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Jay climbed the last few steps of crumbling concrete and paused at the yawning doorway leading out onto the roof.  Moonlight shone against the far wall, illuminating a cluster of black scorch-marks, yet another token of the conflict that had wracked the city for longer than he could remember.  He tried not to think about the dark stain on the floor beneath it, or the hand-prints on the wall.

He adjusted the long-barreled rifle hanging from his shoulder and peered around the door jamb, scanning the bare concrete deck of the parking garage.  It seemed like the pounding of his heart, the soft hiss of his breathing was loud enough to announce his location to every Invader in the city.

Not for the first time, he took a stained rag from his pocket and mopped the sweat from the dark skin of his forehead, and the voice of his Lieutenant echoed in his ears.  "Wait for the moment, then act without hesitation.  It is good to wait.  It is death to hesitate."

Jay slipped out the door and glanced around the corner at the portion of the deck not visible from the stairs.  His gaze found a dark shape huddled against the heavy parapet on the far side.  

Quickly and quietly, he unslung the rifle from his back, thumbed the control on the sight, and aimed it at the blob.  Through the scope, the figure glowed orange against the pale yellows and greens of the concrete.  He studied the shape carefully.  Invaders?  If so, he wouldn't have a better chance to destroy them.  He shifted his grip, bringing his finger down to the trigger.  How many were there, jumbled together in that blob?  He couldn't see it well enough to know.

The shape stretched and changed, putting out a slim, graceful extension near the top.  An arm, a hand. 

Jay watched.

The shape rotated, distorted, then stood, shaking out a thick mane of hair and binding it into a long ponytail.  Moonlight silhouetted a single figure that looked very human, very female.  He shut off the scope and returned the rifle to his back.  He crossed the space between them warily, his hand never straying far from the sidearm at his hip.

Ten meters was close enough.  "Who are you?"

She turned her head and smiled.  "My name's Sonrisa Bear.  You?"  She wore a gray teeshirt and urban camouflage pants with lots of pockets.  

"Jay.  You're not supposed to be here.  The women were evacuated."

She shrugged.  "Didn't want to go."

"This is my post.  My post. You can't stay here."

"Why not?"

"It's the rule.  Alone is good.  Two together only if we must.  Three is death."

"So?  We're just two."

"Yeah.  And that means that as long as you're here, the lieutenant can't come by with orders or supplies."

"You just got here.  Can't I hang around, just a little while?"  Her pose, in profile, showed off the curves of her figure.  She smiled.

"Fine.  Whatever.  Just don't get in the way.  And you gotta go by sunrise."

She bent down to a large rucksack leaning against the half-wall and rummaged around.  "Hungry?" she said.  "I found some food."  She pulled out a small canned ham.

"Just be quiet, okay?"  Jay moved to his spot, a few meters from Sonrisa's little camp, where a stack of old blankets lay beside a wide crack running through the safety wall.  Running the rifle out through the crack, he lay down on the blankets and took up his position.  He thumbed the switch on his sight.

The display came to life, showing him the long avenue below stretching out all the way to the river.  The hulks of cars, stripped and burned out, littered the pavement.  Nothing moved.  This was his zone, his area to control.  It wasn't only his; he knew there were others like him, perched in windows and rooftops throughout this part of the city.  When the Invaders appeared, he heard their rifles, saw the bright blue flashes of the proton rounds streaking down towards the street.

And he knew that he was, himself, in someone else's zone.  Someone else was watching him at this moment, watching him and Sonrisa, waiting for a third person to arrive, and if that happened, the rifles would speak.  There were no exceptions.

An aluminum plate appeared at his elbow, the kind that came with cheap civilian mess kits.  It looked new, or at least freshly looted.  Thick chunks of meat lay piled in the center.  He picked one out and shoved it into his mouth.

Sonrisa sat down next to him, leaning against the wall.  "Thanks for not shooting me," she said.  She wasn't whispering but her voice was quiet.

"You were alone.  Alone is good."  He zoomed his scope on a dog, took aim at its emaciated torso.  Dogs used to run in packs.  There weren't any others near this one, though.  He zoomed out and continued scanning the street.

"Where you from?"

He glanced up at her briefly, and shook his head.  "Don't know.  Can't remember anything past a few months ago."

"Nothing?"

"Woke up in a subway car the Lieutenant used for a field hospital.  I'd gotten wounded real bad by the Invaders.  Couldn't remember anything.  At least, not consciously.  But I knew how to use a rifle, and when he tested me out on some practice targets he decided I must have been a sniper before I got hit.  So he gave me this, and told me where my post was.  Told me the rules."

"Must be pretty boring."

"Gotta be done."

She plucked another piece of meat from the plate.  "Pretty lonely."

"I got nobody to miss."  One piece at a time, they finished off the pile of meat.  There was a rustling sound, and he caught a strange smell.  The scent wasn't unpleasant by itself, but it was familiar in the unsettling way that meant the memory came from before.  He looked up at Sonrisa again.  She had a  scrap of white in her fingers that she rubbed against her hands and arms.  He went back to his work.

