From: Bridget Fallon

To: Mike Fallon

Subject: Missing you…







 27/10

 Good evening Mike, as far as the time difference goes it should be about 1830… Sorry 6:30 PM when you read this. How are things back home? How is Nancy? I have some exciting news, we will be rotating out next month. I’m going to put my leave form in tonight… Things around here have been really quiet, more so than normal… We got 2 more privates last week too. If this keeps up we are going to have more soldiers than civilians. I have to go now Mike, PT starts in 5 minutes and it’s going to be a busy day… Please be safe, tell Nancy I said hi.









All my Love









Bridget Fallon









SFC, 1/23rd Drop Corps

From: Greg Notch

To: Dan

Subject: Project Transfer

 27/10

 Project 246A is being transferred to the labs on Phobos for final testing. Both subjects should be ready for transfer on 30/10. Both subjects have been in stasis and will remain so until they are ready for the transfer.









Greg Notch









Mars Transit Authority

“Get him Lexington!” Someone shouted from the crowd that surrounded the 2 camouflaged men. The circled one another, dancing a deadly ballet waiting for the other to strike. Suddenly a boot took to the air, connecting with a muscular jaw a split second later. Blood spilled out onto the concrete flooring, an instant passed before knees joined the small puddle of fluid.

 “Not bad Lexington, Smith you okay?” A firm yet distinctly female voice called out from the group. 

 The younger man’s blonde flattop glistened slick with sweat. “Yeah, I’m fine sergeant.”

 The woman stepped into the semi-circle as the two men shook hands and retreated into the jungle of patterned pants and leather boots. “As you see, it isn’t so much the size of the dog in the fight as it is the fight in the dog, thank you for that demonstration. “Private Steele, Corporal White. Can you please come here.”  Her firm voice echoed through the vacant cargo bay, reminding them it wasn’t so much a request as it was an order.

 The two men exchanged glances and stepped to meet the woman. Both of them looked like they were in their mid-twenties, large framed and built like linebackers. The woman assumed a kick boxers’ stance, muscles tightened along her chiseled jaw line as adrenaline was introduced into her system. A couple of the newer soldiers chuckles but were quickly silenced. 
 Corporal White took a stance mirror of the woman’s while Steele managed his best boxing stance. At six foot three inches both men easily towered over the five four woman, and with arms larger around then her head it was easily conceivable the pain they could inflict on such a small person. 

 White took a cautious step forward while Steele took a step to the side and followed White’s advance.  Noone moved as the woman changed her stance before launching herself foot first into Steele’s chest. A gasp of air left the man as he plummeted toward the ground.  The woman tucked and rolled off him smoothly at the same instant. 

 Leather creaked as the woman circled, trying to keep both men in front of her, taking gratification in the groan Steele made as he rose to his feet. She shifted stances again while white took a step closer brining himself within leg reach. A thin smile graced her fine lips as she waited for him to attack… and waited… She was totally off guard when the hammer slammed into her temple, pain registered and blood was airborne in a split second. Another split second later leather left concrete and connected with bone and muscle. Moments later when her hearing returned the woman heard the scream someone who was in intense pain. A glance confirmed her suspicions while Steele held onto his left knee which had swollen to three times it’s size. 
 Corporal White looked down at him, then back at the woman. A muscle tensed in his jaw as he considered his choices. Blood trickled down fair skin, hair matted to skull as the ichor flowed freely from the woman’s temple. White closed the distance waiting for an opportunity, a swift kick to the woman’s knee made her falter, giving him the time to deliver a right cross… or so he though, up until the point when hands grabbed his massive arm and wretched him sideways. As White reacted, the woman delivered a flat-palmed blow to his sternum, followed quickly by a knee to his face. He dropped heavily against the cold concrete a moment later. The woman gasped and faced the soldiers… Her soldiers. 
 “And this would be another example of the fight in the dog scenario… How could Corporal White and Private Steele handled that better?” She tried not to let the dizziness show.

 One of the soldiers raised their hand.

“Yes, you there…” She shifted her weight trying to remain in control.

“Uh… they could have used their numbers, teamwork, instead of attacking individually?”

“Good, anything else?”

