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Richard D Mellinger Jr

Tk Cannon

The over-turned table burst into a shower of flaming splinters as soon as Mara Ailith rolled 
behind it. She didn't hesitate in an attempt to return fire, nor to get a bearing on her attacker; instead she
somersaulted behind the heavy counter. As the head of security for Sethlans Research and Development
for the last five years, Mara had needed to deal with her share of intruders, but none had ever gotten 
this out of hand. Mara ducked low to the ground and scurried along behind the counter towards the 
hallway, listening to the high whine of the weapon charging up to fire another shot. The whine was 
replaced with a “fwump” just as she made it into the hallway and she dove. Shrapnel that had recently 
been the counter flew all around, most of it angled up over her head. Some small pieces stung her back 
through the Kevlar of her vest. She might have a bruise or two, but as she scrambled down the hallway,
then turned into the cafeteria, she knew she was lucky to be scrambling away at all.

He'd be after her shortly. He who had been so easily escorted out of the building earlier that day 
when she had a full staff and he was simply another test subject that the scientists deemed unsuitable 
for one reason or another. Test subjects for the new arm cannon were often cut for this reason or that 
and it usually wasn't a problem. If she remembered correctly this man -- John, she thought -- had 
actually had a Tk score on par with top special operatives -- the people the weapon was being designed 
for -- but since he proved to be quick to anger, the scientists had decided that the stress of learning the 
new unit might make him hard to work with. Rubbing the sore spot where shrapnel had struck the small
of her back as she skirted around the cafeteria toward the kitchen, she reflected that he seemed to have 
figured out how to use the weapon.

Since the Tk pill had come out twenty years before, telekineses had become commonplace, but 
some people took to it better than others. Most people had Tk scores of less than 5 and could do little 
things, like pass the ketchup across the table without reaching, or -- with a little practice -- tie their 
shoes without stooping. Some people (like Mara) had scores closer to 50 and could throw objects, 
move things clear across the room, or shove people just hard enough to knock them off their feet if 
their center of mass was close enough. This was considered rare, but it was more common than having 
A+ blood. From there, higher scores became increasingly rare. There were individuals, though, roughly
one individual in ten thousand or so, that had scores in the range of several thousand. That meant they 
could lift objects of several hundred kilograms at a distance of one meter and at several hundred meters
they could move around those smaller objects that most people struggled to lift within arm's reach. 
Needless to say these people were blamed regularly for failings at sporting events and, on occasion, it 
turned out to be true. Individuals with incredibly high Tk scores, though, were usually cursed with 
incredible appetites to generate enough energy in the body, so, unless they made a career of it (by, for 
example, entering the special forces), most people with high scores eventually gave up and stopped 
taking the pills.

As Mara pushed through the kitchen doors into the dark room, she tried to remember what this 
John character's score had been, to get an idea of the scope of his abilities. She remembered being 
surprised at how high it was, even for the tests they were currently doing, which required scores above 
4000, because the individual needed to carry around and control an arm cannon that weighed almost 
1000 lbs.

In the early days the military had tried to harness telekinetic abilities in their soldiers directly, 
but it was determined quickly that the abilities were more effective if used to control equipment, and in 
the case of incredibly high scores, to carry around huge and heavy machines that regular people 
couldn't even lift, like the arm cannon. It required quite a bit of training on the part of the wearer to 
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counteract the recoil at the right moment and if they lost focus for a moment, the unit was heavy 
enough to dislocate their shoulder and cause enough pain to make focus impossible, pining them 
helplessly to the ground. It was potentially worth it, though, if the special forces could carry a gun 
which could blow clear through the armor plating of a tank.

Help was on the way, but it would be a few minutes. Four of Mara's officers were either dead or 
unconscious -- she hadn't had a chance to check before John showed up and started putting holes in the 
walls. Until reinforcements arrived it was just John and Mara. If she hid now, he'd probably just leave, 
and they'd track him down when she had help. Unfortunately, if John got out of the building, he could 
probably lay waste to the entirety of downtown with a few well-placed shots at the bases of the high-
rises. She had been instructed to “keep him in the building by whatever means necessary until we get 
there.” So, she intended to keep him busy.

