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Unlike “A New Hope”, this storyline is not based on any projected service in the country known as Somalia, as quite simply I was never there.  It is solely based on accounts, both from the time of the intervention to the famous Mogadishu battle that is commonly known by the movie and book, “Black Hawk Down”.  Plus internet research and other books available online and on the bookshelf.  A few stories, such as “Making It Happen” come from Vietnam accounts to the figure only known as “Jack”, or Keith Idema, and the legacy he started.  For more information on him, read “Licensed to Kill” by Robert Young Pelton, and Google him as well.

For those who don’t know, Keith Idema was not associated with the Somali campaign back then, he was actually involved with the current war in Afghanistan.  I only included this as it seemed to really fit into the whole scope of how exploitation can really go awry in something that in some ways, could be considered “honest”.  And a cautionary tale of how mercenary work, regardless of how you view it, can be exploited and used in a damaging way.

And thanks again to Karen Libera Schweitzer with her medical expertise with help with “Mister Potato Head.”  And for the “flower” that is in “Busted!”, as well as letting me use her as a character in “Breakdown.”

It should also be noted that the events used are based on internet and book research.  So if you participated in those actual events (other than the ones I experienced), don’t take offense if I “do it wrong” or portray it wrong.  Sorry, I just wasn’t actually there.

And of course, thanks to David Drake, John Lambshead, John Treadaway, Maximillion Byrd, Brent Millis, Tonya Moore, Gwen Lloyd-Owen, Deepti Lamba, and Karen Libera Schweitzer for their help and of course innumerable proofreading drafts that they had to endure to read.

This is a work of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in this e-book are

fictional, and any resemblance to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.

It also should be noted that none of the characters originally from the Hammer’s Slammers series are not present.  David Drake has made it clear that while I can use his universe, his characters are of course his intellectual property.  I’m sorry if you’re expecting some of the old characters to show up, they won’t.  References will be made, but not actual use.

New Hope Campaign

These stories unfortunately were thought of after I had finished “A New Hope” but instead of making the reader pay for the book a second time, I’ll just throw them in here just to get them out.  I may make another version, but for right now undecided.  Since essentially “A New Hope” had some sort of abstract chronological order, I’ll just let you know where they go.

“Priorities” follows after “Ambush at Checkpoint 4” for posterity, as it could have happened at any time in the campaign.  

“Chance Encounter” follows after “No Zombie” before the pinch of the Hecho combat deaths became a reality for Jose.

“Just an Observation” follows after “Palutsi Smackdown”.

“Operation Rockslide” follows after “Social Networking”

“Better Luck Next Time” follows after “Six Month Review”

“The Last Battle” follows after “Leader’s Engagement”
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Priorities


[image: image]




This story is an example of people who sit and watch while the real fighting goes on.  And for the record it’s more of a story based on personal bias.  Even though some jobs don’t require direct fighting, it’s more of an op-ed on those who are more concerned with personal matters while the fighting is going on.

The reverberation of the hogs firing shook the TOC slightly, as Corporal Jones and Corporal Stevens sat in the training room while the rest of the Troop fought again, in the Pollo Mountains.

“So what do you think of the Tannenberg soccer team?”  Corporal Stevens asked as they sat there, listening to the hogs fire.  Corporal Stevens winced slightly.  

No matter how many times they fired, he still never got used to it.  The sounds of the radio and everybody in the TOC also filtered in, making him wish that they had a door so they wouldn’t have to listen to all that babble.  They didn’t join the Frisians to enter combat, just a steady paycheck.  Sure they busted their asses to get the job done, but they didn’t really care about the fighting going on.  That’s now why they came here.  Besides, Corporal Jones still had some admin work to send back to Nieuw Friesland.  Can’t work on that with all that noise!

“I think they’ll do better this year than a month ago.”  Corporal Jones said, trying to not listen to some of the radio traffic.  When are they putting a door in?

“Well they did good last week, showing off Landfall City with the three to one score.  Jimmy Hildberg got in that kick that saved them from losing it all.”

The reverberations continued.  Someone was screaming for his life on the radio, one of the combat car guys?

“True, but Stanley Winte is still pretty good, even though his injury limits his movement.  But I figure in the next quarter he’ll do better.”  Corporal Stevens said, leaning back in his chair.  When was it okay to step out and go back to watch his sports?

Just then PFC Hemisa walked in, closed the door, and saw Corporal Stevens.

“Hey Corporal, my weapon’s battery seems to be not working right.”  He said eyeing the business in the TOC slightly as another few rounds from the hog shook the building.

“Did you put it in right?”  Corporal Stevens asked incredulously.

“Of course Corporal.”  Hemisa said as he fidgeted nervously.  He had things to do and was running out of time.  Sergeant Mayer was very specific on him hurrying up, and that Corporal Stevens should be around.  Naturally Hemisa tried the TOC.

“Well I’m busy.”  Corporal Stevens said as he turned back to Corporal Jones, and subsequently ignoring Hemisa’s deflation at the news.  “What do you think though?  You think Tannenberg will pull through?” 

Corporal Jones shrugged, he really wasn’t sure.  “I don’t know, you think the CO knows about that stuff, since she’s from there?”

Corporal Stevens laughed.  “I doubt it, everytime I mention it she ignores me, or changes the subject.  Stuck up bitch.”  He scowled in thought about the whole thing.

Hemisa was really impatient right now, Sergeant Mayer was a cool guy, but he could get a little overbearing, such as now since they were about to go on QRF.  Plus he was offended about the Corporal badmouthing the CO.  Surprisingly they weren’t called up for this engagement going on.  But he didn’t want to be not ready, and it was discovered that the battery, even though good, wasn’t powering the weapon.  Since they didn’t fire their weapons, except for firefights, the problem was just discovered, and naturally it had to either be fixed or swapped out.

Corporal Jones rolled his eyes.  “Yeah I hear you.  Anyways, anything good on the holo these days?”

Corporal Stevens shook his head.  “Other than sports of course, that’s the real ticket for me, that’s all I watch.”

“I know, though there were some good dramas on that I downloaded.  Though the acting on ‘Another day in the Galaxy seems to be turning out pretty good.  The actress, Shauna Pertens, seems to be coming along pretty good.”  Corporal Jones said as he adjusted himself in the seat.  He glanced towards Hemisa.  Whatever he thought as he turned back to Corporal Stevens.

Hemisa still waited, though he was getting more antsy.  Corporal Jones ignored it.  It couldn’t be that important.  

“So yeah man, I think that down the road I’ll buy the whole series, but I’m not sure.”  He added.  The hogs stopped firing.  He guessed now after a minute he should help.  Now that it was okay to go outside anyways.  “I’ll be right back, I gotta piss.”  Corporal Jones stood up, secured his pistol.  Since he didn’t go out on patrol he carried his sidearm, just in case.  He didn’t see the reason in carrying the heavy combat rifles.  It’s not like he was going on patrol anytime soon.  Not like he wanted to...

Hemisa walked out, chagrined.  This was bullshit as he had... checking his watch, twenty minutes, and still Sergeant Mayer would still chew his ass out for being late.

Five minutes later Corporal Jones walked back in, saw Hemisa.  “Come on you!  We don’t have all night, make me go into the arms room!  Let’s go!”  He yelled.

Hemisa had no choice but to follow.  Now it had been fifteen minutes late and nothing had been done.  He followed behind Corporal Jones quickly.  

Corporal Jones took another couple minutes looking at the TOC screens, and finally decided to open the arms room.  He walked inside the room.

“Give me your weapon, let’s take a look at it.”  He took the offered weapon from Hemisa, shaking his head at the small amount of dust on it.  Couldn’t they clean their weapons?  He set it down and hooked up the small diagnostic computer.  Thirty seconds later the displayed that the weapon was indeed, non-functional.  He sighed.  He’d have to work and troubleshoot the weapon some more.  He set the weapon down, and started to write down the problems on the maintenance sheet.  Finishing, he looked at the weapons racks, selecting what he thought was a good weapon.  He unlocked it, and pulled it off the seat it was on.  He hooked up the weapon to the diagnostic machine, and it was all greens.  Maybe if they took care of their weapons then they’d be good to go.  Damn troopers banging up their weapons, didn’t they take care of it?

“Sign this, hurry up!”  Corporal Jones bellowed.  He had better things to do than deal with this crap at this time of the day, he had his shows to watch.  He took the paper, and handed Hemisa his new weapon.  

“When you come back from patrol, you get your lazy ass in here and clean this shit!  You understand?!”

“Yes Corporal.”  Hemisa started to really get annoyed at Corporal Jones’s attitude.  It’s not like he had to climb mountains and deal with enemy fire.  He took his new weapon, and promptly left.  He shook his head as he hurriedly ran back to the sleeping area, wondering why they let these people in the mercenary arm.  These guys apparently didn’t walk the Pollo, so who was he to rush him?
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Chance Encounter
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This is an amalgamation of YouTube and ISAF videos of Apaches ambushing and engaging Taliban moving in the dark.  Afghanistan is notorious for allowing extreme freedom of movement of the Taliban.

