Codename: GI JOE
Chapter 1

The distinctive whining of the high mounted, twin turbofan engines on the warthog deafened the covert operative as he clenched his body and braced against the wind. Operations had designed a clamp to hold him belly down to the fuselage of the A10 and had even welded on a couple of molded hand holds to grip, hand grips that were being held so tightly that the rubber was distorting color as the tank-killer screamed forward at 500 mph. The clandestine take off at a CIA airstrip on the Faroe Islands had been tough, but rushing just above the tips of the foamy waves was just as harrowing. The commando gritted his teeth and tried to focus his mind on the mission and to drown out the deafening airstream that enveloped him. 
 Finally, he thought, as the target came in sight: an island, remote, not on any civilian map. CIA intelligence had found it with one of its many spy satellites and had noticed awkward patterns of cargo shipping in this isolated area of the North Atlantic. U2 missions confirmed the construction of a paramilitary compound on the site and the operative known as Snake Eyes was tapped to check it out. After a month of planning and intensive training he was ready to execute his mission. With a grinding of his teeth and clenching of his jaw he rapped the canopy of the plane three times swiftly and braced himself. The pilot worked the add-on lever in the cockpit and the clamp holding the piggy-backing commando snuggly to the Thunderbolt released, sending him flailing wildly into the sky.
 Snake Eyes tumbled about in the steel-blue sky, limbs a slave to the force of the wind, knowing he was so close to the surface of the frigid, torrid waters that it would feel like hitting concrete if he didn’t pull his parachute quickly. After moments of intense anxiety and struggling against the aftershock of the A10’s engines, he wrestled his hand to a pull on his back pack and tugged straight out. A black parachute popped open, caught the wind, sent him sailing higher into the air and stabilized his movement. His heart pounded in his chest as he eyed the near frozen waters below and descended rapidly.

 The commando was dressed from head to toe in jet black combat gear made specifically for his person. His garment was made of a combination of Kevlar, spandex and neoprene so that it was rugged, skin tight and protected him from cold. The boots that dangled in the air were of similar construct as was the balaclava that completely covered his face and neck. Strapped onto his waist, chest and limbs were Kevlar bandoleers and belts of charcoal grey that were full of ammo and supplies. The operative armed himself with an Israeli Uzi, a trench knife and strapped to his back was a specialized fighting sword in the style of a katana save for a heaver, broader tip and raven’s head hilt. All the metal on his person was a dull black, even the blade of his sword: this commando dwelt in the darkness when at all possible. 
 Very shortly the tops of the waves came close to Snake Eye’s boots and he pulled another ring on his parachute to release his harness and send him plunging into the icy sea. With powerful, long strokes he swam in the frigid waters, his high-tech suit keeping him warm. Between strokes he reached up and pressed a button on the watertight visor that covered his eyes and a slight whirring could be heard in his earpiece. With a flicker of blue light he had improved his vision through science and was transmitting all he saw back to HQ. On his heads-up display the commando saw the time, temp, longitude and latitude as well as 3D hot spots of likely hostiles provided by the eyes in the sky. With a few strong kicks he swam under water and knifed his chiseled body towards shore. 

 The tank-killing plane hugged the ocean top gently, like a kitten, allowing it space yet letting the feline know you were there. Scarlett peered through her mirrored flight helmet like a hawk eyeing its prey and turned on her targeting system, light flickering millimeters from her pupils. Just as planned, there were guard towers near shore and then further into the woods. With a killer’s instinct and the confidence of preparedness she bore down on the throttle and the shark-faced plane screamed inland. A tender pull of her elegant gloved finger loosed a barrage of milk carton sized, depleted uranium shells that decimated a high guard tower before any alarm could be let off. Again and again she vaporized the structures on the beach with the Vulcan cannon mounted on the nose of the war-bird. Metal twisted, shale exploded and wood splintered as men ducked for cover, scurrying about like filthy rats on the windswept island. 
 Scarlett looked over her shoulder and saw the trail of smoke her whirling gun had left behind and smiled a little to herself. She was about to come up on a terrorist compound and was ready to unleash hell. Her gloved finger extended, flipped up a covering and depressed the flashing button inside. Two bombs fell from the broad wings of the plane and dipped towards earth in a pleasing arc. In moments the bombs had blown off their coverings with spring loaded action and dozens upon dozens of smaller bombs sprayed like an aerosol over the camp. The cluster bombs detonated with a shower of golden sparks and fire, like Chinese New Year. Tents and huts were set ablaze; men were torn apart and burnt alive. Behind her she left death and destruction but before her was the true test. Scarlett gained altitude and prepared herself. 
 The black-clad commando pulled himself up on the shale coast of the island and nearly blended in with the ancient rock as he crouched on the shore to make an assessment of his situation. Before him lay chaos: burning buildings, men screaming and dashing about in disorder and splintered, smoldering trees. He smiled under his balaclava and watched their silhouettes glow in his visors infrared mode. Snake Eyes leapt up and ran into the fray, wielding his Uzi with precision and pumping exactly three bullets into every man he saw. Now on the ground, he was able to see what HQ had expected: well armed terrorists. These men were barely organized and seemed to be of no particular race or political affiliation. Terrorists, mercenaries, whatever, he thought, his job was to exterminate them and this he did with glee. The operative moved as a black ghost amongst the shocked para-military men, not pausing to reload but dropping depleted clips as he ran and tumbled about, jamming in fresh clips and chasing down more and more rats until the beach head was littered with the mangled and the dead. Lead poured out of the flashing, short barrel of his Uzi in controlled bursts until none moved. 
 Scarlett thought about the cargo she had loosed over the sea and thought of her lovers safety as she angled the nose of the A10 downward and into the bowl of an ancient crater. HQ wasn’t sure if it was a dormant volcano as is the norm for the geography of this area or if it was a small meteorite impact, however, the activity here was too pronounced to ignore. With the plane now high enough for radar detection, SAMs launch out of every direction and spiraled toward her. The low heat register of her chosen aircraft and a few well placed flares forced the missiles to circle about and crash into the inside of the bowl, sending rock slides down onto the positions below and burying men alive. Taking this opportunity she aimed her Vulcan gun at a cluster of helicopters and they dissenagrated under the explosive rain as well as the helipads they rested upon. Flak exploded all about her as quad guns opened fire at her from bases hidden in the trees. Scarlett screeched out of the bowl of the crater and made a wide turn, the nose cannon angling back to the central bunker. 
 Deftly, she flipped up two switch covers on her control panel and engaged the last of her ordinance. Two anti armor guided missiles found their way to SAM and flak sites and demolished the equipment. As the explosives flew toward their targets the Vulcan gun was loosed once more on the armored doors of the central concrete bunker. Holding the destructive stream in place for only six seconds depleted the last of the ammo and left the bunker nearly sawn in half. With the multiple barrels of the cannon still whirling Scarlett pulled out of the crater and slowed her craft. She dumped her empty fuel pods in the ocean and looked for a spot to land. 
 Snake Eyes clung to the trunks of trees and any shadowy place he could find as he moved about in the sparse stretch of coniferous trees on the rocky, grey island. Wherever he found a band of men regrouping he would down them all with his Uzi and hunt for more, prowling like a panther. One of his objectives was to leave none alive and he and Scarlett were doing a damn fine job of it by his reckoning. As he drew closer and closer to the side of the mountain that was the outside of the great crater, he took to using his sword silently, hacking men down as they wandered about looking for friends and allies, scared and alone they died under the agents gaze. For these men he was the demon of death set loose by the CIA. His suit was all but dry and it clung to him so tightly that every bulge and vein could be seen on his lean frame. Once he was satisfied that the pine-needle floor of the woods was soaking in all the blood he could spill, he set about ascending the crater with climbing axes in hand. 

 Scarlett looked at the backside of the crater that faced a sheer drop off into the ocean and saw that she would be able to climb it easily as there were nearly perfect stairs naturally cut into the rocky cliff. Satisfied with that she dropped a crate of cargo that was jerry rigged to the belly of the plane and it splashed into the foaming sea. She took in a deep breath and hoped the next part would work, because if I didn’t, they’d be stuck for a way home. Closing her eyes she flipped up the only cover she had yet to push and eased in her finger. With a great gushing and an inflating sound two massive air-bag pontoons sprung up from under each wing of the heavy craft. The agency had succeeded so far with this plan, but she wondered if she could make a sea landing in a plane of this design and purpose with massive balloons to rely on. 

 Knowing they wouldn’t have enough fuel to get home if she didn’t land quickly, she was forced into letting her training take over and she skimmed the top of the water as slowly as she could, the engines stalling as she did. Scarlett fought off the vicious bucking of the waves and brought the plane to a floating stop. Cutting the engines back on, she eased the war machine towards a little shelf at the base of the cliff and popped open the canopy. Scarlett removed her helmet and shook out the long auburn hair she kept in a ponytail. She too wore a body suit like the commando, but over hers she adorned herself with a yellow leotard composed of a rugged synthetic material that was sueded for comfort. With this she wore matching knee length boots and elbow length gloves of the same sueded material. 
 Reaching down into the cock pit the female operative retrieved her next generation crossbow. Choosing the appropriate bolt from her bag she cocked the string and loaded in the titanium claw with a high strength tether. Scarlett pressed the butt of the stock tight against the red pad on her shoulder to protect her from the weapons kick. She squinted and looked through the intricate site and angled up for optimal loft. With a squeeze of her finger she launched the spinning bolt and felt a kick of compressed air as the claw burrowed into the cliff wall and clung there solidly. She then tied the end of the tether to her A10 and hopped into the frigid water to retrieve the crate she had dropped. Her eyes darted about as she dragged the crate to shore and broke open the latch. With haste and a grunt she tugged on the over-sized back pack that was stowed inside the box and scrambled up the cliff side, puffing for air as she climbed. 
 As Scarlett’s gloved hand reached the top of the bowl it was gripped by another and she nearly cried out and attempted to pull away. Her struggle was in vain and her delicate weight was easily hefted to the top in a quick pull, the backpack not withstanding. Snake Eyes pulled her into his body and saw her fear wash away as she saw it was him. His hands slid down her hips and he squeezed her close for a moment, and then pulled her down to the ground to eliminate their silhouettes on the horizon. The commando peered through his specialized visor and scouted out the path of least resistance down the more forgiving inside of the bowl. There seemed to be a trail once used by sheep, steep and perilous, but it offered the cover of branches growing out of the side along the way. With the sable-clad warrior leading the way, the pair rambled down the ancient stone, much different than the brittle, layered rock at the shore. 
 The operatives weren’t a third of the way to their goal when sporadic gunfire erupted from areas in the woods at the floor of the crater where AA batteries still smoked from Scarlett’s strafing. Bullets chipped away at the rock all around them and they were forced to duck behind what little cover they could find. Snake Eyes zeroed in on them with thermal imaging and wordlessly pointed in the direction that he saw flickers of light. Scarlett loaded a bolt into her cocked crossbow and twisted the oversized head of the arrow until a blue light flashed. Quickly and with purpose she braced the butt against her shoulder and squinted through her sight, following his finger. Calculating loft in a moment, she raised the bow and loosed its payload. The bolt leapt from her cross bow and arched into the air, slowed, changed direction and screamed into the trees where it sprung apart and clustered up a fiery explosion that left the woods burning and men dead. They waited a few minutes and noted that the sniping had stopped before continuing down. 

Snake Eyes clambered down to a point where if they continued down they would have to climb back up to gain access to the bunker. He looked on the once formidable door and it was like a slice of Swiss cheese that had been torn in half. He smiled under his mask and looked over to her and signed with his hands that they should slide in from this level instead of going down and then back up. Scarlett agreed with a nod and quickly fired another titanium claw and tether, this one clinging to the top frame of the wide bunker door. The commando used a climbing axe to hammer a climbing pin into the rock and solidly tied off the tether. After a quick look about he gripped the rope with both hands and pulled his legs up to cross his ankles around the tether as well. He began sliding down the tether, his Uzi dangling from his back, controlling the speed of his descent with his grip. As he came closer to the door he gained speed and let go, tumbling into the darkness.  
 The commando’s miscalculation and arrogance became known to him with bitterness as he raised his head and saw a horde of ragged, armed men training their Kalashnikov’s at his person. In the half light he relied on his visor and had no time to make sense of his surroundings so he reacted instead of thought. Snake Eyes tumbled backwards with a flip, releasing all three grenades he carried into the air in a fan pattern. The special explosive grenades the agent carried were made with a short fuse. Before he landed his tumble the grenades detonated and blew a hole in the swarm of terrorists headed his way. Into this chaos of smoke and death zipped Scarlett. 

 In the commotion Snake Eyes was able to grip his fiancée by the shoulder and toss her behind some crates for safety as he wheeled up his Uzi and sprayed down men with lead as though they were mud on a fender. The horde kept coming, trying to swarm him in numbers and he had to roll and duck about within them to avoid their fire. Many men fell at the hands of their comrades in the wild melee. Without time to reload his Uzi the commando dropped his gun and pulled out his .45 caliber hand gun and emptied it, rolling behind some machinery parts and dispatching the enemy with bullets to the head. The ground was covered with the dead and dying and various fluids and body parts pooled about. 
 The remaining men reorganized behind a bulldozer and they could be heard arguing as Snake Eyes went to Scarlett, but she was not where he had left her. Panicked for her safety, he dashed toward the bulldozer with his sword in both hands, his body tensed and ready. The horde came to meet him, charging wildly to him, guns blazing. The spy rolled to the ground to avoid their fire just as a spinning net flew from behind his position and tangled up a mass of troops. Scarlett had found a high place to hide and had used a snaring bolt to slow his attackers. With this distraction he charged in and hacked away at them, ducking their blows and their bullets as he separated flesh from bone, hands from arms and heads from shoulders. His slaughter was methodic, even the men in the net knew no mercy. 
 Panting and ragged, Snake Eyes stood with a gore-soaked sword and drank in his slaughter. With his visor he could see the heat from their bodies dissipating as they died before him. This gave him grim satisfaction and a rush of endorphins up his spine. 

Chapter 2

“You’re hurt,” Scarlett whispered as she came to stand by his side, touching a bleeding wound on his shoulder, his arm instinctively wrapping around her waist and drawing her closer. 

He leaned down and kissed the top of her head through his mask as they stood in a pool of bile and blood. He signed to her that she was hurt too, brushing a streak of blood from her high cheek bone area, a tiny cut leaking crimson down her pale skin. With time to take inventory of things he could see that a lot of these men had taken shelter in here when they heard the A10 start firing and he signed this observance to his fiancée. 
“But not this many could make it in, I would have seen that… and look at all this stuff… digging tools, bulldozers… and building equipment. This place looks like an armed contractor yard, not a military base,” she said as she left his side and looked about the room. 

 The mute warrior nodded, following her, and pointed out a large elevator, like something from a coal mine. 

“Yes, of course… they were down there… they’d have been annihilated if they had been up here,” she trailed off at the end, knowing they’d have to go down. 

 Snake Eyes dropped all of his equipment on the brushed concrete floor near the elevator, save for his sword and his trench knife. He had no more shells for his guns and any extra weight would hinder him from defending himself and his woman. They had not planned on there being so many to kill. Scarlett loaded in a bolt and stepped onto the elevator with her man, the backpack still heavy on her shoulders. The commando flipped the switch and readied himself for whatever was going to greet them, the gears and belts grinding and squealing. He reached over and squeezed Scarlett’s hand in his as they rode down, peering through the grated floor and watching the lights on the side of the crude shaft pass them by. 

 The elevator stopped and before them was a narrow hall of living rock that dripped cold water onto the muddy floor. The pair stooped and advanced down the hall, Snake Eyes in the lead with his sword in one hand, his trench knife in the other. This was not a finished part of the facility by any means, it did not have the polish of all else they had seen. This was a crude digging shaft, nothing more, and the pair attempted to reason what it’s purpose as they advanced with steps of trepidation. 
 The commando stopped and Scarlett did as well, stooped over and so close she could smell his sweat. Before them was a blue light at the end of the shaft which became whiter and whiter as they advanced. The spy dared advance further and stood at the entrance to a chamber under the rock. In this chamber sat three figures, hooded and cloaked in fine black garments, their pale white arms and hands visible as their slender fingers worked and twisted wool on a spindle whorl. The ladies twisted these threads together silently as he watched, hoping his visor was recording all he saw, hoping that he was still transmitting being this far underground. 

One of the ladies looked up from under her hood, her eyes glowing bright silver and said in an angelic tone, “We can not be corrupted… nor injured… tell the one eyed man to leave us be… we do no man’s bidding… only that of the ash and the thread.”

 With those words the ladies rose in unison and went to a well that sat behind them. Each lending a hand, they drew a pail of water from this deepest of all wells and carried it to a place in the chamber where the roots of some massive tree were exposed. The figures carefully poured this water onto the roots and then went silently back to their thread making. 
Snake Eyes backed away from this scene, sensing he was in a dream, thinking he may have been drugged. With his weapons at the ready he eased back out of the shaft, Scarlett leading the way out. The pair looked at one another and said not a thing as they returned to the elevator and ascended from the great depths. 

“What do you make of…” Scarlett began as they reached the top level, but was silenced as a bullwhip cracked and tangled around her ankles and she was pulled violently to the ground. 
 Snake Eyes picked up a hot figure amongst the corpses just as gun fire erupted. The commando rolled forward and came up running, chasing down the attacker as he now fled on foot toward the great door. A beacon of light cut through the darkness at the doorway and the man was trying in vain to outrun the operative. Snake Eyes disabled the assailant with a flying Superman punch to the back of the skull with the brass knuckles portion of his trench knife. 
 The blade-wielding spy held up the terrorist by both his collars and dragged him into the grey sunlight so that his visor could record his face with clarity. The stunned man dangled with his boots off the ground and moaned; a ragdoll in Snake Eyes grip. He had a patch over one eye, what looked like a fencing scar, a cleft chin and a porno ‘stache.  Satisfied that he had recorded this man’s identity and knowing they had no room for passengers on their trip home, the commando gutted the terrorist like a fish with his trench knife, holding him off the ground as he ripped through his belly like Vito Corleone had carved into a Sicilian Don. As an extra for the cause and for harming his fiancée, Snake Eyes propped up the man’s gutted corpse and filmed as he took his head with his raven crested sword. Psy Ops would fill the airwaves and internet with that image to intimidate the enemy. 

 Bloodied and battered, the spent spy went to find his fiancée and helped her untangle herself from the whip. Snake Eyes coiled the whip and kept it as a trophy. He had thought about using a whip before and perhaps he would practice with this one. Satisfied that the bunker was sufficiently secured, the commando assisted Scarlett in the placing of charges in areas she had discerned as the best spots as well as the wiring of them together. Once all of the devices were in place, Scarlett was happy to be rid of her heavy pack and the pair scaled the crater up and back down to their waiting plane. Weary and beaten, the operatives released the tether and strapped themselves in, Snake Eyes clamping himself back onto the outer fuselage.  

 Scarlett looked up into the grey sky and started the engines, wishing she could radio in for a weather report but knowing she must maintain silence to conceal the covert nature of their operation. Snake Eyes clung on to the handgrips and grit his teeth as she powered up the engines and the experimental pontoons skipped along white capped waves. The plane shook violently as they gained speed, rattling the fillings in Scarlett’s teeth, her forearms clenched as she muscled the controls of the craft against natures force. Just when Snake Eyes felt he would have a concussion from all of the shaking, the craft lifted from the waves. As soon as she could, Scarlett dropped the pontoons and checked her navigation system, setting a course back to the Faeroes. 

 Angling her helmeted head she checked her gauges and spoke with a Southern drawl into the microphone that was set to only transmit to her fiancées ear piece, “We’ll have to take it slow so we save fuel and don’t end up ditching baby… hang on back there.” 
Scarlett made sure they had enough clearance and detonated the charges by remote. The crater erupted, the compound shuddered and collapsed in on itself with a cloud of grey dust as ground rumbled. Should the pair have circled back they would have seen a fresh flow of lava trickling to the surface, a flow that would eventually encompass all of the death and destruction and erase any of their actions from history. 

Snake Eyes blinked and eased out of the serene nap he had been enjoying to see Scarlett opening the heavy white curtain of a broad window. The peaceful snow-covered city of Reykjavík spread out before him and he stretched his sore body and smiled, luxuriating in the silk sheets and polar bear furs that dressed the king sized bed. His fiancée, wearing a plush white robe, joined him on the bed and straddled him, her robe opening a bit and tantalizing her lover’s eyes. 

“Time for nurse Scarlett to take care of her baby… be a good boy and I’ll give you a treat,” she purred as she unrolled a white towel onto the bed just off to their side. Snake Eyes rested his hands on her hips and relaxed; her touch always a comfort to him. Knowing what was coming he turned his head on the down pillow to expose his left ear so she could wipe it down with alcohol. Very delicately she moved up on him and sat on his rippled abs to get in closer to his engorged lobe. With a little prick and a steady draw, she drained the collected blood from his cauliflower ear, filling the syringe she held expertly in her fingers with crimson fluid. Without a word he turned his head and she repeated this on his other ear, perfectly trusting his body to her. 

