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Red and Buck lived above the law. Red and Buck lived in a remote location outside of Roswell. They lived in the middle of no-where. The reservation they lived at was in constant jeopardy of being shut down all of a sudden. They survived off of old MT and K-rations found at the base inside of the bunker; they consisted of primarily ketchup and toilet-paper. They both had military issued K-bars and machetes. They resided to some of the most elegant and beautiful surroundings about including Route66. Their favorite adventure and destination was the ever so popular Route66. Proclaimed an adventure of Nevada and New Mexico; and the secret underground research facility which held a space-craft of some-sort at one-time; and where they did autopsies on alien beings. The self proclaimed Area-51. 


Red’s name was Red Collier, Red for short; he lived outside of Dexter New Mexico near Roswell. It was hotter than hell. He resided to Roswell often in the summertime because of the cooler temperatures. Red was a stand-out Marine he preferred the sniper-rifle. Red held the marine-corps record. Red’s second-weapon of choice was the M-16 SKS or assault rifle AK-47, but he preferred a sniper-rifle. Red was more slimber, taller and muscular, thin build, than Buck, and was more of an assault front-line grenadier and small-arms man or a sniper. But Red was fuckin badass. He was an ex-cop, MP an ex-cia agent deployed to a remote location in Panama, and had spent some-time in Mexico dealing with Mexicans. Before that he had met Buck, he was a Marine, an MP, and had spent some-time with the FBI behavioral science unit, with the DMZ, and had spent some-time over in Nam. Nam they called it. He could demobilize anything in disposition; anyone or any threat that stood in his path. 


Buck’s full-name was Buck Smith, Buck for short; he had served time in the Marines. Buck was Red’s buddy when they went into, the armed-service the marines together, special-forces type. Rad’s they were. Red held the marine-corps record in shooting. Buck rode Harleys and lived in Bakersville; he was part of the so-called 

hells-angels the most-bloody and notorious violent biker-gang in history. Buck was a radical-rebel, a radical-member and also a rebel-outlaw gang-member. Buck’s 

first-weapon of choice was the AR-33 or the fifty-cal. Buck’s favorite-weapon was the favored flame-thrower and the M-203 grenade-launcher. Buck was more of an arsenal than anyman. Buck could annihilate any human being. Buck knew about the DMZ and could demobilize. Buck was water-cooled, he had napalm and liquid-nitrogen running through his veins. Buck was more of a heavy-machinery water-cooled machine-gun 

type-man. Buck was shorter, stronger and more heavy-set. Buck’s favorite movie was scarface and watching old Rambo movies and Bruce-Lee and as scarface with his tummy-gun saying “sinara suckers”. Red and Buck met with a mexican-man named

Don Fuerte (Don Juan) and Paul Hood outside of Dexter. Don had a dog that was a spanish-fighting bull-dog and and ex-K9 unit. Paul Hood was also a radical-member a retired marine and EX-FBI. They planned a meeting at an old run-down café that only served bikers and truck-drivers. Red and Buck took the steel-plated camo-truck with a reamer on the front and set-up for a heavy-gun water cooled of course in back. They both hated the law, so they traveled-light occasionally. They both met with Don Juan and Paul Hood, they discussed the plan and the dog-fight; also the cooperation of law-enforcement officials; and also the situation at hand; they planned to take a whole-city by-storm and a full-scale take-over and assault on a small town outside of Dexter, Rambo style. Smuggling drugs and weapons was their main priority. “Get them flea bags lined up,” Red yelled drunkin’. “I’m on it as always colonel, “Buck motioned back.” “Ten buck two and a bottle of rum you bastard son-ofa-bitch,” “now get them bastards lined up you goddamn son-of-bitch.” Buck was brave and knowledgeable, he knew how to handle himself, he could also handle animals well, any animal, even a bear he could wrestle.

