The Superweapon Part 2: Flashback to Felder Pass

Picture a large city with the typical fuzzy-dream-fringe around the edges of the picture like what you see on TV during television dream sequences


“BEREAUX! Come on! Hurry!” Marie ran as fast as she could, following a Lieutenant through the streets of Felder Pass. They finally reached Fort Quentin. A small, walled-in military base with a roster of only 1200 military personnel, the fort was the headquarters for the entire Felder Pass region, which consisted of 2 full divisions at the time as well as a mixed garrison from several countries manning guard posts on the city’s three main bridges.


The two bolted through the now-unguarded guard shack, ran through the empty motor pool, past the supply depot and burst through the door of the officer’s club. The room was packed with soldiers, yet no one turned to look. Everyone was just staring at the TV at the front of the room. Some stood, some sat on stools, some were even lying across the pool tables, but all were fixated on the TV. That’s when Marie looked up at the TV mounted at the top of the bar.


“This is the Emergency Broadcast System. As of 10:45 this morning, the FWA Headquarters in Saluti, Ratino has officially declared that a state of war exists between the Fascist World Alliance and all member nations of the ANC and NATO. All members of the military are ordered to report to the nearest military installation immediately. All civilians are to evacuate the Leston River Valley (The border region) and are urged to only take the necessities and head as far north and as far west as possible. Anyone unable to get away quickly enough will, if possible, be transported out by the military.


“Hmm. What? Ladies and Gentleman, we have just received word that the general FWA offensive has begun. We are already receiving reports of border skirmishes and possible casualties along the Tournai-Krucetsk border and along the western sections of our border with Casso. Also, apparently, FWA aircraft have already begun bombing missions on our soil. Several military convoys have been hit; we have no reports on casualties yet, though. We will attempt to update you as the situation progresses. All regular programming has been cancelled. Good luck to you all and may god help us. I’m Edmund Spelling, my hopes are with you.”


With that, the screen turned to a reporter on the front lines. A colonel reached up and turned off the television, then stood and rose his hands to quiet everyone. ‘Humph, the generals must all be in the capitol for vacations, AGAIN!’ Marie thought.


“Alright, men.” The colonel started, “Our worst fears have been realized. The FWA has finally decided to declare war upon our great nations. But, if we have anything to say about it, they are going to regret it.” Everyone let out a resounding cheer, “You all know the Defensive Line procedures, so gather your men. Also, be on the lookout for two double agents. I received a message from Division saying that two sappers disguised as Upotterian soldiers destroyed a power station at Bretta Airfield. As they say, MAN YOUR BATTLESTATIONS! Go!”


“YEAH!” Everyone else let out another resounding cheer and left.


Marie stood up and walked out the door. All throughout the base, men were running everywhere, officers and drivers were jumping into vehicles or into the few helicopters on site and driving off, the base guards had run back into the guard post a turned their TV back on to check for more updates. Marie figured she should help and jumped into the driver’s seat of an unmanned transport truck.

“She leaned out the window and yelled, “Everyone heading for the Fallsworth Memorial Bridge, get in!” Then she started up the engine, letting it sit idle until enough troops were in.

Once she was sure the truck was full, she revved the engine and headed for Fallsworth Memorial Bridge. The bridge was a magnificent structure, spanning a kilometer-wide gap across the Leston River. The main bridge in the city of Felder Pass itself, the bridge was a massive suspension bridge that served as a six-lane crossing for the Trans-Allied Highway. It and the other two bridges in the city were the only crossings for dozens of kilometers in either direction and thus would be major objectives.

After a long ride, they finally arrived. All the troops piled out and took their proper defensive positions, joining the dozens that were already there. Marie then parked the truck in a good spot and got out. Looking at the now empty of all civilians, she never would have guessed that this bridge had been packed with traffic just a few days earlier.

“Hey!” She looked over to see the female captain in charge of the bridge’s defense running over to her, “You guys got the SAM we requested?”

The lieutenant was a good-looking redhead of medium height. Her uniform was quite tight over her breasts, leading Marie to believe she hadn’t received a new uniform in months, possibly even years. Probably another administration problem, she figured. Her breasts were (To the author’s estimation) about a D-cup

“Um, no, I don’t think so.” Marie checked all the soldiers who were in the truck, “Nope, definitely not. Why?”