“You smell good baby… I’ll have to remember to get you some of that body wash when we get home,” she whispered seductively as she laid the syringe full of blood on the white towel, a drip from the needle staining the Egyptian cotton. 
Snake Eyes reached up and brushed his thumb over the cut on her cheek and noticed she had already finely stitched the wound herself. He hated that she had been touched by the whip of that one eyed bastard, but he also knew that she was best agent at stitching in the field: local doctors could not be trusted. As the commando looked in his fiancées emerald eyes she worked diligently on his wounds. Without complaint she injected his shoulder with Novocain and looped a hooked needle into his flesh again and again until she had tightly closed his wound to her satisfaction. She then scrubbed his other wounds with alcohol and dressed them, the white towel littered with syringes and bloody gauze. 
There was one last needle that required attention. 

“Are you sure you want to do this baby?” she asked with concern in her eyes and her voice, her nose wrinkling.

He simply nodded and rolled to his side as she flicked the syringe with her fingernail and squirted a bit of the clear fluid into the air. Scarlett plunged the needle into his rear end and slowly depressed the plunger, injecting him with steroids and not for the first time. The operative had worked with operations to work out a cycle that would ensure quick recovery from missions so he could get back into the field without delay, but would cause minimal risk to his health. Scarlett withdrew the needle and he rolled to his back.

“They might be nasty for you but they make you look reallllly good,” she uttered with her Georgia accent, a seductive tone that made him wild, her fingernails dragging along his broad chest and ripped abs. 

She allowed her robe to fall open and his palms went to her bosoms, cupping the pale globes and teasing her pink nipples between his fingers. Scarlett gasped and arched her back like a kitten, her long auburn hair dangling down and over her tight rear, tickling his manhood with her mane. Her hair then fell forward and made a cocoon around his face as she leaned in for a kiss, their lips working against one another, tongues massaging one another as she ground her hips against his belly with want. Snake Eyes manhood swelled with blood, as the slightest sensual touch from Scarlet drove him made with desire.

 The strawberry-blonde spy leaned back up and traced the outline of the long, jagged edged scar that ran from his left eye down his cheek and into his throat with a fingernail, looking on him lovingly, knowing she’d never again hear the voice of the man that loved her. Years had passed since he lost his ability to speak and she could still hear him in her mind. She smiled and reached behind her and gripped his stiff root in her soft palm. Her lips curled in a wicked smile as she worked his manhood up and down, the skin rolling back and forth over the head, his veiny root glistening in natural lubricant. His blue eyes went wide and his hands pawed her bosoms in earnest as she gripped him by his short blonde hair and ground against his hard belly like a drunk girl riding a mechanical bull in slow motion, her other hand slowly working his shaft and feeling the blood course through his manhood. 
“God, I love you,” she breathed, her hand going down to rest her palm over his heart so she could feel its solid thrumming. He placed a hand over hers and felt the diamond of her engagement ring against his wrist and he smiled through his scars. 
When she could take no more of her teasing she gripped his shaft and eased herself back onto his spear, the wide head splaying open the petals to her pink flower and slipping in snuggly as her tight bottom came to rest on his thighs. Snake Eyes gripped her by her rear as she pressed the heels of her hands against his hard chest like kitten paws and she rode back on him, her emerald eyes gazing into his sapphires with such affection and sexual want as his root penetrated her. Very evenly he flexed his hips and rear and thighs and slowly drove his cock into her and back down again, their movements matching one another. The polar bear skin blankets and silk sheets heightened the sensation of love making for the couple as their pet wolf Timber looked on from where he rested at the foot of the bed.

Pleasure was building up in both of them, their bellies clenching involuntarily as they came closer and closer. Like the icy waves crashing against rocky shores, their pleasure built until the waves threatened to wash them out to sea. Snake Eyes thrust into her awkwardly five times, holding himself deep within her belly on the last. The wave of orgasm finally washed Scarlett out to sea and she quivered, her insides clamping tight on his manhood and milking him for his seed. The shadow spy’s body obliged and drained his hot milk into her womb with great force, jets of gooey semen invading every corner of her sex. The couple clung to one another in orgasm until their bodies could take no more and she collapsed on his chest. 

 Panting and spent, the couple lay together, pulling up a polar bear skin to cover their naked bodies, they drifted in and out of sleep, their pet moving up to lay by their side, not wanting to miss out on any of the snuggling. Scarlett was happy: happy to be with her man, happy to take care of him, happy to lay her head on his chest and watch snow flakes fall on the statue of Leif Ericsson as they slumbered. Snake Eyes began to snore softly as he was exhausted and bruised. He rested his hand on the small of her back as he slept and soon deep sleep found them all. 
Chapter 3
“As you can see from his dossier, the man that you apprehended… I’m sorry, executed… was Major Sebastian Bludd, formerly of the Australian Special Forces,” agent Hawk stated as he projected an image captured on the mission from his laptop and onto a screen before Snake Eyes and Scarlett. 
“Recently he has been linked to several terrorist organizations as a leader in forming mercenary armies to fight in conflicts all over the world,” Hawk continued. The senior agent wore an army lieutenant colonel’s uniform as was his cover, none in the military knew of his dual role with the CIA. His head was shaved and polished, his uniform perfect and covered in medals received in Bosnia-Herzegovina, including a silver star and purple heart. 

“What do you imagine he was doing building a base in the North Atlantic with so much firepower?” Scarlett inquired, leaning back in a folding chair, the room dark and windowless. 

“Well he sure as hell wasn’t tracking the migrating pattern of swallows and other sea birds,” Hawk snickered sarcastically and clicked to the next frame. Even though he was the senior agent controlling the pair he was about their same age and did not have the stoic demeanor of many of the other senior agents. “We think he is involved with a threat coming out of the Ukraine, codenamed: COBRA.”

Hawk clicked through several frames of spy photos and satellite images as he continued, “COBRA is an unknown as of yet but there certainly is a priority to find out more. They are building a military base in the Ukraine that rivals our largest military bases. Known terrorists and mercenaries are flocking to sign up and the internet chatter is that the enigmatic leader is offering big money for recruits.”

An image of a Bavarian castle perched on a hilltop flashed on screen along with a photo of a rather striking raven haired woman. Hawk continued, “This is Anastasia DeCobray, codename: Baroness. She is an heiress to a great industrial and electronics fortune in central Europe. Members of her family have lived powerful lives in many countries throughout the continent and she presently resides at the family’s old castle in Bavaria. We have linked her to Swiss bank accounts known to have criminal activity, especially with gun runners… gun runners known to supply COBRA. Intelligence reports that she is having some sort of a party at her castle, a formal ball, and we think it is a fundraiser for COBRA based on inside information and internet surveillance. Snake Eyes, I want you to go at this one alone, this is a recon mission, I need you to get close, get footage of who is coming and going at this party, I need images of any criminal activity you can observe and I especially need any further intel we can gather on COBRA. Our NATO allies are relying on us, don’t let us down.”
“Wait a minute,” Scarlett interjected with a rise in her voice, “what about those women we saw? Why aren’t I going on this mission?”

Hawk exhaled slowly through his nose and looked warily at the pair of agents through the darkness, the beam of light from the projector the only illumination in the cramped confines of the room. 

“I don’t know what you saw… and neither do you… we didn’t get anything transmitted once you started down that elevator. At those depths and in your state, who knows what it was… hallucination maybe… maybe a hologram left by Bludd to keep his own men as well as intruders away from the real purpose of the base.”

“What the hell do you think this is, Scooby Doo?” Scarlett laughed angrily. “We know what we saw; if it was a hologram he would have seen it as such with his visor. Are you saying we didn’t see what we saw?”

“I’m saying,” Hawk replied with a measured pause, “that we cannot confirm what you saw and as such we can’t move forward with any further action in regards to that intel. Besides, you very properly buried it when you destroyed the base. So no more talk of that.” 

“Alright then, why aren’t I going on this mission then,” she said as she folded her arms and leaned back in her cheap folding chair. Snake Eyes knew this as her pouting pose and he smiled under his mask. 

“The mission is to set up a listening and observation post, he can do that alone. What do you want me to do, dress you up in some sequined ball gown and send you in there and be his eyes inside? This isn’t James Bond,” he replied rather smarmily, a verbal barb in retaliation for her Scooby Doo comment. 

His tone then became more serious as he very softly but plainly stated, “Your relationship is not unknown to me and you both know that sort of thing is not tolerated. It’s going to screw this whole thing up… the more time apart for you two, the better. You’ll have a nice homecoming.” 

…

The cargo gate of the C-130 transport plane groaned open and wind rushed into the cargo bay. Flying very low and with safety lights off for obvious reasons, the pilot of the massive plane flipped on the green “go” light and without hesitation Snake Eyes gunned the engines of his motorcycle and launched himself off into the night. With the precision of practice and confidence he landed the bike on a stretch of high mountain road twenty feet from where he had taken off. The plane gained altitude and headed back to an unknown destination as the operative sat quietly and drank in the scene of Bavaria on a still winter night from his high perch, resting back on the seat of the custom BMW-GS motorcycle. 
After gazing upon a frozen forest but for a moment he reached up and turned on his blackened, high-tech motorcycle goggles and found they had the same features as his visor. Looking at himself in the side mirrors of his bike he thought they looked an awful lot like the safety glasses he wore in chemistry class except that they were a muted charcoal grey. On this mission he wore a matching black wool balaclava and old school wool sweater, complete with full turtleneck. His love of history made him think of SAS agents wearing this get up during World War II. After checking his wide suspenders to make sure he hadn’t lost any of the gear stowed there on clips or in pockets, he placed his booted feet in place and gunned the motorcycle down the frosty road. 
 The agent sped headlong into the night with no headlight, his goggles illuminating everything he observed as well as calculating appropriate speed for every hair-pin turn. Snake Eyes found that he could go a full 10 MPH faster than calculated as he leaned his bike into an endless assortment of switchbacks that carried him closer to his destination. His titanium knee pads sparked as he muscled the bike around curves and leaned forward.  As he came out of one last turn, the agents HUD flashed an orange outline around a gravel road that shot up the side of the mountain. Slowing a bit, he guided his beamer up the steep, loose slope and came to rest on a very narrow strip of ground. Before him was a castle from a fairytale: high blue spires, white walls, lights illuminating the structure. Around the castle was forest and before it was a multitude of luxury cars, all parked neatly by sharply dressed valets… valets packing heat, as Snake Eyes goggles picked up the weapons outline through their jackets. 
Seeing that the party had already started, Snake Eyes unclipped the covering of the storage case mounted on the back of his bike. With haste, he assembled the blackened tripod stands and listening devices and had them aimed at strategic areas of the manor. Plugging all the USB ports into his laptop gave him control of the devices with one master program. Once all of this was running and in place he set the laptop down and looked on party goers as they arrived, zooming in with his goggles and recording all their faces to be transmitted back to HQ. 
A roll of the agent’s gloved fingertip on a tiny wheel mounted at the side of his goggles zoomed his vision in even further, peering through the ancient windows into the party inside. Snake Eyes wasn’t able to achieve a complete view but he did observe many things: a black tie affair, tuxes and ball gowns… men and women who were from many backgrounds, some even looked diplomatic… bodyguards mixed in now and again… champagne flutes, delicacies served on silver platters… an old school affair. He did, however, notice a pattern. There was a rather attractive lady milling about slyly collecting slips of paper from the guests after she giddily conversed with them. The Baroness, he realized, but she was far more attractive in person. She wore a blue sequined gown and her raven hair was long and straight, cascading over her bosoms, her gown being slit almost to the hip so very little was left to the imagination as she glided about the magnificently appointed room and entertained her guests. To the agent it became clear that those who gave her a slip of paper were quietly admitted to another room, a room he could not easily see from his position. Leaving his listening equipment running and in place he rambled through the woods to find a better position to spy. 
Snake Eyes found an acceptable perch and zoomed in on a set of windows around back. The blue light of his goggles could barley pick up outlines of activity. Black light, he thought, and wondered what they were concealing with that choice of illumination. He switched to infrared. This back room party was much less refined than the ball out front: go-go dancers stripped and performed sex acts on reclining figures, grinding against the various men before giving them oral, a full bar with several nude bartenders pouring out drinks and making out for the crowd, a young woman in a pink wig cutting out lines of cocaine on a large, round mirrored table where many could sit at stools and partake, craps and black jack where hundreds of thousands of dollars changed hands… as well as rigged tables and hidden cameras. If this was a fundraiser like Hawk had said, this Baroness was the master. Not only would she get legitimate donations from the scoundrels out front, she would also get money from those donating enough to enjoy the clandestine party… as well as from fixed gaming and blackmailing the vice- ridden dignitaries with her CCTV footage. 
Having slaked his curiosity for sin, Snake Eyes crept back to his listening post and checked on the status with his laptop. He was picking up some good reception but a lot of it was being scrambled as well. Should the audio not pan out he would hate to have wasted this opportunity to get a closer look and get his feet on the ground. He knew Hawk would be dead against it but maybe Hawk knew he would do this and counted on it; the black-clad agent had a history of going further than the mission was designed for. 
Leaving his listening devices to manage themselves, the night-warrior backtracked to where the VIP lounge was still going strong and went a little further, to the complete back of the castle. Finding the area to be vacant, he came down the hillside silently and pulled out a small grappling hook with a Kevlar line. With expert precision he looped the hook onto an add-on electrical conduit high on the stone wall and climbed hand over hand up the thin cord, his repaired shoulder burning under the strain. 

 Having found the window easy to unlock with the blade of his knife, he entered the castle. Snake Eyes eased the tall window shut and re-clasped the thin gold lock. This room was rather dimly lit with track lighting focused on a long table at the far end of the room. Spread out along its length were ancient looking tomes on raised wormwood book stands, their pages open to specific passages. The Volsung Saga, the Nibelungenlied, Battle of the Teutoburg Forest, Life of Charlemagne, Holy Roman Emperor Frederick Barbarossa, Reign of Frederick the Great, Kaiser Wilhelm… Hitler. The agent raised his head and looked about slowly. This was some sort of library, with bookshelves along the side walls, and paintings in the gaps… one of three ladies spinning thread. Snake Eyes went to this one and read the title that was engraved on a brass plate… “The Norns.” What the hell was a Norn, he thought? He paced quietly up and down on the plush red Persian rug that covered most of the floor, looking at the books and then back to the long table at the end. What he had not seen before was a sword encased in a clear acrylic shell, an ancient sword by his reckoning, but fabulously inlaid with silver thread and amber. 

“Zat is Glam… zee sword of Siegfried… or perhaps you knew,” emanated a heavily accented voice from behind the agent. Snake Eyes froze. 

“Some say Siegfried vas not real… but I know better… he is a relative of mine you know,” continued the tipsy, exotic voice as soft, high-heeled footfalls advanced on the commando. Snake Eyes turned to see the Baroness holding a champagne flute delicately between her fingers and eyeing him up and down through her little round glasses, as though she was a lioness and he was her meal. 

“Vandered avay from zee herd, have vee? Hmm?” she questioned as she stalked around him, her fingernail dragging across his sweater as she went, her eyes devouring his masculine frame. “Tell me, whose body are you guarding? Surely not one as impressive as your own.”

Snake Eyes stood motionless, only his head turning to follow her as she circled him with a shark’s appetite. 

“What’s zee matter pookie bear, not confident in talking to girls?” she taunted with a twinkle in her devious eyes. The agent drank her in; the plunging neckline of her gown exposed well shaped and pressed together cleavage. Her milky orbs teased him. They stood silent for a while, the Baroness waiting for a reply that could not come. Her eyes looked a little disappointed but quickly turned to mischief. 

“I zee Mr. Bodyguard… you vant to be zee faceless, soundless man zat dirty girls like me fantasize about… dream about,” she said with seduction in her voice, trailing off at the end in a way that let the operative know that she truly had dreams of being taken by a faceless stranger… just like his fiancée. 

“You are too nervous… is it zat I am a noble? Hmm?” she teased, setting down her champagne flute and running her palms up his covered forearms and biceps, all the way to his shoulders where she squeezed and pressed her bosoms into his chest, seducing him with her coal black eyes. 
Snake Eyes manhood swelled with blood as she touched him, his hairs standing on end. He let out a muffled groan and placed his hands on her hips and ground his root into her sequin covered belly. 

“Zat’s a good boy… let me make you a little more comfortable,” she cooed as she felt his manhood against her. Without breaking contact with his covered eyes, the Baroness slid down to her knees, her fingernails dragging along the coarse wool of his sweater as she went. Very deftly and with a glimmer in her eyes she slowly worked open the button fly to his black combat fatigues. Like a child opening a birthday present, she teased herself by opening his pants slowly, her palms rubbing him through his trousers, making him swell to the point of pain. The Baroness licked her lips and tugged his swollen root free and very slowly licked his manhood from base to tip and back down. She then engulfed his mushroom head into her mouth and Snake Eyes tensed up, her lips like warm, wet velvet on his veiny shaft and purple head. The noble woman very slowly eased her mouth off his manhood, purring and working her lower jaw back and forth as she gripped his rear end with both hands, his root slipping from between her plump lips and emerging slick and glistening in the dim light.
“Have you ever had your cock sucked by a baroness?” she teased huskily and stroked his slick shaft in her pale palm.

With that she slowly came to her feet and looked all over his masked face and demanded, “Fuck me,” with a hiss.

The agent could take no more and he very violently lifted her from her feet, clutching her by her rear end as the Baroness wrapped her legs around his waist and he slammed her back into the wall. The noble woman moaned and clawed at the broad shoulders of her faceless lover as he set her down on a half table against the wall. 

“Yes… fuck me,” she called out breathlessly as Snake Eyes gripped her gown in his gloved hands and ripped it in half, letting it fall open, blue sequins raining onto the scarlet carpet. This classy woman of high birth was not wearing any panties. The agent smiled under his mask and plunged his slick root into her shaven, dewy sex. He pounded into her, making the paintings shake, the table slamming again and again into the wall. The Baroness cried out and hung onto his shoulders for dear life, her long fingernails digging their way deep into the thick sweater and piercing his flesh. Pictures rattled and went askew on the walls as the commando slammed his body against hers over and again, his hips and thighs burning from the vigorous stroking. 
“Hurt me… hurt me,” she whimpered and clung to him as he bucked even harder into her, his manhood plunging deeper and deeper into her, lifting her off the table and suspending her on his root with alternate strokes, making her cry out and sink her claws deeper into his flesh. 

“Yes… yes… hurt me,” she cried out and he was happy to oblige. Snake Eyes took the whip from where it hung at his hip and pulled it tight like a rope around her neck, never missing a stroke. He then took the broad handle of the whip and pressed it between her teeth, slamming into her as he both choked and gagged her. Tears welled in her eyes and her belly clenched in orgasm, wailing against the whip handle in her mouth and looking up at him like a hurt and lonely child with pleading eyes, a place she loved to go, needed to go to feel whole. The commando tensed up and pulled his root from her milking cunt just as he was achieving orgasm and emptied a load of hot seed all over her quivering belly, his semen streaking up onto her nipples and slowly dripping back down to her navel. 

 With that he loosened the whip and made a dash toward the window, forcing his still sensitive, dripping manhood into his pants and trying to button the fly as he went. Instinctively he smashed his hand into the case holding the sword and instantly an alarm began to toll. The Baroness watched her faceless lover stealing her family’s prized possession and was confused as to why a bodyguard of her guest would do such a thing, her mind still swimming from orgasm and lack of oxygen. She spit the bit from her teeth and her eyes grew wide. She knew this handle. Sebastian had disciplined her with this many times. This was no bodyguard; this was the spy that had killed her Master. In an instant she felt a rush of anger for her faceless lover and a swelling of respect that the slayer of her master would find her and make her his own. She went to the window and watched her faceless lover sliding down a chord and then disappearing into darkness. He was an animal and she needed what she gave him. She would make it her business to find who he was and track him down, but she was not sure if she would kill him or beg for his collar. Opposing passions swirled in her belly as dogs and guards flooded the compound below her. 
The commando panted through his balaclava and scrambled up the hillside in the cold and dark, gripping an ancient sword in his had. He wasn’t sure why he had done something so rash but the deed was done. He could hear dogs and guards quickly on his tail and he reached into a pocket on his suspenders, between stumbling strides up the slope, and gathered a handful of what looked like jacks. Without pausing the commando tossed them in an arch behind him and continued to his listening post. As the German shepherds dragged their masters up the hill they dashed haphazardly into a filed of explosive caltrops. Boots and paws fell on the tiny devices and limbs were lost. Some few of them were filled with a pepper agent and the wounded men and dogs were effectively out of commission, bloodied with mucus pouring from their nostrils. 
 Once Snake Eyes reached the listening post he knew he wouldn’t have time to pack up everything so he made sure that all the intel had downloaded to the laptop and tucked the slim computer into the back of his pants, then mounted his motorcycle. He yanked out the USB chords and set a timer for 30 seconds. With that he rained down the three incendiary grenades he had hooked to one of his suspenders and they demolished a dozen Rolls Royce’s, Mercedes, Beamers and Bentley’s, so as to cover his escape. The commando zipped down the gravel road, whipping past trees at nearly full speed, his goggles again set for blue light. As he reached the bottom of the gravel road and his tires gripped pavement, the woods behind him exploded in flame as his listening equipment was burnt and the forest blazed. 

