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    Previously – in Bug Out! California Book 10 
 
    As book 10 opened, Dodge City was under attack from the front and the rear, with the enemy Islamists coming in lead-shielded semi-trucks to hide their RFID hits, aided by a multitude of UN Peacekeepers. Several battle wagons were damaged in the battle, and many killed, but the patriots won, aided by the newly-updated off-roaders sporting Kevlar armor and microguns–a small caliber variant of mini guns. The battle showed weaknesses in the battle wagon design and tactics, which the team worked on afterwards. Ivan put together an intel team to aid in future operations. It consisted of Seth, Kaitlyn, Robbie, Morgan, and Ben. 
 
    Saladin was relieved of command after he took troops from the southwest campaign against General Hogan’s team and used them to attack Dodge City. He took refuge at the base in Capitol Reef National Park. Rumors of Saladin’s death spread a few days later. General Hogan confirmed the rumors. 
 
    The RFID apps went wide, released by the genius on General Hogan’s team (Frank Johnson). Ivan’s leadership team met on this, trying to predict what the impact would be to their operations. The UN Peacekeeper activity was becoming more of an issue than the Islamists, so a good portion of the attention was focused on them. 
 
    In the aftermath of the attack on Dodge City, Sid, Sam, Jules, and a few others tracked the enemy’s path to the front gate, hoping to find vehicles that would give them a clue to the location of the UN base. The vehicles weren’t there, but they found a promotional ball-point pen advertising a rental yard in El Cajon. The team realized the value of the lead, and decided to investigate. 
 
     On the Mexican border near Jacumba Hot Springs, citizen forces were dug in, watching the enemy approach. Citizens were still arriving to join the border forces, and Marines were coming on freight trains as well, bringing men, weapons, and artillery pieces. Shortly after the first group of artillery was set up, the enemy started an artillery barrage, the new artillery team returning fire. The battle was costly, the freight train blown up on the tracks, most of the artillery hit, many men killed. Just as it looked like the entire US force would be destroyed, the Air Force sent in B-1 bombers, which destroyed the enemy artillery. This was a risky move, as the EU and the UN warned the war would widen if the US attacked Mexico. The US forces focused on clean up and replacement of equipment, taking precious time as the enemy wave approached. 
 
    The Dodge City team checked the back end of their property, to see how the trucks of Islamists and UN Peacekeepers snuck in. They ran into mines, booby trapped vehicles, and UN Commandos. A wild battle ensued, which the patriots won.  
 
    The intel team used the information on the pen to contact the El Cajon rental yard, learning that it was the source of trucks for the UN Peacekeepers. Ivan brought Mr. White and Mr. Black in to stake out the store and follow the UN Peacekeepers if they showed up, hoping to find their base. 
 
    Dodge City began operating as a forward base, with a multitude of citizen fighters arriving there, staging for the massive battle on the border. Armored military vehicles arrived as well. Ivan knew an invasion of Mexico was imminent, so he ordered all women and children into the mine, just in case they were attacked by cruise missiles from the EU Navy ships anchored in Ecuador. 
 
    As the Marines and the column of armored vehicles massed at the border, EU cruise missiles flew in, hitting the town of Jacumba Hot Springs. Doug and Jorge rushed back to town to check on their families. Damage and casualties were light, but the terror impact was huge. Meanwhile the first armored column moved across the border with many troops, engaging the enemy quickly. As the battle raged, the US Air Force sent in fighter jets and B-1 Bombers, which hit the enemy forces with napalm, burning up thousands of enemy troops and halting their advance.  
 
    The RFID history program showed large numbers of Islamists disappearing from Julian, loading up in shielded vehicles. Seth and Kaitlyn notified Ivan. It was unclear where the enemy fighters were going at first. 
 
    Mr. White and Mr. Black arrived at El Cajon and began their stakeout of the rental yard. Trucks appeared, being returned by UN Peacekeepers in civilian clothes. White vans arrived to pick them up. Mr. White and Mr. Black tailed them to a large industrial park in the northwest side of the city. 
 
    Ivan called a meeting, telling the leads that the UN base had been found in El Cajon, and that Mr. White and Mr. Black would follow the UN Peacekeepers in the morning, to see what they were doing with the rental trucks. At the end of the meeting, Kaitlyn told the group that more than three thousand enemy RFID chips had disappeared. Drone coverage that Ivan ordered was late in coming due to the battle in Mexico, so they couldn’t follow the path of the shielded enemy vehicles. 
 
    The US forces south of the border continued after the first enemy force was destroyed by the Air Force, seeing more resistance than they should as they neared Mexican Highway 2D. There was a huge row of semi-trucks on that road. The commander ordered an air strike, and the armored vehicles fired on the semi-trucks, revealing more than fifteen-thousand Islamist fighters, who attacked, enemy armor and Gaz Tigrs joining the battle. There were too many for the US forces to handle. Meanwhile the missing three-thousand Islamists from Julian appeared in San Diego, where they attacked the Air Force base, destroying the planes, stopping the airstrike. The enemy defeated the US forces near Highway 2D after a horrific battle. 
 
    Dodge City was attacked again, from the rear with UN Peacekeepers in vans, and in the front as well. With the multitude of citizen recruits adding to the already potent Dodge City team, the UN was defeated quickly. Ivan realized that the enemy knew they couldn’t win, and called all of the principals back into the mine. It was too late, cruise missiles hitting the property, collapsing the entry to the mine. Nobody was killed inside the mine, and the principles outside lived through it. The generator was hit, taking electrical power from the mine, blinding the intel team. The people outside worked to reach those trapped underground immediately. Elmer and Clem had already drilled a hole into a storage room to run the exhaust from a new generator they’d placed inside the mine. The team widened that hole enough to get people in and out. They brought three of the new battle wagons next to the mine, so they could use the generators to provide power. 
 
    While the enemy approached the southern border with nearly ten-thousand men and many armored vehicles, trainloads of Marines with Bradley Fighting Vehicles, L-ATVs, and M-1 tanks arrived one after another. After some brief training, crews comprised of Marines and citizen fighters got into the armored vehicles and drove south to meet the massive enemy column, which was growing fast as more shielded trucks dropped their payloads on Highway 2D. 
 
    Mr. White and Mr. Black followed the UN Peacekeeper’s trucks to Dana Point Harbor and watched them pick up a boatload of new Peacekeepers. They followed them back to the industrial park in El Cajon and contacted Ivan, who told them to investigate the area. The two men cruised around the town, trying to figure out the boundaries of the enemy base, and then noticed a bar with a lot of cars in the parking lot. They decided to enter the bar and see what they could find out there… 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    { 1 } 
 
    Sax and Jesse 
 
   M r. White and Mr. Black walked into Willie’s Lounge, doing their best to look casual. An old barfly with bleach-blonde hair in a tank top saw them belly up to the bar. She sauntered over. 
 
    “Are you two that big everywhere?” The stale smell of beer hit them before she got within three feet. 
 
    “Get lost,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    “You don’t have to be nasty.” She walked away. 
 
    Mr. White snickered. “What, you no like? She built.” 
 
    “She smell bad. Remember why we here.” 
 
    Two men were watching them from a table behind the bar. Mr. White noticed. “We attract attention, no?” 
 
    “Watch what say,” Mr. Black said. “They come over in a minute.” 
 
    The two men got up, leaving their women at the round table, heading for an opening at the bar next to Mr. White. 
 
    “Four more of these, bar keep,” said the first man, lanky with a goatee and salt-and-pepper hair. His buddy was shorter and a little overweight. He eyed Mr. White cautiously. 
 
    “You trying to avoid tips again?” the bartender asked. 
 
    “Nah, just got tired of waiting,” the skinny man said. The bartender shrugged and walked away with the empties. 
 
    “You aren’t from around here,” the skinny man said. “I’m Jesse, and this is my friend Sax.” 
 
    “Nice to meet,” Mr. White said. “Yes, we aren’t from around here. Just passing through.” 
 
    The bartender brought the fresh beers, setting them on the bar in front of Jesse. “That’ll be fourteen dollars.” 
 
    “Highway robbery,” Jesse said, half a grin on his face. 
 
    “Stuff it, Jesse,” the bartender said, shaking his head as he walked away. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Sax said. 
 
    “Unusual name, Sax,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    Jesse laughed. “He fancies himself a musician.” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    Jesse snickered. “I’m just messing with you, Sax. Don’t get upset, okay?” 
 
    Sax nodded. “Let’s get back to the ladies.” 
 
    Jesse ignored him. “You guys aren’t with them, are you?” 
 
    “Them?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “UN.” 
 
    “Jesse,” Sax said, eyes darting around. “Knock it off.” 
 
    “No, we’re not with them,” Mr. White said. 
 
    “We don’t like the UN,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    “And why is that?” Jesse asked. 
 
    “They kidnap women and rape them,” Mr. White said. “Any of that going on around here? Seen a few more of their pussy vans than normal.” 
 
    “I’ve heard stories,” Jesse said, “but not from around here. I think they’re trying to keep a low profile. They haven’t been mixing with the population at all.” 
 
    “How do you know they’re here, then?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “Sax works at a food distribution company,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Shut up, dammit,” Sax said. “We don’t know who these guys are.” 
 
    “We just concerned citizens,” Mr. White said. “Not here to cause trouble. You do food deliveries?” 
 
    Sax eyed Mr. White, then sighed. “Yes, we’ve been delivering to them for the past month. Orders get bigger every time.” 
 
    “I’ve seen them bring in vans on car carriers,” Jesse said. “Noticed it about three weeks ago. They just keep on coming. Have to be more than a thousand now.” 
 
    “That sound suspicious,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    “Yes sir, they’re planning something,” Jesse said. “Wish we had more citizens around here that cared.” 
 
    “A lot of people care,” Sax said quietly, looking around to make sure nobody was close by. “We got several thousand Teamsters living in this town. Most of them want the UN out of here.” 
 
    “Bad enough to do something about?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “They could be rallied,” Sax said, “but nobody has the guts yet.” 
 
    “Do you know locations?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “Who are you guys?” Sax asked. “Really?” 
 
    Mr. White and Mr. Black looked at each other, then back at Sax and Jesse. 
 
    “How do we know who you are?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “We’re just locals,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Why you approach?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “Well, no offense, but you look kinda European to me,” Jesse said. “I’ve not been causing a ruckus over these UN folks because they aren’t in town pushing anybody around. If they start, lots of armed men are gonna come out of the woodwork. Mark my words.” 
 
    “Now don’t be sounding like a trouble-maker,” Sax said. “How do you know they won’t report back to the UN?” 
 
    Mr. White chuckled. “UN don’t like us. Feeling mutual.” 
 
    “Where are you from?” Jesse asked, “if you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    “Bulgaria, originally,” Mr. White said. “American citizens now.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sax said. “What do you do for a living?” 
 
    Mr. Black laughed. “Fixers.” 
 
    “Fixers?” Sax asked. “What does that mean, exactly?” 
 
    Jesse shot him a nervous glance. “Forget what my friend is asking, gentlemen.” 
 
    “I thought you were full of questions,” Sax said. 
 
    “When you come out of shell, you come out of shell,” Mr. White quipped. 
 
    “Should we tell?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “Send boss text,” Mr. White replied. 
 
    Mr. Black pulled out his phone, Sax’s eyes getting big. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here, Jesse. They’re probably calling their UN buddies.” 
 
    “Sit,” Mr. Black said as he typed the message. His phone dinged with a reply. Mr. Black read it and snickered. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Jesse asked, looking increasingly nervous. 
 
    “Yeah, what so funny?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    Mr. Black looked at Sax. “What name of kid on Leave it to Beaver?” 
 
    Jesse laughed. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 
    Sax smiled. “I know what they’re doing. It was Theodore.” 
 
    “Right,” Mr. Black said. “What name of brother?” 
 
    Jesse smiled. “Oh, I get it. Wally. Dad’s name was Ward. Remember the old joke?” 
 
    “What old joke?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “When the wife says Ward, you were kinda tough on the beaver last night.” 
 
    Mr. Black burst out laughing. “Hey, I like these guys.” 
 
    “Pass test?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Mr. Black said. He looked at Jesse and Sax. “You hear of Ivan the Butcher?” 
 
    “Oh, crap, you’re with him, aren’t you?” Sax whispered. 
 
    “You say there are teamsters who’ve had enough of UN?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    Sax shook his head yes. 
 
    “Think they might want to help us on upcoming attack?” 
 
    “I got a lot of friends too,” Jesse said. “Ex-special forces like me. We’ve all had it with these creeps.” 
 
    “Be careful who tell,” Mr. White said. “Agents all over. When next teamster meeting?” 
 
    “Couple days,” Sax said. 
 
    “You know footprint of UN base?” 
 
    “I know where I’ve delivered food,” Sax said. He rattled off the street boundaries. 
 
    Mr. White and Mr. Black glanced at each other, smiling. 
 
    “We pretty close, no?” Mr. White said. 
 
    Mr. Black nodded. “I knew. Makes sense when you look at map. Easy to protect. Mass access for attack not easy. Only handful of good entry points.” 
 
    “Wonder how they’d like it if we blocked them all up with semi-trucks?” Sax asked. 
 
    “I like, them not so much,” Mr. White said. “I think we be friends, gentlemen. Go back to women now, they look antsy. You here often?” 
 
    “Hell, just about every night,” Jesse said. 
 
    Sax pulled out his phone. “What’s your number?” 
 
    Mr. White read it off quietly, and Sax punched it in, calling him. 
 
    “Good,” Mr. White said, putting a name to the new contact. “I’ll text when we have news. Be careful who you tell. If women can’t be trusted, don’t mention. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Sax said. 
 
    “We got it,” Jesse said. 
 
    They walked back to their table. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jorge drove the Bradley Fighting Vehicle south, one of more than fifty BFVs and a thousand L-ATVs, infantry following them slowly. It was just past dusk. 
 
    “I’m gonna close the hatch,” Jorge said. “Starting to get a little chilly.” 
 
    “Go for it,” Gonzalez shouted. “You can turn on the headlights, too. It’s not too early.” 
 
    “Roger that,” Jorge said. 
 
    Doug scanned the area through his weapons sight, seeing some other vehicles rolling past them. “Damn, those L-ATVs are a lot faster than this, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Gonzalez said. “They’re scouting.” 
 
    “Hey, Gonzales, how far is it to our deployment location?” asked Sessions, one of the Marines in the back, in a Georgia accent. “It smells like Jenkins’s dirty socks in here.” 
 
    “Hey, screw you man,” said Jenkins, a buff black Marine with a big grin. “You’re smelling yourself.” 
 
    “We’ll let you know when the scouts in the L-ATVs report in,” Gonzales said. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch. The longer you stay in here, the less time you’re out there walking through scorpions and sidewinders.” 
 
    Several of the Marines chuckled, Doug shaking his head. 
 
    Suddenly there was a large explosion, the flash looking about a hundred yards out. 
 
    “Crap,” Gonzalez said. “One of the L-ATVs just ran over an IED.” 
 
    “Hey, dude, it’s still rolling,” Jorge said from the driver’s seat. “Should I go over there?” 
 
    “Negative,” Gonzalez said. “Those vehicles are better equipped to handle IEDs than this is. Steer way wide. As a matter of fact, focus on vehicles who get through without hitting anything and follow their tracks as best you can.” 
 
    “Got it,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Looks like those guys are all fine,” Doug said, watching through his FLIR gunsight. “They’re getting back into their vehicle now.” 
 
    “Yeah, I see them,” Gonzalez said. “Most of the time those things can keep going.” 
 
    “Yeah, unless there’s a hit too close to the tires,” Jenkins said. “Hopefully somebody checked.” 
 
    Doug turned from his sight. “They had several men crawl underneath. All the tires got looked at.” 
 
    “I was in one of those damn things when we rolled over an IED once,” Sessions said. “Not one of those small ones. An old MRAP. Didn’t hear good for a frigging week.” 
 
    There was another explosion further up. 
 
    “Dammit, they’ve mined this whole damn area,” Gonzalez said. “You doing okay up there, Jorge? Still keeping a bead on a good path?” 
 
    “Yes sir,” he replied. “That L-ATV isn’t moving.” 
 
    “The guys are okay, though,” Doug said. “They’re all out of their vehicle.” 
 
    “So what now?” Jorge asked. “They on foot?” 
 
    “They’ll figure out if it’s fixable or not,” Gonzalez said. “If it’s not, they’ll end up hooking up with some of the other vehicles. There’s several more waves coming.” 
 
    “If the enemy is smart, they’ll have their mortars aimed at the places with no explosives,” Jenkins said. “That way, when the later vehicles roll through, they’ll be funneled into a smaller area that their mortars are already targeted on.” 
 
    “Let’s hope they aren’t that smart,” Doug said. 
 
    “They were that smart in Syria,” Sessions said. 
 
    “Yeah they were,” Jenkins replied. 
 
    “We’re near the one that’s stopped,” Jorge said. “Are we picking up?” 
 
    “No, they’ll get picked up later,” Gonzalez said. “We don’t have room.” 
 
    They rolled along for another several miles, no more IEDs encountered, and then there was an explosion, three hundred yards ahead of them. 
 
    “Here it starts,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Was that mortar fire?” Jorge asked, his question punctuated by another explosion. 
 
    “Yep,” Gonzalez said. “Stay on a good path and speed up. See that ridge? We might be able to see the enemy mortar team with the FLIR system if we’re high enough up.” 
 
    “Looks like another BFV is thinking the same thing,” Jorge said. “They’re gonna beat us there.” 
 
    “They’d better be careful,” Gonzalez said, watching them stray into a path not yet traveled, his comment cut off by another mortar explosion, only fifty yards to their east. 
 
    “What happens if we get hit with one of those mortar shells?” Doug asked. 
 
    “Depends on where it hits us,” Gonzalez said. “These are more survivable against mortar rounds than the L-ATVs, so don’t worry about it too much.” 
 
    There was a massive explosion sixty yards out, the BFV ahead of them blowing up. 
 
    “Dammit!” Gonzalez shouted. “That’s why you follow a path that’s already been used.” 
 
    “Shit, that thing is fully engulfed in flames,” Jorge said. The ammo rounds blew seconds later, pieces of vehicle and men flying in every direction. 
 
    “You know what you’re doing up there, driver?” Jenkins shouted. 
 
    “Yes sir, I’m sticking to a path already traveled,” Jorge shouted back. “Don’t worry, we’ll get there in one piece.” 
 
    “No pun intended,” Sessions said. 
 
    “You’re a sick puppy,” Jenkins said. “We probably knew those guys.” 
 
    “War is war.” 
 
    “We’re almost to the ridge,” Doug said. 
 
    Another mortar round blew up, behind them this time by about seventy yards, narrowly missing an L-ATV. 
 
    “We’re there,” Jorge said, pulling up to the crest of the small ridge. “Says we’re on an eight-degree angle. I can go up a little more and it’ll level out, but we’ll be more exposed. 
 
    “Don’t bother, I can see what I need to see,” Doug said, looking through his FLIR sight as more mortar rounds fell. 
 
    “Hurry up, man, they’re increasing their rate of fire,” Sessions shouted. 
 
    “M242, right?” Doug asked. 
 
    “Yeah, with the anti-personnel frag rounds,” Gonzalez said. “Try a few single shots to test your aim, then go to full auto.” 
 
    “You got it,” Doug said, looking at the men moving on the green screen, their bodies showing bright against a darker green background. He fired, the round going off, killing several men, others rushing up to take their place at the mortar, as machine gun fire started, the armor of the BFV pinging. Two more mortar shells fell, one of them a little too close for comfort, the impact shaking the vehicle. 
 
    “C’mon, man, end those guys,” Jenkins shouted. 
 
    “Here goes nothing,” Doug said, pushing the button for auto-fire and pulling the trigger, peppering the mortar nest with high-explosive rounds, killing almost all the enemy fighters manning the mortars, the barrage stopping. By that time there were more BFVs up along the ridge, most of them firing into the large group of men, who were coming towards the line at a fast trot. Then the L-ATVs started flying over the top of the ridge and down into the valley below, guns blazing. 
 
    “Be careful not to hit our guys!” Gonzalez shouted as Doug wailed away at the enemy with the M242. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’m way beyond where they are. This gun is insane. How much ammo we got?” 
 
    Gonzalez looked over at Doug and grinned. “Plenty, but don’t fire auto bursts that are too long, or you’ll overheat the gun. See anybody setting up more mortars?” 
 
    “Nope, the enemy fighters are trying to find cover. A lot of them are being killed by the machine guns on those L-ATVs. Should I use ours?” 
 
    “No, hold that in reserve.” 
 
    “Tank, coming in from the west,” Jorge said. “See it?” 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” Jorge said. “Remember how the TOW Missiles work?” 
 
    “Yeah, I got it,” Doug said. “Want me to fire one?” 
 
    There was a whoosh from a nearby BFV, a missile flying towards the tank, hitting it broadside, just under the turret, popping the whole assembly off. 
 
    “Whoa, dude, that was awesome,” Jorge shouted. 
 
    “See any more?” Doug asked. 
 
    “I’m on it with the CIV,” Gonzalez said. “It’s got a better picture. I don’t see any more, but there’s a ridge to the west where that first one came from. Might be more over there.” 
 
    “What if there are a bunch of battle tanks over there?” Doug asked. “We’ve only got six TOW missiles, right?” 
 
    Gonzalez backed away from his CIV eyepiece and glanced at him. “Look to the east and west, along the ridge. We’ve got most of the first fifty BFVs lining up. They got six TOW missiles a piece. Don’t lose your nerve on me, okay?” 
 
    Jenkins laughed. “You let us know if there’s a bunch of tanks, and we’ll get out of this tin bucket.” 
 
    “Shut up, man,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    “There’s a whole lot more enemy fighters coming up behind that first batch,” Doug said, looking through his sight. “Some of them are carrying mortars.” 
 
    “So we blast them before they can set them up,” Gonzalez said. “That’s our job.” 
 
    “The L-ATVs are in a good position,” Jorge said. “I don’t think those enemy fighters know they’re there.” 
 
    “Oh, they know, believe me,” Gonzalez said. “This battle is gonna be a bloodbath.” 
 
    “You want me to kill anybody trying to set up a mortar, right?” Doug asked. 
 
    Gonzalez nodded. “Yeah, as long as there aren’t any of our guys in the way.” 
 
    “Hey, dude, tanks, see them?” Jorge shouted. “I can just see the main guns of a couple of them now, coming up from the ridge.” 
 
    “Knew it,” Gonzalez said. “Get ready on that TOW launcher. Remember we’ve only got two, then we have to load more missiles. Remember how we did it?” 
 
    “Yeah, no problem,” Doug said. 
 
    There was a massive blast, and a BFV about sixty yards to the west blew apart. 
 
    “Oh crap!” Doug said, his heart pounding. 
 
    “We’re getting out,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Yeah, go for it,” Gonzalez said, hitting the button to drop the rear door. “Set up your mortar and wail away.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ivan was watching PC screens with the intel team, all of them focused on the long-range detailed app. Sam and the rest of the leadership team walked in, chatting amongst themselves. 
 
    “Great, you’re here,” Ivan said. “How are things up-top?” 
 
    “We got the timbers here,” Garrett said. “Still gonna be slow going on the main entrance, I’m afraid. Maybe we ought to move this hardware into a building.” 
 
    “No, it safer down here,” Jules said. 
 
    “I agree,” Ted said. “What are you guys watching? The battle in Mexico?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Robbie said, turning from the screen. “It’s starting to ramp up now.” 
 
    “That’s gonna be a tough battle, partner,” Tex said. “I’d rather be here.” 
 
    “Let’s chat about the UN base,” Ivan said. “Find a seat. There’s more folding chairs over in the corner there.” 
 
    Everybody gathered around with chairs, and Ivan nodded to Ben, who showed a satellite view of the UN base on the largest monitor they had. 
 
    “That’s a huge space,” Ted said, looking at the screen, with it’s dark red outline around the target area. “How dense are they?” 
 
    “We don’t know for sure,” Ivan said. 
 
    “That’s why you asked us to be on the recon team, right?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Yes, but there have been some further developments,” Ivan said. “Mr. White and Mr. Black made some friends.” 
 
    “Friends?” Ted asked. 
 
    “Locals who’ve been watching, and don’t like the UN,” Ivan said. 
 
    “One in Teamster’s Union,” Jules said. “We talk to them about joining attack.” 
 
    “Teamsters, huh?” Tex asked. “How many?” 
 
    “Over a thousand,” Ivan said, “but more on that later.” 
 
    “We’re still going in to check it out, though, right?” Sam asked. “We don’t need any nasty surprises when we’ve got our pants around our ankles.” 
 
    Jules chuckled. “You and me on same page. Local help great, will pay off, but we need to look for ourselves.” 
 
    Ivan nodded. “I’m okay with that, as long as we have a plan that makes me confident.” 
 
    “Confident about what?” Sparky asked. 
 
    “Confident that we won’t lose the best men on our team,” Ivan said. “We’re going to hit this base with overwhelming force. I want to know as much as we can, but we have to balance risk and reward carefully.” 
 
    “Then we’ll come up with a good plan,” Sam said. 
 
    Ivan’s phone rang. He answered it, walking away from the group. 
 
    “Uh oh,” Jules said. “Seen that look before.” 
 
    Ivan was back in a flash. “Mr. White and Mr. Black are seeing movement of UN vans from the base.” 
 
    “Where are they going?” Garrett asked. “They getting on I-8?” 
 
    “Going east on Broadway,” Ivan said. His phone dinged with a new text, which he took a moment to read. “Turning south on 2nd Street. Our assets are following them, but it’s tough, because there’s still vans leaving the base.” 
 
    “Put the map of El Cajon up on that screen,” Ted said. 
 
    Ben loaded the map program, using his cursor to point out Broadway. “There it is. And here’s 2nd Street.” 
 
    Sam’s brow furrowed. “They could take that to Highway 94.”  
 
    “That leads here,” Morgan said. 
 
    Ivan nodded. “Yes, it does. Better alert everybody.” 
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    The Quadrant 
 
   T revor and Kaylee were in their battle wagon when the text came in. They both looked at their phones, then at each other. 
 
    “This is bad,” Kaylee said. “That’s a lot of UN vans.” 
 
    “We aren’t one hundred percent sure they’re coming here, you know.” 
 
    “How far away are they?” 
 
    Trevor looked over at her from his phone. “Looking at that now. Just under twenty miles. If they don’t run into trouble, they’re about half an hour from here.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Don’t get too worried yet. We’ve got a lot of people in place along Highway 94, remember? They’re coming in un-armored vans, too. They won’t take much abuse, and if the highway gets blocked, it’s not like they can off-road.” 
 
    “Then why would they come this way?” Kaylee asked. 
 
    “That’s why I’m not so sure they’re really coming here. They might have another target in mind.” 
 
    “Where are our people on Highway 94?” Kaylee asked. 
 
    “There’s about three thousand by Otay Lakes Road. The lion’s share are south of us, around Engineer Springs. Almost ten thousand citizens.” 
 
    “I guess that would figure, if we’re expecting the enemy to attack us from Mexico.” 
 
    Trevor shot her a grin. “Last I saw of that battle in Mexico, the enemy forces aren’t gonna make it here.” 
 
    They both jumped as another text came in. “They’re not coming here,” Kaylee said. “Southwest on Highway 54. 
 
    “But we’re going there. I’ll get us unhooked.” 
 
    “Which route?” Kaylee asked. 
 
    “I’m sure we’ll get instructions in a moment, but looking at the map, the only good way is Otay Lake Road. It’ll be a struggle to beat them there, though, assuming they’re gonna try to take Highway 125 south to the border.” 
 
    “I’ll get things locked down in here, then. Glad we reloaded all the weapons.” 
 
    “See you in a few minutes,” Trevor said, slipping out the door. He saw Angel rushing to the back of his coach, parked about twenty yards away. 
 
    “We’re gonna see some action,” he said. “I’m almost glad.” 
 
    Trevor nodded. “Yeah. Wonder if we can beat them there?” 
 
    “We’ll see. Hear that?” 
 
    The sound of starting engines drifted over the property. 
 
    “All those recruits,” Trevor said as he unhooked the water. “Hope they’re sending the citizens who were along Highway 94.” 
 
    “Where were they?” Angel asked, as he yanked the power cord off the mast. 
 
    “They were close to Otay Lake Road. Hopefully they’re already taking off. We might need to block the road.” 
 
    “Highway 125?” Angel asked. 
 
    “Yeah. We ought to be hearing any minute. I’m done. See you, man.” 
 
    “Take care, dude,” Angel said, heading for the door of his coach. 
 
    “Ready to go?” Kaylee asked. 
 
    “Yeah, did we get the instructions?” 
 
    “North on Highway 94, stop at Otay Lake Road unless we hear from them.” 
 
    “They’re making sure,” Trevor said, pushing the button for the main slide. It moved in slowly. When it was finished, he brought in the bedroom slide, then went to the driver’s seat and fired up the engine. “Ready?” 
 
    “Let’s go,” Kaylee said, walking to the passenger seat with her M4 and one of the M60s. She sat as Trevor drove towards the gate. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You call our Teamster buddies?” Mr. White asked, walking out of the motel room’s bath. 
 
    “Yes, they hitting the road soon. Three thousand semi-trucks.” 
 
    “Sounds like traffic jam in making,” Mr. White said. “Glad Ivan get weapons here in time. Lots M-60, mortars, and RPGs. Distributed at Teamster’s union hall.” 
 
    “Excellent, let’s go.” 
 
    The two men grabbed their weapons and headed for their van, setting the guns between the seats. Mr. Black took the wheel. “What about others?” 
 
    “Jesse gathered three hundred. They already left. Heavily armed. All have military training. They tip of spear.” 
 
    “Are we trying to stop them on road?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “We do what we can, and Ivan send forces from Dulzura. Another four thousand, including all but three battle wagons.” 
 
    Mr. Black glanced at him. “Why not all? We know where enemy is, and Dulzura have cavalry.” 
 
    Mr. White chuckled. “They use generators from last three battle wagons to power computers in broken mine.” 
 
    “Oh. They should buy stand-alone generators.” 
 
    Mr. White nodded. “Would have. Not time. This happen fast.” 
 
    “What we do about Dana Point Harbor?” 
 
    “You worry too much,” Mr. White said. “Either moot point, or we mess with. Depend on this fight, no?” 
 
    “This wasn’t all the UN forces. Have to watch back.” 
 
    “That be part of our job,” Mr. White said. “Let’s hit it.” They went out the door. Mr. White got behind the wheel, Mr. Black in the passenger seat. 
 
    Mr. Black’s phone dinged. “Shit.” He pulled it out and looked. “It boss. Get on road to Dana Point.” 
 
    Mr. White shot him a grin. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The BFV on the end of the line blew up, hit by more tank cannon fire, as four TOW missiles flew, taking out two tanks and disabling a third. 
 
    “These are lousy tanks,” Doug said, watching in his sight. “There’s one turning its gun towards us.” 
 
    “Fire,” Gonzalez said, but somebody else beat Doug to it, the tank getting hit in the front part of the turret, blowing it half way off, fire erupting from the right side of the tank. The crew tried to escape through the top, mowed down as soon as they were on the ground by a fast-moving L-ATV. 
 
    “Those little L-ATVs are too fast for the tanks to get a good bead on,” Jorge said. “Watch that tank coming this way. It’s trying to decide whether to shoot at us or the guy next to us.” 
 
    “On it,” Doug said, firing his first TOW missile, steering it right into the turret of the tank, a large explosion stopping it in its tracks. “Bullseye!” 
 
    “Nice job,” Gonzalez said. “Remember you’ve only got one left before we reload.” 
 
    “Here come three more tanks!” Jorge shouted. “Heading this way.” 
 
    “Crap,” Doug said, getting ready to fire his second TOW missile. Then the enemy tanks turned and headed south, going full bore. “What the hell?” 
 
    There was a loud blast from behind them, knocking one of the fleeing enemy tanks into the air, coming down on one next to it, both bursting into flames. 
 
    “Our M-1 Tanks are here,” Gonzalez said. “About frigging time.” 
 
    “There they go!” Jorge shouted, watching eight tanks flying by at high speed, two of them firing on the run, hitting two more of the fleeing enemy tanks. Several more tanks passed them to join the fight. 
 
    “Yes!” Doug said. “Should I go back to shooting at infantry? There’s a group over there getting another mortar ready.” 
 
    “Go for it, man,” Gonzalez said, watching through the CIV. 
 
    “I got you, suckas,” Doug shouted, hitting a mortar team with full auto from the M242, killing all the men and blowing up their crate of mortar rounds. Then there was a pop close by, and a large group of enemy fighters exploded in white-hot flames. 
 
    “What was that?” Jorge asked.  
 
    “Looks like Sessions and Jenkins finally got their mortar working,” Gonzalez said, his comment punctuated by another pop, a second large group of enemy fighters going up in flames. 
 
    “Napalm?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “Willie Pete,” Gonzalez said. “When that goes off, be someplace else.” 
 
    “What’s Willie Pete?” Doug asked. 
 
    “White Phosphorous.” 
 
    “I thought that was illegal, dude,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Only when you mix it with high-explosive rounds,” Gonzalez said. “We aren’t doing that.” 
 
    More M-1 tanks sped past them, heading right for the ridge where the enemy tanks were hiding. One M-1 climbed it, starting to go down when it was hit, the round from the enemy tank making a lot of noise but not slowing the M-1 down. 
 
    “Like I said, they got lousy tanks,” Doug said, watching the M-1 turn its main gun towards the fleeing enemy tank and firing, pieces of armor raining down around the area. “That shot just pissed off the M-1.” 
 
    Jorge laughed. “The enemy isn’t advancing anymore. They’re running south.” 
 
    “Then we’ll go further south too. Remember to follow a path already traveled.” 
 
    “That’s gonna be tough. The ground is a mess.” 
 
    “Hey, Gonzalez, open the door,” Sessions yelled. “We need to go further south.” 
 
    Gonzalez pushed the button to open the rear gate, the men flooding in. 
 
    “You got that Willie Pete secured?” Gonzalez asked. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s back in the container, sealed up,” Jenkins said. “Let’s get going.” 
 
    Jorge listened for the sound of the back-door closing, then drove forward, trying to keep on a safe path. M-1 tanks continued their assault on the enemy tanks, blowing them up wholesale. 
 
    “There were a lot of enemy tanks,” Doug said. “How come we didn’t see them?” 
 
    “I don’t think they are being driven by Islamists,” Gonzales said. “I’m sure we’ll find out soon enough.” 
 
    “There are still a lot of enemy hits out there,” Doug said. “We haven’t seen the largest group yet. Not by a long shot.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” Gonzalez said, nearly shouting as the noise outside grew louder. 
 
    “Think we’re running into a trap?” 
 
    Gonzalez looked at Doug, shaking his head no. “They might think that, but they’ve only seen a quarter of the force from the Jacumba Hot Springs area, and we’ve got a huge flow of patriots coming east on Highway 2 right now. Just got an update in my text inbox.” 
 
    An L-ATV ahead of them touched off another IED, a second hitting one a few seconds later. 
 
    “Here we go, men,” Sessions shouted. “Their next kill spot, or so they think.” 
 
    “Keep your wits about you, Jorge,” Jenkins shouted.  
 
    “No prob, dude,” Jorge shouted back. “I’m back on a good path again. We’ll be fine.” 
 
    “There aren’t any ridges nearby for tanks to hide behind,” Doug said. “Where’s our M-1s?” 
 
    “Finishing off those old Russian tanks back there,” Gonzalez said. “It’s a turkey shoot. Their cannon fire just bounces off the M-1s unless they get very lucky and hit them in exactly the right spot.” 
 
    “I saw one of them try a cheapo hand-held anti-tank weapon back there,” Jenkins said. “Bounced off.” 
 
    “Modern Russian anti-tank weapons will work,” Gonzalez said. “Luckily for us, Russia is on our side in this war, and they’re not selling that stuff to anybody but us and our allies. The Russian tanks the enemy has are USSR timeframe.” 
 
    “Something’s gonna happen pretty soon,” Jenkins said, looking at his phone. “The retreating enemy troops got to the main group and stopped. They’re liable to come back at us.” 
 
    “They’re within mortar range,” Sessions said. “We don’t need to go much further before you can drop us off.” 
 
    “Listen,” Jorge said. “Sounds like choppers.” 
 
    “Crap, it is,” Gonzalez said. “We aren’t stopping yet. Doug, target any choppers you see coming with the M242.” 
 
    “How do we know which are ours?” Doug asked. 
 
    “We don’t have any in the area,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    “Those choppers are in for a nasty surprise,” Jenkins said. 
 
    Sessions chuckled. “You ain’t kidding.” 
 
    “What?” Doug asked. 
 
    “All of the L-ATVs were issued with stinger missiles,” Jenkins said. “The choppers won’t last long.” 
 
    “I see one,” Jorge said. “No, there’s four of them. They look kinda old.” 
 
    “They’re strafing our L-ATVs,” Doug said, “but not with a round strong enough to kill them.” 
 
    One of the choppers fired a missile, which flew into an M-1 tank, blowing it up. 
 
    “Dammit!” Jorge shouted. “You see that?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Gonzalez said. “Didn’t kill the crew. They’re getting out of the tank.” 
 
    “What happened?” Jenkins asked. 
 
    “Chopper hit an M-1 with an anti-tank missile.” 
 
    “Whoa!” Jorge said, punctuated by a loud explosion and the sound of metal hitting the ground. “One of those stingers just came out. Knocked that chopper right out of the air.” 
 
    “I’ve got a bead on one,” Doug said, firing full auto with the M242, hitting it in the tail, stopping the back rotor. The chopper spun through the air, clipping the chopper near it, which went out of control, both of them hitting the dirt and blowing up. 
 
    “Nice shooting, Tex,” Gonzalez yelled, laughing. “Two with one frigging shot.” 
 
    “It was on auto,” Jenkins said. “That was about ten shots.” 
 
    “It was one burst,” Doug said. 
 
    Sessions laughed. “You guys crack me up. We close enough for the mortars yet?” 
 
    “There’s a small mound coming up. We’ll stop behind it. Doug, keep an eye out for more choppers.” 
 
    “There goes another Stinger,” Jorge said, and the explosion went off, sounding closer than the others. Some debris hit the top of their BFV. “Wow, listen to that!” 
 
    “More stingers just fired,” Doug said. “One hit, one miss, but the other choppers are flying away now.” 
 
    “Don’t blame them,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Jorge, pull up by the mound. See it?” 
 
    “Yeah, man, I’m almost there.” The vehicle stopped after a moment. “This good?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Gonzalez said. “I’m opening the back door. You guys ready?” 
 
    “Hell yeah,” Sessions said, leading the others out the back. 
 
    “Once they start frying that big group with Willie Pete, this is gonna be over,” Gonzalez said. “There’s another group further south, but they’re at least a few day’s walk from here.” 
 
    “Maybe we should drive over there and nail them,” Jorge said. 
 
    “That’ll be the commander’s call. I’m getting some chatter about a huge caravan of UN vans heading for the border.” 
 
    “Vans? What good will those do?” Jorge asked. “There aren’t roads here.” 
 
    Gonzalez shrugged. “There is Highway 2D, but last I heard the Marines had complete control of that.” 
 
    “Maybe they’re coming to attack the Dulzura base,” Doug said. 
 
    “They’re already south of the road for that,” Gonzalez said. “Let’s move around this mound so we can fire at the enemy with the M242. They’ll be setting up mortars any second now.” 
 
    “Will do,” Jorge said, moving forward, going around one side of the mound, getting into position to fight again. There were rows of BFVs on either side of them, getting ready to open fire, and then the first of the mortar shots from the enemy ranks flew, hitting a BFV about sixty yards from their position. 
 
    “I see where that came from,” Doug said, firing the M242 again, the projectiles smashing into the huddled men and their mortar. Then Sessions dropped a Willie Pete round into his mortar, the round flying into the midst of a huge group of Islamists, the whole area exploding in flames, burning men running, trying to drop and roll as other mortar teams started up, setting the whole enemy line on fire. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tex was driving his battle wagon in the lead, the rest of the rigs from Dodge City behind him. There were hundreds of citizen fighters ahead of him, in every kind of vehicle imaginable. They’d just made the left turn onto Otay Lake Road. 
 
    “Maybe we should put on the blue-tooth headsets now,” Karen said from the passenger seat. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s time,” Tex said. 
 
    “We’re on,” Karen said into hers. “Tex and Karen.” 
 
    “We’re on too. Ted, Haley, Bryan, and Brianna.” 
 
    “Robbie and Morgan are on.” 
 
    “Dana and Sparky.” 
 
    “Trevor and Kaylee.” 
 
    “Katie and Justin.” 
 
    “Megan and Angel.” 
 
    “Allison and Cody.” 
 
    A few others logged in. 
 
    “Hello, all. Jules here, with rest of intel and leadership team.” 
 
    “Where are the UN vans now, partner? You can see us, right?” 
 
    “Yes, we see, most of you already on Otay Lake Road,” Jules said. “UN would have beat you there, but ran into trouble on Highway 125.” 
 
