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Introduction

 

Spoiler alert, there are no dinosaurs in Warbird. I wrote it to explore Gunnery Sergeant Jay ‘Warbird’ Styles’ backstory. I have big plans for Jay in the Reviver series and I needed to get to know him even better before I throw him to the wolves. Or, more likely, the raptors. Warbird includes big guns and bad language. 
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The corrugated metal roof of the Hesco bunker ticked in the afternoon heat. Gunnery Sergeant Jay Styles, Warbird to his brothers and sister in arms at Fire Support Base Wilco, shook the battery powered fan he held close to his face in the hopes of eking out another few pitiful spins of the plastic blades. The last gasp of air from the fan parted the thick hairs of Jay’s chin curtain beard before the blades limped to a stop and Jay tossed the fan to the other end of his cot. He tucked his sunburned arms behind his head and listened to the tick click tick of the roof and any other signs of life beyond the packed dirt walls of the bunker. He lifted his head to peer down his body – a quick visual check to accompany the weight of the SIG M400 TREAD assault rifle resting on his chest – and then closed his eyes once more, content with the quiet reassurance of a veteran that his weapon was close to hand in the event of him needing to respond to a sudden, violent, situation.

Anything, he thought, casting another glance at the brilliant white square of light shining through the bunker entrance.

Jay twitched when the shadow of a large black man blocked out the light until the accompanying low whistle from Sergeant Gray Jazzman Charles announced the arrival of one of Jay’s oldest surviving friends.

“Caught you napping, eh?” Jazzman said as he ducked inside the bunker.

Jay closed his eyes and said, “I knew it was you.”

“Sure you did.” Jazzman slumped onto the cot beside Jay’s, secured his rifle and then tugged a can of warm cola from his battle vest. “For you,” he said, pressing the can against Jay’s arm.

“It’s warm,” Jay said, turning his head as Jazzman pulled the can back.

“You don’t want it?”

“Maybe later.”

“Ah, man, you really are in a funk, aren’t you?”

“Funk?”

“Sure,” Jazzman said. “It’s a word, I guess.” He popped the can and took a long gulp, thumping his chest with his fist after a long belch. 

“What’s the news, then?” Jay asked. “To get me out of this funk.”

“Well, if that’s even possible…” Jazzman paused for another pull of cola.

“The realms of possibility lie in my…”

“Trigger finger.” Jazzman sighed as Jay raised his hand to demonstrate.

“Never gets old,” Jay said. He turned his head to one side and opened his eyes, grinning as Jazzman shook his head.

“For you, maybe,” Jazzman said. “But save a thought for the rest of us miserable bastards who have to listen to you regale us with the possible outcomes of you pulling the proverbial fucking trigger, or not.”

“Regale?” Jay squinted at the older sergeant. “Are they giving out Scrabble leaflets in the mess today?”

“Fuck no,” Jazzman said. “Officers don’t want to give us grunts an advantage now, do they?”

“I guess not,” Jay said, closing his eyes once more.

The sound of the compound gate opening and the crunch of tyres bumping across the gravel announced the arrival of two, maybe three, vehicles.

“That’s them,” Jazzman said, nudging Jay’s arm with the can until he sat up to take it.

“Who?”

“Some PMC called Rhodium on a recruitment drive.”

Jay reached for his cap and tugged it onto his shaved head. “Now what the fuck is a private military contractor doing out here in the desert?”

“I just told you,” Jazzman said. “Recruiting.”

“Nah,” Jay said. “I’m not buying that. PMCs recruit when were stateside. Not in the field. Not unless they’re active. Which means,” he said, grabbing his rifle as he stood up. “The brass has farmed out an op to…” Jay clicked his fingers at Jazzman and said, “What were they called again?”

“Rhodium,” Jazzman said. “You’re not drinking that?” He reached out to pluck the can from Jay’s hand, tipped it to his lips, and drained it.

“Right. Rhodium,” Jay said. He slung his rifle over his shoulders, fiddling with the sling until he had the rifle in a comfortable and combat ready position, and then took a step towards the entrance. “You coming?” he said, with a glance at Jazzman.

“Sure.”

Jazzman crushed the empty can and tossed it into a plastic sack hanging from the Hesco wall to the right of the door. He grinned when the can clinked into the sack and then followed Jay outside. Both men pressed sunglasses onto their faces as soon as they were outside and then leaned against the bunker to watch three mixed teams debus from the newest Humvee tactical vehicles that Jay remembered seeing in a long time.
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