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​Introduction
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In 1994, Chechnya decided to become its own republic by withdrawing from the Commonwealth of Independent States. Soon after that, Russian forces launched a massive counterattack on the country with the aim of re-establishing control over it. Despite the high firepower that was brought to bear, and the rubbling of Grozny, the Russians lost, mired in their own Vietnam as rebel attacks were commonplace and casualties mounted on both sides. The Russians managed to occupy, but never hold, Chechnya even after a re-attempt of control (2nd Chechen War). Poor training, equipment, and experience bloodied the green Russian forces that fought an enemy that knew its own territory and was willing to defend it in order to gain independence. Yet, the Russians never learned from their mistakes in Afghanistan, while the Chechens employed the same tactics, as well as variations, to offset the advantage the Russians had in firepower.

Eagle Hammer is my intent on the “classic” staple of what Hammer’s Slammers was about, having done quite a bit of counterinsurgency writing in A New Hope and Another Day in Paradise. Counterinsurgency warfare takes a lot out of you so if you do it for real, be prepared to think, think hard, and move fast, which was my mantra during my tour in Afghanistan. However, when you write for armored battles you can take it “easy” as really it’s not difficult to write since the scale and complexity compared to COIN is totally different. This e-book isn’t intended to rewrite anything based on that conflict, but serves as the basis for the e-book. Again it’s written in an anthology format though yes, readers, I will change the format to more of a “real book” format because I need to do that too.

Thanks, also, to Swingingpuss Lamba for her help with the intro of “Change of Mission”. Sometimes you need a woman’s help for those matters.

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 should be recommended that only those 18 or older should read this due to language and violence.

It also should be noted that none of the characters originally in the Hammer’s Slammers series are 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. It should be noted that this is not a “True” Hammers Slammers book. I am merely using the information from http://www.hammers-slammers.com, from the book Hammer's Crucible miniature book, since that literally was the only other information I had available to me besides the original books in the series. I wasn't intending on doing the massive tank battles, etc. that David Drake originally intended.

Needless to say, I have a few alibis left from A New Hope that I feel I can slip in.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Just Like Old Times
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Throughout A New Hope and Another Day in Paradise, I mention the fact that Lt. Juniper has had some combat car experience. This is a tale from my deployment to Iraq that applies to this story, adapted for the timeline that I originally wrote. This happens after “War of the Flea.”

“For this mission Karen I’m going to need you to crew one of my combat cars. We’re going to Checkpoint 3 and see how the locals are living plus some local PR that the government wants us to perform,” Colonel Olsson paused for a second, “Plus we’re dropping off some civilian gear to start working on making them happier towards us,” Colonel Olsson said in the briefing room, with Captain Jonas sitting next to her. Whatever he needed to get things started, she thought as she nodded in acknowledgement as she shrugged. “We’re going to leave in about an hour, so do what you have to do, and we’ll meet at the staging area,” he said, looking at her more closely. “You do remember how to operate a tri-barrel correct Karen?”

“Yes, sir, I do” She said nodding. It had been a long time, if a year and some change could be considered ‘long’. However these days even a day could be ‘long’ depending on what you were doing at the time. Being tasked out to this unit had taken that time away but obviously using it again didn’t require much re-training for her, just her reflexes had to shake off the rust that they had acquired.

“Good then, I’ll see you there in an hour,” Colonel Olsson said, dismissing the both of them with a wave of his hand. There wasn’t much more he could go over for this mission as it was pretty straightforward, for him anyways. Besides, he was doing most of the talking and it wasn’t like he needed her input on how things were run during this mission. Colonel Brown wanted her to go along as much as possible and given his position, he had to acquiesce just this once as she wasn’t tasked to do PR patrols, only quick response and other tasks that he needed her to accomplish.

“Yes sir.” Lt. Juniper turned and walked out of the TOC, heading back to her Troop TOC, ready to get the day over with. Why is she going along with this? Walking inside, she quickly closed the office door. When she entered, Prowler was sitting down, going over the logistics of the contract. He saw her walk in; nodding due to the fact his mind was numb from all the number crunching he had to do.

“So how does it look?” Lt. Juniper said, sitting down as she turned on her computer.

“All right, depending on projected expenditures we’re likely to face,” Prowler said as he looked up from his work. Rubbing his eyes, he focused on her.

“Powergun and EM rounds? What about maintenance?” Lt. Juniper said, checking her gear. Looking over her body armor she saw a few things were out of place, and she quickly sorted them out by rearranging them carefully.

“Maintenance isn’t such a worry, since we can piggy back on top of the Battalion maintenance we have on the ground. Warrant Officer Cherney is working on getting maintenance in step with our requirements. If a LAV is seriously damaged, we don’t have many spares, so it can take longer for us to get one back up,” he said looking away for a second, just to clear his mind of the ‘awesome’ responsibilities he had without a Lieutenant to handle this mess and looking at the beautiful sight in front of him. “So what did the Colonel want?”

“I have to ride in a combat car to Checkpoint 3 as the Colonel wants to see the other side of life, the civvies we’re working for.” Finished and satisfied with checking her armor, she stood up, walked, to her terminal and logged in. After it was ready, she opened the email program to see what ‘excitement’ lay in wait for her. Only a few emails today, which was better than yesterday mainly Colonel Brown asking how things were going, were the vehicles okay, what time of day was it, how’s the weather...

“You riding in that uniform?” Appraising more than just the uniform, as curiosity got his cat while he looked at the figures again though his instinct told them they were right.

Shrugging, she looked at herself. “I guess, doesn’t seem to matter either way to me”

“Yeah, although he might say something if you don’t wear your crisp khakis.”

“Well, I didn’t bring them along.” Slightly defensive about the issue as it wasn’t like the Colonel told her she had to wear the khakis. Nor were they on the packing list which, for all intents and purposes, didn’t exist. The simplicity of Hammer’s Slammers still carried through the Nieuw Frisian Defense Force. Practicality over style was what she proscribed as the ‘unofficial’ motto after reading the briefing cubes on the unit. “What is he going to do? Send me to New Hope?”

Chuckling, he smiled broadly at her quip on the state of them being here. “Maybe, and put you in charge of an experimental unit as well.”

“Yeah God help me right?” She rolled her eyes as she checked her ammo pouches, giving herself another look over to make sure everything was okay. “Oooh, I better be careful then.”

Prowler smiled at that.

A half an hour later Lt. Juniper walked outside the TOC, dressed in her full combat gear, walking to the line of combat cars that was positioned near the gate. Prowler followed behind, just to do something, as there was nothing to do inside anyways. They both walked down and linked up with Colonel Olsson.

Colonel Olsson eyed the both of them, particularly Prowler, who obviously wasn’t coming along, but was standing beside his commander. Strange bunch they were, even though he had read both of their dossiers supplied by Colonel Brown. “Well, nice of you to show up Karen. Right now nothing’s changed, we’ll be saddling up in ten minutes. If you need to, get settled in, you’re commanding the second car behind me.” He pointed to the particular vehicle, just in case. Dixie Darter was emblazoned on the sides in garish red, though some of the paint was chipped from combat damage.

“Yes sir,” Lt. Juniper said, and she walked to the second car named Big Balls of Fire. The latest and greatest M9A7 version, it definitely was better than her old car years ago. Stepping on the molded footstep she let reflexes return as she stood behind the tri-barrel on the left wing. She double-checked the safety, which was still on. Charging the weapon she let a disk fall in her outstretched hand nodding to herself at the weapon worked properly. It was the only sure way to make sure that the weapon was properly loaded.

Prowler smiled and laughed at her as he noticed she was standing on the wing position, not the center position she should be occupying.

“What?” She said, tossing the disk by another ejected one in the pile on the floor. Whoever crewed this vehicle didn’t take much care in keeping the floor free of obstructions.

“You’re not my wing gunner sir.” Smiling he pointed towards the center tri-barrel where she really should be, not watching the sides back then.

Smiling she shook her head letting the small wave of embarrassment overcome her. Not a wing gunner anymore was she? “Well it’s good!” she said, laughing to hide her embarrassment and smiling as she quickly walked to the forward tri-barrel checking that one while she blushed.

Prowler walked to the front of the combat car still smiling at her absentmindedness.

“You need more assistance or you going to be okay?” A glimmer of mischief danced around his eyes as he regarded her while extending an arm to steady him on the sloped side as he leaned against it.

Rolling her eyes, she shook her head with a smile on her face. “No, I think I got it.” Carefully taking off her combat helmet, she sat it near her feet. Then she picked up the antiquated, in her mind, commo helmet and set it gently on her head. She then tugged the adjustment straps so it would fit properly. For a few seconds, she reveled in the feel of it as it brought back memories of Thessolinka. “Driver, can you hear me?”

“Yes I can sir,” the driver said in a slightly bored and monotone voice.

“Okay.” Unslinging her carbine, she set the weapon on the floor by the sling. She preferred to hang it on something but the crew didn’t bother with that much gear inside the fighting compartment. Instead, she slung it differently so it ended up on her back, rather than her normal across the chest position. Shrugging, she couldn’t do much with the helmet, but she did loop the strap and found a good point on which to secure it. It was too bad she couldn’t secure it better. Looking around, she saw the two wing gunners step up. The left wing gunner re-checked the tri-barrel, as the other trooper checked the right side.

“Anvil Six, Rampager Six, ready?”

“Rampager Six, Anvil Six roger, ready to roll,” she said after adjusting the helmet slightly. It was a nice, cool morning with the suns just peeking over the mountains and it was nice and calm. Nice enough for a nice ride to another meet and greet. Still, she could be sitting down rather than bracing herself, as she used to do many years ago.

After ten more minutes of getting ready, the convoy headed out. As Lt. Juniper stood in the middle, she realized her old reflexes were slowly coming back the more they rode along the road. It was actually nicer in the LAV since she could sit down and be more comfortable than being blasted slightly by the wind and swaying a little even though the road was paved. In all honesty, she never really missed the combat cars but it was definitely a daring job. She attributed her slender legs to the constant workout of just standing for long periods, plus generous visits to the gym. Regardless, she watched the terrain with a sense of detachment. Through her face shield she saw the world only through a targeting screen, not paying attention to the what, but looking for the where. Checking Booster, she saw that Prowler had a LAV as an escort, which was comforting, since they haven’t seen much contact yet since landing here on New Hope. Looking at the display, it was One-Two. Good for them, since he was supposed to be a great gunner, as he had come from a tank battalion, unlike the majority of the unit coming from the military police and infantry units.

Reaching Checkpoint 3 an hour later she guided the combat car to a good defensive spot, ensured it was good for coverage, and stood there waiting for instructions.

“Anvil Six, Rampager Six, need you on the ground with me.”