    “What kind of trouble?” 
 
    “Roadblock. Local sheriff in La Presa started. Most vans got message and went to side streets.” 
 
    “They can’t go very far to the west, and there’s not much in the way of good roads to the east of I-25,” Ted said. 
 
    “Yes, Ted, you right. If they go west of I-805, the Marines get involved. They watch. Same drone feed we use.” 
 
    “So are we gonna get to them before they can get south of us?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “They be lucky to make that,” Jules said. “Keep on plan. Maybe you go north, when off Otay Lake Road, maybe south. Either way, they doomed.” 
 
    “How’s it going in Mexico?” Sparky asked. 
 
    “Not good for enemy,” Jules said. “Looking like rout.” 
 
    “Their plan didn’t work, then?” Ted asked. 
 
    “What plan?” Katie asked. 
 
    Jules chuckled. “They try to draw regular army from Mexico City to save citizen recruits. Now they need rescue themselves.” 
 
    Tex laughed. “That’s beautiful, partner. Maybe this war will be over sooner rather than later.” 
 
    “I’d love that,” Dana said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jesse was at the wheel of an old primer-gray pickup, the back full of his buddies. All of them were ex-military, most former Marines like Jesse. Sax was behind them, leading a huge group of truckers, all of them armed to the teeth. Both groups were supplied with military-grade weapons. M-60s, M240s, M-4s, and some new M249s that Ivan had managed to obtain. Rounding out the group was another new weapon – the MP5. 
 
    “Hey, Jesse, how far away are they now?” asked Erik, a tall, well-built man who’d only been out of the service for three years. 
 
    “Last I saw, they were on Paradise Valley Road, nearly stopped,” he said, pulling his phone out of his pocket and handing it over. “Pin is 3357. There’s a browser up with the drone feed video. Should be right on them.” 
 
    “Cool,” Erik said, taking it and inputting the pin. He laughed. “They’re all over the damn place in Jamacha-Lomita and the Bay Terraces area. I’ll bet they’re trying to find a place to turn around and lose the local law enforcement. There’s cop cars everywhere. Can’t all be from these little towns.” 
 
    “This effort is huge now,” Jesse said. “Got to hand it to this Ivan the Butcher character. I think he might have saved the whole damn state.” 
 
    “We’re just about to Lemon Grove. Maybe we ought to get off 125 and onto the surface roads to pick these creeps off. Otherwise they’re liable to keep going north to get away.” 
 
    “We know about their headquarters now,” Jesse said. “They’ve got to know they’re done.” 
 
    “They might just move someplace else in the state,” Erik said. “We need to kill all we can on the road, and then go hit that base. They probably only sent a fraction of what they had there.” 
 
    “According to Sax’s guys, they took most of their vans.” 
 
    “Get off on Spring Street,” Erik said. “I’ll text the others. Turn left on Spring, then right on Broadway. That’ll take us into the quadrant they’re hiding in.” 
 
    “Quadrant?” Jesse asked, shooting him a grin. “Want to be back in, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes and no, man. I meant the area between 94 on the north, 125 on the east, I-805 to the west, and 54 to the south. That’s where most of them are. We’ll have to hunt them down street to street.” 
 
    “They’ll leave their vehicles,” Jesse said. “We’ll be on foot.” 
 
    “Yeah, with M-4s, M249s, M60s, M240s, and MP5s. We’re gonna fry their bacon up good.” 
 
    “There’s our turnoff,” Jesse said, taking the ramp down to Spring Street. “Here we go!” 
 
    “Yep, here we go.” 
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    Lemon Grove 
 
   J esse drove the pickup truck from Spring Street to Broadway.  
 
    Erik was watching the drone feed on Jesse’s phone. “We’re gonna run into a UN roadblock just after we go under the interchange between Highway 94 and Highway 125.” 
 
    “Road block? You’re kidding.” 
 
    “They’re not going to stop over two hundred heavily armed vehicles. They’ve got two UN Vans parked diagonal in the road, on Broadway right before Grove Street. There are a bunch more vans west on Lemon Grove Way, but all those cop cars are heading in that direction.” 
 
    “Make sure the rest of the group knows what we’re running into,” Jesse said. “We’re almost there.” 
 
    Erik stared at his phone. “Hey, there’s a huge block and brick outlet just before Lemon Grove Way, with plenty of room to park our vehicles. I’ll tell everybody to make a left into that parking lot, then we’ll blow the roadblock and kill as many of these creeps as we can.” 
 
    Jesse smiled. “Good, go for it.” 
 
    They drove under the interchange. “There it is. See it?” 
 
    “Yeah, Erik, I see it,” Jesse said as he made the turn, the other vehicles pulling in too, finding places to park amid the stalls set up for different types of bricks and blocks. “This is perfect, but we need to watch ourselves. Not all of these UN creeps are stupid.” 
 
    “Roger that,” Erik said. “The cops are heading in that direction from the other side. I’m seeing about thirty cruisers.” 
 
    “Hope they’re better armed than normal.” 
 
    “You and me both,” Erik said, passing the phone back to Jesse. They got out of the truck, the men in the bed jumping out, joining the multitude who were getting out and checking their weapons. 
 
    “All right, men, let’s look sharp. The UN isn’t stupid enough to have two vans blocking this road all by themselves. Watch for snipers in the buildings. Stay under cover as best you can. Consider this just like Mosul, understand?” 
 
    “Yeah, we get it,” somebody shouted from the group. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Erik said. The men left, some staying on the north side of Broadway, others crossing over to the south side, all getting away from the road, working their way through parking lot brush and behind buildings, hauling their weapons and mortars. 
 
    Jesse and Erik stayed together, moving on the north side of Broadway, crossing Lemon Grove Way, heading behind a gas station and into the parking lot of a Senior Apartment complex, half of their five hundred men behind and around them, scattered about, making themselves a difficult target. A hoarse, loud whisper got Jesse’s attention. He pointed his MP5 in that direction, and a police officer in uniform poked his head out of the brush, motioning him over. 
 
    “Cop,” Jesse whispered. “C’mon, let’s go talk to him.” 
 
    Erik nodded, turning to the others to point at the officer, giving them the signal to hold under cover for a moment. He and Jesse rushed over. 
 
    “Hello, officer,” Jesse said. 
 
    “I’m Officer Roberts. The UN creeps are all over the place, starting just past Columbus Place. We’ve been sneaking people into the church right past it. About thirty officers.” 
 
    “What are they packing?” Erik asked. 
 
    “M4s, shotguns, and their side arms.” 
 
    “That’s not so good,” Jesse said. 
 
    “They’re full auto M4s,” Officer Roberts said. 
 
    “Oh, that’s good, then,” Erik said. 
 
    “What are you guys packing? That’s an MP5, right? Only 9mm.” 
 
    “We’ve got a bunch of stuff. Lot of M249s, M60s, M240s, and some mortars too. Also some RPGs.” 
 
    “Holy crap, where’d you get that?” the officer asked. 
 
    “Ivan,” Jesse whispered. 
 
    The officer’s face turned white. “How big is this gonna be?” 
 
    “Sizable, but we’ve got five hundred men in this first wave, all ex-military. There’s a few thousand heavily armed Teamsters on the way in semi-trucks too, plus Ivan’s sending a bunch of his people from Dulzura.” 
 
    “Wow,” the officer said. 
 
    “I think we ought to bring the mortars up here and ruin their hiding places,” Erik said. 
 
    Jesse nodded, pulling his phone and sending a text. “You know which buildings to start with, Officer?” 
 
    “There’s a small auto repair center just past Columbus, and a small shopping center across the street. We were planning to assault the auto repair center. We’ve got other officers to the south. Be great to have some help.” 
 
    The mortar teams rushed forward in a crouch. A large Hispanic man rushed over to Jesse. “Where you thinking, Chief?” 
 
    “Hey, Luis,” Jesse said. “There are shopping centers just past Columbus Place, on both sides of Broadway. Nail both of those areas.” 
 
    “You got it,” he said, rushing back to the mortar team. They moved into covered positions past the Senior Apartment building, behind a Pest Control business, a few of them sneaking across Broadway to set up in a hair salon parking lot. Shots rang out. 
 
    “They’ve seen us,” Erik said. “Nothing they can do, though. Let’s return some fire to keep them from being pro-active.” 
 
    Jesse nodded, and the men fanned out in the bushes, opening fire at the Auto Care Center with M249s, M240s, and M60s. 
 
    “That’ll get their attention,” Officer Roberts said, joining in with his M4. 
 
    After a few moments, there was a pop, a mortar round landing in the parking lot of the Auto Care Center, blowing out most of the windows in the buildings surrounding the parking lot. Then another round dropped into the strip mall across Broadway, hitting the building closest to the street, blowing glass all over. UN Peacekeepers streamed out, running for better cover. A hail of lead met them, dropping most, a few making it behind something good enough to shoot from. Then another several mortar rounds dropped on their positions, destroying two of the buildings at the Auto Care Center and blasting a restaurant in the strip mall. 
 
    “They’re running back towards their roadblock,” Jesse said, moving out with his MP5 and spraying lead down the street at the fleeing men. 
 
    “Here,” Erik said, shoving an M60 at Jesse. “Use something with a little more firepower. That damn 9mm toy ain’t gonna cut it.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Jesse said, setting down the MP5 and picking up the M60, checking the belt, then aiming at a group of UN Peacekeepers trying to run to the next set of buildings, cutting down about half of them. More of the team were in good positions now, firing at the Peacekeepers who were fleeing the barrage of mortar rounds falling into their hiding places.  
 
    “They’re going into the next structures,” Jesse shouted. “Send some mortar fire there. Get those creeps into the open!” 
 
    “Read my mind, Chief,” Luis said, turning to his team, pointing forward. They picked up and moved closer, setting up again as the rest of the team rushed forward, clearing the enemy fighters who were left in the first position and firing on the UN vans blocking the road at the end of the block. The police officers flooded out of the Church grounds, heading into forward positions with guns blazing. 
 
    “Maybe we ought to take out those vans with mortars,” Erik said. 
 
    Jesse shook his head. “I’d rather hit the buildings first. Those vans were only there to provide a stoppage, so the UN could fire on anybody trying to get past them. Their men are in the buildings. Hell, those vans might be rigged to blow. You know how these cretins are. They’re as bad as the Islamists.” 
 
    “Shit, didn’t think about that,” Erik said. “Look, the UN Peacekeepers behind the roadblock just fled north on Grove.” 
 
    “Let them go. We need to clear this area. I’m gonna send a text for nobody to get near those vans.” 
 
    Jesse did that, as Erik drew a bead on some UN Peacekeepers trying to sneak around the front of the car wash, just past the Auto Care Center. The area blew up with a mortar round before he could get a shot off. “Whoa. See the secondary explosions? We hit some of their ammo or something.” 
 
    “That explosion was too big for ammo. They’ve probably got mortars they haven’t used yet. Let’s keep on them.” 
 
    “Hey, Chief, saw your text about the vans,” Luis said. “Tell everybody to get down. I’m blowing those things. The enemy might be able to detonate them remotely, and they could have enough explosive in them to take out people who aren’t that close.” 
 
    “All right, go ahead,” Jesse said, sending a text for everybody to take cover. Luis adjusted his mortar and fired, short about twenty yards. 
 
    “Look, the enemy troops are running away,” Erik said, raising his M249 and cutting down as many as he could. “Luis is right, there’s something in those vans.” 
 
    Luis dropped another round, which was within about ten yards this time. “Dammit. Third time will be the charm.” He made the adjustment and fired another round, which hit the van on the right, blowing up huge, setting off the other van and a gas station on the south side of Broadway, debris and fire filling the air. 
 
    “Take cover!” Jesse yelled at the top of his lungs as burning pieces came down around them. 
 
    “I think I just hit the jackpot!” Luis shouted. 
 
    “Yeah, I think so,” Erik said, laughing as the fire spread, more UN Peacekeepers trying to flee from nearby buildings, getting cut down by the multitude of machine guns brought in by the group. 
 
    “The enemy is moving further north,” Jesse said, watching his phone. “We need to make sure there are forces over there.” 
 
    “They can get home that way,” Officer Roberts said. “We need to stop them.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, we’ll get the Teamsters to block that off,” Erik said. “Maybe we should tell Ivan’s folks from Dulzura too.” 
 
    “There’s a larger group still heading south,” Jesse said. “We need the Dulzura group for that. Last I heard they were just getting to Highway 125 from Lake Otay Road.” 
 
    “Oh, didn’t know they were still that far south,” Erik said. “We moving?” 
 
    “Yeah, let’s chase them,” Jesse said. “Sax’s crew is gonna be on Riviera Drive in about five minutes.” 
 
    “Riviera Drive?” Erik asked. 
 
    Officer Roberts chuckled. “Grove turns into Riviera Drive. Those cretins are in trouble. We’re gonna stop up their retreat route.” 
 
    “Let’s get to the vehicles, everybody!” Jesse shouted as he sent out the text. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ted was behind the wheel of his battle wagon, Bryan in the passenger seat watching his phone. Brianna and Haley were in the back, ready to go with the M60s. 
 
    “Real mess in Lemon Grove,” Bryan said. 
 
    “For us?” Ted asked. 
 
    “No, for the UN. They just got forced to retreat.” 
 
    “Which way?” 
 
    Bryan moved the phone closer to his face. “North on Grove. All those Teamsters are heading in that direction from the north. This ought to be interesting.” 
 
    Their phones all dinged with a broadcast text. 
 
    “What?” Ted asked, not trying to pull his phone out. 
 
    “Big group of UN Peacekeepers massing at a Country Club along Bonita road,” Haley said. 
 
    “Dammit,” Bryan said. “We should’ve stayed on Otay Lakes Road. It would’ve taken us right there. Get off on EH Street and go west.” 
 
    “To where?” Ted asked. 
 
    “It’ll take us right back to Otay Lakes Road, honey,” Haley said. “I’m texting the others.” 
 
    “Good,” Ted said. “I see it coming up already. It was the next off-ramp.” 
 
    “How many UN creeps are there?” Brianna asked. 
 
    “Hard to tell,” Bryan said. “We should put the Bluetooth headsets back on. We’re about to be in the thick of it.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Ted said, putting his back on. “Anybody on?” 
 
    “Read you loud and clear, partner,” Tex said. “Never bothered to take mine off. Got an extra if the battery gets low.” 
 
    “Good, Ted, you back,” Jules said. “Satellite view just come in. UN Peacekeepers in Lemon Grove cut off from main group, trying to flee north. Rest of slugs heading to the Bonita Country Club. Recruits in cars beat you there. I tell to hold off, but they’ll get seen, so kick into high gear. They need firepower of battle wagons.” 
 
    “Everybody remember the weaknesses of these rigs,” Trevor said. 
 
    “Yes, remember,” Ji-Ho said. “Don’t get caught up. Leave coach and fight on ground if you get stuck.” 
 
    “You aren’t with us, are you Uncle?” Kaylee asked. 
 
    “No, at Dodge City. Traded for second generation rig that was powering the computers in the mine.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re Edison today, huh?” Trevor quipped.  
 
    Ji-Ho laughed. “Summer rates apply.” 
 
    “Hey, everybody, it’s Ivan. Things are going well in Mexico. The last group of Islamists are fleeing to the south. Our guys are chasing them, and they won’t get away. They’re on foot.” 
 
    “Good news,” Jules said. 
 
    “So, the regular army never had to leave the Mexico City area?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Nope, not so far,” Ivan said. “It’s not over yet, though. The enemy might still have a few tricks up their sleeves.” 
 
    “Well, at least it sounds like we’re getting to the last part of the California war,” Justin said. 
 
    “There’s still a lot of UN Peacekeepers at the base in El Cajon,” Ivan said. “We aren’t safe until we root them out and kill or capture them.” 
 
    “I vote for kill, partner,” Tex said. 
 
    Robbie chuckled. “Yeah, me too.” 
 
    “Do we know what the size of the force at the country club is?” Ted asked, sounding more serious than the rest. 
 
    “Several thousand, assuming they not pick up more sleepers from southern region,” Jules said, “Take seriously. This dangerous mission.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Ted said. “I’m about to turn right from EH Street to Otay Lakes Road. Everybody keep their eyes open. One person from each coach keep an eye on the drone feed. All of us need to watch carefully. If you see something, say something, even if it looks like a minor threat. Everybody got that?” 
 
    “Good advice,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Yes, agree,” Ji-Ho said. “Damage enemy, but live to fight another day. This not over.” 
 
    Haley took off her headset. “Why do they keep saying that?” 
 
    Ted pushed the button to turn off his headset. “Because there’s several thousand of them and about one thousand of us, and we’ve seen the weaknesses of these battle wagons. We’re too far away from Garrett’s cavalry this time. We’ve got a whole bunch of recruits, but we haven’t fought with them before. Stay sharp. Don’t take chances. If the enemy is aiming something big at this rig and we can’t kill them, we get out in a hurry. Got it?” 
 
    Bryan nodded. “Put your headsets back on.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Haley asked. 
 
    “Nothing happened, but Ivan and Jules want everybody on,” Bryan said. 
 
    “I’m back,” Ted said into his headset. 
 
    “Good,” Jules said. “You still in the lead, correct?” 
 
    “We’re the first battle wagon. Lots of citizen recruits are in front of us.” 
 
    “Listen,” Haley said. “Gunfire.” 
 
    “The citizens are engaging the enemy already,” Seth said. “I can see them in the drone video. They’re taking tremendous fire.” 
 
    “As we expected,” Ben said. “How far out are the battle wagons?” 
 
    “We’re hearing the gunfire in our rig,” Ted said. “Several blocks.” 
 
    “Yeah, partner, we hear it now too,” Tex said. “The enemy is gonna expect us to go right down this road. Some of us should split off.” 
 
    “Yes, he right,” Ji-Ho said. 
 
    “Hey,” Kaitlyn said, “the enemy isn’t firing on the citizens from the country club, they’re on the roofs of some stores, in the shopping center at Otay Lakes Road and Bonita Road. Be careful. Get behind it and lob grenades if you can.” 
 
    “They’re also on the roofs at the smaller shopping center east of Otay Lakes Road,” Seth said. 
 
    “Oh yeah, see them too,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “Guide us in,” Ted said. “We’re almost there.” 
 
    “Okay, most of you turn left on Allen School Lane,” Kaitlyn said. “Follow it around. It’ll put you on a hill behind the big shopping center, with several escape routes.” 
 
    “After you’ve laid down fire there, we could put a couple battle wagons across the street and to the north on Songbird Lane,” Ben said. “It’s on a hill with a perfect view of the smaller shopping center, but there’s no back way out. I wouldn’t put more than one or two coaches there.” 
 
    “Yes, I see,” Ji-Ho said. “Be careful on east side of Otay Lakes Road. Good spot to shoot from, but death trap.” 
 
    “I just made the turn onto Allen School Lane,” Ted said. “Bryan, go man one of the M60s and get Haley up here to man the front and rear machine guns.” 
 
    “Okay, boss,” Bryan said, getting up, Haley taking his place, pulling the targeting tray out in front of her. 
 
    “The road turns to the right,” Kaitlyn said. “Looks like a different road, but it’s got the same name. Turn there, and when that stretch starts to curve, pull up into the driveway. There’s a large dirt area. Looks like a house with a huge piece of land around it.” 
 
    “Got it,” Ted said, making the right turn in the massive coach. “Kinda small back here. Residential streets. Lousy road surface too.” 
 
    The front of the coach was pelted with machine gun fire. 
 
    “There’s people on that land we were gonna use,” Haley shouted, aiming the front machine guns and firing, mowing down several UN Peacekeepers, the rest running for the line of trees behind the shopping center. Ted pulled onto the dirt, making way for more battle wagons, raising the weapons and going into siege mode. 
 
    “Watch the sides with those M60s,” Haley said. 
 
    “There’s Tex, pulling next to us,” Ted said, waiting for the grenade launcher to lock into place. When it did, he pulled the targeting sight in front of him and fired a salvo of grenades, hitting the tops of the closest buildings, blowing up three machine gun nests, the UN Peacekeepers on the nearby roofs scrambling towards the trap doors and ladders, just as Tex opened up with his mini gun. 
 
    Justin and Katie drove past them, getting on the far side of the property and going into siege mode. 
 
    “We’re going to the second location,” Trevor said. “If we have to leave the coach, we can do a lot of damage when we’re outside.” 
 
    “Be careful,” Ji-Ho said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Uncle, we know what we’re doing,” Kaylee said. 
 
    “We’re going there too,” Cody said. “Allison and I are both pretty good on the ground. We’ll position so if either of us get hit, the other can still back out.” 
 
    “Good,” Jules said. 
 
    “In place,” Trevor said. “Activating siege mode. We’re getting hit by a lot of machine gun fire.” 
 
    “Don’t get stuck there,” Ji-Ho shouted. 
 
    “Weapons up,” Trevor said, noise from the mini gun sounding. “We just swept the creeps who were shooting us off the roof.” 
 
    “Look, there’s a bunch of them running up the road,” Kaylee said. “Going at them with the forward machine guns.” She fired. 
 
    “I’m in place,” Cody said. “Perfect view. I can see both shopping centers. Taking out the crew on the grocery store now.” The M19 grenade launcher chugged away, sending one grenade after another onto the roof. 
 
    “Whoa, honey, caved in that whole side of the roof,” Allison said. 
 
    “Watch out, look at those fighters coming at us!” Cody shouted. The front machine guns fired. 
 
    “Don’t stay there too long,” Ted shouted as he continued to fire at the shopping center roofs. “Look at those guys rushing Justin and Katie’s rig over there.” 
 
    A mini gun fired up. 
 
    “Never mind, Tex nailed them good,” Haley said.  
 
    Suddenly the ground near Justin and Katie’s rig exploded. 
 
    “Uh oh, they’ve got mortars,” Tex said. “I think I know where they are. Firing grenades.” Another mortar round exploded, closer to Justin and Katie’s rig as they fought back with the mini gun and grenade launcher. 
 
    “Justin, move back, man,” Tex shouted as he fired several grenades towards the source of the mortar fire. 
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    Attacks and Diversions 
 
   K atie looked at Justin in their battle wagon, her eyes wide as the second mortar round fell, closer this time. “Maybe we’d better take Tex’s advice and backup.” 
 
    “On it,” Justin said, “but we’ll have to go out of siege mode.” 
 
    “I know, I know,” she said, firing the front machine guns, mowing down a group of Peacekeepers rushing towards them. “Better do it anyway. Keep the weapons up. We should have more people in the rig with us.” 
 
    “Look, their mortar got moved into a place I can see!” He aimed the grenade launcher and fired several grenades, hitting the mortar, blowing it apart, the ammo exploding big. 
 
    “Nice shooting,” Tex said. 
 
     “Moving back now,” Justin said, flipping the siege mode switch, the metal plates in front of the tires and windshield moving out of the way. He backed up as soon as he could, as machinegun fire hit the bare windshield, bouncing off but leaving marks. 
 
    “Hurry!” shouted Katie. “Look at that big gun they’re bringing up!” 
 
    “Shoot them!” Justin shouted has he hit the gas, the big coach lurching backwards. 
 
    Katie’s eyes were on the targeting system tray, firing, killing the Peacekeepers who were manning a tripod-mounted weapon, killing them all, another group taking their place. 
 
    “That’s far enough, go back into siege mode!” Tex shouted. 
 
    “Yeah,” Justin said, stopping the coach and flipping the switch again, the wheel armor and front windshield plates moving slowly into place. 
 
    “Dammit, they’re gonna fire before the front shield is all the way up,” Katie said, trying frantically to hit them as the metal sheet slowly crept upwards. Then a round hit an exposed part of the windshield, shattering the glass, shards hitting Katie in the face. She dived out of the seat screaming. 
 
    “Katie!” shouted Justin. 
 
    “Stay on your guns, dammit, or they’ll take you,” Tex shouted. “We’ll try to move.” 
 
    “Don’t come out of siege mode, Tex,” Jules shouted. 
 
    “Yeah, don’t,” Justin said. He looked at Katie for a moment. She crawled to the back of his seat and touched his leg. 
 
    “Stay in the fight, or we’re both dead. I’m not gonna die from this, but there’s too much blood in my eyes to see.” 
 
    Justin pulled himself together and fired up the mini gun, sweeping the area near the big gun, killing the Peacekeepers there, then switching to the grenade launcher to blow their gun apart. 
 
    “Bullseye!” shouted Robbie. “Great shot!” 
 
    “This why I want more than two in coach,” Ji-Ho said. “Look for chance to back away, Justin, and leave area.” 
 
    “We will,” Justin said. “Shit, they’ve got another gun like that.” He fired the mini gun, nailing the people carrying it. “When I have to reload, nobody will be manning the guns.” 
 
    “Screw this,” Tex said. “I’m moving.” 
 
    “Keep together, my friend,” Jules shouted. “Be smart.” 
 
    “Ted and Bryan, get back in your coach!” Ivan shouted. 
 
    “They know what they’re doing,” Haley said. “They’ve got the mortar out, and there’s cover. Bryan’s going to Justin’s coach as soon as the mortar is set up.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Ted said. “Robbie, spot for me. You can see where the bad guys are, right? Between us and that row of trees behind the shopping center.” 
 
    “I’m on it,” Robbie said. “Go for it, boss.” 
 
    “Dammit, Ted,” Jules said. “Don’t get killed.” 
 
    “I’m not planning on that.” 
 
    “They’re working out of a semi-truck pulled up in the loading dock of the big store,” Robbie said. “Second building on the west side of that shopping center. You can probably see the roof line.” 
 
    “Roger that,” Ted said. “We’re set up. I’ll use high-explosive first, then switch to willie peter. After that’s gone off, Bryan will get over to Justin’s coach. You hear that, Justin?” 
 
    “Yes sir,” Justin said. “Be careful.” 
 
    “We’re coming, brother,” Bryan quipped. 
 
    There was a pop, the mortar round coming down about twenty yards short of the semi-truck. 
 
    “Close,” Robbie said. “Move it out about twenty yards.” 
 
    “Thanks, kid,” Ted said, adjusting the mortar. He let another round fly, and it hit the semi-trailer, blowing up big, secondary explosions going off a moment later, sending debris in all directions as Peacekeepers tried to flee the area. Ted dropped in a willie peter round, fire consuming the area behind the store. 
 
    “Nice one,” Tex said. 
 
    Bryan got up and ran towards Justin’s rig, rushing in the open door. 
 
    “How’s Katie?” he asked. 
 
    “Don’t mind me, get on the guns,” she said. “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Justin got back on the main sight, scanning the area. “I think we burned up the enemy.” 
 
    “Yeah, not seeing anybody out there,” Robbie said. “Now’s your chance. Come out of siege mode and get the hell out of there now!” 
 
    Ted fired several more rounds of willie peter as Justin took the coach out of siege mode, pieces of broken windshield bouncing into the cockpit. 
 
    “Where should I go?” Justin asked. “This isn’t roadworthy for the freeway anymore. Surface streets will work.” 
 
    “Park and get into different coach,” Ji-Ho said. “Join Tex and Karen. They alone in coach. Bryan, get back in Ted’s coach.” 
 
    “Park it on Loma Paseo,” Robbie said. “Can Katie walk?” 
 
    “I can,” Katie said. “I’m going in the back to wash out my eyes.” 
 
    “Don’t rub them,” Jules said. “Might do more damage, no?” 
 
    “I know, thanks,” Katie said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sax drove his semi rig south on Spring Street. Kevin, a buff man of thirty-four, was sitting in the passenger seat with an M60 leaned up next to him. 
 
    “What’s the name of that street, again?” Sax asked. 
 
    “You want to be on Riviera, but it’s not called that for a couple of blocks,” Keven said, looking at his phone. “I’ll let you know when to turn. The street will probably be called Gateside Road.” 
 
    “Probably?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s screwy on the map. To the left of Spring it’s called Palm Avenue. To the right it’s called Gateside for about two blocks, then it splits. Gateside becomes a residential street. Riviera is bigger. Most of the battle may be over by the time we get there, though. Jesse and his buds creamed them good, and there were hundreds of cops from all over San Diego County joining in.” 
 
    Sax’s phone rang. He put it on speaker and set it on the center console. “Yeah, Jesse, what’s up? You guys didn’t get all the fun, did you?” 
 
    Jesse laughed. “We nailed them good, and now they’re trying to flee north back to their hideout. Guess which road they’re taking?” 
 
    “Which?” 
 
    “Riviera,” Jesse said.  
 
    Kevin laughed. “Oh, we do get some fun after all.” 
 
    “There’s a lot of them, all in vans, and heavily armed too. What’s your 20?” 
 
    “We’re on Spring, getting close to Riviera.” 
 
    “We just passed Fresno Street,” Kevin said. 
 
    “How many trucks you end up with?” Jesse asked. 
 
    Sax laughed. “Probably overkill. Nine-hundred. We’ve got almost two thousand men, all armed with Ivan’s new toys. M60s, M4s, and the like. Mortars too. Don’t have as many men experienced with this stuff as you guys have, though. You really kick their ass like Kevin is saying?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, it was beautiful. Spoiled their fun big time. Here’s my suggestion. Use about a third of the trucks to bottle up Riviera on that stretch where they can’t get around it. Just past Payson Road. Make sure they can’t get to Highway 94. You’re gonna make a fence out of all those semi-trucks. Think you can do that?” 
 
    “Hey, dude, that’s doable,” Kevin said, looking at his phone. “We need to park the rigs past Quarry Road, to keep the enemy from seeing them before it’s too late. The road curves pretty good right after Quarry.” 
 
    “Hell, they might not even think we’re a danger if they see us,” Sax said. “We’ll park the rigs along Highway 94 first, and move about ten semis onto the road at the last minute. What about the rest of the rigs?” 
 
    “Have them continue on Spring Street past Highway 94,” Jesse said. “Make a right on Broadway, and come on down to block their escape back to the south. Start with Broadway and Grove, and get all the side streets north of there blocked, up to Highway 94. That’ll give us a great kill-zone.” 
 
    “We need to get this set up fast, man,” Kevin said. “They’re gonna be here soon. There’s your turn. I’ll send a broadcast text with the instructions. First three hundred rigs take the left here at Riviera. The rest to Broadway, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, that’s it,” Jesse said. “We’re on the way there too. Happy hunting.” He ended the call. 
 
    Kevin sent the text telling the drivers what to do. Several rigs behind them tooted their horns as Sax took the turn. 
 
    Sax laughed as he looked at the shoulders along Riviera. “This is perfect. Glad they don’t got Jeeps. Lot of that sand off to the side is too soft for their vans. You know we’ll have to get a bunch of our rigs pulled out of this after it’s over, right?” 
 
    Kevin looked at it, nodding in agreement, then checking the belt on his M60. “We’re gonna have to get out of the rigs and fight. You ready for that shit?” 
 
    “I was born ready.” 
 
    Kevin laughed, shaking his head. “Well I’m scared shitless, but I’m doing it. I’d start pulling off about here. Park along 94. 
 
    Sax nodded, getting off, the others behind him getting off on either side, parking close enough that no vehicles could get between them. They had a good wall on both sides in a few minutes. 
 
    “Who should we ask to block the street when it’s time?” Kevin asked. 
 
    “Juan, Stuckey, Chevy, Frankie, and the rest of their local,” Sax said. “Just get with Juan and he’ll know who to bring in.” 
 
    Kevin sent the text, his phone dinging with a return text after a moment. “He’s got it. Let’s find a good position to shoot from.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Trevor and Kaylee watched the small shopping center on the east side of Lake Otay Road burning. They hadn’t seen any Peacekeepers flee for a while. 
 
    “I think we wasted them all,” Trevor said. 
 
    “That still leaves the thousands inside the country club,” Kaylee said. “We should get away from here now that we can. It’s too tight to maneuver.” 
 
    “Yes, get out and re-group,” Ji-Ho said over the Bluetooth. 
 
    “Do not go into country club until ground troops arrive,” Jules said. “Too many to assault.” 
 
    “How many do you think are there?” Tex asked. 
 
    “Thousands, based on how many vans are in the parking lot,” Seth said. “Might want to rain grenades down on their vehicles.” 
 
    “No,” Ivan said. “Wait until they try to escape, then nail them. I suggest moving your rigs to a place that is somewhat protected but in grenade range of the parking lot and clubhouse building.” 
 
    “We’re taking our time, aren’t we?” Ted asked. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “There’s an operation at Dana Point,” Ivan said. “That’s all I’ll say now.” 
 
    Tex snickered. “Gonna shut off the flow before they signal a massive retreat from everywhere.” 
 
    Ivan just chuckled. 
 
    “There aren’t any covered places to fire from,” Robbie said. “I’m looking at the satellite pictures and the drone feed. Our best bet is to lay low until we’re ready, then just cruise onto Bonita Road and let them have it.” 
 
    “Might want to notify some of the police involved that we’ll need to block up Bonita,” Ted said. “Maybe from Willow street all the way to the intersection with Central Avenue. If we can disable their vehicles while that’s blocked off, that’ll put them on foot with no place to go.” 
 
    “What the hell were they thinking?” Haley asked. “I don’t see what they thought they could accomplish by this operation.” 
 
    “They plan attack on San Diego,” Jules said. “Look at map.” 
 
    “I am looking at the map,” Haley said. “I don’t see it.” 
 
    “Jules is correct,” Ivan said. “They planned to come into National City, blow the I-5 bridge and the others along the channel to the south of that city. Then they stop up I-805.” 
 
    “There’s no way they could pull that off,” Ted said. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, partner,” Tex said. “It’s the perfect time, since a whole lot of the Marines who where guarding that area are in Mexico at the moment.” 
 
    “Yes, Marines and their hardware. Tanks, Bradley Fighting Vehicles, L-ATVs, and so on,” Ivan said. “It won’t work. There are a lot more troops left there than they think, and they’ve already forgotten about how many citizens there are in the area.” 
 
    “They not forget, boss,” Jules said. “They don’t know we got okay to recruit them.” 
 
    “Yes, you’re right,” Ivan said. “Our sources say there are several hundred fishing boats massing in Ensenada. Some are already on the way north. Boats like those we found running Peacekeepers into Dana Point Harbor.” 
 
    Trevor laughed. “Wait, what about the US Navy? They’re still in San Diego, right?” 
 
    “Yes, but all the enemy has to do is beach all these boats and unload men,” Ivan said. “Meanwhile all of these Peacekeepers are creating a diversion in National City while they arrive, and if they’re successful in blowing the bridge on I-5 and stopping up I-805, there goes our conduit to the border.” 
 
    “They won’t pull that off,” Ted said. 
 
    “They not know that,” Jules said. “Yet.” 
 
    “Who’s running the operation at Dana Point?” Katie asked. 
 
    “Ah, Katie back,” Jules said. “Eyes okay?” 
 
    “Yep, I’m okay,” Katie said. 
 
    “Good. Sam, Mr. White, and Mr. Black run operation in Dana Point Harbor. Plus small commando team.” 
 
    “What’s that gonna leave at the UN base in El Cajon?” Justin asked. 
 
    “Depends,” Ivan said. 
 
    “On what, partner?” Tex asked. 
 
    “They might empty the place out to help save this operation,” Ivan said. “That’s what we’re hoping, and that’s why we’re trying to turn off the faucet in Dana Point Harbor sooner rather than later.” 
 
    Ted chuckled. “This was the enemy’s Hail Mary.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sam was driving his Jeep on Highway 78, heading for I-5. Erica sat in the passenger seat, guns filling the back. Sid’s Jeep was behind them, Yvonne by his side. 
 
    “Think we’ll run into problems getting on I-5?” Erica asked. 
 
    “I doubt it,” Sam replied. “Mr. White and Mr. Black went that way, following the UN slugs from El Cajon.” 
 
    “Well, if those two creepy-looking characters could make it, we should be fine, then.” 
 
    “You haven’t seen them in person, have you?” 
 
    “No, only on the conference call,” she said. “Think we have enough people?” 
 
    “I’m more worried that there won’t be a boat coming in. Seems like throwing good money after bad. They’ll know they lost by then.” 
 
    “You that sure we’re gonna win down there?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, we’ll win. I hope we don’t lose anybody.” 
 
    “We could check.” 
 
    Sam was silent for a moment. “No, I don’t want to know. I want to focus on this mission. It’s critical.” 
 
    “Ivan didn’t make it sound critical.” 
 
    “And yet he sent us,” Sam said. “I understand what he’s doing. They want to stop the small boats getting ready to converge on the San Diego beaches from Ensenada. If they know we’re onto them, they might turn south.” 
 
    “We could just use Navy fighter jets to take them out, couldn’t we?” 
 
    Sam shook his head. “Too many boats that are too small. Probably not easy to get replacement munitions for those jets right now. They need to reserve that kind of hardware for bigger targets.” 
 
    Sam’s phone rang. He put it on speaker. 
 
    “Hey, guys, hear anything?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    Erica chuckled. “Sam says he doesn’t want to know yet.” 
 
    “He’s leading this operation,” Sid said. “That takes a clear head. Don’t worry about it. We could always call somebody else.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s okay,” Yvonne said. “Just feeling a little isolated from the group, that’s all.” 
 
    “I-5 is coming up pretty soon,” Sid said. 
 
    Sam nodded. “Fifteen miles.” 
 
    “Good. We’ll get off the line and leave you guys alone for now.” 
 
    “Talk to you later,” Erica said. The call ended. “Hope you didn’t scare the crap out of them.” 
 
    “They were just bored,” Sam said. “Sid understands. He’s a natural warrior.” 
 
    “I’d say Yvonne is as well,” Erica said. 
 
    “True. One of the best snipers I’ve ever worked with.” 
 
    Where are we meeting Mr. White and Mr. Black?” 
 
    “At the Boneyard.” 
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    Handicap Parking 
 
   S ax and Kevin took up a position under the trailer of their rig, setting up their M60s on the tripods, watching Riviera Road. 
 
    “We wait until they’re trapped, right?” Kevin asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Sax said, checking his belt. “This is gonna be a bloodbath. We might not survive.” 
 
    “I know, but we can’t walk away,” Kevin said. “It’s our duty. I want this country to be here for my kids.” 
 
    “You popped the question yet?” 
 
    Kevin chuckled. “Playing hard to get, but Kristi won’t take that for much longer.” 
 
    “She’s a fine woman, man. Don’t lose her.” 
 
    “I won’t. Hope I live to have her as my wife.” 
 
    “You will,” Sax said. 
 
    Kevin’s phone rang. “Juan.” He answered it. 
 
    “Kevin?” Juan asked. 
 
    “Yeah. You guys ready to block up the street?” 
 
    “Engines running, rigs pointed in that direction. You’ll see the enemy come through first, so I’ll rely on you to give the word. No shooting until they’re in the kill zone, right?” 
 
    “Yep. Thanks, man. We’re gonna kick their asses.” 
 
    “Damn straight, brother. Don’t get killed.” 
 
    “Yeah, don’t you get killed either,” Kevin said. “Who’d I have to take money from at the poker table?” 
 
    “Nice. Talk to you, man.” Kevin ended the call. 
 
    “They’re ready?” Sax asked. 
 
    “Yep, but they’ll wait on us for the word. How many vans should we let go by before we tell them?” 
 
    “Better look at the satellite feed again,” Sax said, putting his phone in front of his face. “Wow. Probably no more than fifteen.” 
 
    “How many total?” 
 
    “Looks like sixty or so.” 
 
    “Shit,” Kevin said. “Why don’t we wait longer?” 
 
    “Because this section of the road isn’t that long. Don’t worry. The other six-hundred rigs will shut the back door at almost the same time. Half of them are already at Grove Street and Broadway. They’re having to slow down so they don’t get seen.” 
 
    “Where’s the last of the enemy vans?” 
 
    Jax studied his phone for a moment. “Lemon Grove Avenue, just passing Lincoln Street.” 
 
    “This is gonna happen fast. Think we’re back far enough?” 
 
    Jax nodded. “It’ll be okay, man. Just keep your head down.” 
 
    “Here they come,” Kevin whispered as the line of vans came around the bend, slowing as they saw the semi-rigs, but then speeding up again.  
 
    Sax was counting silently, mouthing the words, phone in hand, ready to send the message. “There it is.” He sent the message, Juan and his buddies pulling into the roadway, the front van screeching to a stop, hitting the first semi. Then all hell broke loose, the guns along the street firing, bullets cutting through the vans like a hot knife through butter, most of the van drivers not even able to get out before they were cut down. 
 
    “Shoot the tires on the last one there,” Sax said, hitting the furthest one they could see with M60 fire, the van sinking on blown tires as the side door slid open, Kevin firing inside, only a couple Peacekeepers getting out alive. 
 
    The Teamsters were out of their hiding spots now, running back towards Sax and Kevin’s position, killing the panicked survivors, who didn’t even shoot back. 
 
    “Let’s get them!” shouted somebody as they ran past the kill zone, further west on Riviera, some enemy fighters returning fire now, others trying to flee to the left or right. Then there was gunfire to the southwest, ramping up quickly, along with explosions. 
 