The captain pointed into the sky. Marie followed her finger and spotted a helicopter, “That thing has been flying around, landing on the rooftops of random buildings, for two hours. It’s a military chopper but it has no military markings, just civilian ones. We contacted the pilot but he just said, in a strong Italian accent, I add, that he is going to ‘rescue’ as many people as he can.”

She continued, “One of our choppers, unarmed, confronted the pilot and told him to leave. He just shot at our chopper with an automatic weapon. Command figures it’s a Ratino pilot rescuing spies from behind our lines before the fighting begins.” She shrugged, “And even if it’s not, the chopper keeps buzzing the bridge every fifteen minutes or so and it’s really starting to piss everyone off. He’s lucky we haven’t shot him down with our own weapons yet, but we have to conserve ammo for the eventual attack.”

“Yeah, if they ever attack. What’s taking them so long?”

“Who knows. Maybe they’re planning something.”

“They probably just forgot to supply the troops again. Knowing them, they’ll probably take another three days, at least. Oh, and by the way, the name’s Marie-Christine Noel. Just call me Marie. And before you ask my rank, I technically don’t have one, I’m from the CSIS Armed Forces branch.”

“Captain Abigail Victoria. Call me Abby.”

“Nice to meet you. Well I guess we had better…” Marie’s voice trailed off as she noticed that an armored vehicle had just pulled up right beside them.

Abby turned to look, “Oh good. Finally, the SAM is here.” She shouted up to the vehicle commander who was sitting in the hatch, “What took you guys so long? We called for you half-an-hour ago.”

“Hey! We came as fast as we could! We had to drive all the way from Bretta Airfield in this thing. Plus, some old farmer decided he block the road for fifteen minutes with a broken-down tractor. We had to finally tow the pile of junk with a winch and a tank.” The vehicle commander pointed to a tank parked behind him, or more specifically to the tractor it was towing, “And THAT would be the tractor.”

“Whoa! When was that thing built? The 40s?” Abby had a look of amazement on her face, “I’m surprised that thing was even able to drive at all!” She regained her composure, “Anyway, we need you to do something about that chopper over there. Damn things been flyin’ around since this morning.”

“Alright!” The vehicle commander dropped below the hatch, “Carson! Scheuller! Target that chopper, two o-clock high!”

With that, the mounted anti-air missile launcher rose to life and pointed at the helicopter. It fired off two missiles. Immediately, the helicopter started flying evasive maneuvers but it was to no avail as the first missile shot off its rotor blades and the second completely obliterated it. A group of soldiers cheered as the pieces fell back to the earth.

“Yeah! Got him!” was the response from inside the SAM launcher.

Marie turned to Abby, only to realize she wasn’t there. Looking around, she spotted her through one of the windows on the bridge’s small command hut. She was on the phone. Marie walked to the door but just as she reached for the handle she heard a man call out to her.

“Wait! Don’t open that door!” The man was in uniform and was apparently a lieutenant, “Sorry, the captain’s on the horn with her husband, Tomaso. She does it every time something even remotely interesting happens. She hates it when people interrupt her while she’s talking to family members. She threw her pistol at me the last time I interrupted her. Thank god it was empty. I can understand why, though. I met her husband, Tomaso. He’s a good guy. They met on one of her trips to Farbanti, Erusia. She hardly ever gets to talk to him so she uses every chance she can. They’re trying to get enough money to buy a house here so they can both live together again.” The lieutenant held out his hand, “By the way, I’m Lieutenant William Torelli.”

Marie shook his hand, “I’m Marie-Christine Bereaux. You seem to know a lot about her.”

“Well, I’ve been in her unit for five years now. We’ve grown pretty close. I’m no match for Tomaso, though.”

The door opened, revealing Abby, “Hey, Marie. I see you’ve met the lieutenant.”

“Yeah, he just stopped me before I, apparently, made the mistake of interrupting you.”

“Good work, lieutenant.”

“Thank you ma’am. Well, I should be getting back. See you.”

Lieutenant Torelli walked off, “So, Abby, what was that call about?”

Abby gave Marie the ‘Don’t-ask-it’s-personal’ look.

“Sorry.”

Abby grunted, then pulled a pair of binoculars from its holster, handing them to Marie, “Here, I need you to scan that tree line. The Scranton Sawmill is down there and, well, I haven’t seen any of the loggers drive by. Either they’re really slow or the FWA troops have actually crossed the border.” She scratched her head, “If they have crossed the border, I’m baffled as to why they’re not here. There’s only two miles of land between the river and their border.”