Sergeant Maxwell was woken up to the sound of the alarm that he set.  It wasn’t a wakeup call, since he literally worked 24/7.  It was the alarm that Booster had found ‘1’ targets, for immediate destruction by his hands.  Groggily he slipped out of bed, and walked to the display.  Rubbing his eyes to clear them, he stared for twenty seconds at the monitor, until the display focused in his eyes.  He moved his head forward, and looked at the display closer.  The drone had spotted a group of people travelling outside the valley proper.  He sat down quickly, watching their movement as the drone identified more targets.  The counter on the side displayed 17 walking in a file heading east.  He thought that was strange.  Maybe they were all heading home?  What were they doing?  It was apparent though that of course, the claims of ‘freedom of movement’ were true.  Here he was watching the biggest catch, and with a few queries on engaging them with artillery came up negative.  Adrenaline flowed through him as his mind started the mental calculations.  Waking up and thinking normally was a trait everybody picked up when you do a lot of contracts.  Because people’s lives depended on it, that’s why.

“Sir!”  He barked, and a minute later, the ghostly form of Lt. Hess walked up, also rubbing his eyes.

“What is it?”  He asked, and then looked at the video feed that was displayed on the screen.  He then looked at the numbers, and whistled.  “What a catch, can we hit it?”

“No sir, mountains in the way.”  Sergeant Maxwell said.  He would have liked to have thrown that in his evaluation of total casualties.  Some thought it was morbid, but then again, he wasn’t here to be their friend, he was there to kill.  

“I’ll send it up.”  Lt. Hess said, motioning for Sergeant Maxwell to move out of the seat.

Sergeant Maxwell, chagrined since he was tired, reluctantly stood up and moved so Lt. Hess could take the credit.

Lt. Hess picked up the communicator.  “Yeah this is Lt. Hess, we got a drone feed of at least seventeen insurgents moving east from the Pollo Valley.  Yes I’ll hold.”  Lt. Hess wanted to get back to bed.  If he couldn’t do his job, then why stay up?  He waited for ten minutes, and the communicator piped up.

“Yeah I’m seeing the feed, you can’t engage it?”  It was Colonel Olsson, who of course didn’t like being woken up.

“No sir, too many mountains in the way.”

“Shit, okay, go back to bed Lieutenant, I’ll have the Cav take them out.”  With that the communicator hung up.

Sergeant Wittman hurriedly got dressed.  He was mad, as he was having a dream involving his girlfriend, and another hot chick in a starliner that had all the amenities a man with two chicks could ask for.  But quite obviously, you don’t concern yourself when you have two hot chicks to please.  He slipped on his uniform, armor, and slung his weapon as he scooped up his helmet as he walked out of the door.  Who was getting hit now?  Weren’t there any patrols out?  Let them handle it!  He grumbled as he jogged to his LAV.  Rigel was already clambering on the footsteps, opening his hatch up in the moonlight.  He walked to his side, and did the same, still grumbling as Rigel started to power the vehicle up.  Setting his carbine by the seat, he stooped down and began the process of sitting down.  It was easy for tall people like the CO, when she could just stretch her leg out, and her foot would be in the footwell.  Short people didn’t get any benefit as he performed near gymnastics just to get in.  Sergeant Pryce’s squad was running up, as the doors opened up to let them in.

Sitting down with a huff, Sergeant Wittman activated his station, seeing the system display go through his checks.  Sliding on the helmet, the engine howled as Rigel brought it to full power.  What’s going on?  He did the intercom checks, and complete, he called into the TOC.  While that was happening he adjusted his helmet to his satisfaction.

“Anvil Base, Anvil One-Two.”

“One-Two, Six, the redlegs have found seventeen Hechos walking east near Checkpoint 4, we need you to engage them.”

“Six, One-Two, roger, the gun bunnies can’t do it?”  Didn’t they think of that before ruining his dream?

“Negative, too many mountains in the way, cleared to depart.”  

Well it’s a good thing that she’s in just a bad of a mood that I’m in right now.  “One-Two, roger.”  He switched to internal.  “Let’s roll Rigel.”  The benefit of having your driver listen to command is that you didn’t have to waste time to tell him or her what was going on, or needed to be done.  He remembered when he drove combat cars he would do the same thing.  He had to adjust the volume so he could hear the vehicle commander, but that was a small price to pay in knowing what was going on.  Besides, it got lonely inside the driver’s hole anyways.  He had enough voices in his head.

The LAV lifted smoothly off, and he briefed Sergeant Pryce on the way.  Some infantryman just didn’t like going higher on the radio sometimes, as it always seemed like a threat against their independence.  Or sticking their head in the sand, to some old Terran legend about a bird that did that, or something like that anyways.

Lt. Juniper sat down, tired, and leaned her head against her hand, using it to prop her head up.  She yawned softly, wishing she was back in bed.  Among other things but she knew that wouldn’t happen anytime soon.  “Get the feed going please.”  Might as well as do it now while she was still thinking about it.  She yawned and stared at the monitor as her brain started to wake up.

“Yes sir.”  Sergeant Kingmeyer said as she typed in the codes for Wittman’s LAV.  “You want some Wide-Awakes sir?  She started to fish for the bottle she used all the time.  Sure, it kept her up most of the time, but that was the reason anyways.  Besides, she might miss some action that she would miss asleep.  Not that she saw much in the TOC anyways, but then again, even processing data so the troopers on the ground could at least know that they had their back, even though they were sitting on their ass.

“No thanks.”  Lt. Juniper said, staring at the monitors, half asleep still.  The display didn’t show much, just the same old mountains.  Lt. Juniper yawned, and closed her eyes, snapping them open quickly lest she fall asleep on the job.  No need to wake up Prowler and Lt. Jones.  Only if shit happened she would.

“Should I wake the XO and Lt. Jones up sir?”  PFC Hill asked, as she stood there, with her arms crossed, watching the show.

Lt. Juniper tiredly shook her head.  “No, if anything goes wrong, then we do, okay?”

“Okay.”  PFC Hill meekly said.  She stood at the doorframe, hands behind her back, watching her CO try and stay awake.

Sergeant Wittman scanned the area looking for the supposed contact.  

“Bring it to Checkpoint 4, and we’ll head east of there, hopefully to find them.”  He said, while this wasn’t a too harsh of a mission, he still would rather be asleep.

“Roger.”  Rigel said, still heading north.  Once he reached Checkpoint 4, he turned the LAV east.

Sergeant Wittman cycled through the various sensor modes, keeping the turret stationary, letting Booster do all the work.  Which was how he preferred it, as quite simply Booster was faster than his eyes anyways.

Ten minutes later, the forms of the contacts appeared after passing a hill.  Gotcha! He thought as he selected the tri-barrel.  He depressed the weapon as far as he could, and...

“Slow it down, let me get a good west to east with the tri-barrel, and then we’ll come around and work them as we see fit.”  He needed less altitude as the pipper was just above the lead dismount.  “Also lower altitude by one hundred feet.”

“Roger.”  Rigel slowed down and lowered the altitude.

“Good! Right there!”  Sergeant Wittman said as he maneuvered the pipper right on the trail dismount.  He depressed the trigger, and while still firing, raised the pipper to strafe them.  He got a good number of the dismounts, as they split off and ran in different directions.

“Shit.  Keep it real slow now.”  He said while concentrating on engaging the dismounts.  

He saw one run off to his right, and he tracked him and killed him with a good burst of the tri-barrel.  Another ran just past him, and he quickly maneuvered the pipper and fired, missing him as the dismount dodged and dove for a rock.  Another ran, and he again maneuvered the pipper and fired.  It caught that one, and he watched it flail in its death throes, the pipper moving slowly as he didn’t give the weapon any inputs.  A couple forms shouldered what he thought was a buzzbomb, and the ‘1’ showed quite clearly, and he hurriedly aimed and fired, killing the buzzbomb gunner, but the other one ran for it.  Thirty seconds later, he got that one too with a concentrated burst from his tri-barrel.  He searched quickly, while Rigel kept the LAV slowly advancing.  So far... he counted ten kills so far.  

“Six, One-Two, currently engaged and killed ten personnel, currently searching at this time.”

“This is Six, roger.”

Sergeant Wittman chuckled, she was a bit more tired sounding than he was, but that was okay.  Adrenaline was flowing through his body as he concentrated on finding more forms to swat down.

“One-Two, Six, recommend you drop the dismounts, and have them conduct a sweep.” 

“One-Two roger, I’ll do one more sweep to make sure, and then drop them off.”

“This is Six, roger.”

Sergeant Wittman knew that Sergeant Pryce was listening, so he didn’t bother with the niceties of telling him.

“Okay Rigel, orbit the area for a bit, and then we’ll set down, drop off the squad and overwatch.”

“Roger.”  Was all he said.  Despite the fact that he was tired himself, as he didn’t stay awake like the rest of them did.  Rarely they had to jump out of bed and engage targets, so this mission was actually a break from the ‘norm’ of sleeping.  

Sergeant Wittman took his time, using all of the sensors to sweep the area.  So far nothing availed itself to being alive, so he picked a good spot to set down, dropping off the squad.

Sergeant Pryce scanned the area as the LAV flew away.  Ignoring the dust churned up by the thrusters, he realized he was dropped off where Sergeant Wittman presumably started the engagement.  Human remains littered the trail as he scanned with the night vision goggles.  The air rapidly cooled as the heat from the exhaust dissipated.  The faint smell of ozone permeated the area, marking the area where Sergeant Wittman fired his tri-barrel.  He waited until the LAV was further away, and then motioned for the squad to head east along the trail, scanning the area intently.

“Contact right!”  Someone yelled, and the chatter of the squad auto nearly deafened him.  He hit the ground, and scanned his sector down the trail.  He didn’t see anything, even with the night vision system as he scanned wildly for movement, and then slowly as his mind and body settled down.  The fire stopped, and he looked where the fire went after rising up to take a knee.

