WILTING ROSE 


a.k.a. 


SAVING SARGE








	It was an uneventful day so far.  Things were quiet; they were at peace.  Something that doesn't happen too often around here.  The way to reclaim the surface from the Baileys rages on, with both sides infiltrating the other's lines of defense.


	Mauser, a ruggedly handsome man is best known throughout the underground resistance as being the fixer-upper.  He stands at his worktable immersed in his latest project to help the rebels in their cause.


	To his side is the rock solid body of a female.  Small beads of sweat coat her skin.  As she moves up and down doing pushups, the light catches her form at different angles, making the droplets glisten over her.  Her top barely covers her ample breasts exposing a stomach you could bounce a quarter off of.  Her pants are of a spandex type of material and are so tight it's almost like another layer of skin.  Her thighs are as big as any man's and are packed with muscles, all of which ripple with strain with each push upward.


	Although her body is a mass of muscle and she is clearly a force to be reckoned with, she still maintains her femininity.  Her nails are not cut short and the tips are lightly coats in white polish.  Her long and sweeping blonde hair is wrapped and tucked yet loose and flowing.  She is most certainly a prized asset to the rebel forces.  Her sensual physique allows her to seduce men into letting their guards down while her finely tuned body is a dangerous weapon, easily capable of killing them.  Without stopping her fluid motion of continuous pushups, she asks, "Mauser, where's Hel?"


	Mauser looks away from his work with a pleasant smile.  "She took Cleopatra on a tour.  It appears our friend from the past is getting a bit homesick."


	Sarge stops in the middle of a pushup and looks up to her friend.  He has already gone back to his tinkering so she finishes her last push and stands.  The movement catches Mauser's eye and he looks back to his friend.  The sweat rolls from her chin down her luscious neck before it disappears into the crevice formed by her breasts.  A normally very erotic scene is unnoticed by Mauser, the cyborg being.  "She took her to the replicon, didn't she?" 


	"Does that bother you?"  Mauser asks.


	"No, of course not."


	Mauser knows the truth but doesn't respond.  He simply stares at her.  As the tension builds, Sarge finally gives way to her emotions once more.  "Why does Hel have to spend so much time with that kid?  She's not a bad person but she's just out of her league down here.  I mean, so what if she's homesick.  We all are but if we were to go to the replicon every time, we'd never get anything done around here.  We'd just have the thing create an illusion of our home and we'd just stay there.  But it's just an illusion.  If you ask me, it only makes you think of home more often.  I don't know.  I guess it's just that I wish she never woke up from her coma."


	Mauser's attention strays from Sarge to what is beyond her.  Already knowing what to expect, Sarge slowly turns around.  Sure enough, Cleo is there, tears already filling her eyes.


	The silence is deafening.  The tension is thick as both women refuse to speak.  Hel watches from behind Cleo, torn between her new friend and her longtime lover.  In a moment, Cleo dashes back out the door.  Hel stalks forward and Sarge turns away, annoyed, knowing what's the come.


	"What's the matter with you?" Hel starts in.


	Sarge, already emotionally charged, snaps back.  "She's a tag along!  She's trying to make me feel like a third wheel."


	"You're afraid I'm going to leave you for her?" Sarge abruptly becomes silent at Hel's question.  Now that this concern has been said out loud, she doesn't want to admit it.  Hel, however, continues.  "Look, Sarge, I'm with you and I'll always be with you.  I'm not interested in anyone else, but you owe Cleo an apology.  I'm sure once you actually let yourself get to know her; you'll like her too.  Now, go find her and talk."


	Knowing she's defeated, Sarge walks off with a lowered head.  She walks to the end of the ledge, muttering under her breath the whole way.  With a roll of the eyes and heavy sigh, she throws herself over the edge.  Her body plummets downward at a dizzying speed.  Suddenly, her gauntlet spits out a web and attaches to the wall.  She changes from falling downward to swinging forward.  With a quick twist and a turn, she skillfully lands on the new level.  She slowly and begrudgingly makes her way along the corridor.


	Still upset, she doesn't realize that someone is hiding in the shadows until it's too late.  She lets out a cry of pain as a shock of electricity courses through her body, effectively rendering her unconscious.





~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	Cleopatra gingerly makes her way through the holographic door leading to the work station.  "I'll never get used to that," she whispers to herself.  Her thoughts are interrupted as Hel rushes up to her.


