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Dedication

 


The Gender Wars
is dedicated to relations between the sexes and
romance, in spite of it all.

 



Chapter 1

 


 


Exhilarated from the day's
campaign, soldiers of the National Army of Women jumped from their
armored vehicles and began unloading gear. The prisoners were
removed to a guarded compound where, over the next couple of days,
they would be interrogated, evaluated, and, if found useful,
assigned to various work groups. As insurance, two of the synthoids
went along with the prisoners while the main force was led away to
be fed and watered.

Rave wasn't assigned to any of the cleanup
teams because she'd been on the strike force. She was glad of it.
Although they’d routed the enemy, it had been an ugly, running
firefight with a bit of nasty business at the end and all she
wanted at that moment was to wash off the grime. Off to one side
was the admin building. As Rave glanced up she saw a large woman
with blonde, close-cropped hair, step from the structure and pause
at the top of the steps – it was Colonel Reno. Rave could tell the
Colonel was pleased by the way she greeted the returning troops
with a smile and hearty congratulations. When she saw Rave, Reno
motioned for her.

As protocol dictated, Rave smartly snapped
up a hand in salute. Reno returned it casually, then extended a
hand.

Rave took it.

"Congratulations, Captain," Reno said,
pumping Rave's hand, "a good day's hunting, eh?"

"Yes ma'am. No casualties besides a few
nicks on two of the synthoids, but they'll be fine."

"Marvelous," replied the colonel, "splendid
work. Why don't you clean up, then join me at the O-Club? There are
a few things I'd like to discuss with you."

Rave stared at the Colonel without changing
expression. She'd rather stow her gear and collapse for a few
hours, but when Reno made a request, the wise course was to follow
it like a formal order.

"Sounds good," lied Rave, "I'll meet you
there in, say, an hour?"

"Outstanding."

Captain Tildon saluted her superior and
turned toward the officers' quarters. When she reached the
barracks, another truck rumbled up the road, passed through the
checkpoint, and stopped just shy of the sand-bagged admin building.
Prisoners stared from the rear of the vehicle, men with haggard
faces, lean from lack of food. They were guarded by a pair of
synthoids whose movements suggested they would prefer executing the
men rather than going to the trouble of transporting them to the
holding pen.

A sergeant climbed from the cab and
conferred with the Colonel. As Reno signed the appropriate
receiving papers, one of the prisoners, in a desperate bid for
escape, slipped from the rear of the truck, ducked under the grasp
of a seven-foot synthoid, and ran toward the gate.

Rave dropped her equipment bag and brought
her rifle to bear on the man. She needn't have bothered. He
stumbled and went to his knees. At once, half a dozen fems
surrounded him. From the look in his eyes, he knew it was over, and
then, suddenly, he shouted "Long live Free Men!" just before an
explosion blew his body apart and ripped through the group of
women. He’d somehow managed to keep a grenade hidden and now he’d
used it.

"Damn it!" shouted Colonel Reno. "Secure
that truck! Get some medics over there, now!"

Rave went to help, but there was little she
could do. Four of the female troopers lay dead while the remaining
two bled from lethal wounds. There wasn't enough left of the man to
worry about.

"Damn it!" repeated Reno. She pointed at the
truck bearing the prisoners. "Get the rest of those animals to the
holding compound! Now!"

The fem sergeant ran to the truck and jumped
into the cab. In a second, it rolled toward the prison
compound.

Muttering more profanities, the Colonel
strode toward the casualties. "There's no excuse for this! Six of
my troops down! Absolutely no excuse!"

When the medics arrived, a shaken Rave
turned away, leaving the bloody scene and the bellowing
Colonel.

Up to that point, it had been a good
day.

By the time Rave showered and changed into a
fresh uniform, she felt almost human again. A few hours' sleep
wouldn't hurt, either, but first she had to exchange social
amenities with the Colonel. After the incident in front of admin,
the Colonel wouldn't be in a good mood and Rave dreaded the
meeting.

When she entered the O-Club, she found Reno
sitting at a table, already half-snockered.

"There you are," said Reno. "Order yourself
something to eat and a stiff drink. The drink first. You look like
you need it."

Rave didn't need it, didn't want it, but
ordered one anyway.

"That business outside admin," started the
Colonel, "could have been avoided. It spoiled an otherwise fine
day." Reno shook her head, downed the last of her drink, and
ordered another.

"Still," she continued, "it doesn't alter
the fact that you and your people did an outstanding job. How many
dogs did you capture?"

