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My name is David – better known in the
nationwide resistance movement as Colonel David Perkins of Alpha
Mike One. We are a commando militia unit originally operating near
Jackson, Mississippi and part of the Texas Freedom Coalition
attempting to retake the United States of America from the Chinese
government who has been given our land as payment for astronomical
unpaid debt. Until recently, we occupied a National Guard Compound
and other less hospitable places simply trying to
survive.

Ten years ago, the United States
government made a secret pact with China to hand over our country’s
ownership as payment for its massive irreparable debt, albeit the
average citizen may never know. Things were to continue as before
with elections, business, and pleasure, except everything would be
controlled by the Chinese financial wizards. This went very
smoothly at first until about six months passed and the Chinese,
believing they had a simpler solution released a contagion with the
intention of eliminating the population and possible resistance for
a full takeover. The intention was to strike down eighty percent of
the US population, and then move troops in to stabilize the
remaining population.

Underestimating the devastating effects
of the virus, it reduced the entire world population by
eighty-three percent. Within a year, they tried again with even
more disastrous results, as it pushed mankind backwards a hundred
years due to the elimination of key people. It is universally
referred to as “The Sickness” and no one was left…
unscathed.

Those of us who survived the initial
outbreak became violently ill for many days and witnessed our own
military rounding up survivors, and then Chinese military mixed
with Russian soldiers began to appear and our troops disappeared. I
was on my way to Yazoo City, Mississippi to visit an old Air Force
buddy and woke up in my Jeep in a trench filled with kudzu vines,
as sick and ignorant of my plight as the next survivor, but when I
witnessed American soldiers shooting and killing a pair of sheriff
deputies and their wives, I hid. I’ve been hiding ever since and I
am now beginning my tenth year of survival as part of the
resistance and commander of Alpha Mike One – the greatest fighting
force of the resistance.

I am no longer the meek and anemic
ex-USAF warehouseman turned civilian Texas carpenter, who started
this terrible journey lazy, overweight, and a man who enjoyed
tobacco. By some reports, I am the ultimate champion of the
Resistance and the quintessential Ranger-Homesteader, according to
the Chinese and a person marked for extreme prejudice and
extermination.

I am Colonel David Perkins, the leader
of an elite group of women commandos and one Russian male soldier
who joined the resistance after the Chinese turned on their Russian
“friends”. Due to our hard life, our numbers swell and ebb as time
ticks forward.

Texas

I would like to report that after my
group of fighters, seven women and one man, crossed over the Toledo
Bend Reservoir last night, that everything was going according to
plan, but the truth is I am alone, injured, and running a fever.
This is a far cry from our confidence last night when we set out to
cross into Texas and attempt to rejoin the elusive Texas Freedom
Coalition.

We left Mississippi almost two months
ago for what was once the great Lone Star State, the last southern
stronghold of independence. No matter what or where we traveled, we
were pushed further and further north by terrain, huge herds of
voracious feral hogs, or heavily provisioned Chinese patrols. For
the last two weeks, we’ve holed up in a warehouse on the west side
of Many, Louisiana close to Hwy 6 and 171 taking every precaution
to avoid contact with the well provisioned enemy.

My surviving team of fighters consists
of Lt. Colonel Denise “Buttons” Trahan, Denise’s lover, Russian
MSgt. Leif Rollov, Major Bonnie Razo, SSgt. Abigail Stewart, SSgt.
Judy Black, Iraqi-born beauty Sgt. Shara Tedeschi, Sgt. Linda
Beckeneau, and SSgt. Arlene Goodson who have endured over nine
years of hardship, rape, weather extremes, feral hog attacks, rat
population explosions, starvation, disease, bullet and shrapnel
wounds, depression, and desperation. In spite of the tremendous
trials, we’ve enjoyed extremely intimate relationships which have
bonded us into a family with bindings so great, we will kill for
each other.

All of us are capable fighters except
for maybe Abigail, who we call Abi. She is however an expert in
communications and like Bonnie, speaks near unaccented Cantonese.
She is also my bed partner. Her husband was tragically killed after
one of our own went berserk and raped Abi. Jerry defended her to
the death, but killed the insane woman soldier for her sins, before
succumbing to his own wounds. Our team lost two good members and
friends that day and the one rule I have that everyone understands
is no one does anything which can harm the team. Glenda Schaffer
took a liberty that cost her, her life and Abi lost her husband,
Jerry.

In our bleak world with no promise of
tomorrow, we all watch out for each other and the only real
possessions we have is our mind and body, so it is quite common to
share them with each other, but only when we decide to and not by
force. My rule is discretion and no public show of affection, other
than a kiss of greeting or during a mission send-off. On top of
everything else, none of us would hesitate to lay down our life for
each other and sadly, this has been the case all too
often.

The violent storm that whipped up
catching us not quite midway across the reservoir came with such
ferocity, that all we could do was try and ride out the crossing.
Over the last five or six years, the weather has been violently
unpredictable, snowing in July, eighty-five degrees in January,
rain that lasts for weeks, and when we pushed the first make-shift
raft off, only a few clouds filled the night sky.

The plunging temperature with the first
blast of cold air was our only warning and I heard Buttons scream
out as I fought the wind trying to keep our gear from going
overboard. Of the three boats, I alone was on a heavy tandem Ocean
kayak and fight as I may, the wind carried me south at an alarming
rate until through the driving rain, I could no longer see the
group.

For over an hour I am blown south in
the dark and rain and am all but impaled when my yak slams into a
series of nail-covered pier posts. The pain is excruciating, like
having three pitchfork tines driven into my side and chest. The
kayak launched away from under me in the darkness and my only
saving grace is I have my ruck, bandoleer of shells, and my trusty
Mossberg 590 A-1 Special Edition shotgun strapped to my back. My
six empty canteens acted as flotation, or I would surely have sunk
to the bottom.

It was my last order before we shoved
off that everyone has their kit and firearm strapped to their
bodies. Without the firearms and meager provisions, we will be
doomed. Hell, half the time I think we are doomed no matter what we
do, but I keep this to myself.

Lightning illuminates the shoreline not
a hundred meters from me and I dog-paddle toward it, injured, but
warm and after what seems like an eternity, I drag myself up in the
mucky bottom and stagger toward the tree line. As fate would have
it, it suddenly stops raining and the wind reverses. Being that I
am injured and wet, the warm wind feels icy cold and I shiver out
of control until I can pull my poncho-liner out of my ruck and wrap
it around me. My fingers are so cold and numb, I fumble with
everything.

