STRYKE

"Loose Ends", Part 2

by

M ke Shoenmaker

Promo blurb: Loose Ends, Part 2. Stryke's quest to find Greco |eads
her to the floating headquarters of arns nerchant Abdul Al -Kassi, and
into contact with the deadly femme, Savate. WII| Savate's hatred of
Greco cost Stryke her mssion — and nore?
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Stryke is underwater, riding along on what appears to a Jetsk
converted for underwater travel. W will see that Stryke herself is
wearing a thong-backed bi kini bottomand a tight wetsuit-style top
that’'s a size or two too small, unzipped strategically to show sone
cl eavage. She wears an oxygen tank, mouthpiece, and visor. A knife is
strapped to her side. Mke this an “conmin’ atcha” kind of view, to give
the reader a sense of action/activity.
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She surfaces about a kilonmeter away fromthe Allah's Jewel, the
ship riding the snmooth m dday waters. Fromthis angle, we can see that
t he dashboard of her Jetski has sonme nifty buttons and gadgets, and an
i nset sonar display.

Stryke flicks a switch on the dash that reads “STEALTH MODE"; a
Iight under the switch activates.

She zoons back into the water

From behi nd her, we get an overhead view of a shark, a twelve-
footer, in pursuit.
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Frontally on Stryke, as she continues toward her target. The
shark is closing the gap.

Close on Stryke's face. Her eyes cock to the side as her
instincts alert her to danger

She narrowy shifts aside to avoid the shark’s gapi ng maw.
The shark has veered away, and she's watching it.

Cl ose on her face again; her browis furrowed, and it’'s easy to
ascertain that she is not happy.
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The shark has circled around, and is jockeying for another pass.
She’s continuing on her nerry way, but is wary of it this tine.

She straightens her right into a knife hand, her fingers held
tightly together.

The shark nmakes its nove. |It’s only a few feet from her

At the last second, she maneuvers the waterbi ke sideways and up
sSW ngi ng above it, upside-down.

She drives the knife-hand into the top of its head, between its
eyes.
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Stryke resunes her trek; in the background, the big fish floats at
a strange angl e, obviously dead, blood flowing fromthe wound.

She scoots up under the boat, zoom ng past the propellers.

Now beside the hull, still underwater, she affixes a magnetic pad
to the ship, fromwhich a cable runs to the front of the waterbike.

She stuffs the scuba gear and visor into a conpartnment behind the
seat; she now has a small waterproof bag slung over a shoul der
presumably withdrawn fromthe sane conpartnent. |In her free hand, she
hol ds a grappling hook gun

Stryke now surfaces beside the ship as it sails by.
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She fires the grappling gun, and the hook rockets toward the
railing above.

It | oops around the topnost rail a few tines.
She begins clinmbing the cord up toward the deck

A view from deck-1evel, as her eyes becone visible, |ooking to the
left to see if anyone’s com ng.
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As she pulls herself over the rail, with one |l eg planted and the
ot her com ng over, she sees a couple of guards coning out of a nearhby
door. (A view from behind her m ght prove appealing.)

Stryke ducks down a nearby al cove as they approach

“That’s not what | neant,” says guard #1, holding out his hand for
enphasis. “lt’s certainly possible that other species of aninmal m ght
have conparable intellect to humans. But a spirit? A soul? | doubt
this very nuch.”

“You are too ground in traditional thinking,” answers guard #2,
gesturing for enphasis. “It seens to nme that the capacity for reason —
and therefore, spirituality -- cannot be unique to nman! Tool use and
cable television are not the ultimte determ nants of racial evolution,
after all.”

Guard #2 | ooks to the spot where Stryke was standing. The door
besi de where she was positioned is cracked open.

”

“Thi s goes beyond issues of technol ogical achievement, Anthony,
offers guard #1. “Humanity is clearly different in many ways from —
eh?”

Guard #2 asks, “What? What is it?”

They both now notice the grappling hook.

“l suppose it was nothing. | thought | saw sonmeone in the
shadows, but | -

Guard #2 says, “Look! Look there!”
From bel ow t he hook, on the guards.

“We'd better tell Greco,” says Guard #1.