Rave shrugged. "A dozen or so."

"Fifteen. Well, fourteen now. That's a good
count. High Command is pleased. You made us all look good. I
appreciate it and don't think it won't go unrewarded. I'm putting
you in for a commendation."

"You don't have to do that, ma'am."

"Of course, I don't, but you've earned it
and I want you to have it." Reno took off her thick glasses and
polished the lens with her handkerchief.

Rave took the opportunity to look around the
O-Club. Two officers danced slowly to the canned music. A handful
of others stood at the bar, waiting for drinks. The lights were
turned low and the butch fems sat in the darkened corners in pairs,
feeling one another up. It was a common sight, especially since the
only available men were either in the breeding house or sequestered
in the brothel. Rave at times thought about taking her desires
there, but unlike most of the other women, Rave couldn't imagine
herself making love to a stranger. These days, she couldn't imagine
making love to anyone. The war had taken too much from her. Maybe
she'd lost her capacity to love, she didn't know anymore.

The Colonel put her glasses back on and the
drinks arrived. Reno lifted her glass.

"A toast," she proposed, "to victory. Death
to the dogs."

Rave clinked her glass against the Colonel's
and took a sip as Reno drained hers.

The food came and Rave ate without tasting,
wishing she was asleep in her rack instead of sitting in the
military night-club keeping her boss company. Like most commanding
officers, Colonel Reno was too full of herself and too serious to
be a good companion. The conversation was one-sided, stilted, and
opinionated. Still, it was these qualities that made the woman a
good commander. She never admitted defeat and would press an
advantage until the enemy was destroyed. When it came to killing
men, the Colonel was a woman without conscience.

"There's something else I wanted to discuss
with you."

"Yes ma'am?"

I've decided to take you out of the field.
You're far too valuable a resource to risk in combat."

"Colonel," protested Rave, "I don't think
what I do can be described as combat. I coordinate the synthoids
into attack sequences from the mobile comm center and..."

"I am well aware of what you do, Captain,
and I must say, you do it extremely well. You certainly proved
yourself again today. Whether or not you want to call it combat
doesn't really matter. While it is true the synthoids do the dirty
work, you're the one who makes the decisions. You're the one who
orders the air strikes. You're the one who goes into the field and
coordinates the attacks. Make no mistake about it, Captain, you may
not be pulling a trigger, but at times, you're up to your
neck."

"Maybe so, ma'am, but the dog soldiers we're
up against are a scraggly lot. The men are beat, they just don't
know it yet."

"I agree. And that's all the more reason to
relieve you from the field. I'll give someone else a chance to make
a name for themselves. Hell, Captain, the war's as good as won. We
need good women like yourself as leaders for the new society. I
want you to begin accumulating as much political savvy as you can
in addition to your tactical know-how. That's why I've selected you
as my new aide."

Inwardly, Rave groaned.

"You don't look too pleased."

"Oh, I am, it's just that I'm
surprised."

"Well, you shouldn't be. What did you expect
to do after the war? You can't remain in the army forever."

"I guess I hadn't thought that far ahead.
The war, it's consumed my adult life, it's all I know..."

"It's time you started to think about your
future. This is a good opportunity, you'll see. It's up to us to
re-build society." The Colonel sighed. "It's a pity we can't do it
without men, but unfortunately, it takes two genders to maintain
variance in the genetic pool. The scientists tell me we've finally
collected enough samples to begin thinking about other
alternatives. In any case, we finally have the male population
under our control, or, at least, we will as soon as we smash the
last of the resistance."

Rave pushed the remains of her meal
away.

"What will happen to the males who survive?
I mean, will things go on as they have for the past six years?
Breeding camps, slave labor?"

"Until we can rehabilitate them, there's no
reason to believe we can even begin to re-integrate males into
society. The world has changed, my dear, but male thinking has
remained the same. They're dogs, controlled by their passions. This
war was a long time coming, but it's been necessary for the
evolution of the human species." Reno tilted her head and looked
carefully at the young captain. "You must be tired. Why don't you
call it a night? Unless, of course, you'd rather..."

"No," Rave said quickly, "you're right. It's
been a long day. I need to turn in." She stood and reached into her
fatigue pocket, searching for money to pay the tab, but the Colonel
waved her away.

"I've got it."

"Uh, thanks."

"Don't mention it. I'll see you in the
morning. Good night, Captain."

