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FOREWORD

 


This book is a collection of
all of the writings that I did on Tank and his adventures. It is
meant for mature audiences and contains all of the material that
I’ve written on
Tank. I hope you’ll
enjoy it.
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TANK NUCLEAR


MECHANIZED MAN

 


Tank was sitting on a small burnt log
surveying the scene while cleaning his weapon. They had found a
small pocket of defenders who had resisted their attempt to take
resources from them.

He understood their determination. The
world had been at war for over 100 years now without respite and
the remaining true humans were dying out of starvation.

He considered his body. It was
certainly handy. He didn't eat or sleep. He only fought. In fact,
there was nothing else that he wished to do more than kill. He
guessed it was part of his reprogramming.

Still he was human.

A bullet ricochet off his
helmet. About time, he thought. He lifted his weapon and quickly slammed the bolt
back in. He rolled to the side and slammed a clip into the
receiving port. Another bullet fell to his side. He returned fire
on the position indicated by a bleeping red dot.

A burst of flame exited the end of the
weapon and there was a hail of sand and stone in the distance. Part
of the hill fell to the ground and he could see with his zoomed in
vision a human shape flying up into the air to fall the 300 or so
feet to the ground.

Nice shot,
he congratulated himself.

He sat back down on the log and pulled
out his cleaning stick again. There would be more around who would
probably fall into his trap sooner or later.

 


*****

 


"Yo! Tank!," Mike yelled over the
network, "We got a big money job."

Mike came out of the small well kept
office in the town that had been set up as a base camp for the
mercenary teams to receive contracts.

Tank stood up from where he had been
sitting on a bench next to a female cyborg. She was quite pretty
and when he had flesh and those types of feelings he would have
asked her out. Now he wondered if she was really a guy.

Mike was a tall man who had only
undergone some of the customization possible as part man and
machine. He was the team's manager and sniper, so it wasn't really
necessary for him to be fully plated up.

"Come on. I'm getting bored here. What
took you so long?" Tank asked grumpily.

"As I said, my grouchy friend, it is a
big money contract," Mike assured him in his usual upbeat
way.

"You say that about every contract.
You expect me to believe you now?"

"Of course, don't I always tell the
truth?" Mike asked innocently.

Tank rolled his mechanical
eyes.

"No."

"Oh, well... there has been the
occasion where things weren't as planned."

"Weren't as planned? Are you mad? What
about that contract to take that hyper train last month? I got
dragged for nearly 30 kilometers."

"That was unfortunately," Mike said
with sympathy.

Tank put his hands up. Mike was the
happiest cold blooded killer he had ever met. Mike would happily
kill women, children and babies, but would always be ready to tell
a joke about it afterwards.

"Whatever. What's the job?" Tank asked
testily.

"US Combined Army wants us to take a
small factory."

The US Combined Army was one of the
biggest sponsors of mercenary missions and one of the only
territories to have a working economy not purely based only on
war.

"That's fine. Where is it?"

"In Mexico."

"Where in Mexico?" Tank
asked.

"Umm... Hell Plane."

"Hell Plane? Are you kidding me? The
home of the most hardened army in the world."

"It's 4,000,000 dollars."

Tank stopped complaining and stood
still for a moment. He wouldn't have done the job for a smaller
amount of money, but 4,000,000 was quite a lot.

"Ok, let's roll out," he said after a
minute or two of deliberation.

"Yes, sir," Mike said with a fake
salute and a smile to the female cyborg.

4,000,000 was a lot.

 


*****

 


"Hell Plane? Are you mad?" Jose was
Latino, but he may as well have been Tank's brother considering how
similar they were.

"Yes,” he said calmly before adding,
“It's 4,000,000 dollars paid on competition."

That shut him up.

"Alright then. When do we
leave?"

"Today."

The team was a good one. Mike was
their sniper, Jose their heavy artillery man and Knife their
infiltrator. Tank was their leader.

They left the small dimly lit bar and
walked out into the sunlight again. The street was dusty and the
old concrete was broken, but the buildings were relatively new and
well painted in the hot desert sun.

They arrived at their little shop with
only a few minutes of walking. It was one of the various small
storage compartments hired out to mercenaries to store their
equipment when entering the town.

He nodded to Vic the guard bot at the
gate. Vic was an X70 model. Not the latest, but he had a suicide
bomb inside of him that could wipe out a small town. That earned
him quite a bit of respect. You didn't want to piss off someone who
could blow you and your men up with a single processed
command.

