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Operation 1.




All Bets Are Off...





[image: ]


Blood continues to drip from the hacked up remains of Wolf's mentor and former tribal chief Ace Taver, as the heavily-butchered sections of human chunks dangle from the rusted chains fitted to the ceiling.

This so called laboratory, that in actual fact is an abattoir designed for the sacrifice of living humans, is sickening to look at in all honesty.

It's mere existence alone would be justification enough to go on an unrelenting rampage. But with the sight of this insulting display, Wolf's rage continues to exceed beyond that.

She's trembling with anger.

Not just because she cared about Ace Taver on some level, but more over, because there is no meaning behind this savagery.

It serves no goal...

There is no purpose behind it...

They clearly didn't even do this to spite Wolf.

They simply mutilated a man of great wisdom and skill because they could.

The people who work here aren't even monsters, they're just sadistic assholes.

And needless to say, even if it is the pot calling the kettle black, Wolf doesn't care. She's decided how she feels on this, and she's resolved to act on those feelings as she asks the question under her breath.

Wolf: Why?...

She asks this, in part because she wants an answer to it. But also, she's hoping that someone will stand before her and accept responsibility for what has happened to Ace Taver.

Instead all that happens is a bunch of scientists surround her from different sides of the laboratory and loom over the general area as many more continue their idea of "work" by mauling and cutting up the flesh of POWs.

These men and women stare at Wolf, suspicious of her presence here, as she quite clearly isn't a Company of Silence soldier and she's most certainly not a scientist.

With how rare it is for intruders to penetrate the prison camp's exterior defences, most of the people who work here are slow on the uptake when it comes to dealing with intruders.

And these scientists are no exception as they're left mulling over what to do whilst the young man who lured Wolf here takes the initiative by standing before her and asking the question.

..."Young lady, what are you doing here?"...

Using the words “young lady” to refer to her as if he is somehow far more experienced than she is both in military skill and in the game of life.

He's not.

And he soon receives a rude awakening in this regard when Wolf draws her handgun and shoots him three times in the head to send his brains spraying across the coats of seven scientists that are standing behind him as he falls to the floor.

Wolf watches his body fall to the ground with a cold-hearted, emotionless stare as she says.

Wolf: I was originally here to save someone, but since that's off the table I guess I'll settle for killing every last person in this fucking building.

Upon hearing these words that can only be considered threatening from Wolf, the scientists spring into action.

The first man to try his luck is a tall, bald black scientist with a grey coat, who attempts to take Wolf down from the left screeching.

..."DIE!"...

As he brandishes is severed forearm like a club in the hopes of catching the mercenary off guard.

Wolf seeing this coming easily, however entraps him in a neck-lock, then uses her knife to slice his jugular before watching as the man's bloody leaking body slumps to the ground.

A heavy set scientist with glasses, who always mumbles and wears a red shirt leans behind Wolf shortly after this victory and whispers creepily into her ear.

..."Please go away, or I'll have to kill you."...

Which is not only a weak threat, the surgical knife that the man uses to try to stab Wolf with fails to connect with her flesh as she leaps back and draws her sniper rifle in the blink of an eye, aiming it at the man's head as she says.

Wolf: Too slow!

She then pulls the trigger, watching the man's head burst into a mess of blood, brains, and gore. His body goes limp and collapses to the ground like the grey-coated scientist before him, allowing Wolf to turn her attention on to the next target.

Said target happens to be a man who is a short, skinny male with brown hair and an extra long nose who is throwing diced up body parts in Wolf's general direction to try to gross her out enough to retreat.

Ironically Wolf has seen so much death and despair in her life that a few splattered organs here and there is nothing to her, as she simply steps out of the path of each loose body part that comes her way until she finally closes the distance between them.

Once she is standing before the skinny man of science, Wolf grabs him by the collar and slams him into the ground. She then puts her boot on his neck and slowly crushes his windpipe, the skinny male frantically gasps for air, begging, pleading for mercy.
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..."Please don't kill me! I'm too pretty to die...Guh!!!"...

Wolf hears none of this man's plight however, and instead she continues to slowly press down, her emotionless all-business expression never leaving her face.

Following this, a young, freckled red-haired fellow who wears a blue cape shatters a wooden dining chair over Wolf's back with little to no response being shown by Wolf as it shatters.

Instead she just stands perfectly still, almost as if it was nothing more than a gentle breeze that made contact with her back as she turns to glare at the man. At which point, the chair-breaking man panics, tosses both remaining chair legs to the side as he says.

..."Eek!!!"...

In an extremely high-pitched tone prior to Wolf grabbing the freckled young man by the throat to hold him in place.

