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Chapter 1




Nicky Booth cast a brief glance over the outdoor market before he decided whether to join it. He didn’t see anyone here he didn’t already know. 

He’d been living in this remote Bolivian mountain village for a year. Every other person attending this market was a local wearing local clothing. He was the only gringo anywhere for hundreds of miles in any direction.

He still found it impossible not to check his surroundings all the time to make sure no one from the outside found out he was hiding here.

He wandered from stall to stall. Most of the vendors greeted him and he greeted them back. His Spanish had been getting better by the day since he moved down here. He never spoke English anymore.

He stopped by the stall of his friend Samuel Alvarado. Samuel and his family were some of the few people Nicky let himself get close to down here.

Samuel supported his family by scrounging wrecked, crashed, and derelict mopeds, motorcycles, and sometimes cars, fixing them up, and reselling them.

Nicky helped him at times. Samuel couldn’t afford to pay Nicky. Nicky didn’t need the money and Samuel barely made enough money to feed his kids. Nicky only did it because he enjoyed the work—and he enjoyed the company.

He talked to Samuel for a few minutes and then moved on. Nicky already felt guilty enough for staying in the village for too long—not to mention making friends and visiting their houses. He would only put them in danger if the people hunting him caught up with him.

He had to stay, though. The crushing loneliness of always living on the run had become unbearable. He had spent his first year on the run moving from place to place and avoiding any connection with anyone.

He couldn’t keep living alone. He had to talk to someone and share some connection with them even if it was totally superficial. Samuel and his family would never find out anything about who Nicky really was.

He never told them that he came down here to hide out from armed mobsters who wanted to kill him. He let everyone believe he moved down here to get away from the political situation in the States.

He let everyone believe he was some kind of artistic genius who needed to escape the hustle and bustle of life and retreated to the mountains to pursue a life of contemplation. That was better than anyone finding out the truth.

He never stopped looking over his shoulder. He never stopping checking and rechecking his surroundings every time he left the house. He never let his guard down even once in the last two years. He probably never would.

He didn’t stay long at Samuel’s stall. Nicky had helped him with almost every moped and motorcycle lined up in front of the stall.

Samuel got into lengthy discussions with his potential customers and everyone else about how he fixed up these vehicles. Nicky could have talked to any of those people about his involvement in fixing them up.

He kept scanning the market for anyone out of the ordinary. The locals all belonged to a certain type. They all had the same dark hair, dark eyes, dark skin, and they all wore the same combination of handmade clothes in the same style.

Any foreigner or even any stranger from a neighboring village would have stuck out for all the world to see—kind of like Nicky. He definitely stood out. They could all tell exactly what he was just by looking at his light, sandy hair, fair skin, and blue eyes.

He went through the market and purchased a few things he needed for his house. He lived in a tiny one-room shack a mile into the mountains on the other side of the village.

His house didn’t have power or running water. He used an outhouse in the trees and got his water from a stream running down the mountain. The place had no other amenities.

He didn’t mind living in such primitive conditions. He just needed someone to talk to. He occasionally took one of Samuel’s motorcycles back to his house and worked on it there in all the silent hours by himself.

He left the market sooner than anyone else. He had no reason to stick around, but he didn’t go back to his house. He lingered on the periphery until the market broke up later in the afternoon.

He met up with Samuel and his teenage son, Pablo. Nicky helped them wheel the unsold mopeds and motorcycles back to Samuel’s workshop.

“You should come and have dinner with us tonight,” Samuel told Nicky. “You never come.”

“That isn’t true,” Nicky countered. “I come all the time.”

“Once a week isn’t all the time,” Samuel argued. “You should come.”

“All right, I’ll come. Just don’t ask me to move in with you.”

Samuel laughed. “You could move into the shop. Then you could work on my machines all the time.”

“When would I have time to write my poetry if I did that?”

Samuel burst out in even more laughter. “Poetry?! Last month you said you were writing a novel and the month before that you said you wrote music.”