	"Have you seen Sarge?"


	"No.  Why?"  Cleopatra's response is clearly tainted with hurt and anger.


	"I know she can be tough sometimes but she's had a rough life and it makes her possessive."  Hel tries to defend her absent lover but Cleo is not buying any of it.  Hel skips the excuses and gets to the point.  "She went to find you so you can talk but she hasn't come back.  I put on the tracking device and her signal hasn't moved.  At first I thought it was because the two of you were sitting while you worked out your problems.  Then you came back and her signal still hasn't moved.  I just have a bad feeling about this, Cleo, real bad."


	Despite the newly developed troubles between she and Sarge, Cleo can't help but become concerned about the mysterious situation.  Now knowing that trouble is brewing, Hel rushes out of the work station, with Cleo following right behind.  Hel jumps from the ledge and shoots her web out to the landing.  Cleo mimics this but fails to be as graceful as her friends.  Hel, who's waiting for her to finally land, gives her a look with a raised eyebrow.  Cleo shoots back, "Hey, you guys were raised on this Spider-Man stuff.  Remember, we didn't have any of this in my time."  Too preoccupied, Hel just shrugs and opens up the signal on her wrist gauntlet.


	A step, a beep.  Another step, two beeps.  A third step, three beeps.  They are getting closer and the signal is coming back stronger with each advance.  Cleo is surveying the area around them and isn't paying much attention to what's head until she walks squarely into Hel's back.  As she steps to the side, she sees the reason for the abrupt halt.  There, on the floor, carelessly discarded like an old shoe, Sarge's wrist gauntlets.  The gauntlets that carry her weapons, web device and personal tracking signal.





~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	Darkness surrounds her except for a small stream of light that is aimed directly on her face.  Her eyes flicker open and she sways her head to and fro as she slowly comes to.  Her arms are numb as they remain pinned above her on the cold, steel cot she's restrained on.


	A maniacal laugh catches her attention and she stops struggling.  A voice, distinctly male, comes from the dark corner of the room, almost as though he's taunting or daring her.  "Fight all you wish, my love, but I've made absolutely sure there's no way out."


	"When I get out of here, you're going to be a dead man."  Sarge threatens through gritted teeth.


	His laugh erupts once again, even more chaotic than before.  "It's funny you should mention that."  Though she cannot see the details of the figure, Sarge can tell it's moving, rising from its seated position.  It makes its way closer to her as he speaks.  "See, I'm already dead.  You're threat is meaningless, my dear girl."  The form leans into the light, stopping mere inches from his captive's face.


	It is then that the stench of rotting flesh assaults her senses.  However, it's the look of the man, or rather, what's left of the man, that makes her shrink back as best she can, even though she is securely restrained.  His face is partially decomposed; layers of flesh are barely hanging onto the visible skull.


	"What... what do you want with me?"  Sarge is clearly shaken by the horrid sight and overpowering odor before her.


	Almost mercifully, the deteriorating form retreats back to his corner.  "I've loved you for a long time, now.  Once I was killed and found out that I existed beyond the realm of the living, I set out to obtain you.  You are to be my queen."


	"Abducting me won't get you my love."  Her assertiveness comes back to her now that his image is no longer before.  However, her bravery is short lived as his anger erupts and his face returns to the light, now even more grotesque and distorted from his rage.


	"You will not defy me!  I'm your king and you will obey all that I say!"


	"Never!" Sarge charges back at him.


	A skeletal hand slaps her hard across the face.  She tastes the blood but her eyes burn in defiance which only serves to further enrage this rancid being who hovers over her.  "I'll show you what absolute power is!"  His body slams down on top of hers with a surprising amount of force.


	The reality of the situation drives itself home and Sarge fights like she has never fought before.  His sharp, bony fingers scratch through her skin.  Small streams of crimson line her body as he struggles with her clothes.  Sarge turns her head to the side, away from him, refusing to let it see the single tear streak down her cheek.


	His mouth descends upon her breast and he bites and pulls viciously.  She winces but refuses to cry out, to give him the satisfaction.  Then she felt it.  He had entered her, claimed her body as his.  Her cry burst forth from her deepest recesses and all who heard knew she was conquered.  He was an explorer and had staked his claim.





~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	"Hel!  Something terrible has happened to Sarge."  Voice announces the inevitable.  Voice, the being, the true rebel leader, speaks only to Hel through a receptor implanted in her jaw near the ear.  