Once locked down, Wolf then pulls out a knife and puts it to the red-haired fellow's equally as freckled chest. She grins, then slowly pushes the knife down, the poor boy screaming as the blade slowly enters his chest. Blood pours out of the wound and stains his blue cape until he ultimately dies a slow and painful death.

A tall pale-skinned man with a white lab coat and white hair tries to ram an inkblot test in Wolf's face right after she turns from the dead red-haired man, and as the test is almost mashed into her face the pale man screams.

..."Get sane already, bitch!!!"...

In response Wolf grabs a nearby chain off of the floor and hooks it into the man's central body with the crane hook fitted to the end of it, forcing him to drop the inkblot test as he struggles to utter the words...

..."That's the complete opposite of what I was asking you to do!!!"...

Not that this complaint registers with Wolf as she just uses the chain to spin the white-haired man around over her head before throwing a knife up at his perpetually spinning/hemorrhaging body, tearing the skin off the top of his arm completely as he cries in agony.

Wolf then follows this up with a side kick to the man's gut mid-flight, breaking his ribs and puncturing several internal organs.

As he stops spinning and hits the floor, blood spills from the man's mouth. And in this time Wolf holds up a blade and slowly cuts the white-haired man's arms and then his head off.

One could argue that it was needlessly violent and torturous...and they'd be right.

But it still doesn't stop Wolf as she comes fact-to-face with a tall scientist in a black suit and a long black beard now, who smirks at her and smugly says.

..."End of the line, sweetheart. You've met your match..."...

Before he whips out a meter long ruler that he thoroughly intends to use to lash her hands into submission.

Wolf just snatches the ruler from the man with ease, though. Defying his expectations and leaving him drooling in shock as she then punches him in the stomach and slips behind him to kick her boot into the scientist's back, whilst holding a knife to his face.

Wolf pushes the blade into the black-bearded scientist's eye and tears it out, the blood splattering and dribbling down his cheek.

As the man trembles and cries like a little baby, Wolf casts the man to the side and stomps down on the scientist's head, shattering his skull on impact.

His brains and neural goo spill out of his nose, mouth, and through his ears, squirting everywhere across the already bloody lab as 6 or 7 more scientists who come charging towards Wolf to attack her end up slipping in all the entrails, which has them all fumbling like deer on ice until they all slide to the opposite side of the lab.

Once there the 7 scientists crash through the window that they all simultaneously try to lean on for support and they all wind up falling into the prison courtyard where their bodies explode in a mess of guts on the hoods of some parked military SUVs.

Back inside the abattoir laboratory, however, this immeasurably ridiculous death toll of scientists doesn't seem as though it is going to stop any time soon as Wolf ducks out of the way of a tyre iron getting thrown at her by a short chubby woman with purple hair in a red suit, who ends up snapping her fingers upon seeing it miss as she says.

..."So close! I knew I should've thrown the kettle at her."...

Wolf doesn't even register how potentially worse this attack could have been upon hearing this and instead she counters said attack with a pistol shot to each of the red suited woman's kneecaps as the woman is left screeching to the high heavens in pain.

Wolf then charges the woman and kicks her down to the floor. Following this Wolf grabs the woman's head and slams it against the wall and floor multiple times until it is no longer recognizable, at which point she drops the corpse to the floor and says.

Wolf: That's one more down....

Just a she speaks these words a tall, skinny man with blue eyes and a brown coat then tries to break a vase over Wolf's back.

Wolf senses this coming for more reasons than one (the most likely being how loudly the fool is screaming as he charges her).

With said senses being as sharp as ever, Wolf turns and knocks the vase out of the man's hands whilst he screams.

..."Hey! What are you doing!? That's an antique!!!"...

As the poor fellow utters these pointless words, Wolf drives her foot forward and kicks it into the man's chest, sending him several feet back.

As the man flies, Wolf seamlessly fires some bullets directly into the man’s chest, piercing his heart killing him before he crashes through some tables and hits the ground.

Within seconds, another foe emerges as a short, heavily tattooed man with a brown beard and a white coat drops down from the ceiling and tries to stab Wolf in the brain with an automatic drill as he cackles like a lunatic and cries.

..."Eat 90 watts of death, fucker!!!"...

Again, with such advanced notice, Wolf notices the enemy drop down, and she side steps just in time.

Wolf: (Sighs)...Seriously?

Wolf then takes advantage of the situation by grabbing the drill-wielding man and picking him up to slam him against the ground as hard as she can to incapacitate him.

Still twitching on the ground he mutters under his breath.

..."You may take my life, but you'll never stop our research...We're too powerful..."...

Clearly not yet dead in the physical sense (though the mental one may be debatable) Wolf then snaps the man’s neck and picks up his drill to take a
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