In the back of the kitchen, fumbling in the dark, she found the intercom system connected to the
cafeteria. Hoping John was close enough to the cafeteria to hear it, Mara lifted the microphone to her 
lips and pushed the transmit button, which began to glow a dusty orange.

“Hey, fucker,” she said, knowing that his anger would be her friend in getting him to chase her 
through the building. 

“Do you know why Dr. Shansi cut you from the program?” she asked, leaning to see out the 
window into the empty, dark eating area. “The official reason was the anger management thing, but her 
and I play poker together and you know what she told me?” 

A shadow moved over the small window in the door from the hallway, the one she had run 
through only moments before. “She said that giving you such a powerful weapon was a dangerous 
invitation for overcompensation,” she paused briefly, as the door burst open and the man with the huge 
mechanical arm pushed his way in.

She put on her best phone-sex-operator voice and finished, “on account of your tiny penis.” It 
was true that she and Dr. Shansi played poker together with some of the other staff every Thursday 
night at her place, but the scientist had said no such thing; Mara just knew that a lot of men were self 
conscious about the size of their dicks and decided to bank on it.

Her hunch turned out to be right. John howled with rage and fired the cannon toward the 
speaker, taking a huge chunk out of the wall, and collapsing the far half the room.

“Holy shit,” she muttered to herself, staring at the form in the middle of the room, captivated by
the predatory way he panned back and forth across the wreckage, scanning it for movement, more a 
hungry wolf than a man. She checked her synchro pistol. It only had one more shot in it. 

Two doors opened into the kitchen. The one that led to the cafeteria hadn't closed all the way 
when she had passed through it. The other door opened back up into the hallway. She moved quietly to 
the door into the hall, then turned and looked back when she was halfway through it. From where she 
stood, Mara had a clear shot through the door into the cafeteria. A smooth, slow breath flowed out of 
her as she took careful aim and squeezed the trigger -- just as they had taught her at the academy when 
she thought she wanted to be a cop. Synchro pistols didn't make a huge noise, but had a distinctive pop 
as the cluster of relativistic ions left the accelerator and the small airlock was flooded with air. John 
brought up the heavy weapon with super-human speed and blocked the shot. His score must have been 
even higher than she had been thinking. She didn't waste any time mourning her wasted shot and 
ducked back out the door, escaping the doorway just as the door and the whole section of wall behind it
disintegrated. She sprinted down the hallway the opposite direction she had scrambled earlier, back 
towards the labs and offices. She thought that if she could get into the labyrinth that was the scientist 
offices and labs, she could keep him running indefinitely, especially if she got into Dr. Shansi's office 
and found John's file, so she could load up on personal information to yell at him.

While she ran, she focused her telekinesis on popping open the buttons of her bright white 
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uniform shirt, revealing the Kevlar vest beneath. She listened to John scream with rage and fire another
shot as she slipped the shirt off and rounded the corner. She wasn't sure where that shot had been 
aimed, but it sounded like the collapsing ceiling was in the other direction. She skidded to a halt and 
peeked back into the hallway. He wasn't there. She took the moment to duck into the office of Dr 
Faisal, which had huge windows at the end of the corridor. It would be immediately visible when John 
came after her and turned the corner, and, most importantly, it shared its back wall with Dr. Shansi's 
office. Mara draped her bright uniform shirt over the back of the chair, her eyes lingering on the bright 
surface of the security badge.

She'd been in bad scrapes before. Her mind flashed to her last night on the force. She 
remembered going into the restroom at the precinct, fighting another fit of vomiting as she scrubbed 
furiously at her badge, trying to get the caked blood out of all the tiny grooves in its surface. She had 
been covered head to toe in soot and the blood of two drug dealers, her crooked late-partner, and that 
damn little girl that had wandered into the firefight. Mara didn't care about the blood in her clothes. But
she hadn't wanted to toss a dirty badge onto the chief's desk when she told him that she couldn't do it 
anymore. She never had gotten that grime out, or been able to scrub out of her mind the look on that 
little girl's face as she bled out all over Mara's shirt from a gaping neck wound.

