agreed.” TnT nodded. “We need to up the ante. It’s going to be light soon and I don’t want to be stuck listening to this fuck the whole day.”


“What do you have in mind?” She asked.


“Not sure yet,” he admitted. “Maybe we could drive around town, see if he gives off an involuntary response?”


“That’s better than staying here.” She shrugged. “I can’t imagine what they were planning to use this thing for.” She kicked the steel bars that had been grafted over the hole in the cement floor.


“Birthing chamber, maybe?” TnT suggested.


“The fuck?” Rose’s jaw dropped in horror.


“Think about it… human woman, lots of blood,” the midget explained his thought process. “That’s going to be difficult for a vamp to ignore. Down in a hole with the prison gate, makes it a lot tougher to get through.”


“Ugh. I just.” She stammered. “Nope. That’s a whole lot of nope.”


“What’s wrong bitch?” George seethed. “You can rip someone in half, but you ain’t lookin’ forward to it being done to you?” She growled and swung the vampuppet like a baseball bat, smashing his face right into a concrete door frame. His eyes glazed over, stunned.


“We really need to get this moving along,” Rose said firmly. “Let’s try your driving idea.” TnT nodded and they headed outside. They were just about at his car when he stopped abruptly, grinning ear to ear.


“Crazy idea,” he said, “you wanna get your nails done?”


“I could go for a little pampering.” She grinned. She hefted George over her shoulder and they strolled across the street to a little strip mall. The end unit was a day spa, and his eyes widened at the implication of what they were planning on doing to him.


“Sure you don’t want to tell us what we need to know?” TnT asked as he opened the door for them.


“Fuck you!” George cried shrilly, and Rose barked a laugh at the waver in his voice. She led the way all the way to the tanning beds, and flopped him down onto one with a flourish. She slammed the lid down and turned it on to the lowest setting.


Agonized screams.


“How long do you think he can last in there?” TnT asked casually.


“Oh the lowest setting, a few days.” Rose shrugged. “Had this real stubborn bastard a couple years back, wouldn’t give up his nest. Found out these assholes are pretty resilient when the wattage is low.”


They looked down at the purple glow and gave their vamp barbecue another moment to enjoy his cookout before Rose opened the lid.


“Okay George, that was a little fuckin’ taste there,” TnT said, leaning over to look the vampire in his seething face. “So you gonna help us out, or is Rose gonna have time to get her nails done?”


“I hope Kyran tears you right open, you little fucker!” The vamp screamed.


“You know, TnT, I think that foot massager has your name written all over it,” Rose said, motioning to the row of chairs along the far wall.


“I think you’re right, Rose,” the midget replied. “Okay Georgie, we’ll see you in thirty, bud!” With that, Rose shut the lid, and cranked the timer to thirty minutes.


“No, NO!” The vampire shrieked, and the two agents wandered off to pamper themselves. Soon enough, they were stretched out next to each other, TnT deep in a foot massager and Rose painting her nails a lovely shade of dusty blue. She held out her left hand to dry and glanced over to see her partner was reading a woman’s magazine.


“Anything good in there?” She asked.


“Reading an article called Six Ways to Improve your Confidence,” he replied.


“More confidence is the last thing you need.” She laughed.


“True, but I’m not sure these suggestions would help me out much anyway,” he admitted. “The first suggestion is to buy a pushup bra.”


“Well.” She wrinkled her nose. “There’s a horrific mental image that will haunt me until my grave.” As if on cue, the bell for the tanning bed went off with a delicate ding.


“On a lighter note, our singed vampire torso has finished his first treatment.” TnT grinned.


“Yeah, pretty sure that’s going to be a more pleasing image than you in a pushup bra.” She rolled her eyes and got to her feet. They strolled up to the tanning bed, the sound of sizzling and popping permeating the now dank smelling air. As Rose opened the bed, a puff of smoke billowed out, and she waved it away from her face, stifling a cough.


George let out a deep sigh of relief as they UV light went off, and TnT leaned over him and cocked his head.


“So now that you’ve had a chance to reflect on things, would you like to share what you know?” He asked in a conversational tone. “Or do Rose and I have time to do one of those water massages?”


“You know, for a pissant little town, this day spa is top of the line,” she added.


“I know, right?” The midget agreed. “You know, I kind of hope he doesn’t talk for awhile. I’d love to have a go in the sauna.”


“Should we put him back in?” Rose inquired.


“I think an hour should give us enough time, don’t you?” TnT held up his wrist for effect, though he wasn’t wearing a watch.


“I saw in the pamphlet that they have a mud bath,” she told him, and he shook his head.


“Better make it two hours, then,” he amended.


