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~Chapter 1~

 


Lieutenant Colonel David Patterson hopped
from the chopper while it was still a good three feet from landing.
Bending his considerable frame over to avoid losing his head, David
made his way to the group of men who appeared to be sitting around
a large table. Saluting to men he passed as if his hand were a
rapier slicing through the air, David stopped in front of them. He
could hear his bodyguards scrambling up the hill after him.

“You hear anything yet?” No one moved. No one
at the table even acknowledged his presence. “Have you found my man
yet?” he asked again. Still not a word. Then one of the men raised
his hand up off the table slightly and pointed to just behind
David.

The soldier standing there was huge. Probably
six-foot-six, he looked as if he lifted trees the size of the one
he was leaning against for weight training. The M-16 across his
massive chest looked smaller than David knew the rifle to actually
be. His shirt was open and his pants, Army issued fatigues, looked
dirty and stained. David turned to him and took one step.

David never heard the person move, not a
whisper of sound or a slight shift in the air surrounding them. But
he could feel him. His hand around David’s chest was hot even
through his shirt. But it was the sharp bite of the blade at
David’s throat that had him hold all movement. When he swallowed
the blade bit into his skin and soon he felt a small trickle of
what he assumed was his blood make its way down his throat. He
slowly raised his hands, palms up and out.

The whispered “don’t” from the man in front
of him had David stop. He wasn’t sure if he had been talking to
David or the man behind him. A slight scuffle behind him made him
wish he had waited for his escort.

“I’m Lieutenant Colonel Pat—”

“I know who you are. Are you with those
idiots or on your own?” The blade at his throat relaxed just a bit
when the man with the rifle nodded. David didn’t relax, but he did
breathe just a little deeper. “Captain Waite called me yesterday.
She said her men…Shipley?” At the man’s nod, David continued. “She
said her men were in trouble. That something was…not right.” The
man snorted.

If he knew his captain then he probably
realized she said a great deal more than things not being right.
She’d actually told him that things were “fucked up” and that she
was going to have to “kill a few cock-suckers” before this was
over. Captain Waite had a way with words.

The blade disappeared suddenly and David
found himself being shoved toward a hut. The man with the rifle,
Sergeant Roger Shipley, just ahead of him, was leading the way.

In the hut were seven men, a map laid out in
front of them, and several weapons lying about the floor and
chairs. David would bet these were the weapons the men at the table
outside the hut had been armed with. He said nothing as the other
men stood and saluted and then went back to the map.

“Captain Waite was supposed to check in every
five—standard for this type of operation. She sometimes misses one,
call of nature, but when she missed two we went on alert,” one of
the men said to the room in general.

David moved two Glocks to the floor and sat
down close to the table. Shipley did the same. David looked over
the map table and frowned.

“I talked to her at zero-six hundred
yesterday. How long has she been out of contact?”

“Six hours, thirty-two minutes,” Shipley said
after consulting his watch. “Those yahoos out there showed up an
hour ago. Said they were here to debrief and replace. Said Capt was
dead and we were to…Barnhart? What they tell you?”

A man nearly as large as Shipley stood up and
grinned. “Said Capt was dead and we were to ‘cease and desist.’ We
ceased their mother fucking asses and had no more need for their
desistance.”

David smiled. He was sure that went over
well. “Did they tell you why or who sent them?”

“You did,” Shipley said as he looked at the
man who just rushed in the door. Every man in the room drew their
weapon too. David was shoved to the floor.

“Found her. She’s…it’s bad, sarge. Real
bad.”

David followed the men. He had thought about
asking for them to bring a medic along, but he could see that
Shipley was ahead of him on that score too. They were all running
at full march across a forest and not making a sound. When they
came upon a soldier on his knees in the dirt they slowed. Shipley
and the medic stepped forward. When David started to follow he was
stopped by a gun to his chest. He looked around. Bodies, not just
the one they were going to, but others, several others. At least
four, maybe five

David wasn’t a stupid man. And he wasn’t a
stupid leader. He could see that something had these men on full
alert even if one didn’t take into consideration the phone call
he’d gotten yesterday morning from Sin…

“David, my team is being deployed again.
What the fuck is the matter with you people? I told you cock
suckers no more without R&R. Are you stupid down there in
Washington?”

