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Please remember, if you enjoyed this book, return to the place of purchase and leave a review. Reviews are extremely important for authors, and are a good way to show your support!

 

 

 

 

This book is dedicated to all the soldiers who fight for freedom around the world, especially those women soldiers who answer the call to serve in the military of the free world. Blessings to all soldiers, and may you stay safe until it is time for you to return home!


 

 

 

 

 

 

 VW-Day by Alana Madden

 

 

 

I walk to his office and knock firmly on the door. There’s a muffled, “Come in,” from inside. I open the door and stride in, back ramrod straight. I salute my higher-up.

“General.”

“Lieutenant Goulding.” The man stands up and salutes back. I drop my arm.

“You wanted to see me, sir?”

“Yes. I would like to congratulate you on your promotion to Captain.”

Mouth open, I’m frozen in astonishment. “Excuse me? Sir.”

“Congratulations, Captain Goulding.”

“Thank you, sir. I won’t let you down.”

“Of course not. Wouldn’t have promoted you if I thought otherwise.” The man shakes my hand. “Now, since you’ve moved up a rank, you need another rookie. So, I’ll let you choose. Come with me.” Silently, I follow him into the D-wing barracks, the ones reserved for the new recruits. “Spend however long you need here. Contact me when you’ve chosen.”

The recruits stand to attention when they see the General. As the man leaves, the group turns questioningly to me. Carefully, I inspect them all as I move down the line.

“Surely you know, I’m Captain Goulding. Since I’ve recently been promoted, I need a new member. That’s going to be one of you.” As I go down the line, I notice one woman who looks me straight in the eyes. This one’s gaze isn’t disrespectful, like some I see. “You,” I point at her. “What’s your name?”

“Samantha Francis, sir!” The woman announces.

“Is there somewhere we can talk privately?”

Francis nods in the direction of a closed door. “Drill Sergeant’s office, sir.” Then, the woman trails behind me into the closet of an office. I close the door and she stands rigidly.

“Why did you join, Francis?”

“Well, I believe humanity needs to be protected, sir!” 

She’s very interesting, I muse. Out loud, I say, “Explain.”

“This is our world. They have no right to it. If I have to die to show them that, so be it. Sir.”

“Hmm.” Very interesting, indeed. “What are your views on women in the military?”

“I believe that anyone can do anything. Gender is no excuse to hold someone back from doing what they want to do.”

I smile slightly. “What about the government?”

Francis blinks slowly, shocked. “Sir?”

“Do you think the government is doing its job?” The woman opens her mouth, but doesn’t respond. “Speak frankly. I won’t tell anyone and I won’t judge.”

“Frankly, I don’t think they’re doing their jobs well. People could’ve stopped this a long time ago if the government would’ve done something sooner. However, my honor lies with them. I will do what they tell me, within reason.”

I grin full-out now. “Good. Welcome to my squad, Private Francis.” I hold out my hand.

Francis shakes it firmly. “Thank you, Captain. I won’t make you regret this.”

“Yeah, I know. Let’s go, rook. You’ve got a lot to learn.”
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I work almost every day with Francis, training her. Sure, the woman had basic training, but that isn’t much. Not in my book, anyway. Also, I want to see how she fights. And I want to form the comrade bond with her as I have with the rest of my team. In addition, they must work with Francis. The squad seems to function well together, which makes me proud. I chose well.

One thing I forgot to mention, the whole squad is women. I believe in the strength of women and the Commander agrees with me. Both of us think women should have the same opportunity to fight as men. These are our lives and our homes as well and women should be allowed to defend it. 

As I watch them, I hear snickering behind me. Even before I turn, I know who it is. Of course, it’s Lieutenant Rufus Black, a woman-hater. The man believes women should stay home and cook, be barefoot and pregnant. Well, he’s not the only one. When I spin around, I see his whole squad.

“Oh, look. Seems like Goulding’s got another scrap of meat for the Dravaks.” My squad stops training and moves to flank me. “You’ll be a nice distraction. Don’t worry though, we’ll avenge you as the Dravaks tear into your fresh flesh.”

“Hello, Lieutenant,” I sneer. “Here to get beaten up by a woman again?”

The man growls low in his throat. “Don’t talk down to me! Men are superior in everything! Women are nothing but machines to birth our young!”

“I am your superior now, Lieutenant.”

“What?!”

“I’ve been promoted to Captain, so I’d watch your tone with me.”

“This is ridiculous! They’re just going to throw any trash into the ranks! Is the army that desperate?!”

