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My name is David – better known in the
nationwide resistance movement as Major David Perkins of Alpha Mike
One. We are a commando militia unit working out of Fort Polk,
Louisiana and part of the Texas Freedom Coalition to retake the
United States of America from the Chinese who have been given our
land as payment for unpaid debt.

“Alpha Mike One. Please respond. Alpha
Mike One. Please respond.”

I look at the message and hand it to
Sergeant Jessica “Jess” Robles, and my commo expert begins to tap
it out in Morse code, using a keyed device we found at an abandoned
train station in Yazoo City, Mississippi. Using a good car battery
we were able to power up the device and Jess assured me it was
operating, but we are evidently unable to receive a
transmission.

Today is four days since we began
transmitting and not a single sound has come in on the device.
Adjusting the band to various frequencies, or putting it on scan
gives the same result… Nada. “Nothing, Sir,” the diminutive
Hispanic force recon soldier states. She’s all business when she is
working.

“Jess, you don’t have to call me sir.
My God, how many times do I have to say that?” I speak in
frustration, and then realize she doesn’t deserve a response like
that. “Sorry. If you want to stick with strict protocol that’s okay
with me, it’s just not necessary.” I grab her and give her an
affectionate hug and a kiss on the forehead.

Jess Robles is one of the most silent
people I’ve ever met, speaking rarely, if at all. The paradox is
she speaks four languages and is our communications sergeant. She’s
Hispanic, twenty-two years old and is a tiny person of five feet
and only one hundred pounds sopping wet. She cut her teeth as a
marine corps force recon tracker and can follow a mouse through a
swamp. She is solid in battle and “has my back.” Although she is
above average looking, her lack of expression makes her almost
unnoticed around the better looking women we have on our team.
Jessica also harbors a secret she hasn’t shared, especially with
David Perkins.

She is in love with him. Over the last
two years they have worked together, she has shared her bed with
him many times, but to him it appears it has just been a welcomed
invite. To Jess, it is far more. His mild rebuke a moment ago, hurt
her to her soul, but she granted him immediate forgiveness. She
respects the man and his rank and her training is to blame for her
calling him sir.

Jess looks at me and in a rare moment
calls me by name, “David, I think there is no one out there…
sir.”

“What? You mean, like everyone is gone
or… dead?” The implication is there has been another contagion;
something I’ve feared since the Sickness swept around the world
three plus years ago. I was infected and crashed my Jeep in a
ravine not too far from our present location. Those of us, who for
some reason shook off the disease, might be considered the lucky
ones. Might. We survived, but in a very hostile environment. I
guess it is open for debate whether we are lucky or not.

The bottom line is our country’s
leaders handed our America over to the Chinese government with
every intention of retaining their positions of power, except under
Chinese direction. The Chinese, in a master strategic move then
decided the best way to occupy the United States was to remove the
human population.

However, the virus morphed out of
control and became aerosol killing a large segment of the world
population. Within four days, it spread throughout Asia, Europe,
Africa, and Australia killing millions and infecting everyone
before it morphed again and disappeared. Two years later, they
tried again, but the remaining population was resistant to the
disease. Three hundred million, nine hundred and fifty-eight
thousand Chinese citizens died in the first contagion.

Being Chinese, they simply began
working on another strain, confident they would get it
right.

After I witnessed our own military
killing civilians in an attempt to contain the virus, I went to
ground to survive. Over time I began to see Americans working with
both Russian and Chinese soldiers and connecting with other people
on the run, we started a form of self defense resistance. As my
skills developed, I became bolder and bolder still, rescuing other
fighters until I had a clan of militant freedom fighters – all
women and there is a reason for this.

The Chinese eliminated men, like we
kill ants and they allowed women of “useable age” to take on roles
as pack animals and servants, some trusted, some not. I learned
this from the women I rescued. All were branded, or tattooed on
their wrists to show the level of allegiance to the New Government
and dubbed “New Patriots”, by the new American government. Number
One’s and Two’s carry firearms and act as leader trainers. Three’s
and Four’s have much lower levels of trust and usually act as pack
animals. Some Three’s carry pistols, but most don’t.

The mainstream resistance, led by the
National Rifle Association’s temporary government knocked out every
chemical plant and refinery and with the disease killing so many
Chinese, everyone is forced to move supplies by foot, bicycle,
horse, or in the case of the Chinese, by the use of human pack
animals. Men were either shot, or sent to labor camps with a code
word of “North” stamped on their papers. Old people are usually
killed on the spot. Women and teenage girls are sent to camps to
retrain and most are raped repeatedly on their way to and at the
camps.

Boy children just disappear, along with
fighting age men and of course the elderly and infirm.

Airports, airplanes, jets, and
helicopters were especially targeted by the resistance fighters
across the country until the Chinese, without air power and fuel,
resigned themselves to patrolling much like soldiers of old. New
Patriot teams recruit other captured Americans and when on patrol
are accompanied by a Russian or Chinese Sergeants or
officers.

Five hundred days into the occupation,
the Chinese turned on their Russian friends, killing them almost to
extinction. Some survived and joined the resistance. Prior to that,
ruthless Russian commandos roamed the countryside killing and
raping almost unopposed.

The tropics were especially affected by
the Sickness, as it was labeled and Mexico was hit the hardest in
the Americas, losing ninety-eight percent of the population. Canada
however was mainly spared, losing only seventy percent of its
people.

Over the next three years our clan grew
and declined, as bad weather, sickness, abductions, accidents, and
even two suicides decimated our number. Our clan was eventually
named Alpha One and we were rescued after three years of wilderness
fighting and survival and carried by Blackhawk helicopter to the
sanctuary post, Fort Polk, Louisiana. My team was reformed and
renamed Alpha Mike One.

I met and married Michelle “Mike”
Mathis, an air force major and parajumper and she bore me a child,
which I have yet to see, as she was evacuated to San Antonio due to
complications. I spend almost all of my time devoted to the
resistance movement and although I love my wife, I am fully
committed to the war effort and my team of female
warriors.

I have terrible nightmares and
consequently, do not sleep or speak very often. People claim I am
the consummate leader and fighter, but I truly believe that is
considerably exaggerated.

We are ten days out on a massive
mission to disrupt a six-mile long convoy of Chinese trucks going
down SH 55 to New Orleans, through the once great state of
Mississippi. The mission was ultimately successful, but our
twenty-two teams of commandos took heavy losses and the majority of
survivors struck out west to return on foot to Fort Polk. One
special forces team went north, but my team, Alpha Mike One and
what remained of one sister team, Alpha Mike Two, plus one female
fighter stayed in my old hiding place outside of Yazoo City, opting
to remain in the fight as long as possible.

We have no idea; an even larger and
more deadly virus was unleashed to rid the country of freedom
fighters and like the initial Sickness, this terrifying contagion
rapidly got away from the Chinese, again leaping across the ocean.
The result was almost total annihilation of the human race and many
animals and birds.

Of the six billion eight hundred and
forty million souls, fewer than one billion nine hundred million,
survived the first sickness. The second release cut the world
population down to less than two hundred and fifty million and that
may be an exaggeration, as people are continuing to die. The United
States, along with every country on earth has plunged backwards
hundreds of years, but we do not fully understand this at this
time, being isolated in the hollows.