	"I know."  Hel whispers.  She knew before Voice for the strong bond the two warrior women share was just shattered.


	"We need to hurry."  Voice informs.


	Cleo is at a loss for words as she realizes the mission just skyrocketed to a new level of importance and urgency.  She tenderly rests a reassuring hand on Hel's shoulder but it only insights an opposite reaction.


	"Don't touch me!"  Hel lashes out.


	"I'm sorry.  I was just trying to..."


	"You were just trying to take Sarge's place.  She was right.  You were trying to get me to leave her for you."  Finding out the situation with her lover has drastically increased has pushed Hel over the edge and beyond rational thinking.


	"Whoa, whoa.  You two are like, ya know," Cleo tries to find a word but simply leans slightly forward and whispers, "lesbians?"  In this time mankind has come to accept homosexuality as a normal thing but Cleo is from a different time and different belief.


	"I'm not falling for it.  You knew all along and you were plotting to break up my relationship so you can have me all to yourself."


	Cleo lets out a defiant "Hah!  You wish.  Don't you think you're just a little too full of yourself?  Even if I was some freaky girl lover, you wouldn't be the best catch of the day, doll, that's for sure."


	"You've crossed the line, Cleo.  I don't think your company is welcome with us anymore."


	"Fine!  Go find your girlfriend on your own!"  Cleo storms off in one direction while Hel foes in the other.


	"Hel, it may not be a good idea to let Cleopatra go off on her own.  She can easily fall into the hands of a Betrayer or a Bailey."  Voice interjects during an already turbulent time.


	"I don't care, Voice.  She's not more important than Sarge.  She can get captured for all I care."


	"You're not thinking clearly.  You're upset, distraught over the abduction of Sarge.  That's understandable.  But, Hel, you need to remember that your most important priority is to reclaim the surface for all human kind.  Your mission exceeds the need to secure personal relationships.  I know you don't want to hear this but you must.  Allowing Cleopatra to run off like that can easily put this mission in jeopardy.  She knows enough information that, should she be captured, could get us all killed."


	"Look, Voice, I appreciate all the help you've given us but you can't just say the mission is more important than Sarge's life.  I'm sorry, but I'm going after Sarge whether you like it or not.  If you care about Cleo so much, send someone else to get her."


	It's evident that Voice will not win this argument so she quiets down.  Hel continues onward in no specific direction other than what her instincts and intuition tells her.  "I'm coming, Sarge.  Just hang on."





~~~~~~{~~~~@





	She was lucky to have the blackness of unconsciousness capture her once more but not the light was coming back.  The ever present, ever persistent white light tirelessly positioned on her face.  The heat of it seems more powerful now.  Maybe because she's weaker.  Perhaps it's because of the plethora of bruises and scrapes along her face and, now, naked body.


	She wasn't sure if she was thankful to be alive or if she wished he had finished her off before he left her alone like this.  Beaten, broken, battered.  Though violated, her greatest concern is not of how broken down this devilish being had made her but of how she will survive.


	Sadly, the hours turned into days, and days into weeks.  The cadaverous being repeatedly assaults, uses, degrades, and torments her.  His attacks, not always physical, would vary but he made sure she did not forget him, or her place, each and every day.


	It is obvious that she, an underground warrior, has a beautiful and strong body but it is an easy thing to conquer.  He sought the real challenge.  Her spirit.  There was a relentless barrage of emotional and mental battles.  She put up a valiant effort but as the weeks came, melding together one into the other, her spirit, her will, slowly began to die.


	The alert brown eyes slowly fade.  Dark circles soon formed around them.  If he wasn't keeping her up all night for his pleasures, the nightmares of him would.  The small rationing of food and water he allowed was also successful, as it kept her alive but too weak to put up a great fight.  Her once muscular form is slowly starting to transform and look much like his.  Frail and under nourished, with a deathly yellow parlor tinting her once darker skin.  It would appear her breaking point is very near.  Or so he hopes.





~~~~~{~~~~~@





	Back on the home front, Hel appears to be completely exhausted, haggard, drained.  Voice has grown overly concerned for Hel's relentless mission to find her lost lover which is now in its fourth week.  Without Sarge's personal tracking signal, Hel has no lead to go on, yet she continues to aimlessly search the underground.


	"Hel, have you ever considered the possibility that..." Voice begins.