“Okay George, see you in two hours!” Rose said jovially, and the vamp moaned in defeat.


“No, no, wait!” He protested weakly, his lips cracking from the blistering burns on his face. “Please, wait. I’ll tell you what you want to know.”


“That’s the right answer, George,” TnT said. “So, where can we find Kyran?”


“I don’t know if he’s there right now, but the safe house is 4221 Main Street,” he blurted. “It’s a big old house with giant white columns.”


“There, was that so difficult?” Rose smiled.


“So…” he stammered. “What are you going to do with me?”


“Well, we need to check out your story, so I don’t think we can kill you just yet.” TnT scratched his head, as if in deep thought.


“Can you…” George whimpered. “Can you at least leave the light off?”


“Hmm, we can’t very well leave you here,” Rose said. “What if someone comes in to open up shop? Don’t want to give you an opportunity to turn someone, now would we?”


“What are you going to do?” The vampire asked, but he was relieved that they wouldn’t be leaving him in this infernal machine.


Within minutes, the agents had him bound and gagged, and in the trunk of TnT’s muscle car. He screamed muffled obscenities through the fabric, but Rose slammed the trunk on him, uncaring.


“So, what do you think?” She asked, eager to get this over with but unsure that they should be running to the new address blindly.


“I think we need to call it in,” TnT echoed her thoughts. “Let’s go get some coffee and get the Boss on the line.”





CHAPTER NINE

“Really? A cartapult?” The Boss laughed in amusement. “Man, that’s ingenious!” Baptiste looked a bit uncomfortable in his window on the other side of the laptop screen.


“Boss!” Rose reprimanded sternly, and TnT chuckled, leaning back in the booth seat of the diner they’d found.


“Yeah yeah, sad too,” he waved her off, though a smile still remained on his laugh lined face. “But damn, TnT, get that shit on video next time.”


“Can we get back to the issue at hand?” Rose set her coffee mug down on the table a little harder than was necessary. “You know, the Ancient vampire that wants to impregnate me? We got a lead, so now I need some gear so I can be of some use.”


“Miss Rose, I must stress again that you need to evacuate that town ASAP,” Baptiste spoke up, worry etched into his forehead. “We can’t risk Kyran being successful in creating a daywalker.”


“And we also can’t risk a pissed off Ancient vampire turning a major city into an undead army,” she countered firmly. “He needs to be stopped, here and now. So unless you have more recruits we can feed into the meat grinder, I’m staying.”


“It’s a moot point anyway, because we don’t have a chopper to get them to you,” the Boss mused, shrugging his shoulders. “The one the hillbilly daredevils took out was the only one on base.”


“So getting me some equipment is out of the question, then?” Rose asked wryly, and he nodded.


“Afraid so,” he said.


“Not a big deal,” TnT cut in with a smirk. “We’re in rural America, so I’d bet my balls that there’s a gun shop and a hardware store in this town. Hell, it’s probably the same store.”


“You are correct, Mister TnT,” Baptiste agreed, looking off screen presumably to another computer. “Zeke’s Bolts and Buckshot is half a mile from the diner. They should have everything you might need to make Miss Rose a formidable foe.”


“Excuse me?” Rose bristled.


“My apologies, Miss Rose,” he backtracked, eyes wide. “You are quite formidable, armed or not.”


“That’s better,” she preened under his praise and TnT rolled his eyes. She stole a piece of his bacon and chomped on it, and he growled at her, picking up his fork like a dagger.


“Based on my research, Kyran needs to be neutralized tonight,” Baptiste continued. “If he can’t, ahem, plant his seed, his window will close. At which point we have to be concerned that he will take out his frustrations on a big population.”


“But I thought these Ancients would only be around to mate before going back to sleep for a few centuries?” Rose raised an eyebrow in confusion.


“That’s only if they’re successful in mating,” came the reply. “If they aren’t, they need another way to burn through the energy they have accumulated. That usually involves wiping out a town or two. Which was bad hundreds of years ago, but if they were to reach a major populated area it could set of a vampire pandemic.”


“How bad are we talking?” She asked.


“Hundreds of thousands of vampires within a matter of weeks.” Baptiste calculated.


“Holy hell,” she breathed, and TnT swallowed a mouthful of his eggs.


“Don’t worry Baptiste, we’ll save the day like we always do.” He winked at the computer screen.


“I have no doubt,” the young attache replied with a smile. “Have you opened your care package yet?”


“Not yet, we got a bit distracted last night.” TnT grinned as Rose held up her pristine blue nails. The Boss chuckled and Baptiste just looked confused, imagining the midget sitting on Rose’s lap, giving her a manicure.


“Well, when you do, call me if you have questions,” he said simply, and TnT saluted him.