A series of roots around a bald cypress
tree make a perch of sorts and I lean back out of the wind and wait
for dawn, which according to my watch will arrive in about two
hours.

It doesn’t mean a thing. I’ve been in
worse jams.

Waking with a start, I see about twenty
young and very hairy piglets drinking water from the shore, not
thirty meters away and easing my shotgun around, I carefully load a
shell in the chamber, but just as I’m about to fire, the whole
bunch startle and instantly vanish. A small blob of mud from their
departure lands on my chest.

From my left I watch a huge black
panther part the palmetto and slip out in partial view. The big cat
must go two hundred pounds and it stares at me with yellow eyes.
BLAM, BLAM BLAM! My Mossberg fires almost as if by its own will and
the cat is caught full force by over half the .36 caliber steel
buckshot and in a feat no mortally wounded human could duplicate,
it leaps straight toward me and crashes dead at my feet.

I am too tired, sick, and feverish at
this point to flinch and pulling Paloma’s 10-inch turquoise-handled
Indian knife out, I begin butchering the animal for sustenance.
I’ve eaten big cat before and it is excellent fare and I cut large
slabs of muscled meat off it and head inland before the feral hogs
arrive and I’m attacked and ate, along with the bloody
carcass.

----

Buttons surveys what little survived
the crossing and the exhausted faces of Leif, and Bonnie. Buttons
has a number of qualities and peculiarities and the first and
foremost is her magnificently large and firm breasts which defy
gravitational pull and are rarely covered, as she feels the need to
“share them” with everyone around her. She dips Copenhagen snuff
and next to David Perkins, is the greatest fighter of Alpha Mike
One and last, she curses like five drunken sailors, often saying
things no real lady would ever think, let alone utter. She’s
completely confident and has endured her share of rapes and other
tribulation.

“Anyone have a fucking twinkling of an
idea where David and the girls went?” She takes her BDU top off, is
braless as always, and wrings it out. Leif has a knot in the middle
of his forehead that you could hang a hat on and doesn’t say
anything. Bonnie is nursing bruised arms and legs as a lot of the
raft broke up early and many times smacked violently against her.
She silently shakes her wet head of hair “No”.

“Look, I know everyone is busted up
pretty bad, but let’s take stock of what we have.” Mechanically
each of them check their weapons, which are AK-74’s, and sitting
high up on the bank, lay out their rucksack ingredients.

“Is not much Button,” Leif speaks for
the first time and his eyes are glued to her naked chest. He looks
like Cyclops with his forehead lump and Buttons leans forward and
kisses him on the lips.

“It’s enough honey. We’ll make due.
Look, for now, we need to secure a place and wait. As far as I can
tell, we are across the reservoir from Many and exactly where David
will come. I hope the others have enough snap to get here also.” It
goes without saying that David went far south, long before the rest
of them got separated, and so there is no reason for any of them to
think David is with the other fighters.

“I just hope Abi was able to save the
fucking radio equipment,” Buttons says and notices Leif hasn’t
blinked since he spoke. “You okay baby?”

Leif isn’t okay. The indestructible
Russian has a bad concussion and seeing that he weighs about two
hundred and twenty-four pounds and is six feet four, this is
immediately life threatening, as the two battle-hardened and strong
women are no match for his size and weight. Without saying a word,
they both begin scouting around, guns locked and loaded, looking
for a place of sanctuary. Not seeing anything immediately, they
agree that Bonnie will recon out no more than a mile along the
coast and see what she can find.

She is back in about twenty minutes.
“Fishing camp about a quarter mile south,” she whispers and both
women help the big fighter to his feet. Surprisingly he walks on
his own accord, albeit robotically and they push their way through
the hog-proof fence and with a great deal of effort; get the big
man up the stairs and inside the musty camp house.

----

Abi Stewart has about a year’s rank on
Judy Black; both of them being career army NCO’s, albeit they were
promoted to their current ranks by the Texas Freedom Coalition and
David. All the ranks in Alpha Mike One were also awarded, but not a
dime of pay has been collected in so long no one remembers or
cares. David and Buttons are adamant about rank structure though,
but it is not necessary, as everyone knows their place.

Judy Black is in no shape to take
command anyway, having a dislocated shoulder. Shara Tedeschi and
Linda Beckeneau are both in fair shape and the last they saw of
Arlene Goodson, she was floating face down. That was about the time
a huge log smacked into their raft, separating them from the more
experienced group. In their minds, they are expecting David to
magically appear and save them.

Whereas Shara is an EMT, Abi knew very
little about battle field emergency response when her and Jerry
joined Alpha Mike One and although she is not really a field
soldier, she is a fast learner and the daily classes in first aid
are now paying off, as she steps around behind Judy and putting her
knee in her back, pulls her shoulder back in place.

The pain is so unexpected, Judy makes
an odd squeaking noise and faints. Abi looks at her and then the
other two fighters, who both have a semi-shocked look on their face
and replies, “She’ll be alright.” Then feeling the strangest of
sensations, takes on the leadership role she never knew she
possessed.

“Get her up as soon as she comes to.
I’m going to scout out a bit. We’ve got to find shelter and a place
we can defend,” and with that, she stands and heads off into the
jungle-like underbrush. Both Linda and Shara exchange looks, as the
woman is basically an armchair communication warrior and as far as
they know, she’s never fired her weapon – at least as long as
they’ve known her.

“Holy cow, Linda. Did you just see what
I saw?” Shara says, showing a new appreciation for the older woman.
It should have been her who popped the shoulder back in place, but
Abi did it like a pro.

Ignoring the very real danger of being
alone, Abi feels the thrill of leadership coursing through her as
she checks the action on her AK-74 rifle. Without really thinking
about it, she knows without a doubt she understands the operation
of the weapon completely, even though she’s never fired it. She
learns extremely well by observation and knows the rifle cycles
extremely fast with manageable recoil. David showed her. David. She
knows David is okay and will find them. This is her strength. She
doesn’t want her lover to be disappointed when he
returns.

There! A building. “What in the hell?”
she mutters. There is a tendril of smoke coming from the rusty pipe
on the roof and just as she’s about to turn, Bonnie steps out on
the elevated deck and meets her gaze.

----

Ssgt Arlene Goodson is totally
disoriented. Her head came up out of the muddy water and she
vomited in the direction of the other team members, but no one
heard or saw her and the current pushed her out of hearing range
before she could get anything out louder than choking
sounds.