Hearing this, Snake Eyes leaned forward and raced down the mountain road. He felt good about his chances to escape as planned until he saw three motorcycles screaming up behind him. Each bike had two riders, one driving and one wielding a Kalashnikov. His attackers struggled to achieve a good line of site on the lightless bike as they zigzagged down the Bavarian road. Very quickly they lost all sight of the intruder and slowed down. As they looked about they were assaulted from behind by a tornado of bullets. Operations had replaced the headlight on the agent’s bike with a .50 caliber machine gun. Snake Eyes had performed a hard brake and his pursuers had zoomed past him in their haste. Now they paid for their hunting zeal as they were shredded and burnt by the unforgiving tracer rounds that the spy had loosed upon them. 
Not pausing to take an accounting of his work, Snake Eyes continued as planned and raced to the bottom of the mountain and found the access road near the train track. Throttling up as fast as he could while maintaining control, he zoomed in with his goggles and found the thin ramp that had been placed by another operative. The headlight of the coming diesel train blinded him in blue light mode so he pulled his goggles up onto his forehead and stood up on the bike, his heart racing. In an instant the ramp launched his bike into the air and into the open door of a passing cargo car. Snake Eyes released his grip on the bike and leapt to his side, tumbling into a massive pile of hay. His bike was not as lucky as it sailed through the open door on the other side and shattered to pieces on the ground. The agent wearily rose from the fodder, pulled both giant doors closed and fell back into the hay, resting until they reached Munich and a safe-house.
Chapter 4
“So as you see, we have identified almost every face you captured and cross referenced them with the audio to build a substantial profile of who is funding COBRA,” Hawk related as he clicked through various slides that fingered government officials and known terrorists. 

“Also, we have tracked wire transfers from the personal accounts of the party attendees and the results were as follows,” he informed as he clicked through more slides, the room deadly silent save for the cooling fan on the projector. 
“Accounts known to be held by companies or sub companies of the De Cobray industrial empire were funded by donors in the days following her little fundraiser. We think she is skimming a bit as well, taking her cut, as her personal accounts in Switzerland experienced a hefty deposit at the same time. The German government has not been cooperative in our attempts to make life a little harder for the Baroness: we have satellite footage of trucks we know to be loaded with arms being led into an underground bunker at the castle, monies have been transferred into Ukrainian accounts of people known to be on the most wanted list and we have been disallowed from planned operations within their borders. You might notice that several German heads of state were at the event which explains their sympathy for COBRA,” Hawk finished, having clicked through slides showing evidence of all of his words. 

“Go home, get some rest… be back in the morning,” the controller said earnestly to his best agent.  “You did great, as always.”
Snake Eyes just looked at him silently with folded arms and Hawk returned his gaze until the look on his face was that of defeat. Reluctantly he clicked to one last slide.

“The Norns were like the Greek Fates… they wove their thread that decided the outcomes of things and watered the great tree that held up the entire world… at least, that’s what our experts on mythology say. They are a part of Norse/Germanic mythology which is consistent with the literature you observed at the castle. The sword you brought back can be carbon dated to around the same time that the mythic figure of Siegfried was to have slain the dragon Fafnir and gained a great horde of treasure.”
Snake Eyes flipped up his laptop, plugged into the projector and typed out, “Don’t you see? If this Baroness is who she claims to be then that would explain her family’s continued wealth through all of the centuries and all over the continent, it would explain the women I saw in the deep cavern. All of this points to some sort of German pride/Nazi movement.”

“I don’t buy it,” Hawk replied. “According to the legend Siegfried’s treasure was buried in the Rhine River and no one has ever found it, so we can’t say the Baroness is related to this myth at all. As for the women, I am still not convinced that what you saw wasn’t just staged: to throw us off the trail, to scare people, any number of things. I’m not saying you’re wrong, I’m saying we need more, I’m saying we have more hard work to do until we come to any solid conclusions.” 

Snake Eyes nodded and unplugged his laptop and rose to leave. Hawk patted him on the shoulder and again softly spoke, “Good job.”

The agent went into the labyrinthine hallway and found his way to the secure quarters he kept at HQ. After a shower and something to eat, he settled into his armchair and flipped around the stations on his huge plasma TV. The operative sipped his drink and was glad to watch the Kings versus the Avalanche. He was a Cali boy at heart and missed his home in the Sierras. Soon sleep began to take him.
Before he could start dreaming, as he always did, Scarlett erupted into his quarters and punched him square in his jaw, sending him and his icy drink tumbling to the floor.

“You weren’t even going to come see me? You fucking pig! I saw you fucking that bitch on the intel you transmitted, we all did! What the fuck was that? Everyone knew we were together and now you embarrass me like this, fucking some Teutonic twat, some fucking terrorist cunt for everyone to see?” she screamed as she picked up various objects and hurled them toward her lover. 

“Was I just a convenient piece of ass for you? Dipping your pen in the company ink? Jesus fucking Christ, you asshole, I put it all on the line for you,” she again shrieked, but soon she was sobbing.

“We were going to buy that house in Georgia, with the wrap around porch and rocking chairs… we were going to have kids and be normal… we can’t do this forever… I can’t do this forever… I was your little peach and you were my baby… and now… oh God, I’m pathetic,” she sobbed and dashed from his quarters, covering her face with her hands. 

“I hope her pussy was fucking worth it, asshole,” she cried out from down the hall as her engagement ring rattled off his door. 

Timber crawled out into the upset living room and licked his master’s hand as he sat there dazed. He’d not thought about transmitting everything. He could have cut transmission but didn’t. Snake Eyes felt great shame for hurting her and sat there in the floor with his broken table and ice cubes and tried to make sense of it all. 

Hawk entered, closed the door behind him and picked up the ring, stepping over to the agent and placing it in his outstretched hand. 

“This is precisely why we discourage relationships between agents,” he said softly. “This was bound to happen… could have been her, just came up with you first… strange things happen on missions and your spouse will have to be able to deal. This isn’t a production line or a kitchen, this is the goddamn CIA.”
He paused and saw that the operative’s heart was breaking so he left him with the words, “0600 hours… briefing… I’ve something for you to take care of.”
…
“But don’t you see, commissar, that is precisely my point, these beautiful ladies serving us illustrate exactly what I am trying to say,” exclaimed the leader of COBRA as he entertained his guests and engaged them in conversation. He sat at the head of a long table, flanked on each side by a multitude of political and para-military leaders from all over Europe. The company was enjoying a fine meal of steak and fresh seafood from the Black Sea, served to them by attractive girls who normally would have been adorning its resort beaches in summer. The leader had employed many native Ukrainians in the operation of his compound and they were happy to sign on as he quickly became the best paying employer in the region. 
“The natives here in the Ukraine, they descend directly from Swedes who established a kingdom in Kiev some 1500 years ago. When you observe the populace you see many blonde-hair, blue-eyed peoples mixed with those that have Slavic and Mongol traits. But they are still German’s at their core,” he continued, speaking loud enough for all in the lavishly appointed dining room to hear. The ceilings were very high and along the walls were thick, cobalt-blue tapestries to hide the unfinished cinderblock walls and to keep out the damp and cold. His guests continued dining and he continued.

“People have said to me that I am a neo-Nazi but this is incorrect, I do not embrace the National Socialist movement in any way. You won’t see me supplying beer to a bunch of skin heads in order to incite a riot, that’s classless,” he said dismissively. 
“I’m a capitalist… and as such I understand what is proper and correct and what is base and cheap. History, gentlemen, history. Look at the Teutoburg forest where Hermann annihilated a legion of crack Roman’s by sheer force of will. When Rome did fall, who swooped in and filled the void? The Franks, who were Germans, let us not forget. The Vikings were Germanic peoples as were the Anglo-Saxons that conquered England as were the Normans who toppled them. All of them were Germanic peoples in positions of influence and power. Russians have a core of Germanic peoples based on the kingdom of Kiev. No, gentlemen, I am not a Nazi. I am inclusive. Slavic peoples are the German’s brother.  The Italians, Greeks and Spaniards are our cousins,” he expounded at length.
“Leaving the substantial military and political merits of the Germanic peoples aside, look at what culture was accomplished by the men of this race: Mozart, Bach, Beethoven, Strauss, Wagner, Hegel, Nietzsche, Heidegger, Bunsen, Freud, Luther, Goethe, Hesse and that is only those from Germany proper, imagine if England, Germany and France were one! Look at our industry: BMW, Volkswagen, Mercedes-Benz, Porsche and that is only in autos. I think it is clear to see what people who descended from Germanic peoples have given the world more than the world has given them.” 
“Tell me… commander… just what is it that you are suggesting to do… that is, if you can convince all of these people of their familial relationship,” inquired a bald businessman with round glasses and a mustache. Many at the table were nodding agreeably to the words of their host, but some were still quite skeptical.

“Rome, sir, nothing short of Rome, that is what I am suggesting. Holy Rome. Seated once more in Aachen. I propose the formation of a single, massive European state. Our combined resources and economies would be the largest in the world. Tell me, when you look to the East, what do you see? Are you frightened? You should be. Long have we looked to the East and seen clouds of dust on the steppes and had to hide from Huns, Magyars, Mongols,” he stated pointedly, enunciating each syllable perfectly and tapping a firm fingertip against the polished wood table to emphasize his point. 
“Look at the money in your wallet if you question me. What do you see? Euros? And how are they decorated?” he said slyly as he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled a crisp 20 Euro note from his wallet to hold the bill up for all to see. 

“What you see… is Rome. What is the unifying thing that holds all of Europe together if it is not our common history? With the Germanic races uniting at the head of the table and with our Slavic and Romantic allies at our left and right, we would rule all again in a way not seen in centuries. We would surpass the Americans. The world would again be ours to sculpt as we see fit. I see a restructuring of things; a new order and we must reach out and take what is ours so we decide the order. Let the world tremble as they survey our collected might,” he finished with a firm fist to the heavy oak table. 
Again the businessman questioned between bites of steak, saying “I must ask again commander, how will you implement your plan? If you are asking us to put our lives and fortunes on the line for your vision, a vision many here share, we must see a plan. We would not invest in any business venture without a thorough accounting of things and a line by line review of a business plan.”

“We do not plan on firing a shot to do this thing, sir. Propaganda, the likes of which haven’t been seen since the days of fascism; we will fill the homes of Europeans with heartwarming images of a united peoples, a strong peoples. Look at Germany with nearly 10% unemployment. There is a country ready for change. By showing them examples of what our combined might can accomplish we will sway them. Our people are yearning for this sort of leadership, the sort of leadership not seen in a hundred years. We will have regional celebrities endorse us. We will win hearts and minds but we will also grease palms and eliminate the underground criminal element that would stand to lose so much with a strong central government. The Catholic Church will see the good works of our humanitarian branch and endorse us, considering the Papal Father himself is German. We will show the people that we have their best interests at heart by systematically eliminating the heads of crime families in every country with our military wing, making this continent a safer place, creating order. The men you saw training on your way in weren’t doing so for looks. They will also exterminate the undesirables in our society and drive them out. Muslims, Gypsies and Jews would be put to flight. Let them go to Arabia, all of them. They will have no choice, either that or die. Once we have consolidated our power base we will wipe them all out. This little incursion the Americans are making in Iraq is nothing compared to what I have in mind. We will be Holy Rome, but we will expand far beyond. North Africa and Arabia will come under our control and we will control oil. Let the Chinese come to us for energy, let the Americans pay us what they pay the sand-dogs from whom they beg their gasoline. Once we have purified the continent and bettered the lives of everyone living on it we will launch a Crusade against Islam, a Crusade for the Holy Land… a Crusade to ensure energy independence for a thousand years to come. Tell the people this and they will embrace us as liberators of their very souls. All true Europeans thirst for conquest and dominion.”
Snake Eyes drank in all that he heard, the mini-microphone on his goggles picking everything up as clear as crystal. Quietly and without warning he stepped out from the folds of the tapestry directly behind the commander and lunged at the back of his chair. The commando drew the blade of his trench knife across the throat of the speaker with great force and accentuated this act by slamming the spiked pommel of his fighting knife against the crown of his head. The assembled politicians, businessmen and terrorists reacted to this with a great clambering of feet as they fell over one another as they attempted retreat. Chairs were overturned and men were knocked to the ground. Some sat frozen in their seats, petrified in fear. These were the first to die. Snake Eyes swung the suppressed MP5 up from were it hung on his back and discharged his weapon into the crowd. With precision and with no remorse he dispatched these men to hell, draining bullets into them and reloading over and again. Some few were able to escape through the large double doors and he pursued them with even steps, the tip of his gun held straight up, smoke pouring from the heated barrel. 
Brass shells rolled around on the floor and the taste of gunpowder clung in the commander’s throat as he tried to cough through his damaged larynx. Kneeling under the table he clutched his bloodied throat and hacked. On his face the commander wore a full face shield of two way glass as to conceal his identity but still maintain perfect vision. The knife blow had dented the helmet he wore to hold this heavy mask in place and the leader’s head rung as he tried to shake the stars from his eyes. The blade of the knife had scratched and broken the glass at the bottom of his mask and ground glass chips deep into his voice box. With a gurgling gasp he reached the alarm on the underside of his table and squeezed the buttons together before falling unconscious to the floor. 

 Snake Eyes hunted down the scheming men easily as they crawled over one another. The hallways were littered with the bodies of the dead and dying and the commando coolly stepped over them to get at more bounty. This job had a bonus based on body-count and he wouldn’t miss out on a penny. Very soon a legion of body guards came rushing into the compound and the black clad agent sprayed the floor with caltrops and grenades which detonated as the henchmen blasted open the swinging doors and poured into the hall the operative had chosen for his stand. Limbs flew from bodies and flesh burnt in a beautiful burst of noise. The agent only heard a cash register bell ringing. 

 Those at the back of the throng that had not been affected by the blast leapt over the bodies of their peers and rushed forward. Snake Eyes spun about and met the first assailant with a spinning kick to the jaw, the next attacker received trench knife knuckles to the bridge of the nose and the next found their feet swept from under them before being kicked in the ribs. The black ghost displayed his martial prowess with these men:  gripping some by their skulls and driving his knee into their eyes, others receiving spinning back-handed punches to the teeth and still others having their noses shattered by a head butt. Fists, knees and feet struck the men and very soon they too lay as a pile of dead and dying. 
 Snake Eyes rounded the corner and searched his HUD for a way out of this maze of underground hallways. Along the way he would pump a few shells into unwary workmen from his silenced .45, casually ending their lives as they turned a wrench or soldered a wire. Seemed as though his appearance was not at all out of the ordinary and this allowed the angel of death to easily decimate the skilled workman who built the lair. The eyes in the sky finally mapped out an escape plan based on spy photographs and he followed the 3D yellow line on the floor that projected into his goggles. 

 Suddenly, all was fire. An explosion rocked the commando from his feet and sent him tumbling backwards. Fear filled his normally steely heart as he viewed a figure advancing on him. The man wore a black flight suit with red trim around the collar and held in his hand a machine pistol, but the most frightening thing about his attacker was his head: the man wore a full head mask of polished chrome with only his eyes showing, sculpted and molded to look extremely real. Visions of the Dino De Laurentis version of Flash Gordon flooded his mind. This can’t be real, he thought. The operative steadily pushed back with his boots, trying to stand up, the smell of burning wool coming from his mask and sweater. As the chrome-headed man reached down and gripped the agent by his turtleneck and tried to pull him up he noticed that the man wore a bracer with a small dual rocket launcher attached; a rocket launcher missing one rocket. Snake Eyes summoned all his strength and planted his boot firmly in the stomach of his attacker and yanked on his lapels, sending him flying over his head and into an array of steam pipes. The agent winced and pulled himself up and hobbled quickly down the metal grated floor of the corridor. 

 Again, all was fire and the agent was launched forward, closer to the sunlight he spied beaming through an opening ahead. The agent could no longer hear as he was rolled to his back and an iron fist slammed into his masked face over and again. With what little senses he had left he called on his training and his jiu jitsu mind took over. He grabbed the fist as it was on a path to again slam into his head and used to momentum to send the attacker tumbling. The agent deftly withdrew several shurikens from his belt pouch and expertly heaved them toward the chrome-faced man. Each of the metal barbs clanged off of his head with great sparking. The iron man chuckled and advanced with lumbering steps once more. Desperate and running out of ideas, Snake Eyes gripped a hose from the equipment behind him and ripped it away, aiming the end at his attackers face at the last possible moment. Icy refrigerant choked and froze the chrome mans face to his head covering, his eyes and lungs filling with poisonous chemicals, the metal of his mask bonding to his flesh. 
 The man gagged and threw up in his mask and screamed out in agony as Snake Eyes pulled himself to his feet by a handrail and dragged himself up the incline, towards freedom. One of his ankles was broken and angled off to a weird position and every movement was agony. Adrenaline pumped in his veins and he clenched his broken jaw shut, ignoring the bleeding wounds and burns to his legs and torso. An eternity of struggle carried him into the sunlight, only to find a brigade of troops who had been given a general alarm. He collapsed behind a crate, out of sight, and nearly started to cry. There was only one thing to be done and he had to be man enough to do it, he thought in desperation. 
 Snake Eyes pulled out a PDA from a pouch on his suspenders and tapped in a message with trembling hands. The wind off the steppes was frigid and he felt he was going into shock, unable to stabilize his breathing. With burning in his lungs, on his flesh and in his belly he watched the screen and prayed for the flashing green dot to move faster toward his position. Calculating airspeed in his mind and the rate at which he could move, he rose and held a carabineer in his right hand. With a swallow, a gasp and a nod to himself, he ran hobbling as fast as he could into the center of the courtyard. He could feel bone grinding on bone in his mutilated ankle and he could smell his own cooked flesh as he scooted as fast as he could go. Bullets erupted from all around and he absorbed more than a few, the bulletproof vest under his sweater only stopping some of the smaller calibers, rifle shells being slowed but still penetrating. His legs too were riddled with powerful shells as the troops closed in on him. 

 With a last look to heaven he saw the belly of a Blackhawk come skimming over the walls as low as humanly possible, a long rope dangling from the underside. Snake Eyes lunged at this rope as it dragged across the ground and clipped his carabineer onto a similar latch just as two bullets sunk into his lower back. The helicopter yanked him from the ground, snapping back his neck and sending him spinning like a rag doll. The commando hung from the line clipped to his belt and listened to bullets whizzing past his head as he was dangled just a few feet from the frozen steppes. The pain and spinning became too much and he no longer struggled, going limp and unconscious as he whirled about. 
He awoke in a hospital with the vision of his fiancées face in his eyes. Unable to move, he grunted and coughed; the sounds of life support around him. 

“You’re ok baby… you’re in Bethesda… Doc says you’re stabilizing just fine… you’ve been out for a week,” she said with comfort in her voice. Snake Eyes looked about as much as he could with his head in a brace. Several IVs dripped into his veins, oxygen tubes ran into his nose and a feeding tube was in his throat. He looked down and his ankle was in a cast and he was covered in gauze bandages. This was the worst he had ever been.

“The burns are doing well… the skin grafts took just fine… just some scarring… but you’re used to that,” she cooed softly, gently touching the scar on his face and leaning in to kiss his lips. He looked down and saw she had found her engagement ring and the note he left her before he left. He moved his hand to cover hers and tried to kiss her back.

“Break it up you two,” Hawk commanded as he entered the private room and closed the door. “You did it… you brought back everything we needed and more. The intel you provided is being deciphered as we speak. You’ve uncovered a major threat to the nation and the world. I regret to tell you that the commander was only injured, not killed in your raid, but what you did disabled a plot that threatens our national security in a real and desperate way. For doing so I have been instructed to award you this,” he said softly and placed a medal in his hand. The award was a large onyx hawk’s head dangling from a black ribbon; the highest honor for a black ops agent. 
“I need you to get well Snake… I’ve been promoted Major General for our successful operations and so that I can operate a private task force to take COBRA head on. I’m calling it codename: GI JOE. I want you two as founding members and to help me fill out the ranks by interviewing applicants from the agency as well as the armed forces. They feel my experience with both fields and our success makes me the man for the job. But I need you to make this work. Think about it and get well,” he finished and left the couple alone. 
Scarlett crawled into bed with her fiancée and lay gently at his side, holding his hand and letting him know she was there. The black angel of death drifted back into drug induced slumber and let the heady feel of morphine carry him away. 

…
The stench of death still clung in the throat of the commander as he donned his head gear. While his wounds were healing he would wear a simple blue coif that covered all of his head but had holes for his eyes. This would conceal his identity as he prepared his counterattack to the affront made against him by the CIA. He turned and faced the guests he had invited to his private office deep in the bowels of his bunker. For this occasion he gathered only his most trusted allies.