“With you holding the rank of Lieutenant, I’d be desperate too.” Rufus snarls and leaps for me. Easily, I sidestep and trip him. The man jumps back up and charges me. He throws a punch, but I block it with my arm. I snap my own fist out and it connects with Black’s nose. There’s a loud snap as the cartilage breaks.

With blood running down his face, Rufus kicks at me. I duck the man’s leg and punch his side. I could easily end this fight, but I’m enjoying myself. Black charges me again and hits my solar plexus. Instead of knocking me over, as he expects, I flip him over me. Rufus hits the ground hard and gets the wind knocked out of him. The man staggers to his feet. Gee, he sure is stubborn, isn’t he? The soldier may be strong, but I’m fast. Also, I’m a lot more skilled in combat. 

Rufus gets me in a head lock, but I stomp his instep. The man growls in irritation and I elbow him in the gut. Breath rushes out of him and I head-butt him. His arms slip and I escape. While I have my back to him, Black punches at me like a coward. Without turning, I grab his arm. I yank Rufus towards me as I turn, flipping him and slamming him into the ground. Still holding onto his arm, I wrap my leg around it.

“Move, and I snap your arm,” I warn. 

“You stupid little...”

I twist my body slightly, putting more pressure on the arm. A little more and his bones will break. “What was that, Lieutenant?”

“Fine, Captain! You win! I’m sorry.”

Satisfied, I let him go. “Leave, before I rethink my decision.” Rufus and his squad quickly depart.

“He’ll be back. Morons never learn,” my new Lieutenant responds. 

“That was nice, Captain,” Francis says. “How often does this happen?”

“More often than I’d like.”

Francis smiles. “I’m glad you allowed me to join, sir.”

“I’m glad you joined too, Private.”

“Don’t we have some training to do?” The Private smirks.

“Yes. Get back to work!” The team quickly scatters again.
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“Squad!” I call out in the barracks. “Command has info of an attack at a neighboring village! It’s time to move out! ETA, eight minutes! Move on, people!” Within five minutes, the squad is packed and in the Humvee. “Francis, I know this is your first mission, but you’ll be fine. Two words of advice: don’t freeze. All of us are counting on you, got it? Don’t let us down.”

“No, I won’t, sir!”

“Good. Then everything will be fine.”

“Don’t worry,” Lieutenant Rochester, says. “I was terrified during my first mission, too. But once I got there, my fear was gone. Just listen to your body, it knows what to do.”

“Thanks,” Francis replies. I smile. The squad is already comrades. We file out of the Humvee and unpack. Then, they follow me to a nearby tent.

“Captain Goulding and company reporting!” I call out. The Captain of the other team comes up to me. “How’s it looking out there?”

“Bad. We’re being slaughtered. The men have no experience fighting the Dravaks yet. Damn glad you’re here, Goulding.”

“Don’t worry, Montgomery.” I saw his name on his uniform. “We’ll push them back. Let’s move!” Once we enter the battlefield, it’s utter chaos. There are bodies everywhere and the field is slick with blood. Gunfire rings in the air and the stink of gunpowder chokes us. The smoke obscures our view.

“Morons. What’re they thinking? Smoke grenades won’t work, the Dravaks use thermal vision. All they’re doing is hurting the squads,” I mutter. More human bodies litter the ground than Dravak. Finally, the smoke clears enough to see the total amount of destruction. There are crevices from grenades and rocket launchers pocketing the Earth. Bodies are stacked on top of bodies. The grass has been almost completely burned.

The squads move through the field cautiously. Before we know it, we make contact with the enemy. Gunshots ring out, echoing endlessly. The Dravaks move spastically and they’re extremely fast. This squad is one of the several specially trained to fight them. A Dravak’s movements may be quick, but they’re calculated. We have only to predict where they will move and how fast to know where to shoot.

The alien blood, black as the night, mixes with the crimson blood of our fallen comrades. I feel the same hatred I’ve stored for years burning at the back of my mind. I suppress it as I’ve been doing all along. The aliens want our world, but they can’t have it. They won’t win until the last human on this Earth ceases to breathe.

I hear a cry of surprise and whirl to find Rochester pinned to the ground by a Dravak. I can’t get to the woman in time. That’s when, with a whoop, Francis jumps on its back. The new soldier unloads a clip into the back of the creature’s neck. Then, it falls to the ground with a howl, dead. Smiling proudly, I return my gaze to the Dravaks in front of me.

The Dravaks are... not attractive. They look like giant slugs with multiple octopus tentacles. They have rows of shark teeth coming off stalks just like their eyes. However, the eyes are clouded over, as if they’re blind. That’s why they only use thermal vision; that was all they needed on their planet. The aliens crash landed here on Earth and immediately tried to take over. They need fresh meat to live and they decided they quite liked this little planet.
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The squad kills all the ones in the area and takes a small break. A radio crackles to life and we get new orders. Now, we’re to go to the coordinates listed and take back that area. So we set off.