	"Don't!  Don't even think it."  Hel refuses to accept that there is a real possibility that Sarge could already be dead or even that she simply doesn't want to be found.


	"Hel, a mission just came in and we need you."  Voice takes on a new subject and a tone of authority.  "We'll assign someone to continue the search for Sarge but we need you now."


	"If you can spare the people to look for her then you can have them fight for the surface instead.  She's my partner in battle as well as in life and I will not defend the surface without her."


	"You're the only one who can do this." Voice continues to push.  Hel notices that Voice has been pretty lenient about her search.  She starts to realize that this mission is important if Voice keeps insisting like this.


	"Why, Voice?  Why am I the only one who can do this?"


	"Because it's Cleopatra."





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	Cleopatra is wearing only a bra like top and panty type bottom as she seductively sways her body to the music.  The men in the dive bar cheer and clap loudly as she uses the pole in the middle of the stage.  She hugs her body to it and grinds her lower half to match the pumping beat from the speakers.


	Cleo does an impressive backbend into a split, ending just as the music does.  The crowd erupts into applause as she gets up and exits the stage.  As she enters her dressing room, she is startled as a form emerges from behind her dressing screen.  Hel casually sits on the couch acting as though nothing was ever wrong.  "What do you want," Cleo asks as she sits down at her vanity table.


	"Nothing much.  I was in the area when I found out you were dancing here.  I thought I might drop by for a visit.  So, how are things going for you?"  Hel asks.  She starts the conversation with small talk but it's only her strategy to break into the conversation that she really wants to get into.  Cleo is already one step ahead of her.


	"So Voice sent you here on a mission?"


	"Well, I guess that ends our get-to-know-you chat.  Yes, Voice sent me."


	"Why?"


	Hel doesn't answer.  She can't.  Voice never told her why she was there.  Only that it had to do with Cleo and that she was the key to the whole mission.  At Cleo's hard stare, Hel tells her just that.  She doesn't know.


	"The wonder of Voice."  Cleo's sarcastic tone is not missed and is the final push Hel needs.


	"Look, Cleopatra, I don't need this.  I had to give up my search to come here but this assignment isn't worth listening to a spoiled brat."


	"No, Hel, you look.  I wasn't the one who kicked me out.  I don't care what you and Sarge do behind closed doors but when she went nutso on me, it hurt.  Even then, I was willing to overlook it and help you find her.  Then you went postal and that was the last piece of crap I was gonna take from you two."


	Hel knows Cleo is right but then it dawns on her that if Cleo didn't run off in the first place, Sarge wouldn't have had to go after her and Hel states this opinion.


	"Hello!  If she didn't say those things about me, maybe none of this would have happened.  We can go back and forth like this until we're blue in the face.  Point is, yes, if I just stayed to dish it out with Sarge instead of running we wouldn't be here now.  I've felt guilty about that from the beginning so when you and I went our separate ways, I kept looking for her too."


	"So why are you here?  It doesn't look like you're searching too hard."


	"You just don't know when to quit, do you, Hel?  Look, I know why Voice sent you, or, at least I think I do.”


	Hel’s interest is piqued, but she tries to play it cool.  “What’s that?”�	“I’ve go a lead on Sarge, and that, wiseguy, is why I’m here.  I’m undercover.  But, if you’re not interested...” Cleo mercilessly taunts Hel.


	“All right, fine.”  Hel gives in.  “Just fill me in on what you’ve got so far.”





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	Sarge is standing before him.  He sits again cloaked in darkness, on his oversized throne.  Two guards, with their weapons ready, stand on either side of her.  Her head is lowered, shoulders slumped, her clothes in tatters and her hair disheveled.


	“How are you feeling, my dear?”  It asks of her, but she doesn’t respond.  One of the guards kicks her behind the knee, causing her to crumble to the ground.  She wines but the fire in her eyes has burnt out, and she doesn’t strike back.  “I hate hurting you like this.  I just want to love you.”


	“If you love me, let me go.  No matter how much you beat me, you will never win my love.” Sarge responds in a slow, hoarse voice.


	A moment of silence fills the cavernous room and then, in a tone so kind, he relents.  “Perhaps you’re right.”  He releases a deep, mournful sign as Sarge’s eyes brighten.  “I’ll let you go.  Under one condition.”


	Sarge is cautious; this seems almost too easy.  “What is the condition?”