Sydney was nothing if not direct. David sat
in his kitchen booth in his home and tried to understand why she
was calling him and not her commanding officer. She continued
before he could ask.

“’Cause I gotta tell you, if I don’t have
some down time soon somebody’s dick is coming off right up to his
nuts and then some.”

He cringed at the image. “Where are you
being deployed to? Last I heard you were in Spain on your three
week furlough. Who gave the orders this time?”

There was a great deal of static then he
heard other voices. When she came through again David was glad he
was sitting down.

“You did.” David dropped his mug of
coffee. “Orders say we are to go to Morocco and await further
orders. Damn it, David, we just go back from a seven mouth turn. My
men are beat to hell and back. We needed this.”

“I didn’t send you.” He had to think.
Morocco. What the hell was in Morocco? Nothing that he could think
of that would send his best re-con team there. “When do you leave?
And from where?”

“We’re boarding as we speak. Took our
cells and personals.” The static was harsher this time, louder.
“Not liking this, David. Some bullshit is going down and my men are
fubared if this plays out like I’m thinking it will.”

FUBAR—Fucked Up Beyond All Recognition.
Taking their personals meant they’d have nothing—no clothes,
medical packs or anything. They were being dropped. Then he
realized she was speaking to someone else.

“…take a piss? What the fuck, you expect
me to hang it out the chopper bay and hope it lands on an
unfriendly? Fuck off, buddy. I don’t have the equipment to even
make that remotely possible. I could try by pissing on your head.”
A short, sharp reply, then, “Yeah, I thought so too.”

Sydney was very ladylike too, David
thought.

Her voice was low and urgent. “We’re in
Madrid. The chopper leaves in ten, unless I need a shit too. Then
we rendezvous with a ship out at sea. You tell me you had nothing
to do with this and I’ll expect you to save my men.”

“I didn’t, I swear it. I’m coming. I’ll
meet you in Morocco tomorrow night. Keep me informed.” He was
rushing to his bedroom as he spoke. He didn’t have a lot of
time.

“And just how the fuck do you expect me to
do that? Carrier pigeon? I’ll try and send out some smoke signals.
Dumb fuck.” He heard her take a deep breath and that, more than
anything, scared him. “Just make sure you keep your promise. If you
don’t, then I’m fucking coming back to castrate your fucking ass.”
The line went dead.

And Sydney had a way with words that made
one weep.

David had left immediately for the airport.
For whatever reason, he didn’t want to think about flying service.
He felt in his gut it wasn’t smart. He got the next flight to
Africa then rented a chopper to the nearest military base. That was
how he had ended up here in the middle of nowhere with a missing
man.

Halfway there he’d heard someone over the
radio saying that Captain Waite was missing and then presumed dead.
He didn’t believe the latter of the two messages. He knew that she
was alive. It was all David could do not to jump in the pilot’s
seat and fly himself. Now she was found and in bad shape.

“Colonel? She…she wants to speak to you.” The
man holding him back stepped away and David moved forward. He could
smell the blood about four or so feet from her. It wasn’t until
Shipley moved for him that David saw her.

“Christ,” he hissed.

Her short hair was red, bloodied red. David
could see a trickle of blood coming from her left ear. Her left eye
was swollen completely shut and a large cut ran the length of her
brow. It looked to be to the skull. Her nose was bent at an angle
and her cheek was opened wide. Her right eye was open, but he
doubted she could see much from it. It was filled with blood and it
seeped from the corner. Her mouth was moving, but David couldn’t
understand her yet. He knelt down to her. There was a medic working
on her chest.

The blood was pooling too fast for him to be
sure, but it looked like five bullet holes along her right side and
one more in her belly. The medic was working frantically to stop
the bleeding. Her left arm was broken; David could see her bone
sticking through her forearm. Looking down her body he could see
the destruction went to her legs, as both were broken it appeared.
He leaned closer still when she continued to whisper.