“Maybe the loggers are fighting back. They’ve got chainsaws, axes, hatchets and crap. Hell, they probably even have hunting rifles and such. Those FWA troops have got to get here soon, though.”

Abby looked at her watch, “Damn! Marie, I’ve got to go, command wanted me five minutes ago. I’m leaving Torelli in command. Would you tell everyone? Please.” Marie nodded, “Thanks. Bye!” With that, she ran to a parked jeep, jumped in and sped off.

Marie walked back to the command hut, sat in the captain’s seat and switched on the PA system, “Alright everyone. The captain has an appointment at command and has just left. She has left Lieutenant Torelli in command.” She then switched it back off.

Looking around the room, she saw a surprisingly small amount of stuff. Other than the desk, there were only two file cabinets, a phone, the PA system, a large radio, several portable radios, a gun rack and a computer, “Humph, these guys must constantly be bored. There’s nothing to do here.” She took a quick look around again. She pressed the button on the computer’s monitor, turning it on, “Ah-ha! Figures.”

Marie was looking at the server list for a game of Counter-Strike Source, “Oh well, at least they have good taste. I think.”

Just as she finished that sentence, everything seemed to go white. A massive white light shone everywhere. Strangely, though, the light wasn’t blinding, yet it was so bright she couldn’t see more than a foot in front of her. She could hear confused yelling from outside. Then, as fast as it appeared, the light vanished.

Looking around, nothing seemed out of the ordinary, “What the hell?”

Marie ran to the door. Looking outside, she saw everyone standing about, rubbing their eyes, wondering what had just happened.

Lieutenant Torelli walked up, “What the hell was that, a giant flashbang? God, I’m seeing dots.”

“You’ve got me. I’m going to contact command, see if they know what’s going on and I’ll get them to send a medical unit out to check everyone’s eyes.”

“You do that. Meanwhile, I’ll get everyone in position just in case of a counter-attack.” Lieutenant Torelli blinked a few times before turning around and walking back to the defenses.

A few minutes later, some of the male soldiers started complaining that their eyesight was becoming blurry. As time progressed, more blurry eyes developed yet an attack did not.

Finally, half an hour later, the medical ‘truck’ arrived. The medical truck was a gigantic vehicle, designed to safely transport over 100 sick or wounded troops at a time in relative comfort and at a top speed of 70-kmph. By now, every male soldier had been affected by extremely blurry eyes. Strangely, not one of the 24 women was affected by this. In fact, none of them were affected in any way.

A messenger from command had arrived on the truck ordering all but five soldiers to leave on the truck for examination. The remaining five would stay to blow the bridge when, or if, the enemy actually attacked. Lieutenant Torelli and two others were given specialized eye drops to stop the blur, though they couldn’t treat it, and were ordered to stay with Marie and a female private to blow the bridge. The detonator would be with Marie and one of the men in the bridge hut while Torelli and the two others would be outside, defending the bridge. All of the bulletproof windows (Basically every window) in the hut were shut so the two soldiers with the detonator inside the bridge hut would not die until the bridge was blown. Everyone knew the risks involved.

With the explosives already set, there wasn’t much of anything to do. Marie got bored quickly so she turned the computer back on. She started up a game of Counter-Strike 2 with a group of players from Erusia. The other soldier with her just sat by and watched. She played for another few hours, joining random games as she waited, letting the other soldier play between matches.

Six hours after she started playing the game, another bright light suddenly appeared. Only, this light didn’t seem anywhere near as bright. Marie could still make out everything inside the room. Outside was a different story. She couldn’t see a thing outside any of the windows. Then, just like the first light, the second disappeared just as fast as it had appeared.

“Again?” Marie shut off the computer again, “What is with this light?”

“I have no idea ma’am.”

“I’m going to check on everyone outside, stay here and guard that detonator.”

“Will do, ma’am”

With that, Marie opened the door and stepped outside. She walked up to the defenders, “Everything okay with you guys? No blur or anything else wrong with your eyesight?”

The other female soldier rolled onto her back, “No ma’am. But those bright lights are starting to piss me off, ma’am. Pardon my language.”

“No problem, private. Hey, what’s your name private?”

“Name’s Jennings, ma’am. Alexandra Jennings.”

“Alright then. You three keep up the good work.”

Lieutenant Torelli spoke up, “What work? We’ve been laying here for so long, I’ve got cramps in over fifty places.”

“Well, you volunteered for this job, so live with it. I’m heading back to the hut.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Marie turned around and headed back inside the hut.