Clinging to a huge floating branch she
was barely able to keep her head above water and the night passed
in terror as she is a poor swimmer and the very real possibility of
being eaten by an alligator amplified her fears. Arlene is a good
soldier. She’s never stopped being a good soldier, even with the
captivity and many rapes, but last night, she was alone and more
scared than she’s ever believed possible. The only thing that kept
her sane was the knowledge that David also disappeared in the same
direction.

David Perkins has barely noticed her
since she arrived with Glenda Schaffer and the others, but
secretly; Arlene knows he cares about her. Arlene is thirty and
lost her husband and two kids shortly after the first contagion
hit. Throwing herself into the resistance, she found solace and
duty her only real friends, well, until Glenda took her under her
wing. Then Glenda’s second personality emerged and Arlene found
herself the victim of the woman’s monstrous sexual
perversions.

Over the last nine years she’s had a
few partners, but nothing that really felt final and among the
other team members attributes, she’s not really had anything to
offer David. Leif is simply not her type and she resisted his
numerous advances, hoping against hope that David would look her
way.

As she lays half in and half out of the
water, her eyes slowly focus on the large head of a reptile slowly
swimming toward her. She is so confused, she simply lies and
watches until suddenly, her survival instinct overrides her stupor
and she kicks violently, striking the alligator sharply in the
snout, just as it begins its attack.

Kicking wildly, she scoots backward up
the muddy bank, striking the numerous bald cypress knees and
ignoring the pain, she turns and scrambling to her knees, she
dislodges her wet rucksack and grasping her AK; she gets a firm
grip on the cypress knee and pushes herself up and away from the
gator.

Staggering deeper into the East Texas
underbrush, she steps out on a dirt road, not sixty meters from the
shoreline and collapses.

----

The sudden appearance of another human
being one hundred and fifty meters south of me on the road causes
me to throw my shotgun to my shoulder, but something holds me back
besides the distance. It’s a female and she’s obviously a fighter,
but so covered in mud, I can’t make out if she’s one of us or an
enemy soldier.

The shifting wind coming from the water
is the only thing that saves me from the herd of hogs following the
scent of the meat I’m carrying and I fire from the hip as an eight
hundred pound sow comes running out ten meters away. I get off two
shells and leap to the side as the hairy animal crashes past me. I
am up and running back up the road away from the fallen soldier and
cover a quarter of a mile before running up the steps of an
abandoned bait camp to the elevated porch.

I am breathing in raspy gulps and my
back and thighs burn like fire. The downed soldier is probably dead
by now, as the feral hogs are extreme predators and this late in
the occupation, as big of a threat as the Chinese - hell, maybe
more. My team and I discussed the Chinese threat in great detail
before attempting the crossing and just because Texas is freedom
country, doesn’t mean the Chinese are not here also. We’ve
witnessed too big of a build-up on our way here from Jackson to
believe otherwise.

Testing the door, I easily push inside
and the deep smell of mildew and heavy cover of dust assures me I
am the lone visitor in a long time. Leaning against the wall are a
pair of dusty hunting rifles and if there were people here, that
would not be the case. Looking out through the shutters one more
time and seeing nothing to alarm me, I begin to survey the place.
The canned goods are probably bad, but right now, I have enough
food, even after dropping the cat meat on the road.

“Ah ha!” I exclaim when I find six
boxes of “3-inch magnum number 2” shot shells in the bedroom
closet. Goose hunters, no doubt. Dropping my kit, I set everything
out to dry and place the shot shells beside it. If I need to bug
out quick, I don’t want to have to look around for them. Taking a
peek outside, I field strip my shotgun and clean it and that’s when
it dawns on me that I no longer have a fever.

I’ve got to get to the rally point! I
have no doubt my team made it just fine. That damned kayak was one
more stupid decision of mine! “Stupid David!” I mutter. I’ve made
so many mistakes over the years, it is a wonder anyone wants to
follow me, let alone my own survival.

Bending over brings me back to reality.
I’m running on adrenaline and I’ve got about fifteen puncture holes
in my body and there’s no telling how much blood I’ve lost. No
wonder the feral hogs followed me! Slowly stripping off my BDU top,
I stare at it. It looks like I took five loads of buckshot through
it and it is almost black with dried blood!

I need water more than anything and
extracting the water purification device from my ruck sack, I look
around for a container I can use to gather water and my head
suddenly begins to spin and I feel myself falling…

----

Captain Ming Chen stumbles out on the
road, totally covered in mud from three days of passing through
bayous, ditches, swamps and the only reason she hasn’t cleaned up
is she learned the mud masks her scent from the dangerous pigs. Her
AK-47 is the only clean item she possesses and she’s well versed in
its use.

Twenty minutes ago, she saw an Anglo
fighter on the road and he disappeared in this direction. Evidence
of pigs is everywhere and truthfully they pose a bigger threat than
one of the undisciplined Ranger-Homesteaders. Since she escaped
from the Galveston detention unit, she has dispatched two men and
three women fighters with an ease they never suspected.

Trained to fight since the age of ten,
she’s spent the last twelve years honing every aspect of survival,
but within two months of arriving in the country, her squad was
ambushed and shot to hell and back crossing the Sabine River into
Texas. She was the lone survivor and transported south for
interrogation, rehabilitation, and due to her age, possible
reeducation. It wasn’t to be, as she clammed up giving them
nothing, so they transported her from the Webster office to
Galveston.

They would have been shocked to know
there is a hint in the air among Chinese leadership to… “Fuck it!”
They won’t learn anything from her.

With an all new guard staff, she
assumed the role of an innocent twenty-two year old willing nymphet
and on the very first night, a huge blond-headed guard realized the
demure little sex toy he was about to taste was the last thing he
will see in this life. The fool had moved Ming to his personal
quarters to consummate her treasures in private and she slipped out
under the cover of darkness, as easily as she had slid the blade
into his brain stem.

Wearing the green uniform of one of the
guard’s past victims, she carries his weapon of choice; the
venerable AK-47. Most of the resistance carries the Kalashnikov
rifle due to the fact that Chinese ammunition is plentiful and the
rifle in both versions simply will not jam.

Looking down, she sees a spent shotgun
shell. The male fighter shot at a huge and very hairy pig and its
blood is spattered across the road. She feels every hair on her
body stand on end, as she trots slowly in the direction he went.
Moving her head rapidly back and forth, she runs up the road and
there on the right is a rundown store on stilts.

