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May 12, 2744

I am Lance Corporal Shane Harrison, a United Planets Marine. Like many others like me, I fight for the United Planets and that’s pretty much it. I don’t harbor any political ill will to somebody, but I do bear ill will to my enemies that’s for sure. Who was my enemy right now? Boredom, pure boredom. I’m part of 2nd Squad, 3rd Platoon, A Company, 3/5 Marine Regiment, 1st Marine Division that’s who. It might not mean anything else to anybody else, but these Marines are the tip of the spear. Well, right now there is no spear to carry as we’re currently orbiting Raleigh, our national capital of the United Planets. A schism of the United States centuries ago the United Planets became that when we ventured away from our home planet of Earth and set up colonies. This is what we normally deal with, mainly rebel forces willing to force us to change our way of life so we can live in harmony, or something akin to that anyways. What I do is simple: I was a Rifleman; I shoot my weapon and kill people.

I had already dealt with some form of rebellion a couple of years ago, on the planet Regult, where a rebel faction took hold and tried to force the Governor to become a free planet. Well, I can say that we dealt with that rebellion quite well, suppressing it and managing to win back the planet, with the President glad we stepped in and stopped it. It seems that the United Planets have its fair share of rebellions. A free and democratic society in my mind tends to spark a rebellion. But I ask myself: What is the point? The Governor of the planet does his or her best in ensuring the welfare of the people and so on. He or she doesn’t enslave them or harm them. It just seems to be something we as Marines must deal with, I suppose. The real enemies out there, the Russian Space Federation, the Pan-Asian Federation, are our true enemies. The Euros we leave alone, and they leave us alone. Pretty nice arrangement if you ask me. Well, what is there to ask is there? What does it matter that I tell you this story? I’ve just woken up and the squad is about to do drills. While in transit.

Yes, while in transit while we rotate out to the ‘northern’ border if you will. Probably more anti-pirate raids and stuff like that. We don’t fight the Kess, veritable space tigers because they ain’t unfriendly that’s all. Some have joined the Marines, but I think that’s about as alien as it will get for me. None of us report to one of the aliens so that’s a good thing. I find it curious how they have filtered amongst the known human sphere and get along, even though they are in each national boundary. Some like Gunnery Sergeant Andrews merely stay with the higher echelons, integrating junior aliens amongst the ranks and so on. I don’t know and frankly don’t give a shit as I don’t have any business with a space tiger anyways. Gunny Franklin, our human Gunnery Sergeant, says that they might start filtering down through the force, but he said that last year and nothing has changed. What has changed is of course my age, which is more important than any space tiger if you ask me.

I mean my birthday is coming up and I have nobody to celebrate it with. Lance Corporal Jenny Wilkins doesn’t like me as anything more than a squadmate, so she’s out. There’s Corporal Melissa Ashton but again, she’s not into me. I don’t think she likes men in the first place, always complaining about men and so on, which makes me want to buttstroke her so she’d just shut the fuck up. I mean really. All this time and you complain? Gimme a break and let’s not get into our squad leader. He caves into Corporal Ashton and seems to only deal with her. I mean she must be on the rag the whole time. Other than that, my squad is made up of men, and some I think like men too. Or grouse about them too. I don’t know what kind of force the Marines are. But they get the job done, which is why I put up with their shit most of the time. Maybe they just want to get on Corporal Ashton’s good side and get into her pants. Despite her bitchy attitude I think she’s good-looking too. Most of the Marine females are good-looking too in the platoon and that’s a good thing. Though sometimes, they posture, so they can get some play, but they got their legs closed off to us. I hear Sergeant Martinez has a husband somewhere in the Fleet and I envy her. To put up with her he just got some real balls. I mean she can be a real bitch sometimes and that gets on my nerves.

Me? I’m still looking for Mrs. Harrison and as I mentioned before, I have no chance right now. Maybe in another squad, I’ll find her, but for now, I just kill, and right now no killing so I worry about getting laid. As a Marine, I don’t have that problem. Just after the Regult mission some of the locals were all too happy to show us a good time and that was fine with me as I got quite the warm welcome. Well, enough about that, it’s time to talk about what I am doing right now and now it’s nothing until we travel to the ‘northern’ border and find out what’s waiting for us.

May 14, 2744

Well, so far nothing much has gone on up here. It’s been a couple of days and we’re still in orbit above Timont, which is on the border to the Independent Planets. So far, no rioting, no pirate activity, and so on. We’ve been spending the day cleaning weapons and our battle armor. I haven’t seen anything remotely of conflict and war. It’s one of those days where shit doesn’t happen and that’s a good thing. That means it’s a good day to relax and enjoy the day, which is hard to come by around here and especially when you’re in a spaceship designed to carry a lot of Marines into battle, but there is no battle to be fought. Makes this day kind of good if you ask me. Corporal Ashton is whining about men again and frankly, she could use a good dick to shut her up. As if she has nothing better to do than complain to us men about men. She complains to the women too, which nod their heads and agree, and I think they’re going to form a posse against us men, revolt if you ask me. Which would be a shame because they look good. I heard Sergeant McGovern lets her say it because he’s scared of her. She’s good in combat and I wonder if she’s any good in bed. It’s been a month since Regult, and I wish we could go back and enjoy the hospitality so she could get all the dick that she needs to just shut up.

