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Bug – An original Novella 
 
 
“What do you think?”  Buzz asked as he withdrew the mechanical arm that reached into the gene 
incubator. 
 
“Think about what?” Nick said with obvious irritation. 
 
“About Natassia! The girl is ready for you to make your move, dude. The time is now. Carpe Diem,” Buzz 
said with boyish enthusiasm. 
 
“Fish of the day?” Nick pondered the odd words. 
 
“No, bonehead. Carpe not carp. It’s Latin for seize the day. So seize her.”  
 
Nick Reese had been through this conversation before. In the past it had been a nice distraction from the 
genetic research he did day after day. Thinking about the beautiful new lab technician was always a nice 
distraction. But ever since Nick told his friend, Buzz, about his growing infatuation with the new girl, the 
badgering hadn’t stopped. 
 
“Why don’t you ask her where she is from? You know, ‘cause she’s got one of those far away faces. 
Maybe ask her if she’s from Tora Bora?” Buzz pestered, smiling but serious. Obviously to Buzz this was 
great advice. 
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“Tora Bora!?” Nick was beside himself with frustration. “Maybe I should also ask her if she hid in the 
caves with Osama Bin Laden!” 
 
Buzz looked confused and shocked. It wasn’t the first time that look had manifested on his face. “She’s a 
terrorist? What are you talking about? Tora Bora, you know, those exotic pacific islands.” 
 
“You mean Bora-Bora, dumbass. Tora Bora is where…oh, never mind.” 
 
“Look, Buzz, Natassia isn’t something to be ‘seized’, and now I wish I had never told you about –“ Nick 
searched for the right words “– my admiration for her work. She’s a really talented researcher on her own, 
you know.” 
 
Nick knew he was going to regret saying that the moment it came out. 
 
“Oh, you admire her work!” chided Buzz. “And I bet you only like her for her mind and not those 
gorgeous legs she tries not to show off, or that exotic face, or her long hair that hangs down to that perfect 
little –” 
 
Buzz was cut off with hard elbow bump that made him take his eyes of the dozens of test sample tubes he 
was supposed to be carefully watching.  
 
While no one else noticed it, through the bantering and elbowing and loss of concentration, a vial marked 
‘Sample Nineteen’ had been knocked out of the sample container along with another test vial, and when 
Buzz replaced them, he put them back out of order. 
 
“Enough!” Nick said loud enough for the room to hear the commotion. He followed his outburst up with a 
hard elbowing to Buzz’s ribs that landed a bit harder than he’d intended. Others in the lab turned around 
and stared at the loud conversation going on in the test area, but when things quieted down they returned to 
their work. In a more hushed voice Nick scolded his friend. “Buzz, we aren’t here to talk about my 
interests or other people that work here. Especially not right now. This is a delicate test and we still have 
over half of the samples to go. Will you get serious?” 
 
“Sure, Nicky,” Buzz said rubbing his injured side. “I just don’t want you to let this opportunity to slip 
away like last time. You don’t have forever with a girl like that in a lab full of horny men.” Buzz lowered 
his tone conspiratorially, “Ask her out soon or someone else is going to…and it might even be Lance 
Manning from Biotech Research. 
 
Buzz knew what he was doing. If there was one person who Nick didn’t feel deserved any girl, much less 
Natassia, or even his job in the Biotech lab, it was Lance. Lance was tall, handsome, athletic, and would 
eventually be rich, considering his father owned Biotech Industries – which is how he got the prized job in 
the first place. As a scientist, Lance was as dumb as a post. Add to this that Lance had dated or ‘had’ 
almost all of the attractive women in this company at one time or another, and Nick felt his blood pressure 
rising. Lance was good enough, maybe, to be the intern trainee, but certainly he hadn’t earned his 
researcher spot in the Biotech lab. Everyone knew it, but considering the circumstances, no one said it. 
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Nick’s concentration was now lost, and despite valiant efforts to calm himself with deep breaths and 
painful pinching of his own leg until it hurt, he knew his mind had gone elsewhere, and it wasn’t coming 
back for a while.  
 
Buzz, realized he might have set Nick off prematurely and tried to reassure him. “Look, I don’t know what 
I am saying, you know me,” teased Buzz. “You are right we have at least twenty more vials to get through 
and then we can go talk and drink at the Cozy Corner till we forget Lance ever existed. I’ll buy. Let’s get 
this done first, OK?” 
 
It was too late. Nick was on his way to the research labs to have a chat with Lance about something he 
knew he should have done last week. As Nick stormed to the exit of gene lab 17, he was momentarily 
distracted by a whiff of a familiar perfume that put him in mind of long, silky, black hair, deep, 
chocolate-brown eyes and a lithe figure. Natassia was near the exit of gene lab 17 where Nick worked, 
though her job rarely let her be at one post for long. It was rare that she was sitting at all. Nick whirled, 
belayed his mind’s last order to take Lance down a peg and allowed himself a few moments to stare at 
Natassia while she was working. Natassia was an exotic mix, and would have been considered pretty by 
any racial standards, but her almond shaped eyes, dark skin, fine features and high cheekbones suggested 
all races, and yet, no single one was obvious. She was as much of an enigma to Nick as a person as she was 
ethnically. He’d thought about coming out and asking her what her heritage was as an opening line to start 
a conversation. But somehow that seemed crude, and possibly insulting. He could envision himself 
asking, “Hey, Natassia, what are you? An Asian-African-Latina-White girl?” Or “What race don’t you 
have in there?” But clearly this approach was not only cumbersome and off-putting, but rude as well. Buzz 
had suggested he feed her the line, “Natassia, is your father a thief?” And at the expected negation of the 
question add, “Because your father must have stolen all the stars in the sky and put them in your eyes.” He 
even practiced this bad line a few times in case he could think of nothing else, but wisely he discarded the 
bad pick up line for no pick up line. He was left staring. 
 
Natassia turned, sensing someone near her cubicle. She saw the man who’d given her the initial lab tour 
when she was first hired. What was his name again? He was always friendly, but unusual she thought. He 
seemed to stand around her at times, and yet rarely had anything important to say.  Natassia found him a 
bit odd, and because of her past experiences with men, she knew he wanted to know more than the results 
of tests from Biotech. He wanted to know her, but she was relieved he didn’t have the courage to ask. She 
was there to work at her career, not find a boyfriend who was also a little weird.  
 
“Can I help you?” 
 
“I wish I could think of something funny to say”, he was thinking. Then it dawned on him she was looking 
at him from her chair. Those eyes were so beautiful. She talked to me. SHE TALKED TO ME! The 
thoughts all raced through his confused mind at once, leaving him looking dazed. 
 
Natassia had seen this look in his eyes before, and was growing impatient with this childish behavior. “I’ll 
never understand the minds of men,” she thought before Nick had managed to get his mouth working 
again. 
 
“Help me?” Err, no, I mean yes,” stumbling for something, anything coherent to say, Nick blurted out, 
“Where are you from, Natassia?”  
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Lacking any context, the question merely confused and agitated Natassia. “What?” She asked with a look 
of annoyance on her face. “What are you talking about?” 
 
Realizing he’d asked the one question he was most uncomfortable asking her, Nick quickly tried to cover 
his intentions.  
 
“You are from …the Biotech labs. You were gone earlier. I only noticed because I have a question about 
Sample 19, and I know that you know about Sample 19…because you were out getting the latest sample 
from the labs, right? That’s what I meant.” He lied. 
 
Natassia studied Nick’s face for a moment. She was trying to figure out if he was employed here because 
of some community outreach program for the mentally impaired or whether his sentences only seemed 
like word-soup to her and no other. “Yes, I got a fresh sample of nineteen here but it isn’t ready for 
processing until I’ve logged the DNA sequence alterations. I’ll bring it over to you when it is ready. Good 
enough?” 
 
“Of course,” Still trying to cover his awkward imposition he added a technical question about sample 
nineteen to impress her. “Well, I noticed that sample has the extra growth marker in active position and 
wondered if that was intentional?” 
 
“Really? I don’t know for certain.” Natassia was taken back by his astute observation. Of all the questions 
he had asked her over the past week, this was the first one that really caught her by surprise. She wasn’t 
expecting a bright observation from a man she was rapidly starting to think was a moron.  
 
Natassia looked at the diagram of the samples DNA marker provided by the graphics department. She 
hadn’t noticed the growth marker was altered and was more than a little surprised that Nick had. “That’s 
his name,” she thought as she studied the diagram.  
 
“Nick, it does look like you are right about that. I’m not sure if the lab meant for it to be in the active 
sequence. Let me find out about this and get back to you.”  
 
Before Nick had a chance to respond, Natassia was up and through the door, sample in hand. Nick wiped 
the sweat that was forming on his palms on his pants, and went back to work on the samples with his 
partner, Buzz. He hadn’t confronted Lance Manning, but at least he managed to say something intelligent 
to Natassia before she left.  
 
 

************************** 
 
Natassia entered the Biotech research labs in a hurry and with determination. The growth marker in 
sample nineteen Nick noticed was something she felt had to be an error. She was going to find out. 
Brushing through moving doors of the research office, she came to stand in from of Lance Manning.  
 
“Lance, I have a question about one of the samples,” she asked anxiously. If there was one thing everyone 
knew about Natassia, aside from her good looks, she was extremely direct. She’d actually started getting a 
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reputation for asking direct, and at times pointed questions of her superiors, and in her short tenure, she’d 
angered as many people as she’d impressed.  
 
Lance was not one to worry about details. For one thing, he didn’t fully fathom details about genetic 
markers, so he just decided to use his charm and influence with the company to answer any critics. This 
didn’t stop him from being arrogant about what little he did understand. All he really understood about 
these samples is that it was highly secure research and non-classified personnel were conducting it 
because it contained costs, even though the lack of security could spell disaster if anything went wrong. 
Lance was determined himself. Determined that nothing whatsoever was going to go wrong. 
 
“Well if it isn’t exactly who I wanted to see!” Lance deflected the issue remarkably well, especially when 
the subject matter was more than he could explain. 
 
“Sample nineteen has a growth marker in the active position,” Natassia succinctly explained, leaving 
Lance with a blank expression on his face. Lance wasn’t the only male in the Biotech labs to take more 
than a passing notice of the new girl. Natassia was something of a prize waiting to be claimed in Lance 
Manning’s opinion. 
 
“Does it? Well, let me see that chart,” Lance reached around Natassia’s small waist to a cart behind her 
with charts and graphs. As he retrieved the clipboard he caught Natassia around her waist as he drew his 
arms back. It pulled Natassia off her feet and she tripped and fell into Lance’s arms. “I was wondering 
when you were going to fall for me,” Lance quipped as he pulled Natassia up close to his face. 
 
“Don’t even think about it, Mr. Manning. I’ve got a serious question here,” Natassia deftly maneuvered 
herself out of Lance’s arms. Despite her heart telling her head that he was the most handsome man she’d 
ever seen, she intended to be taken seriously – even by Lance Manning. 
 
“One of these days you are going to dinner with me, Natassia. I take all the new employees to Bertrand’s, 
to get to know you, of course.” Lance knew this offer was tempting, even to those few who resisted his 
obvious charms. Bertrand’s was the only Five Star restaurant in town, and its reputation was that even a 
conservative meal was three hundred dollars per plate.  
 
Natassia had even considered going out with Lance once, when she was first hired. But she soon saw 
exactly what Lance really was, and she didn’t intend to be another conquest. Still, she couldn’t help but 
notice that he was tall, strong, and so handsome it almost made up for his being a cad – almost.  
 
She knocked those thoughts out of her head quickly and asked, “Do you take the new men out to 
Bertrand’s too?” 
 
“What? No. I mean they don’t want to go to dinner with me anyhow. Why do you insist on being so 
difficult, Natassia? It’s just a dinner,” Lance mocked the last part to downplay her rejection. 
 
“It’s not the dinner I object too. It’s what follows. Now I’m here on serious business, so I’d appreciate if 
you’d stop the harassment and listen to my concerns,” stated Natassia in such a certain manner that not 
even Lance’s determination could overcome her objection. 
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Lance sighed, let go of Natassia and remarked, “Fine. Then what is it? I don’t have time to chit chat.” 
 
“I was talking to Nick in genetics lab 17 and he pointed out to me something I missed before. The gene 
marker for growth is active on Sample Nineteen. Is that an error?” She paused and when a look of 
dumbfounded confusion passed over Lance’s face she attempted to explain. “If a sample with a gene 
marker is active, it will cause that sample to do whatever the marker does. Active means it is on. You 
following me Mr. Manning?” Natassia could barely hide her contempt. He clearly should know what this 
means, Natassia was thinking, but it was also clear that he didn’t have a clue.  
 