He opened the door to the storage
space and let them in. Knife walked by and gave him a glare. He had
never heard Knife speak and he usually communicated through
gestures or the little keypad on his arm that would send out a
short text based message to the others. He wasn't happy about going
to Hell Plane.

"Cheer up, big boy," Mike said to
Knife who tensed up, "You'll be fine."

Knife was 5 foot. He didn't like
anyone who talked about his size.

They got their gear and walked out to
the open aired vehicle they used to get around. Mike took the
driver's seat and started the engine.

"Ready, kids?" He tried to sound like
a father on holiday with his children.

"Shut up and drive," Tank
replied.

 


*****

 


There were men everywhere.

"How are we supposed to get through
that?" Jose asked.

Over 400, maybe
500, came Knife's text.

Tank looked at the two of them. The
scene below wasn't pretty. There was at least 500 cyborgs and men
down there surrounding the broken down factory.

"What type of factory was it, Mike?"
he asked casually.

"A weapon's factory, I
believe."

"What type of weapon's factory?" he
continued.

"Nuclear, going by the registration
information.

"Are you kidding me? You mean there
could be one or more nuclear weapons down there and you took the
job?"

"It is 4,000,000."

Knife got to Mike first.

"Ouch, you didn't have to slap me so
hard," Mike said rubbing the back of his head.

Idiot, the text flashed.

Tank had to agree. Maybe he should
have a talk to Mike again about not trying to get them
killed.

"We can't back out. They'll kill us,"
Mike replied.

"I know," Tank said, slapping Mike
himself.

"Ouch." Mike gave him a hurt
look.

"Shut up." He wasn't interested in
games right now.

He would need a plan. He settled down
to think. What could he do?

 


*****

 


Tank watched Knife take down the man
as he stood looking out to the desert known as the Hell Planes. It
was nearly soundless and Tank only heard a slight plunk as the man
hit the ground.

There was a rustling. Knife stood up
wearing the guards uniform and started walking towards the command
center. He was tasked with placing a small bomb next to the tent.
It would act as a distraction so the others could get into the
factory.

Tank and the others snuck out. Mike
and Jose took their sentries with ease as Tank covered
them.

Good. He snuck forward and slowly made his way over to the one he
had selected. Standing up behind the man after crawling prone
through the sand. He used a small knife to cut into the power unit
in this one's chest. There was a spark from the front and Tank
slowly lowered the man to the ground using his knife.

The clothing fit poorly. Tank wasn't
exactly the smallest cyborg and even though this one had been
close, metal parts stood out where they shouldn't have.

It will have to be
ok, he thought.

"Ready to go?" Jose asked through the
team's private radio network.

"I'm all dolled up and ready for the
party," came Mike's reply.

"Yes," Tank said.

Jose started walking towards the
factory. Most of the men in the big camp outside would not
recognize Jose and Mike for what they were unless they looked
closely, but Tank was another story. twenty years of modifications
had given him a more than inhuman look. He would be easy to spot if
he wasn't careful.

Tank edged around the side of the camp
and came to an alleyway of darkness that spread between the tents
and a few of the small fires the army of men were
burning.

He snuck down the alley and stopped.
Movement to the left. A man stepped out and looked straight at him.
There was a moment as that one's eyes adjusted to the new shape in
the darkness.

Tank didn't hesitate. He kicked the
man in the leg and stabbed him in the side of the head. The man
rolled to the ground with a thump.

Tank looked around.
Did anyone hear that?

No one came, so he stashed the body
and kept on moving. He was half way when the explosion hit. There
was a wave of fire that sent up a small mushroom in the middle of
the camp. Tank started to run as men filed across the narrow alley
to see what was going on.

He reached the doors to the factory
and ducked in. His team stood inside.

"Everyone knows their jobs. Get to
it," he ordered.

There was no one in the factory, which
made it easy to place the explosives.

Jose and Knife were waiting at the
door.

"Where's Mike?" he asked.

"Here," Mike called as he walked
towards them.

"What's that?" He pointed at the large
box Mike was holding.

"A souvenir," Tank looked at him for a
moment and decided he didn't have time.

"Come on," he commanded.

They walked outside and were meet by a
team of twenty men. One of the commanders must have sent some of
his men to check the facility.

"Shit!" Mike yelled.

