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This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental.  The characters are productions of the author’s imagination and used fictitiously.

One of my inspirational stories for my series was “Rolling Hot” and “Cav” by both David Drake and James Cobb, respectively.  Both stories provide insight into the time honored tradition of advanced weaponry but still the human virtue of survival.  This story happens after Operation Morning Glory
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May 2739

1234 local hours

Even in the days of satellite reconnaissance, what a soldier needed to do was see the world around him or her in order to understand the world around him or her.  As Captain Juniper scanned to the north and northwest from her hatch, this was what she was doing.  Only this time she was a scant 1,200 kilometers south of where she needed to be and that wasn’t her only problem right now.  As she looked she didn’t see anything else moving within the forests of the Free Land of Sulsi anyway.  The Drop Control Officer (DCO) for this assignment had truly fucked up.  Baines had, like a good driver, followed the ‘funnel’ down to where it ended up in enemy territory, not friendly territory as they were supposed to.  Maybe the Dumbass Coordinator Overhead was too busy trying to earn brownie points and not making sure the LZ coordinates were correct.  They weren’t and they were dropped plum into ‘Injun territory’, at least that’s what one of the Kommandos in her vehicle said, before he took a hyper-velocity round in the throat.  He spilled his blood in the compartment an hour ago after taking potshots from a small patrol while evacing the area.  The sky was cloudy and the rain had passed an hour ago while they were skulking their way to this point.  Looking up briefly, the sky showed the clouds were there but nothing on the horizon suggested any more rain.  Of course they didn’t have the latest feed on the weather.  Just stop by a Freelander base and just ask she thought with a smile. That would go over real good.

They weren’t very accurate but they put enough projectiles in the air to gut one of the survivors of the Hurricane that followed behind the two Leopards that were in the wrong spot.  After a quick scoop of the three survivors, she had to throw them in her tank they got out of there leaving the dead behind.  Intel prior to drop stated that Freelanders didn’t have any recon satellites but neither did The Sulsi Federation, the ‘good guys’ for this hiccup.  Then again the ship Captain was also doing a supply run for Mashara, and felt it would be easier to do an orbital drop of TF 414 rather than land on the planet.  Good move asshole she thought as she checked the digital display for the time, 1234 local hours.

It was simple, go to the Independent Planets and train the ESU supportive government on special warfare tactics.  So, she along with TF 414 deployed to the planet of Sulsi, with two main continents that were two distinct ‘countries’ with a spaceport on each side of the equator, in this case the southern one only 500 kilometers due south from her position.  The two nations were the Sulsi Federation and the Free Land of Sulsi with each side debating just how ‘free’ they were and backed it up with sizeable firepower and the politics to go along with it.  They weren’t here to start a war, they were here to train and extend the ESU influence in the ‘southern’ portion of the Independent Planets area.  What the goal was to do, to her, seemed like it was just another excuse to get her away from Mashara or Kush.  Mashara they survived, the TDZ they survived but more work in the ‘south’ would probably give her more experience in what the Kommando did.  Since neither government had anti-grav tanks, the six Leopards were the most highly advanced tanks on the whole planet by her estimation.  Which wasn’t to say that they were outgunning everything, they surely weren’t, but the rear forces apparently never saw flying tanks before.  She also learned that regular ground vehicles can’t match the agility of anti-grav tanks as they ripped a small convoy of armored vehicles up.

If the Freelanders didn’t know they were there, they sure did now.  Much like the Independent Planets, their forces were a hodgepodge of bought vehicles, with the Freelanders using mainly cheap knockoffs of the United Planets, or bought direct. Intel wasn’t too sure what they truly had.  That was part of General Van Der Kut’s master plan for the Independent Planets, send the Cav with the Kommando and start gathering intelligence.  Not only did that give them time outside of Diemos, but also time to get out and act somewhat like mercs, with only three years left on their ‘retainer’ to use the Bonding Authority terminology.  Spitting some dust out she, could have used the turret optics but that meant movement.  Hearing the whir of the Vulcan behind her she reflexively ducked down.  No telling what it was, but it gave a chance for her to bend down and look at the screen.  The Tactical Display showed a small aerial object, more than likely a spotter drone or a civilian aircraft.