----

“Sir, there is nothing. We should have
heard something by now and I can almost assure you, this radio is
functioning.” Jess stares at me with her brown eyes. I watch tears
form in both of them and I pull her to me.

“Okay, doll. Let’s tell the others.” I
say and we both rise and head back across town, picking up our
perimeter guards along the way. Today is day seven since the big
highway fight and we haven’t seen a vehicle, a plane, helicopter,
or another human outside of our group. It’s downright scary. I
can’t say I’ve seen a bird either.

Seated around me outside the barn is my
large team, which if what Jess thinks is true, has just become my
clan and only family. There are thirteen of us, three men and ten
women. My second in command is captain Paloma Trevino, a Sioux
Indian. Then there is captain Ling Tang Li, a Chinese Brit from
British SAS. Ssgt Kim-Ly Tomlin is my Vietnamese/American tactician
and sergeant Jess Robles of marine force recon.

The last three members of Alpha Mike
One are Ssgt Georgia Watkins, army special forces and the lone
person who takes the drag, or tail gunner position when we hit the
trail. She is totally fearless. Then there is sgt. Claudia “Nookie”
Nugent, the niece of legendary rocker Ted Nugent, the leader of the
Michigan militia and former Motor City Madman, before he moved to
Texas. After the disease broke out, he worked his way home to take
charge of the resistance, dropping Nookie in Colorado. She came to
Texas, looking for the leader of Alpha Mike One, to join it, which
she did.

My newest member is sgt. Glenda
Broussard, from Sabine Pass, Texas and although she doesn’t reveal
it, army special forces. She’s introverted and a loner and no one
is really sure if they like her or not.

In Alpha Mike Two are captain Elaine
“Badass” Morrison, a homely black woman from Compton, California
who earned her nickname and chops in Alpha Mike One fighting
fearlessly beside me. Her face is not her best feature, but
her…well, suffice it to say, she isn’t called Badass strictly for
her fighting ability.

Her XO is first lt. Brent Cox, a former
marine and Dallas police officer. The only other survivor of her
team after the ambush is the blonde tsgt Madison Wadeninski. She is
a USAF forward observer and medic and also a veteran of Alpha Mike
One.

We had a special forces team for two
days after the ambush, but they asked to break off for Fort Polk
and I gave them the okay.

The only surviving members of Beta Team
Four are also with us and are captained by Kanisha Smith, a
fearless black woman. Kanisha was with me here in Yazoo City before
we were rescued and we were lovers for two and a half years. She is
now engaged to the large black man, first lt. Rufus Pike who also
survived the ambush and incidentally manned a .50 caliber machine
gun, killing over one hundred Chinese soldiers, saving our bacon
that horrible day.

Both team commanders are totally
faithful to me, so there is no conflict of leadership and after I
break the bad news to them of us being alone, we agree to fold Beta
Team Four into Alpha Mike Two for the time being and both Kanisha
and Rufus have no problem letting Badass call the shots. I bump
Brent Cox back from being XO and put the more experienced Kanisha
in as number two. She is a captain after all and he’s just an
LT.

“Is this going to be a problem, Brent?”
I ask the quiet marine officer.

“No sir. I won’t be a problem.” Brent
believes in the rank structure and David Perkins is the uncontested
boss.

“Good, because we have real problems to
worry about if what Jess says turns out to be true. We need to
mount a patrol and check out the traffic on I-55, ASAP. We’ve been
hiding out here for a week. Paloma, do it,” I say, indicating she
gets folks moving and I tell Jessica to follow me. We both don our
packs and rifles and I point at a distant hilltop and tell them we
will be back before sunset. “We’ll see if we can get a signal from
there.”

The climb to the top feels great on my
leg muscles and we top out at about four hundred feet, keeping low
and making sure we don’t skyline our bodies where we can be
spotted. We are both heavily laden and I sit down, remove my pack,
and shirt. I am soaking with sweat and Jess is too. In the heat,
none of us wear underwear and this is especially common in the
military in the tropics. Hell, here it feels like the
tropics.

We set up the SAT system and put it on
scan. She built an antenna and using a long wire, I set it up like
she instructs. “If someone is transmitting to that satellite
system, we will hear it.” Jess says and she’s opened up her BDU top
to cool off. One thing leads to another and we make love on top of
that hill and it is a release both of us are in dire need
of.

It’s such a wonderfully intimate
exchange; we do it again before the sun moves to the horizon,
signaling it is time to go down.

Kanisha and Rufus look up as we walk
back into camp and our faces tell the story. “Not a damned blip or
squelch.” I say, indicating no signal and each person just sits and
stares.

“Tomorrow morning, we will send out
four recon teams. Pack heavy. Plan to be gone a week.” I say and
take the first watch. I am not a big talker and my teams know I
think things out before I speak.

----

I take Ling, Jess, Nookie, Georgia, and
the new member Glenda with me. Paloma told me Glenda was a
biker/stripper, or what polite people call an exotic dancer, but I
can’t see it. She wears baggy BDU’s and does nothing to indicate
she has anything under it a man would desire. Almost any of my team
has more appeal than she does, but to each his own. All I know is
she is an unknown element and I would just soon not have her
along.

Jess is a serious tracker and
communications person, but since we have no commo, I want to use
her skills to our greatest advantage. Normally Paloma, our Indian
leads us, but she is taking her own team out. This morning I made
the rounds talking to everyone, but after losing Laline Vega at the
last skirmish, I do not want a single team member to leave without
me touching or talking to them, in fact, both. They all notice the
touch and it brings the mission to a new dangerous awareness,
especially when I make eye contact and tell them to, “be careful”.
It is this level of concern that endears my team to me – that and
the fact that I seem to be invincible. My five bullet and knife
scars lend credence to that fact.

The name David Perkins is known and
spoken around every camp of resistance fighters in the country, but
I do not know this and frankly, I don’t give a hoot. I know who I
am and I suffer through the nightmares I routinely have and the
dead people I led into combat who beg me to save them in my sleep.
I alone know about the absolute terror I experience every time I go
into combat. I also am the only one who knows I blank out when the
fighting starts, usually not remembering the details
afterward.

I don’t talk much. I rarely use
profanity or raise my voice. I am not much of a hand to hand
fighter either, receiving a vicious knife wound the last time I
faced an enemy combatant at arm’s length. People hint that I go
crazy in combat – I don’t know. My team mostly made up of alpha
females share the one thing they call their own, when the mood hits
them and that is their bed and I rarely decline their
offers.

Jessica, being a small woman moves like
a cat and even though she is carrying about fifty pounds on her
back, she keeps up a grueling pace. For such a small patrol,
Georgia only hangs back about fifty-sixty meters and often I can
see her and make eye contact. She never tires of being alone and
behind us that I can tell and it is possibly the most dangerous
place to be, even worse than point.

I have Glenda behind Nookie, with her
M249 light machine gun and she moves well, as always. Glenda
appears to be stronger than most men and I guess her height to be
about five-seven and a healthy one hundred and fifty-five pounds.
She is not particularly friendly towards me and I have no idea she
was raped repeatedly after being captured. At this point in her
life, she would rather die, than have a man’s filthy hands on her
again.