“Ten-four, good buddy,” the midget replied through a mouthful of more eggs. He slammed the laptop closed and downed the rest of his coffee. “Well there Rose, you got your nails done and had a big breakfast, what do you say we go out and do a little shopping?”


“I painted my own nails, this diner is like the homeless man’s Waffle House, and we’re going to buy weapons so I can gut vampires like they are freshly caught trout,” she listed off.


“So, you’re a happy girl, then?” TnT asked.


She nodded, a sly smile playing her lips. “Goddamn right. Let’s go.”






CHAPTER TEN

“I’ll start looking at hardware for some creative solutions,” TnT instructed. “You go see if they have any silver.” He wandered off into the hardware section of Zeke’s Bolts and Buckshot, Struckerville’s only hardware and gun shop.


“Yep,” Rose agreed, and strolled up to the counter, languid grace catching the eye of the older heavy set gentleman behind the counter. He was wearing beat up jeans and a plaid button up shirt, and she stifled a disgusted noise at the trail of tobacco stains on his otherwise white beard. As if hearing her thoughts, he turned and spit a stream of brown goo behind the counter as she reached it.


“Well hello there, little lady,” he drawled and leaned on his hands. “My name is Zeke, and I’ll be happy to help ya. What are ya lookin’ for today?” At least he was polite.


“Well I-” she began.


“Now now, let me guess,” Zeke cut in, and put up his hands to stop her speaking. “You want a sporty little number for your purse. Oh, let me see here.” He rummaged around behind the counter and pulled out a tiny pistol. “Here we go. Got this nice little nine millimeter. Sleek, compact, and it even comes in pink!”


Rose blinked at him, mind drawing a blank against the massive level of offense washing over her. She finally took a deep breath and composed herself. “I’m afraid I’m going to need something that packs a little more punch, but we’ll get to that once we find the ammo.”


“The ammo?” Zeke was more than a little surprised at her directness. This did not look like the kind of lady that would know anything about ammunition.


“Yes sir, I’m looking for silver bullets,” she said, and it was the older man’s turn to stare blankly at her.


“Silver bullets?” He raised an eyebrow. “You do know you ain’t the Lone Ranger, don’t ya? And he sure as heck ain’t Tonto.”


“It’s complicated.” She leaned on the counter, ignoring the stench of chewing tobacco to give her lithe body a tantalizing arc for him to admire. “Can you help me out?”


“No, I’m sorry little lady.” He shook his head, genuinely regretful. “I ain’t got anything exotic like silver bullets. Most people ‘round these parts are simple folks that either want home protection of something for game huntin’. The only out of the ordinary ammo I have are the Holy Smokes.”


“Holy Smokes?” Rose furrowed her brow. “What in the world are those?”


“Well, we got a lot of god fearing folks in these parts, so they want to do right by the lord,” Zeke explained. “Genesis 9:3 says Every moving thing that lives shall be food for you. And as I gave you the green plants, I give you everything. That’s god almighty giving us his blessin’ to hunt the earth for our nourishment needs. So I came up with the Holy Smokes, the only biblically ordained shotgun shells for sale in these United States of America.”


Rose blinked at him for a moment once again, and then a smile slowly grew on her face. “Hey, TnT, you… you are going to want to hear this.”


“Hope it’s good!” He barked from the shelves behind her, and strolled up as casual as if he were at a family picnic. “Because all I’ve found that would be useful is a machete!”


“Oh, it is.” She motioned for him to join her at the counter. “Zeke, I’d like you to meet my friend, TnT. TnT, this is Zeke.”


“Zeke, whatcha got for me?” The midget asked.


“Sir, I have Holy Smokes, the only blessed shotgun shells available for sale on the open market.” The older man drawled, not fazed in the slightest by his customer’s size.


TnT turned to Rose with intrigue in his eyes. “Did he just say… blessed shotgun shells?”


“Yes he did,” she replied, smile wider now.


“Okay, wait a second,” the midget put his hands up. “Who blesses them?”


“Well sir, in addition to being the town’s handyman and gun dealer, I’m also the preacher that caters to this particular flock,” Zeke replied, hooking his thumbs into his suspenders.


“So, you do it.” TnT narrowed his eyes. “Come on, are you an actual priest or did you just get ordained through the back of a magazine?”


“Graduated from seminary school back in the 80s, came here to set up a church, and just never left.” Zeke shrugged. “I’m as legit as the Pope, just without them fancy hats.”


“What do you think?” Rose raised an eyebrow.


“I think at the very least it’ll hurt like hell, so anything else would be a bonus.” The midget grinned.


“I tend to agree.” She nodded.


“So, what are ya’ll huntin’?” Zeke leaned on the counter with a smile.