"Good night, ma'am." Rave turned and made
her way out of the bar. As was her habit before retiring, she
strolled around the camp, not so much for the exercise, but rather
for the time alone. It was her thinking time, the time of day she
used to unwind. This night, she had a lot to think about. Not just
the new assignment as Reno's aide de camp, but what the Colonel had
verified: the war was nearly over.

For the first time in its turbulent history,
North America was to be ruled solely by women. Men had squandered
their chance to lead society into the 21st century by perpetuating
the politics of fear and intimidation. Sure, a few had tried to
change things, but they had been assassinated and reviled by other
men, until at last, the growing population pushed mere street
violence into a perpetual chaotic state. All that was years before
Rave was born, but her feminist consciousness classes had taught
her that the root cause was the paternal mindset, the male frame of
reference that called for no less than the subordination of
anything female.

Rave walked across the parade grounds, past
the motor pool. She passed a few enlisted women, some hand in hand.
They all promptly saluted the Captain and continued on their way.
Rave took a left at the armory and walked toward the pens.

Unlike the others, she didn't avoid the
prison compound. She liked to be reminded that males weren't the
only gender who inflicted pain and suffering. It wasn't an
especially correct thought, but it was reality, a reality she hoped
one day to leave behind.

The smell from the prison drifted through
the air like a locker room nightmare. It was the odor of agony and
death. Behind the tall razor-wire and the electric fences were the
survivors of the so-called American Army of Free Men, the AAFM,
those who selfishly valued free will over order and preservation.
All the same, sometimes it was difficult not to feel sorry for
them. They lived like animals, fighting one another and remaining
alive in the futile hope they could someday escape back into the
mountains.

Quite a few would be judged to be beyond
help. Those would be put to death. The remainder would be used as
laborers and breeders and, after a lengthy indoctrination and
re-education process, a few would be permitted to live in open
society. Beyond those she'd briefly spoken to in the camp brothel
and the handful who served as workers, she'd never known a man.

In the years before the war, her mother had
divorced her father when Rave was still a baby. She often wondered
what he'd been like. Had he liked music, as she did? Had he been
interested in the arts and philosophy, in the things that a
sensitive mind was drawn to? Or had he been just another dog?

Rave didn't know, her mother had never
spoken of him except to say that he liked to laugh.

A coarse scream from beyond the prison walls
interrupted her ruminations -- one scream and nothing more. The
dogs fighting among themselves again, she grimly noted before
turning away.

She returned the way she'd come, arriving at
her quarters later than usual. In the privacy of her room, she
undressed and prepared for bed. Glancing at her nude image in the
mirror, she admitted she had a good figure, perhaps a little too
muscular, but shapely all the same. For some unknown reason, she
felt good about it, although when she climbed into her bunk, she
felt restless and uneasy, as if something was lacking in her life.
After a while, weariness overtook the young woman and she passed
into a fitful sleep.


Chapter 2

 


 


A column of armored vehicles
weaved up the mountain highway through an early morning mist,
avoiding potholes and shattered pavement created by mortars and
small arms explosions. As a result, the vehicles were forced to
slow down, making themselves more vulnerable to attack. The
commander of the force wasn't worried. They were in the waning days
of the war and the rebel forces, the dogs, were in such a weakened
state, the risk of an ambush was minimal. All the same, as they
approached a mountain bridge, they slowed further still and finally
stopped to inspect the assailable passage before they passed.
Finding nothing to alarm them, they started up again.

Two assault wagons, a command car, and a
tank led the column, followed by the trucks that carried the
synthoids. The wagons and the command car moved onto the bridge
without incident, but when the tank started across, an explosion
ripped the pavement directly behind, halting the rest of column.
The vehicles in front sped up, trying to get off the bridge. A
barrage of fire met them, including a small arms rocket fired at
the first assault wagon. The rocket tore through the vehicle's
grill and radiator before igniting the fuel tank. The blast lifted
the wagon fifteen feet into the air and turned it over before it
touched the pavement again. It landed in the center of the bridge,
effectively blocking any chance for escape.

Small arms fire rained from the facing
mountain cliffs, pelting the stopped cars and trucks, effectively
pinning those inside. Behind, the synthoids poured out of the
stalled trucks and, in the face of heavy fire, began to advance
across the bridge.

From his concealed perch, Crawford Hayes,
soldier in the American Army of Free Men, sighted along the muzzle
of his AR-15 until the crosshairs rested on the forehead of the
leading synthoid. He squeezed the trigger and his rifle barked
once, kicking against his shoulder. The creature's head exploded,
and the monster dropped to the pavement. Two more synthoids took
its place as the genetically manufactured troops rushed to the aid
of their human leaders.