“Destro, DeCobray… there is much to do,” he uttered with a high pitched, hissing tone, the result of the commando’s attempt on his life. 
Chapter 5
“Quiet down,” Hawk ordered with a bark into the darkness. With the click of a remote control a massive 30’ x 50’ screen flickered on and illuminated the rows of troops seated in an arch before the display. Far below the Pentagon the GI JOE task force was assembled for a briefing in their new digs. With a real budget and a greater threat at hand, Major General Abernathy, codename: Hawk, had built an underground lair complete with living quarters that was off limits to all, save the JOEs. 
“Alright students,” he said mockingly and he loaded up a power point presentation on the podium-like control panel of the central display screen, “we’ll start today’s class with a little film strip.”

“Yes John, I am standing in downtown Sarajevo,” the helmeted reporter on the screen said, a replay of a news broadcast. “Things here couldn’t be much worse. Since the propaganda campaign launched by the enigmatic group, being called COBRA by the US Government, started 45 days ago, things have gotten very violent here in the Balkans. From Moscow to Dublin, from Oslo to Naples, an all out assault has been launched for the hearts and minds of Europe, with a great many influential people openly endorsing COBRA. We know very little about the exact aims of this group other than they wish to instill a sort of continental pride amongst Europeans, a unification of like peoples. Such passions have been stirred by this group that local chapters of COBRA have sprung up everywhere: in Paris, Berlin, London, Rome and many more. Here in the Balkans this pride has turned deadly. The centuries old conflict between the Serbians and the Muslim Bosnians has again turned into a shooting war. Locals say it all started when uniformed men showed up from out of nowhere and incited an already violent natured populace to attack their Muslim neighbors. These men dress in French-blue fatigues with black half-masks covering the lower portion of the face to hide their identity from their neighbors, an act that many compare to the American KKK. Already the local chapters all over the continent have adopted this uniform with local variations, especially the concealing mask. Reports of hate crimes against Muslims, Jews and Romas, known to us as Gypsies, have skyrocketed and local police are hard pressed to react as many of their own officers have joined the movement or are sympathetic. Even the codename given this group has become a badge of honor amongst them; crimson visions of cobras now decorate many of the militia member’s blue uniforms.”
“Terry, how have the Russians reacted?” questioned the well-coifed studio host of the nightly news. 

           “John, the Russians have mixed feelings on COBRA. They seem to sympathize with the Serbs as they too are Slavic peoples and have a shared history; however, the Russian people are not buying into the continental brotherhood, if you will, that COBRA is selling. One cannot doubt their involvement in the situation, we have proof of truckloads of Kalashnikov rifles, RPG’s and hand grenades being shipped in through the open borders with the Ukraine, weapons that have accounted for much of the partisan violence. This will almost certainly end the Ukraine’s bid to join NATO. The official stance of every Western power is a condemnation of the group’s violence but one can see an acceptance as well. Today in Bonn, members of COBRA donated over 100,000 Euros toward the building of a new hospital. This sort of altruistic side of the group coupled with the reduction in street crime due to local “safety” patrols is bringing about a sense of order that has pleased many officials.”
“Thanks Terry. At the UN today, the Secretary General addressed this issue and called for a vote to expand the small force of UN troops in Sarajevo and the bid failed terribly, only garnering 10% of the needed ballots,” the anchored continued as Hawk stopped the video. 
“As you see, COBRA is winning the public relations war. We cannot reveal to the media all we know or it would compromise our integrity. COBRA is shutting down much of the actual footage of combat in Sarajevo and editing what is getting out. Powerful people support them. Our job is to slow down COBRA and get proof positive of war crimes to present at the Hague so as to turn the tide of public opinion and kill this snake before he has a chance to grow,” Hawk stated and began an intensive planning session with his troops. 
“Remember this… the GI JOE task force does not exist. If you are captured you will not be rescued, we will not negotiate for your life. Higher command has plausible deniability of our existence. As far as they are concerned, I am spending all this money on developing a better boot or hundred dollar hammers or some other goddamn thing. You are no longer US military or a CIA agent, you are a black operative. As such, you are to attire yourself as you best see fit to accomplish the mission and avoid anything that would make you look uniform. Pass yourselves as mercenaries and always, always, always use your codenames. You heard all of this when you signed on with the unit, this is nothing new… just need to make sure you understand before I send you into hell. Now, here is what I have in mind,” the General continued, his eyes falling on every single person in the room with stern sincerity as he spoke. 

…
 Three shadowy figures silently scuttled along the frozen bogs of peat, hunched over as they ran, ducking their heads low against the flat horizon. They had crossed miles and miles of bog, their feet damp and cold, their backs aching from running in a stoop and there was further to go. The company stopped and took a knee in the muck as the man on point raised his hand. Using Ranger hand signals he informed the other two of a change in direction. Five miles later they came to the edge of a forest and hid themselves in the trees, gratefully standing and stretching their backs. 
 This group of operatives was made up of three former military officers with Special Forces backgrounds: Stalker, a black man who preferred camouflage fatigues and a beret, Beach Head, the man on point who wore a green ski mask and wielded twin MP5s, and Recondo, an eccentrically mustachioed man with a hunting rifle, an Australian slouch hat and a heavy pack. These men had signed up and had their initial training together as JOEs and were perfect to perform the task given by Hawk. For now the men caught their wind and breathed out a cold mist as they took a break. 
“Think we can… stop and have… some hot chow… before we…” Recondo puffed out between breaths just as the distinctive snapping of an AK-47 disrupted their respite. 
The company went to their bellies in a flash and returned fire blindly. Beach Head crawled up to the trunk of a tree and unleashed lead from his twin sub-machine guns, his torso shielded by the pine with his arms on either side working an MP5. Recondo looked about, clutching his hat to his head, saw he was outgunned in a fire fight and crawled backward and behind cover, looking to his left and his right, not able to find Stalker. Bark ripped from the trunks of trees and bullets zinged off of rocks as the flashes of Kalashnikov barrels in the underbrush ahead became easier to see. 

 For a moment the firing stopped as both the unseen enemy as well as Beach Head had to pause to yank steaming clips from their weapons and reload. Recondo took this opportunity to scramble up a tree and find a seat on a branch. He rapidly chambered a .308 shell and braced the strap of his rifle around his forearm. Just as AK fire resumed he squeezed off a round aimed at the source of the flashing and one gun was silenced forever. Again and again Recondo downed men from the score of fiery barrels before him as Beach Head laid down cover fire and attracted attention. An explosion rocked the sniper and he had to catch himself to keep from being tossed from the tree. Again fire erupted and Beach Head took cover, laying flat on the ground as the shock and heat washed over him like a wave. 

 All was quiet again in the chilly woods. Stalker walked about the explosion site and checked to make sure everyone was dead with a nudge from his boot. Burnt flesh filled the air with acrid smoke. Beach Head and Recondo eased up warily to where their companion stood amidst the gore. 

“I had a little something cooking for a situation just like this. Look at these guys, they aren’t pros, if they were we’d be dead,” Stalker informed as they looked over the slain. 

“These guys are chumps, didn’t have anyone watching their right to keep from being flanked. Those silly blue unis only make it easier to see their ill equipped asses,” he finished with contempt, rolling one over with his foot and checking out the image of a red cobra on his chest. 

“Just a patrol, probably an advance patrol, so that means we are on the right track… and no radio so nobody is going to know about this for a while… lets go,” Beach Head stated logically as he reloaded his guns and pulled back the bolts. 
“No chow?” Recondo asked earnestly. Stalker and Beach Head just laughed and pressed forward; more wary this time knowing they are getting closer to their destination. 

…

Spent .50 caliber casing rained onto Duke as he fired his M16 rapidly into the street. The chisel-faced, flat-topped man cried out as hot brass casings fell down the collar of his khaki combat shirt, searing his flesh. He had no time to worry about the pain as wave after wave of blue-clad militiamen poured over the bullet riddled concrete barricades and attempted to rush their position. They had already killed a score of men earlier in the day and at least thirty more on this blitz. Duke lined up each attacker in his sights and discharged his weapon into their bellies without remorse. 
To Duke’s left stood an immense man, a mountain of proverbial muscle, his forearms like giant pythons as he worked the Browning .50 caliber machine gun. His bright blonde hair and beard shone white in the sun as his eyes went wildly wide and he tried to suppress the advance of COBRA on their bunker. Leaping over burned out cars and road barriers, his targets were like alley cats bounding about. Around his feet were littered a dozen empty ammo cans and a mound of stinging brass that smoked and smoldered in the cold air. The sound of his weapon firing deafened all within and without the bunker. 
 To the machine-gunner’s left was a stalwart ex-Marine whose 8-point cover and mustache would still meet Corp standards. His wicked eyes and bare, tattooed chest in the face of winter gave hint to his madness. Acting with rage in his heart he loaded an incendiary shell into his grenade launcher and fired it into a throng of militiamen trying to rush through a narrow space all at once. Undisciplined, he thought to himself as he watched them die, watched them vainly try to roll around and put themselves out. He reloaded and waited for another group of men to dare to face him. 
 The company of operatives stood in a stair well leading down into a bunker. The building above the trench had been decimated some time ago, but the parking garage underneath would serve as a stronghold for the JOEs. The size and angle of entrance for this particular underground car park was deemed perfect by the group’s field leader: Duke. Inside the bunker was a family of three Bosnians that had personally witnessed COBRA inciting race riots and carrying out hate crimes and atrocities. They were to get them to The Hague at all costs so they could testify in international court and show the world the nature of COBRA. 
 Eventually the militiamen gave up on yet another attempt to rush the compound and kill everyone inside. Duke caught his breathe and shook his pant leg to get the spent shells to fall into the pile at his feet. The commander knew they’d be back and in greater numbers in the morning. He shook his head and looked to his companions. 

“I’m going to check inside… stay sharp Rock, Gung Ho,” he instructed as he addressed them and slipped in the door at the bottom of the stairs, wading through spent shells. 
“Duke, you alright?” inquired an eager operative named Grunt as he dashed over from the interior door he had been guarding. He wanted to get mixed into the action but Duke felt he lacked experience and poise for a full on firefight, felt he was a weaker member. Grunt had been a low ranking soldier but he had scored high on aptitude and that got him in. Grunt knew he was full of potential and was dying to prove himself. 

“Get out there… night’s almost on us… you take watch,” Duke said wearily as he handed the young man his binoculars. 

“You got it Duke,” the happy agent exclaimed with a smile and dashed out the busted, barely hanging door to join Rock and Gung Ho. 

Duke sat on a cot by what used to be the office of the parking attendant. They had converted the space into a safe haven for the witnesses. Inside he could hear them talking quietly and could smell them cooking rations over a can of Sterno. Rattled and exhausted, he ran his grimy fingers through his short hair and looked up toward the exit. All of the sandbags were still in place, if not a little disrupted and ventilated. His eyes then went to the curvaceous rump of a female operative that leaned over into the engine of a transport and worked a ratchet. 
…

The slope of the gravely, hilly road proved a harsh adversary for the convoy. A dozen vehicles groaned along slowly, mounting each rise in the terrain, causing a traffic jam of aging Soviet vehicles followed by a rolling dash back down and up again. Tires and tracks dug into the loose gravel, sometimes slipping, their heavy cargo wearing down on the rubber and causing the bellies of the beast’s to scrape bottom now and again. The blue-clad passenger of the lead truck lit a cigarette with his Zippo and snorted the smoke from his nostrils, peering about the grey, cold landscape before him. His eyes flashed wide and his cigarette fell from his lips, forgotten, as the outline of a helicopter emerged from behind a clump of trees. 
 Like a phantom, the Apache slowly rose; lights flashing before the eyes of the pilot and gunner. Without hesitation the whirlybird angled in at attack speed. Hellfire missiles leapt from the hard-points mounted on either side of the fuselage, jetting toward the aging armored personnel carriers stationed between each cargo truck. A sensor fixed less than an inch from the gunners eye turned the turret of the main gun with his vision as he squeezed the trigger, death falling on all he chose to gaze upon, holding life and death in his grip, an agent of death. 
The anti-armor missiles slammed into their targets, taking them utterly by surprise. The decades-old APCs erupted in flame, the back hatches flying open as men vainly tried to roll on the ground and extinguish the flames searing their skin. The shells of the Apache’s belly cannon tore into these men and ended their pain with mercy and judgment, as though agents of God. Some of the trucks attempted to veer off of the path and found a similar end; gunned down as they spun their wheels in mud or crushed as their truck tumbled and rolled down a steep embankment before erupting in flames. Flesh and metal both smoldered in the near-frozen gravely mud. 
After circling around the battle site and pouring more lead into vehicles to ensure that all inside were dead, the Apache slowly descended and touched wheeled landing gear to the soft earth. The twirling blades slowed gradually as the engines whined to a stop. Releasing the canopy latch and removing their helmets, the pilot and gunner disembarked, clean boots slamming into gooey earth as they landed. 

“Nice flying,” a rather beefed up looking fellow in a black beret remarked as he retrieved his shotgun from the chopper. “Where’d you learn how to maneuver, the Polish army?”
“Oh Flint, I didn’t know you were funny… and a Pollock joke too, very original, might not want to tell one of those in this neck of the woods” Jaye teased, shaking her pixie-cut hair loose after having been crammed inside her flight helmet. “Tell me Mr. Big Man, what’s wrong with my flying?”

“Look at those holes in the engine,” he motioned with the barrel of his gun, “you couldn’t move around a little small arms fire. And the landing… think we thumped hard enough?”
“Well, maybe next time the gunner might eliminate all of his targets on the first pass so we don’t have to make a second. They were in a straight line for God’s sake,” she retorted. 

“Grmm,” he responded with a mumble and reached into a belt pouch, producing a digital camera. 

Jaye too wielded a camera and the pair went to work documenting their kill. While Flint went for a mercenary cover with his beret, shotgun and black combat shirt shirt, Jaye went for a more traditional green flight suit, save for the ample cleavage she showed, her zipper only 2/3 of the way up. The chilled air did force her to reluctantly cover herself, as she liked teasing Flint, catching his eyes there and then watching him look away. As far as she was concerned he was an arrogant jack ass… but a damn fine soldier. 
 Flint shot the locks off of the wooden tailgates of the trucks and yanked them down, exposing the cargo inside: Kalashnikovs, half-masks and cheap blue jumpsuits. He began clicking away as he jumped inside, the ground outside littered with the dead and burning. 
“Jesus, needed a shotgun to get the tailgate down,” she taunted as she simply unlinked a pin and achieved the same end with another truck, exposing crates of RPGs. The driver of that truck was so badly burnt that he appeared as a skeleton dripping in molten flesh, his teeth sparkling white, the rest of him ashen. 
“Make sure you get their faces, what’s left of them… need to show the uniforms too,” Flint stated in a tone that Jaye took as her partner talking down to her.

“I was there at the briefing too, remember? I was the one next to you taking notes while you slept off the previous night,” she responded as she clicked pictures of the dead, one at a time. “You still smelled like whatever whore you had been with: cheap perfume and vinegar wine.”  

 Before Flint could continue this verbal sparring match with his pilot the conversation was interrupted by gunfire. The hatch of a transport burst open and splashed in the sludge below, armed men pouring out and finding cover as the first man out lay prone in the mud, supplying covering fire. Flint and Jaye also found cover behind one of the trucks that had veered off-road.

“You missed one… jackass,” she yelled, whispering the last part for her ears only.  
Flint merely clenched his jaw and returned fire, peppering the disabled trucks with buckshot and reloading from the ammo belt on his suspenders. Jaye crouched and fired her Beretta 9mm with care, saving ammo and only taking shots when the COBRA soldiers poked out their heads, downing more than a few.  Soon Flint grew tired of firing from a distance as his weapon of choice worked best up close and personal. His eyes went to hers and she nodded knowingly. 

 Jaye brazenly stood high a fired in a fan pattern towards her enemy, forcing them to cover, bullets whizzing so close to her head that her hair fluttered in the shockwave. Flint took a wide turn and built up momentum, bursting into the area between the combatants at full speed and rapid-firing his pump shotgun, downing three startled men in an eruption of gore and knifing another to death as his empty gun was dropped on the go. Jaye ran up behind him, loading a fresh clip into her pistol just as a great whooshing sound filled the air. The pair jerked their heads to the left and saw a COBRA operative kneeling down by the lead truck with a spent RPG launcher still in his hands. Debris blasted into the air as the explosive device slammed into the open cockpit of the Apache and obliterated all of the controls. 
 Jaye angrily discharged her weapon into the man as he knelt, enjoying the misty spray of blood as a bullet entered his temple, spread open, and exploded out of his opposite ear. The terrorist fell limp into the muck and mire. 
“Fuck,” Flint exclaimed, “Jesus fucking Christ Jaye, what the fuck!”

“We are so totally screwed,” she uttered with fear as the pair dashed to their burning chopper.

Chapter 6
Stalker lay prone in the muck of the peat bog and held 10X binoculars to his eyes, scouting out the flat plain before him. Recondo and Beach Head knelt in the woods some hundred yards back, also peering through powerful optics. Before them lay a massive force: dozens of personnel carriers and trucks, half a dozen Soviet-era tanks and hundreds of troops camped out, their fires dotting the horizon like stars in the sky. When he had gotten his fill, Stalker crawled back to his companions as he did not want to make a silhouette by walking on the flat steppe. Once there, he looked to their eyes and they all nodded in silent agreement. Beach Head produced a PDA and typed in a single figure: 0715.
Sunlight was fading rapidly and the company knew what must be done. Recondo opened the heavy pack he had been totting through the muck for the first time. Inside was a broken down M82 sniper rifle with massive .50 caliber depleted uranium shells. The team went about assembling the rifle together as practiced and were done with light to spare. None of the Rangers slept that night and they made themselves busy by fashioning makeshift ghillie suits from branches, pine needles and peat. Silent and disciplined, the squad maintained quiet and kept the mission at hand in the front of their mind. 
 The morning sun found the men lying on their bellies amidst the trees, perfectly blended in with their surroundings. Recondo and Stalker lay side by side, the former manning the massive rifle, the latter holding binoculars to his eyes. Beach Head eased his finger over the trigger guard to his MP5 and switched on the laser pointer mounted under the barrel. He looked to his watch and signaled the number two to his companions. Stalker observed the camp rousing awake, blue uniformed men stirring about and a din beginning to rise from the multitude. Recondo’s belly clenched tight with anticipation. The PDA at Beach Head’s side signaled a short message: “packages ready… Ace.” 
 With thirty seconds to go Beach Head painted a tank with his laser pointer and held steady. A slight whistling could be heard in the crisp, cutting air. Several of the COBRA operatives looked up just in time to see their doom. 500 pound bombs littered the plain, blowing craters into the earth and sending trucks tumbling into the air like toys. Multiple shock waves emanated from the steppe all at once as men were vaporized. Tank engines fired up amidst the din and began rolling slowly away just before Paveway bombs pierced their armor and rendered the tanks and crews inoperable. Beach Head painted every armored vehicle he could with his laser as men vainly attempted escape on foot. After an eternity of noise and shaking earth, the last bombs detonated and left a hollow silence. 
 The Rangers observed pillars of smoke rising from the plain, the force decimated save for a few armored vehicles and tanks that had beaten the odds and weathered the storm. Seeing this, Recondo felt vindicated for having hauled the heavy rifle so far on foot. A squeeze of his finger sent a shell zipping through the engine of a tank and left it stranded. Another pull of the trigger and an unarmored truck engine erupted in flame, killing all inside. The sniper reloaded with glee as Stalker spotted for him, guiding him to his next target and confirming kills. With a final discharge of his weapon he sent a shell into the cargo chamber of an APC and could hear the screams of the men inside carried to him on the wind. The shell bounced around and ricocheted inside, shredding all passengers as it did. 
“Armageddon,” Beach Head whispered to himself as he lowered his laser pointer and drank in the carnage. 

“Now how about some hot chow,” Stalker said with a laugh and gathered up some dried chunks of peat. Soon the Rangers sat around a roaring fire, sipping instant coffee and eating some MREs. 
Recondo dug into his pouch with a plastic spoon and smiled, saying, “Mmm, stroganoff, my favorite.” The company dined lustily with a sense of accomplishment, resting and looking over their massacre.
…
“How’s it coming along Cover Girl,” Duke asked in his deep baritone, his voice weary as he slouched forward, sitting on the edge of his cot. 
“Almost done Duke, just have to replace this covering,” she replied, not turning away from her work. The air smelt of grease, oil and welding gases and the clicking of her ratchet seemed somehow soothing to Duke’s ears. He didn’t think his plan would work but it was all he had. Cover Girl closed the hatch and turned around to find a sleepy-eyed, ragged-faced commander caught ogling her rear end. She smiled an impish grin and went to clean and put away her tools.