“Demons straight from the pit of hell that have arrived here to suck the very lifeblood from every last person in this town,” TnT replied conversationally, as if chatting about nothing stranger than the weather that day.


“Okay, well just remember,” the clerk said with a sly grin, “when you do shoot a liberal, bury ‘em deep ‘cause we don’t want no feds coming ‘round here and pokin’ about.” He winked, and Rose rolled her eyes. The midget tossed his agency card on the counter, a fancy number that didn’t break the code of secrecy but allowed them to stock up wherever they needed to.


“Just give us all the Holy Smokes you got and a semi-automatic shotgun with the highest capacity you’ve got,” he instructed, and Zeke saluted him, wandering off into the back room to gather their goods.


Rose crossed her arms. “Fucking small towns, man.”






CHAPTER ELEVEN

“How many shots do you have?” TnT asked as he opened the trunk, and Rose clipped an ammunition belt around her waist, slipping Holy Smokes in the shell holes.


“Sixteen,” she replied as she worked. “No matter how many of those fangsters are in there, I’m saving a few shots for Kyran. He’s far quicker than anything we’ve faced, and hopefully these will slow him down enough so that we have a chance.” The midget reached in and opened up the case that they’d rescued from the helicopter; Baptiste’s care package.


“Sweet mother of god,” TnT breathed, and reached in to lift up the holy grail within. It was a chainsaw nearly as large as him, with a golden handle and a very exciting extra feature. He laughed, guttural and low in his throat, increasing in volume to the point that Rose stopped what she was doing to see if he was okay.


His eyes were crazed, wide with maniacal power, and she raised an eyebrow.


“You may want to stand back,” he instructed, and she slipped behind the car, hands still full of shotgun shells, but intrigued to see what he was about to do. 

TnT reared back and threw the chainsaw forward, the blade detaching from a gauntlet like a flying guillotine. He wound up his arm, swinging it like a lasso of death, and loosed it at a nearby tree, the blades studded along the chain slicing through a branch like butter.


The midget cackled loudly and hit the trigger on the gauntlet, retracting the chain so that the saw whipped right back into his waiting hand. He turned to Rose, whose jaw was practically on the cement road.


“I…” she croaked, and then cleared her throat. “I haven’t met Baptiste yet, but I get the sense I’d like him.”


“Oh yeah,” TnT purred, and stroked the golden handle with something akin to love. “This is pretty magical right here. I think Big Jim just became my favorite.” He let out a deep sigh of happiness and then peeked back into the trunk. “Oh yeah, where are those boots?”


Rose finished loading up her ammo, and reached in to grab a pair of black work boots that were outfitted with metal braces. She set them on the ground and TnT kicked off his shoes, stepping into his new duds. They tightened around his legs automatically, and there was a low whirr as they powered up.


“What are these supposed to do?” The redhead looked them up and down.


“He said they’d get me to decapitation level.” TnT shrugged. “So I guess I’ll jump?” He bent his knees and leapt off of the ground, and let out a roar of glee as he launched right over her head. She laughed as he hit the ground behind her, and his grin was wider than ever.


“Oh yeah, these will work just fine,” he said. She turned back to the trunk, and produced two UV syringes, slipping one carefully into the center back of her belt so that she could grab it quickly with either hand.


“Looks like we each get a shot at him,” Rose said as she handed one to him. “So what’s the plan when we go in there?” The safe house didn’t look out of place in this run down neighborhood, being just another abandoned house in the neighborhood.


“Two story large house.” TnT shrugged. “Those fuckers could be anywhere and we don’t have any idea how many of them there are. You take the left, I’ll take the right? Then we’ll meet up before tackling the second floor?”


“Works for me,” Rose replied, and cocked her shotgun with a sharp finality.


“Alright sister, let’s do it!” The midget smiled so big he showed teeth, and pointed at the house with Big Jim.


The windows were boarded up, possibly to protect from vandalism pre-vamp infestation, but most likely done by the vampires themselves. There was very little sunlight, which was jarring coming in from the beautiful sunny day, but the power was on at least so they could see without having to sacrifice a hand for flashlights.


Rose took the left, shotgun in front of her, combat boots moving soundlessly across the wooden floor. She stepped through a dilapidated doorway into a bare living room, peeling yellow paint with a broken table to the far left. The two vampires sucking face against the far wall turned towards her, malice in their eyes.


The lady vamp cocked her head. “What are you gonna do with that, little girl?” She purred. “Guns don’t do anything against us.”


“Let’s test that theory.” The redhead grinned and shot her vampire make out partner in the chest. 

