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Hic Stamus rumbled with fire, it was a constant and tiring noise. We had been in the planet’s atmosphere for a few days, much to the displeasure of the Kalu.

With every rumble my super-carrier destroyed a new section of Chaleel’s planet. I tried to not think about the cleanup that would happen after the battle across the planet. Chaleel supplied many planets with food from the farms that ran around the entire planet. Fields now filled with Kalu that were trying their damnedest to make it through the Free Fleet ships that floated above them, the Heavily Armored Powered Armor, or HAPA’s that marched beneath us and the Chaleelian tanks that added their own withering fire.

We weren’t killing the Kalu, we were eradicating them. They were the new crops of Chaleel and harvest had come in the shape of the Free Fleet. 

“Something on your mind?” Rick asked me. The first time I’d met him, he’d patched my shoulder up. I’d been Salchar a world-class gaming celebrity. He had been a recent new addition to the American Air force. Five years later and I was Salchar the Commander of the Free Fleet, he was the Chief of Staff.

We had fought the Syndicate, Kalu, every kind of race and even our own. We had somehow survived battles that all too many hadn’t, I was twenty-two and damn if I didn’t feel old.

“Just thinking about the first couple of times that we were here,” I said, my eyes no longer focusing on the screens that processed information from my personal fleet, and the other actions of the Free Fleet at large.

“Times be changing,” Rick said, I could hear similar emotions in his voice. 

The first time we had come to Chaleel it had been in a baptism of fire. We had just finished training at Hachiro, it hadn’t been named that yet, and we were told to take and hold Chaleel’s power plants.

We’d taken those positions and terrorized the people of Chaleel under the instructions of the Syndicate. Half of our number had stayed here and the rest had continued on towards Parnmal. We didn’t have a choice in the matter, not doing as we were told meant that we were tortured, or killed.

My jaw clamped in anger, thinking of those months that had turned us from kids and teenagers into soldiers. It had also led to the creation of the Free Fleet.

With our return to Chaleel, we rescued our people and took on the Syndicate forces in the system. This also led to us freeing Chaleel. They’d been apprehensive of our actions at the beginning, it took them time to warm up to us. We promised to do our best in looking out for them and set out towards Earth. 

Chaleel was under attack again, and again the Free Fleet was protecting them. They weren’t the only system that the Free Fleet was defending. We were spread across nine systems fighting the Kalu.

Sol had Orshpa making his entrance into the system.

Daestramus had started their ground campaign against Orshpa’s prime Falhu which had finally taken out the planet’s cities which had been converted into laser-canoes. Calling them Laser cannons was a weak comparison to the fire that they had hurled into the Kalu forces.

“How long until Bregend’s Henry-Classed Destroyers in Daestramus reach Earth and Cheerleader?” I asked.

“A day for Earth, they’re going to do three jumps. Five days for the other half to get to Cheerleader,” Rick said.

I nodded, they would be joining what looked to be the last two star-battles against the Kalu. Hopefully withering down Orshpa’s fleet down to something that wouldn’t immediately overwhelm the Free Fleet infrastructure and Earth.

I looked to the swiping information across the deck, while I wouldn’t be in Earth for a few days, Whorst and all of the ships I was capable of releasing from Chaleel were on their way.

I stood from my seat, striding forth in my powered armor, my feet clanked on the floor as I wrapped my hands over the railing. I watched the main screen that looked at the ground beneath us.

Machines of war followed in our path, weapons fire lashing out from our turrets. I watched as we burned away Chaleel and the Kalu infection that had touched it.

We killed thousands of the Kalu in minutes. I had seen the feeds from Jakram, I remember having fought the Kalu on Heija. Some might call this fight a genocide, I wasn’t sure that I’d disagree with them. I was sure that I wasn’t going to give the Kalu an honorable fight. 

I watched and waited, I dared not look away, bartering my soul for the victory that would come. This was an extermination.

A part of me wished the fights had been this easy on the other planets. Another part of me wished that war was never as easy as this.