But before she could further explain why the growth marker being active was important, Lance 
interjected, “Nick found this? Nicky from the gene lab? And you are taking this seriously? He’s a fool, 
Natassia. Yes, if the marker is on, then it supposed to be on. And it isn’t for lab techs to understand why or 
question orders from the researchers. Is that understood?” 
 
Natassia turned bright red and that was unusual for her. Of all the people to be dismissing her concern over 
technical issues, Lance was the least qualified to do so. But he was a researcher, thanks to his father, and 
his word was final.  
 
“But –“ 
She was cut off.  
 
Lance was condescending, “Instead of bringing me silly questions from Nick in genetics lab, perhaps you 
should focus your attention on getting these samples done before quitting time. These are important, 
Natassia. What’s in the samples isn’t your concern. These tests are vital so get it done. Clear?  
 
 

**************************** 
 
“He was a jackass,” Natassia explained to Nick when she returned. “I know it can’t be right for that growth 
marker to be on like that. Could be serious problems if it gets in the wrong subject.”  
 
Nick was busy working on the remaining samples with Buzz when a distraught Natassia tapped him on the 
shoulder to tell him of the berating she took from Lance Manning. Nick was less surprised that Lance 
could actually bring Natassia close to tears, as he was that she’d come to him first to tell him about it.  
 
Natassia continued. “I told him about the potential dangers of running a growth active gene but either he 
didn’t believe me or he didn’t care. It’s like he was covering something. Has a sort of odor about it, if you 
know what I mean.” 
 
“It’s not the only thing about him that does,” Nick quipped dryly. 
 
Buzz was also nearby and he added his two cents worth about Lance. It was pretty much the way they all 
felt. “He’s a douche—“  
He was elbowed before he could finish, again. “Hey, my ribs are getting damn sore, Nick. Would you stop 
it?” Buzz objected. 
“You are in front of a lady, Buzz,” Nick added by way of explanation. 
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Natassia grinned. “No, he’s right. He is that.” Then she looked at Nick with concern and asked, “What are 
we going to do? We can’t let that test go through without talking to someone over Lance’s head.” 
 
Nick thought hard. Not only was Natassia right about the potential danger, but it was also the first time 
he’d been able to have a real conversation with her without putting his foot into his mouth. And now she 
was looking to him to straighten out a bad situation. He had to come up with something. “If we remove the 
real Sample Nineteen, we could run a dummy test vial with a typical sample of no importance in its place. 
The test won’t pick up on anything because it won’t be looking for that. It’ll just pass it over. Then we 
could talk to Dr. Simmons tomorrow before Lance comes in and tell him why we held out the sample. 
They might not be happy we took matters into our own hands, but when they see the danger we may avert, 
they aren’t going to say anything.” 
 
Natassia thought the idea sounded good, but she wasn’t sure they wouldn’t be mad about it. While she was 
pondering this option, Nick was called away to look at some test results. “I’ll be right back,” he said, 
gently touching Natassia on the shoulder to let her know he wasn’t forgetting her. 
 
“How does he know they won’t say anything if we switch out the sample. How can he be so sure,” 
Natassia absently mouthed her question as much to herself as to anyone.  
 
Buzz, however, was standing nearby and revealed something to her, “Natassia, let me tell you a short story 
about Nicky…umm, Nick. He knows what he is talking about because he used to be the head researcher 
before someone took his job away from him.” 
 
“Nick? He was a researcher?” Natassia blanched in surprise at the revelation. 
 
“Not just any researcher, the head guy. But that was before Lance,” Buzz added. 
 
Natassia looked intensely at Buzz. “What happened? What’s Lance got to do with it?” 
 
“He doesn’t like talking about it. But Lance’s father needed to put his son in an important position so he 
could run the company someday. He took Nick’s position away and gave it to Lance,” Buzz looked sad 
and dejected for his friend. 
 
“Then how did he get here in the gene lab? I mean if he’s a researcher he could –“, Natassia didn’t finish 
her thought. 
 
Buzz finished for her. “He was offered another research position, but he turned it down so he could keep 
an eye on the quality of the research under Lance. He’s been watching him mess up for months and has 
been trying to turn some evidence over to Dr. Simmons to show Lance has come close to mucking things 
up several times. But each time he gets ready to do it, he changes his mind. 
 
“Why?” Natassia asked, shocked. 
 
In case you haven’t noticed, Nick’s a nice guy -- too nice if you ask me. He’s worried about getting others 
fired so he keeps postponing the inevitable. He keeps telling me that Lance will get competent enough 
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soon so that Nick can move on. Until then, he watches, and Lance suspects, and that’s why he’s always 
talking him down. Now don’t let on that I told you, Natassia,” Buzz pleaded. “He’s asked me never to tell 
anyone. Especially you.” 
 
Natassia looked at Buzz, perplexed. “Why especially me?” 
 
“Jesus,” Buzz exclaimed. “For a smart lady you sure are dumb about the obvious. He’s got a thing for you 
and has for a while now. But he won’t do anything about it. You have a job status slightly above him, and, 
well, to be honest, you aren’t the easiest woman in the world to talk to for us lowly lab techs.” 
 
Natassia was astonished. Nick wasn’t just a lab tech; he was a researcher, and a good one. And he liked her 
and she didn’t even care. Then a wave of shame flooded over her, as she looked at Nick across the room in 
a new light. She was ashamed that her opinion of him had been so indifferent just because of his job, and 
his boyish infatuation had even bothered her. She’d convinced herself he was just a loser so she didn’t 
have to deal with a guy she thought was below her. Natassia blushed in discomfiture as Buzz watched all 
the emotions wash over her. He seemed to know what she was thinking, and that bothered her more.  
 
“I can’t be here when he comes back,” Natassia weakly insisted. “I’ve got to go think. Make up a reason 
for me, please Buzz?” 
 
Buzz nodded in understanding, although he didn’t feel particularly sympathetic for her. “Don’t worry, he 
and I have work to do anyway. But listen: don’t keep the dude hanging. Now that you know, if you don’t 
feel the same, break his heart and do it fast. Don’t let him think he’s got a chance if he doesn’t. But like I 
said, he’s a good guy. He’ll get over it.  
 

******************** 
 
Nick and Buzz were nearly finished with the test vials before the subject of Natassia came up. “Where did 
Natassia go?” Nicked asked, a tinge of hope mixed with rejection in his voice. 
 
Buzz tried to be matter of fact. “She had some errand to run. Said she might not make it back today. Sorry 
friend, I guess you’ll be free tonight to go to the Cozy Corner with your old pal, Buzz.”    
 
Nick thought about the name of the bar and commented, “I wish they had another name. It’s great if you 
are going there with a girl. But two guys going to the Cozy Corner?”  “Oh, crap! Why’d you have to point 
that out now,” Buzz bellowed. 
Just as they were finishing the last samples Buzz halted, turned deathly pale and cursed worse than usual 
for Buzz. 
“What’s the matter now?” Nick asked.  
“Nicky. I’m sorry dude, I completely forgot!” He looked upset and exasperated. 
“What are you talking about? Forgot what?” Nick asked with tension in his voice. 
 
 
 
“Remember earlier this morning when we were first loading the samples? You elbowed me for some 
damn reason, and I dropped a two samples. I put them back, but now I think I put them in reverse order,” 
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Buzz confided his mistake he was hoping to never admit. 
 
“Do you recall the samples?” Asked Nick expectantly. 
 
“Sample Nineteen and another. The one with the growth gene.” 
 

******************* 
 
Three floors below, in the heart of the research and development labs, a pale scientist named Price was 
preparing several vials recently delivered from upstairs. Price was absently humming a song that had been 
stuck in his head all day, “Dance like an Egyptian”, a song he loathed because it involved happiness and 
dancing. Price was a humorless man, who loved his work experimenting on animals. Someone had to do 
it, he often reasoned, and it should be someone who loves his work. His preference was cats or dogs 
because they had such wonderful misery. But today it was a boring test subject. Insects.  
 
Mosquitoes were to be first. Since they were just too small to inject, Price used a patented new technique 
for adding gene sequences via a liquid solution that could be introduced without precision. The solution 
itself was the scientific breakthrough, for it carried the altered genetic sequence to the proper place and 
added it to the existing genetic code.  
 
Price took a small amount of the sample from a vial marked “Test sample 19” into the micro injector and 
carefully put it into three mosquitoes. He watched with fascination as they flinched, tried flying away on 
their backs and eventually they recovered from the intrusion of something new in their bodies, and sat 
perfectly motionless. Price was growing bored. Insects were such unresponsive creatures. Why not at least 
use a rat? When they contorted in pain it was such a delight to watch. But then as Price kept his eye to the 
microscope he noticed something unusual. One of the mosquitoes seemed to move; yet it had not really 
moved. Something inside it moved. Price pressed his glasses to the lens, trying to get a better look. 
Something suddenly moved, and moved quickly. Price backed up, wiped his sweaty brow with a soured 
cloth that should have been washed weeks ago. He looked again and this time something was looking back 
at him. It was the mosquito; its beady black eyes looking directly up the microscope. Price flinched, 
backed up and said something to himself. “It can’t be, it just can’t be.” 
 
Price collected himself and went back to the microscope, taking a slow look. He saw nothing. He moved 
the slide around and stopped, alarmed when a leg, appearing the size of a large insect partially appeared on 
the viewer. Price again mumbled to himself that it couldn’t be, but when he adjusted the viewer he could 
clearly see all three mosquitoes had doubled in size. “This is amazing! But is that supposed to happen?” 
 
Excited but alarmed Price took the sample box with the mosquitoes and moved them to a larger container. 
Then he got on the phone and placed a call to Dr. Cushing, the head of R & D.  
 
Dr. Cushing, an English researcher who was painfully thin and gaunt answered the phone and listened to 
his colleague intently. “Are you certain? There is no mistake? We must not let anyone know of this, you 
hear me Price? Put them in a secure container and I’ll be down in few minutes. I have to see this myself.” 
 
By the time Dr. Cushing made his way to Price’s laboratory, many stages of growth had taken place; the 
insects doubled in size each time and continued to do so. Cushing unlocked the door to the dark lab and 
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called out for Price but got only silence in response. Cushing quietly entered and looked around. He saw 
signs of activity: a chair was knocked over and a pot of coffee was broken on the floor. He called out, “Dr. 
Price, are you in here? Dr. Price?” No reply. The only thing he thought he heard was a quiet buzzing. Not 
like that of a fly, but bigger, faster. Yet he still saw nothing. As Cushing turned the corner of the largest lab 
table, he saw Dr. Price lying on the floor. Price was alive, his eyes wide with terror but he was unable to 
speak. His face was ashen, his breathing irregular and he apparently could not talk.  
 
“Have you had a stroke, Price?” Cushing asked, knowing the answer. Price could only make a gurgling 
sound. It was then that Cushing noticed three small puncture wounds on Price’s body, two on his arms, 
and one on his cheek. All of them bled slightly. But it wasn’t the bleeding that alarmed Cushing; it was the 
size of the bites. With the cold calculation of a research scientist, Cushing got out his ruler and measured 
the diameter of the punctures before offering Price any comfort. He need not have bothered to guess for in 
the length of time he was down there, the mosquitoes had doubled in size again, and now Cushing could 
not only hear them, he saw them! One of them flew at him from the supply closet, making a small 
shrieking noise as it came at him. It was the size of a large moth, and although its bite could not yet drain 
enough blood to kill a healthy human, three of them could really cause some damage, as Cushing was 
about to find out. He screamed and ran toward the door of the lab, opening it just in time to get part way 
out before all three overgrown mosquitoes landed on him and hungrily fed on his blood. They were 
growing to a size now that could make them dangerous but it would not be the mosquitoes that choked the 
life from Dr. Cushing. His heart gave out from the fear as he fought to keep the little vampires away. 
Cushing managed to open the doors before falling over, allowing the three blood bandits to escape into the 
underground complex. But before they left, hungry from rapid growth, they went back to the paralyzed Dr. 
Price whose last sight on this earth was of a spiny proboscis of a mouse-sized mosquito piercing his eye. 
 

********************** 
 

 
Nick tossed and turned all night long. He dreamed alternately of the best of his previous day, and the 
worst. He dreamed first of Natassia. Now in his dreams he could hear her voice clearly, something that had 
been omitted from his dreams about her before. But then he dreamed of awful things, terrible things. The 
things were vague because the danger from the errant gene sample was vague. All he could remember 
about those last dreams was a feeling of dread and foreboding. When morning came, Nick was glad to stop 
dreaming and get to work, where perhaps he could get some answers. 
 