Meanwhile

“Sir, the second firing is going as scheduled. Unfortunately, we have not received any communication from Razor 1. We are not sure Razor 1 is out of the weapon’s designated range, sir. Shall we continue?”

A silhouetted man stepped forward, “It is unfortunate to hear but we must proceed. As long as Razor 2 is in place, we will proceed as planned. Continue.”

Back on the Bridge
Private Jennings rolled back onto her chest and leveled her weapon again. Looking through the sights, they were trained a bit higher than before, so she adjusted her stance. She was back to looking parallel to the ground again. A couple seconds later, her sights were off again. Once again, she adjusted her stance. This time though, when she looked through the sights, they were still trained higher. As she looked, she realized they were visibly getting higher.

“What the hell?” She rolled on her back again and checked herself, “Nothing seems out of the ordinary.”

She turned her head and examined the sandbags she had set her weapon on. Nothing was out of place, “Strange.”

“Hmm, I’m baffled.”

She rolled back onto her chest. Just as she put pressure on her breasts, she heard a ripping sound, “What the hell!?”

The two men looked over, “What’s wrong!?”

Her eyes opened wide, “Oh! Ahem! Nothing. Just a slight pain in my shoulder but it’s gone.”

The two guys turned back. Private Jennings rolled onto her back once again, causing even more ripping. This time she noticed something wrong. Her uniform was tight across her chest and was feeling tighter by the second.

“Hey guys, I’m going back to the bathroom to, well, you know.”

“Hurry back, the Pied Piper might be sendin’ the Rats over again.” (A popular expression used by ANC troops to describe when Ratino troops may be coming)

“I’ll try, sir.”

Jennings ran as fast as possible into the bathroom, which was in a restaurant right where the bridge reconnected with land. She shut and barricaded the door behind her with several garbage cans and her rifle, so as to prevent anyone from bursting in and seeing her. As soon as she regained her composure, a very loud ripping sound filled the room and her shirt fell to the ground. She did a double take. Her breasts were now huge, at the size of basketballs and still growing, now visibly.

“What the hell is going on? What’s with my boobs?”

She put her hands to her breasts, “How is this happening?” She could feel her breasts expanding in her hands.

Soon her breasts reached the size of beachballs and yet showed no signs of stopping. In fact, the growth was rapidly accelerating. Realizing she had to get out of there, she quickly waddled to the door, her boobs swinging back and forth with each step. She finally made it to the door and began attempting to reach around her now gigantic chest to clear away the debris barricading the door. Soon, though, her breasts grew too big, larger than beanbag chairs and they dragged her down with their weight, the impact causing her breasts to become a little sore. To add insult to injury, she now heard gunfire outside. Seems the enemy decided to attack.

“Oh no. This is not good.” Jennings said as her breasts grew so big they started tearing down the stalls. Resting on her massive breasts, she sighed, “So, during an enemy attack, this is how my life is going to end. Huh, figures.”

That’s when her breasts took out the light. The room became completely dark as her monstrous breasts began to put pressure on the walls and ceiling, “Ugh, I’m going to be…crushed,” she barely got out as she was pressed hard against the ceiling.

Seconds later, the ceiling caved in, the sun shining brightly upon her glorious boobs.

In The Hut

By now, Marie began to notice a small amount of growth in her own chest but was too distracted by the gunfire outside to really care all that much. She and the soldier in the room were firing out of the doorway. Two of the others were on the bridge, taking cover behind the steel supports. No one on their side had been hit yet but several FWA troops who were advancing up the bridge had fallen.

That’s when Marie noticed one thing that made her face turn pale. A tank. With no anti-tank support on their side, they had very little hope against that tank. The tank turned and ploughed up the bridge. Just as she turned to reload her rifle she heard a crash. Not an explosion or anything, just a sound like something had collapsed. Looking ahead, every part of the bridge was still intact, even with the tank rolling along it. Then she turned around.

“Oh my god!” She gasped, “What is that?”

Private Jennings’ breasts had grown so huge that the restaurant was crushed under their weight. Jennings was still lying on top of them but had long since fainted. Each breast was the size of a two-story building and they were still growing.

“My god!”

Marie stopped paying attention to Jennings’ breasts just long enough to realize that the breasts were about to crush the truck she arrived in, which was also the only vehicle they could get away in.

She grabbed one of the portable radios and ran out of the doorway yelling, “Torelli, I need you to help me get the truck out of the way before it gets crushed!”