As we climb up an embankment, she slips
in the soft clay soil in front of me and I push her ass up the bank
with both hands without thinking. She literally claws the bank with
her feet to get away from me. I hear her curse under her breathe
and make up my mind right then and there to keep my hands to
myself.

I just screwed up; doing to her, what
any of my team would do or accept without a moment’s thought. I
don’t know her or her history and one danged thing is sure – she
did not welcome that at all.

Glenda Broussard is steaming. How dare
he touch her like that? She wonders if she screwed up staying
behind, but she felt leaving with the group for Fort Polk was
premature and stupid. It is too far and the provisions were simply
not enough. No, this was the right choice, but he had better not
try to touch her. She’s heard he screws every woman on his team any
time he feels like it and they are so enamored with him, they flop
over on their backs at his command. They’re like his personal
bitches and perpetually in heat. Well, she will slide a blade into
him if he pulls that shit on her.

We are six miles out when Jess suddenly
freezes in the trail in front of us. We instinctively lower
ourselves and carefully scan the heavy ravine off to our left,
following her eyes. Four deer are walking single file below us, not
more than forty feet away. I ease my silenced Glock pistol out and
taking very deliberate aim, I squeeze the trig-- “Blam!” A
thunderous rifle shot almost causes me to shit my pants.

We all jump at the loud noise and drop
to the ground. One deer in front of the one I was aiming at,
stumbles back to its feet and falls over kicking. The other three
vanish into thin air with hardly a noise. We listen as we hear
someone coming and I ease the pistol back into my holster and slide
the Mossberg 590 Special Edition nine-shot pump shotgun off my
shoulder and bring the muzzle around. At this range, the
triple-aught buckshot will rip through a human with devastating
results. My whole team tenses as we wait.

The first person we see is a huge
Russian soldier, but the second is my old teammate, Denise
“Buttons” Trahan and true to her habit, she is topless. The woman
warrior is just not comfortable in the woods with her BDU top on
and back on Post, she walks around with half her “buttons” undone,
thus her nickname. She is carrying her M249 light machine gun and
walks past the man and puts her foot on the deer’s head.

“Ist deat?” He asks her in accented
English.

“Yea, it’s deader’n hell, Leif. Good
shot.” The woman always carried a wicked blade, like Georgia and
Paloma and she whips it out to begin to field dress the
animal.

For over three years, my team has used
a very peculiar and distinctive whistling sound, that sort of
sounds like a bird of some kind, except no bird makes this sound.
The Chinese think it's a bird. I make the sound and Buttons jumps
to her feet with a look of disbelief and scans the side of the
ravine. She has a big grin on her face. The Russian is looking
around like he missed something, his rifle over his shoulder.
Buttons can’t be sure if her ears are playing tricks on her, or if
she really heard what she believes is her old team.

I make the whistle again and stand up.
“Mother fucker!” She exclaims and breaks out in a huge laugh.
Buttons is a woman with a trashy mouth and a great set of, well,
large and quite impressive mammaries and she is so happy to see us,
she cries out for me to, “get your scrawny ass down here, David!”
She also dips Copenhagen snuff, but is long out.

My team follows me down the ravine as
Buttons introduces Leif Rollov to us, formerly of the Russian army,
but now her teammate and fellow Ranger-Homesteader, a term the
Chinese gave the resistance fighters. If you are simply a
non-combatant on the loose, they call those people
Traveler-Runners.

Buttons grabs me by both sides of my
face and kisses me as passionately as is possible and everyone sees
she has graced me with plenty of her pink tongue. “My God, Boss!
You are a sight for sore fucking eyes! Do you know you all are the
first Americans I’ve seen since we were routed? Are there more of
you?” She asks and Leif starts humming a tune and begins to field
dress the deer, evidently hungry. He’s a very big guy with a
pleasant face.

I tell her our story and she is greatly
relieved and I notice Brent and Rufus are in open admiration of
Buttons pair of golden brown-tipped charms. She doesn’t give a damn
and tells me she lost her team, but believes Bonnie was captured. I
pull her off to the side and we talk in private and finally I ask
her if Leif can be trusted.

“Oh, he’s with me now honey and yes,
I’ve bedded him a couple times and guess what? He only has one
testicle!” She laughs. “He hates the Chinese more than we do. They
killed over four hundred Russian prisoners in the square in Little
Rock last year – his unit. He was injured and in the hospital and
escaped out a window. He caught a ride on a five-ton and came east,
thinking it was an isolated incident and when he learned otherwise,
he hid in the woods, about six miles east of here. I found him near
death and since I was alone, I nursed him back to health.” She
holds up her right breast and smiles. “He’s only been on his feet
two days.”

“Good to see you doll face, I say
putting my hand on her smooth face. “I’ve been very worried about
you. Now, let’s get this deer dressed and we will follow you to
your bivy.” As we stand, I run my hand up between her butt cheeks,
the way I used to do and she giggles. Buttons, for all her
seemingly undisciplined banter is actually a USAF parajumper and
medic. She’s extremely proficient with her machine gun or a knife
and is blonde, stands five seven and weighs a solid one hundred and
thirty-five pounds.

Most of that weight appears to be
settled squaring on her more than ample chest.

----

Buttons and Leif have been living in an
old horse barn two hundred meters behind a vacant farm house. There
is a road a hundred meters in front of it and Buttons tells us,
“There hasn’t been one vehicle down it in the six days we’ve been
here. Weird, huh?” Weird indeed. I tell Buttons and Leif, what Jess
suspects and she curses. Buttons remains top off, as besides Leif
and me the other women are used to it…except Glenda and Buttons
sizes her up and her attitude right quick.

Glenda finally comments. She points at
Buttons’ tats and then pulls up her own BDU top and shows her large
Harley Davidson motorcycle with a skeleton driving it tat. It
covers her entire back and in the process, I catch a side glimpse
of her surprisingly substantial breasts.

They are quite a bit larger than I
expected and are also covered in tattoos. Despite my quick glance,
I am once again caught looking by Glenda and she jerks her blouse
down sharply with a huff. Buttons sees this and laughs like a
donkey, making almost as much noise and adds a snorting noise on
the end. The tattoo on her back floods her memory of the woman in a
New York second.

“I imagine more men have seen your tits
than the rest of us put together, so why the act?” She says
pointedly to Glenda after following her off a few feet from the
group. Glenda looks at Buttons and arrogantly looks away, like she
is better than her, because she keeps herself covered.

Buttons speaks louder than she needs
to, so the others can hear her. “I know you. I saw you in Houston
at the Black Stallion Cabaret. You were called, what was
it?”

Glenda’s face goes stone white as
Buttons loudly continues. “It was…uh, what? Oh I got it! Heat
bitch!”

Glenda begins coughing and Buttons
won’t let up. “Yea, that was it. Heat bitch. You’re the Heat
BIIIITCH!”

She says it real slowly and catches the
attention of all of us except Georgia, who is on watch. A smile
spreads over the other women’s faces as Glenda is brought down to
earth and no one could do it with impunity like Buttons. I remain
withdrawn, not smiling or commenting. Even Leif is laughing and
Glenda stands ready to stomp off. Buttons in a deep growl commands
her to, “Sit down, Heat bitch!”