 After a some time passed in silence she sighed. “The didn’t react to the fighting styles, weather they didn’t understand them or didn’t believe I would use them is unknown, however they had prior knowledge of the attacks I would likely use. Yet they assumed that I would use boxing or kickboxing moves. Knowledge is power gentlemen… Even the smallest variation can speak volumes about the situation. I know its boring out here but when you least expect it something is going to happen that will set you on your ear, or your ass.. Any questions?”

Everyone stood silent

“Very well… Fall in” Her voice thundered through the expansive bay like a lion’s roar.

“Squad leaders, 0900 meeting, everyone else be back at 01000. She rendered a sharp salute. Dismissed.





                *   *   *   *
Time melted away as she walked the empty corridor to her room, the pain reliever the medics had given her was just starting to kick in as she entered the darkness of her room.

 Soft light poured down from overhead lights, shadows were cast as a slender figure moved through the room. Familiar objects passed under glacial blue eyes evoking emotions from years passed. Wedding pictures displaying a young woman of fair complexion and dark auburn hair. Another passed depicting a stern looking woman in BDUs and a drill instructor’s hat. The final picture stared back at her, a warm loving smile greeted her, brown hair accented raised cheekbones and tanned skin perfectly. How long had it been? Three years? Nine Hundred and thirty-five days since they had embraced one another. 

 A sigh filled the otherwise still air before vanishing a breath later. The woman walked to the bathroom stopping to stare in the mirror. With an objective eye she took in her own features. Blood slid down her cheek dropping into the cold metal sink. “What would you say mom? To know your little girl was being beaten up by the big boys?” 

 A bitter chuckle resounded against the metal and Ferro Crete room. Her mother had made sure that she would be able to defend herself but the Army had given her the body to do it with. 
 “And what of you father? What would you have to say about little Bridget playing with all this expensive equipment? No pots and pans for me! No sir!” Another, afflictive laugh filled the room. It wouldn’t be long before she could get away from it… Wouldn’t be long before she could loose herself in the one she loved. It won’t be long. She promised herself as warm water poured over her aching body.





                *   *   *   *

“They want what?! “ Bridget snarled at the heavy-set civilian she sat across from.

 “Ma’am please hear me out” The man tried his best to hide his sheepish demeanor under the matter of factual business tone that his colleagues used to detach themselves from reality.

“Something you may or may not understand Mr. Krieger these men have families that care about them, they aren’t just numbers in a computer.” She stood up and leaned over the table for effect before continuing in a low tone. “And I WILL NOT expose them to something that even you aren’t sure of.”

 “Ma’am” he squirmed.

 “It's Sergeant Mr. Krieger, Sergeant Fallon.” Eyes narrowed and muscles tensed under lightweight BDUs. 
 The balding man stood to meet her, his weak façade all but vanishing as he rose. “Sergeant Fallon, we have already gotten approval from your superiors. You will provide us with six able bodied soldiers for this experiment one way or another. We need someone who is capable and trained for combat should something happen… I would think you of all people would be able to appreciate this.”

 Bridget’s Jaw suddenly weighed several tons, they had gotten orders… from someone who had no right to give them, back home no doubt… Orders issued by greedy politicians… and here millions of miles away she would be forced to comply… or… No, it wouldn’t come to that. Bridget stood somber before looking down at the report she had been given. “When will this take place? What the hell am I supposed to tell them?” Her strong voice cracked as the words left her throat. 

 The bald man allowed a smile to cross his chunky features. “You will have until one PM tomorrow to have your men equipped and ready for the experiment. At that time they will be briefed. In the meantime I suggest you review the information packet our board of directors has been gracious enough to bestow upon you.”

 Bridget slid the sealed folder under her arm before stepping toward the door.

 “Sergeant Fallon, I trust you will not disappoint us…” The man’s voice faded as boots put distance between the two. 

 The door slid up slowly allowing the harsh florescent lighting to fill the dark meeting room. The fat man and his twisted words were left behind as another step was taken to meet the rest of the hallway.

 Civilians passed back and forth through the hall, all sizes and shapes forming a stream of vivid color and blank faces. Pathetic shells trapped in a machine from which there was no escape. They would be working long after they were dead, slaves to the all powerful dollar. She was trapped in the same machine they were wasn’t she? Just a different cog in a machine that never stopped…





                *   *   *   *

“PVT Clarks”

“Here!”

“PV2 Daniels”

“Here Sergeant”

“PFC Richards”

“Semper Fi!”