 Duke looked over the armored panels she had welded to the sides of the old truck, going so far as to cut in slits for weapons, and wondered if the engine would be able to handle the additional weight. He rubbed his coarse hands together and looked between his boots to the stained concrete floor, remnants of yellow lines spattered about. CG wiped down her ratchet handle with a cotton rag and WD-40. 
“It’s quiet,” Cover Girl said softly, looking on the battered warrior as she pulled off her mechanics gloves. Duke looked up to her and enjoyed the little smears of grease on her pale, angelic face.

“Yeah… quiet,” he repeated to her, staring into her eyes. She turned away her face with a slight blush and went to a makeshift washstand and poured water into a helmet from an old milk jug. She pulled her long amber hair back and proceeded to wash her face, neck and arms with army issue soap, her back turned to Duke. He lay back on his bunk and pulled up one leg, his forearm draping over his forehead. Cover Girl sauntered over to the bunk next to him and turned the Coleman lantern to a dull glow.
“You should sleep,” she uttered softly, seating herself with her back snuggly against the cold cinderblock wall, the hissing of the propane lamp a constant. 
“Yeah,” was all he could reply, his eyes closed, with anxious sweat glistening on his upper lip. 

Cover Girl looked at him lying there for a while and then tugged a little satchel from under her pillow and zipped it open. She began filing her nails with one of the implements stowed inside and watched Duke’s chest rise and fall with deep breaths. 

“You are not going to sleep though,” she inquired more as a statement, knowing the answer.

“No I am not going to sleep,” he replied as though the question were needless. “I didn’t bring you along on this mission to worry over me; I brought you because you lived here long enough to know the language.”
“That seems like a long time ago now,” she replied gently, trailing at the end and pausing in her filing. As a teenager she had become a professional model and came to Eastern Europe to work, emancipated from her family back in Illinois. 

“Just what made you join up anyway, I’d figure you’d be a supermodel by now based on the shots we saw in magazines over here?” he inquired, moving his arm from over his eyes and looking over to her. 

“I was a tomboy back home, had no idea I was pretty until I won that contest my aunt put me in. She dolled me up real good, an agent got a hold of me and that was that. I took some bad advice. I came over here and made what I thought was a lot of money… and I picked up some bad habits,” she confided as she shaped her nails.

“Must have been hard, living alone at that age,” Duke replied, rolling on his side and propping a pillow under his head. 

“Yeah… I had the looks but I didn’t have any discipline. So I went home, tail between my legs. Sat on my Daddy’s porch for a year until I quit feeling sorry for myself and headed to the recruiter’s office,” she continued, blowing the dust off her nails.

“Your independent streak again,” he prompted.

“I didn’t even tell my Daddy goodbye. But he was proud of me all the same. Working on my Daddy’s bulldozers and tractors made me a prime candidate for the motor pool. I feel like I found my place there,” she confessed, finishing her nails.
“Don’t be modest… you out drove all of us in training… that’s what got you into the JOEs,” he complimented with a smile.

“Yeah, I guess,” she blushed and looked away, then paused and listened, cocking her head to the side. “I think our witnesses are asleep.”

“Something I won’t be doing,” he said, lying back down, concern washing back over his face as sporadic gunfire cracked in the distance. 

She looked at him for a while and then his big, rugged hands and smiled wickedly.

“Know what will relax you? A manicure,” she said, smiling like a pixie.

“Mmm hmm,” he replied, waving off the idea.

“No, seriously, it’s like, totally relaxing,” she gushed, giving away her young age to the weathered warrior. “Come on, sit up, you don’t have anything else to do.”

Duke rose slowly, reluctantly, holding his lower back as he did, the dark cavernous car park illuminated only by the dimly glowing lantern. Cover Girl slipped into the darkness and came back with the helmet of wash water. Duke felt kind of silly but also kind of fun to be hanging out with this young woman like a girlfriend. 

“Now, turn this way,” she directed, moving his leg so he straddled the cot and sat facing her. She pulled herself onto the cot and sat cross-legged, placing the helmet between his legs. She guided his hands into the water, saying, “Now soak for a minute.”

The pleasant chatter they had been exchanging stopped as they were in such close proximity. Cover Girl pulled out all of her tools and smiled; her face so pleased to be doing this. Duke enjoyed her smile and watched her face as her soft hands lifted one of his paws out of the soak. With a pair of tiny clippers she trimmed his ragged, chipped nails, his hands so big against her slender fingers. The touch of her flesh against his made his spine go stiff. He held his breath without knowing and tensed up his fist.

“Relax,” she chided, clipping all of his nails until she felt they were the satisfactory length. She then took a tiny scraper and pushed his cuticles up and back, saying, “I’ve never worked on hands this meaty and strong.”

He forced a nervous laugh and felt his manhood stirring as every touch of her delicate hands made him want her more. Cover Girl very meticulously clipped off all of the cuticles she had scraped up and began to file his nails, holding his palm in hers as she shaped the edge of his nails. Duke knew she’d have to see the helmet being pressed toward her by the bulge in his fatigues, water was at the lip and one more centimeter would send the water into her lap. Once the shaping was done she took out a sponge like emery pad and buffed his nails smooth.
“There, wasn’t that nice,” she beamed, looking up through some loose locks of her hair and into his eyes. There she was met by a passionate, longing gaze. She looked away and reached over for the last implement she would need, her cheeks flushing.

“There’s one more part,” she whispered as she undid his link-banded watch and set it aside. “It’s not a manicure without this.”

With that she squeezed a generous amount of scented lotion into her little palm and smoothed it up and over his forearms and back down his hands. As firmly as she could, she massaged his wrist and hand, back and forth, slowly and warmly. Duke closed his eyes and let out an audible purr. His root pulsed with blood and tipped the helmet, water dripping onto her knee. She saw this and turned crimson, but did not stop in her manicure. Cover Girl massaged each giant finger individually, closing her little fist over his digits and working them. She repeated this with his other hand, caressing and smoothing in the lotion, massaging his fingers and palms and eventually was working both hands at the same time, painfully slow. Duke’s eyes did not open during this, but his helmet all but tipped over. Pausing for a moment she removed the offending basin from between them and set it on the floor.
Scooting closer now, her knee nestling in against his crotch, she resumed her work, slowing down, looking at his lips as he moaned lowly and accepted her caress. She licked her lower lip and leaned in, closing her eyes and suckling his lower lip. Duke returned her kiss eagerly, his nose nuzzling hers in little circles as he tasted her. Comfort was a commodity in short supply and ever fiber in him yearned for more of what she offered. The couple kissed each other sweetly, softly, nuzzling cheeks and purring as his hands slid up over her arms and back, both parties massaging one another. Cover Girl broke their tender kissing and leaned back a little.

“I know what will help you sleep,” she whispered, a rush of excitement running through her, and reached out for him, her pliant hands cupping and rubbing his manhood through his fatigues. 

He moaned miserably and leaned in, kissed her forehead and said, “I’m your CO… I can’t.”

“We might all be dead this time tomorrow, what’s it matter? I’ve been taken advantage of before, believe me. Any man that kisses like you do isn’t going to hurt me,” she purred and began to unbutton his pants. 

Duke leaned back and let it happen, surrendering to her. He had lusted after her in his mind ever since he first saw her in tryouts and now the relationship they had built was coming to a head. CG tugged down his fatigues and Duke’s cock sprung out tall and proud. She applied a copious amount of lotion to her hands and placed them on his veiny root. With care and tenderness she massaged his shaft, the palms of her hands swirling over the spongy head as she reached the top and then smoothed her palms back down again. She played with the sensitive ridge at the base of the mushroom cap with the pads of her fingertips and Duke’s shuddered, his ass muscles clenching tight, sucking in wind. 

 The female operative continued to work his shaft with one hand as she cupped both of his testicles in her other slick palm. She supported his sack and rolled his sensitive seed around in her palm as she concentrated on working her wrist just on the head of his manhood. She could feel his seed boiling inside of him, his need great. Duke flexed his abs and bucked his hips, thrusting against her hand. He erupted in a fountain of sperm, a white jet of his semen leaping out of him and splashing against the underside of her wrist as she palmed the purple head of his cock. Again and again he pulsed, the next stream just as dense as the last, until he was spent and still cumming. CG gently held his semen covered organ in her hand as he shook in aftershocks. Her face was beaming with a satisfied smile, her skin warm and sticky from his offering. 

“Oh, CG,” he purred, his eyes rolling to the back of his head. He was asleep before the back of his head hit the cot. Cover Girl was so pleased with herself she could hardly stand it. She dipped her hands in the helmet to clean her fingers and wiped his shrinking shaft clean with a damp cloth. Duke was snoring as she pulled up a holey blanket to cover them and she molded herself to his side, embracing him, her face buried into his meaty ribs. She gently reached down and cupped his sack and held it snuggly, his manhood pressed against her wrist as they slept. 

Chapter 7
“Well, we’re boned,” Flint spat out angrily as he sifted through the cockpit and searched around. “This would have never happened if you’d have been covering me the way you were supposed to, not just firing wildly.”

“Don’t even think about blaming this on me,” she replied just as angrily, “you’re the one that decided to be the big, brave middle linebacker and go rushing headlong into danger, like you always do, and this time you have to pay for not thinking things out like a sane human being.”

“If it were up to you we’d still be hiding behind that truck, waiting to run out of ammo, outnumbered. How long do you think we would have lasted in a firefight? I did what was right, you couldn’t handle the pressure and you got sloppy,” he fired back, his eyes searing into her. 
“Bull… Shit,” she hollered back at him, pulling on a green, satin-finish bomber jacket from under her seat. The garment was singed, but all in all it would keep her warm. The air bit into her face as she zipped up her coat and thrust her bare hands in the deep pockets, frustrated with her companion. 
Flint tugged on his fleece lined leather bomber and zipped it up as well, his hands protected by black fingerless gloves. “Bullshit nothing,” he muttered and hoisted up his shotgun over his shoulder. 

Jaye went to the back of the smoking copter and undid a small latch. Removing the panel, she reached inside and retrieved a small survival kit and slung it over her shoulder. She rejoined Flint and stated, “We better figure something out quick, its getting dark soon.”

Based on their mission briefing, Flint knew that they would have to wait for rescue. The ambush area had been chosen specifically because it was so remote. A high pass in desolate lands was perfect to keep away unwanted eyes but not ideal for survival. Radio silence meant no calls for help, even if they had a device that wasn’t slowly smoldering. The agents weighed their options.

“I think the best thing to do is take shelter in the back of one of these APCs and wait it out. When we aren’t back as expected they’ll send out some help,” Flint started.

“Don’t you remember what Hawk said? No rescue? Or did you sleep through that too,” she taunted. “They may or may not send out anyone after us, ever think of that? These assholes probably radioed that they were under attack and another group like this might be on the way right now. Or a real army and you know that if the Slovak or Austrian army is on its way, Hawk isn’t going to do anything to implicate the JOEs.”

“Well, what do you want us to do, lay down and die?” he yelled, angry and frustrated by their situation.
“No,” she replied meekly, looking down to the ground. Realization of capture or worse flooded over her. “Listen, we can’t just walk out of here. Not when there’s chance that a chopper will be here in a couple hours… right?”

Flint thought a moment, nodded and spoke, their voices softer now, “We’ll see what happens tonight and decide something in the morning. At the very least we need to see if we can move one of these APCs away and into some cover… things are going to start to stink very shortly.”

With that Jaye climbed into the driver’s seat of the APC that had survived the initial assault. After some hard cranking the diesel motor turned over and she was able to get it moving despite the flattened tires. Thoughts of driving the personnel carrier to civilization faded quickly as the engine began to smoke and the vehicle groaned along slowly, the hoses and coolant systems shredded by the Apache’s gun. Flint guided her in to an area under a clump of trees and the carrier clenched up, brakes freezing as the engine died and it eased nose first into the trunk of a tree. Jaye pressed in the brake and knew this vehicle was going no further.

“That’s better… out of the muck,” Flint said as Jaye exited the APC. “I’m going to see about a fire.”

Jaye sat in the back of the vehicle they would call home and looked through the survival kit: first aid material, water purification tablets, a tiny reflective blanket, some extra 9mm ammo, a compass, a map of Europe, dried meat, 500 Euros and some gold coins.  She reloaded her Beretta and slid it back into the holster on her thigh as she looked over the gold coins. Flint had gathered up a meager pile of wood from the dead branches in the scant trees and went about lighting them with a Zippo he kept in his jacket pocket. Sparks leapt into the sky as Flint settled back into one of the uncomfortable seats in the APC. He had positioned the fire as close to the open back-hatch of their shelter as possible. 
Jaye looked to Flint and he back to her and they realized as they looked in one another’s eyes that this would be a very long night waiting to see if they would be rescued. The sky turned several shades of violet before finally falling dark, the moon full and pale, bathing the pass in cold, white light. The pair sat quietly, hands thrust in their jackets, and struggled with the awkwardness of their situation. The song of the wolves broke the tension. Both of the JOEs leaned forward and peered into the night as a pack of hungry wolves stalked around the carnage that they had created. Soon enough the hunters were feasting on the flesh of the COBRA operatives, the sound of muscle ripping from bone shattering the quiet night. 
 Jaye clutched her pistol in her hand but left the weapon in its holster. Flint too laid his shotgun across his lap just in case, but he felt confident the fire would keep them back. As a precaution he tossed on a few chunks of peat, which had been drying by his feet, onto the flames to make a more daunting barrier. More and more of the wild beasts arrived to partake of this banquet. One of the animals crawled up on a high rock and began howling a lonely, sorrowful song, achingly beautiful, a melody to dine by for his pack-mates. His fur all but glowed in the moonlight as he craned his neck toward that celestial orb and bellowed his misty breath into the sky. 
“He is the Omega dog… the last in line… he can’t eat until all the others have taken their share,” Jaye said softly, enjoying the song. “They say they have the loveliest howl, the Omega’s.” 

Flint nodded and lit a cigar with his Zippo, puffing in sweet smoke to calm his nerves, then said, “Steppenwolves, I’d say, wolves of the steppes. They probably smelled irresistible death and made the trip up here for dinner.”

Snow flakes drifted down from heaven and swirled in the wind before finding the ground. Soon it had accumulated enough to cover the mud, sticking in the wolves’ fur. Some of the beasts shook the snow from their backs as they paused in their meal, only to continue lustily once the wetness was removed from their pelt. 

Jaye nodded and took in the sights and sounds of this natural delight, feeling somewhat pleased that she had been a part of providing them this feast. “I’ve always been very forgiving of animals,” she said to herself as much as to her companion, “they are as they are and can not be changed. When they do something that seems to interrupt our world I do not become angry with the animal. That’s just crazy, to impose our norms on these creatures. We just have to accept them for what they are.” 
“The greatness of a nation and its moral progress can be judged by the way its animals are treated,” Flint said softly as he watched the wild dogs, blowing smoke from his nostrils and rolling his half-smoked cigar in his fingers. 

“A Gandhi-quoting, cigar-chomping, shotgun-totting animal lover?” she laughed softly, her eyes never leaving the scene before her. “You’re still a jackass to me.”

Flint laughed a small laugh and grinned, looking on her for a moment and admiring her. 

“How about this one then: there is no way to peace: peace is the way,” he replied.
“Yeah, well, I’m afraid we can’t exactly be called agents of peace. These guys had families and people who will miss them but they made their choice against peace as did we when we signed up to stop them,” she answered, leaning back and closing her eyes. 

Flint measured her words in his mind and found truth in them. Finished with his cigar, he tossed the tobacco into the flames with another chunk of peat and felt the chill rattle his teeth. He looked to her as she sat uncomfortably in the tiny jump seat and tried to ball up against the cold. He eyed the tiny aluminum colored packet laying on the seat next to her and realized it was the reflective blanket from the survival kit. 
“Jaye, we’re going to have to share that blanket tonight if we are going to make it through… you know, body heat and all,” he said plainly, as if exposing a fact both knew and neither wanted to think about.

She simply nodded and replied softly, “I know.” 

Flint spread the blanket open as Jaye eased into the floor, lying on her side in the cramped space between the rows of tiny seats. Flint eased himself in behind her and pulled the creased and crinkled blanket over them, their fire hissing as snowflakes fell upon the charred logs. The space was so close that Flint had to wrap Jaye up in his arms and hold her snuggly against his chest, his chin tucked over her head, their legs tangling together under the thin foil. Once in place all was silent save for their breathing.
Jaye felt safe in his arms and a heady feel of warmth and security wrapped around her. She had always been so tough, had to be to survive, and this kind of feeling had always eluded her. Why she was feeling this way about a man that seemed to want to blame her for everything that had every gone wrong was beyond her, but she did enjoy it and snuggled back against him, her rear grinding into his groin. 

Flint let out an audible moan as she did this, unable to stop the sound from escaping his lips. She felt so warm and soft and delicate in his arms, this woman he had seen unrepentantly kill a man not a few hours ago, this woman who had proved her steel as a pilot on every occasion, this woman who drove him mad with her attitude. Flint’s body betrayed him as his organ swelled, a firm lump in the front of his fatigues pressing right into her lower back. 
 Jaye instinctively ground back against this pressure, her eyes squeezed shut, her body betraying her as well. The stress of the situation, the cold, and the embracing arms that held her tight, all of these made her amorous. Flint sucked in sharply as she wiggled her hips and pushed back, his manhood filling with blood, his hips grinding back against her. She rolled over and faced him, her hand slipping down to massage his sex through his trousers.
“You know… you can be a real jackass sometimes,” she whispered gently, her eyes full of warmth, the heel of her hand rubbing his manhood firmly. 

“I know,” he whispered, pressing his forehead to hers, his lips pursing and kissing her softly on the corner of her mouth, his arms squeezing her closer. 

With that she offered him her kiss and he returned, drawing her tongue into his lips and sucking gently as his hands roamed down her back and gripped her by her rear. She lifted her arms to wrap around his neck as they kissed, dry humping one another firmly as she tasted his fully masculine flavor: dried beef, sweat and cigar. The stubble on his chin scraped across her tender face and she knew that the powerful hands kneading her backside were that of a man, not a boy. Flint’s hands grew impatient and he reached up between their bodies to unzip her flight suit, their lips never parting as he angled over her mouth again and again. Slowly, evenly, he tugged down the zipper and exposed her flesh to the night air, the metal blanket that covered them crinkling with every movement they made. 
 Jaye was nude underneath of her flight suit as she enjoyed the feel of the fine silk lining against her bare flesh. Flint’s hard, weathered hands slide inside and caressed her curves, her hips and her rear, his sandpapery fingers sliding down her legs, making her sex weep with honey. Jaye lewdly sucked her companions tongue into her mouth as she tugged his cock free from his trousers and stroked it briskly in her palm. Flint moved her into position, still on their sides facing one another in the cramped space. He thrust forward with his hips and split the folds of her petals and eased in, coating his manhood in her nectar. Jaye lost her breath as her sex was invaded, her throat arching as she tossed back her head and gasped, Flint’s lips kissing her tender neck with a sucking slurp as he began to thrust into her. 
 Jaye clung on to his wide, beefy shoulders as his belly and rear clenched, driving his root deep into her womb, his instinct to breed taking over. With her back pressed hard against the seats, he took her, holding her in place as he pistoned into her over and again, the veins on his shaft dragging across her button as he did. Her full bosoms jiggled and squeezed against his barrel chest as his testicles slapped against her with every thrust, bouncing with their movements as well. Fire burned in her belly as she felt her body tensing up, her tummy clenching tight as her sex clamped hard on his cock and she shuddered and moaned. Flint pounded into her, gasping and panting, until he thrust one last time, burying himself in her and unloading. His twitching rod flexed and pumped his seed far into her womb again and again until his sack was empty. 
 Flint collapsed as his orgasm subsided, going limp with Jaye still snug against his body. There they both slept, tangled with one another, exhausted from stress and lovemaking. Jaye was eclipsed by the hulking body of the warrior, her warrior, as she slept, a smile curling on her lips. 

The sound of a chopper landing roused the couple awake. Flint squinted as snow was reflecting the morning sun and looked out the hatch to see Wild Bill hovering just off the ground in a Blackhawk, waving his hand to them. Flint reached down and zipped up his lover and kissed her awake. Jaye looked and saw that they had indeed been rescued and moved to stand. Flint redid his pants and tugged on his jacket as Jaye hurriedly donned hers. He then took her by the hand and they dashed to the helicopter across crunchy snow, slipping and sliding on the mud beneath, until they pulled themselves into the Blackhawk. Wild Bill took off in a hurry, the brim of his signature Cavalry hat flopping in the cold wind. Flint pulled the side doors closed and fell back as Jaye made her way into the co-pilots seat.