Buttons goes from being an “ah shucks”
easy going friendly person to a hardcore military officer in one
shortened second.

“Let’s get something straight right
fucking now. This is major Perkin’s outfit and you ain’t shee-it.
Now behave yourself, or I will personally beat the hell out of you.
If I don’t, every one of the women and men around him will. Got
it?” What Glenda failed to notice about Buttons’ tattoos is on her
left hip above her right butt cheek is “DP”, which she had her
artist add. She let David Perkins know that anytime he was ready to
“go monogamous”, she is the woman.

Even though she is with Leif, David
Perkins is and always will be her man of choice.

Glenda is mortified. Her whole world
just collapsed around her. The first chance she gets, she is going
it alone. However, a soft, “Ma’am,” is all she can
manage.

“You team with Nookie from this second
on. If she takes a piss, you squat next to her, now get the fuck
out of my sight, sergeant!”

Glenda has not been so insulted or
confused since the Sickness began and she moves away from captain
Trahan and walks fifteen feet and sits down next to Nookie, who
pats her on the knee and winks. This paradox blows her mind and now
she is afraid to talk. She watches, as Perkins gets up and walks
off in the direction of Georgia. He heard everything and the look
on his face showed nothing one way or the other. She feels
embarrassed, stupid, and totally alienated from the
group.

I sit down next to Georgia, who I
haven’t had an intimate moment with since before we left Fort Polk.
“Sleep with me tonight, Georgia.” I say and she laughs softly and
reminds me we both need a bath. I agree and understand.

“Okay, look. Tomorrow morning I want to
scout out about fifteen miles south. We are heading for
Jackson.”

“No kidding? That is a hellava hike,
David. Are you sure we can do it and get back in six
days?”

----

The city is almost deserted. I say
almost because we encounter about fifteen dogs or possibly coyotes
running away from us as we walk house to house in the suburbs of
Madison. We are three long days from the barn and we rummage
through houses for food, not seeing or hearing a car, plane, or
motorcycle. By evening, our stomachs full, we bathe in a city
fountain, which somehow is fresh and circulating. It’s a natural
spring come to find out and is potable according to a city sign. We
take full advantage of it and feel refreshed for the first time in
days. All of us strip down naked and cleanse ourselves, each of us
ignoring the person beside us as we keep nervous vigilance and we
wash our spare clothing also. Retreating three blocks, we dry them
in the warm night air.

Only Glenda shies away from stripping
and washing. I notice, as does Buttons and we trade
glances.

We set a loose guard, but there are
literally no people here on the outskirts of town and we roll out
our poncho liners under the library awnings, using the elevated
cement flower beds as cover from spying eyes. I note that Buttons
and Leif move off a respectable distance and other than her soft
laughter, I don’t see them again. Jess takes first watch, then
Nookie and Glenda, then Georgia, with Buttons and Leif pulling the
final. I get the rare night off and sleep without dreaming for the
first time in months.

God, it feels good to be
clean.

----

Senior sergeant Leif Rollov has been
living off the land for over a year, hunting wild game and roving
the countryside, killing Chinese and New Patriots. He’s not a
particularly intelligent man, but direct and friendly and I can see
why he and Buttons get along so well. He’s a follower and she’s a
natural leader. She has very large breasts and he is enamored by
her to the point that she orders him around like a child. He is a
good solid traditionally trained Russian soldier who has been
schooled to follow orders.

Captain Denise “Buttons” Trahan is a US
Air Force Pararescue/Paramedic who has been taught advanced
leadership and survival skills. She’s twenty-seven, while he is
thirty. She’s five seven and weighs one hundred and “none of your
damned business” of rawboned muscle. He’s six-three and weighs a
muscular two hundred and forty-five pounds and moves like a tiger.
He’s taken over the duty of carrying her M249, loads of ammo, and a
lot of her gear. However, Buttons now carries a pump shotgun like I
do and draped over her shoulder and between her humongous boobs is
a 100 shell bandoleer. She had to rig a strap between the ends to
keep from chafing her “glorious melons”, as she calls them. They
have become a fighting team in the last few weeks and where she
goes, he goes.

Leif is perfectly content here in the
wild with his woman and everyone likes him, except Glenda. Glenda
appears to hate all of us, or at the very least, dislikes being
with us.

“Leif has killed eighty-seven Chinese
soldiers and twelve New Patriots.” Buttons says casually and elbows
the large man playfully. Her naked breasts swing side to side and
the Russian’s eyes are drawn to them like he’s watching a pendulum
swing. He licks his lips and everyone laughs, except Glenda. She is
disgusted by the vulgar display of nakedness and lust, easily
dismissing her past life as an exotic dancer. She hates men and
hates women who pander to them. She will be damned if she will show
her body to a man again, even to bathe. On her face is a perpetual
scowl.

At the fountain last night, she refused
to disrobe and washed herself and her clothing the best she could
while dressed. She was very uncomfortable afterward and while
everyone slept, she stripped off the wet clothing and slept on her
back on the poncho liner, not seeing Nookie watching her with
veiled eyes.

Nookie has in the past enjoyed the
company of a woman or two, although she much prefers men and Glenda
has a surprisingly amazing figure she notes. Her torso, thighs and
upper arms are one solid string of brightly colored tattoos. Her
breasts are almost as big as Buttons, her waist is small, tummy
tight, and a good swell to her hips make her easily have the best
figure of the two teams. Her baggy uniform hides every bit of this
and Nookie finds herself curiously aroused by the woman’s seemingly
conservative approach to nudity, seeing how she apparently flaunted
it on stage for money.

What no one seems to understand is the
lifestyle Glenda had with the outlaw motorcycle club Bandidos was
due almost entirely to drugs and circumstances and not an option so
to speak. She exercised her first real decision, joining the army
and fighting her way to a respectable position. She doesn’t plan on
losing it to a bunch of amped up Amazons, ready to hump David
Perkins’ leg any time he’s in the mood.

She doesn’t want to admit it to
herself, but Perkins makes her very unsettled. It’s as if his lack
of interest in her makes her want to get his attention. He is
everything she hates about men. He’s strong and dark and very
masculine. She finally admits to herself that when he pushed her up
the bank, she got excited and that is why she got so angry. This
realization struck her hard.

“That’s a lot of fighting Leif. I’m
glad you are on our side.” I say, reaching across to formally shake
his hand. “Buttons, I am folding you into Alpha Mike Two, with
Leif. Badass is number one, Kanisha number two and you are number
three. Y’all know each other and I don’t expect a conflict. When we
get up to strength, we will separate commands.”

“I’m turning command of Alpha Mike One
over to Paloma, with Ling number two. Their team is enlisted heavy
and Elaine’s is officer heavy, but I don’t want to break up Team
One, as they understand each other. Team two is officers mostly,
except for Leif and you folks understand how to operate, so we will
leave it like that. I will run both teams, so do not include me in
the guard duties. I suspect I’ll be moving around all night
anyway.”

I say this and no one laughs, as it is
true. I probably get less sleep than any of them and they know it.
When I do sleep, my dreams are filled with screaming and dying
women I’ve loved and watched die. They see this too, as sometimes I
moan and jerk in my sleep. My compadres love me all the more for it
and are very protective of me.