Early in the morning, after everyone had their assignments for the day, Nick, Buzz and Natassia managed 
to sneak out for a while to talk about the previous days events. Nick confided in Natassia that Sample 
Nineteen had gone through to research and development anyway, through an oversight of his own doing. 
He left out Buzz’s culpability because he felt bad for his friend, having played a part in the mistake. 
Natassia was not as upset as Nick thought she might be. She reasoned that Lance was determined to get the 
samples through to R & D no matter what and would have resubmitted them without their knowledge 
anyway. Nick had to admit she was right. Still, it didn’t make him feel any better about it. For his part, 
Buzz remained largely silent. This was something new for Buzz who always had something to say about 
everything. His silence didn’t go unnoticed.  
 
“Are you alright, Buzz?” Queried Natassia. She only knew Buzz for a short time now, but his frank and 
open nature was missing today, and it made her concerned. 
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“Yeah. I’m OK. I just have a bad feeling …“ Buzz trailed off without finishing. 
 
Nick checked his watch and noted that they were 10 minutes late to the lab. “We better get back before 
someone puts two and two together and notice all three of us are missing. Let’s meet back here at lunch 
and compare notes.” 
 
The friends went back to their jobs completely unaware of the deaths of doctor’s Price and Cushing the 
day before. In fact, no one but Lance and his private security team knew anything about the tragedy at all, 
and even they weren’t really certain what happened. They knew the researchers were dead. They knew 
something terrible had happened. But the few notes left by Price only indicated a test sample and subject 
had been initiated. It didn’t say what the test subject was. 
 
A visibly nervous Lance Manning was holding a small, secret meeting in the security office with 
Biotech’s private security team leaders. The bodies of Price and Cushing had been discovered late at night 
by one of the security team on a standard patrol of the lowest levels of the Biotech building. The entire 
animal testing research was done below ground, and access to the area was severely limited to those with 
key cards. They had no idea what caused the deaths, but it was pretty clear it was some animal that was 
being experimented upon, though none had ever seen the strange punctures on the bodies of the scientists 
before.  
 
Lance was talking rapidly, as he paced the floor. “We can’t let this leak out before we know how to cover, 
I mean, explain it all to the police. There is too much at stake here to be shut down. Until we know what we 
are dealing with, let’s seal off the basement levels only. We will let all the other floors operate as normal.” 
 
“What about the…the thing?” Asked Frank Mancuso, head of security. “What if it gets out?” 
 
Lance was irritated at the thought that he didn’t have it under control. “Let me worry about that. It’s 
probably nothing more than a crazed monkey, or a rabid rat. It can’t have gotten too far so just seal the 
lowest levels and we should have it contained. But some of you are going to have to go down there and 
find it.” 
 
Mancuso was a veteran of the Persian Gulf War of 1991, and didn’t scare easily. He accepted orders as 
only men used to being given orders can do – without question. “Yes, sir,” he replied. “I’ll lead the search 
mission myself.” 
 
“Make that a search and destroy mission, Frank, “ Lance directed. “We can’t afford to let it live. Kill it. 
Whatever it is.” 
 

*************************** 
 

Nick tried to make it until Noon but he couldn’t stop thinking about that errant sample. He slipped out of 
the genetics lab around 11:30, and went straight to Manning’s office. Lance Manning’s secretary, guard 
dog that she was, tried to intercept Nick, but failed. Nick barged his way into Lance’s office, both 
demanding and pleading for Manning’s attention. Lance was not in the mood, but he was curious why 
Nick would be so upset. Since it might have something to do with his ‘problem’, as he came to think of it, 
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he listened. After several minutes Nick had summarized in simple terms the problems with Sample 
Nineteen. He reprimanded Lance for not listening to Natassia’s warning of the dangers, but at the same 
time, he admitted to accidentally letting the sample get through by mistake. Lance was beginning to get 
the picture of what he might be facing, and the prospect of some overgrown lab animal fit exactly his 
problems in the lowest levels. Of course he didn’t tell Nick about this. Instead he used Nick’s own 
admission of letting the errant sample go through as reason to lecture him. 
 
“Nick, the way I see this you are at fault here. How was I supposed to know to stop it when you let it go 
through?” Lance diverted the blame. 
 
Nick was livid. “The growth sample should have never, ever made it to the gene lab for testing in the 
active mode in the first place. You are the one who authorized that, Lance, just as you authorized three 
other errors in bio-gene testing last month. I caught those, but this one slipped by only because Buzz 
dropped the sample and then placed it in the wrong slot. That mistake shouldn’t have ever happened! You 
are a danger to this facility and I’m going to make sure Dr. Simmons knows about it!” 
 
“So now you are trying to blame you lab partner, Buzz. You’ve been albatross around my neck for too 
long, Nick Reese. You are fired! I want you out of here now or I’ll call security have them escort you out. 
Get out of my office!” Lance thundered. 
 
Nick stormed out of Lance’s office and absently went down the hall. Though Nick should have expected a 
reaction like this when he threatened to expose Lance’s incompetence, he was still shocked at hearing the 
words, “You are fired.” Angry and resolute in his convictions, he was nevertheless sad that he would have 
to leave his friend, and especially sorry he’d now likely never see Natassia again. Part of him wanted to 
apologize and ask for his job back. But Nick decided to appeal to a higher authority, the supervising 
manager of Biotech’s gene department, Dr. Simmons. 
 

*************************** 
 
Nick was admitted to Dr. Simmons’s office on the pretext of an emergency, and some irritation showed on 
Simmons’s face as he invited Nick to sit down to discuss it. Simmons was a competent man who 
understood science, and protocol. Nick’s unannounced visit made him petulant, and he didn’t like it. 
 
“Nick, what seems to be the problem?” Simmons asked directly, not in the mood to beat around the bush. 
Neither Dr. Simmons or Nick were yet aware of the deaths that taken place in the lower research levels, or 
that Lance Manning was attempting to cover it up. 
 
“Doctor, I have a list of complaints about the carelessness of the work being done under Lance Manning’s 
direction. If you’ll hear me out, I think you will see how serious this last one is. I feel you need to know 
about it. This could lead to serious risks for Biotech.” Dr. Simmons, will you read my log notes?” Nick 
stated his case as calmly as he could. 
 
“Nick, all the employees here are free to call me Dave,” Dr. Simmons said flatly. 
 
Nick went with the hint, “Dave –“ 
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“But they don’t,” Dr. Simmons interrupted. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Nick amended. 
 
Simmons took a deep breath, and continued somewhat pensively, “I’ve already been informed about your 
firing. And that you talked out of turn to a superior and even allowed a mistake sample to get through the 
testing process yesterday. Much as I understand you have some…” Simmons struggled for the right word, 
“issues with Lance Manning, he is your superior and you have been insubordinate with him.” Simmons 
chose his next words carefully, “Considering the situation and who Lance Manning is and what he is going 
to mean to Biotech, I can do nothing without direct evidence of intentional wrongdoing, which you don’t 
have, except for some hearsay from your lab friends. I’m sorry, Nick, there isn’t anything I can do to help 
you now. I will promise you that we will be watching Lance closer than we have in the past. But that 
doesn’t help your case. I’m afraid there is nothing I can do.”  
 
Nick sat in resignation. He suspected that even if he showed his notes of Lance’s past errors to Simmons, 
at this point it wouldn’t make any difference. It was over for him at Biotech. 
 
“I’m sorry you aren’t able to help me as well,” Nick replied. “But I wonder how it must feel to be in your 
position, taking orders from people whose knowledge of their own company is inferior to yours and yet 
having to be subordinate to them, knowing all the while these assholes own your loyalty.” With that Nick 
got up, dignity intact and headed out the door for the employee locker rooms. He would need to clean that 
out and he could use the time to think of what to say to Buzz and Natassia. 
 

 
*************************** 

 
 
Head of security, Frank Mancuso, led a two-man team down to Level A, the second to the lowest level in 
the Biotech research building. Frank and his deputy of security, Hector Ramirez, were armed with 
flashlights and nightsticks. Mancuso carried a can of mace on his belt, and a .38 snub nose revolver 
Velcroed to his ankle, but since they really weren’t sure what type of thing they were searching for, he 
wasn’t sure any of this was going to help. He chose a small team of two because he had no choice. Lance 
had made cutbacks to save money even on security details to the point that Mancuso could not afford to 
take any extra guards with him. All the rest of his team was needed to guard doors and entrances above.  
 
“Let’s do a sweep of the north hallways before we go into the individual labs, Hector,” Mancuso ordered. 
Frank figured if it was a monkey, or even a rat, it might head for the exits first, and the north sections 
covered most of the exits. 
 
“What do you think we are looking for,” Hector asked, a hint of anxiety in his voice. 
 
“I wish I knew,” was all Frank had to offer.  
 
The two men wandered through darkened rooms, hallways so long they looked like mine shafts, each with 
various sizes of pipes carrying water, air and waste, and God knows what else to and from that labs. After 
about two hours of seeing and hearing nothing, Frank was about to cancel their patrol and head back to the 
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labs themselves. But just before he voiced his new orders, they both heard an odd squealing sound, which 
careened off the brick halls until it seemed the noise, came from all directions.  
 
“Is that behind us, or in front of us?” Hector asked, eyes wide with fear.  
 
“I thought in front at first,” Frank replied. “But now I not so sure.” 
 
When the sounds came again they came in stereo. One sound was approaching from in front of them and 
another from behind. Somewhere in the distance Frank thought he heard a third flapping sound, but before 
he or Hector had time to question it a large object flew past them at break-neck speed.  
 
“What in the hell was that?” Hector cried out. “Did you see how fast that thing was moving? Was that a 
bird?” 
 
“That was no bird,” Frank retorted. “It looked like a bug.” 
 
“A bug that big? That’s impossible, Frank,” Hector objected. 
 
“Get back to back,” Frank ordered. “We can guard better that way.” 
 
As Frank and Hector stood back to back, Frank reached down and withdrew his .38 from his ankle. He 
held it out in front of him, hoping to see something to shoot. All he could see was the dim light of the 
tunnel ahead. It was the sound they could hear. They knew they were coming before they knew what they 
were. As fast as they disappeared, the flapping and humming sounds came back, this time both towards 
Frank. Against the dim light they hardly showed at all. But the sound they made was terrifying. Frank 
squeezed the trigger of his gun, unloading all six rounds in a vain attempt to hit something. But trying to 
hit a fast moving insect, even big ones was hopeful more than logical. All six rounds missed. Hector pulled 
out his club and started wailing away at the dark space in front of him, convinced he could see something. 
It was Frank who saw one of them coming, and it came with such speed and power, it knocked Frank to the 
ground. As Frank struggled to see what hit him and knocked him over, Hector panicked and was 
screaming and flailing about with his nightstick, hitting nothing. Frank felt something. He turned his head 
to the side and saw a bug of enormous size, about the size of mans hand, not counting the wingspan that 
had lighted on his side. Frank could not speak. He couldn’t move. All he could do was stare at the monster 
mosquito that was lightly crawling about his side, looking for exposed skin. When his senses returned, he 
tried to take a swing at it with his hand, but the bug just moved up in the air for a microsecond, then 
descended again after his hand past over. It was too fast for him to hit. Suddenly, the bug jumped to his 
arm, where the skin was bare, and without any warning it plunged a three-inch needle shaped nose into his 
arm while grabbing on to his arm with all six legs in a death grip. Frank screamed in pain as the proboscis 
sank all the way in and started sucking out his blood like a kid sucking on a slurpie. The mosquito was so 
strong with its legs wrapped around Frank’s arm; he could not pry it off.  
 
“Run, Hector! Get out of here now,” Frank screamed at his partner. He knew Hector couldn’t help him 
with this horrible creature, and he wanted Hector to get away while he still could. 
 
“Oh, my God Frank! What is that thing?” Hector was in a full panic now, and while Frank struggled with 
the parasite sucking the blood from his arm, Hector ran as fast as he could back toward to north corridor, 



 15 

leaving Frank to fend for himself.  
 
Frank felt faint, not because he had lost too much blood, but because he had to watch the horrible thing 
clamped onto his arm with its powerful legs holding on so tightly. It felt like his arm was breaking. Then, 
as suddenly as the bug appeared, it let go and flew away, its belly full of fresh, warm human blood. Frank 
tried to collect himself, and to stand up. He wanted to run, but the strength in his legs seemed gone and his 
balance was off. He tried to stay conscious. From behind him he heard another buzzing sound followed by 
a larger flapping and screeching noise. He craned his neck around in time to see two more, a larger one and 
a smaller one, coming in to feed – on him. He let out a desperate scream as the two other bugs smashed 
into him, landing hard and quickly going to work on his blood.  
 
Hector finally reached the exit to the tunnels when he heard Frank’s death cry. It was horrible and it was 
too much for Hector to bear. He turned and ran out of the lowest level as fast as his legs could move him. 
 