“It’s a damn good thing you two stayed where you were, I’d have never found you out here in this snow. Hell, I just won me some money, I bet you were still alive,” Wild Bill bellowed out in his friendly west Texas twang, yelling over the sound of the whirling blades, his mirrored sunglasses reflecting the white-out below. “Couldn’t come get you last night with this weather moving in but Hawk gave me the go this morning. Slovak military police were moving in on your position, couldn’t have that now could we,” he informed with a smile as he zoomed back towards base. 
…

COBRA operatives looked on the bunker with confusion: the long defended position was now vacant of activity. Not wanting to waste this opportunity, the field commander of the rag-tag Serbian militia ordered his troops to rush the site one more time. Men in various manners of blue dress crept along side traffic barriers and burned out cars, Kalashnikovs at the ready, eyes darting about above their half masks, not trusting the silence. The lead man inched closer and closer to the bullet riddled stairwell, peering over the edge, his gaze only finding spent shells and empty ammo cans. He stood up straight and looked back to his men. They too straightened up and meandered quizzically to the center of the street, a little closer to the bunker. 
 Squealing filled the air and the terrorists froze in place. Sand exploded into the street as the sandbag wall covering the vehicle entrance of the car park shot out and erupted into the air. An odd looking armored vehicle rumbled into the street, headlights blazing bright in the misty morning, cutting through the fog. Six wheels touched the pavement and the modified cargo truck screamed into the crowd, an add-on “cow catcher” mounted to the front of the transport flinging men out of the path of the JOEs. The startled men raised their arms and fired on the truck, bullets deflecting off of armored plates, but some finding their way into the body of the transport. Cover Girl jammed the gears of the European lorry and sped past the attackers, Rock opening fire on them with his .50 caliber gun, belching lead from the mount at the rear of the truck. 
 CG angled the company through the war-torn streets of Sarajevo, swarms of militia men firing on them as they tried to find their way out of hostile territory. Duke stood guard in the back of the truck, reassuring the witnesses that they would get out alive as Gung Ho and Grunt fired from the slits CG had cut into the armor plating on either side of the cargo bed. Shell casings rolled around on the metal floor of the truck as the transport shuddered and groaned with every tight turn and shifting of gears. RPGs rained down on the JOEs as they hit a straightaway, terrorists on roof tops launching explosives into the street, dotting the road with smoldering pock marks. 
 Rock fought to stabilize his stream of fire as the truck rocked back and forth, the ram at the front of the vehicle deflecting cars to the side as she slammed into a series of makeshift barricades. The golden bear of a man tightened his forearms and sprayed lead into the grey mist, tracers lighting the way. Men on BMX bikes sped in behind the truck and made every turn with precision, gaining quickly on the lumbering truck. Rock did his best to discourage these attackers from advancing but they seemed to always find a way to dodge his fire. Gung Ho left his station on the side of the truck to launch a few well placed grenades into the bikes, the force of his attack vaulting the light bikes into the air, their riders tossed about on the ground like rag dolls. 

In an attempt to shake their pursuers, CG yanked the steering wheel, sending the overweight vehicle up on three wheels and slamming back down again. The crew in the back was sent high into the air, only to crash back down against the floor as CG sped into a tunnel. The driver shifted gears and mashed the gas to the floor as hard as she could, the tunnel lights all out, her headlights the only illumination. She felt terror wash over her as she sped through the dark tunnel, headlights in her mirror. Rock blasted the glass out of the late model Yugoslavian cars that chased after them, sending the occupants to their death as they crashed head first into a concrete wall at full speed. 
 Without knowing it, CG had been holding her breath, but she once again filled her lungs as the truck emerged from the tunnel and into the half-light. The wheels of the steel beast rumbled over the tram-tracks as they crossed past Otoka Stadium. CG shook her head as she saw her picture on a sun-washed, aging billboard. She had to admit she looked good in those jeans, but that was in a different life. Duke had memories of this place as well, as a child he had come here to the Olympic Games when Tito was in power. The commander looked about at the destruction that had transpired since the dictator had died and wondered if the sacrifices of liberty for security under such a regime was not for the greater good, Ben Franklin be damned. 
 Now out of the more violent area of the city, CG slowed down and drove on mainly empty streets. She passed tall, glass government buildings on the left and right and was waved into a heavily guarded compound within the town center by a black UN soldier in a powder blue helmet.  The driver brought the smoking hulk of a truck to a jerking stop, causing hoses to break loose from the engine and welded plates to fall to the ground. CG dropped down from the cab of the lorry and saw that she had two flat tires, a bullet-riddled radiator and holes big enough to fit her fist through in the cab. Duke helped the father, mother and little girl that were the Bosnian family down from the truck and the four men shielded them from cameras as they shuffled wearily into the Japanese embassy. The ambassador bowed to the JOEs and Duke returned this greeting, handing the bespectacled man a shiny black business card that read “Ravenwood and Associates, Military Contractors.” 
Having left their package with the international mediator of the current Balkan conflict, the JOEs looked to Duke, hoping he knew how they would get out of this hotspot. He didn’t have to think long before he heard a chopper coming in for a landing outside. The crew left the cozy confines of the Japanese embassy and went back into the fortified UN bunker to see a Blackhawk helicopter with a “Ravenwood” logo emblazoned across the nose as it landed. Wild Bill and Jaye sat behind the controls and waved to their companions as Flint flung open the wide side door for his allies to enter. Recondo, Stalker and Beach Head greeted their brothers-in-arms and a reunion was had as Flint again slammed the door shut, his beret flattened to his head by the force of the chopper blades, and the JOEs lifted off for their final destination. 
 Recondo pulled a bottle of Jack Daniels from his pack and Flint opened a cooler of ice cold Coca-Colas. A boisterous, laughter filled cocktail party was held a mile off the ground at 150 mph. The chopper became a black dot on the horizon as it crossed over into the Adriatic Sea, the little Bosnian girl watching its flight through a foggy window in the embassy. She wiped away the condensation with her sleeve and squinted into the sky until she could no longer see her saviors, her parents hurriedly telling their story to an interpreter. 
Chapter 8
Light flickered and a television came to life:
“The conflicts in Europe have escalated as reports coming from the continent claim a major, coordinated military operation took place over the New Years weekend. The official US response to these claims has been a strict denial of any activity in that theater of operations other than observation. With me tonight are Bob Barr and Pat Buchanan… I’m Chris Matthews and this is Hardball.”

*click*
 “The fascist movement known as COBRA that has swept Europe like a firestorm over the late fall and early winter was dealt a critical blow over the holiday as footage leaked to the press by an unknown source shows major attacks against large numbers of members. I must warn you that the images you are about to see are very graphic and that children should not watch.” 
He pauses. 

“These photos were taken in Belarus; they seem to indicate that this destroyed force was part of a greater standing army of COBRA. To this point COBRA has been seen as an urban street gang or sorts, a street gang with a political wing. This footage would lead us to believe they have a greater power, a large military force that could take down many of the smaller countries in Eastern and Balkan Europe. With be tonight are Rachel Maddow and former Speaker of the House Newt Gingrich. I’m Keith Olbermann and this Countdown.”

*click*
 “My wife, my child… we watched… we watched as our neighbors were pulled into the streets by them. These men were not Serbs; they were not people from the other side of town as people say. These men from the Ukraine, these men came in the night, hundreds of them. They started this; they killed my friends and burned our homes and businesses. They served as an example for the Serbian hooligans in my town that hate us, despise us for merely making a living. Their group swelled with the angry and the poor and they were given guns and clothes and they brutalized my beautiful city, killed my brothers in Islam and raped our women as their husbands were forced to watch. They burned the Koran, taking them from every home and lighting a great fire.” (He begins sobbing and the camera is turned off)
*click*

“A Fox News exclusive, photos of an arms convoy from southern Germany, through Austria and Slovakia with an assumed final destination of the Ukraine. These pictures show a massive amount of arms headed to a country that is at the center of the international outcry against COBRA. Without the intervention of the clandestine “Ravenwood” group these arms would have ended up in the hands of terrorists. I’m Bill O’Reilly and your about to enter the no spin zone.”

*click*

“Good evening, I’m Brian Williams. We start tonight with combat footage coming out of Europe, the likes of which have not been seen since World War Two. In Belarus we see an infantry division of the radical group COBRA being bombed out of existence, in Slovakia we have a convoy of COBRA munitions being sabotaged by heavy arms and in Sarajevo a group of mercenaries only known as “Ravenwood” risk their lives to get a Bosnian family to safety so they can testify at The Hague against COBRA. With me tonight is former Joint Chiefs Chairman and Secretary of State Colin Powell to discuss these matters and more on the NBC Nightly News.”
Hawk clicked the remote a final time: 

“Peoples of Europe,” COBRA Commander began with his high pitched, damaged hissing, his face covered with cloth, a banner bearing a crimson COBRA emblem on a French-blue background draped over a podium, “COBRA has brought nothing but peace to your cities. We have ended street crime and gave the youth something to be proud of, something to believe in, a positive outlet for their energy, a way of building our communities. Look around you and tell me if you are better off today than you were three months ago? In the coming days you will read the platform of the COBRA party and I am certain that we will have members of our political wing running in every election, in every country. We will publish this in every newspaper so that every eye on this planet may read what is right for the Germanic, Romantic and Slavic peoples. You must say no to chaos and say yes to order. You must say no to war and say yes to peace. These men I gathered in Belarus were slaughtered by lesser men, weak men, men afraid to lose any power to you, the people. I brought them together to protect you and they despise me for that. They despise you because you have the strong heart of a blessed people in your chest. Say no to the Jewish power-mongers and yes to yourselves. Say no to the Romas that litter our continent with thievery and disease and yes to order. Say no to the believers of false gods and yes to Christ so we may all receive his infinite mercy. Say yes to those things that unite us and no to those who would divide us to make us weak and who make us compromise our beliefs for the sake of “humanity”. We are who we are and we hold certain things as values and we will not relent to those who call us unenlightened because we stand by the beliefs of our fathers and our father’s fathers, all the way back to the beginning. Look within yourselves and ask: when was the last time my soul was stirred? You are Europe, master of the world. Be proud, be strong and we will take what is ours.”
“I hope none of you thought this was over,” Hawk stated sternly as the lights came up and the war-room screen went black. The assembled JOEs looked on their leader as he spoke. “This is just the beginning. Things like this don’t just die. We are living in interesting times… let us pray we are up to the task. Looks like the intel you brought back has lessened the sway of COBRA propaganda in Great Britain, France, and the Low Countries. The moderate popularity that COBRA enjoys in what their commander calls the Romantic countries has not changed; however, the Slavic countries have seen a swell in support for the movement. What started as a movement aimed at Germanic peoples has taken on a new life with the East and South Slavs, the West Slavs being more wary. As you can see on the big screen, Belarus, Ukraine and the former Yugoslavian states have seen the ranks of COBRA militias swell. Poland, the Czech Republic and Slovakia have seen a decline and those countries seem to be the target of the most voracious propaganda.”

“I don’t get it,” Flint interjected from his seat, next to Jaye, saying, “Duke and the boys showed the world just what kind of things to expect from COBRA, why would they get more popular, especially in places already war-torn by the commanders orders?”

“Why did millions of Germans become Nazis,” he responded, “Hitler didn’t invent anti-Semitism. COBRA didn’t invent hatred of gypsies and Muslims living in the Balkans. That has been there forever. He simply said it’s ok to hate and gave them the weapons to carry out their hatred. Take Vlad the Impaler: we see him as the wicked inspiration for Count Dracula, the Romanians see him as a great ruler and defender of Christendom. Look at it this way: the English word slave derives from the word Slav. For century upon century Slavic peoples have suffered oppression: by the Huns, the Mongols, the Czars, the Soviets, the list goes on and on. The only East Slavic peoples not embracing this COBRA doctrine are the Russians, they are splitting with their racial brethren on this issue because they have too much to lose. Organized crime and corruption are in high places in Russia and should be able to keep COBRA out. But not so in Belarus and the Ukraine, they see this as their time and their opportunity to be great. Believe me, the Germans will fall in line with this if the Poles, the Czechs and the Slovaks succumb to the allure of power.”
“What’s the plan Hawk,” Duke bellowed, arms crossed, brow wrinkled in thought. 

“With Snake Eyes still recovering I have recruited an ex-CIA agent to take a mission I would normally have given my top stealth operative. You needn’t know anymore about him. His target is a pair of brothers from Berlin known as Tomax and Xamot,” Hawk informed, flashing a slide on the screen of the twins, the assembly snickering at the names. He continued, saying, “I know, I know… their parents were some kind of burnout, hostel dwelling hippies. Their offspring sure didn’t turn out that way. They head Gemini Corp., based in Minsk, a global power in commodities trading. Communications intelligence has traced money transfers from enterprises owned by Anastasia De Cobray, a known accomplice to COBRA. Just what these brothers are doing for COBRA in Minsk is as yet unknown but one thing is for sure, we have to take them out. My man will take care of that.”
“What I need you to do is split up in squads. Duke will head Alpha Team and Flint will head Bravo Team. One will be stationed in Berlin and the other in Kiev. We have black sites in each city that will provide safety as you await your orders there. Be on the ready, once we have firm intel on COBRA’s next move you will have to be ready to go in an instant. Wild Bill, you’ll fly in Alpha Team, Jaye you’ll fly in Bravo. We have “Ravenwood” Blackhawk helicopters ready, and I know I don’t have to remind you, but never ever use your real name, not in conversation, not ever, I think I have made myself clear. I have already deployed Torpedo, Deep Six and Wet Suit to the region. Each has a list of nuclear reactors and weapons dumps to observe. Their skills in water and on land are necessary to thoroughly investigate buildings as well as cooling lakes for possible points of attack. If COBRA were to obtain nuclear materials and any of the old Soviet short range ballistic missiles stored there, they could threaten our NATO allies. We want to avoid WWIII. Duke and Flint will brief each squad in further detail. That is all.”

Chapter 9
“Achilles Last Stand” thumped through the loudspeakers by the door as the operative entered, pausing to hand the skinny doorman ten Euros. My kind of place, the tall blonde man thought to himself with a smile, and returned his wallet to his back pocket. Clad in a skin tight black t-shirt, denim jacket, jeans and black boots, the operative looked a lot like a local attempting to look like what they thought an American might be. Exotic dancers performed their trade on a large v shaped stage in the corner to his left as well as a single-dancer stage to his far right, vacant chairs ringing a tiny raised platform centered by a brass pole. He realized it was early and that accounted for the sparse clientele. 
 The little bartender illuminated the black-lit room with a pearly smile as the agent approached the sprawling bar.

“Grey Goose and tonic,” he ordered as he leaned in and rested his weight on his forearms, having to yell over the driving music to communicate his drink of choice to the purple-haired girl. 

She merely nodded her fluorescent streaked hair and went about mixing his drink in a sparkling glass, finishing it with a wedge of lime. He took the drink and gave her a twenty Euro note, tilted in his face to look at her over his Ray Ban sunglasses and raised his glass to her, yelling, “Keep the change little pixie.”

Low Light turned, sipped his drink and watched the girl on stage as he nodded his head to “Eminence Front.” He found his way through the field of tightly packed tables to the platform and sat down at the crotch of the v shaped stage and enjoyed the show. The 007 Club had been suggested to him by his landlord for a good time and so far the advice had delivered. The young woman on stage saw that she had a paying customer as the agent held a thick wad of cash in his broad palm. She danced over to him and gave him a smile, then gripped the brass pole and flung herself around in a spin, her hair spreading out as she lowered her neck and looked at him upside down. Low Light moved with the beat and watched as she shook and slapped her rump for his enjoyment. She then dipped down in front of him, squatting down with her knees closed tight together, her thin fingers holding open a garter belt on her thigh. The agent slipped in five Euros and smiled. 
The stripper smiled back and left the stage as it was another girl’s turn to dance. Low Light looked around the bar during this very brief break in action to see that no one was yet dancing at the back stage and he was the only man at the main stage, everyone else, dancers and patrons, were gathered around the bar. Soon enough “Born to Raise Hell” blared from every speaker and the colored lights went wild, a very Gothic looking young woman mounted the stage in thigh high platform boots and a black corset, her body covered in tattoos, full sleeves, a phoenix emblazed on her back from the nape of her neck to her rear end. The punk girl swung around the brass and undulated to the speed metal beat, her nose, lip and brow pierced, her raven black hair tossing about, her ultra-pale skin standing out against her black lipstick and eyeliner. Low Light pumped his head back and forth and tipped her more than a little. He hated seeing a girl work for free and made sure to make up for the freeloaders watching from the tables and not tipping. 

 The Goth girl left the stage with a smattering of applause and this time when Low Light took an appraisal of his situation the club was filling up and more men were filling in the seats around the stage. A variety of other dancers entertained the crowd, some better than others, but all very sexy. The agent decided to find himself another drink and awkwardly snaked his way to the bar through a throng of revelers. “White Unicorn” emanated from the DJ station as he took a sip from his fresh drink and he turned his eyes to the stage. A red-dead knockout danced across the stage, the kind of face that makes you wonder how she ever got into this kind of business. More and more drunken young men stumbled in past the willowy doorman and girls were grinding against them at their seats for tips, the scene quickly becoming very wild. 
 One of the dancers saw him standing alone and looking around so she approached him, noting the wad in his hand as she casually bumped her rear end into him. 
“Hey there cutie, why are you all alone?” she said with a thick local accent, eyeing his beefy frame up and down with a wicked sparkle in her eye. 

Low Light eyed her from behind his shades: track marks masked by makeup, little scar above her eye, bottom tooth crooked, and a trace of dried blood on her upper lip. Perfect, he thought.

“I’ve been waiting for you little girl,” he replied with bravado. “I’ve been here an hour already and no one has offered me a lap dance.”

With mock shock she gripped him by his hand and dragged him laughing into the back corner near the single stage that was still not running. He eased back into one of the plush chairs as she stood idly before him in a lavender negligee. As he continued to listen to White Unicorn he looked on her bruised knees, wondering why she was simply swaying in front of him. 

“I want to wait for the next song so you don’t get shorted, sexy,” she smiled, working hard at concealing her contempt for her customer with her plastic smile. 

The club quieted down as the opening strains of “Black Hole Sun” eased across the crowd. The dancers slowed their pace and seduced the clients with their eyes and curves as Low Light received his dance. The stripper ground her soft rear against his crotch and lay back against his broad frame, working her hips in a firm circle, arousing Low Light as her hair tickled his nose.
“You smell great baby, what are you wearing?” he groaned as her hands slid up and down his thighs. 

“Victoria’s Secret body spray, there’s is a table in the dressing room with all kinds. I’m glad you like it,” she cooed and turned around, mounting him, her knees on his thighs, her hands on the back of his head, pulling his face into her soft cleavage. 

“Mmm that’s nice baby,” he whispered, sitting on his hands so as to not get kicked out, and kissed her gently on her breast bone. 

“If you think that’s nice, you should get a private,” she purred directly into his ear as she nibbled his earlobe and eased off of his lap, the song over. “Buy me a drink?”
“Of course,” he offered, dolling out a ten Euro note that she tucked into her garter. He then handed her a twenty, saying, “Grey Goose and tonic.”

The dancer paused for a moment, looked at him as though to say “I’m not a fucking waitress”, and finally relented under his dead-eyed gaze. Low Light watched her sexy rear jiggle as she walked and then leaned way over the bar to order their drinks. She returned to the quieter area of the club and handed him his drink, not offering any change. 

“Cheers,” she smiled, more to her glass than to him, and sucked down a Lemon Drop. The agent sipped his drink and looked on her eyes, gauging her.

“Some of the other girls tell me that you date the owner of this place,” he offered idly, taking another drink.

“Yeah, they’re pretty jealous… and so is he for that matter. He’ll never come see me at work. I think its sweet you were asking about me,” she cooed, touching his hand with hers and batting her lashes at his covered eyes. 

“How could I not, you’re the prettiest girl here. I figured that when you came over to me it was because one of the girls had told you I had been asking,” he lied, pulling down his shades to melt her with the false sincerity he had mastered. 
“You’re a real cutie too, so buff. Most guys around here that look like you are gay,” she spoke over the music as she let her hands caress his broad chest. “Are you American?”
“No, I’m from Sweden. Just got a divorce and decided I needed some overdue fun,” he spoke, showing her with his tone that he enjoyed her petting. 

“Oh, I am an expert at fun,” she teased, sliding a hand down to his crotch and giving a quick squeeze.

“Is that right,” he whispered.

“Now is the time you ask me for a private dance,” she cooed into his ear, again biting his lobe and letting her fingers massage his manhood through his jeans. 

“How much?” he moaned breathlessly.

“Forty… but if you give the bouncer another twenty we can maybe do a little more,” she teased, running the tip of her tongue along the outside of his ear.

He could only nod, counting out the bills from his wad with trembling hands. The stripper led him into a tiny dark hall with multiple doors, the music now a dull echo. A lone bouncer sat on a stool with crossed arms, looking at each door in turn. Every room had a small window in the door so the bouncer could make sure the girls weren’t breaking laws that would get the club shut down. Low Light smiled and reached out to shake the bouncer’s hand, a twenty in his palm. The bouncer nodded knowingly as he accepted the bribe, left his stool and opened one of the doors for the dancer and the agent. 

 The black swinging door closed behind them and she had him sit in the wide, black leather chair in the corner just as “Purple Haze” played dully in the background. The stripper began dancing in the shag carpeted, black-lit room with a mirrored wall behind her so the clients could see all of the dancer’s body at once. Low Light watched the woman with greedy eyes, his manhood straining against the fabric of his jeans. 
“My name is Butterfly, by the way,” she confessed as she smiled and let her negligee fall in a pool around her high heeled feet. 