She reads the English letters
“Thibodeaux’s Bait Camp - Always Open” as she creeps closer. Her
British English is as good as her native tongue and she reads and
writes both. Her dirt poor father sold her to a rich woman in Macao
when she was five to be a servant, but the lady took such a liking
to her, she adopted Ming.

When it was clear China would be in an
extended war and they survived the contagion, her mother turned her
over to her brother to begin Ming’s preparation to survive, which
included extensive martial arts and weapons training. Two days
before her sixteenth birthday, she gave her uncle her virtue and
they became secret lovers. One year later her uncle died in the
third contagion and Ming has since used her body to gain whatever
she wanted, including silver captain bars and her own squad,
compliments of a fifty-three year old Chinese General.

Ming bought her commission with her
body and later paid the General back in a secret night visit by
driving her blade through his neck. At the moment the dead general
is far from her thoughts as she ascends the wooden stairs, rifle at
the ready.

Peeking through the filthy window, she
can see the man piled up in a very uncomfortable position,
signifying his unconscious state. Testing the door, she slowly
pushes it open.

----

“Button. He not coming,” Leif tells her
as he shakes her awake. Its words everyone is thinking, but no one
wants to admit. “Goot news though, Arlene walked in five minute
ago!” Leif’s smile warms her heart and she can’t believe she didn’t
hear anything until now.

Looking at her watch she realizes she’s
been asleep about ten hours. “Damn, honey. Y’all let me sleep.”
Denise had been awake since they arrived on shore two days ago and
was too amped up to rest. When Bonnie saw her nodding off, she
signaled everyone away and they let her catch up.

Pulling her now dry top on, she pushes
past Leif’s groping hands with a smile and steps out into the main
room of the café they secured. “Arlene, you look like hammered
shit, honey. Are you okay?” For all the tough-sounding talk,
Buttons crosses over to the younger woman and kisses her on the
forehead, hugging her tight, genuinely relieved she’s
safe.

“Yeah, I know I look rough, but other
than a small herd of hogs, I saw nothing coming back.” The rest of
the crew have already greeted her and know she hasn’t seen David
and Buttons deduces this without asking.

“Grab some chow and let’s check you out
for leeches and cuts. Leif honey, go relieve Linda.” Without
waiting for the big Russian to leave, Arlene stands and begins
shucking her clothing and Leif, knowing better than to linger,
steps out, but not before taking one quick look.

----

The man on the floor is obviously
running fever and Ming stares at the peculiar tattoos on his wrists
and his weapon. He’s very thin, maybe two meters tall, and has the
dark look of a predator – and then there is the worn shotgun. “Son
of a bitch! It’s him!” she mutters in Chinese.

If his body is deeply scarred with
multiple gunshot wounds… She slowly turns him over and her feet
suddenly go out from under her. Her head smacks sharply on the
bottom cross brace of the oak table, sending a bolt of white light
from the top of her head to the tip of her tongue as she cries
out.

Before she can focus he strikes her
full force in the face, then again and again until in total
desperation, she rotates her hips and curling her leg up, she puts
her right ankle under his chin and with a force only years of
practice and total desperation can duplicate, she flips the man up
and back.

Like a wildcat, she assumes the
superior position and gives him a dose of his own medicine.
Punching with the force of a fifth degree black belt, Ming drives
the two most prominent knuckles of both fists into his face, again
and again.

I’ve been punched many times in my
life, but only a few times by a woman and this woman punches harder
than all others before her, except maybe Buttons. On the fifth one,
I stab my left index and middle finger to the soft spot at the
junction of her neck and chest and just above her breast bone like
Bonnie taught me.

The effect is immediate and the fists
stop coming, but I am so stunned it takes me a few seconds to gain
my feet and the Chinese woman, in desperation as she can’t get her
breath, slams a boot into my abdomen. I launch myself toward her
slightly bent body, attempting to smack her nose with the top of my
head, but she turns and I launch ass over ankles over the table and
crash land on the other side, knocking the two chairs over and
miraculously causing me to land on my feet.

She is about a half second from
snatching up her rifle when everything slows down to almost a
snails crawl. I can hear a man laughing, as if he’s in the next
room and my Paloma’s exquisite blade is suddenly drawn and as if I
was watching a first person shooter game, I see a hand in front of
me launch the big razor-sharp weapon.

As true as the apache maiden who gave
it to me, the heavy blade crosses the room and pins the woman to
the wall. As the muffled sound of the man laughing abates, the
horrific scream of the wounded woman amplifies until with a loud
popping noise, I return from the cloudy fog.

She’s a small and very thin woman and
the ten inch blade is deeply embedded in the hardwood frame, having
passed just below her collarbone. Just the balls of her boot soles
are holding her up against the door frame and I am breathing so
hard, I am having trouble getting control of my wind – and then
there is the fact that I am running a fever again.

The sharp pain in her upper chest is so
excruciating, Ming cannot stop screaming and the devilish man in
front of her is laughing. She doesn’t believe in the Christian’s
devil, but right now, the resemblance is nearly exact. He is
walking toward her and suddenly launches a cork-screw fist from his
hip and her lights go out.

----

Abi raises her fist stopping everyone
in their tracks. She drops down in the palmetto plants and everyone
melts into the ground. Almost simultaneously the sound of passing
foot soldiers wafts across the team and doesn’t abate for a full
two minutes. One by one they drop back around Buttons for a
conference.

“What the hell colonel, there must have
been two hundred soldiers in that bunch and every one of them were
in new BDU’s and carrying new equipment,” Abi whispers to Buttons
and you can see the look of despair forming in everyone’s mind. Of
the entire group, only about ten of them were men. As with
Americans, the Sickness was especially devastating to the world’s
male population.

Not counting David, Denise is the best
fighter in Alpha Mike One and she wasn’t born yesterday. “I’d wager
an entire tube of Copenhagen, not one of those cunts has been
bloodied, other than during their period. Now look,” she says,
drawing a simple map in the dirt. “You see that road behind us and
the one before it? You see how they are all walking west? What say
we turn back, hit that last road and run like hell for fifteen
mikes, cross back over and blow them to hell and gone?”

Bonnie is quick to point out that they
could resupply off the dead and that’s all it takes for the team to
get their mojo back. The once demure Abigail Stewart smiles,
watching the mood shift and realizes she’s never felt more alive
than she does right now.

----

Ming watches the man she is sure is
David Perkins, step back away from her and sit down heavily in a
chair. The pain from the large knife wound is now strangely
manageable and with him staring stupidly at her, she wiggles and
jerks the knife free with a groan and collapses on the
floor.