“What did you get?”  He asked over Squad.

“Saw one Hecho try and shoot us like he was a duck hunter, he sprung up and I lit him up.”  Ayers said as she scanned some more.  Her weapon was propped up on a rock, but she crouched, scanning intently for any other movement.

“You get him?”

“I think so, he’s not moving, or he hit the dirt and is playing dead.”  She said as she kept on scanning.  Waiting for the opportunity to fill him with holes for trying to ambush them.

These are times I wish we had a grenade launcher Sergeant Pryce thought.  He thought about this one.  He’s going to have to push up Bravo in order to exploit the situation, or else his buddies were going to channel them and turn them into bits.  Or if there was a cave, he’d have to check it out regardless.  Sighing, he considered his options on what to do.

“Anvil One-Two, Two-Four.”  The whine of the LAV echoed in the now quiet night air.

“One-Two.”

“You see anything moving besides us?”

“So far negative.”  Sergeant Wittman answered, apparently concentrating on scanning the area.  The pipper of the tri-barrel swept the area, just in case.

“Well, we’re going to check out that hostile we just shot at, cover my Bravo team’s advance.”

“Roger.”

“I got it.”  Sergeant Nicholson said, apparently listening in.  “Just keep Ayers on target and we’ll go up there.”

Sergeant Pryce looked at her, she was steady as a rock, lying on the prone, bracing her PK12, weapon aimed in the direction specified.

“Roger.”   Sergeant Nicholson said, looking at the area to get his bearings, figuring out the best route to go.  He knew it was up, but he had to stay to the right in order not get caught in Alpha’s field of fire.  Man I should have picked a ‘quieter’ job he thought as he began his ascent, with the rest of the team following.

Sergeant Pryce watched Nicholson’s team walk up slowly, covering all possible angles while the whine of the LAV permeated the air.  He sighed.  At least they didn’t take any casualties.

After making the climb, Sergeant Nicholson walked up to the dead Hecho.  She looked dead, not moving.  A slight nudge from his boot confirmed it.  As his team setup security, he then noticed she was trying to get up, a knife and a mean look on her face.  Her eyes tried to burn a hole in him as he watched her slowly rise up.  She wasn’t going to say yes to being taken in he could tell, and without thinking he aimed and fired his carbine, shooting her in her face.  Her face exploded with the round set on explosive and chunks of flesh flew around, as her body flopped to the ground, face first.  As he stood there watching, the blood flowed down near his boot.  With a grimace, he moved his boot away from the mess.

“We’re done.”  He said, as he twirled his finger in the air for his team to head back.  Nothing here anymore.
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Just an Observation
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This was a Flash Fiction I wrote, and how I came up with this after watching two unrelated videos I don’t know, but I guess the big explosions of 155mm rounds just got me writing.

Yen squeezed the trigger of his PK12, sending a hail of projectiles across the valley.  They were doing another area recon, this time around Checkpoint 6.  He had the zoom all the way up as he scanned, firing some more as he fired wildly, suppressing the area, or so he hoped.  He could see some movement, and he moved the red dot onto the movement, sending another hail of projectiles at it.  He glanced at the heat scale, high green so far.  He chanced it, and held the trigger until he knew it would high high yellow, moving the weapon around to saturate the area with his fire.  The movement ceased, and he wasn't sure if he killed whatever it was, or he merely suppressed the movement.  A bead of sweat, even in the cool morning air, dribbled down the side of his head, as he was focused on the dot.  He fired again though, using probing fire to see if he could 'spook' the movement to move again.  Around him he heard the cracks of the carbines as the rest of the squad fired.

"Anvil Six, Anvil Two-Six, we need you to come in and support us."  He could hear Lt. Jones say as the whole idea was to 'bait' the Hechos into firing at them, and she'd come in with the cavalry, and waste them.

"Negative, we have rounds incoming, standby."  The CO came back, too swift Yen thought as he fired at the same movement, apparently he suppressed it, earning an unspoken curse.

"Two-Six roger." 

Yen still waited and fired again.  He wasn't going to walk back with a half empty magazine on his weapon.  More chatter followed, but it seemed like the Hechos were still active, as some snaps and whizzes sounded near him.  He hoped fervently that nobody got hit.  So far no cries of pain, which was good.

"Splash."

The mountain slope they were firing at exploded, as the HE and Willie Pete rounds impacted.

"Cease fire! Cease fire!"  Sergeant Tennenbaum yelled, and they all stopped firing as the slope seemed to lurch into the sky.  Yen watched the smoke curl from the barrel as it began to cool.

"Man that's beautiful."  He heard Roycewicz say, as the rounds landed.  Yen watched the HE rounds explode while the white phosphorous rounds exploded in the air, dropping its lethal chemicals onto the impact area.  The whine of the LAV started to fill the air as the echoes of the rounds reached them.

Indeed Yen thought as he kept on scanning.
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Better Luck Next Time
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During my tour, two Kiowas were patrolling one of our valleys.  When passing past a troublesome town, five RPGs were launched at these two Kiowas.  They all missed, but the response from the Kiowas was 120mm WP.

Prowler passed Checkpoint 4, rushing to help Kilo One-Six from another ambush at Checkpoint 6.  As they passed at altitude, all of a sudden, Booster flashed five ‘1’ designators off to the east, just north of the village.  Buzzbombs, and the tri-barrel couldn’t depress enough to engage them.  “Durane, drop altitude now!  Booster!  Work me up a fire mission for the launch area!”  He felt the LAV drop in the sky, and Booster chirped its acknowledgement as it processed the request.  As the five rockets flew overhead, Booster displayed the location and he furiously typed in a fire mission request, White Phosphorous.  He sent the mission and directed Durane to orbit while he slew the turret on the location after he collected his thoughts and re-thought his strategy.  Hearing the squad in the compartment bitch and moan, he ignored that right now.  Scanning, he couldn’t see anything as the angle he assumed was preventing his optics from seeing the Hechos.  Booster displayed a shot message as he scanned intently.  

Booster then displayed the Splash message, and the rounds exploded in the air, dispersing its lethal load on the mountainside.  He watched as three puffs erupted, spewing more of the chemicals on the targeted location.  He typed in the end of mission request, smiling.

“Better luck next time motherfuckers.  Durane turn it back and hit the throttle.”  He centered the turret, re-focusing on the task at hand.
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The Last Battle
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Despite what the title of this story is, this is actually a dedication to one McDonald, who during our NTC rotation, did beyond what I expected, given my experience prior to this even., And for those who have haven’t been to NTC, this is usually the night before the last day, which usually “something” happens before training ceases.  This story is a modified form of that attack, which is described below.

What had transpired was that around 120 OPFOR, elements of the 2/75th, attacked our COP with two platoons minus.  Doctrinally, we would have been fucked.  I had pushed out that night to overwatch a town, because I needed to get out and do something rather than sit around, thinking nothing was going to happen, and yep, I had assumed wrong. When our OP started to get hit, McDonald had his Wheaties and using artillery, decimated the OPFOR, killing 72 outright, and I and the dismounts in the COP mopped up with attack helicopters and small arms fire.  All simulated of course, but the next morning, and to this day, I still wonder just how everything happened, and quite honestly, that it did happen, the famous “did I do that?” entered my mind when I woke up afterwards.  Well McDonald, I don’t know if I ever said thanks, but man, you did more for the Company than I could ever do, and I’m sure CPT Mariani still is in awe of what you did.  I know I am.  Thank you.

Oh, and to the elements of 2/75 that did attack us that night, whatever, your tab didn’t help you that night.

“Via, you have got to be shitting me.”  Sergeant Grayson said to nobody in particular as she surveyed the small valley before her.  Her night-vision visor was seemingly defunct, as she saw about fifty Hechos coming at them.  Her with eight troopers, to include herself.  “Everybody, get into defensive positions, now.”  She said quickly.  “One-One, this is Two-Three, we got fifty, I say again, fifty hostiles closing on my position.”  

Static.  Not good.  She watched as her squad did as she told, orienting their weapons to the north.  Looking behind her, she had to take the chance of a flanking maneuver or an attack from behind.  So far seeing nothing, she concentrated back on the hostiles closing in.  She had her squad in a small ravine, again another area recon to see if Mister Hecho would come out and play tonight.  Again, the CO wanted the LAVs out of the area, due to making the enemy coming out.  Well, Hecho sure as shit did, as they walked down the small hill towards their direction.  They stopped, and she knew the gig was up, they were spotted, somehow.  Thermals?  Maybe, as it was getting dark soon, and they were due for the pickup, and naturally they were here, completing their assigned sweep.  Nothing was turned up during the two-hour walk, but now they were coming out of the woodwork.  Well, the good thing was that they could stand and fight, rather than run around and fight.  Fuck these mountains she thought as she set her carbine on the ledge, aiming at the advancing Hechos.

“Anvil One-One, this is Two-Three.”  She said, hoping the force of her words would break through the static, knowing realistically it just helped to salve her ego.  She had to try something, and fast.  “Rampager Base, Anvil Two-Three.”  If that didn’t work, they were truly screwed tonight.  She looked at the fading suns and hoped to God himself that at least they would answer.

“Rampager Base, go ahead.”  