When the dust settles and the people finally look out to see their lands are clear of Kalu, will they look to the sky in fear? That thought pervaded my mind as Hic Stamus and the rest of my fleet continued their unrelenting push forward. Kalu fighters still tried to attack us, wings of our own Multiple Environment Fighters, or MEF’s smashing into them with the assistance of the Personal Defense Systems of our warships.

Hic Stamus rolled, we’d taken a number of hits on our presented side. Bots moved across the side not shown to the Kalu fighters and started their repairs. 

“Not long until the Kalu fighters start running out of fuel,” Rick observed.

“Couldn’t come fast enough,” I replied, standing away from the railing while rolling the shoulders of my powered armor.

I walked back to my chair, pulling up information on Commander Whorst and Foshunti’s fleet.



“Let’s be about it,” Commander Whorst said, looking to his command center. Calling it a bridge would be pushing it. He was the Commander of War-station the biggest mobile platform in known existence. 

Five decks made up the command center to relay all of the information of the station and the fleet.

A hologram appeared of a creature wearing a dark cloak with Dovarkian numbers in grey running over it.

“Devastahli, good of you to join us,” Commander Whorst said, the apparition looking to him with glowing red eyes. Commander Whorst had never seen the form underneath the cloak, but the way it lay across Devastahli’s body spoke to the holographically animated muscles that bunched with every movement.

“Seeing as you are the one’s piloting my habitat I have little ability to be anywhere else,” he said. His voice was harsh and deep.

Whereas Devastahli was large with a deep voice, Whorst was average height with dirty blonde hair and a muscular build. No one in the Free Fleet got through training without muscle. 

“Such is the way of the Free Fleet, we go where we’re told,” Whorst said, his eyes on the holographic sphere around him. It took the collective information from those around him and allowed him to manipulate it with ease.

Right now he was looking at a representation of Sol, Orshpa and his forces had entered the system along a path that took them towards Mars. While it was a good path to mars, it wasn’t a good path to Earth. Earth was about Twenty degrees off of Mars and a hell of a lot farther.

“Wormhole generators are good to go, shifting power to the projectors,” Peck said from his position at Helm.

What looked to be a spinning sphere appeared before War-station and the rest of the Fleet. Their Wormhole to Sol.

“Let’s get a move on then,” Whorst said, the station’s engines increased power, passing through the wormhole’s event horizon, other ships also opening and passing through their wormholes.

The Screens changed for a few moments and then flashed to life with the Faster-Than-Light relays recognizing them and shunting all of the sensor data of the system into their systems.

“We are clear of hostiles,” Zal said, studying sensors.

“Clearing wormhole and setting course for Mars,” Peck said.

“Richter, take us off of alert.” Whorst looked to the blonde haired, blue eyed poster boy that was his second-in-command.

“Sir,” Richter acknowledged, his eyes on his screens as lights changed colors and people took their powered armor’s helmets off.

“Arfo, get me a channel to Commander Foshunti,” Whorst said as this was going on.

“One moment,” Arfo said.

A ping on Whorst’s holographic sphere told him that Foshunti was available.

“Letting us go Commander?” Foshunti asked. Whorst could hear the hunger in Foshunti’s voice, undoubtedly being stuck to go the pace of War-station had played on the other commander’s nerves.

You’d be lying if you said it didn’t play on yours too, Whorst thought to himself.

“Yes, you and your squadron are free to go, good hunting commander,” Whorst said.

“And you too Commander,” Foshunti cut off the channel.

“Commander Foshunti’s squadron is moving away,” Zal said a few moments later. 

Twenty-seven ships moved to intercept the Kalu heading towards Earth.

Whorst and nineteen other ships were powering on towards Mars. According to the laws of physics and Peck’s calculations, the Free Fleet would be there in a day with eight hours to spare before the Kalu arrived.

Whorst changed his view of the system, looking to the fleet that was approaching Earth, since it was going along a path with less planets and gravitational objects on it, the Henry-Classed Destroyers, or HCD’s were jumping around the fleet, hitting them with their laser cannons. 