 Bridget looked up from her roster at the grinning private. Eyes locked and narrowed. Teeth were covered by flesh and an apologetic look was painted on youthful features.

“PVT Prickett”
”Present” 

“Corporal White”

“Here”

“and Sergeant Vickers”

“Yep”

“I need to see you in my office after this. Richards, you packed your ruck last night correct?”

“Yes I did sergeant, everything except for the MREs.”

“Good. Bring it down here, White; fetch me three MREs.” She smiled slightly as the two men ran through the open cargo bay. If I called your name, stay put, otherwise.” She rendered a salute” Squad leaders, they’re yours.”

 As the men left the various entrances to the expansive room Corporal White returned with several sealed meal packages in hand. She had to smile. “At ease gentlemen, as soon as Richards gets back we’ll go…”

 Almost a minute later a form occupied a doorway, panting and gasping. The form made it’s way to the group and dropped a bulky looking backpack.

 “Welcome back Richards, get your breath and pack your meals.” Bridget crossed her arms as the young man fumbled with the plastic packages. “Any time your ready…”

 Latches clicked into place a moment later. “All done sergeant.” He stood and assumed a parade rest stance.

“Excellent, ruck up Richards, the rest of you meet at my office.” She watched as the rucksack was slung over powerful shoulders. “Richards, what branch of the service did you join?” 

 “The Army Sergeant.” He Grunted as he adjusted the bulky pack. 

 “You sure about that? Last I heard you wanted to be a Marine… Tell you what… you can train like a jarhead if you really wanna be hard.”

 Richard’s normally tan complexion washed several shades lighter as the words sunk in.

“Yeah.. you can be hard…. Remember how to move under fire?”





                *   *   *   *

 Five men stood outside of the heavy door, words were being exchanged and laughter permeated the hall. 
 The conversation was broken when a man came running through a doorway towards them. 
 “Bang!”  A female voice thundered against eardrums as the man dropped and began sliding himself along the rough hewn floor, his heavy breathing an indication of what had taken place in the time it took to get to the office.

 “Sergeant Vickers, do me a favor. Get Sergeant Webb to provide a soldier who can be professional in his duties…” She looked down at the human turtle she had made of Richards. “Take your stuff back  to your room Richards, you just lost your spot.”

 The young man pushed himself up and got to his feet panting.

 “Who said get up, White? Did you tell him to get up?” 

“Ah… no Sergeant.” White squirmed at the tone.

“Well I sure as hell didn’t… Richard take your crap to your room… NOW!” She watched as the form took off down the hall in a dead sprint. An exercise that had been repeated hundreds of times before and would no doubt be repeated several hundred more before his career was over.

 “Some people never learn…” Bridget took in the young faces of the men she had chosen. A blade stuck itself deep in her guy, followed by another… No longer were they members of the armed forces… They were now corporate guinea pigs.

 Bridget typed her access code and stepped back as the door slid up, coming to stop as hydraulic locks clicked into place. The small office that greeted the soldiers was reminiscent of the older days when the office served as a storage room for cleaning supplies. The names of various chemicals were still stenciled on the wall… “Step into my cubbyhole gentlemen…





                *   *   *   *

“So… Why us Sergeant?” A youthful voice echoed in the cramped room.

 “A good soldier doesn’t question orders” White snapped at the private.

 “No… Corporal that’s a fair question…I chose you because you are some of the best we have….” Bridget sighed and hung her head slightly. “And your all single…”
 Noone batted and eye, no one brought the word of death down upon her. Silence… Dead silence…
 “Are there any other questions?”
 The silence lingered.

 “Sergeant… With these.” White looked down at his copy of the report. “Hyperspace Transport Stations… How are we going to keep track of one another in the “tunnel”?”
 “You will have radios issued before you leave.”

“But what about the static field?”

 Bridget reached into her desk and produced a spool of rope. “We go low-tech…” She offered a smirk and handed Vickers the rope. “Anything else?” 

 The men exchanged knowing glances but said nothing. 

 “Alright… Meet me back here tomorrow at 1200 hours, equipment in hand… We’ll draw weapons and special equipment and get this behind us… If you need someone to talk to the Chaplain’s office is open and my door is always open…” Another sigh filled the room. “I want you all to know I fought this… but its over my head. I’m sorry…”

 The men looked around, unsure expressions were mirrored by faces young and old. 