Relief swept over her as she was glad that somebody heard her.  “Base, Two-Three-.“

A hail of projectiles came as the line of Hechos fired, their weapons winking as she saw the muzzle flashes, and she quickly threw herself into the ravine.  “Via!”  She yelled to herself as she tried to become one with the rocks.  Buzzbombs flew towards them, falling short thankfully, the warheads emitting loud booms as they went off on the rocks.  But the projectiles threatened to chop her head off, more lethal than the ill-aimed buzzbombs. She saw the rest of her squad compress themselves as best as possible as the snaps and whizzes continued on, and more booms echoed through the air as they continued to fire them.  She cursed.  Not her night, not ever.  

“Anvil Two-Three, Rampager Base, say again.”  The bored operator said as she cringed over the snaps of the projectiles.

“This is Anvil Two-Three, we’re currently being engaged by fifty, I say again fifty Hechos!”  She said as the booms of the launched buzzbombs reached her.

“Sarge! They’re advancing!”  Wills yelled as he fired a long burst at the Hechos.  He could see the battle, as he was firing.

“How fast!”  Sergeant Grayson couldn’t see shit, with the rocks and the incoming fire keeping her hunkered in her spot.  She saw Wills duck down, bringing his weapon down with him.  He was panting very hard.

Wills knew what to do, and he rapidly fumbled the comms unit.  “Fire Central!” He yelled.  Normally he’d just request, but stress hitting him, it didn’t matter, it got to the right party.

“Anvil-Two Three, Fire Central.”

“Roger!  I need a fire mission north of my position, four hundred meters!”  He yelled.

Sergeant Grayson sneered silently.  Fuckit, he has a better understanding than I do  Normally she’d lambast him, but this wasn’t a normal situation to begin with.  So she concentrated on trying to look up and see the disposition.  Frankly, she knew what it was, she and her squad was pinned down, and she could see only rock.  She also threw in a quick prayer that they would survive this as well.

“I need the fire to go east to west!”  He popped his head up, making a mental estimation of how to do this.  “Four hundred meters!”  He didn’t care what it would take, just that it would happen now.

“Roger, I understand four hundred meters, and in a linear direction.”

“Roger! HE and Willie Pete!”  He yelled.

“Roger, ranging in twenty.”  Came the cold reply.  Apparently the FDO back at the hogs was mad at the fact his precious reading time was taken away.

Wills huddled behind the outcropping as the projectiles impacted, and more booms from the buzzbombs, which were now getting closer.  This had to be his worst, and his squad’s worst day that he knew of.  The sun was setting, he was sweaty, and they were taking the impossible on, with only eight troopers huddled in a ravine.  He twisted, and brought the PK12 up, and fired again.  Apparently Smilgard and Sergeant Mayer, the squads top shooters, were suppressed beyond belief.  Normally their cool and calm faces showed fear as they lay there, as they tried to get their weapons up, Sergeant Mayer having better luck, as his was smaller, firing bursts wildly, which would elicit a hail of more fire.

“Shot.”  The FDO said.

More fire impacted near them, as naturally when they got closer, their aim got better, as well as a buzzbomb flying over his head.  Wills breathed a sigh of relief, that was close!  He craned his neck, seeing his squad leader in a fetal position, also firing her carbine one handed over the ledge.  She looked desperate, and quite honestly he couldn’t blame her as he huddled behind the rocks as more projectiles and buzzbombs filled the air.

“Splash.”

And then the world flashed orange and red as the rounds impacted.  The cacophony of the artillery rounds was deafening as the rounds exploded.  Wills cringed as the explosions ripped the countryside apart.  Naturally the impacting small arms rounds and buzzbombs stopped.  Who could survive that?  He rose up slowly, his weapon leading the way as he watched the lethal explosions from so close.  Sure, a few hundred meters was far enough, but at this range, the concussion effects of the rounds assaulted him, as well as the brightness of the explosions.  The White Phosphorous tendrils mixing in with the high-explosive was a mesmerizing sight as he stared.  The white of the smoke contrasted with the black of the expended HE rounds, and the red flares of explosions.  He was glad that it was outgoing, than incoming.  

“Repeat.”  He said.  Deep down he was sure that it was more than enough with the initial volley, but he was sure they wouldn’t mind either.  Besides, he had to make sure...

Sergeant Grayson sat there, also mesmerized by the spectacle of the sight that was before her eyes.  She’d never doubt Wills again.  Sure he had an attitude problem, but she was going to be less critical of it.  Sweating, she watched the spectacle, awed by the whole thing.  It was a close one, and she didn’t feel regretful that he did what he did.

The second volley came in, and shredded what little fight the Hechos had.  Only a few truly survived, and began an attempt to head back to the base cave.  Then the rounds stopped, and they were grateful, until they started to drop as the mercenary squad that they were about to destroy, fired back, picking of what little survivors there were from that experience in hell.  First one just dropped, his head exploding from a high-explosive round fired by Smilgard.  Then more small arms rounds impacted near them, and another jerked as she was chopped up by more fire.  Then the last remaining man stood there, turned around, and then his vision changed to black as Smilgard put a around in his head.

“Anvil Two-Three, Anvil One-One, inbound, ETA ten minutes.”  Sergeant Kiels said as she raced towards Anvil Two-Three’s position.

“Two-Three roger.”  Sergeant Grayson sighed in reply.  A bit late don’t you think?

Another Day In Paradise (Caric Campaign)
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One of the most memorable moments in the Somali intervention was watching the Marines storm the beach, with the reporters already there.  Not a good way to start any deployment if the reporters know where you are going to land better than you are.

The star freighter landed with a massive thud on the spaceport of the Caric spaceport.  In it contained the Texian Airborne Light Infantry, who was assigned to the mission.  Another smaller freighter landed, carrying A 2/4 Cav.  The deployment scheme was simple, get on the ground, and start setting up as quickly as possible.  

The quartering party deployed quickly, the assigned soldiers loaded for bear as they quickly moved into the hangar area, deploying from their APCs.  While that happened freighter crews began to unstrap and remove the securing chains to all the vehicles in the holds.  It was different when you were dealing with aerial vehicles, as opposed to regular vehicles.  Nothing new as far as danger, but the freighter crews preferred ground vehicles, due to the fact that they were safer.  

As soon as the quartering party dismounted they formed up, with the security element moving forward to ensure that the abandoned hangars were indeed, abandoned.  The squads moved inside, opening the unlocked doors with the grace of practice, and were greeted not with a hail of fire, but with a hail of lights as the swarm of reporters blinded everybody.  Everybody crouched, and aimed towards the lights, some blinded, some skilled enough to hold a hand up while they uncomfortably held their weapons.  Some soldiers wanted to fire instinctively, as it could have been an ambush, and it was time for them to pay the Butcher’s Bill.

“Lone Star Six, Lone Star Three.”

“Six, go ahead.”

“Roger, we’ve secured the buildings and were greeted by reporters.”

“Say again Three, you said reporters?”

“Roger, they’re here in force, no casualties.”

I’m sure you mean them, not us.  Fucking reporters!  “Roger that, get them out of there, we don’t want them hanging around, and as far as I know I’m holding the lease to the place.  It’s our buildings, run them out.”  He paused in thought about that last statement.  “But don’t bust heads, do it politely as much as possible, but I better not see our soldiers holding their hands either.”  He’d be forceful, but there would be plenty of other times for them to do photo ops.  Not right now though, setting up was always the most vulnerable point of starting any contract.

“Six, Three, understood.”  The feral acknowledgement made Colonel Knight smile.  Fucking reporters

Major Rente turned to his Platoon Sergeant.  “Get them out of here.”  Was all he said.

Master Sergeant Ruiz nodded grimly, he had his ideas but he was sure that the good Major wouldn’t like them.

“Allright everybody, get them out of here, peacefully.”  He felt he had to add that line in, lest somebody take it out of context, and massacre them.  Then again he wouldn’t shed a tear...

“Come on, everybody out!”  Squad leaders shouted to the reporters.  The individual soldiers, weapons hanging by their straps, slowly herded the reporters out of the hangars.  “By authority of the Kearse government, we own these buildings, the photo op is over!” A voice said over a speaker.  Some reporters grumbled at the ‘right to inform’ and declaring they had a constitutional right to be there, but in the end, everybody knew already that the mercs were here and they had to get out.  Using the ‘mob mind’ mentality works wonders on two-legged sheep Major Rente observed as he stood near the entrance that the squads took.  

In the next twenty minutes the hangar was clear of the reporters.  Major Rente smiled and felt better now that the riffraff was out of here, and his soldiers could start conducting business.

“Lone Star Six, Lone Star Three.”

“Six, go ahead.”

“Area cleared of the reporters, beginning to setup security and getting the soldiers set in.”

“Good boy, Six out.”

At least he got a thanks, if not contextually used that way.

Captain Juniper stood at the top of the ramp, and through imaging binoculars, watched the activity with disdain.  She had developed a negative opinion of reporters, starting on Thessolinka.  They always managed to be in places where they shouldn’t have been, which was in the thick of fighting.  Then they had the nerve to complain to them, the hiring government about negligence, and the deaths of their compatriots.  Well, you stick yourself in a combat zone, with powerguns and other assorted machines of death, and getting shot at was part of the risk.  It wasn’t like anybody was defending them as they slogged through urban deathtraps and fields of fire that could render you dead in an instant.  Nobody cried to the government because when it came down to it, the government didn’t give two shits other than winning for their side.

