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World of War

Introduction

Date: June 19th, 2017

Time: 6:27

Where: News Stations across America


Today on June 19th, 2017, Mr. President was took a fatal shot to his in the head at around 5:45 while at a giving a speech in New York City announcing the abolishment of abortion, at 5:45. The time is now 6:28. The assassinator is unknown, but is believed to have been hired by the Asian- Axis. Soldiers on surrounding buildings that heard the shot said that they didn’t see anything unusual. Some officials think that the shot may have been fired from a helicopter hundreds of yards away. No one knows for sure though. Our phones have been ringing off the hooks for the last hour though. People seem to feel that they need to give us a piece of their mind, but we are not going to make any accusations. One thing we can say is that most of all the calls have a suspect that is one common denominator. The Asian- Axis. Things aren’t looking bright for America’s future; neither are Chinas, India’s, and Japan’s. Now its time for a commercial, when we get back, we will discuss the topic of the apocalypse, is the end near?  (Is this supposed to be what someone is seeing through a television?  If so it needs quotations.)
Present Day

March 23, 2023

6:39

Beijing, China


The commander of the twelve-soldier team stood up and started to talk over the whispers of the nervous soldiers and the helicopter.

 “Okay men,” the Commander cried out, “are you ready to take care of these Chinese sons-a-bitches?”

“Sir,” I yelled over the roaring blades of the helicopter we were inside, “what exactly are we doing?”

“Damn you Scott!”


That’s me, Scott. Well, it’s my last name anyway, my full name is Justin Allen Scott. I am 22 years old, born on March 9th of 2001. My platoon and I are inside a helicopter above Beijing. A group from the Asian- Axis has taken over a hospital and has been launching rockets, bombing at a FRAGI- Axis base over 200 miles away. The FRAGI- Axis consists of the French, Russian, American, German, and Israeli armies.  (Maybe instead of another Axis, it could be the FRAGI-Allies?)

“Okay Scott,” the Commander called out, “listen this time. We land on the helipad, 50 yards away from the hospital. We get to the bottom of the building that has the helipad and go out into the streets of Beijing. We then take care of any casualties on our way. We then At that point we go into the hospital and meet up with another FRAGI squad, and then raid the hospital for the bombers and arrest them. Do you have it now Scott?”


“Yes sir!”, I replied back.


We I sat there for a few more minutes and thought among the quietness through the noise of the chopper blades. The commander stood up and looked out the helicopters window door, and then sat back down.


“Okay men, brace yourselves, we’re now landing on the building”, the commander yelled.


Some sound outside caught his attention A Slight movement from the corner of his eye made him look up. He stood up again and saw that a missile was heading in their direction, as he looked back in to us, he yelled, “Oh shi…” His voice was drowned out from the sound of the missile hitting our helicopter. All you could see if you were inside was fire from the explosion. My face got was severely burned from the fire; I then got (got is a bad word to use in any situation.) became very dizzy and lightheaded, and I couldn’t see anything.  A few moments later I was knocked unconscious. 


What I didn’t know was that an Asian- Axis officer had saved me from the wreckage of the explosion.  – I would put this in later so it’s not a one sentence paragraph.

When I woke up I was in intense pain, I couldn’t see or I couldn’t move. It didn’t take long for me to realize that I was tied to a chair. It wasn’t the same for my sight. I thought that I had gone blind.  I couldn’t see a thing, I thought I was blind, but after a few moments of shaking my head violently I was able to tell that see some, I was blind folded. I was able to see only if I looked down. When I did so, I saw a pair of black dress shoes. They turned and started to walk to my right, around my back, and out at my left. He They (this needs to be they, your character doesn’t know it is a man until he speaks) didn’t speak. But after a few moments, the man broke the silence by asking, “Who are you?”


“Private Justin Allen Scott,” I replied.  He  It was a man, and he had somewhat of an oriental accent.


“What country do you come from?” he asked.


“America.”


“Piece of shit.”  (Try not to sensor, mark your stories as R on YWS and people will be wary of what they are doing.  If this was for a class, you probably should have left out the cussing anyways.)
I could smell the cigars on his breath, along with a hint of alcohol. It reeked badly of cigarettes and alcohol.  Suddenly I had an immense pain overcome the upper left part of my face, I couldn’t help but cry out in pain. The blindfold was suddenly swept off, uncovering my eyes. My blood started to gush into my eye from where he hit me.

I could finally see the A-A officer. He was a short and chubby man. He also had a short and stubby mustache, that of which Hitler had. He was wearing an A-A hat.

My body ached from the explosion.  (I would keep describing the man.)

He inhaled very deep on the cigar until the cherry turned a bright red. He held it close to my eye, and then pressed it into my right eye, burning it. The pain was indescribable. He threw the cigar down and got his blade out of his pocket.