“Disappear gentlemen.” Bridget snapped harshly.





                *   *   *   *

From: Bridget Fallon

To: Mike Fallon

Subject: Worried…





 27/10

  Hi mike, still haven’t heard from you. I suppose your sleeping right now huh? Something has me worried, today one of the civilians <omitted> I talked to my guys today about <omitted> Concerned. I don’t know what I should do. If I let them go I could be condemning them to a fate worse then death… If I don’t, what would happen then? Would a group of black ops come out of the shadows and strike me down? Or would they <omitted> instead?

 Mike I’m scared… For the first time in years I’m scared, these people aren’t soldiers anymore… <omitted> 

 I have to go Mike… I’m sorry. Please never forget that I love you.









All my Love









Bridget Fallon









SFC, 1/23rd Drop Corps

 Edited by UAC security department in accordance with UAC protocol 48c. Edited for: Sensitive content, profanity.





                *   *   *   *

Bridget closed the lid of her aging laptop. Plastic clicked in the stale air, joined instantly by air escaping through gritted teeth.

 Booted feet took to the air coming to rest of the metal desk the woman sat in front of. A chill impregnated the re-cycled air spreading goose bumps over light skin.

 “So what now…” A female voice carried through the blackness. “Lights, forty-five percent.”

 A beep answered her as the small room was illuminated by florescent glow.

 Thoughts entered Bridget’s mind, pulling at her, beckoning her to find comfort in the company of familiar friends. The same friends that had been her father’s undoing… Names came to mind. Daniels, Beam, and who could forget Morgan… Friends who’s company she had come to enjoy in recent years…Friends who would help her through the difficult times that faced her.

 “Just a little… Maybe a couple rounds of pool… Girl’s night out… Yeah…”

 “We know how this will end don’t we?” A voice clawed from the back of her mind, probing for weaknesses in her resolve.

 “I’m not like my father…” She said out loud.

Silence was her only response.

 A faded denim jacket left a hanger followed by a matching pair of pants.

 “Yeah… Just a girl’s night out…”





                *   *   *   *

Dim lights in recessed fixtures lined the walls. Men and women of all sizes and shapes moved through the lively room, carrying on conversations ranging from work to personal interests. Two pool tables sat in the center of the sizeable room, both of them empty. Music filtered through hidden speakers as people danced. The Union Aerospace Corporation’s logo blazed over the bar illuminating the two forms that occupied the stools in front of it.

 “I don’t think I’ve seen you here. New Transfer?” The younger man tried to sound relaxed but could do little to hide the tension in his voice.

 Bridget eyed him as she sipped from her cocktail. The liquid slid over her tongue burning it with the taste of several strong alcohols. Polymer dog tags clacked against one another as she tilted her head back. 
 “Ah, a military girl huh?” His voice tightened. “My father was in the Army… Went to Xion when the riots started…”

 Bridget’s eyes widened as images flash in her mind. “What unit was he with?”

 “Ah… 427th I think…” His youthful voice took on a hopeful tone.

 “Really? What was his last name?” She set the large glass on the wooden counter. 

 “R… Roy Glassen.”

 “And your Kevin….?” 
 The man was visibly taken aback but managed a meek nod.

 “Your father was a good soldier… And a good man.” Bridget put on her best friendly face.

 Kevin relaxed his body and returned the smile. “Did you serve with him?”
 “Yeah, he and I were there when the inmates broke out… McKinney, Jackson, your father and myself…” 
 “Where you there when…” 

 “No… I heard about it later.” Bridget glared at him. “I bet it’s hard living in his image...”

 “Eh…” Kevin squirmed.

Bridget took a hearty swig and enjoyed the burning sensation before she grinned. “Do you play pool?”





                *   *   *   *

Two forms occupied the darkness. A young man’s features were bathed in light as he leaned over the dark blue felt. 
 A smaller form hovered over the table, swaying gently. 

 Voices spoke softly from the shadows, conversations no one would remember. A figure sat in a booth, watching the pool table, studying. All the humiliation suffered, all the physical pain endured was about to be re-paid with interest… All that was needed was an opportunity…

 Crack. The eight ball crossed the table, taking up residence in the leather net.

 “Good shot” Bridget grinned.

 “Thanks… Hey, would you like to do something tomorrow?”  Kevin looked up from the table as the que ball found a home.