 

*************************** 
 
 
 
“It was what again? Can you say that one more time?” prodded a frustrated Lance Manning. 
 
“Bugs, sir. Big freakin’ mosquitoes!” Hector said, still out of breath from running. Hector had run without 
stopping, for the first time since he was a child, all the way to Manning’s office. He related the story of 
what happened to Frank Mancuso, and almost happened to him, to Lance, who was suddenly starting to 
understand the magnitude of the problem he now faced. 
 
“How big were these mosquitoes?” Lance asked, astonished.  
 
“The one that landed on Frank was about five or six inches long, with a snout about 2 inches. Wings made 
it look like a big damn bat. But the ones that started to come down the hall, two I think, were different 
sizes. One was smaller, and the other –“ Hector’s eyes glazed over at the memory of that third mosquito. 
 
“The other was what?” Lance demanded, oblivious or uncaring about Hector’s fragile frame of mind. 
 
“It was big. Really big. Maybe 10 inches. I didn’t really get a good look at it, but it sounded different too. 
It flapped instead of buzzed. And its beak was so long. If that had bit me…” Hector was unable to finish 
and collapsed into the chair, wrapped his arms around himself and softly wept like frightened child. 
 
“Damn!” Lance swore loudly. There were only three security guards left on duty until the night shift, and 
he needed them to stay at entry positions to portray a picture of normality. He couldn’t let anyone find out. 
Lance paced like a caged tiger from one end of his office to the other. He was talking to himself about 
options, but none were good enough and he scrapped one after the other trying desperately to come up 
with some way to contain this situation until he could figure out what to do. Then he thought of a rash 
plan: cut off the power. Lock everything down and cut off the power. And despite obvious problems with 
a plan like this, Lance decided it was his only course of action. He got up briskly, walked past a hunched 
up Hector, who was curled up in a chair, and made his way to the power relay station of sublevel 1. 
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************** 

 
 
Nick took the last of his items from his locker and placed them into his briefcase. He touched several of 
them, remembering fondly each memory associated with them. There was the picture of Buzz and he at 
the company picnic two years ago. Buzz had sneaked in some scotch in a coke can and they spiked their 
soft drinks while the rest of the people drank company supplied watered-down beer. There was an 
employee of the year award from back when he’d been the head researcher a year ago. And the one he now 
cherished most, a picture of Natassia smiling on her first day of work, as he gave her the tour of the 
facilities. She was so beautiful it made his heart ache just to look at her. The thought of never seeing her 
again was almost more than he could stand, especially since they’d finally formed a friendship. “It took 
me so long to find the real you after admiring you from a distance,” Nick spoke softly to her picture as he 
sadly put the last item into his case. 
 
Natassia’s voice broke his reverie. “Where have you been?” It was the voice he had longed to hear, yet 
also feared to hear. He didn’t know how to tell Natassia that he had been fired, and was afraid he might let 
too much of his emotion show. Natassia moved closer to Nick when she noticed his locker was open, and 
empty.  
 
“Nick, what is going on? Why are you – what happened?” Natassia’s voice betrayed her calm appearance. 
 
“I’ve been downsized,” Nick replied, trying to be witty. But the words came out less than humorous.  
 
“You mean –“ Natassia wasn’t able to say the words. 
 
“Fired. Booted. Canned,” Nick clarified this time with a better attempt at lightness. He smiled at her and 
saw shock, and something else in her eyes: pain.  
 
Natassia sucked in a breath of air. She wasn’t prepared for this. Nick had been just a guy in the office to 
her before. A nice guy, but just another guy. But over the last 48 hours, Natassia had come to understand 
who Nick really was, why he had been so awkward around her, even in such a short space of time. She’d 
grown fond of him for so many reasons: his wit, his humor, his sensitivity towards people, and his 
affection for her, which he kept so secret. It made her appreciate him for all the little things that had 
annoyed her before she got to know him. He didn’t just hit on her from the clear blue sky. He waited, 
almost too late, but he waited until she could see the real man. And now he was going away. 
 
Natassia was such an exotic beauty, men noticed her everywhere she went. She was in her mid-twenties, 
gorgeous, shapely and toned. Her petite figure had belied her sexy curves, and her effect on the general 
male population had resulted in many dates, most of them terrible. Natassia always seemed to go for the 
type of man who was exactly wrong for her. Most of them were good-looking men, some even pretty. 
Most treated her poorly; had crude and voracious appetites too unseemly to think about. Some took her for 
a pinhead because she was lovely and sexy; others expected her to be ‘easy’ for the same reason. Natassia 
had always picked the men who treated her like a possession, or a conquest, and never seemed to care 
about what she dreamed of in life, much less her passions and interests. In short, most men she’d known 
intimately were not the least interested in Natassia as person at all. Most weren’t nice guys, like Nick. 
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A tear formed in the corner of Natassia’s eye, and she fought with all her might to stop it from falling 
down her face. After a moment of struggling, she managed to speak, “You talked to Lance, didn’t you? I 
thought we agreed to do this together, Nick. How could you go and get –“ the remainder of her sentence 
was caught in her throat and she couldn’t finish. She put her hand to her mouth and tried to cough out her 
anguish, trying also to conceal an overwhelming feeling of misery. 
 
This time her struggle didn’t go unnoticed. “Are you angry with me?” Nick asked plaintively. Nick 
assumed she was unhappy about his rash decision to confront Lance alone, without Buzz and her. “I didn’t 
want either you or Buzz to get into trouble for something I should have taken care of weeks ago. I want 
to…” Nick searched for the words that seemed appropriate, but would not reveal too much of his despair 
about leaving -- leaving her, “…apologize for not telling you first. I’d really like it if we can stay friends.” 
Nick faltered with his last words. Friends were great, but it wasn’t what he wanted to say, and he choked 
up and his composed countenance faltered. 
 
At the sign of regret and sorrow in his voice and eyes, Natassia came rushing over to Nick, hugged him 
and cried, “Oh, you big dummy! I’m not mad at you. I’m angry at Lance; angry at Biotech and angry you 
didn’t at least let me know that you had the ‘hots’ for me earlier,” Natassia recovered and teased. “Of 
course we can be friends Nick. Maybe more.” 
 
Nick was too overcome with hope to believe what he just heard. “Hots?” he questioned, his most innocent 
look coming into expression. “Did Buzz say something to you, or …What just happened? Can you rewind 
that for me?” Nick asked, only half in jest.  
 
Natassia, still holding on to Nick looked up at him, smiled and laughed slightly. For the first time she 
realized how tall he was compared to her, and how Nick’s clear green eyes could both warm and penetrate 
her all at once. He was funny. He was nice, boyishly handsome and he’d been right in front of her all these 
weeks, and she hadn’t even noticed. But now she did.  
 
“Well, yes. Buzz did let me in on the fact that you, how did he say it, ‘Had a thing’ for me for a while?” 
Natassia cooed. 
 
“Why that little bastard. I’m gonna make him pay that Cozy Corner bill he’s been running up on my tab.” 
Nick was too stunned to realize it was Buzz who opened the door of possibilities for he and Natassia by the 
admission of his crush on her. Though the facts were sinking in fast, Nick was still finding it hard to adjust 
to the sudden change. He was happy, but he was also thinking he was probably having another dream 
about Natassia.  
 
Just then, Nick looked down into Natassia’s deep brown eyes, reached out gently and wiped away that 
single tear that had been trying to run down her exquisite face. “Is this for me?” he asked, thinking so, but 
wanting to hear it aloud. 
 
“Yes,” was all Natassia had to say. It was enough. Nick’s heart soared. 
 
Nick looked into her eyes and felt his heart pounding fast. Her arms were still around him, and her face 
was only inches away from his as he leaned in towards her. Natassia looked up, closed her eyes in 
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anticipation of a much-wanted kiss, her first kiss from Nick. Just as Natassia felt Nick’s warm lips brush 
hers, a voice broke the spell. 
 
“Hey, you two! I’ve been looking all over for you guys. What’s going on?” Buzz always had bad timing, 
and usually said the wrong thing at the right time. But he quickly got this one right. “Ohhh-kaay! I’ll just 
be in the cafeteria if anyone wants to tell me anything new that has happened.” Buzz slipped out as quickly 
as he came in, leaving the pair alone in each other’s arms. 
 

 
****************** 

 
 
 
Buzz saw commotion in the hallways as he sat in the cafeteria eating his lunch alone. He was dying to 
know what had happened between Nick and Natassia, but his curiosity about that great happening was 
rapidly being overshadowed by his concern about the commotion. Buzz was always a curious person, so 
he decided to investigate. He threw the remainder of his lunch in the trash bin with deep regret – it was 
enchilada day – and went toward the activity he saw in the hallways near the power station elevator. 
 
He heard loud voices trying to hush themselves, and saw Lance Manning near the elevator. Buzz hid 
behind a large fake plant, and as in a bad spy movie, he moved the plant a few inches away from himself 
and hid behind it again. Using this clichéd manner of motion, he managed to get close enough to hear 
Lance talking about shutting down the power to one of his few, remaining security guards. The guard 
seemed dubious to Lance’s plans, and even objected a few times. And although Buzz couldn’t hear 
everything that was being said, he could piece enough together to figure out that something had gone 
wrong in the basement levels of research, and Lance was going to shut off the power. Why that would 
help, Buzz had no idea. But having gleaned this information, he turned and crawled away from the plant 
just as Lance entered the elevator to the power relay room. Buzz was sorry he was going to have to 
interrupt the new lovebirds. “Man, that happened fast,” he thought of his friend and Natassia. “But good 
for you, dude!” Buzz hurried to the locker rooms. 
 
 

************** 
 
“You got fired?” Buzz asked, surprised and sad. “Like permanently, or just a little fired?” 
 
“I got the distinct impression it wasn’t just a reprimand,” Nick wisecracked. “So I’m leaving as soon as I 
can get my stuff together. Don’t worry. I’m sure I’ll be seeing you are the Corner soon. And,” Nick 
continued while Natassia was still out of earshot, “thanks, Buzz. I’m glad you told her what I was afraid 
to.” 
 
“Glad to be of service,” remarked Buzz. Though he tried to act like it was nothing, this was the best result 
of an extreme error of honesty he had ever made. “Dude, you are my hero. I never really thought you could 
land a babe like Natassia.” 
 
“Thanks for the vote of confidence,” Nick revealed with playful sarcasm. “So why the dire look on your 
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face?” 
 
Buzz told Nick the story of what he heard about Lance planning to cut off the power, and how something 
bad had happened in the lower research levels. Nick look baffled and concerned. But seeing that he wasn’t 
working there anymore, his concern was not for himself, but Natassia and Buzz, and all the others that 
might be affected by Lance’s pea-brained schemes. As he and Buzz talked about what this development 
might mean, Natassia came over and touched Nick on the arm with a familiarity that would have been 
shocking just an hour ago. 
 
Natassia looked concerned, “A word, please?” 
 
“A sentence even,” Nick teased. 
 
Somehow his playful nature made Natassia feel better, even if strange things were happening. 
 
“I got some strange news about Lance Manning from Rhonda in gene labs,” Natassia confided. He’s 
messing around in the power relay station, and Rhonda says that he might be trying to cut–“ 
 
Natassia’s words, and the lights were cut off all at once. 
 
“Uh, oh,” Buzz said. “The bastard did cut the power off.” 
 
The trio were now in the dark, no light from the labs, the hallways or any other room shone in, and the only 
reason they could see at all was from the outside light coming in a small window near the ceiling of the 
employee lounge, not far from where they were standing. 
 

******************** 
 
 
The sudden darkness had little impact on the employees of Biotech Industries at first. Initially, people took 
the time off to relax, chat about their upcoming weekend, family, lovers or politics. There was some 
laughing and the feeling had been something like a snow-day at school. There was no work to be done 
without electricity. They were without any contact with the outside word partly due to company policy, 
and partly due to all the highly technical electrical equipment in the labs. The company banned employee 
cell phones or Blackberry’s, or devices like them, because they tended to interfere with the sensitive 
electronics. Even if they had one though, it probably wouldn’t have worked. The building was shielded to 
prevent abuse of that order and to keep all the electronic communications inside the building secret. 
Biogenetics research was big business. Everything went smoothly at first, but a half an hour later, voices 
started becoming less carefree and people grew agitated and concerned. No one had come around to 
explain what was going on and people began to get tense, and worried about what was going to happen. 
 
Nick, Natassia and Buzz were some of the few who knew exactly why this happened. Of course only 
Lance knew of the blood sucking vampire-bugs that roamed the lower levels, and the trio were blissfully 
unaware of that danger. They had been discussing what to do, or even whom to tell of what they did know, 
when Nick suggested leaving. He was done here anyway, and as far as he was concerned, no one was 
going to care if Buzz and Natassia left, considering there was nothing to do. Nick reasoned getting out of 
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the building was prudent in case there was some problem in the bottom levels. When he voiced this idea to 
his friends, Buzz agreed quickly, and as usual, suggested they go the Corner for drinks. 
 