“I’m coming!”

She turned to the other soldier in the building, “Good luck! Hope you make it out ok.”

“Me too, ma’am. Good luck to you to.”

Zing!
Incoming fire hit the soldier with Lieutenant Torelli. He continued to fire, while Torelli ran to accompany Marie, before dying. When he met up with Marie, the two set out in an all-out sprint for the truck. Marie almost lost her balance as she got used to the added weight on her own chest, having gone from a B-cup to a DD-cup since her growth started. Checking Jennings’ breasts, Marie noted that her own chest was growing way slower than Jennings’ growth.

‘Must have been because I was inside,’ she thought, ‘I bet it was that light. I guess my growth is slower since all the windows were closed. That light was probably what caused the blur in all if the guys’ eyes as well. I wonder how big we’re going to...’

Her train of thought derailed as they reached the truck. Marie got in the driver’s seat while Torreli got in the passenger’s seat. Marie got the truck running. Putting it into gear, she hit the gas as hard as possible. The truck’s tires squealed, kicking up dust and smoke.

Jennings’ breasts reached the back of the truck. The truck continued to drive in place as the massive breasts pushed down hard enough on the back of the truck that the front lifted off the ground.

“Come on, you pile of garbage. MOVE!”

The tires finally gripped just as Jennings’ breasts blocked of the entrance to the bridge with their mass. Marie drove the truck down the riverbank to a place she could see past the breasts, where she got out. Pulling out her binoculars, she checked the bridge hut. A smear of blood on the doorframe and a limp arm hanging just within view indicated that there was no one left to blow the bridge.

“Oh well, at least Jennings’ breast will keep them from getting past.”

Meanwhile, Inside the Tank on the Bridge

“Sir, something is blocking the viewfinder and the all the sensors are malfunctioning. The thermal imaging is showing heat all across the front of the tank and I can’t see anything in front of us on infrared.”

“What?” The tank commander opened the hatch and was instantly greeted with the sight of nothing but pink flesh slowly creeping forward. Looking up, he saw a nipple, now about the size of a city bus. Turning around, he saw nothing but open bridge and slack-jawed soldiers. He ducked inside the tank, closing the hatch.

“Throw this thing in reverse! Hurry!”

The driver looked shocked but quickly snapped out of it and threw the throttle back, the tank's engine working hard to escape from the breast’s clutches. The driver tried for another minute with no success. Then he heard a snap as one of the tank’s treads snapped off. Just as he shut off the engine, the crew heard a creaking sound and then a very loud snap as the tank’s remaining tread snapped off. More creaking was heard as the gun barrel was bent downwards by the sheer weight of the breast.

The crew just sat there praying, hoping to make it out alive.

Back at the Truck

“Oh! What a way to go.” Marie shouted, “Jeez, her tit just crushed a tank.”

“You do know, your breasts might get that big two.”

Marie’s face went pale. She hadn’t thought of that. Her breasts were now in the F-cup range, her uniform showing signs of extreme strain. The pockets on her shirt were too tight to even put a credit card in.

“I’m going to contact HQ. We need an EMP (Electro-magnetic pulse, it disables all electronics in the blast radius). It should block the signal of whatever is causing this growth.”

Marie turned and went back to the truck. She opened the door and pulled out the radio.

“Ah-ah-ah,” Torelli’s voice came from behind her, “I wouldn’t suggest that.”

She turned and came face-to-face with a loaded pistol, “What are you doing?”

“You Allies, so naive.” His accent suddenly changed, from the usual Upotterian cross between English and American southern, to an Italian-style accent, “Were you not paying any attention during the colonel’s briefing?”

“What? You’re the double agent?” Marie’s face went from one of shock to one of disbelief, “You don’t look like a Rat.”

Marie slowly crept her hand back to flip the radio on. All of the radios were, by default, set to the frequency of the headquarters building back at Fort Quentin.

“Ha! All the better to trick you pitiful Allied forces.”

“I don’t suppose all of you FWA soldiers are behind all this stuff happening to that bridge defender, are you?”

“But of course, my dear Marie. Though I cannot tell you how, I can tell you why. Our great leaders decided to cause all of this growth in the breasts of women defending the bridges in order to incapacitate the bridge’s defenders. I will admit, some of the leaders are perverts but it seemed effective at the time. Of course,” He pointed at the bridge, “it is not as effective as we thought. The breast growth was a little too powerful.”

“No kidding. And all we would have needed is an EMP to stop this growth.”