Everyone started shooting at the same
time and Tank and his friends dashed for cover.

Tank aimed his rifle at a group of men
standing in the open and pushed the button on the front of the big
muzzle at the front. There was a poof and a round flew out to
impact the ground underneath them. The men flew into the air and
came back down to slam into the ground dead.

Jose opened up with his rotating
gatling gun. There were about 14 men left before Jose fired.
Afterwards, there were only scraps of metal.

Tank stood up and dodged more bullets
coming from the camp.

"Back down the alley!" he
yelled.

Everyone stood up as one and raced
down the alley Tank had entered through. Men came at them from all
sides as Tank lead the way.

He pulled out a side arm from one of
his many holsters and fired it at point blank range at the men that
ran in front of him as he fired his other weapon on full automatic.
Men fell around him and behind as Knife took care of the
rear.

A big shape stood at the
end of the alley. Shit!
He pulled to the side as a missile flew down the
alley. His team was well trained and had faced this before. There
were no causalities and Jose rolled out into the alley to fire his
big weapon at the machine down the end.

There was a massive explosion that
ripped the tents around them to pieces and incinerated the clothing
from their bodies. Mike screamed somewhere in the distance. He
still had some skin.

Knife shot past and performed a
vicious combo of attacks on a few dazed soldiers that stepped out
from the broken tents with his big knife.

"Argh, that hurt," Mike
shouted.

"Turn off your pain sensors and let’s
go!" Tank yelled.

They ran out of the camp past the
wreckage of the X70 droid. He made a note to treat Vic with more
respect. He never wanted to have to live through an explosion like
that again.

Bullets hailed down on them as Tank
took the vehicle to its limits over the terrain.

20 seconds,
Knife reminded.

"Ummm... boss," Mike said.

"Yes?" Tank asked through his
concentration.

"I have something to
admit."

"Please don't tell me you did
something foolish again?"

"Well, I found a few nukes," he said
and then paused.

"And?"

"It was only a small one."

They were definitely going to need to
talk after this.

A small set of explosions preceded a
massive explosion that sent the vehicle flying. Tank hoped he would
live through this.


ARE WE OKAY?

 


Blackness turned to light as the
static came and cleared. He was lying in the back of a small
truck.

"Where am I?" he asked.

Jose lay next to him burnt and
blackened, but otherwise ok.

"I think we are close to town again,"
he said groggily.

Tank turned his head. Mike sat with
the box he had before.

"Whose driving?" he asked.

There was a tap on the glass. Knife
waved at him next to a dead man in an army uniform.

He looked over at Mike.

"That was crazy. Have you gone totally
mad?"

Mike gave him a big smile.

"It needed to be done," he
said.

"Please, oh master strategist, why did
you nearly need to kill us?"

"Because we needed to hide that we
stole this." He opened the box.

"Is that what I think it is?" Tank
asked with wide eyes.

"The latest nuke prior to the collapse
of the Mexico army. Worth upward of 50,000,000 US
dollars."

"Well now. Maybe you can be forgiven,"
Tank said with a wide smile.

50,000,000 was a lot after
all.

We are almost
there, Knife texted, What do you want to do?

"Let's go to the big city. I think we
have some drinking to do," he said with a big grin.

Everyone smiled. They had done very
well today.



MERCY MISSION


HUMANITARIAN
MONSTER

 


Tank sat at the end of the bar and
waited. His contact in the Russian mafia, or what was left of it,
would be here soon and he would be able to discuss the deal that he
had heard about from Knife this afternoon.

He sipped his whisky in silence. The
bar had seen a fair few fist fights in the past couple of years
since the contractors had set up this little town as a place for
them to do their deals.

Tank had been in his share here. The
bar owner Todd was a good enough guy. He was almost 100% machine
now and acted like it most of the time. Tank had met him years back
before everything went to hell and the war economy started to
really get going. He had had brown hair that sat down just below
his ears and a soft look in his eyes. Now he was solid steel and
didn't even bother to wear any artificial skin. It made for a very
robotic look that was becoming more and more popular as people
became more technology focused and cared less about looking
human.

Tank's contact walked through the
door. He was a tall skinny man in a black suit that looked like it
had been dragged through a desert.

"Vincent, you look a little worse for
wear. What's happening?" Tank didn't really care and Vincent knew
it, but it was the polite thing to say.

Vincent groaned as his metallic joints
creaked as he sat down. The Russian's mustn't be making much money
anymore.