Nicky bit back a grin. “Maybe I like to dabble.”

“You spend too much time working on my machines to be doing any of them,” Samuel pointed out.

“I need to think about what I’m going to write next. What better way to think than to work on your machines?”

Samuel waved that away. “You’re a great storyteller. I’ll give you that much. Now come on. I’m hungry.”

Nicky followed them back to Samuel’s house. His wife and three younger children were already there. They sat around a handmade wooden table with a single candle burning in the center.

They made room for Nicky to sit down between Pablo on one side and a little girl named Rosa on the other. She looked up at Nicky with huge eyes.

He towered over everyone in the village. He towered over everyone in the whole area. Whatever ethnic group these people belonged to made them all really short. 

Samuel’s wife, Sofia, went around the room ladling soup into wooden bowls and putting the food in front of everyone to eat. 

Samuel started talking to Nicky about traveling to another village where Samuel knew of a garbage dump with a lot of wrecked and abandoned vehicles.

“You should come with me,” Samuel told him. “You could help me find the good ones and bring them back here.”

Nicky picked up his wooden spoon and scooped a load of soup into his mouth. “I could do that. When do you want to go?”

“How about tomorrow—if you aren’t too busy carving your latest sculpture.”

Nicky grinned at him. “I just finished it this morning.”

Samuel started to grin back at him, but the distant belch of machinegun fire interrupted their conversation. The sound put Nicky immediately on edge.

Everyone froze to listen. “Where are they?” Sofia whispered.

Samuel stood up. “All of you stay here and get ready to take shelter if they come any closer.”

Nicky followed him and Pablo to the door. “What’s happening?” Nicky asked. “Who would be shooting anyone out here?”

“They’re guerrillas in the mountains. The government sends Army forces to fight them and keep their numbers down.” 

Samuel opened the door. Pablo accompanied Samuel and Nicky outside. 

Heavy darkness hung over the village. Not many people here had windows in their houses. The few who did cast faint candlelight into the night outside.

The men held their breath to listen. More gunfire echoed from far to the left—far enough outside the village not to put anyone in danger.

Other men came out of their houses to listen, too. Nicky resisted the urge to ask Samuel a million questions about this—like if this kind of conflict happened a lot.

It couldn’t happen a lot. Nicky had been living here for a year and had never heard a single gunshot in all that time.

The rapid stuttering burst out again and then died to silence. The men strained their ears, but the gunfire didn’t start back up again.

Samuel finally turned away. “It sounds like they’re gone. We can go back inside now.”

He and Pablo headed for the door to return to their meal. Nicky had to duck under the door frame just to fit inside Samuel’s house.

Pablo went in. Samuel followed him. Nicky waited his turn outside, but at that moment, the rev of an engine split the night. A Jeep roared around the corner and skidded down the road coming out of the nearby forest.

The vehicle’s headlights bounced into the village. The Jeep was coming too fast to make the corner. Nicky caught a glimpse of eight men armed with machine guns hanging off the Jeep’s sides. 

The Jeep screeched around the corner, caught its wheels there while the driver fought the vehicle under control, and then he floored it to blast through the village to its other side.

Nicky and his friends didn’t have time to move before the Jeep screeched level with Samuel’s house on its way back out into the mountains. The headlights lit up the village for a second before another six Jeeps burned rubber out of the forest.

They followed the first Jeep and gunfire broke out right in the middle of the village. Samuel and Pablo dove inside just as gunmen mounted on the pursuing Jeeps opened fire on the fugitives.

The fugitives returned fire. Some of the pursuers’ gunfire hit the fugitives’ wheels. The Jeep flipped, hurled everyone out onto the ground, and the Jeep tumbled over and over itself before it exploded a dozen yards away.

The fire cast enough light around the area for Nicky to see the pursuers wearing Army fatigues. The fugitives wore fatigues, too, but they came in a range of styles. They didn’t all wear the same kind of uniform.