“Fuck. What a time for that to come up,” she grumbled under her breath, shaking off her trance 
and bringing her radio to her mouth. 

“This is Charlie-1,” Mara said into the radio, turning and heading back out of the office, “Do 
you have an ETA?”

“We're trying, Charlie,” responded the voice of her second in command, Harry Otso, who was, 
presumably, inbound with six more officers and city swat on their heels. “Five minutes.”

“Keep me posted,” she said, “Charlie out.” Then clicked the sound off, and clipped the radio to 
her belt, making sure to pass the back of the clip inside the cloth of her pants, so she'd be sure to feel it 
vibrate when traffic came in again. She heard another “fwump” and a crash, and peeked around the 
corner to see that John still hadn't followed her into the hallway.

“Whatcha doin in there?” she called out. She listened, but couldn't pick out the sounds of him 
moving from the crumbling of the building.

“Play'n with yerself?” she posited. That got him moving. A howl of rage poured out of the 
cafeteria and she heard heavy boots pounding on concrete floors in her direction. She ran back down 
toward Dr. Faisal's office, then instead of ducking inside, turned left along the corridor, took two lefts 
and was jogging back down the parallel hallway in a matter of seconds. She could hold out for five 
minutes until help arrived. She ducked into Dr. Shansi's office, reflecting that to continue calling it Dr. 
Shansi's office was probably a bit overly optimistic. This whole building was going to be condemned 
and they'd all have to move to one of the other facilities. That was better, though, than the whole city 
coming down; it was a good thing that Mara had decided to come in tonight and do some paperwork. 
John had made short order of her staff and would be long gone by now if she'd had a life outside work 
and not come in to interrupt him on a Friday night.

Dr. Lana Shansi kept her office spotless and undecorated. A visitor in her office would have no 
idea that she was the sort of person who crammed their living-room full of stuff and smothered their 
couch with throw pillows. Her home wasn't unsanitary, but it was anything but orderly and Spartan like
her office. The desk was clear aside from a name plate, her computer, and a single, tiny cactus. Mara 
made her way behind the desk up to the back wall and pressed her ear to it with her eyes closed. There 
were heavy footsteps in the corridor. She pictured the hallway in her mind and focused on a spot a few 
doors down from Dr. Faisal's. It was a long ways away for her abilities to move anything heavy, but air 
was light and to make a noise all one had to do was wiggle some air a hundred or so times a second for 
a brief moment. It had taken a lot of practice to be able to do, and she wasn't great at reproducing 
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specific tones, but she could make an instant of noise if she focused. She did, and there was an 
immediate explosion as John popped a shot off towards it. That should buy her a moment while he 
looked around the new wreckage. 

She turned to Lana's computer and turned it on. All the lights, save the emergency backups, had 
been out since she had gotten there, but the power for the computers must have been on a separate 
circuit, because it worked. As head of security Mara had access to the names and programs of anyone 
involved with the facility, but not the details of their files or the ongoing research. Fortunately, she 
knew that, despite repeated warnings, Lana kept a yellow sticky note decorated with cats in her top-
right desk drawer which had all her passwords written on it. Mara fished it out and logged in with the 
pass-code that looked the correct length, “K1773nsRu13!” 

The subject's name had been John, something... something that started with a B?
She opened the test subject directory and typed “John B” into the search field. There were 37 

hits. She scrolled through them as quickly as she could, looking for a familiar name. Near the bottom, 
two struck her, John Borowitz and John Borwitz. It was one of those, so she opened them both. A noise,
made her lift her head like a startled prairie dog: frozen and listening. She moved back to the wall and 
pressed her ear to it again. Someone was still moving over there. She pictured the layout on the other 
side of the wall again and picked a spot in the opposite direction down the corridor from where she had 
made her last noise. This time, John Borowitz or Borwitz didn't shoot immediately, but she heard him 
start, then yell in a vicious tone. “I know you're there!”