Twenty silent minutes pass before she
regains consciousness and when she opens her eyes, her attacker is
still staring at her, but instead of a stupid grin, he’s regained
his devilish demeanor. She hurts so badly, she can hardly move.
It’s her first wound. She had no idea something could hurt like
this.

Her head jerks out of her pain when she
hears the man speak in flawless Cantonese, “What is your name,
little captain?”

She stares at the demon that bested her
with what she remembers as amazing speed and softly mutters, “Ming
Chen.”

“Ming, I am David Perkins of Alpha Mike
One. You’ve lost about two pints of blood and are still bleeding.
The smell of blood has attracted a huge heard of pigs and they are
hungry. I’m pretty much screwed up also, and as you can see, we
both need first aid. As an officer in the Chinese army, I need your
word you will not slit my throat after I bandage you up. Can you do
that captain? Can you give me your word?”

Ming is more conflicted than she’s ever
been. The dark man’s words are so sincere and so vulnerable; she is
immediately angry, then matronly, then confused. She is indeed weak
from blood loss. The man could have slit her throat ten times over
– but didn’t. He is scary too and even though all of her training
taught her to kill this man…

“Yes,” she says in her clipped British
English, forgetting he hasn’t spoken a word in his native
language.

With apparent ease, he stands and
putting his back to her, he begins digging around in his ruck sack.
This is indeed a warrior of a man! Ming has never been in the
presence of anyone to match him and almost feels subservient. His
body is as battle-hardened, as his face is dark and weathered. He
could be thirty-five or sixty – it is hard to tell. He slowly
strips off his shirt and his back is an ugly scene of new puncture
wounds and old scars and Ming is both amazed that he could survive
so many wounds and repulsed over the terrific violent
scaring.

“Before I get started, I need you to
pour this alcohol over my back,” with that, he hands her a plastic
bottle of rubbing alcohol and squatting down, he gives her the
opportunity of a lifetime, as his razor sharp knife is on the floor
beside her.

“Ming, if you are going to stab me,
stab me, but you need to realize, neither one of us are going to
survive if we don’t treat our wounds,” I say and my pain is most
likely every bit as severe as hers.

Ming’s hands are shaking as she slowly
pours the alcohol over her captor’s back and watches as he squirms
and breaths heavily, but not a groan or grunt comes from him. The
smell is incredibly comforting and Perkins turns slowly and taking
the bottle from her hand, pours it directly on her knife wound.
Ming, despite herself screams out, showing her own weakness and
vulnerability and leaning forward, places both hands on the
muscular man’s biceps.

David slowly eases her arms out of her
BDU top and she almost passes out before he gets it off. Ming is
crying and for the first time in her life feels like she has not
only met her match as a fighter, but is in the presence of someone
greater than her country’s quest. It is the closest thing to a
revelation she’s ever experienced.

Perkins is supposed to be this cold
steel-hardened warrior who kills without emotion and she’s surely
experienced this side of him, but he is tenderly working on her
wound… and then she feels the morphine begin to take
effect.

I know the drug will clear her head and
I give her just enough to take the edge off. If she is going to
kill me, this is when it will happen. My back is on fire and my
fever is probably well higher than healthy. I do not know how much
longer I can keep my eyes open and finishing her up, I hand her a
tube of antiseptic ointment and stretch out on my poncho and
collapse into the darkness.

----

Alpha Mike One lost both of its
strategists, but Buttons and Bonnie are well-trained and as they
approach what is sure to be the prime ambush site, they spread the
fighters out, running and pointing. Last in the line is Buttons and
the first is Bonnie. In between and separated by forty meters each
are Shara, Linda, Arlene, Judy, Abi, and the still dull-witted
Leif. Eight fighters spread out over two hundred and fifty meters
are suicide odds, but what choice do they have?

The rapid plan calls for Bonnie to open
fire when she can see the last of the column appear, or Buttons
will open up when the vanguard passes her – whichever is first.
Buttons, who is almost always topless hasn’t been in the mood for
exhibitionism since assuming command in David’s absence and looking
at her last tin of Copenhagen, takes a dip and settles in to wait.
Maybe one of the Chinese has tobacco? The thought comforts her as
she waits. The idea that she could be killed doesn’t enter her
mind. Hell, she’s been in this place too many times to start
worrying now.

Bonnie is as nervous as she’s ever
been. She has been slowly slipping the last two months, but has
hidden it well. The Chinese troops should have arrived by now. She
triggers her FRS radio and whispers her concern and Buttons calmly
tells her to “chill” and this settles her down. Just as she eases
back on her heels, a bobcat suddenly darts onto the trail to her
left and vanishes as the lead element comes around the tree line,
following a game trail.

She clicks her FRS radio twice and
watches the troops coming. They must have broken for lunch as most
of the fighters are still putting stuff in their rucks, even as
they “march”. Calling the way they walk marching is a stretch. They
are obviously what Buttons suggested – new troops with no
experience and the lead two female soldiers are chatting with their
rifles slung over their shoulders.

----

Sitting up suddenly like my brain was
stabbed, I listen. Over the pounding pulse in my head, I can
faintly hear gunfire and a lot of it. I turn my head slowly; as
something is touching my leg and the Chinese fighter is curled up
next to me sound asleep. I need water in the worst way and I
painfully get to my feet and extracting the last liter of clean
water I have, I slowing drain half – saving the rest for the
girl…woman…soldier.

She appeared to be maybe fifteen, but
after taking her BDU top off… No, she’s a woman and sure as hell
fights like a man. I touch my face and it’s puffy from her furious
fist strikes. Hell, I think I even have a few loose
teeth.

Her eyes flutter open and then focus.
“Here, drink.” I hand her the bottle and she slowly sips it,
gaining my approval. Just then the distant gun fire subsides and
stops. She raises her eyebrows and I nod. “If your guys come, then
I am yours, but if my guys show up…” She nods, as neither of us are
in shape for combat. In fact, I’ve never taken a beating like she
gave me and I have no idea, she believes the same.

She struggles to rise and I appear to
her to effortlessly help her up. Both of us can smell and hear the
hogs. We are prisoners of the pigs. Both of our faces look like a
team of thugs attacked us with baseball bats and she looks at
herself in a small mirror from her ruck sack. I can plainly see the
butt of a handgun inside it, but she makes no effort to use it
against me.