He screamed and immediately spewed a spray of blood all over the cream colored walls, falling to the hardwood floor in a heap. Within half a minute, his body melted from the inside out, and the lady vamp’s mouth dropped open in horror.


“Looks like your friend disagrees.” Rose sneered, and pointed the shotgun at her new target, very pleased with her Holy Smokes.


TnT strutted to the right of the front door, into a massive dining room. The table and chairs looked like they would have been expensive once upon a time, topped by an impressive chandelier that was somehow still shiny in all the desecration. There was a gaping hole in the ceiling, indicating something had smashed through, possibly recently if the fresh dust on the hardwood was any indication. Maybe the vamps had gotten rowdy with one another.


TnT walked further into the room, chainsaw idling. He knew with the vampire superior hearing that trying to be stealthy was useless anyway, he might as well have his piece raring and ready to go.


Three male vamps decked out in cliche leather outfits dove in from the gaping double doors on the far end, and the midget turned at the soft thunk of two females hitting the floor behind him, apparently from the hole in the ceiling.


“You guys look like an emo fucking biker gang,” TnT commented dryly, and one of the leather clad female vamps preened, as if he’d complimented her.


“What are you gonna do about it, little man?” One of the male vamps spat, spreading his arms, eyes blazing. 

“I’m so glad you asked.” TnT smiled, the laugh that had bubbled up inside of him out in the street coming forth like napalm. The vamp’s expression flickered for a moment to worry at the maniacal look on this midget’s face.


He threw his arm backwards in a sharp arc, the chainsaw flying away from him. One of the biker chick vamps managed to duck in time, but the chain hit her girlfriend’s neck, the blades pinning her hand there as she tried to protect her face. The first vamp leapt back to her feet, a triumphant grin on her face for ducking the projectile, but the centrifugal force of the spin caused the saw to fly clean around the second vamp’s neck and hit her right in the face.


The now chained vamp let out an angry shriek as her companion’s head fell to the floor, and TnT took advantage of her distraction to leap gracefully up onto the oak table. He flung the gauntlet as hard as he could, the force of the captive vamp flying towards her three compadres causing the chain blades to sever her head, blood squirting all over them as her body smacked the floor.


Rose fired at her own chick vamp, but the angry screaming demon managed to dodge the bullet and get up close and personal with her. The redhead flipped the shotgun in her hand and smashed the butt of it against the vamp’s face, shattering her jawbone. Her opponent shrieked and moved in with a quick uppercut, but Rose caught her arm with the gun and quickly flipped it back, blowing the vamp’s leg off at the knee.


As the bitch went down, Rose drew her machete and with a quick shink sliced the vamp’s head off, a slick line of blood joining the wall.


TnT spread his feet in a power stance on the table as one of the biker vamps jumped up to greet him, the other two circling the oak surface like sharks. The midget leapt forward, the boots propelling him into a perfect corkscrew, driving the chainsaw right through the vampire’s chest. He followed it right through to the other side in a firework display of blood, hitting the floor in a roll. He kicked off immediately, flying through the air to slice the vampire shell’s head off.


Rose trailed crimson footprints behind her into the back room, what looked like a trashed den with a giant hole in the ceiling. She slowly and carefully approached the closet at the far end, figuring that if any of the vampires were still sleeping then this would be a likely spot. She ripped the door open and leapt back, readying her shotgun, but there was nothing in there.


There was a thump behind her as a vamp flew down through the ceiling, and the redhead ducked just in time to avoid the embrace of death. She threw her weight into the vamp’s thighs, flipping him over her to tumble into the closet. Just as he sat up Rose shoved the barrel of the shotgun in his face, pulling the trigger to paint the closet a lovely shade of deep red.


TnT ran and launched into a front flip, loosing the chainsaw from the gauntlet to come down on top of one of the last two vampire’s heads. The blade cut clean down through the head, stopping mid chest. The two sides of his head flapped back and forth as the midget retracted the saw, using his considerable muscle to fling the corpse at the remaining vampire.


They collided as TnT dove from the table, spinning in a tight whirlwind to behead the remaining stumbling vamp.


“You okay?” Rose asked as she entered the room from the far door, having done a complete sweep of her side of the house.


TnT responded with a maniacal laugh, turning towards her with glee in his eyes, covered in blood from head to toe. “This shit is fucking amazing!” He bellowed, and she chuckled, shaking her head.


“Any sign of Kyran?” She asked.


“Not yet,” he replied, shaking his head.


A vampire suddenly dropped through the ceiling hole, and TnT glanced up to see another one squatting upstairs to watch the carnage. The midget grinned and shot the chainsaw up into him, retracting the chain and jumping at the same time in order to launch himself up to the second floor. He hit the vamp in the chest with his feet, toppling them both over to TnT could wrench the saw up through it’s head.