Vincent wiped his face with a dirty
rag that he took out of his pocket.

"You wouldn't believe what I have been
through to get here today," Vincent moaned.

Tank noticed that his voice box was
sounding in bad shape. It was clearly artificial, but likely had
been left to rust a little over the last few years.

A gun blast turned Tank's head. Right
next to him Todd had drawn his side arm and had fired across the
room. A man was holding his hands up at a table across the room. He
had been trying to slip a note to one of the girls on duty in the
pub. Todd was very protective of the few women that he did employ
and anyone messing with that business arrangement would soon find
themselves in real trouble.

Vincent and Tank turned to
one another and Tank shrugged. That was how life was these
days.

"Tank, you have been lazy in
fulfilling our contracts lately. What is the problem?" Vincent
whined.

"The problem is you don't pay on time,
my friend." The last one had been on time, but the transfer had
come up 100,000 short. Tank didn't allow bad debts to stand
long.

"Ah, it is a problem with the
accounting. We are always telling them to hurry and get things
right, but sometimes errors do happen."

Vincent was lying. They probably
didn't have enough cash flow or they were intentionally trying to
stiff him.

Tank handed him a small disc. Mike had
done the numbers - the Russians owed them around 200,000 US dollars
total in overdue fees. They would need to pay now if they wanted
more service from Tank and his crew.

Vincent looked at the disc and gave
Tank a lopsided smile.

"I will check the details," he
slurred.

Tank waited while Vincent rolled up
his sleeve and inserted the disc into the port on his arm. A bit of
strange whirring coming from his drive and then numbers flashed
across Vincent's eyes.

Vincent nodded. He could see the
errors as well.

"We will pay it to you now if you take
this job, or later as we can, but no later than the end of the
week," Vincent said after awhile.

Tank nodded. It was a fair deal and
Tank could not expect anything better.

"Tell me about the job," he
said.

"I need you to do some humanitarian
work," Vincent said.

That was no surprise. The mob had
moved into humanitarian jobs about 50 years ago. Most of the work
they provided now was through the big aid agencies, which were
government fronts for the military wanting to clear out the various
little dictators that were politically difficult to
reach.

Vincent showed him a photo. He
recognized the group. They had been on the TV a few weeks
ago.

"You know, Vincent, things have been
slow, but I'm not sure if I want to put my men up against the
Canadian Guard just yet."

Vincent took the picture away and
replaced it with another.

"We will give you this if you do this
for us," he said slyly.

Tank looked at the picture. He had
always wanted one of those.

"Alright, you have a deal. Wire the
money you owe and send Mike the details," Tank said, "You can
negotiate the price with him later."

Tank stood up and clapped Vincent on
the shoulder.

"Also, try to fix that body. It's hard
working with someone that is obviously just about to fall
apart."

Vincent stuttered and then sighed. He
knew it was true to.

Tank left and Knife stood up from
where he had been sitting in the corner.

A good deal?
Knife texted.

"Good enough," Tank said as they
left.


TANK VS TANK

 


Tank saw it before the rest of them.
They were standing in a small field near where the refugees were
and it had just stepped out of the woods over in the
distance.

"RUN!" he yelled as the first rockets
were fired.

Jose, Mike and Knife quickly sprinted
towards the small group of tents, while Tank ran towards the
machine.

"Mike and Jose. Move the refugees
towards the town and load them on the trucks," Tank said over the
communicator, "Knife, see if you can find a way to disable that
thing from in the woods."

Knife increased his pace and ran
straight into the woods. Tank kept running forward as missiles
exploded behind him. There was a spray of earth as one got a little
too close to him.

This was an AN6 Mech. The thing was
probably a relic from the nuclear wars before people started using
mechanical bodies for warfare.

It was probably the most dangerous
creation of the military of that time and still was a force to be
reckoned with that could take out whole teams of enhanced
soldiers.

Tank lifted his heavy rifle and shot
off a burst of 20 rounds at the cockpit. It was the most reinforced
place on the entire machine, but the bullets would ping off the
steel a bit and might distract the drivers for a moment.

He got within the 100 meter range of
the big cannon on the bottom of the three legged machine and it let
loose a hail of shells. It was more powerful than he had
thought.

He dodged to the left and right
relying on his internal computers calculations. A bullet hit him on
the arm and flew off in another direction. His arms would be ok,
but a shot to the head or chest might kill him.

