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January 9, 2741

Are we mercenaries now too? Captain Tyr Mirabig thought as the two Angel class shuttles screamed toward the planet of Fena. What had interested him was that the Fena politicians paid the whole sum up front for this contract, and on time. From what he understood, contractual obligations with the Mercenary Board required half up front, and the rest upon completion of the contract. But the Fenans, for a lack of a better term, paid it in full. They must be desperate, he mused as he looked around him as the shuttle started to jostle more and began piercing the upper atmosphere. Re-entry. He spied the squad of Cav ‘troopers’ who were taken along for the ride, looking a little shaken but overall... they seemed almost bored. They had enough seats for four people. The sister ship that followed in computer-controlled formation behind them had room for eight more. That was enough for the twelve people they were rescuing from the embassy.

He turned to Rusty who was sleeping beside him and shook his head. How can he sleep through this shit? He knew better than to drift off, but Rusty simply had that luxury.

A few of the Cav were also sleeping despite the turbulence. They had drilled on the RNS Arrow for a mission like this. They hadn’t done it but all Kommando teams — proper Kommando teams — were trained for embassy retrieval operations. At least for friendly embassy operations on various planets, and not in the context of being a mercenary, he thought as he adjusted himself from the buffeting of the air on the shuttle.

Well, somehow, they fitted it in their schedule of Things to Train For. So, it had struck him as odd when they were bundled into two assault shuttles and sent quickly to Fena to pull out some embassy staff that were trapped by rebel forces and needed to go somewhere else. Reading the situation update, he saw that the country was divided between six nations on that planet.

The Fenan Democratic League was going through its own revolution, and another off-planet organization, called the Freedom Group, was there to advise the National Democratic States of Fena embassy on how to run an embassy. It interested him as they were paying for the extraction, but to another planet... Hopefully, they didn’t have children. The politicos were very specific on how many people should be pulled out, and how many transports would be coming. So, they were told twelve seats, and a little more, but don’t count on miracles. The fucking shuttle had to get to space in order to save their asses. Besides, the brass jumped on two million UCs for the op. So... yeah, here he was, adjusting as the jostling slowed down when the shuttle entered the lower atmosphere. Just a special forces mercenary. For now, at least. Maybe they could go back to being national assets instead of sell swords.

“LZ thirty minutes,” the pilot said as she checked her waypoint indicator.

They had come down quickly and the window was the only thing that could be had for the movement. Who knew what the Democratic League had for anti-air assets?

“Threat status?” Captain Mirabig asked as he stood by the intercom to talk to the pilot.

“So far... clean,” the pilot of the shuttle said quickly through the intercom.

She was worrying about more than just twelve people in their seats. Her displays showed quite a lot of activity as the shuttle descended through the atmosphere. Given the fractured nature of the planet, she detected a variety of hostile emitters — but nothing targeting their flight though. Her threat computer was listing various systems, mostly Japanese Industrial State gear, cheap but reliable and manufactured solely on Earth, though reportedly using imported metals. With the amount of time spent in the atmosphere, anything could happen, and they could be shot down easily.
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