“This is Anvil Six, roger.” Notifying the wing gunner that she was stepping off, she set the commo helmet on the tri-barrel spades. She picked up her combat helmet, securing it on her head, and stepped down carefully. The characteristic whine of the LAV permeated the air as she walked to Colonel Olsson. Looking up to it as it floated in the air circling them, she wished idly that she was up there instead of on the ground having to suffer the higher ups of the battalion. Sure she was Frisian like the others, but then again she felt ‘different’ than them, but that was only normal when you were in a different unit anyways.

“What a weirdo,” the right wing gunner said, watching her stroll away. He had his eyes trained slightly on her butt. Then he started to look around the multitude of rocks and trees that he’d started to grow tired of looking at for endless hours. You can only be distracted for so long.

“What do you mean?” The left wing gunner asked, idly scanning with his eyes and sensors.

“She checked your tri-barrel before you even showed up.”

“Did she? You’re right, Burns, she is weird.” Shaking his, head he pulled out a cigarette form his battered pack. Smoothly putting it in his mouth and also lighting up, he puffed.

“Lieutenants.”

Lt. Juniper strode briskly to Colonel Olsson as she re-slung her carbine across her chest and ignored some of the looks from the other officers. Suck it up, he told me to come along, she thought as she drew nearer to the small group. A few troopers were acting as security for him but she didn’t pay them or their strange looks any attention. They were supposed to be professional, not ogling or giving her weird looks. At least she didn’t stand out in Day-Glow Khaki while she blended in better with the rest of the environment that surrounded them. Colonel Olsson nodded to her, continuing to stride to the center of the town. Feeling the odd woman out, she resigned herself to scanning the area with her eyes as they walked along. The other staff officers were quiet, also scanning the area for any threat while they nervously pointed their subguns on the patrol slings. It was another cool morning as she walked with her carbine at the ready. Unlike the ‘ready’ sling that she used when she was in the cars, she had her barrel pointed down. It seemed more comfortable and less likely to cause a wrong impression amongst the populace if you showed that you weren’t intending outright to shoot somebody. To her, despite the studies, it still takes just as long to think to reach for the grip of the weapon as opposed to raising it up and sighting in on the target and engaging which in the days of lasers and powerguns wasn’t too difficult since range, essentially, was less of a factor and they had a razor straight trajectory. That, and numerous drills before coming here, helped get muscle memory in as well. To her, it seemed more a matter of training and reflexes regardless of how the weapon was slung.

It was a common, but true, preconception that all soldiers had some sort of ‘sixth sense’ in regards to combat. Most experienced soldiers could ‘feel’ the tension prior to an ambush, or when it was a quiet zone they knew to relax, slightly. Today that was true as she felt more bored than hyped up, ready to rock and roll should somebody try something. The LAV checking the area out was probably some help, as she felt like the most contact would be the locals, and not any El Cator. It didn’t mean it couldn’t happen, but today felt like an ‘easy day’. Following the entourage to the center of town, she really didn’t concern herself with Colonel Olsson’s reason to be here. What she did, however, was mentally record significant things so when she was up in the air she had some idea of perspective on the ground. Unfortunately it wasn’t what she completely wanted so she had to deal with the Pollo as best as she could when things did go down.

“Karen, I need you to go with the school detail. They’re taking some supplies over there, books, et cetera. Just supervise the troopers and shake the hands, that kind of drill, okay?”

“No problem sir,” she said her mind dull from the lack of excitement. She stood, waiting for the small detail to approach her, and when they did, she waved them forward, following the sounds of little kids. Upon reaching the school, she saw little girls and boys playing on what passed for a playground. She had seen worse, but then again she also saw better as well.

Spending the majority of her time talking with the teachers, she spread the word that the ‘government was there for them’ and that they were here to show its kindness by delivering the school supplies to them. Deep down she accepted the scorn from the teachers, as it wasn’t her fault that the government didn’t do their job in helping the community, and she was paid to do it instead. Still, deep in her mind, she wondered what kind of cruelty Life visited on people and why people really had to suffer. Stepping outside, Juniper noticed a little girl standing on some worn out crutches missing her left leg. As she stood there, sadness in her eyes, she couldn’t partake in the festivities that the other ‘normal’ children were enjoying. Standing there, transfixed, Juniper knew what to do about the situation. She walked back inside and dug through the box of stuffed animals, finding what she thought the child would like. Stepping outside, she looked vainly for the little girl on crutches.

“She went that way sir,” the trooper said, pointing and watching the exchange with little interest. It was so quiet he may decide to take a nap for the main snooze later on. Keeping his hand on the 1cm subgun he smoked a cigarette, slowly watching the goings on around him though. Who cared about the girl on crutches and the female Lieutenant that seemed so interested in her?

“Thanks.” She walked purposefully in the indicated direction, quickly ensuring she had security watching over her. Easily catching up to the little girl, Juniper stopped her and handed the girl the stuffed animal with a warm smile. “Here you go, it’s for you.”

The little girl looked at her with Doe eyes, and after a minute slowly took the stuffed animal timidly in one of her hands. Her eyes brightened though, as the charity of the action finally sunk in. Smiling softly she continued on her way back to her house, stuffed animal in hand. There was a slight pep in her step as she bounced back, the general attitude of happiness, as she headed back to her house to show her parents.

Lt. Juniper watched the little girl for a few minutes and then returned back to the combat cars. It was good to see some love in the world even though the galaxy seemed to be full of hate and conflict. Even though she dealt with it quite well, sometimes not having to blow the bejeesus out of the local populace was actually a relief. You saved on ammo, you knew that you’d live a day longer, and your conscience was going to rest easy.

On the way back to the base camp, her mind reflected on that small amount of time she spent with the little girl. They had to suffer ambushes, small arms, buzz bombs, and the like to hand a little girl a stuffed animal? Somehow it affected her deeply. As her conscious mind paid attention to the world around her, her rational mind still couldn’t understand how no matter how much pain and suffering there was in the galaxy, one small thing like that could affect her for the rest of the day. She sat there in a slight funk at her desk, staring at nothing in particular.
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​The Bet
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Even with new technology sometimes good old basic skills gets the job done. Learned that in my tour.

“I don’t think you can do it,” Sergeant Nicholson said to Stolley as they lay prone facing the machinegun position they managed to observe without getting seen as they patrolled near Checkpoint 5. The LAV was out of earshot as they again were out to bait and hammer the Hechos as they ambushed them. Nicholson pulled out his datapad and handed it to Stolley.

“I’ve got far more experience and skill.”

“I can do it Sergeant, just you watch,” Stolley said as she took the small datapad that Sergeant Nicholson offered to her. Opening the Fires menu, she selected the ‘Request Fire Mission’ option and waited for the window to pop up. When it did, she selected the hogs at Camp Olsson then pulled out the small stylus. She oriented herself on the datapad, looking in the indicated direction and using terrain association to find the target. Selecting ‘Find a point’ and tapping with the stylus, she hit ‘Send’, and handed it back to Sergeant Nicholson. “There you go; I bet you I’ll get a first round hit.”

Shaking his head, he looked at the location and the target location. She was close, but he would be closer, he felt that in his gut. Going through the same process, he sent his fire mission in and hoped Lt. Hess wouldn’t flip out for the two requests at nearly the same location. As he waited, he saw the text pop up on the screen, ‘Shot’. That would be Stolley’s of course. “Shot.”

“Roger,” Stolley said, hoping she was on target. The round did not land on target, but to the right of the intended impact point. “Fuck.”

Smiling, he ended her mission seeing his ‘Shot’ come on the screen. Turning his eyes towards the impact point, he watched as the HE round lifted up the machinegun position, including a few bolts of lightning as either the powergun or railgun discharged its energy from the force of the explosives. Smiling knowingly towards Stolley, he knew he was the better observer in this area. “Well looks like I win, you’re cleaning the latrines for a week.”

The look on her face was so priceless he wished he had a camera to take a picture of it.

Tormunga Operation
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​Just Like a Superhero
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Kick-Ass inspired me on this one.

Gunfire chewed up the bar as the massively built man, holding of all things a flechette gun, screamed in anger. It was simple, snuff out the small rebel camp and get home for dinner. Well, the CO was going to be pissed off, as more than likely, it wasn’t going to happen anytime soon at this rate. The crazy on the other side trying to chop down his cover wasn’t helping matters as Morales crouched behind it, stuck like Chuck, as he held onto his pistol. Where was the rest of the fireteam at? Why did he have to face this brute? The firing stopped, when the magazine ran out. It was a Kuiper design but the type wasn’t on his mind as the projectiles chewed up more of the bar framework, sending splinters and glass raining down on him. The man sure knew how to reload fast!

The firing stopped again, and he rose up, trying to quickly engage the solo... Now only three toughs, as he realized his mistake and quickly dove back down, his mind so shocked he didn’t at least try and reduce the odds.

Laughter and more flechette fire followed him as he lay flat on his belly, scared shitless, as he was quickly running out of cover. He wasn’t the religious type, but praying to God at this moment was the only thing he could think of as more wood and glass rained down on him.

Private Wills, having just cleared the other room, stepped in the large room where the fire was coming from. “Morales! Where the—” her sentence was stopped short as she noticed the three soldiers standing there facing the bar that they were shooting. Morales had to be there.

They all stopped and looked at her, and then she looked at the bar, and put it all together. Her carbine was the first to come up, as she put one round in one, the rest of them fired at her with the man she shot dying instantly from a headshot. Fuck it she thought as she started to sprint. The two soldiers forgot about Morales and focused on the other Frisian, aiming this time down the electronic sights. She was a runner, firing her carbine, twisting it so she could have some kind of angle on them, but it wasn’t working she thought as the flechettes followed behind her, chewing the rest of the large room up, destroying the walls and furniture. Cursing, she threw the carbine off her shoulders as she kept on running and let it fall behind her with a thunk. She was running out of room too as it was only a matter of time... Immediately performing a one-handed cartwheel, and using her right hand to unsnap the holster on her hip. The 1cm pistol fell into her hand, and while still in the apex of her maneuver, she brought the pistol’s sights up and shot the closest one in the chest, knocking him down with a large hole burned where his heart used to be.

Finishing the cartwheel, she landed on her side, hard. She pushed away the pain, and shot the remaining tough in the face. Lying there, watching the man fall down, she took a few seconds to re-adjust to the situation, which so far was okay. Where was Morales?

Just then four more rebels burst in the room, weapons ready. One saw her, and started aiming at her. “Kill the bitch!” He shouted and the rest followed suit beginning to aim at her as well.