Rose took advantage of the distraction to blow the landed vampire’s head off, and looked up through the hole.


“Find some stairs,” TnT instructed as he kicked the newest corpse down through the hole. “I’ll start clearing them out up here!”


“On it,” Rose replied, and leapt down from the table to head towards the front of the house. The midget turned on his heel and headed into the first bedroom, a massive one with what looked like an ensuite. It was likely a master bedroom at one point, judging by the size and the broken down four poster bed in the corner.


Two jean jacketed vampires strolled out from the ensuite bathroom, wielding machetes and hungry grins.


“Looks like you boys have leveled up a bit,” TnT taunted. “Still not gonna be enough.” He flung Big Jim without any warning, but the first denim clad vamp was quick and deflected it with his machete. 

The blade embedded itself in the wall, and he sliced down hard, managing to sever the chain from the saw. The midget’s blood boiled as the weapon went slack from the gauntlet.


“You. Mother. Fuckers.” He retracted the chain halfway and wrapped the rest around the gauntlet, making a deadly bladed fist. The vampires lunged for him, and he rolled to the side, managing to mangle one of their thighs in the process. He narrowly avoided machete swings, and leapt up with the aid of his boots to punch one of them in the face.


The blinded vampire swung wildly, and caught his partner in the head. TnT took advantage of the Stooges falling all over each other to leap and kick them both in their backs with his fancy boots. They flew into the wall as if they’d been launched from a catapult, and the raging midget snatched up his weapon from the wall and through both of their heads in one fell swoop. He revved the blade, redecorating the master bedroom in red and grey.


Rose reached the staircase and took them two at a time. As she reached the halfway point, an arm burst through the drywall and grabbed her throat in an iron grip. She shot it through the elbow, hearing a muffled cry through the wall. She smashed at the stump with the severed arm like whack-a-mole, aimed the shotgun through the hole and fired. At the sound of retching and squelching from the Holy Smoke, she continued barreling up the stairs.


TnT kicked open the doors to the back room, a wide open space that was empty save for the single chair against the far wall housing an extra dapper looking Kyran. The midget narrowed his eyes at the nearly seven foot tall behemoth of a vampire looming beside him.


“Kyran!” TnT snarled, and the vampire preened under the sound of his name.


“I must say, I am impressed,” Kyran said with a sinister grin. “In all of my years, I’ve only seen a handful of people that are capable of the pure delicious carnage you have displayed here today. I can’t think of another soul this century that has taken out as many of my creations as you have.” He put a delicate finger to his chin in mock thoughtfulness.


“Given that you’re old as fuck, I’ll take that as a compliment,” TnT replied.


“You should,” the vampire said jovially. “I’m so impressed, in fact, that I’m not going to kill you. Normally when people get bold and confront me, I peel the skin from their bodies while they’re alive… all the while asking them if they thought taking me out was worth it.” He spoke fondly of these memories, eyes glazed in happiness. “It’s a torturous exercise that can go on for days if I pace myself. But you, no, you are too talented to meet that fate. I think you would be better served as one of my personal bodyguards, like Ogre here.” He motioned to the hulking vampire next to him, and received nothing but a grunt from the beast in greeting. “You’ll have to excuse him, he’s spent the last few centuries guarding me while I sleep. Not having another living thing to converse with has detrimental effects on the brain.”


“Yeah, well, good luck with that, bud.” TnT started up his chainsaw with a whirr and roarrr, shooting a menacing grin at the enemy duo. Ogre chuffed like a horse and smacked one cement fist into his own hand, stepping forward with murder in his eyes. The midget met the gaze with his own maniacal eyes, lips curling up into a sneer.


Ogre’s head suddenly exploded in a fantastic fan of explosive flesh, and his body staggered a few more steps before keeling over in front of the unused chainsaw.


“Sorry I’m late,” Rose said from behind TnT, stepping through the dilapidated doorway.


“Ah, my Rose.” Kyran stood, spreading his arms like Jesus on the cross. “So good of you to make it in time for our big moment together.” The redhead scowled at him, and stepped firmly beside the midget, reaching out to squeeze his shoulder before assuming a battle ready stance.


“Looks like the lady has made her choice,” TnT smirked at the vampire.


“Rose, why would you give up this opportunity?” The pale dead man with the slicked black hair cocked his head, looking absolutely mystified as to why she would refuse him.


“You mean, why would I give up the opportunity to have a demon spawn rip its way out of my uterus? Why wouldn’t I want to spend the rest of my life in agony?” She raised an eyebrow. “Is it really that hard to figure out?”