The Army Jeeps braked in the middle of the village and angled their headlights in all directions so the Army guys could see everything the fallen guerrillas were doing.

The guerrillas who survived the crash crawled to any kind of shelter they could find, hunkered for cover, and opened fire on the Army guys. The Army gunmen shot back. Bullets whistled all over the village and smashed into all the houses.

Neither the Army guys nor the guerrillas seemed to notice or care that they put the locals in danger. Screams echoed from one house or the other depending on which direction the gunmen were aiming.

Nicky got trapped outside and dove behind Samuel’s house for protection, but the bullets went straight through the makeshift walls. 

Nicky really hoped Samuel was keeping his family pinned down behind whatever furniture they had inside. Nicky hated to think of anything happening to them.

The guerrillas hid behind the houses, too. The houses themselves became targets for Army gunfire. Nicky couldn’t stand by and watch without doing something.

He inched behind the house and peeked out. Two guerrillas hid behind a different corner two doors down from Samuel’s house. The two men faced outward toward the road.

Nicky dove behind the house between him and them, crept along behind the back wall, and stopped there. Neither of the guerrillas saw him. None of the combatants could see him.

He leapt across the gap and tiptoed up behind the guerillas. The noise of gunfire blocked anyone from hearing what he did. 

He bent over, ripped the gun out of one of the guerrillas’ hands, and turned the weapon on both of them before either of them knew what hit them.

One of them flipped over onto his back to see who was attacking them. Nicky swept the weapon to his shoulder and shot both of them right there. Good riddance.

How dare these people come into this village and put a bunch of defenseless civilians at risk? These people were Nicky’s friends. They might not be able to defend their village, but he could.

He crouched behind the corner and took aim at two other clusters of guerrillas across the road from him. They all aimed to the left to shoot at the Army guys. None of these guerrillas expected someone to shoot at them from directly across from them.

His position gave him a perfect vantage point to aim straight into their protected hiding places. The guerrilla and Army gunfire gave him all the cover he needed to mow all the guerillas down. None of them ever found out who it was that killed them.

Dead silence fell over the village when the Army guys realized the guerrillas weren’t shooting anymore. Nicky took that moment to lower his weapon back on top of the dead bodies at his feet. 

He slipped away into the shadows and returned to his previous hiding place behind Samuel’s house.

The Army guys held a hasty conversation and then gunned their engines to rumble out of town. They steered their Jeeps around and motored away back down the road in the direction from which they’d come. Their headlights disappeared into the mountains.

Nicky stayed where he was for a long time and listened. None of the locals came out of their houses. Nicky could just imagine them all hiding under their beds. That’s exactly where they belonged.

He shook himself out of his trance. He hadn’t shot at anyone in a long time. This whole battle brought back memories of his time with Zavier in Lorenzo Alcazar’s organization.

At least Nicky could put his skills to use here. Someone had to defend these people.

The village might never suffer another incursion. He might keep living here for another year of peace and quiet before the Army came after the guerillas again.

He didn’t have access to the internet, so he would never find out what kind of civil conflict brought them here—not that it mattered in the end.

The overturned Jeep still blazed away at the other end of the village. It would probably burn all night long.

He went through the village silently, gathered up ten automatic weapons from the dead guerrillas and a few extras that fell out of the overturned Jeep, and carried all the weapons back to his house.

He returned, picked up one of the bodies, and slung it over his shoulder. These people were all so much smaller than he was. He could carry them easily. 

He carried the body for miles out into the forest and pitched it over the side of a certain ravine he knew about. The body fell a long way down, crashed through branches and undergrowth, and finally landed somewhere so far out of sight that no one would ever find it.








  
  
Chapter 2




Nicky worked almost all night to remove and hide all the bodies. The sun was just coming up by the time he came back from the last trip. 

He reentered the village to decide what to do about the wrecked Jeep. The fire was starting to die down.

Samuel and few other men stood around staring at the Jeep. “What should we do with it?” one of the other men asked. “The guerrillas will find out these men died here.”

