Hannie stared down through the grille, feeling her blood run cold. A sickening feeling of disappointment swept through her, like a falling sensation in a dream. The satellite was destroyed. She was cut off. She felt utterly alone: friendless within hostile ranks. 


She fought back nausea as space vertigo began to take over, making the floor below seem to swing up at her.�Ik moet uitbraken niet!�(I must not be sick)�she thought. Vomiting through the vent, at that moment, would be a bad idea. She closed her eyes tightly shut. Slowly, the vertigo subsided. She became dimly aware that Greyston was speaking again. She focused her hearing on the sound, along with the attention of her reeling mind.�"Now all we have to do is find that little viper and silence her for good"�he said, coldly, to Tindall. Tindall laughed.�"Yeah, I'll deal with her if you like!"�he sneered.�"We can all have some fun with her, first."�At this, Greyston seized Tindall's arm, making him jump.�"No we won't!" �he hissed.�"She is a traitor, but she has feelings like the rest of us! If I don't decide to keep her as a hostage, she will be put to death quickly and with dignity." 


Hannie found this last statement only mildly reassuring - and strongly perplexing. Greyston's blend of criminality and integrity was a real paradox. She recoiled as Tindall scowled at Greyston. He was a foul creature, more frightening, in some ways, than Greyston's virtual face. She waited, motionless, until she was sure that Greyston and Tindall were engrossed in their work at the ship's controls, before daring to slip away. She was very uncomfortable: her stomach was empty and she was thirsty, which meant that soon she would have a headache. She remembered where Mathers had shown her the kitchen. It was an agonisingly long crawl towards the back of the ship. She crawled off, feeling the beginnings of a dizzy headache as she went, trying to slide some of the way. She could hear a low rumble from the booster engines of the ship, not unlike the rumble in her stomach. 


. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 


B3 had been relaxing in his office with a bourbon at the time of the satellite's destruction. He almost choked in mid-sip as a terrible screech was emitted from the Sat/mail receptor. He clicked the space chart monitor into life, only to find that one of E.N.G.R.'s key satellites had vanished from the grid. 


No. There must be a mistake�he thought. He rebooted the drive and monitor. He looked again. It was really gone! He knew, in an instant, that, if it was, then Greyston Powell must have destroyed it. He had caused minor damage to satellites before, but this was a major victory for him, especially with all the accompanying publicity, which would be bound to follow. How he hated the media for making a folk hero out of Greyston! How he hated Greyston! He grit his teeth with rage.�And Hannie!�he thought.�She can no longer contact us!�He went into action quickly, booting up the media receptor, to try to contact the keepers of the Arctic Satellite base. There was a small chance that they might be able to set up a long-range link with the E.N.G.R. in the state of England. The range of their hardware extended a long way. 


. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 


At last Hannie reached a vent over the kitchen. She quickly removed the loose portal of the grille and eased herself down, using rungs on the wall. She could see the food cupboard ahead. As quickly as she could manage in the dizzying weightless conditions, she opened the door and pulled out a food capsule and a sachet of cola. She pulled up the straw on the sachet and used the cola to wash down the food capsule, without bothering to chew it, knowing that it would taste like flavoured cardboard. Suddenly a sound made her almost choke on the last gulp of cola. 


Voices!�Getting nearer!�With seconds to spare, Hannie pulled herself up, away from the cupboard and back into the air duct. Boswell and Tindall entered. Hannie crawled away. She could feel her body getting slightly heavier. This meant, she knew, that they were getting closer to earth. In about one hour, with the gravity pulse working, borrowing from the earth's gravity, she would be able to walk and run, without having to drift like flotsam in the sea. 


Hannie passed the next hour in fear and misery. Slowly, gravity took effect. Feeling sick and tired of the claustrophobic air vents, Hannie quietly descended through an open grille into the middle corridor of the ship. Suddenly the air seemed cooler. Everything looked brighter. She walked cautiously towards the relative safety of the mess room. It was unlikely that anyone would be in there. She knew that she might find some more food there, too, if anyone had left anything floating around unopened. 


She stopped to check that her laser bazooka was primed. It was. She wished that she had explosives with her, too. She ran round a bend in the corridor, towards the kitchen. 


Suddenly Greyston appeared. He unholstered his bazooka immediately. Too slow to reach the kitchen, she turned back into the part of the corridor she had run from, narrowly missed by a searing white ray. The shot hit the wall as she ran on. She could smell molten steel. Persuing footsteps thundered after her. She quickly ducked into a dark, warm room. She caught her breath as Greyston's footsteps stopped outside the door. She thought of his terrible face and a chilling feeling of dêjà vù came over her. Unable to stop herself, as if pulled by unseen strings, she reached across the wall to a sensor pad and touched it. A row of dim blue lights came on. It was as if her blood was turned to ice... there was the room of her nightmare! The room that looked like the boiler room of an ocean liner! The one room which Mathers, for whatever reason, had not shown her. She closed her eyes, willing it to go away. She opened them quickly as the door slowly opened. She edged away, silently, deeper into the room, trembling, trying to control her thumping heart as Greyston walked in, looking straight towards the opposite wall. Mercifully, he did not turn his head. If he had, he would have seen her duck behind a large, circular tank. She held her breath as he began to call her name, softly...�"Hannie! Haaaannieeeeeee......" 