I stand and stretch and my head
suddenly clears. My fever stopped dead in its tracks and I stretch
again and a chuckle escapes my lips. It is totally beyond my
control and in the wall mirror; I see Ming’s face staring back at
me. Her look is of astonishment. Hell, I’m just as surprised as her
over the chuckle.

“How can you laugh,
Colonel?”

“David. Call me David. To answer your
question, I have no idea. We’ve both had the shit beaten out of us,
we have no water, and about five hundred hogs have the building
surrounded.” I smile and then she smiles back and I realize she’s
actually not bad looking, even with her puffy bruises.

“Holy cow, look at this!” Under one of
the piles of packing blankets in the corner is a twenty-four pack
of thirty-two ounce Powerade drinks. It couldn’t be more welcomed
than a helicopter with my wife aboard – if that were possible. She
is long dead. I open one for both of us and hand one to Ming. I
note my knuckles are scuffed, as are hers and am reminded she is
the enemy. She sure doesn’t look like the enemy, but like one of my
fighters. From her kit, she pulls out a box of Chinese MRE’s and a
second one for me and offers it. Hell, I’m starving and as I reach
for it, I see her wince.

“Wait, let me take a look at that
wound.” I point at a chair and she carefully sits down. Without me
saying a word, she slowly unbuttons her top and I would be lying if
I said it wasn’t an erotic sight. With lowered and veiled eyes, she
slowly undrapes and I realize she’s removed her bra. It was
obviously causing her discomfort and she has beautifully shaped
light pink-tipped breasts.

Her wound is angry and hot to the touch
and in the back where the knife excited, it is really inflamed. I
need antibiotics; something I don’t have and I comment on it. She’s
really hurting and without a word, points at her extensive kit,
which incidentally makes mine look like a sack lunch.

I roll it over on the floor, frankly
surprised at how heavy it is and dump it out on the floor. Two
pistols, enough ammo for small war, food, personal items, and a
heavy first aid kit which I soon realize has antibiotics. Enough
for both of us and she offers it to me. I am so elated, I could
kiss her.

----

Arlene is dying and she knows it. The
two warriors are furiously trying to save her and she cries out a
man’s name, takes one large gasp of air, and goes still. Bonnie is
so mad, she punches the woman’s dead body, stands and walks off to
find the dead soldier who shot Arlene ten minutes after the
skirmish was over.

“It was over, damnit. How can this
happen? I personally checked every body!” Walking up to one of the
dead male fighters, Bonnie stomps down hard on his head until it
gives way and becomes mushy. She is crying tears of anger and
frustration over Arlene’s death and David’s absence. Every fucking
thing went wrong since they entered the reservoir except this
ambush and then this.

The inexperienced troops didn’t run,
but stupidly stood their ground shooting impotently at the tree
line. Almost every bullet went over our heads – a common anomaly in
a firefight, especially when the troops are inexperienced. Bonnie
shot over five hundred rounds and it was a duck shoot in a
barrel.

When they assembled after checking the
body, a lone shot rang out catching Arlene through the back. With
the suddenness of a rattlesnake strike, the entire group fired
their weapons toward the downed fighter, chopping him to a bloody
pulp.

Arlene’s death turned the victory into
a moment of extreme sadness until once again Buttons jerks everyone
back to reality. “What? You fucking pusses – excluding you Leif
honey. You thought we would kill over two hundred soldiers and not
get our asses handed to us on a slab? Are you warriors or school
girls? Hell, we fucking rock! Now, let’s clean up on food and ammo
and get the hell out of Dodge before the pigs get a whiff of
this.”

Then in a moment that brings tears to
everyone’s eyes, the horse-faced woman bends down and touches
Arlene’s face, kisses her fingers and touches her lips.

----

Ming wakes and her first thought is how
quiet it is and how dark. It is so dark in fact that she cannot see
if Perkins is in the room and as she ponders this she hears the
wind suddenly pick up and rain begins to fall on the tin roof.
Sitting up, she realizes she is naked, as the thin material falls
away from her. She has no memory of passing time and feeling around
for her kit, she takes comfort in her American Issue Berretta
pistols neatly laid out beside her.

What if Perkins is here? He is the
enemy… right? She should kill him outright and not think twice
about it. Her reward would be inexhaustible and she would be
elevated to a position in the new government… Ming is once again
unsure of herself. There is something about the man that
countermands everything she believed. She would have never believed
this could happen to her - of all people and yet…

Just then the door opens and in the dim
light, she can plainly see it is Perkins and he has a small animal
in his hands. He strikes a small butane torch and lights a candle,
one that virtually everyone carries these days and sets it on the
floor and looks at her.

“I thought you left… me.” The fragile
and endearing words escape her mouth involuntarily. Ming doesn’t
realize she is sitting on her knees, naked as the day she was born
and sounds to Perkins like a lover feeling forsaken.

Again in flawless Chinese, David
speaks. “Why would I leave you? I don’t want to. The truth is Ming,
I want you to join my group.”

Ming is now so conflicted that she
begins to cry and I kneel down in front of her and hold her
carefully in my arms.

Neither Ming nor David see it coming as
he feels her arms encircle him and her body heaves in abandoned
surrender.

Later in the evening, after a hot meal
of roasted pork, I bring buckets of water up to the cabin and begin
heating the water to use to cleanse both of our bodies and wounds.
Ming is much worse off than me, and her fever continues on through
the night. Her features, even with the bruises are delicate and
beautiful and I suspect she is closer to twenty, than the child I
first thought. She murmurs in her sleep all night, shivering and I
lay down beside her to share my body heat and this is how she finds
us upon awaking the next morning.

----

“She’s strong as David,” Abi says and
Bonnie nods in agreement.

“We all love David, but Denise is the
only one who can handle the man when he goes berserk. When it comes
to battle, Denise is David with tits, except the crazy part. I
remember her first kills. Damn, that was something. She chopped up
six SF types single-handed with that M-249 she favors and don’t
think it didn’t bother her, cause it did.”

Bonnie looks at Abi for the first time
and sizes up the woman’s curves. Abi doesn’t appear to notice, but
does. Affection in this mind-bending time of anarchy is just
affection and oft times; people will get it from whomever they take
a liking to. The two of them are no strangers to this and Abi is
flattered.

“Look!” Bonnie uses one finger to
point, not wanting her movement to attract the attention of a lone
fighter on the far side of the clearing. It’s a man and by the size
of him, a big man. He moves with the ease of a predator and if he
hadn’t of slipped, she wouldn’t have spotted him.