“Cooper,” he whispered, mesmerized by her body, so thin, but her breasts so full, the result of abusing her body and her boyfriend’s ability to pay for a boob job, he reasoned. 

“Well Cooper,” she said with her thick, sexy accent, “let’s have that fun I talked about.” The stripper again mounted his thighs with her knees, resting her delicate weight on his broad frame, her slender arms wrapping around his neck as her lips went to his ear.

“One hundred for a hand job, two hundred for a blowjob and five hundred for me to ride you like a bull and make you cum,” she moaned, biting his neck, her nails digging into his scalp. 

“Suck me, Jesus, suck me,” he moaned, leaning back in the chair to give her access to his rigid root. 

Butterfly slid to her bruised, rug burned knees and unzipped his jeans. With the precision of a pro she pulled his penis through the fly of his boxers and wrapped her lips around the head. Rapidly she bobbed back and forth, her hands sliding under his tight t-shirt to tease his nipples as she hollowed her cheeks on his cock. Purring and slobbering, she worked her lower jaw back and forth, her tongue tasting his pre seed as her fingernails dragged across his muscular torso. Low Light groaned audibly as she treated his root so tenderly. 

“Christ, fuck me,” he intoned in a demanding voice, pulling her up by her narrow hips to again mount his lap. Deftly, she retrieved a condom from the drawer in the little table by the chair and ripped it open with her slightly crooked teeth. Spitting out the foil she rolled the latex over the agents cock and guided him into her waiting sex. With a smooth gliding motion she sheathed herself on his sword and bounced up and down, her nails digging into his meaty shoulders, her lips sucking bruises onto his neck. Low Light bucked up into her, her sex expertly flexing on his root, milking him for his orgasm. One last bounce on his root forced him to erupt, filing the condom with seed as he panted, his chest heaving, her little body rising and falling with his breath.
The dancer leaned back and smiled, saying, “That was good honey, I came too.”

Low Light panted and looked into her eyes, knowing she was lying. Her eyes were already going to the wad of cash bulging in his pocket. She stood and pulled on her panties, waiting. Low Light reached in his pocket and gave her seven hundred Euros.

“Hey, I’m in town for another few days, why don’t we get some dinner tomorrow night,” he asked, refastening his pants and disposing of the condom. 

“Sorry baby, I’m not allowed to date clients, club policy,” she fake pouted, “besides, I have to go to some dinner with my boyfriend tomorrow night.”

“Oh yeah, a nice place?” he asked, reaching over to the little table, pumping hand sanitizer into his palm and wiping them clean. 

“Yeah, Borchardt, tres chic,” she giggled, “he always wants me on his arm during some sort of important negotiation, says it makes his stance more powerful.” 

“Another time then,” he said, his voice cracking a bit in mock disappointment.

Butterfly fake pouted again as she slipped on her negligee and used her little girl voice, saying “No tip? Was I that bad?”

He grinned and reached for his back pocket, replying, “No, I have a tip for you.” 
The agent brought out the suppressed 9mm from the back of his pants and fired a bullet into her forehead, sending her crashing into the mirrored wall, just as “Night Crawler” blared out in the club. He stood and advanced on her lifeless, vacant eyed body and stooped, kissing her still, bloody lips. The agent stood and saw an unshaven man with a cigarette dangling from his shocked lips through a crack in the glass.

“Son of a bitch,” he growled, knocking away more glass with the silencer of his pistol, revealing an antechamber where clients were videotaped. Low Light pumped a shell into the man and picked up the small video camera, smashing it under his boot and sifting through the debris to obtain the memory card. Having heard the breaking glass, the bouncer flung open the swinging door and received a shell in his medulla oblongata for his trouble. The agent stepped into the dark hall and took a deep breath. He then opened every swinging door, one at a time, and quietly killed the occupants with his gun. 
“Rocket Queen” was at its mid point as the agent stepped from the darkened hall, the sounds of a woman moaning in ecstasy blasting from the speakers. Dancers were grinding on a sea of drunkards. The purple haired bartender paused in her washing of glasses and looked at the figure suddenly beside her. 
“Get out,” he mouthed to her.

“What?” she yelled back, smiling.

“Get out,” he yelled back; lifting his gun for her to see, his jaw clenched tight, his face stern, saying, “Thirty seconds.”

The woman’s eyes grew wide with fear and she dashed out from behind the bar, yanking her purse out from underneath and grabbing her coat. In moments she had left out the back and the agent began his slaughter. Half of them were dead before many noticed, Low Light only pausing to insert a new clip. Dancers, patrons, all feel under his judgment. A spray of blood splattered on one of the dancers face as she ground against an overweight business man, her eyes seeing the barrel of the gun just inches away from her forehead. She cried out and the crowd was alerted. A bottleneck of panicked perverts jammed the single entrance, people being trampled as more fell. 
 Low Light stepped behind the bar and used the barrel of his gun to nudge bottles of booze to the floor where they shattered and splashed their contents onto the wood bar. He smiled to himself and watched the self-centered chaos. No one paused to help another person, naked women were thrust into the cold, and others were stomped to death. Half the bar lay dead like manikins caught in a lap dance, the other half clawed at one another trying to preserve their own lives. The agent struck a  match from a complimentary pack bearing the stolen copyrighted logo of the Bond franchise and dropped it to the floor. 
The bar erupted in flame, a fire ball bursting to the ceiling, the foam tiles catching fire easily. Low Light slipped out the back as he had seen the barmaid do, disappearing into the night, the cries of the sinners being condemned ringing in his ears, sinners that unfortunately chose this night to visit 007. 
A cab ride later the agent had found his way to the apartment the agency had rented. He lived on a poorer side of Minsk in a government run tenement. Very quietly he rode the elevator up to the twelfth floor and slid a keycard into his door. His pet cat Octavian greeted him with a meow. The agent very gently lifted the gray tabby into his arms and kissed him several times on the nose, stroking his head and the back of the neck. He could feel every vertebra in his cat’s neck under his fingertips as he smiled and nuzzled his belly. The kitty shook his head briskly as Low Light set him gently down on the kitchen table and fed him a treat from a pouch he kept on the top of the refrigerator. 
 The agent watched his cat eat as the microwave hummed and cooked his dinner. He poured himself a glass of diet ginger ale, took a Xanax and waited for his little pizza to cool, watching his cat lick his fur after his snack. Low Light curled the little round pizza in on itself and ate it like a taco, filings dropping to the stained linoleum floor. Octavian pounced on the truant sausage and devoured the meat, going to drink from his dish afterward. His hunger slaked, the agent showered and put on a pair of sweat pants. He pulled the special reflective sun-blocking bedroom curtains closed and laid back in bed, Octavian following him obediently. The cat lay on his master’s tummy and slumbered with his owner during all of the daylight hours. 

 That night found the agent on the roof of a different apartment building, this one in downtown Minsk. Through the night vision sight of his suppressed rifle, he spied a limousine pulling up in front of Borchardt. Two handsome men emerged from the luxury vehicle with two equally stunning women. Low Light smiled, thought of what Butterfly might think of her replacement, waited for the two craniums of the Gemini Corp. to align with his crosshairs and squeezed the trigger. An explosive round penetrated the skull of Tomax, emerged and drove itself into the temple of Xamot and exploded. Bits of brain and skull littered the taxi stand in front of the five-star eatery. The escorts acquired by the twins stood in horror as their clients blood rained down upon them. 
Low Light briskly shoved his rifle into a soft shell case, hefted it over his shoulder and lifted a duffle bag over his other shoulder. He then gently picked up a small cat carrier and descended an exterior fire escape. The agent hailed a cab and was soon at Minsk International Airport. 

“How was your hunting expedition,” the baggage handler asked cheerfully as Low Light checked his rifle and duffle bag. 

“It’s not hard when you know where to look,” he replied, “You have to do the hard work of staking things out for a while if you want to bag a trophy.”
 Low Light walked slowly down the terminal in the early morning quiet, his cat carrier in hand. He handed the pretty little gate attendant two tickets and boarded a Lufthansa flight destined for Frankfurt. The agent settled back into his first class seat and set Octavian in beside him. Once the flight was at cruising altitude he crumbled up a bit of complimentary pretzel and hand fed his pet a salty treat through the caged front, then poured a cap-full of water for him to drink. The kitty’s little pink tongue darted out from between his pointy teeth and lapped up the water through the bars. Low Light slipped on his sunglasses and rested a fingertip inside the cage as he fell asleep, Octavian laying his paw over the digit for comfort as he too slept. 
Chapter 10  
“The agent I sent to take care of Gemini Corp. was successful in his mission, that’s all you need to know about that. We still haven’t narrowed in on COBRA’s next move, so hold tight. How are things going out there men?” Hawk asked as he briefed his squad leaders.
“Not too good, my guys are at each others throats having been cooped up so long, they need some time in town,” Flint replied.

“Same here General, their going stir crazy, some time in town to blow off some steam would do them good, make living together a little easier,” Duke concurred. 

“Goddamnit, can’t you men keep your squads under control without risking your cover? I picked you two as leaders because the other men look up to you, now you need to lead them and get them to realize that leaving the safe house is a damned silly idea. If we get word that COBRA is moving and we get a late jump, what then? Now get in there and kick some ass,” he replied angrily. 
Flint grit his teeth as he watched the monitor. He hated these video conferences, but he hated to be dressed down even more. 

“Sir, with all respect, maybe you could use some time away as well,” Duke offered, noting the sweat on the General’s brow and the trembling of his lip. 
Hawk wiped his shaven head with a plain white handkerchief and dabbed at his lip.

“You’re right… you’re right… two hours, no more… it’s risky… everybody stand down, two hours… no drinking… alright, one drink, no more,” he commanded meekly and abruptly ended the web conference with a shaking hand. 

“Alright men,” Duke barked with a stern jaw, bellowing, “I’ve had enough of your snapping at each other like a bunch of damn kids. Get the hell out of here and get rid of all this extra energy or I’ll find something else for you to do. One drink, that’s it… two hours… starting…now.”

The troops scrambled for their civilian coats and raced up the stairs from the basement of the safe house, leaving two at a time with the porch light out. Men laughed like boys as they headed downtown for a drink, eyeing all the women they past on the way, their happy smiles beaming into the cold night. Duke made sure to linger until all of the men had gone. CG had remained as well and waited for him at the door, reaching out to hold his hand. Duke smiled and squeezed her fingers in his, leading her carefully down the frosted steps. 

 Duke paused in the darkness and kissed her, saying, “I missed you.”

“I missed you too,” she whispered, kissing him back firmly.

“Come on, there is something I want to show you,” he expressed as he held her hand, walking with her close to his side in the frigid air. The couple walked like high school kids on a date; oblivious to the other people they passed on the street. Soon they came upon a great stone monument. 
“What’s this? How come nobody is here?” CG asked, craning her head toward the sky to see a statue of a soldier. 

“This is the Soviet War Memorial… tens of thousands of Russians died in the Battle of Berlin. Hitler could hear the Soviets getting closer and closer to his bunker and he knew if the caught him they would do worse things than kill him. So he killed his mistress and then himself. This monument commemorates all the nameless Russians who died to end Hitler’s reign,” he explained as he too looked skyward at the artistic vision of a proud, stern Soviet. 

“You’re so smart. I really missed out on a lot when I left school early to model. Sometimes I feel so dumb,” she said, looking down to the base of the memorial. 

“Don’t say that CG,” Duke said as he wrapped her in his arms and leaned in to kiss her. 

CG kissed him back and then looked into his blue eyes and said, “No, its true, I made some really dumb mistakes and let’s face it, the only reason I am a JOE is because of how I drive. Admit it; you don’t even need me here.”

“I need you here more than I need anyone else here,” he whispered into her ear and squeezed her tight in his arms, lifting her from her feet playfully.

CG smiled and nuzzled the side of his face as he lifted her, savoring the harshness of his stubble.

“Duke, why is the base of the statue done in black marble when everything else is granite?” she questioned. 

“The Russians have a keen sense of poetic justice. That marble was from Hitler’s personal desk,” he answered, looking on the stone. He then looked on her very seriously and asked, “Does it bother you that I am twenty years older than you?”
CG leaned up and kissed him and smiled warmly, saying, “I love it, you make me feel so safe. And since I started life so early I kind of feel like I am older than I am… you know what I mean.”

He nodded and kissed her, longingly; deepening the kiss as they stood alone in the frozen square before the stoic Soviet and his wreaths of bronze. CG drew his tongue into her mouth and purred, his hands sliding down her back over her long coat and gripping her rear. 
“I need to be in you,” he moaned as she pawed at the front of his coat to undo the buttons, her hands eventually finding his manhood. She rubbed her palm up and down his root through his trousers and felt it stiffening. 

CG pulled Duke by his neck into her kiss and inched the pair backward as they nuzzled the tips of their noses. The expert driver lay back on the icy granite floor, her coat protecting her from the cold, and opened the front of her jacket. She was wearing a black miniskirt and sexy boots to arouse her CO. Duke leaned forward and tugged her skirt up around her hips and stretched her black panties aside. He spread her sex open with his fingers and inserted one digit to see if she was ready. CG’s sex was soaking in nectar and she moaned plaintively as Duke withdrew his fingers and unzipped his pants. Moving his knees up to the neck step, he entered her, pulling her legs up over his shoulder. 

 The couple lay before the memorial in a dead spot between flood lights. Duke thrust into his young lover over and again, relishing the feel of his gluteus tensing and flexing, the passion of taking her in public driving him wild, knowing they could be caught at any moment. CG muffled her cries, her legs on fire as Duke held her down, his strong hands holding her in place as he made love to her. Duke leaned back and admired the view of their union, slowly slipping in and out of her so they could both watch the point that made them one. He ground his hips in a circle and flexed his ass muscles over and over, screwing into her, the veins on his shaft dragging deliciously across her button.  The sounds of passing cars were like electricity crackling in Duke’s ears as he knew he would not be able to hold out any longer. 
CG cried out a muffled, “I’m cumming,” as tears poured down her cheeks. 

Duke stiffened his body and ejaculated into her quivering sex, draining the contents of his sack into her as his orgasm shot up his spine and into the back of his skull. Sated and buzzed by endorphins, he lay on her and kissed her sweetly, cupping her face and brushing away her tears with his thumbs. 

“I love you,” she sobbed into his neck, hiding her face, not wanting to get crushed, knowing he couldn’t possibly love her back. 

“I love you too,” he moaned miserably in her ear, clutching her possessively close, pained that he would say it, pained that it was true. He had spent so long blocking himself away from emotions that would bite him that he too began sobbing as he realized he had let her inside. They lay entangled on the cold stone and wept together as lovers, kissing and being one.

A few hundred miles away another pair of lovers was taking advantage of the two hour leave. Flint and Jaye had stayed behind as the rest of the JOEs went into town and had made short work of their clothing as the last man left the bunker. A pile of fatigues littered the crude concrete floor of the safe house as Flint took Jaye from behind on the bottom bunk of a set of bunk beds. With powerful thrusts his rippled belly bounced against her curvaceous rear, making her flesh jiggle as she pushed back, impaling herself on his root. Jaye’s breast’s swayed every time the warrant officer bucked his hips and drove his cock deep into her belly. His assault on her body was total, his firm, sandpapery hands moving her in any position he desired, taking her from many angles but always returning her to her knees. 
 Jaye hissed through her teeth, “Spank me.”

Flint obliged and swatted her rear sharply, leaving a bright red handprint. Jaye savored the pain as the little girl deep inside her needed to feel this discipline. Over and again the warrior swatted her ass until her flesh blushed purple under his assault and she came violently, biting hard into his pillow, mashing herself back onto his root. Flint pulled his throbbing sex from her weeping flower and deposited a puddle of sticky warmth onto her lower back. Jaye rolled to her side and Flint crawled up behind her, spooning her as when they first made love, his paws supporting her oversized breasts as they lay sweating and breathless in his bunk.

“Want to try for three? I think we still have time,” Flint teased, kissing the nape of her neck under her hair damp hair.

“No baby, it hurts, I’m probably going to get an infection as it is,” she moaned as his lips touched her. 

 The couple rested there, panting, riding together through aftershocks. 

“When do you think we’ll get out of here,” Jaye uttered softly, tracing the veins on the back of his hands with her fingertip as he held her. 

“Soon enough,” he replied plainly, as though he didn’t mind the voluntary captivity. “I mean, it’s all coming to a head soon.”
“What do you mean?” she replied, rolling to her back and looking to his face. He pawed gently at her left bosom and devoured her with his eyes as he spoke. 

“I mean its all coming down to it, right? Look, we have a guy promising peace and gaining sway over all these otherwise reasonable, powerful people, he is invoking Christ and plans to have the Catholic Church under his thumb. I read that ad they put up everywhere. Israel is a country again, China is a massive super power and this is what comes next,” he explained. 

“Just what are you getting at?” she asked, sitting up on her elbows, her breasts dangling like dew drops threatening to burst.

“This commander guy, he’s the anti-Christ. This is just the beginning. At least, that’s what my Dad thinks. Me and him talk about the bible a lot,” he stated, eyes still feasting on her flesh. 

“Baby, you’re scaring me,” she started and stopped herself, searching his eyes to see if he was joking.

“Look, I don’t know, I’m not the answer man,” he said with frustration, sitting up and lighting a cigar. He puffed on his Cuban and leaned forward, naked, looking back to her on the bunk, his face stubbly and unshaven. 

“What if my Dad is right?  ‘And I looked, and behold a white cloud, and upon the cloud one sat like unto the Son of man, having on his head a golden crown, and in his hand a sharp sickle. And another angel came out of the temple, crying with a loud voice to him that sat on the cloud, saying, ‘Thrust in thy sickle, and reap: for the time is come for thee to reap; for the harvest of the earth is ripe’,” he quoted from memory. 

Jaye sat up and embraced him from behind, her nipples scraping across his shoulder blades, clutching him close, inhaling his masculine scent, her cheek resting against the back of his head. “You can’t believe that, can you?” 

“How would you feel if everyday you felt like you failed your Dad? No, I don’t believe it, but I want to. I wish I did. It feels good to believe. I remember how that felt. It’s Pascal’s Gambit: I have nothing to lose by believing and everything to gain,” he replied, rolling his cigar in his fingers as she nuzzled her cheek against his strong back, her arms around his body. 
“If I saw no signs of a divinity, I would fix myself in denial. If I saw everywhere the marks of a Creator, I would repose peacefully in faith. But seeing too much to deny Him, and too little to assure me, I am in a pitiful state, and I would wish a hundred times that if a God sustains nature it would reveal Him without ambiguity. We understand nothing of the works of God unless we take it as a principle that He wishes to blind some and to enlighten others,” he stated with eloquence, quoting Pascal, accentuating his point by mashing out his cigar.
“God you make me horny when you talk like that,” she moaned, kissing him between his shoulder blades and reaching down for his manhood. She stroked his cock in her hands, rolling the tender flesh up and down over the sensitive head until he was again rigid and they made sweaty, passionate love once more before the rest of the squad arrived.

Thousands of miles away an operative stood at the door of a very dear friend. Scarlett answered the ringing bell and smiled brightly, throwing her arms around a long lost friend and ally. Low Light picked her off the ground and kissed her cheek. The hostess led him into her cozy little home and demanded he let loose Octavian so he and Timber could play. The animals greeted one another as creatures do and went about playing together, the massive wolf being tender with the grey tabby cat. 
 As the animals played, Low Light came into the living room. Snake Eyes attempted to rise to greet his friend but was unable, not fully recovered from his last mission. Low Light bid him to stay where he was and sat in an arm chair as Scarlett brought them all a drink and joined them. 