“We can use one of Samuel’s vehicles to drag the Jeep out into the jungle,” Nicky suggested. 

“They might still find out,” Samuel pointed out. “They’ll retaliate.”

“Why would they retaliate against you?” Nicky asked. “You didn’t do anything.”

Samuel shrugged. “They don’t need a reason. They’ll retaliate against anyone for anything or nothing.”

“Then the first job is to get rid of this Jeep. Go get the keys to the truck.”

Samuel crossed the village to his workshop, went inside, came out, and started the motor of a beat-up old pickup truck he scavenged from a wreck site farther down the mountain.

He, Pablo, and Nicky had been working on this truck for months before Samuel finally got it running again. It groaned and coughed a lot, but it was the only vehicle in the village strong enough to tow the Jeep away.

The other men got involved, helped Nicky and Samuel tie a rope around the Jeep’s roll cage, and the men flipped the Jeep back onto its wheels. The chassis still worked fine even though the fire had charred the rest of the vehicle to a smoldering pile of cinders.

Nicky put the Jeep in neutral. That part of it still worked, too. Then he had to put a wooden board across the seat so he could sit on it while he steered.

Samuel got into the truck and hauled the Jeep out of town. Nicky planned to roll the Jeep into the same ravine where he hid the bodies, but Samuel had other ideas.

None of the local men asked about the dead guerrillas. Nicky hoped none of the locals ever found the guerrillas died here. 

The Army certainly never checked to find out why the guerrillas stopped shooting. Maybe the Army guys thought the guerrillas just ran away into the night.

Nicky decided not to tell anyone that he hid those dead guerrillas and took their weapons. The locals could tell anyone who asked that there never had been any dead guerrillas in their village.

The local men must have put two and two together, though. Not all the guerrillas survived the Jeep flipping over. Those men didn’t run away into the night.

The Army guys must have known the guerrillas died here, too, but the Army guys didn’t take the time to check. They never had to find out the truth, either.

Samuel drove the Jeep to a steep corner in the road five miles outside of town. He parked his truck there. He and Nicky untied the Jeep and then both men pushed the Jeep over the side of the cliff.

The vehicle plummeted a long way down before it crashed into the undergrowth at the bottom. Nicky didn’t see where the Jeep fell and he really didn’t care.

He rode back to town with Samuel and Nicky went home to his own house. Now he had to deal with the stack of automatic weapons lying on his bed. They brought back a lot of memories.

He didn’t think he would forget his old life after only two years, but he must have at least started to separate himself from it in his mind.

The whole sensation of handling these weapons, shooting them at someone, killing, and getting involved in any kind of conflict—it felt strange. It didn’t feel like him at all.

Did he really convince himself that he was some kind of artist or philosopher—that he came out here to commune with nature and think about the meaning of life? He really needed to pull it together.

He went through the guns one after the other, took them apart, cleaned them, and checked how much ammunition each one still had in its magazine.

The guerrillas did him a huge favor by duct-taping their extra clips of ammo to their gun stocks. Each weapon had at least one and sometimes two extra clips taped to the stock.

Nicky slotted back into his old self while he assessed all the weapons. Whatever part of him might have gone to sleep these past two years—it woke back up now. He wasn’t an artist or an escapee from the American political landscape.

He arranged the weapons on his bed and studied them for a while. He wasn’t the only thing that woke up last night. This conflict wouldn’t end with the disappearance of the Jeep and the dead guerrillas. The conflict would continue.

Something would happen. He would have to use these guns on someone else. It was only a matter of time.

Everything sounded peaceful outside, so he stashed the guns under his mattress, lay down, and went to sleep. He slept until noon, got up, and went to the stream to wash his face before he started working on his current moped from Samuel’s collection.

Nicky parked the moped in front of his house. This house perched on a hillside overlooking the village. He could look right down into the road running between all the houses.