When the group gets there, fortunately there are still soldiers fighting. We join them and quickly dispatch the enemies. I turn to the leader of the squad.

“We’ll be moving on soon. Will you be okay here?”

“Yeah, we’ll be fine. Just kill them all, Captain.”

Smiling ruefully, I say, “You bet we will.” The group sets off again. Some are slightly injured, but we’ll manage. We’ve had worse before, anyway. So far, this battle isn’t bad. But I should’ve known better than to think that. At the next point, there are thousands of Dravaks. The soldiers are overwhelmed. 

“Looks like they sent an entire army here,” I say.

“This may be the day we finally die,” the Sergeant, Tanner, adds. 

“Maybe. That being the case, fight harder than we ever have before!”

“Yes, sir,” they reply in unison.

“Now let’s fight, for humanity! For freedom!”

“Yes, sir!” We charge into the melee. Pretty soon, I lose track of my teammates. In the chaos, I can’t see any of the squad. And, being focused on the battle as I am, I have no time to look for them. They’ll be fine, I’m sure of it. I hope so. The adrenalin pumping through my veins numbs all pain. I can’t even feel the blood sticking to skin and clothing. It’s been a long time since I’ve had this high of battle, this much before, and it’s invigorating.

Everything seems to move in slow motion. I see everything as it happens. All I see are the black bodies of the Dravaks, their blood spilling onto the ground, sharp, needle-like teeth coming at me. Somehow, though I can’t tell you exactly how, I lose my gun. So I pull out the sword hitched to my side and begin slicing. I have to fight in close combat now, but I’m skilled enough in it that my stride isn’t broken.

After a while, the rushing of blood in my ears dims a little and I hear the shouts and screams of those around me. Vaguely, I wonder who’s winning as I slice. I take a second to hope my squad is all right before focusing once more on the enemy. A grenade explodes next to me, showering dirt and debris onto me. One of the Dravaks bites my leg before I chop into its neck. Still, I can’t feel the pain, but the leg is getting weaker. Before long, I won’t be able to stand on it anymore.

I wonder why my hair isn’t in my face. Then I realize, it’s pasted to my neck with blood. I don’t even know whose blood: mine, a comrade’s, or the enemy’s. At this point, it doesn’t matter. I’m lost in the thrill of the fight and nothing else penetrates that haze. Dimly, I’m aware of the pain, but only in a detached way.
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Before I know it, there are no more enemies. Spinning around 360 degrees, I scan the battlefield. However, there are no enemies. Only fallen bodies remain, some still thrashing. I see all my comrades, doing the same thing as me. Did we really kill all of them? I wonder. Then, I gather up the squad.

“We don’t know for sure we’ve won. This is not finished until the fat lady sings, got it?” The group nods. Everyone goes around, making sure all the Dravak are dead. I see none of the other soldiers made it. They all died during the battle. We need to tend to the wounded, but that can wait. 

When I hear a loud roar, I freeze. Whatever that is, it sounds enormous. I spin around to find a thirty-foot-tall Dravak. The rest were only around fifteen or twenty feet tall. That’s when I realize this must be the master of the species.

“Squad! Attack! Don’t let it get away!” The team immediately surges forward, slicing and shooting at it. Only, its neck has some sort of protection. We can’t seem to break through the armor to kill the thing. I must come up with a strategy to defeat it. Otherwise, we’re all dead. Every last Dravak must die or the war will never be over.

I draw back slightly, thinking. There must be a way to kill it. If it can bleed, which it certainly is, then it can die. I just have to find its weak spot. I carefully watch it as it fends off my teammates, scrutinizing its every move. I have to end this now! I can’t keep waiting here or they’ll all be killed!

That’s when I notice it’s favoring a certain ridge on its back. The creature makes sure to keep it protected and well away from them. Can it be? That’s its weak spot? 

“HEY!” Hoarsely I call out. The squad turns to me. “Distract it! I know how to kill it!” The women simply nod and continue what they were previously doing. Leaping onto its back, I use the short knives to climb up the massive body. Now, I’ve never been afraid of heights, but I have to admit: this is scary. Several times, I must stop as it thrashes around, trying to dislodge me with thunderous roars. But I hold on, strong. Finally, I get to the ridge on its upper back. I bring my knife down onto it. However, it’s tougher than I thought. Guess I’ll have to hack away at it.