    “The back door must be shut!” Kevin shouted, laughing as he and Sax joined the others, assaulting the stopped vans, finally having to fire behind cover as the rear part of the enemy line made an attempt to re-group and fight back. 
 
    Sax got down behind a short brick wall between Highway 94 and Riviera, checking his phone. “We’ll have to root out the enemy fighters at the end of the line. A bunch of them escaped to either side of Lemon Grove Avenue, north of Broadway. I see a bunch on Lester and North Avenues.” 
 
    “What about the other Teamster locals?” Kevin asked. 
 
    “They’re engaging now. Don’t worry, we’re winning big time.” 
 
    “Why were they even coming this way?” Kevin asked. 
 
    “They were going back to base. Either scared away, or something’s going on there.” 
 
    “We didn’t attack there, did we?” Kevin asked. 
 
    “Not that I know of,” Sax said. “C’mon, let’s go help with the mop-up.” Kevin nodded, and the two men picked up their M60s and ran west on Riviera. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Hey, man, that battle along Riviera was a rout,” Seth said, watching the satellite feed with Kaitlyn in the intel center.  
 
    “We won, didn’t we?” Morgan asked from her monitor. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Seth said. “Creamed their asses big-time.” 
 
    “This not over yet,” Jules said. “Figure out why enemy go in that direction yet? They were going away from action.” 
 
    “Nope,” Robbie said. “I suspect they’ve got a view of what’s going on somehow. Probably recalling those they think they can save.” 
 
    “They think they have enough in place to pull off the National City attack,” Ivan said. “I think their leadership was trying to peel off some of the resistance with their excess forces.” 
 
    “Wonder if they knew it was suicide run?” Jules asked. 
 
    “Who knows,” Ivan said. “What’s going on in the country club?” 
 
    “They’re hunkered down,” Robbie said. “Haven’t seen any movement since we wasted those two shopping centers across the street.” 
 
    “They want us to go in, no?” Jules quipped. “We not take bait.” 
 
    Shelly walked in with Sarah and Clem. “How’s it going?” 
 
    “So far, so good,” Jules said. “How nursery?” 
 
    “The only one that’s having a hard time is Mia,” Sarah said. “Glad Anna is down here.” 
 
    “She lose parents before,” Jules said. “Affect her during whole life.” 
 
    Shelly nodded at Jules, teary-eyed. “Anything on Sam’s team?” 
 
    “Still on road,” Jules said. “Long drive to Dana Point.” 
 
    “Something’s going on at the base in El Cajon,” Morgan said. 
 
    “Uh oh,” Robbie said, wheeling his chair over to her station. “What?” 
 
    “Look, lots of Peacekeepers, massing outside in that patio area, between these three buildings.” 
 
    Jules and Ivan watched over their shoulders. 
 
    “That lot of men,” Jules said. “Not enough vehicles left for them.” 
 
    “We don’t know that,” Ivan said. “Look at the size of some of these buildings. They might have another few hundred vans indoors.” 
 
    “We should just call in air force and carpet-bomb site,” Jules said. 
 
    Ivan nodded. “May come to that.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” Morgan said. “Vans. Coming out of that big building there, and more Peacekeepers too.” 
 
    Jules watched, scratching his beard. “Not getting into vans. Most walking towards boundary of base.” 
 
    Ivan’s eyes got wide. “They’re gonna mess with the locals, to get the team in Lemon Grove off the trail of their National City squad.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Doug and Jorge were standing next to their BFV. The enemy was slowly retreating now, the L-ATVs picking away at them in the distance. The ground between the BFV and the enemy fighters was black from the fires. Gonzalez was chatting with Sessions and his men, who were also taking a breather from the battle. 
 
    “What now?” Jorge asked. 
 
    Sessions turned towards him. “Hopefully they pull us back home.” 
 
    Gonzalez shook his head no. “Command wants us to stay put. The CO just told me that. There are two large forces coming this way, but they’re not close.” 
 
    “What’s not close?” Doug asked. 
 
    “The first group is about a day’s walk from here. The second group is another day, but they’re moving faster. Too fast for them to be on foot.” 
 
    Jorge pulled his phone and looked at the apps. “I don’t see any hits past the fleeing Islamists down there.” 
 
    “Yeah, they aren’t Islamists, apparently,” Sessions said, walking up. “The CO thinks they might be more Venezuelans and Cubans, sent here from the campaign in South America.” 
 
    “Dammit, this isn’t over yet, is it?” Jorge asked. “Might not be over for months.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t look at it that way,” Gonzalez said. “The last thing the enemy wanted to do was to pull troops from South America to the US border.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’d have to agree,” Doug said. “They’re having to bring in reserves they can’t afford to move here. They’re on their way to losing this war. It won’t be months. It might be weeks. Maybe days.” 
 
    Sessions laughed. “This is war. You know how fast things can turn. You saw it yourself.” 
 
    “Heard that there was some heavy action up north, to the east of San Diego,” Sessions said. “Civilians against UN Peacekeepers.” 
 
    “Are there still that many UN Peacekeepers here?” Doug asked. 
 
    “They fielded a few thousand, from what I heard, and there’s more around. We’ve got them outnumbered, though.” 
 
    “Outnumbered with who?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “Citizens and police from all over the area,” Sessions said. “Apparently a few thousand Teamsters got involved, and a bunch of ex-special forces guys, along with most of the battle wagons from Dulzura.” 
 
    “They can use the battle wagons in that but not the border?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “Yeah, they made the right decision there,” Sessions said. “It’s not over yet up there, though. They’re winning the early part of the battle, but the CO said there’s a bloodbath coming.” 
 
    “So they’re holding us in reserve, for when the groups coming from the south get here?” Doug asked. 
 
    “That’s what it sounds like,” Sessions said. 
 
    “Look, the L-ATVs are pulling over and stopping,” Gonzalez said, looking over the ridge. “Wonder what’s up? We can’t be letting the enemy go.” 
 
    Sessions looked alarmed, getting up to check it out. “Probably just a break to reload and check out their vehicles.” 
 
    “Yeah, probably,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    Doug’s phone rang. He looked at it. “Conrad! I’ll put it on speaker.” 
 
    “Conrad, you survived!” Doug said. 
 
    “Yep, you guys too. Excellent.” 
 
    “That was a hell of a battle,” Jorge said. 
 
    “I’ll say,” Conrad said. “Lots of fun too. Almost makes me want to re-enlist.” 
 
    There was laughter in the background. 
 
    “Who’s that?” Doug asked. 
 
    “My fellow L-ATV jockeys,” he said. “Hey, guys, I said almost.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure boss,” another voice said in the background. 
 
    Jorge laughed, Gonzalez and Sessions rolling their eyes. 
 
    “So you guys didn’t lose any on your crew?” Conrad asked. 
 
    “Nope,” Doug said. “There were a few scary moments, and we saw more than one BFV destroyed during the worst part of the battle.” 
 
    “I was glad the M-1s showed up when they did,” Conrad said. 
 
    “Why are you guys stopping?” Gonzalez asked. 
 
    “The CO said there were fresh enemy troops coming in from South America. They want us to rest and regroup. The remaining Islamists are a mess. Most of them haven’t slept for days. They’d rather have us rest up and save our ammo for the new group.” 
 
    “Not sure that’s so smart,” Sessions said. 
 
    “Who’s that?” Conrad asked. 
 
    “Sessions,” Gonzales said. “Marine. His squad is our payload.” 
 
    Jorge laughed. “Yeah, we’re just a well-armed taxi service.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” Conrad said. “I saw what you guys were doing. We’d have lost a lot of L-ATVs if not for the BFVs.” 
 
    “He’s got that right,” Sessions said. “My hat’s off to you guys, and that’s the truth.” 
 
    “Well, let’s not forget what you guys did with the mortars,” Doug said, smiling at him. “We’re a team. A damn fine one, too.” 
 
    “Yep,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    “Well, I gotta go,” Conrad said. “Stay sharp, guys. See you when this is over.” 
 
    “Yeah, you too, dude,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Take care,” Doug said. He ended the call. “Glad he made it.” 
 
    “L-ATVs are a little less risky to be in than our unit,” Gonzalez said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sam’s team was on I-5, going north. He was behind the wheel of his Jeep, Erica in the passenger seat. Sid followed behind them with Yvonne. 
 
    “There’s San Clemente,” Erica said. “Long drive, huh? At least we’re finally getting close.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “This can’t be the only way they were moving Peacekeepers in here.” 
 
    “Depends on how long they’ve been doing it. And a lot of them could’ve fled south from the Bay Area and Sacramento, too. We can’t see them, unfortunately.” 
 
    “Yep, that’s the big problem,” Sam said. “What off-ramp am I taking?” 
 
    “Exit 79. PCH. It’s not too far, so better move towards the right lane.” 
 
    Sam nodded, making the lane changes, Sid doing the same behind them. They cruised along for a few minutes, both in their own heads. 
 
    “Wonder how Mia’s doing?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Safe in the mine, and probably worried sick about us. I’ll be so glad when this damn war is over and we can focus on being parents.” 
 
    “You and me both,” Erica said. Her phone dinged. 
 
    “Our team mates?” 
 
    Erica nodded. “Asking how close we are. I’ll tell them fifteen to twenty minutes.” 
 
    “Probably about right, unless we run into traffic. Little dreary for a beach day, though.” 
 
    “Message sent,” Erica said. 
 
    “It’s on Doheny Beach, right?” 
 
    Erica’s phone dinged as she was about to answer. She checked it. “They’re sitting in the Doheny Beach parking lot right now, trying to look inconspicuous.” 
 
    Sam looked at her and they both cracked up. 
 
    “Those guys are anything but inconspicuous. It’s the only thing that bothers me about them. Well, that, and all the murders they’ve committed.” 
 
    “Are they really that bad?” Erica asked. 
 
    Sam shrugged. “I only know what I’ve heard from Jules and Tex.” 
 
    “Ivan isn’t nearly as scary as I expected.” 
 
    “Don’t let the charm fool you. He knows how to mix it up, and he has a pretty crazy reputation. So does Jules, by the way, but he got out years ago.” 
 
    “There’s your off-ramp.” 
 
    Sam took it. “Faster than I expected.” 
 
    “I came here on vacation a time or two,” Erica said. “Seems like a different life altogether now.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. Before this started I was trying to figure out how to afford maintenance on my RV Park. Thought I’d grow old there with… sorry.” 
 
    “Sorry that you had a nice wife before you met me?” Erica asked. “Please. You loved Connie. I know that, and I’m sorry she died.” 
 
    “Life does have its twists and turns.” 
 
    Erica watched him silently for a moment. He noticed, glancing over at her as they waited at a red light. 
 
    “You and I are better suited to each other,” Sam said gently. “Makes me a little guilty to say that, but it’s true. Connie and I knew each other from our teens. We held things together and loved each other, but we’d drifted apart a little bit.” 
 
    “We might drift apart some too, you know,” Erica said, “and that’s not always a bad thing, as long as we handle it well. Humans are growing and learning through their entire lives.” 
 
    “You’re wise beyond your years.” Sam drove forward on PCH after the light changed. “Where am I turning?” 
 
    “Go left at Dana Point Harbor Drive, then another left on Park Lantern. Go to the second big parking lot and get as close to the sand as you can. The Boneyard is right on the edge of the lot.” 
 
    Sam made the turns, parking in the lot within a few minutes. Sid pulled in next to him. They all got out. 
 
    “Look, there’s the mobster-mobile.” Sam nodded towards the big Lincoln sitting in a handicapped spot. 
 
    “Those guys have a placard?” Erica asked, shaking her head.  
 
    Sam and Sid snickered.  
 
    “They’re probably in the bar,” Sam said. 
 
    Sid nodded. “Hope so. I could use a drink myself.” 
 
    “My first stop will be the rest room,” Sam quipped. “Been holding it for a while.” 
 
    Yvonne rolled her eyes. “TMI.” 
 
    Erica giggled as Sam shrugged. 
 
    The two couples headed for the Boneyard. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sax and Kevin were fighting their way down Grove Street, the enemy fire intensifying as they neared a nest of Peacekeepers holed up at a junk yard and trailer park on North Avenue. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” Jesse shouted, seeing them from across the street. He turned towards an enemy nest about fifty yards away and fired his M240, several Peacekeepers hit through a window, fire erupting from the building next to it. Both Sax and Kevin fired their M60s at the building, wasting the unsuspecting Peacekeeper there, who was only focused on Jesse. 
 
    “Nice shooting,” Jesse shouted, watching as Sax and Kevin ran over to him in a crouch. 
 
    “What’s that gun like?” Kevin asked, eyeing the M240. “About like this?” 
 
    “They’re both good,” Jesse said. “The M60 is a little lighter, has a slower rate of fire, and is a little less reliable. The 240 is heavier, but you can drop these things out a window and they’ll still work.” 
 
    More gunfire came at them, hitting the wall they were behind. Jesse turned, spraying lead at the junk yard where the fire was coming from. 
 
    “Hey, man, I see him,” Kevin whispered. “He’s firing through that junk car hulk over there. I think I can hit him.” 
 
    “Go for it,” Jesse said. 
 
    Kevin smiled and aimed his M60, pulling the trigger, catching the Peacekeeper in the neck. Several other guns fired right after that, Jesse and Sax both joining in, along with several of Jesse’s squad from across North Avenue. Then somebody fired a grenade from further down North Avenue, blowing up in the midst of the enemy fighters at the junk yard, causing some secondary explosions. 
 
    “Shit, they were probably setting up a mortar,” Sax said. 
 
    “Maybe,” Jesse said. “This is a diversion. They don’t’ want us going to the country club on the other side of Highway 54. That’s where most of the Peacekeepers are now.” 
 
    “That’s too far to walk,” Kevin said. 
 
    “That’s why God created trucks,” Jesse quipped. His phone rang. He set down his weapon, got lower behind the block wall, and answered it, his brow furrowing. 
 
    “Oh, crap, what now?” Sax asked. 
 
    “Thanks,” Jesse said into the phone. He slipped it back into his pocket and picked up his weapon. 
 
    “You gonna tell us?” Sax asked. 
 
    “Nothing we can do at the moment,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Tell me anyway,” Sax said. 
 
    “A bunch of Peacekeepers just broke out of their base, and are terrorizing the locals.” 
 
    “Where?” Sax asked. 
 
    “Home.” 
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    M240s and X15s 
 
   S am and Erica walked towards the Boneyard’s front door. The place was open, but not busy. A few people were drinking on the patio, eyeing Sam as he held the door for Erica, Sid, and Yvonne. 
 
    “The folks on the patio look a little nervous,” Erica whispered as they walked towards the bar. “See them checking out the docks every few seconds?” 
 
    “Wonder what they thought of Mr. White and Mr. Black?” Sam quipped. “There they are.” He nodded at the two huge men, in a big corner booth of over-stuffed red leather. Mr. White noticed and motioned them over. 
 
    “Hello,” Sam said. “How are you?” 
 
    “Ready for fight,” Mr. Black said, barely looking up from his menu. “Sounds like battle in south go well so far.” 
 
    “I’m Sid, and this is my wife Yvonne,” Sid said as he slid into the booth, Yvonne coming in next to them. 
 
    Mr. Black looked at them, then at Mr. White. “Women fight good enough?” 
 
    Sam chuckled. “Trust me. They’re good. As good as most of the people I worked with in the Seals.” 
 
    “We have other Ivan resources watching dock,” Mr. White said. “They let us know when boat shows up.” 
 
    “How sure are we that a boat will show up today?” Erica asked. “With all these battles going on, I mean.” 
 
    Mr. White looked at her. “Satellite feed show boat coming.” He held his phone up in front of Sam and Erica. 
 
    “Bigger boat than I expected,” Sam said. “Looks like about sixty foot.” 
 
    “Bigger than first boat we saw,” Mr. Black said, “but they steal, so vary in size. You hear about small boats coming up to San Diego?” 
 
    “Yeah, I figured that’s why Ivan wanted to move this assault up,” Sid said. 
 
    “Not say name, say boss only,” Mr. White said. “Walls have ears. Peacekeepers come here. Saw two leaving before we left car.” 
 
    “Wonderful,” Yvonne said, her eyes darting around. 
 
    “I hungry,” Mr. Black said. “Order food. Wish could have beer.” 
 
    “After,” Sam said, watching out the window. His phone dinged with a text, startling him. “Crap.” 
 
    “Who is it?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Robbie. Peacekeepers massing outside of base in El Cajon.” 
 
    “Shit,” Yvonne said. “Now what? Think they’re joining the battle?” 
 
    “Robbie,” Mr. White said. “Glad boss not make us ice him. Good in fight. Was at Torrance operation.” 
 
    “You were going to kill him?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Let’s not go down that road,” Sam said. “We’ve got a dangerous job here. We have no idea how many men are on that boat, for one thing.” 
 
    “Maybe we should just send it to the bottom with some grenades,” Sid said. 
 
    “No, we kill where people see, hang bodies, make sure everybody know stream of UN Peacekeepers was coming in here,” Mr. White said. “Can’t just blow up. Need locals to keep on when we leave.” 
 
    “We have enough commandos,” Mr. Black said. “Eighteen. Plenty.” 
 
    “What if there are fifty men on that boat?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “They not have chance,” Mr. Black said. “Trust me. Can’t leave boat fast enough. We kill as they try.” 
 
    “This is media operation,” Mr. White said. “Remember that. Make big splash. Ivan have three camera men here. They capture all action.” 
 
    Sam chuckled. “We’re gonna be YouTube stars?” 
 
    “Wait, that will show our faces, right?” Erica asked, looking alarmed. “We have Mia to think of.” 
 
    “Boss process video before release, blur faces,” Mr. White said. “We all need. Live to fight another day.” 
 
    Mr. Black chuckled. “We still wanted in USA.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Erica said. 
 
    “Not worry about,” Mr. White said. “California legislature owe us big time, remember?” 
 
    Mr. Black chuckled. “They forget that fast. They don’t care.” 
 
    Sam’s phone dinged with a text. He took a look. 
 
    “Boss?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    Sam nodded, typing on his phone. “Satellite images of the boat.” He studied it for a moment, then passed the phone around. 
 
    “Trawler,” Mr. Black said as he studied the picture. “Those move slow, but have large cargo capacity.” 
 
    “Wish they were Islamists,” Sid said. “At least we can see them.” 
 
    “Unless they line the boat with lead,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “Too much weight,” Mr. White said. “How far out?” 
 
    “Not as far as I expected,” Sam said. “They’ll be here in less than an hour. Let’s eat.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The line of police cars was on the move, growing in size with each passing mile, racing to El Cajon on Highway 125. Officer Roberts was in the lead, his squad car filled with three officers in the back seat and Officer Sanchez, his young, dashing partner, riding shotgun. 
 
    “Hope this doesn’t weaken us too much on the front,” Officer Sanchez said. 
 
    “We were extras at that last battle,” Officer Roberts said. “Ivan’s folks didn’t even know we were coming. They’ve got that battle, and we’ll rejoin if we can. Who else is on the way?” 
 
    “Nobody from San Diego,” Officer Sanchez said. “They’re a target and they know it. Most of the people coming are from Poway and north of there.” 
 
    “They gonna make it in time?”  
 
    Officer Sanchez shrugged. “Don’t know. We’ll probably be there first. We weren’t that far away.” 
 
    The radio bleeped. 
 
    “Aw, shit, what now?” one of the officers in back asked. 
 
    “Shut up, Kowalski,” said the man next to him. 
 
    “Yeah,” Officer Sanchez said at the microphone. 
 
    “This is Captain Abrams,” the scratchy voice said over the radio speaker. “How many units left the battle?” 
 
    Kowalski laughed. “Hey, Captain, we didn’t leave the battle, we’re just heading into another part of it.” 
 
    “Cut it, Kowalski,” Officer Roberts said. “Sorry Captain. We tried to round up everybody who could get their units out. Went into Lemon Grove with sixty units. We probably have most of them. There’s at least four officers in each.” 
 
    “Dammit, that’s pretty thin,” Captain Abrams replied. “We have another eighty units plus several SWAT vehicles coming from Poway, Carlsbad, and Escondido, but they’re about half an hour behind you guys.” 
 
    “Should we wait for them?” Officer Roberts asked. 
 
    “Negative. They’re killing citizens. We need to hit the enemy as soon as you get there. Get off on Navajo Road and assemble in the parking lot of the shopping center. There’s a semi-truck sitting there waiting for you.” 
 
    “Semi-truck?” Officer Sanchez asked. 
 
    “Who’s that?” the Captain asked. 
 
    “Sanchez,” Officer Roberts said. “Why? Shouldn’t we just high-tail it to where the enemy is? They’re east of Cuyamaca, right?” 
 
    “Yep, north of Fletcher Parkway. Our friend has weapons and ammo for us in that semi.” 
 
    “Ivan the Butcher?” Officer Sanchez asked. “Radical.” 
 
     “What’s he got, Captain?” Kowalski asked. 
 
    “Is that Kowalski again?” Captain Abrams snickered. “How’d you get so lucky?” 
 
    “Hey,” Kowalski said, shooting a grin at the two men on either side of him in the back seat. “Us reserve officers get no respect.” 
 
    “What’s he giving us?” Officer Roberts asked. 
 
    “M60s and M240s,” Captain Abrams replied. “Lots of ammo. Grenades. Probably a few mortars.” 
 
    “Shit, how are we gonna avoid shooting through walls and hitting civilians?” Officer Roberts asked. 
 
    “The UN is trying to force you guys into a rescue mission,” Captain Abrams said. “We aren’t taking that bait. Some civilians are gonna get killed, but it’ll be less if we take the enemy on. Go on offense right away. Nail as many of those creeps as you can.” 
 
    “How about the units from the north?” Officer Sanchez asked. “They got to go down there to get the machine guns too?” 
 
    “There’s another semi-truck waiting for them just north of Santee.” 
 
    “Of course this is all legal,” Kowalski quipped. 
 
    “No comment,” Captain Abrams said. 
 
    “Well, Captain, we’re two miles from our off-ramp. The semi is already there, right?” 
 
    “Yeah. Talk to you soon. We’ve got choppers on the way as well, but we’ll need you guys to spot for them on the ground.” 
 
    “Military?” Officer Sanchez asked. 
 
    “Yeah, but they won’t be there right away. Most of them are coming from Nevada. I gotta go.” 
 
    “Thanks, Captain,” Officer Roberts said. “Talk to you soon.” 
 
    “Don’t get killed.” The call ended. 
 
    “How many of you guys have training with these weapons?” Officer Sanchez asked. 
 
    “Me, of course,” Kowalski said. 
 
    “Of course,” Officer Sanchez said, rolling his eyes. “I’ll broadcast a text to the others. I told them to monitor.” 
 
    “Good, do that,” Officer Roberts said as he took the off-ramp. 
 
    They drove onto Navajo Road, turning right into the parking lot. 
 
    “There it is,” Officer Sanchez said, pointing out the windshield. The semi was in the middle of the deserted parking lot. The squad cars gathered around it, Officers and others getting out and trotting over. Two men were standing by the back of the semi-trailer, the doors still closed. 
 
    “Which one of you is Officer Roberts?” shouted the larger of the two men in a Russian accent, his head shaved, wearing a t-shirt and euro-style jeans. 
 
    “Right here,” Officer Roberts said as he approached with Officer Sanchez and the others. “Who are you?” 
 
    “Just call me Demetri,” the man said. 
 
    “Hey, aren’t you wanted?” Officer Sanchez asked, looking stern, then cracking up. “Just kidding. I know you’re on our side. Good to meet you. I’m Sanchez.” 
 
    “Good to meet,” Demetri said, smiling. “Circumstances make us allies.” He glanced over at his partner, a shorter blonde-haired man wearing a satin shirt and similar jeans. “Come, Blake, let’s get this opened.” They unlatched the back doors and swung them open. The semi wasn’t full, but there were a lot of weapons. Blake jumped into the back and started handing out guns and ammo belts. 
 
    “Who need training?” Demetri asked. 
 
    About half the men raised their hands, and gathered around as he showed them how to load and fire the M60s and the M240s. 
 
    “Hey, what the hell are those?” Kowalski asked, pointing to a row of tanks on backpack harnesses that Blake was moving to the doors of the trailer. 
 
    “X15 flame throwers, mate,” Blake said in a British accent. “Loaded with Napalm.” 
 
    “I’m all over that,” Kowalski said. 
 
    “These are a tad heavy,” Blake said. “You look big enough to handle one.” 
 
    “What do you think, boss?” Kowalski asked Officer Roberts as he was walking over from the machine gun briefing. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” 
 
    “It’s an X15 flame thrower,” Kowalski said, on the verge of cracking up.  
 
    Officer Roberts shook his head. “This ain’t a game, Kowalski. Don’t make me sorry I brought you.” 
 
    “Hey, killed me a bunch of UN slugs today. It was worth it.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” Officer Roberts said. “What are we gonna do with these?” 
 
    “How you say, barbeque enemy?” quipped Demetri. “These good to burn enemy out of structure.” 
 
    “Probably good at burning down whole neighborhoods too,” Officer Roberts said. 
 
    “This not rescue mission, this attack on enemy military,” Demetri said. “Understand or be killed. Choice is yours.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what my Captain just told me,” Officer Roberts said. “All right, better run us through them too.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ivan rushed over to Robbie and Morgan, who were sitting side by side, looking at their screens. “Robbie, did the drone get over El Cajon yet?” 
 
    “Yep, and I’m logged onto it,” Robbie said. “This is gonna be bad. There’s thousands of UN Peacekeepers flooding out of that base. I think they planned this from the beginning.” 
 
    “I would have,” Ivan said, his brow furrowed. “The police squad cars from the Lemon Grove battle are heading there now. We got weapons to them.” 
 
    “Is that gonna be enough?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “They’ve got just under 60 squad cars, with four or five officers in each. There’s another 80 coming in from points north, similar numbers per squad car, plus a handful of SWAT team armored vehicles. It’s thin, but we’ve got to do the best that we can. They want us to take our focus off the Bonita Country Club.” 
 
    “Broadcast to the residents of El Cajon,” Robbie said. “Tell them that if they’ve got guns, they’d better load them up and take on the enemy.” 
 
    Jules was listening. “Good idea, boss. Can you break into the local TV stations?” 
 
    Ivan thought about it for a moment, then smiled. “I’ll go make some phone calls. My video equipment is down here, right?” 
 
    “Yes, in next room,” Jules said. “We set up?” 
 
    “Yeah, do that,” Ivan said, walking away with his phone to his ear. 
 
    “That might just change this from a suicide mission to something we can win,” Robbie said. 
 
    “You think it’s a suicide mission?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “Best case we’ve got 700 police and reserve police officers heading into the area, and the first 300 will be at least half an hour earlier than the rest. We’re seeing several thousand UN Peacekeepers flooding into those residential areas west of their base.” 
 
    “Robbie has point, but they get much better weapons than UN slugs have,” Jules said. “That give edge. Still risky mission.” 
 
    Ben Dover rushed over. “Ivan asked me to come help you, Jules. What’s up?” 
 
    “We set up video studio for boss. He go live on TV, warn people about UN actions in El Cajon” 
 
    Ben smiled. “Great. It’s about time Ivan got back on TV. Let’s go.” He and Jules left the room. 
 
    “Think that will help?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “If enough of them have their TVs on,” Robbie said. “They’d better hurry. The UN Peacekeepers are already into the residential area. Whoa!” 
 
    “What?” Morgan asked, rolling her chair closer to stare at his screen. 
 
    “Some of these citizens do have guns. See that big house on the corner? They just stopped a squad of UN Peacekeepers from entering that block.” 
 
    “Wow, somebody’s shooting from across the street, too,” Morgan said. “They killed most of that squad.” 
 
    “There’s a bigger one on the way. Hope they’re ready.” 
 
    Seth ran in from the next room. “We’re gonna have company.” 
 
    “Here?” Morgan asked, her eyes wide. “Most of our people are gone.” 
 
    “No they’re not,” Robbie said. “We’ve still got all of Garrett’s men, the off-roaders, and the highway is still lined with armed citizens. You got the word out to Garrett, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s already on it, but we need to be running the Dodge City video feed, and we need somebody on it to help coordinate.” 
 
    “I can do that,” Morgan said. “What are you and Kaitlyn watching?” 
 
    “The Bonita Country club, mostly,” Seth said, “supporting the Battle Wagons. That’s gone quiet for now, after we destroyed their forces at the two shopping centers. We’re expecting them to start moving west any time, though.” 
 
    “What about Lemon Grove?” Robbie asked. “Haven’t looked for a while.” 
 
    “That’s over,” Seth said. “At least for now.” 
 
    “There’s too much going on,” Morgan said, as she switched her view to the video surveillance cameras. They started to cycle. “Where are you seeing the enemy?” 
 
    “Two semi-trucks coming south on Highway 94. They’re gonna run into the first of the citizens in a few miles.” 
 
    “We sure they’re enemy fighters?” Robbie asked. 
 
    Seth nodded. “History program showed them loading up. Almost missed it. They must have been in a shielded building, because there were only a few stray hits.” 
 
    “Dammit, two semis can hold a lot of bad guys,” Morgan said. 
 
    “Yeah. I’d better get back. Wouldn’t be surprised if the UN forces at Bonita decide to take off right when we’re getting attacked.” He rushed out. 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” Robbie said. “Hope we don’t get any surprises.” 
 
      Morgan shot him a glance, then focused back on her screen. “I’ve got the history program feed running in a second window. We’ll know when they show up, if they’re out further than half a mile.” 
 
    “Good,” Robbie said. “We’d better protect those battle wagons outside the mine. We don’t need our generators going dark with all this going on.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Garrett gathered the cavalry at the far end of Dodge City’s main street.  
 
    Willard rushed over on foot with his cannon team. “Where are those bastards?” 
 
    “Close enough to touch off the short-range apps when our citizens on Highway 94 blow holes in the semi-trailers,” Garrett said from his horse. He turned to the other mounted men, who were gathering quickly. 
 
    “Men, the good news is that we’ll have RFID hits on these folks, unlike the UN creeps that our away team is dealing with.” 
 
    “Where are all these folks coming from?” asked Tyler, shaking his head. “Thought they were about done.” 
 
    “They can’t escape to the south anymore,” Garrett said. “At least not in California. The objectives of the enemy are the same. Take San Diego, then open the border again. They have a chance. We’re part of what is preventing them from their mission. Our intel team is in that mine. We need to make sure the motorhome generators don’t get hit, and we need to make sure the mine isn’t overrun.” 
 
    “We should pull the ladder and remove anything that tips the enemy off about the access tunnel,” Tyler said. 
 
    Garrett nodded. “I agree. You can lead a team to do that.” 
 
    “On it,” Tyler said, looking over at his warriors, who nodded in agreement. They rushed down the street towards the mine. 
 
    Gunfire erupted to the north, small arms fire, and then the unmistakable sound of M60s. Everybody’s phone apps buzzed them. 
 
    “There they are,” Garrett said. “Let’s go kill us some enemy fighters.” 
 
    A cheer arose from the cavalry, and they raced up the street towards the front gate, past the three battle wagons, hoofbeats sounding like thunder. Ji-Ho waved them on from the first rig as they went by. Gunfire intensified from the highway as Willard’s cannon team got into place, loading up the four cannons they still had, all aimed at the main gate. 
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    Back-Up Generator 
 
   O fficer Roberts led the line of police cruisers east on Fletcher Parkway. “Where should I make the turn?” 
 
    Officer Sanchez looked up from his phone. “Do you want to go in behind them off Cuyamaca, or do you want to insert ourselves in front of their advance?” 
 
    “In front of their advance, so we can dig in and take them on,” Officer Roberts replied. “I don’t want them taking us out four or five at a time in these squad cars. We need to be on foot with our new weapons.” 
 
    “Okay, then make the left on Cuyamaca, then another left on Partridge Avenue. Go down to Eastside Road and make a right. That’ll put us about a block behind the school.” 
 
    “Hey, Roberts, some of the citizens are fighting back,” Kowalski said from the back seat. 
 
    “How do you know that?” Officer Roberts asked him. 
 
    “It’s all over social media.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good news,” Officer Sanchez said. “There’s your left. I sent out a text with the info to the others.” 
 
    Officer Roberts nodded, making the turn, the other squad cars following. Partridge Avenue was less than a block down, and they were on it in a flash, the sounds of gunfire filling the air to the northeast. 
 
    “Park either side of Heron Avenue,” Officer Sanchez said. “Then we can get out and move through the neighborhood.” 
 
    “Sounds like a lot of hunting rifles and shotguns going off in between the AK-47 fire,” Kowalski said. 
 
    “You can tell the difference?” Officer Sanchez asked. 
 
    “Hell yeah, I was in Syria, remember? All the slugs had AKs.” 
 
    “I thought UN Peacekeepers used something else,” Officer Roberts said. 
 
    “Actually, they might be using several different weapons,” Kowalski said. “I’ve seen them with old M16s, newer M4s, AKs, and several other European weapons, also some Asian weapons.” 
 
    “Since these creeps were allied with the Islamists, makes sense to me that they’d use AK-47s,” Officer Sanchez said. “That way they can pool ammo and parts.” 
 
    “Whoa, they just blew up a house,” Officer Roberts said, pointing out the windshield towards the north. “I’m pulling over here.” 
 
    “Go past Heron or we won’t all fit on the street,” Officer Sanchez said, still looking at his phone. A bullet hit the front of the cruiser, the engine sputtering to a stop. 
 
    “Shit,” Officer Roberts shouted. “Bail out of this sucker and grab your weapons!” 
 
    They did that, Officer Roberts rushing around to the trunk and popping it open, the men there to grab their M60s and M240s, Kowalski taking his X15 flame thrower. 
 
    “You really gonna take that thing?” Officer Sanchez asked as they ran for cover. 
 
    “Hell yeah, but I’ve got my M4 too,” he said. “C’mon, let’s get up there. I smell a target-rich environment.” 
 
    “Yeah, you and Custer,” Officer Roberts quipped. They ran across Eastside Road in a crouch, the other squad cars emptying now, fanning out, rushing towards the northeast. 
 
    “We need to get onto Finch and attack the school,” Officer Sanchez yelled after they took cover, bullets flying in their direction now, coming from enemy fighters hiding between buildings at the school. “There, we can go between those two houses.” 
 
    “Looks as good as anywhere,” Officer Roberts said, heading between the two larger houses. An old man slipped out of the house as the police were massing in his back yard, ready to hop the back fence. 
 
    “Hey, what are you guys doing?” 
 
    “Stay in your house,” Officer Sanchez said to him. “In an inside room if possible. It’s gonna get crazy here.” 
 
    “Already is,” the old man said. “I’m Stu.  
 
    “Hey, honey, Ivan the Butcher is coming on TV,” shouted an old woman’s voice from inside the house.  
 
    “Want to check it out?” Stu asked. 
 
    Officer Roberts thought about it for a second. “Okay, I’ll go in. Sanchez, direct the rest of the officers through this way. Get onto Finch and attack. I’ll be right there.” He trotted over to Stu and they went through the sliding glass door into his living room. They stood in front of the TV as Ivan appeared on the screen in full gangster get-up. 
 
    Fellow patriots, it’s Ivan the Butcher, and we’ve got a problem. UN Peacekeepers are leaving their giant base in El Cajon, attacking civilians in the neighborhood to the west of Cuyamaca Street, between Billy Mitchell Drive to the north and Fletcher Parkway to the south. This is a diversion, to pull our forces from the battle front in Bonita. We aren’t taking the bait. Police officers are arriving now to help, but they won’t be enough. Any citizens who have weapons should load them and get ready. It’s going to take a combined effort of police forces and citizens to stop the enemy attack. You’ve seen what the good people of California have done in repelling the enemy over the past months. We need you again. If you don’t have weapons, either leave the area or barricade yourselves in your homes. 
 
    “Well, that was short and to the point,” Stu said. “Time to lock and load, gentlemen.” 
 
    “Stu, don’t run off doing something crazy,” his wife said. 
 
    “I’m going on the balcony with my good rifles,” he replied. “Those scopes are sighted in, and I know how to shoot. I can see the school from there.” 
 
    Officer Roberts smiled. “You do that, but leave a shotgun down here with your wife just in case. Anybody else in the house?” 
 
    “Nope, we’re empty nesters,” Stu said. “Good luck, officer.” 
 
    “Same to you,” Officer Roberts said, leaving his house. 
 
    “What was it?” Sanchez asked, standing by the back fence as officers were sneaking over it. 
 
    “Hail Mary. He’s talking about this battle right here, and telling citizens to get their guns out and join the fight. I’m not sure that’s a good idea.” 
 
    “Worked before,” Officer Sanchez said. “Ready?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He climbed over the fence behind Sanchez, and they trotted between the houses, getting behind a small wall with a good view of Finch Street, across from the Elementary School. “Hope there aren’t any kids in there.” 
 
    “There aren’t, from what I can see,” Kowalski said, adjusting the straps on his X15 tanks so they rode higher on his back. “Wish I would’ve had more time to adjust this setup before we had to hit the pavement.” 
 
    “If that’s a waste, ditch it quick and go to your M4, or grab one of the M60s,” Officer Roberts said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I get it. Hey, look, coming through that walkway between buildings at the school. Good opportunity to try this.” Before Officer Roberts could say anything, he was trotting across the street, others covering him as gunfire started up. 
 
    “That guy is frigging crazy,” Officer Sanchez said. “If he takes a bullet in one of those tanks, he won’t know what hit him.” 
 
    “I see what he’s doing,” Officer Roberts said, watching him sneak through the planters, the UN Peacekeepers behind some shrubs in front of the school office. “He’s gonna need some cover right now.” 
 
    Several officers close by heard, and turned their M60s and M240s in that direction, spewing lead into the front of the school as Kowalski stuck the flamethrower around the corner of the building and pulled the trigger, the flames covering a large group of UN Peacekeepers, forcing them into the open, some of them on fire, others running for their lives, only to be mowed down by automatic fire from the police. 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” Officer Sanchez shouted, running across the street, diving behind cover and firing at fleeing Peacekeepers with his M60. Then Kowalski snuck close to him and opened up with the X15 again, turning the area between buildings into a living hell, Peacekeepers screaming for their lives as they tried to escape. 
 
    “Watch it,” Officer Sanchez yelled, as several UN vans roared into the parking lot of the school from the east side of the campus. Kowalski saw them, hitting the vans with the flamethrower, the first one exploding after a moment, the other vans trying to back up, police officers from either side up and running with their weapons now, firing as fast as they could. One of the vans stopped, driver and passenger killed, the side door sliding open, Peacekeepers trying to flee, most of them hit with machine gun fire before they got more than a few steps from the vehicle. One of the vans escaped behind a structure to the south, and then there was the sound of sporting weapons, as citizens rushed in with everything from shotguns to old M-1 Carbines, leaving the Peacekeepers with nowhere to go. 
 
    “We got trouble, Sanchez yelled, diving for cover as hundreds of Peacekeepers showed themselves, running in from several directions, taking down the first row of police officers. Kowalski got there, opening up with the flamethrower again, stopping their advance until somebody shot the X15 tanks, creating a huge fireball, pieces of Kowalski flying in all directions. 
 
    “Dammit!” shouted Officer Roberts, rushing for another covered position and opening fire with his M60. More citizens were rushing in from the west side of the neighborhood now, some of them picking up the military weapons dropped by fighters on both sides and opening up on the huge group of Peacekeepers, who were spreading out, trying to get out of the line of fire. 
 
    “Hey, listen,” Officer Sanchez shouted. “Vehicles coming in.” 
 
    Officer Roberts turned to see a multitude of civilian cars rushing in, stopping in the middle of the streets, armed citizens rushing out and getting into the fight, gunfire ramping up to a fever pitch. 
 
    “See that, Roberts?” Sanchez yelled. 
 
    “Yeah,” he replied, getting up to change position. “We might just live through this.” He trotted forward to some new cover, getting ready to fire when several shots rang out, hitting him in the head and neck. 
 
    “Roberts!” shouted Sanchez, horrified, as more police officers around him fell. “Pull back to cover, dammit.” 
 
    The officers were taking losses as they found cover, the battle turning into a standoff. Sanchez found a good place, several other officers getting next to him. 
 
    “Where’s Roberts?” one of them asked. 
 
    “Bought it,” Sanchez said. “We need to move away from here and try to get a better position.” 
 
    “We’re gonna run out of ammo if we aren’t careful,” the man said. 
 
    “Yep, don’t be shooting at anybody you can’t see,” Sanchez said. “We’ve got more police coming, and citizens too I suspect. Try to find a good position to stop the advance.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Willard and his team were waiting, listening to the gunfire on Highway 94 ramping up, their phone apps buzzing again as the second semi-truck was breached, RFID hits spreading out, many no longer moving as they hit the buzz saw of civilian rifles from either side of the road. 
 
    “One of them trucks is still coming,” Willard said, slipping on his Bluetooth headset. “You there, Garrett?” 
 
    “Yeah. You ready? One of those trucks is still rolling. They must have put some armor in the sides of the cab. I saw how much fire that cab took. They should be dead.” 
 
    “You start fighting them yet?” 
 