‘Dear god, I hope command received that.’ Marie thought.

“Yes. That was all you needed.”

Torelli aimed down at and shot the radio.

“Now, you are next.”

Torelli took aim at Marie’s chest. Marie just watched as he took up slack on the trigger. His finger slowly squeezed harder. Marie shut her eyes tight.

BLAM!

Marie’s eyes shot open. The two of them just stood there. A drop of blood hit the ground, followed by several more.

Then Torelli just tilted backwards and fell into the river, floating downstream.

“Huh?” Marie looked around and saw nothing. She scanned the buildings and didn’t see anyone. At first. Then she saw it. A glint of light in an open window on the top floor of a skyscraper. Then the gleam disappeared, revealing the head of an Allied sniper. He gave her a thumbs-up and she returned it, a smile creeping across her face. She mouthed the words ‘thank you’ to him. He left right after.

As she looked up, she noticed another light, this one moving across the sky. Looking closer, she saw it was a missile, coming from behind Allied lines. Then, Marie looked down, distracted by a sudden ripping noise coming from her shirt. Her breasts had left a huge rip in her shirt, stretching from her right armpit to her right nipple. Her shirt made well, just not well enough to hold her massive mammas.

Just before she looked back up, a bright light flashed above her. The missile had exploded, releasing a massive EMP shockwave. Immediately, all electronic equipment within a fifteen-kilometer distance was now rendered useless for at least ten minutes. The shockwave disrupted the signal.

Private Jennings’ breasts had, by now, reached the other side of the bridge, her left tit touching the water and her right tit pressing hard on a large building, one entire side having collapsed from the pressure this breast was placing on it.

Although the growth had now stopped, the damage was already done. And what about when the ten minutes are up, when the EMP wears off? Will the growth continue? Or will it end? Even if it does end, can it be reversed?

Marie put all those thoughts out of her mind and picked up the radio, “Crap, the thing’s fried.”

She took a minute to test the radio, just in case. For a few seconds, she picked up a couple of radio signals but even if the radio did work, the EMP would have blocked most signals.

After taking a quick look down river at Torelli’s body, she awkwardly got into the truck. Taking a second to get comfortable, she started up the truck and headed for the bridge. She drove to just over fifty feet from the right breast where she turned the truck off and got out. She looked up, shielding her eyes from the sun, which was perfectly placed to look like the sunrise over a vast horizon of flesh.

Then Marie looked at her watch. Only a minute before the EMP wears off. She crossed her fingers.

“Jennings!” She yelled over the breasts, “You up there?”

A muffled reply came back, “Yeah!” Jennings let out a loud moan, “How am I going to get down from these things?”

Almost as if on cue, Jennings’ breasts began to shrink. Slowly at first, but the shrinkage rapidly increased. Marie’s breasts began to do the same, though not so quickly. Within a few minutes, Jennings’ breasts stopped shrinking. She was at a G-cup now, a major step up from her original C-cup breasts.

Meanwhile, Marie’s breasts had shrunk drastically as well, and were now a C-cup, a size up from her starting B-cup.

Both women were ecstatic, jumping for joy, although Jennings immediately stopped upon the first jump after being slapped in the jaw by jiggling boob-flesh. The women hugged each other and danced around, Jennings’ breasts wobbling with each step.

Halfway through Marie’s version of the Jitterbug, reinforcement began to arrive to mop up. While dozens of Upotterian soldiers ran to clear the slightly damaged structure, a few of the men stopped short to watch the two women, or more specifically, the still topless Jennings, but were quickly shooed away by an annoyed lieutenant.

The soldiers arriving on the scene were amazed that two seemingly unarmed women could stop a virtual ARMY of enemy troops. Guns, helmets and assorted other material were strewn about the bridge.

When asked what had happened, the two women simply replied, “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

Meanwhile, At the FWA Tank on the Bridge

The slightly dented hatch opened, shining light into the compartment for the first time in almost half-an-hour. The tank commander looked up, squinting to see past the light. He made out the silhouettes of a couple of soldiers.

“Get out of the vehicle!” One of the soldiers ordered in very broken Italian. The tank commander lifted himself out with his hands raised. He was soon followed by the rest of his crew. A smile crept across his face. They had survived being crushed by a gigantic…whatever it was. He let out a cheer and jumped for joy.

The End
What has come of Captain Victoria? Who was that mysterious sniper? Will these annoying questions stop?



Find out in the next parts in this series.