Repeatedly, I bring the blades down onto it. When I feel it’s close, I bring a blade down one last time with a shout. I use every ounce of strength remaining to force the blade into its back. The dagger sinks in deep and I get thrown from the Dravak. I land hard on the ground, but tuck and roll to minimize the damage to my body. 

In a crouch and too weak to stand, I watch my comrades cut the creature to the ground and slice its neck. My body is shaking, my breathing labored. Obviously, my body is at its limit and the pain is finally catching up. I slump down to the ground, exhausted. The radio crackles and I somehow manage to pick it up.

“Look, we’ve won! The Dravak are dead! Repeating: the Dravak are dead! Now we’re just tracking down a few stragglers.”

Raymond, the Corporal, chuckles as she comes up to me. “Finally, it’s over now.” The woman collapses next to me.

“Well,” Rochester adds as she sits next to me, “the fat lady just sang. It’s time to go to sleep now.”

“Hey, no sleeping on the job.” We all laugh.
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That is how a squad consisting of only women, single-handedly win the war against the Dravak. From this moment on, the world celebrates VW Day: Victory-Women Day. Most people claim we shouldn’t have been there in the first place. Some claim woman’s place is at home, in the kitchen, in the bedroom. But, we show them. We show them that we can do everything a man can by putting our mind to it. 

Humanity survives and we grow closer than ever before. Realizing how easily humans can be massacred by things from other worlds, the world bands together. All the world is united under a single government, one that isn’t corrupt. Humanity lost a lot in this war, but gained so much more. 

The squad and I, we are the government. Now, I don’t want to be the president of humanity, but I’m voted into the position. I’m just glad my squad is still by my side. The troubles aren’t over, who knows what else is out there in the universe, but we can face them together. I will create a group that goes out into space simply to explore. We will not be surprised again. And that’s a promise.
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 Bettina’s Battle by Chrissy Moon

 

The city is a corpse, and we live in its skeleton. Yes, I love it here, but just like the city itself, I, too, have some things I can never let go of.

This life will never reflect the ideals I once had for it. Yes, I know that now.

My heart, dark and filled with all the wrong things, still has room for this: a bright future, yet one that I can understand. 

Val and Shell had a great idea merging the Sangs and Romes together, but it won’t work. Not enough are committed. The other half wants to keep our culture and tradition the way it is. I have tried to commit, but I need to embrace who I am...
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A couple days earlier

 

By the time I arrive at the desecrated building known as the Village, I’m exhausted, sweaty, and yes, a little bloody.

I smell awful. A dense aura of mud, blood, and animal droppings surrounds me like the dark cloud of my mood. A quickly drying layer of mud engulfs the left side of my body, and this restricts my movements.

The clothing I wear is the same general color as the sludge, so it’s hard to tell where one ends and the other begins. I’ve got trousers on that have a gathered waist, and a loose, sleeveless shirt. These are not ideal clothes to fight in, which is why I chose to wear them today, on my scouting mission. 

The tribe I belong to doesn’t wear black anymore. Mostly we wear brown, a neutral color, because we aren’t evil. 

This is what the Captains say.

Pfft. Semantics; that’s what I say. We still oppose the angel tribe, Genesis, and simple mathematics places us squarely on the evil side of the spectrum. 

Once, I tried to see things their way, Captains Shell and Val’s way, but the movement is falling apart, and I’m thinking of leaving it. Yes, we need change, and yes, we need to build civilization once more; but this is not the way. This is the backwards way. 

A war ended us about 100 years ago, and the few remaining people were divided into three tribes. Genesis is one. Sanguinarian was an evil tribe and Romance was another, separate from the Sangs because both tribes prized men above women.

Until Valarie, Captain of our Sang tribe, joined forces with Shell, Captain of the Rome tribe, and merged the two tribes into one. I was all for it at first, but the newly created Sabbie tribe is one huge, disorganized mess. I long for the days when I knew what the priorities were and everything was simple. 

When will the Captains learn that evil can’t work with evil? 

Sabbie members are scattered on the sidewalk and throughout this mess of rubble that roughly assembles our neighborhood. Used to be the women would see me and nod or wave a hand while the men kept their eyes downcast, but that’s changed a little since the introduction of our combined order. A couple men even meet my eyes in defiance.

Hmm.

Saying nothing, I trudge forward. Right now, I’m too tired to think about this. 

The muddied boots I wear leave a dirty trail in the hallways of the Village. Without thinking, I wipe my brow with my left arm, spreading the mud to skin like so much brown paint.

