The Tunnel.





Dark.  Suffocating darkness that wraps you like a blanket and squeezes.





In the distance a KLAXON sounds.  Faint light beats steadily.  What options are there?





Hicks ignites a FLARE STICK, instantly pools himself in BLUE LIGHT.  He checks the pulse rifle. The red indicator shows 18 rounds. Not good.  The flare wanes, finally turns sickly pale and goes out.





HICKS


Perfect.





He crawls forward, the crawl of a blind person who isn’t really blind.  Steam VENTS.





Ahead, the dim light becomes brighter. A revolving WARNING light of yellow, revealing a small work station, room enough to stand.  Hicks rises up, groans at the pain in his knees. It looks like a dead end here.  He runs a hand across the smooth metal walls beneath the flashing light. Grimaces.





He checks the motion tracker hanging on his waist.  No signal.





He taps the comlink on his helmet.





HICKS


Apone…  Frost...  Anyone.





Nothing but static is the reply.





HICKS


Perfect.





A BEEP.  The tracker.  BEEP.  Hicks holds it up.  Multiple signals.  Fast.  Moving right for him.  He looks back down the dark tunnel from which he came.  BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.  The tracker screen is WHITE HOT with signals.  





Hicks drops it to the ground with a CLANG.  He levels the pulse rifle. Steadies it in his grip. Sweat on his hands, on his face.  He controls his breathing as much as he can.  The yellow light CIRCLES.  The tracker BEEPS in agony.  Signals are close.





Hicks waits… A long, terrible wait that seems like hours.  He slowly reaches into his leg pouch and pulls free another flare.  He SNAPS the top and the blue flame sparks.  He raises it, hurls the flare into the tunnel.  And then he wishes he hadn’t.





A dozen or more ALIENS watch the flare land and trickle to a stop at their gruesome feet.





The first looks up at Hicks.  A low gutteral sound as the jaws gnash open and shut. Slime drools free.  The interior jaw snakes in and out.





HICKS


Perfect.





With a deafening ROAR – the pulse rifle snaps to attention.  18 rounds flash out.  The aliens SCREAM as their blackened hides are torn to shreds.  Acid spews out. The tunnel starts to smoke as the acid eats through metal.





Hicks drops the pulse rifle. Empty.





As the blue flare starts to fade, more aliens push through the corpses of their brethren.  Their mouths look like devilish smiles.  Slowly they come in a relentless parade of death.





Hicks reaches over his shoulder, snaps the release on the holster and pulls free his antiquated shotgun. He chambers a round.





The first alien is almost on him. He lowers the gun and BLAM. The alien’s head explodes in a mist of flesh and acid.  Hicks chambers another around, oblivious to the flecks of acid that smolder on his armor.  BLAM.  Another alien goes down.





An orgy of alien death.  Thick acidic smoke rises in yellow clouds. Hicks gun burns hot along with spent shells that crumple under his feet as he turns and fires on the next target.





Finally it is done.  The aliens lie twisted in broken heaps.  Hicks, alive with the thrill of battle, takes a deep breath of the thick air, oblivious to the acid.





The yellow light spins.





A bolt shifts. The wall behind Hicks begins to move. He turns in stunned disbelief.  A thick metal door.  It glides open.





Hicks looks into the opening. At the dark thing in front of him.  He sighs, raises the shotgun and chambers his last round.





The QUEEN leans down, her massive jaws dripping with gore.  The Mother of the Devil. Her claws raise up ready to pounce. Ready to avenge the slaughter of her children.





Hicks smiles.





HICKS


Perfect.