Behind her the sounds of the LAV engines permeated the hold as the spacers unchained every vehicle.  Since New Hope they picked up two new vehicles, and her and Prowler pulled rank and positions to have them to themselves.  While she didn’t mind being a battle taxi driver in New Hope, she was the commander, and therefore shouldn’t have to always do the dirty work anymore of a glorified cab driver.  Not that she didn’t enjoy it, but with the new rank, came new responsibilities, and therefore more work had to be put into commanding, not patrolling.  She’d get used to it, but she knew she’d still do ops.  You also can’t lead if you sit with the rear in the gear either.  The people under you tend to get a bit annoyed at that thing.  And even in the twenty-seventh century, fragging still was a common practice.

She had already signed the bill of lading to the Captain of the ship and was waiting for them to unchain the vehicles so she could get back to work.  It was a slow process, as even with them secured tightly down, no spacer was taking the risk of them not shifting.  Multi-ton vehicles always did, but really she thought it was just the lag of constantly changing time zones.  Making her wonder how anybody could survive in space like that, with only one time.  Couldn’t tell if it was morning or night, only the time and the body’s own biological cycle she guessed.  She preferred the planetary sun and night, it was always something she grew up with.

Sighing she put the binos in her pouch designed for them, and walked to her LAV.  Of course, that meant she also had to ground guide it herself as well.  She noticed everybody else was loading up for the short ride across the tarmac.  Except for First and Second squads, which were already moving down the ramp to secure their hangar before they arrived.  She didn’t want any surprises either, so she felt that sixteen jackbooted killers should do the trick.  

She had to lead, because she was the commander.  Seeing Baines’ head sticking out of his hatch, she waved her hands and arms to get his attention.  He nodded, and she raised both thumbs up, and her LAV rose slightly.  She stopped, and Baines raised the landing gear.  She turned around, walking down the ramp.  She pulled rank for that slot, without having to do too much Ground Guiding-Fu in order to get her LAV out.  The rest depended on her for a quick exit, and she didn’t want to hold up her Troop if she didn’t have to.  Slowly walking out, she let her right hand rest on the carbine’s pistol grip, keeping her finger off the trigger.  Just because they just showed up didn’t mean she had to be unarmed.  The Intel on Kearse didn’t give her a good impression overall, and she wasn’t going to die just over getting started.  She got to the bottom of the ramp, and turned around, to make sure Baines could see her.  He stopped, she smiled and then continued on walking across the hot tarmac to her spot.  By the time she got done with the fifteen minute walk, she was already drenched in sweat.  When she brought Baines to a halt to her designated spot, the exhaust bouncing off the ground didn’t help either as he extended the landing gear, and settled the vehicle on the ground.  She gave him the cut off signal so many times that she thought she would pass out.  She took a long drink of her ice cold water, which helped as she adjusted her helmet, which released a few drops of sweat down her face.  She hated hot environments.  

As Baines began the shutdown procedures, she walked to the side of the vehicle, and manually opened the troop door.  Sighing as some of the remnants of the air conditioning washed over her, she secured her duffel bag and her cot.  Of course the benefits of having a vehicle to yourself was that you didn’t have to get your bags mixed in a big jumble.  But the two GMVs that Colonel Brown forced upon her helped with that role as well, with her troopers managing to stuff it to the gills with gear.  In any case, she’d find a use for them, sometime and somewhere, only she had other things on her mind at the moment.  She sat down and watched Prowler’s LAV park beside hers, leaning on one duffel bag.  She closed her eyes, and turned her head away as the jet blast blew into her face.  Via she hated hot planets!  The pain stopped as his vehicle powered down and Durane began shutdown procedures.

“Two-Six, Six, sitrep?”  She asked, her throat dry from the heat.

“Negative contact, all clear and we’re moving the gear inside right now,” Came the near strained reply from Lt. Jones.  He wasn’t enjoying the heat either.

“Roger,  get the area setup as tight as possible, more than likely the Texians will need some of the area, Major Rente told me that before disembarking.”

“Two-Six roger.”

“Six out.”  She sighed.  Now came the ‘fun’ of carrying her gear to her spot.  She stood up, letting another driblet of sweat run down her face.  She took another gulp of water as she slung the duffel bag on her back, her carbine banging around on its strap as she adjusted the two straps on the duffel bag.  She then took her cot in her left hand and as soon as Baines walked up, she started to walk towards the sleeping area allocated for her Troop.

Making it inside the hangar, she was glad for the change of temperature, much less the shade as she forced herself to the corner, right beside the door.  Prowler was already setting up his cot as she walked up.  She dropped the cot where she stood, along with letting the duffel bag fall to the ground.  She wrenched off her carbine, setting it down gently, and not pointing it at anybody.  She then undid the combat armor, and took off her helmet first.  She had a method, but the heat just made her want to just throw it wherever it landed.  She then finished undoing the latches, and wrenched the armor off too, letting it hit the duffel bag, cushioning it.  With a big huff, she let the air cool off her sweat stained uniform, which was conveniently outlined in the shape of the body armor she just took off.  Via she hated hot weather!

“You okay?”  Prowler asked as he finished the last steps to get the cot setup properly.

“Yeah, just fucking hot out that’s all.”  She said as she opened up her cot, lining it up with Prowler’s.  She gave it a bit more space to give her some extra room.  With around forty troopers, they weren’t taking up much space compared to the Texians, but this was the Command area, so they could spread out more, just a little bit.  Lt. Jones walked up.

“All set sir.”

“Good, get your shit setup.  I want our drivers closest to us so we can grab them quickly if needed.”  She said as she finished aligning the cot.  She then took her armor, her helmet, and set it at the head of the cot, and then pushed the duffel bag underneath, parallel with the cot.  “Tell your troopers that since the Texians have a perimeter established, they can take off the armor.”  She then thought about the weapons policy.  “If they have pistols, they will wear it outside, and in uniform.  If not, carbines.  And more to follow once I get settled down.”  She had to get her other duffle bag, and she didn’t want to go out there in that shit yet.  Then she had to turn in her report to Major Remey that she was on the ground, and had to get ready to get her patrols established.  They had worked out most of the details on the trip here, in order to save as many headaches as much as possible.  Which gave her a high opinion so far of the Texians.  They did think ahead, which was nice.  Better than walking around with a thumb up your ass.  Speaking of that, she secured her carbine, and pointing it in a safe direction, she cleared it, and lay it on her cot.  

She then walked back out to the tarmac, and seeing Baines gone, and having the decency to close the door, she keyed in the password, and opened the door again, securing her duffel bag, and throwing it on the ground, she closed the door, ensured it was secure, and slinging the duffel bag on her back, she walked back in.  Where did Baines go?  Ahh there he was, right at the far edge.

“Baines, no, you sleep near us, over there.”  She pointed in the direction.  “Command drivers always sleep near their TCs, okay?”

Baines nodded, annoyed as he was almost nearly settled in.  “No problem sir.”

“Good.”  And she walked away, shaking her head.  Maybe he just didn’t get the word.  Durane didn’t either as she was walking past him.  She stopped, and gave him the same instructions.  She then reached her bunk, and moving her carbine, she dropped the duffel bag on the cot.  She felt better that all the weight was off of her.  Still, she had to report in.  Lt. Jones was already walking up, cot and duffel bag in hand.

“We have everybody?”  She asked as she began to walk to the ‘JOC’, as they called it to turn in her status report. 

Her unit was employed by them, time to start working with them, to make things as smooth as possible, she hoped anyways.  Colonel Knight seemed a bit strange, but then again she wasn’t being paid to be his buddy.

“Yes sir, we’re all green.”  He said, glad to stop to let his arms rest.  He still was in his gear.  More power to him She thought as she nodded and walked in-between the hangars.  Naturally her unit got put in the far end, and not closer as she watched the bustling of the soldiers as they also got settled in.  Ignoring them, she stepped outside, walking inside the JOC.  It was a massive pre-fab building that was broken up into pieces that connected together.  For an operation that the Texian Airborne Light Infantry was, a more semi-permanent facility was a hallmark of a unit like this.  She considered it one day, but her Troop was only six vehicles, and she had yet to sit down and plan out what she wanted to do in the future for command capabilities.  Her setup in New Hope was easier since they had buildings they could already use.  Here her operation was the bank of computers that was stuffed inside the GMVs.  

Unfortunately she couldn’t bring her own Headquarters elements, but with satellite and hyperspace communications, she could still receive supplies.  Only now her Maintenance officer had to coordinate with mechanics to repair her vehicles.  That too had to be fixed.  She’d have to get Prowler working on that... sometime.  She entered the building as the soldiers were setting up the equipment.  She noticed a blond off to her left poring over some screens as she was working on something.  In a flash, Captain Juniper walked into the main room.  She saw Major Remey working on something.  No Colonel Knight yet...

She stopped a few paces away from Major Remey, waiting to be addressed.  Major Remey didn’t take long.

“Ahh the illustrious Captain Juniper, glad to have you on board.”  She offered her hand.  

Captain Juniper took Major Remey’s offered hand, and shook it.  “The same sir, I was just reporting in to say that my troopers are on the ground, all accounted for.” 

Major Remy nodded as she wiped the sweat off her brow.  She still had a lot to do, and naturally it had to be done as soon as possible.  “Well, right now get your troopers settled in, and around... eighteen hundred local we’re going to have a Battle Update Brief, to get ourselves situated more, and of course, you’re attending.” She said, looking at her list of things to do quickly.  “And be here early, the Colonel hates latecomers.”  She paused, prioritizing what was next on her To Do list, which of course, wasn’t short.  “As you can see I have a lot of things going on, so I’m sorry if I can’t be much help right now.  But I know where you’re at, and if we need you for anything else before then, we’ll send somebody to get you.  Good?”

“Yes sir.”  Captain Juniper said.  Well that was good, some time to take a nap, hopefully.