    “Naw, we’re hanging out in the trees, waiting for them to get onto the property. We’ll set up a nice kill-zone.” 
 
    “How many of your riders have modern weapons now?” Willard asked. 
 
    “Nearly half. Gotta ride. You’re gonna be up to bat, you old codger, so do some damage.” 
 
    “You got it,” Willard said. He turned to his men. “Get ready to fire. Let’s blow that first semi all over the damn pasture.” 
 
    His men nodded, eyes focused on the gate, and then the cab of the first truck appeared. 
 
    “Fire!” Willard yelled, and all four cannons went off, three of them hitting the cab of the truck, smashing it to bits as the last cannon hit the trailer, knocking it on it’s side, Islamists scrambling to escape just as the cavalry revealed themselves, a mixture of black powder and modern guns going off at once, Islamists dropping fast. Then the second semi tried to push its way past the wreckage of the first, cannon balls ripping into it, killing the driver and passenger in the cab instantly, the cannons re-loading frantically, then firing at the semi-trailers, peeling sheet metal off with each shot, gunfire from the citizens on Highway 94 ramping up again from both directions. 
 
    “Keep on them,” Garrett said over the Bluetooth headset. “Lots of bad guys escaped those trucks, and they’re trying to make it to the woods next to the pasture again, like they did before. We’d better root them out before they can set up any mortars.” 
 
    “Think we can hit them with the cannon?” Willard asked. 
 
    “Yeah, give it more elevation, try to hit just past Highway 94. There’s some trying to regroup there before they cross the street and get into the woods.” 
 
    “You heard the man,” Willard said, working with his men to adjust the cannon. 
 
    “These things ain’t made for this, you know,” one of Willard’s men said. 
 
    “I’ll take it under advisement. Get ready to fire!” 
 
    “Ready on this one, Willard,” said another on his team. “I marked where we are, so we can keep track, since we can’t load these with the barrels pointing up.” 
 
    “Now you’re using the old bean,” Willard quipped. “Fire, dammit!” 
 
    The first cannon went off, the ball whistling as it flew, coming down in the midst of the enemy, screams coming from their ranks as the second cannon fired, just past the main group, but hitting some Islamists trying to flee. 
 
    “Nice shooting,” Garrett said, his breath coming hard, sound of his horse’s hoofs pounding in the background. “Another group further to the south trying to set up mortars. We better stop them, men. Whatever it takes. If they hit those battle wagons, our intel team will go dark.” 
 
    There was a pop, the pasture exploding as an enemy mortar round fell. 
 
    “Crap, that’s from another group,” Garrett said. 
 
    “I see where they are,” Tyler said. “I’m on top of the hill, over the mine, near the access hole. Aim those cannons to the north about ten degrees, same distance.” 
 
    “Got it,” Willard said. Then he froze, a grin washing over his face. “Hear that? Off-roaders.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’re pulling them out here from the back,” Garrett said. “Nobody showing up back there in the drone video.” 
 
    The raspy snarl of microguns erupted, AK-47s firing, Islamists trying to hold them off, but not having any luck against the fast-moving vehicles. 
 
    “Should we fire?” Willard asked. “Can’t see what’s going on.” 
 
    “No, let the off-roaders handle it. They’ve got them on the run now. Enemy fighters left their mortars behind. Some of our guys are getting there now, turning them around to fire on the fleeing Islamists.” 
 
    “We’re gonna win this,” Willard said to his men. “Keep your eyes open. Everybody’s reloaded, right?” 
 
    “Yep,” one of his guys said. 
 
    “Hey, all, Clem here. We got that inside generator up and running now.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Garrett said. “That means the most important thing we can protect now is the cell tower. Everybody got that?” 
 
    “We got it,” Willard said. “We still need those battle wagons, though, don’t we?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Clem said. “The new generator is un-touchable, but it’s only about a third of the capacity we need. It’ll be enough to keep the intel team going in a pinch, but we need the rest of the capacity.” 
 
    “This is Elmer. I’d still protect those battle wagons with everything you got. If they get destroyed, that leaves us with a single generator and no backup.” 
 
    “We’re on that,” Tyler said. “My warriors are guarding them and the access passage way.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’re on it,” Ed said. “Don’t worry.” 
 
    The gunfire slowed. 
 
    “We got them beat?” Willard asked. “Can’t see jack from here.” 
 
    “They’re on the run, but I can’t say how many are still alive,” Garrett said. “All it would take is a few mortar shots to do us real damage, so let’s secure the area. Use your apps. None of the Islamists are shielded now, and I didn’t see any UN Peacekeepers in this attack.” 
 
    Willard smiled, then pulled a small cigar out of his pocket and lit it up. “Translation. We won, but keep your eyes open.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mr. Black was almost finished with his burger when his phone dinged. He picked it up off the table and looked at the screen. “Dodge City attacked.” 
 
    “Oh no,” Erica said, looking at Sam with her brow furrowed. “We have to go back there.” 
 
    “No,” Mr. Black said. “Battle nearly over, enemy defeated. This was diversion.” 
 
    Sam pulled his phone out and loaded the long-range app, navigating to Dulzura, his eyes getting wide. “Nearly 500 hits. Geez, must have been another lined semi-truck.” 
 
    “It was two,” Mr. Black said. “Not worry. Battle over. No more on way.” 
 
    “How do we know if they’re shielded?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Satellite and drone video show no more traffic on way,” Mr. Black said. “Why so worried?” 
 
    “Our daughter is there,” Erica said. 
 
    “She’s in the mine,” Sam said, looking Erica in the eye. “We knew this was a possibility, and we were watching. They’ll be okay. Let’s focus on the task at hand.” 
 
    Erica was silent for a moment, but nodded in agreement. 
 
    Sid’s phone dinged. “It’s Clem. Battle over. Nobody got killed, except for Islamists. No UN this time, either. All but the men in the cabs of those two semi-trucks had RFID chips. They’re doing cleanup. Oh, and that generator inside the mine is up and running now, too.” 
 
    “Good, I was worried about that generator,” Yvonne said. “It’d be too easy to blow up those battle wagons and blind our intel team.” 
 
    “Everybody is counting on Intel team,” Mr. White said. “Good to have redundancy.” His phone dinged when it was still in his hand. 
 
    “Grand Central,” Sid quipped. 
 
    Mr. White smiled. “Trawler in sight of harbor.” 
 
    “Finish eating, then we go,” Mr. Black said, still working on his French fries. The group was getting up a moment later. They noticed people gathered around the bar staring at the TV when they were on their way out. 
 
    “Shit, that’s Ivan,” Sid whispered. They stopped to look. 
 
    “Any of you know about this?” Sam asked as they paused, looking at the screen, which was showing a still of Ivan, the reporter talking about him. 
 
    “Ivan not tell us,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    Sam moved closer to one of the people watching, a woman of about fifty. “What happened?” 
 
    She looked at him and smiled. “Ivan the Butcher just asked for citizens to help with a battle in El Cajon. I love that man.” 
 
    Sam smiled. “Thanks.” He turned to the others. “Let’s go.” 
 
    They got outside, heading for their vehicles. “We’re just parking in the main lot, correct?” Sid asked. 
 
    “Park in launching-ramp parking lot,” Mr. Black said. “We have ice chests in car. Put long guns in, then we wheel towards dock. Other commandos already in place. Watch for UN Peacekeepers. We know they here.” 
 
    “Roger that,” Sam said. They got into their cars and drove back onto Dana Point Harbor Drive, then turned left on Embarcadero, taking it to the launching ramp, parking next to each other. Mr. White and Mr. Black pulled one large ice chest out of the massive trunk of their Lincoln, another from the back seat, pushing one towards Sam and loading the other one with their machine guns, ammo, and grenades. 
 
    “Big ice chests,” Sid said as he and Sam quickly moved their guns in from the back of the Jeeps, Erica and Yvonne standing in front to obscure the view. 
 
    “We go,” Mr. White said. “You set up past boat slip. We stay on this side. Then have full control of area.” 
 
    “Put on Bluetooth headsets,” Mr. Black said. “Meeting up. Just got text from boss.” 
 
    “Let’s be careful not to hit each other in the cross-fire,” Sid said. 
 
    They moved forward as the trawler came into view, heading for the same slip the prior enemy boat used. 
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    Harbor Mayhem 
 
   I van walked into the intel room, sending a text to the team as he walked towards Robbie and Morgan. Seth, Kaitlyn, and Ben joined them from the next room. 
 
    “What’s up, boss?” Ben asked. Jules rushed in with Shelly. 
 
    “Thanks for coming,” Ivan said. “We have a complex situation starting. We’ll have to be careful how we divvy this up.” 
 
    “The Dana Point operation starts, no?” Jules asked. 
 
    “Yes, but we’ve also got the operation in El Cajon to support. They need our eyes in the sky for that. Since the battle here is over, I think we can push monitoring of the Dodge City video cameras to somebody else.” 
 
    “I can do that, if you’d like,” Shelly said. 
 
    “Thank you, that’s what I had in mind,” Ivan said. “We need the battle-hardened intel folks on the remote locations with their experience.” 
 
    “Shall I stay with the battle wagons?” Seth asked. 
 
    “Yes, but let’s have Kaitlyn keep the history program humming along, so Islamists can’t sneak up on us here or elsewhere,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Will do,” Kaitlyn said. “I should keep a window open for the Mexico operation too, right?” 
 
    “Please,” Ivan said, “and watch those small craft coming up the coast from Mexico. We think those boats are the main reason for the National City diversion they’ve got planned.” 
 
    “Who’s on the Dana Point operation?” Ben asked. 
 
    “Let me do that one,” Morgan said. “I used to spend a lot of time there. I know it like the back of my hand.” 
 
    “Good, thank you,” Ivan said. “Robbie, could you continue on with the El Cajon operation?” 
 
    Robbie nodded. “Will do. I’ve already got a good understanding of that battlefield.” 
 
    “How about me?” Ben asked. 
 
    “I need you and Jules to help me with another broadcast, as soon as the operation starts in Dana Point. It will be a media event.” 
 
    Ben laughed. “Love it.” 
 
    “Great, then you two can come with me,” Ivan said, glancing at Ben and Jules. Everybody else went back to their stations. 
 
    “Hope I don’t screw up,” Morgan said. 
 
    “You won’t, trust me,” Robbie said. 
 
    Elmer and Clem came in. “Hey, guys, we finished up with the ethernet outlets in the other room. Why don’t you move in there?” 
 
    “Now?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “Yeah, you’re on laptops so you don’t have to shut down,” Clem said. “When you plug into the ethernet you’ll get faster response.” 
 
    “We should do it, then,” Robbie said. “I’d like to be next to Seth and Kaitlyn anyway. These operations are all tied together.” 
 
    “Okay, makes sense, but let’s do it now,” Morgan said.  
 
    “We’ll help,” Elmer said. They picked up the equipment and rushed it into the next room. 
 
    “Good, I was hoping you guys were coming in here,” Kaitlyn said as they walked in. “You’ll like the ethernet. It’s blazing, compared to the Wi-Fi.” 
 
    “As long as we’re back up in a few seconds,” Morgan said. “Sam’s team is walking towards the target area right this minute.” 
 
    “When it rains, it pours,” Elmer said, behind the row of desks now, plugging in ethernet cables. “There, you should be up.” 
 
    “Yep, my connection icon just changed from Wi-Fi to ethernet,” Robbie said. “Damn, this is faster. I already notice it.” 
 
    “Told you,” Kaitlyn said with a grin. “It’s really helping with this history program. The screen re-draws much faster.” 
 
    Shelly came in with her laptop. Elmer motioned her over, and plugged her in. 
 
    “Hey, Shelly,” Kaitlyn said. “Glad you could join us.” 
 
    The two smiled at each other, then locked eyes on their screens. 
 
    “That trawler just pulled into the slip at Dana Point Harbor,” Robbie said. “Things are gonna happen fast. Let’s be ready.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sam and Sid each had an end of their long ice chest, heading towards the slip where the enemy trawler had just pulled up. Mr. Black and Mr. White carried the other one, setting it against the wall of the Whale Watching office.  
 
    A middle-aged woman wearing a Whale Watcher t-shirt poked her head out the door. “You can’t leave that there.” 
 
    Mr. Black smiled at her. “Not worry, we load on our charter in a minute.” 
 
    She looked the two men up and down, then nodded. “See that you do.” 
 
    “No problem. Maybe we take your tour next.” 
 
    The woman smiled. “Come see us any time.” She disappeared back into her office. 
 
    Mr. Black grinned. “I like to see her. Fill out t-shirt just right.” 
 
    “Mind on business, my friend,” Mr. White said. “Look, Sam and others in position.” He nodded towards the far end of the dock lined with slips. Fishermen were showing up for the half-day boat, which had the last slip. The enemy trawler was two slips in from that end. 
 
    “Can you guys hear me?” Morgan asked over the Bluetooth headsets. 
 
    “Yes, we hear,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    “Us too,” Yvonne said. “We’re in position, waiting for the enemy to leave the boat.” 
 
    “Great. We have a good view of the area. There are several white vans parked off Golden Lantern, in the yacht dealership’s parking lot.” 
 
    “Saw them as we were coming in,” Sam said. “Also saw two bobtail trucks from Smiley’s Rental Yard. That’s how they’ve been bringing the Peacekeepers to their base.” 
 
    “Two trucks?” Morgan asked. “Isn’t that more than they were using before?” 
 
    “Yes, and the UN vans bother me,” Sam said. “Haven’t heard they were here before.” 
 
    “That correct,” Mr. White said. “Maybe they expect hit. We need to watch out.” 
 
    “We brought more commandos than need,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    “Hope so,” Erica said. “Morgan, have you seen any activity around those vans?” 
 
    “Nope, they were parked there when I got on the drone feed.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about them now,” Sam said. “Get into position and watch that boat. Wait until there is a group of Peacekeepers on the dock, and then we mow them down.” 
 
    “First man coming on front deck,” Mr. Black said. “Now several more. They look around.” 
 
    “I see where they’re looking,” Sid said. “Peacekeepers on patio in back of Whale Watching office. Opposite side of building from Mr. Black and Mr. White.” 
 
    “I see them too,” Yvonne said. “They’ve got light machine guns. Just saw one.” 
 
    Mr. Black chuckled. “Good, you hide your little guns. I shoot you with M60.” 
 
    “Hey, guys, there’s several men getting out of the vans in the parking lot,” Morgan said. “They’re coming towards you.” 
 
    “When they get on dock, I waste them,” Mr. White said. “Then we rush through Whale Watching office and blast men on patio.” 
 
    “Who’s in that office?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Middle-aged lady with nice chest,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    Sid laughed, Yvonne glancing at him and shaking her head. 
 
    “Men getting on back of Trawler, lifting big ice chest onto dock. Looks way too heavy.” 
 
    “We attack when they get men out on dock, begin to carry,” Mr. White said. “Stand by. I ready to blast men from van. Timing might not be perfect.” 
 
    “I can see the men on that patio, and my sniper rifle is in the ice chest,” Yvonne said. 
 
    “How much cover do you have?” Morgan asked. “You’re where the blue awnings are, next to the water, right?” 
 
    “We’re just under them,” Sid said. “Yvonne is on the edge next to the dock walkway. She has a good view of that patio in back of the Whale Watching joint.” 
 
    “Here they come,” Sam said. “Six guys just got onto the dock next to that big ice chest.” 
 
    “Men from van on dock now too,” Mr. Black said. “Open fire. Hit men on patio and men on dock first. We nail Peacekeepers from van when they try to flee.” 
 
    “They might flee this way instead of back to the lot,” Sam said. 
 
    Yvonne fired her sniper rifle several times, knocking down three men, then firing again, wounding a fourth man as the other three rushed back into the Whale Watching office. There was a scream from inside. Mr. Black grinned, slipping into the office, dispatching the Peacekeepers with his hand gun. 
 
    “You okay?” he asked the woman, who was looking at him with wide eyes. 
 
    “Who are you?” she asked. “And who were they?” 
 
    “I work for Ivan. Dead men UN Peacekeepers. Stay down.” He slipped back outside to join Mr. White, who had his M60 out and was waiting to see where the Peacekeepers from the vans were going. Just at that moment Sam opened fire on the men surrounding the big ice chest on the dock, killing all but two who dived into the water. Sid rushed to the side and fired when they came up for air, as more men poured onto the deck of the trawler with AK-47s. 
 
    “Watch out!” Sam yelled. Mr. White and Mr. Black opened fire, killing the men from the vans in an instant, the men on the trawler deck dropping, but still visible to Sid and Yvonne, who opened fire, hitting all of them. Erica was on the run now with Sam, sprinting onto the dock, weaving between cover as they both fired, peppering the windows of the trawler. Two more men ran onto the back deck and dived into the water, Yvonne and Sid ready to blast them when they came up for air. 
 
    “Those UN vans are trying to back out of their parking spots,” Morgan said. 
 
    “We see, on it,” Mr. Black said as he and Mr. White rushed onto the lot, firing their M60s, bullets ripping through the sheet metal walls of the vans and taking the tires out too. The door on one of them slid open, several men rushing out, blasted before they got more than a few steps. 
 
    “We got enough bodies on the dock for the media event?” Sam asked. 
 
    “There and at Whale Watching place, yes,” Mr. Black replied. 
 
    “Good,” Sam said, shooting a glance at Erica and pulling a grenade out of his pocket. She grinned and grabbed one out of her pocket too, and they set down their machine guns, sprinting down the dock towards the trawler. “Cover us, guys!” 
 
    Somebody broke out one of the trawler windows and opened fire, not getting a clean shot at either Sam or Erica, and then Yvonne and Sid opened fire, forcing the shooter back inside as Sam made it next to the boat and tossed a grenade through the open window, Erica tossing her grenade right through the pilot station window. There was screaming inside, and then both the grenades blew, sending shards of glass flying, one side of the boat blowing out. 
 
    “It’s taking on water,” Sam said, leaping onto the boat. 
 
    “Be careful on there, dammit!” shouted Erica. He nodded and slipped into the back door with his pistol, coming back out after a moment. 
 
    “All dead inside,” Sam said. “They were huddled right where the grenade went off. It’s a bloody mess in there.” 
 
    “Camera men heading down. Don’t shoot them. We come, string up bodies. Peacekeepers in vans all dead.” 
 
    “I’ll watch the area from above,” Morgan said. “No new vehicles have arrived. Nobody’s walking around now other than your team and the camera men. Everybody’s taken cover.” 
 
    The camera crew was at the trawler now, taking pictures of the bodies on the docks and the deck, one of them going inside while the others panned the area for a moment. 
 
    “There’s dead Peacekeepers in the Whale Watching office,” Sam said, pointing. 
 
    “Kip, go shoot video in there,” one of the cameramen said to the other. The third came out of the boat, shaking his head. 
 
    “What?” Sam asked. 
 
    “You guys made a real mess in there. I took video, but I doubt we can broadcast it. Way too grisly.” 
 
    Mr. White was on the dock next to the boat now. “I hear. That up to Ivan. Upload before something go wrong.” 
 
    “This is recording to a remote server real time,” Kip said as he walked past them, heading for the Whale Watching office. 
 
    “Uh, guys, five more vans just drove onto the lot,” Morgan said. “Get ready.” Gunfire erupted in the parking lot that instant. 
 
    “Where are they?” Erica asked, her eyes scanning. 
 
    Mr. White smiled. “Commandos watch parking lot. They handle. No problem.” 
 
    “That’s it. Mahoney here. Three vans try to rush in, followed by two more. We iced the three, the other two turned around and got back on the street.” 
 
    “Yep, I see them,” Morgan said. “They’re already a few blocks down Dana Point Harbor Drive. Should we be sending somebody?” 
 
    “No,” Mr. White said. “We want them to alert leadership. We want them to turn armada from Mexico around.” 
 
    Mr. Black saw Kip heading into the office and followed him. “Dead bad guys there and in patio on back. Careful, some might be alive.” 
 
    The woman rose from behind the counter, tears washing mascara down her cheeks. “Is it over?” 
 
    “Yes, it over. So sorry this happen at your place. What name?” 
 
    “Sandra. Are you really with Ivan?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes. Many stories to tell. Maybe we have dinner, I tell?” 
 
    She smiled. “I don’t know…” 
 
    “Think about. Almost done here.” 
 
    “What, are there more coming?” Sandra asked, her eyes darting around. 
 
    “Any more come and we take out. Camera crew get material for Ivan. He go on TV soon. Warn of armada coming from Mexico. Small boats beach on San Diego coast, try to attack. We warning population.” 
 
    “Oh, dear. I thought this war was almost over.” 
 
    “It is almost over,” Mr. Black said, “but sometimes ending most dangerous.” 
 
    Mr. White appeared in the doorway. “Come, we string up bodies for video.” 
 
    “String up bodies?” Sandra asked, looking horrified. Then her face morphed into a grin. “Good. I’ve had it with these goons.” 
 
    “My kind of girl,” Mr. Black said to her, flashing a rare smile. 
 
    “Make time later,” Mr. White said. “Work to do.” 
 
    “Sorry, back to work,” Mr. Black said. They rushed through the office to the patio, dragging men out to the front one after another. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ted was sitting at the wheel of the battle wagon, in between buildings at the Bonita High School, watching the drone and satellite feeds. Bryan was in the passenger seat, Brianna and Haley sitting on the couch behind them, watching their phones as well. Some of the other battle wagons were also at the High School, hidden from the street. The rest were at the Middle School, which was north a couple blocks on Otay Lakes Road. 
 
    “Uh oh,” Ted said. “Look at the Country Club. I see vehicles and men heading towards Willow Street.” 
 
    “Yep, there they are,” Bryan said, looking up from his phone. “Still think they’re gonna take Sweetwater Road to the channel?” 
 
    “Yep,” Ted said. “Maybe we’d better get back on the meeting. Everybody’s Bluetooth headsets ought to be charged up again.” 
 
    Ted’s phone dinged. “Message coming in from Jules.” 
 
    “We’re about to get into it again,” Bryan said. 
 
    “He said to get on I-805 and take it to National City. We can get to I-805 on EH Street.” 
 
    “Perfect, that’s right close by,” Haley said, looking at her phone. “He broadcast that already?” 
 
    Ted smiled. “Yeah. Look, Ted got the message. He just started his coach.” 
 
    “Then let’s go, boss.” 
 
    Ted chuckled, starting his coach. “I’m not your boss anymore, kid.” 
 
    “I know. Habit.” 
 
    The line of coaches got onto EH Street from both campuses. Ted and the others put on their headsets. 
 
    “Ted’s on. Who we got?” 
 
    “Seth at the intel room.” 
 
    “Tex is on.” 
 
    “Justin and Katie, in Tex’s coach.” 
 
    “Sparky and Dana.” 
 
    “Trevor and Kaylee.” 
 
    “Megan and Angel.” 
 
    “Allison and Cody.” 
 
    “Good, that’s everybody,” Ted said. 
 
    “Where are we getting off, partner?” Tex asked. 
 
    “Don’t know yet.” 
 
    “We’re watching,” Seth said. “We expect the enemy to take Sweetwater Road, going under I-805 and then onto 30th Street. We’d like to set you guys up along there someplace.” 
 
    “Look at the Sweetwater River,” Allison said. “What if they bring their boats into there instead of running them up on the beach?” 
 
    “We think that would be really stupid of them,” Seth said. “They can spread out all over the place on the beaches. We won’t be able to stop them easily. If they try to take the Sweetwater River inland, they’ll be much easier to target.” 
 
    “They aren’t gonna try that,” Tex said. “Look at the satellite view. They’d have to enter San Diego Bay, and they’ll be seen right away. The Navy would take them out with shore batteries and small craft.” 
 
    “Then why are they heading there?” Allison asked. 
 
    “If they can start a big mess in National City, they hope to draw attention from their boats landing all over the coast.” 
 
    “Where would they land?” Allison asked.  
 
    “South of San Diego Bay,” Katie said. Look at Border Field State Park, and the sloughs just south of Imperial Beach. They might be able to disappear into that area.” 
 
    “Yep,” Seth said. “They might also hit Imperial Beach and disappear into the residential areas there.” 
 
    “Is the enemy on the road yet?” Ted asked. “We’re almost to the I-805 on-ramp.” 
 
    “Not yet, but proceed,” Seth said. “We’ll be watching.” 
 
    “This Jules. Put coaches with more than two people into the forward positions. Let’s not make same mistakes again.” 
 
    “We’ve only got two,” Ted said. “Our coach and Tex’s coach.” 
 
    “I think he’s right, partner,” Tex said. “We get into the spearhead positions.” 
 
    “Abandon battle wagons if attack too much,” Jules said. “Live to fight another day.” 
 
    “We’ll take that under advisement,” Sparky quipped. 
 
    Dana and several others laughed. 
 
    “Enemy on the move,” Seth said. “Hell, most of them are on foot.” 
 
    “Then we have plenty of time,” Justin said. 
 
    “No, look at the map,” Seth said. “Just calculated the distance. They’ll be at the southeast corner of National City pretty quick. It’s just over three miles.” 
 
    “Dammit,” Trevor said. “Can you give us an estimate of the numbers?” 
 
    “Negative,” Seth said. “They’re emerging slowly, and there’s too much tree cover to see the whole group. Hell, they might not send all of them at once, either. They might get a bunch of their folks walking, and sent a bunch more later in vans. They have a few hundred parked all over that country club.” 
 
    “This is gonna be hairy,” Sparky said. 
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    Beams and Semis 
 
   D oug was sitting in the commander’s seat of the Bradley Fighting Vehicle, watching the horizon with the CIV FLIR unit. Jorge sat in the driver’s seat. 
 
    “Still can’t see them?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “Naw, they’re still way too far out. What’s Gonzales up to?” 
 
    “He’s out with Sessions and the other Marines, getting some air. You finished eating?” 
 
    Doug turned towards him. “Yeah. Was about ready to get a little shut-eye.” 
 
    “That’s what I was thinking. The long-range app shows the enemy stopping their march. They’re probably bedding down for the night.” 
 
    “Wish we had an alarm setting on the apps. They might get moving before morning.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, there’s people watching the satellite feeds and the detail apps too,” Jorge said. “We’ll get notified. Trust me.” 
 
    Doug nodded, climbing out of the commander’s seat and returning to his gunner’s seat. “Gonna be tough sleeping here.” 
 
    Jorge laughed. “Hell, I’m so tired now that I’ll fall asleep anywhere. Maybe I’ll open the hatch a crack, though. Smells too much like a gym locker in here.” 
 
    “True that.” Their phones dinged with a text. 
 
    “Uh oh,” Jorge said, putting his phone to his face. “Surprised we still have cell coverage.” 
 
    “The Marines put up some antennas,” Doug said. “Heard Simmons and Jenkins talking about it. They were all excited about talking to their women.” 
 
    “You call your wife?” 
 
    Jorge smiled. “She called me, when I was outside. All quiet in town. You?” 
 
    Doug shrugged. “My wife isn’t interested in talking to me. I’ll let it go. Who texted you?” 
 
    “Conrad. You got it too, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but my phone is on the charger. Figured I should use it before the others come back in here for the night. We only have four outlets. What’s he saying?” 
 
    “I’m about to check,” Jorge said, tapping on the message. He cracked up. “Ivan the Butcher put out a new video. He sent us a link. Says it’s worth watching.” 
 
    “Oh, really now,” Doug said. “Something to look forward to, then.” 
 
    “I’m coming back there. I’ll run it for both of us.” He climbed out of the front hatch and came around to the rear door, which was open. “Ready?” 
 
    “Sure, why not,” Doug said, sitting up. 
 
    Jorge started the video and held it so Doug could watch too. 
 
    Ivan was sitting at a desk in front of a white backdrop, wearing his gangster suit. There was a large video screen next to him. 
 
    Good afternoon, fellow patriots. It’s your friend Ivan the Butcher, here to show you how UN Peacekeepers have been infiltrating our state. 
 
    The screen lit up with an aerial picture of Dana Point Harbor. It zoomed in closer and closer, focusing on a fishing trawler. 
 
    “Looks like drone video,” Doug said. 
 
    This is Dana Point Harbor. See that big boat there? The one listing in it’s slip, with the bodies on the deck and on the dock next to it? That boat was being used to bring in UN Peacekeepers along with weapons and ammo. This has been a daily occurrence for months. The UN Peacekeepers were taken in rental trucks from this location to the large base in El Cajon, where a battle is now raging. Here’s what we did to the UN traitors who came here to attack us. 
 
    The picture changed, showing UN Peacekeepers hanging from their ankles around the sinking trawler, then grisly pictures of dead men inside the boat and in front of a Whale Watching establishment. 
 
    “Geez, hope there aren’t a lot of kids watching this,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, maybe they need to see this,” Doug said. “Wonder if Ivan broke into all channels again? That’s his way.” 
 
    Ivan was back on the screen, now standing behind his desk, Ben Dover sitting off to the side with a serious expression. 
 
    We don’t show the results of all our operations. Why am I showing this one, you ask? There is an armada of small boats coming north from Mexico as we speak.  
 
    The screen showed aerial video of a multitude of small craft off the coast, spread out far and wide. 
 
    “Dammit, that’s a lot of boats,” Jorge said. 
 
    The UN thinks they will land on the beaches of San Diego and attack. We need to be ready for them. We need our citizens to gather their weapons and line the beaches and ports in the San Diego area. The UN Peacekeepers deserve the proper welcome. Let’s see that they get exactly that. This war is not yet over, but we can end it. You know what to do. 
 
    The screen went blank. 
 
    “Wow,” Doug said. “That won’t make the enemy happy. They’re gonna run into a buzz saw.” 
 
    “Why doesn’t the Navy just hit them?” 
 
    “They probably want to save their expensive munitions for bigger targets,” Doug said. 
 
    Gonzales came in through the back door. “You guys see that video? Radical.” 
 
    “Yeah, just watched it, dude,” Jorge said. “What about us? Hear anything more?” 
 
    “Central Command just sent out a message saying the enemy was down for the night. We’ll see. Plenty of us will be covering them with the apps throughout the night. You guys might want to bed down for now. I doubt we’ll get a whole night of sleep.” 
 
    “Exactly what we were planning to do before we got the text about Ivan’s broadcast,” Doug said. “We’re completely reloaded and ready to go.” 
 
    “Good, you guys do your best to sleep, then. I’ll probably sleep out here, but we’ll have at least one person up all the time, watching out for us. Charge up your phones if you haven’t already.” 
 
    “Will do,” Jorge said. 
 
    Gonzalez left. 
 
    “All right, I’ll try to sleep, but that video kinda woke me up,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Me too, but we’ll crash. Hell, I’ve been up for almost thirty-six hours.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sam and Erica joined Sid and Yvonne by the blue awnings on the end of the dock as the sun was inching towards the horizon. 
 
    “That was easier than I expected,” Yvonne said. 
 
    Sam nodded. “Yeah. Hope the video that Ivan’s putting out will get people watching for the armada.” 
 
    “Here comes Mr. White and Mr. Black,” Erica said. 
 
    “We done now,” Mr. Black said as they walked up. “We go back up north with commando team. Problem in Sacramento.” 
 
    “Uh oh, really?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “Small problem, we handle,” Mr. White said. “Thanks for good job here. Better leave before authorities show up.” 
 
    “They’re already here,” Erica said. “Saw them park and rush to the harbor master’s office.” 
 
    Sam chuckled. “Maybe they don’t want to ask us questions they don’t want the answers too. We’re popular with law enforcement, in case you haven’t noticed.” 
 
    Mr. Black nodded, grinning. “We see you later.” 
 
    The two men sauntered away. 
 
    “Those two are something else,” Erica said. “Who are you texting, Sam?” 
 
    “Ivan. We need to know where to go next. Maybe he’ll want us to join the others down in Bonita.” 
 
    “I want to get back to Mia,” Erica said. 
 
    The return text dinged. Sam read it, and smiled at Erica. “Back to Dodge City.” 
 
    “Thank God. Let’s get going.” 
 
    “We’d better have our guns handy,” Sid said. “We know at least a few UN vans left the scene. They might be waiting for us someplace.” 
 
    “We’ll take the big roads,” Yvonne said. “C’mon. Oh, and let’s keep each other in sight, please?” 
 
    “Of course,” Sam said. The two couples went back to their cars. 
 
    “Glad that’s over,” Erica said. “You think it’ll prevent more boats coming in there?” 
 
    “They were probably close to done with that anyway. I’m worried about this armada. I was looking at the drone video a little while ago. There’s hundreds of boats on the way.” 
 
    “We’ll have to rely on the citizens,” Erica said. “They haven’t let us down yet.” 
 
    Sam started the engine and drove towards Dana Point Harbor Drive. “Yep, the people are saving themselves. They just needed somebody like Ivan to give them a push.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clem walked to the hotel. The air still smelled of black powder, but it was quiet now, the warriors back to working the mine opening, Garrett’s cavalry back on patrol, the off-roaders spread around in front and in back of Dodge City’s main street. Dusk was setting in. 
 
    “You done for a while?” Sarah asked Clem as he entered the hotel lobby. 
 
    “You’re here? Thought you were still in the mine, helping with the kids.” 
 
    “I got relieved. Feel like a little us-time?” 
 
    “You read my mind,” Clem said, “but I might need to rest a little. It’s been a busy day.” 
 
    “I’m good with that,” she said. They went up the stairs to Clem’s room. 
 
    “You aren’t going through your door?” he asked. 
 
    Sarah chuckled. “Why? Everybody knows anyway.” 
 
    Clem opened the door for her. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. Does it bother you?” 
 
    “No, I’m proud to be your… what am I anyway? Your girlfriend?” 
 
    Clem laughed. “Why don’t we say lady friend?” 
 
    She turned, pulling him into her arms. “That’s perfect, and you’re my gentleman friend.” They kissed, their passion rising fast. 
 
    “Maybe I’m not as tired as I thought.” 
 
    “Let’s just get into bed and see how things go,” Sarah said. They both fell asleep shortly after they laid down. Clem woke up an hour later to the sound of hammering. He sat up in bed, looking towards the window, which woke Sarah. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ll bet they’ve got the first of the mine timber sets in place. That’s good. Once they’ve got the first one in, things will speed up. It’d be nice not to climb down that damn hole every time we need to go inside.” 
 
    Sarah chuckled. “I always get my clothes dirty doing that, and laundry is more of a chore here.” 
 
    Clem laid back down, Sarah looking over at him. She smiled. 
 
    “What?” Clem asked. 
 
    “Think you can?” 
 
    “Thought you’d never ask. He rolled over her, kissing her gently, and soon they weren’t thinking about anything but each other. It wasn’t frantic like before. It was comfortable, but they were still breathing hard afterwards. 
 
    “That was nice,” Sarah whispered. Clem looked at her, reaching to stroke her cheek. 
 
    “I think I’m falling for you.” 
 
    Sarah studied his eyes. “I’ve been there for a while now.” 
 
    “You have?” Clem asked. 
 
    “Don’t look so surprised.” 
 
    He chuckled. “I was afraid to tell you, but I had to.” 
 
    “Now you know how I feel. Hungry?” 
 
    “I could eat, but I don’t want to stay up too late. It’s already nearly eight.” 
 
    “We could always bring some food up here,” she said, sitting up. “What do you say?” 
 
    “Let’s go.” The couple dressed and left the room. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Garrett was standing with Anna by his side, looking into the mine as Tyler and the other warriors were working via flood lights. 
 
    “That was a good breakthrough,” he said. 
 
    Ed walked out of the mine, smiling as he saw them. “We’re making progress. Hopefully the enemy won’t hit us here again.” 
 
    “It looks good,” Anna said. “We should be proud.” 
 
    “Damn straight,” Garrett added. 
 
    “No more enemy fighters showing up, I take it?” Ed asked. 
 
    “The action is all way west and way south of here now,” Garrett said. “Thank God. Not that it couldn’t change.” 
 
    “You always know how to put my mind at ease,” Anna quipped. 
 
    “I know, ain’t I something?” 
 
    Ed laughed while Anna rolled her eyes. 
 
    Willard came up behind them. “How late are you slave-drivers gonna make those guys work, anyway?” 
 
    “Hey, Willard, wondered where you were.” 
 
    “Just serving up a snort or two to the cavalry guys who came off duty at seven.” 
 
    “That sounds kinda good,” Garrett said. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t,” Anna said. “Let’s go home. It’s getting late, and we’re both behind on sleep now.” 
 
    “You heard the lady,” Garrett said. 
 
    Willard shrugged. “Shucks. Oh, what the hell. Take care. I’ll go drink by myself.” 
 
    “No you won’t,” Ed said, patting him on the shoulder. The two men walked off towards the saloon, chatting and laughing. 
 
    “They’re probably talking about us,” Anna said. “Let’s go get the wagon.” 
 
    Garrett pulled her into his arms and planted a kiss on her, which went on longer than either had planned. 
 
    “What was that for?” she asked, trying to catch her breath. 
 
    “For being mine,” Garrett said. “You mind?” 
 
    She stared into his eyes for a moment, then took his hand and pulled him towards the livery stable. Garrett got the horses hitched to the wagon, and they rolled off towards the ranch house. 
 
    “I was hoping this was about over,” Anna said. “Today didn’t instill confidence.” 
 
    “We won,” Garrett said. 
 
    “True, but we had to fight. How much longer will that go on?” 
 
    He looked over at her, reins in his hands as the horses plodded along. “I can’t tell you for sure, other than to say that we’re getting close to the end. That won’t solve all our problems, though.” 
 
    “Meaning what?” 
 
    He sighed. “Our society is broken, and we haven’t killed off everybody who aided and abetted the crisis. Things won’t be like they were before the war. Not for a long time, I suspect.” 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    Garrett glanced at her. “Don’t worry. If we live here and on your reservation, we’ll be somewhat insulated. Hell, that’s why I came out here in the first place. I was done with California society. Too much BS, too much rancor. Too many rules and regulations. Too much disrespect. Too many hands out for that which they didn’t earn.” 
 
    “Oh. I don’t know how much of a reservation we’ll have left. So many of our people are dead now. I don’t know if we even have enough left to re-open the casino operation, let alone re-staffing the school and the other civic institutions.” 
 
    “Then we’ll have our work cut out for us, I reckon.” 
 
    She laughed. “You know, that’s one of the things that I love about you. There’s always hope. You never throw in the towel.” 
 
    “Some of our new friends may choose to stay on at Dodge City. A few of them have already asked about it.” 
 
    “Oh, really? Who?” 
 
    “Mostly folks from Sam’s RV park. Sid and Yvonne, Clem, even Sam himself.” 
 
    “I expect if Clem stays, Sarah will too. They’re together, you know.” 
 
    “I figured as much. Good for them. Oh, and I include Erica and Mia with Sam.” 
 
    “What about school for Mia?” Anna asked. 
 
    “Dulzura is close enough. She can go there.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s true. Do you mind if I stay with you here?” 
 
    Garrett stopped the wagon and looked at her. “I want you to. In fact, I want you to be my wife.” 
 
    “We’ve already talked about it. There’s no need to bother. You have me either way.” 
 
    “Would you agree to it, down the road?” 
 
    She stared into his eyes for a moment. “You’re afraid I won’t, aren’t you? You’re that much in love with me already? It hasn’t been that long.” 
 
    “I am. I want you to be family. Marriage promotes that.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, when you say it that way, I understand. Yes, I’ll marry you if that’s what you want. We should wait until this war is over, though.” 
 
    “I’m fine with that,” Garrett said. He started the horses again. 
 
    Anna was still looking at him as they rolled forward. “We’re lucky.” 
 
    Garrett smiled. “Yes, we are, aren’t we?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sax and Jesse were resting with their men, the battle nothing but clean-up of stragglers for the last several hours. 
 
    “What now?” Jesse asked. 
 
    “The main body of enemy fighters are ready to hoof it to National City, last I heard. The battle wagons are there now. I think we should load up our semi-trucks and high-tail it there.” 
 
    “How long would it take to get there?” Jesse asked, a few of his men getting closer to listen, Luis and Erik among them. 
 
    “Before we go anywhere, we need to get our rigs un-stuck, remember?” Luis asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Erik said, Kevin walking up with him. “We’ve got a bunch stuck in the sand on either side of Riviera.” 
 
    “We should be working that now, before it gets much darker.” 
 
    Kevin laughed. “Hell, dude, it’ll be dark before we can get over there. We’ve got flood lights. I say we get busy.” 
 
    “How many trucks are stuck?” Jesse asked. 
 
    “Couple hundred. Some got shot up beyond use, both there and in Lemon Grove. Most are usable, though.” 
 
    Somebody approached, wearing a police uniform. 
 
    “Who’s that?” Sax asked. 
 
    “It’s me, Officer Sanchez.” Several other officers were with him. 
 
    “Cool, great to see you again,” Erik said, rushing to shake his hand. “Where’s Officer Roberts?” 
 
    “He bought it,” Officer Sanchez said, trying to hold back his tears.  
 
    “Oh, dammit,” Jesse said. “Sorry, man.” 
 
    “Yeah, sorry,” Erik said, the others muttering in agreement. 
 