Whorst had watched their attacks while the Kalu crossed the systems between Chaleel and Sol, now they were on their final leg. Kalu fighters raced around the Kalu fleet and tried to bring the HCD formations under fire, but they were too far away and their lasers too weak to do too much damage. They had got lucky and the HCD’s had grouped together more tightly and spread away from the Kalu formation.

The hope was that the Kalu fighters would burn a hell of a lot of fuel, plus with their lack of bombs to accelerate themselves like the rest of the Kalu fleet, the Kalu fleet had to travel at slower speeds.

It wouldn't be long until they got too far in-system for them to keep jumping ahead of the Kalu without severe risks of the wormhole malfunctioning and opening in the wrong place or the wormhole’s being unstable and destroying any ships that traveled them.

Not long ago Whorst had been the system commander of Earth. In the short time that he had been away from his post it had changed. Mars was creating its own cities, Hachiro was now twice the size and there were three other asteroids that had been moved into orbit to become stations. Nancy was nearly as big as she had been before she donated Nelly and Nate to Chaleel and AIH.

Markers of haulers, freighters and shuttles moved between all of the different structures. Earth by contrast had only a few ships moving around the entire planet. After they had tried to take over the Free Fleet they had been ostracized by the space-going community at large. Most of the ships that were moving around were either private company owned, or built by the governments of Earth. Each of them represented a good chunk of Earth’s resources and credits.

The Kalu ships, even with all that the HCD’s had done outnumbered all of the ships in-system by a hefty margin. That wasn’t even including their fighters.

“Let’s have a look at those weapon emplacements around Mars again,” Whorst said. He had one task, keep Mars safe. It was Foshunti’s job to look after Earth. 

Gun emplacements appeared on the map in front of him, detailing what their range and cones of fire were.

He had a battle to plan for and if there was a saint Murphy, and he knew there was there would be last minute alterations and decisions that he would have to make.



Commander Wesom looked over what had been the purple’s, yellows and blues of Jakram. Now there were just scars, fires and the bodies of Free Fleet and Kalu alike.

Five hundred thousand Commandos had been waiting on the planet when the battle had started, four hundred thousand more of the population had volunteered for combat, two hundred and thirteen thousand were left of either force, but the civilians were safe.

Wesom wanted to fall in the dirt and cry, he had lost so many friends, so many people had died and yet he had survived to see this terrible sight.

There was a booming noise from above, the first Free Fleet ships were finally descending towards the planet. Following them were the Free Merchant ships that would drop off what aid they could and gather up Wesom and his forces. They were needed on Ershue, Jakram might be safe, but the Free Fleet and the Kalu were far from finished in their war.

“Check all of our people, make sure they are ready to go,” Wesom said, he turned towards the space port. The view didn’t change much, signs of death and loss were everywhere. He stood in what had been the capital of Jakram. Now it was falling buildings, burnt parks and bodies. Kalu lay across defenses, civilians that hadn’t run lay in the street. Wesom had opened his mask when he exited the bunkers and promptly evacuated the purple soup the Free Fleet lived on.

The planet smelt like death a few months old in a humid atmosphere.

Civilians walked through the cities, looking in wonder and shock. Volunteers walked around, making sure there were no surprises. Some had found a comfortable place to sit and were crying, sleeping, or looking at what had become of their planet.

Wesom moved through defensive positions that he had manned just months or weeks ago, they felt like years.

He trudged through the mess, his second, Jar sent him an alert. The first Commandos were boarding their shuttles and other craft.

He picked up his pace, memories flicked through his mind as he focused on his path through the destroyed city.

It didn’t take him long to get to the space port.

Commandos, HAPA’s and personnel moved in order to the massive Free Fleet warships and Merchant freighters. He cast a look over the city that was perched on the edge of a cliff. The sun was near afternoon, but the red dust from bombarding the planet so many times with the Free Fleet’s shipboard guns made it look pink. Some said that it would remain for generations.