The machine stopped firing and two
panels on the sides opened. Two large missiles dropped out towards
the ground and then shot forward at him. Tank had nowhere to go.
These two would explode in a hail of fire when they reached
him.

He ran towards a small dip in the
ground and ducked in as the missiles exploded. Tank's sensors
showed him that the heat had surpassed his body's external
limit.

He stood up and did a quick check. His
skin had been burned off and his outer armor showed some severe
damage. He was in trouble.

Tank saw the machine opening two more
panels on the top. He didn't have many choices in this situation,
so he chose the craziest option.

"Panel discharge. Code
11-22-8762."

His body hissed as the missiles shot
forward. He ran straight ahead. There mech would not be able to
shoot its cannon until the missiles detonated.

His external armor popped off as the
missiles came into range. Everything happened at once. His panels
were in midair when the missiles exploded.

Tank came running through in a mass of
cables and parts. He had increased his speed significantly by
dropping the armor and he was able to clear the distance between
himself and the mech easily.

Tank jumped on top of it and saw Knife
below the machine. Tank pulled at the panel on top - the famous
weakness of this model - and tore if off before yanking out a bunch
or wires.

There was a sliding sound as the
bottom hatch opened and Knife slid in.

Inside there were two screams and the
machine stopped moving. Tank sighed. They had dealt with the
biggest difficulty.

He didn't have time to rest. Gun fire
from the woods made him turn to see what was coming.

In the forest dozens of troops moved
through the woods. They were cannon fodder, but with only him and
Knife they were very much exposed.

Tank lay down on top of the mech
behind a panel and started to shoot. Men ran through the woods in
front of him and he sniped them from his position on the
mech.

One man ran out from behind a tree
firing and Tank shot him as he ran. Another died trying to find
some cover in a small shrub.

Tank could see Knife out there as
well. He was there for a moment cutting one soldier’s throat and
then would disappear into the woods to appear again somewhere else
to kill another soldier.

Tank shot one man that had an
officer's uniform on. The Canadian guard were a tough lot, but
hadn't made much of an investment in technology. Their only saving
grace was that they had a lot of land and, hence, a lot of people
who were willing to give up the low wages of farming or
manufacturing weapons to join the army where the pay was much
higher.

Tank shot another man and they just
kept on coming. There were too many and he knew that they would
have to retreat. Tank only hoped that Mike had things under control
on his end.


THE N2 GATTLING
GUN

 


Tank and Knife ran into the small town
to see that Mike and Jose had everything well under control. He ran
to the team’s small jeep and called to the others to get
moving.

Knife jumped into the driver’s seat
and gave Tank a questioning look. There were now hundreds of
soldiers running across the field and vehicle units moving down the
road. They would need to deal with some of them before they could
get moving.

Tank jumped in the back and called for
Knife to take up the rear position behind the trucks. He picked it
up. This would do the job.

Tank put the round long cylinder on
his arm and gripped the guards inside. It was big and heavy. His
sensors told him that the motors in his body were at full pressure
and would break if he kept this thing up for more than a few
minutes.

He ignored them and used his other
hand to lift the big weapon up. He would have to fire it one
handed, but for now he could take the pressure off for a
moment.

Tank pushed the little red switch
inside. This was the safety on the N2 Gatling Cannon. It fired 10cm
long rounds that were filled with enough explosives to destroy a
small car.

He pulled back on the little trigger
inside the device and it spat out fifty rounds in one
second.

There was a massive explosion down the
road in the field and dozens upon dozens of soldiers flew into the
air in a bloody mess. Tank brought the weapon around in a short arc
as he fired continuously. The weapon's ammo gauge dropped to 1000
rounds. He had just spent 700 rounds in a few seconds.

The world around him lit up in a
massive arc of fire. He watched as the vehicle units and infantry
disappeared under the power of his weapon.

He noticed more mechs coming at them
from the woods and decided he could afford the expense of using the
remaining rounds today.

He fired and the mechs exploded. They
were not built to withstand the continuous pounding a weapon like
this could create.

He fell back as his motors in his arm
gave way and oozed jelly like fluid. He would need to spend a lot
on repairs, but today he had realized one of his dreams. Firing the
N2 was everything he had heard. If Tank had under parts, they would
be in an embarrassing state right now.

He pulled out a cigar and looked
loving at the weapon beside him.

"Honey, you were great!"