“Fuck,” Wills said as she quickly stood up, her left hand picking off a frag grenade, her thumb hooked the pin and pulled it out. Throwing it hard at them left-handed she then cartwheeled to the bar where she saw Morales hiding, and then dived for the bar as the grenade sailed across the room. The rest of the four rebels fired at the bar, with her landing at Morales’s feet. The wind was knocked out of her as the body armor pressed against her chest. The grenade went off, and when their ears stopped ringing, it was quiet inside the room.

Morales crouched and looked at Wills; they both nodded and stood up, scanning the room with their pistol sights. Wills smiled thinly. Good toss she thought as she looked at the four dead bodies by the door.

“What the fuck?” Morales said. He looked around at the carnage in the room. It was a good thing nobody was going to live in here, or if they were, they’d have a very expensive bill to pay.

“I had to take care of your problems, big sissy,” Wills said as she walked and picked up her carbine while holstering her smoking pistol.

Morales stood there. “What happened?” He was still scanning around the room even though reports over the comms. were saying that the building was secured completely. Minutes later, when Morales shook himself right, he looked around. “What the—”

“Yeah, you were being shot at, I took care of them, let’s go,” Wills said, checking the hallway carefully. Seeing Sergeant Whistler, she waved with a smile. “You coming?” she asked again as she looked around.

“Yeah, right behind you,” Morales said, still not believing what happened.

Nieuw Friesland
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​Just Thinking
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This was a good inspiration from the Facebook Power Point Ranger. It’s a good image about a Soldier’s wife talking about normal things, while her husband reflects on what happened during his “tour.” Also this affects many service members from the current and past conflicts, because seriously, how can you come home from a combat zone and not reflect on it?

Karen Juniper sat on her couch in her apartment, waiting for Monica to show up. She was dressed in a bikini; they were going to the beach after a long time of contracts and conflict. It had been a long time since they had, as she would have actually preferred Kearse than Nieuw Friesland, just for the beaches anyways. Her mind was numb for some reason today; the thought of not really having anything to do on an actual weekend was gratifying. She looked at her small travel bag, ensuring everything was there, for the thousandth time. She was slightly anxious to go out, finally doing something today. She leaned against the couch, running her hands through her hair as she sat there.

She saw Monica’s aircar set down on the street, blowing dust everywhere. She quickly grabbed her stuff she wanted to bring and slipped on her sandals. Locking her door, she strode out, her mind still numb. Boredom had hit her hard today and she wanted to just sit there, and really do nothing. Making her eyes into slits, she managed to survive the blast of air on her calves as she bent over and opened the door.

“Hey honey,” Monica said, leaning over.

Karen sat down and leaned over and kissed Monica quickly on the lips. “Hey, how are you?”

“Fine now, you look tired.”

“Yeah, catching up on some sleep,” Karen said, setting her bag in the foot well carefully as she adjusted her feet around it. She closed the door and adjusted herself, moving the seat back to accommodate her long legs while she put on the seat belt. She leaned back and propped her head on her right arm, using the sill as a support. She closed her eyes as Monica took off, entering the traffic pattern smoothly. She ignored the jibes about her ground car, and simply looked outside, looking at nothing as the thoughts flooded into her mind.

Secure the first floor, let First handle their business while you move with Second, don’t hesitate. Yes you’re the commander, but let your squad leaders do what they’re paid to do. Cover, cover! Make sure your weapon is pointed right, engage target!

“I was thinking, maybe we should stop and eat...” Monica said abruptly.

Jerking so little to be unnoticed, Karen looked at her as she didn’t feel like eating anything, but a flash of lust when she looked at her girlfriend...she shook her head. “No thanks, I’m not hungry.”

“Okay, well what about the docks? I know they have good food there,” Monica said, watching the traffic carefully.

“Yeah,” Karen said, her mind transforming into the crosshairs of her LAV.

Scan, repeat, scan, zoom in, target? Yes, select 10cm, and fire. Zoom out, target killed. Scan more rocks, nothing, zoom out.

“So do you want to go there?” Monica asked.

“No, I’m fine,” Karen said.

Monica wore a pout on her face. She really wanted to not just go to the beach today.

Aim down the sight, red dot visible, center on target, pull trigger, down, just like that, make sure that you’re not too exposed when firing from the car, or you’ll be just as shot as that hostile you just put four holes in right now. More targets moving, get your team moving, or you’ll get stuck and killed. Move, move or you’ll get shot up, move north Karen!

“What about pizza?” Monica smiled; it was her favorite food as opposed to Chinese for Karen. “Or are you too much of a cheap bitch to eat that?” Monica smiled. Karen just ignored her as she saw everything but wasn’t looking at anything.

“No, I can eat pizza.”

More fire from the front, get under cover so they can’t see you, and get Yen to fire suppression so you can move your element. Her mind switched to something else. Artillery incoming, hold Baines back lest they get shot down by their own artillery shells. White phosphorous won’t look good as an expedient way to get a tan. Good, scan, engage, fire missile, set to high-explosive delay just in case. What are the dismounts doing? What is taking Lt. Jones so long? Why can’t he move faster so she can go back to sitting on her ass and reply to Monica’s emails, because she’s having more serious feelings for her as the time goes? Didn’t I swear to not have a relationship after Tania’s death? Scan, fire, repeat, fire again, repeat, one more missile to go, and this should take care of it. Two civilian deaths and three of her troopers, gone forever, one killed by a freak buzzbomb hit, and two volunteering for a suicide mission, with her approval, because it was tactically, not contractually right.

“Karen!” Monica nearly yelled to get her attention. “What’s wrong?” She looked at her, slightly concerned.

“Just thinking,” Karen said, still staring out of the window.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Poaching from the flock
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It was a sunny day in Landfall City as the city was enjoying another hectic workweek. Numerous aircars flew around, setting the scene for a typical busy city in the galaxy. However, many kilometers west of the city, in the Frisian Training Grounds, another trooper was experiencing a different kind of sun. Or the shade of it as he slowly walked up the stairs, his pistol, for training only, led the way as he held it in a two-handed grip, scanning up and to the right as he passed the opening. He pointed the weapon up the stairs as he quietly walked to his next firing position.

“So where is he?” Captain Juniper said, standing along with Captain Horsyth beside a command car scanning the urban scene with a pair of imaging binoculars. A metal figure stood next to him, the sniper’s target. It was easy enough to see, but far enough away so that the live rounds that were going to be fired at it wouldn’t hit them. A dirt berm was behind it, able to stop powergun rounds up to 3cm, it was also a good urban sniper training area for the infantry squads that rotated through here. Plus it was also one of the multitudes of infantry training areas for urban operations. The target was strictly for snipers, which was formerly used by A Company, or the “White Mice” for urban assassination scenarios.

Walking slowly, Sergeant Hernandez crouched and adjusted his position so the sniper rifle strapped to his back wasn’t messing with his stance. His pistol leading the way as he moved down the hall, he stealthily moved towards his firing position. The Cav officer he talked to asked him to try it out for this training scenario, and he gladly accepted. He preferred the Heuvelman 2cm powergun and, when fitted with a good optic, it was an excellent sniper weapon. It was far less clumsy than the weapon currently strapped to his back but he managed to crawl successfully and found a good spot from which to fire. Knowing the target was off to his right, he just had to...Taking the room directly off to his right, clearing it swiftly, he made sure he wasn’t seen through the window. Crouching, he surveyed his position. A ledge, window missing, was present. A stone was missing, just below the sill, and he decided that was his opportunity and best position from which to fire. Quietly holstering his pistol, he took the rifle off of his back, careful not to let the weapon show in the open window. Carefully, he set the rifle down and slid down slowly. No sounds of boots yet, he left the squad two blocks behind but it wouldn’t take long for them to find him provided he got the shot off first.

Adjusting the rifle, he flipped out the bipod, and sighted in on the metal target. Too easy, he stopped and looked to his left. No need for the OPFOR to walk in on him. Feeling it clear, he sighted on the target and pulled the trigger.

Whang! The round struck the target cleanly slightly startling Captain Horsyth. Looking at his reaction, Captain Juniper smiled. It seemed from the way he talked that he wasn’t going to have a good day.

Slowly crawling with the rifle, he moved back to the door. Lying down, he slung the rifle as best as possible and pulled out his pistol. He had to hide or they’d catch him good. He did not particularly enjoy urban missions where the smallest mistake could cost you your life. In the bushes it actually was easier as you had more options unlike the city.

“Move forward!” Captain Horsyth said fervently. He wasn’t going to be shown by Third Platoon that his coveted Second Platoon wasn’t up to the drill. Besides, it was Colonel Brown that initiated this training event anyways, making him question the motives of this whole show. But as he sat there, he realized the reason was sitting next to him in the jeep. All to show a young, pretty officer that his trooper was ripe for poaching, feeling that she sucked him off every night and just asked him to ‘get what she wanted’, and of course in his ecstasy he relented. Of course he wouldn’t mind those lips wrapped around his joy department as he sat there adjusting himself as the thought gave him an erection.

As he heard the tromping of the boots, Sergeant Hernandez slowly slipped away looking for his next firing position.

Four weeks prior, Zion

“So why did you leave them?” Colonel Dorn asked Sergeant Durand, after her arrival an hour ago. She had stopped by to see her family after she turned in her resignation. After Kearse, she lost all respect for the Texians who were chomping at the bit since the battle didn’t go so well. It wasn’t their fault, but she took it easier than most. First, she wasn’t involved directly in the fighting and the Cav troopers, to her, seemed more professional, something that she herself strove for daily. No more cowboy attitudes, no more ‘Texian’ lore or history. She sat down on the couch, opposite her father.

“I needed a change,” Karen Durandsaid. She had already gotten the ‘Thank You’ letter in the email inbox. She figured it was just a carbon copy, but even then she thought of it as a relief. Leaning back, she enjoyed the comfort of her favorite couch. Even as a little kid she loved the couch, and was glad there was something to come home to.

“So then daughter, what do you plan on doing? You know Mossad still hasn’t accepted your request,” Avi Dorn said, as he too leaned back in his favorite chair. His wife was shopping and he had enough time to pick up his daughter and get home before the traffic got too bad in New Tel Aviv. So far it had been a quiet day, with one of the five colonies being raided but at minimal loss to Zion forces. He exhaled, taking a breather as his body wound down from the adrenaline.

“Well, I plan on going to Nieuw Friesland, the unit that operated with the Texians, I’m hoping to join.”

“And not stay here?” Avi Dorn asked. It was usually unheard of for family to just run off like that. There was much to do here. Her experience amongst the mercenaries had given her a lot which was needed on the colonies. “You don’t like your father?”

I love you Dad, but I need more experience before I’m considered by the Mossad.” That was her lifetime goal, to be a Mossad operative, serving the state and getting some better treatment than the regular soldiers. True, the Israelis were still highly respected even in the years of The Way, but she felt she wasn’t ready yet.