 “Go Go Go on a Go Go Go, “Red motioned quickly. Buck said, “5-clicks south.” They both transcended the bull, dogs that is. They both retreated south. They were in a 

tiny-suburb, a suburban area, outside of the city. The FBI knew this place well. They were investigating a Mexican-man by the name of Don Fuerte. Red Collier and 

Buck Smith knew this area. They both knew well about suburban-warfare. This area was well-known, run-down and over-populated by Mexicans and called the (ghetto) slums. They had met at a non-descript undisclosed remote location. The dog named Rex they had brought back from mexico on their journeys to their homeland neighboring-mexico, was upto-fight next. They put all their money down on a fight. You could see as Red throw it and bardered it on the side and ground yelling “Hey, Hey, Hey, fifty-five. Red handed the man a fresh firm pressed neatly stack of bills in a neat and orderly fashion, then told Buck who lined up their-pit, the spanish-fighting bull-dog named Rex. The dogs came at eachother from a different stand-point, like bats out-of-hell; the black lab went for Rex and the-pin and bit the left hine-foot with the win. “No, No, Noo,” “that’s my bull you goddamn son-ofa-bitch.” A fight broke out between Buck and Billy Bas Ass; Buck smoked him with his brass-knuckles and steel cold fist. Buck had barbs tattooed on them and two-lightning bolts engraved on the back of his hand. He was a gold-glove. Red noticed them. Red noticed the time being. Through their trials and tribulations they had won a majority of fights but they needed the money so they planned to rob a bank or a convienient-store whatever money they earned over the summer was very little. 

“Go Go Go on a Go Go Go,” “Red motioned quickly. “5-clicks southwest,” Buck retorted. Red and Buck set-out one-man armies super-ficial killing-machines in-hand. They both had their water-cooled machine-guns and their military issued K-bars and machetes and licenses to kill. They walked along the high-way in their camo-garb. You could see Buck’s barbs tattooed on his biceps and knuckles. Red noticed them. He noticed the tattoos tattooed on Buck’s body. He knew every square inch of his body every scar every cut, bump, scrape, or bruise. They were in foxtrot but the FBI followed them closely behind. They walked along the high-way avoiding any distraction. The situation they had at hand was just a brief stand-off that ended in a victory. Next they staked-out for the hills. “Head for the hills,” Buck said. They took the tank (the truck) and headed for a run-down biker-bar out-side of the small city and ended up fighting and getting some back-pay they earned from people who owed them money. Red and Buck met up with Paul Hood to talk about the biker-convention the hells-angels held once-a-year. Buck rode Harleys. This time they took the Harleys.  Next they headed for the 

biker-convention which took place outside of Bakersfield. The convention was near the radical-member subdivision. Paul Hood the Boss would be there. The FBI also knew this place very well. It was packed-full of dangerous hells-angels the most violent brutal and bloody notorious law-breaking band of outlaws, rebels, radicals, fugitives and 

gang-members in history. To be a radical meant you were out of Nam and a biker mostly. Rad’s they called “Um.” To be a radical-member meant you had to gain the respect much needed. That meant you had to gain the respect from killing, crime and from fighting little asian-bastards. The radical member subdivision was also outside of Bakersville; its where the rebel-outlaw gang-members met to discuss organized-crime, murders people who needed to be takin care of and situations at hand. Red and Buck were previous veterans of a foreign war and never really got the much needed respect they deserved. They desired but had been deserted. Their fellow countrymen was made of few and the remaining that had already forgotten most of what they had been taught. They had both fought the forgotten war and fought for their country. They also fought battles of their own. For fighting for their country from a foreign standpoint was a difficult task for both of them. They wanted people to come together all the radicals were retired and what was left of them to be free as a bird. Who would be their to take their place they both thought. A few white supremacists known as the KKK and radical subdivisions were known for the same idea and thought and shared both the same teachings. They were down in the desert where no one ever went. The locals or feds didn’t bother on coming down there. Arizona was the hottest place for these people to survive on nothing and hide-out. The recruiting stations existed in small pockets places or plateaus different types of extremist, radicals (rebels) and bikers both having been out of the Arizona desert and bakersfield. These were the real locals and the place that you really went to sign up for battle or to take care of big business. It was so desolate. The locals never really thought much of these bars. Only that they were biker bars and not for the locals. They were both trained and ready all they needed was their knifes. Both of them were black-belts in karate 10th degree. Both had been trained to the best of their abilities in kick-boxing and hand-to-hand combat. Both were combative and used the most deadly-force and brutal tactics known to man. They weighed the advantages from the disadvantages of the situation at hand. They sought out the probable outcomes and probabilities and found nothing pertinent. Both had prominent families with extensive backgrounds dating back to the twentieth century which were kept at the FBIs main district building in Quantico, Virginia along with criminal profiles of each and everyone of these types of individuals independent radical or extremist member.Greenbaraes. Both had received honorable discharges and final secret clearances at the nations top new military facility Area 51. Both needed the money they owed. That would be easy for Buck his nick name was dirty-vegas. It was still a difficult task. The only probable 