“Why save me if your going to kill me?” I asked.


“Why try if you fail?” he replied.

He raised his knife up, ready to slit my throat. The door of the minute room burst open, then five (any number less then 100 should be written out) shots rang throughout the dark room. I dropped my head, acting as if I was dead. The officer then dropped to his knees, cutting open my shoulder as he fell. I raised my head from the pain. When I looked up I saw some men in the suits that the   in the wear of FRAGI- Axis members. That’s when I saw a hint of hope.

“Who are you?” the squad leader asked.


“Private Justin Allen Scott, I am a survivor of the helicopter crash about sixty yards from the hospital,  (I doubt he would know the distance, he was busy being knocked out.)” I explained, “Where are we?”


“The hospital, no need to worry now.  Someone bring in a medic! Go over to Private Johnson and have him bandage up your chest. He will give you a shot and some ammo.”
I followed his commands and got bandaged up. Private Johnson, the medic, then handed me a handgun. I had a confused look on my face.

“Hold on and don’t be a bitch,” he said, “ use this for close range.” (Most people know handguns are for close encounters.  Your soldier should as well.)
 
 He then handed me his semi automatic rifle that he had on his back, it had a scope for sniping.


“Never,” he said, “ use this for close range, you’ll just end up wasting the bullets.”  (Same thing here)

He then injected me with some fluid, probably adrenaline. It didn’t take long for it to affect me. I suddenly had a rush of heat overcome my face. My fingers were tingles and had little red spots of blood coming to the surface. It was probably a niacin rush.


“Just stay behind me,” he ordered.


There was about seven of us walking around. I was in the back. The hospital was like a ghost town, until we walked through the check in desk. There were bodies everywhere. Blood was everywhere. The place reeked of death. There were piles of bodies. But the piles were organized. Like one pile would be a pile of civilians, the other pile would be hospital workers, and another would be patients.


 We were about to walk out of the lobby when we heard running footsteps. We ran behind the closest pile. I was at a pile all by myself, but when I ran behind mine, I slid in a puddle of blood. I looked down and saw my hands were covered in blood. I got nauseas. Without looking, I stuck my hand on the pile to help myself get up, but something didn’t feel right. I had stuck my hand inside a neck of a civilian that had been decapitated. I vomited.


 The footsteps grew louder and slower. We heard them walking around the room. Bullets rang out. I got up from behind my pile, gun held at hip position ready to shoot and looked around. “Good,” I said to myself. The squad killed him. But it wasn’t over yet. I was close to the entrance from where the A-A soldier just ran in, so I hid around the corner. We heard more running footsteps. They too grew quiet.  I was about to peak around the corner when another A-A soldier walked in. I held my breath, hoping that he wouldn’t hear, or see me. He just walked on by without hesitation. 

I followed quietly behind him. He must have heard me because he turned around. I got my knife very quickly; he had a handgun in his hand and shot, but missed. I swung my arm up, slicing his throat. His dark red blood squirted across my face and into my mouth. I then pulled out my handgun, afraid that he wouldn’t die, and emptied a clip pointblank in his face.

I stood there in shock. This mans blood was dripping off my face. My tears mixed in with the blood. I didn’t know what else to do.

“Don’t be a puss  Scott!” the commander yelled out.

I stood there thinking of what to say. The squad then walked out the hallway that the soldier came in through. The hallway led to the left wing of the hospital, we were currently in the main part of it. The bombers were in the left wing at the time. I just quietly followed behind my new team. I was still in shock.

Our commander told us not to shoot when we reached the bombers; we were to take them in for interrogation.

We busted open the door to the room of where they were.

“ On the ground you Japs”, the commander yelled out.

We all had our guns pointing at them, so they obeyed. We rounded them all up. The commander was last out of the room, after me. But as we were leaving shots rang out. The commander had been shot. I turned around and there was the commander, lying at my feet. But when I looked up, I saw an A-A soldier. I pulled out my gun as fast as I could, but I got shot in my shoulder as I was. Once I got my handgun out, I emptied out a magazine on him. He fell to the ground and wasn’t moving. I went over to the commander and picked him up, my team didn’t really know what was going on. I started to turn around; I suddenly had multiple sharp pains in my back. I looked down and saw blood running down my jacket. I tried to take a breath in and it felt as if my lungs were balloons that had popped. I started to get dizzy. I heard one more shot and I fell to the ground. But I didn’t get shot anymore. With all my strength I looked up. Johnson was standing above me. That soldier wasn’t dead. Johnson had saved me. He helped me up. 

We got to the top of the building and had a helicopter air rush the commander and I to our base over 200 miles away. They had me hooked up to life support in the helicopter. I was the only one to survive the helicopter crash. The commander died on the way there.