What am I doing you ask? I’m in my bunk wishing I could beat off and relax a bit. Truth be told I’m a little afraid of being on a ship. Too many things can go wrong, and I don’t want to be inside this beast when it does. We drill sometimes the Evac plan and I was all good to hit an escape capsule and get to the nearest planet for relative safety. Maybe if I join the Army I could stay planet-side, but I don’t want to be a soldier really, I enjoy being a Marine and will be better off dead than become a grunt. They sit on planets all of the time and do whatever the Army tells them to do. What they do is what I don’t know what they do and I’m happy enough going down to some planet and sample the local women and revel in the fact that they like Marines better than soldiers. Mainly because we go places while the Army plods along and does its duty.

Well, I’m doing my duty sitting here on a bunk about to read a comic book that Fields gave me to ease the boredom. It’s not bad at all with the hero fighting off evil alien beasts and that sort of stuff. It’ll keep me busy, that’s for sure as it’s in a graphic novel format, which means that it’ll take some time before I finish it, maybe two hours or if I stretch it, three. Who knows, maybe some female from another squad will ‘accidentally’ come to me and we make some serious love on the ship. It’s not like it’s forbidden, just deemed unprofessional that’s all. I mean I’m the last person to be a professional, but it is what it is. There is some talking going on and I’m doing my best to ignore it while I read. I glance out of my bunk and see nothing in the immediate area, but I’m sure if I get up, I’ll figure out what is going on. Not me though, as I’ll read my book and ignore it as much as possible, it’s my day off and tomorrow can bring whatever it does.

May 17, 2744

Liberty. That is something that makes anybody excited. Since Timont was quiet the platoon leader, Lt. Palatino, ensured that we had some free time before doing God-knows-what with our lives. So far, it’s been quiet on the frontier and none of the Independent Planets need an ass-kicking so Command let us shake it out at a local bar. Fine with me as seven days of liberty is pretty much all I could take. Well, I would have asked for more, but Gunny Peters said that too much liberty we’d get drunk too much and have to have our Corpsman save us from ourselves. Well, bring on the beer then!

I and Fields are getting along with each other, so we decided to find a bar. The funny thing was the rest of the squad just ‘happened’ to find us too, and we made it a squad thing as we drank our beers. The funny thing was, we were looking for a good time and the ladies here didn’t seem to all interested in us, which was disappointing. Fields spent the time inquiring why they weren’t interested in us and found out that they preferred the Army guys on-planet rather than go-ahead. To which he said that we’re more manly and that we would show them a better time than any Army guy would ever. I approached the conversation, interrupting them. “So you would prefer some lazy soldier who can’t go anywhere? I’ve seen things that they haven’t seen yet.”

“And what would that be?”

“Combat. I fought some rebels on Regult and killed my fair share of them too.” I didn’t shoot that much, but they wouldn’t know better. I gotta ham it up and Fields didn’t correct me as he was of course there with me. He hardly shot his weapon too. But we got our fair share of shooting at the rebels. Too many ambushes for my taste.

“So, you’re saying that you have seen combat? You crazy or something?”

“Crazy for you darling, I can show you some moves that no Army guy would be able to.” I was a decent guy for sex, just ask the satisfied women that I’ve slept with. The only thing was that they weren’t around to see it or vouch for me though. Oh well, I’d sure show her a good time though. She looked good and I wouldn’t mind some action of the sexual type.

“Well, I hope not too crazy, I don’t do really crazy.”

“I can be as crazy as you like darling, just take a chance with us and we’ll show you how a Marine handle a woman.” I put some emphasis on that with my tone. I did well in bed and haven’t heard any complaints yet.

“Well, I don’t think so as we’re waiting for some guys to show up though, sorry.”

I crossed my arms and feigned like I was hurt. It was embarrassing that I got her interest piqued and she let me down. “Oh, that hurts, I’m wounded by your words.”

“Well, there’s nothing I can do about that now is there? Good luck Marine.” With that, she turned away from me along with her friend to me and Fields.

“I don’t think we’ll get lucky in this town.” Fields said as he watched the two ladies walk away. “I thought when people saw a Marine, they immediately got wet or something?”

“Maybe they don’t like men,” I said, taking a sip of my beer. It was a local brew and admittedly not bad. It was sweet and refreshing and cold. I liked my beer warm for some reason, but you don’t get much choice in a bar on the frontier, or anywhere. Usually, I let it sit so it warms up, but tonight I am ready to party and hard. I could handle some cold beer from the tap, but not rejection like this. I mean we’re the badass Marines, women should be crawling over us by now with our presence. Time to do the walk of shame to the squad, who saw everything I bet.

