
Chris Lowry

Tin Trooper Print Version Aug 2023





  

  Copyright © 2023 by Chris Lowry


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1. TIN TROOPER
        
      

    
      	
        2. CHAPTER TWO
        
      

    
      	
        3. CHAPTER THREE
        
      

    
      	
        4. CHAPTER FOUR
        
      

    
      	
        5. CHAPTER FIVE
        
      

    
      	
        6. CHAPTER SIX
        
      

    
      	
        7. CHAPTER SEVEN
        
      

    
      	
        8. CHAPTER EIGHT
        
      

    
      	
        9. CHAPTER NINE
        
      

    
      	
        10. CHAPTER TEN
        
      

    
      	
        11. CHAPTER ELEVEN
        
      

    
      	
        12. CHAPTER TWELVE
        
      

    
      	
        13. CHAPTER THIRTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        14. CHAPTER FOURTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        15. CHAPTER FIFTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        16. CHAPTER SIXTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        17. CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        18. CHAPTER EIGHTTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        19. CHAPTER NINETEEN
        
      

    
      	
        20. CHAPTER TWENTY
        
      

    
      	
        21. CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
        
      

    
    


  




  
  1

  
  
  TIN TROOPER

  
  
















Miguel Salazar sat inside the mosquito netting and cursed the microscopic swarm of gnats that had gained entry. He was sure they had come inside only to torment him as a punishment for his participation in this sinful endeavor.




That is what his mother would call it.




A sin.




And the insects that buzzed his ears and bit his exposed skin in tiny annoying pricks of discomfort was his punishment.




Miguel was sure it was slowly driving him mad.




The infernal buzzing, the heat which he should be used to but still felt baking to him and the dust in the air.




It clung like a haze under the warming lamps, a fog of raw powder trapped inside the tent.




All of the workers wore masks. Miguel was supposed to have one on too, but his breath against the fabric made him even hotter.




And it stank.




He couldn’t stand the smell of himself, so he pulled the mask down around his neck.




Which presented a new problem.




Hallucinations and rapid heartrate. He could feel his pulse pounding in his neck, in his hands.




Even his groin, where the butt of an AK-47 rested against the inside of his thigh.




He had watched the shadows shift for hours, eyes twitching and nose flaring. And he only remembered every so often to lift the mask to cover his nose and mouth.




Only long enough for the heat to bother him, and then it went down again.




He heard a noise, but couldn’t be sure if it was real or not. Like the buzzing of a large mosquito, one outside and flying high.




Miguel went to the screened in mesh and stared as an airplane dipped between two mountains and dropped toward the isolated valley.




An Otter lined up on the dirt runway and swooped down. It touched on the ground long enough for two men in the back to shove a metal box out onto the runway.

Then the airplane engines screamed as the pilot pushed the throttle full and sailed just above the treetops to disappear over the mountains in the east.




Miguel fingered the trigger on his rifle and wondered at his next move.




He would call it in, that much was obvious.




Perhaps the man he worked for was expecting a delivery of a six foot tall metal box that looked to measure the same dimensions in every direction.




He made a move toward the radio when the box whirred.




Miguel watched in fascination as each side of the box folded up, and metal men stepped out.




No, not men, he saw. Their legs were too thin, their arms too small to be men. Robots or androids, his mind tried to process.




But robots weren’t real.




He had seen the toys, little things designed for children’s play, but these looked nothing like toys.




They looked dangerous.




Miguel saw that each of the six robots carried a weapon, or what looked like a weapon to him.




It had a barrel that was connected to the arm, so that where the robot pointed, death followed.




He learned this by watching the lead robot.




It pointed at the tent and shredded the workers in the screen.




Miguel jumped, startled at how fast it happened.




Then the robots were on the rest of them, the burping whir of arm mounted helicopter guns mincing the bodies inside.




Miguel had enough time to raise his rifle before he was eviscerated, his hopped-up mind registering that his legs were on the other side of the room before he closed his eyes and wondered if this was for his sinning.




He didn’t see the robots torch the drug facility, nor did anyone witness them return to the box and slip inside before the walls folded down.




The Otter made a second pass, landing long enough to roll the box back in the hold before it disappeared over the horizon.




The robots returned to the box and shut down.








  
  2

  
  
  CHAPTER TWO

  
  



















“Hibernating,” Win Trafford corrected.




He turned to the small assembled group of men and one woman in the control room with him.




Four technicians were seated in chairs that had joysticks in each arm, and pedals under each foot.




“I call them “Tin Men,” he beamed.




“Like the movie?” asked one of the aides beside a Senator in attendance.