“Son of a bitch! That ain’t no Chinese
man, but something about him is damned scary. Freeze Abi. I don’t
want him to see anything to alert him we’re here.”

Abi is a career army sergeant, but
takes no offense to Bonnie’s remarks. Bonnie has so much more
experience in the field that her words are instantly cataloged and
obeyed.

The man is about four hundred meters
out and has disappeared, only to part a bush eighty meters out two
anxious minutes later. He has a dark beard with a bit of gray in it
up close to his mouth and carries an AR-15 with a scope. Both women
watch the man, as he moves with the ease of a cat back into the
woods. Abi feels a shiver run down her back as Bonnie leans forward
for a better look.

She feels Bonnie stiffen a millisecond
before she hears the report of the rifle and Bonnie slumps down
next to her and falls backwards. Somewhere in the back of her mind,
it registers that she saw a flash and without pausing to calculate
her odds of success, or the imminent danger she is facing, she
flips the switch on her AK and fires a complete magazine of ammo
toward the spot.

Dago Trousdale’s right thigh slaps
harshly behind him as a second bullet pierces his left shoulder and
he noses into the base of a pine tree, scraping his face and
packing his upper lip with pine bark and dirt.

Dago is no stranger to bullet wounds,
as his body has evidence of two other bullets, but by God, this is
serious. The leg wound is a through and through which burns like a
hot torch and he struggles to wrap a blue bandana around it to stem
the blood flow, as he spits out the debris from the tree. The
shoulder wound missed bone by a fraction also and he struggles with
nausea as he works through the pain. His rucksack is too damned
heavy with his injuries to grab it and staying low, he grabs his
rifle and moves slowly deeper into the woods and his wife and
baby.

Within ten minutes of the shots being
fired, Button’s and Shara arrive from the main camp and Abi has
Bonnie as stable as her first aid kit will allow. Ordering Shara to
go back to the camp to get Leif, her and Abi leave the unconscious
wounded woman and ease off to find the shooter.

It takes ten tense minutes before they
find his kit and bloody evidence he took, what? Two wounds? There
is a pool of bloody pine needles and blood spattering on a tree
about chest high, but where is the guy? Neither woman speaks and
they follow the man’s vague tracks for about a quarter mile before
losing them on an asphalt road.

----

Cindy Trousdale is startled from sleep
when she hears her “husband” crying out for help. They are not
legally married, him being older than her deceased dad and he’s her
uncle, but times are hard. He has been her caregiver, lover, and
the father of their two year old since he rescued her from a
Chinese convoy pick-up point three years ago. At nineteen years of
age, she’s seen her share of death too. Their baby boy was born
sick and stayed sick these last two years and she’s dreading the
inevitable loss to the point that they’ve never called him anything
other than “baby boy”.

Cindy dashes down the weathered steps
of the fish camp they call home at the sight of her man lying by
the dirt road. “Oh God, Dago, what has happened?” she cries tears
of sympathy and fighting back panic, she helps him into the house,
leaving his precious rifle in the road in the process. “Yer hurt
something powerful bad, honey!” she blurts as she helps him onto
the lone twin bed the three of them share.

As he moans in agony, she hears the one
thing she really fears besides being alone without Dago and their
baby boy – the sound of feral hogs on the road and there are a lot
of them. They must have followed the smell of blood.

“My rifle! Git my rifle!” Dago cries
out and collapses back on the bed in a dead faint. Cindy eases open
the door for a peak and to her horror sees the road and the rifle
are blocked by a heard of pigs numbering close to a hundred. It is
their only weapon besides the knives. Once again she realizes she
has failed and as soon as Dago is better, he will beat her and she
knows she deserves it as always.

The beatings are frequent and always
after she has done something stupid and she knows she has it
coming. Afterward, he is always so tender and their love-making is
wonderful. She loves the bearded man with all her heart and knowing
they will lose baby boy soon, she is doing everything in her power
to make him a daddy again, but this wounding is serious. The
“danged Chi-nesse”, as she calls them did this to her man and as
soon as she can get that rifle, she’ll right their
wrong.

One thing she is very good at, is
working on wounded men. God knows, she is good at it and she heats
water to repair her man good as new.

A little more than a quarter mile away,
Buttons and Abi give up the search and head back to the main camp
about a mile away. Buttons has no doubt that after Leif arrived on
the scene and even though he’s a little fucked up in the head, he
will carry Bonnie back to camp. Taking one more good look around,
the two of them take off at a trot.

----

Ten days have passed and David and
Ming, both on the mend are preparing to leave. Last night after
they made love, she swore fidelity to him and to the team and
became one with both. In all her years in the occupation army, she
has never felt what they were doing as a country was right and
David, in great detail explained to her how it all happened over
ten years ago when she was only twelve years of age.

“I had no idea,” was her honest reply
and the tears began. That was four days ago and culminated in their
first love-making session. Also in her past, not one single man has
ever treated her as tenderly as David does and he is as sincere as
the definition of the word. He talks very little, but answers her
many questions with patience and understanding, often lapsing into
her native tongue, which further disarms her. Accent? He has none
and uses complicated words most locals would find
confusing.

Each day she has spent with the legend,
her resolve to remain true to her country has slipped further away
and every time they “did it”; it is her who initiated it. David
Perkins is known to run with a pack of vicious and totally
subordinate women fighters who he samples at will. Hell, everyone
knows and talks about this, but she finds it is most likely just
the opposite when it comes to intimacy.

Last night after they made tender love,
this revelation rocked her soul and that is when she offered not
only her mind, soul, heart, and body to him, but to Alpha Mike One.
David looked into her eyes and explained to her that there was no
turning back.

“Do you want me to carry some of that
ammo?” I ask and she shakes her head no. She couldn’t weigh much
more than a dollar and a dime, but surprisingly is stronger than
her weight dictates, as she throws the heavy pack onto her back.
Her small breasts bounce nicely and she smiles seeing my eyes watch
her chest.

“Where to, Boss?” I had told her some
of the women call me that and I also explained that with the
exception of maybe Buttons and Leif, no one really is anyone’s sole
property. I did not tell her about Abi though and maybe I should
have, but there is time for that I believe and later on realize I
once again totally screwed up.

“We’ll head inland to the south toward
Beaumont. The city hall building was our rendezvous point in the
event we got separated and it was decided we would stay in the
vicinity for one month if it wasn’t occupied or otherwise
compromised. My best estimate is we have at most ten days left, if
they made it there and we head out at a pace to cover four miles an
hour.