Avi laughed heartily. “So that is the goal then? Mossad? You are not in the right family my dear daughter!” He laughed some more, earning a famous scowl from Karen. “But if you think you can go to the Nieuw Frieslanders, and get accepted, then maybe they would consider. You will get far more experience than maybe you want,” he said, pointing a finger at her. “But let’s not talk, a little bit on the range?”

Nodding, she knew it was an unofficial tradition. Every time, and on the first day, her father would take them to the small arms range and fire a few magazines. She thought he wanted to do this all the time, but she had to relent as it was her father. She felt with the Texians she fired enough though, and wanted to get on the beach to just relax and lay there soaking up the sun. Scowling, she reluctantly followed with Avi laughing at her. “What?”

“That scowl, seems to be permanently etched in your face. What do they call you?”

Karen rolled her eyes as if there wasn’t something else they could talk about. “Sergeant Scowl Face,” she said, hoping nobody was around when they walked to the aircar. They hopped in, both using honed reflexes and easily buckling in. Avi noticed her improved skill from her last visit, and nodded to himself with a father’s loving smile.

Laughing while he sat down closing the door with practiced ease, he shook his head in disbelief at what his daughter was called. “Well Sergeant Scowl Face, we will shoot our customary magazines and then we can worry about your life ahead of you,” Avi said, as he turned on the aircar, checked, lifted up, and flew to the small out of place range they used to practice. Or, more like he did most of the time to just blow off steam, and the fact that it didn’t take long to get there made it real nice too.

Ten minutes later, he landed the aircar and after it shut down he hopped out of the vehicle. Karen took her time, a bit tired from traveling. It always happened, but her father insisted just to break the ice, and remind his daughter that they still live in violent times. To that end Karen thought her father was naïve, but she went along with it anyways. Avi pulled out the two cases containing his two slug-thrower pistols. Archaic in the time of powerguns, lasers, and other high technology weaponry, it was always good to hear the gunpowder crack and the recoil caress his hands. And besides, a normal ceramic bullet could still kill, and didn’t suffer some of the problems of the ‘high-technology’ items. Zion may have followed the technology curve, but they still believed in the most basic items for survival. They had to.

Pulling out the two pistols from the case, he handed one to Karen. Locking the slide back, he pulled out two loaded magazines. Handing one to Karen, he slammed his magazine in expertly riding the slide forward and chambered a round all the while looking downrange at the targets.

Aping her father’s movements, her mind got back into the ‘zone’ which is what one of the grunts told her one time. She never really cared to think in terms like that, being a medic whose job was to save lives and not take them. Squaring up against the target remembering what her father told her as she raised the pistol firing two shots, watching the bullets strike near the center.

Watching, he chuckled at her poor hits and pulled the trigger twice sending, the bullets right into the head. “Looks like you’re slipping, too much sitting around as a mercenary.”

Whatever, scowling to herself, she wanted to be out with her friends and not shooting with her father when she should be catching up on old times that she missed for so long. She hoped that the clubs were the same as she left them as it had been so long since she could enjoy herself without having to get into another fight in some seedy bar. These ones had class and she didn’t forget that as she eyed the target. In her annoyance she figured it was her life sometimes, as she seemed to not always get what she wanted but got it thrust in her face. Sighing, she realized she was a survivor though as she stared too long at the target. Shaking herself, she realized she was getting ‘tunnel vision’ on the target.

Avi laughed again as he rotated to the right, perpendicular to the target. “So, Michael has been asking about you, wondering if you’d stop being a mercenary and settle down with him.”

Following her father she cleared her mind, pivoted on her feet, and fired two rounds into the target, higher now. Divorcing him due to practicality rather than any other reason—she had to not have the strain of being gone and him staying back here. Trying to convince him wasn’t the best idea either as he was steadfast at staying on the planet rather than see the galaxy. Her father’s statement showed that maybe he was still waiting for her to ‘come to her senses’ and stay here. Thinking he was a great catch for her, he was also too traditional when it came to marriage. But she didn’t want to sit in a home and be a ‘good wife’. She wanted... well she knew what she wanted but she knew she couldn’t get that yet. However it wasn’t what he wanted in life and that caused them to break up eventually. Inwardly she reflected as she mechanically pivoted to the left, her father firing behind her. Pivoting to the right she fired two more shots, the bullets riding higher, almost to the ‘neck’ of the target. Letting a small smile on her face, she did sometimes take pride in her shooting, despite her other priorities in life which were more important than this.

“You’re getting better I guess that scowl you have is making you shoot better,” Avi jibed. He fired two more rounds; one struck the neck and the other round impacted on the ground behind the target. Frowning, he put his weapon on safe as he eyed the point where the bullet struck the ground. Grimacing, he checked the ammo counter to see how many rounds he had left.

Smiling, it was good to see good old Dad miss for once. “And yours is getting worse.”

He scoffed. “That’s what I call a ‘warning shot’.”

Scowling, she put two rounds cleanly in the chest with some mirth as now she could rib him a bit until he got tired of it. While she didn’t like the Texians she had to admit it improved her aim.

“So what do you plan on doing? Join the Defense Force or be a lazy bum?” Watching his daughter with a certain amount of pride he let a light smile crease his face. Whatever her priorities in life she still was his daughter. True, he knew that she didn’t always enjoy these little outings but it was to remind her that she still needed to fight. The Israelis never forgot that since their birth in the Middle East.

“I’m here for a week then going to join up on Nieuw Friesland.” She was slightly proud though she didn’t truly know why as she found them a lot better. The Mossad still wouldn’t accept her as she read in the message before entering the atmosphere. Not the best option but she felt that if she worked for the best that would increase their chances in getting in with them. Dad wouldn’t help her but then again she didn’t require it. Aiming, she fired two more rounds at the neck watching the bullets strike where she aimed with a slight smile on her face. A couple years provided she survived...

“You know I do worry about you dying on some faceless planet where nobody cares about you.”

Ignoring, him she fired a couple more rounds watching them impact the target just below the neck. Appreciating his care and concern she didn’t really like the fawning from her father. She had been on multiple worlds and through a lot since she had been with the Texians for three years. However, he was her Dad and she guessed he had the right to say that.

Finishing the magazine he studied at it with somewhat clenched eyes. Satisfied at his grouping, he checked the weapon to ensure it was clear. Looking towards his only daughter, he had a slight smile on his face. “You survive those couple years and I’ll see what I can do to get you in.”

Inwardly she smiled as she aimed at the target. The Mossad had to take her then, they just had to.

Five days later she stood at the spaceport with her bags already being loaded on the massive starliner that would take her to Nieuw Friesland and other destinations. But as she stood there she wondered as her family flew away in the aircar if she’d truly see them again. Nieuw Friesland was known to be one of the safer planets in known human space but she wondered what surprises lie in store for her when she got back to work.

Present time, Nieuw Friesland

Sergeant Hernandez sighted back on the target, shooting another round.

Whang!

Captain Horsyth had enough of this game. “Alright! You win!” Where was he?

Sergeant Hernandez opened the door from where he fired, a good fifty meters away from the command car. Safing the rifle he emerged from the door with a shit eating grin. “Right here sir.”

“Via,” Captain Horsyth said under his breath as he shook his head in disgust. Looking at Captain Juniper with a mask of annoyance as his troopers could have done better than that sorry show. “Good enough Karen?”

Captain Juniper smiled too. “Good enough Bill, when we get back from our next contract we’ll give him back. Deal?”

“Yeah, just don’t get him killed, would be a waste of good talent,” Captain Horsyth said, walking away while Sergeant Hernandez walked up with his sniper rifle slung on his back.

“You’re my new CO?”

“Not forever, just for the next contract. If things work out, despite what Captain Horsyth thinks, we’ll probably find a way to keep you should you do good in my unit.”

As Sergeant Hernandez nodded, he adjusted the carry of his rifle.

“Well, I don’t have much else Sergeant, go clean up and report to my unit, zero nine hundred and we’ll get you setup. Good?”

“Yes sir,” Sergeant Hernandez said with relief, glad to be done.

“So you’re coming from where?” Corporal Jones asked Sergeant Durand.

Upon arriving on Nieuw Friesland, she was questioned mainly about her service with the Texian Airborne Light Infantry. Being held for three weeks seemed strange as she noted some of the people who inprocessed with her left quite early. All of her gear was checked and summarily returned to her as she sat in the training room of this unit. From what her father told her, that would be the least of her worries at that juncture. At least they let her keep her rank, which was good as she spent some time getting there. Her experience with the Texians also helped that issue out as they felt that if she survived that long, she deserved to keep it. Whether they fought with them or against them, they seemed to respect the Texians. “Zion,” Sergeant Durand said simply as she looked around the room. It was barely furnished with the ‘just moved in’ feel to it.

“I see, datawork?” Corporal Jones said, wondering how he’d slip in asking her out and not caring too much where she was really from. He thought her black hair would look good bouncing on a bed as he pounded her. Instead he took the datacube offered by her slipping it expertly into the receptacle. “If you would Sergeant, sit down please, so I can fill in the necessary files.” Looking her up and down while she sat he had to return to the task at hand lest he be yelled at for staring at her.

Sergeant Durand looked around, looking at the lack of decorations that adorned the training room. Not much at all.

Typing in more data quickly he had to input most of the data since it wasn’t obviously in the right format for his datafiles. “How old are you?” That to him was more of a personal rather than a professional question given his current thoughts of her.

“Twenty-five standard,” she said as she looked around not making eye contact with him. Nor was she intending on giving him that benefit either. Nevertheless she had standards and from what her intuition told her, he wasn’t what she was looking for. Cute slightly but not enough to rock her socks any time soon.

Looking upwards, he quickly did the math. “You’re forty-two here, just remember that.” He was forty-three, which was a nice way of things working out for him anyways. “The Frisian ‘year’ is eighty days, so there’s an age difference.”

I figured that out she thought as she wanted to see what else was going on.

“Oh, you’re a medic,” Corporal Jones said. “Well, I’m sure the CO will put you in the Headquarters section, which I’m a part of by the way,” Corporal Jones said proudly.

Nodding, she put that down as another useless piece of information that she needed to know though it was good to know where she would be. As she sat there, she let her eyes wander around the training room, taking in the ambience of it all. While she wasn’t considered a ‘mystic’ or ‘one with the earth’, she did assess how people reacted in rooms. This one had a feeling of being rushed but there was some order to the chaos that this unit seemed to have.

Moving on to the next line before things got slightly awkward as he was getting the impression she wasn’t interested in him, he asked, “What’s your religion?

“Jewish.”

Captain Juniper quickly walked in the office, nearly barreling in. “Corporal Jones...” Noticing Sergeant Durand she stood there, trying to place her for nearly a half a minute.

“Kearse?”