The powerful statesman glared at the young man beside him, as if for speaking out of turn.




“From the book,” Win corrected. “Or I guess it was a movie too.”




He shrugged.




He hadn’t seen the movie version, but he had read the entire book series. Old movies were not his things. Old books though, that was a passion.




Like collecting vinyl records and first gen Macintosh computers.




He had wondered why the metal lumberjack just didn’t axe all the flying monkey’s in half when they attacked when he was a kid.




The genesis of the idea as an adult, he supposed. The kernel.




He glanced over his shoulder at the row of technicians strapped to their seats.

They wore VR headsets and earphones, all wired to the oversized computer console that Win leaned against as he surveyed his audience.




Maybe not quite lumberjacks, he thought.




“Any questions?”




“How do you control them?”




“It’s live action,” Win gushed as he motioned with his hand to indicate the four men in gaming chairs.




“Each robot is controlled by a soldier, doing the fighting by proxy out in the field.”




“Genius,” one of the Generals stated.




Shelby Johnson was the only person in the room not in uniform, besides the presenters.




He wore a custom made wool suit, tasteful and conservative as was befitting a former Senator turned private contractor, and he was there to make the introductions between Trafford and the War Department.




He shot a glance across the room to a man in simple fatigues that everyone assumed was his bodyguard or assistant.




He had a forgettable face, and easy to overlook stature, a man someone could look at and in seconds, forget they had ever seen him.




Cold eyes studied everyone in the room, roaming over the soldiers controlling the robots, the two men gushing over the presentation and the impressed looking military attaché.




His eyes caught Shelby’s and he shrugged.




Brill Wingfield had been a soldier once, though not for the American Army. He had trained in South Africa, thanks to the dispensation of a dual citizenship, and after an ambush decimated his squad in the Angolan jungle, he turned mercenary.




Shelby pulled him out of the jungle, trained him with the CIA and other alphabet agencies to turn him into a killing machine.




He was like the robots in that way, thought the older ex-Senator.




Which perhaps explained why he brought Brill with him to witness the demonstration.




“I think you’ve given us a lot to talk about,” Shelby said to Win and his partner, his Southern drawl exuding charm.




Win made the rounds shaking hands, skipping over Brill as he caught a glimpse of his face.




Shelby ushered the uniforms from the room and Brill fell in step behind him.




“What did you think?”




“Impressive.”




“The man or his toys.”




“The toys.”




“I’d like your thoughts on the man.”




“Eager to please. And a liar.”




“About?”




“I don’t know what he’s lying about, just that he is.”




Shelby accepted the assessment with a nod. Brill had trained with the best, and one of his specialties in the field was reading a situation so he could formulate a reaction to it.




That included reading people. If his killer for hire said the man was lying, there was no doubt about it.




He just needed to know what it was about.
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“I got them?” Win asked his assistant.




“I think you got them.”




“Do you? I don’t know if they were convinced.”




“Win, you did good. They’re going to go for it. Hell, I bet you get a call as soon as they land.”




Win plopped into a cheap chair behind his used desk and reached into the drawer for a bottle of whiskey.




He checked a coffee cup, dumped the dregs into the wastebasket and poured a generous dollop into the mug.




His assistant held out an empty coffee cup of his own and Win gave him two fingers worth of the amber liquid.




“To us,” he said and they each toasted and took a sip.




“How much cash do we have in reserve?”




Todd reached around the desk and tapped on the laptop. He pulled up their account and spun it around to show Win.




“Damn.”




“You can make payroll,” Todd said with a hopeful edge in his voice.




“We need this,” Win sighed and finished off his mug. He poured a second cup.




“We’ll get it.”




“You better be right.”




He squinted at the screen as the phone rang.




Win and Todd shared a glance.




“Too soon,” said Todd.




Win picked it up on the third ring.




“Win.”




He listened to the voice on the other end, and smiled.




“Excellent,” he said. “We’ll get started right away. I look forward to the paperwork.”




He put the phone back in the cradle.




“Not too soon?”




“They liked it so much they called before the plane ride. We’re in.”




“Congratulations!”




“At half of our ask.”




“Shit.”




“Shit is right.”




“How long can we last before we burn through that?”




“Three months,” Win groaned.




“Still, we have three months to prove to them what you can do. Then we’ll ask for more money.”




“That’s a plan.”




“But not your plan?”




Win finished off the second mug and set it on the desktop.




“I need something else. Something more. Is there anyway we can crunch these numbers and make it stretch?”




Todd leaned against the edge of the desk.




“R&D kills us,” he said. “We can’t skimp on production. But I might have an idea.”




“What is it?” Win asked.




“Would you like to play a game?”















