
Chris Lowry

Lodgement





  

  Copyright © 2021 by Chris Lowry


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1. LODGEMENT
        
      

    
      	
        2. CHAPTER TWO
        
      

    
      	
        3. CHAPTER THREE
        
      

    
      	
        4. CHAPTER FOUR
        
      

    
      	
        5. CHAPTER FIVE
        
      

    
      	
        6. CHAPTER SIX
        
      

    
      	
        7. CHAPTER SEVEN
        
      

    
      	
        8. CHAPTER EIGHT
        
      

    
      	
        9. CHAPTER NINE
        
      

    
      	
        10. CHAPTER TEN
        
      

    
      	
        11. CHAPTER ELEVEN
        
      

    
      	
        12. CHAPTER TWELVE
        
      

    
      	
        13. CHAPTER THIRTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        14. CHAPTER FOURTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        15. CHAPTER FIFTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        16. CHAPTER SIXTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        17. CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        18. CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
        
      

    
      	
        19. CHAPTER NINETEEN
        
      

    
      	
        20. CHAPTER TWENTY
        
      

    
      	
        21. CHAPTER TWENTY ONE
        
      

    
      	
        22. CHAPTER TWENTY TWO
        
      

    
      	
        23. CHAPTER TWENTY THREE
        
      

    
      	
        24. CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR
        
      

    
      	
        25. CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE
        
      

    
    


  




  
  1

  
  
  LODGEMENT

  
  
















“Smoke,” Crockett pointed and the rest of their heads swiveled in that direction.




A thin cloud of smoke blossomed over the tree tops, trailing on a higher wind in the same direction they were flying on the stolen hovercraft.




“What do you think, Lt?” Babe asked.




Lt. William Bonney squinted at the horizon through the reflective faceplate he wore connected to his helmet.




A heads up display seemed to respond to his thoughts and zoomed in on the column of smoke with three clicks. He stared at a closer version and marveled as the composition components scrolled across the screen in front of his retina.




“Wood smoke,” he said. “Too big for a campfire.”




“Building?” Babe said.

He was staring at his own scroll of information feeding across the faceplate he wore.




Lt nodded.




Babe put a hand on Crockett’s shoulder.




“Check it out.”




He pulled on the yoke to send the alien hovercraft over the trees and angled them on an intercept vector.




“Be ready,” Lt advised the rest of the squad.




He watched Jake and Steph, two prisoners who had been conscripted into his war against the aliens, shift in their stance and hold their blaster rifles at ready.




Weber and Renard, two veterans who claimed to be from the lost Martian front, knelt behind the partially raised side of the hovercraft and aimed over the edge.




Jake took note and tapped Steph on the shoulder. He imitated the veterans and she followed his example.




The hovercraft floated thirty feet off the ground, the color of the smoke changing as they approached, growing darker and thicker.




From here, Lt could make out a clearing in the trees up ahead, a patch of forest missing in the dense canopy of leaves.




“Circle round,” he instructed Crockett and the man piloting the hovercraft complied.




They were too noisy to make a silent approach, and too high to sneak in. The least they could do was change direction, Lt thought.




Crockett couldn’t set down on top of the trees, so he shot across the edge of the clearing and dropped toward the churned ground.




It was a town of survivors, or once had been.




Five wooden huts, burned shells now, still smoldered from blackened piles of ash.




“Cold blooded murdin’ sons of bitches!” Lt. muttered.




The ground was littered with bodies.




Human bodies.

Men were burned beyond recognition, black skeletons curled in fetal positions, weapons tossed aside on some, clutched in the charred fingers of others.




Women and children were scattered in front of two buildings, only known by the smaller corpses they left behind.




“Another bomb?” Waldo offered as they settled on the ground with only a slight lurch.




Lt shook his head. He didn’t know.




They had been at a compound before when the Licks dropped a concussive bomb that took out a lot of people. But those bodies hadn’t been burned.




The Licks wouldn’t want their new slaves unable to work.




He hopped over the edge of the hovercraft and blanched as his boots squished into the ground. It was wet with blood, or what looked like it.




“Cover,” he said as Babe started to get out with him.




“Lt?”




“Watch the trees, Babe. Anyone left alive is going to come from there.”




“What about the Licks?”




“This was no damn Lick,” Lt grunted.




He trusted his squad to cover the perimeter, but readied his rifle as he stepped among the dead.




There were too many of them.




The entire compound was slaughtered.







“I’ve got to tell you, this gets the Scotch Irish in me pretty damned riled up,” Lt spat. “I got us spending all our time trying to save the fucking human race, and these piece of crap egg suckers go and make all my effort wasted.”




He saw the bush quiver out of the corner of his eye and whipped around with his blaster.




A small scream echoed from the underbrush as he sent a laser shot smoking through the leaves.




“Come on out!” Lt shouted.