 “Eh… Sure wh… why not…” Bridget grinned again as she fought to maintain her balance.

 Dark brown hair lined lightly tanned features, offset by vibrant emeralds. Muscles tightened under a light work shirt as another drink passed through eager lips.

 “ Well how bout tonight?” 

 “If I didn’t know… better I’d say you were tryn to get me in your bed…” Bridget leaned against the pool table.

 Kevin smiled slightly. 

 “Sorry bucko…. No can do….” She pulled her dog tags out from under her shirt and held up a small gold band. “You’re a great guy… Married if I wasn’t…. Sorry.”

 Youthful features contorted into a mask of disdain.

 “I’m sorry… Kevin I can’t just…”  

 “No I suppose not huh… Alright well… I better go, I have to get up early tomorrow.”

 Before Bridget could muster a response the man was gone. Wasn’t the first… wouldn’t be the last… She sighed to herself.

 Once again she was alone, another face in the crowd just as she had been for the last three years. Lonely.

 Thoughts refined themselves into emotions as she crossed the threshold into the vacant hallway. Corridors past by as she traveled, branches to paths unknown. Shadows muffled the slender form as it made it’s way through the Ferro Crete tunnel.

 Several feet behind another form followed.

A noise found Bridget’s ears, the dragging of feet not her own. “Who’s there?” She croaked as she turned slowly to face the noise. Shadows propositioned her eyes coaxing her curiosity, begging to be explored. A step forward brought her in contact with the cold Ferro Crete wall. The same noise found her ears once again, teasing her. “Who are you?” Her voice rang through the corridor.

 The noise greeted her again as a shape occupied the center of the dead gray aisle. Another noise found the silhouette moving towards her.

 “Who the…” Bridget was cut off as hard leather struck her cheek. Another instant passed before a large rock slammed into her sternum. 
 Air escaped through a gaping jaw as the woman fell to her knees. Hair was pulled back and a fist struck the woman’s face, followed by another. A grunt filled the air when hard rubber struck her face, blood poured freely from open gashes, pooling up next to her head. Little was felt as leather struck the woman’s abdomen repeatedly. 

 Bridget looked up as the form struck again, trying to assess her wounds. Suddenly the faceless shape stopped and stepped back into the shadows.

 The pain vaguely registered as the pool spread, painting the dead gray with life giving crimson. The pain all but disappeared as the darkness enveloped her.





                *   *   *   *

 It had been years since such emotions had presented themselves, yet here they were, attacking her psyche. She sat staring as an all too familiar scene played out before her.

 Off-white walls chipped and cracked served as a backdrop while a large man and small girl presented themselves, actors in a play that should never have been written. 
 A door slammed, dolls fell from shelves, only to be trampled by the staggering man.

 “You been a good girl Bridget?” he slurred.

 “Ye… Yes father… I did the dishes just like you asked.”
 A large softball struck the girl on the crown of the head.

 “ I didn’t ask you to do anything… I TOLD you to do the damn dishes… You didn’t do them right in the first place!” Another softball slammed into the child’s jaw.

 “Stupid bitch! Your just as worthless as your mother!” Softballs hammered the girl’s stomach and blood took to the air.

 Bridget tried to stop him but she was frozen. Just like her mother had been… All she could do was watch as the little girl was tossed around the room. Blood streaks were strewn upon the walls, heavy carpet soaked up the crimson pools that had left the small girl’s body.

 This had to stop.

 Bridget cried out. This wouldn’t happen any more… All she had to do was fight back… all she had to do was…





                *   *   *   *

Dim lights lined the walls, painting the small room in an orange shade. A small monitor beeped over the linen covered bed as clear liquid dripped through plastic tubing.

 Pale shades laid stark against the white sheets, contrasting tones of blue intertwined with shades of black-formed marks on otherwise pearl skin. 

 A chair sat next to the bed, a large framed man sat staring in the darkness, taking in the woman’s features for the hundredth time. Black and gray BDUs rustled as he stood. Rubber thumped against tile as the man paced next to the bed.

 Muscles tensed as a door slid up and an older woman stepped in a moment later. Platinum hair moved over a white lab coat as she approached.

 “Has she moved?” Her voice deadpanned against the walls.

 “She twitched a couple times… Other than that, nothing.”