Nodding, Sergeant Durand stood up quickly. “Yes sir, I remember you and your troopers.”

Captain Juniper nodded. “Well, welcome to the Troop, glad to have you on board.” She extended her hand to her.

Shaking her new CO’s hand as strongly as she could, she looked above her head like her dad told her to do. “The same sir.”

“Good, what do you do? Infantry? Military Police?” Arching an eyebrow in question, she also looked her up and down. Old habits die hard, even with the enlisted.

“I’m a medic.” Sergeant Durand wasn’t giving any emotion away, she merely stated the facts. Her face reflected calm as she analyzed her new Commanding Officer. She wondered, also, if the rumors were true regarding her bedtime activities which seemed to be on the minds of those who actually had the time to worry about such things.

“Okay, we don’t have any medics yet, so you’ll be in the HQ section, as our Troop medic.”

“How many medics do you have in the Troop?” Sergeant Durand’s face brightening slightly as it was good to be top medic at least in this unit. In the Texians she had so much competition that it was ridiculous to even consider promotion. At least she’d get a faster promotion and the experience provided she survived to reap the benefits.

“Just you now, though down the road; I’ll need you to train squad members to be squad level medics. None of them have the training so we need some more expertise. And since you were at Kearse, and probably other places, your combat experience will be valuable to this Troop.”

“Okay sir, when can I start?”

“Well, Corporal Jones needs to get your information, and once you’re done, go see Master Sergeant Magnusson and he’ll help further.” She had a meeting with Prowler over some personal business, so it was time to go... “Well, I have to get to a meeting, so glad to meet you, and if you’ll excuse me.” Nodding without saying anything more, she quickly turned around and walked out just as quick.

Feeling a bit more confused, but at least she had some direction in which to go now.

She always like that?” Staring at where her new CO had just left. She sure is strange she thought as she turned her head to address Corporal Jones. “Yeah. She’s always moving in different directions, though honestly she knows what direction to go in, so that’s good.”

“Anything else I should worry about regarding her?”

There wasn’t much really to mention as he shrugged half-heartedly. “Yeah, she’s a dyke, so watch yourself. But then again, she doesn’t go for enlisted so you may be safe.” He winked as he typed more information into the computer. Looking at the reaction on her face that was forming he guessed her right. And if things worked out he would be doing her right as well, after the paperwork.

Sergeant Durand scowled.

Missing her expression, he felt he may have a chance yet. She was better looking than most that were in the unit even though he didn’t go for the combat types too much. Deep down, he felt that they were a bit too rough for him anyways. The less combat they did, the better. Plus they were less crazy as you never knew what to expect when it came to bedtime activities.

A question did enter her mind quickly. “Why did they hold me for three weeks while others left earlier?”

“It’s because you’re from another mercenary unit. You’re questioning and requirements are different because more often than not you have verifiable combat experience. Additionally, it’s to ensure that you’re not a plant or a spy.”

She was inwardly self-conscious about her failed attempt at becoming a Mossad agent.

They wouldn’t suspect would they? “So they were putting me under surveillance?”

“In a manner of speaking yes they were. Mental activity as well as habits and the like are monitored to see if you are going to be a threat. Obviously, you’re not since you were cleared to come in here.”

“Doesn’t look that restrictive.”

“Trust me Sergeant you’re not the first ‘hire-on’ to come to Nieuw Friesland and so once you stepped on that bus to come to the inprocessing center you were under lock down until you were let here. Our military and security forces have three decades of combat experience so we don’t get too lax around here and obviously take it seriously. Sure there were small incidents like any planet, but not as large as the ones on less secure planets. You’d have to invade the planet to truly break security in my opinion. So quite simply you’re here because you’re allowed to be here.”

Sergeant Durand merely nodded at that revelation as she started to get slightly impatient sitting there. It took discipline to not get too annoyed at the delay of getting started to do some kind of work around here.

Corporal Jones idly looked through her datafile, catching the ‘Awards’ section. Scrolling through, he whistled softly to himself as he looked through her decorations. The larger mercenary units actually had small time awards or decorations that they used in their own ways to instill comradeship and morale even though, really, the more important matter was the paycheck at the end. Surviving a contract in itself was a reward enough. With the incorporation of the Slammers into the Nieuw Friesland Defense Force, awards were received often to the chagrin of the majority mainly through pride, long service, and feeling as though their survival was more important than ‘a damn trinket’ that adorned the government forces uniforms. Looking through the list, she was commended multiple times for bravery under fire and even recommended by Colonel Knight as ‘one of the best damn medics he had’ in his unit with recommendation for promotion to two ranks higher than where she was. “A lot of commendations here Sergeant,” he said absentmindedly.

“I was just doing my job.” Shrugging after that, it wasn’t like she didn’t know, but she was a focused individual and not one to always brag she was one of the best medics in the galaxy.

“So what’s the deal?” Captain Juniper said as she sat down at her desk. Leaning back, she stared at the ceiling in order to clear her head of Colonel Brown’s slight lecture. It was nice when she was on contract with no muss and not much fuss other than the obvious combat details. Lolling just to do it, her mind was nearly fried, and it was only the early afternoon. Rotating the chair from side to side, finding the distraction somewhat enjoyable, her mind relaxed as it realized that there weren’t many admin. briefings to challenge her and tax her mind. Besides, she could look like and act like a total idiot in front of Prowler anyways as it wasn’t like he didn’t either.

Prowler threw the hardcopy on her desk. He then leaned forward and put his hands together, palms touching. For some reason he didn’t want to broach the topic, but he had to. It was time to take it easy and sit on his laurels for once. Twelve years and he had to do something saner, and that meant sitting at a desk doing desky work. “I’ve talked with Janice, and I’ve come to the decision that it’s time to take a break from combat, and work a desk job.”

As soon as he finished she stopped lolling her head, as well as the chair. “And what you put on my desk are transfer hardcopies for me to sign?”

Prowler looked away, a hint of guilt in his expression. “Yeah.”

Sitting up she adjusted herself to be more comfortable. “Well... I’ve always liked you in the unit. If that’s what you think is the best.” She didn’t want him to go, his experience and of course his mentorship was always valued. Even the one intimate time in the combat car was something she appreciated, though of course she stopped that from becoming more than it could have been. Just one time was all. “And I hate to see you go as your knowledge has helped me more than I can say honestly.”

Prowler looked forward. “I know, but it’s the best for me and my family.”

Sitting there, she thought about it. As the commander she could tell him no, and refuse, but he was right and had the experience and judgment to know what he wanted. Then again he was getting old and this unit seemed to be better off with younger troopers for the most part; New Hope proved that to everybody as he didn’t go on many dismounted patrols. She took the papers, and looked where she had to sign. Taking a pen out of the holder on the desk, she signed off on her block. She was sad to have done it, but it had to be done. Now she had to make some personnel changes, and get with Colonel Brown on finding a replacement. One thing at a time she thought to herself as she looked at it, proofreading her own signature, just to make sure. Satisfied, she handed the papers back to him. “There you go. I appreciate the service you gave.”

“I know, I’ll still be around, so if you have any questions, you can always find me.” Nodding, he would too, just to keep in touch. He stood up, following his former commander outside of the building to have some more privacy in a very private matter. Returning the hug that Karen gave him, he felt sad inside. Nothing to cry over, but enough for him to realize he’d be leaving another family. “I’m sorry,” he said, but in his heart he knew needed this.

“Don’t worry about it, thanks” Karen said, nodding and walking back inside quickly, hiding the small tears that threatened to flow down her cheeks. It was an emotional event regardless, as the troopers you worked with for days or months were your family. The real families were sometimes less important, which was its own set of problems.

As Prowler looked at the papers in his hands, he thought she would give him more trouble than she did inside. Then again, he knew her as the ‘move on and get it over with’ type of person rather than the ‘dwell on it’, though he knew she would, and he probably would too, though not as much. Sighing and feeling ‘free’, he stepped away, not looking back. Instead he looked forward to sitting on his ass doing paperwork, not having to worry about a quick death on some nameless rock somewhere. He’d had enough close shaves, time for the young troopers to handle that mission. He had done his time.

Returning back to her office, Captain Juniper sat back down and sighed. All the ones she loved seemed to be going away somewhere else, leaving her alone by herself. She didn’t love him like that, but it was brotherly love regardless and old camaraderie that she was told by him would go away. Exhaling, she picked up the communicator and called Colonel Brown.

“Sir, I just signed Prowler’s transfer papers.”

“Okay. Yeah I was tracking that but didn’t know when that was going to go down. And I suppose you’ll need a replacement?”

“Yes sir, though I will probably move Tennant to the XO slot as he’s got the most experience in the Troop and he wouldn’t be a bad choice, because honestly sir, he’s my only one right now.”

“Understood, I’ll check with Groenigan and see if I can’t snatch one out from them.” In the current situation they had to poach from as many units as they could since they weren’t a ‘real’ unit. It put Colonel Brown in a tight situation since most of them didn’t want to lose seasoned troopers to some experimental unit that nobody really cared about anyways. What he was able to get was what he had so far and enough to meet the requirements. Then again, the successes on New Hope and Kearse proved to the brass that they would be able to accomplish any mission. They were Nieuw Frieslanders and that was enough to silence most of the critics amongst the military.

“Yes sir.” She didn’t want that, but it was his call on that one. Too bad they weren’t an authorized unit, or she’d have more leeway as she’d rotate in a more experienced officer than one straight out of the Academy. Chuckling, she understood how Colonel Brown must have felt but hopefully he was satisfied with her performance.

“Anything else?”

“No sir, thanks.”

“No problem,” he said, quickly hanging up.

Hanging up herself, she leaned back sighing, hoping she wouldn’t get an idiot in return as the Troop was too good right now to throw that monkey wrench into things. Leaning forward, she cleared her mind of that problem at the moment and worked on administrative stuff that had to get done. She wished she was back on assignment as she truly hated paperwork.

The next day, Lt. James Hannah stepped out of his aircar, looking at the unit building. He was told by his instructor to report to this building for a period of time, which was unknown. Walking to the building, he double-checked the number, and it was correct. There was sign of activity, but at this time, there seemed to be no one about. Looking around, he tried to see what was going on. It was lunch time, so more than likely nobody was about. Instead, he walked through the double doors, hearing a few hints of movement. Poking his head in the door he saw a man with short black hair. He knocked softly. “Excuse me?” The man turned to him.

“Oh hi, can I help you?” MSG Magnusson said, tearing himself away from his lunch.

“Can I help you ‘sir’?”

“Yes, I’m Second Lieutenant James Hannah, I was told to report to this unit, this is Alpha Troop, Two-Four Cavalry?”

“Yes it is sir.” He looked at his watch. “Corporal Jones will be here in about forty-five minutes or so.”