Page 8

From behi nd and bel ow Al -Kassi, who is visible only from m d-back
down, dressed in a short silk robe, a whip dangling fromhis |eft hand,
in the foreground is a nude girl, with light blonde hair and a | ong
ponytail, braided simlarly to the one Stryke used to wear. She’'s
crawling away fromhim a |ook of fear on her face, tears streamng from
her eyes.

“Bl onde bitch!” says Al -Kassi. “You think because of the |uxury
and noney | provide that | amnot your master, not the god of your
worl d? You are m staken! How dare you deny ne any denmand?!?”

“N-no, please....” she npans.

Al -Kassi is in her face, jerking her head roughly back by the
ponytail .

“That’s right, fear ne. Fear nme!!! Fear the whip | hold, for
will be using it to teach you proper obedience!”

“1—+ beg you....” she says.

He's rel eased her ponytail, and clenches his fist, still crouching
over her.

“Begging will gain you nothing,” he says. “M sister pleaded for
mercy as well, but it did not stop nme fromkilling her. She was ny own

flesh and bl ood, but she had enbarrassed our famly, so | burned her
alive.”
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Al - Kassi has pulled the whip back to strike, but a hand has
reached in fromoff-panel to grab it.

He says, “Your torment will be of a different sort. The lash in
my hand will teach you the obedi ence all wormen shoul d—eh?! ?”

He spins, to see Greco, holding the grappling hook in one hand and
the end of the whip in the other

“Greco? What is the nmeaning of this?!'?”

“I"msorry, M. Al-Kassi, but I'"'mafraid |I’ve got sone urgent

news.

“A pair of guards were on patrol above decks, and they found
this.”

Al - Kassi hol ds the hook in one hand, and extends the cord attached
to it.

“A grappling hook? This neans—

“An intruder’s aboard. |’ve ordered a bowto-stern search of the
yacht. | think you might be safer back in your own quarters.”

Al -Kassi is tugging the knot on his rob a bit tighter as he wal ks
out. He's released the whip, which Geco holds.

“Yes. Yes, you're right. [I'Il retire to nmy cabin at once, and
await word of the search. Keep ne fully infornmed.”

“Yes, sir.
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Greco | ooks down at the girl as she speaks to him

i

“Th-thank you, M. Greco. | was so afraid....’
Focus on her face, and hair

In his mnd s eye, he now sees her as Jacklyn/Stryke, conplete
with the sword over her eye.

We get a view of his face, which bears a sonber, al nost saddened
expressi on.

He stal ks out, |eaving her behind him

i

“Don’t mention it,” he says.
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El sewhere on the yacht, three guards are wal king down a corri dor,
part of a search patrol. One is holding open a door to a room The
|l ead guard is talking into a wal ki e-tal ki e.

“This is unit two-five. W' ve cleared sector four, now we're
checking the dining hall and kitchen.”

“Copy that,” answers the voice.

The nmen push open a pair of double doors, which |eads to a nicely-
furnished dining facility. Six round tables occupy the room each with
four chairs; all are properly set with placemats, silverware, and a
centrally-positioned vase holding two or three flowers.

“Okay, keep it tight,” says the |lead guard. “Renenber what those
Triad bastards did |last year.”

“How can | forget?” answers the guard to his left. “I got a
punctured lung fromthat, renmenber?”

Frontally on them as Stryke drops down behind them she was
hol di ng herself aloft on a pipe running horizontally above the door
near the wall

“Yeah, | renenber,” he says. “Just don’'t walk into a crescent
kick next time and | think you'Il—=

She rushes agai nst the back of one of the guards, feigning fear

“

“Oh pl ease oh please can you help me? ©Ch please —“ she jabbers.

“What the hell?!'?” yells the | ead guard, as he swi vels.
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She’s plastered to the front of the guard she rushed up on; the
| ead guard has his hands on his hips, visibly annoyed.

“Ch, shit, it’'s just one of the binmbos. You idiot, we’'ve got a
general quarters alarm Wy aren’t you in your cabin?”

“I'4>mnew! | got lost, and | don't renenber how to get back
there! You' ve got to help ne!”

“Waitam nnit,” says the other guard, standing behind her and
close. “What are you doin’ with that knife?”

Stryke's right heel flies up and connects with his crotch, stil
facing away from hi m (CHOCK!).

“You'll find out in a second.”
“ Aaaack—

She sends the guard she was pl astered against flying head over
heel s.