Knife shook his head and kept on
driving. He was used to Tank's fetish by now.


A LEAD

 


"The payment was not on time,
Vincent," Tank said calmly.

Vincent looked at the big weapon that
was being held to the side of his head. He sighed.

"Todd, put it down will you," Vincent
said reaching into his suit.

Todd looked to Tank and put it away.
Vincent pulled out a photograph.

"This is for you Tank," he said
looking away.

Tank looked at the
photograph.

"Where and when?" he asked
coldly.

"She's in the US Embassy Prisons in
Washington," Vincent said quietly.

Tank took the photograph.

"No payment needed. You're free to
go."

He looked back down at the photograph.
Finally he had found her.



WARRIORS OF WAR


WARTIME WOES

 


Tank sat looking at the picture as he
waited for his team to turn up. He had told them it was an
emergency. They would come running. The picture showed a young
woman sitting on a bed inside a prison cell. The woman was Tank's
wife.

10 years ago, he had married. She had
worked along side him and was a fine soldier. She had been able to
hold her own with the best of them and he had been proud of
her.

A few years after they got married, he
worked a job for what were the remainders of the CIA at the time
and she went missing on the job.

He knew that something had to have
gone wrong with the deal. He had searched for a body, but found
nothing, not even a scrap of metal. Everything inside him told him
that the CIA had screwed him somehow, but they never contacted him;
they never gave him reason to chase them down. He had nothing to go
on and nowhere to go. She was lost to him - until now.

Knife walked in and sat down at the
table. He cast a glance at the picture, but didn't ask. He had been
with Tank long before the rest of them had joined with him. He knew
the woman in the photograph and he could guess what Tank was going
to do about it.

Mike and Jose followed.

"What's the problem, big brother?"
Mike asked with his usual grin on his face.

Mike sat down after pushing Knife's
foot off his seat.

Knife pointed to the photo on the
table.

Mike's eyes widened.

"Is that who I think it
is?"

Tank nodded, Mike had known her as
well.

Jose looked at Mike and Tank. He was
new.

"She's my wife, Jose. She went missing
about 7 years ago."

Jose looked at the woman in the
photo.

"Do you know where she is?" Jose, as
usual, understood him well.

"They have her in the US Embassy
Prison in Washington," Tank said.

Mike whistled.

"That's not an easy place to get
into," he said seriously.

"It isn't."

Tank waited. Knife was the first to
nod and Jose was quick to follow. They understood that Tank would
go in with or without them. Mike hesitated.

"I understand, but are you sure she’s
there? This is a one way deal, if you're wrong."

Tank looked again at the picture.
Maybe Vincent was just trying to avoid paying his debt, but he
didn't think so. Vincent wouldn't have brought this to the table if
he wasn't sure. He knew that Tank would have come for him and
killed him and his entire Russian mafia family if he had
lied.

"It's good information."

Mike thought for a bit and Knife
kicked him under the table. He gave Knife a look, but kept
thinking. After a time, he answered.

"Ok, I'm in." He said it with such a
determined voice that Tank almost took it for someone else
speaking. Mike was never that serious about anything.

Knife stood up.

I have a friend in the
government. I'll see what he can do for us, he texted.

Tank appreciated it. Knife rarely used
the connections he had, but when he did he pulled
through.


THE DUMP

 


Washington was a dump. The scattered
and broken high rises were a tribute to the greed of the US
government and their warlike nature. Tank looked at the many fires
that burnt around what would have been a train station 20 years or
more ago. This was the home of the US government, but the real
capital was in Los Angeles now. The only ones who came here were
politicians and the people that made a living in the factories that
supplied weapons and arms to the military.

They walked around back of the big
building and found the man they were looking for easily enough.
Knife's friend was talking to a few men sitting near a fire burning
on the train tracks. From what he could hear the man was trying to
convince them to give up their wicked ways of drinking and sloth
and join the work effort - for minimum pay, of course.

The men ignored the man and Knife went
up to him and signed at him for a bit. Knife could communicate with
anyone who had been enhanced, but this man seemed to be 100% human,
which was an extreme rarity in this world.

The man came back with Knife and shook
Tank’s hand.

"Mr. Zekk has told me about your
problem," he said.

Everyone looked at
Knife. Zekk?

Knife rolled his eyes behind the man.
Of course that wasn't his real name. It would be an
alias.

"Can you help us?" Tank
asked.
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