Crawford glanced at the men at his left and
right. All maintained their positions, taking care to ensure each
shot counted. These days, the dwindling ammunition was more
valuable than gold.

The gunners in the lead tank spotted the
muzzle flashes made by Hayes' men and began to return fire. The
turret swiveled and the cannon aimed toward the cliffs. The first
shot hit low, blasting out a portion of rock, but missing the
handful of dog soldiers.

Crawford motioned to the man on his
immediate left and the soldier twisted the handle of the detonator
box, sending an electric charge to hidden explosives. Both ends of
the bridge erupted in fire and smoke. The resulting explosion
echoed deafeningly up the mountain canyon. When the smoke cleared,
to his disappointment, Crawford saw that the bridge, although
severely damaged, still stood. Although the lead tank was now out
of service and the bridge was temporarily cleared of synthoids, the
rest of the trapped vehicles remained untouched. A group of fems,
accompanied by two synthoids, abandoned the exposed command car and
ran in the only direction they could, toward the base of the cliff
ahead.

According to plan, the dog soldiers fell
back to their secondary positions. Crawford found himself with a
clear view of the handful of females who now huddled beneath the
cliff. He signaled to Corporal Jones. Jones nodded and took two men
down to encounter the pinned group.

Another tank rumbled into position and
brought its cannon to bear on the cliffs. Its first shot forced the
remaining men to fall back even further. More synthoids gathered at
the far end of the bridge, preparing to rush across to aid their
trapped leaders.

Crawford saw it all and reckoned it was time
to vanish. He passed the signal and his men began their retreat.
Corporal Jones and the two men were already gone. Crawford grabbed
Menendez.

"Come with me," Hayes said. The two
scrambled down the cliff as the rest of the men disappeared into
the mountainous terrain.

Hayes dropped onto the shoulder beside the
pavement, his view of the bridge obscured by a slight curve in the
road. Quickly, he and Menendez worked their way forward. He rounded
the curve and saw the body of a synthoid sprawled on the asphalt. A
few yards away, a fem lieutenant lay on her back, dead eyes staring
at the morning sky. Jones and his men crouched behind fallen
boulders and fired at the remainder of the stranded enemy.

Bleeding from wounds in its chest and
shoulder, a wounded synthoid stood in front of two female soldiers
valiantly protecting its masters. Jones and his men unleashed a
barrage and the creature staggered backwards, finally falling. One
of the two fems drew a pistol and pointed it at the advancing men.
She was dropped before she got off a shot. The remaining fem raised
her hands in surrender.

Crawford looked from the woman to the
bridge. As more synthoids worked their way across, he shouted at
Jones.

"Grab her and let's split."

Jones nodded and rushed forward with his
men. They grabbed the fem by the arms and, in vain, she struggled
as a storm of fists fell upon her. In seconds, she was dragged
away, and the area was evacuated.

As Sergeant Hayes led his men down a
little-used ravine, two attack choppers streaked overhead, flying
to the ambush location, too late to support the attacked
column.

Three hours later, with their prisoner in
tow, Crawford led his men into camp.

The woman caused a stir among the men, not
so much because of her rank, but for the more dominant fact of her
gender. As the troop marched into camp, the men got to their feet,
grinning and catcalling. It didn't matter that the prisoner wasn't
particularly attractive, she was, after all, a female. Seldom did
the men have a chance to get so close to a helpless, living
woman.

"Hey baby," one soldier called, "get your
make-up smeared?"

Another man stepped up and ripped the
Captains' insignia from her shoulders. "You won't be needing these
anymore."

Amid the whistling and leering faces, she
was pushed to the ground. Crawford turned away and walked to a
camouflaged cave entrance. His friend, Corporal Bender greeted
him.

"Got a prisoner, huh?"

"Yep. She's not talking, though."

"Tough little bitch, eh?"

"Aren't they all? McKinney inside?"

"Yeah. He's waiting for you."

The sergeant nodded and entered the cave.
Major McKinney sat at a battered folding table, looking at terrain
maps. He looked up as Hayes approached.

"How'd it go?"

"Not bad. No casualties on our side. We put
three vehicles out of commission. The bridge didn't go down, but
it's damaged enough to stop traffic for a while. Got a
prisoner."

"Oh?"

"Yes sir, a captain."

"Outstanding. We need information."