He liked to sit or work out here where he could watch everything going on in the village. It gave him a certain sense of peace to know that some people somewhere were still living normal lives even if he couldn’t.

He traced the movements of everyone as they passed from one house to another. Samuel came out of his house with Pablo. They went to Samuel’s workshop and returned to work after siesta. Nicky would meet up with them at the workshop later.

He knew the daily routines of everyone in the village. He observed housewives passing back and forth, doing their laundry outside, and stopping to talk to each other or to deal with their children.

Nicky bent over the moped and started unbolting the muffler from the moped frame. He would have to go to the dump with Samuel to find a replacement muffler. That would take an act of God considering what an unusual model of moped it was.

Maybe Nicky and Samuel would get lucky and find a needle in a haystack of another identical model of moped somewhere with its muffler still intact.

Nicky put the muffler aside and stood up. He shouldn’t work on this moped again until he found a functioning muffler. The rest of the moped was useless until he did. He shouldn’t waste any more time fixing anything else until he knew for sure he could solve that problem.

He was in the middle of wiping his hands on a rag when he heard voices yelling down in the village. He only had to lift his eyes to see ten armed men storm into the village.

They wore the same combination of mismatched fatigues that the guerrillas wore last night. The guerrillas opened fire the instant they set foot in town.

Everyone screamed and ran for it, but not fast enough. The guerrillas mowed down two women and four children right off the bat. The men were all out at work and none of these people owned any weapons. The women and children were sitting ducks.

The sight snapped Nicky’s mind. He dove into the house, grabbed the two weapons with the most ammunition, and took off at a dead sprint for the village. 

No way in hell was anyone going to come into his town shooting defenseless women and children. Like hell they would.

He didn’t take the usual path to get to the village. That path came out on the open road at the far end of the village—right where the gunmen would see him in plain view.

He raced through the trees on a beeline for the village, crashed through the undergrowth, and pushed away branches whipping in his face. The guerrillas’ gunfire masked the sound of his approach.

His mind went into a tailspin on the way there. This route would bring him out behind the houses. The gunmen wouldn’t be able to see him until he ambushed them. It was the perfect setup.

He slowed when he spotted the houses between the tree trunks in the distance. He hung one of his weapons by its strap across his chest. He brought the other weapon to his shoulder so he would be ready to shoot as soon as he laid eyes on the attackers.

He didn’t stop walking while he tore the duct tape off the extra clips. He stuck the clips in his pockets so he would be able to lay his hands on them without any delay. He would need the extra ammo. He was never more certain of anything.

He paused at the edge of the trees. All the locals had fled inside their houses. No one remained outside except the gunmen.

They advanced through town unloading into all the houses on both sides. These cocksuckers actually meant to kill innocent, defenseless civilians. Who the hell did these assholes think they were? 

Where would they stop? Would they actually go into every house and slaughter the whole population? Nicky really wouldn’t be surprised.

Nicky took a few steps out into the open and hid behind one of the houses. He didn’t have to worry about hitting any civilians. They would all stay inside hiding under their beds again, but he did have to worry about the gunmen shooting back at him.

He darted from house to house, headed down the road, and flattened himself behind the house at the very far end of town—the end where the gunmen had entered. 

He whipped around the corner behind the gunmen’s backs, opened fire, and hit three of them before the rest saw what was happening.  They all spun around. Nicky dove out of sight and gunfire ripped down the street in his direction this time.

The game was up now. The gunmen stopped shooting at the houses and came after him instead. Good. They brought themselves straight to him.

He didn’t stay there, though. He leapt from house to house, worked his way closer to the road, and shot at them from the side. He hit two more. That left five.

They yelled back and forth to each other trying to coordinate a way to attack him. He bolted to the far end of town just in time to see them advance between the houses on that side of the road. 

They checked behind every house on that side and worked their way in deeper trying to find him.

He used the houses as cover, raced down the road, and passed between those houses behind the gunmen’s backs. He shot one and had to take cover from the others when they returned fire.