    Officer Sanchez nodded in appreciation. “We lost all but five officers out of the first batch. The citizens and the other squad cars from up north were enough to win the battle. There’s a lot of dead UN Peacekeepers in El Cajon. The guys from up north are doing a building-to-building search of their base now. You won’t believe what they found.” 
 
    “Try us,” Jesse said.  
 
    “Captive women and a whole lot of bodies. They brought in whole families, killed everybody but women of a certain age. Sick bastards.” 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” Sax said. “That kinda stuff really pisses me off. We won’t be done until all these creeps are pushing up daisies.” 
 
    “What are you guys doing next?” Officer Sanchez asked. “Where’s the enemy?” 
 
    “We killed the enemy fighters that were in Lemon Grove and the surrounding neighborhoods,” Jesse said. “A huge group of them escaped into the Bonita Country Club, but they’re starting to leave there now. Just heard about it from Ivan’s team.” 
 
    “Where are they going?” 
 
    “National City,” Jesse said, “and get this. There’s an armada of boats on the way up the coast from Mexico. Rumor has it that they’re all filled to the gunnels with UN creeps. Ivan’s team thinks that an attack on National City will be a diversion, to keep the military busy while all these boats land on the beach.” 
 
    “Well screw that,” Officer Sanchez said. “You guys are going, aren’t you?” 
 
    Sax chuckled. “That’s what we were just talking about. We’ve got to get some of our trucks un-stuck from the sand along both sides of Riviera drive. Then we can carry a whole lot of fighters and equipment right to the enemy.” 
 
    “We’ll help,” Officer Sanchez said. “Why aren’t we already working that?” 
 
    “Like I said, we were just talking about it when you walked up. Let’s go get busy.” 
 
    “I’ll get some tow trucks out here,” Luis said, pulling his phone out. 
 
    “How many trucks do we have left in serviceable condition?” Officer Sanchez asked. “Roberts said you started with almost nine hundred.” 
 
    “We’ve got about six-hundred that are still usable, from what I just heard,” Luis said. 
 
    “We lost three-hundred trucks?” 
 
    “Yeah, and a lot of men, but we won,” Sax said. “Let’s get busy, folks. We need to be on the road in an hour.” 
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    Rumble in the Distance 
 
   T ed was driving the battle wagon, taking the off-ramp from I-805 onto westbound Sweetwater Road. 
 
    “Where should we set up?” he asked over the Bluetooth headset. 
 
    “For now, I’d set up at the golf course and the shopping center across Sweetwater from there,” Seth said. “Be advised that the enemy halted their advance and moved back onto the Bonita Country Club.” 
 
    “Heard that, partner,” Tex said. “Wonder what’s up?” 
 
    “They’ve taken big losses around Lemon Grove,” Seth said, “and lost Dana Point Harbor as a landing spot. Then Ivan’s video hit the airwaves. They know the diversion they had in mind isn’t going to make any difference. Probably doesn’t seem worth the bloodbath they’ll be running into.” 
 
    “Dammit,” Ted said. “So what do we do? Just hang out for a while?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Seth said. “We’re looking at the big picture. We’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “When are you guys gonna sleep?” Tex asked. “You’ve been hitting it for hours and hours.” 
 
    “So have you,” Seth said. “Don’t worry, we’re good.” 
 
    “How far out is the armada?” Trevor asked. 
 
    “They’re only to Campo Lopez. At the speed they can go, it’ll take them a while.” 
 
    “But they haven’t turned around?” Haley asked. 
 
    “Nope, not yet,” Seth said. 
 
    “Maybe we should be parking and sleeping in shifts, then,” Ted said. 
 
    “Yes, that what I think,” Jules said. “We do same here pretty soon. Almost ten.” 
 
    “What about our allies from the Lemon Grove battle?” Sparky asked. 
 
    “The Teamsters and the ex-special forces guys are trying to get their trucks out of the sand,” Robbie said. 
 
    “Out of the sand?” Sparky asked. 
 
    Robbie chuckled. “Yeah, they parked a few hundred semi rigs on the sandy shoulders of Riviera Drive to cut off retreating Peacekeepers. Made a nice kill zone. Now they’re having to pull them out. They’ll probably be joining you guys, now that the El Cajon base has been captured and the Dana Point Harbor entry point has been shut down.” 
 
    “If the enemy doesn’t leave the Bonita Country Club, we might have to go in there and root them out,” Bryan said. 
 
    “That’ll be bloody and dangerous,” Karen said. “Why doesn’t the Navy just bomb the crap out of them?” 
 
    “Might come to that,” Jules said. “We’ll see. For now, get placed, in decent cover, and rest.” 
 
    “We’re in sight of the golf course and the shopping center,” Ted said. “We’ll split up, put some on both sides of the road.” 
 
    “Justin and Katie’s rig is being towed home,” Ji-Ho said. “Crew picked up. Still want more than two people in battle wagons during action, though. Too many problems happen without enough people to man side guns.” 
 
    “We discuss more, change strategy,” Jules said. “Remember what happen this time. We had to take off with no notice.”  
 
    “I know,” Ji-Ho said, “but lead to dead team members. Need to make time to develop crews of four or more. Pull from other teams.” 
 
    “I not disagree,” Jules said. “I’m getting off. Ivan call me. Talk to you soon. We start rotating people off for sleep. Tomorrow be crazy, as usual.” 
 
    “Thanks, talk to you later,” Ted said. He sighed, pulling his headset off. “This makes me nervous as hell.” 
 
    “What, honey?” Haley asked. 
 
    “Too much stuff hanging, and this enemy is tricky. The more pressure we put on, the more dangerous they become. We’re sleeping in shifts. I’ll take the first watch.” 
 
    “Where are we parking?” Brianna asked. 
 
    “I don’t want anybody at that golf course,” Haley said. “There’s no cover. I say we put the two coaches with four people on either side of Sweetwater, in the shopping center parking lots, behind buildings so enemy fighters won’t see us if they come in from the east on that road.” 
 
    “I agree,” Ted said. He put his headset back on. “Everybody hear what Haley said?” 
 
    “Yeah, partner, and I agree,” Tex said. “We’ll take the north side. There are a bunch of ways out of there.” 
 
    “He’s right,” Haley said. “Honey, let’s go across the street. See the Barbeque place there?” 
 
    “I see it,” Ted said. “There’s a Denny’s, and it’s open 24 hours. We can get some food.” 
 
    Tex laughed. “Yeah, there’s a Taco Bell on our side. Can’t wait. My stomach is doing flip-flops.” 
 
    “You’re that hungry and Taco Bell sounds good?” Karen asked. 
 
    “I’m a man of simple tastes, little lady.” 
 
    “Where do you want the rest of us?” Trevor asked. 
 
    “Further west in the same two shopping centers, at least for now,” Ted said. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Angel said. 
 
    “Talk to you guys soon,” Ted said. “Charge up your headsets and make sure your phones are charged too. Use text messages if you need to report anything. Oh, and go into siege mode.” 
 
    “Okay,” Justin said. 
 
    “Got it,” Trevor said. 
 
    Ted parked their rig, shut off the engine, and went into siege mode immediately. He took off his headset and plugged it into the dashboard USB port. 
 
    “You okay, sweetie?” Haley asked from the passenger seat. 
 
    “Yeah. Want to go hit the Denny’s?” 
 
    “Well, I always was a cheap date,” she quipped. 
 
    “We’ll keep watch,” Bryan said. 
 
    Ted nodded as he got up. “One of you should sleep.” 
 
    “Brianna can go first,” Bryan said. 
 
    “You sure, honey?” 
 
    Bryan nodded, and she slipped into the bedroom as Ted and Haley checked their side-arms. They went out into the cool evening. 
 
    “How are you holding up?” Ted asked. 
 
    “Good, all things considered, but saving Justin and Katie was pretty scary.” 
 
    “It was.” 
 
    Haley studied his eyes as they walked. “You look worried.” 
 
    “There’s too many moving parts, and we’re being forced into reactive mode.” 
 
    “We can only deal with things going on here.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “What’s the biggest danger that you see?” she asked. 
 
    “When we get into the restaurant, check out the satellite view of the Bonita Country Club.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “It’s surrounded by residential area, just like the El Cajon base was. The diversion might actually be to attack the citizens there, in an attempt to keep us and our allies from concentrating on the beaches.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Doug woke to an explosion, sounding only a few hundred yards away. “That sounded too close.” 
 
    “What the hell, dude?” Jorge asked, woken out of sleep in the driver’s seat. 
 
    Doug stretched. “Sounded too big to be a mortar.” 
 
    Gonzalez and the Marines rushed in through the back door. “We got problems, guys. Wake up.” 
 
    “You think we could sleep through that?” Jorge asked, punctuated by another blast, sounding closer. “What is that?” 
 
    “Enemy artillery,” Sessions said. 
 
    Jenkins nodded in agreement. “Yep, know that sound anywhere.” 
 
    “Shit, what do we do?” Doug asked. 
 
    “I’m checking with the CO now,” Gonzalez said. “So far they’re just hitting dirt. They might not be able to see us.” 
 
    “They’ll get lucky eventually,” Jenkins said. “They’ll see the fireballs and target them. We should spread out a lot more.” 
 
    “We’re pretty spread out now,” Doug said as another round flew, further away this time. 
 
    “What happens if we get hit with one of those?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “You don’t want to know,” Jenkins said, studying his phone. “Can’t see them with that group of troops we’ve been watching. They’re probably at the end of their range. Maybe we ought to just back up a mile or two.” 
 
    “Negative,” Gonzalez said. “Not without an okay from the CO, anyway.” 
 
    “Did he respond yet?” Jenkins asked. 
 
    “Nope. He’s probably on the horn with the Navy right now, trying to get some jets out here.” 
 
    Another explosion went off, this time hitting one of the L-ATVs, lighting the sky as it burned. 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” Jorge said. “That wasn’t far enough away.” 
 
    “Don’t panic, the crew was outside,” Gonzalez said. “We’ve got to assume that there’s still IEDs all over the damn place. Don’t start driving around willy-nilly.” 
 
    “The enemy troops aren’t moving at all yet,” Doug said. “Wonder how many have RFID?” 
 
    “Based on the last satellite view, only half at best,” Gonzalez said. “I was trying to compare what we were seeing in the pictures with the hits. We’ve got a lot of Venezuelans mixed in with the Islamists. That makes for a dangerous combination.” 
 
    Several more artillery rounds fell, all nearby the burning L-ATV. 
 
    “There you go,” Jenkins said, looking out the hatch. “Classic. They’re gonna try to soften us up before they come it.” 
 
    “Or they’re trying to get us to back up,” Sessions said. “We need a night-vision drone up there pronto.” 
 
    “Can the cannons on the M-1s make it that far?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “That’s just what the enemy would like us to do,” Jenkins said as another round landed, about one hundred yards west of the L-ATV hit. 
 
    “Yeah, man,” Gonzalez said. “They’d love for us to run our battle tanks out of ammo.” His phone buzzed. “Text coming in.” 
 
    He read it for a moment, then laughed. 
 
    “What?” Sessions asked. 
 
    “Morons. Apparently the EU and the UN worked together to move a WTO delegation into the states, and now they’re missing.” 
 
    Doug chuckled. “Don’t tell me, let me guess. They’re holding us responsible and are gonna take it out on us.” 
 
    Gonzalez nodded. “Pretty much. They say they’re taking the gloves off.” 
 
    “That’s rich,” Sessions said. “Nukes in our harbors and rivers? No problem. Some WTO cretins disappear, and now the gloves are gonna come off.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, they’ll get theirs. We’ve got Navy fighter jets and Air Force bombers on the way now, to carpet bomb their artillery and their men. It isn’t gonna be pleasant for them.” 
 
    “They’re doing this because we defeated them up north and down here,” Jorge said. “Temper tantrum.” 
 
    “I’m surprised they aren’t out in the streets protesting,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Hey, the artillery stopped,” Doug said. 
 
    Sessions smiled. “Maybe they’ve got radar.” 
 
    “There’s no place for them to run,” Gonzalez quipped. 
 
    They sat silently for about ten minutes, and then felt a low rumble coming from the south. 
 
    “Whoa, did you feel that?” Jorge asked. They felt more rumbles, and then closer explosions flashed bright in the distance, the sound of jet engines floating towards them. 
 
    “What was that rumble?” Doug asked. 
 
    “B-52s and B-1s just flattened Ensenada,” Gonzalez said.  
 
    “Shit, man, why’d they do that?” Jorge asked. “That killed a lot of Mexicans who were on our side.” 
 
    Gonzalez shot him a glance. “They hit the harbor, because that’s where the armada came from.” 
 
    “Last I heard the armada was more than half-way to the border,” Doug said. 
 
    “Yeah, and they can’t turn around and head for home now,” Sessions said with a big grin on his face. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ivan was watching the intel team, looking over their shoulders at the screens when his phone rang. He walked out of the room with it to his ear. “Ivan.” 
 
    “It’s General Hogan.” 
 
    “Oh. Sorry, didn’t even look. What’s up?” 
 
    “A WTO delegation slipped into the states. The EU and the UN are saying they sent them here for some conference. They were heading for San Diego, but they disappeared.” 
 
    Ivan chuckled. “Yeah, I saw that communique. They’re going to take the gloves off?” 
 
    “Bluster. They can’t do jack, but I wanted to alert you that the delegation may be in Southern California.” 
 
    “Why would I care about that, General?” 
 
    “We think Daan Mertins is with them.” 
 
    “Holy shit. Are they really that stupid?” 
 
    General Hogan laughed. “You guys have been too busy to watch the news, I guess.” 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “After word got out that Saladin is taking a dirt nap, the Islamists in Europe went on a rampage. The EU is in danger of being overthrown by the public as a result. They’ve already lost Great Britain and Germany, and France is teetering on the brink of leaving too.” 
 
    “You know something else,” Ivan said. “I can hear it in your voice.” 
 
    “Very perceptive, my friend. We don’t think this WTO team was sent here by the EU and the UN. We think they fled the EU. They’ve been unmasked. The population knows those globalist dirt-bags were behind this war from the start.” 
 
    Ivan sat down in a chair next to the earthen wall, thinking. “You don’t think the WTO team is really in SoCal, do you? It’s not safe for them. They’ve got to know that.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ivan. If I had to put money on it, I’d say they’re at the base at Carlsbad Caverns. We’re working a plan to attack that base, and it’ll happen sooner rather than later. If Mertins and the WTO get wind of it, they might make for California, because it’s the easiest place for them to get a boat out of the country. Lord knows they don’t want to go to Texas. It’s a turkey shoot down there now.” 
 
    “Good. Things are on their way to wrapping up here. There aren’t many Islamists left, and we’ve got a large portion of the UN Peacekeeper force on the ropes.” 
 
    “When the war gets over, don’t let your guard down.” 
 
    Ivan paused for a moment. “Why? Will the Feds come after me?” 
 
    “No, they recognize what you’ve done. You’ll receive a full pardon from them. I’m worried about elements of the California Government. It’s not just you I’m worried about, either. Jules, Tex, Ted, Sparky, Robbie, and Sam might be targeted after the war is over. Pass that around to them, but in a way that won’t panic everybody. Got it? I’m worried about some of my team too. Frank and Jane, for example. I don’t want them going back to California until we’ve got things under control.” 
 
    “So we should just walk away with our tails between our legs?” Ivan asked. “I can’t go back to Europe. You know that.” 
 
    “No, I don’t want you to run. I want you to finish the job. I’ll be sending a couple old friends to help. You guys will need to go on a hunting expedition.” 
 
    “Old friends?” 
 
    “George Franklin and Malcolm Davis.” 
 
    Ivan laughed. “Last time I saw George, he damn near killed me.” 
 
    “He’s on your side now, my friend. We’ll talk more about this. Just wanted to get you thinking. When your current operations are done, I suggest you gather the people I mentioned and have a chat. A private chat. No need to bring the others into it. They shouldn’t be on the target list, and they’ve done enough for their country.” 
 
    “It’ll take me a little time to think through this,” Ivan said. “California Government? Really?” 
 
    “You know they’ve been the main beach head for the Globalist movement in the United States. Hell, most of them would rather secede from the Union than give up on that idea. This war was a huge setback for them. California was supposed to be their base of operations. You did a good job of ruining that for them.” 
 
    Ivan smiled. “Wasn’t just me, but we did quite a job on them. The real heroes of this mess were the citizens of the state.” 
 
    “Agreed, but without some leadership, it’s a lot harder. I’ve got to go. Talk to you soon.” 
 
    “Good luck at Carlsbad Caverns.” 
 
    “Thanks, we’re gonna need it.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sam drove the Jeep through the Dodge City gate, Sid’s Jeep following. They raced down the road, Sam stopping next to the mine. Erica bounded out of the passenger door, rushing to the access hole, scrambling down the ladder. Sam was right behind her. Shelly saw them as they headed into the child care room. 
 
    “She might be asleep,” Shelly said. 
 
    “Don’t care,” Erica said, slipping past her into the room. Mia was lying on her cot, not asleep when Erica approached. 
 
    “Mommy!” she cried, getting up and running into Erica’s arms, Sam joining them. They hugged and wept. 
 
    “Take her out of here, before you wake the others,” Susanne whispered. Erica nodded, and they left the room. 
 
    “Mommy, I was so scared that you wouldn’t come back,” Mia said. 
 
    “We’re here, honey,” Erica said, stoking her hair. 
 
    “We missed you so much,” Sam said, tears in his eyes. 
 
    Ivan walked past them, not noticing who it was at first, then turning to smile at Sam. “You made it back. Great job, you two.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Sam said. 
 
    “Can we take her home?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Not sure where our battle wagon is,” Sam said. “I’ll send a text to Garrett and see if we can go to his ranch. It’s late.” 
 
    Erica nodded as he typed the text to Garrett. It dinged a second later. 
 
    “Okay?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Yep, let’s take the Jeep back there.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Mr. Black was driving the Lincoln, heading up I-5 in the darkness, Mr. White in the passenger seat.  
 
    “Where we stop?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “Maybe you should sleep, and take over when I’m done. I can go few more hours.” 
 
    “Maybe we should talk to boss. Might not need to be there so fast. Info sounded sketchy anyway.” 
 
    “Too late to call?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “Operations still running, and it only 10:00. I call.” He hit Ivan’s contact, and put it on speaker. It rang twice and clicked. 
 
    “Good, I was just about to call you,” Ivan said. “It’s on speaker?” 
 
    “Yep,” Mr. White said. “What go on?” 
 
    “This no longer has to be top secret,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Why not?” Mr. Black asked. “These powerful folks.” 
 
    “I just had a chat with an old friend. They’ve fled the EU. The gig is up. They’ve been exposed. Nobody will have a problem with us killing them.” 
 
    “Correction,” Mr. White said. “Nobody on our side will have problem.” 
 
    Ivan chuckled. “Okay, you’ve got a point. These folks have tentacles all over the world.” 
 
    “So we can tell commando team who target is?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “Yes, but don’t do that until you need to,” Ivan said, “and we don’t want to discuss that I already put this operation into place before I talked to my old friend.” 
 
    “Who old friend?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “I’ll tell you, but if it gets out, you guys are in serious trouble,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Boss, it us,” Mr. White said. “Who?” 
 
    “General Hogan.” 
 
    Mr. Black burst out laughing. “I knew. Should have bet with junior here.” 
 
    “Junior?” Mr. White asked, cracking up. 
 
    “Hey, American banter rub off. You no lika, you lumpa.” 
 
    “That sound more like Italian than American.” 
 
    “Okay, you guys,” Ivan said. “Why’d you call me?” 
 
    “You want we should drive through night, or can we stop at motel on way?” 
 
    “You can spend the night someplace, as long as you get there by tomorrow evening. I won’t know their exact location until then.” 
 
    “Good, then we stop in Fresno,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    “Where are you now?” 
 
    “Just passing through Bakersfield. Dana Point is far south. Long drive from there.” 
 
    “All right, then you guys get some rest, and we’ll talk tomorrow. Oh, one more thing. After the war is over, there may be more work to do in California.” 
 
    “What kind of work?” Mr. Black asked, shooting a glance at Mr. White. 
 
    “Forces aligned with our current targets aren’t too happy with our team. They’ll probably try to kill us all.” 
 
    “What you do, boss?” Mr. White asked. 
 
    “Kill them before they can kill us, of course,” Ivan said. “Talk to you tomorrow.” 
 
    The call ended. Mr. Black looked at Mr. White and snickered. “This be fun. I hate these guys,” 
 
    “Likewise, but not be stupid,” Mr. White said. “They have reach. Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. We have to kill many.” 
 
    “Since when was that not fun? Call commando team, tell we overnight in Fresno.” 
 
    “Garden spot,” Mr. White said as he pulled out his phone. 
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    News Van 
 
   B ryan was sitting in the battle wagon driver’s seat, watching out the window as the others were sleeping. It was barely six in the morning. A few cars had come through the parking lot, the drivers doing a double take when they saw the massive rig sitting there. The bedroom door opened, Haley and Ted coming out. That woke Brianna on the couch. 
 
    “Still quiet?” Ted asked. 
 
    “Yeah, boss, nothing going on yet. People are looking us over as they drive through the parking lot, but that’s about it.” 
 
    “Anything from Dodge City?” Haley asked. 
 
    “Nope, I think they’ve been cycling people out to sleep too.” 
 
    “Good,” Ted said. “Why don’t you take a break now?” 
 
    “I’m fine, slept four hours, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right,” Haley said. “They’re young.” 
 
    Ted snickered. “Suit yourself, but I don’t know when the next chance will be.” 
 
    “There’s a donut shop close by,” Brianna said. “Maybe we should go get a box, and some coffee.” 
 
    “I’ll go with you,” Haley said. 
 
    Ted nodded. “Take your guns. We can see the donut shop from here, right?” 
 
    “It’s right there,” Bryan said, pointing out the driver’s side window. 
 
    “Good,” Ted said. “I’ll text the others to see how they’re doing. Any movement of the enemy since I went to sleep?” 
 
    “Nah, the Peacekeepers at the Bonita Country Club are still hanging out there, but they didn’t recede all the way back into the facility. They’re still close to Willow Drive. It’s a little hard to see them in the drone video, though.” 
 
    “They’ll probably be coming, then,” Ted said. “Keep an eye on them.” He sent out a broadcast text, his phone dinging with responses a moment later. 
 
    “We’ll be back soon,” Brianna said. She and Haley left the coach. 
 
    Ted got into the passenger seat, eyes locked onto the two women as they walked away. “What else is going on?” 
 
    “I think our forces might be coming home from Mexico pretty soon.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Bryan smiled. “The enemy started flinging artillery rounds at our guys down there. The Navy sent fighter jets in to wipe them out, and the Air Force sent in B-1s and B-52s to flatten the harbor at Ensenada.” 
 
    “Oh. Good. Maybe the’ll get back here and shore up San Diego. What about the armada?” 
 
    “Still on the way, and it appears to have grown since yesterday afternoon.” 
 
    “Dammit.” 
 
    Bryan chuckled. “When they arrive here, it’s gonna be a turkey shoot.” 
 
    “Don’t assume they’ll land north of the border. Hell, they could arrive at Rosarito beach and walk in. Or they could send part of the armada north to see what happens. They have options.” 
 
    “True,” Bryan said. “Sam’s team got back home last night.” 
 
    Ted smiled. “That’s great news.” 
 
    “The first timbers got placed inside the mine opening, too. Sounds like they’ll make rapid progress now.” 
 
    Ted leaned back in the seat for a moment, his brow furrowed. 
 
    “What’s wrong, boss?” 
 
    Ted snapped out of it, looking at Bryan. “This war is close to over, but our society is a basket case, and there are still folks with bad intentions all over the place. Not sure I’ll want to stay in California.” 
 
    “Where would you go?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Depends on what Haley wants.” 
 
    “You two are gonna stick together?” Bryan asked. 
 
    “Oh, hell yeah,” Ted said. “I think that woman is the love of my life.” 
 
    “I feel the same way about Brianna.” 
 
    “What are your plans for after the war?” 
 
    Bryan laughed. “Settle down someplace and make babies.” 
 
    “Wish we were young enough to do that. My choice of careers didn’t promote having a family.” 
 
    “The restaurant?” Bryan asked. 
 
    Ted laughed. “No, I didn’t get into that business until I was forty-five. I’ll tell you, though, it’s as cut-throat as hell. The only difference between that gig and what I used to do is the lack of casualties.” 
 
    “You weren’t happy when Tex arrived.” 
 
    “Not really, but I knew what was coming. No way would I have put up with living under martial law. I now look at Tex’s arrival as a gift.” 
 
    “So do I,” Bryan said. “If that wouldn’t have happened, we wouldn’t have saved our women.” 
 
    “Dana, Allison, and Megan are heading towards the donut shop now too,” Ted said, leaning forward to see past Bryan. “Oh, and here comes our women.” 
 
    “Good, I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Me too, but I’d rather have bacon and eggs.” 
 
    They watched as Haley and Brianna approached, one carrying a box of donuts, the other a paper tray with four coffees on it. They were at the steps after a few minutes. Ted got up and opened the door. 
 
    “Thanks, honey,” Haley said as she climbed the steps, her blonde mane blowing in the breeze. 
 
    “Wind’s coming up,” Brianna said, following Haley. They put the donuts and coffees on the kitchen counter. “Dig in, guys.” 
 
    “That coffee smells good,” Bryan said, getting out of the driver’s seat. 
 
    “How did things seem out there?” Ted asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Haley asked. 
 
    “Get any bad vibes?” 
 
    Haley laughed. “What, you think I’m psychic?” 
 
    Ted laughed. “No, but after you’ve been in battle for a while, sometimes you can sense the enemy. Remember that these creeps don’t have RFID.” 
 
    Brianna looked uncomfortable. Bryan noticed. 
 
    “You sensed something, didn’t you?” he asked her. 
 
    “It’s probably nothing, but yes, I felt like we were being watched.” 
 
    “Shit,” Ted said, grabbing a donut and his coffee, and sliding into the driver’s seat.  
 
    Haley watched him, her brow furrowed. “You don’t think they’ll try to hit us here, do you?” 
 
    “Always be sensitive to your feelings,” Ted said, not turning towards her, his eyes scanning out the passenger side window. “Wish we could do without this front shield.” 
 
    “Now you’ve given me the willies,” Bryan said. “I’m gonna go check out the rear window. Why don’t you pull down the gun sight. That’ll give you a better view.” 
 
    “I’ll have to raise the guns to use that,” Ted said. 
 
    “Nobody’s gonna mess with us,” Haley said. “Do it. I’ll get on the front and rear machine guns and take a look through that sight too.” 
 
    Bryan disappeared into the back bedroom, Brianna watching him, then checking out the side windows on the driver’s side, and the passenger’s side. 
 
    “Dana is coming out of the donut shop,” Ted said as he waited for the mini gun and grenade launcher to rise into place. “There’s Allison and Megan, coming behind her.” His phone dinged. “Tex, wondering why we’re raising the guns.” He typed a quick message back, then focused out the window again, watching the three women as they walked towards their coaches. Suddenly the sound of mini gun fire came from across the street. 
 
    “Shit, who’s that?” Bryan asked, rushing back into the salon, picking up an M60. 
 
    “Trevor’s rig is firing at somebody on the other side of that Credit Union building, on our side of the street,” Ted said, pulling the sight in front of his eyes. “Allison and Megan hit the dirt behind a planter. Dana made it back to her coach.” 
 
    “Sparky’s raising his weapons too,” Haley said. 
 
    All of their phones dinged with a text. Brianna looked at hers. “Trevor. He saw three men with sniper rifles trying to find a way into that Credit Union building.” 
 
    “Put on the Bluetooth headsets,” Ted said, eyes still at the sight. “Somebody text the intel team and make sure the meeting is still up.” 
 
    “I’ll broadcast a text for everybody to get on the meeting,” Haley said. 
 
    Trevor fired his grenade launcher, sending several rounds through the front windows of the Credit Union, the explosions inside blowing out windows. 
 
    “Here they come,” Ted said, watching the three men flee out the back door. He fired the mini gun, cutting them all down before they got thirty yards. 
 
    “Nice shooting,” Bryan said. “Don’t see anybody else yet.” 
 
    “Megan and Allison made it back to their rigs,” Haley said. “What do we do? Leave?” 
 
    “No, we don’t want to come out of siege mode until we know who’s around,” Ted said. “They’ll nail our tires or worse. Put on your headsets.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tyler looked up at the second set of beams, just placed into the mine shaft. They were inside more than forty yards now. 
 
    Ed came up behind him. “Nicely done. Looks stronger than it was originally.” 
 
    Tyler turned towards him. “Yeah, it is. The original timbers were probably a hundred years old. Lots of termite damage. I’m surprised we didn’t have a problem before this place got hit.” 
 
    “These pressure-treated timbers will last a lot longer,” Ed said, getting close to one of them. He froze, then pulled his cellphone out and turned on the flashlight, shining it on the earthen wall. 
 
    “Something wrong?” Tyler asked. 
 
    Ed chuckled. “See this?” He pointed to a spot on the wall. 
 
    Tyler walked over to him. “What?” 
 
    “That’s gold.” 
 
    Tyler laughed. “No frigging way. I thought this mine was played out.” 
 
    “We just dug into some new dirt,” Ed said. “Might not be enough to do anything with, but it is interesting. When this war is over, Garrett should have a geologist come out and take a look.” 
 
    “Wonder if he has mineral rights? If not, he might want to leave it alone.” 
 
    “This isn’t a sub-division, so I suspect he does have mineral rights. Probably not worth much, though. Not much gold left around here. Lots of mines back in the heyday, though.” 
 
    They heard a vehicle approaching. Elmer drove a small bulldozer into the mine, sporting a big grin, Clem walking alongside him. 
 
    “Where the hell did you get that?” Ed asked. 
 
    “You know that rental yard in El Cajon that was renting trucks to the UN?” Clem asked. 
 
    “Yeah, Smiley’s. So?” Tyler asked. 
 
    “The old coot running that place was so happy that we exposed the UN, that he gave us some store credit. Just towed this over. We’ve got it for a week. More if we need.” 
 
    “We need to take it easy with this thing,” Elmer said. “Maybe I ought to man it for a while, and let your team watch. If we try to go too fast, we might get a cave-in.” 
 
    “Yeah, we need some fans in here too,” Ed said. “That exhaust is gonna be a problem otherwise.” 
 
    “We’ve got some big fans in the storage room on the back end of the hotel,” Elmer said. 
 
    “I saw those,” Clem said. “You guys want to help me?” 
 
    Ed nodded. “Sure. C’mon, Tyler.” 
 
    The three men left the mine. Elmer got to work on the loose dirt of the cave-in, pulling out the first load, taking it to the opening and dumping it off to the side. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Jules came into the intel room with Shelly, Ivan, and Ben. “Heard about National City. Anybody hurt?” 
 
    “Nope,” Seth said, turning from his screen. “All of our units are in siege mode with their weapons out, but it’s nearly seven. Lots of people are gonna be around. I’m sure there’s been a lot of people there already.” 
 
    Ben laughed, looking over Seth’s shoulder at the screen. “Channel 8 arrived.” 
 
    “You’re shitting me,” Ivan quipped, coming closer to look. 
 
    “Not sure why this would be a surprise,” Morgan said. “I’ve been outside of the coaches when those mini guns go off. They’re loud. Everybody within a mile heard the action.” 
 
    Robbie chuckled. “They fired grenades at that building. Those are even louder.” 
 
    “This not laughing matter, team,” Jules said. “Where there few, there probably more. Anybody find their vehicle yet?” 
 
    “Nope, we think they walked in from someplace,” Seth said. “The meeting is up. Shall I put it on speaker so you can talk to the team?” 
 
    “Please,” Ivan said. “Does the microphone on your laptop feed into the meeting?” 
 
    “Yep,” Seth said. “We could use these laptops without the headsets if we wanted to, but it gets a little too confusing if there’s more than one meeting running.” 
 
    “Let’s chat with them,” Ivan said, getting closer.  
 
    Seth un-clicked the mute button on his laptop. “Hey, everybody, Ivan, Jules, and Ben are here with the rest of us. What’s the status?” 
 
    “Hey, partner,” Tex said. “So far we’ve only seen the three that we wasted. We’re drawing a lot of attention now, though. You see the TV van?” 
 
    “Yes, we see,” Jules said. 
 
    “Maybe we ought to talk to them,” Ivan said. “It’s another way to alert the locals that there might be danger.” 
 
    “Won’t it tip off the enemy about their location?” Shelly asked. 
 
    “They already know,” Ben said. “What’s going on at the country club?” 
 
    Robbie turned towards him. “They’re just holding there at the moment.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I’m seeing too,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “And the armada?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “Still coming, but it’s slow going for them,” Kaitlyn replied. “Watching them is like watching paint dry.” 
 
    “Except paint can’t shoot at you,” Morgan quipped. 
 
    “This is Ted. What should we do? Hang out here, or go to a new position?” 
 
    “Stay there, and get the attention of that TV van,” Ivan said. 
 
    Ted chuckled. “I had a feeling you were gonna say that. Bryan, when I get out in front of the rig, honk the horn, and I’ll motion that TV van over here.” 
 
    “You sure you should be going outside?” Haley asked. 
 
    “I won’t get more than a foot away from the rig.” 
 
    “I’ll cover you, boss,” Bryan said. 
 
    “Okay. You can start honking the horn now.” 
 
    The sound of a horn honking came over the speakers, Ivan and Jules shooting each other a worried glance. 
 
    “You in the van. Want an interview?” shouted Ted. 
 
    “Somebody came out the side door,” Bryan said. 
 
    “Ted, get back in here,” Haley shouted. 
 
    “They gave me a thumbs-up,” Ted said, followed by the sound of the door closing. 
 
    “The TV van just shut their side door,” Bryan said. “They’re driving over here.” 
 
    “Good,” Ted said. “Somebody on the intel team–get with Channel 8 to make sure that is a real news van.” 
 
    “Shit,” Brianna said. “We should’ve done that first.” 
 
    “I’m on it,” Ivan said. 
 
    Ted laughed. “Yeah, I’ll bet they talk to Ivan the Butcher. Hope they don’t send him a bill for air-time.” 
 
    “Be careful,” Jules said. “I not like. Somebody in your rig pull up Channel 8 Web Page–see if they have pictures of remote correspondents.” 
 
    “That’s a great idea, partner,” Tex said. 
 
    “I’m on that,” Haley said. 
 
    There was silence for a few moments, Seth’s screen showing the TV van rolling towards Ted’s battle wagon via drone video. 
 
    “No report of stolen TV vans or missing people,” Ivan said. “They’re trying to get in touch with that particular van.” 
 
    “Which of their reporters is in there?” Haley asked. 
 
    “Nancy Main.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Haley said. “Here she is. Pretty blonde. Looks about twenty-five.” 
 
    “Let me see that,” Ted said. 
 
    “Check her demeanor when she arrive,” Jules said. “If she look nervous, watch out. She be with cameraman. Probably no picture of them on web site.” 
 
    “You’re right about that,” Haley said. “There’s only on-air people on the web site.” 
 
    “They’re pulling up next to the rig,” Ted said. “That woman is getting out. I recognize her.” 
 
    Bryan picked up his M60 and opened the side slit. “Why don’t you get her in here alone first?” 
 
    “I’ll try,” Ted said. 
 
    “Don’t expose yourself if she refuses,” Ivan said. 
 
    “I’m sliding the passenger side window open a crack so I can talk. It’ll be difficult for them to hit me.” 
 
    “Hello?” the pretty blonde said, dressed in smart business attire. 
 
    “Can you come inside for a moment?” Ted asked out the crack. 
 
    “I’ll need my cameraman.” 
 
    “We need to chat with you first,” Ted said, watching her face. 
 
    Nancy Main’s brow furrowed. “Why?” 
 
    “We can see your picture on the station’s web site,” Ted said. “Can’t see the cameraman.” 
 
    “How do I know who you are?” 
 
    “You’ve seen video of these rigs, I’m sure,” Ted said. “We’re with Ivan the Butcher. You know about the battle that happened to the east yesterday, right?” 
 
    She studied him for a minute, then glanced back at the van. “They want me to go in by myself first.” 
 
    The cameraman stuck his head out the side door. “I know who these guys are. Go ahead. Take the hand-held. You can set it on something and turn it on.” 
 
    “Won’t that give us poor quality?” she asked. 
 
    The cameraman chuckled. “Are you kidding? This will be pure gold. It’ll look like we’re on the battle front.” He held the camera out to her, and she reached over to grab it. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll let you in,” Ted said, nodding to Bryan, who opened the door. The woman rushed up the steps and entered, Bryan closing the door after her. 
 
    “Nancy Main, Channel 8,” she said. setting the camera down. “Thank you for letting me in.” 
 
    “Sorry for being so cautious,” Ted said. “We’re up against a very tricky enemy.” 
 
    “I understand,” she said. 
 
    “Hey, boss, want me to take off my headset and run it through the phone speaker?” Bryan asked. 
 
    “Boss?” 
 
    Ted chuckled. “Before this war started, he was an employee at my restaurant.” 
 
    “Really?” Nancy asked. “Maybe I can get a detailed story from you guys after this is over. I’ll bet it’s fascinating.” 
 
    “Hey, guys, I’ve got the meeting on speaker, which means Nancy Main can hear it,” Bryan said, setting his phone on the kitchen counter. 
 
    “Brilliant idea, Bryan,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Who’s that?” Nancy asked. 
 
    “Ivan the Butcher at your service.” 
 
    “Oh my God. Really?” 
 
    Ivan chuckled. “Wish it was in the flesh. I saw your lovely picture.” 
 
    “Where are you?” she asked, then paused. “Scratch that. Sorry.” 
 
    Ivan snickered, others laughing in the background. “I’ll just say this. We’re in our intel center, which is far away from there and underground.” 
 
    “I took some video journalism classes,” Brianna said. “Want me to man that camera for you?” 
 
    “Sure, if you don’t mind,” Nancy said. “It’s already running.” 
 
    “Great,” Brianna said, picking it up. “Shoot you when you’re asking questions, and the others when they’re answering, right?” 
 
    “That will be perfect, thanks.” 
 
    “Fire away,” Ted said. 
 
    “Sure you want to say that, boss?” 
 
    Ted laughed. “Maybe not.” Haley rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Why are you here?” Nancy asked. 
 
    “Want me to take that?” Ted asked. 
 
    “Please,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Yes, please,” Nancy said, staring intensely at him. Haley eyed her. Brianna elbowed Haley, and they shot each other a grin. 
 
    “We’re here to make sure that the UN Peacekeepers in Bonita don’t kill a bunch of citizens on their way further into National City,” Ted said. 
 
    “Oh, it’s the diversion because of the armada, right? We saw Ivan’s broadcast, of course, just like everybody else.” 
 
    “That’s exactly right,” Ted said. “The main reason we want to talk is to warn the local population. Members of the public who aren’t armed and able to fight should barricade themselves in their homes. Citizens who are armed and capable should help if we are attacked.” 
 
    “I see. You said the enemy fighters are in Bonita. Where? That’s not far from here.” 
 
    “Should I answer this?” Ted asked. 
 
    “Not a problem,” Ivan said, “but the public needs to understand that there are several thousand enemy fighters in that location with military weapons. It’s very dangerous there.” 
 
    “Hey, partner, Channel 10 just pulled into the parking lot,” Tex said. “They’re making a b-line for you guys.”  
 
    “Who’s that?” Nancy asked. 
 
    “One of our people, in a battle wagon across the street,” Ted said. 
 
    “Hey, boss, I don’t like the look of that van,” Bryan said, looking out the passenger side window. “It’s coming too fast!” 
 
    The oncoming van slammed on it’s brakes, screeching to a stop. UN Peacekeepers flooded out the side door, firing AK-47s into the battle wagon and the Channel 8 news van. 
 
    “Oh no!” cried Nancy. 
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    Live Video 
 
   T ed jumped into the driver’s seat, pulling the sight in front of his eyes. “Get on the guns!”  
 
    Haley got on the front and rear guns, as Nancy Main looked on in horror. 
 
    Ted fired the mini gun at almost the same split second that Sparky, Angel, and Cody fired, shredding the Channel 10 van in seconds. 
 
    “Don’t overkill,” Jules said. “Robbie sees UN vans leaving the country club. Conserve ammo.” 
 
    “Shit, how many vans?” Haley asked. 
 
    “Lots,” Robbie said. “I’d move to a better position while you can.” 
 
    The rig was pinged with machine gun fire. 
 
    “Too late,” Ted shouted. “Where’s that coming from?” 
 
    “I see them,” Bryan said, stuffing the M60 out the driver’s side gun slit and opening fire, cutting down several UN Peacekeepers before they could make it to cover. 
 
    “Don’t come out of siege mode!” Jules said. 
 
    “I saw the teamsters and those special forces guys driving in your direction a few minutes ago,” Robbie said. “I’m sending a text to the contacts I’ve got.” 
 
    “Get them on the meeting,” Jules said. “How many semi trucks?” 
 
    “Looking now,” Robbie said. 
 