 “Your going to have to leave soon, visiting hours are over.” Her brown orbs bored into the man’s green. “They have been for several hours.”

 “My… How time flies” The man returned to his chair and watched as the woman left.

 “So… what happened to you?” He gazed upon pale skin, trying to look past the bruises and dried blood. “Who did you piss off?”

 Light glistened off silver eyes as details came into focus, white and blue walks stood above metal trim as shadows danced around the room. 

 “Lights… Sixty percent.” A feminine voice carried through the darkness.

 The man looked up, his eyes blurry. “Huh?”

 Silver met green, dumbfounded expressions were exchanged before a voice hammered the walls. “Who the hell are you?” Bridget’s head snapped around taking in the various features of the sterile room. “Where am I? How did I get here?” Her eyes widened as she propped herself up. “And why does it feel like I just got the crap kicked outta me?” 
 “Aren’t we full of questions?” The man smiled slightly. I found you in sector 8 this morning…” 
 “Wait… Sector 8? The woman looked up at the EKG as her heartbeat spiked. “The bar…?” 
 “Yeah, security blocked it off.” The man rose, his brown hair shimmering in the light. “We were worried about you… You’ve been out for 18 hours now.”
 Dark marks were covered by light skin as a hand covered eyes. “So what time is it?”
 “Uh… Three?” 

 “WHAT?” Bridget sat upright, tugging the plastic IV tubes from her arm. “I have to get to the labs.”

 “Wha? Why?”

 Denim covered legs flew from under wool covers. “Where are my boots?”

  “The RN took ‘em before you were admitted.” Pants rustled as he rushed to her side. “Whats this all about anyway?”

 Bare feet touched cold tile as Bridget crossed the room, her blood stained T-shirt catching wind as she moved. “I have to get to the labs.” Bridget stumbled as she made her way past empty beds.

  “Whats down there?” The man whispered as he helped the woman to her feet.

 Bridget stared. “Wait… who are you?” The silence lingered as bare feet began to chill over…





                *   *   *   *

“Miss Fallon, like I said, the experiment was a resounding success.” The slender woman adjusted her lab coat as fair hands released the heavy cotton. 

 “I wanna see the recordings.”
 “I’m sorry but that’s just not possible.” Raven hair was pulled back and draped over the thick coat. “Due to the nature of this experiment no recording was permitted, however I can tell you that no one was harmed. We received confirmation of transport exactly three minutes after the men left.”
 Light skin turned several shades redder as fingers curled to form fists. “So why… Aren’t they back?”
 The woman’s eyebrow rose slightly. “They won’t be back until they have been examined by medical staff.”

 “Miss Fallon, your friends are fine, you should lie down.” A youthful voice chimed from behind her.
 “Sergeant.”

 “Excuse me?”

 “Sergeant Fallon, and when I want your input I’ll give it to you, private Brooks.” Bridget breathed in before continuing softly. “Melanie, can you please keep me updated on the status of my men?” 
 Thin-framed glasses were adjusted as a chiseled jaw moved to form words. “That shouldn’t be a problem sergeant. I will send you a message as soon as I hear something.” A short breath passed between soft lips. “In the meantime you really should see a doctor…”





                *   *   *   *

 “Did you bring your infodisk with you?” Bridget leaned against her desk as fresh gauze found it’s way around her forearm. 
 “Got it right here sergeant.” Brooks produced a small metallic disk, smiling as he handed it over.

 “So where are you coming from?” Metal touched plastic as the disk disappeared into a slot on Bridget’s desk. 

 “Fort Bridge, Sergeant.” 

 “Well duh… Where were you born, hatched, spawned?” Leather clad feet found simulated wood grain as Bridget took up residence in her old chair.

 “Oh, uh… California, Sergeant.”

 Bridget looked up at the monitor, taking in various statistics from the man’s records. Smiling as silver passed over records marked “Secret” she keyed an identification code. A moment later statistics filled the screen. “23 Lunar, 10 sub orbital and 5 high orbit… This is your first duty station though… Were you a re-cycle?” 
 “Ah… Yes, Sergeant.” Brooks fidgeted as a chill ran through his body.

 “I see…” A few keystrokes passed before her voice filled the room. “So what made you choose Drop School? With these test scores you could be teaching college or something.”
 “My father’s choice, Sergeant, he was a big supporter of the military. He practically signed me up himself.”