Their yells spiked off the charts. He saw movement behind a different house, and when he checked, they all took off running down the road in the direction from which they came.

Their cowardice ignited his fury even more. He barged out into the open and unloaded on them from behind as they ran away from him. He hit another one.

The last three dove sideways into the trees—like they could really get away from him.

He hustled down there and caught the last glimpse of two of them running away through the undergrowth on his right. He shouldered his weapon, opened fire, and took them down, but his weapon ran out of ammo before he could go after the last attacker.

It took him an extra few seconds to remove the clip and stick in another one. The last attacker was long gone by the time Nicky finished.

He should have gone out into the woods to track the guy down. Nicky shouldn’t leave even one of these bastards alive to tell anyone what happened here.

The piece of shit would run home squealing to whoever was in charge of these guerrillas. The last survivor would tell all his buddies that some gringo shot the intruders.

Whoever was in charge would probably put two and two together that the other guerillas died here last night. Then hellfire would rain on the village.








  
  
Chapter 3




Nicky strode back to the village. No one would come out of their houses even long after the shooting stopped. 

He made an executive decision and went to Samuel’s workshop. Nicky found Samuel and Pablo lying on their stomachs under a beat-up old Toyota van.

Their heads pointed toward the open workshop door. Nicky saw at first glance that Samuel and Pablo had been watching the entire attack—and Nicky’s counterassault.

“You can come out now,” he told them. “They’re all gone.”

Samuel and Pablo took a long time before they backed out from under the van, stood up, and walked around it. Samuel stared at Nicky with huge eyes. “I always knew you weren’t a writer.”

Nicky ignored that. “Go around the village and round up all the men you can find. One of the attackers got away. We have to arm the village and get ready to defend ourselves in case the guerrillas send someone else after us.”

“But….we don’t know anything about these weapons.” Samuel’s voice quavered. “I’ve never even held a weapon.”

“You’re about to learn. Go get everyone. We don’t know how much time we have. Pablo, I want you to go through the village and collect up all the guns from all the dead attackers. Bring everything back here.”

Pablo walked away in one direction and Samuel walked away in the other. Nicky returned to his house, stacked all the additional weapons in the crook of his elbow, and carried everything back down to the workshop. 

Some part of him always knew he would get sucked back into this world of guns, shooting, and danger.

He put all the weapons in the workshop just as Pablo showed up with six more guns. He added them to Nicky’s stack. 

It took a while for Samuel to come back with the other men. Nicky used the time to go around the village and assess the place from a strategic point of view. He’d never had to do that before. He never had to think about defending the place against armed gunmen.

He did think about defending his house against armed gunmen. He thought about that all the time. Now he wound up in a completely different situation.

He made it back to the workshop just as Samuel and the other men started to gather outside.

“What’s going on?” an older man named Guillermo asked.

“The guerillas are coming,” Nicky replied. “We have to defend the village.”

“You brought the guerrillas here,” another man named Julio fired back. 

Nicky made a face. “Please. The guerrillas were here long before I ever came.”

“You know what I mean!” Julio countered “We wouldn’t be in this situation if not for you.”

Nicky turned around to face the guy. “I can take all my guns and leave you to take care of yourselves if you prefer. I’m only here because I’m trying to help you—but I can stop doing that if you really want me to.”

Julio shut his mouth real quick. Nicky pretended Julio wasn’t there anymore. “Pablo, I want you to go through the village, round up all the women and children, and take them to my house.”

“Why?” Guillermo asked. 

“Do you really want to keep your women and children in town where they’ll be in danger of getting shot? Get out of here, Pablo. Tell them not to come back until one of us comes to tell them it’s safe—and you can stay up there with them. Don’t come back.”

“I want to come back,” Pablo countered. “I want to help. I want to fight. I’m old enough.”

Nicky had to smile at the kid. He was the only person here who said he wanted to get involved. Not even the grown men said that.