She turned back to the computer, both files were open on the screen. Each had a different image 
under the name, but the image was definitely of the same man. Subjects weren't supposed to be 
involved in more than one experiment, but it seemed that this John character was in two.

“What the fuck?” she thought as she skimmed the front page of the two files. It must have been 
a typo when he was entered in for the first experiment, so he had been called up for a second, and 
nobody had noticed. The first file -- the one for Borowitz -- was from Lana Shansi's experiment and 
was the one she had seen an abbreviated form of earlier while he was being terminated, then escorted 
out of the building. The other file was for project Vesuvius with Dr. Simon Hackler.

Mara cringed. No wonder John was off his rocker; Hackler worked with pharmacological 
behavior modification, specifically inducing rage.

“Some fucking typo,” she whispered, scrolling down on the Borwitz page. He had been in the 
program for a year.

She heard another shot fire off and the floor shook. She was running out of time.
It appeared that most subjects in Vesuvius got angry and irritable, but John's results were 

“extraordinarily amplified.” Apparently while undergoing treatment he seemed to exhibit only rage and
lust, and would jump between the two with the slightest stimulus.

“Sounds like a teenager,” she whispered, feeling that her time was up. She made her way around
the front of the desk, tapping the power button with her mind. She pictured Dr. Faisal's office on the 
other side of the wall. By focusing on the shirt, she lifted it off the chair and waved it around, careful to
not do so directly in front of herself.

“There you are, bitch,” she heard him say. She broke her focus and turned to run, hearing a low 
“fwump” followed by the crash of the concrete exploding behind her. 

The radio vibrated against her hip and she pulled it out, flicking the volume on.
“Go ahead,” she panted into the radio.
“We're on scene, but I have some bad news,” Harry said from the radio.
“I don't want bad news right now.” She turned a corner and ran down towards one of the large 

labs that she knew had several entrances.
“I know, Charlie,” Harry apologized, “the whole bottom floor is in shambles, it's going to take 
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us a bit to get up to you.”
“If you can't get here soon, Harry, you can find your ass a new job,” she said, knowing that the 

fact that she had broken several rules of radio conduct, by both using his name instead of his call sign 
and cussing, would be overlooked and serve to make her point to Harry.

“Doing the best we can.” She could picture him standing down by the truck peeking into the 
wreckage of the first floor like a scared little boy.

“Kinda busy at the moment,” she huffed, turning into the lab, and glancing behind her to see an 
empty hallway. On countless occasions, while sweeping the building at the end of the day to make sure 
it was empty, she had cursed the architect for designing the offices and labs like a maze, but that very 
fact was probably the only reason she was alive.

She glanced around, taking stock of the situation. Help was held at bay below. Five minutes, she
could do, but she doubted she could keep this up for much longer. There was a coat rack by the door. 
She glanced back at the useless pistol in her holster. If only she hadn't used so many shots in the 
beginning. She kicked at the bottom of the coat rack and snapped the stand off the base. Armed with 
the long, heavy pole with a jagged end, she climbed up onto the counter next to the door she had just 
come through. At this point, she felt she could hide and, if John Borowitz made for the street, he'd be 
stopped on his way out. She, however, wasn't completely convinced that was his plan anymore. She 
may have done too good of a job pissing him off so he would chase her. Most good hiding places were 
also traps, so if he came looking for her, she may be in trouble.

Standing on the counter just inside the door of the lab, she couldn't be seen from the hallway, 
and if he burst through the door, she'd be behind and above him with a blunt object. She hoped that 
with a well placed smack she could knock him out or, at least make him lose concentration long enough
to bring him to the ground, the heavy weapon pulling his shoulder out.