“Promised,” she said. “Keep promise.”

David felt tears burn his eyes. “You aren’t
going to die, damn it. I won’t have it. Buck up, captain, or I’ll
have your bars.” David could feel the tears fall. There was no way
she was going to live through this and they all knew it.

“Promise.”

Sydney coughed then and blood poured from her
mouth. David was suddenly shoved out of the way as the medic that
had come with them worked to save her.

David leaned back on his heels and did
something he’d not done since his wife passed away three years
before. He prayed. Prayed to God that Sydney Waite made it.

~~~

Cain was sitting in his office looking at the
file of his newest patient. All seven pounds, three ounces of her.
Mary Margaret Turner had been born at two-fifteen this morning and
everyone was doing fine. Cain couldn’t help but feel pride in what
he’d been able to do. Had he not been at the hospital when he had
both mother and daughter wouldn’t have made it. The car accident
they’d been in would have cut both their lives short. Cain leaned
back in his chair and closed his eyes.

When his phone rang on his desk he let it go.
He wasn’t officially here. He didn’t need to be at the office for
another hour and he was taking a short nap to keep him from falling
asleep while he did rounds. Besides, if his family needed him they
had his—

The cell in his pocket vibrated. He smiled.
Only his wife or his sisters were the only ones with this number.
He hoped it was Alyssa, his wife. He reached into his pocket and
answered without looking at the caller ID.

“Hello, sweetheart.”

The silence at the other end startled him.
Then he thought it was indeed one of his sisters or maybe his
brother-in-law. He grinned when he thought of Drew being called
“sweetheart.”

“Doctor Waite, Cain Waite?”

Cain sat up in his chair. Terror had his
heart pounding. No matter who was at the other end, this could not
be good news.

“Yes. Yes, this is Cain Waite. What’s
happened?” Silence again.

“My name is Patterson, Lieutenant Colonel
David Patterson. I’m…I know your sister, Captain Sy…Christ.”

Cain closed his eyes when he heard the man
sob.

Sydney was dead. He knew it as surely as
Patterson had already told him. He reached for his desk phone to
dial his wife. He didn’t know how he’d manage it with two phones
when someone knocked on his door. Standing, he opened it as the man
on the phone began speaking again.

“There’s been a…I’m not even sure what
happened. She’s hurt, your sister. She’s been beaten and shot and
they’re taking her to the closest M.A.S.H. unit now. Then from
there…fuck, I don’t know.”

Cain leaned against the door jamb and felt
his knees tremble. Not dead, not dead, kept running through
his head. He looked up at the nurse standing there and drew a
complete blank on her name.

“Call my wife. I need her. Tell her…tell her
to come here now. Tell her Sin’s been hurt.” Then Cain turned to
the phone. “Patterson…her boss, or whatever. She talked about you.
Said…she said that you…where is my sister?”

“They are taking her by my chopper out now.
We should land in…hang on.” Cain heard him speaking to someone
else. It was then that Cain could hear the whoop-whoop of
chopper blades. “She is going to be taken to Guelmim Military Air Base in Southern Morocco. From there…I don’t give
a good fuck what you think I can or can’t give him. See these
bars?” Raised voices then Patterson was back. “Sorry. From the base
we’re e-vac’ing her out ASAP to a hospital ship in the Atlantic.
I’m pulling in all the favors I can to get you to her, but I can’t
get you on the ship. Closest I can get you is…I’m sorry, Waite, the
closest I can get you is New York.”

There was quiet now. Almost
eerie quiet and Cain thought he’d lost the call. Then he head a
toilet flush then a door shut. He strained to hear something,
anything when Patterson came back, his voice full of emotion and
low now.

“Waite and I had a deal.
She gets hurt enough where…where she might die and I was to call
you. She wanted you to know. ‘No sugar coat,’ she said, ‘you tell
Cain like its gospel.’” Another sob, then, “It’s bad, Waite, I’m
not going to lie to you. It’s real bad. They don’t…she might not
make it to the M.A.S.H. much less to the ship. I’m doing…she’d been
shot. She…Christ, what they did to her.”

Cain dropped to the floor.
He simply couldn’t stand any longer. His desk phone was ringing and
he could only stare at it. Nothing was getting through. He knew
that Patterson was speaking still, but he couldn’t focus, couldn’t
seem to grasp what he was saying. When a nurse came to him she was
speaking, but he simply stared at her. Then he felt the room tilt
and he was out.


 


~Chapter 2~

 


Cain and Alyssa moved among the officers and
servicemen who were onboard the ship—hospital ship, actually.
Alyssa was looking for the person in charge and for Patterson. She
didn’t know whether to shoot him or hug him when she found him.

When she’d gotten to Cain’s office he’d been
cussing a blue streak. Some of the words he’d strung together still