It had been a reversal of their initial orders to deploy to Bumonde in order to track down the lead that was gained from the raid that pointed the Kommando that way.  General Van Der Kut decided to get them in the Independent Planet area in order to be more ‘proactive in earning their pay’ and instead sent them as part of TF 414 to train them in special warfare tactics.  Having sent Captain Jernak’s team was the better idea as sending a tank unit to Bumonde meant a little more exposure than a Kommando team that could stand out less was more appealing to his intellect.  It was scarcely a week after their leave from the mission on the TDZ that they packed up everything and shipped out here to get more time on the ground.  Chasing those thoughts away she continued to scan the terrain for any sign of any more movement.  Nothing.

Setting the Vulcan on Semi-Auto was a better idea, no idea what they do may set the hounds on them.  Bending over uncomfortably she saw it was indeed, a spotter drone.  Bumping her head on the hatch side she stood up quickly.  “Drone!”

“Everybody get down!” the troopers yelled and pretended to meld with the ground.  There wasn’t any reliable data on the drones’ sensor capabilities so they had to just hope it didn’t have anything too good in its package.  Bending over again, she fumbled for the seat adjustment lever and slowly let her body slide like a snake into the vehicle.  Both vehicles were sequestered in a small depression good enough for Vulcan coverage for the most part and not much else.  Kicking out the dismounts was her extra set of eyes that any commander valued over digital warnings.  For her to use the turret sensors would have required her to go to hull defilade.

“Six, One-Four, engage?”

“Negative, hold on and see what it does.”

“Roger.”

Oh, that was the other insult to injury.  There was something about Keisterling that always rubbed her wrong no matter what he did.  Too bad Kiels didn’t have the same ‘error’ but Pryce was still good, so he trusted his judgment.  It was Keisterling... something about him.  Shaking it off, she switched her focus back to the drone.  The small plain ahead of them had a system of mountains which she could use to slip north more.  It was these patches of flatland that she didn’t like too much, what was always called a ‘Danger Area’.  Sending out drones meant the enemy commander was A) Of course looking for him, and B) using it since drones cover more area than any normal ground vehicle could cover.  120kph was pretty fast, but it still would be a long time before they reached friendly lines.  She tried the comms but nothing yet.  Before they came over here they had the directed burst comms system, and she just used what they installed.  Though it seemed to be a different interface it should have worked the same, but it was good for intra-vehicle communications and with no DJINN feed they were working off of each other.  Ancient practices had to be done to get through this one.

And where to go? North.

MSG Lowry sat in the open troop compartment with his weapons specialist, the dead body of their team medic, and the two troopers on the machineguns.  He was hating every bit of life right now as he sat there trying to sit comfortably but failing at that task.  His near one meter height and size made it difficult in any seat and that was without the body armor and gear for his mission.  Letting his rifle lay on his chest he looked at the medic across from him, or the bodybagged medic to be more accurate.  Springzen was a great medic when the shit hit the fan, and the only time it really did he gets killed due to a miscalculation on a combat drop.  One of the gunners was injured as well, his thigh hit by a stray projectile, but for the most part when anybody takes a round in the head, it was over with.  The blood started to stink as it dried but they had no choice in the matter right now and he didn’t want to step out in case the tankers decided to roll on out leaving him behind.  With the rest of his team spilled across the Sulsi terrain they only had enough time to grab what they could and torch the Hurricane and snatch the tags and leave.  A part of his mind tried to blame the Cav but he had been riding on the Hurricane, not one of the tanks.  With Springzen dead they could only do rudimentary aid, and the Troop’s medic had left the unit leaving them depending on Kommando assets rather than their own organic medic.
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