  “Ah so this life wasn’t your choice huh?”
 “No.”
 “Well that sucks… You made a good choice though, the 23rd is the best drop unit in the solar system. We have a great chain of command, and in twenty-eight days we will be rotating back to earth.”  Bridget smiled warmly a the private relaxed a bit. “Please don’t get the wrong idea, life is by no means easy here. But if you have a problem you can usually find someone that can take care of it.” 

 “I understand Sergeant. I’ll do my best…” 
 Bridget looked up from the monitor, grinning slightly. “Yeah… You will…”

  Metal glided over plastic wheels as fair hands foraged through the old desk. “First things first… This…” Fingers wrapped around metal. “This is the T5A.” A wallet sized computer found a place on the desktop. “Like the T5, it displays information such as mission objectives, vitals and the usual Planet Net and GTS stuff. However the T5A will also sample the air for radioactive or biological contaminants, and it has a battery life of 30 years.” 
 “Wow… We had the old T2Bs in Basic. This is neat.” Brooks poked at the display.

 “It also has an automap function, use the menu to activate it. Really helpful if your in a bind.” 

 Bridget popped the disk out of it’s holder before continuing. “You go the reception package with the dos and don’ts right?”

 “Yes Sergeant.”

 “Read it over?”

 “Yes Sergeant.”

“When is it okay to go outside of the facility?”
”During an emergency.”

“You sure?”
 “Yes Sergeant, with an exposure suit and spare air pack.”
 Bridget smiled. “Very good. Not many people get that… I’m Impressed.”

 “Thank you Sergeant.” The man grinned slightly.

 “Well.” Hard rubber thudded against concrete as the woman stood to meet Brooks. “Welcome to Phobos Private Brooks.” Hands met and firm grips were traded before a low tone filled the room. “Thank you…”

 Brook smiled and locked gazes. “Any time…” 
 A spark fired in silver depths as hydraulic rollers slid heavy metal into the ceiling.

 “Sergeant Fallon?” Webb’s form occupied the doorway.

 “Yeah what’s up?” Bridget glanced around the silhouette of the private.
 “You okay? We heard you got jumped last night…”
 “Yeah I’m fine… Get the guys together, I want the whole platoon down here. Understand?”





                *   *   *   *

 Dark gray and black poured into the large room, hard rubber hammered concrete repeatedly as large forms rushed in through open doorways. 
 A woman paced in the center of the cargo hold, dark purple marks passed under recessed lighting as she looked up to greet her men.

 Several faces stuck out, concern painted on youthful features while protector instincts surfaced.

 “Fall In.” Bridget stood at attention scanning the group trying to make a headcount.     “Report.” She saluted.

 “First squad, all present.”
 “Second squad, one missing.”

 “Who?” Bridget snapped.

 “Private First Class Richards.”
 “Third squad, Private Steele, confined to quarters.

 “Weapons squad, one missing.”

 “Who?” 

“Private Fenton.”

 Bridget sighed deeply. “Alright gather ‘round.”  The woman stepped back as the men formed a semi-circle around her. “This is Whats goanna happen, split up into two man teams, first squad will cover the labs. Second, the command center. Third, the nuclear plant. Weapons, get with base security, go through the recording… Squad leaders draw weapons and radios. I want these two found… Live or dead.

 “Sergeant Fallon?” 
 “What?” The woman gazed at a young face. 
 “Whos this?” He motioned toward the form that had been standing in the corner.

“Private Brooks, platoon, platoon private Brooks. New transfer from Bridge.” Bridget surveyed the faces of her soldiers, memorizing faces and trying to attach names to them. “Listen… I don’t trust these damn Corps, keep your eyes peeled and your guard up. And don’t under any circumstances leave each other’s side. Radio in with your squad leaders every ten minutes, squad leaders, updates every half hour.” 
 “Me and the new kid are going to the hangar, if you find something, let me know immediately. Any questions?”

 Silence answered her.

 “Channels five, eight, and twelve are emergency bands if you get in trouble. Squad leaders, get them small arms. Pistols, light rifles, soft ammo. I want whoever is responsible alive.” Bridget breathed in the stale air, taking in the tension. “Go.” 

 Men scrambled in every direction, men lead others through open doorways. The woman sighed softly as the man approached. “So what happens now?”