Lt. Hannah nodded. “So what should I do in the meantime?”

Great “Well sir, grab some lunch if you need it or hang out here, doesn’t bother me either way.”

“Okay, yeah, I’ll just go get some food, I’m hungry anyways,” he said as he walked outside back to his aircar. Seemed that the Master Sergeant was slightly rude but he’d talk to the CO about it provided she was around. Not expecting such treatment from a junior trooper he let it go for now but probably he’d do something about it when he got back.

Do what you gotta do cherry MSG Magnusson thought to himself as he continued to eat his sandwich, forgetting the interruption as he chewed thoughtfully. Annoyed at when officers bothered him while he was conducting serious business, he pushed the thought away with each munch. Didn’t they have better things to do than bother him?

Returning back from lunch was the hardest thing she had to do as she parked her groundcar in her assigned parking space. Still, Monica nagged about it all through lunch even though she was getting a ride all over town from her. Ungrateful little bitch crossed her mind quite often as she stepped out, slowly rising. The air was just right for a nap, not too warm and not too cool but just right and the food didn’t help the issue either as she walked up the stairs, the hint of drowsiness overcoming her. What a day... Looking at the time, she strode purposefully past MSG Magnusson’s office and saw him taking a short nap himself. Stopping, she looked at him, a smile on her face as his head was resting to one side, mouth open. Tempted to throw something in it, she noticed he registered movement. Sitting up, yawning, MSG Magnusson looked at her.

“Afternoon sir.” Sheepishly he wiped his eyes, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes.

She kept the smile on her face as she regarded MSG Magnusson’s attempt at not being totally embarrassed. “Afternoon as well, you alright?”

Smiling, he wiped some drool from his face as he leaned back and stretched. “Yeah, I guess so, just taking a powernap.” He also smiled with a hint of embarrassment too as he finished his short stretch.

“Of course. Anything I need to know?” Better get back to business before things got awkward.

“Yeah... the new Lieutenant showed up a while ago, looking for you sir.”

Shrugging her shoulders she took that in. Time to see if she’d get lucky, or not, as she was stuck with him or her until whenever... “Okay, thanks, I’ll leave you to your ‘business’,” she said walking off quickly, slightly jealous at the fact he got a nap in and she didn’t.

MSG Magnusson looked at his watch, and seeing that he had twenty more minutes left over, promptly readjusted himself and fell back asleep.

Sitting at her desk, she wondered idly what the new Lieutenant would be like. Distracted by MSG Magnusson’s nap she forgot to ask. Well, she had some time to worry about other things while she pondered what to expect, hoping it was at least somebody remotely intelligent. She knew Lt. Jones couldn’t be replaced yet, and with Prowler gone, there was a vacuum that she wanted filled before anything new came up, and of course she knew given the current schedule, it wouldn’t be for long...

Snapping her eyes open as she caught herself drifting off, she stood up rubbing her eyes as she looked around the office blankly. Wondering slightly as she looked around, then at her watch as she didn’t realize she just blanked out for a few seconds but she still wanted to sleep desperately. Maybe if she... Shrugging to herself she could only take a few minutes... Closing and locking the door, she was a somewhat light sleeper and they wouldn’t have to knock hard enough for her to wake up. Taking off her uniform top she laid it gently on her chair she got comfortable on the couch, and drifted off... Waking up to the knocking on the door, she sat up and yawned looking around slowly. How long was she out? Looking at her watch she estimated at least fifteen minutes. Not too bad for a cat nap. “Yeah?!”

“Sir it’s Lt. James Hannah, the new officer for your unit!”

“Shit. Yeah hold on one second!” Sitting up, groggily looking around for her... there it was! Standing up and walking to where she threw her uniform top, she quickly put it on, making a small attempt to ‘freshen’ herself. Feeling as ready as she ever could be, she unlocked the door, opening it quickly. “Hi.”

“Sir.” Looking over he felt that he got lucky this time, no males and a hot chick to boot for a commander, score... “I ah, I’m James Hannah.”

Stretching out her hand the look of sleep written over face, but a girl had to do what she had to do. “Please to meet you, come in.” Moving aside to allow him in, she left the door open when he sat down on the couch rubbing her eyes to get the sleep out. Obviously she didn’t expect him at any time but the fact she got a nap in would do wonders later on.

Feeling the warmth from her body, he got a little excited but had to remember manners, and professionalism. If he did it right, he may be in her bed in a while. His mom always said he would attract the ladies, and she wasn’t wrong. Despite the fact that he hadn’t been on many dates, he still managed to go on a few though unfortunately they never worked out for him. She was hot though, large chest despite the uniform, looks that would get her in the hottest clubs, he wanted to lay her out on the desk right now... “So sir?”

“Ahh sorry I just woke up from a short nap, a bit tired that’s all. I take it you’ve seen around the area?” She didn’t know how to start this out that would, hopefully, break the ice. Asking him where he came from was pretty stupid, since he came from Groenigan.

“A little bit sir, so far had a look at the vehicles while going to get some lunch. I must say not comparable to the blowers and combat cars that I was trained on.”

She shook her head. She, like other officers, got the introductory course on the two Frisian vehicles a combat officer would be using during their career as far as the combat arm was concerned. Naturally, had she gone on the support side, she would have been trained on the myriad support vehicles with which the unit was equipped. After going through Officer Basic, it was selection mainly that put them where they were needed and then a matter of time or luck to move elsewhere. Although, she really thought that her combat experience helped in that decision more than just a pick of where she should go. Though, unfortunately, Greg got put in the Commo branch, he’d always talked about not wanting a combat assignment anymore anyways. Then again, with the areas they went to, it didn’t seem to matter and to her it would help. Her? A combat car unit, then this one... not much for a start but she had her reservations before. Naturally, after New Hope and Kearse, she’d been sold on the concept though at a cost of three troopers. Now if the higher-ups would feel the same way... “True they are quite different, an old way I guess you can say given the level of technology we have available.”

“Agreed sir, though will I be a platoon leader or the executive officer?” He had heard stories of fresh officers getting an XO slot in which he vainly hoped for so then he wouldn’t have to slog around with the grunts that were from some hick planet which the NFDF always seemed to pick up from somewhere or another. Personally, he preferred more experienced Frisian troopers than ‘imports’ that the NFDF was famous for acquiring.

“Right now you will be my platoon leader. Lieutenant Jones has been in the unit from the start so naturally I want my more experienced officer as my right hand and Executive Officer. You’ll be my left hand, working with the infantry platoon I have. Along with that you’ll also be responsible for the vehicle crews, though we have no established platoon sergeant in the unit, but we manage to get things working and keep them that way.”

“Yes sir.” Inside he cringed, so much for the easy slot. Then again his buddies also heard that having combat experienced officers in the XO slot wasn’t bad either. They can mentor the new fresh Lieutenants so that they can be respected by the troopers. Personally, he thought that was full of shit, but then again he knew that they had the combat experience to judge him more than he did, but he was still the man in charge. “So when do I see them?”

“See who?”

“The troopers, sir.”

“Well, right now the platoon has today and the weekend off so there isn’t much going on as far as contracts. There’s probably one in the pipe but until Colonel Brown tells me, I routinely keep the troopers off-duty as much as possible, since they earned it.”

“I see, so Monday then sir?”

“Of course, we’re just here taking some time to catch up on paperwork since we naturally have a lot to worry about.” She didn’t want to sound too bored but then again after waking up it was hard not to do.

“I see, you need me to leave then?”

“No I’m just hinting at it, we’re not going to be here very long anyways, or I don’t plan on anyways.”

“So how many troopers will I be commanding?”

‘Commanding’ is what she did. “You have thirty-two troopers, including yourself, along with eight crew for the vehicles, and each is assigned a squad. You will be the platoon leader, and you’re call sign is Anvil Two-Six.”

“Okay sir.”

“The men and women know what they’re doing and even prior to coming to this unit have seen some action of some sorts in various places. So don’t discount their advice, but obviously you have the right to veto, though I don’t think you should do that often personally until they have their confidence in you. I’ve been in the fight with them, supported them, so we’re a tight knit unit that has a lot of shared experiences. There is a small marble stone out there; I trust you have seen it?”

“Yes I have sir.”

“Good, those were good men, and Colonel Brown harps on me constantly and to which I agree, is to never waste my troopers for some foolish stunt at getting promoted or looking out for your career. Look out for the troopers and they’ll look out for you okay?”

He swallowed a bit at the implication that he would do such a thing with anybody’s troopers. “Yes sir.”

“Good then, that should tide you over for the weekend until 9 o’clock Monday morning. Unless you have any further questions or requests, here’s my number.” Taking a scrap she wrote down her number. “I also need yours while you’re still here if you wouldn’t mind.”

“No problem sir.” Pulling out an ink pen, he did likewise, writing it down quickly. He got the impression that she wasn’t the one who liked being called all the time anyways, so he dashed his hopes for now, maybe down the road when he got to know her better.

Standing up she outstretched her hand. “Well I know it was a bit brief James, but welcome aboard and again, I really have nothing for you so enjoy your weekend, take care of anything that needs to be taken care of, and I’ll see you Monday.”

Shaking her hand, he nodded and came to the position of somewhat attention.

Waving her hand, she dismissed that, she wasn’t in the mood for pomp and circumstance and didn’t want him to start a nasty habit that would get her killed in the process of him doing the right thing. But in this case it wasn’t. “Don’t do it around me or the Troop, snipers,” she said, winking at him to remind him.

“Yes sir. Sorry sir.”

“No worries, it was nice meeting you and see you Monday.”

“Yes sir, have a nice weekend.”

“You too thanks!” Adding a genuine smile as her mind slowly cleared from the datawork. Looking at it quickly she shook her head as she knew she had to do it.

Without any further indication of a conversation, Lt. Hannah nodded and walked out unceremoniously.

“Good thing that’s over with,” Captain Juniper said to herself as she walked to her door and shut it while in the process taking off her top and setting it on the couch gently. A few more hours to go... she reflected as she sat down; ready to battle the mound of datawork on her desk. Being a commander was great, but datawork wasn’t what she particularly enjoyed. Didn’t the Frisian military have people trained to do this stuff?

Krystana Succession Campaign
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​Getting the Party Started
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“Dudiev, are you sure that this is the right time?” Party Minister Pavel Gromov asked his Regional Minister. His eyes were bulging as he looked on the verge of hysteria. A trickle of sweat ran down his head, he had been running from his aircar to the prearranged meeting spot.