“Well allright then, if you’ll excuse me Captain.”  Major Remey left it at that, and turned back to her business.

“No problem sir.”  And with that, she left, not before looking to her right and not seeing the blond, scowling slightly as she walked out back to hangar, looking at the vista that was now her home for... a couple months the contract specified.  More than enough time to get General Malik she thought as she walked back to her Troop area.

“So what’s the deal sir?”  Prowler said as she walked up, sitting down.

“Eighteen hundred local we got a meeting.  The Texian Colonel is going to give us a briefing, scheduling, etcetera.”  Captain Juniper said, taking off her uniform top.  It was already getting hot as she set it down on her cot.  She sat there, thinking of really, what needed to be done.

“What’s the status on the Troop while I was gone?”

“Aliens have come and abducted everybody, and paid for our contract.”  He said, grinning.

“Well shit, I walked around for nothing.”  She said, chuckling.  “And call Colonel Brown and tell him we’ve found General Malik too right?”

Prowler smiled.  “Yeah, I captured him already, he’s being questioned at this moment.  And I already called Colonel Brown... didn’t mean to step over you.”  

Captain Juniper laughed.  “And how did you do that?”  She moved slightly, the pistol holster annoying her.  She unclipped the thigh buckle, letting it move around more.  She felt better as she unbuckled the waist buckle, picking it up and setting it beside her.  “So we’re here for no reason then?”  She leaned forward, burying her head in her hands as she still laughed.  Better than the seriousness of this...

“Yup.  We just came here for show.”  He had a Cheshire grin on his face.

“Well shit, then I guess tomorrow we pack up and go back home then right?”  She said, as she rested her arms on her legs, interlacing her fingers.

“You’re the commander.” He said, lying on his back, parallel to the cot, keeping his feet on the ground.  He interlaced his fingers on the back of his head, keeping his head up.

‘Yeah.”  Captain Juniper said, as she did wish it was that easy, or going to be that easy.  “Seriously though, what’s our status so far?”

“Not much, everybody is getting thing settled in, so far no issues with the Texians.”

“Okay, good enough I guess.”  She looked at her watch.  Two more hours to go.  “We got rations for a few days right?”

“Yes, they were offloading it right now, should be done soon.”

“Good, I’m hungry anyways.”  She said, standing up.  “Need anything?”

Prowler looked up from between his arms.  This was boring.  But he was still getting the hang of being an XO.  He had to admit, it was starting to get better as he didn’t have to worry about over forty troopers daily now...  In a sense he still did, but not on the level he used to.

“Sure.”  He said, letting his arms fall on the cot, as he stared at the ceiling.  This was boring.

“Be right back.”  Captain Juniper said, as she walked off to where they were downloading the boxes.  She grabbed two random packs, and walked back to their area.  She tossed it on Prowler’s stomach, and sat down.  

“Where’s Tennant?”  She said as she opened up the pack.  It was some sort of goulash, beef and noodles.  It also had some other little snacks included in it.  Plus a good tasting fruit drink.  She turned perpendicular to the cot, setting the box on her side.  She pulled out the main course, and opened the pack.  She was too lazy right now to heat it, and the way it felt, the Kearse heat already cooked it some.  Enough for it not to be totally un-eatable.

“Bathrooms.”  He sat up himself, opening the pack, and facing towards Ashley.  He did the same, opening the box on his lap, and looked at the menu selection.  Apparently he got spaghetti something, and set the box on the cot as well.  He however used the heater.  He chuckled at Ashley, she did that back on Thessolinka.  Smiling.  “Why do you still do that?”

In-between chewing the meal, she looked at him.  “Have to be ready to go, something wrong with it?”  She chewed her food some more, wondering what the problem was.

He shrugged.  “Not really, just making conversation.”

She shrugged.  “I guess so.”  She continued munching on her food, avoiding eye contact.  “It’s pretty good so far.”  It was as a matter of fact, and slightly warm.

He sat there, also not making eye contact.  His food was cooked a minute later, and he opened the self-heating packaging, and peeled off the plastic covering.  He found his fork and started eating.

Both Captain Juniper and Prowler walked past the rows of Texian APCs and gunships.  A few spaces were open, the Texians having already begun combat patrols.  From what she read in the contract, most of the firepower of the Texians weren’t brought along, having been forced to use ground vehicles for patrolling in the Caric Green Zone, from what she was told.  The air was nice and cool though, unlike the blistering heat earlier.

They both walked into the JOC, and having found out where the conference room is, they both walked in, seeing the assembled officers.  They were early, fifteen minutes by their watch, but still the feeling of lateness somewhat hung over them.  Captain Juniper looked around, seeing the assembled officers.  She nodded and found a spot to stand at.

“Holy shit you’re tall!”  Colonel Knight said as he saw her.  He was seated at the head of the table.  “You drank a lot of milk didn’t you girl?”

Captain Juniper smiled thinly.  “Yes sir.”

“Well good!  I thought you Frisians were all short, stocky built sons of bitches.  Well, at least the ones I fought anyways.”  He said, smiling.  Time to break in the new officers, even if they were not of his unit, and some professional ribbing was also on the menu.

“How tall are you?”  He said, wonderment, or fake wonderment in his eyes.  The rest of the officers and noncoms smiled.

“Six foot two sir.”  Captain Juniper looked around, and locked eyes with the blond that she was looking for earlier.  They stared at each other longer than was normal, which gave her a good sign.

“Shit, I’m only five foot eleven.”  Colonel Knight said, looking around.  “We missing anybody?”

“No sir, we’re all here.” A stocky, hard looking Captain said.  ‘Hughes’ was on his left breast, in a dark nametape.  Captain Juniper looked at the uniform pattern, with darker splotches, rather than her mixture of lights and dark browns, over a tan master color.  That was one tradition that they broke from the Slammers, actual camouflage uniforms.  Only because they looked cooler but in reality more practical than standing out like a sore thumb.  It may have made President Hammer happy back in his day, but this was a different one.  When she was on Thessolinka she admired the camo uniforms the Greeks wore.  Though she abhorred the light adaptive uniforms, simply because they were battery powered, as she had enough of things that needed power.

“Good, time to get to business.”  He turned to a raven haired female.  “We got birds in the air Kassandra?”

She nodded.  “Yes sir, I have two patrolling the area right now, and have a schedule already submitted to Major Rente.”

“Good job.”  Colonel Knight said.  He turned to everybody.

“Well, it’s good we all made it safe and sound.”  He paused, collecting his thoughts.  “As you know, our mission is to capture or kill General Malik, which has been a thorn in the Kearse government’s backside for a couple years.  Since naturally, the national forces don’t know shit, they’ve hired us.”  He paused, looking at Captain Juniper and Lt. Gorman.  “And these Cav people.”

Captain Hughes sniggered.  Colonel Knight looked at him for a second, and then turned back to business at hand.

“Anyways, as you know Adrian, we’ve stopped using the APCs for a while, and using the ground vehicles for combat patrols inside the city.”  He turned towards Captain Juniper.  “Ashley? Right? Your Cav boys and girls, QRF as well as raids.  We don’t have the necessary assets to flex to handle that mission unfortunately.  With Adrian’s Company doing patrols in the city, and my other two Companies working elsewhere, we’re going to rely on you as a force multiplier.”  He paused, taking a sip of his coffee.  “I read about New Hope, and must say, you did some fine work over there.”

“Thank you sir.”

Colonel Knight lifted his cup in salute.  “No problem, maybe if we were there, we probably would have done better, but I’m old enough to know better than talk shit all the time.”

“Yes sir.”

“Good.  Now I understand that we’ve got things already going, but I need your plans and schedules submitted ASAP as far as rotations.”

“No problem sir.”

“Good, I like it short, and sweet.  Now, I’m sure you and some of us don’t know what the fuck we’re patrolling, but I’m sure Jeanne, our S2, will brief us on the area.”

The blond stepped out.  “Go ahead sir.”

Colonel Knight nodded, and he hit the play button on the desk.  The image showed an overhead view of Caric, their new AO.  The area was sectioned off,  the eastern side of the city outlined in green, while the larger western half of the city was outlined in red.  It was appropriately labeled ‘The Red Zone’.  The spaceport where they were currently located was also sectioned off, as well as the main north-south road, labeled ‘Haldig Avenue’.  On the southern edge, a box was labeled ‘Hawaga Relief Center’.

“Good evening, my name is Lt. Kersie, I’m the Battalion S2 for this contract.”  She walked to the side of the screen, and pulled out her laser pointer.  She flicked it on.  She pointed it to the Spaceport.  

“Needless to say, we are setup here, and the main area of responsibility is the Green Zone here.” She played the dot over it.  “The city is settled by mainly Levantine Muslims, while the rest of the planet is colonized by a mixture of Europeans and Americans from five centuries ago.”  She looked at the assembled crowd.

“About two centuries ago, the Muslims started to conduct trading here, and through the years, the other nationalities decided to let them have the city, since old hatreds and animosities started to bloom.” 

She paused, and Captain Juniper caught an appraising glance from her.  Captain Juniper kept a poker face.

“So anyways, through the years, the area and economy has declined, to more of an anarchy state rather than anything the Kearse government started to care about.”  She paused.  “Starting about two standard years ago, the area was hit with a massive famine.  Since then, the Kearse government has been supplying aid in the form of normal foodstuffs in order for the area to survive.  The famine was brought on by clan warfare, in which General Malik was the top dog in the area.  For the first standard year, General Malik left the aid workers alone, due to the high level of national military presence in the area, which mainly controls the Green Zone.”