Babe and Waldo spread away from him, flanking whoever or whatever it was hiding in the brambles.




They watched a tiny hand reach out and lift the greenery to one side. A second hand spread it farther apart and a mud smudged face peeked through the opening. Large brown eyes blinked at them, dripping tears through the dirt crusted cheeks.




“Come on out now,” Lt said, his voice still crisp with annoyance at being startled.




A small boy crawled out of the underbrush. He was covered in mud, and darker stains that could have been blood. His movements were frantic, jerky, and he kept watch on the alien looking men in giant armor aiming guns at him.




Steph pushed past Lt.




“Lower your guns,” she chided. “He’s terrified.”




She kneeled in front of the boy as he flinched away from her.




“Hey buddy,” she cracked a smile, trying to ease his fear.




“He’s not a dog,” said Waldo.




“I’ve got eyes,” she said.




“You’re talking to him like he’s a dog.”




“I am not.”




“Here boy,” Waldo imitated her voice. “Sounds like a dog to me.”




“Ask him who he is,” Lt ordered.




“He probably speaks English,” said Steph.




“Do you? Do you speak English boy?” Waldo kept up the high pitched voice a lot of pet owners used.




The mud covered kid growled.




“Sounds like a dog,” Waldo shrugged.




“I don’t know Waldo,” said Babe. “Talking to me like that would piss me off enough to growl too.”




“Cut the bull shit,” said Lt. “Ask him what happened.”

He turned and stalked back to the hovercraft toward Weber and Renard.




“You two, circle the perimeter, see what you can pick up.”




Weber glanced at Renard, then readied his rifle. He took a few steps ahead of the younger man, who followed after him, both of their heads on a swivel as they searched for any threats or clues.




Steph held out her hand to the boy.




“How long have you been here?”




He stared at the glove covering her outstretched palm and his lower lip began to quiver. One tiny hand stretched toward hers and settled into her grip.




She closed her glove over it, soft and reassuring as his tiny shoulders began to heave, small sobs hiccupping over the still crackling embers of the ash covered piles.
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Lick Commander stared at the holographic image that floated six feet off of the floor. His long slender tongue flickered in and out of his mouth, tasting the air and revealing his frustration as he stared at the back of His Imminence.




His leader had contacted him to deliver instructions and receive a report no doubt. His Nestmate had a hand in arranging this meeting, but no sooner had the bulbous giant Leader signed on to the communications array, he turned away from the Lick Commander to consult with his council.




It was an act designed to show him his place in the scheme of things, Lick Commander realized. What he had considered an honor, to watch over a Nestmate and keep her safe, he now considered as a fellow exile.




She was either a spy sent to report back on his loyalty, or exploit his shortcomings in the fight against the humans, or an ally. He had yet to determine which despite sharing his sex with her.




The back heaved with laughter as someone he could not see spoke to his Leader and amused him. Lick Commander held his shoulders rigid, his yellow eyes narrowed in anger.




That His Imminence would ignore him was expected. That he would do so in front of an assembled group of other commanders was insufferable.




Lick Commander hoped the Nestmate was here to help. He would like nothing more than to eliminate the ineffective and inefficient leadership in front of him, staring with clearing the entire room. A well placed bomb would do the work, he thought. Something from the human arsenals that would lay the blame on that species of parasites.




He wanted to turn away, return to getting reports on the progress of clearing the base with the new slaves. He wanted to return to the Nestmate exiled with him, the scent of their most recent passionate encounter clinging to his scaly skin. But he waited. It was what a good soldier would do.
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“What are we waiting on?” Weber grumbled. “I thought we were fighting Licks.”


“This is wasting time,” Renard added.


Babe grunted his assent.


Lt ignored them.


He was good at ignoring a lot of things, years of practice making him an expert at projecting a stony expression.


But he heard them.


Still, he didn’t take his eyes off Steph as she gripped the hand of the dirt covered urchin in front of them.


“What’s your name?” he asked.


The kid blanched away from the alien looking visage bending toward him.


Lt nodded and popped his visor open with a snick, revealing ice blue eyes in a perpetual squint.


“You got a name?” he asked again, making a point to make his voice soft, less threatening than his normal gruff rasp.


The kid nodded.

Tears and snot mixed together under his nose and turned the dirt on his lip into a muddy mustache.


“What is it?”


The kid shook his head.


Lt squinted harder as his eyes moved around the squad.


“That’s Babe,” Lt pointed to the giant standing between the two veterans of Mars. “Waldo, Crockett, Weber, Renard. You’re holding on to Annie Oakley there.”


She squeezed the kid’s hand.


“There,” said Lt. “Now you know us. Want to tell us your name?”


The dirty faced urchin shook his head.


“No? Why the hell not?”


“You’re strangers.”


Lt snickered, an odd sound among the carnage spread around them.


“Last man standing,” Babe snorted. “And































































































