
A Staff Sergeant Gracie Medicine Crow, United Federation Marine Corps, Short Story

BOLO MISSION

––––––––

[image: scifimarinesemblem3.jpg]

––––––––

Colonel Jonathan P. Brazee

USMC (Ret)

––––––––

Copyright © 2016 Jonathan Brazee

Semper Fi Press

A Semper Fi Press Book

Copyright © 2016 Jonathan Brazee

ASIN: B01MXWVKZ5

Printed in the United States of America

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the publisher except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, incidents, organizations, and dialogue in this novel are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Acknowledgements:

I want to thank Jim Sym for his extensive job in editing.  

Cover by Steven Novak


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Bolo Mission

Thanks for reading BOLO Mission.  I hope you enjoyed it.  As always, I welcome a review on wherever books are sold.  You can read Gracie’s novel, Sniper as well as another short, High Value Target.

“So here’s our jarhead,” the tall, slender man said, his long legs stretched from where he leaned back in his chair to the bottom bunk.

Gracie didn’t bother to respond directly but asked, “Where’s my rack?”

“Right here, madam,” the man said, his voice dripping sarcasm as he raised his feet a few centimeters before dropping them back.

Gracie rolled her eyes, but threw her seabag on the rack, just missing his feet.  She’d known this wasn’t going to be an easy mission.  Top Riopel had warned her about the SEALs.  They were the Federation’s premier derring-do unit, and they knew it.  And as a rule, they also didn’t like having to deal with Marines. 

Gracie had never worked with SEALs before, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to now.  But orders were orders, so she was going to do her best.  She only hoped they would be as diligent in following orders as well.  SEALs had a reputation for going off script whenever it struck their fancy.

Staff Sergeant Gracie Medicine Crow did not go off script.  As a Marine sniper, and probably the best sniper in the Federation, she was more methodical in her planning.  No detail was too small.  In her line of work, the slightest detail could mean the difference between a successful kill mission and being the victim of her opponent’s kill mission.

She stood over her rack for a moment, looking pointedly at the SEAL’s feet.  With an exhalation of air that didn’t quite form a word, the SEAL took them off her rack.  She sat down, her head leaning forward to clear the bottom of the rack just above hers.

“Staff Sergeant Gracie Medicine Crow.  I’m your sniper,” she said, looking at the five men in the cramped compartment.

“We don’t do ranks in the teams,” the SEAL whose feet had been parked on Gracie’s rack.  “I’m Dockery.  They call me “Dock.”  

“I’m Franz,” the man lying in the top rack across from Gracie said, leaning over to look down at her.  “Welcome to the team.”

“Kevin,” a short, broad-shouldered man said, getting up out of the bottom rack to hold out a hand.

The man had the look of a gym rat, and Gracie expected a bone-crushing grip, but his handshake was gentle.

“That there’s Wister, our fearless leader,” Dock said, pointing to the bunk just above Gracie’s.  

She craned her head around to look.  One of the most non-descript men she’d ever seen was racked out on his back, his mouth open, his breath almost, but not quite, a snore.

This is a SEAL team commander? Gracie wondered.  He looks like an Ancient Lit major at some liberal arts school, not a warrior. 

“And I’m Ali,” the fifth man said, his skin the darkest ebony Gracie had ever seen on a person.  

His shirt was off, and every muscle stood out in stark relief as if sculpted by a Renaissance master.  He reached up to one of the pipes that ran through the overhead and proceeded to commence a set of pull-ups.  From the lingering scent of sweat in the air, this wasn’t his first set.  In a normal Navy ship, the air systems whisked away even the slightest of smells.  The scow they were on wasn’t the most up-do-date, however, and Gracie was beginning to realize that the transit might not be the most comfortable one around, especially being cramped together with the five SEALs. 

“So, uh, Doc.  I take it you’re the corpsman for the team?” she asked.

“No, Franz is the doc.  I’m the explosives guy.  I make things go boom.  Like I told you, my name’s Dockery, so, therefore, Dock.”

Gracie knew that the SEALs were all multitasked, and their training and skills surpassed that of a normal Marine grunt, but calling this guy Dock seemed stupid when he wasn’t a corpsman.  It showed a lack of, well, military discipline.  And if anything, Gracie was a creature of discipline. 

“Any word yet to where we’re going?” she asked.

“Nope.  Not a word.  But since you’re gracing us with your presence, I’d have to think we’ve got ourselves an HVT out there somewhere.  Not that we need you.  Assassination’s well within our wheelhouse,” Dock said, before nonchalantly biting a piece of his pinkie fingernail off and spitting it to the deck.