    “I see them,” Seth said. “Holy shit, there’s hundreds of semis on the way, and a lot of pickups and other vehicles following them.” 
 
    “Got Jesse,” Robbie said. “He was the main contact. He’s getting on the meeting and spreading the word.” 
 
    “Who are you talking about?” Nancy asked. 
 
    “The folks who won the Lemon Grove battle yesterday,” Brianna said, still filming with the hand-held camera. “Want me on an M60?” 
 
    “Keep filming,” Ivan said, “unless you’re in danger of being overrun.” 
 
    “Watch for anything big,” Ji-Ho said. “Don’t take chances.” 
 
    “Jesse here. We’re getting on the meeting now. I told most of the men not to id themselves as they come on. Too many of us.” 
 
    “Sax here too, with the Teamsters.” 
 
    “How many rigs are you bringing, partner?” 
 
    “Just under six hundred,” Sax said. 
 
    “Whoa,” Bryan said. “More guys setting up over there. They’re coming in on foot from the west side of the parking lot. They’ve got a mortar.” 
 
    “Blast them!” Jules said. 
 
    “Just what I had in mind,” Bryan said, firing his M60, knocking all of them down, trying to hit the mortar. “Dammit, fell behind that planter.” 
 
    “On it,” Ted said, firing a few grenades in that direction. 
 
    “I’ve got to get out of here,” Nancy cried. 
 
    “You’ll get killed if you do,” Brianna said. “These things are bullet-proof, and we’ve got a lot of help coming.” 
 
    “Here come the UN vans,” Tex said. “Should I start hitting them right off, or let them come into the kill zone?” 
 
    “Hit them right away,” Ji-Ho said. 
 
    “What if they turn around and go back to the country club?” Angel asked. 
 
    Robbie laughed. “Those six-hundred semis and the special forces guys are on that road, less than five minutes away. The enemy won’t do well going back in that direction. If anything we’ll be chasing them as they flee.” 
 
    “Don’t get over-confident,” Ted said. “How many UN vans?” 
 
    “Looks like 40 to 50,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “How are you guys seeing this?” Nancy asked. 
 
    “Drone video,” Brianna said. 
 
    “Geez, no wonder you’re wiping these guys out,” she said. 
 
    “Still filming?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I still have the camera,” Brianna said, “but if it gets too crazy I’ll have to fight.” 
 
    “Is that camera wireless?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “It is,” Nancy said, “feeding directly to the station.” 
 
    “Call your producers and tell them to put it on live,” Ivan said. 
 
    Nancy grinned. “That’s a great idea. Calling them now.” 
 
    She pulled out her cellphone, walking into the rear of the coach to make the call, returning in a second. “They’ve already been streaming it live.” 
 
    “Really?” Haley asked. “They’ll break in with this?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? We break in with car chases. I should’ve known.” 
 
    “Tex is getting ready to fire,” Ted said, his comment punctuated by mini gun fire from Tex and Trevor’s coaches. 
 
    “Here they come,” Haley said. “They’re trying to get away from the two battle wagons across the street by moving to this side, where there are four of us. Morons.” 
 
    Ted fired the mini gun in short bursts, hitting vans as they tried to get onto the parking lot, the others on that side of the street doing the same, switching to grenades quickly to conserve ammo. 
 
    “Look, they’re parking and getting out of those vans fast,” Haley said, opening fire with the front machine guns, dropping the first wave of Peacekeepers running for cover, more on their heels, the other coaches using their forward machine guns too. Bullets pinged the rear of the coach. 
 
    “They’re behind us,” Ted shouted. 
 
    “How’d they get back there?” Haley asked, switching to the rear view. 
 
    “They were probably setting up last night while we thought we were safe,” quipped Bryan.  
 
    “Come to mama,” Haley said, watching the running Peacekeepers get into range of her rear guns. She fired, laughing as she mowed them down. 
 
    “Damn, honey, getting to like this?” Ted asked, not taking his eyes away from his sight, firing several grenades into the middle of a large group of Peacekeepers trying to get out of their vehicles. 
 
    “More UN vans are leaving the country club,” Robbie said, “and we’re seeing some on foot now.” 
 
    “Dammit, we’ll run out of ammo if this keeps up too long,” Tex said. “Where the hell are those Teamsters?” 
 
    “We’re almost there,” Jesse said. “We’ve hit the eastern side of the country club already.” 
 
    “Good, sweep all those folks our way,” Trevor said. “We’re ready for them.” 
 
    “Here they come,” Tex said, his mini gun firing up again. “I’m surprised they aren’t getting out sooner. These folks aren’t too bright.” 
 
    “They’re desperate,” Ivan said. “Most of them know they ain’t gonna live through this.” 
 
    “If we keep hitting them there, it’ll block up the road, and that’ll force them out,” Sparky said. “Maybe we ought to be letting them in further.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Ted said. “Those trucks will slam into them any second.” 
 
    “Yeah, keep hitting them on the road,” Robbie said. 
 
    “We can see them now,” Angel said, his coach firing, Cody’s joining in. “Wish we were a little closer.” 
 
    “You’re the back door,” Ted said. “Have somebody watching to the west. Some of these slugs might try to get around the back side of us.” 
 
    “They’re trying to figure out a way, but there isn’t a good one,” Seth said. “I’m watching a group of them now. Sweetwater is the only way in there. The golf course to the north keeps them from going west from north of Sweetwater, and Highway 54 plus the Sweetwater River have them stymied in the south. These folks are gonna get pushed into the kill zone by all of those folks coming from the east.” 
 
    “You got that right, brother,” Sax said. “They’re already figuring that out. We just ran several off the road that were trying to turn around.” 
 
    Suddenly the sound of sporting arms filled the air. Ted turned to Haley and smiled. 
 
    “What’s that?” Nancy asked. “Sounds different.” 
 
    “The citizens are joining the battle again,” Ted said. “God, I love these people.” 
 
    “Sweetwater is clogged with broken vans, partner,” Tex said. “I see a bunch of Peacekeepers bailing out with all kinds of hardware.” 
 
    “What hardware?” 
 
    “Mortars, light machine guns, RPGs. Better watch those RPGs, they might be strong enough to knock us out.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Sparky said. “Depends on what kind. If it’s that crap they’ve been using from China, they have to get a pretty lucky shot to break one of these rigs.” 
 
    “If you can’t kill whoever has one of those, get out of the rig fast,” Ji-Ho said. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s right,” Ted said. “Remember what happened before. Be smart, keep your eyes open.” 
 
    “Yeeehaww!” shouted Jax. Then there was the sound of metal hitting metal, broken vans screeching along the pavement, pushed by semi trucks. 
 
    “Damn, sucks to be them,” Tex said. “All of those Peacekeepers trying to get out of their vehicles were using them for cover, and most of them just got crushed to death. It’s gonna be a bloody mess.” 
 
    “My men are here, getting out now,” Jesse said. “Don’t shoot us!” 
 
    “I see you partner,” Tex said. “Welcome to the party.” 
 
    “Wonder how many Peacekeepers are still in the country club?” Angel asked. 
 
    “Not many, judging by what we see here,” Sparky said. 
 
    “Watch it, guys running towards Tex’s rig with an RPG,” Robbie shouted. 
 
    “Got them,” Trevor said, the sound of his mini gun going on in the background. 
 
    “Nice shooting, honey,” Kaylee said. 
 
    “There’s the special forces guys,” Cody said. “They’re fast.” 
 
    The men rushed into the battle, going from broken van to broken van, looking for live Peacekeepers to kill. Gunfire came at them from the east, so they turned and headed in that direction. 
 
    “That the guys on foot coming from the country club?” Ted asked. 
 
    “Yep,” Tex said. “They’re about to have a very bad day. These creeps are no match for Jesse’s guys.” 
 
    “They’re good, huh?” 
 
    Tex laughed. “Imagine about two hundred of Ted, Sam, Erica, Sparky, Kaitlyn, Jules, Cody, and me.” 
 
    “I’ll take that as a compliment,” Jesse said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Doug and Jorge were chatting with Sessions and Jenkins when Gonzalez rushed over. 
 
    “We got orders,” he said, trying to catch his breath. 
 
    “What are they?” Sessions asked. 
 
    “Go north, and get on Highway 2D heading west.” 
 
    “What’s going on?” Jenkins asked. 
 
    “That armada is looking for somewhere to land, and it’s likely to be near Rosarito Beach.” 
 
    Jenkins cracked up. “They’ve heard what’s going on in National City right now.” 
 
    Jorge smiled. “Oh, that battle finally started, huh? Where’d you hear that?” 
 
    “It’s all over social media,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “We need to go now,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    “I’m ready,” Jorge said, climbing into the driver’s seat. 
 
    “Remember there are still IEDs all over the place,” Gonzalez said. “Re-trace your path as best you can.” 
 
    “That’ll be a cake walk now,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Why?” Doug asked. 
 
    “Because it’s not dark anymore.” 
 
    Doug chuckled. “Sorry, stupid question.” 
 
    “Get in here, men,” Gonzalez shouted to the Marines still outside. “We’re leaving.” 
 
    The sound of engines starting filled the air as the rest of the Marines got into the BFV. 
 
    “What about the infantry?” Jenkins asked. 
 
    “They’re marching north. It’s not that far to Highway 2D. They’ll get picked up by trucks when they get there.” 
 
    “Won’t the enemy see us heading in this direction and divert the boats?” Doug asked. 
 
    Gonzalez laughed. “There’s nowhere else for them to go. We wiped out the port at Ensenada, so they can’t go back where they came from, and there’s nothing south of there in range.” 
 
    “They’re probably afraid to go north of the border,” Jenkins said. “Our guys are spanking those UN Peacekeepers big time up there.” 
 
    “Maybe this war is gonna end soon,” Jorge said. “Hope so.” 
 
    “I’m worried about the EU,” Gonzalez said, “in the longer term, that is.” 
 
    “They’ve got a real crisis going over there, from what I was reading last night,” Doug said. 
 
    “Yes, but that night lead to a power vacuum. We could have bad leadership take advantage. As we all know, it happened before.” 
 
    “Sounds like you’ve studied history, Gonzalez,” Doug said. 
 
    “It was my favorite subject in school. Especially anything about World War One and World War Two.” 
 
    “I’d rather study the late 60s,” Jenkins cracked. “You know, free love and all that. As long as there are pictures.” 
 
    Sessions cracked up. “Listen to meathead here.” 
 
    Gonzalez joined in the laughter. “That was harsh, dude.” 
 
    “So sue me,” Sessions cracked. “How long is it gonna take us to get to the coast?” 
 
    “I don’t even want to guess,” Gonzalez said. “Highway 2D isn’t a large road, and it was full of supplies and troops last time I heard about it. Liable to be bumper to bumper.” 
 
    “What if we’re late getting there?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “Then we don’t have to get our feet wet, man,” Jenkins said. “We can shoot them on dirt.” 
 
    The massive convoy was moving along well now, just a few miles from the highway. The BFV crew settled into the journey. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The intel room was quiet now, everybody watching their screens. Ivan and Jules walked in. 
 
    “How go?” Jules asked. 
 
    “The UN Peacekeepers in National City are done,” Seth said, turning towards them. “The battle wagons moved over to the Bonita Country Club. They’re watching out for any surprises as Jesse’s team is searching the facility. They’ve found booby traps, as usual.” 
 
    “Some things never change,” Ivan said. “Not that I can complain. I did it myself, that time that I faked my death.” 
 
    Jules laughed. “That was hilarious.” 
 
    “What’s left?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “That armada is still on the way, believe it or not,” Robbie said. “Maybe it would’ve been better to leave Ensenada Harbor alone until they went back down there. Then we could’ve blown it up with them there.” 
 
    “Fortunes of war,” Jules said. “How far north now?” 
 
    “Just a sec,” Robbie said, changing the window on his screen. “They’re between Primo Tapia and Puerto Nuevo.” 
 
    “They’ve slowed down,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Yeah, some,” Robbie said. “If I were them I wouldn’t be in a hurry. They’re cruising towards their deaths.” 
 
    “Yes, and at least their leadership knows it,” Ivan said. “As soon as the country club is cleared, let’s get our battle wagons back here.” 
 
    “We have little choice now,” Jules said. “Too low on ammo to get into another battle.” 
 
    “I don’t see anybody for them to fight,” Seth said. 
 
    “Yeah, me neither,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “What about that armada?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “You know how many Marines are on way to the Baja coast now?” Jules asked. “Plus civilians. Entire force that won battle in Mexico are on Highway 2D right now.” 
 
    “Oh,” Morgan said. “We don’t have a drone over that. All we get is satellite pictures, and they’re behind a few hours.” 
 
    “That battle is no longer our concern, unless something unexpected happens,” Ivan said. 
 
    The intel team’s phones all dinged with a text. A moment later Ivan and Jules’s phones did the same. 
 
    “Ted,” Robbie said. “The country club is cleared out. There were only a couple hundred men left there, and they were support staff, not fighters.” 
 
    “What’d we do with them?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “I’ll have to ask,” Robbie said. “I suspect they didn’t have a pleasant time.” 
 
    Jules chuckled. “Understatement. Tell Ted to bring team home.” 
 
    Jules and Ivan left the room. 
 
    “I don’t get the impression those two think the war is over,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “Something else is going on,” Robbie said. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” Seth asked. 
 
    “Mr. White and Mr. Black had to take their commando team up to Sacramento.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got to get into the fresh air for a while,” Elmer said, shutting down the bulldozer. He got off, and walked outside with Ed, Tyler, and Clem. 
 
    “Well, it could be worse,” Ed said. “Could’ve been a diesel bulldozer.” 
 
    “Yeah, that wouldn’t be usable in there,” Tyler said. “Those fans almost keep it clear enough.” 
 
    They stepped out of the mine shaft, all of them taking a big breath of fresh air. 
 
    “We could use a few more fans,” Elmer said. “Probably could get some from the rental yard, but who wants to drive all the way back to El Cajon?” 
 
    “Not I,” Clem said. “How much further do we have to dig?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Tyler said. 
 
    “We’ve got another four or five hours, at the pace we were at so far today,” Elmer said. 
 
    “That’s a lot,” Clem said. “Maybe we can find some more fans in Dulzura. I’ll check out the local businesses, see if anybody has some.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Elmer said. 
 
    “Elmer, you done for a while?” Susanne asked as she walked up. “Geez, you’re a mess.” 
 
    “You play in the dirt, you get dirty, sweet pea.” 
 
    She got closer to him. “Geez, you smell too. All of you do.” 
 
    “You could always bathe me.” 
 
    Ed and Clem burst out laughing. 
 
    “Don’t be lewd, you old fool,” Susanne said. “You done for the day or what?” 
 
    “There’s still some hours left.” 
 
    Clem shook his head. “At our age, breathing in that exhaust is a bad idea. I say we knock it off for today.” 
 
    “Yeah, I agree,” Tyler said. “I’ll run that thing tomorrow, and bring in some warriors to help. We’re a lot younger. Won’t bother us so much.” 
 
    “There, see?” Susanne asked, staring Elmer in the face. “You’re done for today. I’ll run a bath for you, but I’m not scrubbing your back, or anywhere else.” 
 
    “Okay, honey,” Elmer said. 
 
    “Stop with the honey. People will get the wrong idea.” 
 
    “Everybody knows, baby, so get used to it.” 
 
    Susanne shook her head, trying to suppress her smile. “Oh, come on. Let’s go.” 
 
    Ed snickered as they walked away. “That is the most interesting couple I’ve ever met.” 
 
    “You can say that again,” Clem said. “You really think it’ll take five more hours with that dozer to finish?” 
 
    “If Elmer is saying that, I believe him,” Tyler said. “He knows that mine a lot better than I do. He knows exactly where the inner edge of the cave-in is. I don’t have a good feel for that.” 
 
    Willard saw the men trudging up the street and stuck his head out the Saloon window. “Hey, guys, want a snort or two?” 
 
    Ed smiled. “Yeah, but we smell kinda bad, according to Susanne.” 
 
    “I still smell like black powder. Who cares? Get your asses in here.” 
 
    “How can we resist an invitation like that?” Clem said. They filed into the saloon. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was near dark when the battle wagons arrived back at Dodge City. Three parked in their positions in front of Dodge City, going into siege mode. The rest cruised down the main street, squeezing by the three rigs in front of the mine. Ji-Ho saw them and left his coach, walking towards the area next to the livery stable where the hook-ups were. 
 
    Kaylee saw him and rushed out of the rig, giving him a hug, Trevor joining them. 
 
    “So glad all back unharmed,” Ji-Ho said as the others walked over. 
 
    “Glad you guys made it through the attack here,” Ted said, his arm around Haley. 
 
    “Yeah,” Tex said. Karen rushed over to his side. 
 
    “We didn’t get our rig home,” Justin said. 
 
    “We tow to shop,” Ji-Ho said. “Very fixable. Mainly front windshield replacement, few odds and ends. Which rigs parked in pasture?” 
 
    “Sparky and Dana, Cody and Allison, and Angel and Megan,” Karen said. 
 
    Willard came trotting over. “Who’s ready for a drink? The mine crew is already there.” 
 
    Tex got a big grin on his face. “What do you think, honey?” 
 
    Karen looked up at him. “Sure, why not, but not too late, okay? We’re behind on sleep.” 
 
    The others nodded in agreement, and they started down to the saloon. 
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    Road Crater 
 
   J orge was driving the BFV on Highway 2D, heading for the Baja coast. It was still dark, but he was feeling energized. It felt like the war was nearly done. A sign was coming up-a Y in the road. Highway 2D or Highway 2. 
 
    “Hey Doug, you awake?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Doug replied. “Snoring is too loud down in the back. I slept some, though. How are you holding up?” 
 
    “I’m good, but we got a choice coming up. Continue on Highway 2D or take Highway 2. Check it out, okay? 
 
    “What’s everybody else taking?” 
 
    “Can’t see yet,” Jorge said, “but I’d rather be right than follow everybody else.” 
 
    “On it.” Doug held his phone in front of his face, the light of the screen glowing in the dark vehicle. “2D goes closer to the border eventually. Doesn’t tell me which is right, though.” 
 
    “I heard that,” Gonzalez said. “I’ll check with central command. They set up a page for us to use.” 
 
    “Sorry if we woke you,” Doug said. 
 
    “I slept as much as I was going to. Stay on 2D. We’re stopping in southern Tecate to pick up more ammo and food. On the west side of that city we’ll get on Highway 2 and take it to Highway 201, which will take us to the coast.” 
 
    “Cool,” Jorge said. “Any word on the Armada?” 
 
    “Still coming,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    “Where are they gonna land?” Doug asked. 
 
    Gonzalez chuckled. “You’re guess is as good as mine, dude. They don’t have that many options now, so my money is still on Rosarito Beach or the areas to the north or south of that.” 
 
    “What about TJ?” Jorge asked. “Wouldn’t it be easier for them to find cover there?” 
 
    “Yeah, human shields,” Doug quipped. 
 
    “Nah, the residents of TJ will tear them apart. They’re armed, and the Mexican citizens have had their fill of the enemy. They’ve done even more damage in Mexico than they’ve done in the states.” 
 
    “True, they overthrew their government, for one thing,” Jorge said. “My relatives here are totally on our side in this war.” 
 
    There were flashes of light ahead, and the rumble of explosives. 
 
    “Dammit,” Jenkins said. “That was a good dream.” 
 
    Gonzalez looked in his CIV, trying to see what happened. “Son of a bitch, that’s artillery again. They’re shelling the highway ahead.” 
 
    “So it’s back on the dirt, then?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “I don’t know yet,” Gonzalez replied.  
 
    Several more flashes followed the first, the ground rumbling under the BFV, the column squeaking to a halt. Gonzalez’s phone dinged with a text. 
 
    “Shit,” he said. “We might have to get off this road. The enemy artillery is zeroed in pretty well, apparently.” 
 
    “We can handle the dirt with this thing,” Jorge said. “Probably won’t even slow us down much.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we’ve got a few hundred semi-trucks carrying infantry, and they can’t make it without the road,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    “Sounds like another job for our aircraft,” Doug said. “Hope they’re watching.” 
 
    “They are, trust me,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    “What now, chief?” Sessions asked, sitting up straight. “We don’t want an artillery shell falling on us.” 
 
    “The CO contacted the Navy. There are still jets on patrol. Shouldn’t take too long to take care of this.” 
 
    “Maybe we should get out of this tin can,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Negative,” Gonzalez said as another round fell in the distance. “They’re hitting the road in the same spot every time, over a mile ahead of us. Judging by the speed of fire, they’ve only got one gun this time.” 
 
    “Listen,” Jorge said. “Jets.” 
 
    “Hear them,” Gonzalez said, turning the CIV towards the south. “Whoa, several missiles just flew.” 
 
    The sound of muffled explosions filled the air. 
 
    “Boom,” Jenkins said. 
 
    Sessions chuckled. “Can we go now?” 
 
    All of their phones dinged with a broadcast text. Doug’s phone was still in his hand. He read the message. “Got them. We’ll be taking off again soon.” 
 
    “We will, but I’ll bet there’s enough damage to the damn road to slow the infantry trucks way down.” 
 
    “We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it,” Gonzalez said. “Jorge, you may proceed when the column starts moving again.” 
 
    “Got it,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Now maybe I can get back into that dream,” Jenkins said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sam woke up as the light shined into the guest room at Garrett’s ranch house. He stretched, Erica stirring next to him. Mia was still asleep on the twin bed, against the wall on the far side of the room. 
 
    “Waking up, huh?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Working on it,” Sam said. “You?” 
 
    “I’ve just been dozing for the past hour. Mia’s still fast asleep.” 
 
    “Wonder if Ted’s team got back here last night?” 
 
    “Probably,” she said. “Text one of them.” 
 
    “They might be asleep. I can wait.” 
 
    Erica stretched. “I could use some coffee. Maybe we ought to sneak downstairs.” 
 
    “I’m game.” 
 
    They slipped out of bed and dressed as quietly as they could. Mia stirred, opening her eyes. 
 
    “You aren’t leaving again, are you?” she asked. 
 
    “No, sweetie, we’re just going downstairs for coffee.” 
 
    “I’m still tired,” she said. 
 
    Sam walked to her bedside and kissed her cheek. “Sleep some more, honey. We’ll see you when you wake up. We’ll just be downstairs.” 
 
    “Okay, daddy,” she said, her eyelids heavy. Sam and Erica slipped out the door. They could hear Anna singing to herself down in the kitchen. 
 
    “Good, somebody’s up,” Erica said. 
 
    They went into the kitchen. Anna turned towards them, smiling. “Good morning, you two. Sleep well?” 
 
    “Yes,” Erica said. “Thanks so much for letting us spend the night here.” 
 
    “It’s our pleasure. Coffee? It just finished brewing.” 
 
    “Thought you’d never ask,” Sam said. 
 
    “Where’s Garrett?” Erica asked. 
 
    Anna got down three cups and filled them. “He’s out checking on the livestock. He’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
 
    Sam took a sip of the coffee. “Perfect, thanks. Do you know if the battle wagons got back here?” 
 
    “They pulled in about eleven last night,” Anna said. 
 
    “Thank God,” Erica said. “We didn’t lose anybody, I hope.” 
 
    “Haven’t heard for sure,” Anna said, going to the kitchen table. “I’m sure we would’ve been told by now. Have a seat.” 
 
    They all sat at the table. 
 
    “This coffee tastes so good,” Erica said. 
 
    “It does,” Anna said. “How’s Mia doing? I’ll bet she was glad to see you guys.” 
 
    “She was,” Erica said. 
 
    “I hope this war is over soon. It was hard on her having you gone. She worried the whole time.” 
 
    Erica felt tears building up and forced them back. “She’s had a rough time, losing her family. I hope it doesn’t cause her too many problems later in life.” 
 
    “We can’t worry about that, honey,” Sam said. “It’ll drive us crazy, and she’ll feel it.” 
 
    “I know, it’s just hard.” 
 
    “It’s amazing how quickly she bonded to you two,” Anna said. 
 
    The door opened, Garrett strolling in. “That coffee smells good.” 
 
    “It’s nice and fresh,” Anna said. 
 
    “How are you guys doing?” Garrett asked, taking his coat off and hanging it over a chair. 
 
    “Great,” Sam said. “Thanks for putting us up. We didn’t even know where our rig was last night.” 
 
    Garrett chuckled. “We moved it to the mine, needed the generator. One of the three crapped out about noon yesterday.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t have wanted to sleep in it last night, with that thing running,” Anna said. 
 
    “We’ll move into the hotel until they get that situation fixed,” Erica said. 
 
    “You’re welcome to stay here for a few days,” Garrett said. “They’ll likely need your rig for that long. Depends on how fast they can get the opening cleared. Heard from Elmer that they’re getting close now.” 
 
    “Why does that matter with the generators?” Sam asked. 
 
    “We’ve bought three more generators, but we can’t get them down that access hole. They got the plumbing for the exhaust finished, though, and the generator that was already down there is up and running.” 
 
    “What about the main power plant?” Erica asked. “We’re gonna need the hookups for our battle wagons again, or we’ll be burning a lot of diesel just to keep the refrigerators running.” 
 
    “We’re waiting for parts,” Garrett said. “Gonna take at least another week.” 
 
    Mia came down the stairs. 
 
    “Up already, sweetie?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Couldn’t get back to sleep, mommy. I’m hungry.” 
 
    Anna got up from her chair. “Want to help me make pancakes?” 
 
    Mia smiled, nodding her head yes. She followed Anna over to the counter. 
 
    Garrett’s phone dinged with a text. He pulled it out and read it. “Ivan. He’s asking if we can have a breakout meeting here in the early afternoon. You okay with that?” 
 
    “What’s a breakout meeting?” Anna asked. 
 
    “Subset of the team,” Garrett said. 
 
    “Dammit, that probably means there’s another mission coming up,” Erica said under her breath. Sam reached out for her hand, shooting her a glance, then nodding at Mia, who was trying to listen. 
 
    “You don’t have to check with me on using this house for meetings,” Anna said. 
 
    “This is your home too,” Garrett said. “You know that.” 
 
    “You’re such a sweetheart. I’ve got no problem with a meeting here.” 
 
    Garrett returned the text, sending it and getting a reply a few seconds later. 
 
    “Who’s coming to this meeting?” Sam whispered. 
 
    “Ivan just said he’d get with the attendees in the next hour or two.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Elmer’s pickup truck drove back into Dodge City, after their shopping trip in Dulzura. It was nearly ten in the morning. 
 
    “These fans aren’t quite as good as the ones we’ve got,” Clem said from the passenger seat. 
 
    “They’ll do,” Elmer said, driving towards the mine. “Wonder if Tyler is already at it?” 
 
    “Probably. He’s a hard worker, that one.” 
 
    Elmer nodded as he backed the truck up to the mine opening. “He is. Great to have him on the team.” The two men got out, picking up the new fans and carrying them into the mine. They could hear the bulldozer and the other fans as they approached. 
 
    “Wow, you’ve made a lot of progress,” Clem said. 
 
    “Yeah, nice job. Maybe we didn’t need to bother with the extra fans.” 
 
    Tyler shut down the bulldozer and climbed off. “I’m glad you got them. The further back I go, the worse it is with the exhaust. Let’s get these set up.” 
 
    The men had the new fans running within a few minutes. Tyler got back onto the bulldozer and started it up again. Several of his warriors were there with him, probing the area he was digging with shovels and pick axes. 
 
    “We’re gonna get out of here,” Elmer said. 
 
    “Yeah, you don’t need to be breathing this,” Tyler said. “Thanks.” 
 
    Elmer nodded, then turned and walked outside with Clem. 
 
    “What now?” Clem asked. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll see if Susanne will give me another bath.” 
 
    Clem cracked up. “You’re something. How do you two keep from killing each other?” 
 
    “She’s a lot different behind closed doors, trust me. Keeps me coming back for more.” 
 
    “Well that’s all that counts. Maybe we should prep those generators. There are a few things we can do before we move them inside.” 
 
    “Let’s do it,” Elmer said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Tex woke up to the sound of Karen puttering in the kitchen of their battle wagon. He reached for his phone, sitting up quickly when he saw it was eleven in the morning. He dressed in a hurry and went into the salon. 
 
    “Sorry, must have forgot to set the alarm on my phone or something.” 
 
    Karen turned to him, her red hair swaying. “I turned off your alarm. Thought catching up on sleep would be good for you.” 
 
    He shot her a sheepish grin. “Always looking out for me.” 
 
    “Coffee?” 
 
    “Love some,” Tex said as he sat in the dinette. “Hopefully you got plenty of sleep.” 
 
    “I slept till about nine-thirty,” she said. “I’m good. Wasn’t as tired as you. I slept some at the shopping center parking lot, remember? You refused to.” 
 
    “I knew we were in a dangerous spot. Wish the siege-mode windshield armor was made out of plate glass or Lexan. Might have seen the bad guys sneak in overnight.” 
 
    Karen brought Tex a cup of coffee, then grabbed hers and slid into the dinette bench across the table from him. 
 
    “What’s Lexan?” 
 
    “Polycarbonate,” he said. 
 
    “Oh, like what they make glasses out of now?” 
 
    Tex nodded, then took a sip of coffee. “This tastes great.” 
 
    “Right out of the Keurig,” she quipped, smiling. “Takes tons of skill.” 
 
    “Wonder how they’re coming with the mine shaft?” 
 
    “I heard them working it this morning,” Karen said. “Haven’t gotten any messages yet this morning.” 
 
    “If we’re lucky, we’ll be left alone for a day or two.” 
 
    Karen nodded. “Yes, we need some us time. Or should I say us time without having to defend ourselves.” 
 
    Tex chuckled. “Wonder if we’ll get bored after this is over?” 
 
    “I doubt I’ll ever be bored with you, darling.” 
 
    “That sounded a tad sarcastic,” Tex said. 
 
    “You knew how I was when you pursued me, remember? I’ve got a nasty wit sometimes. Maybe you’ll be sorry eventually.” 
 
    Tex laughed. “I wouldn’t want you any other way.” 
 
    She studied his eyes for a moment. “Still glad you got me?” 
 
    “You’re the love of my life,” Tex said, his eyes getting misty. “Can’t you tell?” 
 
    “I can, but it’s nice to hear. What are we gonna do after this?” 
 
    “Go on adventures together,” Tex said. “Or in other words, whatever we want to do.” 
 
    “You don’t have to work?” 
 
    “I’ve got enough resources built up so we won’t ever have to worry about where the next meal is coming from, if that’s what you mean. We probably should sit down and go over finances one of these days.” 
 
    “I’ll inherit a fair amount from my parents,” she said, a faraway look in her eyes. “The business won’t be worth much now, but they had a lot of investments and a lot of California property.” 
 
    “What do you want to do today?” 
 
    Karen took another sip of coffee, thinking. “Wonder if there are any decent clothing stores in Dulzura? We both need to replace some things.” 
 
    Tex laughed. “Yeah, most of my stuff is torn or stained beyond repair.” 
 
    “Exactly, and I hardly have anything. Just what I’ve bought after you rescued me.” 
 
    “Well, I’m up for going into town with you. Maybe this afternoon?” 
 
    “Perfect,” she said, getting up with her empty coffee cup. “Want another?” 
 
    “Sure, why not.” He slid his empty cup towards her, and then both their phones dinged. “Aw crap.” 
 
    Karen chuckled. “Uh oh. Here it starts.” She looked at her phone. “Dammit. I don’t like the sound of this.” 
 
    “Meeting with Ivan. You and me, don’t tell the entire team. Garrett’s ranch house.” 
 
    “I hope they aren’t planning to send us on another mission already.” 
 
    “Well, the war is almost over, but there are loose ends to take care of, I suspect.” 
 
    Karen nodded. “I guess our shopping trip will have to wait.” 
 
    “Hopefully the meeting won’t take long, and we can go afterwards.” 
 
    “We’ll see. Don’t worry about it. I won’t be mad if we put it off.” 
 
    “Come here,” he said, getting out of the dinette. They embraced and kissed. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Robbie was staring at his screen, his brow furrowed. Morgan noticed. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I think that armada is gonna dump it’s payload long before our forces get to the coast,” he said. 
 
    “Really? They were making good time last time I looked.” 
 
    “Enemy artillery broke a big crater in Highway 2D last night.” 
 
    “What’s that you say?” Seth asked, turning from his screen. 
 
    “The enemy used artillery on Highway 2D,” Morgan said. 
 
    “Shit. How bad?” 
 
    “We got that drone over them now, honey,” Kaitlyn said. “I’ll take a look.” She opened a window and input the IP address. 
 
    Robbie got behind her, looking at her screen. “Wow, look at the back-up. That’s a big hole in the ground.” 
 
    Seth and Kaitlyn took a look too. “The military vehicles are all past it,” Kaitlyn said, “but what’s in those semis?” 
 
    “Infantry,” Seth said. “The enemy knew right where to do this. No easy place for the trucks to get around it.” 
 
    Morgan shook her head. “If the armada beats our guys to the beaches, they’ll be really hard to take out. They’ll scatter all over the damn place.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” Robbie said, going back to his desk. “I’ll take a look at them.” He opened the window on his laptop that showed the drone feed. “They’re still south of Highway 201, but they’ll beat our guys there.” 
 
    Seth got back on his laptop and looked at the GPS maps of the Baja coast. “There are patches of beach between where they are and Rosarito Beach. What’s to stop them from pulling up and dumping them early?” 
 
    “They won’t have to dump early,” Kaitlyn said. “Look at the position of our convoy. They’re a long ways off.” 
 
    “It’s worse than that,” Robbie said. “Our guys are stopping in Tecate to replenish their ammo and supplies. You know that’s gonna take time. Maybe as much as half a day.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “What?” Seth asked, looking at her screen. 
 
    “Have you seen the latest satellite shot of the Baja Coast?” 
 
    “No, why?” Robbie asked. 
 
    “It’s a few hours old, but it shows a line of semis coming north on Highway 1D.” 
 
    “They’ll probably meet the boats and give them weapons and ammo, or worse,” Seth said, his brow furrowed as he looked at the picture. 
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    Hunting Plans 
 
   J ules, Shelly, Ben, and Ivan got into one of the Jeeps and drove towards Garrett’s ranch house, trying not to attract too much attention. Jules was behind the wheel. 
 
    “We’ll be there about twenty minutes early,” Shelly said. 
 
    “That’s a good thing, not a bad thing,” Ivan said. “I want to patch in Mr. White and Mr. Black.” 
 
    “You need to display anything on a big screen?” Shelly asked. 
 
    “Nope, this is just a talk,” Ivan said. “Remember what I said. Nobody tells the other team members without my permission. Got it?” 
 
    “Yeah, we get,” Jules said. “Not understand, but I get. I thought you trust team.” 
 
    “This is to protect the team,” Ivan said. “You’ll understand when we talk.” 
 
    “It’s about after the war, isn’t it?” Ben asked. 
 
    “You’ll find out in the meeting,” Ivan said. 
 
    Jules shot a nervous glance at Shelly, and decided to change the subject. “I bet mine shaft open by time we get back. Tyler say he close.” 
 
    “That will certainly make things nicer,” Shelly said. 
 
    “It’ll be good to get those other generators on line,” Ben said. 
 
    Jules nodded. “I’ll be happier when the main generator is back up. We need hookups working again for battle wagons.” 
 
    “What’s taking so long?” Ben asked. 
 
    “Parts on backorder.” 
 
    They got past the livery stable, rolling onto the dirt road past the town. 
 
    “It’s pretty out here,” Shelly said. “More cattle around than I expected.” 
 
    “Any of you been out there yet?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “I once, briefly,” Jules said. 
 
    “Sam and Erica stayed out there last night,” Shelly said. “We’re using their rig for power generation, remember?” 
 
    “Doesn’t bother Ji-Ho,” Ben said. 
 
    “He’s not invited to this, is he?” Shelly asked. 
 
    “No,” Ivan said. 
 
    Shelly looked like she wanted to ask why, but Jules shot her a glance, so she didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Is that it?” Ben asked, looking at the mansion ahead of them, three-rail fence around it. Horses grazed here and there. 
 
    “Yes, that it,” Jules said. “He here before they build town. Originally his land, but he bought more with others in his original group.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s beautiful,” Shelly said. 
 
    Jules drove through the gate, and up the long drive to the front of the house, with it’s massive veranda. He drove around the far side of the structure, so the Jeep wouldn’t be visible from the road. 
 
    “There Sam’s Jeep,” Jules said as he parked. They got out and walked to the veranda, going up the wide steps.  
 
    Sam opened the front door, standing there with Erica and Mia. “Hey, guys, how are you?” 
 
    “Nice to be above ground for a while,” Ben said. 
 
    “You got that right,” Jules said. They entered through the massive double doors, Sam closing them behind the group.  
 
    “The others ought to be here in about ten minutes,” Ivan said. 
 
    Garrett and Anna came out into the entryway to greet them. 
 
    “Beautiful place,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Thanks, Ivan,” Garrett said. “Nice to see you.” 
 
    “Can we talk for a moment?” 
 
    “Sure, let’s go in my study,” Garrett said. He turned to the others for a moment. “Make yourselves at home. There’s some soft drinks and lemonade in the fridge-the kitchen is through here. He pointed it out, then led Ivan through the door on the right of the entryway. 
 
    “Do you want me in here?” Anna asked. 
 
    “Please, but this is a confidential discussion, if you don’t mind,” Ivan said. 
 
    “No problem,” Anna said. 
 
    “We can use the meeting table,” Garrett said. 
 
    Ivan looked around the room, with it’s rich wood paneling and old-west décor. “This is nicer than any office I ever had.” 
 
    “I went a little overboard, but what the hell,” Garrett said. “What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “General Hogan contacted me, and warned of possible repercussions against some of our people after the war, specifically those in the community.” 
 
    “What community?” Anna asked. 
 
    “Special forces, CIA, NSA, FBI, and other government agencies,” Ivan said. “There’s a good chance that we’ll be targeted by elements of the California government and other organizations.” 
 
    “Oh,” Garrett said. “What about the rest of us, those not in the community?” 
 
    “We think you’ll be safe if you’re not with us,” Ivan said.  
 
    “Shit, you’re going to disappear, aren’t you?” Anna asked. 
 
    “That’s likely, at least for a while,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Geez, our team is like our family,” Garrett said, his brow furrowed. “This is gonna be tough.” 
 
    “That’s why I’m not bringing everybody in on this.” 
 
    “What are you gonna do? Hide someplace? Go into witness protection or something?” Anna asked. 
 
    Ivan smiled. “No, we’re gonna hunt these folks down and kill them all.” 
 
    “That’s what I figured,” Garrett said. “We’ve all killed the enemy wholesale. Why aren’t we targets?” 
 
    “General Hogan didn’t fill me in on all of the details, but I can make an educated guess.” 
 
    “Can you tell us?” Garrett asked. 
 
    “Briefly, yes,” Ivan said. “The Federal Government has very detailed data on all of us, and bad elements shared it with certain people. They didn’t have data to share on civilian team members.” 
 
    “They know where Dodge City is,” Garrett said. 
 
    “True, but we’re pretty sure they don’t consider you a threat going forward. They very much consider anybody in the community or connected to the community to be a threat.” 
 
    “Not sure I’m happy with the pretty sure comment,” Anna said. “We’ll have to watch our back for the rest of our lives, I suspect.” 
 
    “Only if they win, and I don’t think they will. We’ll be getting some help from others who are also on the target list. People working with General Hogan’s team.” 
 
    There was a rap on the door. Garrett got up and opened it. Sam was there. 
 
    “Sorry, people are arriving. Thought I’d better say something.” 
 
    “Thanks, Sam, I think we’re about done,” Ivan said. 
 
    Sam left, closing the door behind him. 
 
    “Do you understand?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “Don’t like it, but yes,” Garrett said. 
 
    “Yes,” Anna said. 
 
    “Thank you, and thanks for letting us use your home.” 
 
    “You’re more than welcome,” Garrett said. “If it looks like we are in danger, you’ll tell us, right?” 
 
    “Of course,” Ivan said. He got up, shook hands with both of them, and went out the door, Anna and Garrett following them. 
 
    “Erica, why don’t you let Garrett and I watch Mia during the meeting,” Anna said. 
 
    “That would be helpful, thanks,” Erica said. 
 
    “Yeah, thank you,” Sam said. 
 
    Erica motioned Mia over to her. “Go with Uncle Garrett and Aunt Anna, okay honey?”  
 
    “You aren’t leaving again, are you?” she asked, looking at both of them. 
 
    “No, honey, it’s just a meeting,” Sam said. “We’ll be done pretty soon, and it’s here in the house.” 
 
    “Want to help me feed the chickens?” Anna asked. 
 
    “Yes!” Mia said, her face lighting up. 
 
    They went out through the kitchen. 
 
    Sam opened the door, watching as the others drove up in a couple of the Jeeps. He motioned for them to park around the far side of the house. They were walking onto the porch a moment later. 
 
    “We can use the parlor,” Sam said, nodding at the large room left of the entry way. 
 