She rotated the red dot on the Red Zone.

“Then, without apparent provocation, General Malik started to attack the convoys more and more, with the national military only doing so much to protect them.  He managed to smuggle in higher technology weapons, such as powerguns, lasers, and guided missiles.  Casualties were high on the national military side, as to be expected.  So the nationals mainly kept to the Green Zone, doing their best to maintain order on the Green Zone side, and ‘containing’ General Malik from pushing his influence east.  Punitive raids in the Red Zone only made things worse for the national military, as like most, they didn’t have the training to handle the massive ambushes that General Malik was using to drive them off.”

“So they?”  Colonel Knight said, apparently irritated.

“Hung out in the Green Zone sir.  They figured that they could at least secure the eastern half with no problem, and let General Malik live on his side.”  Lt. Kersie simply said, and then she quickly added.  “However, the unspoken word is that as long as the nationals stay on their side, General Malik stays on his side.  But if the nationals go on his side, he’ll fuck them up too.”

“I see.”  He said, nodding at the nugget of information.  “I know you got a blistering briefing Jeanne, but I’m hungry, tired, and need to get off.”  Colonel Knight said, eliciting some laughter from everybody.  Even Captain Juniper had a chuckle.  She hated long briefings anyways.

“Look, I’m sorry, seriously, but the plain fact is that we’re here to get General Malik, and turn him over to the Kearse government.”  He looked at Lt. Kersie.  “You will of course provide them with the full briefings, which are of course available.”  He looked at Captain Juniper.  “You also need a messaging account, which you can access our information while we’re working together.  But of course sweetie, don’t think when you’ll leave we’ll let you keep it.”

“Understood sir.”  Captain Juniper said as her eyes flicked to Lt. Kersie, and then back to Colonel Knight.

“But then again, I hope our contract works well and we... yadda yadda, I’m hungry.”  Colonel Knight said.  “But seriously welcome aboard, and again, I hope we can learn from each other and do well.”  He looked at the group.  “Any questions?”

“No sir.” Was the consensus around the room.  Colonel Knight nodded.  “Oh yeah, I know Ashley you’re not in my unit, but soon at this point all my officers stand at attention and I dismiss y’all.”

“Yes sir.”

“So, let’s see how this works out.”  

All of the officers stood attention and Colonel Knight started to read some papers.

“Not bad.”  Captain Juniper said to Lt. Kersie as the officers started to walk out.  She turned to Prowler.  “Get Tennant hot on a patrol schedule to be done ASAP.”  

Prowler winked at her, and he smoothly walked out, earning another odd look from her.  One day I’ll figure it out she thought as she focused on Lt. Kersie.

“Thanks sir.”  Lt. Kersie said as she collected her hard copy files from the table.  “I had a good speech, always do, but he’s always short.”  She said as she started to walk out, with Captain Juniper in tow.

“So can I get the datacube before I head back to my area?”

Lt. Kersie smiled.  “Sure.”

They both walked towards the S2 office.  A soldier was in there, a male with glasses as he pored over the displays.  Captain Juniper sat on the edge of the table, laying her hands on her lap.  She ran her eyes over Jeanne slowly.

“So... how many drones you have here?”  Ashley said, to break the ice with Jeanne.

“Ten, though we have six flying in four hour rotations.”  Jeanne said as she looked for a blank datacube.  She finally found one, and stuck it into the receptacle.  She typed in some commands, and started to download the briefing onto the datacube.

“You work with drones a lot sir?”  The male asked, still staring at the screen.  It showed some area of what she assumed was Caric.

“Only on my last contract, why?”

“Just asking, some mercs we worked with don’t so just checking.”  He said, typing in some commands.  He continued to stare at the screen intently, watching the camera scroll around the perimeter of what appeared to be a compound.

Captain Juniper stood up, and walked over to the console where he was working.  She looked over his shoulder.  “Where’s that?”

“Hawaga Relief Center.”  The soldier said, looking at her since she was so close.

“Sorry.”  Captain Juniper said, moving away slightly.

“Since you were cutoff during the briefing, we have any business with them?”

“The GRC? No, they maintain ‘security’ in their own area.”

“So...?”

“Ahh yeah... we can only intervene if they say so, they’re adamant about jurisdiction, and they’re not too keen on having the Texians maintain security in the area.”  Lt. Kersie said, as she watched the progress indicator give a hundred percent.  She pulled the datacube out and handed it to Captain Juniper.  “They feel that us... and you of course, stepping in would be considered a violation of the GRC’s intent.  Though if you ask me, detailing a Company or a Platoon of grunts would help their situation I would think.”  She pulled out the finished datacube, and handed it to Captain Juniper.  “Here you go sir.”

Captain Juniper stopped watching the drone feed, and took it from Lt. Kersie, pocketing it quickly as she turned her eyes back to the drone feed.  “Thanks.”

Lt. Kersie stared slightly at Ashley, and she hesitated for some reason.  “No problem.”

Captain Juniper saw the flash she was looking for, her gaydar pinging a positive reaction.  

“Well... you hungry for a snack?  I got some back in my area.”

“Sure sir, I got some time.  Ski, I’ll be back, need anything?”

Wierski shook his head.  “No sir, I’m fine, I’ll message you if anything happens.”

Lt. Kersie nodded.  “Thanks, ready sir?”

Captain Juniper nodded.  “Yeah, let’s go.”  She said, making sure she didn’t leave anything behind.

They both walked out, the sun was starting to set.  It was still too hot, the heat still radiating off of the ground.  The rumbling of another star freighter echoed in the distance like a massive thunderstorm.

“Nice night out tonight.”  Lt. Kersie observed and Captain Juniper nodded.

“It sure is.” She said as she strode at her ‘normal’ pace.

Lt. Kersie chuckled.  “Sir if you could slow down a bit?”  I’m not as tall as you.”  She said, struggling to keep up.  She reminded herself to get back into shape.  While she did exercise, it apparently wasn’t enough compared to the woman walking next to her.  Then again she was shorter by a few inches, which in reality shouldn’t make a difference, but this time it did.

Captain Juniper nodded, smiling.  “Sorry, my long legs are used to walking up mountains, well, it’s been a couple months since we got back, so still have that muscle tone.”

“I see.”  Lt. Kersie said, involuntarily licking her lips.  Not now girl, you have to be sure...  “You have a lot of contact on New Hope?”

“Quite a bit actually, kept us busy nearly every day.  We won of course, eventually smashed the rebellion.  It was hard, but we overcame.”

“That’s good, our last contract we were putting down the same thing, except we had plains and fields to contend with, not much of any mountains, but mainly hills.”  Lt. Kersie said, as she found the right pace to walk next to the tall one.  

Captain Juniper nodded in agreement.  “Must have been pretty easy.”

“I guess so, the rebels dug a lot of tunnels and hideaways, used the drones so much that we almost ran out of them, but the bonus paid a lot for the maintenance, and allowed us to get more.”  She eyed the flightline, looking at the Cav vehicles, with their blocky appearance.  They contrasted against the near blocky shapes of the gunships and APCs.  “They didn’t have calliopes, but they had a sniper rifle setup that fired on them constantly.  It’s actually a powergun, but then again, you see a cyan line towards you, you get a little scared yourself.”  She chuckled upon remembering some of the debriefs from the pilots.  “Unfortunately the amount of ground we had to cover was a lot more than Caric.  So we had to have a ‘QRF’ setup for the drones as they’d always try and knock them down.  Makes sense of course, shoot the drones we couldn’t shoot at them.”  Lt. Kersie said, looking away.  She wanted to talk about other things, but then again she was talking.  And if things went the way she wanted, maybe physical.  “Whenever they were fired at, we’d send gunships and APCs and stomp the hell out of them.  Took us a good five months for us to get the problem sorted out though.”

“I didn’t know that they could do that with sniper rifles.”  Captain Juniper said, apparently not aware of everything weapon-wise.  She used that opportunity to look Jeanne over, quickly, before turning her head forward.

“Yeah, it’s only a ten millimeter powergun.  You can set it up on a separate base, allows you to remotely control and fire the system.  You can even take the time and link it up to a good enough AI and shoot at satellites, though honestly, a ten millimeter powergun round can only do so much.  But then again, they linked them together in some spots, and while it didn’t always bring a gunship or APC down, it still gave the pilots the willies when they linked fired them.”  She paused, and then continued.  “Of course, watching the gun camera holos, it gave me the shakes too.”

They both continued walking for another couple minutes in silence.

“So you mainly use drones then?”

“For that contract yes, it was my first one to be honest with you, so I’m still learning how to be a good S2.”

“Well when I read your briefing, I’ll let you know.” Captain Juniper said, as she walked up to the hangar doors leading to the Troop area.  She opened the door slightly to let Jeanne in, following behind her.  She led them to the ration area, digging out one for herself, and one for Jeanne.  She handed Jeanne hers while she carried hers.

“You want to sit outside?  Too much traffic in here right now.”  Captain Juniper said, looking at the side access door.  She hadn’t gone over there, as she wanted some privacy with Jeanne.  Not exactly, as even if her gaydar was still pinging, she still had to play it safe.

Lt. Kersie shrugged.  “Sure.”

“Okay.”  Captain Juniper walked by her bunk, and took off her uniform top, and walking outside with Lt. Kersie.  The air temperature was better as the wind from the sea blew over there, not blocked by the hangar.  She walked to the northern edge of the wall and sat down, not after looking to see if anybody else was out there, in which they’re wasn’t.  More rumbling from the spaceport Busy night tonight

Lt. Kersie sat down beside Captain Juniper, thankful as her body was tired from the travel.