Gracie started to correct the man, but she stopped.  He obviously didn’t want her with the team, and his condescending attitude reeked of arrogance.  She knew something he didn’t, and she wasn’t in a sharing mood.

For the last two days, Gracie had been snapping in with a Lieper Bullmaster.  The Bullmaster was a Confed weapon, a massive 13.4mm kinetic monster that threw out an 880-grain, armor-piercing shell.  Despite its size, or maybe because of it, the weapon’s range was less than that of a Federation Barrett.  No, this weapon was not used for soft targets.  Gracie doubted this was an HVT kill mission.

Ali dropped from his makeshift pull-up bar.  Gracie hadn’t been counting, but he’d probably done 50 reps, and he was barely breathing hard.  There was a noticeable reek of sweat as he finished.

Gracie didn’t even know the name of the ship, only that it had all the appearances of a small tramp steamer.  No one spotting it, or even scanning it, would see the small compartment deep in the ship’s bowels that housed the SEAL team.    

Gracie had run out of small talk, and none of the team seemed to want to carry on a conversation.  She settled back into her rack.  This didn’t look like it was going to be a pleasant mission, so she just had to buckle down and endure it.  She didn’t know what the mission was, she was on a team that didn’t want her with them, and the living conditions on the ship were in the pits, so she did what any good Marine would do under the circumstances:  she went to sleep.

***************
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Gracie grunted as she shoved and pulled on the mule tongue.  The stupid thing wouldn’t hook up to the battered container, and at 41 kilos, she didn’t have the mass to horse it around.  She wanted to call Ali, but that would sink her even further in the team’s opinion.

She gave the tongue four good kicks, and finally, the green light of a successful connection appeared.  A moment later, the mule started backing, pulling the container with it.  

If I wanted to be a stevedore, I’d have joined the merchant fleet.

At least she now knew where they were.  The mule was registered to the Pollux Port Authority.  Pollux was an independent world, a major trade hub between the Brotherhood and the Confederation.  Why the team was there was still a mystery to her, but given the planet’s economic reach, Gracie was getting the feeling that this might have to do with some economic mission—although why that would take a SEAL team and a Marine sniper still escaped her.

Of course, this could only be a waystop to another location, made to throw off anyone bothering to notice this particular tramp freighter plying the space lanes.  Gracie was a Marine, and while the Marines could and did use subterfuge as part of their strategy, what she was going through now was far beyond her field of knowledge.

Not that she needed much knowledge to play the part of a deck ape.  She took a moment to look around at her companions.  It was obvious to her that the five SEALs were not your run-of-the-mill merchanter deckhands.  The team leader might fit the bill, with his slouched posture and easy movements, but the other four simply screamed out danger, like a coiled snake ready to strike.  They may have on the same ratty purple overalls as she was wearing, they may be monitoring the offload of cargo like she was, but they carried themselves with a deadly grace that couldn’t be hidden.  Ali, in particular, might as well have a neon sign pointing at him with a flashing “DANGER:  NAVY SEAL.”

The men were killers, and she didn’t think anything could hide that.  The irony of her thoughts was not lost on her.  Gracie had 58 confirmed kills, the most of any active Federation sniper, and she thought of the SEALs as “killers?”  In her mind, though, she wasn’t really a hard-nosed killer, just as she wouldn’t consider a cannon cocker or a Navy gunners mate killers.  Their killing was done at nice clean distances.  These guys were the type to disembowel someone and strangle him with his own intestines while smiling in his face.  Maybe their killing was more honest, in a way, but she hadn’t come to grips with the moral ramifications of that, nor did she want to dwell on them.

She turned back to her mule.  On a higher-end freighter, the offload would have been done by the ship’s systems, taking an hour at the most with the station’s docking facilities the bottleneck.  On her ship, which she still didn’t even know the name, it was the brute manpower of the six of them, along with the ship’s captain, that moved the cargo.  It took almost six hours to complete the offload, and Gracie was aching and dead tired when it was completed.  She was in pretty good shape, and the mules did most of the heavy hauling, but this was a different kind of labor, one to which she was unused.  She almost looked forward to getting back to their tiny compartment and into the rack, but no such luck. 

“Good job, people,” the ship’s captain said.  “Go get cleaned up.  We’ll meet at the Gecko’s Perch down in K-town at 2000 local.

“We’re on,” Franz said quietly from beside her.

Gracie felt a familiar jolt of adrenaline.  She still didn’t know what their mission was, but just to know it would commence soon was enough to get her competitive juices flowing.

“Don’t take too long in the shower, Grace,” Dock said.  “The local worm-grubbers will fuck about anything, so no need to make up.”

Gracie felt her hackles
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