Who’s On Duty?

Leaning against an old, wooden shack, Elias Taylor slid down to the ground and sat on soggy grass. He put a stogie into his mouth and drew a few hits in reflectively. Hardly believing how far his life had taken him, or the unseen path that caused him to lose it all again foreshadowed his thoughts. And the only thing that seemed to ease his mind was getting a little high right now. He reached into is tight 501 Blue Jeans and pulled out a thirty-eight special. It was not the sort of weapon handy for warding off any unwanted Visitors. But it was enough to give a small wild animal a scare. He hated being out here alone on nights like these.

“Elias…” came a low whisper from in the dark.

Elias Taylor was certain he felt his heart leap into the back of his throat as the sound off footsteps crunching in the wet thicket grew loader.

“Who’s there?” Elias snapped anxiously.

“Relax, its me,” muttered Mike Donovan, breathing in the cool night air. The scent of skunk weed invaded his nostrils and he smiled. He decided to pretend he did not know. “What are you doing out here all by your lonesome on a wonderful night like tonight.”

“Wonderful, my black bootie!” Elias scoffed.

Donovan grinned, lowering himself to the ground with silvery cans of beer in his hands. He shoved one towards Elias. “Ahh, nothing like a little time to yourself on GD.”

Elias took the can and popped the tab causing it to KSSSSSSSSH, and spray on his black leather bomber. “Nice going, Donovan. What did you do, shake it?”

“I had them in my pocket. It’s a long walk to base. What are you doing out here? I thought Robin had guard duty tonight?”

Elias chuckled as he turned away, taking another drag off of his hooter then said, “Yeah, right my man. Julie felt sorry for her and made me do it instead.”
“Julie was unfair?” Donovan asked as though it had never occurred to him before.

“Damn straight.”

The aroma met Donovan’s nostrils again and he thought, What the hell? “Hey, pal. I shared mine. You gotta share yours.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” Elias answered, but before he knew it, Mike was grabbing the fine wrapped hooter away with his brown leathered hands.

“Hey, I was alive and well in the sixties. Woodstock and all.”

“You saw Hendrix?”

“Sure thing.”

“Aw, man. You saw that bro play? Was it cool?”

“Damn straight,” said Donovan taking a few puffs after slapping a blood sucking mosquito away. “You know, I actually came out here to talk to Robin for Elizabeth. But I guess Elizabeth will find her if she’s inside the house.”

“Someone needs to tell Robin the world don’t revolve around her,” Elias said bitterly.

“Easy, Elias.”

“Yeah, well obviously Robin knows if you nag Julie long enough, Julie will give into anything.. But hey, you should know that better than anyone else.”

Donovan did not take offense to the remark, instead it only reminded him of how strained things had gotten between him and Julie lately. 

“I try to avoid talking to her, you know, so I don’t set her off or anything. Avoidance is the best policy, man.”

“Oh?” Elias smiled. “Is that the deal between you two?”

“There ain’t no deal!” Donovan said defensively.

“Yeah? And what you don’t give her, she seeks in vengeance on the rest of us.”

“Works for me.”

“What happened between you two anyway? I thought you’s was gonna pick out an engagement ring, you know that uh Saturday after the lizards showed up again.”

“I didn’t nag her enough,” he answered. “So, Pal. How is your love life going?”

A rush of warmth flooded Elias’ cheeks as he shared, “Well, there was this one up in San Jose last munitions run. I can’t remember her name though.” He giggled mischievously as Mike Donovan returned the drastically shortened butt to him.

“Lonliness is hell, ain’t it?”

“Oh, c’mon, Donovan. You go on so many reconnaissance trips, surely you meet women. You’re rarely alone.”

“It ain’t like that, Elias,” he confessed in a cocky manner. “I guess I care too much.”

“How can you care? We’re in the middle of a war. You have to get a little some for yourself.”

At the sound of footsteps behind them, Donovan grabbed his own gun. But Elias could tell from the height of the intruders shadow that it was not a Visitor.

“Speak of the devil,” he muttered sourly. “You can put your gun away, Donovan. Ms. Sour Puss is here.”