Behind every door in the hall is a person or a family; the end of the work night is here and all the women are getting home – men too now, I suppose. Likely, they’re all as tired as I am, but definitely not as dirty.

No, I am the only one that stepped into a mud pit while scoping out the Gen tribe. But then, the Captains insist only I scope out the dangerous south end of the fortress. 

Usually, I take that as a sign of their trust.

I feel my body relax when the door comes into view. Ideally, I would have liked to take a break sometime during the night so I could run home and check in on Michael, to see what he was up to and how he progressed with setting up our new living space. But one can’t exactly run home in the middle of the night while spying on an enemy fortress. 

Anyway, working so hard this evening made it all the more rewarding to finally come home this morning to my new husband. A new family.

Michael looks tired and spent. Instantly, my heart goes out to him at that instant because I realize the man has been working hard to spruce up our new dwelling. 

Greeting him with a kiss right next to his lips, I catch Michael’s eyes sweeping my muddied body in appreciation. “Bettina Lenore,” Michael says in an odd tone, almost as if he’s reflecting on my name. He’s watching me with those lakewater-blue eyes of his.

I give him a little side smile and trudge into the bedroom so I can change clothes before I eat. The bath will wait a few more minutes, but at least I can wear clean clothes so I don’t stick to the chair as I eat.

I’m so filthy I have to ‘dig’ a little to find the waist to my trousers. The pants aren’t made well. With this new ‘gender-balanced’ lifestyle that the Co-Captains push on the people, some women were removed from combat and placed on domestic tasks. I fought hard to keep my best soldiers and resisted less when the weaker women got discharged. One of those newly domesticated ladies made my clothes, and she’s apparently a worse seamstress than a recruit. The trousers slipped off my butt all day, and in a surprising twist, the dried mud helped seal the clothes to my body while I worked tonight. 

Gratefully, I let the dirty clothes collapse into a pile in the bedroom.

The dinner Michael presents is a loaf of bread and a plate full of beans. There’s only one plate, so I assume the man has already eaten, probably as he prepared the food.

Hungrily, I inhale the food, thinking about what Michael said a minute earlier. That was how he addressed me when we first met – Bettina Lenore. “Why the formality? Are you about to ask me to propose to you again?”

The man smiles for a moment and then continues. “Actually, I was thinking that I want to start some military training.” Michael pauses. “But not with you. I’d like to train with the men.”

I roll my eyes and make a face, ready to tell him that he wouldn’t qualify to train in my squad, anyway. When I see Michael’s visage darken, however, I put my bread down, and give him my undivided attention. Clearly, the man’s serious about this, and if it’s important to him, it’s important to me, and I must not make light of the situation. I must explain this to him in a manner that makes sense to both of us. 

“We talked about this, Michael. Why change your mind now?”

“Well, I... I want to do more. I want to do something more productive with my time than just keep house.”

“Keeping house is very important. Look at how fucking tired and dirty I am from my day, and how perfect it was for me to come home and eat dinner with you. How can we live a happy life if both of us are in battle or training all day?”

“Just say it, Bettina.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Admit it. Just admit you don’t think I can fight because of my gender.”

I sigh loudly, blowing the bangs on my head to the side. This was another new thing since we got married. Passive-aggressive nagging. Jumping to conclusions. 

I remind myself that his day is different from mine. Michael’s aware of some of the danger I encounter, but has the luxury of not having to face such danger himself. In addition, I don’t tell him everything. Many times I almost didn’t make it home. I don’t want to worry the man, so I choose not to share that information, and as a result, he sits across from me at our dinner table right now, apparently thinking that combat is no more than a walk in the park. 

Dipping my bread in the last of my beans, I get up and walk back to our bedroom – a bedroom we have yet to use properly.

And from the way this conversation is going, it doesn’t look like we’ll get to use the room anytime soon.

Michael follows me, still talking. “This whole viewpoint you have that only women can fight is ridiculous anyway, and you know it. Physically, men are bigger and stronger. It’s the job of a woman’s body to birth and nourish children, and with the children they should stay. The two of us have had this conversation a million times, and you still don’t seem to get it.”

I scream a little in my throat; a mouth full with the last of my dinner renders me quiet for an extra minute. “And I always tell you it isn’t enough to be ‘destined’ to be stronger, or whatever bullshit theory you have,” I retort after swallowing the food. “Because destiny is not enough. One is also required to have her wits about her, to be strong emotionally, and men just don’t have that. As far as our bodies being destined to give birth and do nothing else, if you ever say that again I will slap your mouth so hard, you may lose some teeth. Now, I know for a while you didn’t belong to any tribe and granted, maybe because of that you’re a little smarter than the average man. But...”
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