“Of course! We are tired of these pigs always running over us! They must realize that we need to be separate of the State, because that is what we need as Krystani’s! Do not let your faith in what we are doing be spoiled by the fear of their weapons. They know we can easily overpower them! Now go Pavel! We must start this!” Grigori Dudiev waved his trusted friend to do his bidding. He turned, and looked over the city of Holce from his window. Years ago, he was a Major in the Uzbekistani National Defense Force. Sadly, nobody had any desire to attack this poor settlement. There were abundant natural resources, but they were being strip mined elsewhere, while the Krystani’s, an amalgamation of the Slavic communities back on Terra, decided that the government was being too harsh on them. They taxed too much when there was not much to tax to begin with. So, he knew he had the monetary capacity in the factories in the southeastern portion of the town. The spaceport, while small, was good enough to begin independent trade. That, and the backing of the 29th Brigade commander here, was more than enough to make his attempt at secession. How it would transpire in the next 24 hours, who knew? But he knew, as well as his supporters, that it would be the start of a new era. How long it would last he couldn’t know of course, but at least the attempt will be made. And even the historians couldn’t deny him that right.

When the final call came, the plan moved into action. The ‘border’ posts suddenly started to lock down the ground highways leading into the area of Krystana. As the hours passed, Dudiev’s movement took form, with the soldiers still loyal to the Talis government rounded up and summarily executed. For those who fled, they were either let go due to circumstances or were shot and killed as they tried to escape. For a few hours even the Talis government didn’t know what was going on. The leaders woke up to news that the borders to Krystana were closed, and all military traffic that was going into the Holce spaceport were being shot down by calliopes secured by the Krystanis.

President Mikhail Olgov declared that his planet was in a state of emergency upon seeing the writing on the wall and after listening to the reports coming in from various units around the ‘border’. Knowing the force that could regain control of his breakaway republic was also the rebellious unit, he felt the crunch of his former comrades turned traitor, in control of the prosperous Krysatana Republic. As he evaluated his options, he realized he couldn’t use his own forces, if not as a backup to more reliable and equipped forces. Mercenary forces that could be easily bought and sent to take care of this ‘problem’ were readily available on the open market. Pulling up his database, he knew that the Frisians were too expensive for this job and had to find a cheaper though effective unit to handle the 29th Brigade. Opening the MercNet link, he entered his login and password he had conducted his own search based on his own necessary requirements. When you were the president of a planet, that most did not have access to the benefits were obvious, and was a full TO&E, not the basic one given to less important customers such as corporations and the like. Besides, he used to work on Terra for the Russian government or more or less the shadow government that didn’t have as much importance as the one that headed for more prosperous planets while Terra became less and less important. After centuries of use, it was running dry and humanity found more places to extend its lifetime.

Sitting there, he scrolled through the listings, evaluating more by instinct than the usual evaluations posted by the Bonding Authority. Stopping to open a drawer, he pulled out a small glass and a medium sized bottle of vodka. One of the things that always made him chuckle as he poured the liquid in the cup, was that despite the changing times, a Slavic born male never lost the taste of vodka. Savoring the smell, he closed the top, setting the bottle down on top of his desk. Picking up the glass, he swirled it under his nose, enjoying the aroma of the liquor. Taking a healthy sip, he resumed his task of searching for good units to use. A few minutes later, the Golden Eagles had popped up in the queue for armored units. Reading the dossier he felt in his gut that this was the unit he could use to root out the filthy traitors south of him. Clicking the ‘Request for quote’ button, he sat there with professional detachment filled with irony at the whole task. Mercenaries were a commodity like ordering clothes this way in this universe, available to the highest bidder and from what the offering price was this was almost a steal on his budget. One click and you can get what you want. For once he was glad the Bonding Authority existed. Where else could he go to save his prestige?
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​You’re Not Going Home (A New Dawn)
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Chapter 1

“Oh fuck me, yeah fuck me... you cheap bitch!” Monica nearly yelled as she thrashed under the pleasure that was assaulting her, from between her legs. She twirled the hair in her fingers as she looked up at the ceiling, wishing that the moment could go on and on as the waves of pleasure assaulted her.

“That’s it girl, fuck my pussy, fuck it... oh!” She grunted as the pleasure assaulted her. She felt the pressure steadily build up. She grabbed the hair, hearing the muffled grunt as her clitoris was in ecstasy from the tongue flicking it. A finger inserted in her helped her emotions reach the sky as the climax started to build. Another finger was inserted and she felt like she was about to explode. All it would take was a few more minutes and she’d...

And then it stopped, the hair pulled away from her shocked and sweaty fingers. Monica tried to hold onto the hair, but she knew it would be pointless, as she tried to figure out what was happening. She looked up and watched Karen walk out, holding a finger to wait as she padded out of the bedroom. Monica lay there, confused at what just happened.

Five minutes later Karen walked in, the look of determination in her posture as she started to grab some clothes and put them on. Watching expectantly she wanted what was started, finished, yet knowing that she’d have to finish it on her own. She sighed as her body resolved itself to accept the only way it could to give her release. Why couldn’t she date somebody who wasn’t on call?

“I’ll be back honey, I have to go.” Karen said as she threw the light sleeveless top over herself padding out quickly out of the room. She was wearing workout pants with the top hanging loosely off her sweaty chest. She stooped to put on some gym shoes as she got ready to leave while she reached for a towel to wipe herself off. After getting her feet in the shoes, she strode out wordlessly, not even a kiss goodbye.

“I’ve got to come!” Monica yelled at the retreating back of her girlfriend. Chastened, she relaxed and moved her fingers to finish up what was started.

Captain Juniper arrived at Colonel Brown’s house thirty minutes later. Pulling up to the parking spot, she shut the aircar off. Sliding out expertly, she locked the door as she walked up the sidewalk. She told herself that she should have come in something less revealing, or his wife might get some ideas. But it was too late, the spur of the moment dressing brought on beforehand... And it was a good thing she cleaned herself off with her go bag on the way. The last thing she needed was to smell of sex while talking to a male.

She erased those thoughts as she looked over his house, or large house for that matter. Done in Neo-Classical Dutch design, it was very appealing as it was the sort of house she may get when she gets older and richer. She walked up, rang the doorbell, and stood there waiting for him to show up. Looking around she realized it was a nice quiet area, less congested than her city apartment back in Landfall City. A few minutes later the door opened up. It was Colonel Brown but more casual, which was fine since she threw on whatever was handy when she left in a hurry. She noted a slightly more interested look in his eye but she ignored it as she was let in. Making sure the smell of sex was removed on the way was a plus too as the last thing she wanted to see was what an old man erection looked like. “Evening sir.”

“Evening Karen, this way please.” Colonel Brown waved his hand in the desired direction towards his study. While he was doing that, he thought if he was younger he’d show her the way to his bedroom. If only his wife was into women... He shook his head of the thoughts as he wordlessly followed Captain Juniper into the study. He indicated the seat she needed to sit on, and he walked to his desk. Sitting down, he brought up the request for the contract. Captain Juniper sat down on the offered seat, immediately crossing her legs and arms, leaning back on the chair.

“Seems word is getting around, the Golden Eagles have requested your unit for their next contract.” Adjusting himself slightly at the reaction to her style of dress, he coughed gently as his body reacted to her appearance. His groin also reminded him that it was still in general good health as he leaned back slightly; nearly forgetting about the reason she was called here.

Managing to hold a small surprise of shock as to her it seemed that they’d be working more with other mercenary units rather than the Frisians. Which was she thought the intent was after New Hope but obviously Kearse crushed those vain dreams she held onto. But in any sense of the word, they were an independent unit from the Frisians proper, so it was going to be as it was. Of course it was only wrong to think that they wouldn’t but then again they had a contract to perform which in her mind was better than nothing as she sat there.

“What kind of unit are they sir?”

“Tank and Mechanized Infantry specialists. It seems your performance on Caric showed them that they probably need you for any special missions or the like that your unit can provide.” Colonel Brown handed her a datachip.

Leaning forward she took the datachip in her hand, realizing that she didn’t have anywhere to put it, she held it in her hand as she leaned back, crossing her arms.

“From what I understand, the Talis Prime Minister has lost a province to secession. And that particular province happens to be the main hub for space transport, or is the only one so naturally he wants that back as soon as possible, while his own forces are unable to dislodge the rebel forces. The rebelling unit has the major firepower to hold it while the government forces are too weak to take it. So he’s hired the Golden Eagles, a relatively new and inexperienced unit to take control back.”

Nodding thoughtfully, she realized she didn’t see the obvious staring her in the face.

“Anyways, they hired them, and they’re hiring your unit. Orders are being cut as we speak, but liftoff is in one standard day, so I’ve gone through the trouble of notifying Lt. Jones, he’s got what you have in your hands already.” He paused. “Yeah I know it’s your job, but I was already busy with everything else.”

“Yes sir.” She wasn’t terribly annoyed, saved her a call to let him know.

“You’re taking all of your vehicles obviously so tomorrow morning work on getting them loaded and ready for shipment. We’ll round out transportation to Talis, and you should arrive there after they do, so there isn’t any confusion and you’re stranded on-planet without some help. I’ll try and update you as much as possible, but needless to say, maintain Frisian interests, and always report on them and the area. If we get some more feelers for jobs, let us know, but for right now you’re under their chain of command, which of course is nothing new.”

Smiling, she knew it was going to be like old times, for the third time. “How long are we going to be there sir?”

Shrugging, he looked at her casually. “I’d be lying if I said I knew, honestly. So go with the punches, but if you get an idea, let me know ASAP. Even I hate to be kept in the dark.” Pausing in thought as another idea entered his mind. “Oh yeah, word has come down from higher, oddly enough, to name your vehicles. So start working that tomorrow or when you get planet side.”

Nodding, she looked at him inquisitively. “How do I go about naming vehicles? Obviously I’ve seen them before, but is there any sort of procedure?” She may have sleep learned a lot, but sometimes the simple things you miss. Even back then, the combat car she rode on Prowler’s Delight was obviously named by Prowler, and she was too inexperienced to know any different. Nor did she particularly care at the time either.

He thought on that one. “Usually it’s by the crew consensus, such as you and Baines, or so on. You talk amongst yourselves, and therefore you come up with it, and put it on your vehicle.”

“Okay sir.”

“And one more thing, we’re sending the tanks to the paint yard. I know in practice the Frisian military keeps the vehicles grey, but we’re looking to see how it works with applied camouflage.”

“Why not use that adaptive paint sir?”

“Budgeting. It’s easier to just paint them for operations rather than spend the extra money that the higher ups don’t right now feel like spending on your vehicles. We’re already dumping a lot of money on MSG Magnusson’s scheme for support vehicles, so the ‘frills’ we can think of when you get done with Talis.” Colonel Brown said as he shifted in his seat slightly. He didn’t envision the unit really advancing to the stage of full acceptance within the Frisian military anyways given the thirty year track record of Hammer’s Slammers. So far his questions had been unanswered but they had no problem approving them for contracts, which in the eyes of the Bonding Authority looked like they were lying. So far after New Hope and Kearse they haven’t said anything that bordered on them being disbanded, yet. Then again General Hai-Keller smoothed things over every time, so if the Bonding Authority let them go, then who was he to question it?