“Good evening, Elias… Donovan,” Juliet Parrish forced a smile, feeling her way towards them. “Elias, I’m sorry about what happened with Robin earlier. I’ll stay out here tonight.”

“Three hours later!” he replied sarcastically.

An offensive stench reached Julie’s nose and she mumbled… “Shh, I think I smell a skunk.”

Donovan and Elias exchanged glances, then started to giggle like little girls. Donovan could not contain himself and put his face in the grass beside him.

“Oh, boys,” Julie said sounding like a mother who had just busted her naughty children, “What’s going on?” Slowly, she reached down, and grabbed a hold of Mike’s ear, pulling him into an upright position, but did not let go.

“Ow… ow… ow…” he said feeling the sting of her pinch.

“Why do you always have to be so damned serious?” Elias accused her. “You send me out here and it ain’t even my turn. You think I’m gonna sit out here all night and not stand up for myself?”

“Well, you can’t very well help in there if you’re stoned,” she said. Letting go of Donovan’s ear as he yanked away out of reach. “And you!” she stared down at Donovan.

“Good, here we go again!” Donovan snapped

“You’re out here encouraging him!” she continued.

“See Donovan?” Elias got up abruptly. “First she makes me come out here when it ain’t even my turn. Then, she tells me how to act! I hope you have a talk with her. Goodnight.”

Donovan watched his friend leave, wondering if he ought to do the same.

“You should probably leave too,” Julie said to him. “I’ll be okay.”

Suddenly she felt his hand, reaching up and around her waist.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

He found the cold metal object he was looking for. “Making sure you had your gun. What’s this I hear you’re being unfair?”

“Why? Are you going to punish me for giving into Robin too easily.”

“No,” he started to say defensively. “Julie, whatever you screw up and whoever you make enemies with comes back on me.”

She sat down a little dumbfounded. “But how can that be? You’re always gone.”

“Well, then maybe I should stick around a little more often.” Actually, the more he thought about it, the more he wanted to leave, especially the here and now. A confrontation with his EX was not exactly on his wish list.

Julie slid down to the ground, feeling the weight of her legs on her small feet. She hoped the grass would not stain her jeans.

“To keep me in line?” she asked.

“Nuh uh. To keep Robin in line.”

“Mike, she’s been through a lot.”

“Hey, if she can’t help, then she should leave. I don’t see you throwing a pity party because you’re alone.” He took his own laser gun from his coat and reloaded the cartridge.”

“She helps me in the lab,” Julie said thoughtfully.

“Allright, then. I suggest you pick a better way to deal with her.

“Oh, please,” she giggled. “Are you threatening moi?”

“What if I am?” he asked, considering what Elias had confided earlier.

She chuckled some more and seconds later, jabbed him in the side with her elbow. “Oooh, ooh. Scare me, Mr. Donovan!”

A pain shot through his side and he muttered, “Cut it out!” Then he picked up his can of Coors and finished the remaining contents.

“Drinking again?” Julie sneered. “Perhaps I should watch myself then.”

Laying back onto the cool grass, Donovan gazed up at the stars. But the pain still distracted him. “Damn it, Julie! Did I deserve that?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess I just wanted to remind you who’s in charge.”

“Yeah,” he spat. “That’s why you let everyone take advantage of your uh… oh let me put this delicately… vulnerabilities.”

“I don’t have any vulnerabilities,” she said coyly. “Why don’t you leave before you make me-“

Donovan could not resist the temptation. He reached over and pulled her down on him, holding her arms. “Yeah you do.”

“Let go of me!”

“Oh, is that a threat I hear in your voice, BOSS?” he snickered.

“I don’t like this!” she admitted while trying to knee him in the groin but he blocked.

“Gee, that’s funny, I thought you said having me gone was frustrating.”

“I wasn’t talking about that!” she shrieked. “How many beers have you had?”

“Mmmm… I dunno, I lost count a couple hours ago,” he lied. “Why?”

“I don’t want you to do anything you’ll regret tomorrow morning.”

“What?” he gasped, his mouth less than a few inches then hers. “Here? Why, Julie I didn’t think you would.”

“GOOD!” She tried to pull her arms away, but he didn’t let her go.