“Okay, you can stay. Go take them up the hill and then come back.” Nicky turned back to the men. “We don’t know when the guerrillas will come back or how many people they’ll bring. We’ll post pairs of men to stand guard and keep watch over the village. Each pair will take it in shifts so one man observes the road and the surrounding forest while the second man takes a break and relaxes. When the guerrillas come, both men will grab their weapons and be ready to fight.”

“How do we do that?” Guillermo’s voice trembled. “We’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Just remember your wives’ and children’s lives depend on you killing as many of these guerrillas as you can. They came back here and shot the place up when they thought one of their Jeeps accidentally crashed here. The guerrillas had no reason to think you were involved in the battle against the Army. This has nothing to do with me. They would keep coming back no matter what. They’ll only leave you alone if they realize you’re fighting back. Now follow me and I’ll show you where to stand guard.”

Nicky went through the group and armed everyone. Most of the men hesitated even to touch the guns. When they did, the men held the guns away from their bodies like the guns would magically turn on the person holding it.

Nicky tried to ignore that and remind himself that these were all just poor village family men. They didn’t get involved in all that stuff. They weren’t as used to it as he was.

Then he remembered that their families were in danger. He had a hard time keeping his patience with them when he remembered that. Didn’t these men even have the balls to defend their families?

He didn’t say that out loud, but he would if they gave him any more static. He could easily take all these guns and go off to defend himself by himself. He didn’t need to be here at all.

He was the reason the last batch of guerrillas didn’t go through the village killing every man, woman, and child they could find. He would definitely remind these men the very next time one of them challenged him.

The men didn’t bring it up again, thank God. They followed him around the village and obeyed him when he posted pairs of armed men at strategic points. 

He positioned them behind the houses on both sides of both ends of the road. That should give everyone plenty of warning that the guerrillas were coming.

He didn’t think anyone would need a warning. The guerrillas would announce themselves early enough—either by coming in Jeeps or they would announce themselves some other way.

He positioned the rest of the men behind other houses in the middle of the village. He placed them all on either side of the road where the houses would offer at least some protection from gunfire.

He would have liked to keep Pablo with him. Nicky needed someone like that around him right now, but he couldn’t exactly single out a teenage kid over all the fully grown men.

Nicky put Pablo and Samuel together in another post. Then Nicky went around the village and located every vehicle he knew would run. Most of them were Samuel’s mopeds and motorcycles. 

Samuel also had the pickup and two other cars that worked pretty well. Nicky got the keys out of the workshop and put them in the ignitions of each vehicle so they would be ready if he and his men needed to go anywhere.

He considered going up to his house to see how the women and children were doing, but he decided to send Pablo instead. Nicky didn’t want to get stuck up there explaining all of this.

He strode through the village checking on his men. They were already slackening their vigilance on the road. Both men in most of the pairs were already sitting down with their backs turned to the road or barely looking at it.

Nicky returned to Samuel’s post. He and Pablo were the only two actually up on their knees training their weapons toward the road the way Nicky told them to.

Nicky opened his mouth to tell Pablo to go up the hill to check on the women and children. Nicky stopped when he heard the sound of Jeeps coming closer.

He swept his weapon to his shoulder and ducked into hiding with Samuel and Pablo. Then Nicky darted to the next house along so he could get closer to the road and see what was going on.

Five Jeeps advanced up the road. Each Jeep carried up to seven guerrillas all armed to the teeth. The Jeeps skidded to a halt in the center of the village and all the gunmen dismounted.

Nicky didn’t wait an instant. He opened fire on the men facing him and took out ten of them in the very first pass.

More gunfire erupted from Samuel’s and Pablo’s position. Both of them opened fire. Good for them. They sacked it up when the time came.

Nicky couldn’t hear if any of the other men opened fire. It didn’t matter because all the guerrillas spun around to face Nicky’s side of the road.

He, Samuel, and Pablo cut down another six guerrillas on this side of the Jeeps. The other guerrillas took refuge behind their vehicles, rested their guns on top of the Jeeps, and used the vehicles as cover to return fire on this side of the village.