    “Hey, partner,” Tex said as he walked in with Karen. Robbie and Morgan followed, then Ted and Haley, Sparky and Dana, and Cody and Allison. 
 
    “Have a seat, everybody,” Ivan said. He pulled his chair closer to the coffee table and pulled out his phone, hitting the contact for Mr. White. When it connected, he hit the speaker button and set the phone down. 
 
    “Do you guys hear me?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “Yes, boss, we hear fine.” 
 
    “You’re both there?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Ivan leaned back in his chair for a moment, clearing his thoughts, and then started. 
 
    “I was contacted by General Hogan while the last operation was going. You all know that the main part of this conflict is nearly over, do you not?” 
 
    “Yes, do,” Jules said. 
 
    Most of the others nodded in agreement, all of them looking nervous. 
 
    “What’s this about, partner?” Tex asked. 
 
    “General Hogan relayed intelligence about the post-war situation that is brewing.” 
 
    “I expected that,” Ted said. 
 
    “They’re going to hunt us down and kill us, aren’t they?” Shelly asked, wishing she could take it back when it slipped out. “Sorry.” 
 
    Ivan looked her in the eye. “Don’t be sorry, that’s very perceptive. I’d say it a little differently, though. They’re gonna try to hunt us down and kill us. We’re gonna turn the tables and kill them first.” 
 
    There was silence for a moment, nobody knowing what to say. 
 
    “Why just us?” Karen asked. 
 
    “Maybe I’d better back up a little bit,” Ivan said. “This war was not about Islamists and Venezuelans, or about the militia, or North Korea. It wasn’t just focused on the United States, either. This was a world-wide attempt to create a one-world governing body, and to do away with national sovereignty in all its forms. It was an attempted coup and globalist revolution on a worldwide scale, but things didn’t go as planned.” 
 
    Ted leaned back in his seat for a moment. “I’ve always known that to be the case in the back of my mind. I suspect all of us have had that concept in our minds to at least some degree.” 
 
    “I have,” Robbie said. 
 
    “Yep, partner, me too.” 
 
    “Same,” Cody said, “but never thought they’d get close. I think I was wrong about that.” 
 
    Ivan began again. “California was supposed to be the bulwark of this attempted globalist takeover in the United States. The people who are really running California have been working this project since the early 1970s.” 
 
    “Wait, I’m still not getting this,” Karen said. “Why just us? The entire team worked to defeat the enemy in this war.” 
 
    “The Federal Government got corrupted, as we all know,” Ivan said. “They shared data on certain members of our team with the Globalist leadership at the highest levels. They know enough about us to pursue us to the death.” 
 
    “We weren’t all in the community,” Sam said. 
 
    “This is true,” Ivan said. “General Hogan listed all of you by name based on the intel he’s gathered. Sam, Ted, Cody, Tex, and Sparky have all been directly in the community.” 
 
    “What’s the community?” Karen asked, looking more and more agitated. 
 
    “Special Forces arms of the US Military. CIA, NSA, FBI, and other Federal Agencies.” 
 
    “I don’t fit into that,” Robbie said. “And neither do you, Jules, nor Mr. White and Mr. Black.” 
 
    “You know why you’re included,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Your father,” Morgan said in a hushed tone. 
 
    “Precisely,” Ivan said. “Jules, Mr. Black, Mr. White, and I were basically underworld characters, and there is a great deal of crossover between the underworld and the government.” 
 
    Jules chuckled. “I doubt they care about underworld past, other than connections and personalities. You and I make list because we destroyed their shining jewel.” 
 
    “Yes, California, their giant globalist laboratory,” Ivan said. “Let’s not forget that both of us have been involved in other anti-globalist operations, starting way back when we were both in the underworld.” 
 
    Morgan laughed. “You guys are like Rick in Casablanca.” 
 
    Ted laughed out loud. “You know, that’s pretty accurate. Running guns to resistance movements got Ivan booted from Russia, as I remember. Jules was involved in some of that as well.” 
 
    Ivan grinned. “Yes, I’ve been a terrible nuisance.” 
 
    “We’ve made the list because our men are part of it,” Haley said. 
 
    “Sorry, honey,” Ted said. “This is turning out worse than I expected. I thought we could disappear into the woodwork and not be bothered after the war. If I’d known how bad it would be, I wouldn’t have gotten you involved.” 
 
    “Stop that right now,” Haley said, looking at him with tears in her eyes. “What we’re doing is right, and besides that, we tried to resist each other. You know that wasn’t working.” 
 
    “And I feel the same way,” Karen said, looking at Tex, “so don’t go there. I’m proud to be with you, and I’m proud of what we’ve done. If it gets us killed, so be it.” 
 
    Tex pulled her close, kissing her forehead. 
 
    “My mom and dad,” Robbie said, his brow furrowed. 
 
    “Yes, your mom and dad,” Ivan said. “They’ve probably got the biggest target on their backs of all.” 
 
    “Who else on General Hogan’s team, partner?” Tex asked. 
 
    “This doesn’t leave the room,” Ivan said with a stern look on his face. 
 
    “Of course,” Tex said. “We all agree with that, right?” 
 
    The others nodded or said yes. 
 
    Ivan nodded. “George Franklin and Malcolm Davis, Ned and Dick Branson. There’s more, having a hard time remembering all the names.” 
 
    “Don’t know Malcolm Davis other than what I’ve read about him,” Ted said, “but I know the others. Anybody who wants to tangle with those folks ought to have their heads examined. Especially George Franklin.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve seen that guy on a rampage before,” Cody said. “He’s scary as hell.” 
 
    “Oh, I remember a few more,” Ivan said. “An FBI agent, last name Williams, can’t remember the first name, and an LAPD associate of Malcolm Davis named Ted Crowley. One other man named Jerry, but I don’t remember his last name. Oh, and General Hogan himself, and his son.” 
 
    “We’ll be joining forces with them, I hope,” Ted said. “I’d love to see my old friends again.” 
 
    “General Hogan is suggesting that,” Ivan said. “Nothing will be starting until this war appears to be over. I’m sorry to have to break this to you. Thought it would be best to let you know now. If any of you don’t want to be involved, and I won’t blame you, it’d be best to start planning an escape now.” 
 
    “To where, Fairbanks, Alaska?” Tex quipped. “No way, partner. I don’t want to be looking over my shoulder for the rest of my life.” 
 
    “We can look at putting the women into witness protection during the operation,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Absolutely not,” Morgan said. 
 
    “Yeah, no way,” Shelly said.  
 
    Haley, Karen, Dana, and Allison nodded in agreement. 
 
    “What’s next, then?” Ted asked, “other than thinking about this.” 
 
    “Boss, should we discuss Sacramento operation?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “We should, but I’m expecting to find that our quarry is not there after all. I want you guys to go there and check around, but my hopes are not high.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Ted asked. 
 
    “Remember the communique about the missing WTO delegation?” Ivan asked. 
 
    Tex laughed. “Oh, yeah, the EU and the UN said the gloves were gonna come off because of that. Saw it on social media.” 
 
    “Members of the WTO delegation were instrumental in getting this war started,” Ivan said. “They’ve also been exposed in the EU. Don’t think the EU sent them over here. We think the WTO delegation fled the EU before getting themselves arrested or killed.” 
 
    Ted chuckled. “That’s sweet.” 
 
    “There’s more,” Ivan said. “General Hogan is pretty sure that Daan Mertins is with that delegation.” 
 
    “No shit,” Cody said. 
 
    “So if they’re really in Sacramento, we’re gonna go get them?” Karen asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” Ivan said. “Not all of you, though.” 
 
    “We have commando team, boss,” Mr. White said. “Enough for those pansy-ass cretins, no?” 
 
    Jules snickered. “I know those guys. They piss themselves if they see anyone in this room. They don’t fight. They trick others into spilling blood, never do themselves.” 
 
    “Where you think they are, boss?” Mr. Black asked. 
 
    “If they’re still alive, they’re probably at the enemy base in Carlsbad Caverns, New Mexico.” 
 
    “If they dead, probably Daan Mertins did it,” Mr. White said. 
 
    “Good chance,” Mr. Black said. 
 
    “So some of us might be involved if they are still there, then,” Sam said. “We’ll keep that in mind. What else should we focus on at this point?” 
 
    “We have to keep an eye on that armada,” Ivan said. “If they manage to beat the Marines and citizens to the Baja coast, they might fan out wide and try to cross the border into California in a number of spots. If that happens, it’ll be all hands on deck. Oh, and forgot to mention this. Kaitlyn told me there are semis heading north along the Baja coast, on Highway 1D.” 
 
    “Lovely,” Karen said. 
 
    “Shit, wonder if they’re bringing men or weapons?” Cody asked. 
 
    “Might be both,” Robbie said. “I saw that too. It was on a satellite picture that was a few hours old. We don’t have a drone over that area. Maybe we should see about getting one placed there.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” Ivan said. 
 
    “What about the Carlsbad Canyon operation?” Ted asked. “Should we help?” 
 
    “No way, we need to stay here,” Jules said. 
 
    Ivan nodded in agreement. “Jules is right about that. General Hogan hasn’t asked for help. He’s got a great team. We’ll let him handle it unless he asks for help, and I don’t see that happening.” 
 
    “Anything else?” Erica asked. 
 
    “I think we’re done,” Ivan said, “unless there are questions.” 
 
    “We go, boss,” Mr. White said. 
 
    “No problem, thanks for joining. I’ll call you in a couple hours.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “We’re getting too far in front of the infantry,” Sessions said from the back of the BFV. 
 
    “Can’t slow down,” Gonzalez said. “They’re trying to patch that hole in the road up with dirt so we can roll the semis over it, but it’s not going fast enough.” 
 
    “Maybe we ought to bring in C-17s to move them out,” Doug said. “They carry over a hundred men.” 
 
    “More if they don’t have a lot of equipment,” Jenkins said, “but I’m not sure if this lousy highway is wide enough.” 
 
    “They were gonna stop in Tecate to get more ammo and food,” Gonzalez said. “Of course we could probably bring some of that with us. I’ll send a message to the CO about it, but if the idea has any merit, I’m sure everybody and their brother has already brought it up.” 
 
    “How far is Tecate, anyway?” Jorge asked. “Creeping along at 35 mph on the pavement is slow going.” 
 
    “Yeah, and the L-ATVs are way ahead of us,” Doug said. “Those suckers can go 70 mph on the highway.” 
 
    “The L-ATVs will be done with re-supply before we get there,” Gonzalez said. “Some of them are already at the Tecate depot.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’d be dead last if the semis weren’t stuck,” Jorge quipped. 
 
    Gonzalez’s phone dinged, so he looked at the message. “It’s the CO. We’re seeing semis coming north on Highway 1D.” 
 
    “Where’s that?” Sessions asked. 
 
    “It’s the coastal route north on the western side of Baja,” Jenkins said. “That’s not a good development, unless it’s our guys.” 
 
    “No indication that it’s ours,” Gonzalez said. He typed a reply. “I just brought up the C-17 question.” 
 
    “Hope he doesn’t call you a moron,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Wouldn’t be the first time.” His phone dinged. 
 
    “Well? Moron or not?” Sessions asked. 
 
    “Shut up, man,” Gonzalez said as he read the message. “That was discussed, but the road is too narrow and the shoulder too soft. They had another idea, though.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “They rented a bunch of semis in Tecate, and they’re running them eastbound on this road. They’ll pick up the infantry on the other side of the craters. It’s not gonna be easy, though.” 
 
    “Why not?” Jorge asked. 
 
    “They have to back up for almost a mile before they can turn around. The enemy hit that road in exactly the right place. Smart move on their part.” 
 
    “Shit,” Sessions said. “Why isn’t the infantry marching in that direction?” 
 
    “They are, or the backup would be nearly five miles. The CO says they optimized the location as best they could. They could march the infantry that last mile, but it’ll cost them too much time. The brass is worried about the men from the armada dispersing on their way to the border. They’re getting really close.” 
 
    “They’re right to worry about that,” Jenkins said.  
 
    “Yep, this is liable to be the most dangerous part of this campaign,” Gonzalez said. 
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    Sport Fishers 
 
   I van and the others left Garrett’s ranch house, leaving Sam and Erica sitting in the parlor, both feeling numb. 
 
    “What should we do?” Erica asked. 
 
    “My first instinct is to take Mia and disappear. That’s probably the wrong way to go, though.” 
 
    “Why?” Erica asked. 
 
    “I know who Ivan is talking about, and they’ve got resources and reach. They’ll find us. It’s only a matter of time. If they find us when we’re on our own, they’ll kill all three of us.” 
 
    “Oh, God.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sam said, getting off the sofa. “At least we have some time to think it through.” 
 
    “It might take years to hunt down all these folks and end it. Hell, we might have an un-ending flow of people trying to nail us, too.” 
 
    “We can’t just target their fighters. We have to target the leaders themselves.” 
 
    “I figured. How hard is that going to be?” 
 
    “They’re ultra-rich folks, for the most part. The kind that pays top dollar for security forces and secure locations. This will be like trying to kill a sitting chief-of-state.” 
 
    “Did you expect this?” she asked, looking Sam in the eyes. 
 
    He sighed. “No, not really. Should have, I guess. Not that we had any choice in joining the battle. They killed most of my friends and all the residents of the RV park.” 
 
    “They even killed your wife,” Erica said softly. “They killed most of my tribe, too. We had no choice. It is what it is, but we’ll have to give our situation some serious thought.” 
 
    “On the good side, with the people we have and the people coming from General Hogan’s team, we’ve got a better than even chance of winning.” 
 
    Garrett came into the parlor. “Good, the meeting is over.” He froze when he saw their faces. “Dammit, that must have been bad.” 
 
    “It was,” Sam said. 
 
    “Anything I can do?” 
 
    Sam shrugged. “Stay clear and hope they don’t decide to come after everybody involved in the California fight. Hopefully they don’t know enough to target most of the group.” 
 
    “They’re really stupid,” Erica said. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” Sam asked. 
 
    “They still don’t understand that it was the citizens that beat them, not a handful of special forces types. If they try to take over, they’ll be right back in a war, and they’ll lose again.” 
 
    “Let’s not talk about this anymore,” Sam said. “Let’s go be with Mia.” 
 
    “She’s out back with Anna,” Garrett said. “You guys are staying for dinner, I hope. Got some prime rib to cook up.” 
 
    “Sounds heavenly,” Erica said. 
 
    They walked through the kitchen, towards the back door. Mia saw them and came running. 
 
    “You aren’t leaving, are you?” 
 
    “No, honey, we’re not leaving,” Erica said, glancing at Sam with misty eyes. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Last timber set,” Tyler said, watching several of his warriors carry the massive beams in and set them down on the earthen floor. There was a gap just below the ceiling now, and they could hear people talking on the other side of the dirt mound. 
 
    “Why not just punch through that?” one of the warriors asked. 
 
    “Not stable enough,” Elmer said, walking up with Clem. “Get that last timber set as close to the mound as you can. Might have to dig into the sides of that mound a little bit.” 
 
    “This isn’t the last of the timber sets,” Tyler said. “I’m putting one in past the cave-in, and another one further in. Then we’ll have to take a look for other weak spots that could trap us.” 
 
    Clem thought about it for a moment. “You know, the kid as a point. I don’t trust the old timbers after looking at how much termite damage they had.” 
 
    Elmer nodded. “Good thinking. We were really lucky in this cave-in. If our people had been cut off from that access hole, this would be a whole different situation. We’d probably be taking bodies out by now.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Tyler said. “Safety first. We should’ve thought about it before.” 
 
    “Susanne was working down here for months,” Elmer said. “Makes me shudder to think about it, now that you’ve brought this up.” 
 
    “Ready, Tyler?” one of the warriors asked, short of breath, holding up an end of a good-sized beam. 
 
    “Set it down and let’s use the hand shovels to dig out a little bit from this mound. I want them right here.” He walked to the earthen wall and scratched a line, then went to the opposite side of the shaft and did the same.” 
 
    “You want all the fans on?” Clem asked. 
 
    “Not until we need to use the bulldozer,” Tyler said. “Too loud when we’re trying to line up and fasten these timbers. That takes communication.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ivan came into the intel room, handing a slip of paper to Kaitlyn. “We’ve got a drone over the Baja coast. Here’s the IP address.” 
 
    “Great, thanks,” Kaitlyn said, taking the paper. She studied it for a moment, then opened a new browser window on her laptop and put it in. The picture came up right away. “Wow, this has better resolution than the one over the convoy.” 
 
    “Yes, this is a very advanced drone,” Ivan said. “Nice when the military sees the value of what we’re doing. We’ve become their intel team too, almost.” 
 
    Seth laughed. “We were on our own with this stuff for a long time. Wonder if there’ll be job opportunities due to this after the war.” 
 
    “There will be if you want it, I’m sure,” Ivan said. 
 
    “I could live with that,” Kaitlyn said, “as long as we don’t have to enlist.” 
 
    “Yeah, that would make it too hard to keep you barefoot and pregnant,” Seth quipped. Robbie laughed. 
 
    “Why do you think that’s funny?” Morgan asked. “I thought you had similar plans.” 
 
    “I did,” he said, then hushed up, Morgan shooting him a worried glance. 
 
    Ivan nodded at Robbie, then turned to leave. “Let me know if anything happens with those semis, and let me know when the armada lands, please. You’re still running the history program over that area, right?” 
 
    “Of course,” Seth said. “We’ll let you know.” Ivan gave a thumb up and left the room. 
 
    “You almost blew that,” Morgan whispered. 
 
    “I know. Sorry.” 
 
    “Everything okay?” Kaitlyn asked, eyeing them. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s fine,” Robbie said. 
 
    The sound of hammering startled them. 
 
    “What’s that?” Kaitlyn asked. 
 
    “They’re putting in another timber set,” Robbie said. “They’ll probably have the mineshaft opened up by the end of the day. Was talking to Tyler about it this morning.” 
 
    “Thank God for that,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “I’ll feel better when we have those other reserve generators inside here,” Robbie said. 
 
    “You think there’s enough enemy left to attack us here again?” Seth asked. “Seems like the actual fighting part of our operation is gonna taper down now.” 
 
    “It all depends on what happens with that armada,” Robbie said. “When they land, the enemy might try to muster another attack here to take heat off their operation. They know what our capabilities are, and they know our location.” 
 
    “There’s a confidence-building comment,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “He’s right, though,” Seth said. “We aren’t out of the woods yet. The enemy will get more and more desperate. This is a dangerous time.” 
 
    Ben rushed in. “Hey, guys, I’m seeing some interesting things on social media.” 
 
    “Really,” Robbie said. “About what?” 
 
    “There’s a group of private boats heading south from several of the marinas on our coast. The largest group is coming down from Dana Point Harbor, but there’s boats coming from several other places too. They’re gonna take on the enemy armada.” 
 
    Seth grinned. “This happened in the gulf coast, and it made a huge difference. How many boats are we talking?” 
 
    “The threads I’m on made it sound like there are hundreds,” Ben said. “They’ve only got sporting weapons, though, for the most part. We ought to help.” 
 
    Morgan smiled. “We had a drone over Dana Point Harbor. Haven’t been on it for a while. Wonder if it’s still up there?” 
 
    “You check that,” Robbie said. “Ben, have you mentioned this to Ivan or Jules yet?” 
 
    “Nope, not yet. I’ll text them.” He typed on his phone, Ivan and Jules showing up in a couple minutes. 
 
    “Is this only on social media, or do we see?” Jules asked, rushing to the computer stations. 
 
    “I’m logged onto the drone that was over Dana Point Harbor,” Morgan said. “It’s still in the air, but it’s not over the water. Probably returning to base. It’s over some mountains.” 
 
    Ivan pulled out his phone, putting it to his ear and having a hushed conversation. He put it back into his pocket. “That drone still has half it’s fuel left. They’re getting it back to the coast. It’ll hit the coast around Oceanside–it was going to Pendleton to refuel. Where are the boats supposed to be now?” 
 
    “I think we should look south of Dana Point Harbor,” Ben said. “Haven’t seen reports of any coming from further north.” 
 
    “Further north too far to meet armada in time,” Jules said. “What about Mission Bay and San Diego Harbor?” 
 
    “I’ll call my contacts in the Navy and ask if they’re seeing any activity.” 
 
    “Hey,” Robbie said. “Those special forces guys and the Teamsters are still hanging out at National City. That’s really close to San Diego Bay. The boats ought to come pick up a mess of them with their weapons.” 
 
    Jules grinned. “I like. What you think, boss?” 
 
    “I’ll bring it up. Be back in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Wow, that drone was pretty close to the water, because it’s already back over it. That’s probably Oceanside Harbor it’s over right now.” 
 
    “Holy shit,” Ben said, looking over Kaitlyn’s shoulder. “That what I think it is?” 
 
    The screen showed several huge groups of private boats, some just north of Oceanside Harbor, some leaving Oceanside Harbor, and some already south. 
 
    “Gunfire is gonna sink those boats in a hurry, you know,” Robbie said, looking at the screen. 
 
    “True, but the boats they’re going up against aren’t that much better,” Seth said, “and I haven’t seen the UN with larger weapons like M60s and M240s. It’ll take a lot of fire from an AK to sink a good-sized fiberglass boat.” 
 
    Ivan came back in. “The Navy is seeing activity. They were about to call me, believe it or not.” 
 
    “Why don’t we send Navy ships out there?” Morgan asked. “They don’t have smaller boats anymore?” 
 
    “They don’t have a lot of small craft in San Diego, and we’re using the coast guard boats further up the coast. There’s been attempts to sneak enemy boats in up there.” 
 
    “From where?” Robbie asked. 
 
    “Asia.” 
 
    “Shit,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, we’re more than ready for them up there.” 
 
    “Robbie had good idea,” Jules said. “Move Jesse’s special forces team and the Teamsters to San Diego bay. Then we load them on the small craft with their M60s and M240s. That team is still in National City.” 
 
    Ivan grinned. “That’s what they did down around Houston. Let’s get a conference call going. Sax and Jesse, right?” 
 
    “Yep,” Robbie said. “Just sent them both a text with the number. Waiting for them to respond.” 
 
    His phone dinged a moment later. Then his phone rang. Robbie put it on speaker. 
 
    “Who we got?” Robbie asked. 
 
    “This is Jesse. Sax is with me. What’s up?” 
 
    “This is Ivan.” 
 
    “No way,” Sax said. “That’s so cool.” 
 
    “It’s an honor, sir,” Jesse said. “What can we do for you?” 
 
    “There’s a huge group of private boats heading south, getting ready to attack that armada.” 
 
    “No shit, really?” Sax asked. 
 
    “Yep. We were wondering if some of you would like to hop aboard with M60s and the other larger guns.” 
 
    Jesse laughed. “Now we’re talking. Yeah, I’m sure I could round up a good number of men who’d volunteer for that. Which dock?” 
 
    “Don’t know yet,” Ivan said. “I’m in talks with the Navy about it now. I’ll let you know as soon as I can.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ll talk to our folks,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Thanks,” Ivan said. The call ended. 
 
    “Why didn’t we think of this?” Robbie asked. “We’ve done enough of this kind of stuff before.” 
 
    “You figured out we can do it, and that enough,” Jules said. 
 
    “Yes,” Ivan said. “I’ll be back. Gotta make some calls. I’ll try to get a second drone in the air, too. I think we’re gonna need it.” 
 
    “We forget something,” Jules said. 
 
    “What?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “We need contact with citizen armada,” he said. 
 
    “I’m on that now,” Ben said, turning from his laptop. “I got contacts from the social media streams. Chatting with several in a thread right now. They’re very interested. They just have hunting rifles and shotguns.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Ivan said. “This team is amazing. Talk with you soon. Jules, come help me please.” 
 
    “You got it, boss,” Jules said. They rushed out of the room. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Quincy Sparks rubbed his large beard, sitting at the flybridge station of his sixty-foot sport fisher. He was a middle-aged man, large and overweight, but with a game face. A dozen of his friends were onboard with him. They’d just left Dana Point harbor. Somebody climbed the ladder up to the flybridge and sat on the passenger seat. 
 
    “Hey, Dusty, what’s up?” Quincy asked, shooting a glance at the much younger man with a mop of messy blonde hair and a sly grin. 
 
    “Just got off the message boards.” 
 
    “How’s the recruitment going?” 
 
    “We’ve got over three hundred boats committed now,” he said, “but that’s not why I’m here. Just had a chat with one of Ivan’s intel team members.” 
 
    Quincy turned towards him. “They finally noticed, huh?” 
 
    “Yep, I got a call from Ben Dover a few minutes ago. They’ve got a suggestion.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “You know those special forces guys and the Teamsters who helped cream the enemy in Lemon Grove and National City?” 
 
    “Read about them. So?” 
 
    “They’ve got M60s and M240s, plus some RPGs, grenades, and other nice toys. They’d like us to pick a bunch of them up in San Diego Bay, near the mouth of the Sweetwater River, on the Navy wharfs.” 
 
    Quincy chuckled. “Well, that’d be better than a bunch of amateurs firing sporting weapons. Might just change this from a suicide mission to something we can win.” 
 
    “You thought this would be a suicide mission?” 
 
    Quincy nodded. “I’m exaggerating a little, but there is a chance of that. I hoped to slow them down enough so they couldn’t get into San Diego. Never thought we could out-gun them. They’re military.” 
 
    “Nice of you to let us know,” Dusty said, shaking his head. 
 
    “Come on, you knew how dangerous this was gonna be when you signed up. Let’s not bullshit each other. We’re going against a bunch of metal fishing boats, for the most part. It’ll take a lot of small arms fire to stop them. Ours are mostly fiberglass, so it won’t take much for the enemy to sink us. This boat is pretty fast, which gives us an edge, but it’s still dangerous as hell.” 
 
    “Okay, okay, you’re right. You up for this deal or what?” 
 
    “Hell yes I’m up for it. Spread the word around, and find out which wharfs. That harbor is massive. We don’t want to waste a lot of time looking around for them. We might have to let some of our guys off, too, to make room for experienced folks with military weapons.” 
 
    “I’ll get right on it, Quincy. Thanks.” 
 
    He smiled, watching Dusty get back on the ladder. He looked down at his hands. They weren’t trembling anymore. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sax and Jesse sat next to each other, both texting their teams. 
 
    “This was a good idea,” Sax said. 
 
    “Yep, but it’s gonna be dangerous.” 
 
    “Everything we’ve done has been dangerous,” Sax said. “Worth it for our country.” 
 
    Jesse stopped for a moment and looked at him. “You’re a damn fine patriot, Sax. I’m impressed with how you’ve risen to the call. Damn good fighter too.” 
 
    “Ah, shucks,” he said. “We all gotta do our part, man. You know that.” 
 
    “There, my message is broadcast,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Mine’s going out to the Teamsters right now.” 
 
    They sat for a moment, and then both their phones started dinging with replies. 
 
    “That didn’t take long,” Sax said. 
 
    “Our teams still have their blood up. They’re ready for more action. Not all of us are gonna fit on those boats, but all of us can have a part in moving assets to the Navy base.” 
 
    The special forces team and the Teamsters assembled in the parking lot on Sweetwater Road where yesterday’s battle had unfolded. 
 
    “When are we leaving?” Kevin asked as he strolled up. 
 
    “Yeah,” Erik said. “We’re ready, aren’t we guys?” 
 
    Everybody within earshot was saying yes. 
 
    “We’re still waiting for the exact wharf to go to.” 
 
    “Hey, man, I was in the Navy,” one of the Teamsters yelled. “We can get going. I know which gate to go through, and by the time we get there, we’ll know what wharfs to use. It’ll be more than one, judging by the threads I’ve been reading on social media. There’s like three hundred boats on the way, not counting the ones already in Mission Bay and San Diego Bay.” 
 
    “How do we get there?” Jesse asked. 
 
    “Easy,” the man said. “We need to go north and get on East 24th Street, then go west. It’ll take you under I-5 and onto the harbor property. There are wharfs in that area.” 
 
    “Better use several of the roads up to 24th Street,” Sax said. “We’ll clog the roads pretty good even if we do that.” 
 
    “I say we get going right now,” Jesse shouted. “You all with us?” 
 
    “Let’s go, brother,” Kevin said. Others yelled out in agreement, and the group headed back to their semis, pickup trucks and other vehicles. 
 
    “Want to ride with me?” Jesse asked. “Your rig got busted, didn’t it?” 
 
    “It’s a little messed up. Yeah, I’ll ride with you. My M60 is already in your truck bed.” 
 
    “Can we join you?” Kevin asked. 
 
    “Hell yes,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Me too,” Erik said. 
 
    “Hey, got room for one more?” 
 
    They turned, seeing Officer Sanchez approaching. “Hey, there you are,” Jesse said. “Yeah, load your gun in the bed. The back seat of my cab will hold three.” 
 
    They got into the pickup and joined the lineup. 
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    IEDs and White Caps 
 
   C lem and Elmer got into the mine just as Tyler and his warriors finished the last timber set before the blockage. They looked it over. 
 
    “I think that’s good enough,” Clem said. “Stronger than it was.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Elmer said. “Nice job, men.” 
 
    “I think we’re ready to clear the blockage,” Tyler said. He turned to his warriors. “Hey, guys, get those fans set up again while I go get the bulldozer.” 
 
    “You got it, man,” one of them said. 
 
    “You two should get out of here,” Tyler said. “Fumes get worse the further in we get.” 
 
    “Yeah, no problem,” Elmer said. He and Clem followed Tyler out. 
 
    “Are those new generators ready to move inside?” Tyler asked as they got outside. 
 
    “Yeah, we got the wire pig-tails all set up, and the piping for the exhaust as well. If we’re gonna continue to use that access hole for emergency traffic, we’ll have to dig it out a little more, though. Probably should rig a heat shield too, so nobody gets burned if they have to climb out that way.” 
 
    “Think we’re really gonna need that back door?” Tyler asked as he climbed onto the bulldozer. 
 
    “Yeah,” Elmer said. “Should’ve had that open long ago, actually. Imagine if we didn’t have the original hole already dug before we got bombed.” 
 
    “Good point,” Tyler said. “See you guys soon.” He started the engine and drove the bulldozer back into the mine. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ivan and Jules were sitting in one of the storage rooms, both of them sending texts, trying to coordinate the citizen armada’s rendezvous with the Lemon Grove team. 
 
    “The Navy agreed to clear out the wharfs north of the Sweetwater River,” Ivan said. “They’ll help load, too. They even said they can provide more ammo for the M60s and M240s if we’re running low.” 
 
    “That good, boss,” Jules said. “One of the Lemon Grove team served at the Navy base and knew where to enter, so our guys are already arriving there.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Ivan said. “Which road are they going in on?” 
 
    “On west side of I-5, road called Bay Marina Drive.” 
 
    “Good,” Ivan said, punching a text onto his phone. “I just told the Navy to meet them on that road and help them to the pickup points.” 
 
    “This help us, but if enemy sees, they may land sooner.” 
 
    “The column of Marines is making good time,” Ivan said. “Just talked to somebody named Conrad who’s been leading parts of that group.” 
 
    “He Marine?” 
 
    “No, National Guard, but ex-Marine. At their current speed, most of the group will get there just about the time we expect the enemy armada to arrive.” 
 
    “How they solve crater problem?” 
 
    “They brought in semis from Tecate,” Ivan said. “Picked up infantry on west side of the craters. It was a pain in the neck, but now they’re moving at about seventy-five miles per hour. The stragglers are the Bradley Fighting Vehicles. They aren’t that fast.” 
 
    “What is this Conrad man in?” 
 
    “L-ATV,” Ivan said. 
 
    “Oh, good. Those go over sixty miles per hour.” 
 
    Ivan put his phone back in his pocket. “We’ve done what we can. What do you think about the meeting earlier?” 
 
    “I understand. Okay with.” 
 
    Ivan chuckled. “I know you are, old friend. What kind of read did you get off the others?” 
 
    “Oh. Sam and Erica not happy. Worried about leaving Mia.” 
 
    “I picked that up too. We might have to help them hide someplace. How about the others?” 
 
    “Karen scared but stoic. She’ll be okay. Rest seem fine to me. Robbie ask me if he can tell father what he’s really been doing.” 
 
    Ivan chuckled. “He’s still got his parents thinking he’s in the army? I’m surprised.” 
 
    “Robbie good kid. Cautious, smart. Knows father has much on mind, big dangerous job.” 
 
    “He should tell them after the Carlsbad Caverns operation is over. Won’t be long now.” 
 
    “Good, that’s what I thinking, but wanted to run by you.” 
 
    “How about the others?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “All solid. You really think it be bad?” 
 
    Ivan was silent for a moment, then he sighed. “I think there’s a good chance that some of us won’t survive.” 
 
    “I have better feeling than that.” 
 
    “How’s Shelly taking it?” 
 
    Jules smiled. “She’s a strong woman, but she’s pregnant.” 
 
    “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “No. Too early to show. Don’t spread around please.” 
 
    “I won’t,” Ivan said. “Congratulations. It does make things more difficult for you. You know that, right?” 
 
    “Yes, I know. Is what is. Wasn’t thinking we’d be hunted afterwards. My bad.” 
 
    “Don’t be too hard on yourself. I didn’t really think it through either.” 
 
    “Would have stopped you? I don’t think so, Ivan.” 
 
    “You’re right, I still would’ve jumped into this with both feet regardless. Maybe I would’ve targeted some of these folks earlier, though.” 
 
    “Can’t,” Jules said. “We must expose first, or we get grabbed for murder.” 
 
    “The feds already know,” Ivan said. “They tipped off General Hogan.” 
 
    There were cheers down the hall, and fresh air flowed towards them. Jules grinned. “Mine shaft open again. Shall we go look?” 
 
    “Yes, time to stretch my legs anyway. Let’s go.” 
 
    The two walked out of the storage room and into the main shaft, joining the others who were coming out to see. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “All loaded up,” Jenkins said, coming out the back door of the BFV. They were parked at the makeshift depot in Tecate. It was a sandy mess, vehicles lined up, men rushing back and forth, locals straining against the chain-link fence to catch a glimpse. 
 
    “Did we get more willie peter?” Jenkins asked. 
 
    “Some, but they’re running a little low now. We’ve got more mortar rounds than we’ll use, though, I suspect.” 
 
    “All right, guys, let’s move it,” Gonzalez said, walking up with Jorge and Doug, all of them holding street tacos. 
 
    “We’re ready, chief,” Sessions said. “Where’d you get those tacos?” 
 
    “There’s a whole bag of them in the back,” Jorge said. “I’m eating now because it takes too hands to drive this sucker.” 
 
    “And I couldn’t resist the smell,” Gonzalez said. “These things are frigging amazing.” 
 
    “Seriously,” Doug said, almost finished with his. 
 
    They got into the vehicle, Jorge stuffing the rest of his taco into his mouth before he settled into the driver’s seat. “Everybody ready to go?” 
 
    “Yeah, we’re ready,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Proceed, dude,” Gonzalez said. 
 
    Jorge started the engine and drove back towards Highway 2D. 
 
    “Remember to switch to Highway 2 going southwest when we get to the interchange,” Doug said. 
 
    “Got it,” Jorge replied. 
 
    Gonzalez’s phone dinged with a text. He read it and cracked up. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Doug asked. 
 
    “You heard about the civilian armada coming down the California coast, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Those special forces dudes and the Teamsters are meeting them in San Diego Harbor. They’re getting on the boats with their M60s and other toys.” 
 
    “Excellent, dude,” Jorge said. 
 
    Doug nodded. “Yeah, that’ll help, if they can get to the enemy armada before they beach.” 
 
    “The enemy might beach early because of them,” Gonzalez said.  
 
    “Now that the infantry is going full speed, they’ll arrive in time with the L-ATVs, won’t they?” Doug asked. 
 
    “Probably,” Gonzalez said. “This enemy is tricky. They might have something else up their sleeve.” 
 
    Doug’s phone rang. He looked. “Conrad, I’ll put it on speaker.” 
 
    “Hey, Doug, you guys get your re-supply yet?” 
 
    “Yeah, Conrad, just left the depot. Where are you guys?” 
 
    “We’re on Highway 201, about half way between the Highway 2 interchange and the coast.” 
 
    “Holy shit, you guys are flying.” 
 
    “Nobody’s messed with the roads here, but I’m watching carefully. We knew Highway 2D would be fine because we were using it to load up for the big battle. None of the US forces have been on Highway 201 that we know of. Might run into some IEDs.” 
 
    Doug chuckled. “Better you than these BFVs. You’ll probably survive.” 
 
    “This is true,” Conrad said. “Hear about the citizen armada?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think that’s great.” 
 
    “Hey, is that Conrad?” Jorge shouted. 
 
    “Yeah,” Doug said. “Sorry, little noisy for you to hear.” 
 
    “Tell him hi, dude,” Jorge said. 
 
    “Jorge says hi,” Doug said. 
 
    “How’s he doing behind the wheel?” 
 
    “He’s a frigging natural,” Doug said. 
 
    “You can say that again,” Gonzalez said. “He’s as good as anybody I’ve been with.” 
 
    “Not so loud, it’ll swell his head,” Conrad quipped. 
 
    “Think you guys will beat the enemy armada to the beach?” Gonzalez asked. 
 
    “Crap shoot,” Conrad said. “Might be the flaw with the citizen armada operation. If the enemy can see them, they’re liable to go for broke and land right away. That means they’ll be scattered all over the damn place, and harder than hell to root out.” 
 
    “I’m worried about that too,” Doug said, “but it will ensure that they can’t float up past the border.” 
 
    “If there is an engagement on the water, it’ll be bloody,” Gonzalez said. “Fiberglass sporting craft against metal fishing boats? Gonna be tough.” 
 
    “We’ll have a speed advantage with a lot of the boats,” Doug said. 
 
    There was an explosion in the background on Conrad’s side. 
 
    “Oh crap, what was that?” Gonzalez asked. 
 
    “IED,” Conrad said. “Gotta go. Don’t worry, it didn’t work. The L-ATV that rolled over it didn’t get damaged, from the look of it.” 
 
    “Take care,” Doug said. 
 
    “You too, man.” 
 
    The call ended. 
 
    “Now I’m glad we’re behind those guys,” Gonzalez said. “Any IEDs that are on the road should be tripped by vehicles that won’t be destroyed by them.” 
 
    “Hopefully,” Doug said. “How’d the enemy know to do that? It had to have been done recently. Maybe there’s some enemy infantry on the side of the road waiting for us.” 
 
    “Shit, you’re right,” Gonzalez said, pulling his phone out. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m gonna text the CO and bring that up. They need to be careful with those semis full of troops. Hate to see all of them blown away before they can get out and fight.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Robbie was watching drone video of the Marine convoy, and saw the first several vehicles hit IEDs on the road. 
 
    “Uh oh, problems in Mexico,” he said. 
 
    “What?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “L-ATV tripped off an IED. Shit, there’s another one.” 
 
    “Did it kill them?” Seth asked. 
 
    “Nah, those are designed to roll over IEDs and not be destroyed,” Robbie said. “They’ve got a hull underneath that directs the blast away from the vehicle. We perfected that technology during the Iraq war. Lost a lot of Humvees and BFVs before they came up with the design.” 
 
    “There’s more than L-ATVs in that column, though, right?” Morgan asked. 
 
    Robbie nodded. “True, but the L-ATVs are way ahead of the other vehicles. It’ll be okay.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “What?” Seth asked, looking at her screen. 
 
    “That enemy armada isn’t stopping at Rosarito Beach, from the look of it.” 
 
    “They aren’t?” Robbie asked, coming over to look. “Wonder why?” 
 
    “Maybe they know the convoy of Marines is on the way,” Morgan said. 
 
    “I’m not surprised,” Seth said. “How are they gonna get across the border without being cut to ribbons?” 
 
    “Wonder if they see the citizen armada yet?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “I’d be shocked if they don’t,” Robbie said. “Somehow they knew to put IEDs on Highway 201. I doubt if they did that too far in advance. They’ve got forces there. We need to keep our eyes peeled and warn them if anybody’s around.” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right,” Kaitlyn said. “About half of the boats are north of Rosarito Beach now. None of them are stopping so far.” 
 
    “There’s gonna be a battle at San Diego Bay,” Seth said. “The first wave of citizen boats arrived there a few minutes ago.” 
 
    “I’m texting Ivan and Jules,” Robbie said. 
 
    “Yeah, do that,” Seth said. 
 
    Ivan and Jules showed up a few moments later. 
 
    “They passing Rosarito Beach? I surprised.” 
 
    “Yeah, Jules, I was surprised too,” Kaitlyn said. “Seth said he wasn’t. They aren’t all past it, either. Maybe some will stay down there.” 
 
    “Why isn’t Seth surprised?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “How are they gonna get across the border on land? You know we’ve got that heavily manned and fortified.” 
 
    Ivan nodded. “I assumed they would scatter and come across all over the place, but you have a good point. Our coverage of the border may be too dense to allow that now.” 
 
    “Let’s hope so,” Robbie said. “Our convoy ran into some IEDs on Highway 201 a few minutes ago.” 
 
    “Dammit,” Ivan said. “We lose anybody?” 
 