She waited. By the sound of it, the building really was crumbling around her. 
Among the sounds of structural failure, she could hear heavy boots tromping down the hallway 

towards her.
“Shit,” she thought, then tightened her grip on the coat rack and lifted it to the ready.
She lifted it too early, though, because it was a long time before he entered. By the time he 

pushed his way through the door, panning back and forth in the lab but not behind the door, her arms 
ached. She would only get one shot at this, patience was crucial. She waited, afraid to even breathe as 
the door swung shut and he stepped out in front of her. She aimed for the spot where spine met skull on
the back of his head and was tensing to bring down the pole with all her force when her radio vibrated. 
It was a small sound, but it was enough. She drove the pole downward, but John turned with that super-
human speed and broke the pole in half with a side swipe of the cannon. His other fist came out and 
connected with her knee, knocking her off her feet.

Mara fell off the counter, landed hard on her shoulder, then rolled onto her back. The man 
looked huge as he loomed over her. He took a small step back and pointed the massive cannon at her, 
the business end less than a foot from her face.

“No escape from this one,” he said, grinning. So much for Dr. Hackler's observation that he 
only felt rage and lust, though, she supposed that grinning could be part of either, it didn't have to 
indicate joy. 

While the high whine droned deep inside the arm, three metal plates circled the barrel at a high 
speed. So close, Mara could see that they weren't attached to anything and must be driven by the user's 
telekineses. As she watched, they spun up and the whine grew louder. The bastard was powering it up, 
as if it would need more than minimum power to replace her body with a blood-spattered hole in the 
reinforced concrete floor. She became aware, suddenly that her right hand still clutched half of the coat 
rack and brought it up to contact the side of the cannon, ducking towards her right at the same time and 
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using all the force her Tk would allow. He hadn't been ready for it, and the cannon rocked up by just a 
few degrees. It was enough, though, that the fwump -- thunderous this time, so close to her head -- sent 
a metal cylinder past her head instead of through it. Her hair whipped into the draft by the passing 
projectile and she rolled, feeling the shudder of the floor as it crumpled only several feet away. Her 
body hit the door and she climbed to a crouch.

Mara and John made eye contact as he turned. A predatory lust for violence gleamed on his eyes
as everything slowed down for just a moment. The only sound was the ringing of her ears. He turned, 
his movements slow as if underwater. That same, toothy grin on his face.

“Rage and lust,” she thought, “and sometimes he can snap between the two with the slightest 
stimulation.”

“That might be the answer!” she realized.
She reached down, her arms feeling like they were moving through a viscous fluid, unable to 

move as fast as she wanted them too. Her fingers gripped the bottom edge of her vest and she yanked, 
busting the straps on her bra with her mind, to reveal her breasts.

That strange, slow-down lasted for only another brief moment, as the look in his eyes flashed 
from lust for violence to another kind of lust. It was a covetous want she had seen in the eyes of men 
when she caught them staring at the gym or the beach. It was the look that had been making her skin 
crawl since she hit puberty and grew breasts. The sort of look that, even after all that time, she had 
never gotten used to or become comfortable with.

Then time sped back up and everything happened at once. He cried out as the weight of the 
cannon, no longer supported by his mind, crushed his shoulder and buckled his knees. Crumpling him 
to the floor in an instant. She bound over to him in two huge steps and reached down under the 
shoulder pad of the cannon to push the hard disconnect button. He screamed as the weight shifted, then 
screeched in anguish as she brought his arms behind his back, keeping enough pressure on them to 
ensure that he could think about nothing else. He looked so pathetic and weak now, squirming in vain 
on the floor with her kneeling on his back.

“Keep struggling and I'll break it,” she promised.
“Jesus Christ, Mara,” she heard Harry say from the door and looked up to find her second in 

command standing there slack-jawed with five other officers, all armed to the teeth, but staring blankly 
at the scene in front of them.

Harry recovered first, “Put on a damn shirt.”
The unamused look she gave him must have been hilarious, because the whole team burst out 

laughing, only Samantha moved forward to offer a hand pulling John to his feet.
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