The guerrillas couldn’t hit the shooters with all the houses protecting Nicky and his friends. The guerrillas couldn’t even see who was shooting or where they were shooting from. 

Pablo hit one of the Jeeps and the vehicle detonated in a blazing fireball. The explosion torched another four guerrillas—and then the men on the opposite side of the village opened fire.

They mowed down another ten guerrillas. The guerrillas’ position hiding behind the Jeeps left them exposed to the men hiding on the opposite side of the village. 

Five guerrillas remained. They saw the writing on the wall, piled into one Jeep, reversed out of the village, and took off driving away into the mountains.

Nicky leapt out into the open. “Come on!” he yelled behind him. “We can’t let them get away to warn anyone!”

He charged to the workshop, hopped on one of the motorcycles, and fired up the ignition. None of the other men came out of hiding.

That didn’t matter. He couldn’t let these cocksuckers take word back to whoever was in charge that the village people resisted.

The village people were apparently just supposed to lie down and wait for the guerrillas to wipe them all out. That on its own earned the guerrillas a one-way ticket straight to Hell.

Nicky gunned the bike’s engine and screeched out of town. He wished now that he had kept more than one gun for himself, but if he played this right, he would be able to take some more weapons from these guerrillas he was hunting right now.

He overtook them on a curvy road winding down the mountain. The Jeep driver drove way too fast and kept losing traction when he skidded around corners.

The gunmen on the back tried to shoot at Nicky when he came within range, but the driver’s behavior made it impossible for anyone to hit Nicky. He swerved the bike to evade their shots as much as possible, but they never even got close to hitting him.

The road curved back and forth so much that he didn’t get a chance to shoot back at them, either. He had to hold onto the bike with both hands. He couldn’t even bring his weapon up.

The noise of both vehicles drowned out everything else. Nicky didn’t realize what was going on until two more Jeeps motored up behind him. He saw armed men loaded into both vehicles.

He swerved to avoid them, too, until he noticed the village men driving both vehicles—the two Jeeps they took from the village.

The sight fired Nicky’s resolve to finish this once and for all. He didn’t even have to tell the men to prop their guns on the roll bar and shoot at the fleeing guerrillas.

The road cut down the mountain and straightened out into open fields at the bottom of a valley. The guerrillas could shoot all they wanted from here, but so could the pursuing villagers.

Nicky didn’t even have to raise his weapon. The village men gunned their engines, flanked the guerrilla Jeep on both sides, and a brutal gun battle broke out.

The guerrillas shouldered their weapons to shoot at both Jeeps. The village men retaliated much more harshly than Nicky expected. Guillermo sat behind the wheel of one Jeep. Samuel drove the other vehicle.

Guillermo yanked his steering wheel sideways and smashed his Jeep into the guerrillas hard enough to jostle them almost out of their seats. 

The guerrilla Jeep veered hard just as Samuel dodged in to smash the guerrilla Jeep from the other side. The two vehicles bounced the guerrillas back and forth between them.

That one moment of pause between the two hits gave the village men in Guillermo’s Jeep the chance they needed to unload into the guerrillas from behind. The constant collisions shook up the guerrillas enough to stop them from shooting at anyone.

Then Samuel knocked the guerrilla Jeep back the other way and the village men in his Jeep did exactly the same thing.

Nicky held back and stayed out of the way. He wouldn’t be able to do anything except maybe get himself crushed between all three Jeeps. 

The guerrilla Jeep slammed back and forth so fast and with such force that he didn’t trust himself to hit anyone inside it even if he did raise his weapon.

Guillermo hit the guerrilla Jeep hard enough on the next pass that the driver lost control. The Jeep skidded sideways. Its tires caught the rough dirt underneath them.

Guillermo and Samuel both yanked their Jeeps away just in time as the guerrilla Jeep flipped and rolled over and over itself. It tumbled to a stop fifty yards away and lay still.