made her smile. He could be quite inventive when the mood struck
him, she realized. But as soon as he’d seen her he’d pulled her
into his arms and held her to him. She started to tell him to let
her breathe, but the look on Marsha’s face had her stop. Something
had happened.

“They won’t…Sin’s been shot and beat up. I
was talking to her boss…some lieutenant or something—Patterson.
That was it. He said…we can only go to New York then I don’t know…I
need to…” Cain held her as he cried.

Forty minutes later she was on the phone to
someone that could help. Her father had made great contacts when
he’d been alive and she had been working on reestablishing them
since she’d been running Howard Corporation. When she’d told the
President what she needed the Waite family was on board a jet bound
for Washington. Then a short helicopter ride out to sea to the ship
that Sydney was being treated on. They had arrived an hour ago.

“Mrs. Howard? My name is Ensign Charles. I’m
to take you to the receiving room. The colonel is there along with
the commander of this vessel. They will meet you there.”

“Thank you, ensign. And it’s Waite, not
Howard. I’m married.” Cain took her hand as they followed the young
man down the long hallway.

The room they were shown to was lovely.
Alyssa didn’t think one would be able to tell it was a room on a
huge ship. There were several sitting areas and a long couch. There
was even a fireplace. After they were left alone Quinn and Drew
took one area and Cain paced. He’d been doing that a great deal
over the past several hours.

“What the hell is taking so long? I want to
see Sin, not sit around waiting for someone to get around to us.”
That was another thing he’d been doing, snapping at people.

“Cain, why don’t you just have—”

“I don’t want to sit down. I want to see Sin.
Now.”

Okay, she’d had enough. “You either sit your
ass down on that couch right now, buster, or I’ll put you there.
And the next time you use that tone with me I’ll snap your dick off
so quick you won’t know what happened.” Alyssa pointed to the
couch. “Sit!”

He sat, but he didn’t do it without some
grumbling. She didn’t care so long as he sat down. She needed to
take a breath too. When the door opened and three men walked in
Cain started to rise, but sat back down. She went to him and held
his hand.

“Doctor and Mrs. Waite? I’m Lieutenant
Colonel Patterson. This is the commander of this ship, Commander
Welsh, and Doctor Keller. Please have a seat.”

Cain stood up and watched Quinn walk to them.
She was seven months pregnant with triplets and Cain hadn’t wanted
her to come. Alyssa smiled when she thought of the temper Quinn had
and hoped she’d see it more. She and Quinn had gone through their
pregnancy together until Alyssa had given birth to hers and Cain’s
little boy, Connor, a few weeks ago. She looked over to where he
was sleeping in the carrier Cain had sat on the end of the
couch.

“This is another sister, Quinn Miller, and
her husband Andrew Miller. My sisters Grace Ann and Lilliane are
enroute and Jasmine is coming with them later.” Cain flushed. “I’m
sorry. I’m babbling. Please, tell us how Sin is.”

Doctor Keller cleared his throat. “She’s
alive, though I don’t have a clue why. By all rights…I’m sorry. I
tend to speak my mind. But that girl should have died in that
fucking jungle. Beg pardon, ladies.”

Alyssa smiled. “Don’t worry. Just speak your
mind. My husband is a doctor too. I think we’d all like to hear
what you have to say.” They all nodded. “Please, go on.”

“Captain Waite was shot seven times—five to
the chest, one lower abdomen, one to the right shoulder. The ones
to her chest missed her heart by a hair’s breadth, and I do mean it
was close. One centimeter to the right and she’d be dead. Probably
only thing that saved her were the field medics. Patterson here
said they were all over her when they found her. Those boys…they
don’t get enough credit for what they do over there.”

Alyssa held Cain’s hand tighter as the doctor
continued. “Like I said, she’d lost a good deal of her blood. Took
seven units to top off her tank, then we had some standing by just
in case. She won’t like it, but there you have it. Heard tell she
had one of them cards in her file that said nothing heroic.” He
laughed. “Guess if her men knew about it, they plum forgot about
it.”

Alyssa was sure that they hadn’t. She looked
over at Patterson and she knew he was aware of it too. Neither Cain
nor Quinn knew, though, she could tell. Both wore identical
expressions of disbelief.

“When can we see her?” Cain was squeezing her
hand tightly now and she was going to lose fingers if he didn’t let
go. “I think my husband and the rest of us need to be sure.”

Cain stood up and kissed her hand that he’d
been abusing. “I’d also like to see her medical chart and confer
with the surgeon. Is there a place my sister can rest? She
shouldn’t—”

A growl behind him stopped him and Alyssa
laughed. Oh yeah, this Quinn was going to be much more fun than the
pre-pregnant one.