A month of fighting and we changed an entire planet for generations. He shook his head, not knowing if he felt, disgust, guilt, anger or just frustration.

He opened up his HUD, information filling his field of view, a line showed him the way to his ship. He joined the moving mass of a hundred a seventy-three thousand Commandos.

It was quiet other than the thumping of armor on the space port’s reinforced pad. They all knew where they were going and they all knew some of them weren’t coming back. 

They were veterans, one and all, gone were the illusions of heroism or the belief that they couldn’t be killed.

I just hope i kill more of the bastards before they take me out, Wesom summarized their feelings as he thumped aboard a shuttle. The doors sealed and the shuttle took off, he fell into a seat, a harness clamping over him.

The rough jostling was nothing like the pounding of the Free Fleet’s cannons, he quickly fell asleep, he’d need all the rest he could get before Ershue.



Fal looked at the main screen that displayed what had come to be referred to as ‘The Mound’ on Ershue. 

The landscape had changed in ways he had never thought possible since the Kalu landed. Swathes of sacred forest had been ripped apart by both the mound's artillery and the Kalu's lasers. 

The mounds flat top had been dug into with massive trenches and the three-kilometer-wide and three story tall base that he stood in the center of.

Smoke rose from the forest. Trees for kilometers around the mound had been turned into wreckage. The vibrant colors of the forest colored with destruction.

It hurt him inside to see the new scars that his planet now bore.

"We will rebuild Fal," Kurft said, reading his thoughts as he too looked at the main screen.

"I know," Fal answered, their eyes meeting briefly before they looked towards the screen again.

"We have word coming in from the guerilla forces," Poj said, referring to the platoon sized Ershue units that had been deployed around the planet to make the Kalu's lives a living hell. They'd done well in their duties, poisoning food and water so Kalu were barely able to fight, booby trapping their lines of approach and designating camps for bombing targets. 

It hadn't been without risks. Hundreds had died in order to carry out their duty.

"On screen," Kurft said. The guerilla forces always got priority.

It was an artillery designation, the reason that they were asking for confirmation was because it was on a fuelling facility. 

The Kalu weren't as dumb as they looked, they had brought machinery and supplies with them in order to keep themselves and their weapons going. Including Helium processors that could turn water into fusion fuel.

"Confirm target and send," Kurft said, his voice gruf, he knew the kind of damage that would come on the planet. Fal felt as if he was bartering a bit of what the Human's called 'soul' away as the order was given. A number of Ershue had needed to be removed from the command center as they watched their planet being destroyed. Their planet was their legacy, their home. It was a part of them like few other races felt.

Kurft seemed to be touched by it and understand it on some level.

Somewhere in the base Planetary Rail Cannons fired, and a swathe of Ershue was cleared of all life. The area of forest on the screen bloomed into a cloud of destruction. There seemed to have been a power plant on the location. It had been punctured by the artillery fire, reacted with the opened storage tanks of Helium-three and turn into a bomb that shook the base with it's ferocity. Kilometers of forest burned. Fal just hoped that there was little to no fallout so that they might one day reclaim that portion of their home.

"The Kalu look to be massing along sector three," Poj said with sadness and determination in her voice.

"Alert the HAPA units in that sector, have artillery see if they can coax them out," Kurft said looking to the map.

The Mound base had thirteen trench lines that extended to within a few kilometers of the incline that led from the forest to the barren rock face.

Seven of those lines had been pulled back from, sealed off and their booby traps activated.

Fifty-nine thousand Commandos, both from the fleet and Ershue had died in the defense of those lines. It was a small price to pay for the more than a hundred and fifty million Ershue that hid in the catacombs cut under the base and into the mound.

“I’m going out,” Kurft said, passing his pad to Fal.

“I will come too commander,” Fal said respectfully, their HAPA numbers had been ground down. Fal was certified to use them and he didn’t want to sit back as his commander went out there and fought.

Kurft looked over him, he nodded, pulling the data pad back and handing it to Poj. “Keep us safe,” Kurft said.