She nodded, not wanting to spend that much time at his house as she had her unfinished business before coming over here and more than likely Monica would be asleep, or too mad to continue, but she could always see. “Not to be rude sir, but is there anything else?”

He shook his head, shaking some thoughts that formed quickly in his head, reminding himself he was married. “No Karen that should be all for now. What time tomorrow are you having them come in?”

“Zero nine-hundred. Most of the vehicles are already loaded, with the exception of the missiles, so we’ll spend most of the day getting that taken care of. It’s still mid-evening, and I’ll have Lt. Jones let Lt. Hannah know to get his Platoon ready.”

“How is James holding out so far?”

Shrugging as she nearly rolled her eyes but kept her face straight. “So far the platoon is bitching about him and how he rides them and he’s got no experience, but Tennant is taking care of that as well as Master Sergeant Magnusson.”

Nodding thoughtfully, he figured that if it came down to it he could be replaced. “If it becomes a problem, we can always send him back to Groenigan and let it be somebody else’s problem.” He reflected minutely on his start as a brand new Lieutenant. “Don’t forget Karen, he’s just out of Groenigan, we were like that too, so let him get situated and hopefully he’ll be fine. Though if he fucks up royally, smash him.”

Seeing that Colonel Brown had a point she nodded in agreement. Give him another week and if he can’t hack it downrange, she’d send him back in a heartbeat. Who cared what the Bonding Authority said, it was her responsibility anyways, and she had the utmost right to fire him while on contract. Still, she had to be legal about it. She held the chip in her hand wondering where to put it. “Sir, you have a carrier for this?” She held it up.

Laughing inwardly at the thought of exactly where she could put it, he stood up and walked out of the room hunting for a carrier. A minute later he handed it to her. “Anything else?”

Shaking her head she quickly put the datacube in the carrier. She followed Colonel Brown, and after a quick goodbye, she returned to her car. Once she was in the car she looked around, and decided to put it in the most stereotypical place which was her cleavage, wedging it there as best as possible so it wouldn’t drop down her shirt, she drove back to her apartment as quickly as possible. Thankfully traffic was light as she pulled into the driveway. Monica’s aircar was still there and she pulled the datacube from her cleavage and carried it in her hand after wiping it off as she walked inside the apartment.

“Monica?”

“Yeah?” She heard Monica say as she sounded like she was tired, or just bored.

“You still mad at me?” Karen said slowly. She wasn’t intending on walking out on her earlier, but Monica sometimes held a grudge even though there was a plausible reason why things happened.

“Maybe,” she heard Monica say. Well better than being too mad at her. Karen walked in slowly. It was kind of pathetic as it was her apartment, not Monica’s. Regardless, Karen walked inside the bedroom and stripped, found a clean bra, and strapping strapped it to her chest. It was getting late and she had an early wakeup. She had her bags packed anyways, just in case, but she’d have some time tomorrow, she’d make sure of that, to add some more stuff to the bags.

She relieved herself, and cleaning herself off, walked into the room, while Monica was watching the holoshow that Karen didn’t even bother looking at as she slipped under the covers. Monica moved slightly to accommodate the new mass on the bed, and she looked at Karen with annoyed eyes. “So you’re just going to go to sleep?”

Karen shrugged, adjusting herself on her favorite pillow. “Well I figured you were mad at me, since I have to leave within a standard day for Talis.”

“Contract?” Monica said, with a sad look on her face.

“Yeah baby, I have to go fight the demonic hordes of enemies who I’m paid to kill. “Karen said, reaching over and caressing Monica’s shoulder in concern. Monica moved in closer.

“So you’ll be gone for a while again, sucks,” she said, pouting as she pretended to watch the holoshow enjoying the caresses from her lover.

“I know...” Karen kept on caressing, and played with Monica’s hair. “I know, guess I’ll have to wait until I come back.”

“Oh you cheap bitch...”

“What?” Karen said, slightly defensive.

“I’ll let you slide, just as long as you finish what you started...” Monica said as she lifted the sheets.

Karen only smiled.

“Morning sir, how are you?” MSG Magnusson said as Captain Juniper walked inside the Troop building.

“Fine this morning, you get the word?” Fully refreshed from last night’s activities she let a small smile crease her lips. As she walked into the building she noticed that not many people were here yet, just her and MSG Magnusson as far as she could tell anyways.

MSG Magnusson nodded, and kicked one of his duffel bags. “Yes sir.”

“Good,” she said, walking into her office. Despite her earlier refreshed feeling, her mind and body sunk when she looked at her desk, at the yet unfinished datawork and other admin tasks that always had to be done yesterday, and the century before. Looking at the wall clock, she was still early for getting ready to go on the next contract. Sighing as she sat down in her chair, she wondered just when the admin. stuff would truly end. Killing people and getting money seemed oddly preferable to this. Though she did like the fact that being back off of contract was nice, the sense of security, knowing that you can go home at a decent time. But still, her mind and body pumped a small dose of adrenaline to let her know that being in the rear with the gear wasn’t all too exciting either. Damned if you do, and damned if you don’t she reflected while she turned on her desktop computer and sat there looking at her office door while it booted up. Once it did, and after logging on, she opened her email. Checking her inbox, there was the message that she was needing, the bill of landing and other necessary documents for the legal transport of weapons and combat vehicles, along with the legit copy of the orders, and contract, as signed and authenticated by the Bonding Authority.

After printing out a few hardcopies, she forwarded the message to Tennant. After it was printed, she put a stack in one of her drawers, labeled ‘Contracts’, which already contained the ones for New Hope and Kearse. Just in case anybody tried to say she didn’t have any copies she knew that any investigation should things go wrong, she at least had a hardcopy in a secure location, and the only other person authorized to enter it was Colonel Brown. He didn’t need to know, but she felt that he should have the luxury of access to his subordinate’s desk for the interest of making sure that his ass was covered and it left him with a necessary backup. The other three copies would go to MSG Magnusson, Lt. Jones and Lt. Hannah, so they would have the same backup. Besides, Lt. Jones needed to get down to the Landfall City spaceport and start working on the coordination of meeting up with the merchant, and do the necessary datawork.

Lt. Jones walked in, first lightly knocking. “Morning sir.”

“Morning.” Captain Juniper fished out the copy of the documentation and presented it to him by sticking her arm out with the hardcopies in hand. “Here you go.”

Lt. Jones took it and looked at the hardcopies questioningly in his hand. “This is?”

“All the documentation necessary for the transport: bill of lading, copy of the contract, etcetera. I’m going to need you to go to Landfall City Spaceport and coordinate our transport off-planet to Talis today.”

Holding up the copies slightly higher only to glance at them, his brain refused to acknowledge it was actually awake, or that he was actually there. Or he did and well... “Ahh okay, no problem. Can I even get to sit down?” He asked as he was looking very tired and most definitely feeling it. Folding the documents carefully he shook his head to clear the cobwebs out of his mind though that was happening very slowly.

“You alright?” Looking at him with curiosity she hoped he wouldn’t just keel over and die right now. Of course he looked like it though and much more haggard than she was. She apparently got more sleep despite the activities of last night. Taking her attention away for a few moments, she looked at her computer as she buried her head in her hands, letting the computer do its thing.

Lt. Jones sat down, huffing as his body relaxed on the padded cushions. He leaned his left arm on the arm of the couch slowly as his body realized he was sitting down. “Maria, she kept me up all night.”

“You two have a fight?” Regarding him, she arched an eyebrow.

“Somewhat, though it was... well it was physical, but I wouldn’t say it was a fight.” He smiled broadly with a wink added for good measure.

Smiling, she chuckled softly. “Well, doesn’t sound that bad at all then.”

“Well, no but I’m sure you didn’t have too much of a rough night.”

“I did, but I got more sleep that’s all.” Winking she did have a good ‘exercise’ session prior to wear her out.

Recognition hit him. “Ahh yeah... got you.”

Focusing her mind on other more practical matters, she got back to business. “But yeah, that’s the major thing, other than getting the Troop out the door today.” She said, opening a message from Monica. Smiling, she replied back just as sweetly as she had received it. She would miss her a lot though. Shifting her mental gears, she focused more on the task at hand. “I suppose we won’t be taking those vehicles that MSG Magnusson put in?”

Shrugging, Lt. Jones realized he hadn’t even checked his own inbox yet. “No idea, I just got in.”

Stifling a small laugh, it looked more like he just got out of Maria’s clutches than in them...

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Aww sir...”

Half rolling her eyes she smiled at him reassuringly. “I was just thinking it looks like you just got out of your girl’s clutches.”

He chuckled. It was only half true, but his body sure felt like it anyways. “Yeah.”

Lt. Hannah walked in well rested and in a matter of crashing a party, and that party of course was the two of them going through the morning pleasantries. Looking pretty jovial, this being his first contract, and ever with the ‘glow’ of a fresh officer who hadn’t been blooded yet on his face. A few harsh suns or experience would wipe that clean off his face and then he’d probably be respected if he wasn’t killed. “Good morning sir, Tennant, how are we doing today?”

“Morning.” Lt. Jones said as he rubbed his eyes. Coffee... he remembered Colonel Knight’s insistence on it still. And the constant ribbing he received due to the lack of drinking it. Right now it actually seemed like a good idea as he shifted from the headache of thinking.

“Good morning,” Captain Juniper said nicely also handing Lt. Hannah the stack of hardcopies she gave to Lt Jones. “Here are the hardcopies of the contract.”

Lt. Hannah looked at it quickly. “Anything I need to do with these?”

“Make sure you don’t lose them for right now is all. Keep them with you when we deploy just in case if the shit hits the fan we have legal proof of our employment.” Steepling her fingers she leaned forward and looked at him.

Lt. Hannah nodded. “I see sir, any particular place?”

“Somewhere safe,” Lt. Jones said, rubbing his face some more. Maria sure worked him to death that was for sure. His groin reminded him of that fact as he shifted his weight on the couch. They were also a bit taut but a good stretch later on would reduce some of the pain.

“Ahh, and what do I need to be doing?” Lt. Hannah raised his eye in question.

“You—” Captain Juniper started.

“You need to be getting the platoon ready. It should take a few hours after doing pre-contract checks. Just inventory the weapons, get the troopers to load them in the transport containers, and also get the vehicles ready for movement,” Lt. Jones interjected as he rubbed his face. The cobwebs were still there and he wondered if he could find time to take a nap today, if not on the flight out of here. Knowing how things went, he knew he’d be sleeping on the flight.
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