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BOOM!! 

 

The sounds of the explosion rocketed across the barren land. Flames launched themselves into 

the air. In an instant the temperature rose at least 20 degrees.  

 

I shielded the gas station worker the best I could with my body. The flames singed my fur and 

tore at my costume. Even as the blaze surrounded us, the nanotechnology in my costume 

worked fruitlessly to repair it. In that instant of heat and flames, as the world trembled, I could 

see Brood and the creature battling.  

 

We had no idea where this beast came from or what it wanted, but Brood and I needed to stop 

it. It’d just shown up on this lone patch of road and began attacking people at random. At first, it 

started as just tales of some killer on the road...a tale to keep people from picking up 

hitchhikers.  

 

Brood and I soon joined in the hunt for the killer. We found it and it was massive. It was a 

creature of pure muscle, but the muscle looked distorted...out of place. My first thoughts were 

that the creature was a mad science experiment gone wrong.  

 

Upon seeing us, the beast attacked. We fought it for what seemed like hours before we crashed 

into this gas station. While I shook off the blow, Brood continued the fight. Then the explosion 

occurred.  

 

Finally, the flames and vicious heat settled. I used my ray gun (still need to pick a name for it) to 

freeze a path for the worker and me. I was thankful that this gas station was empty except for 

him.  

 

Once the bystander was clear and running for safety, I turned my attention back to the fight. 

Brood transformed into a giant bat in order to increase his already impressive strength and 

speed. Brood dived and swooped at the beast clawing it as he passed. Each bat of his bat 

wings stirred up the flames which lapped at the creature’s skin.  

 

Using my sunglasses, I contacted Brain at my base. I asked him to run a scan on the creature—

see if we could learn more about it. 

 

“You will have to get in close,” he said. 

 

I was afraid he’d say that. 

 

I stepped forward and teleported to the beast’s back. I wrapped arms around its neck. Brood 

saw me and landed. In a swirl of mist, he transformed back into a human-vampire. With the 

beast distracted by my attack, Brood delivered a gut-punch to the creature. It bent over for a 

second, but quickly regained its air and flung Brood away with a backhand punch. It looked 

more like a person swatting at a fly than a punch.  



 

 

 

“Dogboy,” said Brain via the Dog Whistle communication system within my sunglasses (aka 

DogCom/Heads-Up-Display), “I need a blood sample. I am receiving conflicting readings.” 

 

“Sure...no problem.” I rolled my eyes.  

 

Fortunately, I was still gripping the beast. I slashed at the monster with my claws. It roared and 

threw me off, but it was enough to make it bleed. An upload of the sample was sent to Brain. 

 

I held my head and shook off the attack. As if he’d always been there (which he hadn’t), Brood 

was at my side. “You OK, Mutt?” 

 

“As good as you, Bloodsucker.” 

 

The creature charged us like a rhino that’d just been insulted.  

 

“You take the high road,” said Brood. 

 

When the beast was close enough...POW!! I hit it with a powerful palm-strike to the nose while 

Brood attacked it with a chest strike. The shockwave caused the ground to break and sent the 

monster back into the already ruined gas station building.  

 

A second later, Brain came back on the Dog Whistle. “The creature’s DNA matches a rabbit.” 

 

I glanced at the mismatch monster climbing out of the building rubble. “Are you sure?” 

 

“It is not 100 percent rabbit. It has been altered.” 

 

“Obviously,” I said. 

 

“The alterations appear to originate from a virus. I have already uploaded the schematics for the 

cure to your suit. The 3D Fabricators will finish printing it in a moment.” 

 

The monster once again plowed towards us. “Not sure we have a moment.” 

 

Brood suddenly grabbed me and flew us in the air. The beast shot by like a baseball player 

overshooting a base. It even had the confused expression of a baseball player who’d overshot a 

base.  

 

We hovered there for a moment while the beast jumped at us, but missing each time. It 

reminded me of a kid trying to get his hat away from bullies. 

 

Finally, the cure was ready. I pulled the vial from the designated pocket on my purple vest. I 

tapped the DogCom sunglasses. “Now what?” 



 

 

 

“It needs to ingest it,” said Brain. 

 

“And how do we—” 

 

Brood dropped me. 

 

“I hate youuuuuu!” I said. 

 

“I know,” Brood said with a smirk. 

 

The creature leapt up, now seeing that its treat was coming to it. I angled towards it. It opened 

its mouth. I chucked the vial at it. The vial went down its throat. The beast choked a surprise, 

and we both crashed into each other. A second later, we tumbled to the ground. I landed flat on 

my back with a rabbit on my chest.  

 

*** 

 

Now that the danger had passed, the fire fighters could arrive and control the flames. Not long 

after that, the Super Attack Battle and Event Reconstruction team (SABER) began work on 

rebuilding the gas station. It took the nanobots and Fabricators about an hour to have the 

building completely replaced. 

 

“Drat,” said the gas station attendant, who’d been treated by transbeing healers. “I was hoping 

I’d get the day off.” 