There wasn’t the nervousness Fal would have expected to see in Poj’s wings. She knew her abilities and if Kurft bestowed his trust in her, then she would carry out her task to the best of her ability.

Fal clamped his helmet closed, Kurft did the same, they weaved their way through the base, it was a large base but they knew it well. It wasn’t long until they were in the grimy armory racks. HAPA’s powered up and moved, their users making sure they were running properly. Racks shifted as people moved to join their units. Ammunition belts rattled as ammunition was fed into the beast’s magazines and then up to their medium rail cannons. Elevators dropped from the floor above, more HAPA’s following.

The room was hard used, grease and scars ran across the walls and ceilings.

Fal twitched his wings, his powered armor translated it into walking. Ershue didn’t walk all that much, but the heavy powered armor translated these movements. 

In space with their reactive thrusters then they were free to fly.

Fal climbed up his HAPA and ambled his way in, he didn’t miss the easy way that Kurft swung himself into position and started the powering up sequence.

Fal got orientated and powered up, the machine rumbled to life underneath him. 

Again the interface between his wings and powered armor began to move, which made his HAPA move. He rocked with the HAPA’s large gait, he walked, flicking switches to bring ammunition to both guns and alter the gait of the HAPA to better suit him. Another closed the harness around his powered armor and mated it to the HAPA’s.

He checked the harness and grabbed the dual joy sticks to either side of him. He flicked a toggle on the side. His missile pods came up and locked into position.

Kurft was ahead of him and moving through the HAPA commandos heading to the hallways that surrounded the armored facility, and would put them in front of the approaching Kalu.

HAPA’s were jogging, a simple enough looking practice, but one of the most complex.

Fal hit another toggle on the sides of his joysticks, they became free, whirring as he brought them up, he shifted his arms and the cannons on them from side to side, checking his range of motion.

“All good?” Kurft asked over personal communications channel.

“Five by five,” Fal said, remembering a human saying that had stuck.

Kurft let out a huff of air and picked up the pace into a jog. Fal followed, switching the second last toggle on his joysticks. The guns rotated, revealing plasmid swords. He hit the toggle again and the cannons came back.

He felt his body moving side to side with the elongated steps of the HAPA. It had felt so odd and heavy compared to flying. After months of training he was used to it.

Kurft turned and came out of the corridor. 

A hatch had been opened to allow the HAPA’s to stream out. Kurft’s arms came up his rail cannons firing.

Fal followed, checking his cannons again.

Then he too was going through the hatch and saw a sight that training could never replicate. HAPA’s stood or took a knee in any depression they could find, grouping together and firing at the oncoming Kalu. Artillery rained down over the edge of the mound and on the side of it. There wasn’t enough additional support to keep them all back and the Kalu had spread out enough that the artillery didn’t kill that many of them.

Fal realized he had blanked for a moment, thankfully he hadn’t stopped moving and slid down a crater wall. He used the opposite side to stop himself, other HAPA’s came around and joined him.

While training couldn’t make up the sights he was seeing, it did train him to react. He raised his cannons, his HUD showing him the cameras mounted on them, and he found his first Kalu.

He squeezed his trigger, seeing it slump down in a hail of rounds. He paused, realizing that he had just killed another creature. Not going to help if the Kalu overrun you and kill your family and friends.

His wings tightened and he sunk into his training, he focused on finding targets and filling them with rounds.

He was no longer sub-commander Fal, he was just another Commando trying to hold the line as Kalu charged over their lines and dove into the trenches. 

The Kalu scampered up the edges, jumping on the HAPA’s where they could. 

Plasmid blades buried themselves into the Kalu’s shells, others fired their guns even when in close combat. Metal giants fought armored wolves.

Fal fired his last remaining missile into the oncoming Kalu, firing his cannons at the pack that were racing through entrenchments. All of the booby traps had been destroyed at this point. The remaining trenches were too short to give powered armor and HAPA’s cover, the Kalu were half the size. They raced through the trenches, using their cover to come charging at Fal.