“Look!” Ming whispers as she points
down the dirt road. It’s a woman sitting in the grass and the
closer we get, the more obvious it is, she’s holding a baby. I
signal Ming to move into the woods to the south and I go in to the
north and we ease along slowly, keeping an eye out for
ambushers.

I am fifteen feet away from her with
Ming in plain sight, when my new fighter walks right up to the
woman and signals me. “Her baby is dead, David. What is your name
lady?”

The dark-haired young woman looks up at
the two of us and speaks in a monotone. “Cindy. Cindy Trousdale. My
husband died four days ago and my baby last night,” she says and
sniffles a bit. “Someone shot him. Did you shoot him?” Her question
is simply a question, not an accusation and both Ming and I shake
our heads, “No”.

“Come with us, Cindy Trousdale. Take us
to your home and we’ll bury your people,” I say to her, but she
surprises us by saying she buried her husband and the hogs dug him
up and she knows they will do the same for “baby boy” and she will
simply lay him in the grass.

It is the saddest damned thing I’ve
witnessed in a long time and Ming begins to cry and hell, I do too.
No one should have things like this in their life or
memory.

----

Leif came back to himself eighteen days
after they crossed the reservoir and on day four inside the
courthouse, he and Buttons have just finished up doing something
that was long overdue when Linda signals they have company. They’ve
been assembling on the lower floor, sleeping on the second floor,
and keeping watch in all four directions on the third floor and
Linda spies a man and two women coming in very slowly from the
east.

Buttons, topless in the warm sun
suddenly smiles as she recognizes David’s stride with her
binoculars. “Well fuck me in the arsehole, it’s the boss! Spread
the word we don’t know his state of mind, so don’t anyone run out
to greet him!” Linda takes off and Leif, only partially satisfied,
wraps his hands around her and cups her breasts while kissing her
neck. “Later big man, David’s back and you can have all the booty
you want, but not until David’s back safe and sound.” She can’t
remember ever being happier than she is right now.

Ming and Cindy stand open-mouthed when
a woman steps out of a building not fifty meters away and she has
the largest pair of naked breasts either have ever witnessed and
she yells, out, “About time to you drug your scrawny ass into
town!” She then does the damndest thing and throws her head back
and makes a noise like a damned jackass.

The man they have learned to trust
begins to laugh and the two of them run like children toward each
other and then begin to hungrily kiss like long lost lovers. David
lifts the homely woman off the ground and cups her butt with both
hands as she wraps her legs around his waist – then she throws her
head back and makes the weird noise again. Ming and Cindy both are
so surprised all they can do is laugh. Ming knows instinctively
that this is none other than “Buttons”. All Chinese know about this
legendary fighter.

“I see you been busy,” Buttons says,
looking at the two women who are just as filthy as David. The Asian
is obviously an officer and a fighter, but the brunette, who
probably isn’t even twenty, not so.

“Buttons, this is Ming and this is
Cindy. They are now part of Alpha Mike,” and with that, David leads
off toward the door Denise came from and the women follow, just
like puppies and Buttons smiles and shakes her head looking back at
them.

“Fucking David Perkins,
man!”

----

Leif, fully recovered from whacking his
head against the raft on the crossing, takes exactly eleven hours
and seven minutes before he soundly convinces Cindy Trousdale to
pull her panties off and truly enjoys their violent coupling, as
does she. Leif has a method of sexual enjoyment that can only be
described as balls to the wall and Cindy being a victim of violent
sex finds him wonderful and exhilarating, as he doesn’t punch her
as they mate. In fact, he fully brings her into the union with
urgent and affectionate words of vulgar and graphic expressive
adoration of her supposed treasures.

Stepping away from her after twenty
minutes of near-brutal sexual onslaught, he smiles and wetly kisses
her face and walks off. Cindy has never felt more loved in her
life, or more alive. He whispered to her before he left to “keep it
between them,” and by God, that is exactly the ticket.

As everyone slept, Leif left his post
as the lone guardian. The smell of woman hormones once again
over-rode his years of training and he steps back into the loft on
the third floor, failing to see the lone hunter across the square
as they slipped into the tunnel system. He rubs his crotch and
smiles. By morning, his smile has turned to a frown.

----

Linda sips her first cup of coffee from
the roof of the building and stands up and stretches. Leif squeezed
her right butt cheek before he went to bed and told her it was
“quiet as Siberia out there”. Linda is no stranger to the feel of
the big man’s hands and longs for the day when she can feel them as
before.

The sun is just now peeking over the
horizon and she swells her modest chest with the clean air, the
morning brings. It’s going to be a wonderful day…

I sit up and stare at Abi’s naked form
next to me. Last night was a fricken nightmare when Ming and Abi
got into a damned fist fight in front of everyone and it almost
turned into a fatality when Ming stuck Abi with a stiletto, just
under the rib cage. All of this went down in less than twenty
seconds before we were able to separate them.

Beside Abi on the bed is Ming and the
two of them fell asleep in each other’s arms. Women. Last night
they fought over me and this morning, they are in each other’s
arms.

The single echo from the gunshot slaps
up against the building.

I am up and running with my shotgun and
bandoleer over my shoulder before anyone else has
reacted.

Linda’s head is only partially there
and I glance down at her recognizing what a .50 caliber bullet can
do to the human cranium. Chances are it only caught a small part of
her skull, but it removed a large chunk just the same. I feel
nothing; nothing at all, but a cloud descends over me and I feel my
spirit leaving my body as a huge bullet strikes me.

“Get him up!” Buttons’
screaming voice jerks me awake and I fight against my people as
they try to save me.

“Put a fucking plug in me and let’s get
that mother fucker!” I hear a near maniacal man yelling and then I
watch Buttons pull her arm back and punch me in the face. Once,
twice, and then it goes black.

----

The shooter has had us sheltering in
place for six days and I yawn and sit up. “Buttons, let’s get that
asshole.” It’s the most I’ve said since the .50 cal piece of
shrapnel nearly took me out. A direct hit is always fatal and I
don’t give a shit if you are Superman – you won’t survive it. I am
so lean and mean; I stand and slowly stretch it out. I was only hit
by a piece of cement the bullet dislodged.

Everyone is watching me and I am in a
surely mood. “We didn’t come over the water to sit idle in Texas
while some marksmen keeps us pinned down. Bonnie?” My words cause
her to jump a bit, but being the consummate soldier she is, she
quickly lays out what she’s been thinking. Hell, her and Buttons
would have already enacted their plan, but they were waiting
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