“We need to talk. It’s your brother… again,” Low Light stated with purpose in his voice. 
Chapter 11
A bespectacled man in headphones looked on the separatist commander and signaled with his fingers a three, two, one countdown and then directed his index finger in the hooded man’s direction. Seated in a cobra-crested throne atop a red carpeted, tiered dais, the commander began to speak.
“Greetings and welcome COBRA nation,” he spoke convivially with his damaged voice, “tonight we shall celebrate our victories in the assembly halls of Belarus, Ukraine and our new friends in Romania. Your loyalty and perseverance to do what you know is right has seen our party swell in numbers and seen our candidates rightfully take their places as heads of state and as representatives of you, the people. In the coming sessions I hope to see the COBRA initiative to form a solid confederation of states pass through and all treaties ratified to complete this union of like minded peoples.”
 The black-clad, chrome-masked man and elegantly adorned Baroness Anastasia De Cobray flanked the commander as he addressed the camera from the studio deep in the bowels of the group’s bunker. This throne room was decorated with a professionally stylized COBRA symbol as well as Doric columns and works of great masters adorning the wall behind the cadre of leaders. The commander continued:
“I am announcing the formation of a new millennium order of Cossacks. The men I will personally appoint to this station will be in charge of leading local chapters of our party, enforcing party rules and suppressing malcontents and undesirables. In turn, these men will appoint leaders of local prefectures, giving out party much needed structure. Brother Vladimir, please approach,” he directed. 
A man in a very professional blue uniform mounted the steps to the dais and knelt before the commander, his head bowed, his face covered in a red half mask. The Baroness approached the man and attached a red braided rope to the epaulette on his right shoulder. As she stepped back in place behind the throne, the chrome-faced man ceremoniously offered the commander a shining sword. Remaining seated, the hooded man placed the blade gently on each shoulder of his supplicant in turn and then on the top of his head, saying “In the name of the Father, the Sun and the Holy Spirit I proclaim you High Cossack of Kiev and give you dominion to appoint lesser Cossacks to aid you in serving the party. I charge you with bringing in the former Yugoslavian state into the fold.” 
 With that the man rose and bowed his head and exited to his right. Another man approached and knelt and was given the same treatment, however, this man was given dominion over Minsk and was charged with spreading COBRA to the Baltic States. Several more men were coroneted as High Cossacks and given missions before the eyes of the world and stood shoulder to shoulder, displayed for the viewers. 
“Look on these men COBRA nation and see your leaders. We will live an example of a peaceful, orderly, pure state stretching from the Baltic to the Mediterranean so that all of our Germanic and Romantic brethren will see our paradise and have their misgivings removed. Estonia, Latvia, Lithuania and a reunified Yugoslavia will soon join our ranks, any of our loyal members living in these places, take heart: your liberation is at hand. I appeal to our members in all other nations to double their efforts and have our party candidates elected so that we may all come together as God desires for us to live,” he implored as the strains of the hymn “In the Sweet By and By” filled the air and the broadcast faded to black. 
The screens of millions were quickly filled with the image of the Baroness dressed in a provocative, low cut school teacher’s outfit, saying, “Good evening my pupils, as you know, I am your teacher zee Baroness Anastasia De Cobray. Have you all been good little boys and girls? Yes you have my babies. Tonight ve vill continue our series on racial pride so all of COBRA nation may have a greater understanding of zer heritage.”
 The Baroness’ voice continued to fill the homes of the viewers as maps and images flashed across the screen coinciding with her commentary, saying “Last veek ve showed you how zee overpopulated peoples of Gotland in Sveden vere driven south. Varmer summers and greater harvests led to higher birth rates. Zee peoples needed breathing room, room to grow. Over zee centuries zey migrated from zee Baltic area, into zee Steppes and eventually to zee Black Sea. Zese were zee Eastern Germans. In zee Vest vere zee Franks and various ozer Teutonic tribes like zee Saxons and zee Allamani. Zee combined force of zees Germans ravaged zee vorld,” she continued, looking over the rims of her little glasses and right into the camera, seducing her pupils. 
“Zee Vandals established a great state in Africa, zee Goths made empires in zee east and zee vest, zee Saxons conquered Britain and zee Franks held dominion over zem all in time,” she continued, leaning over her desk and teasing the audience with her cleavage. 

“So you see, my babies, zat no matter vere you live, inside your veins flows zee blood of a German. Ve are a family, ve vhite, Christian Europeans, and ve should act as such.” 

Destro had seen enough and turned off the big screen television in his quarters. 
“Very good my pet,” he grinned and spoke with his digitally assisted voice, his breathing device wheezing as he turned to her. 

“Yes Master,” she replied miserably, her head hung before her, her raven hair a curtain around her tear stained face. The woman of high birth and sophistication was lashed nude to a leather crucifix that the metal-headed man kept on the wall across from the foot of his bed. He smiled behind his helmet and watched his slave limply whimper, her tears dampening the cold concrete floor of his chamber. 

“I give you praise and your tone says to me that you are not pleased,” he teased, drinking in her helpless form.

“I am pleased,” she replied softly. Streaks of candle wax were frozen in place on her skin, a lifeless cascade of the stuff hanging from the tips of her nipples. The weight of her body forced her take shallow, sobbing gasps to fill her lungs. Her legs bore the bruises and systematic cuts applied by her newest Master. 
“Then sound pleased,” he roared, throwing a scotch tumbler against the wall close to her head, glass shattering and stinging her flesh. 

“Yes Master, I am sorry Master,” she sobbed, her body shaking as she cried, hung on the cross for her perceived insolence. 

“Your last Master spoiled you,” he lamented, averting his gaze from her and leaving her alone, making sure to cut off the lights before exiting. The Baroness bemoaned her fate, her cries becoming wails that echoed down the corridors of the deep lair. The disappointed Master listened to his pets mourn as he angled through the narrow halls of the lair and came to the well guarded door of the commander’s chamber. He was given entrance without question. 

“Destro, I hope you have good news,” the commander hissed, looking up from his desk briefly as he continued to work. Without his hood the commander bore the hideous scars marking the attempt on his life. 

“Yes commander,” he replied in a robotic tone, placing a vial of clear liquid on the wide maple desk and then seated himself in a lush leather chair across from his overlord. 
The commander looked on his right-hand man quizzically, his head still down but his eyes cast to his guest, saying, “Vas ist das?”
The chrome-headed man replied simply, “Salvation.”
Chapter 12 
Duke welcomed the warm May breeze on his face as though a kiss from his lover: eyes closed, relaxed and with a feeling of deep security. He knew he was going to die today and was comforted in a way he could not understand. The JOEs had been deployed to Lviv only an hour earlier and had prepared for the onslaught as well as possible. Hawk and his intel had pinpointed a huge brick warehouse used to store decommissioned SCUD missiles and mobile launchers as a target for a COBRA takeover. Reluctantly opening his eyes, he saw the unplanned battle developing before him.
 A horde of blue-clad soldiers were swarming about on the horizon. Swarming, there was no other word, he thought to himself. Closer and closer the cobalt legion advanced, the sound of their boots rumbling in the squad leader’s ears. He perched himself in the rotating turret of a yellow Hummer, manning a .50 caliber machine gun, his offset binoculars raised to his eyes. On his right and left were similar vehicles of various colors and gunners, all bearing the “Ravenwood” logo. 
 Duke shielded his eyes from the sun and looked upon the towers of the cracked, weathered, Soviet era ammo depot with the knowledge that Recondo had burrowed himself into a hidden position and would pick away at their foe from afar. Like rushing into a cloud of locusts with a fly swatter, he thought. 

 The leader again looked on the centuries of armed men as they advanced at a fast gate, Kalashnikovs in hand, some firing wildly into the air. Now and again men would pause and inject their forearms with cheap, disposable syringes and resume the wild yelling and running across the plain. The agency was unable to determine the exact makeup of the drug given the loyal soldiers of COBRA but they knew the results. These so-called “Berserker” regiments would stir themselves into an insane bought of bravery with this substance and makes themselves impervious to pain. Duke had heard about PCP users acting like this, but doubted it was as pronounced as what he was viewing presently. 
“CG… I love you more than my own life… I always will, into eternity… I am begging you one last time to let me out and drive away from this place just as fast as I know you can,” he said evenly into the microphone attached to his helmet. He flipped down the sun visor and awaited the response he knew would come. 
“I’ll never leave you Duke… ever,” she replied into her microphone, seated behind the wheel of the Hummer that held her lover. She revved the engine and felt herself becoming more and more focused: focused on the enemy and on keeping them alive. 

With that CG stomped on the clutch and yanked the Hummer into gear, the all terrain vehicle rumbling over the plain and into the fray. The other vehicles followed in kind, stirring up a storm of dust. Jaye steered Flint into battle next to Duke and CG, their exchange being broadcast to all of the headsets of both squads and stirring other feelings. 
Flint started, “Jaye,” as he gripped the handles of his machine gun tight.

“I know… me too,” she said, cutting him off and angling her truck into a throng of men. 

 Old JOEs and newer recruits knifed into the horde, paired up on their chariots, tracer shells sizzling into flailing flesh. Drug-crazed COBRA warriors were flung about by the rampaging Hummers and more were blasted into oblivion by searing lead. Bodies slumped into the earth and were ground down under boots and tires with more wild men ready and eager to fling themselves into the machine and take their place. Recondo fired into the throng and reloaded as quickly as they could, seeing his friends fall from afar.
 Stalker and Beach Head were the first to find their end, their truck overwhelmed and surrounded by the zombies, their muscle torn from bone. Roadblock and Grunt flipped end over end into a gully and were torn apart, their flesh being eaten as they still lived. Gung Ho and Leatherneck were reduced to fighting back to back with kabar knives as they had depleted their ammo. The wild eyed attackers did not feel the slice of their blades and crushed the Marines skulls with the butts of their guns, swinging their Kalashnikovs like baseball bats. More JOEs died as the sniper vainly attempted to eliminate their attackers. Duke and Flint rained lead into the throng as their drivers circled about and inside the legion, all logical thought gone, only noise and blood and sweat. Suddenly the yellow Hummer wheeled about and retreated, Duke rotating the turret and firing through the dust kicked up by the truck’s tires to eliminate more of the berserkers. 
“CG, what are you doing,” he screamed into the mic.

“We’re not going to lose each other today. We were sent here to die Duke, can’t you see that? They could have bombed this place from above and eliminated the threat, but they didn’t. They are eliminating us, we have become a liability to the agency. You know what happens to liabilities. I tried your way and now we try mine,” she growled back with her tiny voice, hopping ridges on the rolling plain and crashing back down again.

“Damn it, I told you that story was bullshit, we can’t leave everyone else behind,” he hollered back into the static. 

“No its not,” Flint roared, Duke noticing his fellow squad leader racing after them with his mate, leaving the horde in their wake. 

“Fucking shit Jaye, you too? Jesus fucking Christ, we can’t just leave our brothers out there with that filth, why did we even go into this battle if we were going to run away,” he demanded. 

“Because this is the only way out Duke. The agency would have us dead. They know something we don’t know and we are no longer useful for them. We have to disappear and go underground. We have to cut all ties and go solo,” Jaye replied.

“Duke… this is how it has to be,” CG whispered earnestly as they slowed their vehicles, having left the horde in their wake. 
 Duke envisioned Recondo being torn limb from limb by the mob and knew the sight of his fellow JOEs dying would haunt him forever. The specter of guilt entered his soul and began making a home. 
“It’s not supposed to be like this. We were supposed to die. I can’t look at myself knowing they all died and I didn’t,” he lamented with authority. 

“Goddamn it Duke, we’re not all dying because living would change your view of the world,” Flint spat out. 

Duke fell silent and sat back, releasing the iron grip he had had on his machine gun. He resigned himself to go on living and hated himself intensely. 

“Where will we go,” he asked, defeated. 

“Georgia and Armenia, mercs can make a good living in that part of the world. Jaye has an account set up with a bank there already, had all our funds transferred there under assumed names before we left. We even have fuel stops planned out all along the way. Sorry we couldn’t let you in buddy, we knew you wouldn’t go along willingly,” Flint answered as they cruised, Duke lifting his visor and looking unfiltered into the horizon. 

“CG… do you know about plate tectonics?” Duke asked into his mic as he accepted his fate, eyes transfixed on the arms depot as it disappeared into the horizon. 

“You mean, like, how on a map South America looks like a puzzle piece that would fit into Africa?” she asked as she drove, unsure of her answer.

“Yeah… there were times in the planet’s history when the earth was uninhabitable by today’s creatures. I mean, either a fiery furnace or no oxygen at all, things like that. What if the earth recycles itself?” he solicited.

“Like how?” Flint inquired, no conversation being private on their frequency.

“If we take it as observable fact that continents and land are formed by hot magma rising from under the earths crust in the ocean depths and that this magma cools and layers up into land, could it be possible that the earth could become so hot that the minerals that make up land could return to a magma like state?” he again posed. 
“I don’t know about that Duke, doesn’t sound like anything I have ever heard,” Jaye replied skeptically. 

“If outside forces caused the atmosphere to become so hot that the earth returned to a ball of magma and gas, then cooled and continents and oceans again formed… then that would be recycling. That would mean that there could have been an infinite number of civilizations and evolutionary realities that all were wiped out without a trace by a cataclysmic atmospheric event. The world could be remaking itself over and over again and we don’t know it, we are cruising along as though all that matters is ourselves when in the end all that we ever knew would be completely erased when God hits the reset button,” he ventured. 

“Duke, baby… are you ok?” CG questioned with concern.
 The radio head sets fell silent. 
“Yeah, I’m ok,” he sighed, desperately needing some perspective, and cut off his mic. 

Chapter 13 
The angel of death pressed his body as close as he could to his motorcycle as he zoomed along the steppe, his Vulcan cannon blazing, mounted like a side car on his heavy duty bike. Both whacked out COBRA soldiers and professional Russian military fell under his deadly stream. Snake Eyes began to see familiar terrain as he cut a swath of death through the confused soldiers engaged in hand-to-hand combat on all sides. The commander had finally done just enough to anger and scare the Russians and was tasting the wrath of the great bear, their main compound under siege and their influence dwindling. Rockets whizzed into the fray and bullets fired in all directions as a literal war of wills waged on the open plains, plains that had soaked up an ocean of blood though the centuries. 
 Cloaked in his black combat gear, the agent roared into the courtyard and leapt from his bike, tumbling in the air and landing with sword drawn, his unmanned motorcycle rolling wildly. He slaughtered the pitiful guards near the entry to the lower lair, the place where he had been snatched up by a Blackhawk some few months prior. Rested, healed and rehabilitated, the shadow warrior stalked into the underworld, slashing and blasting all who would stand against him. His friends were dead, his world undone and his body scared, all for standing up against COBRA. With malice in his heart and with no love of God or of human rights, he killed.  

 “Hello brother,” a soft, menacing voice beckoned as he rounded an area of mechanical equipment along a cat walk. 
Storm Shadow revealed himself, dressed in a snow white gi and balaclava. Snake Eyes quickly discerned him as his former blood-brother from the secretive dojo where he had been trained during his youth. The red dragon on the opponent’s breast was his signature and the agent knew his identity to be that of a former ally. The pale ninja had gone in another direction decades ago. 
“Seems we both have unfinished business here,” he hissed, pulling his right fist in close to his body and assuming a fighting posture. 

Snake Eyes eagerly obliged his blood-brother’s desire for combat, an old debt come due. He wasn’t sure how the commander had found his enemy or how he had entered his employ, the point was moot. Storm Shadow was here now and demanding a duel. The agent dropped his Uzi and his sword and raised his open right hand in an arch over his head, his left hand extending toward his enemy, his knees bending. Snake Eyes flared his nostrils under his mask and felt all of his muscles flexing at once. 
The duo began a violent dance, a storm of limbs and fists. Snake Eyes gave ground and parried the advances of Storm Shadow, his forearms and calves deflecting the force of his opponent’s strikes. As the agent back pedaled along the catwalk he saw an opening amidst the tempest and released a tight, twisting punch into his blood-brother’s ribs. Storm Shadow stumbled back for but a moment and caught a boot to his face for his trouble and a spinning elbow driven into his nose. With a broken nose and jaw, the Asian master tumbled back, blood choking into his throat. The white-clad warrior attempted a spinning back kick which was cradled in the waiting hands of his opponent. Snake Eyes held his leg in place and drove his elbow into his knee, crippling the man. 
 Broken and defeated, Storm Shadow lay on the metal grate and watched his blood drool to the floor far below. A nudge of the agent’s boot sent his opponents body over the edge. Snake Eyes watched the white uniform flutter as his blood-brother fell limply through the air, only to be suddenly stopped by a sheet of concrete, his head splitting like a cantaloupe. The operative gathered his saber and his Uzi and continued his stalking, filled with righteous anger. 
 The slaughter continued at every corner of the lair, gore dripping from the agent’s blade, brass casings littering the floor along side lifeless bodies. The operative methodically opened every door, searching for the commander, a desperate need to finish what he had started burning inside of his gut. Men were dead and he blamed himself for that, for not cutting off the head of the snake when he had the chance. He was filled with his self hatred and rage, as well as an injection of adrenaline and steroids. 
 Using all of his stealth, the angel of death unlocked a door with the blade of his knife, blood in his wake. Seeing the occupant, Snake Eyes raised his wrist and utilized the weapon inspired by he that maimed him. Flexing a forearm muscle launched a titanium bolt into the throat of Destro, piercing the chrome mask and emerging on the other side of his neck, the chrome-faced man pawing at his throat, his breathing device grinding and sucking for air. Spiked barbs sprung from the head of the bolt and Snake Eyes yanked hard on the tether, decapitating the man as his slave looked on. 
“Master,” she moaned longingly, blue eyes peering hopefully through her veil of hair, still hanging from her cross, suddenly alive at seeing her wicked Master destroyed by him who had killed her first Master. 
“Master, I knew you would come for me, I am yours, I beg you to have me, I would do anything to sit at your feet and serve you, please, what can this unworthy whore do to win your favor? My memory of your cock in my cunt is all that has sustained me during my torment,” she gushed out as he came to her, Destro’s blood pooling crimson on the concrete floor. 
“All is lost here my Master, the commander has gone mad since the Russians declared war. This man had taken me as his and I submitted willingly, a fool. I have made so many mistakes my Master, please forgive this girl and make this girl yours,” she pleaded, tears welling in her eyes. 
 Snake Eyes looked on the decapitated head and cut the back off of the metal mask with a slash from his sword. He scooped out the mangled insides and wiped the blood away from the chrome with a bed sheet as he listened to the Baroness weep. The woman stared into the vacant eyes of her former Master as the stalker crept from the room, her body still restrained, allowing herself a glimmer of hope at survival. 
 “I gave you peace and you rejected me,” the commander scolded in his hissing tone, pointing a finger into a webcam from behind his desk, dust shaking from the artillery barrage up above and falling onto his shoulders. 
“I gave you pride and you threw it away. I offered you a united, purified continent and I am persecuted for my vision. I offered you a world where we would be independent, where we would need not purchase anything from a dog nation or beg from an infidel. I was to be Barbarossa returning, to bring Holy Rome back to the pinnacle of power. You Germans, you English, you French, I offered you this salvation first as the chosen people, the Germanic people. And you rejected me outright. You crude Russians, you mongoloid Poles, you resisted me while your brothers embraced me and knew my vision to be righteous. Russia, your greed, your lust for power over loyalty to race will be the end of you. I use your own weapons against you. From the heart of the Ukraine I will return to you in kind the disaster of Chernobyl,” he shouted, shaking his fist, then lifted off his hood and exposed his face to the world so he could access his lips with an icy glass of vodka. 

“Oh, it’s you… come to finish the job I suppose,” he uttered plainly, eyes looking off camera as he set down his sweaty glass. 
The Webcam went black.  
Epilogue 
“Breaking news from the conflict in the Ukraine, new footage of the unmasked commander delivering a swan song of a speech, filled with rage and threats. Unnamed sources have provided NBC with these images of a decapitated COBRA commander and his equally headless right hand man apparently taken moments after his web cast was interrupted. The man behind the mask has been identified as Dietrich Herzog, a former political science professor at the University of Munich who was dismissed for his overtly racist lectures and what has been described as delusions of grandeur,” Brian Williams reported with professionalism and candor.
“This just in, the Baroness Anastasia De Cobray is in US custody, her flight just landed at Rammstein Airbase, no word on her future but one can almost certainly assume she will be questioned as a witness in war crime trials with the High Cossack leaders. As we have been reporting, the Cossacks have been accused of ethnic cleansing in the past few months. We’ll be staying with this developing story all afternoon as footage of the fighting is coming in from all quarters, along with reports of a high-octane PCP being given to members of the COBRA army in a last ditch attempt at survival,” he continued, pausing as reports continued to flow into his earpiece.
“As you know, tensions in the region boiled over a few days ago and the Russian military launched a blitz deep into the Ukraine, targeting the COBRA headquarters. Protests against this incursion held in major European cities over the past days have raged into all out riots. NATO fears that Belarus and the Ukraine will again be annexed by Russia and all military personnel have been placed on high alert. Things are happening so fast, more breaking news: Russian media sources are reporting that SCUD missiles have landed in cities throughout Eastern Russia. Worse still, traces of caesium-137 at the impact sites have been detected and if we can verify that report this will be the first use of dirty bombs in open conflict,” he informed, pressing his earpiece deeper into his ear canal. 
“Still more news breaking, SCUD missiles launched into Poland have been downed by anti-missile batteries. We can not confirm the origin of these Polish defensive batteries, only that they have downed an attempted dirty bomb attack against their nation. I’m speaking off the cuff here, but if this is evidence of  the as-yet proposed missile defense shield already being in place, this might provoke the Russians to war with the West,” he projected as news continued to pour in from the front. 

 Flint, Jaye, Duke and Cover Girl watched the images on the broadcast intently from their hotel room in Tbilisi. 

“Looks like Snake Eyes is back in action,” Flint grunted, his arms folded and brow furrowed in thought. 

“Let’s pray they never send him after us,” CG spoke what the rest were thinking. 

Duke held his new bride in his arms, laying on the bed with her and watching TV, saying, “If they do we won’t know it until its too late.”

END 