~~~

Cain watched her breathing. In and out, in
and out. He knew that she really had no choice in the matter being
hooked up to a ventilator, but it still gave him comfort to see her
chest rise and fall like it did. He’d been watching her for over an
hour now and he still couldn’t bring himself to look beyond her
breathing. But he did glance down at the chart in his hands.

He couldn’t seem to make himself open it
either. It would solve a lot of his questions, but Sin was his baby
sister, the baby to them all, and to have her looking like this,
pale and wrapped up the way she was, it was nearly too much for
him. When the door to her room opened then closed, he didn’t even
turn to see who it was.

“I feel as if I know you.” David sat in one
of the chairs; the sound of the air going out of the cushion was
loud in the room. “She talked about her family all the time.”

“She told us that you were her friend and
that she wouldn’t have gotten this far without you saving her
bottom a few times.” Cain looked at his sister’s face. “I don’t
feel much like thanking you for that right now.”

He heard the man snort. “I don’t like me much
for it right now either. She’s a hell of a girl, but she has a
small problem with…let’s just say that I’ve noticed it seems to be
a trait in your family to speak your minds.”

Cain smiled, remembering his wife having a
word with Commander Welsh just about an hour ago. She’d torn a
strip of hide off the man Cain was sure he’d feel every time he sat
down. He loved Alyssa more every day.

“What do you mean you can’t do much more
for her? You will do everything in your power to make sure she
lives or I will find someone who will. I’m not going to have to go
above your head, am I?” Alyssa had been nursing Connor and looked
very Madonnalike sitting there.

“Yes, ma’am. No, ma’am. That is to
say…Captain Waite has a DNR. We can’t go beyond that for her. You
understand.” Welsh wiped the sweat from his brow and looked over at
Cain. He just shrugged. He would let her handle this. She was
better at it anyway.

“And that means what to me?” She lifted
the blanket and adjusted herself. Cain started to tell her what it
meant, but was cut off by Welsh.

“It means Do Not Resuscitate. We can’t do
anything heroic to—”

“I’m well aware of what DNR means, you
dolt. My husband is a top notch physician.” She stood now and so
did Welsh. “You will do everything in your power to save my sister
or, so help me, I will have you busted back down to a buck private
in three minutes. Do I make myself clear?”

“We don’t have buck pri… Yes, ma’am, I
will remove that from her file as soon as I get back to her room.
And I will make sure that she has the utmost best care that I
can…the Navy can give her.”