“Come on man, let’s forget them and find a willing woman in another bar. The night is young.”

“And fail like you just did? Sergeant McGovern said as he watched us walk up and heard Fields through the sad music that was blaring from the speakers embedded in the wall, at least that’s what I thought.

“Look Sarge, we didn’t fail.”

“You failed tiger.” Corporal Ashton said, with a thumbs down to accentuate it. “Probably saw your dick imprint and decided not to bother. I mean you do have a small dick.”

“I doubt that, no complaints from any woman I’ve been with.” She’d been eyeing me in the shower or something, which was strange as I never took a shower when she was around. We may be co-ed, but there wasn’t co-ed showering, so she made it up. That or she just looks at my dick imprint and judges that way. Hard to tell with camouflage uniforms on but that was beside the point. I took another sip of my beer and swished it down carefully, taking in the taste as it washed down my throat.

“Maybe you just haven’t been with a real woman.” She countered.

“I think I have Corporal, just they’re not around to say anything.”

“Well, that is a problem.” Corporal Ashton said with the tone, saying that the conversation was over with.

“I guess so.” I finished, though it didn’t seem to matter to her what I said. She wasn’t in my fireteam so she didn’t matter that much to me. My Fireteam leader walked up to me and patted me on the shoulder. “Don’t worry Harrison, there are other women in the universe and they’ll do you. If I was a girl I’d do you.” With a wink and a nod, he took a sip of his beer. “But I’m not a woman so no thanks man.” Another wink and a nod and that was that.

I looked at the squad and something hit me. “Why aren’t you all looking for company tonight?” There was plenty to go around and didn’t seem like that they hated Marines, or did they? I didn’t know with me getting buzzed from the beer. I wanted to get laid tonight. That was my mission in life: it was to get some indig woman the time of her life and me at the helm.

“Because we know better Marine. We also don’t want any trouble tonight, we’re on libo, and getting in a fight isn’t what we came for.” Sergeant McGovern said as he took the squad in. “Other squads are probably busting up some Army guys where we need to keep clean so we can go on liberty some more.”

I just about vomited my innards after that line. We’re Marines! We fight everywhere and fight all kinds of enemies! Not some lame speech about not bothering the locals. I came here to fight and get laid, didn't be kind to my fellow man. “I want to get laid, Sarge!”

“Well, you’ll probably have to find another bar then.”

As much as I wanted to fight Sergeant McGovern, he was in a way right. Most women will give it willingly to a Marine simply because we’re better than everybody else, me included. So I just took another sip and nodded to him and calmed down. I guess it was the music or the beer, but his reasoning made sense and I accepted that. “I understand now.”

“Good, now hang out here and maybe a willing woman will come by.”

“Sure thing Sarge.”

“Good, now take a seat and join your squadmates in a drink, I’m sure we’ll fight though, the night is still young.”

“Roger that Sarge,” I couldn’t believe that Sergeant McGovern had a fight in him after that speech. I mean he calmed me down and he pumped me up at the same time. Maybe it was the beer, or maybe it was just self-realization at that I can’t fight every battle and maybe I’m not as badass as I make myself out to be. Either way, the night was young and I needed to finish my beer so I could drink another one. It was liberty and I wanted to stay with my fellow Marines as they knew how to fight, Regult showed those rebels who was boss though. “I guess I’ll take it easy then.”

“Good to hear.” He motioned his beer towards me in a mock salute. “I just hope the night goes by without a hitch, we still have a few more hours to go until the bar closes.”

That was true as I’m sure some Army puke would come in here, or anybody really, to start trouble with us. I mean he practically said that he would have my back and I would have his too after that dressing down. And it also hit me that we’re the minority in this bar right now. Maybe that girl’s boyfriend would pick a fight. And maybe I would kick his ass and take her home. You never know around here. And I’ve only had a few beers, so I’ll take it easy until something happens.

An hour later, things did get exciting as the man that the woman was with kept looking over at us and I got a little curious. Curious enough to look back every time he looked over here, wondering what was on his mind. The beer tended to make me gung-ho for a fight and after the past hour sitting there looking at each other I was ready. His woman seemed to be always saying something to him so I tried to ignore it. Fat chance as the guy probably found enough courage to come over to where the squad was sitting at, enjoying my beer. I thought about approaching some other women, but that guy now occupied my center of attention. He was looking at us and I seemed to be the only one noticing him. I looked at Fields and tapped his shoulder. “Hey, that guy over there is looking at us like he wants a piece of us.”

“Don’t worry about him.” Sergeant McGovern said carefully. I thought he couldn’t hear us over the music, but apparently, he could read lips or something.

“I am worried about him, he’s eyeing me something fierce and I should do something about it.” Fucking an Army guy probably too.
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