Ambush at Winston

           Dozer had lit a cigarette, and greedily puffed away. Azreal turned and looked at the new recruit, and said, “Better put that out or a sniper will see the light, and you’ll be dead before you can blink.”  Dozer smirked. “There’s no way a Khan could hit me in this light. There’s not even a fuckin’ star out.”

“We’re stuck in a cabin, and your standing a window. It’s not like you’re hard to hi...”

           As he spoke, a bullet whizzed at Dozer, striking him through the cheek. He fell back holding his mouth, as blood ran everywhere. If hadn’t been so dark out you could have seen the raw anger on Azreal’s face. Whether it was the Dozer’s stupidity or the fact a Khan shot at one of his men, it could not be known. He picked his FN-FAL with its newly attached night scope, then leaned into the window where Dozer had been. He looked over to where the shot must have come from, and saw through his scope that one of Khans’ guns were jammed and his friend was trying to help. He smirked. That’ll cost them dearly. He shook his head and put his eye to his scope. One.. Two.. Two snipers.. NO! Three! There are three. One just thinks he’s hiding… Azreal flipped his FN-FAL to semi-auto, then moved the crosshairs onto the poorly hidden Khan sniper.

           BAM (He’s not hidden anymore) BAM (Should have let him fix his own gun) BAM (You’re dead) Azreal ducked back down and shook his head. He remembered what Moonbiter had said. “For every Black Company soldier even shot at, I want there to three dead Khans.” Azreal smirked, then turned back to his squad. Felicia, a new medic, had just been recruited in the Company. “How is he?” Azreal asked. Felicia turned and looked to Azreal “Well, sir, he’s lost about 8 teeth, has a hole in his right cheek, and has no left cheek at all.” 

“Patch him up best you can, and then get him ready for combat.”

“Yes, sir!”

            Azreal mentally cursed. Why hadn’t Moonbiter let him take use his regular squad? These recruits weren’t trained for this. Of course, they weren’t expecting to put to this test so early The Khans had ambushed his squad in a town called Winston.  All Hell had broken loose when they made it to the near the middle of town, which seemed to be around a bar wrapped in neon lights. Live Nudes! Lives Nudes! It promised. His squad had started moving towards the bar, and that’s when the raiders had opened fire from inside.  They were outnumbered easily ten to one, but even in those odds, they had taken down at least five men, injuring at least a dozen others, and while only losing one man. Jacques had thrown himself at the enemy and tossed grenades everywhere, while charging them. The bullets had turned him in nothing more than a fleshy pile of meat, but his grenades. He had saved their lives no doubt, but had taken his own needlessly…

          They had managed to get into a cabin, and now were they were stuck, no place to run or hide. The cabin was more a shack, really. It was only one room, four windows that lacked any glass, and a door that was just about to rot off its hinges. He looked over to the rest of his squad. There was Hunter and Bane, his other two Rangers, and James, a sniper. “We’re going to have to fight our way clear. There’s no way we’ll survive if we stay here. How many grenades does everyone hav…” Azreal’s voice trailed off. There was fire in the distance. What could that be? He smiled, remembering he had reported the attack soon after they made it to the cabin.  “Hunker down everyone! It seems we might have just received our back up.” 