“Let’s work toward Jackson. We will
meet here, or here.” I say once again, using a rock to draw out the
plan in the dirt. “Be on the lookout for anything we can use. If
indeed there has been another contagion, we may be in for a long
dry spell. Input?”

----

“How many do you think there are,
David?” Ling asks.

“Maybe five hundred, maybe more.” I
say, looking at the bodies on S. West Street running beside the
State Capitol building. For as far as we can see there are bodies
neatly arranged in the streets. The wind is at our back, coming out
of the east and it is a saving grace, as the bodies are in a state
of decomposition. The sight in nauseating. “It looks like some sort
of organizing took place here to remove the bodies…” I say as my
team watch in silence looking at the mix of dead Chinese soldiers,
men, women, and a few children, or very short adults. It is a scene
straight out of a hellish nightmare.

We back away and head southeast for the
coliseum. As we walk, there is a sudden banging noise ahead and we
dash for cover. Appearing down the street, maybe five blocks away,
is a large forklift pulling a float. The driver has a surgical mask
over his face and beside him, perched on the forks, are two Chinese
soldiers, sans firearms, also wearing masks. They drive slowly past
us and the float is stacked high in human bodies, a very dismal and
grisly sight. We watch them pass and fall back to a ransacked
Starbucks store which has the front door missing.

The place has been looted and there is
human waste in one corner. “The Chinese are cleaning up the city.”
Captain Ling Tang Li, my second in command says to no one in
particular. “How about I don a Chinese uniform and find out what is
going on?”

“That is a most excellent idea.” I say
and everyone agrees.

----

“You! What is going on here?” Ling
yells at the man on the ground, as she steps out from behind the
forklift. The uniform reeks of death and was recently worn by a
Chinese major officer. Ling slid into it and it appears she is
wounded.

“Comrade Major! You are injured! Are
you sick or wounded?” The old sergeant asks, but stands stiffly,
looking straight ahead with the others.

“I am wounded and was separated from my
section four days ago. I have been walking and need direction. What
has happened here?” She appears to be almost unreasonable and the
man jerks with every word.

“It is terrible Comrade Major. The
toxin… many of our people were infected. The word is our army is in
total disarray, as are the Resistance. Here in Jackson, there are
fewer than fifty of us left and we are stacking bodies to burn. We
want to burn our people before the awful pigs come
again.

“What of Fort Polk and the Texans?”
Ling demands, obviously angry over the incompetence of the Chinese
leadership.

“We do not know, but word is, it is no
longer inhabited. Everything west of here has been heavily
infected, with few survivors. The disease crossed the great ocean
and our supplies have stopped flowing.” The three men suddenly
begin to sob. “This has been a terrible mistake, Comrade Major. I
am so sorry to say this and I have every reason to be shot.” The
man drops to his knees and puts his head on the ground at her
feet.

“Stand. It is a terrible stupid
mistake. Our leaders are fools! Food. Where is food?” She says to
their amazement. The men get to their feet and bow deeply and she
is told there are twelve large caches of food and digging in his
shirt pocket, he hands her a printed sheet with directions. She
tells them to get back to work and after they tell her where the
main group of soldiers are, she heads off in that direction. The
men watch her, noting her odd accent and shrugging, they go back to
work. The pigs will come. They must hurry as the pigs are hungry
and will feast on the living as well as the dead.

Ling’s skin is crawling and she shucks
the rotting uniform, but the smell has permeated her own clothes.
She circles back around and eventually strips off all of her
clothes in the back of a Macy’s store, scrubs down with Purex hand
cleaner and redresses in clothing from the women’s section of a
sporting goods store next to it.

All in all, she is gone for four hours
and arrives via the way she left, her rifle in her hand. She looks
fantastically sexual in her new garb and everyone jokes about it.
Ling is a British Chinese SAS soldier and secret agent who
infiltrated the Chinese army early on until we captured her on a
raid and she revealed herself as part of the resistance. She is an
excellent tactician and paramedic. She’s a typically small Asian
woman and rather plain looking…until now or when she smiles. She
looks great! At five-three and a hundred and ten pounds, she
carries her share of the work without complaint and is a natural
leader.

Speaking of natural leaders, what gives
me the right to be called major and lead these elite warriors? Not
a danged thing in my opinion, but in the opinion of others,
everything. I was an E-4 senior airman in the US air force ten
years before the Sickness hit our country and a warehouseman at
that. My rank was the equivalent of an army corporal, the same rank
Adolf Hitler carried in World War I. I had never led anything, knew
nothing of war tactics, or survival. Those things I learned the
hard way – by living them in the harshest of environments. Along
the way, I learned to kill and out-fox the enemy, freeing prisoners
and with the help of my “clan” we chocked up the best record in the
Resistance and became the team everyone wanted to join. I became a
legend, even as the women I led were killed, captured, starved to
death, or committed suicide due to our harsh winters and all of
them under my so-called excellent leadership. Yeah,
right.

My weapons of choice are first, my
coveted twelve-gauge pump shotgun, the venerable Mossberg 590
Special Edition, which holds nine triple-aught buckshot shells and
I carry a bandoleer which holds a hundred lethal shells. Its damned
heavy, but I don’t even notice the weight anymore. I am always
searching for shot shells for this destructive weapon, including
today in Jackson, Mississippi and in the absence of the buckshot,
I’ll use any size I can find.

Next is my Glock .40 caliber pistol,
equipped with an army-made silencer. My team leaders and their XO’s
are similarly equipped, except theirs is the standard NATO 9mm
round. I found my .40 cal in Yazoo City almost four years ago and
trust its knockdown power more than the less powerful
9mm.

Last is our standard rifle of choice,
the tried and proven AK-47. We carry it because it will shoot
reliably under any circumstance or abuse and ammo is plentiful,
especially when taken from a downed enemy. This means at any given
time, along with my ten-inch Buck knife, I am carrying close to
twenty-two pounds of weapons. I can handle it. Since I first
stepped out of my Jeep four years ago and vomited from the effects
of the first contagion, I am sixty pounds lighter and have six
percent body fat. Not bad for a thirty-six year old man, especially
under these trying conditions

I was given a field commission by
General Walter “Lefty” Levinson at Fort Polk to captain and later
to major, so I could effectively take command of field operations.
Through a series of remarkable strokes of great luck and
happenstance, I have maintained a high level of success, including
the last operation involving twenty-two teams. My team only lost
one soldier and a good one too, First lt. Laline Vega. We never had
time to properly grieve her, but she is just one of many we’ve seen
die to the enemy, disease, or the climate. Two winters in a row, I
lost two-thirds of my clan to sickness and freezing temperatures
and I relive it in my nightmares nearly every time I lay down to
rest.

----

Ling shows us the printed paper
detailing the cache locations in Jackson, Mississippi and the
closest one is on the northwest side of town, close to where we
found the fountain. We have forty-eight miles to go to get back to
the shanty where the other teams will be assembling and Glenda has
had a lot of the spunk knocked out her, seeing all the death. I
notice it, as do the others. Nookie has her in tow and it is like
the good cop/bad cop with her and Buttons.