“Wait,” Natassia spoke out. “Aren’t the doors sealed when the power goes out?” 
 
“Damn it! You’re right,” Nick said in disgust. “I forgot about that. There is supposed to be emergency 
power for some lights, elevators and doors. But none of those are on, so that means the main doors are 
sealed shut too.” 
 
“I think it high time we all talked to Lance,” Natassia said brimming with eagerness. "He can’t dare fire 
two more people considering he’s the one responsible for keeping us locked in here. Only he can get us 
out, and if he refuses, we got him.” 
 
“I like it,” Buzz said in admiration of Natassia’s clever plan. “Brains and beauty. Boy did you luck out, 
Nick.” 
 
“Luck had nothing to do with it,” Natassia smiled at Buzz. “Let’s go see Manning. I’m looking forward to 
this.” 
 
The three friends walked carefully down various dimly lit hallways until they reached Lance’s main 
office. They looked at each other, and drew strength from their friendship and alliance. They entered 
through the main swinging doors, but when their eyes adjusted to Lance’s dark office, they saw nothing in 
his chair. What they did notice was a dreadfully pitiful but intense whining sound coming from one of the 
other chairs. They peered through the increasing darkness and saw the security guard named Hector, 
curled up in a chair. He had his arms wrapped around his knees, which were drawn up to his chest, and he 
was making very faint sounds, and at times quietly talking to space. 
 
“Hector?” asked Nick. Are you all right?” 
 
“Too big. Too big to be alive. Not possible. Oh, God!” Hector was incoherent. 
 
Nick looked at Natassia, but they were both at a loss to explain Hector’s weird words. 
 
Nick tried again, several times, but all Hector could manage to get out before he started whining were a 
few words about something being ‘too big’ and ‘monsters.’  
 
Buzz lost patience and tried to shake some sense into Hector, but that only made him cringe and hide 
deeper in the chair. 
 
“Stop it, Buzz,” Natassia said firmly. “Can’t you see he’s in shock?” 
“In the movies they usually just slap ‘em if they act like this. Maybe we should try that?” Buzz reasoned. 
 
“No. Let me try something,” Natassia took control. 
 
“Hector?” Natassia’s voice was barely more than a soft whisper. She bent over and put her face near 
Hector’s and asked him to look at her. Her quiet approach yielded more results than Nick or Buzz 
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expected. “Hector, do you remember who I am?” She asked. 
 
“Pretty Natassia. Pretty lady. I remember. What are you doing in my house?” Hector asked, completely 
delusional. 
 
“I’m here to remind you that your wife and children need you. They need you now, Hector. Everyone is 
worried about you. Your wife needs you. What was her name? Rosanna?” Natassia was barely audible. 
She gently touched Hector, the only person who could without causing him to whine and cringe. Slowly, a 
look of recognition appeared on Hector’s face.  
 
“Rosanna? She talked to you?” Hector seemed to be coming back into reality. 
 
“Yes, Hector. She’s waiting, but she needs you to do something for her first. Can you do that? Can you tell 
me something?” Natassia had his confidence now. He didn’t take his eyes off of hers. Natassia continued 
carefully, “What is the thing that is “too big” that scared you. Was it something Lance did?” 
 
“Lance? No, no he is gone. He said he’s going to get it under control. Things? Big things…too big. Too 
big to fight,” Hector started to get a wild look in his eyes again. 
 
“It’s OK, Hector. Rosanna is waiting for you. She wants you to tell me about the ‘big things’ before you go 
to her. Where are they? Why do we need to fight?” Natassia’s questions were starting to upset Hector’s 
delicate grip on reality again, but her soft reassurance and use of his wife’s name kept him coherent. 
 
“The big BUGS!” Hector cried out, “Three of them. Different sizes but too big. Too big. Not supposed to 
be that big. They killed Frank! They drank his blood!” Hector began to cry and again wrapped his arms 
around his knees, talking over and over about ‘big bugs.’ 
 
"Bug bugs that drink blood," Buzz said, "Sounds like vampire bugs to me." 
 
Natassia pulled away from Hector, but not before she gently brushed her hand across his sweaty brow and 
reassured him they’d all be safe, and Rosanna would see him very soon. 
 
“I don’t think I better push him any more. He’s really almost gone,” she said a look of sympathy tinged 
with pity on her expressive face.  
 
“That was amazing, Natassia. How did you know how to do that, talk to him like that?” Buzz asked 
incredulously. 
 
“My minor at the university was in psychology. But mostly, I knew about his wife and child because I 
talked to him a lot when I first started working here. He’s a very devoted family man. I hate to see him like 
this,” Natassia looked at Hector with sincere concern. 
 
“You talked to Hector but not me?” Nick japed with Natassia.  
 
“He never tried to hit on me,” she replied, throwing the jest back at Nick. 
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“He really is delusional,” Buzz added dryly. “Ok, so we know it’s some kind of big bug. What does that 
mean?” 
 
Nick was thoughtful for a moment and then deduced. “It’s got to be mosquitoes. Big ones. Because the 
sample they used, Sample Nineteen, is a growth gene. Hector said it sucked Frank’s blood. They must 
have been experimenting with a growth gene marker on animal specimens, probably by accident it got into 
the wrong subject. Just like you were worried would happen, Natassia.” 
 
“So what’s the big deal?” Buzz dismissed their concern. “It’s a freakin’ bug. I mean how much blood 
could it drink even if it is larger than normal. We can just smash it with a big fly swatter. If they have 
those, that is.” 
 
Natassia interjected, “Nick’s right, Buzz. This could be very serious. If that growth gene is the one R & D 
was working on earlier, it keeps working on the system. As the cells grow, the gene divides into more 
DNA and it could double in size every time it feeds or grows. Geometric growth it’s called. By now they 
could be –“  
 
Nick finished her thought, “Damn big bugs. Very big, blood-drinking bugs that can fly. How many did he 
say there were? Three? If all three of those attacked, depending on how big they are now, they could kill a 
person. So now we know why Lance shut off the power. He’s keeping them, and all of the possible 
witnesses in here. We can’t get out, and no one can rat him out. In a way, it’s diabolically clever.” 
 
“It’s diabolical all right. But not clever, Nick. He’s in here too, somewhere. And all these people are in 
danger because he’s afraid to get caught doing illegal research?” Natassia was livid. “Earlier Rhonda told 
me that the elevator doors to the power relay room were intentionally jammed shut. We can’t get the 
power on without getting to the relay room. If I do run into that son of a bitch, I’m going to feed him to his 
own diabolical creatures myself.” 
 
“So what so we do?” Buzz asked, perplexed at the whole mess. “We can’t leave. It’s going to get pitch 
black in here in a couple hours, and we got no weapons to fight the beasties. If it weren’t for my optimistic 
nature, I’d say we are screwed.” 
 
“We have only one choice,” Nick said ominously, “The only other way to get the power on is to go to the 
main breakers, and manually override the relay station.” 
 
“Well, good!” Buzz felt hopeful for the first time in hours. “Where are the breakers?” 
 
Nick turned towards his friends in the dim light and told them, “On the lowest level of the research labs. 
Right in the heart of bugland.” 
 

******************* 
 

 
Making the decision to descend into the lower labs – the area where the bugs were last seen – wasn’t an 
easy one. But as the trio of friends saw it, they had no choice. Nick had heroically, but probably 
dangerously, attempted to dissuade Natassia and Buzz from going with him – especially Natassia. He had 
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underestimated her resolve, and both she and Buzz insisted on sticking together, rather than splitting up 
and getting picked off one at a time. If they were going to die, they’d die fighting together. The main 
problem the friends faced, aside from defending themselves, was getting there. They were on level two, 
and to get to the lower research labs, and the breakers, four floors down, they had to get past several 
electronically locked doors. With the power shut down, these doors could not be opened. They were too 
secure to break down, and key cards wouldn’t work without electricity. 
 
“So how do we get there?” Buzz asked the obvious. 
 
“Can we get out a window and climb down from the outside?” Natassia asked, knowing the answer as 
soon as she asked it. 
 
“No. It’s underground. And trying to crawl down the outside of this building is probably more dangerous 
than facing the bugs,” Nick hoped he was right about that. He had an idea of how they might get down, but 
he wanted some way to fend off the giant mosquitoes before they went down there. “The air shafts from 
the back of the cafeteria lead to all areas of the building. It’s connected to the ventilation ducts, so we 
should be able to crawl through them down to Level B. I wish we had a weapon or something.”  
 
“There is one thing,” Buzz interjected, not happy to suggest what he knew he had to suggest. 
 
“What?” Natassia asked curiously. 
 
“I have my Mickey Mantle bat in my locker. It was signed by him in 1961.” Buzz added dejectedly, 
knowing he had to donate it to the cause. 
 
Nick knew Buzz’s prized bat was worth hundreds of dollars and was irreplaceable. Buzz had brought it in 
to work to show it off to co-workers just two days ago. “I’m sorry to say we might have to use it, Buzz. If 
we had anything else…” Nicked trailed off. 
 
“No, that’s fine. Mickey defending our lives seems like a good use for it if it has to be used.” Buzz 
admitted. “I’ll go get it. Wait here for me.” 
 
“Meet us in the rear of the cafeteria, Buzz. That’s where the air shaft is,” Nick explained. 
 
 
When the trio met up again, they pried the vent covering off with butter knives and spoons, and began a 
slow crawling descent into the darkness. They spoke nervously at first. The sounds of their voices 
comforted each other in the blackness. But shortly they were getting pains from the cramped conditions, 
and the oppressive darkness soon took the conversation out of them. After crawling for what seemed like 
hours to the friends, they saw a distant light ahead. It was like a beacon of hope. Their optimism returned, 
and although they weren’t completely sure where it was taking them, any respite from the claustrophobic, 
cramped blackness was an improvement. 
 
Nick was in front, Natassia in the middle, and Buzz brought up the rear. They all were crawling on their 
hands and knees when Nick reached the grate and peered into the lower level. “It goes down all right. 
There is some light coming from somewhere. Not much light, but we should be able to see a little.” He 
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forced open the grate, which popped open and fell to the floor with a loud clank and then bounced around 
several times, making an awful racket. “So much for the stealth approach.” 
 
When they made their way out of the shaft, they looked around for danger, and then for items they could 
use. They were in some dusty storage area and what little light they had was coming from small window 
slats near the ceiling. It was rapidly getting dark, so they looked for anything that would help them see.  
 
Natassia found a set of shiny metal trash cans, the lids all piled up in a neat stack. She picked up one of the 
metal lids, slipped her small hand through the handle and held it out in front of her for her friends to see. 
“A shield, maybe?” She offered. 
 
“Good idea,” Nick agreed. “Get one for each of us.” 
 
“Over here!” Buzz said a bit too loudly. “It’s an emergency station. There are two flashlights, alcohol, 
bandages, and some other shit.” 
 
Though the flashlights might be the least useful in a fight against the vampire bugs, it seemed like the best 
thing Nick had ever seen. He was in the lead so he took one, and Buzz, in the rear, took the other. Each of 
them carried a shiny new ‘shield’ made from metal trash containers, and the medical supplies went into 
Natassia’s small purse.  
 
“Here,” Buzz said as he handed the Mickey Mantle bat to Nick, “You are in the lead. You take it.” 
 
“Thanks, Buzz. I’ll try not to damage it for you,” Nick replied in gratitude. 
 
Having taken everything that looked useful from the storage area, they opened the door and went out into 
the hallways. They were now on level one, the last level above ground. They headed towards the rear of 
the floor, where the airshaft had been upstairs. 
 
The crawl to the basement level hadn’t been as bad as the first one. This time they had flashlights, which 
they used conservatively. Just knowing they had light in the pitch-blackness was a comfort to all. It didn’t 
take them too long to get the basement level, and they jumped down from the vent to the floor, this time 
into a room full of lab equipment and cleaning supplies. After a cursory inspection of the cleaning 
supplies, Natassia saw something of interest. 
 
“What’s in the bottles marked G13-Toxic?” Natassia asked, puzzled by the boxes of small bottles. 
 
“Oh that is Biotech’s own sterilizing agent. It kills everything. The janitors use it to clean out labs. Keeps 
‘em spotless and, well…sterile,” Buzz confided, proud that he knew something the others didn’t.  
 
Natassia looked at Nick and he nodded slowly. “You never know, take a couple,” Nick said to Natassia, 
who took two of the small bottles and put them in her purse, which was rapidly expanding into a backpack.  
 