Commander Welsh looked as though he was
going to say something else, but left in a big hurry. Cain had no
doubt he had not only removed the offending sheet from her file,
but had made sure that every man and woman on that ship knew that
Sydney Waite was cared for as if she were the President.

“He crumbled very quickly, didn’t he? Do
you think it wise to have a man who would give up so easily in
charge of our fighting men and woman?” she asked as the door closed
behind the commander.

Cain pulled her into his arms, baby and all.
“I think he thought you were scarier than even the worst enemy. You
should think about advising the President on how to run his army.
Might be fun to watch.”

That had been two days ago. Now Cain was
sitting in the room with his sister who was hooked up to every
known piece of medical equipment known to man and then some.

“Cain, what if…she’s not going to be able to
come back to the service you know. There was too much…the damage
was too much. They won’t let her come back.”

Cain had figured that. He’d heard a few of
the others talking about her retirement. Cain wasn’t sure how Sin
would take it, but he knew it wouldn’t be pretty. He wasn’t going
to tell her either. That wasn’t his job. He glanced over at
David.

“Do you know what happened yet?”

David didn’t say anything for a few minutes.
“No, not really. We are looking into it with the utmost care.
Whatever the fuck that means. I have my own team of people looking
into it. Some of her own men, too, are helping me out.”

Neither man said anything for awhile longer
then David said he needed to find the commander. David said he was
expecting someone soon. Cain nodded.

It was time, he knew it. He opened the file
and immediately shut it again. It took him several more minutes to
reopen it and actually begin to read. After two hours he knew that
he would have nightmares about the file’s contents for the rest of
his life if not beyond. He sat back in his chair and cried. Then
found his wife and cried some more.


 


~Chapter 3~

 


Sin watched the men in front of her. Not one
of them had said a word since she’d told them what the doctor had
told her. Well…most of what the doctor had told her. The rest, it
was personal.

“But you’ll be back, right?” Harley Johnson
was a good man and she loved having him on her team, but there were
times, like now, that she wondered how he knew to breathe in and
out all the time.

“Do you have any brain cells at all in that
noggin of yours? She just said she was mustering out.” They knocked
him around good naturedly before Shipley whistled. Silence
reigned.

“No, Johnson, I’m…I’m finished. I’ve been too
long in the field anyway and they want someone younger to take
over.” Sin glanced at Shipley. Her sergeant was the only one who
knew the real truth.

Sydney Waite was being Honorably Discharged
with full pay and benefits. Hell, even the President had been by to
give her a Purple Heart and her Gold Star. She was also up for the
Congressional Medal of Honor. All thanks to the men before her.
Each and every one of them had put in a request to honor her. Even
David Patterson had sent in a less than cordial request.

She smiled when she thought about him telling
her. “It’s the least they can flipping do. Damned bureaucrats
sitting up there in that flipping office sending you to who knows
where to be shot up and then beat to heck and back. Why, if I had
an ounce of sense, I’d retire right this blessed moment.” David had
been worked up, but not enough to let go with some real cussing.
His late wife had asked him not to speak like he lived in a gutter
and Sin had only heard him let go of that tight hold once in all
the time she’d known him.

“Hopefully she’ll be prettier. Gotta tell ya,
Capt, you look like shit. I mean, for all that’s happened…well, you
was passable. Now? Not so much. You might have to settle down with
ugly old Barnes here now. I know he ain’t much, but he might’n be
all you can count on to take you. And we all know he ain’t
par-tick-u-lar.” She laughed just as Morgan had wanted her to.

But only a few of them, Shipley being one,
could see that it didn’t reach her eyes. The truth was, she wished
she’d died out there in that field all those months ago and only
now was wondering why she hadn’t.

Her men…well, the men bantered around for
another twenty minutes or so until the nurses ran them off. They’d
been getting progressively louder as they stood there. And while
she was used to their language she was sure that others were
not.

“You gonna be all right, Capt? I can still
take you back to Ohio with me. Can’t say there’s anything keeping
me here anymore.” Shipley sat backwards on the only chair in the
room and leaned against the back of it, his massive arms
crossed.