"She's going to be tough to crack, Major.
She's pretty pissed off."

"Well, that's tough. Better to be pissed off
than pissed on. She's lucky she's not dead. Where is she?"

"Outside with the men."

"Shit, Hayes, you left her out there,
unguarded?"

Crawford shrugged as the major got to his
feet. "Come on, let's bring her inside."

Together, they stepped from the cave. The
fem captain had been dragged into the shade and was now surrounded
by a group of soldiers. Through their legs, Crawford could see her
sprawled on the ground. Her uniform blouse was ripped down the
front and the skin of one of her small, exposed breasts flashed
white, which incited the men even more. Corporal Jones, holding her
by the ankles, positioned himself between the woman's legs and
pulled at her trousers.

Crawford stepped forward in an effort to go
to her aid. The major gripped him by the arm and pulled him back.
"Wait a minute," he said.

The fem's trousers were now down to her
knees and hands grabbed at her cotton panties. She struggled in
vain. One of the soldiers pulled her face toward his crotch and she
tried to bite him. He nimbly stepped backward and laughed. More
hands pulled the remains of her blouse away and felt her breasts,
pinching her nipples.

Jones' pants were now down to his knees, as
well. Displaying a full erection, he ripped the panties away and
placed his member against her vagina. At that moment, the major
stepped in.

"All right, that's enough. Jones, back
off."

The sadistic corporal gazed at his commander
with a crazed look in his eyes. He blinked, and with great effort,
backed away. Hands shaking, he pulled his pants up.

"Bring her inside," directed McKinney.

She was pulled to her feet, dragged inside
the cave, and tied to a chair. She sat gasping for breath and
glaring at the soldiers around her. The major looked her over.

"Enjoying yourself, Captain?"

"Fuck you," she replied.

"No, honey. My men almost fucked you though,
but I stopped them. I'd think you'd be a little more
appreciative."

The fem sniffed and looked away.

Corporal Jones laughed. Abruptly, his
laughter changed to coughing. McKinney looked at him.

"Get out of here, Jones. Go find something
to do."

"Sure, sir." Jones coughed again, leered at
the fem captain and left.

McKinney turned back to the woman. "Now, as
you've learned, this can be hard, or it can be easy. It's up to
you. We're going to ask you some questions. If you're cooperative,
I'll guarantee no harm comes to you. Otherwise," he looked at
Bender, who stood beside Hayes, "it may be difficult to control my
men. They haven't seen a woman in a long time. You can understand
how, uh, anxious, they've become."

"You're nothing but dogs," she spat,
"animals!"

Shrugging, the major didn't argue the point.
The woman sat before him, fully naked, hands and feet bound by
frayed rope. In the cool air of the cave, her nipples were fully
erect. Blood oozed from a cut on her cheek. These details were
ignored by McKinney. He held a water bottle to her lips, but she
turned her head away.

He set the plastic bottle aside. "Not
thirsty, huh?"

She glared at him.

"Well then," said the major, "let's get to
it. We know there's a synthoid manufacturing center somewhere
outside Colorado Springs. I'd like you to give me the exact
location."

"Forget it," she replied without
hesitation.

McKinney feigned surprise with his reply.
"Now Captain, you know how much trouble those things are to us. If
you don't tell us what we want to know, I'll just have to go out
and find someone who will."

"None of my girls will talk."

The major smiled. "Oh, eventually, all you
women sing like birds." McKinney leaned back in his chair and
noticed the gold band on the captain's left ring finger. "Married,
huh?"

"It's none of your business."

"I disagree, Captain. Everything about your
happiness is presently my business. I suppose you've got a big bull
dyke back in the barracks, or maybe a pleasant little blond fem to
share your secret thoughts with, as well as your more urgent
desires? I'll bet you miss her, don't you?"

"Shut up!"

"Do you have a picture of her? I'll bet you
do." The major turned to Crawford. "Hayes, go outside and check out
her rags. See if the captain has a picture of her husband." He
looked back to the woman. "Or is it wife? I'm an old-fashioned sort
of guy myself, these sexual identity things get confusing for
me."

"Yes sir," replied Crawford. He rose and
strode from the cave.

Outside the entrance, Jones and few others
loitered like vultures.

"Where's her clothes?"

In answer, Jones coughed once and pointed
with his chin to where the woman's ripped clothing still lay upon
the ground. Crawford walked over and went through the pockets. As
the major had suspected, a photograph of another woman was in the
captain's left breast pocket. Additionally, he found other papers
in the trousers. They looked to be standard NAW movement
orders.