...softly. Tormentingly. Treating the whole thing like a game! She began to shiver with fear. She steeled her nerves, steadied her hands and risked a shot in the direction of his voice.�"Missed"�said Greyston in a deliberately low, sinister growl. He laughed, grimly. Her heart almost stopped. �Godverdomme, Godverdomme!�She thought, over and over. It seemed, at that moment, to Hannie, as if God must have abandoned her completely. How else could her nightmare be unfolding like this, spilling over into real life? 


But still it unfolded. Greyston made another move and she ran further into the network of pipes and tanks, feeling more horrific familiarity with every step, as she dodged his fire and crouched to fire back. Every second, she had lived before. At least - dreamed - before. Only Greyston's taunts were new to the scenario. Her nightmare, at this stage, had been almost silent. 


"I'm sooooo disappointed in you, Hannie"�he chided, pretending to sound hurt. His voice seemed suddenly familiar, as it became more theatrical in its sarcasm. She felt surprise add an extra chill to her fear.�"You had such potential. What a waste that you have to die." 


She ran forward, doubled over and crouched behind one of the larger boilers, feeling hot and tense. Greyston kept up a barage of deadly, burning laser beams in her direction, deflected by the pipes, making their paintwork bubble. There was no sound but the sound of her own breathing. The rays seemed all the more deadly for their quietness. 


Then it stopped. Greyston waited. Hannie waited. This had not been part of the dream, either. For a relieved ten minutes of silence, Hannie began to think that she had been imagining that her nightmare was coming true. Then he shot at her again, just as she had almost come to a decision to run to another hiding place. He missed. 


Suddenly, he ran across the chamber in the distance, at the furthest wall, not quite fast enough to escape her answering shot. A hole was melted into the arm of his suit, fusing rubber and skin in a searing, painful union. An agonised scream rang out, echoing grotesquely round the room. To make matters worse, the scream sounded even more familiar, in pain; almost like the voice of a friend she had once known. He doubled over and sank to his knees, clutching his gun-arm in agony, letting his bazooka clatter to the floor. He tried to reach for the weapon as she approached, scrabbling with his injured arm, while the face on his visor drew its lips back in a spine-chilling grimace of pain.�"Don't kill me"�he managed to say. That voice again. So strange. So strangely familiar. She aimed her weapon at him, supporting it with her right hand. She kicked his bazooka further out of reach. He moaned, looking down at the singed, messy wound on his arm. She almost felt sorry for him.�"I will spare you on one condition"�she heard herself say.�"...that you take off your visor. I want to know who I am dealing with!"�Greyston sighed, looking up at her. The virtual eyes tried to look pleading, but only succeeded in managing a bizarre, half-apologetic stare.�"Please, do not ask this"�he said. His voice conveyed what the face could not. The eerie face seemed to float before her, as it had in the nightmare. There was no turning back, now.�"Show me your face!"�she snapped, aiming the bazooka at his head.�"Then I might even help you to treat that arm"�she said, coldly, not feeling too concerned about his wound.�"Very well"�said Greyston, in a resigned, miserable tone of voice. He unstrapped the visor and slowly lifted it off. Hannie could hardly breathe, knowing what had come next in her nightmare. The pulped face covered in maggots. The skull with flames in the eye sockets. The terrible burns. Which would it be?! She wanted to close her eyes but was mesmerised by the moment. She stared and stared, unable to blink, as the visor slowly, so slowly, was lifted off his head. As if in a loop of time, the moment seemed to last forever.................








---------------------------------------------------------------








*Note: The story is presented on the CD ROM with each chapter as a web page, �with midi music in the background, illustrations and some animated gif illustrations. �This sample is to show story content only.





SPIDERS & GLIDERS is available from Kedco Studios Artist Profile Press, 


$12.50, half price to booksellers. 


See BOOKS link on left-hand side of Sara L. Russell’s bio.





Anyone not wishing to order via the Internet, write to Elaine Davis at:


KEDCO STUDIOS�Las Vegas Sales Office�Post Office Box 24302�Las Vegas, NV 89101�USA 


for further information.














Spiders & Gliders sample:


 FROM CHAPTER 6 - THE REVELATION - by Sara L. Russell for Kedco Studios Artist Profile Press











�











