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  Previously – in Bug Out! California Book 1


  Something was wrong in California.


  Unrest and gang violence in the cities had chased decent people out of the area or into lockdown at home. The media blamed bank failures and problems with California state entitlement payments, but that wasn’t the problem. Few people had suffered, and most payments had continued. Why the unrest? Who was stirring it up?


  Robbie, the son of Frank and Jane from the original Bug Out! series, was forced to leave his North Torrance apartment as the gangs moved in his direction. He took friends Gil, Justin, and Steve along, and they settled in his parent’s condo in North Redondo Beach. They weren’t out of danger in that location, but it was easier to defend. They found relative safety there, and the group expanded as more friends were brought there to live.


  In Dulzura, eastern San Diego County, a group of retirees lived in a peaceful RV Park. There were rumors of problems in the area, and suddenly groups of foreign troops appeared on the roads, heading for bases near the coast. Civilians in the area were terrorized or killed. Law enforcement tried to get a handle on the problem, resulting in dead officers. Enemy fighters showed up at the RV Park and were killed, thanks to the military experience of park owner Sam and the ingenuity and skill of his resident friends. This put a target on their backs.


  A group of kids from South Torrance, barely out of high school, were enjoying their firearms hobby. They spent time at the combat range with their Winchester lever guns, mostly for fun, but with the thought that firearms skill would help them if things continued to go sideways in their town. Trevor, one of the leaders of the group, showed himself to be a natural with guns. Others in the group showed promise as well, especially Seth and Angel. Later that night, they went to a party near Rocketship Park in Palos Verdes. Gang bangers showed up on the block, attacking citizens and attempting to rape women. Trevor and Seth had their rifles and got involved, killing the gang members and a couple Islamists who were with them. More Islamists showed up in the middle of the night, and a gun battle ensued, the kids winning again. They fled to the house of rich Korean import mogul Ji-Ho, who was the uncle of Kaylee, a young woman in the group. His mansion was on the far west side of Palos Verdes, away from the mayhem in LA County.


  The Dulzura RV Park was attacked by a better-equipped enemy force. The retirees won the battle, and captured a Gaz Tigr full of weapons and ammo. Sam got the idea to ambush a caravan inside a steep rocky pass southeast on Highway 94, to stop the flow of enemy fighters coming in from Mexico. Sid and Yvonne went up on the ridges there, and took the Gaz Tigr along, hoping to block the pass with disabled enemy vehicles. As they were waiting, a mobile artillery piece rolled into the pass. Sam and the others attacked and took it away from the enemy, and then used it to fire at the walls of the pass, completely blocking the road with rocks and boulders. The Islamists and their UN allies were furious, and made revenge against the park residents a priority.


  Ji-Ho, Seth, Trevor, and others were on the roof-top deck of the mansion when they saw an enemy ship launching inflatable boats filled with armed men, heading for the beach. Ji-Ho rushed to get his .50 cal sniper rifle and sank all the inflatables, the others joining in with hunting rifles, killing survivors in the water. Then the US Navy noticed and sank the enemy ship.


  Martial Law was declared in LA County. The population was told that having a gun outside of their home would make them subject to arrest. Some citizens were happy about this, but most were not. Densely populated parts of LA County were laid out in grids with checkpoints between them, and the population was forced back to their jobs. Highway Patrol officers told the Dulzura RV Park residents that the Governor was bringing in UN Peacekeepers to man checkpoints.


  Civilization came under attack, with nuclear bombs detonated in New York Harbor, Puget Sound, and other harbor cities in America. Bombs also went off in Vladivostok and Paris. Book One ended with all three groups watching the news of the attacks, a video claiming responsibility from the leader of the Caliphate, and comments from the President of the United States. Retaliatory attacks began, in Venezuela first, then other places.


  Chapter 1 – Night Attack


  Sid sat in the clubhouse, Yvonne resting against him on the couch. John and Sarah were close by, sitting in chairs at one of the tables. Clem was with them.


  “I can’t take much more of this,” Yvonne said.


  “I’m ready to go whenever you are, honey,” Sid said. “Was done a while ago.”


  “I wish there was something we could do,” John said.


  Sid chuckled. “We did something. Something major. We halted their route into San Diego. That’s more than most have done.”


  “That’s true,” John said. “Guess I looked at that as us protecting ourselves, though.”


  “It was both,” Yvonne said. “C’mon, honey, it’s almost midnight.”


  “I know,” Sid said. “Let’s go.”


  They got up and headed towards the door.


  “We should go too,” Sarah said.


  “All right,” John said. They were heading for the door when the alarm sounded.


  “Oh no, is that the gate alarm?” Yvonne asked.


  “Dammit,” Clem said, switching the TV to the video cameras.


  “See anything?” John asked.


  “Not yet,” Clem said. “Wish we had a camera down by the road.”


  Sam rushed into the clubhouse with Connie.


  “Good, you have the video cameras up.” Sam said as he rushed over.


  “What are we gonna do?” Sarah asked.


  “The Tigr is pointed down the road,” Sam said, “so if anybody shows up, they’ll get a hell of a welcome.”


  “Think we ought to get a look before we start shooting?” Yvonne asked.


  Sam’s phone rang. He looked at the number. “Officer Ryan.” He put the phone to his ear. “Ryan, what’s going on?”


  “I just busted through your gate, and I’m driving up now. Don’t shoot me.”


  “You could’ve called me,” Sam said.


  “No, I had to get through before they saw me. I pushed the gate closed again, so it doesn’t look open.”


  “Somebody’s chasing you?” Sam asked.


  “Yeah, the UN,” he said. “They shot Patrick. I barely got away.”


  “Tell me about it when you get here,” Sam said. He ended the call.


  “What’s happening?” Connie asked.


  “Ryan said that the UN was chasing him,” Sam said.


  “No,” Yvonne said.


  “He also said they shot Officer Patrick.”


  “You don’t think he’s escorting them in, do you?” Sid asked.


  Sam froze. “Son of a bitch. Let’s go man the Tigr.”


  “You going to shoot at him?” Connie asked.


  “Hope it doesn’t come to that,” Sam said on the way out the door. John and Clem followed him, then Sid and Yvonne.


  “Somebody keep an eye on that video feed from the big camera,” Clem shouted back. “It’s got night vision. Call if it’s not a single CHP cruiser.”


  “On it,” Sarah said.


  “What’s going on?” Nancy asked as she rushed in.


  “Officer Ryan busted through the gate. We don’t know what’s happening yet. Where’s Harry?”


  “Slept right through the alarm,” Nancy said. “Meds. A lot of people are waking up, though. Saw lights on all over the place.”


  Sam made it to the Tigr and fired it up, bringing the guns to bear on the road and turning on the systems for the machine gun and grenade launcher. The others had their weapons, and took positions around the front gate, out of sight. Connie climbed into the Tigr next to Sam.


  “You don’t think he’s telling the truth, do you?” she asked.


  Sam was silent for a moment, then looked over at her. “No, I think he’s being forced to lead them up here. Hope the grenades are potent enough to break through the UN vehicle.”


  “Think it’s armored?”


  “Yeah,” Sam said.


  “I thought we were safe for a while.”


  “I know, honey,” Sam said. “So did I.”


  They watched silently for a few minutes. Sam’s phone rang.


  “Clem?” Sam said.


  “White and blue armored personnel carrier following the CHP cruiser,” Clem said. He hung up.


  “Dammit,” Sam said, watching through the grenade sight. The CHP cruiser appeared, coming slowly around the bend. Then it sped up, and the UN vehicle appeared behind it.


  “See it?” Connie asked.


  “Yeah,” Sam said. He fired the first grenade. It hit dead center in the front, stopping the UN vehicle for a moment. The CHP vehicle roared forward.


  “That didn’t break it,” Connie said, eyes filled with terror. The UN vehicle opened up on the CHP cruiser with machine gun fire. Ryan drove the cruiser into the ditch as the UN vehicle continued towards them.


  Sam fired a second grenade, hitting the UN vehicle. It kept coming. “Crap, that thing’s armor is too thick,” Sam cried.


  “It’s going to get in here,” Connie said. “It’s going to fire its machine gun at us!”


  Suddenly there was a loud boom, and the UN vehicle exploded before them, pieces rising high into the air, raining down around the front gate of the park.


  “Clem!” Sam said. “He hit them with the artillery piece!”


  “Thank God,” Connie said.


  John, Sid, and Yvonne rushed out of their hiding spaces, looking for survivors. Sam and Connie got out of the Tigr and ran to the CHP cruiser.


  Sam looked inside the window. “Ryan?”


  “I’m alive, but I’m hit,” he said. “I’m better off than this cretin next to me. His own guys hit him in the head.”


  “Wow,” Sam said, looking inside.


  “Sorry,” Ryan said. “I’m glad you guys could take them out.”


  “Is Patrick really dead?” Connie asked.


  “Yeah,” Ryan said. “They’re cleaning up any problems that upset their story. They were gonna kill me as soon as they had you guys under control.”


  “California is in trouble,” Connie said.


  “Yep,” Ryan said.


  “Let’s go get the doc,” Sam said.


  “You stay with him,” Connie said. “I’ll go get him.”


  “Okay,” Sam said. He watched as she sprinted back into camp. “So, what the hell happened?”


  “The CHP brass got removed about four hours ago. Damn State Attorney General locked them up. Then the UN came in looking for us. You guys really pissed them off with that job you did in the pass. Changed all of their plans.”


  “Our government is in collusion with the Islamists?” Sam asked.


  “At least the State, don’t know about the Feds,” Ryan said. “Damn this hurts.”


  “Where’re you hit?”


  “Shoulder,” he said. “Could’ve been a lot worse.”


  Sid and Yvonne rushed over. “Ryan alive?” Sid asked.


  “Yeah, but he’s hit,” Sam said. “Any survivors in the UN vehicle?”


  “Nope,” Yvonne said. “Round went through the armor and blew up inside. It’s a bloody mess. Not for the squeamish.”


  “That gate really closed?” Sam asked.


  “Yeah, but you can just push it open,” Ryan said. “You better go take care of that.”


  “Any other vehicles on the way?” Sid asked.


  “Not that I know of,” Ryan said. “They thought they were safe. I was hoping you guys would use the artillery piece.”


  “They didn’t know we had it?” John asked.


  “Not that I could tell,” Ryan said.


  “Where is he?” Dr. Grace asked as he trotted over.


  “Driver’s seat,” Sam said, getting out of the way.


  “Lemme take a look,” he said. He pulled out a small LED flashlight and opened the driver’s side door.


  Clem rushed over. “We’d better do something about that gate,” he said.


  “Yeah, we’re going down there in a second,” Sam said. “Stay with the artillery piece. I’ll take the Tigr down there. I’ve got an extra padlock.”


  “I’m going too,” Connie said. “I’ll get the padlock. Know exactly where it is.”


  Sam nodded as she rushed to the office in the darkness.


  “Patrick really dead?” Clem asked.


  “Yeah, according to Ryan,” Sam said. They walked towards the office. “He said that the CHP brass has been arrested.”


  “Bastards,” Clem said. “We should check that vehicle for weapons.”


  “Think there’s anything left?” Sam asked. “Looks like you made a pretty big mess of it.”


  “I hit the personnel compartment,” Clem said. “It’s got storage bays underneath. They might have survived, especially if there’s munitions storage under there.”


  “We’ll check it on the way down,” Sam said.


  “Got the padlock,” Connie said as she met them, trying to catch her breath.


  “Call me if the alarm is damaged,” Clem said. “I can probably fix it.”


  “Will do,” Sam said. “I’ll check it. Call me if you hear it go off.” He and Connie trotted to the Tigr and took off down the road, stopping by the smoking wreck of the UN vehicle. “Look, he’s right. The basement compartments don’t look like they’re destroyed. Gonna have to break into them, though, unless we can find the keys.”


  “Maybe we should fix the gate first, and check that out after it’s light,” Connie said.


  “That’s what I’m thinking,” Sam said. They got back into the Tigr and raced down the road.


  “Why would the state do this?” Connie asked.


  “Let the UN take over?”


  “Yeah,” Connie said.


  “They’re globalists,” Sam said. “Never let a good crisis go to waste, remember? This mess has moved their plans up by years.”


  “They’re going to win, aren’t they?”


  “Not if I can help it,” Sam said. “There’s the gate.”


  “Looks closed,” Connie said.


  “Just like Ryan said.” Sam parked next to the gate. “I’ll see if the alarm is still working.” He pulled the gate open for a few seconds, then closed it. His phone rang.


  “Clem, you hear it?”


  “Yeah, Sam, it’s working. Everything look okay down there?”


  “Yeah,” he said. “The lock looks like it was cut. Torch, probably.”


  “Sam, hear that?” Connie asked. “Somebody moaned.”


  “Got to go,” Sam said. He put his phone in his pocket and rushed after Connie, who slipped around the gate on the left side.


  “Officer Patrick,” Connie said. “Can you hear me?”


  Another moan.


  “He’s alive?” Sam asked, getting next to Connie. She got down on her knees and shined the light on his face.


  “He’s alive,” she said. “Not sure for how long.”


  Sam pulled his phone out and hit Clem’s contact.


  “Sam, what’s up?”


  “Officer Patrick is down here. He’s alive. Send somebody down with Dr. Grace.”


  “Will do,” Clem said.


  Sam put his phone back in his pocket and then got out the padlock.


  “Maybe you should wait until they get here to lock up,” Connie said. “Might be hard to move Patrick.”


  “Yeah, I’m just getting ready,” Sam said. “If what Ryan says is true, we won’t be able to stay here. You know that, right?”


  “Yeah, I know,” Connie said. “What about the people who can’t move?”


  “They might not be looked at as a target by the enemy,” Sam said. “Hopefully Ryan can tell us how much they know.”


  “Yeah, hopefully,” she said.


  Patrick moaned again, and then croaked out a word.


  “Can’t tell what he said,” Sam said.


  Connie got close to him. “Patrick, can you talk?”


  “UN,” he said softly. “Killing squad. Ryan make it?”


  “Yeah, he made it,” Connie said. “Dr. Grace is on the way here.”


  “I won’t live,” he said.


  “Yes you will,” Connie said. “Don’t give up.”


  “I hear a Jeep coming,” Sam said.


  “See,” Connie said, stroking his forehead. “The doc will be here in a few seconds.”


  Sid’s Jeep skidded to a stop.


  “Where is he?” Dr. Grace asked.


  “Just past the gate,” Sam said, motioning him over.


  Sid got out and looked around. “So much for our rest.”


  “Yeah, I didn’t expect anybody here so soon,” Sam said. “And certainly not the frigging UN.”


  “Always hated those guys,” Sid said. “We pay money so the third-world despots can poke us in the eye. Screw that.”


  Connie came over, leaving Dr. Grace with Patrick. “How’s Ryan?”


  “He’ll live,” Sid said. “Dr. Grace got him to his feet and walked him to the clubhouse. Bullets went clean through him. He just cleaned the wound for now, but he thinks we’ll have to get to the hospital for x-rays. Probably some shattered bones in his shoulder.”


  “Lovely,” Connie said. “Sounds like a risky trip.”


  “Patrick just died,” Dr. Grace said.


  “Oh no,” Connie said, tears coming down her cheeks.


  “Sorry, nothing I could do,” Dr. Grace said.


  “What should we do with the body?” Connie asked.


  “We’ll bring it to the park for now,” Sam said. “Put it in the walk-in freezer.”


  “Yeah, that’s what I’d suggest,” Dr. Grace said, “but we need to wrap it up good.”


  Dr. Grace, Sid, and Sam carried the body to the back of Sid’s Jeep.


  “I’ll lock up the gate,” Sam said.


  “Already on it,” Connie said, holding up the big padlock.


  Sam watched Sid drive away, and then helped Connie into the Tigr. “You okay, honey?”


  “I’m pretty far from okay,” she said. “Let’s go.”


  They drove back to the RV Park and pulled up in front of the office, then rushed over to help Sid and Dr. Grace move Patrick’s body into the clubhouse kitchen. Sam unlocked the padlock on the walk-in freezer.


  “Wait,” Connie said. “I’ve got some plastic sheeting.” She went into the pantry on the right and grabbed the big roll. It took about ten minutes to wrap Patrick up. “Careful, or the cover will tear.”


  They lifted him and put him inside the freezer. Sam locked it back up.


  “What now?” Connie asked.


  “It’s not even two in the morning yet,” Sam said. “We should try to get a little sleep.”


  “Doubt if I’ll be able, but it’s worth a try,” Yvonne said. Sid shrugged and followed her out the door of the clubhouse.


  “I’ll sleep in the clubhouse, near the TV so I can keep an eye on the main camera,” Clem said.


  “Okay, but try to get some sleep,” Dr. Grace said. “We’re getting a bit old for this kind of thing.”


  “Let’s go back to bed, sweetie,” Connie said. Sam nodded, and they left for the office, going back into their residence behind it. John and Sarah left too, leaving Clem and Ryan alone in the clubhouse. Ryan was fast asleep after the pain meds kicked in. Clem sat in front of the TV screen and watched the night-vision image, not looking tired at all.


  


  ***


  Sid and Yvonne climbed into their trailer. Sid sighed as he dropped himself onto the couch. “I don’t know if I can get to sleep.”


  “I know,” Yvonne said. “I just wanted to be alone with you.”


  “Something on your mind?” he asked.


  She looked at him and trembled, breaking into sobs. He got up and rushed to her.


  “Oh, sweetie,” he said. “I’m so sorry you had to see all that.”


  “It isn’t the bloody bodies. I’m glad those cretins were killed. We can’t stay here. If we do we’re as good as dead.”


  “I know,” he said. “Where do we go?”


  “The reservation?” she asked.


  “You think that’ll be safer than here?” Sid asked. “Hell, the UN will pay them a visit eventually. Some of my relatives don’t take too kindly to outside control.”


  “I know,” Yvonne said, “but this is a death trap. We should take the people from your tribe with us.”


  “There’s only a few, and they’re infirm,” Sid said. “They won’t go anyway. All of them have bad blood with the tribal leaders. That’s why they’re here.”


  “Do you have bad blood?” Yvonne asked.


  “No,” Sid said. “I made sure of that. We’ve visited there, remember?”


  “I know, but we only spent time with your mom and your brothers. Not with the community at large.”


  “We don’t have anything to worry about,” Sid said, “but I’d better call first to make sure it’s not worse there than it is here.”


  “Do it in the morning,” she said. “Can you spend some time with me? Then maybe I can go to sleep.”


  “I’m with you now,” he said. She looked back at him, tilting her head and smiling. Sid got a sheepish look on his face. “Oh. Yeah, I’d like that too. C’mon.”


  They went into the bedroom, undressing each other as their passions rose.


  “I love you so much,” Yvonne said, hugging him, their naked bodies touching. She started to cry.


  “What?” Sid asked.


  “I’m so afraid we’re going to lose each other,” she said. “I couldn’t take that.”


  “We won’t,” Sid said. He kissed her tenderly, and they got onto the bed, ravishing each other until they fell apart, exhausted and sleepy. They slept until mid-morning, the sunlight hitting Sid’s face through the side window. He felt for Yvonne. She wasn’t there, making him panic until he heard her in the kitchen.


  “Oh, good, you’re up,” she said as he walked towards her. “Careful, I’ve got the blinds up. Better put something on.”


  “Oh yeah,” he said. “That was nice last night.”


  “Don’t talk about it,” she said, shooting him an embarrassed smile.


  He chuckled and went back into the bedroom to get dressed. He could smell bacon and eggs cooking. “That smells great,” he said as he came out and sat in the dinette.


  “Hope you like it,” she said. “Remember what we talked about last night?”


  “Going to the reservation?”


  “Yeah,” she said. “I’m not as scared now. We should talk about it some more.”


  “Changed your mind already?”


  “I don’t know,” she said. “Maybe. I kept thinking about all the people we’d be leaving behind.”


  “I think we ought to chat with Sam and the others about it,” Sid said. “Maybe we can leave together.”


  “The reservation would take all of them?”


  “I don’t want to go back there,” Sid said. “I left there for a reason. We ought to go someplace else. Maybe northeast. There’s a lot of places that have more than one way in. We’ve camped at some of them before, remember?”


  “Yeah,” she said. “Sierra foothills, for instance.”


  “Exactly,” he said. “Maybe we could head there. I still have friends living in that area.”


  “I like what you’re saying, but there’s fear in your eyes,” she said, setting a plate of bacon and eggs in front of him. She turned to grab hers and sat down across the table from him.


  “It shows?” He took a bite. “Mmmmm, this is great.”


  “Out with it,” she said.


  “I’m afraid of the road,” he said. “I’m afraid of who we might run into. It might be worse than just staying here.”


  “You’re leaning towards sticking around?” Yvonne asked, searching his eyes.


  There was the sound of wheels on gravel outside. Sid pushed up the blind on the window next to the table and looked. “People leaving.”


  “Close ones?” Yvonne asked, straining her neck to see through the window in the direction Sid was looking. “To our group, I mean.”


  “No,” Sid said. “That’s one of the troublemakers.”


  Yvonne laughed. “You mean one of the people who didn’t want guns out?”


  “Yeah,” Sid said. “Look, there’s more leaving. Over by the back end of the park.”


  “That woman,” Yvonne said. “The one who doesn’t like campfires.”


  “Good riddance,” Sid said. They finished their breakfast while watching other people getting ready to leave.


  “We should go talk to Sam and Connie,” Yvonne said. “See what’s up. Maybe they decided to leave.”


  “That thought has crossed my mind,” Sid said. “You see how upset Connie was last night?”


  “Yeah, I did. She’s a strong woman, but what happened last night really got to her.”


  “I’ll do the dishes later,” Sid said. “Let’s go.”


  Yvonne nodded, and they went out into the bright morning, heading towards the office as more people drove out the gate.


  Chapter 2 – Saladin


  The cell was lit by a single stark lightbulb, the dank air heavy. Three men were sleeping on cots hung by chains against three walls. The fourth wall was bars, thick with multiple layers of paint. The hot Sacramento sun warmed the cellblock.


  A door creaked open and a man in the CHP Chief uniform walking into the hallway. He stopped at the cell and looked at the sleeping men, then laughed. “Hey, Saladin, get over here.”


  A man walked up. He was in traditional Muslim garb, white and flowing, long beard down to the midpoint of his chest. “Why do you keep everybody alive in this country, Chief Smith? I would have killed them already.”


  Chief Smith looked at him and shook his head. “You think everybody’s just going to snap to, don’t you?”


  “You did,” Saladin said, not looking at him.


  “I rounded them up because they were bucking the Governor and the Administration,” Chief Smith said. “They don’t get the death penalty for that.”


  Saladin chuckled. “They will before we’re done.”


  “Don’t you think they might have some information about other state leaders who won’t tow the line?


  “They might know something,” Saladin said. “Knowing and telling us are two different things. We can’t trust what they say. They don’t follow the prophet. That will lead to their death.”


  “Yeah, whatever,” Smith said. “I don’t follow the prophet either, and your civilization makes me sick. The Governor is in control. You’re just a useful attack dog. You help the Governor and the Administration with a narrative. That’s all.”


  Saladin chuckled. “Have it your way. Any word on those two officers?”


  “Ryan and Patrick?” Smith asked.


  “Don’t play stupid,” he said. “What happened to them?”


  Chief Smith sighed. “Last I heard, the UN squad killed one of them, and was using the other one to sneak into that RV Park and kill the people responsible for the blockage of the pass.”


  “You haven’t heard back on that yet?” Saladin asked. “That was last night. Hours ago.”


  “Don’t worry about it,” Chief Smith said. “We’re talking a bunch of retired people here. They’re all dead by now. Trust me.”


  “You sent the UN after them,” Saladin said. “It’s like your peace corps with guns. They won’t do the job.”


  “You son of a bitch,” said one of the men in the cell. The other two men stirred.


  “Ah, the king speaks,” Chief Smith said.


  “I promoted you, jerk weed,” the man said. “Something I regret now.” He sat up on the cot, a massive man with trim white hair.


  “Commissioner Frawley doesn’t sound like he wants to talk,” Saladin said. “Perhaps his assistants will be more forth-coming.”


  “I doubt it,” Chief Smith said. “They’re just as stubborn as Frawley.”


  “Damn, you’re smarter than I thought,” said the man across from Commissioner Frawley. He was smaller with black curly hair, much younger than Frawley, with a feisty expression.


  “Ah, Deputy Commissioner Katz.” Saladin sighed. “I’m sure you’ll share some Zionist lies with us now.”


  “Stuff it, spinach chin,” Katz said. “I’ll see you fry.”


  “Tough talk from inside of a cell,” Chief Smith said. “So what else is new?”


  The third man chuckled. He was a black man of medium height with muscular build, gray mixing with the black on his close-cropped hair. “Spinach chin? Is he the doorman at the Oasis Hotel?” All three men in the cell laughed.


  “What does he mean?” Saladin asked.


  “Who cares what Assistant Commissioner Cooley thinks,” Chief Smith said. “He’s just a token lackey.”


  “You’d think he would distance himself from reactionaries and Zionists, given his background,” Saladin said. “He should be out marching with his people.”


  Cooley laughed. “They still have slavery in your countries, boss. Why don’t you go tell somebody who cares about your BS religion?”


  “He doesn’t have good manners, does he?” Saladin said. “Maybe being a slave is all he’s fit for.”


  “Don’t listen to this cretin,” Commissioner Frawley said. “Not worth the aggravation.”


  “I like to mess with these sixth-century knuckle draggers,” Cooley said. “Gonna have some fun when we finally get out of here. I’m gonna snap his little neck like a twig.”


  Katz looked at Saladin with his dark eyes, the hatred showing. “You won’t win.”


  Saladin looked back at him silently, then turned to Chief Smith. “Ask them what you will, and then let’s get out of here. I have to meet with the Governor in an hour.”


  “There’s a surprise,” Frawley said. “How is that old Marxist idiot, anyway?”


  “Insolence,” Saladin said, disgusted look on his face.


  “Zip it, Frawley,” Chief Smith said.


  “Or what? You going to give me forty lashes? Stone me? Or do you only do that to women after you catch them driving?”


  Saladin stared at him.


  Chief Smith chuckled. “I might have some say in what happens to you guys, you know.”


  “We’ll either get rescued or killed by your sixth-century heathen friends,” Frawley said. “You won’t be in control under either circumstance. Why don’t you bring somebody in here who has some power?”


  Saladin smiled at Chief Smith. “This is pointless. I’ll send my men in here to dispose of them.”


  “No, you won’t,” the chief said. “It’s up to the Governor. Not you.”


  “The Administration is running things now,” Saladin said. “It’s only a matter of time before he wipes local control out of the way in all the states. That includes those who support him now.”


  “The government won’t stop you piss-ants,” Frawley said. “The people will.”


  Saladin looked at him with mad eyes, a thin smile on his face. “Your citizens will turn tail and run at the first sign of trouble.”


  “Yeah, like they did in Austin, you moron,” Cooley said. “Our people are armed, unlike the sheep in your countries.”


  Katz snickered. “A bunch of old retired folks here in California have killed a number of your fighters, and they cut off your only good route into San Diego. They aren’t even our best. You haven’t seen anything yet, heathen.”


  “Heathen?” Saladin asked, sweat breaking out on his forehead. “How dare you?”


  “You pervert a religion and use it to conquer and pillage,” Katz said. “Do I sound disrespectful? Hope so. You’re a traitor to your so-called religion.”


  Saladin looked at Chief Smith. “Are you going to ask them anything?”


  “Nah, they aren’t gonna answer us. That’s pretty obvious. We should be on our way. I’ll make sure the jailer forgets to turn on the air conditioning in this building.”


  “Good,” Cooley said. “When it gets warm, it’ll remind me of Saladin and his allies burning in hell. I’ll enjoy that.”


  “You round up their families yet?” Saladin asked Chief Smith.


  “We don’t do that here,” Chief Smith said.


  “Fine, I’ll take care of it,” Saladin said. “I’m leaving.” He turned and walked out in a huff. Chief Smith watched him go out the door, then turned back to the men.


  “I was just kidding about the air conditioning,” he said, his voice lowered. “You guys won’t be harmed. The Governor will be here to talk to you later.”


  “Get the hell out of here,” Frawley growled.


  Chief Smith gave them a last look and then left the cell block. The three men glanced at each other as the door shut with a clank.


  “Why did they bother to come here?” Cooley asked. “They didn’t even ask us anything.”


  “They wanted to see if we’re scared,” Katz said. “I think we did a good job of showing them we aren’t.”


  “I would be scared if our families were somewhere they could find,” Cooley said.


  “Seriously,” Frawley said.


  “You really think we’re going to be rescued?” Katz asked.


  “Doubtful,” Frawley said. “It’s too early. They’ll dispose of us or lock us up somewhere more permanent than this old abandoned prison. I do believe the citizens will rise up, though. The folks in that RV park are a good example. Our people are brave and resourceful in a way that idiot Saladin doesn’t understand.”


  “What about the Governor?” Cooley asked. “You think he’s really coming to meet with us?”


  “Who knows,” Frawley said. “Smith is a wannabe. He always makes himself sound more connected than he is. That was my main hesitation about promoting him. He would’ve been okay if the world didn’t go crazy, more than likely.”


  “I never could figure that promotion out,” Cooley said. “He didn’t seem that qualified to me.”


  “Oh, he’s qualified enough to be chief of the CHP in normal times,” Katz said, “but he’s no patriot. I wondered about it when you picked him too.”


  Frawley sighed. “He’s related to the Governor. I did it as a favor to him. That kinda crap is the most distasteful part of my job.”


  “You couldn’t just tell him to shove it?” Cooley asked.


  

  “I could have, but I needed an increase in our budget allocation. He was holding those cards, so I gave in.”


  “Hacks,” Cooley said. “Governor Sable is way outta his league.”


  “Yeah, but he knows how to talk to the citizens,” Frawley said, “especially the ones along the coast and in Northern California. Still hard to believe that the people gave him two more terms after the mess he made in the first two.”


  “You think they really want to kill those retirees in Dulzura?” Cooley asked. “What’s done is done.”


  “Saladin probably wants to make an example out of them,” Katz said. “That’s what they do in his part of the world. Sometimes they kill every man in a village and take the women and children as sex slaves.”


  “It won’t scare people into sitting idly by,” Cooley said. “It’ll more likely piss them off and get them involved quicker.”


  “I know that and you know that,” Frawley said. “This guy doesn’t understand the American character, and all of his yes-men are afraid to tell him that.”


  “Yeah, these folks have a nasty surprise coming, that’s for sure,” Cooley said. “Even with these stupid gun laws that Governor Sable keeps signing into law, there’s a huge number of arms in the hands of the public. Especially in the eastern parts of the state.”


  “Hell, there’s people with guns all over the state, even along the coast,” Frawley said. “Try buying ammo these days. The sporting goods stores can’t keep it in stock.”


  “How does the UN fit into this puzzle?” Cooley asked.


  “The Administration frowns on nation-states,” Katz said. “Pretty obvious to me. That being said, bringing in the UN is a giant miscalculation.”


  “Yeah, they’ll tick people off in a hurry,” Cooley said. “I’ll bet those RV’ers killed them last night.”


  “I hope you’re right,” Frawley said.


  


  ***


  Sam, Clem, John, and Sid looked at the broken hulk of the UN armored vehicle.


  “These body parts are liable to bring bears,” Sid said. “We probably should gather them up and bury them.”


  “Or burn them,” Clem said.


  “No burning,” Sam said. “We don’t know who else is around.”


  “They already know where we are,” John said. “We might want to think about leaving this place.”


  “I was thinking the same thing last night,” Sam said.


  “It’s dangerous on the road, too,” Sid said.


  “Sid’s right about that,” John said. “We’ll be leaving our most powerful weapons behind, too.”


  “Let’s get these storage compartments open,” Sam said. “We’ll deal with the body parts afterwards.”


  The other men nodded, and they started looking for keys.


  “Why the UN?” Sid asked.


  “We have a traitor in the White House,” Sam said. “Remember when the violence started up, and the governments of Europe and Asia started restricting their people from traveling here? There were calls for UN Peacekeepers to come in and settle things down. I’ll bet it’s related to that. You know how our President likes to bend over for the leftist leaders of the Globalist movement.”


  Sid chuckled. “Yeah, he does it every damn time, while belittling the good this country has done for the world.”


  “The President invited them in, making it look like an act of openness and good faith,” Clem said. “He hid the fact that they’re an occupying force.”


  “There aren’t enough of these UN creeps to occupy jack,” John said. “They seem to be pretty easy to kill, too.”


  “If we wouldn’t have had that artillery piece, they would’ve killed us,” Clem reminded them.


  “They would’ve tried,” Sid said.


  “Hey, look,” John said, pointing to a pile of goo next to the wrecked driver’s seat. “Keys.”


  “Wish I would’ve brought my rubber gloves,” Sam said as he picked them up and wiped them on a torn piece of clothing. “Let’s see if these open the compartments.” He walked to the front one on the driver’s side and started trying keys.


  “Why didn’t they use air power against us?” John asked.


  “Maybe the air force isn’t dirty yet,” Clem said.


  “Bingo,” Sam said, opening the compartment.


  “Anything in there?” Clem asked. Sam turned and smiled at him.


  “Something we can use?” John asked.


  “Claymore mines,” Sam said. “Used these when I was in the service.”


  “Will they stop vehicles like this?” Sid asked.


  “No, they’re anti-personnel,” Sam said. “We could put some up at the front. They’d stop a civilian car, but they won’t blow up an armored vehicle like this.”


  “We’d need to set up a camera down here in order to use them,” Clem said. “They’re remote control, right? Not passive.”


  “Yeah,” Sam said. “Let’s see what’s in the other compartments.” He unlocked the rear compartment. “Whoa.”


  “What’s in there?” Clem asked.


  “More mines, but this kind will stop armored vehicles.”


  “Really?” Clem asked. “What the hell is the UN doing with these? Remember that big push to get rid of mines about thirty years ago? I thought they were outlawed by civilized countries.”


  “These are anti-tank mines, not anti-personnel mines,” Sam said. “We could put these up by the front gate.”


  “If we blow up an armored vehicle up by the gate, won’t we be blocked in here?” Sid asked.


  “Good point,” Sam said. “Bad enough with this thing here. We’ll have to move it somehow.”


  “We could tow it out of the way with that mobile artillery piece, if we have any strong chain around here,” Clem said.


  “I have some,” Sam said. “Let’s check the rest of the compartments.” He went to the passenger side of the vehicle, the others following him.


  “Geez, kick that head out of the way,” John said, staring at the lifeless, bloody face on the ground. Sid got it rolling down into the ditch with his foot.


  “That guy was northern European,” Sid said. “Young, too. Late teens, early twenties.”


  “Yeah, well good riddance,” John said.


  “What’s in that front one?” Clem asked. “More mines?”


  “No, binders and pamphlets,” Sam said. “We’ll need to look at these. They might have battle plans and tactics in them.”


  “Let me see one,” Clem asked, stepping forward. Sam picked up one of the large binders and gave it to him. He opened it. “It’s in English, French, German, Italian, Russian, and Dutch.”


  Sam opened a second one. “This one is in Asian languages. I’ll bet it’s the same content.”


  Clem laughed. “These idiots.”


  “What?” John asked.


  Clem glanced at him, then back at the book. He read.


  “American people are more difficult to manage than people of European Heritage who live in the EU. They are well armed due to their Constitutional guarantee of the right to bear arms, and many of them believe in their antiquated Bill of Rights in the same manner that religious people believe in their holy books.”


  “They got that right,” John said.


  “The first priority when going into an area is to use the Federal Firearms Database to locate gun owners. Quietly confiscate the guns as quickly as possible. Neutralize the gun owners so word doesn’t spread.”


  “What do they mean by neutralize?” John asked.


  “Murder,” Sam said. “These are occupation instructions.”


  “I think I need to study this whole book,” Clem said.


  “Yeah, we all need to,” John said.


  “Agree,” Sam said. “Let’s check the last compartment.” He unlocked it and looked inside. “Holy shit.”


  “What’s in there?” Sid asked.


  “Three mortars and a bunch of mortar rounds,” Sam said. He began pulling them out. “We can use these.”


  “My God, are those white phosphorus rounds?” Clem asked, looking at one of the crates.


  Sam’s head jerked around and he focused on the box more closely. “Willie pete? No way. They’re planning some really bad things.”


  “What’s willie pete?” John asked.


  “It’s basically like napalm,” Clem said. “You don’t want to be around when it goes off. It’ll burn you alive.”


  “This tells me more about the UN’s intention than anything else I’ve seen here,” Sam said. “They want to crush opposition. They don’t care how many people die.” He was trembling with anger.


  “You okay?” John asked.


  “It’s not going to be enough to defend ourselves from these guys,” Sam said.


  “What are you suggesting?” Clem asked.


  “I’m suggesting that we become partisans. I’m suggesting that we turn from defense to offence.”


  Sid was quiet for a moment, thinking. Then he looked at the others. “Sam’s right. We need to hit them. Hard as we can.”


  “So we don’t fortify this place?” John asked.


  “We fortify it enough to allow us to operate from here,” Sam said, “but only for the time being. We’ll have to leave eventually.”


  “And just where do you think we’ll end up?” John asked.


  “We’ll end up in places where we can take the fight to the enemy.”


  “We need to recruit,” Sid said.


  “Yes, we do,” Sam said. “I know some people.”


  “Yeah, me too,” Sid said.


  “Hope these people you know have access to equipment,” Clem said. “We don’t have much.”


  “Trust me, the folks I’m talking about have resources,” Sam said. “They may already be fighting.”


  “We’ll have to convince our women about this,” John said. “Might not be easy.”


  “We’ve got a target on our back now,” Sid said. “If the invaders and their government enablers win, we’re all dead. We can’t just wait around for that. We can’t try to hide. We need to be men.”


  “Officer Ryan probably knows quite a bit,” Clem said. “I think we need to chat with him.”


  “Yep,” Sam said. “Let’s put our munitions away and see about towing this hulk out of sight.”


  “Yeah,” Clem said.


  “I’ll start picking up body parts,” Sid said.


  “Okay,” John said. “Let’s get to work. Maybe Ryan will be able to talk by the time we’re done.”


  Chapter 3 – Special Invitation


  The TV was still on in Ji-Ho’s living room, but everybody in there was numb to the stories. It was late. Ji-Ho came out of his bedroom.


  “You get her?” Kaylee asked. “You’ve been in there a long time.”


  “Yes, I get through to South Korea,” Ji-Ho said. “Your Aunt fine so far, but everybody worry. North Korea has missiles on launch pad. Long range. They say they fire at USA.”


  “You don’t think they can hit us, do you?” Emma asked.


  “They try,” Ji-Ho said. “Better to be here than in Seattle or Northern California. LA hard for them to hit.”


  “I still can’t believe that Ventura Harbor got hit,” Matt said. “I had some friends there. Hope they weren’t in a bad place.”


  Trevor’s phone rang. He looked at the number. “Whoa, it’s Gus!”


  “You gonna answer it?” Angel asked.


  Trevor nodded and put the phone to his ear, walking out of the room.


  “Who’s Gus?” Kaylee asked.


  “He was our combat range instructor,” Matt said. “A little gruff, but a cool guy.”


  “Wonder what he wants?” Emma asked, brow furrowed.


  Trevor walked back into the room. “Guys, let’s gather around the kitchen table. Gus wants to talk to all of us. I’ll put it on speaker.”


  “Okay,” Seth said, getting up. The others got up too, while Ji-Ho picked up the TV remote and scanned channels.


  “Can I come too?” Emma asked.


  “Sure, don’t see why not,” Seth said. Trevor shot him a worried glance, but just shrugged his shoulders.


  “I’ll set it up,” Trevor said. He set his phone in the middle of the kitchen table and pushed the speaker button as the others gathered around. “Gus, can you hear us okay?”


  “Yeah, Trevor, I can hear you. Hi, guys. Hope all is well with you.”


  “We’re good,” Seth said. “But things have been a little crazy.”


  “So I heard,” Gus said. “Nice job so far.”


  “What’s up?” Angel asked.


  “We’re putting a partisan group together,” Gus said. “I thought about you guys. I was hoping you’d be interested.”


  “Who would we be fighting?” Matt asked.


  “Martial law and the invaders,” Gus said.


  “Martial law?” Emma said, eyes wide. “You mean the National Guard?”


  “Who’s that?” Gus asked.


  “That’s Emma, Seth’s girlfriend,” Trevor said.


  “Oh,” Gus said. “You haven’t been out and around yet, have you?”


  “No, but a few of us have gotten calls from work this morning,” Seth said. “They want us to report back on Friday.”


  Gus chuckled. “Yeah, got to keep the cash cow going for the Administration.”


  “Why’d you ask about that?” Jamie asked.


  “I don’t recognize that voice,” Gus said.


  “It’s Jamie,” Trevor said. “Another friend of ours. Good in a battle, by the way.”


  “Good,” Gus said. “The news is saying that the National Guard is gonna be handling the administration of martial law in California. They’re not the bulk of the force.”


  “So who’s the bulk?” Matt asked. “The regular army?”


  “No, they’re busy in Mexico now. It’s going to be UN Peacekeepers. That’s why I asked if you’d been out and around. Wondered if you saw their blue and white vehicles yet.”


  “Oh bullshit,” Matt said. “No way.”


  “Why would we let UN Peacekeepers into our country?” Kaylee asked. “They have a bad track record.”


  “Who’s that?” Gus asked.


  “Kaylee,” Trevor said. “She’s Matt’s girlfriend.”


  “Anybody else there that I don’t know?” Gus asked.


  “Just my Uncle Ji-Ho,” Kaylee said. “We’re at his house. He’s in the other room.”


  “Okay,” Gus said. “Regardless of if you guys accept or not, you can’t talk about this to anybody, okay?”


  “No problem,” Trevor said, looking at the others. “Is it, guys?”


  “No problem here,” Seth said.


  “Good,” Gus said. “You don’t have to decide right now. Live with martial law for a few days. Then call me back and we’ll talk.”


  “What exactly do you have in mind?” Jamie asked.


  “We’re setting up a resistance chapter in the South Bay,” Gus said. “You guys would be the core of that group. I’ll have to conduct some more training with you, of course.”


  “And what would we be doing?” Seth asked.


  “Throwing monkey wrenches,” Gus said.


  “I don’t like this,” Emma said. “You can’t have Seth.”


  “Don’t be that way, Emma,” Seth said. “Like Gus said, we’re going to live under martial law for a few days before we have to make any decisions. If he’s right about the UN, I’ll be leaning towards joining up.”


  “Well, I don’t have a girlfriend holding me back,” Trevor said. “I’ll join.”


  Kaylee snickered. “Yeah, that attitude is probably why you don’t have a girlfriend.”


  “Funny,” Trevor said.


  Kaylee shot him a smug look. “I’m with Emma. If Matt decides to go, he’ll lose me.”


  “How about you other guys who aren’t tied down?” Trevor asked.


  “I’ll wait and see what happens,” Jamie said, “but if I see UN trash pushing people around, I’ll probably join.”


  “Same here,” Angel said.


  “Good,” Gus said. “I’ll get off the phone now. Looks like North Korea has one of its long-range missiles on the pad ready to go. Gonna watch it. Talk to you soon.” The line went dead.


  “Missile?” Emma asked.


  “Hey, better come out here,” Ji-Ho called from the living room.


  The group rushed in and sat in front of the TV, watching video of a rocket sitting on a pad, steam rising around the bottom as it was being fueled.


  “Dammit,” Trevor said. “That’s the longest-range missile they have. Wonder how they’re getting this video.”


  “Is that really live?” Kaylee asked, eyes wide.


  “Say live, but who know?” Ji-Ho said.


  “Don’t worry, their long-range missiles suck, remember?” Matt said.


  “Matt right,” Ji-Ho said. “North Korean technology backwards.”


  Suddenly there was a bright flash on the screen, and the video feed went dead.


  “Whoa, dude, what just happened?” Angel asked.


  “Looks to me like somebody blew up that missile on the pad,” Seth said.


  “Yeah,” Trevor said.


  “Quiet, they talk now,” Ji-Ho said.


  The anchor came back on the screen.


  “Although we don’t have confirmation yet, it appears that we have taken out that missile facility. We also have unconfirmed reports that there are other attacks happening against North Korea right now.”


  “Good!” Matt said. Kaylee made eye contact with him and nodded at Ji-Ho, who was trembling, tears coming down his cheeks.


  “They can’t get all artillery,” Ji-Ho said. “They have nuclear shells. Can hit wife.”


  “We’re gonna be all over that,” Trevor said. “She’ll probably be okay.”


  “I hope so,” Ji-Ho said. Kaylee went over and hugged him.


  “Look, more breaking news,” Matt said. Ji-Ho watched, body tensing up. Kaylee went back to Matt and put her arm around him.


  They watched video from different parts of Korea for a while. Most of the shots were from around the DMZ. Then a breaking news banner flashed across the screen.


  “We are getting confirmed reports that the US Air Force has been able to take out all of the missile sites in North Korea. A huge force of North Korean infantry surged across the DMZ. As soon as they reached South Korea, they surrendered. There are reports of North Korean soldiers shooting their officers at that time. The Chinese army is now pushing southward from their border, taking out all North Korean military installations with little or no resistance.”


  “Thank God,” Seth said, hugging Emma with a smile on his face.


  “She be all right,” Ji-Ho said, beaming. “Good. I have relatives in North. Maybe I get to see. I barely remember them.”


  “I hope they took out the stupid family that’s been running that country,” Trevor said. “Not so great to see China rushing in.”


  “C’mon, man, this is good news,” Matt said. “Even you have to admit that.”


  “Oh, yeah, it’s good news,” Trevor said. “Very good news.”


  “More breaking news,” Seth said, nodding to the screen.


  “In other news, there has been widespread violence in Great Britain, France, The Netherlands, and Denmark. The Muslim minorities in those countries have come out in force to protest the actions of western countries during this crisis. Angry mobs of natives in those countries have attacked the protesters, and in almost all cases, the local police have been standing aside and letting the violence go on, resulting in injury and death for many of the protesters. In London the police did draw the line when a group of hooligans attempted to go into a Muslim neighborhood and pull people out of their homes.”


  “We’re gonna win,” Trevor said. “We’ll beat the enemy. It’ll be a long, bloody affair, worse than anybody thinks now, but people have finally woken up.”


  “I wish I had your optimism,” Matt said.


  “I’m with Trevor,” Angel said. “The media has been protecting the image of these folks for a while, and they’ve been getting away with murder. Obviously people know the truth now.”


  Ji-Ho looked at the group. “He right, it will be long and bloody, and the enemy won’t be the biggest problem. Wait until you live under martial law. Very bad. Trust me. See before.”


  “I’m still not buying the UN story,” Matt said.


  Ji-Ho whipped his head around. “UN? Who say that?”


  “Gus, the guy we just took the phone call with,” Trevor said.


  “Who Gus?”


  “Combat range instructor,” Matt said. “We took our lever guns to the shooting range and used them in the combat pistol range.”


  Ji-Ho laughed. “They let you do that?”


  “They did,” Trevor said. “Gus is a cool dude.”


  “If he right about UN, we got big problem,” Ji-Ho said. “This Gus call just to tell about that?”


  “No, he was recruiting,” Trevor said. “Partisans. South Bay Chapter. He wants to make us core members.”


  Ji-Ho’s face lit up. “I have training and equipment. Maybe I join too. For sure if UN show nasty face here.” He spat on the floor.


  “Uncle!” Kaylee said. She went to the kitchen and fetched a paper towel to wipe the spit off the hardwood floor. Matt, Trevor, and Jamie looked at each other and snickered.


  “This is getting way out of hand,” Emma said.


  “When join?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “Gus said to live under martial law for a few days,” Seth said. “Then we can decide.”


  “Good, smart,” Ji-Ho said. “You boys protect your girls. Seth, Matt. UN forces rape locals. Happen over and over. Trust me.”


  “You’re scaring me, uncle,” Kaylee said.


  “I sorry, but should be scared,” Ji-Ho said. “Never get in position where you alone with one or two UN Peacekeeper. Never never.”


  


  ***


  “Can we go to bed now?” Morgan asked. “I’m exhausted.”


  “Sure,” Robbie said. He looked at Gil and Justin. “You guys can turn the TV off when you’re done.”


  Steve came up the stairs. “Where are the glasses? We need some water.”


  “Cupboard to the left of the sink,” Robbie said.


  “Wearing each other out again?” Justin asked.


  Steve shook his head no. “We’ve just been cuddling and talking,” Steve said.


  Morgan chuckled. “She’s probably sore.”


  “Yeah, you probably are too,” Steve said with a twinkle in his eye.


  Morgan’s face turned red. “Guess I asked for that one.”


  “It’s all good,” Steve said.


  “Hey, Steve, is Katie really broken up with her boyfriend?” Gil asked. “Justin wants to know.”


  “Shut up,” Justin said.


  Steve snickered. “Actually she is, and she even asked about Justin.”


  “No she didn’t,” Justin said.


  “Yeah, she did,” Steve said. “All kidding aside, if you want her, don’t hesitate. Go get her. I know it’s scary. I was afraid to go after Colleen, but it’s the best thing I ever did. Trust me.”


  “He’s right,” Morgan said.


  “Okay, okay, I’ll call her in the morning,” Justin said. “Where’s she staying?”


  “She’s still crashing with her bestie in Hermosa,” Steve said. “Talked to her about an hour ago. She’s probably still up. Always been a night person. I’ll text you her number when I go back downstairs.”


  “How’s Colleen doing?” Morgan asked.


  “She’s still scared, but better than she was,” Steve said. “What happened on the news?”


  “The President gave a decent speech for once,” Robbie said. “Oh, and we blew up North Korea’s missiles before they could fire them. Then the North Korean army swarmed across the DMZ and surrendered.”


  “Really?” Steve asked. “Good, I’ll tell Colleen. That’ll make her feel better.”


  “Yeah,” Gil said. “It was beautiful. They even fragged their officers on the way over.”


  Steve smiled and went into the kitchen to get the glasses of water.


  “You ready?” Morgan asked.


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. They went into the bedroom.


  “We don’t have to turn on the TV in here, do we?” Morgan asked.


  “No, of course not,” Robbie said. “You can have the bathroom first if you want.”


  She giggled, then looked him in the eyes before she pulled her top off over her head. “I think we’re beyond that now, don’t you? There’s two sinks in there.”


  Robbie chuckled. “Sorry, I guess that was dumb.”


  “Yeah, it was,” she said as she continued to undress. Robbie breathed in quickly as he watched her.


  “My God, you’re so beautiful,” Robbie said.


  She approached him, reaching up to touch his cheek. “You can have me again, but not for too long, okay? I’m so tired.”


  “Let’s just wait until morning,” Robbie said. “I’m tired too.” He undressed and went to the bed.


  “How come you didn’t mention me to your parents earlier?” she asked as she came back out.


  “My mom gets a little weird about it,” Robbie said. “She’s got enough to worry about.”


  “You’re not a momma’s boy, are you?” Morgan asked.


  “No,” Robbie said. “Not even a little bit. Just considerate. I’ll tell her soon enough.”


  “Think she’ll like me?” Morgan asked as she climbed into bed.


  “Yes,” Robbie said. “You two will get along fine, but it takes her a while to decide.”


  “Uh oh, nobody’s good enough for her little angel, eh?”


  Robbie laughed. “Yeah, pretty much.”


  “Don’t worry about it,” she said. “My dad’s the same way. You think Justin will really go after Steve’s sister?”


  “Hard to tell,” Robbie said. “I hope so. Katie’s a nice woman.”


  “What does she look like?”


  “A little like Steve,” Robbie said, “but in a good way.”


  They settled next to each other, spooning.


  “When are your parents coming home?”


  Robbie sighed. “I think it’ll be a while. They can’t cross the California border now, and that’s not going to change any time soon.”


  “Is it safer where they are?”


  “Don’t know,” Robbie said. “I’m worried about them.”


  “I can tell,” Morgan said, pushing herself against him harder. “I feel so safe with you.”


  The front door opened.


  “Hear that?” Robbie asked.


  “Yeah,” Morgan said, holding her breath. “Should we be worried?”


  A car started. Robbie turned to her and smiled. “That’s Justin’s car. He’s going to see Katie.”


  “Think so?”


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. “Has to be him. He was the last person to come home, remember? The rest of us were blocked in.”


  “Hope it goes well for him,” she said.


  “Me too,” Robbie said. He felt sleep pulling on him. Then he heard Morgan’s breathing change as she drifted off. Blissful thoughts surrounded him like a warm blanket. She’s mine.


  


  ***


  Governor Sable sat at his massive desk, head in his hands. He’d had a throbbing headache all day. He stood, his rail-thin body making him look even older than his seventy-eight years. There was a soft knock at the door.


  “It’s open,” he said. His secretary came in. She was a handsome black woman of about fifty, dressed to the nines, but looking weary.


  “Sir, why aren’t you in the residence?”


  “I could ask you the same question,” he said. “It’s late.”


  “Too much to do,” she said, “but I’m a lot younger than you, remember.”


  “You don’t have to go home, Jennifer. You could sleep in the residence.”


  She chuckled, flashing him a smile. “That ship sailed long ago. Let’s not try another voyage now.”


  “I meant just to sleep,” Sable said. “Really. No pressure. I know it’s over.”


  The phone on Jennifer’s desk rang. She looked at the clock. “Who could that be?” She rushed out the door and picked up the receiver. “Sir, it’s that Saladin character.”


  “All right, I’ll take it at my desk,” Sable said, moving back to his chair.


  “Line three,” she said.


  Sable picked up the receiver and punched the button. “Governor Sable.”


  “Sorry to bother you so late, sir,” Saladin said. “I’m worried about Chief Smith.”


  “You sound upset,” Sable said. “What’s wrong?”


  “He doesn’t have the stomach to get tough with the CHP Commissioners,” Saladin said.


  “I don’t want him to get tough with them,” Sable said. “I said I’d get them out of action, and I did. I’m not going to torture them or anything like that.”


  “How do you get anything done in this accursed country?” Saladin asked.


  Sable took a deep breath, trying to slow his racing heart. “I don’t like that kind of talk, and I don’t have to sit still for it.”


  “Perhaps you should talk to the President, then,” Saladin said. “If you stand in the way of our mutual goals, you’ll regret it.”


  “That sounded like a threat,” Sable said. “I agree that we need to make some changes to our society. We need to get our gun problem under control. We need to take power and money from the upper classes and spread it around. We need to integrate all our neighborhoods, top to bottom. I’m with you and the President as long as you’re working towards those goals, and martial law in the major population centers will accomplish that. Any rough stuff from you beyond that which has been approved won’t be tolerated. I’ll have you and your people arrested.”


  Saladin was silent on the line, but Sable could hear him breathing, faster than normal.


  “You still there?” Sable asked.


  “Yes,” he said. “Subjugation of the California population won’t work without fear.”


  “I don’t want to subjugate the people,” Sable said. “If the President has that in mind, he hasn’t been truthful with me. We want to change the course our society has been taking over the last forty years, but only in ways that are for the people’s own good.”


  Saladin chuckled. “Spare me. I think Chief Smith will end up releasing the Commissioners. If he does, I’ll have him killed. If you resist, the President and I will have you killed.”


  “What?” Sable’s heart began to pound. “I might release those men myself, and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it. This conversation is over.”


  “Have it your way,” Saladin said calmly. “I’ll notify the President of your position on this.”


  “Go ahead,” Sable said.


  “You serve at the pleasure of the President.”


  “Like hell I do,” Sable said. “I serve at the pleasure of California voters.”


  “After Friday, there will be no more California voters,” Saladin said.


  “What?” Sable asked. “The President has never asked me to be part of something like you’re talking about.”


  “Then maybe you aren’t as close to him as you believe you are,” Saladin said.


  “I don’t have time for this,” Sable said. “Good bye.” He slammed the receiver down onto the cradle.


  “Everything okay, sir?” Jennifer asked as she came into his office.


  “I want Saladin blocked,” Sable said as he stood up. “No more phone calls. No more visits. Understand?”


  “Yes sir,” she said. “And might I add, good call.”


  “Thank you, Jennifer,” he said. “I’ve had enough. Going to bed. The offer still stands. You can stay here tonight if you want to. It’s late.”


  She shook her head with a smirk, and went back out the door. “Goodnight, sir.”


  Chapter 4 – Bonfire


  “Got her hooked up?” Clem asked from the driver’s seat of the mobile artillery piece.


  “Yeah, but one of the tires is flat,” Sam said. “It’s not gonna roll easy.”


  “Knew that,” Clem said. “This baby has some grunt.” He put the tracked vehicle into gear and started forward, the chain growing taut, the ruined hulk of the UN vehicle moving slowly. Clem drove towards the rear of the clubhouse. “Where do you want me to drop it?”


  “Far side, so we can use it for cover from the road,” Sid said.


  “Can it be seen from the road if we put it there?” Clem asked.


  “We might need to put a little brush around it,” Sam said. “But I like the idea.”


  “Okay,” Clem said. He pulled the hulk to that area and shut down the engine. Sid, John, and Sam rushed over to get the chains unhooked.


  “Okay, you’re clear,” Sam said.


  Clem fired up the engine again and drove it back over to the other side of the clearing behind the clubhouse. He shut it down and climbed off.


  “Where we gonna get rid of the body parts?” Sid asked.


  “Maybe we should burn them,” Sam said. “They already know where we are, like you guys were saying.”


  “I think we’ll be fine doing that,” Sid said. “The wind’s blowing toward the ruined pass anyway. Nobody’s coming from that direction.”


  “Okay, let’s do it, and then clean up and chat with Officer Ryan.”


  “I’ll take care of it,” Sid said. He walked off, John rushing to catch up.


  “Gonna carry them in the Jeep?”


  “Got them boxed up,” Sid said. “They shouldn’t leak.”


  “Hard to tell which parts went with which other parts,” John said.


  “You know what I noticed?” Sid asked.


  “What?”


  “Two of these guys were northern European. The rest have dark olive skin and black hair. They look kinda middle-eastern to me.”


  “Really?” John asked. “You think that means something?”


  “Yeah, I think it means that the Islamists and the UN are working together,” Sid said.


  “Well that would make sense, I guess,” John said.


  They got to Sid’s space and jumped into the Jeep. Yvonne looked out the window, then came through the door. “What are you two up to?”


  “Body disposal,” Sid said.


  “Don’t get blood in the Jeep,” she said.


  “I won’t.”


  Sid and John drove to the area next to the road where a row of cardboard boxes were lined up.


  “Maybe we should’ve brought some of the others,” John said. “That’s quite a few boxes.”


  “Gonna take more than one trip,” Sid said. “Good thing I have the top off the Jeep.”


  They loaded as many boxes as they could into the back and then drove to the fire pit next to an amphitheater area.


  “They used this since you’ve been here?” John asked.


  “Nope,” Sid said. “I heard the prior owner was into amateur theater. Late sixties to late seventies. They put on shows here, then partied afterwards around the fire. Sam’s uncle bought it from them.”


  “You want to burn these in the boxes?” John asked.


  “Might as well, I guess,” Sid said. “Not like we’re going to use the boxes again.”


  John snickered. “Yeah, they’re pretty gross.” The two men carried the boxes over to the large round fire pit and put them in. Sid was looking at something in one of the boxes, and got down closer.


  “Hey, look at this,” Sid said, pointing. “That arm. There’s a capsule sticking out of it.”


  John got closer and looked. “Yeah, you’re right,”


  “Looks like a fairly new incision,” Sid said, looking more closely. “Let’s check some of the other arms.”


  “Maybe we ought to go get the rest first,” John said.


  Sid nodded. “Okay. Let’s go.”


  They got in the Jeep and went to fetch the rest of the boxes, getting back to the fire pit in a few minutes.


  “Okay, now let’s look,” John said. They rummaged through the boxes. “Crap, look at this torso with the right arm attached. Scar. Same place – upper arm. See it?”


  “You think there’s something implanted there too?” Sid asked.


  “Only one way to find out,” John said. He pulled out his pocket knife and cut into the flesh next to the scar.


  “Find anything?” Sid asked.


  “Yep,” John said. “It’s buried pretty deep. Look.” He held the wound open. Sid looked over his shoulder, seeing the capsule within the seeping blood.


  “Maybe we ought to show this to Clem and Sam before we light the bodies,” Sid said.


  “I want to check for more first,” John said. “This has me interested. Real interested.”


  “Maybe we should pull one out and look inside.”


  “Yeah, maybe,” John said. “Clem knows about this kinda stuff. He might be able to tell what they are.”


  They looked at the rest of the arms.


  “So all of the dark-skinned arms had scars. None of the pale arms did.”


  “Interesting,” Sid said.


  “Want to call Sam?” John asked.


  Sid chuckled. “I’m not touching my phone with these hands. Bad enough that I had to touch the Jeep steering wheel. Let’s just go get him.”


  John snickered. “Okay, I see your point.”


  They got into the Jeep and drove to the clubhouse.


  “Sam?” John called out. Clem appeared in the door of the clubhouse.


  “He’s in the office. What’s up?”


  “Something we want to show you guys,” Sid said.


  “Okay, I’ll bring him over,” Clem said. He trotted over to the office.


  “Hey, look, it’s Harry,” Sid said, watching him amble over on crutches with Nancy by his side.


  “Slow down, you old goat,” Nancy said.


  “Hey,” Harry said. He smiled at Sid and John. “How are you guys doing?”


  “We’re good,” Sid said. “How are you?”


  “Feeling a lot better,” he said. “Heard about what you did to the UN creeps. Nice frigging job.”


  “Language,” Nancy said.


  “Settle down, woman,” Harry said.


  Nancy shook her head while Sid and John laughed.


  “You try nursing a cantankerous old fool for a few days and see how your patience holds up.”


  Harry chuckled.


  “Hey, guys, what’s up?” Sam asked, rushing over with Clem. “Start the fire yet?”


  “We want to show you guys something first,” John said.


  “Where?” Sam asked.


  “The big fire pit,” John said.


  “Okay, be there in a sec,” he said.


  Sid and John drove back to the fire pit, Harry watching them leave. Sam drove himself and Clem back there.


  “What?” Sam asked as they walked over.


  “Look at this arm,” Sid said, pointing to the first one he found. “See that capsule there?”


  “Crap, what is that?” Sam asked.


  “You find any others?” Clem asked.


  “Yeah, every right arm with dark skin has one,” John said. “Or at least we think they do. They all have scars in the same place. I cut open one of them and found another capsule.”


  “Let’s take a closer look at the one sticking out there,” Clem said. He reached in and grabbed it, then set it on the cement ring around the fire pit and looked closer. “Who’s got a pocket knife?”


  John pulled his out and handed it to Clem, who cut the plastic. “Thought so. This is a transmitter. Looks similar to RFID chips that they put into dogs.”


  “Maybe we shouldn’t burn these,” Sid said.


  “No, burn them,” Sam said. “All of them. They might be leading the bad guys right to us.”


  “I thought you said they already knew where we were,” Sid said.


  “I know I said that,” Sam said, “but why give them a homing beacon? They might not be as tight as we think.”


  “Burning them will do the trick?” Sid asked.


  “Yeah,” Clem said, tossing the chip back in with the bodies. “It’ll melt the plastic. I’d pour some gasoline on this and make a really hot fire, just in case.”


  “Got it,” Sid said. He went to the Jeep and pulled a jerry can off the back. He shook it on the way over. “About half full. Ought to be enough.”


  The others watched as he poured gasoline on the boxes of body parts.


  “Stand back,” John said. He struck a match and tossed it in, the fire starting as soon as it hit the vapors. The men stood watching as the fire got larger.


  “Good, the smoke is going the way I expected,” Sam said.


  “Two of the six bodies were northern European,” Sid said. “The rest were olive skinned with black hair. They looked middle-eastern to me. Oh, and as we just showed you, the dark skinned ones have RFID chips or scars.”


  “They could’ve been Italian or Greek,” Clem said. “Or even Turkish or low German.”


  “True,” Sid said. “Can’t argue with that, but it makes sense that they were middle-eastern.”


  “So you’re thinking the UN is working with the Islamists,” Clem said. “I can believe that.”


  “Me too,” Sam said. “Let’s go back to the clubhouse and see if Ryan is awake yet.”


  “We need to clean up first,” Sid said.


  “Yeah, seriously,” John said.


  “Okay, meet us at the clubhouse in half an hour,” Sam said. “That enough time?”


  “Should be,” Sid said.


  The men left as the fire continued to burn.


  


  ***


  Sid walked into his rig.


  “Oh no you don’t,” Yvonne said, smelling him as soon as he walked in the door. “You’re going to the park showers.”


  “I know,” Sid said. “Got to hurry, though. There’s gonna be a meeting with the others in half an hour.”


  “Don’t go in the back of the rig,” Yvonne said. “Stay here. I’ll bring your shower bag and your towel.”


  “Thanks, sweetie,” he said.


  She was back with the stuff in a moment. “What did you guys find back there?”


  “RFID chips planted in the olive-skinned bodies,” Sid said. He left the rig and hurried to the shower building, leaving Yvonne with her mouth open. Sarah saw her and rushed over.


  “You know what’s going on?” she asked. “John’s acting funny.”


  “They found RFID chips in some of the bodies,” Yvonne said. “Have any idea what that means?”


  “So that’s what it is,” Sarah said. “Damn that John. He’d rather withhold info from me than have me be worried.”


  Yvonne chuckled. “Yeah, Sid tried that early in our marriage. I put a stop to it.”


  “Wish I would have,” Sarah said. “We’d better go to this meeting.”


  “I think you’re right,” Yvonne said. “You send John to the park showers?”


  “Hell yes,” she said. “No way was I letting him into the rig smelling like that.”


  Yvonne laughed. “Great minds think alike.”


  “Did you see Harry up and around?” Sarah asked.


  “No,” Yvonne said. “Isn’t it a little early for that? He’s no spring chicken, and he’s pretty overweight to boot.”


  “He’s one of these guys who’s strong as an ox, even though he won’t take care of himself.”


  Yvonne shook her head. “Yeah, until he just drops dead.”


  “Nancy looked pretty harried,” Sarah said. “Wow, here comes John already. He’s never this quick. Something big must be up.”


  “Oh boy,” Yvonne said. “Sid’s done already too. I’d better get dressed for the meeting.”


  “You look fine,” Sarah said. “You always look fine.”


  Yvonne laughed. “I’m wearing a shift with no underwear on. No way. See you in a few minutes.”


  Sarah snickered and greeted John as he came up the steps.


  Sid came into the rig and went to the back to get dressed. He saw Yvonne getting dressed up. “You’re going to the meeting with me, aren’t you?”


  “Damn straight,” she said.


  “Good,” Sid said, leaning over to kiss her.


  “Sarah said John didn’t tell her about the RFID chips.”


  Sid chuckled. “He’s so protective of Sarah.”


  “She’s not looking at it that way,” Yvonne said.


  “Oh, probably not,” Sid said. He pulled on his t-shirt. “He worships the ground she walks on, you know.”


  “I know,” Yvonne said. “You never try to hold back on me.”


  “You’d just figure it out, so why try?”


  “But you want to sometimes?” she asked.


  “I’ve got a protective instinct too,” he said. “You look so nice. Ready to go?”


  “Yeah,” she said. They left their rig, meeting John and Sarah on the way.


  “Is Ryan awake?” John asked.


  “Don’t know,” Yvonne said.


  “There’s Sam on the veranda,” Sid said. They joined him.


  “Ryan able to talk?” John asked.


  “In about ten minutes,” Sam said. “Dr. Grace is with him at the moment. Said he’s doing better.”


  “Good,” Sid said.


  Connie walked over from the office. “Just about ready for the meeting?”


  “Yeah,” Sam said. “What have you been doing?”


  “I just finished skimming through that binder from the UN vehicle,” she said. “My God.”


  “Bad?” Sid asked.


  “What binder?” Yvonne asked.


  “Shoot, I forgot to tell you about what we found in the UN vehicle,” Sid said.


  “Sid…”


  He looked at her, worried expression on his face. “Look, sweetie, I wasn’t trying to hide anything. It’s just that other stuff happened since then.”


  “I want to hear about this too,” Sarah said.


  Yvonne softened her look, reading Sid’s eyes. “Okay, I believe you. What did you guys find?”


  “Claymore mines,” Sid said.


  “They didn’t blow up when you hit the vehicle?” Yvonne asked.


  “They were in the shielded compartments under the sub-floor,” Sam said.


  “Okay,” she said. “What else?”


  “Anti-tank mines,” Sid said. “Mortars with some very nasty ammo, and the books.”


  “What do you mean by nasty ammo?” Sarah asked, shooting a sidelong glance at John.


  “White phosphorus,” Sid said.


  “What’s that?” Sarah asked.


  “It’s kinda like napalm,” John said. “It’s designed to burn people up.”


  “My God, the UN had that?” Yvonne asked.


  “That’s why we want to talk to Ryan,” Sam said. “We need to become more active.”


  “Blowing up a mountain pass and shutting down a major road isn’t active?” Sarah asked.


  “That was a defensive move,” Sam said. “Based on what we found in that UN vehicle, we need to think about joining the fight in an offensive way.”


  “Sounds like a good way to get ourselves killed,” Sarah said.


  “I don’t agree,” Connie said. “If we play defense, they’ll get us eventually. Kill us all. We need them to fear us, and we need to hurt them.


  “They’ll kill us if we fight them,” Sarah said.


  “Some of us will probably get killed either way we go,” Connie said. “I’d rather go out hurting them and helping our cause.”


  “What’s our cause?” Sarah asked. “I thought it was staying alive.”


  “Our cause is our country,” Sam said.


  “All right, you guys have me convinced,” Yvonne said. “I’m in. Don’t let me catch any of you candy-coating things. Agreed?”


  “I agree,” Sid said.


  “Me too,” Sam said.


  “Sarah, you need to open your mind,” John said. “Our forefathers fought in times like these to ensure that the country would be there for later generations. How can we not do the same?”


  Sarah sat quietly, tears forming around her eyes. She looked down and nodded yes. “Sorry. I’m just scared. Now I’m ashamed too.”


  “Don’t be ashamed,” Connie said. “This isn’t easy. When this meeting is over, come get the book. You need to read it.”


  Sarah nodded again. Dr. Grace came out the door.


  “He able to talk, Doc?” Sam asked.


  “Yeah, but not for too long, and don’t get him too riled up, either. He could still die from his wounds.”


  “Thanks,” Sam said. The group filed into the clubhouse.


  Ryan was lying on a cot near the far side of the room, in front of the TV. He smiled and turned towards them, on his side, gritting his teeth from the pain.


  “You aren’t on pain meds?” Connie asked.


  “I’m on as little as possible,” Ryan said. “I need to have a clear head. This ain’t over yet.”


  “You need to sleep so you can recover faster,” Connie said.


  “I’m sleeping okay,” he said. “Something obviously happened. What’s going on?”


  “We opened the sub-floor storage compartments in that UN personnel carrier,” Sam said. “Found some interesting stuff. Wanted to pick your brain.”


  “I don’t know much about what the UN is doing,” Ryan said. “I can tell you a few things about what’s going on with the State government and the CHP, though.”


  “Go ahead,” Sam said.


  “You guys go first,” Ryan said.


  “All right,” Sam said. “We found occupation instructions in one of the storage compartments of that vehicle. They have some really nasty stuff in them. Instructions on how to find gun owners. Instructions to confiscate their weapons and kill them so word doesn’t spread.”


  “Son of a bitch,” Ryan said. “I’m not surprised. What else?”


  “We found some stuff we can use,” Clem said. “Claymore mines. Anti-tank mines. Mortars.”


  “Wow,” Ryan said. “Surprised none of that stuff got destroyed in the attack.”


  “They had willie pete rounds for the mortars,” Sam said, a grim look on his face.


  “Holy shit,” Ryan said. “They’re going to massacre a lot of people. No other reason to have that stuff.”


  “That’s what I thought as soon as I saw it,” Sam said. “We also found some interesting things about the bodies.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Some had RFID chips planted in them,” Sid said. “The bodies that had olive skin.”


  “Do tell,” Ryan said. “Wonder why? Command and control, maybe?”


  “Probably,” Sam said. “We burned the bodies with the chips in them. Otherwise the location might be available to the enemy.”


  “Don’t matter, they know where you are,” Ryan said. “I’m afraid they’re going to make an example out of you guys after the martial law takes hold.”


  “That was what I was thinking,” Sam said. “What can you tell us?”


  “The Governor’s office kidnapped the CHP Commissioners and threw them in an abandoned jail a couple of days ago. Near Sacramento.”


  “Really?” John asked. “So who’s in charge?”


  “Some piss-ant relative of Governor Sable,” Ryan said. “Chief Smith. There’s some jihadist idiot holding their chain. Goes by the name of Saladin.”


  Sam froze. “Saladin?”


  “You heard of him?” Ryan asked.


  “Hell, he almost killed me,” Sam said. “Back when I was on a mission with some other special forces people and the CIA. Wonder if George Franklin knows about this.”


  “Who’s George Franklin?” Ryan asked.


  “Bad-ass spook who was on that mission with me. Former special forces, CIA by the time I knew him. Good man.”


  “Saladin has close ties to the President and Governor Sable,” Ryan said. “They’re all dirty as hell.”


  “How do you know about all of this?” John asked.


  “That’s the reason the CHP leadership went rogue,” Ryan said. “They briefed us before they were taken. We have to do something about this, or a whole lot of people are gonna get killed.”


  “What are they planning?” Sarah asked.


  “They’re gonna start a whole bunch of crap in the state. Terror attacks, mainly in the suburbs. They need a way to justify martial law outside of the cities where the gang problems were happening.”


  “From what I heard, those gang problems were whipped up by Islamists in the first place,” Clem said. “There’s video of them being involved all over the net.”


  “Yep, that’s what Commissioner Frawley thought too,” Ryan said.


  Sam laughed. “I’ll bet Saladin is really pissed at us. We screwed up his operations for the whole southern third of the state, didn’t we?”


  “Pretty much,” Ryan said. “You’ll have to figure out where his supplies and people are, and then you’ll have to go on the attack.”


  “We figured that out before we came to talk to you,” Sid said.


  “What got you to that idea?” Ryan asked.


  “The books and the willie pete,” Sam said. “They ain’t doing this crap here. No frigging way. We need to organize and start gathering intel.”


  “Yep,” Ryan said. “Count me in.”


  “What can you do in your condition?” Connie asked.


  “Bring me a laptop,” he said. “I still have several ways to get into the CHP computer systems.”


  Chapter 5 – Check Point


  Friday morning. Robbie woke up next to Morgan, who was still snoring softly next to him. He spooned tighter, feeling her stir.


  “Good morning,” she said sleepily, pushing back on him.


  “Good morning to you,” he said, kissing her neck. She swooned, turning towards him. They made love, passion rising quickly. When they were done, Morgan took his head in her hands and stared into his eyes.


  “I’m so in love with you,” she said.


  “I feel the same way,” Robbie said. He sat up. “What time do you have to go to work?”


  “I’ve got a few hours. I need a shower.”


  “Towels are in the cabinet under the far sink,” Robbie said. “Help yourself.”


  She got out of bed. “Maybe you should join me.”


  “If I do that, we’ll start up again.”


  “You don’t want to?” she asked.


  “Not right now,” he said. “I need to write. It’s bugging me.”


  “Another article?”


  “No, my fiction,” Robbie said. “I’ve been away from it for more than a week. Time to get back into my normal rhythm.”


  “You have to go to work too, don’t you?”


  “Yeah, but not until evening,” he said.


  “Okay, I’ll leave you alone. You gonna write in the kitchen again?”


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. He threw on a t-shirt and shorts.


  “Won’t it be too noisy out there?”


  “I’ll put on my headphones and listen to music if I need to. That drowns everything out.”


  “Okay, sweetie, I’ll see you in a little while.” She went into the bathroom as he left the bedroom.


  “Morning,” Steve said, standing by to the coffee machine. Colleen was next to him. She glanced over, pulling her robe tighter around herself.


  “Hi,” she said.


  “Good morning,” Robbie said.


  “You going to work today?” Steve asked.


  “Yeah, but not until the evening,” Robbie said. “I’m gonna get back to my novel.”


  “You’re a writer?” Colleen asked.


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. He sat at the kitchen table and turned on his computer.


  “Want coffee?” Steve asked.


  “I’ll get some in a few minutes,” he said.


  “Okay,” Steve said.


  “You working today too, Colleen?” Robbie asked.


  “I don’t have a job right now,” Colleen said. “Mind if I stay here while Steve is gone?”


  “Not at all,” Robbie said. “What time you working, Steve?”


  “Couple hours,” he said. “Gonna be interesting.”


  “I’m scared about it,” Colleen said.


  “Anybody had the news on yet?” Robbie asked.


  “Not us,” Steve said. “Justin left last night, you know.”


  “Katie?” Robbie asked as he logged onto the laptop.


  “Yeah,” Steve said. “Funny how this mess has improved our love lives.”


  “I would have gotten you eventually,” Colleen said. “I was on the verge of going after you.”


  “Sorry I was so clueless,” he said with a sheepish grin.


  “Is Gil still down there?” Robbie asked.


  “Yeah, and he’s mad as a hornet,” Steve said.


  “Why?”


  “Remember that job he quit a few weeks ago? They called him. Said he’d better report for work, or they’d report him to the governing authorities.”


  “What?” Robbie asked. “Seriously?”


  “Yeah,” Steve said.


  “I’m waiting to get a call like that,” Colleen said, worried look on her face.


  “Did you hate your last job?” Robbie asked.


  “Not really,” she said. “School just got real busy and I needed the time.”


  “Then why are you worried? School is still closed, right?”


  “The semester ended,” Colleen said. “I was going to find another job when all of this madness started up.”


  “So why not just go back to the old job, if you didn’t hate it?” Robbie asked.


  “The creep that was holding her captive knows about that job,” Steve said. “I told her to call the police and tell them about that, just in case.”


  “Probably a good idea,” Robbie said. “I’m going to start writing now.”


  “We’re going back downstairs,” Steve said. He and Colleen took their cups of coffee and left the kitchen.


  Robbie read the last couple chapters he finished, doing a quick edit, but his mind was wandering. He went to his browser and searched on work requirement under martial law, his eyes getting wide as a whole page of links showed up. He clicked on the first one, which led to a message board with over a thousand responses.


  “Holy crap,” Robbie said, scanning the messages. “Everybody’s getting called back.” He couldn’t tear himself away from the boards, time ticking away.


  Morgan walked out, wearing one of his mom’s robes with a towel wrapped around her hair. “You writing?”


  He looked at her and chuckled. “Got sidetracked, after talking to Steve and Colleen.”


  “Uh oh, what’s up?”


  “Gil got called back into the job he quit a few weeks ago,” Robbie said. “They told him if he didn’t report to work today, they’d tell the governing authority.”


  “Oh crap,” Morgan said. “You’re kidding.”


  “It’s going on in all the areas where Sable declared martial law, and people are pissed. Some are vowing to resist.”


  Morgan pulled up a chair next to him. “This is scary.”


  “Colleen is worried,” Robbie said. “That creep that was holding her hostage knows where her last job was.”


  “She quit?”


  “Yeah, to make more time for school last semester,” Robbie said.


  “What’s Gil going to do?”


  “Don’t know,” Robbie said. “He hasn’t been up here yet.”


  “Coffee?” Morgan asked.


  “Sure, I’ll take a cup. Sumatra, if we have any more of that.”


  “I’ll check,” she said, getting up.


  “I’d better get to work,” Robbie said. “Wasted enough time. I could mess around on the message boards all day.”


  “Found a Sumatra,” she said, putting the pod into the coffee machine and setting a cup under the spout. She hit the button and walked over, touching Robbie’s hair. “Don’t get too riled up.”


  “I won’t,” he said. “I’m gonna be worried about you when you’re gone. There aren’t creeps working at the card club, I hope.”


  “No,” she said, “and the boss is very protective of us. Especially the women. I’ll be fine, as long as I get there and back okay.”


  Gil trudged up the stairs as Morgan made her cup of coffee.


  “I heard what happened,” Robbie said.


  “Bastards,” Gil said. “I hated that job. Wonder what’ll happen if I refuse to go back there?”


  “I’d wait and see,” Robbie said. “The work requirement is only starting today. People who resist are liable to end up in jail. There’s also supposed to be a review board where people can attempt to change their situation. It’s part of the governing authority.”


  Gil sighed. “Dammit. This really sucks, man.”


  “What kind of job is it?” Morgan asked.


  “Small factory,” Gil said. “They make stuff for cement walls and fences. Metal inserts you can screw bolts into, mainly.”


  “Why’d you leave?” Morgan asked.


  “Because they won’t promote Mexicans,” Gil said. “Pisses me off. I worked hard for a long time and got nowhere, while lessor employees went up the ladder fast.”


  “That’s not good,” Morgan said.


  “Just be careful,” Robbie said. “Stick it out until you can work with the review board to get a different job.”


  “I’ll try,” he said. “Really makes me mad, though.”


  “I know,” Robbie said. “Don’t blame you.”


  “Justin never came home last night,” Gil said. “Think the little weasel scored?”


  Morgan giggled. “Hey, I’m in here.”


  Gil laughed. “Sorry.”


  Robbie grinned. “If he did, it was because Katie pushed it.”


  “Think he’ll be bringing her back here?” Morgan asked.


  “Good question,” Gil said. “We might be able to go back to our homes, if the martial law really settles things down.”


  Morgan shot a glance to Robbie. “We can’t. Ours burned down, remember?”


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. “That’s okay, we can live here as long as we want.”


  “I’m gonna go watch a little news,” Gil said.


  Robbie nodded. Morgan got next to him and whispered. “You think he’s gonna go along?”


  Robbie leaned back in his chair, then looked at her. “Yeah, he will, but he won’t be happy about it.”


  “Hey, guys, check this out!” Gil said.


  “What?” Robbie replied, getting up.


  “Big attack in Poway,” he said. “Look!”


  Robbie and Morgan came out and sat next to each other on the couch, watching the fire-fight on live video.


  “My God, look how many Islamists there are,” Morgan said.


  “Why would they attack in Poway?” Gil asked.


  “I’ll bet they’re trying to cut San Diego off from the rest of the state,” Robbie said. “They want to bottle up the military that’s there.”


  The commentator came on.


  “We just got this cellphone video from a resident of Poway, California. A large force of Islamist fighters attacked this morning, killing many people on the outskirts of town and taking hostages. Poway has a small police force, and there’s no National Guard in the area.”


  “Oh my God, those poor people,” Morgan said.


  Gil chuckled. “There’s a lot of rednecks in Poway. They’d better watch out.”


  “Really? How do you know that?” Robbie asked.


  “My uncle lived there until he passed. If the Islamists haven’t taken care of them in a hurry, they might not have as easy a time as they think.”


  “Interesting,” Robbie said.


  “Look, chopper video,” Gil said, pointing to the screen.


  “There are people fighting back,” Morgan said. “Look, on the rooftops, shooting down at the Islamist soldiers.”


  “Yes!” Gil said. “Told you.”


  “They better be careful with that news chopper,” Robbie said. “It’s liable to get shot down.”


  The commentator was back on.


  “We are getting reports that armed citizens are rushing into the streets and engaging the enemy fighters, alongside the police department. This will be a bloody battle. It’s estimated that there are as many as fifteen thousand Islamist fighters in the area.”


  “Where the hell are they getting that many men?” Gil asked. “This looks as bad as what’s been going on in Texas.”


  “Seriously,” Robbie said.


  Suddenly the screen went dark, and then came back up with a much lower-resolution picture. There were about twenty people on their hands and knees in a row. An Islamist’s face came into view.


  “Did they just hijack the TV feed?” Morgan asked, eyes wide.


  “He’s gonna talk,” Gil said.


  “The infidels of California will surrender and submit, or suffer the fate you are about to witness.”


  The man nodded to the right, and the camera moved over, showing several men in Islamist garb with swords. They approached the citizens.


  “I can’t watch this,” Morgan said, running into the bedroom. Gil picked up the remote and turned off the TV.


  “I can’t watch that either,” Gil said. “Bastards. We’re gonna get those assholes.”


  Robbie nodded, shocked look on his face. He followed Morgan into the bedroom. She was lying face down on the bed sobbing. He got next to her, petting her back.


  “They can’t pull that here in the South Bay,” Robbie said.


  She turned to him. “Are you sure?”


  “We have National Guard all over the place. They’d have a huge fight on their hands before they could try anything like that. Trust me.”


  “I hate this. I wish we could leave. I wish there was some place to go.”


  “Me too, honey,” Robbie said, laying against her. “Me too.”


  Robbie’s phone dinged with a text message. He pulled it out of his pocket and looked. It was Justin. The message read You seeing this, bro?


  “Justin,” Robbie said. He hit his contact and put the phone to his ear. It rang twice, and Justin picked up.


  “Can you believe this crap?” Justin asked. “We didn’t get the TV turned off fast enough. I’m trying to forget what I saw. It was really bad.”


  “We got it turned off in time,” Robbie said. “Where are you?”


  “With Katie in Hermosa,” he said. “I might not be coming back there. I might stay here with her.”


  “Whatever you want to do, man,” Robbie said. “I take it things went well.”


  “Yeah, Steve wasn’t lying to me. She’s been interested in me for a while. Boy am I dumb sometimes.”


  “Aren’t we all,” Robbie said. “You’re going back to work, right?”


  “Yeah,” he said. “Kind of glad, actually. I want to feel more normal.”


  “How about Katie?”


  “She doesn’t have a job right now,” he said. “She was too busy with grad school.”


  “Same thing with Colleen,” Robbie said. “You hear what happened to Gil?”


  There was silence on the line for a moment. “Oh no, what happened?”


  “Relax, he’s okay. He’s being forced back into the job he quit a few weeks ago.”


  “Really? They can do that?”


  “Apparently so,” Robbie said. “He’s not happy about it.”


  “Yeah, he said the owner was racist,” Justin said. “What’s he gonna do?”


  “I talked him into complying until he can appeal it. There’s going to be a review board.”


  “Interesting,” Justin said. “Katie’s back. I gotta go.”


  “All right. Enjoy Katie, and watch your back.”


  “You be careful too,” he said.


  Robbie ended the call and set his phone down.


  “Everything okay?” Morgan asked.


  “Yeah, he’s fine,” Robbie said. “Sounds like things went well between him and Katie.”


  “He’s staying there, isn’t he?”


  “Yep. We might have this place to ourselves before too long.”


  “I could live with that,” Morgan said. “Sorry I threw a fit.”


  “Are you kidding me? We turned off the TV before it started. Unfortunately, Justin wasn’t quick enough.”


  “He saw some of it, huh?”


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. “Hope Katie didn’t see it.”


  “So what now?”


  “I’m gonna go back to my writing, and try to stay off the message boards,” he said.


  “Okay. You mind if I set up my laptop on the other end of the table? I won’t bother you.”


  “Sure, no problem,” he said.


  “Thanks. I just want to be where I can see you.” She reached for him and kissed him passionately.


  “You’re not making this easy,” Robbie said, smiling at her.


  “Run along and write well,” she said.


  


  ***


  “You guys sure you want to leave?” Ji-Ho asked. “You can stay here as long as you want.


  Seth smiled at him as Emma got into the 4Runner. “Emma’s parents want her home for a while, and I need to get back home too.”


  “Be careful,” Ji-Ho said. “Remember what I say about martial law and UN.”


  “We will,” Seth said. “Thanks for everything. Hopefully I’ll see you again soon.”


  “Yes, I hope,” he said.


  Seth got behind the wheel. “You okay?” he asked.


  “Yeah, I’m okay,” she said, “but what he said made me pretty nervous.”


  “I know, me too,” Seth said. He started the engine and backed out of the huge driveway, then headed towards Torrance.


  “The streets are almost empty,” Emma said, looking around. “I thought there would be more people around now that things are settled down.”


  “I’m not surprised,” Seth said. “We’ll see more people when we get down to Pacific Coast Highway. They’re probably stopping people on the way up the hill if they aren’t residents, and it’s not that dense up here.”


  “Oh,” she said.


  “We might see a few more people on this road,” Seth said as he turned left on Palos Verdes Drive West. He sped up when they got to the four-lane divided road. “Yeah, see? Other cars.”


  “Thank God,” Emma said. “You won’t have to work tonight, will you?”


  “No,” Seth said. “My boss said tomorrow night.”


  “Good, maybe we can see each other, then.”


  “At your place?” Seth asked.


  “Pick me up at my parent’s house and take me there, okay? I’d rather not drive there alone at night.”


  “You need to stop by there first?” Seth asked.


  “No, I’m okay, and we’re already late. You taking Calle Mayor?”


  “I was just gonna take Palos Verdes Boulevard to PCH.”


  “Calle Mayor is faster,” she said.


  “Okay,” Seth said. He turned right and followed it to PCH. “Look. Checkpoint.”


  “Oh, great,” Emma said, gripping the sides of the seat.


  “Don’t act nervous,” Seth said.


  “How can I not, after what Ji-Ho said, and after you guys took pot shots at those boats?”


  Seth shot her a worried glance as he pulled up to the officers. There was a blue and white van parked nearby which said UN on the side. Two peacekeepers in uniform walked up, holding assault rifles.


  “Driver’s licenses, please,” said the first man with a German accent.


  “Both of us?” Emma asked.


  “Yes, please,” the man said. The other peacekeeper was looking in the passenger side window.


  Seth took Emma’s license from her hand, then got his out and gave them both to the peacekeeper.


  “Do you have any weapons?” he asked.


  “No,” Seth said, trying not to look nervous.


  The second officer looked hard at Emma, then said something in German to the first officer. Both of them snickered.


  “Okay, everything is in order,” the first peacekeeper said. “Where are you going?”


  “I’m taking her to her parent’s house,” Seth said. “Then I’m going home.”


  “See that you do that,” the first man said. “Do you have employment?”


  “I do,” Seth said. “I work tomorrow.”


  “And the lady?”


  “She doesn’t have a job right now.”


  “Everybody will be given jobs,” the peacekeeper said.


  Emma looked nervously at Seth. The peacekeeper on the passenger side muttered something in German again.


  “Can we go, please?” Seth asked. “We’re already late. Her parents are worried.”


  “Yes, of course,” the first peacekeeper said. “Take care. We’ll probably see you again. Good day.” He handed both driver’s licenses back to Seth and moved away from the car.


  Seth drove away, taking a deep breath.


  “We have to live with that every day?” Emma asked, face flushed.


  “This is really bad. I know what they said in German.”


  “You actually learned something in German class?” Emma teased. “I thought you just messed around with Angel in that class.”


  “I know enough to get the gist,” Seth said.


  “What’d they say?”


  “The first comment was something like look at the hot chick. ”


  “Oh no,” Emma said. “Dammit. Was Ji-Ho right about them?”


  “Don’t be alone with one or two of them, like he said. I mean it.”


  “I don’t plan to,” she said. “Trust me. What did they say the second time?”


  Seth looked at her. “Something like I’ve got a job for her.”


  “Oh,” Emma said. “What if I have to drive myself to work?”


  “We’ll figure something out,” Seth said. “Maybe you ought to move back to your parent’s house, and have one of them take you if you get a job. When I can’t, that is.”


  “I really don’t want to do that,” she said. “I left for a reason. We’ll see.”


  Chapter 6 – The Noose Tightens


  Commissioner Frawley couldn’t sleep. He lay on his hard cot, staring at the stained ceiling of the cell in the abandoned prison. There was a clank from down the hall, and whispering voices. Footsteps approached. Frawley got off his cot and shook Katz and Cooley.


  “Whaaa…” Cooley murmured.


  “We’ve got company,” Frawley whispered.


  “Hear them,” Katz whispered back.


  Suddenly a flashlight beam hit lit the cell.


  “Good evening,” Chief Smith said. “Sorry to wake you. We had to come late.”


  A key went into the lock on the bars, and it creaked open. Chief Smith came in with a rail-thin man wearing a hoodie, then set his flashlight on the floor, pointing up to the ceiling, bathing the cell in dim light.


  Frawley’s eyes got wide as the thin man pulled down the hood. “Governor Sable?”


  “Sorry about what happened,” Sable said. “California is in big trouble.”


  “Yeah, no shit,” Cooley said. “Why are you with these guys?”


  “I’m not anymore,” Sable said. “I’ve been lied to, and the President is in way over his head. We let a monster into our midst. We need to stop him.”


  “Saladin,” Frawley said. “What’s he gonna do?”


  “He’s going to create a reign of terror,” Sable said.


  “C’mon, uncle, he’s not…”


  “Shut up,” Sable said. “After we finish here, you’re taking orders directly from me, and if you let Saladin know what’s going on, I’ll have you killed.”


  “You can’t do that,” Chief Smith said. “You wouldn’t do that.”


  “Watch me,” Sable said, his anger raging. Then he calmed down in an instant and turned to Frawley. “Sorry about that.” He nodded towards Smith.


  “How do we know we can believe a word you say?” Katz asked.


  “Let him talk,” Frawley said. “Go ahead, Governor.”


  “This morning Saladin’s forces attacked Poway,” Sable said. “It was supposed to be a small terror attack, the start to a process of putting the rest of California under martial law. Saladin is supposed to be a moderate helping the Administration to neutralize the Caliphate’s rise.”


  “Saladin is part of the Caliphate,” Frawley said. “We figured that out a couple of weeks ago. You know about this cretin’s history, right?”


  “I do now,” Sable said.


  “Why the hell does the Administration believe we need martial law in parts of California that are stable?” Cooley asked.


  “We’ve been aware of enemy fighters staging in many of those areas, and conducting attacks on population centers from them. Outside of Bakersfield. East of San Diego. Around Visalia. Outside of Concord. Around Folsom, near where we are right now. Dunsmuir. Garberville. Lompoc. Other places.”


  “You were going to get martial law going in all of those places?”


  “We were going to reach a tipping point and then declare it state-wide, but it was only supposed to be temporary,” Sable said. “No more than six months. I’ve since found out that there’s nothing temporary about it. The Administration plans to take total control of the state directly, and keep martial law in place to handle rebellious citizens until a stable power structure is in place.”


  “That’s not going to work,” Cooley said.


  Sable nodded in agreement. “Saladin plans to turn on the Administration as soon as he has control in a group of strategic places. He’s teaming with the UN to make this happen. They think they’ll be able to subjugate the people of this country and break the hegemony of the United States, freeing the Caliphate to attack Europe full force.”


  “Makes sense when you think about it,” Katz said. “Keep America busy fighting for her survival over here while the Islamists march north over ground to take Europe, joining all the sleeper cells they put there during the various refugee crisis events over the last fifteen years. After they consolidate their power over Europe, they turn to the United States and try to finish the job here.”


  “So what now?” Frawley asked. “You know Saladin is going to have us killed as soon as he can get away with it. Then he’s coming after you unless you toe the line.”


  “I’m letting you guys go,” Sable said.


  “Uncle! They’ll kill us.”


  “They’ll try,” Sable said. “Maybe we deserve it. We should’ve known better.”


  “How do you know we won’t be shot as soon as we walk out the door?” Cooley asked.


  “I’ve got my personal security staff outside, guarding the area,” Sable said. “I won’t candy coat this. You guys will be on your own once you leave here. If Saladin has caught wind of this little meeting, we might all be killed before we get more than a hundred yards away from this building. He’s got moles all over the state government.”


  “Maybe I’ve misjudged you,” Frawley said.


  “I’m a frigging idiot,” Sable said. “Like I said, I should’ve known better.”


  “I don’t want to get killed, uncle,” Chief Smith said.


  Sable looked at him with disgust. “Go bring that duffel bag over here.”


  “You sure about this?” Smith asked.


  “Do it now,” Sable said.


  Chief Smith got up and left the cell. As soon as he was out of sight, Sable pulled a thumb drive out of his pocket. “Don’t let that idiot see this. Get it out there, if you can get to a PC.” He handed it to Frawley.


  “What is it?” Frawley whispered.


  “The location of Saladin’s encampments. Locations of UN bases. Names of people working with the enemy. Names of dirty Federal employees. Location of supply depots. Everything needed by the citizens and police departments to put these guys down.”


  Frawley put it in his pocket. “I know what to do with this. I’ll get it out there if we survive.”


  Chief Smith was back with the duffel bag. He set it down outside the cell and unzipped it.


  Cooley picked up the flashlight and kneeled next to the bag, shining the light inside. He took out three Mini-14 rifles and three automatic pistols, plus several boxes of ammo.


  “That’s not much ammo,” Sable said.


  “I was in a hurry,” Smith said. “You know how hard it is to get this stuff now.”


  “You don’t know how to take orders,” Sable said, glaring at him.


  “You guys better go,” Smith said. “Fast. I have a bad feeling about this.”


  “Cooley, check what’s in the magazines,” Frawley said.


  He pulled the magazine out of one of the pistols. “Son of a bitch, this is loaded with blanks.”


  “You piece of crap,” Sable said. He pulled out a hand gun and pointed it at Smith.


  “No, uncle! No. They forced me. I swear.”


  Sable shot him in the chest four times. He fell into a bleeding clump on the floor.


  “Shit!” Katz said. “That was loud.” His eyes darted around.


  “They know we’re here,” Sable said. “There real ammo in those boxes?”


  Cooley’s hand trembled as he opened the first one. “Yeah.”


  “Let’s reload the guns and get the hell out of here if we can,” Frawley said.


  “My men are still outside,” Sable said. “I trust all of them.”


  “They’re already dead,” Frawley said. He got down on the floor next to Katz and Cooley to load guns.


  “You bring something for us to leave in?” Katz asked.


  “Yeah, there’s a Jeep Wrangler parked in the exercise yard,” Sable said. “Had it placed there before we got here. Smith didn’t know about it.”


  “You knew he was dirty, didn’t you?” Frawley asked.


  “I was about 90% sure,” Sable said. “Now I’m going to have to deal with my sister. Would have nailed him before now if it wasn’t for her.”


  “Well, if it’s any comfort, you’ll be lucky to get out of here alive,” Cooley said, flashing a toothy grin.


  “I’ll go check the main door,” Katz said. He rushed out, pushing the door open a crack. It stopped when it hit something. He peered out. There was a body on the ground, piano wire wrapped around the neck. He quietly pulled the door shut and rushed back to the cell. “Body blocking the door. Man dressed in black with piano wire around his neck.”


  “Dammit, that’s my head of security,” Sable said.


  “There’s a lot of doors in this place,” Cooley said. “Been here before, years ago. There’s two gun towers, each with a 360-degree view. We might be able to create a diversion from there for long enough to get away, assuming that Jeep is still intact.”


  “I’ll take one of the rifles up there,” Sable said. “I’m a good shot. You guys try to get out of here.”


  “I’m going in the other tower,” Cooley said. He looked at Frawley and Katz. “You two need to get out of here alive with that info. Can I trust you to do it?”


  “Trust us?” Frawley asked.


  “I’m about to get killed over this,” Cooley said. “I’d rather not waste my life.”


  “You’re a good man, Cooley,” Katz said. “If we don’t get that data out there, it’s because we got killed.”


  Cooley chuckled. “I didn’t think you guys would chicken out. I want to make sure you’re motivated enough to survive.”


  “We are,” Frawley said. “Let’s go. I’ll take the third rifle.”


  “I’ll drive,” Katz said.


  “Don’t go out there until you hear at least one shot fired from the towers,” Cooley said. “I mean it.”


  Frawley nodded and followed Katz down the hallway towards the door to the exercise yard while Cooley and Sable went the opposite direction. Cooley pointed to a door on the left. “That leads to the first tower. Just take the spiral staircase, but be quiet. It’s metal. Hard shoes make racket on it.”


  “Got it,” Sable said. He ducked into the door as Cooley continued down the hallway, ducking into the doorway to the other tower.


  Frawley cracked the back door open and peered out. The Jeep was parked in the shadows near the wall closest to the door. The gate hung ajar about sixty yards away, across the dirt and dead grass of the yard. He slipped back inside, silently closing the door.


  “Still there?” Katz whispered.


  “Yeah, looks un-molested,” Frawley said. “That’s a brand new Jeep. It’s got paper tags. The top and doors are off too.”


  “So?” Katz asked.


  “We can get in without the lights coming on. It probably has Uconnect Wi-Fi. If it does, I’ll upload this before we leave. I’ll put it on the CHP site and publish it organization wide.”


  Katz looked him in the eye. “Sable doesn’t have access to that, does he?”


  “No,” Frawley said. “Why?”


  Katz paused for a moment. “Sable knows we aren’t getting out of here alive. He needed you to do this. We’ll upload this and try to get away, but chances are we’ll get nailed.”


  Frawley sighed. “You’re probably right.”


  “You know how to run this Jeep Wi-Fi system? We’ll probably have less than a minute to do the job.”


  “Yeah, I know how,” Frawley said. “I’m an off-roader, remember? I bought one of those six months ago. Know that system like the back of my hand.”


  “Okay, then I’ll cover you with the rifle while you do it,” Katz said. “Hand it over.”


  Frawley nodded and gave him the Mini-14. They waited.


  There was a gunshot, then three more in rapid succession.


  “There’s our cue,” Frawley said. He pushed the door open and crawled out in the shadows, sneaking into the car as more gunfire erupted.


  “Hurry, man,” Katz whispered as he got behind the Jeep and watched the walls and the yard, gun at his shoulder.


  Frawley climbed into the driver’s seat and turned the key onto accessory. The light came on. More gunshots came from the towers, and then Katz opened fire at the wall on the far side of the compound. Somebody yelled something in Arabic, and a body fell off the wall. Katz continued to fire. A bullet whizzed by his head and hit the brick wall of the prison behind him.


  “You in?” Katz asked.


  “Yeah, uploading now,” Frawley said. More gunfire came at them, and suddenly Frawley’s left arm exploded in pain. “I’m hit.”


  Katz fired several more shots, killing two Islamists who were running along the top of the wall. “Can you finish?” he asked.


  “Almost there,” Frawley said, as another bullet ripped into him, hitting his left thigh. Katz fired again, three more times. Then his head exploded against the wall as he was hit from three directions.


  “Katz!” Frawley yelled. He pulled out his pistol and fired at several men who were rushing the Jeep from across the yard, hitting the first two before he got hit in the shoulder, the gun flying out of his hand. He felt himself losing consciousness, but not before he saw the upload finish. He smiled as the Islamist got to the Jeep and shot him in the forehead.


  


  ***


  “You’re ready to go to work?” Robbie asked. Morgan had her cocktail waitress outfit on. “Wish you didn’t have to drive there in that. It’s too sexy.”


  “I know,” she said. “If it wasn’t so damn hot, I’d wear an overcoat.”


  “If you wore something like that, it’d probably be worse,” Gil said. “They’ll think you’re hiding a weapon or something.”


  “I really don’t like this,” Robbie said. “I should go with you.”


  Gil shook his head no. “According to the rules and regulations I’ve read, you have to be pre-screened.”


  “I’m not prescreened,” Morgan said.


  “Yes you are. Your boss had to put your name into their database,” Gil said. “When you get to the checkpoint they’ll look you up. They’ll see your name there and let you through.”


  “How are customers supposed to get there, then?” Morgan asked.


  “You have to call the casino and put your name in,” Gil said. “This is all BS, of course, because people will start using that to go where they want. I expect these thugs to make examples out of a few people who try it.”


  “Fear,” Robbie said, “and keep us segregated with no ability to move freely. The more we learn about this, the worse it is.”


  “Stop it,” Morgan said. “I’m scared enough already.”


  Robbie got up from his computer and hugged her. “Be careful.”


  “You too,” she said. “What time do you have to leave?”


  “Six,” he said. “A few hours. I don’t have to go past any checkpoints, though.”


  “Well, I gotta go,” Morgan said. “Walk me to my car?”


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. They went down the stairs together, then into the driveway.


  “Can I have a kiss before I go?” Morgan asked.


  Robbie took her into his arms and kissed her passionately. “I don’t want you to go.”


  “You and I both know that I don’t have a choice,” Morgan said. She got into the car and started the engine, then kissed him one more time when he bent down to her window.


  “Be safe,” Robbie said. He backed away from the window and she put the car in reverse, looking one more time at Robbie’s worried face before she was out of sight.


  The streets weren’t as empty as before. She waited in line to turn right on Artesia, then took the split to Redondo Beach Boulevard. The checkpoint was right on the other side of Hawthorne Boulevard. She rolled to a stop at the line, and two UN Peacekeepers were at her driver and passenger side windows within seconds.


  “What business do you have here?” asked the man in a French accent.


  “I’m going to work at the card club in Gardena,” she said.


  “Name please?”


  “Morgan Gentry,” she said.


  The man at the passenger side window nodded and input her name into his tablet. He shook his head no.


  “You aren’t cleared,” the Frenchman said.


  “How did you spell my name?”


  The other man said “J-E-N-T-R-Y.”


  “That’s the problem,” Morgan said politely. “My name starts with a G, not a J.”


  “Try that,” the Frenchman said.


  He did, then shook his head yes.


  “Okay, it checks out,” he said. “What time is your shift?”


  “It starts at 4:00 and ends at 11:30,” she said, noticing the man with the tablet reading along. He nodded again to the first man.


  “That checks out,” he said, smiling.


  “You guys are keeping track of how long I’m there?” Morgan asked, feeling her face flush.


  “Do you have a problem with that, madam?” the Frenchman asked with a touch of menace.


  “It just seems a little excessive to me, that’s all,” Morgan said. “How does that information help us to control the terrorists?”


  “Would you like to go to headquarters and ask further questions?” the Frenchman asked.


  “No, that’s all right,” she said, her heart pounding. “I’m just curious, that’s all.”


  “This is for your own good,” the Frenchman said. “You don’t have any weapons, do you?”


  “No sir,” she said.


  “Fine, then you are free to go, directly to work and directly home when your shift ends. Good day.”


  Morgan drove forward, her heart racing. She glanced at the checkpoint on the other side of the road. A man was being dragged out of his car. A UN Peacekeeper hit him in the head with a baton as a woman in the car screamed.


  The rest of the drive was uneventful. She pulled into the parking lot of the card club, dread building as she saw two UN vans parked in front. She walked from her car to the employee entrance, pulling open the heavy metal door.


  “Morgan,” her boss said as he saw her walking down the hallway. “You made it.” He was a large middle-aged man, a little overweight but with the look of a mixer. He nodded for her to follow him into his office. She sat at a chair in front of his desk, and he shut the door.


  “Can you believe this garbage?” he asked softly as he sat behind his desk. “Damn Eurotrash.”


  “Don’t let them bother you, Sparky,” she said. “This won’t last forever.”


  “How was the checkpoint?” Sparky asked. “I’ve heard bad things.”


  “The UN Peacekeepers were pretty surly,” she said.


  “This isn’t good. I’ve seen rumors on the internet. Some people aren’t making it to their destinations. Especially pretty girls.”


  “I saw a man yanked out of his car and beaten at the other checkpoint,” Morgan said. “It was on the westbound side of Redondo Beach Boulevard.”


  “This is too much,” Sparky said. “Way too oppressive. Feels like we’re occupied.”


  “What’s with the UN vehicles in the parking lot?”


  Sparky sighed. “They’re here on their off-hours, or so they say. I think they’re keeping an eye on things. You know some of our clientele can be dicey.”


  “I know,” Morgan said. “I’d rather deal with the worst of our customers than these UN creeps.”


  “They’re going to charge us a tax for every person outside the checkpoints who comes here,” Sparky said. “Including employees. Starts in a week. Eventually it’ll force businesses to only hire people who live inside their checkpoints. They’re going to tighten the noose. Segregate us from each other. Strict neighborhood control. Just like a banana republic. Just like the Nazis. Just like Stalin.”


  There was a knock on the door.


  “Come,” Sparky said.


  A woman in a cocktail dress slipped through the door, her mascara running down from her teary eyes.


  “Trish, what’s wrong?” Sparky asked.


  “One of those guys grabbed me, ouch, on my boob. When I resisted, he looked at his cellphone and read off my parent’s address. Then he stomped out the door.”


  Chapter 7 – Card Club


  “About time you got here,” Emma said, getting up off the porch step as Seth walked up. It was dusk.


  “What’s wrong?” Seth asked. “Why are you outside?”


  “Had a big fight with my step-dad,” she said. “Mom wants me to stay, and he tried to be the enforcer. I wish she would believe me.” She caught herself and looked away, pausing for a moment. “There’s been bad things happening at checkpoints.”


  Seth took her hand. “What did you mean? About your step-dad?”


  “Never mind, I’m just mad,” she said as they walked to the 4Runner.


  Seth helped her into the car and got into the driver’s seat. “Something did happen with him. Before you moved out.”


  “I don’t want to talk about that,” she said. “Let’s just get to my apartment, okay?”


  Seth bit his tongue and started the car. They made it to the South Redondo apartment without problems, both silent the entire way.


  “Should I park on the street?” Seth asked.


  “Let’s go around back and look at the carport. The roommates are probably still gone.”


  “Okay,” Seth said. He drove down the thin driveway and turned right. “Looks like it’s open.”


  “Yeah, go ahead and park there, then,” she said.


  Seth parked and got out to help her. She avoided eye contact with him as they took the walkway to the apartment, fumbling with her keys at the door. Seth took them away from her and opened the door quickly, eyes darting around before he followed her in.


  “Nobody’s been here since we were here last,” she said as she walked to the kitchen. “Wonder where they went?”


  “The answering machine is blinking,” Seth said, pointing to it on the end table to the left of the couch. “Whose phone is that?”


  “Cindy’s,” Emma said.


  “Should we listen?”


  “She doesn’t like it when I do that,” Emma said. “She gets sex messages. Some of them are really bad.”


  “Might not get her pissed off now, with everything that’s been going on. She might need help.”


  Emma stood silently for a moment, thinking, then pushed the button.


  “Emma? Are you there? Oh my God. These Islamists stopped both of our cars near the Nevada border. They killed Jerry, and they’re raping Kathy right now, on the hood of her car. Oh no, one of them sees me back here.


  “Drop phone, bitch!”


  “No! Help me! Somebody help me!”


  “Nobody around, bitch. Let see what you look like.”


  “No! Emma. Tell my parents. Tell Jerry’s parents. Ouch. Let go of me! Stop it!”


  The call ended abruptly, the last sound a crunch as the cellphone was ground beneath the tormentors heel.


  “Oh my God,” Emma said, as fear swept through her. Seth rushed over and took her into his arms. She sobbed against his chest.


  “How long ago was that message?”


  “I don’t know how to tell,” she said. “Dammit. Everything’s wrong. Everything’s evil. Being home was just as bad.”


  “What happened there?” Seth asked, sitting on the couch and pulling her down next to him.


  “My step dad,” she cried. “He tried to take me again.”


  “What?” Seth asked. “What did he do?”


  “He watched me when I was showering, and then cornered me while my mom was dead drunk,” she said.


  “Did he rape you?” Seth asked.


  “No, because I kicked him in the balls and got away. I tried to tell my mom, but she was out of it. She never believes me.”


  “That was the real reason you left, wasn’t it?” he asked, face flushing with anger. “Maybe I ought to go back over there and introduce him to Mr. Winchester.”


  “Then the only person I trust in the world will be gone,” she said, looking at him through tears.


  “Did he ever actually rape you?”


  “No, but he tried more than once, and he’s touched me more times than I can count. He does it right in front of mom when she’s drunk enough.”


  “This can’t stand,” Seth said, seething with anger. “Always wondered about that creep when he used to kiss you on the neck.”


  She shuddered. “Let’s not talk about this anymore, okay?”


  “I’ll be right back,” Seth said.


  “Where are you going?”


  “I left my rifle out in the car. I want to bring it in. Don’t worry, I’ll be right back.”


  “For once I think that’s a good idea,” Emma said. “Something’s wrong. I can feel it.”


  “Lock the door after me,” Seth said as he slipped out. “Don’t open it unless you see me by myself.”


  She nodded and got up, tears still running down her cheeks.


  Seth rushed down the walkway to the car ports. It was quiet there. Too quiet. Curtains pulled. Nobody around. Very few cars parked in the back, which was normally full. He opened the tailgate of his 4Runner and moved the blanket hiding the rifle. He picked it up and grabbed a box of ammo from the rear storage compartment. Two car doors shut towards the front of the building. Seth froze and listened. He heard a man’s voice in Arabic, then another voice in response.


  Seth’s heart hammered in his chest. He cocked his rifle as softly as he could and snuck to the beginning of the walkway. Footsteps plodded on ahead of him. Then there was a hard knock on Emma’s door. No reply. The first man turned and whispered something to the second.


  The other man ignored him and tried the doorknob, then banged on the door again. Seth inched around the corner, looking at them. One of them was trying to open the door with a credit card. Then Emma screamed.


  Seth came around the corner, aimed, and fired at the man with the credit card, hitting him in the side.


  “You pig!” yelled the other man as his friend fell dead. Seth cocked the lever gun again, aimed right at the man.


  “Freeze, asshole,” Seth said.


  “I kill you, dumb kid, and rape your woman.” He pulled a pistol out of his pocket.


  Seth fired, hitting the man in the upper torso. He continued to step towards him, eyes fluttering, trying to take aim. Seth shot him again, this time in the face, splattering the man’s head all over the porch. The first man moaned as he tried to get his weapon out. Seth rushed over and shot him again.


  “Emma?” he cried. “They’re both dead. Open the door.”


  “Oh, my God,” she said as she opened it, stepping over the bloody bodies. “We can’t stay here.”


  “No, we can’t,” Seth said. “Grab your stuff. There may be more of these creeps around.”


  “Yeah,” she said, racing back to throw clothes into a pillow case.


  “Hurry,” Seth said, glancing around, finger on the trigger of the Winchester.


  “Let’s go,” she said. They ran to the car, throwing the pillow case in the open tailgate and slipping the gun on the floor in front. Seth backed out and turned, seeing that a white van had blocked the driveway.


  “Crap,” Seth said. He stopped the car and rushed to the van, Winchester in hand. The keys were in the ignition. He got in and backed the van out onto the street, then looked behind him. There were several AK-47s and two metal ammo boxes back there, plus a crate. He picked up the rifles and rushed them back to the 4Runner as Emma watched in rising panic, then went back for the ammo and the crate. He pulled the blankets over the weapons, closed the tailgate, and jumped back into the driver’s seat, gunning the engine, flying out of the driveway.


  “Oh, crap, look at the side of that van,” Emma said, her voice barely above a whisper.


  Seth looked. The van had the UN logo on the side. “Son of a bitch, I knew it.” He slapped the steering wheel hard as drove onto the street, heading for his apartment in Walteria, hoping against hope that there wasn’t a checkpoint on the way.


  


  ***


  Officer Ryan was on the cot in the clubhouse, head propped up with pillows, typing on the laptop sitting on his belly. His eyes grew wide.


  “Sam! Clem! Get in here!”


  Sam heard him and came in. “You okay?”


  Ryan smiled as he downloaded the first file and went onto the second one.


  “We just got the motherlode,” Ryan said, face grim.


  “What’s the matter, then?”


  “The message tag on the package of files, from CHP Commissioner Frawley.”


  “What about it?” Sam asked as Clem ran in.


  “Everything okay?” Clem asked as he rushed over.


  “Yeah,” Ryan said. “Commissioner Frawley put out an encrypted package which contains a bunch of info on the invaders.”


  “What kind of info?” Clem asked.


  “Well, for starters, the location of a lot of enemy bases and supply depots in California,” Ryan said.


  “What was wrong, though?” Sam asked as he came over.


  “Frawley’s tag on the package,” Ryan said, the grim expression back. “He said I’m dead and so are Cooley, Katz, and Smith.”


  “Who are those guys?” Clem asked.


  “The leadership of the CHP. The ones who disappeared before Patrick and I were captured,” he said. “Except that turncoat Smith. He helped the bad guys.”


  “Does the enemy know the info is out there?” Clem asked.


  “Only if there are some higher-level CHP folks who’ve been turned,” Ryan said. “Give me some e-mail addresses and some CD-ROMs. I want this backed up. It’ll get taken down from the CHP site pretty quickly, I suspect.”


  “You’ve saved them to that laptop, right?” Sam asked.


  “Yeah,” Ryan said.


  Sam jotted down his e-mail address and Connie’s, handing the slip of paper to Ryan. He e-mailed the files to both as Clem went out to gather other e-mail addresses.


  “You open any yet?”


  “Yeah, I’m looking at the one with locations of the enemy supply depots right now,” Ryan said. “This information came from the Governor’s office. I can tell by the way it’s formatted.”


  “You think somebody hacked Sable?” Sam asked.


  “Well, that, or he gave the files to Frawley,” Ryan said. “I don’t like the guy because he’s a flaming lefty, but he’s not a traitor. At least not that I’ve seen.”


  Clem came back in with a list of e-mail addresses. “Here’s our core folks. We’d better keep this data to a small group. Just enough to insure we never lose it.”


  “Why?” Ryan asked.


  “Because we’ll need surprise on our side when we attack them,” Clem said.


  “He’s right,” Sam said. “What’s the closest supply depot to us?”


  “Just outside of Fernbrook,” Ryan said.


  “Hell, that’s probably why they hit Poway,” Clem said. “How far away is that from here?”


  Sam pulled out his cellphone and went to the map application.


  “It’s just over an hour on the highways,” he said. “We wouldn’t want to go all the way there on the big roads, though. I think this is gonna call for some off-roading.”


  “I’ll go get the other guys,” Clem said. “We don’t want to sit on this. We need to hit them now. Before they get wind of what’s in those data packages.”


  “Yeah,” Sam said. “Let’s meet back here in ten minutes.”


  “Agreed,” Clem said.


  “I’ll bring up Google Earth and take a look at the terrain going in,” Ryan said.


  “Sounds good,” Sam said as he walked towards the door. Connie almost ran into him as he rushed out.


  “What’s going on?” she asked.


  “We just got the locations of the enemy supply depot near Poway,” he said. “We’re going to meet about it in a few minutes.”


  She watched him walking towards Sid’s RV, then went into the clubhouse.


  “What the hell did you guys find out?” she asked Ryan. He looked away from the screen for a moment.


  “The Commissioners of the CHP leaked a whole bunch of data about the enemy,” Ryan said. “They gave their lives to get it out, from what I can tell.”


  “Won’t the enemy be ready to protect the depots when they see the info out there?”


  “It’s encrypted,” Ryan said. “You need to have special access to get into it.”


  “Shoot, we need to hit them fast, before the info isn’t good anymore,” Connie said.


  “Yep,” Ryan said. “Hopefully there’s others who are seeing this and taking action in the other locations. This state is so damn huge. It’s going to take a lot of teams like us to stop these cretins.”


  Clem came back in with John and Sarah. Sam followed with Sid and Yvonne. Sam saw Connie next to Ryan and rushed over to her side.


  “You know we’re going to have to do this, right?” Sam asked her.


  “Yes, I know,” Connie said. “I saw some of the video from Poway. I was coming to tell you about it when I ran into you at the door.”


  “Heard there was an attack,” Sam said.


  “The fight is still going on. The rednecks are holding their own, but there’s a large force to deal with. The bad part was the mass beheading.”


  “No, they didn’t,” Sam said.


  “Yeah they did,” she said. “Wish I hadn’t seen it.”


  Sam’s face turned red with anger. “This is Saladin. I’m gonna kill that son of a bitch this time.”


  “Where’s the supply depot?” Sid asked, walking up to Ryan. He pointed it out to him on the laptop screen. Sid looked at Yvonne and grinned. “You see what this is near?”


  “Yeah, the Barona Reservation,” Yvonne said. “Think they’d help?”


  “Yeah,” Sid said.


  “How do we get there?” John asked, looking at the screen. “The highway is way up here.”


  “We’ll get nailed if we take route 67 all the way there,” Sam said. “Let’s plug this laptop into the big screen, okay?”


  “Yeah, go for it,” Ryan said.


  Sam took it and connected it, then switched on the TV. It displayed the map.


  “Look here,” Sam said. “We go up route 94 until we get to route 67, just past El Cajon here. Then stay on that until we get to Mapleview Street here. Take that behind the El Capitan High School and then get on Ashwood Street. That’ll turn into Wildcat Canyon Road, see?”


  Sid laughed. “Yep, right to the Barona Reservation. I know that area. We’re gonna need four-wheel drive vehicles to get from the Barona Reservation to the supply depot. I mean good four-wheel drive, too. There’s a couple of stretches where there’s no road at all, and it’s not flat. Probably be best on horseback, frankly.”


  “We need to take mortars and the claymore mines,” Sam said. “And we should attack after dark if we can.”


  “Yeah,” Sid said. “When we light the place up, we need to have snipers up here on these ridges, to pick off everybody who survives the initial attack.”


  “Who’s going?” Sam asked.


  “You’re not going without me,” Connie said.


  “Fair enough, sweetie,” Sam said. “We’ll take our Jeep. Who else?”


  “Sid and I,” Yvonne said. “In our Jeep. It’s only a two door, not a four door like yours, though.”


  “Think my four-wheel drive truck will make it back there?” John asked.


  “Yeah, probably,” Sid said. “That’s three vehicles. We’ve got two couples, plus John and Clem. Only six people.”


  “I’m going,” Sarah said.


  “You sure, honey?” John asked.


  “I can shoot better than you can, and you know it,” she said. “I’ll be a sniper.”


  “Okay, then let’s get moving,” Sam said.


  “I’ll see if I can get more intelligence,” Ryan said. “If I find anything out I’ll be in touch.”


  “Use the land line,” Sam said. “Remember we might not be able to trust our phones. Don’t use them on the road. Keep them switched off once we get as far as route 67. Got it?”


  “I’ve got two sets of walkie talkies,” Sid said.


  “Yeah, we’ve got a set too,” Connie said. “Let’s check the batteries and get them on the same channel.”


  “Good idea,” Sam said. “Let’s go.”


  “Somebody give that laptop back to me,” Ryan said. “I can’t get up by myself yet.”


  Sam nodded and handed it back. Then everybody rushed out of the room as Ryan logged back onto the CHP site. “Let’s see who else can help.”


  


  ***


  Morgan brought a tray of drinks to a table in the middle of the room. The game was Omaha, the players intense.


  “Thanks a lot, little lady,” said a middle-aged man wearing a cowboy hat.


  “You’re welcome, sir,” Morgan said with a smile.


  “Call me Tex, honey,” he said


  “Place too dead,” an old Asian lady said, looking around. “Wonder if them bad players?”


  Tex glanced where she was looking. “Eurotrash UN creeps, Alice,” he said under his breath. “I’d like to take their money, but then I’d have to smell them.”


  Alice cackled, and others at the table snickered. The UN Peacekeepers at the other table took notice.


  “Uh oh,” Morgan said. “I think they heard you.”


  “Don’t care,” Tex said. “I’ll waste them if they mess with me.”


  “You bring place down,” Alice said, shaking her head. “Don’t do. Only fun we have now.”


  One of the UN Peacekeepers motioned Morgan over. She felt her heart beating faster as she walked over, trying hard to appear calm.


  “Yes sir?” she asked. “Drinks?”


  “Are you on the menu?” a young German man asked with perfect English.


  “We have a full bar, sir,” Morgan said, trying to be polite and business-like.


  “Come here,” he said, pushing away from the table and patting his lap. The two other men at the table snickered.


  “So you don’t want any drinks?” Morgan asked sweetly, ignoring the lap.


  “I think he wants you,” said the man sitting next to him. “He could just take you, you know.”


  Morgan glanced nervously at the surveillance camera above the table, and then turned to walk away. Another man grabbed her arm.


  “Let go of me,” Morgan said, pulling herself free. “We have rules at this club. You can’t do that to the employees.”


  “In case you haven’t noticed, we can do whatever we want,” the German said. “Now, get over here and sit on my lap.”


  “No,” Morgan said. She hurried away from the table.


  “You bitch,” said the German. He got up and pursued her. Tex put his foot out, sending him down face first.


  “Oh, I’m mighty sorry, Jerry,” said Tex. “My mistake.” He tipped his hat.


  The other two UN Peacekeepers got up. The man on the floor picked himself up and motioned them to stay put, then turned towards Tex.


  “You’ll pay for that,” he said, his voice betraying his German roots.


  “Think so, huh?” Tex said, smile gone from his face. “I eat you Eurotrash idiots for breakfast.”


  The German took a swing. Tex grabbed his fist, muscles in his arm rippling as he twisted the man’s arm, causing him to hit the floor again. He screamed in pain. His fellow Peacekeepers got up, ready to rush the table. Tex pulled a massive single-action revolver and cocked it. “This is a .45 Long Colt. You know what that’ll do to a man at this range?” He pointed it at the men and they froze.


  “What seems to be the problem here?” Sparky asked as he rushed out onto the Casino floor.


  “This creepy man try to get Morgan on lap,” Alice said. “When she walk away, he chase. Tex trip. Nice job.”


  “We’ll close this establishment down,” the German man on the floor said.


  “Oh, shut the hell up,” Tex said. He lifted his cowboy-booted foot and brought it down hard on the man’s neck, then stood up on it as he pointed the pistol at the others. There was the sickening sound of bones cracking, then a death rattle from the German.


  The UN Peacekeeper’s eyes opened wide, both going for their guns. Sparky pulled his piece and shot the first man, sending him to the floor. Tex fired his big revolver, throwing the second man ten feet backwards into a tray of chips.


  “Holy shit,” Morgan said. “What are we gonna do?”


  Sparky rushed to the phone and made a call, talking in hushed, calm tones.


  “Sorry, Sparky,” Tex said. “I don’t take kindly to creeps like this messing with our women-folk.”


  “You did the right thing,” Sparky said. “I just called the boys. They’ll have the bodies in lime in an hour, and those two vans will be far away from here.”


  “Black hand,” Alice whispered.


  “No comment,” Sparky said with a twinkle in his eye. “There’s a lot of folks these UN punks really shouldn’t mess with. They’ll find that out very soon.”


  Chapter 8 – The Worm Turns


  “There’s Mapleview,” Connie said, pointing to the right.


  “Good,” Sam said, turning onto it, slowing down.


  “Can’t believe how many of those UN vans we’ve seen,” Clem said from the back seat.


  “Yeah, that tells me this conspiracy has been going on for a while,” Sam said. “They didn’t get these guys in here in a week or two. It took months.”


  “That’s what I was thinking,” Connie said, looking out the passenger side window. “Very few people out and around, and it’s broad daylight.”


  “Wonder what Ryan’s found out since we left,” Clem asked.


  “Good question,” Sam said.


  “Look,” Connie said. “There’s your next turn. Ashwood Street, to your left.”


  Sam made the turn and sped up, checking the rear-view mirror. Sid’s Jeep and John’s truck were behind them.


  “Gets sparse pretty quick,” Clem said, watching the suburbs turn to desert hills. “Still hardly anybody around. Weird.”


  “People are hunkered down,” Sam said.


  “Small wonder,” Connie said. “That Poway video was really scary.”


  “Glad I didn’t see it,” Clem said.


  Sam’s phone rang. He fished it out of his pocket and handed it to Connie. “Put it on speaker.”


  She nodded and answered, pushing the speaker button.


  “Sam?” Ryan asked.


  “Yeah, we got it on speaker,” Sam said. “What’s up?”


  “How far along are you guys?”


  “We’re on Ashwood Street,” he said.


  “No, honey, it’s already changed to Wildcat Road,” Connie said.


  “Oh,” Sam said. “We’re making pretty good time.”


  “Good,” Ryan said.


  “The info still out there?” Clem asked.


  “It’s been taken down by our side,” Ryan said. “Doesn’t appear that the enemy got into it.”


  “But the info is still available?” Connie asked.


  “We have a network of long-time officers in the CHP. The documents have been emailed to all of them, and a statewide hit is being planned for tonight. Do not strike until 9:00pm. Understand?”


  “Got it,” Sam said. “That timing should work out perfect for us.”


  “Good,” Ryan said. “One of my friends found the bodies of the commissioners and Chief Smith, in an abandoned prison outside of Sacramento.”


  “I figured it would be something like that,” Sam said. “How’d they get the info out?”


  “They sent it out from a Jeep with Uconnect,” Ryan said. “We’ve got Sable to thank for this. Oh, and by the way, he was found there too.”


  “Dead?” Connie asked.


  “Yeah, with a rifle in his hands, up in one of the guard towers.”


  Sam looked at Connie. “They’re not going to get away with this. It’s all going to come out.”


  “It’s all over the internet already,” Ryan said. “Of course the mainstream media won’t cover it. They’re outright lying. Saying that Sable is just sick.”


  “Those dirty bastards,” Clem said.


  “Seriously,” Ryan said. “Worthless. Have been for years.”


  “Anything else?” Clem asked.


  “Martial law has taken effect in most of LA county and parts of Orange County,” Ryan said. “Also the area around Santa Barbara, the entire Bay Area, and Sacramento.”


  “That’s every major population center except for San Diego,” Connie said.


  “The Navy and Airforce still control the area around San Diego,” Ryan said. “That’s why that pass you guys blocked up was such a heavy impact to the enemy. They wanted to break that control.”


  “Isn’t the Navy and Airforce still under the control of this corrupt Administration?” Connie asked.


  Ryan chuckled. “To be honest, I don’t know. Scuttlebutt on the internet says they’ve cut ties with DC and are fighting the invaders on their own.”


  “Hope that’s the case,” Sam said.


  “I’d better get off the line now,” Ryan said. “Take care. Remember what I said. Hold your fire until 9:00 tonight.”


  “Okay, take care of yourself,” Sam said.


  The call ended. Connie put Sam’s phone on the center console.


  “How much further to the Barona reservation?” Clem asked.


  “At least twenty minutes,” Connie said, looking at her phone.


  “Probably better turn that off,” Sam said.


  “Yeah, I know,” she said.


  “I’m still interested in these chips,” Clem said. “If we can crack those, we’ll be able to find all the hiding spots.”


  “Yep, and we’d also have an early warning system,” Sam said. “We need an expert to start looking at them.”


  They rode silently for a while.


  “Barona Reservation,” Connie said, pointing at the sign. “Says ten more miles.”


  “We’ll go through the country club and casino first,” Clem said. “Went there once for a weekend. It was really nice.”


  “You think Sid will really be able to convince the tribe to help us?” Connie asked.


  “I don’t know,” Sam said. “Sid usually won’t say things he can’t back up.”


  “That’s true,” Clem said. “Even if they don’t help in the battle, they might be able to guide us to the base.”


  “We have Sid for that,” Connie said.


  “He’s good,” Clem said, “but this isn’t his backyard.”


  “Sid’s trying to get us to pull over,” Sam said, checking the rearview mirror. “Ah, there’s a big turnoff right ahead. I’d say he knows the area well.” Sam parked on the far end of the turnoff. Everybody got out and watched as Sid and John parked. They met next to Sid’s Jeep.


  “What’s up?” John asked.


  “Yeah, what’s up?” Clem asked.


  Sid smiled. “Don’t worry, nothing bad. I think I should take the lead into the reservation. Also, let me do all the talking when we get there, okay? At least until I’ve had a chance to make my case.”


  “You gonna talk to them in their native tongue?” Sarah asked.


  “Yeah, to start with,” Sid said. “You guys good with me taking the front?”


  “Sure,” Sam said.


  “No waving guns around, okay?” Yvonne said. “Keep them out of sight.”


  “Yeah, she’s right,” Sid said. “They’ll be watching us as soon as we drive through the gate.”


  “Okay,” John said. “Anything else?”


  “We heard from Ryan a little while ago,” Clem said.


  “Really?” Sid asked. “Any news?”


  “Yeah, some big news,” Clem said. “Go ahead, Sam.”


  “The data package got moved to a more secure channel. Sounds like this was done before the bad guys caught wind of it,” Sam said. “Governor Sable and those CHP commissioners gave their lives to get it out there.”


  “Governor Sable did that?” John asked.


  “Yep,” Sam said. “Here’s the important thing. There’s a planned attack happening statewide at 9:00 PM tonight. We have to wait until then to attack.”


  John chuckled. “They won’t know what hit them.”


  “That’s what we’re hoping,” Clem said.


  “How many other locations are going to be hit?” Sid asked.


  “We don’t know for sure,” Sam said, “but Ryan made it sound like there’ll be lots.”


  “Good,” Yvonne said. “We’d better get going.”


  “Yeah,” Sam said. “I’ll follow you guys.”


  “Let’s go,” John said.


  They got back in their vehicles and drove away, Sid and Yvonne in the lead.


  


  ***


  “You guys can still play with these dead guys lying around?” Morgan asked.


  “Not much fun with two people,” Alice said. “Maybe we should take their chips.”


  Tex cracked up. “Now there’s an idea.”


  “Sorry folks, those chips belong to the house,” Sparky said. The phone rang. He rushed over and answered it, talking in hushed tones again. “They’re here. Tex, don’t show your piece. They might get a little nervous.”


  “No problem,” Tex said.


  There were two hard knocks on the back door. Sparky went in the back.


  “I hope this doesn’t backfire,” Morgan said, eyes darting around.


  “Trust me, it won’t,” Tex said. “I know these guys. We ought to team up, and go take out those check points.”


  “Now there’s idea whose time has come,” said a big man with a French accent, walking in with a Mac 10.


  “Damn, boy, don’t those things jam a lot?” Tex asked.


  “Tex, how you?” he asked.


  “You two know each other?” Morgan asked.


  “Yeah,” Tex said. “Jules and I go way back.”


  “Jules? French?” Alice asked.


  “French?” Jules asked. He spat on the body lying next to Tex with disgust. “Belgian. I see what UN and EU thugs do. They don’t screw with US of A. We kill them all.”


  “Jules here has a problem with authority,” Tex said. “Gave me even more respect for him.”


  Four other big men walked in, three of them looking Italian, the last looking like Jules.


  “You’re going to dispose of the bodies and the vans, right?” Sparky asked.


  “We make statement instead,” Jules said. “Which nearest checkpoint?”


  “Probably Redondo Beach Boulevard and Hawthorne,” Morgan said. “I had to go through there earlier.”


  “How many creeps there?” Jules asked.


  “I saw a couple of vans and about five UN Peacekeepers on each side of the street – eastbound and westbound.”


  “Knocking out one checkpoint isn’t going to help,” Sparky said.


  “Who say one?” Jules asked. “Big boss has plans for tonight. All South Bay checkpoints will be hit. Also others in LA County.”


  “I like it,” Tex said. “You aren’t really going to use that pea shooter are you? Those things aren’t reliable.”


  “Light weight for carry,” Jules said, “but no worry. Mac 10 not for this job. Car full of M60s. We shred them good. Then tie bodies from lamppost like Mussolini.”


  “What’s an M60?” Morgan asked.


  “Military’s main machine gun,” Tex said. “Those won’t jam. Good choice.”


  “What you carry?” Jules asked. “That man by chip cart mess. You do? I know Sparky’s 9mm won’t do.”


  “Sparky told me to keep my gun out of site when you dudes are here,” Tex said.


  Jules laughed hard, doubling over. “Sparky, we friends from way back, don’t worry.”


  “Okay,” Tex said. He pulled out his massive single action revolver and set it on the table next to his chips.


  “Nice,” Jules said. “Ruger, right? You hand load .45 colt big?”


  “Oh, yeah, it’s way beyond .44 mag velocity, and a bigger bullet too,” Tex said. “Threw that idiot over there about ten feet. Kick is a little harsh.”


  Jules laughed. “Yeah, but single action army take too long to load. You know this.”


  “I wasn’t planning on a fight,” he said. “I got my real hardware hidden in my trunk.”


  “What you have?” Jules asked.


  “Oh, just a little BAR,” he said, twinkle in his eyes.


  “Ah, very good,” Jules said. “You want to come along?”


  “Do I get to kill anybody?” Tex asked.


  “Why you think I ask?” Jules said, wide grin on his face.


  “Sure, then I’ll go with you guys.”


  “You think I need to close down the club?” Sparky asked.


  “Your choice tonight,” Jules said.


  “Good, that’s what I was hoping to hear,” he said. “What happens after you hit the checkpoints?”


  “Big boss have special message. Will jam signal, put on all TV channel. Working with Anonymous.”


  “Now there’s some strange bedfellows,” Tex said.


  Jules laughed. “You right, my friend. We work with whoever wants UN and Islamist scum dead. Then we go back to fighting each other.” He snickered.


  “Who’s the big boss?” Morgan asked quietly. Sparky glanced at her and shook his head no.


  “Hey, what the hell?” Jules said. “You can tell. He want people to know. UN pansy fear him. Is Ivan the Butcher.”


  “He’s still alive?” Tex asked. “He disappeared, about two years ago.”


  “That what he want authorities to think,” Jules said. “He see what happen in EU, now USA, biding time, prepare to throw monkey wrench.”


  “Who’s Ivan the Butcher?” Morgan asked.


  “Russian mob,” Tex said. “This is gonna be good.”


  “Not good, many people die, like with Triad at home,” Alice said.


  “No worry, Ivan want free society,” Jules said. “Free society gamble and buy whores.”


  Alice shook her head. “Like gamble part. Not other part.”


  “When are you guys taking off?” Sparky asked.


  “Ten minute,” Jules said. “First carry trash out to car.”


  “I’ll help, since I made some of the mess,” Tex said.


  The men got up and carried the bloody bodies out the back door.


  “Floor mess,” Alice said, looking at the bloody stains.


  “Don’t worry, we’ll get it fixed before we open tomorrow,” Sparky said.


  “You really think some mobsters are gonna be able to knock out all of those checkpoints?” Morgan asked.


  “For a while, yes,” Sparky said. “Forever? No, the UN will be back with more men and bigger guns.”


  “If population reach tipping point, UN be gone,” Alice said. “Don’t underestimate people. Martial law very bad. I know, I see before. I live.”


  “Hope you’re right,” Morgan said. “I didn’t like the way the men at that checkpoint were acting. If you question them at all, they get menacing.”


  “Always happen,” Alice said. “Too big for britches.”


  The men came back in.


  “Better cash me out,” Tex said.


  “No problem, my friend,” Sparky said. “Don’t get killed.”


  “Don’t worry,” Tex said. “See you later, Alice. You too, little lady.”


  “Be careful,” Morgan said. She and Alice watched them leave, Sparky following them.


  “Sparky’s not going too, is he?” Morgan asked.


  Alice looked at her blankly, then shrugged.


  “Hey, Morgan,” Sparky called from outside the back door. She rushed out there.


  “I don’t want you staying here. We’re gonna close up just in case and go with those guys.”


  “I’ll get stopped if I go back early,” Morgan said. “They know what time I’m off.”


  Sparky chuckled. “They aren’t gonna stop anybody. They’ll all be dead before you roll through.”


  “Oh,” she said. “Okay, what do you want me to do?”


  “Follow us, but stay at least a block behind when we get across Prairie Avenue, and don’t drive through until we’ve taken them.”


  “What about Alice?” Morgan asked.


  “I’ll tell her she has to go,” Sparky said. “Hell, the rest of the table took off after we wasted those UN slugs anyway. It’s not like we’re doing any business. The boss will understand.”


  “Am I coming back tomorrow?” she asked.


  “Wait for my call,” Sparky said. He rushed back inside, came out with Alice, and locked the back door. Tex was in his big Cadillac sedan, sitting at the driveway waiting for the UN vans to line up behind him. Sparky motioned for Morgan to get behind them as he jumped into the last van.


  The caravan took off down the empty street.


  Tex was getting nervous as he approached Prairie. His big revolver was on the seat next to him, the BAR on the back-seat floor. Keep it together. He drove under the 405 Freeway bridge, slowing as he approached the checkpoint. He slipped the big revolver between his legs as best he could and stopped where the UN Peacekeeper directed him.


  “What is your business here?” asked the UN Peacekeeper. He had dark hair and olive complexion, with an Italian accent. His partner was approaching the other side of the car.


  “None of your damn business, Eurotrash.”


  The officer looked outraged and went for his sidearm. Tex pulled his revolver and blasted the man, throwing him several feet back, then shot the man on the other side of his car, shattering his window.


  “Take that, cretins,” he said, rolling out of the car as it was hit with machine gun fire from the men off to the right. Tex opened the back door and pulled out the BAR, leveling it at the running men and opening fire through the broken window, cutting the shocked men down. Gunfire erupted from across the street, coming from the east-bound checkpoint. Jules’s men piled out of the UN vans and opened fire with their M60s, killing everybody in sight. Somebody tried to drive a van from that checkpoint away but several of the men opened fire on it, the 7.62 caliber rounds making it into Swiss cheese. It rolled into the curb and stopped.


  “You, watch that side of street,” yelled Jules at two of the men. “You two take other side. Blast UN van if you see. Rest follow me with bodies.”


  Tex laughed, watching the men throw ropes over the traffic lights on Hawthorne Boulevard. They tied the dead UN Peacekeepers by their ankles and pulled them up, out of reach of people, then tied the ropes off.


  Sparky motioned to Morgan. She drove up to him cautiously.


  “My God,” she said.


  Tex looked at her, grinned, and tipped his cowboy hat. “See you later, little lady.”


  “Get home,” Sparky said to her.


  “Okay,” she said. “Be careful.”


  “You too, pumpkin,” he said. She nodded and drove across the intersection.


  As soon as she got in the driveway, she pulled her phone out and called Robbie.


  “Hey,” Robbie said. “You okay?”


  “Oh my God,” she said. “I’m already home. How long are you gonna be at work?”


  “Not long,” he said. “Nobody’s here. Deadsville.”


  “Come home now if you can,” she said. “Things are gonna go crazy.”


  “What’s happening? Are you safe?”


  “Yeah,” she said. “You don’t have any checkpoints to go through, right?”


  “Nope,” he said. “I’ll see you soon.”


  “Love you. Be careful.”


  “Love you too,” he said.


  She ended the call, then parked the car in the shadows and rushed to the door, fumbling the key in the lock, pushing the door open in a panic.


  “You home already?” Gil asked from the front bedroom door.


  “Yeah,” Morgan said, shutting the door and locking it. The back bedroom door opened and Steve peered out. “What’s going on?”


  “I’ll tell you when I get upstairs. Justin’s still gone?”


  “He moved in with Katie,” Steve said. “Big surprise.”


  Morgan went up the stairs and slipped into the bedroom to change out of her cocktail waitress dress. When she came back out, the others were there. Gil had the TV on.


  “Wow, look at that!” Gil said, pointing to the TV screen. “Somebody’s attacking that checkpoint. They got chopper video!”


  “Where is that?” Morgan asked.


  “Looks like someplace near Inglewood,” Gil said.


  “What’s happening?” Colleen asked, eyes filled with fright.


  “Taken down already,” Gil said as the TV screen went blank for a moment. It came back up on a commercial.


  The front door opened.


  “Robbie?” Morgan called out.


  “Yeah,” he said as he ran up the stairs. “I’m hearing that all the checkpoints are under attack.”


  “Wonder who’s doing it?” Steve asked.


  “I know,” Morgan said.


  “Who?” Robbie asked.


  “My boss and the mobsters that run the card club,” she said. “Along with one wild-ass Texan.” She told them the whole story as they sat mesmerized.


  “Wow,” Robbie said. “It’s on. I’ve got to go look up Ivan the Butcher.”


  “Don’t put anything online that ties us to this,” Morgan said. “We’re probably already in danger because of where I work. They’re going to figure out where this started.”


  “I know,” Robbie said. He grabbed his laptop from the kitchen and rushed to the couch in the front room. He opened his favorite message board and started reading, his eyes getting wider. “Holy shit.”


  “Didn’t take them long to get it off of TV,” Gil said.


  “It’s all over the internet,” Robbie said. “This is more widespread than just the South Bay. It’s going on all over LA County.”


  “Good,” Steve said.


  “Hey,” Gil said. “Something’s going on. I think the TV station just got hijacked.”


  Robbie looked up at the screen. Morgan sat next to him, trembling. The picture showed a dim room, with a desk and overstuffed chair behind it. A man sauntered in, wearing an expensive suit and a fedora. He sat behind the desk and leaned back in his chair, a smirk on this face.


  “Don’t he look gangsta?” Steve quipped.


  “Shut up,” Gil said.


  “Good evening. My name is Ivan. Some of you know me as Ivan the Butcher. That’s a decent name for me, as you can see here.”


  The screen changed to video of the checkpoints on Redondo Beach Boulevard, showing several dead UN Peacekeepers hanging from the traffic lights on the east side of Hawthorne Boulevard.


  “That’s where I was,” Morgan said. “My God. They hung more men than I expected. That blonde German in front was the jerk that grabbed me at the club.”


  The screen went back to Ivan, still sitting behind his desk.


  “We will attack you, UN thugs, and the filthy Islamists you are aligned with. We will kill you where you stand and slip away into the night. You don’t own LA County. We will destroy you.”


  Ivan got out from behind his desk and got closer to the camera, his face filling the screen.


  “We ask for the people’s help. The UN is not legitimate, nor is the Government of California. They wish to subjugate the people of this great land. It will not stand. This is only the beginning. Tell your friends. Take back your country. Stand up. Become a terror to the oppressors.”


  The screen went black.


  “Wow,” Gil said.


  “I’m scared,” Colleen said, clutching Steve.


  “I’m not,” Robbie said. “This is where the worm turns.”


  Chapter 9 – Ransacked


  “You sure it’s gonna be safe?” Emma asked as they fled from her apartment.


  “You wait in the car when we get there,” Seth said. “I’ll go check it out.”


  “Something doesn’t seem right,” Emma said. “Feel it?”


  “It feels like this all the time to me,” Seth said. His phone rang. He pulled it out of his pocket and answered it.


  “Hi Trevor. What’s up? Where are you?”


  “I’m still up at Ji-Ho’s house,” he said. “You see what’s going on?”


  “No,” Seth said, “but we just got attacked at Emma’s apartment. I killed a couple of Islamists there. They were in a UN van.”


  “Wow, really?” Trevor asked. “Something big is happening. All of the checkpoints in the South Bay have been hit by the mob. It’s all over the internet. There was some video on TV from a chopper, but it got pulled.”


  “Wow,” Seth said.


  “What’s he saying?” Emma asked.


  “The mob hit all the checkpoints around here,” Seth said.


  “Where you guys going?” Trevor asked.


  “My apartment, if it looks safe.”


  “You should come back here,” Trevor said.


  “Who’s still there?”


  “Matt and Kaylee. Angel’s on his way, now that the checkpoints are down.”


  “Want to go back to Ji-Ho’s place?” Seth asked Emma.


  “Let’s check your place out first, okay?” she said.


  “Trevor, we’re going to check out my place. If it’s bad, we’ll show up there.”


  “Okay, man, watch out…” Trevor said. Then he paused.


  “Still there?” Seth asked.


  “Gotta go. The mob boss that did this just hijacked the TV stations. I want to listen. Be careful.”


  “Later,” Seth said. He put the phone back in his pocket.


  “What happened?” Emma asked.


  “He said a mob boss took out the checkpoints, and now he’s hijacked the TV stations.”


  “This sounds phony to me,” Emma said.


  “I don’t know what to think,” Seth said. “I’m sure we’ll hear all about it.”


  Seth made a right turn off Hawthorne Boulevard, a block away from Pacific Coast Highway. He followed the alley down to the dark parking lot behind his small apartment building.


  “Doesn’t look like anybody’s around,” Emma said, eyes wide in the dark. “I’m scared.”


  “Stay here and keep the doors locked while I go check this out,” Seth said. He slipped out of the 4Runner and grabbed his Winchester from the back seat.


  “Lock it. I left the keys in. If anything happens to me, get the hell out of here fast. Go back to Ji-Ho’s house.”


  “Hurry,” she said as he left.


  Seth’s heart hammered in his chest as he rushed around the dark building and climbed the steps. His feet crunched broken glass at the top of the stairs. He crouched, looking around, gun at the ready. His apartment was three doors down. He crept towards it. The door was hanging open, the window next to it broken.


  “Dammit,” he whispered, stepping in cautiously. He pulled his cellphone out and turned on the flashlight app, then looked around. The place was ransacked. He grabbed some clothes and put them into a pillow case, then slipped out the door. There was blood on the walkway past his unit. He crept up slowly, trying not to step in it, and peered in the open doorway. The girl who lived there was naked, spread eagle on the couch, blood all around her torso. Her boyfriend was dead on the floor in front of the couch, half his head gone. Seth turned around and raced to the stairs in a panic, not slowing down until he got back to the car. Emma was in the driver’s seat. She unlocked the doors and he raced around to the passenger seat.


  “What happened?” Emma asked.


  “Drive. Head for Ji-Ho’s house. Remember how to get there?”


  “I think so,” she said. “Why don’t you drive?”


  “I might need to shoot,” he said, cocking the Winchester.


  “What’d you see in there?”


  “My apartment was ransacked,” he said. “My next door neighbor and her boyfriend were dead on the floor in their unit.”


  “Oh my God,” Emma said.


  “Drive,” he said.


  She started the car and put it into gear.


  “Dammit,” Seth said.


  “What?”


  “I had a pillow case full of clothes. I dropped it after I saw the bodies.”


  Emma stopped the car. “You want to go back?”


  “Not on your life,” he said. “Get us out of here.”


  She nodded and went back to Hawthorne, then turned right on PCH.


  “Look at how many people are on the road now,” Emma said, watching the cars. “It almost looks normal.”


  “Yeah,” Seth said. “I wonder what that mobster said on TV?”


  “Trevor will tell us all about it. That checkpoint was up there, remember?”


  “Yep, Calle Mayor, just up ahead,” Seth said. “Turn left there.”


  “You sure? We could go to Palos Verdes Boulevard.”


  “I’m sure,” Seth said. “Look. The UN van is riddled with bullet holes, see it?”


  Emma’s eyes got wide. “Is that a man hanging from that traffic light?”


  “Wow, Trevor was right. Yeah, there’s three UN Peacekeepers hanging there.”


  “I don’t like this,” Emma said as she made the turn.


  “Watch for that broken glass,” Seth said. Emma nodded and drove around it.


  “Aren’t they going to come down hard on all of us for this?” Emma asked.


  “They’re gonna try,” Seth said. “Wonder if Trevor has called Gus back yet.”


  “You aren’t really gonna do that, are you?”


  “Hell yes,” Seth said. “This can’t stand. Look what happened tonight. You know how close you came to being raped and killed earlier?”


  Emma looked at him, tears running down her cheeks. She nodded yes.


  “Watch the road,” Seth said softly. She refocused.


  “Is that what happened to your neighbor?”


  Seth shot a grim look at her. “You sure you want to talk about that?”


  “Tell me,” she said.


  “Lisa was on the couch, naked and spread eagle, with blood all over her stomach. I think they stabbed her to death after they raped her.”


  “Oh, geez,” Emma said. “What about the boyfriend?”


  “Shot in the head,” Seth said.


  “You know them well?”


  “Just barely,” Seth said. “You met her once, remember? At that party we had.”


  “I remember,” Emma said. “She was nice.”


  “Turn left on Palos Verdes Boulevard there,” Seth said, pointing.


  “Yeah, I remember,” she said as she made the turn. “Maybe you better call Trevor and let him know we’re coming. They’ll have to open that gate for us.”


  “Good idea,” Seth said, pulling out his phone again. He hit Trevor’s contact.


  “Seth, you guys all right?” Trevor asked.


  “We’re on our way there,” he said. “Can you get the gate opened for us?”


  “Yeah,” Trevor said. “How long till you get here?”


  “Ten minutes,” Seth said. “Unless we run into problems on the road. I’ll call if we do. If I can, that is.”


  “Roger that,” Trevor said. “See you soon.”


  Seth ended the call. “We’re all set.”


  “What are we gonna do when we get there?” Emma asked.


  “Wait and watch,” Seth said. “Decide what to do next. Neither of us can go home.”


  “I wish your parents still lived here,” Emma said.


  “I’m glad they’re in Idaho. Hope this crap isn’t going on up there.”


  “But what about us?” Emma asked. “Where are we gonna go?”


  “I don’t know yet,” Seth said, “but the attack on the checkpoints was a good development.”


  “Just looks like more dead people to me,” Emma said.


  “Remember the UN van that those guys at your apartment came in?” Seth said. “These thugs deserve to die.”


  “I guess,” Emma said. “Turn here, right?”


  “That’s right, PV Drive West,” Seth said.


  They made the rest of the drive without incident, pulling up to the gate of Ji-Ho’s house. Trevor was behind it. He texted on his phone when he saw them, and the massive wrought-iron gate opened. Emma drove in and parked behind Angel’s car.


  “You let Emma drive your 4Runner?” Trevor asked as they got out.


  “Don’t think I can drive?” Emma asked.


  Seth shook his head. “Hey, man, I thought it would be better to man the rifle after the stuff that happened tonight.”


  “That’s good thinking,” Trevor said.


  “When did Angel get here?” Seth asked.


  “About five minutes ago,” Trevor said. “He just went inside.”


  “What’s been going on here?” Emma asked as they walked towards the door.


  “We’ve been watching the news, mostly,” Trevor said. “It’s nice and quiet up here.”


  They walked into the entry way. Ji-Ho heard them and rushed over, followed by Kaylee.


  “Welcome back,” Ji-Ho said. “Glad you make it.”


  “Thanks for letting us come back,” Seth said.


  “I hear what happen at your apartments. Nice job on UN pigs.”


  “Thanks,” Seth said.


  “Weren’t you scared?” Kaylee asked Emma.


  “Terrified,” Emma said. “Why are you still here? I thought you were going home to your parent’s house.”


  “They told me to stay here,” she said. “It’s safer.”


  “Hey, Seth,” Matt said, walking into the entryway. “Nice job on those Islamist slugs. Bad-ass, man.”


  Seth smiled and nodded, and they walked back into the living room. Angel got up off the couch and walked over. “Tell him yet?”


  “Tell me what?” Seth asked.


  “Gus is on his way over here to chat,” Trevor said.


  “I thought we were gonna wait a little,” Seth said. He glanced at Emma. She shook her head and walked away with Kaylee.


  “We were gonna wait,” Trevor said. “Ji-Ho asked us to call him after the action tonight, and after Ivan the Butcher’s speech.”


  “Yes, he right,” Ji-Ho said. “Now time to keep up attack. We knock them out.”


  “You’re scaring me, uncle,” Kaylee said from the other side of the room.


  “Who’s Ivan the Butcher?” Seth asked.


  “He’s the Russian Mobster who coordinated the attacks tonight,” Trevor said, “and it wasn’t just the South Bay. Checkpoints all over LA County were hit.”


  “Really?” Seth asked.


  “Yeah, man,” Matt said. “I think Ji-Ho is right. We’ve got to strike when the iron is hot. Take our home back from these thugs.”


  “There’s other rumors on the internet,” Angel said. “Governor Sable is missing, and the leadership of the CHP were found dead at some abandoned prison outside of Sacramento.”


  “Sable dead too,” Ji-Ho said. “Wait and see. It come out.”


  “Probably right,” Angel said. “Otherwise he’d be on TV telling everybody to stay calm.”


  “Sable not as bad as all say,” Ji-Ho said. “I knew him from business. He lefty, but still love country.”


  Trevor’s phone rang. He answered it, walking away from the others, then turned. “Gus will be here in a couple minutes. We’d better get the gate open for him.”


  “Let’s go outside,” Ji-Ho said. “I can open from there. Just need key.”


  “Okay,” Trevor said. They both rushed back through the entry way and out the front door as the others watched.


  “I don’t like this,” Emma said, walking over to Seth. “You’re all I’ve got left.”


  “Don’t worry,” Seth said. “I’m not an idiot.”


  “No, you’re young, pissed off, and you feel invincible,” Emma said. “Recipe for disaster.”


  “I’ve been trying to tell Matt that,” Kaylee said. “He won’t listen, and my uncle is no help.”


  “I understand what you’re saying,” Matt said. “I just don’t agree.”


  Kaylee rolled her eyes. “You want to go downstairs, Emma?”


  “No, I think I’d rather listen to what this guy says, so I know what to expect.”


  “Okay,” Kaylee said. “I guess you’re right.”


  “What happened to Jamie?” Seth asked.


  “He went home to get some stuff, but said he’s coming back,” Matt said.


  “Good,” Angel said. “He’s a cool dude, and good in a fight.”


  “He looks at me like I’m a piece of meat,” Emma said.


  “Most men do,” Angel quipped.


  “Funny ha ha,” Emma said.


  “I’ve caught him checking me out too,” Kaylee said.


  “Oh, stop it,” Matt said. “He’s all right. He just needs a girlfriend.”


  “You want it to be me or Emma?” Kaylee asked.


  “Of course not,” Matt said. “C’mon.”


  The front door opened and closed. Footsteps and voices approached.


  “Hey, guys,” Gus said, smiling at them. “How you doing?”


  “Okay,” Seth said.


  “Yeah, good to see you again,” Matt said.


  “Likewise,” Angel said.


  “This is Emma and Kaylee,” Matt said, pointing to them.


  “Nice to meet you,” Gus said. The girls nodded, both looking worried.


  “Let’s sit at dining room table and talk,” Ji-Ho said.


  Gus nodded, and followed Ji-Ho into the room adjoining the living room. He switched on the light over the table. The men sat. Kaylee and Emma walked to the couch by the dining room and settled in to listen.


  “Okay, here we are,” Ji-Ho said. “You have floor, Gus.”


  “Thanks,” he said. “You guys saw what happened tonight, I assume.”


  “We’ve all either seen it or heard about it,” Angel said.


  “Seth here had some action tonight,” Trevor said, nodding towards him.


  Gus looked at him. “Really? What happened?”


  “We got attacked at Emma’s apartment earlier.”


  “Islamists?” Gus asked.


  “Yeah, two of them, but they came in a UN van.”


  “Figures,” Gus said. “They’re working together. This bothers me, though. Was this random, or were they looking for you specifically?”


  “I think they were looking for Emma specifically,” Seth said. “Why?”


  “We have a problem with cellphones,” Gus said. “They’re using a virus to turn phones of those they target into beacons. So far we’ve managed to stay clean. You guys might have spread it to me.”


  “I don’t think they tracked us by cellphone,” Emma said. “They captured my roommates by the Nevada border.”


  “Yeah, Emma’s right,” Seth said. “They got the address from Cindy’s phone. Probably also saw pictures of Emma on it.”


  “How do you know this?” Gus asked.


  “There was a phone message on Cindy’s answering machine, from her,” Emma said, almost breaking down. “She was watching her best friend being raped, after the boyfriend was killed. The message ended when they came for her.”


  “Oh no,” Kaylee said, holding Emma as she began to sob.


  “So you shot them?” Gus asked.


  Seth shook his head yes. “We were lucky. I’d gone back out to the car to fetch the Winchester. They showed up when I was outside with the gun. I watched them trying to break into Emma’s apartment, then shot both of them.”


  “Good,” Gus said.


  “We tried to go back to my apartment,” Seth said. “It had been ransacked, and my next-door neighbor’s body was lying in her place, along with her boyfriend’s.”


  Gus leaned back for a moment, thinking. “Shit, you think they targeted you directly there?”


  “Hard to tell,” Seth said. “I kinda doubt it. There was broken glass all over the walkway. They probably broke into every apartment in that building. There are only eight units, and nobody was around.”


  “They might have seen your neighbor at a checkpoint and followed her home,” Angel said. “She was hot. I tried to get her to go out with me, but she had that boyfriend.”


  “There’s been a lot of that,” Gus said. “Following women home from checkpoints. It’s happening all over the LA area. The corrupt news media is ignoring it, of course.”


  “Dammit,” Trevor said. “This can’t stand.”


  “What do you know about Ivan the Butcher?” Matt asked. “That guy looks pretty bad-ass.”


  “Probably no more than you know,” Gus said. “Supposed to be Russian mob.”


  Ji-Ho glanced at him, then away.


  “You know something,” Gus said. Ji-Ho shook his head no.


  “I wouldn’t be so sure that he’s Russian,” Angel said. “Scuttlebutt on the internet says he’s actually an American ex-pat, who started a gang in Russia when it was the wild west. He expanded into the EU before they chased him into hiding.”


  “Interesting,” Gus said.


  “So what’s your plan?” Matt asked.


  Gus smiled. “You heard about the disappearance of Governor Sable, right?”


  “Saw rumors of that on the internet too,” Angel said. “The news media says he’s fine.”


  “He’s not fine,” Gus said. “He’s deader than a doornail.”


  “How do you know that?” Seth asked.


  “He and those missing CHP Commissioner died getting enemy data out to the CHP website,” Gus said. “My cousin is CHP, twenty-year veteran. He received the data through a network of officers outside of the CHP systems.”


  “What was it about?” Trevor asked.


  “The enemy,” Gus said. “Who they are, where they’ve infiltrated, troop strength throughout California, and most importantly, info on their bases and supply depots.”


  “Wow,” Angel said. “That’s great.”


  “There’s a statewide attack planned for tonight at 9:00 PM. There are teams ready to take out supply depots first, to cut off their fuel and ammo supplies.


  “That’s only two hours from now,” Seth said.


  “Yep,” Gus said. “That’s why I’m here tonight. There’s a supply depot in Harbor City. We’re going to hit it. Looking for recruits.”


  “You got the ordinance to do that?” Trevor asked.


  “We got dynamite,” Gus said, “and Molotov cocktails, of course.”


  “So you want us to go along and snipe at them or something?” Seth asked.


  “Yeah,” he said.


  “I got ordinance,” Ji-Ho said.


  “You think that .50 cal is going to help us here?” Matt asked. “Heavy to move around.”


  Ji-Ho chuckled. “Come. I show.”


  They got up and followed Ji-Ho downstairs.


  “I got secret stash,” Ji-Ho said. “I don’t trust government. Any government.” He moved a panel on the wall to one side, revealing a heavy metal door with an electronic combination lock. He punched in a series of numbers, and there was a metallic clank. The door popped open a few inches, and Ji-Ho pulled it open the rest of the way, reaching for a light switch just inside.


  “Uncle!” Kaylee said. “Isn’t that stuff illegal?”


  “Yes,” Ji-Ho said. “So is bringing UN pigs here to rape our women.”


  “Wow,” Gus said, looking at the shelves full of hardware. “How did you get this stuff?”


  “I run import/export business. Have private lockers on ships. Moved in over several years.”


  “RPGs,” Trevor said as he walked around the large vault. “Mortars. M-16s. Ammo. Grenades.”


  “You know how valuable this stuff is?” Gus said, looking at the hardware with tears in his eyes. “This could be a game changer.”


  “More in pipeline, but maybe they look more closely now,” Ji-Ho said. “Here pride and joy.” He opened the wall at the end of the vault, which revealed an area even larger than the first section.


  “That looks like a little helicopter,” Trevor said, looking at it.


  “You got an armed drone?” Gus asked. “Holy crap. How the hell did you hide that thing?”


  “Disassembled,” Ji-Ho said. “Console built inside. See?” They walked in and he pointed.


  “Hell, we could hit that Harbor City depot with this and not even have to leave the house,” Trevor said, laughing.


  “Yes we can,” Ji-Ho said, “but I think we hold this in reserve. Once we use, probably gone. People see it leave and come back.”


  “He’s right,” Gus said. “We could use a couple of those mortars and a couple RPGs, though. Maybe a few grenades. That with our dynamite and homemade stuff will make the depot a smoking hole.”


  “We better go if 9:00 is time,” Ji-Ho said. “Where the location?”


  “Construction area,” Gus said. “Across the street from Harbor Lake.”


  “That less than half hour away,” Ji-Ho said. “Let’s saddle up.”


  “Yeah, let’s go,” Trevor said. “We’ve got to hurry.”


  “I’m with you guys,” Seth said.


  “Me too,” Matt said. Angel nodded in agreement.


  “I bring cart from outside. We load ordinance,” Ji-Ho said, rushing out the sliding glass door to the lower deck.


  Chapter 10 – Fire Roads


  Sid slowed on Wildcat Road as he got to the Barona Reservation gate.


  “I don’t see anybody,” Yvonne whispered.


  “They’re here, trust me,” Sid said, looking around.


  “What now?” Yvonne asked.


  “The Fire Department is up ahead, to the right,” Sid said. “The people I know best should be hanging out there.”


  “Oh, you met them fighting the brush fire a few years ago?”


  “I knew some of them before that,” Sid said. “That’s why I went to help.”


  Sid turned right onto Barona Road, followed it about a hundred yards, then turned left into the fire station parking lot. Two big men with rifles trotted up to Sid’s car as he parked. Others came out and held guns on Sam’s Jeep and John’s truck.


  “What’s your business here?” asked a big man with a pony tail and eye patch as he approached Sid’s window. He recognized him when he got close. “Sid! How the hell are you?”


  “One Eye!” Sid said. “I’m good. How are you, brother?”


  “You here because of the UN?” he asked quietly.


  “How’d you guess?” Sid asked. “This is my woman, Yvonne.”


  “Good to meet you. Let’s go chat in the firehouse, okay?”


  “Shall I bring my friends?” Sid asked.


  “Sure, bring them along,” One Eye said. He turned to the others and motioned for them to back off.


  Sid and Yvonne got out and trotted over to Sam’s Jeep.


  “It’s okay?” Sam asked.


  “Yeah,” Sid said. He motioned to John and Sarah, and they got out and walked over as Sam, Connie, and Clem got out.


  “Let’s go,” Sid said, leading them to the door. They walked in and leaned against the wall next to the two fire engines. One Eye was talking in hushed tones to the others. They left the room as Sid approached.


  “One Eye, this is Sam, his wife Connie, Clem, John, and Sarah,” Sid said.


  “Nice to meet you all,” One Eye said. “My English name is Jack. You don’t have to call me One Eye.”


  “Nice to meet you,” Sam said.


  Jack eyed him. “You’re military, aren’t you?”


  “Yeah, a long time ago,” Sam said. “Navy Seal.”


  “Wow,” Jack said.


  “What happened to your other guys?” Sid asked.


  “They went back on watch,” Jack said. “We’ve already had the UN in here throwing their weight around. Twice in the last week. One of them told us to enjoy our sovereignty while we can. You guys are hot, so they’re liable to be along, if their intelligence is any good.”


  “What do you mean we’re hot?” Clem asked.


  Jack chuckled. “Rumor has it you killed a bunch of these guys, and blew up a pass down south. Really messed with their shit.”


  Sam looked at him, shocked. “How the hell did you hear about that?”


  Jack grinned. “We have a couple people here who know how to crack the White Man’s computer systems.”


  Sid snorted. “So I’ll bet you know why we’re here.”


  “No,” Jack said. “Actually I don’t.”


  “There’s a big enemy supply depot in Fernbrook. It’s supporting the enemy who’s attacking Poway.”


  “Really?” Jack asked. “You here to enlist us?”


  “Well, we have to pass through either way,” Sid said. “Any help would be welcomed.”


  Jack sat quietly for a moment, worry on his face. “The UN has been scoping this place out, like I said. If we get involved, they’ll come here and murder our women and children.”


  “This is going to be a coordinated state-wide attack,” Sam said. “We’ve been told not to attack until 9:00 pm tonight. I’m thinking they’ll have bigger fish to fry than you guys after the event.”


  “But you can’t guarantee that,” Jack said.


  “Of course not,” Sam said. “This is war. It could go a lot of ways. We have to rid the country of these guys. Some of us are gonna get killed.”


  Jack was quiet again for a moment. Then his cellphone rang. “Excuse me a moment.” He answered it, walking away.


  “He’s real nervous about this,” John said.


  “Can’t blame him for that,” Sid said.


  Jack rushed back in. “Pull your vehicles around the back, then go into that building over there,” he said, pointing out one of the windows.


  “What’s going on?” Sid asked.


  “Two UN vans coming this way,” he said. “Half a mile out.”


  “Son of a bitch,” Clem said.


  “Now, guys,” Jack said. “Hurry.”


  “Okay,” Sid said. “C’mon.” Everybody rushed outside. They moved the vehicles and rushed into the back building. It was a large steel utility shed.


  “These walls ain’t gonna stop bullets,” Clem said, looking around.


  “This is bad,” Sarah said. “Think they followed us here?”


  “I hope not,” John whispered. “Should we have the weapons with us?”


  “Too late now,” Sam said. “Just sit tight. I got my sidearm. Rest of you guys?”


  “Yeah, I’ve got my .45 auto,” Sid said.


  “We’re armed,” John said, pulling Sarah close.


  “Good, then just sit tight,” Sam said.


  They waited, listening as the vans drove down the street, turning left.


  “They’re going to the Cultural Center,” Sid said. “We can probably see it from this window.”


  “Don’t stick your head out there,” Sam said. “They’ve probably got people watching the perimeter.”


  “What time is it?” Yvonne asked.


  “Just about six,” Sid said.


  “So we got three hours to get to the location and attack?” Clem asked. “That’s razor thin.”


  “Yeah, it is,” Sam said.


  Suddenly gunfire erupted from the Cultural Center.


  “Son of a bitch, let’s get our weapons,” Sid said. They ran out to their cars in a panic, picking up their weapons and then rushing to the road. The UN Peacekeepers had tribal members in line with guns on them. One of them lay dead, on the end of the line.


  A rifle shot cracked, and one of the UN Peacekeepers fell.


  “Who was that?” John asked.


  “One of Jack’s guys,” Sid said. “Let’s get them, but don’t hit those tribe members.”


  “Way ahead of you,” Sam said, drawing a bead with his AR-15. He shot five times, dropping four of the UN Peacekeepers as they ran for cover. The others opened up.


  “I’m gonna shoot up those UN vans,” Sarah shouted, shooting the tires on both of them.


  Jack helped the tribe members into the building, then ran back out with a shotgun, looking around. He made eye contact with Sid and gave him a thumb’s up.


  “Look, three of them behind the backstop at the baseball diamond,” Sam said. “I’m going around to the right.”


  “I’ll go to the left,” Sid said.


  “I’ll cover you,” Yvonne said. She opened up with her AK-47, splintering the wood on the backstop as Sam and Sid scrambled towards either side of the diamond. Jack rushed in from the back side, opening fire, killing one of the peacekeepers. The other two took off in a panic, Sam dropping both of them as he ran.


  “That all of them?” Sid shouted to Jack.


  “Yeah,” Jack said, wiping tears out of his eyes.


  “Who died?” Sam asked.


  “Lone Coyote,” Jack said. “Our spiritual guide.”


  “Dammit,” Sid said. “I’m so sorry.”


  “Yeah, I’m sorry, but I’m even more pissed off,” Jack said. “We better get going if we’re gonna hit that depot by 9:00.”


  “You’re joining us?” Sid asked.


  “Yeah,” Jack said. “I’ll get others too. We’re going to scalp those sons of bitches. Meet you back at the firehouse in ten minutes.”


  “Okay,” Sid said. He turned to the others. “Let’s move our vehicles back up.”


  “Let’s see what’s in those vans first,” Clem said. “Might be more guns and ammo.”


  “Good thinking,” Sam said. They trotted over and opened the side doors. Sid ran up behind them.


  “Holy shit,” Sam said. “RPGs. Perfect.”


  “Mortars too, and more willie pete,” Sid said, face grim. “They were gonna incinerate the whole damn reservation.”


  “Bastards,” Clem said, shaking his head.


  “Well now we’re gonna incinerate them,” Sid said.


  “You sure, honey?” Yvonne asked, horror in her eyes. “We left that stuff home for a reason.”


  “I say we hit them with it,” Sarah said.


  “I agree,” Clem said.


  “C’mon, let’s take this stuff to the Jeeps,” Sam said. “Time’s a wasting.”


  They picked up what they could carry and ran to the vehicles, filling them. Then Sam drove his Jeep over and loaded the rest as Jack ran up with several tribe members.


  “You found stuff in there, huh?” Jack said.


  “They had mortars with willie pete rounds,” Sid said.


  Jack’s expression changed. “They planned to kill us all.”


  “Looks that way,” Sam said.


  “They’ll be sorry they ever heard of us,” Jack said, trembling with anger. “Let’s get going. The rest of my guys will meet us at the back gate. Can I hitch a ride with you guys?”


  “Sure,” Sam said. “There’s room in my Jeep. C’mon.”


  “Thanks,” he said. “I’ll show you the way.”


  They got into their vehicles.


  “We need to get to Ak Uunayaa Way,” Jack said. “Just go on that dirt road next to the baseball diamond there, then across that meadow.”


  “Got it,” Sam said, driving forward, the others following.


  They took the road, which curved around. There were several other Jeeps and a couple pickups waiting for them at the back gate.


  “How bad is this drive?” Clem asked.


  “It’s dirt fire roads most of the way,” Jack said. “Not too bad. There’s a small section with no road, but it hasn’t rained for ages, so it’ll be no problem. That’ll get us to Kimball Valley Road, which leads right into town.”


  “Good,” Sam said.


  “Where exactly is the depot?” Jack asked.


  “Know where the junction of Kimball Valley Road and Mussey Grade Road is?” Clem asked.


  “Yeah,” Jack said.


  “It’s just west of there,” Clem said.


  “That’s perfect,” Jack said. “Good ridges there. Lots of cover. I’m not surprised they’ve been able to hide there.”


  The caravan turned left from Ak Uunayaa Way onto the fire road, slowing down.


  “Getting dark,” Connie said.


  “Yeah,” Sam said. “How tough is it gonna be to travel back there with our lights off?”


  “Not bad,” Jack said. “I’d leave your lights off as it gets dark. Your eyes will adjust better that way.”


  Jack’s phone rang. He answered it. “Yeah.” He listened for a moment, then chuckled. “Okay, thanks.”


  “What’s up?” Clem asked.


  “One of our people just got the data that came from the CHP system,” he said. “It has the location of the forward base for the Santee campaign.”


  “They’re gonna hit Santee?” Clem asked. “That’s a lot bigger town.”


  “Yeah,” Jack said. “About sixty of our men are meeting others there for an assault.”


  “Which tribes?” Clem asked.


  “Can’t say,” Jack said.


  “Santee is the back door into San Diego,” Connie said. “Not much open ground between them. The enemy must have a huge number of troops and a lot of equipment if they’re planning an attack there.”


  “Tell your guys to be careful,” Sam said. “The enemy is poking a little too close to the Navy and Marine bases there. Your guys might get caught in the cross fire.”


  “They know,” Jack said.


  The caravan moved quickly on the fire road.


  “This isn’t bad at all,” Connie said.


  “The road ends up there,” Jack said. “See it?”


  “I see it,” Sam said.


  One of the tribal vehicles rushed alongside them, getting in front as they hit the open dirt.


  “Good, he’s gonna guide us through,” Jack said. They followed the old pickup truck as it drove along the ridge, rocks bouncing up against the floor of the jeep.


  “Glad it’s still light for this part,” Connie said, holding onto the grab bar on the dash in front of her.


  “Jeeps eat this kind of terrain for lunch,” Sam said.


  “Yeah they do,” Jack said. “I’d better call them and let them know exactly where the base is. We’ll want to park a few hundred yards before we get there and walk the rest of the way in.”


  “Good thinking,” Sam said.


  Jack pulled out his phone and had a hushed conversation, then put it back in his pocket.


  “Hey, what about the cellphone problem?” Connie asked.


  “Cellphone problem?” Jack asked.


  “Yeah, the enemy has been spreading a cellphone virus around,” Clem said. “They can track the phones with the virus.”


  “How do we know if we have the virus?” Jack asked.


  “We don’t,” Sam said. “All of our phones are turned off.”


  “Crap,” Jack said. He called his guys and let them know, then pulled the battery out of his phone.


  “Glad you mentioned that,” Clem said. “We don’t need them getting a warning.”


  “Seriously,” Sam said, looking over at Connie. “Thanks, baby.”


  “I try to keep you out of trouble,” she said. Clem snickered.


  “Good, there’s the road again,” Sam said.


  “Yeah, told you there wasn’t much open dirt,” Jack said.


  They rode silently as the sun went down, shadows growing from the hilltops in the distance.


  “It’s beautiful out here,” Connie said.


  “It is,” Jack said. “My people have lived here for a thousand years.”


  “How much further?” Clem asked.


  “Another half hour, then we’re on foot,” Jack said. “Timing is gonna be just about perfect. We ought to be on foot by about 8:30. Plenty of time to set up.”


  “Good,” Sam said. “Hope they didn’t get tipped off.”


  “Yeah, at any of the locations,” Clem said. “Don’t matter, though. Unless they’re gone, we’ll burn them to the ground with the willie pete.”


  “I wish we weren’t using that,” Connie said.


  “We can’t fight these people half-way,” Sam said.


  “Yeah,” Jack said. “Remember what they were gonna do at our home.”


  They rode for another ten minutes, tension building. The darkness was difficult to drive in. Sam strained his eyes to see.


  “Look, the truck is pulling up next to that small hill, around the back side,” Connie said.


  “Good cover,” Sam said. “Not visible from the road.” He pulled up next to the truck and stopped the engine. The other vehicles joined them there.


  “Don’t slam doors,” Sam said.


  “Yeah,” Clem said.


  They got out and Sam motioned to them to be quiet by putting his finger to his lips. Everybody got out quietly and met in back of the line of vehicles.


  “How long a walk we talking about?” John asked.


  “Ten to fifteen minutes,” Jack said. “We’ve got a lot to carry. We’ll need to distribute it well.”


  They got busy, picking up their weapons and starting back on the fire road.


  “When we get close, we’d better get off this fire road,” Jack said. “They might be patrolling the area.”


  “Glad the moon isn’t full,” Clem said. “There’s enough light to target them, but we’ll be hard to see.”


  “Should have brought some black-out stuff for our faces,” Sam said. “Keep in mind that we’ll shine a little.”


  “Yep,” Sid said.


  They walked slowly, looking around, heading for a curve in the road.


  “Look, there’s Mussey Grade Road,” Jack whispered.


  “It’s paved,” Connie whispered back. “Probably why they’re using this location.”


  “Probably,” Jack said. “See those rocks up there? That small hill? Let’s see if we can see the site from there.”


  “Let’s,” Sam said. “Wish I had a .50 cal sniper rifle.”


  “Too much to carry,” Clem whispered. “The mortars will do the trick. What are we gonna do with the claymore mines?”


  “Might not need to use them,” Sam said as he looked at the hill in the darkness.


  “Hey, get down,” Sid said. “Van coming this way on Mussey.”


  Everybody dived onto the dirt on the far side of Kimball Valley Road and listened as the van drove by.


  “Hope they don’t see our vehicles,” Connie whispered.


  “They missed the turnoff for this road,” Jack said.


  “They might turn around,” Clem said.


  “Don’t worry about that,” Sid whispered. “Worry about the mission.”


  “Let’s get to that ridge,” Sam said. “The depot should be right below it.”


  The others followed Sam as he made the climb up the side of the hill. Sarah started to slip, John catching her hand just in time and pulling her up.


  “Sorry,” she said.


  “It’s okay, we’re here,” John said.


  Sam pulled himself to the top of the ridge and looked over. “There it is. Look at those fuel tanks. Probably a few thousand gallons of storage.”


  “Looks just like some of the business sites around here,” Jack said, peeking over.


  “Are we sure it’s not?” John asked. “Never mind. Look at the Islamist. Wearing black, see him?”


  “Yeah, I see him,” Sam said. He checked his watch. “Five minutes. Pass the word. Everybody stay down until it’s time, so we don’t get seen.”


  The minutes went by slowly. Sam and Clem set up the two mortars. Jack picked up the RPG they got from the UN van and checked it out, loading it with the first rocket. The sound of a vehicle approached down on the road.


  “It’s the guy we saw drive by,” Sam said, peeking past the edge of the hill. “Stay sharp. Just one more minute.”


  Everybody took hold of their guns as quietly as they could, a few of them causing gravel to slide down. Sam cringed when he heard it, his heart beating hard, sweat breaking out on his forehead. Not now.


  There was yelling in Arabic below.


  “Shit, what’s that about?” Connie asked.


  “Maybe they heard about an attack somewhere else,” John said.


  “Or maybe they found our cars,” Yvonne said.


  “Doesn’t matter now,” Sam said. He dropped a mortar round into the tube. It popped out, flying into the air as Sid watched it, hand on the trigger of his rifle. Then there was a brilliant flash and a loud explosion. The others got up and opened fire with their rifles.


  “You were about fifty yards too far,” Sid said. Sam nodded, adjusted the aim, and dropped another one into the tube, the round landing right in the middle of the facility, going off with a mighty whoosh.


  “Wow,” John said as he felt the heat. “What’s your coordinates?”


  “Just take a look,” Sid told him as he started firing wildly. “We need to pour it on. Looks like there’s several hundred men down there.”


  “I’ll see if I can penetrate one of the fuel tanks with the RPG,” Jack said. He took aim and fired. There was a massive explosion as the tank blew, causing the second tank to go up too. Fire rained down on the panicked men.


  “Look at them run,” Sid said as he continued to fire, Yvonne by his side doing the same.


  “Oh, God, those poor men,” she said.


  “They deserve that and more,” Jack said, loading another RPG rocket. He aimed and fired, hitting one of the sheds, blowing it sky high.


  Several rounds hit the ridge they were on, rock chips flying.


  “Watch it!” Clem shouted.


  John dropped a mortar round into the tube. It flew with a pop, landing on the road into the compound, blowing a huge hole in it.


  “Look, there’s that van that we saw,” Sarah said as she fired her rifle. “It’s moving fast.


  “Got it,” Jack said, taking aim at it with the RPG. He fired, hitting it broadside. It blew up big.


  “That thing was full of ordinance,” Sam said. He dropped another round into his mortar, the ground around the installation exploding in flame as the willie pete went off.


  “Look, down there,” Clem said. “That looks like another Gaz Tigr. Better hit that thing.”


  “On it,” Jack said. “Last round I have.” He took aim and fired, hitting the armored vehicle and stopping it. Men climbed out of the hatch as smoke billowed, Sarah and Connie picking them off as soon as they got clear.


  “That was close,” Sam said. “Fire is slowing down after that last round of willie pete.”


  “Hit them again,” Sid said. “Still a lot of them hiding behind that little rocky hill down there. Bring it in about fifteen yards.”


  “Got it,” Sam said, making the adjustment.


  “Me too,” John said, adjusting his mortar. “Regular or willie pete?”


  “I’ll do the willie pete. You can spread it around with a normal round. On my mark. Ready, set, go.”


  They both dropped mortar rounds, which popped into the air, coming down at the same time, the impact shaking the ground, hot air rushing towards them.


  “Get your faces down!” Sam said. The hot air and debris flew over their heads.


  After that there was silence.


  “Think we got all of them?” John asked.


  “We got most of them,” Sam said. “I think I’d better go down there and check things out.”


  “Why you?” Connie asked.


  “Because I’ve had Navy Seal training,” Sam said, getting up and checking his pistol. Then he checked his AR-15.


  “I’ll go too,” Jack said. “Was in the marines… know how to handle myself.”


  “I’ll join you,” Sid said.


  “No, you stay here,” Sam said. “Lead the folks up here. We may need backup. Watch, cover us.”


  “Okay,” Sid said. Yvonne breathed a sigh of relief.


  “Ready?” Sam asked.


  “Yeah,” Jack said. They got up and ran around the ridge, looking in all directions as Sid and the others watched.


  They made it into the area without any resistance.


  “Maybe they’re all dead,” Connie said, her voice wavering.


  Then there were several gunshots.


  “Dammit, where are they coming from?” Sid asked, scanning the area.


  Chapter 11 – Green Hills


  “We ready,” Ji-Ho said, closing the back of Seth’s 4Runner. Gus pulled alongside with his pickup truck.


  “The rest of my people are hiding out next to Green Hills Memorial Park,” he said. “We’ll pick them up on the way.”


  Emma and Kaylee watched as their men got into the 4Runner, glancing at each other.


  “We might not see them again,” Kaylee said.


  “Don’t say that,” Emma said.


  “Get to Hawthorne Boulevard, then take PV Drive North,” Ji-Ho said. “Easy, go right by Green Hills.”


  “Yeah, that’s what I’m thinking,” Gus said. “I’ll get ahead of you. Look for us at PV Drive North and Western Avenue.”


  “Roger that,” Trevor said. He took shotgun with Seth behind the wheel. Matt, Ji-Ho, and Angel were in the back seat.


  Gus drove out the gate. Seth followed. Kaylee clicked the remote to close the gate after them, and went into the house with Emma.


  “Streets are empty up here,” Seth said as they drove.


  “You surprised?” Trevor asked.


  “A little,” Seth said. “There was a lot of traffic in the South Bay when we were coming up here. People were taking advantage of the checkpoints being down.”


  “Enjoy while can,” Ji-Ho said. “They be back in bigger numbers with more guns.”


  “Yeah, this is far from over,” Angel said.


  Matt was silent, chewing his gum hard, sweat on his forehead.


  “You okay, dude?” Angel asked him.


  “Just the jitters,” Matt said. “You don’t have them?”


  “A little,” Angel said. “Remember what we learned at the range. Use your training.”


  “We not assault that way,” Ji-Ho said. “Find good place to fire ordinance. Burn them down. No hand to hand. Leave before do that. We fight another day.”


  “He’s right,” Trevor said. “We’re there to damage their supply depot first and foremost. We shouldn’t go in there and try to fight them in close quarters.”


  “Some of Gus’s guys are gonna get close,” Seth said.


  “Why you say?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “They’re gonna throw Molotov Cocktails,” Seth said. “You have to be close to do that.”


  “They might not do now,” Ji-Ho said. “We got mortars, RPG, and grenades. Be enough to get fuel and ammo burning.”


  “Hope you’re right,” Matt said.


  “There’s Hawthorne, man,” Trevor said.


  “Yeah,” Seth said as he made a left turn onto it. “Look, more cars.”


  “Yeah, many people,” Ji-Ho said. “Good.”


  “Hope they don’t get in the way,” Trevor said.


  “Seriously,” Matt said.


  “Wonder if there’s checkpoints between here and there?” Matt asked.


  “I’ll bet there’s one on Western,” Trevor said. “To keep the riff-raff out of Palos Verdes.”


  “Checkpoint never for riff-raff,” Ji-Ho said. “For control. Pigs.”


  “Don’t spit in here!” Seth said. Everybody laughed.


  “No worry,” Ji-Ho said. “You see look on niece’s face when I do in house? Wish I had video on.”


  “Yeah, I’m sure your wife would love to see it,” Matt said.


  “Look, there’s PV Drive North,” Trevor said. “Stay sharp. Won’t be long now.”


  “Still many people on road,” Ji-Ho said. “Good.”


  “Wonder if the checkpoints around San Pedro were taken out?” Angel asked.


  “Some, I sure,” Ji-Ho said. “Look up there.”


  “Yeah,” Angel said, “there’s Gus and his guys, in that church parking lot.”


  “I see them,” Seth said, turning right into it.


  Gus trotted over. “We got a problem.”


  “What’s the matter?” Trevor asked.


  “There’s a checkpoint at Western,” Gus said.


  “Thought so,” Seth said. “It hasn’t been attacked?”


  “Oh, yeah, it’s been attacked,” Gus said. “It drew out some of the enemy troops from the supply depot, which is off Gaffey Street, in a construction site just past the softball fields. They’re trying to cut the bodies off the traffic lights.”


  “Dammit,” Seth said. “What now?”


  “We need to attack them with part of the group, while the rest goes to the depot and blows everything up,” Gus said.


  “Sounds like a combat shooting mission,” Trevor said. “Winchester loaded and ready, and I’ve got about fifty rounds in various pockets.”


  “Good,” Gus said. “I’ll join you. Who else feels confident enough?”


  “I’ll do it,” Angel said.


  “Me too,” Seth said.


  “No, you drive car, Seth,” Ji-Ho said. “Help Matt and I with ordinance.”


  “Yeah, I agree,” Gus said. “One of my guys is an expert with bow and arrow, and I have my crossbow. We’ll try to take the men at the checkpoint out without any gunplay.”


  “Yeah, we don’t want to tip off the depot,” Seth said.


  “Exactly,” Gus said. “If we need to shoot we will. You guys get into position first and call us.”


  “Don’t take PV Drive North,” Ji-Ho said. “Take carriage road next to this parking lot. Cross Western on far side of Green Hills. Go across open fields to Gaffey.”


  “Good plan,” Gus said. “Take Gaffey up past the softball diamonds. The depot is right there. Hard to see. It’s where the building’s atrium will be. Watch yourselves. They probably have sentries all over the damn place. We’ll join you guys as soon as we nail the cretins at the checkpoint.”


  “Sounds good,” Seth said. He watched as Trevor and Angel joined Gus, and then drove to the back of the church parking lot.


  “There carriage road,” Ji-Ho said. “Dirt. Be careful. Dirt across Western too. Turn off lights.”


  “Okay. We’ll use four-wheel drive if we need to,” Seth said.


  The dirt road was bumpy and dark as they crept along.


  “How much further?” Seth asked.


  “Right past mausoleum, see?” Ji-Ho said.


  “Oh, yeah,” Seth said. He climbed up onto Arroyo Drive, the hard edge of the road rubbing the underside of the 4Runner.


  “Careful, dude,” Matt said.


  “Still nervous?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “I’m okay,” Matt said. “Don’t worry about me.”


  “I not worried,” Ji-Ho said. “You be brave. I know.”


  “It’s curving towards Western,” Seth said.


  “Yes, there it is,” Ji-Ho said. “No left turn. Make right.”


  “I know that tract over there,” Matt said, pointing across the street. “Turn left at that chute. Go into the neighborhood. The road is on the outside of the tract. Follow it until you get to the park, then drive off the end of the parking lot into that big field. Take a right on the dirt road. It’ll take you to Gaffey.”


  “Excellent,” Seth said. He followed Matt’s instructions, getting to Gaffey in less than five minutes. He stopped and looked both ways on the street.


  “How’s our time?” Matt asked.


  “It 8:37,” Ji-Ho said, looking at the display on the dash. “We make it no problem.”


  “Hope there’s a good place to set up,” Matt said.


  “I’m turning on my lights,” Seth said as he turned left onto Gaffey. “It’ll look worse if I leave them off with this traffic.”


  “Yes,” Ji-Ho said, “but turn off as soon as you get to road between softball diamonds and construction site. Park in shadows and we watch.”


  “Got it,” Seth said.


  They rolled up the street for a few blocks.


  “There’s the softball diamonds,” Matt said.


  “Go to far side and turn left,” Ji-Ho said.


  Seth nodded, turning onto the dirt road adjoining a big dirt parking lot. He switched off his lights and parked in the shadows, next to a small shed on the far end.


  “Good, nobody around,” Seth said as he parked. “Don’t slam the car doors.”


  “Seriously,” Matt said. They got out and crept to the temporary chain link fence surrounding the construction site.


  “What are they building here?” Seth whispered.


  “Another medical building,” Ji-Ho said, “but stall for money. Site abandoned.”


  “Sounds like a good place for vandalism,” Matt said.


  “There’s a break in the fence,” Ji-Ho said. “Let’s go see where to point mortar.”


  They walked through the debris in the dark, trying to be quiet, their guns held in sweaty hands.


  “You stop!” an Arabic sounding voice said from the shadows. “Drop guns.”


  Seth, Ji-Ho, and Matt set down their rifles.


  The man showed himself, wearing a security guard’s outfit. “I frisk. Hold still.”


  The man approached Ji-Ho, keeping an eye on the other two. When he got close, Ji-Ho sprang into action, the flash of a knife showing for a split second, then blood spurting from the enemy’s throat.


  “Whoa,” Matt whispered, watching Ji-Ho cover the man’s mouth as he lowered his dying form onto the ground. “You’ve done that before.”


  “Now we know how they use this spot,” Ji-Ho said. “Inside job with security company. C’mon.”


  They picked up their weapons and snuck forward, looking through the partially completed building.


  “See?” Ji-Ho whispered. “Fuel tanks. Sheds. Right in atrium section of building. Man smoking, leaning up on catwalk.”


  “That enough to set up mortar?” Matt whispered.


  Ji-Ho nodded yes and they retreated to the car.


  “Take RPG in case vehicle show up,” Ji-Ho said, handing it to Matt. “Remember what I show you?”


  “Yeah,” Matt said, picking it up. He slid a rocket into the end and watched as Ji-Ho got out the two mortars. Seth covered them with his Winchester.


  “There,” Ji-Ho said, looking down at the two mortars. “Piece of cake. Call them. It 8:59.”


  Seth nodded and pulled his cellphone, hitting Trevor’s contact.


  “Yeah, Seth,” Trevor whispered.


  “We’re set.”


  “Good,” Trevor said. “We’ll take these guys out and join you.”


  Seth ended the call and nodded. Ji-Ho dropped a round into the first mortar. It popped and flew through the air, coming down behind the building walls, right into the atrium. The explosion rocked them hard, flames rising above the height of the building.


  “How’d you get so close on the first one?” Seth asked as Ji-Ho dropped a round into the other mortar.


  “Count steps. I teach you.”


  The second round flew out of the tube, hitting the area again, causing secondary explosions as the ammo shed was hit.


  “What’s that?” Matt cried in panic. A large armored vehicle was barreling out of the area.


  “GAZ Tigr,” Ji-Ho shouted. “Fire at it.”


  Matt aimed and pulled the trigger, hitting the vehicle as it was trying to escape down Gaffey, blowing the top end off it.


  “Keep it up,” Seth said. “I saw somebody run over to the left. I’ll go get them.”


  “Careful,” Ji-Ho said before he dropped another mortar round. “Don’t get hit.”


  Seth nodded, rushing forward and getting down behind a small rock wall. He jerked as Ji-Ho fired off another mortar round. Several Islamists were loading something into a truck. Seth opened fire, killing two of the enemy soldiers, but the others found cover and fired back with automatic weapons. He fired as fast as he could, not hitting anybody. Several of them rushed towards him as he fumbled to load more bullets into the side gate of the Winchester.


  “Dammit, they’re gonna get me,” Seth cried.


  Suddenly gunfire started up from behind the enemy fighters, causing them to scream in Arabic. Several fell in their tracks.


  “We’re here, man,” Trevor called, firing fast with his Winchester. Ji-Ho opened up with his AR-15, hitting more of them. Angel joined in, then Gus and the rest of his guys flooded into the area with guns blazing. The shooting went on for nearly a minute, and then there was silence, punctuated by explosions in the depot.


  “We did our job,” Gus yelled. “Let’s get the hell out of here now.”


  “I’m ready,” Matt replied.


  Ji-Ho grabbed the mortars and stuffed them back in the 4Runner, Matt helping him with the crate of rounds as Seth covered them, eyes darting around.


  “Done, we go,” Ji-Ho shouted. They got into the vehicle and headed for Gaffey, but then machine gun fire hit the back end, blowing the rear driver’s side tire. Seth popped into four-wheel drive and punched it, the other three tires dragging the shredded one as they headed for cover behind one of the baseball diamonds.


  “Look, here they come,” Seth said, nodding towards a group of men coming at them at a full run. Ji-Ho took aim, dropping several of them as Matt brought his gun to his shoulder and fired, Seth jointing them a few seconds later after he reloaded.


  “Two of them ran away,” Seth said, trying to get a bead on them. He fired several times, missing. “Wish Trevor was here. He’s a lot better shot.”


  “Call him and tell him our ride’s busted,” Matt said. “I’ll cover.”


  “Me too,” Ji-Ho said.


  Seth hit Trevor’s contact again.


  “Hey, man, where are you guys?” Trevor asked.


  “Rear tire of my cruiser got shot up,” he said. “We’re gonna need a ride.”


  “Dammit,” Trevor said. “Hold it.”


  Seth waited as Trevor talked to Gus and the others.


  “Okay, man, we’re on our way,” Trevor said. “You got a spare?”


  “Yeah,” Seth said.


  “Get busy, then. We don’t want to leave that vehicle behind. They’ll find you right away.”


  “On it,” Seth said. He put his phone in his pocket and raced to the back, hoping against hope that the spare wasn’t shot up. It wasn’t. He pulled it out from the rear compartment along with the jack.


  “You’re changing the tire?” Matt asked. “Aren’t they coming?”


  “Yeah, they’re coming, but we can’t leave this vehicle here. They can trace it to me.”


  “Trevor right,” Ji-Ho said. “I cover. Matt, you help him, but both keep guns nearby just in case.”


  Matt rushed over to help Seth.


  “Thank God the spare didn’t get hit,” Matt said as they worked.


  “Seriously,” Seth said. “They got pretty close to the gas tank, from what I can see.”


  “Geez,” Matt said.


  Gus’s truck rolled up, skidding to a stop next to them. He jumped out, gun in his hands. Angel and Trevor got out too.


  “Hurry up, guys,” Gus said.


  “We are,” Matt said.


  Seth got the tire off and carried it to the back as Matt fitted the spare. He was fastening the lug nuts as Seth came back. “Ready?”


  “Yeah, man,” Matt said, tightening the last of the bolts. “This needs some air.”


  “It’ll be good enough,” Seth said. He lowered the jack and pulled it out, tossing it into the back with the shredded tire and the weapons. “Let’s get out of here.”


  They got back into the 4Runner and took off, Gus’s truck following.


  “Holy crap,” Seth said, laughing. “That was some crazy shit.”


  “No kidding,” Ji-Ho said. “Take side roads as far as can.”


  “Turn into that shopping center parking lot,” Matt said. “Where the Target store is. There’s a way to get into that residential area through the back.”


  “Oh no, listen,” Ji-Ho said.


  “Shit, is that a chopper?” Matt asked.


  “Sounds like it,” Seth said. “Can’t see it yet.”


  “I see,” Ji-Ho said. “It far away. Coming to hover over depot.”


  “I see it now,” Seth said. “It’s got its spotlight on the scene.”


  “Hope not military chopper,” Ji-Ho said.


  Seth turned into the parking lot of the shopping center and headed to the back.


  “It’s probably a news chopper,” Matt said. “Or a police chopper. I can see it now. Just drive. We’ll be okay.”


  Seth’s sweaty hands gripped the wheel, his heart hammering in his chest as he entered the residential area. It was dark and quiet.


  “Good,” Matt said. “There, Millmark Road. Take that, then follow it as it turns to the right. Make a left on Toscanini.”


  “We’ll have to cross Western,” Seth said.


  “Don’t worry about it,” Matt said. “Toscanini goes across into another residential area.”


  “Toscanini dead ends,” Ji-Ho said. “Don’t go, we get stuck. Turn left on Western, right on Caddington. Just one block on Western.”


  “You sure that’s a good idea?” Matt asked.


  “Only way,” Ji-Ho said. “Trust me.”


  “Here goes nothing,” Seth said, turning left onto Western. “Still a lot of traffic. Good.”


  “There’s Caddington,” Ji-Ho shouted. “Don’t miss.”


  “I see it,” Seth said, making the turn. “Now what?”


  “Keep going,” Ji-Ho said. “I tell when you turn.”


  “Never been in this neighborhood,” Matt said nervously. “That chopper’s getting louder.”


  “It just circle,” Ji-Ho said. “I see. There. Turn left. Enrose Street.”


  Seth made the turn.


  “Good, now keep going until you see Sparta and turn left. Take small dirt road to Coral Ridge. That dump onto PV Drive East.”


  “Dirt road?” Matt asked.


  “Don’t worry, short,” Ji-Ho said.


  “What’s that chopper doing?” Matt asked.


  “Going in wider and wider circles,” Seth said. “Which way did Gus go?”


  “They kept going on Western,” Matt said.


  “I’ll bet they’re going all the way to 25th Street,” Seth said. “Hope they don’t get nailed.”


  “They got several men in back of pickup,” Ji-Ho said. “They can blast if somebody follow.”


  “You know it’s illegal to ride in the back of a pickup, right?” Matt said.


  “Police not worry about that now,” Ji-Ho said. “Trust me.”


  “I don’t think the police would bust anybody for that,” Matt said. “I just think it might strike them as suspicious.”


  “Oh,” Ji-Ho said. “Yeah, okay, I see point. Hope they careful.”


  “There’s the dirt,” Seth said. “Looks like private property.”


  “Is,” Ji-Ho said. “Don’t worry about.”


  “I’m not,” Seth said as he drove onto it, racing towards the next street to the sound of a large dog barking.


  “Whoa,” Matt said. “Hope they don’t have guns.”


  “Here’s Coral Ridge Road,” Seth said as he turned onto it.


  “Oh, I know where we are,” Matt said. “There’s Miraleste Middle School. It’s right on PV Drive East.”


  “Yes, yes,” Ji-Ho said, grinning ear to ear. “I told you.”


  “Which way?” Seth asked.


  “Going right will put us right back behind Green Hills again,” Matt said. “Maybe we ought to turn left instead.”


  “Long time to be on a big road,” Seth said.


  “It be okay,” Ji-Ho said. “Many place to duck off road if need.”


  “Maybe we’ll run into the others, if they really went to 25 th Street,” Matt said.


  “Yeah, maybe,” Seth said as he made the turn.


  “Don’t go too fast in the twisties, man,” Matt said. “Remember your spare tire. It’s low on air.”


  “I’ll be careful,” Seth said.


  They went several miles without incident, seeing few cars. The sound of the chopper was gone too, allowing them to settle down a little. Seth’s phone rang.


  “Trevor, where are you?” Seth asked.


  “Put it on speaker, dude,” Matt said. “This is a two-handed road.”


  “Okay,” Seth said. He hit the speaker button and put the phone on the center console. “Hear us?”


  “Yeah,” Trevor said. “We got followed.”


  “Dammit,” Matt said. “You get away?”


  “We smoked them, but they might have made our license plate number,” Trevor said. “We’re still coming.”


  “PV Drive East?” Seth asked.


  “Yeah,” he said. “Just passed Marymount College.”


  “You aren’t too far behind us, then,” Seth said. “We just passed the Trump Golf Club.”


  “Good,” Trevor said. “Don’t stop for anything, and keep your eyes open.”


  “You too. See you back at the ranch.”


  “Later,” Trevor said. The call ended.


  Ji-Ho snickered. “Ranch?”


  “It’s just slang,” Seth said.


  “Well, I always want to be cowboy,” Ji-Ho said.


  Chapter 12 – Dead Eye Stare


  “Should we get down there?” Yvonne asked, listening to the gunfire from the burning depot below.


  “We’ll go,” one of the tribal warriors said. “Stay here and cover. Watch for vehicles leaving. Blast them.”


  “Okay,” Sid said.


  They took off around the ridge, five men in total. More gunfire floated up to them.


  “That’s Sam’s gun,” Connie said, eyes showing panic.


  “He’s still firing,” John said. “We know he’s still alive. Probably just mopping up.”


  “Yeah, there’re places to hide against the side of that hill,” Sid said.


  “There he is,” Sarah said, pointing. “He’s motioning us down there.”


  “Let’s go,” Connie said, relief in her voice.


  They picked up their weapons and headed down.


  “Oh my God,” Sarah said, watching one of the Indians take a scalp.


  “Remind me not to piss these guys off.” John chuckled.


  “This isn’t funny, John,” Sarah said.


  “No, but it’s necessary,” Yvonne said.


  “Damn straight,” Sid said.


  “Don’t you join in,” Yvonne said.


  “I won’t,” he said. “Let’s look for weapons.”


  Yvonne nodded as the group fanned out. A gunshot jerked everybody’s head around.


  “Get down!” Sam said, dropping to a crouch. He aimed and fired at a rock outcropping, dropping a man. Two others ran out, hit by fire from Sid and Clem. There was silence for several minutes, everybody scanning the area.


  “So what now?” Clem asked, walking up to Sam.


  “We go home,” Sam said.


  “Yes, you go,” Jack said. “One Eye will take it from here.”


  “Going back to your real name?” Yvonne said.


  “My warrior name,” One Eye said. “Take care.”


  “Thanks a million,” Sid said.


  “Thank you, brother,” he said. “If you wouldn’t have showed up, our people would be fighting for our lives right now.”


  “What are you going to do with the scalps?” Yvonne asked.


  “Send a message,” One Eye said. “We’re warriors now. We’re in the fight whether we like it or not.”


  “Well, good luck, and be careful,” Sam said. “Perhaps we’ll fight together again.”


  “That would be a great day,” One Eye said.


  “We can take the normal roads now, right?” Clem asked.


  “Yeah, but we’d better watch ourselves,” Sid said. “Be ready to fight. Might run into somebody.”


  “I say we leave the same way we came,” Sam said, “but with our lights on this time.”


  “I agree,” John said. “Better idea. Let’s go.”


  


  ***


  “Can we go to bed yet?” Morgan asked, sitting next to Robbie on the couch. The TV was on, the screen split into four parts, each showing a checkpoint on fire.


  “Well at least the TV stations put this up,” Gil said. “The censorship didn’t last long.”


  “Please, Robbie,” Morgan said. “I’m tired.”


  “Okay, sweetie,” he said, getting up.


  “Hey, wait, man,” Steve said. “Look. Something else is going on.”


  Morgan sighed. “Okay, let’s sit for a few more minutes.”


  “Thanks,” Robbie said. They sat back down.


  “This just in. There have been coordinated attacks against clandestine supply depots all over California. They started at 9:00 PM. Details are sketchy, but what we do know is that the depots were stocked with fuel, weapons, and ammunition. Sacramento has declared a state of emergency in all of the areas where the supply depots were found, and are getting ready to impose martial law over the entire state.”


  “Oh brother,” Gil said. “Wonder who the supply depots belonged too?”


  Robbie’s fingers were flying over the keyboard on his laptop. “On it.”


  “Something stinks,” Steve said. “Partisans take out enemy supply depots, and the state government wants to clamp down on everybody? No frigging way.”


  “Yeah, seriously,” Gil said.


  “Son of a bitch,” Robbie said.


  “What?” Morgan asked.


  “The buzz on the net is that those supply depots belonged to Islamist radicals,” Robbie said, “but get this. There were UN vehicles found at several of the sites.”


  “I knew it,” Gil said. “Bastards. The state is trying to take us totalitarian. No other explanation for this.”


  “Wow,” Robbie said, eyes wide.


  “What?” Morgan asked. “Let me see.”


  “I don’t think you want to look at this,” Robbie said, starting to close the lid to his laptop. Morgan put out her hand to stop him.


  “I saw quite a few people killed tonight,” Morgan said. “I can take it. Let me see.”


  “Okay,” Robbie said reluctantly. He turned the screen towards her.


  “What are those things?” she asked, looking closer.


  “Scalps,” Robbie said.


  “Are you serious?” Gil asked, coming over. Robbie turned the laptop towards him. “Holy crap, look at that. Good.”


  “Where is that?” Steve asked, getting up. Colleen followed him over, peeking around his back to see the laptop screen.


  “Ewww, gross,” she said. “Who would do that?”


  “Patriots,” Gil said.


  “This was in Fernbrook,” Robbie said. “Sounds like this depot was supporting the attack that happened in Poway.”


  “There are several large Indian reservations in North San Diego County,” Gil said. “Barona is the closest to this.”


  “I hope those folks protect themselves,” Steve said. “This is gonna start a shit storm.”


  “I still can’t believe that the state thinks locking these areas down is gonna help,” Morgan said. “Look at what just happened here tonight.”


  The TV screen went black again.


  “Oh, crap, what now?” Colleen asked. Everybody took notice and watched.


  “Look, it’s that Ivan guy again,” Steve said.


  “Quiet,” Robbie said.


  Ivan was back, on the same set, still wearing his suit and fedora, a nasty grin on his face.


  “By now all of you know that our attacks on checkpoints were real, and they were followed by attacks on enemy supply depots. We have just heard that our state government plans to double down on martial law. You ask how Governor Sable could be so stupid. Let’s take you to Governor Sable for a comment.”


  The screen changed, to a dark shot in a circular room. Governor Sable’s lifeless body was laying on the floor, hands clutching a rifle, blood running down his neck and around the floor by his chest. His dead eyes stared at the camera.


  “Oh my God,” Morgan said, hands going to her eyes.


  “Now you know who to target. All of those in the state government who said Governor Sable is alive and well. Who controls the state government of California now? These two men.”


  The screen changed to a grainy picture of Airforce One, with the President, Governor Sable, and a third man in Islamic garb talking to each other near the steps to the plane. A dark X had been photoshopped over Sable.


  “Governor Sable realized his error and died getting locations of the enemy supply depots out to the patriots of California. Here is the man who is most responsible for the violence in this state over the last two months. His name is Saladin. He’s a member of the Caliphate, trying to open a new front against the infidel in the United States.”


  A close-up of Saladin’s face filled the screen.


  “This is the face of evil. The UN and the Administration do his bidding. This is the war we are in. You know what to do.”


  The screen went black again, then came back up to the newsroom, the reporters and staff not realizing they were on the air again. All of them looked terrified.


  “Wow,” Gil said, snapping everybody out of it.


  “I’ll bet that Saladin idiot is behind the nuclear attacks,” Steve said.


  “That’s the buzz,” Robbie said, fingers flying over his keyboard again. “With North Korea, but we already knew that.”


  “The president is dirty too?” Morgan asked.


  “So it would appear,” Robbie said.


  “We aren’t gonna win, are we?” Colleen asked.


  “Like hell,” Gil said. “We have their numbers now. We see the face of the enemy.”


  “Oh, we’re back on the air,” the news anchor said. “As you’ve seen, this has been a very active news night.”


  Gil laughed hard. “Well, that’s one way to put it.”


  “There has been a depot attack in Harbor City,” the news anchor said.


  There was video from a chopper above a partially completed building, fully engulfed in flames.


  “Hey, I know where that is,” Gil said. “It’s on Gaffey, right by the Harbor Slough.”


  “You’re right,” Steve said. “Geez, I’m surprised we didn’t hear it.”


  “Too far,” Robbie said. “Nice job by somebody.”


  “Seriously,” Morgan said, watching the flames. “How did they hide a depot like that in the middle of this area?”


  “They were hiding in plain sight,” Gil said. “That building was supposed to be a big medical building, but it got stopped because of that financial snafu with the national healthcare system.”


  “But still, wouldn’t somebody have seen suspicious activity around there?” Morgan asked.


  “You’d think so,” Robbie said. “Not much on the net about this attack.”


  “I can’t take much more of this,” Morgan said, watching the chopper camera zoom in on broken, charred bodies.


  “You want to go to bed, honey?” Robbie asked.


  Morgan shook her head no. “I couldn’t get to sleep anyway.”


  “So what do we do now?” Steve asked. “Wonder if they’ll still enforce the checkpoints and work requirements?”


  “Good question,” Robbie said. “All kinds of discussion on that, but nobody really knows anything.”


  “Can we go downstairs?” Colleen asked. “I’ll make it worth your while.”


  Steve looked her in the eyes. “I’ll take you down there. You don’t have to do anything.”


  They got up and embraced, Colleen trembling in his arms. They left the room quickly, Colleen avoiding eye contact with the others.


  “She’s really scared,” Morgan said.


  “Steve’s a good man,” Robbie said. “She doesn’t need to do that with him. Trust me.”


  “I know,” Morgan said. “We might as well go to bed.”


  “Yeah, me too,” Gil said. “If the rules are still in effect, I’ll have to go to work tomorrow.”


  “All right,” Robbie said as he shut down his laptop. “Enough of this for now.”


  Gil trotted down the stairs. “See you in the morning.”


  “Good night,” Morgan said.


  “Yeah, later,” Robbie said. He set his laptop on the coffee table. “Let’s go.”


  They went into the bedroom. As soon as Robbie shut the door Morgan grabbed him, hugging him hard.


  “All this death,” she sobbed. “I’ve never seen people killed before.”


  “I know,” Robbie said.


  “Maybe we should split while the checkpoints are down,” Morgan said.


  “And go where?” Robbie asked. He pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it into the hamper.


  “I don’t know,” Morgan said as she undressed. “Anywhere but here?”


  “This is probably safer than the hinterlands.”


  “You wearing PJs?” she asked.


  “Not unless you want me to,” Robbie said, watching her.


  “Good, I’m not then,” she said. “I need you.”


  They got into bed. “Are you serious about leaving?” he asked.


  She sighed, moving closer to him, their bodies touching. “Oh, I guess not. You’re probably right. It’s safer here.”


  “If I could join my parents, I would,” he said. “With you, of course.”


  “You think your mom would tolerate that?”


  “She’d love you,” Robbie said, pulling her in for a kiss.


  


  ***


  Seth rounded the corner and pulled up in front of the gate. Ji-Ho pushed the button on his remote and it rolled open. Seth drove in, followed by Gus. Emma and Kaylee burst out of the door, running towards them.


  “Oh, thank God!” Kaylee yelled, leaping into Matt’s arms as he walked towards her. Emma met Seth, hugging him tight.


  “Anything happen here while we were gone?” Angel asked.


  “Nothing,” Kaylee said.


  “That good,” Ji-Ho said. “Pull vehicles in garage, around back. Then we can leave guns there, take off fast if bad guys show.”


  “I’ll lead you there,” Kaylee said to Seth. She walked forward on the driveway with Matt as it curved around to the back of the house. Seth and Emma got into the 4Runner and followed her slowly.


  “I was so worried,” Emma said. “Did you actually kill anybody?”


  She saw him tremble, tears running down his cheek.


  “What’s wrong, Seth?” she asked softly.


  “Nothing,” he said.


  “Don’t clam up,” she said, “you did kill somebody.”


  He looked over at her as he waited for the garage door to open, and nodded yes.


  “I’m sorry,” she said, reaching over to touch his shoulder.


  “There we go,” he said, driving forward into the four-car garage. Gus pulled in next to him and got out of his truck. Seth reached for the door handle.


  “Wait a minute,” she said. “Stay here.”


  “Why?”


  “We need to talk about this. You’re having a hard time.”


  “It’s not what you think,” he said. “I’m fine.”


  “So tell me what it is, then,” she said.


  “A gun battle isn’t like a baseball game,” Seth said. “You get pretty worked up. Coming down can be tough.”


  “You’re gonna have to talk to somebody,” she said.


  “What, like a shrink?”


  “Maybe,” she said.


  “No, it’s not that, really.”


  “Is it about the people you shot?” she asked.


  “You don’t really want to know,” Seth said.


  “Why not?” she asked.


  “It’ll just scare you.”


  She looked at him softly, touching his shoulder again. “Try me.”


  “Okay,” he said. “I was shooting at a group of them. Killed several, but there were a lot. They rushed me when I had to reload the Winchester. I’d be dead right now if Gus and Angel wouldn’t have gotten there in the nick of time.”


  “You almost got killed?” she asked, horrified. “I knew that was going to happen.”


  “So what, you’re going to say that I shouldn’t have gone? I knew the risks. I’ll do it again.”


  Emma started to cry. He pulled her over next to him. “Don’t,” he said gently. “It’ll be okay.”


  “I’m sorry,” she said. “Hold me, okay?”


  They sat in their embrace for a few minutes.


  “You ready to go in?” Seth asked.


  “Yeah, I’m okay,” she said. “Sorry.”


  “Nothing to be sorry about,” Seth said. “C’mon.”


  They got out of the car and walked onto the driveway.


  “There you are,” Kaylee said, rushing up. “Everything okay?”


  “Is everything okay with you?” Emma asked.


  Kaylee was silent for a moment. “No, it’s pretty far from okay,” she whispered. “Matt’s really messed up. Him too?”


  “I’m fine,” Seth said.


  “You should be worried about things like school and partying and getting laid,” Kaylee said. “Not war. It’s hard on you guys. Harder than it is on us.”


  “We’re in this together,” Seth said. “Where’s Matt?”


  “He went inside to have a drink with the others,” Kaylee said. “I told him not to get drunk.”


  “Maybe we should back off,” Emma said. “At least for tonight.”


  “No, Kaylee’s right,” Seth said, walking faster towards the front door. “We could get hit tonight. We might have to defend ourselves.”


  “Oh, shit,” Emma said. “You think so?”


  They went through the front door into the entry way. “If they show up here they’re gonna run into a lot more trouble than they expect,” Seth said.


  “There they are,” Matt said, coming out with a shot glass in his hand. “Here, man, drink this.”


  “One only,” Seth said. “And you’d better not drink much either. We might have company, you know.”


  Seth took the shot and tossed it back, watching Matt’s eyes turn from party mode to fear.


  “Dammit, you’re right,” Matt said.


  “How they gonna find us?” Angel asked.


  “Hell, for all we know one of the vehicles might have been followed,” Seth said.


  Ji-Ho came into the entryway with Gus. “I hear conversation. One or two drinks. Nothing more. Stay sharp.”


  “I’m done,” Matt said.


  “How many you have?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “Three,” he said.


  “Just on the limit,” Gus said. “Anybody else have anything?”


  “Trevor had one, but it made him shudder so much that he refused to have another,” Matt said.


  Angel cracked up. “Figures.”


  “Come, I turn on news,” Ji-Ho said. They went into the living room and he picked up the remote. “Kaylee, there frozen pizza in freezer. Can you cook?”


  “Sure, Uncle,” she said.


  “I’ll help,” Emma said.


  “Whoa, look,” Matt said, eyes glued to the TV. “That’s where we were! We did that!”


  Gus chuckled. “Yeah, we did, didn’t we?”


  “Big fire,” Ji-Ho said with a look of glee.


  “Wonder how the other attacks went?” asked Trevor, coming out of the back hallway.


  “You find shirt,” Ji-Ho said. “Good.”


  “What happened?” Seth asked.


  “Blood and brains on shirt,” Ji-Ho said.


  “Gonna have it bronzed?” Matt asked.


  “Well, it sounds like you guys are back to normal,” Kaylee said. “What should I put on the pizza?”


  “Anything’s fine with me, except the little fishies,” Angel said. The others laughed.


  “Ha ha,” Kaylee said. “Okay, Emma and I will decide.”


  “That good,” Ji-Ho said.


  “What’s next?” Seth asked. “Are they going to double down on us? Hunt us down?”


  “It not over,” Ji-Ho said. “They be back, but we hurt bad. Us and others around state.”


  “What if somebody got video of our vehicles?” Matt asked.


  “Then we’re screwed,” Gus said. “That’s why we didn’t want you leaving the 4Runner there.”


  “Also why we put in garage,” Ji-Ho said. “Choppers probably searching now.”


  “You really think so?” Angel asked.


  “Of course, but like needle in haystack,” Ji-Ho said. “Sit tight for few days.”


  “Yeah, Ji-Ho is right,” Gus said.


  “How come you didn’t go with your guys?” Seth asked.


  “Because I had to come back for you when you got the flat,” Gus said.


  “Sorry,” Seth said.


  “Don’t be,” Gus said. “Probably safer to come here anyway. Those guys had to go back to east Torrance and Lomita. There’s a lot more crap going on there, trust me.”


  The doorbell rang.


  “Oh no, is somebody inside the gates?” Kaylee asked from the kitchen.


  “That bell next to gate.” Ji-Ho got up and rushed to a console in the entry way, the others following. He pushed a button and an image of the area in front of the gate came up. Jamie was standing there. He rang the bell again. Ji-Ho pushed the button to open the gate, and then rushed out the front door.


  “Jamie!” Matt said as they all rushed over.


  “Quick, shut that gate and get out of sight. Kill the light. Close that door.”


  Ji-Ho reached into the house and hit the button for the gate, which closed quickly.


  “Son of a bitch, you’re being followed?” Gus asked, eyes darting around.


  “Yeah,” he said. “UN van. I lost them, but they’ll drive by any minute.”


  “Quick, get back in house,” Ji-Ho said. Everybody rushed in and Ji-Ho shut the door.


  “Where your car?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “Parked it about two blocks away, in a dark spot,” Jamie said.


  “They find,” Ji-Ho said. “They make you. Registration. Other things.”


  “I know,” Jamie said. “I can’t go home.”


  “Well, not now, anyway,” Gus said, eyeing him.


  “What?” Jamie asked.


  “Where the hell were you earlier?” Gus asked.


  “Stop,” Seth said. “Let’s not start fighting with each other.”


  “It’s okay,” Jamie said. “Ex-girlfriend. She was scared to death. Had a real hard time at one of the checkpoints. I picked her up and took her home.”


  “What kind of hard time?” Gus asked.


  “They did a strip search on her, right in front of everybody,” Jamie said, grim look on his face. “I’m done with her as a girlfriend, but that really pissed me off. I had to help her.”


  “Why was the UN chasing you?” Gus asked.


  “I have no idea,” Jamie said.


  Gus pulled his pistol, eyes darting around.


  “Put that away,” Seth said.


  “Shut up and listen, dammit,” Gus whispered.


  Everybody froze. There was a dog barking down the street. It got more frenzied by the second.


  “What the hell?” Matt asked. “That dog usually do that?”


  Ji-Ho had a scared expression on his face. “Girls, downstairs to vault now. Pull shut and lock. Rest of you come, get weapons out of cars in garage.”


  Chapter 13 – Escape


  Ji-Ho followed Emma and Kaylee downstairs to the vault, and punched in the code. The door popped open and they went in. The men were behind them watching.


  “Punch in code here to get out,” Ji-Ho said, showing them. “Code is 3948294.”


  “That’s grandma’s phone number,” Kaylee said.


  “Yes,” Ji-Ho said. “Don’t open door unless one of us say.”


  Emma and Kaylee nodded yes, eyes terrified.


  Ji-Ho closed the vault door and locked it. “Garage door there,” he said, pointing to the back of the room. They rushed into the garage, grabbing the weapons in the backs of the vehicles.


  “The dog barking stopped,” Seth said.


  “Dog dead,” Ji-Ho said. “Come, let’s go to console and check video. Camera all over property.”


  They ran up the stairs, rushed through the living room, and into the entry way. Ji-Ho turned on the console, then pushed some buttons under the screen. It lit up. He cycled through the cameras.


  “Nothing,” Jamie said. “How good is the coverage?”


  “Not great,” Ji-Ho said. “We can go on roof.”


  “Not all of us,” Gus said. “Best shots only.”


  “That be Trevor, you, and me,” Ji-Ho said. “Sniper rifle still upstairs. We take to roof.”


  “Sniper rifle?” Gus asked.


  “Barrett .50 cal,” Trevor said.


  “Bitchen,” Gus said.


  “Matt, you remember console?” Ji-Ho asked. “How to run?”


  “Yes,” Matt said.


  “Rest fan out around windows downstairs,” Ji-Ho said. “Seth, take back side of house. Angel take right side. Jamie take front.”


  They nodded and went to their positions. Ji-Ho led Trevor and Gus to the stairs. They raced up, heading for the spiral staircase to the roof. Ji-Ho picked up his sniper rifle on the way.


  “Wish you had something better than that lever gun,” Gus said.


  “Worked pretty well for me earlier,” Trevor said.


  “Yeah, but it almost got Seth killed, remember?” Gus said. “Takes too long to load.”


  “You were all for them at the range,” Trevor said as they climbed.


  “Yeah, for places like California that have stupid laws against semi-autos, sure I like them. Now that we’re actually in a war, we need to start using AR-15s or AK-47s. We’ll capture some soon enough.”


  “Quit talk,” Ji-Ho said. “Sound carries from roof.”


  Trevor pushed the trap door open and quietly got out, then turned to help Ji-Ho with the sniper rifle. Gus followed Ji-Ho onto the roof, walking quickly to the edge in a crouch. Trevor went to the right, Ji-Ho to the back after setting down the sniper rifle.


  “Look,” Gus said, pointing. Ji-Ho rushed over.


  “What you see?”


  “UN van down the street,” Gus whispered. “You can just barely see it.”


  “Head poking above wall, see?” Ji-Ho asked, pointing to the wall twenty yards right of the gate.


  “There’s two others,” Gus whispered. “They’re gonna leap the wall and rush the door any second. Trevor, get over here.”


  Trevor was alongside them in a second, Winchester at the ready. Ji-Ho grabbed his .50 cal and set it up quietly.


  “That’s gonna wake some people up.” Trevor grinned.


  “Be careful where you aim that thing,” Gus whispered. “It’ll go through walls and kill innocents.”


  “I know,” Ji-Ho said. “Don’t worry. At this angle, bullets go into ground.”


  “Look, here they come,” Trevor said.


  “Crap, there’s five of them,” Gus said. “Nail them.”


  They all opened fire at once, hitting all the enemy fighters before they knew what was happening.


  “Ji-Ho, shoot the van.” Gus said


  “Yes,” Ji-Ho said, turning the gun in that direction and firing quickly. Somebody screamed inside, and the door slid open.


  Trevor fired his Winchester, throwing the man several feet as the .44 mag bullet slammed into him. Then there was silence.


  “Think we got all?” Trevor asked.


  “Don’t know,” Gus whispered. “We’d better wait a few minutes and watch.”


  “How did they find us?” Trevor asked.


  “Remember that story about cellphone tracking?” Gus whispered.


  “Yeah,” Trevor whispered. “We need to disable our phones?”


  “Probably too late,” Gus said. “They told others where we are before they attacked. I can guarantee you that.”


  “He right,” Ji-Ho whispered. “Look, man sneak back towards van.”


  Gus fired his AR-15, dropping the man. “These guys aren’t too bright.”


  “Should we go out?” Trevor asked.


  “We’ll have to,” Gus said, “but give it a few more minutes.” His phone buzzed. He pulled it out and looked at it.


  “Text message?” Trevor asked.


  “Yeah,” Gus whispered. “The others got attacked at our hangout in Lomita.”


  “They win?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “Yes,” Gus said. “Killed them all. We need to dump our cellphones. That has to be how they tracked us.”


  “Yeah,” Trevor said. “I’m texting the others downstairs to turn their phones off and remove the batteries if they can. Then we should do the same.”


  “Do that,” Gus said.


  Trevor sent the text as Gus and Ji-Ho watched and listened.


  “Car coming,” Ji-Ho whispered.


  “I hear it,” Gus replied. “Get ready with that .50 cal.”


  Trevor yanked the battery out of his phone. “Done. Somebody coming?”


  “Yeah,” Gus whispered. “Get ready.”


  “Why aren’t lights turning on around here after all the noise?” Trevor asked.


  Gus shook his head. “Everybody’s scared to death. Would you turn on the lights?”


  Trevor shrugged. “Yeah, you have a point. Stupid question.”


  “Look, UN van coming up street,” Ji-Ho said, turning the .50 cal towards it.


  “Let them have it,” Gus said.


  Ji-Ho pulled the trigger, firing the big gun as quickly as he could, bullets slamming into the engine block and then through the front windshield. The others joined in, firing at the van as it rolled into the curb and stopped.


  “Should have brought an RPG up here,” Trevor said as he fired.


  “Hit towards the back with that .50 cal,” Gus said. “Try for the gas tank.”


  “Yes,” Ji-Ho said, concentrating the fire on the back third of the hulk. There was an explosion, engulfing the van in flames.


  “Bullseye,” Trevor said. “That’ll attract some attention.”


  “We can’t stay here now,” Gus said.


  “I know,” Ji-Ho said. “We load guns and leave. I have place we can go.”


  “Where?” Trevor asked.


  “Motor home,” he said.


  “Hell, they’ve probably already swarmed over it,” Gus said. “They know who you are by now.”


  “Not in my name,” Ji-Ho said. “Problem will be getting there. Stored in Harbor City lot.”


  “We’d probably better leave now,” Gus said. “While the checkpoints are still down.”


  “How big is this rig?” Trevor asked.


  Ji-Ho smiled. “Overkill. Forty-four foot Prevost with tag axle. Sleep plenty. We go.”


  “My parents have a motor home,” Trevor said. “I got the keys. They split. It’s not a Prevost, but it’s a thirty-five-footer.”


  “Where?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “Storage lot in Lomita. I’ll get it. Where should we meet?”


  “I have casita,” Ji-Ho said. “Own. In Aguanga, off Highway 79, east of Temecula. Room for both.”


  “Okay, I’ll take Trevor and a couple of the others and we’ll do a sweep outside,” Gus said. “You guys round up the girls and load up weapons and food.”


  “Good plan,” Ji-Ho said. “Let’s go. I leave .50 cal up here until last minute.”


  “Let’s go,” Trevor said. They ran down the stairs.


  “What’s going on?” Seth asked as Trevor and Gus ran into the entry way.


  “What’s that smell?” Gus asked.


  “Pizza,” Angel said. “I’ll go yank it out of the oven. Probably burned.”


  “Seth and Matt, want to help us check the outside?” Gus asked.


  “Yeah,” Seth said. Matt nodded in agreement.


  “Good, let’s go,” Gus said.


  “What do we do after that?” Matt asked.


  “We’ll tell you when we get back inside,” Gus said. “We’re leaving tonight, obviously. We have a plan.”


  “Good,” Seth said. “No way we can stick around here now. This place is gonna get hot.”


  “Stay sharp,” Gus said as he cracked the door open, peering outside. “C’mon.”


  The four men slipped out the door and fanned out, looking in every nook and cranny around the yard.


  “Clear,” Seth said.


  “Yeah, nobody around,” Matt said. “Nobody alive, anyway.”


  “Let’s go check out the UN van that didn’t burn,” Gus said. “And pick up the enemy’s AKs and any ammo you see laying around. We can use them.”


  “Good idea,” Trevor said. He pushed the button to open the gate, and they rushed outside, eyes darting around, guns pointed in front of them.


  “Damn, that .50 cal makes a big hole,” Matt said, looking at one of the bodies outside the wall.


  “No chatter,” Gus said. “Grab their weapons. Chop chop.”


  “Okay,” Matt said, watching Trevor and Seth rush over to the UN van. Gus continued around the perimeter of the yard, looking for enemy fighters.


  “Whoa,” Trevor said, looking at several AK-47s and two RPGs on the floor of the van, a bloody body lying over them. “Help me move this cretin.”


  “This isn’t a UN guy,” Seth said as they pulled the body out the side door. “He’s an Islamist.”


  “Surprise surprise,” Trevor said. “C’mon, let’s grab the stuff and get the hell out of here.”


  “Got it,” Seth said. They loaded up with everything and rushed back to the gate, tossing it all on the lawn next to the driveway, just inside the yard.


  “See anybody?” Seth asked Gus as he rushed over.


  “No,” Gus said. Matt joined them. “I stripped the bodies. Got three more AKs and quite a bit of ammo.”


  “Add it to the pile there,” Seth said. “We’ll load it up on the way out the gate.”


  “Yeah, let’s go,” Trevor said. “We need to be out of here in five minutes.”


  They closed the front gate and sprinted back into the house. The girls were in the kitchen cutting the semi-burned pizza, both looking shell shocked.


  “Where’s Ji-Ho and Angel?” Seth asked.


  “Loading the vehicles in the garage. They said you should help them when you get in here.”


  “That pizza edible?” Gus asked.


  “Yeah, it’s just a little well done,” Emma said. “We’ll bag it up. They tell you what we’re doing?”


  “We haven’t told them yet,” Trevor said. “You two okay with it?”


  Kaylee looked at Emma and chuckled. “What choice do we have now?”


  “Good,” Trevor said. “C’mon, guys, let’s go grab what we can carry from the vault and take it to the garage.”


  He rushed for the stairs, the others following.


  “What are we gonna do?” Seth asked.


  “Ji-Ho has a huge motor home in a yard in Harbor City, and my folks have one in a yard in Lomita,” Trevor said. “We’re going to split in those while the checkpoints are still down.”


  “Where will we go?” Matt asked.


  “Ji-Ho has a casita outside of Temecula,” Trevor said.


  Matt got a big grin on his face. “I know about that place. I’ve been there. It’s defendable.”


  “Can we make it that far?” Seth asked.


  “We have to,” Trevor said, grabbing a case of grenades. “Load up, guys, and let’s get down there.”


  “Yeah,” Matt said.


  They took a load downstairs, rushing into the garage. Ji-Ho, Angel, and Jamie were putting weapons and ammo into Seth’s 4Runner, Gus’s truck, and Ji-Ho’s large Mercedes SUV.


  “Good, you here,” Ji-Ho said. “We ready to get another load. No more bad guy outside?”


  “No,” Gus said.


  “We got five more AKs and a bunch of ammo,” Matt said. “We left it on the lawn next to the gate.”


  “Good,” Ji-Ho said. “I go to roof and get sniper rifle.”


  “What about the drone?” Seth asked.


  Ji-Ho looked at him, sly smile on his face. “Don’t worry, I use against enemy.”


  “How?” Seth asked.


  “I monitor security system. Use self-destruct on drone when enemy come. Whole house blow.”


  Gus snickered. “Good idea.”


  They finished loading up the vehicles in less than five minutes.


  “We all set?” Ji-Ho asked.


  Kaylee nodded. “I think so, Uncle.”


  “Yeah, we’re ready,” Gus said.


  “Yep, we’re ready,” Seth said.


  “Good, let’s go,” Ji-Ho said. “You drive to gate. I follow and activate security system. Who ride with me?”


  “Matt and I,” Kaylee said.


  “I’ll ride with you if there’s room,” Jamie said.


  “Of course,” Ji-Ho said.


  “I’ll ride with Gus,” Trevor said.


  “Cool,” Gus said. “Lomita is my stomping grounds. I know several ways to get to that RV Storage place.”


  “So that leaves Emma and Angel to ride with me, then,” Seth said. “We set?”


  “Let’s go, brother,” Trevor said.


  “Hey, our phones are off,” Emma said. “How we gonna communicate?”


  “I have walkie talkies inside,” Ji-Ho said. “I’ll put batteries and take one. One of you can take other.”


  “Should we go with Gus and Trevor or Ji-Ho?” Seth asked.


  “Why don’t you guys come to Harbor City with us,” Kaylee said.


  “Yeah, go ahead,” Gus said. “Trevor and I can handle the Lomita area. One of my guys has an RV in the same yard, so there will be more of us there anyway.”


  “Okay, then Trevor take other walkie-talkie,” Ji-Ho said.


  “Sounds like a plan,” Matt said.


  Seth backed out of the garage first and drove to the gate. When he stopped at the gate, he and Angel got out and began loading the AKs and ammo into the back of the 4Runner.


  “Hey, I want one of those AKs,” Trevor said after Gus stopped behind them.


  “Help yourself,” Seth said. They finished loading when Ji-Ho drove up behind. He got out and took the walkie-talkie to Trevor.


  “Here it is. Use channel seven. Ready for gate?”


  “Ready,” Seth said.


  “Us too,” Gus said.


  Ji-Ho punched the button on the remote and the gate swung open. They drove out into the dark streets of Palos Verdes, heading Southeast.


  


  ***


  “Careful, there’s where the road ends,” Connie said.


  “See it,” Sam replied. He slowed down. “It’s a lot easier with lights on.”


  “That it is,” Clem said. “Sid and Yvonne doing okay?”


  “Yeah, no problem,” Sam said. “I can see John’s truck back there too.”


  “What’s going to happen to the tribe?” Connie asked. “The enemy is gonna know what they did.”


  “I’m worried about it,” Sam said. “We might have to go help them out.”


  “I’d be up for it,” Clem said.


  “Wonder how all the other attacks went?” Connie asked.


  Sam turned on the radio and hit the seek button. The radio worked its way through the AM channels, stopping where there was some reception. Nothing was strong enough to listen to. “We’re gonna have to wait until we’re closer to town.”


  “I’m almost afraid to hear,” Connie said. “Hope nothing bad happened at the RV Park.”


  “Should be okay,” Clem said.


  “Good, we’re back on the road again,” Sam said as they settled onto the dirt fire road.


  “Seemed longer before,” Connie said.


  “Yeah,” Sam said.


  “You think the tribe is gonna get in trouble for the scalps?” Connie asked.


  Sam chuckled. “I doubt if it makes any difference. If anything, it’ll help them.”


  “Why?” Connie asked.


  “Fear,” Sam said.


  “I could see that,” Clem said. “Makes them look crazy enough to do almost anything. Not such a bad thing.”


  “But the authorities will see it,” Connie said.


  “What authorities?” Sam asked. “The UN? Screw them.”


  Connie sighed. “I understand. Think they’ll figure out that we were there?”


  “Hard to say,” Sam said.


  They were silent for a spell, bouncing around on the dirt road. Connie was grinding her teeth. “Try the radio again.”


  “You can reach it,” Sam said. “I should keep both hands on the wheel now that we’re going faster.”


  “Okay,” she said, switching it on. She used the seek button again, finding a weak radio station. “Good enough?”


  “Yeah,” Sam said.


  “Better than nothing,” Clem said.


  “…State authorities are expressing dismay at the number of enemy supply depots that have been found. The Governor’s office has announced that there will be state-wide martial law declared, probably early tomorrow morning.”


  “Idiots,” Clem said. “They probably haven’t even told people that Sable is dead yet.”


  “It’ll leak,” Sam said.


  “Ivan the Butcher was back on the air later in the evening, showing grainy video he purported to be the body of Governor Sable, and a shot of Sable talking with President Simpson and an Islamic Cleric on the tarmac next to Airforce One.”


  “Who the hell is Ivan the Butcher?” Connie asked.


  Sam was grinding his teeth, worry on his face.


  “What?” Connie asked. “Tell me.”


  “Russian mob,” Sam said. “Bad guy. Responsible for a lot of murders. Most people thought he was dead.”


  “I remember that name,” Clem said. “The EU was after him, and then he just fell off the face of the earth.”


  “Ivan the Butcher’s first transmission, which hijacked the airwaves in the LA area, announced a series of attacks on UN checkpoints earlier in the evening. There was brutal video shown of dead UN Peacekeepers hanging by their ankles from traffic lights at the checkpoints. He vowed to fight the UN and martial law. Law enforcement and the UN High Command have teams combing the LA area for this man, who is wanted in Russia and the EU.”


  “I’ll tell you what,” Clem said. “I’m on Ivan’s side.”


  “Afraid I am too,” Sam said, “but we may live to regret it.”


  “I don’t care about this guy,” Connie said. “You heard what they said about martial law? That was their plan from the beginning.”


  “Yeah, that’s the biggest worry at this point,” Clem said. “Wonder who’s running California?”


  “Should be the Lieutenant Governor,” Sam said.


  “I wouldn’t count on normal, honest succession at this point,” Clem said.


  “Neither would I,” Sam said. “For all we know it’s Saladin.”


  “No,” Connie said. “How could that happen?”


  “I was half joking,” Sam said. “It’s pretty obvious that Saladin was pulling a lot of strings around here, though.”


  “Look up ahead,” Connie said softly. “Is that a fire?”


  Sam squinted, just making out the glow, and shut off his lights as he slammed on the brakes. Sid and John got the message and did the same.


  “They’ve attacked the reservation,” Sam said.


  “My God,” Connie said. “What do we do now?”


  “We need to chat with the others,” Sam said. “Hopefully nobody noticed us coming.” He got out of the car, along with Connie and Clem, and they rushed back to the other vehicles.


  “That what I think it is up there?” Sid asked.


  “Yeah, looks like fire at the reservation,” Sam said.


  “Dammit,” Sarah said, clutching John’s arm. “What do we do?”


  “Change direction,” Sid said. “I know another way. Wish we could use our damn cellphones. We need to warn One Eye and his guys.”


  “Maybe I should pop the battery back into my android for a second and call him,” Sid said. “Might get away with it.”


  Sam thought about it for a minute. “They’d do it for us. Call him, then let’s take your alternate route. You can lead the way.”


  “We’ll have to backtrack about five miles,” Sid said.


  “Like that’s a problem,” Yvonne said. “Hurry and let’s get out of here. They might have seen us coming.”


  Sid nodded and rushed back to his Jeep to get the phone.


  Chapter 14 – Internet Lockdown


  “Let’s get going,” Sam said as Sid ran towards his Jeep. “Call One Eye on the way.”


  “Roger that,” Sid said. “You mind driving, honey?”


  Yvonne nodded yes. They got in and took off, Sam’s Jeep and John’s truck following.


  “You gonna be okay driving for a while?” Sid asked.


  “I’m as good at off-road driving as you are,” Yvonne said.


  “You’re right about that,” Sid said. “Leave the lights off until we get out of sight of the reservation.”


  “Duh,” she said. “Call One Eye.”


  Sid nodded and hit the contact, then put the phone to his ear.


  “One Eye?” he asked when the call connected.


  “Sid? What’s wrong?” One Eye asked.


  “Just wanted to let you know that the reservation is on fire. We’re taking an alternate route.”


  One Eye chuckled.


  “You think this is funny?” Sid asked.


  “We told our people to head for the hills, and they booby-trapped several of the buildings on the way out,” One Eye said. “Sounds like the enemy took the bait. They see you guys?”


  “Don’t think so,” Sid said. “What are you gonna do now?”


  “Finish mopping up, then meet the rest of the tribe,” he said. “I’ve got something to tell you. Would have called already, but I thought you had your phones disabled.”


  “Go ahead,” Sid said. “I’m going to yank my battery as soon as we’re off.”


  “Okay,” One Eye said. “There were video cameras up around the depot, and I have reason to believe they were feeding remote monitors.”


  “Oh, shit,” Sid said. “So the bad guys may know who hit them.”


  “Exactly,” One Eye said. “If I were you I’d stay away from that RV Park of yours. It might be under attack already.”


  Sid felt dizzy for a moment, breath coming fast. “Understand. I’d better call them.”


  “You do that, old friend,” One Eye said. “We’re going to the place where we hunted many moons ago. You know where. If you need a place to go, you and your friends are welcome. Don’t walk into a trap at your RV Park if you go there.”


  “Got it,” Sid said. “Thanks. Take care of yourselves.”


  Sid ended the call.


  “That didn’t sound good,” Yvonne said.


  “First the good news,” Sid said. “One Eye had told his tribe to split. They booby-trapped some of the buildings on the way out.”


  “Good,” Yvonne said. “What’s the bad news?”


  “There were video cameras all over that depot, and they were feeding someplace else. It’s very possible that the bad guys know who hit them.”


  “No,” Yvonne said. “They might have attacked the RV Park.”


  “Exactly,” Sid said. “As soon as we get over that bluff there, we need to stop a moment and chat with the others.”


  “Okay,” Yvonne said. “If they know we’re here, we’ll see them coming from there.”


  “Exactly what I had in mind,” Sid said.


  Yvonne pulled over and stopped. John and Sam stopped next to her, and they all got out.


  “What’s going on?” Sam asked.


  “The fires we saw were from booby-trapped buildings,” Sid said. “One Eye told the tribe to split and set up the booby-traps before they left.”


  Clem laughed. “Damn Injuns.”


  Sid chuckled. “Hey, watch that.”


  “I’m just joking,” Clem said. “What else? We didn’t stop so you could tell us about that. You want to turn around and go back that way?”


  “No,” Sid said. “There were video cameras all over the depot. They probably made us. We might not want to go home just yet.”


  “No,” Connie said.


  “You tried to call Harry yet?” John asked. “Or Nancy? Or Officer Ryan?”


  “No, not yet,” Sid said. “I’ll do that now. I’ll try Harry first.”


  Sid punched the contact and put the phone to his ear. His expression became more and more grim each time the bell rang. He finally ended the call.


  “Dammit,” Sam said. “No answer?”


  “Nope,” Sid said. “I’ll try Ryan.” He put the phone back to his ear for a moment, mouth tightening. “No answer there either.”


  “It is pretty late, you know,” Connie said.


  “We could connect to the main camera,” Sam said, “but not here. I need good LTE to do that from my phone.”


  “We got to turn off the phone anyway,” Clem said. “We’re being watched.”


  “Hear that?” Yvonne asked, glancing back towards the bluff. “Vehicles coming.”


  “Oh no,” Connie whispered.


  Sam wheeled around and rushed to the bluff, grabbing his AR-15 from the Jeep. He hit the dirt. Sid joined him with his rifle, Yvonne getting next to him with hers. Connie joined them seconds later.


  “Two UN vans,” Sam whispered.


  Sid chuckled. “They’re driving soccer mom minivans in terrain like this?”


  “What do we do?” Yvonne asked.


  “We’re going to ice them,” Sam said, aiming. He pulled the trigger, firing several shots into the front windshields of both vehicles. Sid, Yvonne, and Connie joined in. The two vans rolled to a stop.


  “Should we split or go check it out?” Sid asked.


  “Check it out?” Yvonne asked. “You sure that’s a good idea?”


  “I want to see if they’re using phones to track us, or if they saw us driving up,” Sam said. “Be back in a sec.”


  “I’ll cover you,” Sid said.


  “Me too,” John said, getting down next to Yvonne.


  “What took you so long?” she asked.


  “Sarah needed me,” John said. “Don’t worry, she’s gonna be okay. I figured you guys would handle this.”


  “She scared?” Connie asked.


  “She’s really upset about Nancy,” John said. “You know they go way back, right? They’re practically family.”


  “Geez,” Connie said. “I’ll go talk to her.”


  “Yeah, we’ve got this covered,” Yvonne said.


  Sam snuck up to the two vans in a crouch. Suddenly the light came on in one of them as the side door slid open. Sid, John, and Yvonne fired, hitting a person who was trying to get into position. Sam ran to the van, glancing inside with his rifle aimed. He fired twice, then went inside.


  “He’s in,” Sid whispered.


  “Look, that other van is rocking,” Yvonne said. “Somebody is trying to get out.”


  “Light them up,” Sid said, opening fire, bullets slamming through the front windshield again. Sam rolled out of the van he was in.


  “Hold your fire,” John said. “Don’t hit Sam.”


  “Yeah, I see him,” Sid said.


  “He’s inside the second van,” Yvonne said. “Dammit, I don’t like this.”


  “It’s okay, he’s getting out,” Sid said. “Look, he just tossed in a grenade.”


  Sam sprinted away from the van as it blew up, flashing brilliant light. He ran back over to the bluff.


  “What the hell?” Sid asked.


  “Sorry,” Sam said. “That second van was full of surveillance equipment. It was still sending info, even though the guys inside were both dead. Figured I’d better take care of that.”


  “Nothing in the other van?”


  “Nah,” he said. “Just a cellphone running a tracking program. He pulled it out of his pocket and showed it to Sid.


  “Son of a bitch,” Sid said, looking at it.


  “Yank your battery,” Sam said. He did the same with the enemy phone. “Let’s get out of here.”


  “Where are we going?” Connie asked. “We obviously can’t go home.”


  “Anza Borrego,” Sid said.


  “Why there?” Sam asked.


  “That’s where One Eye and his people are going,” Sid said. “We were invited.”


  “Then I say we high-tail it before we get more company,” Clem said.


  “Yeah,” John said.


  “When we get to someplace with LTE I’m gonna stop and check out the main camera,” Sam said.


  “We’ll have to go through Ramona,” Sid said. “We should be able to get something there.”


  “You know how to get where we’re going, Sid?” John asked.


  “Yeah,” he said. “There’s fire road most of the way, which will take us to San Vincente Road. There’s a big bedroom community nearby. Should be able to get your LTE there.”


  “Okay, let’s clear out,” Sam said.


  They got into their vehicles and drove on through the dark wilderness.


  


  ***


  “That must be the RV storage yard,” Emma said, looking out the front windshield of Seth’s 4Runner.


  “That place is huge,” Angel said.


  “Seriously,” Seth said. “Hope Trevor’s gonna be okay. Makes me nervous.”


  They watched as Ji-Ho punched the code into the keypad next to the gate. It rolled to one side, and he drove through, then motioned for Seth to follow. He made it through just as the gate was closing.


  “We in back,” Ji-Ho said. “Follow. Will take few minutes to warm up diesel.”


  Seth nodded from his vehicle. He watched Ji-Ho get back into his SUV and then followed him through the maze of RVs and boats.


  “He’s slowing down,” Emma said.


  “Wow, look at that sucker, dude,” Angel said from the back seat.


  “He said it’d be big,” Seth said.


  “Kaylee told me about it,” Emma said. “This thing is like those rock band buses.”


  Seth parked a few spaces away and shut down his engine. “Wonder if we should have somebody watching the gate?”


  “You don’t think we were followed here, do you?” Emma asked, eyes darting around.


  “You never know,” Seth said. “Let’s go check with Ji-Ho.”


  The three of them trotted over to Ji-Ho’s SUV. He was at the RV door, unlocking it. Kaylee, Matt, and Jamie were at the back of the SUV, tailgate open, getting ready to carry weapons and supplies over.


  “I start engine,” Ji-Ho said after he got the door open. After a few seconds the big diesel engine fired up, rocking the coach. He re-appeared at the door. “I open storage compartments.”


  He came out and unlocked several panels on the lower side of the rig, pulling the doors open and sliding out shelves. “Load here, but we need some guns inside too.”


  Seth trotted back to his 4Runner and backed it over to the big RV, then started unloading with Angel and Emma.


  “You heard from Trevor yet?” Seth asked as he was walking up to Ji-Ho with an armful of weapons.


  “I just about to call,” Ji-Ho said. “Worry.”


  “Me too,” Seth said. He watched as Ji-Ho reached into the driver’s window of the SUV and pulled out the walkie-talkie.


  “Trevor, you there?” Ji-Ho asked.


  There was static and then a click.


  “We’re here,” Trevor said. “Running the engine now while loading things up. Gus’s friend was here. They’re loading up his Class C, a couple of rows over.”


  “Nobody follow?” Ji-Ho asked.


  “Not that I can see,” Trevor said. “You?”


  “Same, don’t think so,” Ji-Ho said. “See you soon. Be careful.”


  “You too, Ji-Ho.”


  “See, he okay,” Ji-Ho said. “Let’s finish and blow joint.”


  “Yeah,” Matt said. “Being here gives me the willies.”


  “You’re not kidding,” Kaylee said.


  The group finished loading up the big motor home.


  “What about your SUV?” Jamie asked. “Need one of us to drive it?”


  “Usually I tow, but in this case, you drive. Take Matt and guns. Run block if we get attacked. You too, Seth.”


  “No problem,” Seth said.


  “Want me to ride with you, uncle?” Kaylee asked.


  “Yes, and Emma too. Safer in here. Heavy vehicle. Hard to stop.”


  Emma looked at Seth. “Is that what you want?”


  “Yes,” Seth told her. “Angel and I will be ready in case anybody attacks.”


  Emma nodded and walked over to Kaylee. They climbed up the steps of the coach.


  “You need help backing up?” Seth asked.


  “No, pull through,” Ji-Ho said. “I meet by front gate. Let’s go.”


  Ji-Ho got into the driver’s seat of his rig and revved the big diesel, then put it into gear and pulled away.


  “Off we go,” Matt said, getting behind the wheel of the Mercedes SUV. Seth got into his 4Runner with Angel and they watched as Jamie got into the SUV with Matt. He rolled forward, Seth following.


  The big RV pulled up to the front gate. Kaylee rushed out of the door and input the code, then rushed back into the coach. Ji-Ho motioned for the other vehicles to come through on the left side of the RV, and then he drove forward. They left the driveway, heading towards the 91 freeway.


  “Temecula here we come,” Seth said, glancing over at Angel.


  “Think we’re gonna make it?”


  “Yeah, but keep your eyes open, and keep the AK handy.”


  “Sure will,” Angel said, eyes scanning the dark street.


  


  ***


  Robbie woke up next to Morgan. The sun was up, but beach overcast made the light dim in their room. Robbie reached for the TV remote.


  “You’re turning on the TV?” Morgan asked as she stretched.


  “Just wanted to hear about the checkpoints,” Robbie said. “Think you’re going to work today?”


  “Sparky said to wait for his call,” Morgan said. “You think the authorities are going to clamp down on us?”


  “That’s why I wanted to turn on the TV,” Robbie said. “They ought to have something about it by now. It’s almost nine in the morning.”


  She nodded as he clicked on the TV. It came up with video of one of the checkpoints. “That didn’t take long.”


  “Yeah,” Robbie said. “Crap, there’s a tank sitting there. See it?”


  “I was afraid of that,” she said, sitting up on her elbows to get a better look. “Turn it up.”


  Robbie nodded and pointed the remote at the TV.


  “…further violence at the checkpoints will not be tolerated, according to the regional governor.”


  “Who the hell is the regional governor?” Robbie asked.


  “Ssshhh,” Morgan said.


  “Thanks to the video cameras which were at all checkpoint locations, the regional governor’s office has a record of all cars which went through the checkpoints while they were disabled. Any vehicle who went through the checkpoint at a time not pre-approved will be contacted for questioning.”


  “You see, this is why I’ve been against all of these cameras everywhere,” Robbie said. “They can be used against the people if a bad element takes power.”


  “They’re going to see me go through early,” Morgan said, face tearing up. “Maybe we need to get out of here.”


  “How? We can’t get past the checkpoints.”


  “So far no arrests have been made in the checkpoint attacks, but the police and UN forces are rounding people up for questioning at this hour. You are advised to cooperate.”


  “They haven’t used that tone before,” Morgan said.


  “We haven’t attacked them before,” Robbie said. “Somebody’s liable to show up here.”


  “Maybe not,” Morgan said. “They don’t know where I am. They only know about the old address.”


  Robbie smiled. “Yeah, you’re right.”


  “In other news, the state government has declared martial law in the rest of the state after the fighting last night at various enemy supply depots.”


  “You think they’ll be able to enforce that?” Morgan asked.


  “I doubt it,” Robbie said. “They’ll have a tiger by the tail. They have no idea.”


  “Authorities continue to search LA County for Ivan the Butcher. So far none of the leads have panned out.”


  Robbie chuckled. “They won’t find him.”


  “You sure this guy is worthy of hero worship?” Morgan asked.


  “Well, maybe not, but he’s on our side at the moment,” Robbie said. “Maybe I ought to get on the net and do a little searching around.”


  “I’m ready to get up,” Morgan said. “Why don’t you do that while I rustle up some breakfast.”


  “Okay,” Robbie said. He got out of bed and threw on some clothes.


  “Go ahead,” Morgan said. “I need to take a quick shower.”


  “Okay, sweetie,” Robbie said, going out the door. Gil was climbing the stairs as he came out.


  “Hey, man,” Gil said. “You see the news? Damn checkpoints are back up, and they declared martial law in the rest of the state.”


  “I know,” Robbie said. “What are you gonna do?”


  “Get ready for work, I guess,” he said. “This sucks.”


  “Don’t bring attention to yourself,” Robbie said.


  “How’s Morgan doing? Worried about the comments about their surveillance cameras?”


  “They don’t know she’s living here,” Robbie said. “Actually, they don’t know I’m living here either. They’re probably wondering why I didn’t make it through the checkpoint from Gardena yesterday.”


  “What are you gonna do?” Gil asked.


  “Check out the internet,” he said.


  “It was down earlier,” Gil said. “Might still be. I finally gave up.”


  “Are you kidding?” Robbie asked, rushing to the kitchen table. He started his laptop and then turned back to Gil. “When did you notice it was down?”


  “Right after I got up,” Gil said. “Maybe it’s just LTE. That’s the only thing I tried.”


  Robbie saw that the laptop was finished booting up. He sat in front of it and clicked on the network icon in the lower right-hand corner of the screen.


  “Dammit,” Robbie said, pushing his chair back from the table. “The Wi-Fi is working, but we’re not connected to the internet.”


  “Maybe you just need to recycle the modem,” Gil said.


  “Yeah, maybe,” Robbie said. He got up and headed for the bedroom. “I’ll do that now.”


  “What’s up, babe?” Morgan asked, watching him walk in as she was drying off in the bathroom.


  “Internet’s messed up,” Robbie said. “I’m going to restart the modem.”


  “Oh,” Morgan said. “Hope that’s all it is.”


  “Yeah, me too. I wouldn’t be surprised if it’s been taken down on purpose. They probably think we’re using it to plan attacks.”


  Robbie unplugged the modem and counted to thirty, then plugged it back in and watched.


  Morgan came out into the bedroom. “Well?”


  “Takes a few minutes,” Robbie said.


  “Gil still going to work today?”


  “He’s getting ready now,” Robbie said, eyes still on the modem lights. “Crap, it’s taking too long. I’ll bet it’s shut down.”


  “How about LTE?” Morgan asked.


  “Gil said it was down when he tried it earlier,” Robbie said. He pulled his cellphone out of his pocket and took a look. “Same thing here. No LTE. Not even 4G.”


  “They’re locking us down,” Morgan said, scared look in her eyes.


  “Certainly looks that way, doesn’t it?”


  Chapter 15 – TOW Missiles


  “Almost there,” Sam said. “See the road?”


  “Yep,” Connie said. “Took less time than I expected.”


  “Sid’s slowing down,” Clem said. “So’s John.”


  “You still planning on looking at the main camera?” Connie asked.


  “Yeah,” Sam said.


  “Won’t that tip off the bad guys about where we are?” she asked. “Maybe give them a clue to where we’re going?”


  “It might,” Sam said.


  “Use the enemy phone,” Clem said. “That’ll throw them a curve ball.”


  “It might enhance their ability to track us,” Sam said.


  “I doubt it,” Clem said. “They probably didn’t plan for this contingency.”


  “He might be right, honey,” Connie said.


  “Okay, I’m convinced,” Sam said. “Look, Sid just turned onto the road. He’s stopping at that parking lot up there, for the housing development.”


  John pulled up next to Sid. Sam parked next to Sid on the other side, and everybody got out.


  “Massive development,” Clem said, looking out over the houses under construction.


  “Looks like all this craziness has shut them down, though,” Sid said. “Look at the tumbleweeds and dirt around that place over there. Nobody’s been working here for a while.”


  “What now?” Sarah asked.


  “You guys haven’t activated your phones yet, have you?” Sid asked.


  “No, not yet,” Sam said. “Was getting ready to. Clem suggested that we use the enemy phone.”


  “Not a bad idea,” Sid said. “I have another suggestion. Let’s drive into Ramona. Make it look like we’re taking route 78 northwest into Escondido.”


  “And then we back-track southeast,” Sam said. “Damn good idea. You know how to get there?”


  “San Vincente turns into Route 78 after you cross Main Street,” Yvonne said.


  “You didn’t have your phone GPS on, did you?” Clem asked.


  Yvonne chuckled. “No, I did it the old-fashioned way. We had a map of the area. You know, a paper map.”


  Sam laughed. “Glory be. Let’s go. I’ll follow you guys. Pull over when you see a secluded spot.”


  “Make it near a gas station so it looks like we’re on the way,” Clem said.


  “Actually we should all gas up anyway,” Sid said. “Anza Borrego is a long way off. Not a lot of services around there. We might even want to pick up some food.”


  “Okay,” Sam said. “Lead the way.”


  They got back in their vehicles and drove away, rolling through the dark, quiet streets.


  “Hey, look at that,” Connie said, pointing to a work crew at the first big intersection. “Are they putting together a checkpoint?”


  “Kinda looks like it,” Clem said.


  “Dammit,” Sam said. “I’ll bet the idiots in Sacramento took advantage of the situation and made martial law state-wide.”


  “Never let a good crisis go to waste,” Clem said. “They don’t have the people to cover it if we resist.”


  “And resist we will,” Sam said, hands tightening on the steering wheel.


  “Hope we don’t get stopped,” Connie said.


  “They’re not ready yet,” Sam said. “We’d see more presence here. UN and other authorities.”


  “There’s Main Street,” Connie said. “Look, they’re putting up a checkpoint there too.”


  “Son of a bitch,” Sam said. “Sid’s pulling into that big gas station.”


  “Good, they have a store, and it’s still open,” Connie said.


  “Maybe we ought to figure out a better way to get back on the eastbound road,” Clem said. “Don’t want surveillance cameras to see us backtracking.”


  “Yeah, I agree,” Sam said as he pulled up to the pumps. He got out.


  “You see those checkpoints being set up?” Sid asked. He put the gas nozzle into his Jeep and walked over.


  “Yeah, I saw them,” Sam said.


  “I’ll gas up, so you can take a look at the park,” Clem said.


  “Thanks,” Sam said. He pulled out the enemy phone and slipped the battery back in, then waited for it to boot up.


  “I’m going to the bathroom, honey,” Connie said. “I see Sarah and Yvonne heading in that direction. We’ll hit the store on the way back.”


  “Okay, sweetie,” Sam said.


  John walked over after he started the gas flowing into his truck. “Those were checkpoints going in, weren’t they?”


  “Yep,” Sid said.


  “We’d better find a different way to backtrack,” Sam said. “Crap, forgot, I need a code to access this damn phone.” He shut it off, then fired up his own phone. After it was ready, he opened the browser and punched in the IP address of the camera.


  “I agree, we don’t want to go past those two checkpoints again,” Sid said.


  “Oh, God,” Sam said.


  “What?” John asked.


  “Heads,” Sam said, tears running down his cheeks. “Look. They focused the camera right on them.”


  “No,” John said. “That’s Harry. Ryan’s next to him.”


  “Son of a bitch,” Sid said. “Don’t let the women see this.”


  “Should I pan around?” Sam asked.


  “Yeah, might as well see how bad it is,” John said.


  Clem walked over. “What’d you see?”


  “They’re all dead,” Sid said. “The heads are on display.”


  “Oh no,” Clem said. “Here comes Connie with groceries.”


  Sam grabbed the phone and panned the camera. “Most of the coaches are smoldering,” he whispered.


  “You get into the camera?” Connie asked. Sarah and Yvonne were following her with more groceries, looking nervous.


  Sam just nodded yes.


  “Oh no,” Yvonne said. “They attacked, didn’t they?”


  “Yes,” Sid said. “We can’t go back.”


  “What if we can help?” Sarah asked.


  “We can’t, honey,” John said, pulling her close. She began to sob in his arms.


  “What are we gonna do?” Connie asked.


  “Regroup and attack,” Sam said, anger in his voice. “They’ll be sorry they did this.”


  “You best be turning that thing off,” Clem said.


  “Wait, I want to see,” Connie said.


  “No you don’t,” Sam said. “They mutilated the bodies.”


  “Oh, God,” Sarah said, running back to the truck. John followed her.


  Yvonne had a look of determination on her face. “I’ll go get the map. See which way we can avoid the big intersections.”


  “Good idea,” Sid said. He watched as she hurried to their Jeep.


  “She’s strong,” Clem said.


  “Stronger than I am most of the time,” Sid said. “We don’t have a place to live anymore.”


  “We’ll deal with that,” Sam said. He took the battery out of his phone and then slipped it back into his pocket.


  “You’re going to keep that enemy phone?” Clem asked.


  “Yeah, for you,” he said.


  “For me?” Clem asked.


  “So you can look at it. Perhaps figure out how it works. Reverse-engineer it.”


  “I don’t know if I can even get into it,” Clem said, “but I’ll try.”


  “Olive to 7th Street to Ashely to Gem,” Yvonne said, pointing at the map to Sid and Sam. “Make a right on Gem, then a left back onto San Vincente. If we’re lucky, they haven’t started any new checkpoints south of us.”


  “This is great,” Sid said. “No major intersections. Good chance there’s no cameras.”


  “One can only hope,” Clem said. “We’ve really allowed ourselves to be put in a box with all this surveillance.”


  “We’ll put a stop to that when we finish this war,” Sam said.


  “If we win,” Clem said.


  “Oh, we’ll win,” Sam said. “Let’s get going.”


  


  ***


  Ji-Ho was at the wheel of the massive Prevost motor home, Kaylee in the passenger seat. Emma was sitting behind them on the couch, craning her neck to see out the windshield.


  “Good, there’s nothing blocking the 91 freeway,” Emma said.


  “Yes, hope no roadblocks on freeway,” Ji-Ho said.


  “The others still behind us?” Emma asked.


  Kaylee moved her head so she could see out the passenger side rear-view mirror. “They’re behind us.”


  “Good,” Emma said.


  The walkie-talkie clicked. “Ji-Ho?”


  He picked it up off the dash. “Trevor. You away?”


  “Yeah, we’re on Artesia, just past Normandie,” Trevor said. “You see the tank at the intersection of Artesia and Western? They’re using it to bolster the checkpoint.”


  “I miss,” Ji-Ho said. “We come up Vermont, turned right onto freeway.”


  “Good,” Trevor said. “We skirted around it. Surprised we got away with that, but I don’t think they have all the people they need to man the checkpoints yet. How you set for fuel?”


  “Full. You?”


  “Three-quarters of a tank. Plenty to make it into Temecula.”


  “Very good. We better get off. UN may listen to radio channels.”


  “Good point,” Trevor said. “Checked out your home security yet?”


  “Tablet running,” Ji-Ho said. “Alarm will go off when they show. Place not easy to break into. Downstairs windows all triple-layer Lexan.”


  “You’ve been expecting something to happen,” Trevor said.


  “Seen too much bad around world. US leadership not careful. Knew day would come. Talk later.”


  “Bye,” Trevor said. Ji-Ho put the walkie talkie back on the dash.


  “Wish we had more of those,” Kaylee said.


  “Not secure,” Ji-Ho said. “Slightly better than phone only.”


  “You mind if I go sit with Emma for a while?” Kaylee asked.


  “No problem,” Ji-Ho said.


  Kaylee got up and moved to the couch, next to Emma. “Hey.”


  “Hey yourself,” Emma said. “You doing all right?”


  “Not really,” she said. “I’m scared to death. You?”


  “Same,” Emma said. “We’re going to get caught.”


  “Don’t be so sure,” Kaylee said.


  “We’re just a bunch of kids,” Emma said.


  “My uncle isn’t. He’ll take care of us.”


  “Wish I had your confidence,” Emma said. “What if they have checkpoints set up in Temecula?”


  “They can’t get it done fast enough. We’ll be there in less than two hours. Been there more than once.”


  “What time is it now?” Emma asked.


  Kaylee reached for her phone, then stopped. “Crap, can’t use my phone.”


  “There’s a clock on the microwave,” Emma said. Can’t read it from here.” She got up and looked. “Just past midnight.”


  “I’m surprised we’re not tired,” Kaylee said.


  “I’m not, but it might be a good idea for you to keep your uncle company, just in case. We don’t need him nodding off while he’s driving.”


  “In a few minutes,” Kaylee said. She watched as Emma came back to the couch.


  “This thing is really stable,” Emma said.


  “Yeah, it’s a land yacht,” Kaylee said. “Built like a tank, too.”


  “How many does it sleep?”


  “I don’t know,” Kaylee said. She was silent for a moment, pulling her knees up in front of her on the couch and putting her head on them.


  “What?” Emma asked.


  “Do you think you’re gonna be with Seth forever?”


  “That’s an odd question,” Emma said.


  “Do you have long range plans?”


  Emma sighed. “No, not really. He’s a good boyfriend. Not sure if he’s who I want for a husband.”


  “Why?” Kaylee asked.


  “He lets me push him around too much,” Emma said. “He’s a chicken.”


  “If it was that bad, you’d already be gone,” Kaylee said.


  “He’s good enough for a boyfriend,” she said. “Maybe he’ll grow up a little. Maybe I will too. I’m just afraid we’ll grow in different directions. It’s already starting a little.”


  “How long have you two been together?”


  “Over a year,” Emma said. “What about you and Matt?”


  Kaylee sighed. “He drinks too much, and he smokes too much,” she whispered. “He hides things too much, too. I think he cheats.”


  “Then why are you with him?”


  “I love him,” Kaylee said. “I used to think I could change him. That’s where the idea for only drinking once a week came from.”


  Emma chuckled. “I knew that wouldn’t work when we started it.”


  “Then why’d you go along with it?”


  “It’s bad,” Emma said, sly grin on her face.


  “Go ahead,” Kaylee said.


  “It’s fun to make Seth squirm a little bit. I like to see how far I can push him before he gets pissed.”


  “That is bad,” Kaylee said. “I wish Matt only had that problem. He’s an alcoholic. It runs in his family too. His uncle is out of control.”


  “He still lives with them, doesn’t he?”


  “Yep, and he puts away half a gallon of gin a day,” Kaylee said. “His dad is a real sweetheart, but he’s got a drinking problem too. He’s been working a program for years. Slips every so often.”


  “Must be hard for him to have his brother there drinking all the time.”


  “It is,” Kaylee said. “He feels he owes his brother, though, and I can understand it. When their dad died, his brother supported the whole family for a while.”


  “What did their father die from?”


  “Guess,” Kaylee said. “Like I said, runs in the family.”


  “That’s tough. You gonna break up with him after things settle?”


  “I don’t know,” Kaylee said.


  “What do your parents think of him?”


  Kaylee laughed. “They want me to be with a Korean. Screw that.”


  Emma laughed. “Why, what’s wrong with that? Some of them are good looking, and they know how to make money.”


  “They just don’t float my boat,” Kaylee said. “I don’t know why. Matt’s mom wants him to settle down with a Caucasian girl, you know.”


  Emma cracked up. “Really?”


  “Really,” Kaylee said. “His dad loves me though.”


  “Everybody loves Matt’s dad. Even me.”


  “Yeah,” Kaylee said. “Matt thinks we’re getting married eventually.”


  “He’s said that?”


  “After his last raise, he thinks he can afford it,” Kaylee said.


  “Seth’s never said anything about that,” Emma said. “I hope he doesn’t. At least not yet anyway.”


  “There’s hope for him?” Kaylee asked.


  “I don’t know,” Emma said. “Like I said, both of us have to grow up a lot.”


  “You’re wise beyond your years, Emma. I’ll go sit with my uncle for a while.”


  “Okay,” Emma said. She watched Kaylee get back into the passenger seat.


  “You don’t need babysit,” Ji-Ho said. “Spend time with friend. Okay.”


  “I’ll go back and forth,” she said. “How’s the road looking?”


  “So far so good,” Ji-Ho said. “Truck traffic. Not cars. Make easy to watch.”


  “That’s good. Hope they don’t have checkpoints in Temecula.”


  “We skirt city, go around. No problem.”


  “Good,” Kaylee said, leaning back.


  “You serious with Emma,” Ji-Ho said. “You two okay?”


  Kaylee sat silently for a moment, then looked over at him. “What do you think of Matt?”


  “You sure you want to know?”


  “Yes, uncle,” she said.


  “Matt nice guy, but too much drink,” Ji-Ho said. “Not serious for times. Dangerous now.”


  Kaylee was silent again for a moment. “It’s not just that he’s not Korean?”


  Ji-Ho laughed. “You think I care about race? You need protective man. If I you, I choose Trevor.”


  “Eeeww,” Kaylee said. “Trevor? Seriously?”


  “What wrong with him?”


  “He’s immature, he argues all the time, and he’s a nerd,” Kaylee said. “Why do you think he doesn’t have a girlfriend?”


  “He not find smart enough girl,” Ji-Ho said. “ You smart enough.”


  Kaylee snickered. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”


  “I trust him with you,” Ji-Ho said. “Not Matt. Not others either, except Seth. Maybe Angel.”


  “What’s wrong with the others?” Kaylee asked, her expression more thoughtful.


  “Jamie want fool around. I see him look at Emma and you. Too much lust. Too much temper too.”


  “I’m not interested in Jamie,” Kaylee said. “He’s handsome and all, but I don’t like him much. He’s too full of himself.”


  “You right,” Ji-Ho said. “He bring enemy to us. Bad. Should have thought.”


  “Then why are we taking him?”


  “He good in fight. That important for now, but we watch. If he try something with you or Emma, you tell. I slit throat.”


  Kaylee giggled. “Oh, please.” Then she looked at him. “You aren’t kidding.”


  “This life during wartime, Kaylee. No mess around.”


  “Really, uncle, that’s a little harsh,” Kaylee said.


  “Gus good man, but too old for you, too committed to fight,” Ji-Ho said. “Take mission over protection of family. Over you. Seen before.”


  “He scares me,” Kaylee said.


  “Does Trevor scare?”


  “Hardly,” Kaylee said. “Like I said, he’s kind of a nerd.”


  “You notice I pull him closest?”


  “Yes, uncle,” she said. “I thought that was because of the gun thing.”


  “I good judge of character, intelligence. Trevor brilliant. Don’t count out.”


  “I’m probably not leaving Matt,” Kaylee said.


  “You say probably, means you done. I know.”


  Kaylee was silent, looking away, out the passenger side window. “It’s not that easy.”


  “Don’t worry, nothing to do now. Get settled, get safe, plan. You see right way. Maybe Trevor. Maybe Angel. Maybe even Seth. Not Matt. You see.”


  “Emma might hear you,” Kaylee whispered.


  “She in bathroom,” Ji-Ho said. “I see in mirror there.” He pointed at a mirror above the windshield, in the middle.


  “Oh,” Kaylee said. “Seth isn’t available. He’s Emma’s.”


  “Emma done with Seth. Seth done with Emma. I see.”


  Kaylee was silent again, not sure what to say.


  “I right about that. She tell you same.”


  “Okay, okay, she thinks they’re growing apart. She thinks Seth is too weak. Why don’t you?”


  “Seth not in love with Emma. He thinks he needs to hold onto her. He’ll learn, or she will, and that be end. Neither will be upset much.”


  “You’re something, uncle,” Kaylee said, shaking her head.


  “Emma out, come this way,” Ji-Ho whispered.


  Kaylee nodded silently.


  “Anything happen?” Emma asked, leaning against the back of Kaylee’s seat.


  “Clear sailing,” Ji-Ho said. “How you?”


  “I’m scared, but what else is new,” Emma said.


  “We be fine,” Ji-Ho said. Then he got a grin on his face.


  “What, uncle?”


  “Trevor. He behind us. Caught up.”


  “Good,” Emma said. “Never thought I’d be glad to hear about him being with us.”


  “Me neither,” Kaylee said, glancing at Ji-Ho. He shot her a grin.


  


  ***


  Sparky was sweating, watching the TV screen inside the darkened card club. Somebody banged on the back door. His pulse quickened, and he pulled his 9mm out of his pocket, rushing to the bank of security monitors behind the kitchen. He heaved a sigh of relief when he saw Jules and Tex standing in front of the door. Jules was holding a big cloth bag by its drawstring. Sparky opened the door and ushered them in quickly, then shut it and put on the big steel bolt. Jules put down the bag.


  “Expecting problem?” Jules asked with a sly grin on his face.


  “Howdy partner,” Tex said. “Bar open?”


  “Yeah, yeah, let’s go. I’ve got the TV on. You know they’re pulling tanks up next to a bunch of the major checkpoints, right?”


  “We see,” Jules said. “We blow up soon.”


  “With what?” Sparky asked, getting behind the bar.


  “TOW missiles,” Jules said.


  “Bull,” Sparky said. “Those are military, and they ain’t that good against M-1s anyway.”


  “Look at screen,” Jules said. “That’s no M-1. It’s old M-60. Easy target for TOW.”


  Tex got closer to the screen and looked. “Yeah, he’s right, that’s an old M-60 all right. The National Guard probably has those instead of M-1s.”


  “Boss say they even use Sheridan tanks,” Jules said. “Pull out of mothballs to try to cover many checkpoints. TOW cut through like hot knife through butter. Even old bazooka work on those. We have many.”


  “Ivan’s got all this stuff? How?” Sparky asked.


  “Never mind,” Jules said.


  Tex chuckled. “Yeah, we know, if you tell us you have to kill us.”


  “I don’t kill friends,” Jules said. “Drink?”


  “What do you want?” Sparky asked.


  “Jameson?”


  “Sure,” Sparky said, grabbing the bottle and a glass. “Ice?”


  “No thanks,” Jules said.


  “A Belgian drinking Irish rotgut,” Tex chided. “You got any American whiskey back there?”


  “Jack?” Sparky asked.


  “Yes, I’ll spend a little time with Mr. Daniels,” Tex said.


  “You guys aren’t afraid we’ll get a visit?” Sparky asked as he set the bottle and a glass on the bar.


  “We expect,” Jules said. “Ivan sent others to surround place. We wait. UN pansies be here soon enough. We splatter and take prisoners. Torture. Might get rug dirty.”


  “Hey, it’s Ivan’s place,” Sparky said. “Who am I to complain?”


  “We shut down anyway,” Jules said. “You join us? Make you officer.”


  Sparky laughed hard, then grabbed himself a glass and poured three fingers of Jack Daniels. He lifted his glass. “I’ll drink to that.”


  “That good,” Jules said. “Boss be happy.”


  “Hell, he don’t tell me nothing anymore,” Sparky said. “I’m surprised he wants me involved.”


  “He trust you with best club,” Jules said. “He like, wanted to protect from operations of questionable legality.”


  “You know, don’t you?” Sparky asked.


  “Know what?” Tex asked. He took another belt of whiskey.


  “Ivan and I are high school buddies,” Sparky said.


  “You went to school in Russia?” Tex asked, looking flabbergasted.


  Jules and Sparky looked at each other and cracked up.


  “Ivan’s from Torrance,” Sparky said. “Studied International Trade in college. Then the USSR came apart. He saw an opportunity and took it. He’s always been into theatrics.”


  “So why’d you play dumb?” Tex asked.


  “I still will, around anybody but insiders,” Sparky said. “You two are insiders.”


  “So you knew all along that Jules and I knew each other?” Tex asked.


  “Yeah,” Sparky said. “Sorry. Have to be careful. I thought you were okay, but it wasn’t my call.”


  Gunfire erupted outside the club. Jules and Tex glanced at each other, smiling.


  “Right on time,” Jules said.


  “So, Jules, you really from Belgium?” Tex asked.


  “Yeah,” he said. “Worked for Ivan there, starting in the early 90s.”


  The gunfire ramped up.


  “Do we need to go out there and help?” Sparky asked.


  “No,” Jules said. “We need to make ourselves seen for a moment, then sneak away.”


  “Why?”


  “Boss wants gun battle to go on long enough to draw more creeps,” Jules said. “Then we sneak away and blow up tanks at nearest few checkpoints.”


  “We can’t get all of them,” Sparky said.


  “We need only enough for news, and to set up next Ivan TV spot,” Jules said. “Come, let’s get you into your vest.”


  “Vest?” Sparky asked. “That what you left by the back door?”


  “Yes,” Jules said. “Tex and I already wear.”


  “Yeah, now my chest is gonna smell like my feet,” Tex said.


  The men drank the rest of their whiskey and walked to the back door.


  Chapter 16 – Sheridan


  Sparky put on the Kevlar vest, then put his shirt and coat back on. “Ready.”


  Tex and Jules nodded at him.


  “Let’s go,” Jules said, pushing the door open, clutching his Mac-10. The others had their pistols out. “Let’s see how many clocks I stop before this jam.”


  Tex chuckled as they slipped out. Jules opened up on a man sneaking around the back, dropping him, but not before he screamed. Other enemy fighters noticed.


  “You see the Islamists with the UN guys?” Sparky asked.


  “We knew,” Jules said. “The islamist create crisis for UN to put down. Classic.”


  They raced to the back of the parking lot.


  “In my Jeep,” Jules shouted. It was sitting in the back row of the parking lot, top removed. “We kill a few on the way out, then meet others with TOW missiles by Alondra Golf Course.”


  “Where’re we hitting first, partner?” Tex asked as they ran.


  “Same place as first hit last night,” Jules said as he got behind the wheel. “Redondo Beach Boulevard and Hawthorne.”


  “Look out,” Sparky said, aiming his 9mm at several men running towards them. He fired twice, hitting one and wounding another. Tex pulled his single action revolver and fired, hitting the last man, throwing him several feet backwards.


  “Dammit,” Sparky said. “I need to be wearing ear protection around that cannon of yours.”


  Tex laughed as he squeezed off a round into the wounded man’s head, splattering blood and brains all over the parking lot.


  “Who’s going to clean that up?” quipped Jules as he flew out of the parking lot, onto the street.


  “UN van on our tail,” Tex said.


  “So shoot them,” Jules said. “Why you think I remove top?”


  Tex aimed his BAR at the driver and fired, killing him instantly. The van crashed into a light pole, the passenger flying through the front windshield.


  “Nice job,” Sparky said. “They’re still fighting at the club.”


  “They grab a couple, let others escape,” Jules said. “Torture. We get answers.”


  “That your guys up there?” Tex asked, pointing to several Jeeps and a civilian Humvee parked on a side street next to the golf course.


  “That them,” Jules said, turning right onto the street. “Let’s go grab TOW and take off.”


  They got out of the car and rushed to the first Jeep.


  “Jules, you make it,” said a big Italian man. “Take TOW. Then we split up. Taking out five in this part of town tonight.”


  “Okay,” Jules said.


  “You know how to fire?” he asked.


  “I do,” Tex said. “Learned while I was in the service. How many missiles do we get?”


  “Three. Don’t waste. Take out three tanks. One across from Galleria, one at Century and Aviation, and one at Sepulveda and Venice. Then go to safe house in Marina Del Rey.”


  “Should we blast the others there?” Tex asked. “Got my BAR in the back.”


  “Yes, and take two M60s,” the Italian man said. “Kill all if you can, but don’t get pinned down. Get it?”


  “We got,” Jules said. They loaded the hardware and took off to the west.


  “I think the gunfire at the club is finally done,” Sparky said.


  “Yeah, now real horror begins for survivors,” Jules said. “Rather have been shot.”


  “Lots of men around that checkpoint,” Tex said.


  “I’ll lay down cover fire with the M60 when we get close,” Sparky said.


  “Yes, and I join you,” Jules said.


  “Not much to set up with these ground TOW launchers. No need to aim the tripod, but we need a clear shot because of the wires.”


  “I turn into parking lot by gym, to left,” Jules said, making the turn. Some of the UN Peacekeepers noticed and began shouting at each other.


  “Blast them,” Jules said as he drove along the parking lot to a spot with a good view of the tank.


  Sparky opened up with the M60, raising screams from the running UN Peacekeepers. Jules jumped out with his M60 and opened fire. “Tex, take shot.”


  Tex was already on the asphalt next to the Jeep, tripod on the ground. He slid a missile into the tube, then put his eyes to the binocular sight and adjusted the reticle until the crosshairs were on the tank. He pulled the trigger. The missile shot out, fins popping out as it flew. Tex steered the missile until it hit the target, blowing off the turret in a huge ball of fire.


  “Yes!” Tex shouted.


  “Grab BAR and let’s kill a few more, then go to next checkpoint,” Jules shouted. Tex nodded and grabbed his BAR, hosing down the intersection with lead.


  “I think we killed enough,” Sparky said. “We don’t want to use all of our ammo.”


  “More ammo in back compartment, but you right. Reload while we’re driving to Inglewood.”


  The men jumped back in and Jules drove out the way they came in, making a right this time, quickly ducking into Freeman Street, heading north.


  “That worked well,” Tex said.


  “That’s an amazing weapon,” Sparky said, looking at the unit sitting on the back seat next to Tex. “I want one.”


  Jules laughed. “Yes, good plaything.”


  “Which way are you going?” Sparky asked.


  “This dumps onto Hawthorne,” Jules said. “We take all the way to Century, then turn left.”


  Isn’t that kind of a big street to be on?” Tex asked.


  “Yes, so keep guns handy,” Jules said. “Climb back and get extra ammo from back before we get there.”


  “I’m on it,” Tex said, climbing over the back seat. He opened the hatch in the rear floor and pulled out two ammo boxes, lifting them over the seat. He climbed back up. “Nice, more 30-06.”


  “I know you need,” Jules said. “Might want to change to M60. Faster, more ammo around. Belt better.”


  “I will eventually, but I like the feel of this better.”


  “Here comes Hawthorne,” Sparky said. “Stay sharp. Hand me one of those ammo belts.”


  “Here you go,” Tex said, handing him one. “Use it in good health.”


  Jules chuckled as he made the right turn onto Hawthorne. “Keep eyes open.”


  “This isn’t a bad street, actually,” Tex said. “The buildings are set so far back from the curb.”


  “Nobody around,” Sparky said as he scanned both sides of the road.


  “We kill many pansies last night,” Jules said. “They shorthanded, and things blew up inland too. We got them on run.”


  “Watch it,” Tex said. “Pickup truck just turned onto the street.”


  “If they get too close, take them out,” Jules said.


  Gunfire erupted behind them.


  “Crap, some guys are standing in the bed, shooting over the cab,” Sparky shouted.


  “Not for long,” Tex said, pulling the trigger on the BAR. Bullets ripped into the cab of the truck, killing the driver and passenger, some bullets going through the back window into the torsos of the men in the bed. The truck careened into the center median and rolled several times.


  “That fix them,” Jules said. “Nice shooting.”


  “You notice what those guys were?” Tex asked.


  “Probably Islamists,” Jules said.


  “Shit. Really?” Sparky asked.


  “Yep,” Tex said. “Don’t worry, they’re even more stupid than those UN punks.”


  “You got a red light coming,” Sparky said as they approached Rosecrans.


  “No guts, no glory,” Jules said, floor boarding the Jeep. They flew through the intersection to honks and shouts.


  “Yeeeehawwww!” shouted Tex.


  “You’re crazy, man,” Sparky said.


  “They might be in big intersections,” Jules said. “I’m doing again at El Segundo and Imperial too. Don’t worry. Not many drivers out and around.”


  “He’s right about that,” Tex said. “Just like poker, you got to play the odds to win. The odds are in our favor here.”


  Sparky shook his head, eyes darting on either side of the street as they approached El Segundo Boulevard. “Hold onto your butts!” Jules floored it again, the big V-6 in the Jeep roaring as they flew through the intersection.


  “Slugs off to the side,” Tex said, raising his BAR. “Here they come.”


  “Ice them,” Jules said.


  “Maybe I ought to be in the back seat too,” Sparky said. Just then he saw a car coming out of nowhere on his side. “Spoke too soon.” He leveled the M60 and pulled the trigger, lead spewing into the car next to them, the driver’s head exploding as the car rolled to a stop.


  Tex laughed. “Those guys back there didn’t like that. They’re slowing down.”


  “Hit them anyway,” Jules shouted.


  “You got it,” Tex said, pulling the trigger, bullets slamming through the windshield of the van. The driver fell on the steering wheel, causing the vehicle to turn way too fast and roll several times.


  “Nice,” Jules said, watching the rear-view mirror. “Here comes Imperial. Hold tight.” He floored it again, blasting through the intersection.


  “Don’t see anybody here,” Sparky said, looking around.


  “Yeah, we’re clear behind us,” Tex said. “Nobody following this time.”


  “We gonna turn left on Century?” Sparky asked.


  “Yeah,” Jules said, “and then full bore until we get to the freeway overpass. We set up there. Saw video surveillance earlier. Good cover to shoot from.”


  “Don’t you think the folks at that first checkpoint have warned everybody now?” Sparky asked.


  “You worry too much, partner,” Tex said.


  “Yeah, I’d rather live to continue the fight,” Sparky said.


  “Don’t worry, my friend,” Jules said. “We’ll splash these creeps and go have drink afterwards.”


  “You know they’re probably using the surveillance cameras on this street, right?” Sparky said.


  “I count on,” Jules said. “I want tank to fire. Boss wants big show. Don’t worry, we got surprises coming.”


  “What?” Tex asked.


  “You see,” Jules said. “Scouts set up area earlier. Claymore mines. They watch and blow when we need. Concentrate on the tank. Make good show.”


  Sparky shook his head. “Yeah, Ivan always did like to put on a show, I guess.”


  “Still nobody following us,” Tex said as they neared Century.


  “Good, at least we got the light this time,” Sparky said, watching the intersection as Jules pulled a left turn, speeding up.


  “See that pickup truck over there?” Sparky asked.


  “I see them,” Tex said. “They just pulled out. How close do you want them?”


  “Blow them away fast,” Jules said. “No time to play. Tank is job one.”


  “Okay,” Tex said, aiming the BAR. The driver saw it and tried to turn, but not fast enough, as lead tore into his face. The truck slammed into a parked car, throwing the men in the back into the air. “Pull!” Tex yelled, firing at the flying men.


  “You’re a sick puppy,” Sparky said.


  “It’s not like we’re shooting humans,” Tex said. “We’re shooting the enemy. Don’t get confused.”


  “Yes,” Jules said. “You listen.”


  “All right, all right,” Sparky said. “I get it. That freeway overpass is coming up fast. Surprised they don’t have people lining the streets ahead of it.”


  “Like I say, they short-handed,” Jules said. “Look, see tank ahead?”


  “It’s coming this way with its cannon aiming at us,” Sparky said.


  Jules pulled over. “Out. Take weapons.”


  They piled out, Tex setting the TOW launcher between a couple of parked cars.


  “Want me to wait?” Tex asked.


  “Yeah, you wait,” Jules said. “Look, UN pansies running this way.” He aimed the M60 and fired, cutting most of them down. Sparky fired at the remaining men as they fled in a panic. Then there was a loud bang from the tank’s cannon, and a car half a block behind them blew into the air about twenty feet, coming down on the sidewalk.


  “Okay, now you shoot,” Jules said. “Those take more than a minute to reload. Old Sheridan.”


  Tex smiled as he slipped another missile into the tube and moved the sight unit into the street. He got a fast bead on the tank and pulled the trigger, the missile flying to the tank. It blew sky high, fire and pieces of armor flying in all directions.


  “Wow,” Sparky said.


  “Aluminum tank,” Tex said. “Damn deathtraps.”


  “What now?” Sparky asked.


  “Look, more men running this way from the intersection,” Tex shouted.


  “Don’t worry,” Jules said. There were several loud bangs, and the running men collapsed on the road.


  “Claymore mines,” Tex said. “Nice. Let’s blow this joint.”


  “You got it,” Jules said. They threw their weapons into the Jeep and took off, making a quick right turn onto the 405 freeway on-ramp.


  “We’re taking the freeway?” Sparky asked. “Sure it’s open?”


  “Yes,” Jules said. “We get off at Culver, then go up Sepulveda to Venice. Blast them again. Another Sheridan. Splatter time.”


  “Reload the guns,” Tex said.


  “Yeah,” Sparky said. He worked the M60s while Tex reloaded his BAR.


  “Why don’t they close this?” Sparky asked, looking out over the nearly empty freeway.


  “That why,” Jules said, pointing at a semi-truck on the southbound side. “Need food and supplies here. Hungry people hard to control. Much easier if life is normal.”


  “This is far enough away that they might not expect us,” Sparky said.


  “Yes, my friend,” Jules said. “This should be easier.”


  “We going to fight our way through the marina?” Tex asked. “It’s dense there, with small streets.”


  “No problem,” Jules said. “We throw curve ball. You see.”


  They raced along the 405, past the Marina Freeway.


  “Culver coming up fast,” Sparky said.


  “I see,” Jules said, moving to the right lane. He took the ramp onto Culver and turned left against the light, flying forward on Sepulveda.


  “Less people out and around here,” Sparky said.


  “Nobody behind us so far,” Tex said.


  “That Claymore mine limit the number of UN pansies who saw us get onto the 405,” Jules said. “Maybe none of them see.”


  “Yeah, that’s possible,” Tex said. “I didn’t see anybody nearby when we got onto the ramp.”


  “There’s the tank,” Sparky said. “See it?”


  “Yes,” Jules said.


  “Big gun is pointed east,” Tex said. “Another piece of crap Sheridan, like you were thinking.”


  “Great, make good blast. Hope news chopper get good video for boss’s show.”


  Sparky laughed as they pulled up and stopped. “They see us.”


  “Yeah, we’ll cover Tex,” Jules said, getting out with his M60. He got on one knee and fired as Tex leapt out and grabbed the TOW. Sparky dived onto the ground and fired with Jules, both of them dropping running UN Peacekeepers as they scrambled for cover.


  “What, they don’t think we’re armed?” Tex asked, shaking his head. “They ought to be hiding behind stuff, firing at us guerrilla style.”


  “They stupid,” Jules said. “Get ready with that TOW. Tank noticed us, coming this way.”


  “On it,” Tex said, moving the unit so the sight had a clear shot. He slipped a missile into the tube. “Here we go.” His eyes were in the binocular sight. He made adjustments and pulled the trigger, the missile flying to its target, blowing pieces of the tank all over the intersection. The resulting fire blew up two UN vans sitting on one side.


  “Yes!” Sparky shouted.


  “Creeps coming from left,” Jules said, aiming at them. He pulled the trigger, but one of the enemy fighters fired first, hitting Jules. He dropped.


  “Dammit,” Tex shouted, grabbing his BAR. He nailed the rest of the men, Sparky joining him.


  “Jules!” Tex shouted.


  He looked at Tex. “Don’t worry, kill shot hit vest. Other hit shoulder. Dump me in back. One of you drive.”


  “I’ll drive,” Sparky said. He helped Tex struggle with Jules, getting him into the back seat.


  “Damn, boy, you need to go on a diet,” Tex said.


  “Shut up,” Jules said. “Get us out of here. Get back on 405 south. Take 90 west.”


  “Got it,” Sparky yelled, getting behind the wheel. He pulled a U-turn and drove down Sepulveda to Washington, taking the right turn a tad too fast.


  “Don’t crash us,” Jules said, feeling the Jeep rocking.


  “Don’t worry,” Sparky said. “Another right turn. The southbound ramp is on Sawtelle.”


  “Good thing you’re driving,” Tex said. “I don’t know this area very well.”


  “I know it like the back of my hand,” Sparky said. “How bad is Jules bleeding?”


  “Not very,” Tex said, looking at him. “Flesh wound.”


  “We can go to the hospital,” Sparky said.


  “Don’t you dare,” Jules said.


  “Okay, okay,” Sparky said. “Tell me where we’re going, just in case you pass out.”


  “I no pass out, but I tell,” Jules said. “Get off Marina freeway on Lincoln. Make left onto Marina Pointe and duck into underground parking lot in second building on street.”


  “Left or right side?”


  “Right,” Jules said. “Driveway right in front of building. Easy.”


  “That’s where Ivan is?” Tex asked.


  Jules chuckled. “No, that’s where we dump this Jeep and pick up our new ride. Then we go to round towers by water. Park underground. Card key in new vehicle. Take elevator to penthouse.”


  “Which one?” Sparky asked.


  “Middle,” Jules said. “Off Admiralty Way.”


  “Got it,” Sparky said. “What does our new vehicle look like?”


  Jules laughed. “It UN van. Captured in last group of attacks.”


  Tex laughed hard. “That’s rich.”


  “There’s the 405,” Sparky said, taking the on-ramp. They flew down the deserted freeway, getting to the Marina Freeway in less than a minute.


  “That was fast,” Tex said.


  “Yeah,” Sparky said. “We aren’t very far from that last hit. You been watching the skies?”


  “Yeah,” Tex said. “Nothing following us. I do see a few news choppers on the way, though.”


  “We’re almost to Lincoln,” Sparky said.


  “What a piss-ant freeway,” Tex said.


  “Yeah, it just dumps out onto Lincoln,” Sparky said. “Should I run the light?”


  “You have to ask?” Jules asked.


  “How’s the pain, man?” Tex asked.


  “Hell, the hit to the chest hurts more than the flesh wound,” Jules said. “No worry, boss has doctor on staff. I be fine.”


  Sparky’s sweaty hands gripped the wheel as he shot from the freeway onto Lincoln. He went the short block and made a quick left turn, flying onto the driveway and turning into the underground parking lot.


  As soon as they got inside, a buzzer went off, and the gates at the driveway shut.


  “Dammit, they know where we are,” Sparky said. “They just locked down the place.”


  Tex looked around in a panic, hand on his BAR.


  Chapter 17 – Aguanga


  “Don’t fire that thing,” Jules said, looking at Tex, his finger on the BAR’s trigger.


  “We landed ourselves right into a trap,” Tex said. “I’m not going down without a fight.”


  “This planned,” Jules said. “Get to UN van. Put on uniforms.”


  “Who’s driving, in case we have to talk to anybody?” Sparky asked.


  “I drive, but must wrap arm. I think bleeding mostly stopped now.”


  They all got out and headed for the UN van, which was parked about ten spaces to the left, Sparky and Tex taking the weapons.


  “I feel better now,” Jules said. “Pain in chest going away. Let’s hurry before authorities come. Too many question.”


  “I’ve got to grab the rest of the hardware,” Tex said.


  “Yes, do while I wrap arm and dress. Hurry.”


  Tex and Sparky rushed back to the Jeep and grabbed the remaining weapons and ammo. Jules was already half-dressed when they got inside the van and slid the door shut.


  “Put on uniforms,” Jules said as he settled himself in the front seat.


  “Aye aye, Captain,” Tex said. “This is a hoot. What are they gonna think?”


  “They gonna think we outsmart again,” Jules said. “And they be right.”


  “How did they know to follow us?” Sparky asked.


  “Satellite image,” Jules said.


  “Crap, they’re gonna see us drive this van out,” Tex said.


  “By time we leave, whole mess of these vans outside. Wait and see. We get lost in noise.”


  Sparky cracked up as he finished dressing. “Frigging Ivan. This all his idea?”


  “I help,” Jules said. “Sit in back. Act like you’re just at a normal work day when I talk. Keep guns out of sight. Pansies don’t have M60s or BARs.”


  “Got it,” Tex said, “but I’ll have the hog-leg close at hand, just in case.”


  Jules laughed. “You right, my friend. Ready?”


  “Hell yeah,” Sparky said.


  “Listen,” Tex said. “Euro-sirens. Sounds like a French cop movie.”


  Jules snickered. “Just in time. Look, they raise gates, see? One step to get out now.” He drove to the exit as several UN vans drove into the parking structure. One drove next to them. The driver got out and ran over to Jules, who rolled down his window.


  “You see?” asked the blonde man in a German accent.


  “Their vehicle inside, but they left,” Jules said. “Two went in elevator. Others ran down to street. Come help us fetch. We going.”


  “Which vehicle was theirs?” the German asked.


  “Jeep without top,” Jules said. “Damn redneck hillbillies. C’mon, they’re gonna get away.”


  “All right,” the German man said. He pulled out his walkie talkie as he was rushing away, instructing the other vehicles to converge around the hotel.


  Jules glanced back at Tex and Sparky. “You see. We get away clean.”


  “They’ll eventually figure it out and review the video feed from the satellite,” Sparky said.


  “Won’t matter,” Jules said. “Bomb in room upstairs go off soon. Three bodies inside with weapons.”


  Tex laughed. “You guys have this planned out to a T.”


  “Ivan the Butcher not mess around,” Jules said. “They don’t know what hit them. This only the beginning.”


  “Look, there they go,” Sparky said, nodding to the vans leaving through the entrance gate. “We better split.”


  Jules nodded and drove the van to the exit, sticking his card key out the window. The arm lifted out of the way, and he drove out onto the street, making a right turn.


  “Holy crap,” Tex said, looking around. “Got to be about twenty of these vans driving around out here.”


  “Lots of men on the street too,” Sparky said.


  They got a block away when a loud blast came from the hotel.


  “That keep them busy for a while,” Jules said


  Tex and Sparky glanced at each other as Jules drove around the back side of the hotel.


  “Hey, Jules, you know that the building we’re going to is the other way, right?” Sparky asked.


  “We need to look like we’re on the job for a few minutes,” Jules said. “I go Thatcher to Berkley, then Washington to Lincoln. We take Lincoln to Bali, then to Admiralty Way.”


  “They still might figure this out,” Sparky said.


  “Yes, but by time they do we be long gone,” Jules said.


  “Damn, there’s a lot of smoke and fire coming out of the hotel room,” Tex said.


  “We didn’t kill a bunch of civilians, I hope,” Sparky said.


  “Room at end of hall,” Jules said. “We rent room next to it. Should be okay.” He made a right turn onto a big street.


  “Is this Lincoln already?” Tex asked.


  “Yes, my friend,” Jules said. “Del Rey is small town. Very small, except for harbor.”


  They flew down Lincoln, passing the freeway off-ramp, where several UN vans were waiting for the light.


  “Look at that,” Sparky said. “I thought they were shorthanded.”


  Jules glanced at him, grinning, and then pulled his phone out of his pocket. He hit a contact and put it to his ear.


  “Sergei,” Jules said. “Enough of them here now. Go. Attack.” He listened for a moment and nodded, then ended the call.


  “So you guys staged this to draw UN forces away, huh?” Tex asked.


  “Yes, they think we only team,” Jules said. “Surprise coming.”


  “How long can Ivan keep this up?” Sparky asked, watching as Jules turned onto Bali Way.


  “Long enough,” Jules said. “We jump-start. Citizens take over.” He turned right on Admiralty Way.


  “You hope,” Sparky said.


  “If no, USA doesn’t deserve to be free,” Jules said. “I have faith.”


  “Me too,” Tex said. “Even the lefties in California will get tired of the yoke eventually, when they see it takes more than it gives them.”


  Jules turned left into the driveway, approaching the three round high-rise buildings. He drove into the underground parking structure of the middle one. “Change out of UN clothes. Leave guns in van.”


  “How long has Ivan been using this place?” Tex asked as he changed.


  “Two months,” Jules said. “We move out soon. Within next couple days.”


  “Unless they find you before that,” Sparky said as he was changing. Jules parked about ten spaces from the elevator.


  “You worry too much,” Jules said. “Come. We take elevator to top floor.”


  “Leave all of the guns?” Tex asked.


  “Yes,” Jules said. “Other tenants in building.”


  “Makes me a tad nervous, but okay,” Tex said, putting his massive revolver under the seat in the back.


  The three got out and rushed to the elevator. Jules put a key into the panel and hit the button for the penthouse. The elevator car rose all the way to the top without stopping.


  “Here we go,” Jules said as the doors parted. They stepped into the hallway and walked left, to double doors. Jules knocked. A dark-skinned, smarmy looking ex-boxer opened the door, eyeing them for a moment. Then he smiled. “Jules. These the guys you told us about?”


  “Anton, how you?” Jules asked.


  “Enjoying the ride,” Anton said. “Welcome.”


  “Tex and Sparky,” Jules said. “Guess which one is Tex.”


  Anton laughed, looking at Tex’s cowboy hat. “I’ll buzz you in. Ivan’s busy, going on TV soon. Relax. Have a drink. Have a woman. Several to choose from. Ivan should be ready for you in a couple of hours.”


  “Thank you, Anton,” Jules said.


  They walked to the next set of double doors, which clicked as they approached. Jules pulled them open and ushered in Tex and Sparky. The lounge was dark, like a night club, with a bar on one side, booths around the outside edge, and small round tables in the middle. There were half a dozen pretty woman milling around, some of them attending to two other men who were sitting at a booth against the wall.


  “Hi there, Jules,” said an Asian woman with hair dyed red, wearing a skin-tight black dress. “Who are your friends?”


  “This Tex and Sparky,” Jules said.


  “Hi, Roxanne,” Sparky said. “We’ve met, remember?”


  “Yes, of course I remember,” she said, smiling as she offered her hand. “You haven’t been around much the last couple of years.”


  “I’ve been busy running the operation in Gardena,” he said. “How’ve you been? How’s your daughter?”


  “She’s going into High School this year,” Roxanne said. “Can’t believe it.”


  “Time flies,” Sparky said.


  “Shall I bring over a couple more women?” Roxanne asked.


  “Please,” Jules said. “You join us, I hope.”


  “For a little while,” she said. “There are others coming tonight. I’ll be pretty busy.”


  “Let’s grab booth, gentlemen,” Jules said. They walked to a big circular booth in a dark corner.


  “This place for real?” Tex asked, looking around the room.


  “The boss likes a certain style of living,” Jules said.


  “Yeah,” Sparky said. “That’s why I quit coming around so often.”


  


  ***


  “We’re there already,” Seth said, following Ji-Ho’s huge motor home off the freeway. They got onto Route 79.


  “I thought we were going to skirt the town,” Angel said.


  “We are, mostly,” Seth said. “We just got to go by some housing developments and strip malls. Take us about ten minutes tops, especially during this time of night.”


  They drove down the dark street, nearly deserted.


  “I’m liking this,” Angel said.


  “The area?” Seth asked.


  “No, the lack of checkpoints, dude,” Angel said. “Haven’t seen any being set up yet.”


  “I’m sure they’ll get to it,” Seth said, eyes darting around as they drove. “Wonder if the enemy has broken into the house yet?”


  “I’m sure they’re at least watching it,” Angel said. “Wish we didn’t have to give up our phones.”


  “Me too,” Seth said. “Trevor’s still back there. I was really worried about him.”


  “Me too,” Angel said.


  “We’re already leaving the town,” Seth said as they drove into the dark countryside. “I’m getting tired. Glad we’re almost there.”


  “You and me both, dude,” Angel said. “At least you got a woman to keep you warm.”


  Seth shrugged.


  “What, you got problems with Emma?”


  “No, not really,” Seth said. “It’s not like we can be alone now.”


  “Oh, that,” Angel said. “I’d figure out how to be quiet.”


  Seth chuckled and shook his head. “The grass is always greener on the other side.”


  “You’ll have to watch Jamie,” Angel said. “So will Matt.”


  “Ah, he’s okay,” Seth said. “I’m not worried about it.”


  “Whatever you say, dude,” Angel said. “Ji-Ho is slowing down. Taking that small road to the right.”


  “Yeah, this must be it. Dark back here.”


  “Sure is,” Angel said. “Wow, that’s a nice park. Look how huge it is.”


  “Figured it was gonna be nice,” Seth said. “Matt told me about it.”


  “There’s the driveway. Tight fit for that big coach.”


  “Tell me about it,” Seth said, following the massive RV through the gate. He followed it to the back third of the park, to a deluxe space against the side of the hill, big enough for several RVs and several cars.


  Ji-Ho stopped the big diesel and opened the door. Emma and Kaylee rushed out as Seth parked. Trevor backed his motor home in the second space. Gus and his friend pulled their trailer in on the far side, and Jamie parked Ji-Ho’s big SUV behind his RV.


  “I didn’t think we’d get here in one piece,” Emma said, walking up to Seth. He hugged her.


  “Get any sleep?” he asked.


  “Nope,” she said. “Mostly talked to Kaylee and watched the scenery roll by.”


  “You guys hear what happened back home?” Jamie asked as he strolled over with Matt and Kaylee.


  “No, man, what happened?” Angel asked.


  “Somebody blew up a lot of the tanks the UN brought in to reinforce the checkpoints.”


  “You’re kidding,” Seth said. “How’d they deal with the tanks? It takes more than small weapons fire to take them out.”


  “TOW missiles,” Matt said. “Pretty crazy. Wonder if it was that Ivan guy again?”


  Trevor came out of his RV and walked over. “Hey, guys.”


  “Glad you made it okay,” Seth said. “Jamie said somebody blew up a bunch of the tanks at checkpoints back home.”


  “Really?” Trevor said. “I’d better get my hookups done. I got a TV.”


  “So does my uncle,” Kaylee said.


  “What’s he doing?” Jamie asked.


  “Said something about leveling his coach,” Kaylee said. “So he can put out the slides.”


  “Yeah, I got to go do that too,” Trevor said. He went back, Seth following.


  “Anything I can help with?” he asked.


  “Yeah, after I get leveled you can help me connect the electrical and water,” Trevor said. “Probably a good idea to have somebody else know how to handle this thing.”


  “I’m game,” Seth said.


  “I’m gonna go help Kaylee in Ji-Ho’s rig,” Emma said.


  “Okay, go ahead,” Seth said. “I’ll see you a little later.”


  Trevor watched the two women walk away. “Everything okay between you two?”


  “She’s scared,” Seth said.


  “Well, for once I can’t really blame her.”


  “You don’t like her at all, do you?” Seth asked as they went into the coach.


  Trevor got behind the wheel, started the engine, and hit the Auto Level button. “I don’t like the way she treats you, and I know she can’t stand me. She’s nice to look at, at least.”


  “She is that,” Seth said. He felt the RV lurch around as the levelers came down. “Whoa.”


  Trevor laughed. “We take the cat on camping trips when we don’t have anybody to feed her. Ought to see her run around when this is working.”


  “How do you run that?”


  “Easy,” Trevor said. “Start the engine, make sure it’s in park and the parking brake is on, and then punch this button here that says Auto Level.”


  “It’s done already,” Seth said.


  “Yeah, time to run out the slides. By the way, never run out the slides if she’s not level. It can cause the slides to get out of alignment.”


  “Important safety tip,” he said. “How many slides?”


  “A big one on the driver’s side, and a small one on the passenger side, in the bedroom. The buttons are on this panel here.” Trevor led him to a small panel on the wall next to the bathroom door. “Just toggle the switch to “OUT” and hold the button until you hear the motor slowing down.”


  Seth watched as Trevor did both of them. “Wow, that gives you a lot more room.”


  “Yep,” he said. “Let’s go around back and do the rest.” They went outside to the rear driver’s side and connected the electrical, water, sewer, and cable TV.


  “That’s not so bad,” Seth said.


  “Yeah, I love these things,” Trevor said. “I’d take this and live in it if I could.”


  “That Class C looks like more hassle,” Seth said, nodding at Gus and his friend using the jacks to level.


  “Nothing wrong with Class Cs,” Trevor said. “They cost a lot less than Class A motor homes, that’s for sure.”


  “Hey, Trevor, check it out!” Ji-Ho shouted from his rig.


  “That guy really likes you,” Seth said.


  “I know, I like him too, but I wish he’d back off a little.”


  “Back off about what?” Seth asked.


  “Kaylee.”


  


  ***


  “That’s it, Saladin,” said a Syrian man, driving the UN van up the street. There were two ruined UN vans on the street, one of them burned out.


  Saladin looked nervously around the residential area. Ji-Ho’s imposing house was two doors down, across the street. It was behind a high fence, but the gate was bent open. Two police squad cars were on that side of the street, about half a block down.


  “The UN Peacekeepers are working with the local cops?” Saladin asked.


  “No choice,” the driver said. “You sure you want to check this out yourself? It might not be safe.”


  “You sure they’re gone?”


  “There’s been no noise at all. We’ve had people surrounding the property for a few hours now.”


  “You know who owns it, I hope,” Saladin said.


  “A man named Ji-Ho.”


  “Chinese?” Saladin asked.


  “Worse. Korean,” the driver said.


  Saladin got out of the car and walked over to the gate. He had to squeeze through. Several UN Peacekeepers were there, the police officers watching them.


  “And who might you be?” one of the police officers asked.


  “I’m a district supervisor with the UN,” Saladin said. He pulled out credentials and handed them to the officer, who studied them with his flashlight. The other officer snickered.


  “I didn’t know there were pockets in those outfits,” he said.


  Saladin flashed a sly smile as he took back his credentials.


  “They look fine,” the first officer said. “What are you planning to do?”


  “Break a window and check the inside,” Saladin said as he walked away.


  “Why would you want to do that?” the first officer asked.


  Saladin stopped and turned to him. “These people killed nearly thirty UN Peacekeepers tonight.”


  The first officer shrugged. Saladin turned and continued to the front doors, muttering something in Arabic.


  “Hello, sir,” a UN Peacekeeper said. “I’m Heinrich Goltermann. Do we have permission to break in?”


  “Yes,” Saladin said. “Try a window.”


  Heinrich nodded, then looked at another UN Peacekeeper. “Gunter, break the window.”


  Gunter hit a window next to the door with his night stick. It made a loud noise, but didn’t crack. “Sorry, sir, this isn’t glass. It’s some kind of thick plastic.”


  “You have a battering ram,” Saladin said. “Let’s break the door.”


  “Go get it, Gunter,” Heinrich said.


  “That’s probably Lexan,” Saladin said. “It’ll be harder to break than the door.”


  “Why would he have that?” Heinrich asked.


  “Probably involved in illegal activity,” Saladin said.


  Gunter was back with the battering ram, and attacked the door with it. After about five minutes of repeated hits, the door broke open.


  “Wow,” Heinrich said. “They build things tough in America.”


  “This isn’t normal, and neither is the owner,” Saladin said. “Let’s go.”


  Five UN Peacekeepers rushed inside with guns drawn, checking out each room. Saladin looked at the police officers.


  “Are you gentlemen coming inside?” Saladin asked.


  “Nah, this is your show,” the first officer said. “Don’t steal anything.”


  Saladin smirked.


  “It’s clear, sir,” shouted Gunter from the door. Heinrich and Saladin walked inside, looking around.


  “The oven is on,” Saladin said. He shut it off, then opened the door. “Somebody cooked a pizza.”


  “We surprised them, at least,” Heinrich said.


  “They still killed all your men and escaped,” Saladin said, not looking at him. “Where do those stairs go?”


  “Lower level,” Gunther said.


  They went down and looked around, finding a closet door. There was a vault door behind it.


  “Look at this,” Heinrich said.


  Saladin rushed over and looked at it closely. “This isn’t locked.” His brow furrowed. Something’s not right.


  “Gunter, go check it out,” Heinrich said. “I’m right behind you.”


  Gunter pulled the heavy door open, eyes wincing as if there would be an explosion. Saladin moved to the back of the room, next to the balcony doors, pushing them open. He looked out over the ocean, and then it struck him. The boat attack.


  “There were weapons in here,” Heinrich said from inside the vault. “You can smell them.”


  “What do you think is in that back area?” Gunter asked. “There’s a door.”


  “Open it,” Heinrich said.


  The sound of a metal door opening came from the vault. Saladin turned to watch, but stayed by the balcony doors.


  “Wow, there’s an army drone in here. It’s got a flashing red light on the bottom.”


  Saladin bolted off the balcony, into the pool below as the building blew up.


     


  To be continued in Bugout! California Book 3, available now!



  Cast Of Characters


   


  Note: some of these characters are not in this book. They will show up in later books.


   


  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 anyway. 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.


   


  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 handsome, 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.


   


  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.


   


  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 outgoing 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.


   


  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.


   


  Stacey – 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. Stacey 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. Hispanic. 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 Emma, clueless about Matt’s infidelity, doesn’t like him drinking, getting 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 bystanders. 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 – also 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.
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    Bug Out! Texas - Texas Lockdown!



    
      Bug Out! Texas is available now in the Kindle store! If you liked the original Bug Out! Series, you’ll love this new story. Texas patriots see increasing numbers of foreign fighters crossing the border into their state. Like the heroes of the original Bug Out! series, they defend themselves and their families from terror attacks and counterattack on several fronts, traveling the huge state in their RVs. Bug Out! Texas is jam-packed with action, suspense, and romance. Pick up your copy of Bug Out! Texas today! 

    

  


  
    

  


  
    Pick up your copy of Bug Out! Texas - Texas Lockdown!

  


  
    Horror Road Book 1 - A Supernatural Thriller is a story of ancient spirits, ghosts, psychics, and killers.



    Why was Sandy so afraid? She was a noted psychic who worked for police departments in Southern California until she couldn’t stand it anymore. The murders stayed in her head for far too long. She backed away from her gifts, but her husband pushed, in awe of her ability. Her gifted friend Mary Grace dragged her back into the netherworld of terror and death. “Just do this one last séance,” she said. “What have you to lose?” Quite a lot, as it turned out.


    



    What is living in the dungeon, discovered under the barn at an RV Park in Kansas? Frankie and her husband Jake were all alone there as winter set in, or so they thought. Both had psychic gifts, and both were vulnerable to the suggestions of their uninvited guest—suggestions that were naughty and evil, but so compelling that neither could resist.


    



    Heather and Shelby hadn’t wanted to go on the camping trip. Klamath was remote and cold, but their boyfriends talked them into it. Cooper and Ryan thought they’d get a hot, sexy weekend with the women, huddled together in their borrowed motor home. The forest enclosed them, and something else was after them - something sinister and seductive. The earth itself seemed to be in on the seduction, and Heather knew some of them wouldn’t survive.


    



    A spirit as old as the earth has awakened, working on the souls in all three locations. If it can take possession, its power will multiply, and humans won’t be safe. What is it? Who can stop it?


    



    Find out in Horror Road.


    
      

    


    



Pick up this tale of Supernatural Horror today!



    





Never A Loose End - The Franklin and Davis Files Book One



    Serial Killers. Maniac Ex-cops. CIA Assassins. White Slavers. Strippers


    In "Never A Loose End", they all come together, racing towards their frightening destiny.


    This is the story that started it all for George Franklin and Malcolm Davis. Some of you know them from the later episodes of the Bug Out! series, set seven years later. This is the story of how they met, and the battle that forged them into a formidable team.


    George and Malcolm are both targets, marked for death, but why?


    A clan of Serial Killers is active again, after hiding for years. What has brought them out?


    Follow George and Malcolm as they dash through the Southwest in their Motorhomes.


    Murder, gun battles, bombings, and general mayhem reign in "Never A Loose End"


    Who will survive? Will the hunted be brought down, or will they become the hunters instead?


    





Find out in "Never A Loose End - The Franklin and Davis Files Book One"


    Note: This full length novel carries a hard R rating, unlike the PG-13 Bug Out! series. "Never A Loose End" contains graphic violence and sex. Discretion is advised.


    



    





Bug Out! Book 1 - Escape in a Motorhome



    When society unravels, sometimes the best move is simply to Bug Out.


    Bug Out! is the story of Frank and Jane, who are living in Southern California. The State Government is on the verge of collapse. State Pensions are gone. Banking is disrupted. State jobs are eliminated, and it washes through the economy like a tidal wave. Violence. Looting. Wholesale destruction of property. Frank and Jane know they must escape. But how?


    They have an RV. They can Bug Out!


    Follow Frank and Jane as they fight their way out of California. What dangers are waiting for them outside? Why are military convoys and tanks moving south and west on the roads? Why are checkpoints being set up everywhere?


    Is Martial Law coming?


    What is going on across the southern border? Scary people are coming across.


    Soldiers from Venezuela. Islamic Fighters.


    US Army and Private Militia forces are waiting to take them on, and Frank and Jane must thread their way through the battles. Will they survive?


    



Can they bug out and find safety?


    





Find out in Bug Out! Book 1 - Escape in a Motorhome
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