	“That you have dinner with me tonight.  No guards or restraints.  Just a nice farewell dinner.”


	This is too good to be true.  All she had to do to get out of her was to eat?  And oh, how long has it been since she’s had a good meal.  “Fine.” Sarge answers simply, her hunger for food and freedom winning out over her better judgment.





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	Cleo is sitting on the lap of a dirty looking man, flirting with him.  She seductively drags her finger down his leather clad chest.  “So, big boy, why don’t we go back to your place?”


	The guy smiles and nods as Cleo stands.  Hel is close by, keeping an eye on her friend.  They leave but Hel lingers for a bit.  She can’t afford to be seen following behind, or their only chance of finding Sarge will be lost.  Before Cleo put her plan into action, Hel shot her with tracking serum so she can follow at a safe distance, but still not lose track of her target.


	The scum of a man and Cleo jump into the shaft and travel down, deep into the underground, until they finally land on the last level.  Hel remains perched on the ledge only a few levels above them.  She can see the man pull a lever and a door opens, allowing them to go even further into the bowels of the underground.


	Hel waits, allowing them time to move on, before she jumps down to the final level and opens the hidden door.  They’re in, now it’s only a matter of locating Sarge.





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	“Cleo!  Hel!”  Sarge calls out.  “Hmmm, my head is spinning.”  Her eyes begin to adjust as she looks around.  A smile slowly creeps to her face as she realizes she’s home, at the workstation.  Mauser is walking up to her with something in his hand.


	“Are you feeling better?” Mauser asks.


	She looks down and notices that there seems to be bandages covering the large gash she had in her leg and a few smaller bandages covering the smaller wounds.  Though her clothes are still a mess and she’s still relatively dirty, it looks like she’s been tended to.


	“Now I am.  Where’s Hel and Cleo?”


	“They had to run a quick mission.  They’ll be back soon.  We found this with you.” He hands her the letter and walks away.  Sarge watches her friends back thinking it odd that Mauser seems so impersonal.  She shrugs it off; just happy to be out of her hell and back where it’s safe.  She opens the letter and it reads:


	My Dear,


I’m sorry to have to put a sleeping potion in your drink during our meal.  It was needed to help prevent you from knowing my location.  I have lived here for so long, unknown; I cannot allow myself to be found.  I will miss you, and always love you.


					Your King.


Sarge crumples the letter and throws it as far as it will go.  “I can’t believe I’m finally free of him.”  Mauser looks to her but continues with his work.  “I can’t wait for Hel to come back.  And, I hate to admit it, but I’m even looking forward to seeing Cleo.”  Again Mauser says nothing and this begins to dawn on Sarge.  “You’re being unusually quiet.  I could use a friendly voice right about now.”


	After another moment of silence, Sarge looks about her and notices a tool.  With as much strength as her battered and weary body can muster, she throws the tool at Mauser.  It was a direct hit and his body flickers as the tool causes an interruption in service.  A tell-tale sign he’s nothing more than a hologram.


	Sarge jumps up, wincing, and limps to the door.  She goes to walk through it but it’s solid.  She screams in anger and frustration.  She was never home.  He merely deceived her by putting her in a replicon machine.





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	Hel is making her way down the corridor, still tracking Cleo.  Suddenly, she hears an ever so soft bang accompanied by a scream.  She stops and finds cover in a dark shadow.  After a moment, she realizes that the sound came from behind the wall and that she was safe.  Then she realized that the scream had to have come from Sarge. 


	With renewed determination, Hel weaves her way through the shadows, searching for the way behind the wall, but finds none.  “Voice, I heard Sarge on the other side of a wall but I can't find an entrance.”


	“Good to see you back in action, Hel.”  Voice responds.  “It might be a replicon, try looking for the control panel."


	“Good thinking.”  Hel runs her hands along the walls, hoping to feel anything.  Just when she was about to give up hope, her fingers run over a square shaped bump.  Working quickly, all thoughts of Cleo being left alone with that man lost, she raises the control panel.  “Damn!  It’s encoded.”


	“Give me a minute, Hel, and I’ll break the code.”


	Too late.  Hel already fired two shots into the panel.  Sparks fly as the system short circuits.





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	POW!  POW!  She heard the shots and dove for cover.  “He knows I found out about the place and is coming back for more.  Well, not this time.”  She goes to pick up another tool but the system shuts down, and the façade disappears, including any possible weapon.  Searing pain rushes through her body at the same moment.  The bandages were also fake and as the system shut down, they too disappeared, releasing a flow of blood.