December 15, 2034

Moscow, Russia


Man has destroyed the world and over half of humankind. It was like there was no need to fight anymore. What will the future of America be? Will there be a future? I have managed to survive all the war that started in 2019. It still goes to this day. I begin to wonder if we are the good guys. The Muslims decided to join the A-A because Israel was on our side.


Africa was alone in this war. But there is no Africa anymore. The A-A and the FRAGI have completely wiped out the population with plasmic bombs. Plasmic bombs didn’t get to get used until 2025. One is all it takes to destroy half of America. There are only three super powers left in the world now. There is the Asian-Axis, the FRAGI, and the ROA. The ROA is the Republic of Australia. The ROA tried to take over Canada, so Canada joined up with the FRAGI. The ROA managed to take over Mexico somehow. The weakest axis is the ROA, then the FRAGI. The A-A is the strongest.

As I peered through the window of the FRAGI palace in Moscow, Russia I could see the rubble of what used to be one of the strongest axis’ birthplace. The palace was one of the only buildings left standing. If you looked up to the sky, you could see rockets were still coming down on us. The fear of defeat was imminent. 

October 6, 2037

Washington DC, Maryland

The A-A were out side of our super base. We were about to be defeated. I had a lot of power in the FRAGI army. Whatever I said went. They wanted to see me for some reason. I didn’t want the FRAGI army to have any more casualties. So I went out to try to negotiate with their “head guy”. 

“ General Scott.”

“Shang Jiang Tan Su Liu”, I said. 

“  It’s been a very long time since I have seen you”, Liu said.

“ Same here,” I replied, “ Now listen, we both know we aren’t here to make conversation.”

“ I know,” Liu said, “ I bring A-A army. Don’t you see?”

“  Yes, I can see, now can we make a deal?”

“ Deal already made.”

“ What do you mean”, I asked.

“  All I do is take over your army and everything better? Good idea eh?”

“ I don’t think that will work”, I said with a bold voice.

“ It will work, if you co-operate”, Liu said with a big smile.

There were a few moments of silence. I went back in the base, with his permission. I told my soldiers what was going on, and told them that I was going to surrender. They were pissed. They said they wouldn’t give up without a fight

“ We don’t stand a chance against them guys”, I yelled out to my soldiers.

I turned around and went back outside.

“ Do not try to deceive me,” Liu said, “ I know how scum like you are.”

“ That wasn’t necessary.”

“ It is to a scumbag, piece of sh*t.”

That right there is what pissed me off. I punched him in the face once, and stood there. The A-A soldiers all drew their weapons.

“ Hold fire”, he said, “ This one is mine”.

He hit me across the face, then again. He knocked me over. I stood back up with my hands behind my back. I took it like a real soldier. I coughed up blood. 

“ You make a real mistake General Scott.”

He made me get on my knees. He pulled out his handgun, and pressed it against my skull and held it with a firm grasp. I was scared, but didn’t show it. 

“ You wonder why we do stuff like this Scott”, General Tan Su Liu said with a tone of anger.

He had his finger on the trigger.


“ Yeah, I do. But we did no wrong. We fought for what’s ours. You and your Japs didn’t need to kill our president.”, I said.


“ Ha, you Americans are very funny. Scott, you are very blind. It wasn’t us that killed your president. Don’t you ever wonder why I always knew your every move? You are like a baby sea turtle trying to find its way to the sea. You are very lost in this war.


“ What the heck do you mean?”, I asked.


“ It was the Russians you idiot! They made a treaty with us. They were acting as your friends, but working as spies. I tell you, you Americans are very stupid people.”


I was very confused at the moment. I also had a confused look on my face.


“ No need to be confused Scott, it won’t last long.”

He still had the gun held to my head.


“ Tell the Russians to round them up,” he called out.


I heard some A-A soldier on a radio speaking Russian.


“ This won’t hurt Scott. Remember that name that I called you earlier? What was it?”


“ You called me a scumbag, and then a piece of sh*t”


“ Yes Scott, you are a piece of sh-”


He pulled the trigger.

Epilogue


 The Russian army had been working with the Asians the whole time. General Justin Allen Scott died on October the 6th, 2037. He was 36 years old when he died. After General Liu had killed him, he went inside the FRAGI base. The Russians followed Liu’s command to gather up the FRAGI. All of the allies, including France, Russia, America, Germany, and Israel were captured inside the base and are in General Liu’s his hands now. The Asian Axis is now unstoppable. The only thing General Liu has to decide now is what to do with the FRAGI. He can use them as his army now. The fate of the rest of the world’s population lies in the hands of General Tan Su Liu. The worlds end is near.