He’d told her yesterday that he was out too.
Roger Shipley said he couldn’t go back. Not now. He wouldn’t trust
them anyways and he, too, had taken the retirement just like she
had. The only difference was she was forced to and he wasn’t.

“Nah, I’ll be fine. I’m going to go and stay
with my brother and his wife for a little while before I move on.
He has this cabin thing he said I could stay in for as long as I
want. He and his wife have a kid about nine months old now. Might
not be too bad.”

Shipley snorted. He knew she didn’t know
squat about rug rats. He’d told her once she went from infant to
adult in a matter of hours. Said he’d never met anyone as young as
her that was as mature. She had never been sure if he was having
fun with her or not. She’d let it go without asking.

“They’ll have you changing diapers in a
heartbeat, Capt. I think I’d pay good money to see that, you with
poop on your clothes and up-chuck on your face.”

She smiled. Not going to happen. She knew
that Shipley was going to go and visit his family in Canada. He had
a kid or two up there. He’d been divorced for so long that he’d
told her once he couldn’t remember what they looked like. But he’d
give it a go. Then he was going to go home to his place in the
Bayou. He had a big house down there that he’d had built when he’d
gotten his second bonus a few years ago.

After a few minutes more he left. He’d wanted
something from her…she had no idea what, but she could tell. He’d
never been a very talkative man; none of them had been really,
especially when they were out in the field. But they’d been
together for the better part of ten years, fifty if you counted
service time the way it felt. But they had to move on from here. So
with a hearty handshake, he left.

Sin had joined the Army just before her
senior year in high school. She’d been sixteen when she’d signed
up. She hadn’t even had to forge her father’s signature. He’d been
more than willing to have her gone from the house sooner than
necessary. She’d not been able to afford college and, unlike her
brother Cain, her grades were never good enough for anything other
than community college anyway. She knew she couldn’t live at home
anymore so she had Roscoe sign her paperwork and, the day she’d
turned eighteen, she’d left on a bus to Texas without a backward
glance.

She loved the rigid rules and the tight way
things were done. It was organized with a defined set of
regulations that she followed to the letter. Well, most of the
time. She’d moved up the ranks quickly until she reached captain
and since she’d loved that so much, she’d stayed there.

Sin could fire her weapon and just about
anything else they’d put before her with superior skills. She’d
been excellent as an officer and she knew that in the past few
years she’d managed to not step on too many toes. She hoped.

Once out of boot camp she excelled in
military training, beating every other team out on drills. That was
where she’d met most of her team, during one of those first drills.
They’d made her the leader and had followed her all the way, making
them the most winning team in all the Army. She’d also met David
Patterson.

He’d been married then. His wife, Charlotte
Patterson, had been a quiet and reserved woman who would only need
to frown a bit to have either of them scrambling to do whatever it
took to make her smile. Sin had spent plenty of Friday nights at
their house, eating dinner and arguing over something stupid. Mrs.
Patterson had been more a mother to her than her own had ever been.
She missed the woman a great deal.

“Well, kid.” David had been her drill
sergeant then. “Looks like I’ve been assigned to make a man outta
you. What do you think about that?”

“I think my tits might get in the way, but
hey, who knows?” She could still remember the shocked look on his
face then the bright redness. She’d thought she’d gone too far, but
he proved to be just as lippy as she was.

“Might,” he said as he glanced down at her
large boobs. “But maybe we can get ‘em strapped down with some duct
tape. If that don’t fix it that just means we haven’t used
enough.”

Sin simply stared at him. She’d never heard
that expression before and wasn’t sure if he had meant to actually
do it. When he burst out laughing she joined him. That had earned
her two hundred push-ups and a week on KP duty. It didn’t curb her
tongue, but it did make her respect him more. And they became good
friends. And every time David got a promotion he took Sin right
along with him, kicking and screaming all the way. Up until the
last time.

When Charlotte was ill, Sin had just been
promoted to captain. David had decided to retire. They offered him
the position of lieutenant colonel and his wife told him to take
it. Sin
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