	Now that the holograph is gone, the exit is visible.  Sarge limps to the wall next to the door, while clamping down on her wounded leg with one of her hands.  Consciousness is again threatening to leave her but she fights to hold on to it for a little while longer.


	A figure begins to make its way through the entrance.  Her vision is becoming blurred as blackness closes in on her.  As the form finishes entering the room, Sarge starts her attack but it pushes her beyond her bodily limits and she collapses.


	Hel rushes to her and puts her hand tightly over the wound to halt the flow of blood.  “Voice, Sarge is unconscious and bleeding.”


“Keep pressure on the wound and return her to the workstation.”


“What about Cleo?”


“I’ll send someone down to get her now that we know where she is.  Just get Sarge back to Mauser and get her into a healing tube.  I’ll worry about Cleo.”


With that reassurance, Hel carefully picks her friend up and carries her out of the darkness, through the corridors, out the hidden door and throttles upward back to their home base.





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	She felt the damp cloth lightly moving across her forehead and a gentle hand on her shoulder.  There was another set of hands, rougher than the ones soothing her, working on the damage to her leg and some other more serious wounds.  She assumed the hands tending to her were Mauser’s.  She hoped the hands soothing her were Hel’s but as she reached up to take hold of the one on her shoulder; the touch was different.  Sarge slowly opened her eyes and saw Cleo’s face smiling down at her.  


	“Where’s Hel?” Sarge’s force is hoarse and hardly above a whisper.


	Cleo looks about nervously and finally gives an allusive answer.  “Well, um, she had to, um, go get something.”


	“I’m too weak to play this game, Cleo.  Where is she?”


	With a sigh, Cleo gives in.  “She was kind of taken aback by, um, the way you looked.  She wasn’t sure how to handle it.  And, I mean, it’s been so long since you were, um, ya know... kidnapped.”


	Sarge turns her head to the side, a huge expression of disappointment.  In fact, it was the most emotion Sarge has ever shown in front of Cleo and there was nothing the little blonde could do about it.  Suddenly, Sarge throws a punch into Cleo’s face.


The force of the hit sent Cleo down with a thud but luckily Sarge was too weak to put her normal force into it.  Cleo holds her cheek with tears in her eyes.  “What the hell did you do that for?”  Cleo gets up and storms off.  “Jesus Christ!  That’s it.  I put myself on the line to find that ungrateful bitch and she decks me.  Screw her.”


“Cleo.”  Sarge calls after her but Cleo keeps walking.  Sarge looks down to Mauser who is steadily working and has ignored the entire episode.  “Mauser,” her friend looks up, “please tell Cleo that I didn’t mean to hurt her.  It’s just that, well, I needed to know if this was real or another replicon image and then finding out that Hel didn’t want to be around me.  Well, it’s all just too much to handle.  Tell her I appreciate, I really appreciate, what she did for me and I’m sorry.”


Mauser smiles, finishes up the last of the work on Sarge and heads off to find Cleo.  Sarge settles down a bit and closes her eyes until she hears the familiar voice coming from a far corner.  Her eyes slowly open as she watches Hel lean against the wall.


“That’s no excuse.  She put herself in risk to find you.”  Hel lectures.


“Oh, Christ, Hel.  I don’t need this right now.  I have more important matters to deal with right now.”


There’s a moment of silence as they settle into one another.  It’s been a little more than a month since they’ve last been together.  Hel feeling guilty that she sent Sarge off to get Cleo and Sarge fighting to come to terms with all that’s happened to her over the past month.


“So what are you trying to deal with?” Hel asks in a lowered voice.


“Just stuff.”  Sarge says, clearly not wanting to go down this road right now.


Hel pushes off the wall and walks closer to Sarge.  “Look, Sarge.  I’m here if you need me, but I can’t help if I don’t know what the problems are.”


Sarge nods, weakly, “I know.  Just give me time.”


Hel smiles and goes to place a hand on Sarge’s arm but Sarge flinches.  Hel retreats, hurt in her eyes.  She knows that Sarge was never one to be open, but they’d worked so hard together on getting both of them to open up to each other.  Each had their own pain from the past and each had a hard shell over their hearts.  Granted, Sarge was behind a thicker cover, but now all that was lost.  She couldn’t even bare to have Hel touch her.  A million thoughts raced through Hel’s mind until one finally came forward.