“On second thought,” he reconsidered, pulling her down for a long, juicy kiss… until she bit his tongue. He pulled away, angry at himself for a second and then that anger turned towards her. But he kept it in. “My apologies, Julie. I didn’t know how strongly you felt about, um.” By this time he had let her go and was getting up.

A slow stream of tears trickled down Julie’s soft cheeks as she sat up. She could hardly believe what had just taken place. For a second she wondered if she would ever trust him again. In a way she felt as if he had violated her. She rubbed her eyes, furiously, waiting for him to leave and he did just that.

Damn her! Donovan thought moments later, easing open the screen door to the kitchen. He was angry that Julie refused to be understanding. He loved her. He wanted her back. And yet he could not find the words to tell her. Instead, he had crossed the line. He had tried to be with other woman and found out it was not the same.

“Good evening, Gooder.” Ham Tyler sat at the kitchen table with maps spread out before him. “You up for a little picnic at the munitions warehouse tomorrow?”
“Nope,” he mumbled, pulling off his coat and tee shirt. The humidity had gotten to him, “I thought maybe I could take a day off.

Ham glared at him. “You just had a day off!”

“Did not! Unless you call a fourteen hour drive back from Utah-“

“It should have only taken you eight hours,” Tyler argued. “What was it, a joy ride?”

Donovan reached into the cooler for the last can of Coors.

“Mister Originality!” Tyler barked.

Donovan swung at Tyler’s head, but Tyler ducked then suddenly was back up again and shoved Donovan into the stove, and then to the floor. Mike got up, but Tyler was too quick for him. Apparently Tyler had a few beers less than Donovan, and Donovan found a sharp object being thrust into the side of his forehead and screamed in agony. A good minute later, he mustered the strength to get up again and fled towards the bathroom where Robin was coddling her hair.

“GET OUT!!” Donovan screamed.

Robin backed out into the hallway seeing the blood spewing from his open wound. “Do I need to get Julie?”

“Why not?” he stammered. “She’s out there doing your job since you’re such a damned coward.”

Sensitivity had always been Robin’s weakness, and she found herself crying on her way to get Julie.

Ten minutes or so had passed and Donovan waited in the lab, with a rag held to his forehead. He could not get over how bad his head hurt.

Julie came in, eying his wound and asking, “Dare I ask how that happened?”

“How about you just do your job and skip the details?” he asked, taking a seat on a wooden stool.

Julie rolled her eyes in annoyance at his attitude. “Well, it was one way to get Robin to do her job, whatever it was. She’s pretty upset too.”

“Oh, I just called her a coward,” he shrugged eying the cotton swab she had doused with hydrogen peroxide. “Try not to hurt me again.”

Julie glanced down at Donovan’s left side that was apparently bruised from her elbow attack and mumbled, “Sorry.” She put her hand to his forehead to inspect the wound and immediately her fingers were covered in his blood.

“I think you might need stitches.”

He sat there in silence for moments as she went to work on him, sewing up the wound which required four stitches. “Are you in a lot of pain?” she asked some time later.

“No, it feels great,” he lied.

For some reason, Julie felt sorry for him and offered a frown. “I’m sorry about getting onto you and Elias earlier. We didn’t get off to a good start.”

He watched her wipe the beads of sweat from her brow and muttered, “Are you done?”

“Well,” she sighed. “Now I don’t have guard duty thanks to you. Are you going to bed?”

“I don’t know. Why?”

She went over to the counter and pulled out some gauze and tape.

“Why didn’t you just say you weren’t through?” he asked bitterly.

Julie took her sharp scissors and cut off a good four inch sized strip of tape, took the gauze and covered the wound. “Boy, you’re in a charming mood.”

“Just give me something for the pain!”

She pulled on his ear so his mouth met his and brushed his lips lightly with her own. “Is this good?”

He felt a chill go down his neck, feeling her hot breath only an inch or so away. “I thought you said you didn’t want me.”

“I never said that.” She kissed him again.

He ignored the pain in his tongue, the pain in his forehead and the bruise in his side. His only problem was in making up his mind to lock the door first or pull the shades…….