“I’d like to get more but I’m out of room,” Natassia complained.  
 
“I don’t know what you want them for,” Buzz added, “but you don’t need much. Those are concentrated. 
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One of those for 10 gallons of water, or some ratio like that. Very strong stuff.” 
 
“Good to know,” replied Natassia. 
 
The rest of the basement level was empty space, and junk. A few offices for maintenance lay off to the 
right side of the floor, but other than that it was empty. The friends made their way to the airshaft again, 
and went in without words. It was becoming less frightening each time. The going was easy most of the 
way to level A, or sublevel one. This was the first floor they were nervous about as it was connected to the 
research labs on the lower level. 
 
Just as Nick was getting about 50 yards away from the grate to the next level down, he heard a distinct 
humming coming from in front of him. 
 
“Shush. Did you hear that?” Nick asked to his friends behind him. “It sounded like a something was 
ahead.” 
 
The friends halted their crawl, and turned out the flashlights, waiting to hear any sound. Nick thought he 
heard a low toned flapping, lower than the humming he heard before, but couldn’t tell from which 
direction it came.  
 
Then Buzz spoke, “Hey, Natassia, how’d you get behind me?”  
 
“I’m here, Buzz, in front of you,” Natassia answered, disturbed. 
 
“Then what –“  
 
Buzz let out a horrified scream as Nick and Natassia scrambled to turn their bodies around in the tight air 
vent. Natassia, a small woman, could turn around but Nick could not. There was a loud humming sound, 
which turned into a wailing whine, not unlike a small air raid siren. Buzz fumbled with his unlit flashlight, 
dropped it trying to turn it on and cried out in fright as something crawled over him. Although he couldn’t 
see it, the bug was bigger than he thought it would be. He felt it probing him with its sharp proboscis and 
when it moved it buzzed its wings so loudly that all of them started to panic. Natassia, who could barely 
see Buzz in the darkness, reached out and felt his lost flashlight on the vent floor. She picked it up, turned 
it on and saw a mosquito about 8 inches long perched on Buzz’s back, its horrible face prodding Buzz’s 
back with its pointed mouthpiece. She tried not to, but screamed out loudly. 
 
“BUZZ! No! Crawl away! Crawl as fast as you can!” Natassia words came out in a blur of sound but her 
words were clear.  
 
By now Nick understood Buzz was being attacked, and he could do nothing to help his friend in the small 
airshaft. The only thing he could do was move forward to the exit. He grabbed Natassia’s wrist, told her to 
follow him as demandingly as he could, and hauled ass towards to dim light at the end of the shaft. 
 
“Buzz,” Nick shouted to Buzz as he and Natassia crawled as fast as they could toward to exit, “Keep 
moving around! Keep it from getting planted on you. Move your ass! Go the other way Buzz! Go back 
out!” 
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Buzz was struggling now to fight the giant bloodsucker, to keep it off of him. He was surprised the fiend 
hadn’t yet punctured him but he didn’t have time to be thankful for small graces. He was in trouble and he 
knew it. Buzz headed again to back exit, all the while fighting, punching and kicking with his back leg. He 
had a long way to go to get out, and he knew this was where he was going to die. 
 
Nick and Natassia heard a long extended scream from the other end of the airshaft, and they knew it had 
gotten to Buzz. Nick used the bat in his hands to punch out the grate at the exit, not caring if it made loud 
sounds or not. It flew open after several impacts, and he literally jumped out and then reached up and 
pulled petite Natassia out with one hand. She came crashing into his arms, her eyes wide with fear.  
 
“Oh God, not Buzz! Poor Buzz,” Natassia, cried. She was still repeating Buzz’s name when Nick carried 
her to the next room. She buried her face in Nick’s chest and sobbed. 
 

********************** 
 
 
 
 
Lance Manning was safe as long he stayed in the power relay office where he had locked himself in after 
shutting off all the power. But after several hours in the dark room he started to panic. He reached down to 
his side where he had a 9-millimeter pistol in a shoulder holster. It was the gun of one of his security 
guards. He’d taken it from the man when he went to check the front doors, and then Lance locked him out. 
Now he couldn’t stand the darkness or the silence any longer so he opened the door and came out into the 
same level as Nick and Natassia, but at the other end of the floor. He heard a man screaming and slowly 
headed toward the sound. Maybe if he shot the bug, he thought, he could come out looking like the hero 
after all.  
 
“If it hadn’t been for Nick, that bastard, I wouldn’t be in this spot. And that bitch of his, Natassia. I can’t 
believe I wanted to screw that racial mix trash,” he swore to himself, making everything and everyone the 
enemy for all his problems. Everyone but him. “I’ll kill that bug with this gun, or I’ll kill them.” Lance was 
never one for calm rational thoughts, but this time his phobia of not being in control had made him crazed 
with hatred and anger. “One way or the other they are going to pay.” 
 
 

********************* 
 
 
Nick held Natassia for a few minutes after the last sounds from Buzz were over. She cried hard at first, 
letting go of all the tension she felt thus far. Nick calmed her by whispering comforting words to her and 
stroking her head gently as she kept her face buried on his chest. After a while he talked to her in a normal 
voice. 
 
“We have to keep moving, sweetheart,” Nick added the term of endearment without even realizing he had 
done so. Natassia did notice, and it brought her back. She stopped sobbing, wiped the tears from her face, 
and looked into Nick’s eyes. His eyes were warm, if a bit sad and frightened. Though she didn’t say 
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anything, she took note of the word ‘sweetheart’, and she responded by giving Nick a very tender, but 
intense kiss. Nick was a bit taken by surprise by the kiss, considering the horror they’d just gone through. 
But he didn’t fight it. He kissed her soft lips in return and their mouths explored each others intimately. He 
turned her in his arms and pulled her tightly to his body. He felt his desire growing, and despite the bad 
timing and the ever-present danger, he allowed his mind to put all the horrible events away for a few 
minutes and soak up the passion that was flowing between them. It was Natassia that finally broke the 
spell. She pulled back, and looked into his eyes, noting his pleasantly surprised expression.  
 
“In case we don’t make it,” Natassia said in a voice so soft, Nick just barely heard her. “I want you to 
remember me this way, not the way it ends.” 
 
Nick took his time answering and ran his hand through her long, dark hair, and across her beautiful face 
before speaking. He gently traced the shape of her almond eyes and high cheekbones and said, “I know 
this isn’t the best time to tell you this…” and then he said with less confidence than he wanted, “…but I 
think I love you, Natassia Sheperd. I have since the first time I saw you. I also wanted to tell you that in 
case-- ” he choked on the end of the sentence, but when Natassia answered him with another passionate 
kiss, his confidence returned. “After that, I’m going to make certain we live.”  
 
She pulled back and responded teasingly “I think you should prove that to me, Nick Reese,” Natassia 
smiled, then came back to their reality and clarified her tease, “when we get out of here. Oh, and to answer 
the question you asked two days ago, and then pretended you didn’t ask it,” Natassia paused, “My father is 
black-white bi-racial American, my mother is Philippina, and my grandmother was from Puerto Rico.”  
 
She smiled at him as she watched his expression change from surprise, to curiosity to delight.  
 
“I knew you had everything in there,” then he furthered, “are everything to me. I stopped noticing your 
heritage two days ago. I see you.” 
 
 

********************** 
 
 
Nick and Natassia soon had to get back to their terrible world. They had to put the words of love, and even 
actions of passion aside and find a route to the final floor. But they were both keenly aware that the bugs 
were going to be on this level, and probably the next one too. After cautiously entering various lab rooms 
and carefully looking around, they moved on, from room to room. Eventually they came to a room with 
the lab door wide open. Nick lit his flashlight and motioned for Natassia to use hers as well. They entered 
the lab and noticed a broken coffee pot on the floor, and papers, books and shards of glass vials on the 
floor. Mixed in with some of the glass was a small puddle of blood, against the far wall.  
 
“Something bad happened in here,” Nick commented. “This might be the testing lab that they created the 
bug in.” Nick pointed, “Notice the samples over there and that empty container.” 
 
Natassia went over to the old desk where some lab researcher sat and entered notes into a log book every 
day. She sat down and began to read Dr. Price’s notes. It wasn’t long before she came to an entry that 
demanded her attention. 
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She started reading the labels at top of the page out loud, “Order is Diptera which include flies, gnats, 
mosquitoes, midges. The subgroup is Nematocera; family is Culididae, and genus is culex, of which the 
most common species in northern regions is Culex pipiens pipiens. In most species the females require a 
blood meal in order to mature their eggs, which are laid on the surface of water. Different species of 
mosquitoes show preferences and, in many cases, narrow restrictions as to host animals.”  
 
She turned away from the notes and looked at Nick, "That means these bugs are developing a real taste for 
human blood." 
 
She read on as Nick came over to see the book, "The eggs laid by mosquitoes hatch into aquatic larvae, or 
'wrigglers', which swim with a jerking, wriggling movement, and in the pupal stage are known as 
'tumblers'.  The adults mate soon after emerging from their pupal cases. Most hatch within 8-10 days." 
 
"Eggs?" Nick pondered the ramifications of giant mosquitoes hatching out. "Do we know a female from a 
male? Maybe they are all the same sex." 
 
Natassia read on, "The mosquito's hum results from the high frequency of its wingbeats; the female's 
slightly lower frequency serves as a means of sex recognition."  
 
Both were quiet for a minute. Nick broke the silence, "Remember Hector saying there were three sizes? 
And that one made a humming or screeching sound, and the larger one made a lower toned flapping 
sound?" 
 
"I remember," Natassia recalled Hector's frightened words, and she also remembered hearing two distinct 
types of humming in the airshaft, just before Buzz was attacked. "We have at least one male and one 
female," she said without emotion, even as her heart sank at the thought. “The big one, probably the 
flapping sound, is the female. The male is smaller.” 
 
“I don’t suppose it says how to kill the little bastards, does it? I guess should say big bastards,” Nick asked 
without any real hope. Even these technical descriptions were assuming normal sized insects, not mutated 
giants. 
 
“No, but it does say what they do to control breeding areas,” she read aloud again. “They breed in 
water…” it says, Natassia read on, “…that the application of surface films of oil to clog the breathing 
tubes of wrigglers, and the use of larvicides, synthetic organic insecticides, have proven effective 
eliminators of breeding areas.” 
 
“Oil, hmm,” Nick said, trying to figure out how that was going to help. 
 
After reading everything they thought might be useful in the lab, they looked around for something to eat. 
Lucky for them, Natassia had a power bar in her purse, which they split. Nick found some cheese crackers 
in Dr. Price’s desk drawer and they ate them too.  
 
“Now all we need is some wine,” Nick tried to joke, but both of them were getting weary. They were too 
close to their goal to rest now, and the thought of getting the power on and all the doors open spurred them 
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on. 
 
Not having seen or heard one of the bugs for a while now, they got a bit careless with the volume of their 
voices and liberal use of the flashlights. As they rounded the west corner, and went to the last airshaft, a 
man jumped in front of them holding something out in front of him. It was Lance Manning with a wild 
look in his eyes. And he was pointing a gun at them. 
 

********************** 
 

 
“YOU TWO!” Lance shouted, waving the gun around and standing on shaky legs. “You two are going to 
pay for what you’ve done to me!” 
 
“Take it easy, Lance,” Nick tried to stall for time. “We didn’t do anything to you. We just need to get the 
power on so we can all get out of here.” 
 
“No one gets the power on until you’ve cleaned up the mess you created with your whore here!” Lance 
shouted, clearly out of control. 
 
Nick was alarmed the way Lance was using the gun as emphasis when he thrust the pistol at each of them 
in turn as he talked to them. The automatic weapon could go off easy with such careless treatment, and 
Lance seemed crazy enough to not care. 
 
“Whore?” Natassia protested, angry and more than a tad pissed off. “If anybody here is a whore here, 
Lance it is you. You are the company whore who does anything he wants just to further his career and turn 
profits! You don’t care how you treat people. You are an inept, incompetent, moron, so calling you stupid 
would be an insult to other stupid people! 
 
Natassia was fuming. Nick thought it best not to upset the man, and tried to calm Natassia down.  
 
“Natassia, let’s listen to what he as to say, OK?” He failed. Natassia took several steps towards Lance who 
was waving the gun around unsteadily, but not shooting, at least not yet. 
 
“Oh, this is great, darling. Let’s insult the crazy man with the gun, shall we?” Nick tried to break through 
her anger with a mock tone. 
 
Natassia was having none of it though. And as she advanced toward Lance, she got even more defiant. 
Nick had never seen her like this before. She was aggressive, pissed off and either very brave or very 
foolish.  
 