Another small group of men walked into the
camp. Crawford spotted Master Sergeant Rodriquez in the lead and
waved. The large Mexican unslung his rifle, removed his pack, and
joined Crawford.

"Any luck?" asked Crawford.

"Nah. Plenty of choppers around, though. You
and your boys really must have stirred them up."

"We did all right. A prisoner's inside with
the major now."

"Yeah? Let's go take a look."

Together, the two men entered the cave.

The woman's chin rested on her chest. Blood
trickled from the corner of her mouth and nose. Back at his table,
the major nodded as Hayes set the photograph and the papers before
him. Rodriquez grasped the woman's hair and pulled her head back.
Her eyes rolled.

"Did she say anything?"

"Oh yeah," replied McKinney, "I don't know
why, but they always loosen up when you start talking about their
lovers. Tell Jones to take her out of here. Save the ammo though,
cut her throat instead."

"Yes sir," said Rodriquez.

Major McKinney looked at Hayes. "You don't
like this part much, do you, Sergeant?"

"To be honest, sir, no, I don't."

"I understand how you feel, Hayes. You're a
good soldier. Admittedly, some of the things we have to do are
unsavory. Unfortunately, we don't have the time nor the resources
to extract information with more civilized methods."

Looking away from the bruised face of the
woman, Crawford nodded.

Jones came in, coughing and smiling.

"Yes sir, you want to see me?"

"What is it with that cough, Corporal? You
getting sick?"

"Just a cold, sir. You want me to get rid of
the fem?"

"Yes. Afterwards, dump the body on the
highway where it'll be found. Don't do it close to the camp and
don't leave a blood trail."

Jones grinned. "Yes sir, you can count on
me, sir." Jones hoisted the unconscious woman onto his back,
fireman-style, and carried her out.

There was no doubt that the corporal and his
pals would rape the woman before killing her. Hayes tried not to
think about it

When Jones left, Hayes and Rodriquez sat
with the major and discussed the next mission -- the destruction of
the NAW synthoid manufacturing complex.


Chapter 3

 


 


The synthoids were first
created in genetics laboratories in the years prior to the outbreak
of the war. Their existence remained a secret for all of six months
before the inevitable rumors started and the remains of the free
press picked up the story. A year later, the stories finally broke
through into the major networks and, eventually, the government
admitted that, indeed, some experimentation into the creation of
new lifeforms was taking place.

The first creatures marched into public view
were cute, cuddly things, no larger than domesticated dogs and
cats. They astounded the public by displaying an intelligence and
self-discipline that rivaled human adolescents. Everybody wanted
one, but, of course, the cost of creating the animals was
astronomical and prohibited the sale of the creatures except to the
extremely wealthy.

Afterwards, a great debate arose over
whether or not it was moral to bring such things into existence.
They weren't natural, the religious moralists argued. Man was
meddling in affairs better left to God and nature. Some groups made
legal petitions against the labs and, in some states, even
succeeded in outlawing the things.

Spokespersons for the responsible companies
counter-argued that the synthoids could be useful in a variety of
ways, that the creatures could be used in the stead of humans
wherever dangerous work was involved, such as mining, high-rise
construction, even space exploration. Hardly anyone ever expected
to see them used as cops.

Their first appearance as police officers
was in Los Angeles, to quell the last in a long series of riots.
Shortly after, they were used against the gangs with such success
that officials in other cities began making inquiries as to how
they too could get synthoids to supplement their police forces.

The great moral debate still raged, but the
door had been opened and by then, there was no turning back.
Synthoid police and military units became common.

These creatures were very different from the
first furry balls of affection that were displayed on television
sets across the nation. The new animals were big, rivaling NBA
centers in height and exceeding them in weight. With genetically
tuned biology, they displayed superior senses of sight, hearing,
and smell. Their skin was thickened to a supple leather that
afforded protection against everything short of a high-caliber
bullet. They appeared as gentle giants, as tender with infants as
they were vicious with criminals. And, best of all, they were
completely loyal to their handlers, willing to lay down their lives
without question.

It was soon deemed that the creatures could
easily be misused, and tomes of government guidelines were written
and distributed describing their proper care and disposition. Thus,
the synthoids were put directly under the protection of the federal
government, which by that time had fully adopted what was called
the proto-socialist agenda.

That was about the time a lot of people,
mostly single men tired of the 73% tax rate, started dropping out
and taking to the hills.

Crawford was just a teen living
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