We find no guards at the cache
location, which is a gigantic Sysco warehouse which runs four city
blocks and has literally tons of food. We stand inside the air
conditioned building and realize it is cooled by a generator
located on the south side. It is the first electricity we have
experienced in almost two weeks. It is enough food to feed Fort
Polk for a year, if it still exists and I tell my team to eat
whatever they want, just leave no evidence of our
passing.

As bad as I want a cold beer, I pass,
drinking orange juice instead. The Russian drinks six tall cans of
beer and I see no noticeable difference in him. The place is just
too good to leave and we stay the night. I let my team rest,
setting up most of the night, watching the lone unlocked entrance.
At 0300 hours, Ling joins me and I fall asleep with my head on her
thigh as she takes over watch. It’s the best three dreamless hours
before I am roused by the smell of hot breakfast.

----

We cover twenty-two miles the first day
and bivy three hundred yards west of highway 49W, not seeing a
single vehicle or human all day. It is so desolate; we traveled on
the road, taking the most direct route back to Yazoo City. An
occasional abandoned car or truck off to the side of the road is
our only concern. On four occasions, the car held a decaying body,
as if the fleeing person died trying to get to a
hospital.

We set a loose guard and I permit small
cooking fires, as we are all craving a hot meal. Each of us is
laden with food stuffs from the Sysco warehouse and it is amazing
how diverse food can lift spirits. Even Glenda is laughing and
talking, but if Buttons or I speak, she is immediately silent.
Nookie’s attention to her is noticeably different and twice I see
one of the two touch each other. Good. If she can bond with Nookie,
I know everything will work itself out.

A half hour into our trek, we come
across the scene of another terrific battle, but not the one we
were involved in. This could only have been done by the group
returning to Fort Polk, as the decaying bodies seem to predate the
second contagion. There are shell casings everywhere and it’s
obvious a terrific fight took place here. Many Chinese soldiers and
their vehicles are on the road.

“Search the tree line.” I say quietly,
dropping my pack. I am going to look though their pockets for
Intel. Nookie, true to her nature has her hand in her pocket,
touching herself and this is why we call her “Nookie.” It is a
habit and she frequently has been observed fondling herself on
guard duty. No one knows why exactly, but I believe she was
sexually abused as a young woman. She had cut marks on her forearms
when she came to us, already a seasoned fighter and promised me she
was “over that”, meaning the arm cutting. Soon after, she covered
the marks with brilliant tattoos. I don’t care. She’s a hellava
soldier and I trust her implicitly.

Nookie jerks her head at Glenda and the
two of them drop off the shoulder and head down into the woods. A
few minutes later, she whistles us down. Of the forty some odd team
members who struck out for Fort Polk, probably only ten or so made
it out of this skirmish. It was a blood bath, as the line was raked
with .50 caliber bullets, killing these good people like they were
rookies. Some are mangled so badly, it is hard to tell if they are
men or women and Jess follows a blood trail two hundred meters in
and finds the body of the big marine officer leading the group and
two more females not much further.

All the bodies are swollen to the point
their clothing is all that is keeping them from bursting. The smell
is God awful and all of us pull our t-shirts up, except Buttons who
isn’t wearing one. The flies are so thick; we try to keep them from
landing on us.

“I think it was total annihilation
Sir.” She says quietly, as the two of us get back up on the road. I
counted thirty-three, but it looks like there are pieces of people
also.

I recall a head count of the returning
group was thirty-five people. Thirty-five highly trained commandos,
gone, just like that and it could have been us. My team joins us
and no one says what we all know. All of the group were killed;
every last one of them. On the road though is over ninety dead
Chinese, plus all the equipment.

“Where’s Leif?” I ask and Buttons
points and tells me he thinks one of the trucks will
run.

“Seriously?” I exclaim; looking with
doubt over the bullet-riddled vehicles.

“No fucking shit, boss.” Buttons says
in her cursing custom, not trying to be funny, but for some reason,
it is and amidst the killing field horror, we all begin to laugh
until we are crying. It is a most welcome release of
tension.

“Thanks, baby, we needed that.” I say
to my rawboned and bare-breasted warrior parajumper. Even Glenda is
laughing despite the fact that she tries not to and she watches the
major hug the near naked woman and lightly touch and cup her
bottom. She knows right then that they are more intimate than this
and again, despite herself, realizes it’s not such a bad thing to
care for someone that much.

“Varoom!” We hear a truck
stir into life about fifty meters north of us with a cloud of black
smoke from the exhaust and as one we take off running, guns, food
and all. Leif is leaning out of the driver’s door and waving his
arm. The steering wheel is on the right side and the truck is a
Chinese clone of a Mercedes Unimog U20 with a stake bed and canvas
top.

“How much petrol you got Leif?” I say,
stopping by the door.

“Look like tank almost full, boss.” He
says in his heavy, but understandable English, imitating Buttons’
name for me. He is smiling and I like him like a brother. “I have,
how you say, eight, yes, eight cans petrol in back. Take look what
else I find.”

“Holy cow!” I hear Georgia say
excitedly as I walk around the back. Well, that explains why they
were able to kill our people. The floor is lined with RPG grenades
and four like new launchers! What a haul for us and a tragedy for
our friends. Buttons and Ling join Leif in the front seat and the
rest of us hop in the back. Through the back window, we decide to
drive straight into Yazoo City, and unless we see the enemy, we
will be home tonight.

I don’t have a clue where Buttons found
the pink brassiere, but she tells Leif to stop the truck just
outside of town. There are two hours of light left and she gets out
and ties the bra in front of the radiator and then tells him to
drive. Our rendezvous point is the old church and we are at the end
of the six days. The last thing we need is to be ambushed by our
own team and that is exactly what was in the making when Paloma
called off the dogs of war.

She is in the bell tower of the church
with Kim-Ly watching the two roads with binoculars when they spot
the Chinese truck coming north at fifty miles per hour. There is no
way they could get down and clear the building before the truck
will enter the square and the alarm is sounded. Now, she is waving
them off, causing mild consternation, as everyone can hear the
diesel truck rapidly approaching.

Across the radiator is a woman’s pink
brassiere and there is not a Chinese soldier in the world who would
do that. It has to be a friendly. As the truck pulls into the
square, Buttons, bare-breasted as always is standing on the running
board and jumps out in plain view, her shotgun in one hand and
bottle of whiskey in the other. Paloma and the others stream out of
their hiding places and the party is on! Unbeknownst to me, Leif
had also recovered a case of Russian vanilla vodka and another of
Alberta Premium whiskey.

After hearing from Paloma that the
other teams saw no one in six days and the fact that only fifty
Chinese were in the large city of Jackson, we party and party hard.
It is only the second time in four years that we do not set a guard
and I don’t think anyone was up before 0900 hours the following
day. Every single one of us feels like five miles of bad road too.
Its 1400 hours before I stop feeling nauseated and I now remember
having sex with three different women, but for the life of me, I
can’t remember who the third one was.

I remember Paloma and Jess. “Wait.” I
say aloud. “There were four!” I now remember Badass, who ground me
into the dirt, with her fine bottom, but sometime during the early
hours, I was joined by a forth and…and… “Oh my God! It was the Heat
bitch! I fucked the Heat bitch!” I take a drink of water and retch.
“Too much drink last night…” I mutter.