“Stay away you mixed breed trash. I’ll shoot you, I will!” Lance threatened. “I told father never to hire 
someone of your kind, but he didn’t listen to me. When they find you dead, I’ll explain that you and Nick 
caused the whole disaster by defying my ban on dangerous gene testing. Who are they going to believe? 
Me? A Yale man with a father that works with the pentagon, or a two-bit slut from every mutt race on the 
planet?”  
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“I left a notebook explaining everything upstairs, Lance,” Nick lied to get the attention off of Natassia, “If 
they find it you are exposed, even if you kill us.” It was a bold lie, and it worked only to enrage Lance long 
enough for him to point the gun at Nick, instead of Natassia, who’d closed in on Lance to arms length. 
When Natassia saw the gun pointed towards Nick she swung her purse as hard as she could and hit 
Lance’s hand, sending the gun flying across the room, landing on the floor spinning. 
 
Lance went insane. He reached out and grabbed Natassia by her throat. Just as he did, the grate directly 
behind him, from the airshaft to the lowest level, flew open, broken out by a bug eight inches long. Lance 
turned, but by the time he saw anything the creature was on the back of his neck, plunging its long, sharp 
proboscis into the back of his head. It made a sickening “thunk” sound as it forced its long mouth into the 
skull of the back of his head, and it didn’t go in easy. Lance went down immediately, falling face down on 
the floor. He was screaming and attempting to reach his hands around to the back of his head to pull the 
giant bug off, but to no avail. The bloodsucker was drinking the blood from his brain while Lance was still 
conscious! In a few short seconds, that seemed like minutes to Nick, Lance stopped yelling and thrashing 
in fear and pain, and lay completely still. Lance was dead while the monster mosquito still fed on his brain 
matter. 
 
“Natassia!” Nick shouted to break the terrible trance, “Run. Now!” 
 
That broke Natassia’s horrid fascination with watching the huge bug suck Lance’s brains out, and she ran 
to the far end of the room. Just as she got there, the mosquito, apparently unsatisfied with the low volume 
of blood in Lance’s brain, arched itself up, looked at Natassia, and hummed its wings, aiming to bite her 
next.  
 
“Natassia, catch!” Nick yelled as he threw his ‘shield’, the metal garbage lid, like a Frisbee to Natassia’s 
feet. It landed with a loud clank, and she quickly reached down and grabbed it.  
 
“Come and get me you ugly mother--” Her words were drowned out by the humming. Natassia held the 
metal lid out in front of her, just in time to catch the speeding mosquito. The bug crashed into the ‘shield’ 
so fiercely it nearly punctured the metal. The impact was so powerful, it knocked Natassia off her feet, but 
it also knocked the giant insect, dazed to the ground. It lay on its back, trying to right itself. Clearly it was 
injured, but far from dead.  
 
At that moment, seeing the advantage, Nick grabbed Buzz’s Mickey Mantle baseball bat and ran near the 
downed bug. He began trying to smash it with all his might, but most of his blows missed the mark 
because the overgrown bug was spinning around in circles, trying to get upright. From a few feet away, 
Natassia shouted encouragement, as well as direction. 
 
“Get closer! Kill the ugly thing, Nick! Hit it as hard as you can!” she entreated. 
 
Nick took a step closer to the bug; despite his revulsion he had to get closer. He raised the ‘Mickey bat’ 
over his head high, and came down as hard as he could, landing his blow directly on the head of the giant 
mosquito. The bat shattered and flew into pieces, leaving Nick holding only a few inches of jagged wood, 
but the bug's head also shattered showering the area with a spray of yellow-green insect innards tinged 
with blood. The bug’s legs kicked for a few seconds more, but it was just an insectoid reflex. The bug was 
smashed dead. 
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“Are you OK, Natassia?” Nick wasted no time thinking about the bug and went straight to Natassia, lifting 
her up in his arms with one quick motion. Natassia’s weight soaking wet might have been a little over 110 
pounds. She was deceptively tiny and trim, but with a curvy figure that hid her small size. Nick lifted her 
with ease in his strong arms. 
 
She was shaking, and frightened, as was Nick, but the two of them drew strength from each other. They 
both looked down at the chaotic mess in the room before them. Over near the grate, Lance laid dead, face 
down in a small pool of blood around his head. And right next to them the dead insect lay in a circle of 
colorful guts. It was a dreadful sight. 
 
“Let’s get out of here,” Nick said, his voice shaking slightly. He gently set Natassia down, and she ran 
over and got Lance’s gun, something she had her eye on since she sent it flying from his hands before the 
bug attack.  
 
“Here. Do you know how to use this?” She asked. 
 
“Yeah, it’s pretty simple once it is loaded,” Nick checked the slide to see if a round was chambered. It was. 
“Lance was really going to kill you, you know. Why did you press him so hard when he had the gun? You 
took a big risk.” 
 
“Lance was a coward deep down. I knew he was going to kill us both sooner or later. He never saw me 
mad before, and it threw him off long enough to make him mess up,” Natassia explained as retrieved her 
purse. “Thankfully, he waited a few seconds too long.” 
 
“Remind me never to get you pissed off,” Nick said, smiling at her. “You’re a firecracker.” 
 
“Didn’t you know us Asian girls love firecrackers?” Natassia teased to lessen the tension. “Well, one-third 
of me does, anyhow.” 
 
Nick chuckled at her ethnic joke. He was glad she had a sense of humor. In a situation like this, they 
needed all the levity they could muster. He didn’t realize she getting giddy from exhaustion and stress.  
 

****************** 
 
 
 
“We are here,” Nick said as he helped Natassia down from the air vent opening. “All we have to do is 
make it past any bugs left, and get to the breakers.” 
 
“Piece of cake. A walk in the park.” Natassia was getting slaphappy from lack of sleep, food and increased 
anxiety. Nick noticed she was making uncharacteristic remarks for her. “Breaker, breaker, where are the 
breakers?” 
 
“You OK?” He asked with concern. 
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“Yes, just kind of dizzy. But I feel oddly nice, or maybe numb,” she responded, seeming well enough to go 
on. “Where do we go again?” 
 
“Due south,” Nick answered. “All we have to do is go around –“ 
 
He never finished his sentence. As they stood talking strategy under the airshaft, a most unusual sight 
appeared down the hallway some 75 yards in front of them. Two of the bugs, one about the size of the one 
they just killed, and the other about a foot in length were tangling with each other, and appeared to be 
fighting. They watched with morbid fascination. 
 
Natassia let out a small chuckle of victory, “They are killing each other,” she claimed, some exaltation in 
her voice. 
 
Nick looked on for a minute before responding. “No, they are mating,” he corrected. “It just looks like 
fighting.” 
 
“Oh!” She said amazed. Like a delayed reaction, what she was watching suddenly dawned on her. 
“Oh, eww.” This time with she said it with disgust. 
 
“Fascinating,” Nick remarked. “If you look at the back of the smaller one, you can see –“ 
 
“OK, Nick, I see it.” Natassia quickly replied before Nick gave her an unnecessary, and possibly grotesque 
verbal description. “Buggie porn,” she commented without tone. Atypically, she made a short hysterical 
laugh and added,  “And me without my camera.” 
 
Without saying anything, Nick shot her a curious glance for her comments. She was staring at the 
spectacle, not an anxious sign about her. “Was she really that composed?” he wondered. I’m not, he 
thought. "She's getting punchy," he realized. 
 
“Nick, if you are a good shot, you could get them both now while they are…” she paused, “…in the 
moment. Then we can go for pizza!” She flashed him a wide grin when he looked at her oddly. 
 
In spite of himself, Nick smiled and a little of his anxiety dissipated. “Maybe,” he said quietly. “But that’s 
a long shot at this range, and if we don’t get them both, they are going to come right at us. And they are 
going to be pretty ticked off. But you’re right. We aren’t going to get a chance like this again.” 
 
“Babe, go hide under that stairway,” Nick offered more, “In case I miss.” 
 
Natassia did exactly as he asked, and slipped under the darkened shelter offered by the stairs going up over 
her. She pulled two boxes out from under the space and placed them in front of her for more protection. 
When she was done, she signaled Nick with the thumbs up sign. 
 
“Here goes nothing,” Nick spoke to himself. Nick was never much of a religious man, but at this moment 
he decided a quick prayer could not hurt. “God, I know I don’t call on you as much as I should. If I live I 
promise to remedy that, but for now please guide my aim. Amen.” He felt silly praying for aim to shot big 
insects, but the alternative was hand-to-hand combat with giant vampire bugs, so he prayed the same lines 
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again. Then he took aim, and when he thought he had one of the bugs in his sights, he opened fire. He fired 
one shot at a time, slowly, so he could adjust his sight between shots. 
 
After the first four shots were off, and nothing happened, he started to worry about how many shots he had 
left. He had forgotten to look at the magazine. Some held eight, or nine rounds, some as many as sixteen. 
He didn’t dare stop now to look. After the fifth shot, the bugs were either finished mating, or they were 
drawn by the gunfire, for they uncoupled and started towards him. 
 
“Nick!” Natassia shouted a warning. “They are coming. Be careful. God please get them!” She was 
praying too.  
 
“I see,” was all Nick really had time to say before he fired again, this time with more speed and urgency. 
The bugs sped up and closed on him. He could see the beady eyes of the one in front, the smaller one. 
There were many little black eyes with iridescent green slivers of color in them. And they were all looking 
at him. He fired again. “How many was that now?” he was desperately trying to remember. “Seven shots? 
Eight?” He waited until the lead bug was nearly on him and opened up with all the remaining rounds he 
had left. He lost count but it was somewhere around twelve when the slide came all the way back, and 
stayed back. He was out. Just as he looked up, the bug in front whirled around in the air, circled near the 
ground in the hallway, then fell to the ground with a thud. It was not time to celebrate because the one that 
was left was the big one, and it was still coming. But it was coming slower now, he noticed, and it had 
trouble flying.  
 
The danger and intensity of what was going on made Natassia’s adrenalin flow through her body, and it 
helped pull her back from the light-headedness she’d been feeling. Though her judgment may have been 
off, she felt strong again.  
 
“Nick, it’s got a injured wing! Run while you can. I’m right behind you,” Natassia shouted as she came out 
from behind the stairs wielding the trash lid as a battering ram.  
 
“Natassia, NO!” Nick shouted at his girlfriend when he realized she was on the attack, to help him get out 
of the way. 
 
She heard him, however, Natassia was resolute in her course of action. She ran as fast as she could, shield 
outstretched, and rammed the injured, overgrown mosquito. The force of the impact knocked her down 
again, but it also stunned the bug so much it had trouble retreating. It flew left, and then right, then 
backwards, finally flying away from Nick and Natassia as fast as it could, moving in the air like a plane 
without a tail rudder. When the big insect rounded the corner, Nick ran over to Natassia, lifted her up, and 
hugged her all the while.  
 
“That was the bravest thing I’ve ever seen,” Nick said in admiration. 
 
“You’ll have to tell me about it someday. I can’t think…” she began to sink into his arms and turn pale. “I 
remember you weren’t too shabby yourself,” Natassia barely said before passing out. 
 
 

*************** 
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“How are you feeling?” Nick asked Natassia when she finally awoke. Nick was getting concerned for her 
since she passed out what seemed like an hour ago, and had remained unconscious in his arms ever since. 
He carried her to what appeared to be small science library. He placed her in the softest chair the in place 
and sat by her until she came too. 
 
“I’m sore. And tired,” Natassia said softly, straining to lift her head. She felt as if a gorilla had tackled her. 
Or she imagined that’s how she would feel if she had been. She hurt everywhere. 
 
“Did we get it? Did we get the big one?” She asked, hopeful but not expectant. 
 
“You gave it one hell of a headache, but it limped away,” Nick replied. 
 
“Limped?” She asked. 
 
“Well, gimped, at least. It was flying, but barely,” Nick explained. “I haven’t seen it since.” 
 
"Are you sure you feel all right?" Nick asked with concern, recalling some of her comments before. 
 
Natassia sat up with an intense headache. “Yes, but I think I overdid it a bit,” she concluded. “Where are 
we?” 
 
Nick explained to her that he brought her to this small science library because it was the only place that 
had a chair, and it looked like a more comfortable place to rest than a laboratory. When she felt a bit more 
“human”, as she called it, they started to explore the rear of the library.  
 
Opposite a large entrance door, which they eyed warily in case the bug returned, they saw more books and 
a caged up back area that was fenced in with a wire mesh and had a closing door. They supposed it was to 
lock up certain books. The door was open. They walked into the small wired off area and looked for 
anything useful. The books were dull and boring.   
 
After a short perusal, they talked strategy for a while, and tried not to think of the imminent danger. The 
conversation was interrupted by Nick’s stomach, as it made a low, hungry growl. 
 