“Oh shit, wait here.”  Captain Juniper said as she remembered the task she had to perform.  Better get Lt. Jones hot on it.  “Have to get my Platoon Leader working so I can hang out with you.”

“Thanks.”  Lt. Kersie said.  She started to open the box, pulling out what appeared to be some kind of buttered noodles, some snacks and a drink container of orange juice.

Captain Juniper walked back in, seeing Lt Jones asleep.  She’d been distracted by Jeanne’s presence that she missed him.  She knelt beside him, and nudged him.  “Tennant, wake up.”

Lt. Jones after a minute, rolled over, and stared, trying to see from his nap.  “Sir?”

“Yeah, I’m going to need you to work up a QRF schedule for now.  Basically our mission is that, like New Hope.  Kearse has twenty-two hours, so get it done ASAP, and take it to the JOC’s S3, Major Rente.”

Lt. Jones rolled back, his mind already working.  Out of laziness he was thinking of the New Hope schedule.

“Just switch it up though, unlike New Hope, we have less hours to play with, so it’ll be easier, and needless to say, keep me and the XO off the rotation.”

“Got it sir.”  He said, his brain slowly working to get him motivated, which in all honesty to him, wasn’t working.  “No problem.”  He said, rubbing his face to help wake him up.  He was thirsty.

“Thanks man, and once you get it submitted, notify the crew that’s up, its gametime.”  Captain Juniper said, and she began to stand up.  “You okay?”

“Yeah... just tired.”

“Well true, I’m starting to feel it myself, but get it done, and as soon as you brief the platoon, get some rack time.  Hopefully it’ll be better than New Hope.”

“I hope so.”  He said, slowly sitting up.

“Yep, and if you need any help, which I’m sure you don’t, I’ll be out there.”  She pointed to the door.

Lt. Jones nodded slowly, comprehension hitting him.  “Okay.”

Captain Juniper laughed lightly.  “Okay.”  She turned around and walked back out.

“Sorry about that, he was knocked out.”  Captain Juniper said sheepishly as she walked up to Jeanne.  She sat back down, and seeing Jeanne had most of hers finished, she opened hers, leaving the main meal alone while opening the pack to the raisins.  She leaned back, closing her eyes as she put a few in her mouth.  She chewed softly, taking in the evening sun.

“Oh no worries, just enjoying the view.”  Lt. Kersie said as she looked at the sky, and briefly at Captain Juniper.

“Okay.”  Captain Juniper said as she pretended to ignore Jeanne’s eyes and took a sip of the drink.  She still looked forward as the lag slowly started to take a hold of her.  She needed another nap so she could be right again.

“So you are from Nieuw Friesland?”  Jeanne ventured, trying to make conversation.

“Yes I am.”  Still drinking the drink, a grape drink this time.  She knew what was going to happen, but she wasn’t sure, at least right here.

“Oh why do I bother?”  Jeanne said, seemingly disconcerted.  She drew up her legs and folded her arms on her knees in a huff.  With some of the women she’d been with, there would be lip locking within five minutes.  Either Ashley wasn’t into women, or she was playing hard to get.

Captain Juniper smiled as she took another sip.  She moved her right arm to Jeanne’s shoulder.  “I know, but we can’t do anything here.  Pretty public.”  She said, caressing her shoulder.

“You mean?”  A glimmer of hope entered her eyes as she looked towards Captain Juniper.

“Yep, I don’t mess with men sexually, if that’s what you mean...”  Captain Juniper looked back, and winked.  She ran her hand in Jeanne’s hair.  “So I’m not offended, and noticed your eyes on me quite a bit, but I’m a bit tired and frankly not in the mood.”  She didn’t want to break her heart either.  Jeanne was a cute one, and sometimes other physical needs took priority over other ones.

Jeanne visibly relaxed.  “That’s good.”  She tilted her head to allow Captain Juniper to get some more real estate as far as her head was concerned.

The space lag again was hitting her, and she knew she had to lie down.  She finished the drink, and put it back in the open box, and cleaned up her mess.  There was a trash can inside.  Maybe move one out here for moments like this?  She stood up, and extended her hand towards Jeanne.  “Also you can call me Ashley in situations like this, I’m not a total stickler for proper military decorum, only in public, if that doesn’t bother you, Jeanne.”

Jeanne took her hand, and used that to stand up, dusting off herself, and then bending over and picking her trash up.  “Well that’s cool then.  Any chance I can get a goodnight kiss?”  Jeanne stood up, and moved closer to Ashley.

“But of course.”  She planted a kiss on the lips.  Again, she was too tired to go the distance, but this was good enough.  Jeanne tasted sweet, maybe it was the lipstick?

“Thanks Ashley.”  Jeanne said, happier now that she found somebody to at least be more comfortable with.  “I’ll let you go then, it was nice.”  She waved goodbye and walked away.

“Me too.”  Ashley said, as she went back inside.  At least she’d have a stress reliever for this contract.
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Prowler’s LAV orbited near the Hawaga Relief Center, looking for any threats.  It was the Galactic Red Cross’s distribution point for the embattled city of Caric.  The local warlord, General Tawan Malik controlled this area, and the GRC had little power to stop him.  Enter the Texian Light Infantry, 2/4 Cavalry (attached), and a battalion of local forces for security.  In which the GRC protested that show of arms would only exacerbate the situation as they desperately tried to supply the local inhabitants of the city with food and water.  However, the mercenaries knew that the GRC would do little to stop “internal fighting”, even if it meant on their own turf.  They were brought in to secure the GRC trucks only if necessary.  And most of the time, the GRC time and time again argued that they be left out of the fray, and stop harassing the warlords.

Such was the case with the Hawaga Relief Center, when three supply trucks were about to enter, and was beset by hundreds of hungry citizens.  Hawaga for the most part was an open air area with a small tower in the center of it.  Numerous open air huts covered the flat area, covering the cached supplies from the hot sun.  Security was what it was, provided by armed GRC members that despite their humanitarian nature, had some sense of reality of how the galaxy worked.  

However, Malik’s forces were already there, converted trucks with support weapons immediately descended on the trucks, as well as their troops.  Using sticks, clubs, they beat the citizens away.  A gun truck opened fire, right outside the gate that the GRC was told and paid to help.  The guards, never interfered with, unless they interfered in local politics, watched as the electromagnetic and powerguns fired on helpless crowds, causing a small local bloodbath.

Selewi Tan, the local lieutenant, picked up a communicator, which was attached to speakers.  

“We are claiming these supplies in the name of General Malik!  Those who try to take it from us will be killed!”  

His henchman were ready to carry out that threat, the guns pointed outwards, and the looks on their faces as they stood on the GRC trucks, the drivers and security men not wanting to be slain like the rest of the citizens.  To outsiders, it was cowardice, but the GRC in defense, simply had no choice to not interfere, it was simply their mandate.  Only in this case it was being seriously challenged by the actions of the warlord’s grunts.

Sergeant Whistler shifted his stance on the door gun to get a better angle as the LAV orbited the compound.  A field modification, they removed the two outer seats on each side, which gave way to a simple seat in order to mount the PK42 machineguns on.  Troopers could still access the inner four seats, and that was used for quick response missions, if so tasked.  Placement of the weapons were at the forward edge of the compartment, allowing quick exit and entrance as well as providing the door gunners good coverage during operations.  The troop doors stayed open most of the time, exposing the gunners to fire, but so far they haven’t taken any, but he knew it could change.  They were so exposed...  He wiped a trickle of sweat as the heat was more oppressive as well.  However the modification gave them an impressive field of fire, a field that the LAVs weaponry couldn’t engage, save for the tri-barrel, which could depress on the attackers.  

“Sir, I got my sights on one of the trucks, can I engage?”  He trained the machine gun within the pivot limits, keeping the sight at two times magnification.  It wasn’t sniper quality but he did have a good shot... but at the slow speed they were going, it wasn’t terribly hard, or get one of the missiles to hit the truck instead...

“Standby, let me contact the JOC and we’ll see.”  Prowler switched to the command frequency.

“Anvil Six, this is Anvil Five, we have armed militia members firing on the crowd near Hawaga Relief Center, can we engage, over?”

“This is Anvil Six, are you being fired upon?”

“Negative Six.”  Prowler knew the answer, but he had to check.

“Then negative, rules of engagement, GRC’s jurisdiction.”

“Six, Five, roger.”  He switched back to the internal comms.  “Negative we can’t shoot.”

“Rog.”  Sergeant Whistler shook the weapon in frustration “Via!”  Wasn’t that why they were here?  To stop this?  Prowler heard Sergeant Whistler’s honest opinion and silently agreed.

“Taking it back to base.”  Prowler merely said, and banked towards the city of Caric.  Another time they will he hoped.  Sergeant Whistler sat back down in the seat, annoyed.  His right wing gunner, PFC Morales, shrugged as well, he didn’t have a bead except the buildings, and they weren’t firing at him either.

While his members rustled up the crowd, Selewi Tan watched the orbiting LAV, knowing full well they couldn’t fire at him, and he knew how to play the rules against them.  It wasn’t difficult finding out what they could and could not do.  He watched the news like everybody else.  While holding the communicator in one hand, he made his other hand mime holding a weapon, and pretended to shoot the LAV as it flew away.  His time to shoot them will come too.
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