“Yaaaaaah!!!”

He smashes into one of the tables, scattering the itens atop it
(KRASH! ! 1)
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Stryke side-kicks the radio out of the | ead guard’s hand.

“Jesus! Central, this is —

“Ah ah ah,” she says. “No fair giving us away! This is a private
dance!”

Still balanced on one | eg, she brings her heel across his jawin a
pendul um noti on, snapping his head/ hel net to one side (WHAK!)

“Unhhh!” he groans.

A pal mstrike sends the guard she crotched flying (BRAKI!!)
“Haaaaai!!!” she screans.

He collides with the wall (THUD!)
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Stryke pulls a silenced handgun out from a pouch at her waist.
“Sorry, fellas, but | can’t stick around and play.”

“l1’ve got places to go...”"

She shoots one guard through his visor (VIPI'!II)

“...people to see...”

She puts a slug in each of the remaining guards, one through the
throat, the other in the heart (VIPl VIP!).

“...blah, blah, blah.”
She swivel s as sonmeone speaks to her from behind.
“1t’s been fun—huh?!?”

“FREEZE, LADY!!!”
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A pair of guards have her at gunpoint in the doorway.
“Just drop the piece, bitch, or we spray you all over the wall!”
“Yeah, yeah, hold your water. [|'mdroppin it.”

Suddenly, a leg | ashes out between the two of them striking one

on the forestroke and the other on the backstroke (BRAK! BRAK!)

hi ps.

agai n,

“Ooof!'l'l” yells one guard.
“Uuunh!!'!'” excl ai ns the ot her

Standing tall between the unconscious nmen is Savate, hands on her
She | ooks down at themwth a snmle

“That ees no way to treat our visitors,” says Jeanette. “Then
guards are not trained for politeness, | suppose.”
“Ch ny God....” nurnmurs Stryke

On Stryke's face
“Savat e?! ?”

Savate smles back at her.
“Zee one and only.”

“Come with nme. | weel hide you.”
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They’'re in Savate’'s plush quarters; a bed fitted with silk sheets
is positioned against one wall, with an antique nightstand beside it.
The remaining furnishings (chairs, chests, tables) will be identical in
theme. Stryke is toweling off after a shower, not bothering to hide her
body from Jeanette. The latter is sitting on a padded stool beside her
bed.

“Later....” reads a caption

“Thanks for the shower, Jeanette,” she says. “It feels good to
get the salt off.”

“My pleasure, non ame,” she says. “As | recall, we have been in
simlar positions before.”

Stryke is drying one of her |egs, as Savate watches.

“Yeah, | renmenber a certain little French maid havin’ to duck into
my hotel room with a buncha Yakuza thugs breathin’ down her neck.”

“Qui,” she answers. “I have not forgotten that day.”

Stryke caresses Jeanette’s cheek, smiling slyly. Jeanette grins
i n response.

“Or that night,” she says, smirking. “I found out just how open-
m nded you Euro-babes are.”

“C est vrai,” answers Jeanette. “We are not so ground in the past
as Anericans are.”
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Stryke is shruggi ng back into her thong; she has her top back on,
al though it’'s not yet zipped shut. One gets the inpression that it was
desi gned for sonmeone with a considerably smaller bust.

“l guess | shouldn’t be surprised to see you here,” says Stryke.
“Is Al-Kassi on Interpol’s shit list?”

“We have had hi munder surveillance for sonme time now.”

“Why haven’t you taken him down yet?”

She pulls the zipper up about halfway.

“We have been trying to accumulate a |ist of his npbst noteworthy
custoners and transactions,” she explains. “H s dealings involve many

powerful nmen. W can use such information for...|everage.”

“l see. So you're looking to nail Al-Kassi and get sone dirt on
the big boys. | see you guys play as rough as ever.”

“It is part of the ganme, no?”

Stryke has seated herself on a chair across from Savate.

“Yeah, that it is.”

“So, while we are discussing our reasons for being here...you were
not nmerely swi nmng by and decided to cone aboard, ne c'est pas? |
assunme you have taken a contract on Al -Kassi ?”

“No. I...don't do that stuff anynore.”

Savate is giving Jacklyn a sly grin.

“You weel excuse ne if | ama bit skeptical.”