out-come would be to make a sacrifice of some-sort. Their lives would be a big one but they would never put their lives on the line for something this small. All they had to do now was surpass some obstacles that lye before them and that would be a difficult and demanding task itself. “5-clicks east” Buck motioned. After the meeting they headed back home to Dexter and discussed the situation they had at hand. They eventually came up with the concept and idea a plan to knock out all the power then proceed with with plan B. Energy was their main engagement. In an old burnt-out café on the dirty side of town the moon was struggling to cut the gloom. They both met back up with Don Fuerte and Paul Hood at the run-down cafe. They discussed a bank and a liquor-store they planned to take-over and gain money and respect. They both set-out this time they took the jeep the big wheely’s with a big-gun Buck’s fifty-cal in back, incase they needed to gain-some or loose-some unnecessary attention. They staked-out a run down 

convenient-store. Both entered demanding an anonymous amount of money. They cooperated and left. They left with an undisclosed amount of money. “No suckers here to be sold,” Red said. They ransacked the store. They rationaled the entire stores stock in its entirety and piled a bunch of stuff and supplies into the jeep. Buck grabbed a pack of pall-malls a bunch of jolly-ranchers gummy-worms and three suckers. “Add a few of these bad boy’s and you’ll have yourself a badass bomb,” Buck said. Buck was already an arsenal himself. Behind the store a bulldog stopped Red and Buck dead clean in their path’s before they could get to the jeep. It was Don Juan’s dog. They exchanged gun-fire with the store-clerk named Jeremy, who had a shotgun. Red grabbed his AK-47. Buck climbed into the jeep and dropped him and a sheriff with his semi-auto water-cooled sub machine-gun fifty-cal. You could hear the explosion of a cop-car in the distance as they left. “3-clicks north!,” Buck exclaimed. “Head for the hills,” he said. They headed north towards the lodge. They headed to the lodge a log-cabin, the stake-out spot in the hills, to plan their next mission. Buck was smart, strong and very opportunistic. They seized the opportunity. So on the way they headed to the bar. “What are we goin to do now Buck,” Red retorted. Buck broke a pool stick over the table “now listen up were goin to take this town by storm,” “anyone’s invited”. I think that got their much needed attention. Just then a full-pledge bar fight broke out and Red was levied out a window, bullets rickshayed and all that was left slumped over was Red and Buck in a pile of his own blood. A man can create his own demise he thought. They headed back towards the hills to stake out a town seize. They were both tired fatigued and out of energy. They held another meeting we are to engage our enemy and the towns energy that is our main engagement. They both managed to scrounge up some supplies they needed. They transcended the senseless bull and surpassed the difficult tasks they had to perform. They took the complex what they owed or planned on and made it a simple situation. Every motion every man every sound every wave every beep everthing every distraction they passed in their footsteps of fortitude. They staked out a spot in the foothills just east. They were to take the town by storm. They headed towards the town in forward transition. They surpassed the obstacles that lied before them in their footsteps toward the town. They watched, waited and observed. Nothing they thought. 