“I found these,” he remembered cheerfully. It was a large bottle of water, unopened, and three candy bars, 
which they divvied up and devoured. The water refreshed Natassia and her headache began to recede a 
little. 
 
Natassia reached into her purse, that had miraculously stayed with her, and searched for more food. She 
found something else instead. 
 
“I have a really bad idea,” she offered, almost apologetically. “But since we don’t have any bat, or gun or 
anything else, this is the only idea I have. She told Nick about her plan, and it was risky to be sure, but they 
had little choice. At least it was a plan. 
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A few minutes later, Nick returned to the caged area of the library from a lab across the hallway. “I found 
one,” he said, holding out a scalpel in one hand.  
 
Natassia nodded, and took the scalpel. They had found a ceramic bowl, placed it on the floor between 
them, and sat near it, facing each other with the bowl in the middle. “Can you do it for me?” Natassia 
asked Nick with a pleading look in her eyes. 
 
“No, honey, I can’t do it. You do yourself, and I’ll do myself. Don’t ask me to hurt you, I just can’t.” Nick 
stated in sincerity.  
 
“Honey, babe and sweetheart,” Natassia smiled at all the terms of endearment Nick had called her in the 
last several hours. “When did this start, and which one am I?” she teased about the variety of terms. 
 
“If you aren’t objecting, they are all you,” Nick responded warmly.  
 
It was these moments that gave Natassia the strength to go on. It was the few precious minutes of romance 
in between the horror and the death, and Nick’s constant strength and concern, that made her think they 
might just make it out alive. She wanted to live now more than ever. Not that she wanted to die before, but 
now the world seemed a more hopeful place with Nick in it. Then she looked down at the bowl and the 
scalpel, and the brutal reality drew her back to the present. 
 
“I’m not objecting,” she answered seriously. 
 
With shaky hands, Natassia took the scalpel and slid it slowly across the inside of her arm, and watched as 
warm blood flowed out of the fresh wound into the bowl between them. She felt dizzy watching her blood 
flow out like water, as it collected in the bowl. They had agreed to bleed out on no more than a pint each. 
They were both too weak already to lose any more than that, and even this much was risky. But they had 
agreed to do this, and when the amount of blood seemed like a pint, Nick applied one of the large bandages 
from the emergency kit to Natassia’s cut and held it on tightly for a few minutes, until the flow of blood 
slowed, then stopped. 
 
“My turn,” Nick said. He took the scalpel from Natassia, wiped if off for good measure, and quickly drew 
the small blade across his arm too.  
 
“I should have done it quickly like that,” Natassia realized, saying it out loud. 
 
“By the time I thought to tell you about it,” Nick added, “You were almost done.” 
 
He let about the same amount of his blood mix with Natassia’s in the bowl, and then she bandaged his arm 
as he did hers. Natassia reached into her purse again, and pulled out one of the small bottles she’d picked 
up in the supply room, three floors up. The bottle was marked “G13-Toxic”, and she poured about half of 
the small bottle in, hoping it was toxic enough.  
 
“Screw it,” she cursed, and added the rest of the bottle. “I want to make sure that bitch bug dies,” she said 
with uncharacteristic venom. 
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************** 

 
The plan was risky. It was desperate, but it was the only hope they had. The large bug wasn’t going to go 
down without taking one or both of them with it. Without weapons – no tiny scalpel would be sufficient -- 
guile and strategy were the only advantages Nick and Natassia had over it. 
 
They sneaked along the hallways in the lowest levels, and headed south, to the only area they knew the big 
bug would be drawn. The water was used in some of the labs, then boiled, filtered and sent back to the labs 
to reuse. It was quite a money saver considering how much water these labs used.  It was also the only 
open vat of water in the buildings. Some months ago Nick had to deliver a miss-sent package to the 
water-recycling department, and that’s when he saw the vat. The building’s breakers were not far from 
there. 
 
They approached the corner to the area housing the vat, and carefully peered around it. At first they didn’t 
see anything, and Nick’s heart sank. If it wasn’t here it could be anywhere. Then he saw a flutter of motion 
from the other corner. It was there. 
 
He watched as the female mosquito fluttered up with an unnerving flapping sound, made louder by the 
injuries to the wing Nick had made with the gun. She lighted on the edge of the water vat, and squatted 
over it, her thorax pulsing with movement. From the mosquitoes rear came a rapid flow of small, wet eggs. 
After a minute or so, the deed was done, and the giant mosquito flapped down to the ground again.  
 
Natassia stepped out, waved her arms around, and shouted at the bug. “Over here! Over here, bloodsucker. 
Dinner time, come and get it bitch-bug!” 
 
When the vampiric insect took notice of Natassia, Nick stepped out from behind her and threw and small 
glass vial full of their blood at the mosquito. It broke on the floor near the bug, releasing the scent of fresh 
human blood in the air near the mosquito. Excited from the notion of a fresh meal, the bug started to fly.  
 
“Now!” Natassia screamed in fear, and she and Nick ran as fast as they could back to the small caged in 
area at the library, the bug not far behind them. 
 
They ran into the room, and as planned, Natassia went directly into the cage and pushed the door shut 
without closing it. Nick stood in front of the bowl of poisoned blood, which they had placed in front of the 
cage on the floor. When the big insect came in through the large doorway, it sighted Nick and flapped its 
injured wings excitedly, coming directly at him. Nick turned and ran into the cage with Natassia, who 
opened the door for him then slammed it shut behind him. It closed with a satisfying ‘click.’ 
 
The monster mosquito came near the cage. It looked at them with it big, black beady eyes which had 
hundreds of tiny eyes inside of it, much like a common fly. It moved its proboscis instinctively as it always 
did when near prey. Nick held Natassia’s hand and felt his heart beating ten times faster than normal. 
“Why isn’t it drinking the blood?” he heard Natassia ask, worry in her voice. 
 
“I don’t know, but it looks like it prefers its food alive,” Nick replied ominously. 
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Just as he said that the bug threw itself at them, landing hard on the wire cage that protected them from the 
beast. The bug tried to get her mouthpiece through the openings, but it was too cumbersome to make the 
maneuver. It flew back from the cage, sat still and appeared to be studying the humans, and flew again into 
the cage with such force that the cage dented inward. 
 
“Oh, my God!” Natassia panicked. “It’s going to come right through.” 
 
Again the gigantic mosquito went back, gathered some speed and flew hard into the cage. It broke open 
the wire mesh at the top, but the opening was too small for it to get in. Nick knew it wasn’t going to hold 
much longer. The insect was much stronger than he’d anticipated. It was going to break through, even if it 
damaged itself in the process. 
 
Thinking quickly, Nick reached down and picked up a small broom that lay in the far corner of the book 
cage. He poked it out of the cage and tried to tip the bowl slightly so the bug could see it, or smell it.  
 
“Nick, don’t knock it over,” Natassia cautioned.  
 
“I know,” Nick said, fear brimming over in his voice despite his aggressive actions. 
 
The bug slammed once more into the cage. This time the right side stripped away from the wood frame, 
and an opening was beginning to take shape.  
 
Nick made one last desperate attempt to move the bowl, and slid the broom under the cage out towards the 
bowl. It bumped the bowl just enough to make it tip and spin around once. In the process a little of the 
blood spilled out onto the concrete floor. The bug backed up, its antennae flitted around several times and 
picked up the scent. It looked down, then back the humans, then down once more. It quickly plunged its 
mouthpiece into the bowl and sucked out the blood, in a matter of seconds.  
 
At first nothing happened. Natassia thought the bug seemed to taste the blood, if such a thing were 
possible, and noticed something was amiss. Then it jerked straight up in the air like it was shot out of a 
cannon. The movement was so rapid and the noise so loud that both Nick and Natassia let out a small 
scream at the same time. The bug was upside down on the ceiling! It started twitching its legs, and the 
wings began to move spasmodically. The bug shook its ugly head several times and started to convulse. It 
dropped to the ground and from its openings came out a dark green liquid, tinged with red blood. The bugs 
insides started to dissolve and leak out of its body right in front of them. It made a horrible sound, 
something like a shriek or a whine, and made one last futile effort to rise, but sank back down into a puddle 
of greenish-red ooze. It twitched for several minutes before either Nick or Natassia could say anything. 
They were watching in horror and sick fascination. Finally the silence was broken. 
 
“We did it!” Natassia said loudly, breaking Nick’s stunned silence, almost too quickly.  
 
“Let’s wait for a minute,” he advised, before wanting to celebrate. So much evil had happened to them all 
over the last two days that he couldn’t believe it might actually be over. “I think we did,” he finally 
allowed himself to concur. 
 
They opened the cage, which upon being forced open one last time came off its hinges and clanked to the 
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floor. Nick and Natassia exchanged looks. They were thinking the same thing: one more attack on the cage 
and it would have given way. Natassia raised her long eyebrows as if to say “We were lucky,” and she took 
Nick by the arm as they walked out of the small library. 
 
They didn’t look back. Rather they went right to the vat in the south end again, and Natassia handed Nick 
the last bottle of G13 sanitizer. He opened it and poured the viscous liquid into the vat of water filled with 
mosquito larvae. It seemed to coalesce around the eggs and in a short space of time it had nearly dissolved 
them, killing all the tadpole-shaped baby mosquitoes inside. 
 
Then they moved next door to the main breakers, which had shut off, and turned them all back on. The 
lights came on in full. As white fluorescent lights washed everything in bright white light, Natassia 
remembered how vivid the world really was. They had to squint for several minutes to adjust, but soon 
they headed to the elevator, went inside and pressed “1” to the main floor, and the exit. 
 
“I hate bugs,” Nick confided to Natassia, drawing a smile on her weary face. 
 
 

******************** 
 
 
They didn’t bother to collect their items from the locker room. They didn’t care. People swarmed around, 
were shocked by the blood and odd green stains on their clothing, and their weary, tired faces. People 
asked them what had happened but neither Nick nor Natassia felt enough energy to explain it all. 
 
“Read the paper, or watch the news tomorrow,” Nick instructed, more bluntly than usual for him. “I’m 
sure it will be on Inside Edition, too.” 
 
Then a familiar voice came through the din of questions. 
 
“Hey guys! You made it,” Buzz said, his arm in a sling but otherwise unharmed. “I thought you two were 
goners.” As usual, Buzz didn’t sugarcoat anything. “Dead for certain. How did you get them?” He asked, 
wanting to hear it all. 
 
Natassia hugged Buzz, and her face contorted into a mixed expression of joy and relief. Buzz thought she 
might cry, but she pulled herself together. “I thought you were dead, Buzz. I’m so glad made it out of 
there.”  
 
“What happened to your arm?” asked Nick, giving his friend a warm embrace as well. 
 
“If I tell you now, we won’t have anything to talk about over drinks at the Cozy Corner,” coaxed Buzz, 
who then asked if they could put it on Nick’s tab. “I’ll buy next time we get paid, if we ever do.” 
 
“I don’t think I have to worry about that anymore. I’m now officially unemployed,” Nick was sarcastic, 
but also relieved. He didn’t ever want to see the inside of the place again. 
 
“I know of a company that is hiring a researcher, and two lab technicians,” Natassia offered hopefully. 
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“We can all work together,” she smiled at both men, but took Nick’s arm.  
 
“What’s the name of the place?” Nick asked his curiosity piqued.  
 
“Gow Chemicals and Pharmaceuticals,” Natassia said, a hint of anxiety in her voice. 
 
“Don’t they make bioweapons for the government?” Buzz asked curiously. 
 
“I think we can handle it,” Nick wisecracked. “But maybe a nice infant formula lab would be better.” 
 
“Could be monster babies involved,” Buzz reminded them playfully. 
 
The three talked about their escapades, and their futures as they walked to the parking lot, with a warm 
table at the Cozy Corner waiting. Nick didn’t let go of Natassia’s arm, and she was leaning into him as 
they walked, even though she didn’t really need the assistance. The trio laughed and made plans, and 
walked away, forever, from Biotech Industries. 
 
 

******************** 
 
 
Three days later, at Biotech labs, a new head of research named Dr. Chris Lee was ordering some new tests 
to be made.  
 
“Oh, and one last thing,” he spoke to the new head of the research labs. “I want an additional sample to be 
tested.” 
 
“Do you have a desired sample and a test subject?” asked the researcher. 
 
“Yes, I found an small amount of a very interesting sample left in the Biolabs gene injector. It’s labeled 
Sample Nineteen. I want to see what it does,” Lee instructed. 
 
“What is the test subject?” 
 
Dr. Lee gave detailed specifications, “Order Hymenoptera, suborder Apocrita, genus Vespa.” 
 
“A hornet wasp. Very well, sir. I’ll start on that right away.” 
 
 
 
--/-- 
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