“Yeah, | know. The “world’ s deadliest assassin” saying she
doesn’t kill for nmoney is |like the world' s greatest chef saying he
doesn’t cook for profit.

“But it’'s true. I’min a different business now.”

They continue the discussion.

“1"m sure you' ve gotten the full | owdown on what happened in Queen
City, the episode with Anvil and Roman Von Drake. | won't bore you with
nore details, except to say that...it changed nme. |It’s...alnost |ike

|'ve got nmy soul back or sonething.



“But even though |’'ve turned over a new |leaf, ny past isn't just
going to go away. There are always | oose ends to tie up, and one of
themis aboard this ship.”
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Savate | eans toward her.
“I

under stand now. You ar

“Yeah.
change, like

I...need to reach
di d.

ul

friendship. More than that,

Savate is standing, her ar

“l crawl ed out of the pit.

know how funny that sounds,
too.”

e here to find Geco.”

out to him I need to see if he can

but...he and | had sonething, a

ns crossed, not |ooking at Stryke.

I want to help himdo the sane.”

“All very noble. But it may not matter in his case.”
“What makes you say that?”
Fl ashback panel, to the last issue; Greco’ s katana is cl eaving

cleanly through Vachon’s skull

ul

Pi erre Vachon. |...did not

operation, and thus he was ny responsibility.

“Agai nst my orders, he tried to access Al-Kassi’'s data. He was
caught, and Geco...killed him”

Savate is | ooking down at Stryke.

“Suffice it to say that I am not enanored of your M. Greco. Not
at all.”

“Hey, | understand, but...your partner knew the risks, right? |
mean, you said it yourself. He blewit. He died.”

They’ re both standing; the nmood is intense.

“Qui. But that does not change things. He struck against ny
service, and | amobligated to retaliate.

“So do what you nust. | weel not stop you. But understand
something. |If | aminstructed to take Al-Kassi down, and the chance to
pull zee trigger on Greco cones...|l weel do so. Wthout hesitation.”

On Savate’s face.

“Do | make myself clear?”

On Stryke's face, smling slightly.

was not operating alone in zees m ssion.
much i ke him but |

had a partner,
was in charge of zee



“Yeah. Crystal.”
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We shift to an overhead view of the lush villa of Generalissinop
Franci sco M guel Enrico Lopez, situated in a lush expanse of jungle. A
red-tiled roof sits atop the white stucco walls of the mansion; visible
nearby is a helicopter pad. A broad veranda extends from the topnpst
story of the mansion, leading to the office we’'re about to visit.

”

A caption reads, “Elsewhere...
Anot her caption says, “General Lopez, | bring bad news.”

Wt hin, the General stands before a mahogany desk, atop which sits
a conputer, phone, and related accoutrenent, all situated with obsessive
precision. Lopez hinself is in a drab tan uniform a cluster of nedals
pinned to the left breast of his shirt. His black nustache and short
si deburns are peppered with white. Before him stands a younger man,
clad simlarly, mnus the nustache and graying hair

The CGeneral asks, “ls this regarding Senor Del gado’ s negoti ati ons,
Maj or Mendoza?”

“Si,” replies Mendoza. “I regret to informyou that Del gado
is...dead.”

Lopez’ face renmmi ns expressionl ess.

“How did this happen?”’

“According to Senor Al-Kassi, his helicopter crashed shortly after
takeoff from his yacht. There were no survivors. He expresses his

condol ences.”

“l am certain he does.”
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The general opens a nanila folder on his desk.

“How coi ncidental that my noles in the Tigadoran mnistry report a
deal between them and Al -Kassi for the very weapons | sought, eh? And
specul ate that Delgado’s death may have been part and parcel of that
deal .”

“That...would not surprise ne, General.”

The general turns away fromhim his hands clasped behind his
back.

“lt should not. W have been wonged, ami go, and | have lost a
trusted associate in the process. |...cannot allowthis to go
unanswer ed.

“Instruct our intelligence to maintain track of Al -Kassi’'s current
| ocation. He will be delivering his shipnment to Tigador soon, and when
he nears our waters...”

Cl oser on the general’'s face.

“We will send him- and his precious cargo — to the bottom of the

sea.

NEXT | SSUE: DEATH FROM ABOVE!!! BE THERE!!!