I remember now and she was very
enthusiastic, especially concerning how drunk the two of us were.
It is still very foggy, but the tattoos confirm it and what a
body!

I shake my head and walk over to the
makeshift shower we built the second day we occupied the church. I
wash myself and noting Paloma had brought all of us a change of
clothes in our expected return, I don clean clothes and sit down
against the wall in a shadowy alcove, feeling exhausted. I have
every right to be. I bet I didn’t sleep more than twenty hours in
the last six days. I drift off again and awaken a few minutes later
when the sound of water enters my brain.

Not fifteen feet away from me is
twenty-three year old, ex-biker, ex-stripper Glenda Broussard,
completely naked, washing her tattooed body and by God, she has a
body sculpted by a master artist. Her curly brown hair falls down
to just below her toned and brightly colored shoulders and she is
soaping herself down. Her tummy is curved to perfection and even
her bottom and hips are colored red, yellow, blue, and green with
tattoos. She has a nice mound of fur at her juncture and she has
her eyes closed. The light streaming in onto her probably hurts
them. I watch her rinse herself off and would leave if she wouldn’t
notice, but the truth of the matter is, I don’t want to
leave.

I can truthfully say I have never
witnessed a scene as erotic as this one in my entire life and poor
Bonnie Razo, who was part of Paloma’s team did not have a body as
good as Glenda, and Bonnie had a world class figure. Glenda dresses
from the same stack of clothing I did and ties her boots, staring
down at the floor and then stands and yawns, stretching the
material tight across her chest, and grabbing her rifle, she walks
out none the wiser of my voyeurism.

----

Thirty-six year old former marine
sergeant and Dallas police officer, now first lieutenant Brent Cox
can’t remember ever having sex with three women in one night…ever.
The drinking and celebrating being alive and the knowledge that
very few people survived the contagion turned into a bit more than
he expected. Somewhere around 9pm, he finally got into Georgia
Watkins tight-fitting BDU pants and “Oh my god!” she flat rode him
like he was a rodeo bull. She even kissed him on the mouth and told
him before she left to, “Don’t get too used to it big fella,” Like
it was a onetime thing. He didn’t care.

Returning to the party, it wasn’t all
that long and he noticed Ling was giving him signals – sexual
signals and he is definitely interested. When she leaves for a “pee
break”, he follows and she is more than receptive. Unlike Georgia,
she indicates this won’t be the last time.

Imagine his surprise around 0230 hours
when he is visited on his poncho liner by a third female and she
had never given him, or anyone else that he knew of the time of day
when it comes to intimacy; and her body? Son of a bitch! Maybe it’s
the times, or maybe it is because he hasn’t had a woman lately, but
he is in love! She held him against her and urged him on and on and
on until he grunted out loudly.

Afterward, she laid in his arms until
just before daylight and kissing him long and slow, told him she
would like them to think about a long term relationship together.
Yes, Madison Wadeninski is the finest lay he has ever had. At
lunch, when the full clan is finally up and eating or some of them
are eating, he can’t keep his eyes off her and he notes that the
Heat Bitch keeps staring at him. He has a headache and forget her.
After last night and the three willing women, he is not in the mood
for her goofball man-hating games.

Glenda doesn’t understand why Brent Cox
is ignoring her. Last night he was more than willing to partake of
her body and since she joined the army, she has only shared herself
with three men. He is an asshole, but one who is very good in bed.
My God, last night he made love to her and she loved it. His hands
were all over her and she gave into his expertise and had the most
wonderful release of her life. It wasn’t just sex, it was much more
and now he acts like I am bothering him?

She looks at him again and everyone
feels queasy from too much alcohol, except Leif Rollov. He’s
humming and eating very gamey canned tuna fish. The smell makes her
gag and she gets up and stomps out.

“What’s her problem?” Brent says,
looking around totally without a clue.

Buttons, who knows there was a lot of
hanky panky going on last night is also unaware of the slip-up and
in her normal ribald way, announces the solution. “That woman needs
some serious fucking.” This causes a round of soft hand-clapping
and giggles, especially from those who got laid last night. Leif
made sure Buttons got hers… four times and this morning she had
trouble walking without limping.

I alone read the look on Glenda’s face
correctly. “She thought she was in bed by Brent Cox! Wow!” I laugh
to myself, but my face reveals nothing and we sit in blessed
silence and eat. “Anyone want water?” I ask and no one even looks
up. I grab my shotgun and bandoleer and step outside into the sun.
It feels great and I see Glenda about fifty yards away, walking
toward the woods. She doesn’t have her rifle and I go back inside
and snatch it up.

I tell my Indian warrior about Glenda
and Paloma shakes her head, realizing the woman is unarmed and
probably not herself and asks if she should do something. “No, but
the party’s over. Let’s get someone up in the bell tower.” My voice
is soft, but there is no mistaking I am issuing an
order.

“Roger that, boss.” Leif stands
abruptly and grabbing Buttons M249, heads up the stairs without
waiting to be asked. Buttons soon follows with two boxes of MRE’s.
After a hard night of sex with Leif, he will still be
hungry.

I walk back outside and take off at a
trot for the woods, which are east of the church and the direction
one would go if they were heading for Fort Polk. Fort Polk. She
wouldn’t be on her way to Fort Polk, would she? Holy crap. I know
this trail well and it is a lone beeline in that general direction.
Not more than ten minutes has passed since I turned back to get her
rifle and as I run, I am sweating vodka out of my pores, or maybe
it was the Canadian whiskey? The rifle, bandoleer of shells, and my
shotgun are my only extra weight, but I feel sluggish, like I am
carrying a full pack and each time my foot hits the ground, there
is a jarring noise inside my head.

Glenda is running away. Last night she
thought she had finally fit into the group. Now, tears streaming
down her face, she wishes she were dead. To finally open up and
give her body to a man and he shuns her the next day is one load
she cannot bear. Rejection has mocked her, her whole life and now
that the world has come to an end, she will simply disappear. On
and on she runs, covering four miles in less than thirty minutes,
before she stumbles and falls, twisting her ankle on a root and
hitting her head hard against the ground.

She’s stunned and lies still, trying to
force herself back onto her feet. Around her the deep grass seems
to come alive.

Two miles back, I stop and stare at the
ground. I wish Jess was here. She could track her, but I can’t be
sure which way she went, so I do what Jess taught me. I scout down
the trail looking for signs of passage. After a hundred yards and
ten minutes, I see nothing, so I return and check the other avenue.
This one goes up hill and sure enough, a broken grass stem
indicates a person passed through here in a hurry.

Glenda is evidently distraught and
running away. Foolish. Foolish of her and foolish of me. This
morning, I was so caught up in staring at her body; I didn’t even
bother to read her face. Now I see her again as my mind replays the
shower scene and I can clearly see her eyes closed. I thought it
was the alcohol, but now I can’t remember seeing her drink a single
drop. Damnit! I am the fool. When we made love, it was so dark, I
couldn’t even be sure who I was with and neither could she. It was
only when she began to leave did she speak and I was so drunk I put
someone else’s voice on it, never believing it would be Glenda. She
said, “Thank you.” The hall light gave me a glimpse of her naked
and tattooed body, but the drink took me and sated, I passed
out.