He stopped, focusing on a broken-out second story window.  Something was wrong.  Jay knew every rock, every scrap of garbage, every patch of pavement in his zone.  He knew every door and window.  Something was out of place.

Sonrisa started to speak.  He shushed her.  Someone was inside the building, moving around.  There was a faint glow there, a stray bit of heat coming through the window.  He twisted a knob and changed the sensitivity of the scope.  Instead of seeing the broken panes of glass of the window itself, he focused on the room beyond.  Someone was moving around there.  He could see shapes drifting around; confusing, hypnotic shapes.

He felt the warmth of Sonrisa's face near his. "Intruders?" she asked, in a whisper full of barely contained excitement.

He pushed her away and glared at her.  "I'm trying to do my job here. You're in my way."

"Pfft."  She scooped up her pack and slung it over her shoulders.  "Whatever made me think one of you guys would be fun?"  With a shake of her head, she turned and walked toward the stairs.

Jay turned back to his rifle, and lost himself in the endless surveillance of his zone.  

* * * * *
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"Anything to report?"

"Yes, sir.  When I got here, there was a woman waiting.  Said her name was Sonrisa.  She hung around for a while, tried to start a conversation.  I told her she had to go."

"Good work, soldier.  You did the right thing.  Anything else?"

"Yes, sir. I think there's Invaders in that building, sir.  Second floor, northernmost window."

"Yeah, I've had similar reports from other stations.  Keep an eye on it, and if you get a confirmed sighting, follow standard procedure. Stay on station until oh-six-hundred.  Then you can move to your rest station.  Be back again by fourteen hundred.  If the woman comes back, escort her to the Farragut station.  There will be an automated car there.  It will activate with your palmprint, and bring both of you to a rear area where you can drop her off."

"And if she won't come along?"

"Convince her, if you can.  It's not a high priority, though. If she won't go, don't force her."

* * * * *
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Light and music leaked out from under the heavy steel door at the end of the hall.  Jay cursed.  Someone had found his little rest station, and he had a strong suspicion who it was.  He pulled out his pistol and crept forward, quiet as a rat.  Just in case.

The door clattered noisily as Jay yanked it open by a half-meter or so.  He dropped and rolled through the gap, bringing his weapon to bear on the figure that lay in the far corner of the room, behind a low wall of stacked cinderblocks.

Sonrisa smiled, completely unsurprised by his sudden entrance.  "Oh, hi Jay.  Nice place you got here."  She sat on his scavenged mattress with her back to the wall, one knee pulled up, flipping through a colorful magazine.  More lay scattered around her, their pages spread as wide as the legs of the women on their pages.

She had changed her shirt.  Instead of the tight gray tee shirt, she wore a loose tank-top with thin shoulder straps.  In the light the bare bulb hanging from the ceiling, he could see a thick spray of freckles across the sun-pinked skin of her cheeks and shoulders, and sparkling blue eyes peeking out from the curly red hair framing her face.

He scowled, swallowing the first six things he thought of to say.  He holstered his weapon.

She flipped another page.  "Now this one's got really big boobs.  I think she's got the biggest ones in your collection, don't you?"  Sonrisa turned the magazine so he could see.  The woman's breasts spilled over spread fingers as she offered her flesh to the viewer.

"No.  I, um.  That one's over here."  Jay set his rifle in the corner and stepped over to the little power unit humming in the corner and picked up a blue three-ring binder.

"Ooh, are those your favorites?"  She tossed the magazine aside and jumped up to grab the binder.  He let her take it.  Placing it on top of the cinderblocks, she turned the pages one by one, ooh-ing and ah-ing over the pages, each one carefully razored from its binding and sealed in a plastic sheet protector.  

From where he stood, he could see down the front of her top.  The bare bulb hanging from the ceiling put her chest in deep shadow, but he could see the round shapes of her breasts.  He stared, not knowing what else to do.

"This one," she said, pointing to one of the last pages in the book.  "This one has the biggest boobies in your collection."  She looked up, caught him staring, and smiled.  "Right?"

"Yeah," he said.  "That's the one."  The breasts in the picture were immense, an overflowing armload of flesh, full and round with thick brown nipples.

"Kind of puts mine to shame, huh?"  She stood up straight and pushed her chest out against the thin material of her shirt.

Jay swallowed.  "Let's compare," he said, with husky tremble coming to his voice.  He ran his fingers over the page, leaving a faint trail of fog from his sweaty hands.  Then, tentatively, he shifted to caress her offered breast, her hard nipple pressing into his palm.  "This is much better."

"You catch on quick," she said, and clutched his hands to her chest, closing her eyes for a moment.  "Why the change of attitude?"

"I'm not on duty anymore."  He squeezed her breasts, watching the way they moved under his palms, feeling the pliant flesh between his fingers.  Her head tilted back, and he bent down to kiss her parted lips.  Slowly, as if any wrong move would scare her away
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