“True, the birth would decimate you,” Kyran nodded thoughtfully. “But if you wish, I could be there for you, right by your side to bring you back. Think of it, you’d have eternal life.”


“As a mindless killing machine,” Rose snapped. “And not sure if you’ve seen my partner in action or not, but I don’t think eternity would last as long as you think it would.”


“Goddamn right!” TnT cried, revving the chainsaw, and she glanced down at him with a stern expression in her hard eyes.


“What? Only if you were fanged.” He shrugged, and she continued to stare at him. “Oh come on, you know you’d do the same to me if I were a vamp.”


“I might do it to you anyway,” she retorted.


“Save the foreplay for later babe, we got work to do.” He winked at her and she rolled her eyes. Kyran cleared his throat in irritation.


“Very well then,” he cut in loudly. “I gave you an opportunity to be immortal and you turned me down. Now I shall take what I want and leave you to rot as you wish. As for you little man, you will watch as I do this, and then stand at my feet for centuries to come.”


TnT squared his shoulders and revved the chainsaw again. “Bring it, bitch!” he bellowed. Rose fired immediately, but Kyran whooshed out of the way at lightning speed. He was far quicker than anything they’d ever faced, and he wasn’t holding back. He appeared behind TnT, grabbing him by the back of his shirt to whip him aside like a rag doll.


Rose fired again with a frustrated grunt as the Ancient vampire dodged once again.


“Get back!” the midget roared, and swung his bladed chain around like a skip-it of death, catching Kyran’s leg. The vampire stumbled for a split second, and Rose took her shot, catching him in the shoulder.


The Holy Smoke erupted in his shoulder with a little mushroom cloud of blue haze. Pain sizzled inside of Kyran’s collarbone and he screamed, the shock of feeling pain for the first time in at least a century smacking into him like a tidal wave. He grasped his knee and ripped his leg across the calf with a squelching crunch. Rose shot two more times as he leapt from the room, diving out the door and through the hole that TnT had sprung up from earlier.


The midget in question retracted his chain and tossed aside the mangled foot.


“How many you got?” He asked.


“Two shots,” Rose replied as she slammed the last two shells into the chamber with a sharp clack.


“You go down the stairs, I’ll take the fast route,” TnT instructed, raising the chainsaw. “Hopefully he’s slowed enough and we can flank him.” She nodded in reply and they darted out the door, her barreling down the stairs as he skidded to the edge of the hole in the next room.


Kyran had discovered a severed hand from one of his fallen comrades, and shoved his exposed leg bone into the gaping wrist.


“That’s new,” TnT muttered at the brand new leg-hand, and then jumped. The chainsaw screamed as the midget bore down on top of Kyran, and the Ancient vampire reached up to protect himself. He caught TnT with his left hand and the blade with his right, the latter chewed up spectacularly by the spinning apparatus.


With a scream of frustration, Kyran whipped the midget across the room, kicking the saw in the other direction where it clattered to the floor, losing power. TnT groaned as he crumpled to the floor, forcing his sore body back to his feet just in time to see Kyran jam his shredded wrist into the neck hole of a nearby vamp head.


“What the actual fuck?” the midget exclaimed as the newly reanimated head snarled and tried to bite the air.


“Desperate times, my future servant.” Kyran sneered. “Desperate times.” He lunged forward, pushing off with his hand/foot, and TnT reached up to catch the vampire head hand with the gauntlet. Strong teeth gnawed on steel blades, but neither gave up as they pushed back and forth in a gruesome arm wrestle.


A shotgun blast rang through the air, and Kyran shrieked in pain again, back arching from the blessed bullet that found its mark in his spine. Rose fired again, but the Ancient vampire managed to dodge the headshot, taking the Holy Smoke in his good leg, blowing it right off of his body. Still he didn’t give up, pulling himself towards her with his actual hand and his leg hand, and Rose raised the empty shotgun to bring it down on his head.


TnT lashed out with his bladed chain and caught the vampire head hand with it, pulling it back to hold it in place.


“You got your phone?” He asked, and Rose raised an eyebrow.


“What?” she asked.


“Your phone? Take a picture of this shit.” He grinned. “I need a new Agency profile pic.” The redhead shook her head in disgust, and slipped the UV syringe from the back of her belt, stabbing Kyran in the back of the neck. He screamed in frustration and pain as the liquid sunlight permeated his body, and then finally went limp.


TnT dropped the head/hand with a huff. “Man, you are just no fuckin’ fun at all.”


“Well excuse me for wanting to finish off the asshole that wanted to rape a vampire spawn into me before posing for pictures,” Rose snapped.


“Wait, you mean you’ll take my photo now?” He grinned.


“Ugh.” She sighed. “Fine, you get one pose then we gotta get him back to base before the UV wears off.”