Glenda sits up and the hair on the nape
of her neck stands up, as if she were in an electrical field.
Walking toward her are six Chinese commandos in full camouflage and
they have her at muzzle point. The look on their faces is one she
has seen too often and she begins to cry.

Moving rapidly up the path, breathing
heavily and covered with sweat, I top out, stepping over a tree
root and run up on a group of Chinese soldiers huddled over
Glenda.

Afterward, Glenda described me to the
group as a “killing machine, firing the shotgun like it was fully
automatic.”

I don’t remember anything except the
last smoking shell flying out beside me. When I first appeared not
fifteen feet behind them, Glenda instinctively fell flat on her
back and above her the men literally blew apart. In slow motion her
brain recorded the large pellets exiting their bodies as they fell
away. She remembers one sound only and it was a long continuous
blast and then Perkins was standing over her. In one sweeping
motion, he slung the smoking shotgun and swept her into his
arms.

“There was one more thing. He was
laughing and laughing like a lunatic.” She says to the others,
searching their faces for recognition. One by one they nod
affirmation.

“Are you okay doll?” he asks her and
she is covered in blood spray and sobbing, more from shock than
fear.

“I hurt my ankle.” In a little girl
voice all she can say is, “I hurt my ankle” and then she continues
to sob.

I set her down carefully and standing
up, I check each soldier. Two are moaning, but close to death and
as I go through their pockets, first one, then the other takes
their final breath. I run down the trail and check. Seeing nothing,
I come back to Glenda and leaving her AK-47 just off the trail, as
we can come back for the weapons, I carefully lift her in my arms
and begin the five mile trek back to the church. She wasn’t going
to tell me about last night, but after a bit, for no logical
reason, she suddenly confesses about Brent.

She tells me everything, totally
submissive and my heart goes out to this Texas gal, who is still
very young and has had such a hard life. She is not a small woman
and we stop often, but I feel very protective of her, especially
after last night when I made love to her and this morning when she
showered.

“Brent is not the man for you Glenda.
Madison laid claim to him late last night.”

Glenda stops talking and looks at me.
“How could that be? I was with him last night.” In the last hour,
we have talked more, than the whole ten days we’ve known each
other.

“No you weren't…” I say to her and look
into her eyes.

“I, I was. I was with Brent. He made
love to me. It wasn’t just sex and I think I know the difference…
David. He made love to me.” Glenda stares into my eyes, and I set
her down and slowly touch her face, pushing her hair
away.

She refuses to see it, no matter how
many signals I give her, then she remembers Brent and the way he
and Madison kept looking at each other. She knows she did not sleep
with Rufus , or Leif, and… Suddenly she looks straight into my
eyes. “You?”

----

I meet Paloma and eight of the clan
coming up the trail and they are heavily armed, hearing the distant
shooting and they rush toward us. I set Glenda down carefully and
my tender attention to her and her willing causes them to trade
looks. I explain what happened, making every excuse for Glenda and
actually giving her credit for “finding the enemy” and send most of
the team ahead to gather weapons and Intel. Leif and Rufus make a
litter and carry Glenda back to the church while Paloma and I walk
slowly back.

I did not tell Glenda I watched her
shower. Maybe I will some day, but not today. Before the others
arrived, she draped her arm around my neck and laid her head on my
chest. I can’t explain what this did to me, but she grabbed my
heart when she did it.

The Heat Bitch and David spend the
night in his bed and Jess Robles cries herself to sleep, as she
faintly heard moaning in David’s room and secretly hates Glenda for
it.

By morning, it is obvious I am taking
extra-personal care of her, as I wrap her ankle while casually
drinking coffee. Jess, wounded by my inattention to her, suddenly
blurts out, asking her if it is okay if the team calls her “Heat
Bitch”.

I immediately object and Glenda stops
me. “If you prefer, Jess. It’s okay and by the way, it was never a
derogatory title.”

She says this with so much panache;
Jess throws her head back and laughs. “Touché’. Oh, by the way,
where do y’all think those soldiers came from?”

I love the way my Jess turns the
conversation and I nod at her in thanks. I know she has strong
feelings for me and I want her to know nothing has changed between
us. She reads this correctly in my expression and suddenly all her
nerve endings lay back down. So after today, a pattern develops
that becomes fairly obvious. Whenever we are going about our
business, Nookie and Heat Bitch, as she becomes affectionately
known work as a team and wherever I am, Jess is beside me, as my
tracker/runner/commo person. I want Glenda to learn from the much
more experienced Nookie and she doesn’t mind.

When I bed down for the night, Glenda
shares my pallet and that’s just the way it is. The same goes with
Brent and Madison. I separate them during the day though and make
it clear no one on the team comes before their significant other. I
am naturally very protective of everyone on my team, especially the
females and they know it, so they do not take offense when I don’t
“mother” over the men. The men are very much the man I am, except
maybe not so nurturing. I’ve earned my place of respect and my
nurturing the unlikeable Heat Bitch caused my stock to rise like
Exxon stock on Wall Street.

When David makes his rounds, Glenda
describes the ordeal and each person who listens, shivers, putting
themselves in that vulnerable position. “You were as good as dead,
sister.” Buttons comments and stands up and stretches. She is the
only one of the team with larger breasts than Glenda and she
doesn’t mind reminding her.

Everyone turns and looks at Glenda when
she softly adds, “David was laughing when he killed those men.
Laughing like he was having fun…”

Buttons shocks the group when she adds,
“The boss is dangerous as hell when he is in the killin’ mood, so
be sure he recognizes you.”

----

Jess wakes everyone in the church up
whooping like she won the lottery. At first I thought something was
wrong and sat up next to Glenda, waking her too. The night was
cool, signaling the end of summer and the last two weeks we’ve
slept naked next to each other. Last night we needed a sheet, so we
both stand up and pull on our uniforms. As I dress I admire her
perfectly sculpted and tattooed body and she smiles. “My God, you
are beautiful, Glen.” I say, meaning every word of it. Everyone has
commented on the change that has come over her and she is rapidly
becoming everyone’s favorite, including little Jess.

Before we are completely covered, there
is a fast knock on the door and I say, “Come”. Jess pops in and
excitedly tells me she made contact, albeit faint, from Fort Polk.
“Hell yes!” I hear Paloma exclaim from the church office, where
Jess has set up the command post, a joke until now. All of us
arrive within two minutes of each other, crowding around the door
while Jess tells me she transmitted on each of the forty-eight
frequencies when suddenly, the static cleared and it was a soldier
asking for the ID code, my team carries. Jess gave it to him in the
code we went out with, which normally would be enough, except the
soldier could not find that particular code book.

She explained that was the code and
gave him the date. He said to standby and then Jess plainly heard a
woman’s voice and then louder, the woman asked what the name of the
team was she was with. When Jess said it was Alpha Mike One, the
woman whooped and identified herself as captain Daphne Willoughby.
Before Jess could answer, there was a crackling sound and the
transmission failed.

“Now that is damned good news.” Paloma
says flatly and we all
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