“In time,” she whispered and walked away to go check on Cleo.


Sarge watches Hel’s back as she leaves.  Once out of sight, she gingerly and slowly moves her body so that she’s laying on her side.  She settles down and closes her eyes.  She lets out a deep and ragged breath and a tear trickles its way down her cheek.





~~~~~~~{~~~~~~@





	Cleo, Hel and Mauser are in the workstation, in the opposite corner of where Sarge is laying, asleep.  It was decided that Sarge should remain here for a while since there was usually someone always in the area.  Hel is constantly checking Cleo’s face where an angry bruise is already showing.  She can’t help but feel bad for the action her lover took.  Mauser is busying himself with checking various medicines they have that he could use for Sarge.  Cleo looks over to him, smacking Hel’s hand away from her face for the umpteenth time.


	“Mauser, of all the things in this place, why in the world would you have taken apart the healing tube for spare parts?”


	“I’m sorry, Cleopatra, but like I said.  I felt the parts that were needed from the healing tube were available since all three of you disappeared for so long.  The parts will be replaced by tomorrow but in the meantime, Sarge needs tending to in primitive ways.”


	“Hey!  Those were considered the best ways of healing when I’m from.”


	“Sorry.” Mauser says, temporarily forgetting that Cleo was from the time period he was speaking of. 


	A few groans from Sarge’s side of the room has Hel on her feet in an instant, but Cleo holds her back.  “Hel, calm down.  She’s just dreaming.  She’s probably going to do that for a while.  You can’t run to her every time she makes a noise.  You’d drive yourself crazy.  If she starts screaming, then go to her.”


	And just then, Sarge lets out a scream.  Coming from Sarge it can’t really be called a scream; it was more of a loud cry of pain.  Hel burst past Cleo to kneel at Sarge’s side.


	“Now that’s when you go to her,” Cleo says as she makes her way over to that end of the room.  However, she keeps her distance this time, staying well behind Hel and keeping her bruised side away from Sarge’s view.  Mauser too joins them, carrying various medicines and bandages.


	Sarge struggles to sit up, her breathing rapid and labored.  Hel starts to help her but Sarge lashes out, “I can do it on my own!”


	Hel backs off and watches, almost in pain, at seeing her beloved struggle with something so simple as sitting up.  Still, after some time, she manages to accomplish her small mission.  Mauser puts a hand on Hel’s shoulder and she slowly backs away so he can get into his patient.


	“Sarge, I need to tend to you manually for today.  I’m going to replace your bandages and put some healing solutions on your wounds.  I expect it will hurt.”


	Sarge nods.  It has registered that he is not there to harm her but there to assist in healing her.  She’s already restless and wants to get the healing over and done with as soon as possible so she can move about on her own.  “What’s wrong with the healing tube?” she asks.


	“Long story,” Cleo offers from her distance still behind Hel.


	Sarge catches a quick glance at the bruise on Cleo’s face but no emotion is seen in her eyes.  “Look, Cleo, about before.”


	“No sweat, man.  You were freaked.  It happens.”


	“No, it is, ‘sweat’?”  Sarge isn’t really sure what Cleo means by ‘no sweat’ but she tries.  “I didn’t mean to hit you.  Well, I did but not because it was you.  I needed to know that you were real.”


	“Mauser explained it to me and Hel filled in me on the situation as best as she knows.  Don’t worry about it.  I understand now.”


	Not really liking that Cleo keeps interrupting her, but still grateful for not having to apologize in front of everyone, Sarge just settles back down.  Mauser puts on some ointment and Sarge grimaces in pain.  Hel, seeing this, begins to get agitated.  “Sarge, as you hungry?  Thirsty?  Can I get you something?” Hel offers, more for herself so she can keep busy.


	At first Sarge’s eyes cloud over in anger as the memory of her last meal settles upon her.  Of how that thing tricked her into joining him for a meal and then drugging her.  She shakes the thought from her mind and looks back to Hel with clear eyes.  She simply nods and Hel turns quickly, anxious to get busy.


	Mauser finishes up his ministrations and Sarge gives him a quick nod of thanks as he too leaves.  All that is left is Sarge and Cleo.  They stare at each other for a bit, neither really sure what to do or say.  The fight that started all this is not yet forgotten between the two and the matters that occurred since then are only compounding the problem at hand.