“That’s my girl!” The midget punched the air happily.






CHAPTER TWELVE

The duo dragged Kyran’s limp body out of the house in a garbage bag. Rose reached the trunk first, and popped it open to see George mumbling muffled obscenities through his gag. She pulled the fabric from his mouth in amusement and he scowled at her.


“You goddamn motherfuckin’ cuntwagon!” he cried. “I’m gonna rip your fuckin’ throat out and shit down your esophagus!” The agents blinked at him, and then glanced at each other.


“Given he doesn’t have an ass anymore, I’m guessing that’s an idle threat,” TnT spoke up, a lazy grin crossing his features.


“What should we do with him?” Rose asked.


“Do you really want to drive four hundred miles with him banging his head against the trunk?” The midget motioned to their mangled prisoner of war with a raised eyebrow.


“That’s a good point,” she acquiesced, and grabbed George by the hair.


“Whoa, wait, what are you doing?!” he cried.


“Sorry bud, this is where we part ways,” Rose replied, and dragged him along the hot tarmac to a nearby tree. The blisters on his skin from his tanning session protected him from the brief stint in the sun, but he still wasn’t impressed as she planted the two by four into the dirt.


“Oh, come the fuck on!” He wiggled on his stick, looking the part of a grim scarecrow.


“Well, I was going to just kill you and be done with it,” Rose said pertly, hands on her hips, “but you called me a cuntwagon. So I’m going to leave you here to think about what you’ve done. I figure you have about an hour or so until the sun gets low enough to fry your foul mouthed ass.” She jabbed her thumb over her shoulder towards the west.


“Oh please.” George rolled his eyes. “You are a beautiful flower that no man would ever be good enough for.”


“Why thank you, I’m very aware of that.” She smiled cruelly. “Now enjoy your last hour on earth.”


“Fuck you!” he screamed, spittle flying from his dried and cracked mouth. “I swear I’m going to survive this and fuckin’ get you! You and your little fuckin’ half-pint fuckin’ cocksucker!” Rose sashayed back over to the car, swiping her hands across each other as if you wash her hands of the situation. TnT heaved the garbage bag into the newly vacated trunk, and the redhead slammed the door shut, hopping up onto it with effortless grace.


The midget dialed his phone and leaned casually on the car, as if there wasn’t an impaled vampire torso still screaming obscenities just across the street.


“Yo, Baptiste, it’s TnT,” he greeted. “Hey man, we got the package in tow and are about to hit the road.”


“That is fantastic news,” Baptiste replied. “How is Miss Rose?”


“Feisty as ever,” TnT admitted. “Just planted half a vamp in the ground like a fuckin’ scarecrow.”


“I…” the attache paused. “I don’t know what to do with that information.”


“Don’t worry kid,” the midget said, “you’ll get the hang of things before you know it.” He waved a hand dismissively as if they were within sight of each other.


“There’s a reason I’m not in the field, sir,” came the reply.


“So, what’s the plan with Kyran the Ancient?” TnT changed the subject, knowing that they were short on time. “You want us to bring him back to base?”


“I am going to dispatch a transfer team that will meet you halfway.” Baptiste regained his professional composure. “I’ll send you the coordinates. They’ll take him off your hands, put him in a special containment facility where we can keep him paralyzed indefinitely.”


“That’s probably a good thing, since he wasn’t able to blow his wad.” The midget shook his head, pursing his lips in sympathy. “He ever gets mobile again and he’s going to go on the rampage to end all rampages.”


“Don’t worry Sir, our new facility is top of the line and is capable of holding things much, much worse than him,” the young man promised, and TnT’s eyebrows shot to the sky.


“Oh great, so there are worse things than Ancient Immortal Rapist Vampires that can use dismembered heads as hands?” he asked sarcastically, and Rose scoffed.


“You’ve won the day sir,” Baptiste said firmly, “worry about those things another time.”


“That doesn’t sound fuckin’ ominous at all.” TnT’s voice continued to drip with sarcasm, and he rubbed his forehead.


“Travel safe, Sir,” the attache concluded. “Please give my regards to Miss Rose.”


“A pleasure as always, Baptiste.” TnT ended the call and sighed heavily, turning to his red haired companion.


“Well, George is taken care of,” she said lightly as she slid from the car, hopping over to the passengers side.


“Pretty sure you made the right call with him,” he replied as he got into the driver’s seat. The engine roared to life and he grinned. He’d never get sick of this puppy.


“Agreed.” Rose nodded, and clicked her seatbelt into place, rolling her head to blink her big round eyes at him. “Well, you ready to hit the road?”


TnT grinned, and threw the car into gear. “Let’s do it, babe.”


END
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