    “The L-ATVs are in front,” Robbie said. “Rolled right past them. Built to take it.” 
 
    “Good,” Ivan said. “Jules, let’s go chat with the Navy. Maybe they’ve got some artillery they can roll up to the west side of San Diego Bay.” 
 
    “Thanks, guys,” Jules said as they left the room. 
 
    “Something doesn’t smell right,” Kaitlyn said. “Every scenario I can think of for the enemy armada seems like too much of a long-shot to me.” 
 
    Seth sat quietly for a moment, thinking. “We should get satellite shots further out. Might be some EU Navy ships lurking about.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t the Navy see those?” Robbie asked. 
 
    “Good question,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    “I’ll do a little research on that,” Ben said. 
 
    “Yeah, you do that,” Robbie said. “This is starting to make me nervous.” 
 
    Morgan shot him a worried glance. “I know, me too, sweetie.” 
 
    They worked their PCs for a while, watching the convoy in Mexico, which continued to run into IEDs on Highway 201, and the enemy armada, which was entirely past Rosarito Beach now. 
 
    Ben backed away from his PC. “Done with my research. We can see surface ships. The EU Navy can’t just sneak in here. We’d see them and dispatch them with cruise missiles long before they get close enough to do damage.” 
 
    “That’s good,” Robbie said. 
 
    “We do have to worry about submarines.” 
 
    Seth groaned. “That’s what I was afraid of. What if they only have old diesel models?” 
 
    “Those are more detectable, of course,” Ben said. 
 
    “Which countries have nuclear subs?” Seth asked. 
 
    “This is where I get worried a little,” Ben said. “Other than us and Russia, we’ve got China, India, The UK, and France.” 
 
    “Everybody except France is probably on our side,” Robbie said. 
 
    “There are elements in the UK that are with the Globalists,” Ben said. “Even some pockets of the military, although the Brits seem to be getting control now.” 
 
    “Yeah, same thing with France,” Seth said. “The French people have had enough of the EU, and they’re pushing to get out now, but the government is still filled with globalists.” 
 
    “We should talk to Ivan and Jules about this,” Morgan said. 
 
    “I just sent them a text,” Ben said. His phone dinged. “They’ll be here in a second.” 
 
    Ivan led the way in, Jules behind him, with Shelly by his side. 
 
    “What do you have for us?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “The entire enemy armada has passed Rosarito Beach,” Ben said. “They’re going past the border,”  
 
    “Dammit,” Jules said. “Hoping at least some land south of border.” 
 
    “There’s something else going on,” Ivan said, his brow furrowed. “Doesn’t make sense for them to do a suicide run up north. We’re ready for them. I can’t believe they don’t know. It’s not like we can hide the citizen armada.” 
 
    “That’s why we wanted you in here,” Ben said. “What about submarines?” 
 
    Jules shot Ivan a glance. “See, I tell you, boss.” 
 
    “You guys have already thought of that?” Ben asked. 
 
    “We were just having conversation,” Ivan said. “Old diesel subs won’t get close without being heard. Which countries have nuclear subs, other than the USA, Russia, and China?” 
 
    “India, Great Britain, and France,” Ben said. 
 
    “Shit, France,” Jules said. 
 
    “There are still some problems in the British military, from what I heard yesterday,” Ivan said. “Either could be an issue.” 
 
    “What about India?” Kaitlyn asked. 
 
    “They’re on our side,” Ivan said. “Sadly, I trust them more than the Europeans at this point.” 
 
    “Even the UK?” Shelly asked. 
 
    “There’s been some infiltration in the UK. Not as bad as the US armed forces, though, and I don’t know of any that’s been in the Navy. Their surface ships have been fighting with us.” 
 
    “So what do we do?” Jules asked. “Warn Navy?” 
 
    “I need to get General Hogan on the horn,” Ivan said. He pulled his phone out, hit a contact, and put it on speaker, setting it on the table between Robbie and Ben’s laptops. 
 
    “Ivan? We’re kinda busy right now,” General Hogan said. 
 
    “I’ll just put a bug in your ear, then. Do we think the EU countries or even Britain might use nuclear submarines against us in San Diego.” 
 
    There was silence on the line for a moment. “Shit, what do you see?” 
 
    “That enemy armada isn’t stopping where we thought they would. They’re heading north of the border. Seems like too much of a suicide mission with no good options. I’m not buying it. They need more firepower, and we know they can’t get surface ships anywhere near us.” 
 
    “I’ll pass that up the chain. Got to go.” 
 
    “Thanks, General, talk to you soon. Good luck with whatever you’re doing.” 
 
    “Thanks. Bye.” 
 
    Ivan picked up his phone. 
 
    “What was his problem?” Shelly asked. 
 
    “If I had to guess, I’d say that the Carlsbad Caverns operation is starting. I’m gonna go chat with the Navy again.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Quincy watched from his fly bridge as the armed men climbed aboard the deck below. There were civilian fishing boats all around the wharfs, a multitude of men getting on with M60s and M240s. Most of his friends got off the boat to make room. The men who appeared to be the leaders climbed up the ladder. 
 
    “Hello, I’m Jesse, and this is Sax.” 
 
    “Sax, huh? Interesting name. I’m Quincy. I own this beauty.” 
 
    “Well, she is a beauty,” Sax said. “How fast is she?” 
 
    “She’ll do over thirty knots all day if conditions are right. You guys all special forces?” 
 
    “I am,” Jesse said, “Along with most of my men down there.” 
 
    “I’m one of the Teamsters, but we’ve had battle experience.” 
 
    “There’s a cop down there?” Quincy asked, looking at the man below in a battered police uniform. 
 
    “Officer Sanchez,” Sax said. “Good guy, been with us through the last battle, then got involved in the El Cajon battle too. He’s good with an M60.” 
 
    “Ready to shove off, Quincy?” asked Dusty from below. 
 
    “Yeah, let’s make room for the next boat,” Quincy said. The men below helped push the boat off as Quincy fired up the engines. 
 
    “How much trouble are we in?” Quincy asked. “No candy coating.” 
 
    “You’re probably better off now than before, judging by the weapons your guys had,” Jesse said. “Hunting rifles aren’t gonna cut it against those old steel fishing boats the enemy is using.” 
 
    “It’ll be difficult even with these light machine guns,” Sax said. “Wish they had a bunch of RPGs for us. Or some .50 cals.” 
 
    Quincy carefully threaded his boat through the heavy traffic of boats coming in. “This is gonna be a zoo.” 
 
    “It is,” Jesse said. “What do you use the boat for, usually?” 
 
    “Marlin tournaments.” 
 
    “That sounds like fun,” Sax said. 
 
    “Trust me, it is. If we live through this, maybe I’ll take you along some time.” 
 
    “That’d be great,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Geez, how many boats do we have?” Sax asked as they got to the main channel. “Looks like several hundred at least.” 
 
    “Last semi-official number I had was three hundred. I see more than that now. They’re coming out of the woodwork.” 
 
    Sax laughed. “Shit, look. There are frigging tri-hull lake boats over there.” 
 
    “They shouldn’t go out,” Quincy said. “Hope they don’t.” 
 
    “Hey, Quincy, how’s it going?” Dusty asked, getting to the top of the flybridge ladder. 
 
    “Wish you would’ve gotten off.” 
 
    “I’m not letting you have all the fun.” 
 
    Quincy glanced back at him for a moment. “I got no family now. Not responsible for anybody else. You’ve got kids.” 
 
    “I’ll do this to insure my kids don’t live on their knees,” Dusty said. 
 
    Quincy started to choke up a little bit, his eyes misting. “Beautiful sentiment, my friend, but I still wish you were on the dock instead of on this flybridge.” 
 
    “I understand,” he said. “If something happens to you, I know how to run this beast. Guess where they’ll fire at first?” 
 
    “When it gets hairy enough I’ll probably go to the lower station,” Quincy said, “unless visibility is too bad. There’s gonna be a lot of boats making the water choppy out there, and we’re gonna be moving fast and bouncing around a lot.” 
 
    They made it out of the bay, onto open water which was showing some chop, with the wind stirring up white caps in the blue-gray water. 
 
    “A little soupy out here,” Dusty said, holding onto the hand rails. 
 
    “Sit,” Quincy said. 
 
    “I think we’ll go down to the deck,” Sax said. “Thanks for letting us join you.” 
 
    “Yes, thanks,” Jesse said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Quincy said. “Be careful going down that ladder.” 
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    LCS Attack 
 
   C lem and Elmer watched as Tyler and his warriors loaded the first generator onto the scoop of the bulldozer. 
 
    “See, told you it would work,” Elmer said. 
 
    “I didn’t understand what you were saying,” Clem said. “I thought you wanted to scoop it up, not lift it onto a stationary scoop. This will work fine. Good thinking.” 
 
    “Same room as the other generator, right?” Tyler asked from on the bulldozer’s seat. 
 
    “Yep,” Clem said. “Just set it down inside the room for now. We’ll probably need help positioning them when we’ve got everything set up, but that won’t be today. Getting late.” 
 
    Tyler nodded, putting the bulldozer in gear, slowly moving forward into the mine shaft. 
 
    “Think there’s enough of this war left to make these upgrades worthwhile?” Elmer asked. 
 
    “I hope not,” Clem said. 
 
    Willard walked into the mine shaft. “Got her done, I see. Nice work.” 
 
    “Tyler and his warriors did the heavy lifting,” Elmer said. “That little bulldozer helped a bunch too.” 
 
    “Got a call from town. The parts for the main generator came in.” 
 
    “They’re early. That’s great.” 
 
    “Still enough daylight to go get them?” Clem asked. 
 
    “If I were you guys I’d wait on that, and work the generators inside the mine.” 
 
    Elmer studied Willard’s face. “You think we’ll get hit again.” 
 
    “I got that itch. We’re really close to the end of this war. The enemy won’t go quietly. They’ll go kicking and screaming.” 
 
    Elmer chuckled. “They’ll probably bomb the mine and close it up again.” 
 
    “Shut up,” Clem said, laughing and shaking his head. 
 
    “Maybe we should use our laptops and monitor the video surveillance systems,” Elmer said. 
 
    Willard grinned. “Come on into the saloon and do it over a snort or two.”  
 
    “I’ll get my laptop,” Clem said. “It’s in the hotel room.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll grab mine from the love-nest and bring it over, too.” 
 
    “Love nest?” Willard asked. 
 
    “Susanne’s room,” Elmer said with a wicked grin. 
 
    They left the mine shaft, heading further down the main street, Willard going straight to the saloon. Elmer and Clem met him there after a couple minutes. 
 
    “What are you doing in here?” Susanne asked, walking through the swinging doors as Elmer and Clem were setting up their laptops. 
 
    “Willard has a feeling we’re about to get hit again,” Elmer said. “We know the intel team is busy with the battles starting up, so we decided to man the video surveillance here just in case.” 
 
    “Sure you aren’t just in here to drink?” Susanne asked, eyeing Elmer. 
 
    “You see me with a drink?” 
 
    Clem chuckled. Then Willard walked over with a bottle and some shot glasses.  
 
    “See, I knew it,” Susanne said, shaking her head. 
 
    “Good timing, Willard,” Elmer quipped, Clem cracking up. Sarah came in. 
 
    “Oh, there you are,” she said, coming over to Clem. “What’s going on? A little early for drinking, isn’t it?” 
 
    “We came in here to monitor the video, just in case. Action starting up again.” 
 
    “That armada?” 
 
    “Yeah, and the convoy down in Mexico is running into IEDs too. Probably means there are enemy troops nearby them. Gonna get hairy. Sometimes they hit us here when it gets hot because of the intel team.” 
 
    “If Tyler gets those generators placed, we ought to hand this off to our women and go get them running, just in case,” Clem said. 
 
    “Our women?” Susanne asked, ready to go off. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, I kinda like that,” Sarah said. “Sure, we’ll man the video, won’t we Susanne?” 
 
    Susanne shrugged. “Got to do our part, I guess. At least we’ll stay sober doing it.” 
 
    “We’ll get it set up for you,” Elmer said, logging into the surveillance system, Clem doing the same. The men ran Susanne and Sarah through the process to cycle through the cameras, stop on a specific one, or put them on a grid. 
 
    “This is easy enough,” Susanne said. “Even a trained monkey could do it. She nodded at Elmer, then glanced at Sarah. “Case in point.” 
 
    Sarah giggled, Elmer getting a phony look of outrage on his face. Then his phone rang. 
 
    “Tyler,” he said, hitting the speaker button. “Talk to me.” 
 
    Susanne rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Those generators are placed, if you want to come work them.” 
 
    “We’ll be right there,” Elmer said. He ended the call. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Clem nodded, and they left the women with the laptops, Willard watching them walk out the door. He picked up the bottle and shot glasses, getting ready to take them back to the bar. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re taking that?” Susanne said. “Hit me.” 
 
    Willard chuckled, pouring for the ladies and himself. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Doug was watching his phone as the BFV crept along Highway 2, in the middle of the huge convoy of BFVs. “This is slow going.” 
 
    “Yeah, they ought to upgrade the engines on these damn things.” 
 
    “I’m glad we’re back here,” Gonzalez said. “The forward part of the convoy is still hitting IEDs.” 
 
    “Lose any vehicles?” Jenkins asked. 
 
    “Two are disabled enough that they can’t be taken into battle. Nobody hurt or killed, though.” 
 
    “Gonna be getting dark soon,” Jorge said. “Glad we’re not on dirt.” 
 
    “What are our guys gonna do when they get to the coast, now that we know the enemy isn’t landing there?” Doug asked. 
 
    “Head north, I’d imagine,” Gonzalez said. “We might miss out on the whole battle, you know.” 
 
    “That’d be a shame,” Jenkins said. 
 
    “Spoken like a pussy,” Sessions jabbed. 
 
    “Hey, screw you, man,” Jenkins said, both of them breaking into laughter. Then there was an explosion ahead of them. 
 
    Gonzalez had his eyes glued to the CIV. “Dammit, the first BFV just hit an IED. It’s blown up.” The convoy slowed to a stop. 
 
    “That wasn’t there before,” Jenkins said. “There are enemy troops around here.” 
 
    “I think you’re right,” Gonzalez said. “Glad it’s almost dark. We’ll see them with the night vision. Can’t hide from these systems.” 
 
    The convoy moved a little more forward. 
 
    “Are we pushing the hulk out of the way?” Sessions asked. 
 
    “Nope, the lead vehicles are getting on the dirt.” 
 
    “That’s one advantage to these,” Jorge said. 
 
    There was another explosion ahead, blowing another vehicle sky high. 
 
    “Son of a bitch, they put some on the shoulder of the damn road too,” Gonzalez said. “Sending a message to the CO.” 
 
    “I’m sure he’s getting a lot of those,” Sessions said. “Why aren’t we seeing these guys with the drone feeds or the satellite pictures?” 
 
    “They’re not Islamists, that’s for sure,” Doug said, looking at his long-range app. “Haven’t seen anybody around here on the apps, and they have no way to shield themselves.” 
 
    “The CO has ordered us to stop,” Gonzalez said. “They’re sending an advanced drone. It’ll have FLIR capability. Sit tight, guys.” 
 
    Jorge shut down the engine. “Well this sucks.” 
 
    “Doug, keep scanning with your sight. I’ll be watching with the CIV. I think we’re in danger of an attack. We need to watch for anti-tank weapons.” 
 
    “I figured,” Doug said, not taking his eye away from the sight. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Ivan came into the intel room with Jules. “We got with the Navy. They were already thinking along the same lines as you guys.” 
 
    “What are they gonna do about it?” Robbie asked. 
 
    “They’ve got several LCS ships ready to go,” Ivan said. 
 
    “What’s an LCS ship?” Morgan asked. 
 
    “Stands for Littoral Combat Ship,” Ivan said. “Independence Class. They’re built for patrols close to shore, and especially submarine hunting.” 
 
    “I know what you’re talking about,” Robbie said. “Those are stealth ships. They look pretty crazy, like the F-117s did when they first came out. I think they go over 40 knots. Trimarans.” 
 
    “That’s fast for a Navy ship,” Seth said. 
 
    “Why weren’t they already out there?” Kaitlyn asked. “Wouldn’t they be better for this task than a bunch of sport fishing boats?” 
 
    Ivan chuckled. “They always planned to use them in this battle, but they didn’t want to spread it around, and the mass of civilian boats will be helpful to them.” 
 
    “They don’t trust communications,” Jules said. “That much obvious.” 
 
    “I’d say that’s a true statement,” Ben said. “It’s gonna be dark pretty soon, and I’ll bet those LCS ships have FLIR systems.” 
 
    “Yep,” Ivan said. His phone rang. He picked it up and took a look. It was General Hogan. Ivan put it on speaker. 
 
    “Yes General Hogan. You’re on speaker, in the intel room.” 
 
    “The Navy told you about the LCS ships?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Ivan said. “Thanks.” 
 
    “No thanks required, they already planned to use them,” General Hogan said. “We did one other thing, though.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Jules asked. 
 
    “The President had a chat with the leadership of the EU. He made clear to them that any attack by a nuclear submarine at or near the California coast would result in ballistic missile strikes on the European country who owns the sub.” 
 
    “Good,” Jules said. “They sit up and take notice of that.” 
 
    “The EU leadership denied everything, of course. We’ll see what happens. Those LCS ships have the very latest capabilities. Still classified, so I can’t tell you about them, but if there are subs around, they might have a very bad day before they even get a chance to fire anything at us.” 
 
    “Thanks, General,” Ivan said. “How’s it going with your operation?” 
 
    “Not on this line,” he said. “Too much is leaking out.” 
 
    “Understood,” Ivan said. “Thank you, and Godspeed.” 
 
    “Same to you, my friend,” General Hogan said. The call ended. 
 
    “Good news, no?” Jules said. 
 
    “Yes, good news,” Ivan said. “Hope the Carlsbad Caverns battle goes well. It’s more important than what we’ve got going here.” 
 
    “You heard about the IEDs stopping the end of the convoy in Mexico, right?” Kaitlyn asked. 
 
    “No, I hadn’t heard that,” Ivan said, his brow furrowed. “How is that possible.? The L-ATVs rolled over that road already.” 
 
    “It obvious, boss,” Jules said. “Enemy have infantry hidden in area. They put new IEDs after forward part of convoy past.” 
 
    “I think the BFVs should wait until it’s dark, and then cruise around with their FLIR systems,” Robbie said. “I remember my dad talking about their capabilities. Pretty hard to hide from those heat-reading systems. You stick out like a sore thumb in the dark.” 
 
    “He right,” Jules said. 
 
    “They might be taking that advice,” Kaitlyn said. “They’re stopped on the road right now.” 
 
    “They didn’t choose that strategy,” Seth said. “They tried to go off onto the shoulder of the road to get around the destroyed unit. There was an IED in the dirt. They can’t move forward with those vehicles until they clear this mess.” 
 
    “It be long night,” Jules said. 
 
    Kaitlyn stood up. “Hey, everybody, the enemy armada just went north of the border.” 
 
    “Does it look like they’re going to dump their loads on the beach?” Ivan asked. 
 
    “No, looks to me like they’re heading for San Diego Bay,” Kaitlyn said. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Quincy’s boat was in the middle of a huge group of fishing boats, heading south towards Imperial Beach. Jesse rushed up to the flybridge with his M240, two long belts of ammo over his shoulders. The other men were getting onto the bow of the boat below them, dropping their tripods and laying behind their weapons. 
 
    “What have you heard?” Quincy asked, still driving the boat, Dusty next to him. 
 
    “The enemy armada is north of the border now, coming at us full bore,” Jesse said. “They’re off Imperial Beach.  
 
    “I can’t see them, but the sunset is messing with my vision a little,” Dusty said, shading his eyes with his hand. 
 
    “The intel team in Dulzura is watching via the advanced drone we have overhead. We’re about to engage.” 
 
    Machine gun fire sounded ahead of them. 
 
    “Who’s shooting?” Quincy asked, squinting to see forward. “I don’t see anything yet.” 
 
    Jesse pulled his phone after a text came in. “It’s the enemy. They’re making contact with the first of our boats. 
 
    “Oh, crap, fireball ahead,” Dusty said, pointing to the burning sport fisher about a thousand yards ahead of them. 
 
    The sound of M60s and M240s filled the air, the dusk showing the muzzle flash on the front of several of the boats. 
 
    “Dusty, go down and get the good binoculars,” Quincy said. 
 
    Dusty nodded and slipped down the ladder. 
 
    “Shit, now I see them,” Jesse said. They’ve got more boats than we do.” 
 
    “No they don’t,” Quincy shouted, the machine gun fire getting louder. “Most of our boats aren’t out of San Diego Bay yet.” 
 
    Jesse turned around, looking behind them, seeing a flood of boats racing out of the bay. “I see what you mean.” 
 
    Dusty came back up with the binoculars. “You want them?” 
 
    “No, I’m driving. Watch what’s going on. Your eyes are better than mine anyway. Maybe you can help direct fire.” 
 
    “Okay,” Dusty said, raising them to his eyes as machine gun fire raged. “Shit, they just killed a boat like this one.” They watched as the front of the boat came apart, fire engulfing the rear deck within seconds, men diving for their lives, and boats next to them firing madly at the approaching armada. 
 
    “Shit, we aren’t doing much damage to those old rust-buckets,” Jesse said. 
 
    Dusty nodded, taking the binoculars away from his eyes. “Even the big guns aren’t doing much against those. We need to move around more. Most of these fishing boats are a lot faster. They should be circling, moving all the time, firing at the bridges of the enemy boats.” 
 
    “Sending that out,” Jesse said, texting frantically on his phone. 
 
    “We’re almost in range,” Sax yelled below. “Get ready.” 
 
    “You want maneuvering, you’ll get it,” Quincy said, pushing the throttles forward, the boat bobbing and weaving around slower boats in front of them. “I’m going for that old trawler there, on the far west end of them. More room to maneuver on that side.” 
 
    “Go for it,” Jesse said, aiming his M60. “This is gonna be loud.” 
 
    “Fire!” Sax shouted, the men on the bow opening fire, hitting the port side of the fishing boat, men on the deck opening up with AK-47s, bullets smashing into the fiberglass of the boat. 
 
    “Here’s where the fun begins,” Quincy shouted, starting to slalom as all of the machine guns were firing. Jesse got a bead on the bridge and fired, bullets smashing through the front windows, the large fishing boat turning too fast as the dead pilot fell over the wheel, other enemy boats coming towards Quincy’s boat now, guns blazing. Two men on the bow got killed, hit in the face and neck, Sax firing like mad, hitting one of the smaller boats, trying to hold his gun steady as Quincy weaved back and forth, other boats joining the fray. 
 
    Two more sport fishing boats were hit, one exploding big, taking out a boat next to it, the other losing it’s pilot up on the fly bridge and going out of control, hitting two other citizen boats. 
 
    “Dammit,” Quincy shouted as one of the boats was now coming for them. “Shoot that son of a bitch.” 
 
    Jesse was on them, firing full auto, hitting the bridge, but not slowing the boat as another man pulled the dead pilots body out of the way and resumed. They were only about forty yards apart now. Quincy tried to maneuver out of the way. 
 
    “If they hit us, they’ll sink us,” Quincy cried, struggling to keep control. Jesse fired again, hitting the new pilot, then trying to hit the engine compartment, the boat starting to smoke now, slowing, then dead in the water, the men on the bow continuing to fire on it as the enemy crew panicked. 
 
    “Hey, look out!” shouted a man on the back deck. “Broadside run!” 
 
    The men on the bow heard him, turning in that direction, firing at the old fishing trawler, hitting men on the deck, who were replaced by new men in a flash. Machine gun fire hit the side of Quincy’s boat, killing the man who’d warned them, and hitting two men on the rear deck. Then fire hit the flybridge on that side, bullets ripping into Quincy’s side, killing him instantly. 
 
    “No!” shouted Dusty, frozen in his horrified expression. 
 
    “C’mon, take over or we’re all dead!” shouted Jesse, pulling Quincy’s massive body out of the way with one hand. Dusty got behind the wheel, tears in his eyes, feet resting on Quincy’s body, turning towards the boat and going full bore. 
 
    “Don’t try to ram that boat,” Jesse shouted. He fired again, hitting the pilot of the boat through the bridge window, strafing to kill the others near him, as Dusty turned, just in the nick of time, one of them men on the bow tossing a grenade on the enemy boat’s deck as they went by, a big hole blowing in the side, fire starting in the cabin. 
 
    “Nailed that bastard!” Sax shouted as other enemy boats were trying to follow them. 
 
    “What the hell are those things?” somebody shouted from the rear deck. Jesse turned, looking as three large Navy ships flew out of San Diego Bay, looking like something out of a science fiction movie with their slanted sides and triple hulls. 
 
    “Yes!” one of the men on the bow shouted. “LCS. Independence Class. Exactly what we need.” 
 
    The strange looking boats were going much faster than any of the other boats, heading right into the enemy armada with deck guns blazing. 
 
    “Wow, the enemy machine guns aren’t even touching those monsters,” Dusty yelled. 
 
    “Let’s go get us some,” Jesse said. “Look at that one, trying to flee the Navy ships. Let’s nail him.” 
 
    “You got it,” Dusty said, doing a quick turn, the boat banking, everybody holding on for dear life. Then Dusty shoved the throttles all the way forward as Jesse and the others fired, blowing out the windows on the bridge of the rusty old enemy boat, hitting the men on the deck who were trying frantically to stop them. 
 
    “Getting pretty close,” Jesse said after firing another salvo, glancing at Dusty. 
 
    “It’s my dive-bomber strategy,” Dusty said, turning at the last minute, one of the men on the bow tossing another grenade, which blew up on the deck, hitting gasoline, starting the craft on fire. The man who tossed the grenade showed a thumbs up sign to Dusty. 
 
    “That’s a good strategy, let’s try it again,” Jesse yelled. 
 
    “Yeah, there’s another boat trying to run from those Navy ships.” 
 
    “Get more grenades ready, men!” shouted Jesse. Several of the men on the bow turned towards him, nodding in agreement as Dusty drove straight for the fleeing enemy boat, the machine guns blazing now, hitting the bridge and men on deck, the fishing boat turning at the last minute again, several grenades flying onto the deck and blowing up. 
 
    “My God, look at those enemy boats burn!” Sax shouted, pointing the burning armada, the LCS ships still firing on them, flying through the mass of them at more than forty knots. 
 
    “Oh, shit, what’s that?” Dusty yelled, pointing to a massive dark shape rising out of the water about two hundred yards to the west. “Is that a frigging submarine?” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Jesse shouted. “That’s a French sub. Suffren Class. What’s it doing here?” 
 
    Suddenly a missile flew from the sub, hitting one of the LCS ships, blowing a big hole in the side. 
 
    “Well, guys, what now?” Dusty yelled. 
 
      
 
    To be continued, in Bug Out! California Book 12, available now in the Kindle Store and Kindle Unlimited! 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Cast of Characters 
 
    Note: some of these characters are not in the first book. They will show up later in the story.  
 
      
 
    Dulzura RV Park Group – Mostly retired people, but mixed. Full-timers. 
 
    John – Older man, drinking problem, but fighting it. Brave and strong. 
 
    Sarah – John’s wife. Doesn’t his like drinking, but loyal any-way. Good heart. 
 
    Clem – Old widower. Shrewd with sense of humor, and technically savvy. 
 
      
 
    Sid – Indian, capable, good man in fight, loyal, cunning. 
 
      
 
    Yvonne – Sid’s wife. Resourceful and brave. Younger than him by ten years 
 
      
 
    Harry – Older man, heavy, doesn’t move well, good negotiator and strategist. 
 
      
 
    Nancy – Harry’s wife, retired school teacher. Smart but has problems with stress. 
 
      
 
    Sam – Owner of RV Park. Middle aged, strong, wily, cautious. Former Navy Seal with some PTSD issues, which he has mostly under control. Good in a fight, knows modern military tactics and weapons systems. 
 
      
 
    Connie – Wife of Sam. Thinks one step ahead. Keeps park running. Deeply in love with Sam. 
 
      
 
    CHP Officer Ryan – Older officer. Brave, sense of humor, borderline redneck, good in fight, but has temper. 
 
      
 
    CHP Officer Patrick – Just past rookie status. Extremely good with guns. A little green. A little hapless. Good in fight. Brave to a fault. 
 
      
 
    Jack, aka One Eye – Barona Indian, friend of Sid’s who helps at the battle of Fernbrook. 
 
      
 
    Hank – police officer in the town of Julian. Older man, gray hair, feisty. Joins group after they destroy the enemy checkpoint in his town. Works with Jason. 
 
      
 
    Jason – police officer in town of Julian. Younger, fast with a gun, smart as a whip. Aggressive. Joins group after they destroy the enemy checkpoint in his town. Works with Hank. 
 
      
 
    Kaitlyn aka Still Pool – young woman in Barona Tribe. Curvy, pretty face, strong personality. Goes after what she wants, loyal and passionate, smart. Natural warrior, one of the best on the team, as good as most Special Forces veterans. 
 
      
 
    Megan aka Sage Flower – young woman in Barona Tribe. Tiny, delicate beauty, feisty, loud, aggressive, brave, smart. Wicked sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    Zac aka Sandy Creek - young Indian warrior. Brave and hand-some, cunning. 
 
      
 
    James aka Crossbow – young Indian warrior, expert with weapons, especially crossbows. Brave, funny sense of humor, loved by the tribe. 
 
      
 
    Ryan aka Touchdown – young Indian warrior, brave, fast, CIF MVP in High School, great in a fight.  
 
      
 
    Tyler aka Quiet Fox – young Indian Warrior, smart, thinks a couple levels deep, quiet, reserved, observes and thinks before acting, usually makes right choice. Future Chief. 
 
      
 
    Nurse Grace – Emergency room nurse, taking care of Sam and Connie at the hospital in La Quinta. Pretty middle-aged woman, tough as nails and smart as a whip.  
 
      
 
    Kenny – warrior with the Barona Tribe. 
 
      
 
    Bradley – warrior with the Barona Tribe. 
 
      
 
    Ed – aka Silver Wolf – overall chief of the Barona Tribe. Older man, medium build, looks younger than his years. Total tech nut, very talented and inventive. 
 
      
 
    Kerry aka Yellow Bird – young warrior. Fast, too emotional. Unpredictable. 
 
      
 
    Shane aka Red Snake – warrior, a little older, family man but also great fighter. 
 
      
 
    Will aka Swimming Bear – warrior, early thirties, negotiator, helps Silver Wolf with technology. 
 
      
 
    Mia – wife of Tyler. Strong, beautiful, smart. Delicate features, hair-trigger emotions. 
 
      
 
    Riley – wife of Ryan. Very small, below five feet tall. Beautiful face. Has Ryan wrapped around her finger. 
 
      
 
    Abby – wife of James – heavy set larger woman with an infectious smile and a gentle, kind way about her. Beautiful face. 
 
      
 
    Elmer – handy man and construction expert, part of the Dodge City group which merged with the Dulzura Group. Smart, inventive, funny. 
 
      
 
    Garrett – Leader of the Dodge City group. Old west buff, brave, great leader, strong tactician. Holds Dulzura Group together. 
 
      
 
    Anna – mother of Kaitlyn. Beautiful older woman, love interest of Garrett. 
 
      
 
    Willard – Proprietor of the Dodge City Saloon. Old west buff, leader of the cannon team, always making jokes, wanting people to drink. Looks like he walked off a Civil War battle. 
 
      
 
    Erica – member of Barona Tribe. In love with Sam. Cunning warrior, trained Kaitlyn and others. Brave, emotional, giving woman. 
 
      
 
    Young Mia – orphaned girl of six, rescued and adopted by Sam and Erica.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Redondo Condo group – Thirty-something 
 
      
 
    Robbie – Thirty-something son of Frank and Jane from original series. Brave, thoughtful, writer, shy, cynical 
 
      
 
    Morgan – neighbor of Robbie, love interest. Strong, more out-going and aggressive than Robbie, pretty, transplant from Utah, good with guns. 
 
      
 
    Gil – Robbie’s best friend from High School. Hispanic. Good with guns, brave, sense of humor, cautious, protective. 
 
      
 
    Steve – Robbie’s friend from college. Smart but not serious, surfer, scrappy, good in fight 
 
      
 
    Justin – Robbie’s friend from high school and college. Sparks with others, temper, suspicious nature but good heart 
 
      
 
    Killer – Pit Bull – from Justin’s family. Strong, protective, dangerous to evil-doers. 
 
      
 
    Colleen – girlfriend of Steve. Beautiful redhead. Flighty, aggressive, but loyal and loving. 
 
      
 
    Katie – Steve’s sister. Strong, rebellious, great in a fight, beautiful. Justin adores her. She brings out his courage. 
 
      
 
    Cody – neighbor who lives across the street from Frank and Jane’s Condo. Friends with them. Tough reserve police officer and early resistance fighter. Large muscular man in his early thirties with a military style haircut, light brown hair, and a goatee. 
 
      
 
    Sparky – Morgan’s boss at the card club. Big, dangerous man with a shady past but a good heart. Protects his employees to a fault. Has underworld connections. Not a good person to mess with. 
 
      
 
    Ivan the Butcher – mob boss. Most people assume he’s from Russia, but he’s actually an American who built his organization in Russia and Europe, before being hounded back home by the EU authorities. Dangerous and unpredictable, but a strategic thinker. Childhood friend of Sparky. 
 
      
 
    Jules – right hand man of Ivan the Butcher. Belgian national, good in a fight, a little crazy but very calculating. 
 
      
 
    Mr. White and Mr. Black – Bulgarian assassins working for Ivan. Large, scary, ruthless men. 
 
      
 
    Ben Dover – campus radical and resistance leader, joined Ivan’s core team. Social media and internet research expert, important part of Ivan’s intel team. 
 
      
 
    Tex – Friend of Sparky and Jules. Crazy with wicked sense of humor, great in a fight, brave to a fault. 
 
      
 
    Ted – Robbie’s boss at the restaurant. Former Navy Seal, tricked into joining the battle by Sparky. Old friends with Ivan the Butcher. 
 
      
 
    Bryan – cook in Ted’s restaurant, acquaintance of Robbie’s. Heavy-set large man, good in a fight, not the brightest but loyal and brave to a fault. 
 
      
 
    Jordan – black man, former Army Ranger. Near genius tactical expert. Brave and cunning, trusts nobody until he’s sure, then as loyal as the day is long. Wicked sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    Dana – beautiful girl who was kidnapped by the UN to use as a sex slave. Rescued by Jules’s team after the battle at Torrance Civic Center. 
 
      
 
    Karen – beautiful redhead, daughter of Gil’s boss. Captured and held at the Torrance Police Station with the other girls. Not sure where she fits in the group. 
 
      
 
    Tisha – wild young woman, former captive. Small, tattooed and pierced, fiery, hard to handle, brave and loyal but prickly. Passionate. 
 
      
 
    Alexis - a brunette with a hauntingly beautiful face and a thin build. Tough and loyal but with a sadness in her that she battles constantly. Valuable member of the team. 
 
      
 
    Brooke - tall, dark haired beauty with a strong build and a defensive demeanor. Lesbian. Protective of her woman. Fierce, loyal fighter. Touchy but with a good heart. Smart. 
 
      
 
    Audrey – Doctor. Lesbian, close to Brooke. A small waif with ginger hair and freckles. 
 
      
 
    Lily – a small blonde, willowy, with a delicate face. Has emotional issues. Bipolar. Suicidal. Barely survived captivity. 
 
      
 
    Shelly – short, perky blonde with a beautiful face and a way with organization. Valuable member of the team.  
 
      
 
    Ashley - Curly-haired brunette with a dancer’s body and grace, with a quiet demeanor. Not sure she’s up to the fight, but feels it’s her duty. Likes Jordan, because they both have the theater bug. 
 
      
 
    Brianna - a young-looking girl with an innocent face and curly light brown hair. Not very confident. Frightened by the war. Bryan is pursuing her, and she’s okay with it, but not passionate. 
 
      
 
    Haley - an ice blond with a curvy figure and a lot of self-confidence. Good fighter. 
 
      
 
    Allison - a redhead of medium build. She has a country look to her, innocent but with a touch of mischief. Expert hunter and backpacker, champion level shooter. Ready for anything. Will become a principle in the group over time. 
 
      
 
    South Torrance Group – Ages from 19 to 24. Well-to-do parents. Some recently on their own, some live with parents. Gun hobbyists. Immature but with enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
    Seth – defacto leader of group due to calm, easy going nature mixed with charisma. Gets along with everybody in group. Slightly more mature than the others. Has serious girlfriend, centers his life around her, in love. 
 
      
 
    Emma – Seth’s girlfriend. Beautiful, was popular in high school, aggressive, controlling, but nice, loyal. Needs Seth when she gets scared or upset. Doesn’t like Matt or Trevor much. Feeling is mutual. Likes Angel. 
 
      
 
    Trevor – talented, brilliant, great with guns, nutty, good sense of humor. Aggressive with temper. Likes to argue. Younger than the others by a year. Came into group as Seth’s friend, closest to him. 
 
      
 
    Angel – cynical sense of humor, honest and trustworthy. His-panic. Lives with family, but inching out. Good in fight. Seth’s best friend. Pivotal member of group, head for business and practicality. Slightly more mature than the others.  
 
      
 
    Matt – Angel’s oldest friend. Funny, problems with drinking, emotional, secondary leader who sparks with Seth sometimes, but they are close in ways the others aren’t. Good in fight, image is important to him, womanizer. Has serious girlfriend but cheats on her. 
 
      
 
    Kaylee – Matt’s girlfriend. Nice, talented, good friend of Em-ma, clueless about Matt’s infidelity, doesn’t like him drinking, get-ting tired of his childish behavior. Beautiful in an exotic way, Korean. 
 
      
 
    Ji-Ho – Kaylee’s rich uncle, lives in compound on north-west side of Palos Verdes, overlooking ocean. Brave and smart, loyal, understands what it’s like when government gets too much control. Can relate well to younger people, even though his English isn’t great. 
 
      
 
    Gus – combat tactics trainer, met group at gun range. Great organizer and leader. Serious. Destined for greatness if he lives long enough. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Government/Authorities 
 
      
 
    Governor Sable – fourth-term governor of California. Old-style liberal – coming to the conclusion that there really is something wrong with the Administration. Knows how to do the right thing, and usually does after fits and starts. Watch out when he gets angry. 
 
      
 
    Jennifer – Sable’s black secretary. They were lovers years ago, now friends, but Nancy keeps her distance because Sable still loves her. Competent and smart – Sable’s underground advisor. 
 
      
 
    Saladin – evil Islamic leader, trying to move the US towards martial law with terror attacks. Acting in collusion with the President and others. Kills without mercy or regard for innocent by-standers. Pretends to be pious, but only uses his religion to gain power. Human trash. 
 
      
 
    Commissioner Frawley – head of CHP for California. Currently in prison after going against the Governor and the Administration. Strong character, brave, will make difference. 
 
      
 
    Deputy Commissioner Katz – second in command at CHP – al-so in prison. Hates Jihadists. Dangerous man to his enemies. Near-genius intelligence. 
 
      
 
    Assistant Commissioner Cooley – third in command at CHP, in prison with other two commissioners. Black man. Brave, strong, emotional, smart. Always has your back. Wicked sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    Chief Smith – turncoat chief of CHP – helped capture the commissioners. No stomach for violence. A coward, only in his position because he’s related to Sable. Follows whoever he’s most scared of at any given time. Trusts nobody, in it for himself. 
 
      
 
    President Simpson – ineffective, corrupt leader of the United States. In league with the enemy. 
 
      
 
    Attorney General Blake – Simpson’s right-hand man. Corrupt and evil. 
 
      
 
    Others 
 
      
 
    Quincy – owner of a sport fishing boat, who joined the citizen armada in San Diego. Big man with lots of heart, trying his best for California and the USA. Marlin tournament fisherman. 
 
      
 
    Dusty – Quincy’s young friend and First Mate on the fishing boat. Brave and imaginative.  
 
      
 
    Sax – Teamster and musician, leader of the attack group in Lemon Grove and National City, participant in the citizen armada battle. Normal guy who rose to the needs of his people. Good fighter, patriotic. 
 
      
 
    Jesse – ex-Special Forces operative and leader of the commando team at the Lemon Grove and National City battles, also involved in the citizen armada battle. Strong, cunning, strong leader. 
 
      
 
    Gonzalez – Marine commander of a Bradley Fighting Vehicle operating in Mexico. Strong, effective leader, all around nice guy. 
 
      
 
    Officer Roberts – El Cajon Police Officer, participant in the Lemon Grove and El Cajon battles. Brave and smart, effective leader. 
 
      
 
    Officer Sanchez – El Cajon Police Officer, participant in Lemon Grove, El Cajon, and the Citizen Armada battles. Lots of heart, brave to a fault, kind, funny. 
 
      
 
    Doug – middle-aged volunteer on the border, joins the massive force there. Strong patriot, ready for action. 
 
      
 
    Jorge – middle-aged volunteer on the border, friends with Doug. Brave and talented, always joking, sensitive but strong. 
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