“Commandos on me!” Fal barked over a close-communication channel, turning his bulk and bringing his cannons to bear, his cannons barked, rattling his entire frame.

It was a kind of exhilaration that he had never thought to feel. His cannons moved independently, tracking down the multiple runs of Kalu. HAPA’s announced their arrival by sliding around him or rolling to a stuttering step, pausing their mass. Their guns blazed and for a moment they held the Kalu back.

For a moment Fal hoped that they could get enough time to push back.

He hadn’t been watching as a large contingent of Kalu joined the smaller pack that had gained entrance into the trenches.

The Kalu in the rear surged over the sides of the trenches, giving the HAPA’s too many targets to handle.

Fal likened them to a nest of seldar.

“Blades!” One of the Commandos said, guns rotated and set in place as the first HAPA’s were rocked back with incoming Kalu.

Fal realized he was screaming as his arms moved wildly, bashing, cutting and attempting to stave off the massive wolves.

The Kalu had trained from birth to kill others with their teeth and claws. Fal had learned how to fly, to play, to experience joy with his connection to all living creatures and things.

Kalu blood covered his HAPA, he fought without thinking. Ignoring the past and whatever reasons he might have for being there. To stop was to die.

He felt pain in his side, he released an arm joystick and grabbed his shotgun, it bellowed, clearing the Kalu off of his HAPA. He struggled upright, his side burning now in pain. He didn’t dare to look down. Another Kalu lurched at him, he grabbed his joystick and dragged his blade through them, he weaved, each motion he used to sway as if drunk. 

The Kalu writhed in dying agony, the movement made Fal stumbled and almost fall, his right arm stopped him from falling over completely.

He took a breath, looking at the ground, glancing to his sensors and hearing more Kalu on his back.

Fury rode him, he yelled pushing off of his arm and slamming on his back, he hit the ground with his left arm and rolled away, getting to his HAPA’s feet, being on the ground was death.

He switched his right to a cannon, firing it into the two recovering Kalu that had been on his back.

His HAPA locked and Hellfire made him go rigid.

He grunted and wailed through his suit, it was a big dose. He knew that wasn’t a good thing, the Wake up got him back into fighting order within moments.

“No rest in the Commandos,” Fal said, remembering the words of other Commandos as he stumbled towards the line he had been holding, he switched his left arm’s blade for a cannon and fired as he walked up the small rise. He had work to do.

The artillery had stemmed the flow of Kalu and made the oncoming Kalu manageable. It looked like they had broken the Kalu’s charge, for now.

The ground rumbled with more HAPA’s reinforcements coming in and adding their firepower to Fal’s and the three survivors of the line, there had been seventeen before.

Fal bit back his emotions, shifting to a new position with better cover, warning signs were all over his armor.

“We’ve got this now, go and get yourself sorted,” a Commando said on a private channel.

“I can...” Fal started.

“Be quick about it yes, that hellfire and wake up is going to drain off and you’re going to be in a damn sorry state,” the Commando said.

“You may have a point.” Fal turned to leave before pausing, “Vamp me first.” He moved back from the line, holding out an arm to the Commando.

They reached their arm over, connecting ports. Fal watched as his ammunition dropped to ten percent, pouring into the Commandos internal magazines.

“Good luck,” Fal said, before heading for the base at a jog, he got a few laser strikes on his back, but the HAPA barely dipped below yellow.

He got into the hatch, his vision swimming and his Wake-up was wearing off.

he weaved a little, gritting his teeth and headed towards the HAPA armory. He locked out his arms and made sure to keep out of people’s way. A medic saw him and waved for him to stop. He ground to a halt, it was hard for him to keep his eyes open. The medic jumped up, making sure the HAPA was locked into place and started staring at his side. He felt new hellfire go raging through his system. The auto-injector must be dumping its remaining reserves into his system, he desperately wanted to hit the medic who’d activated it.

Fucking hellfire!

Oblivion took him and he slumped into his harness.
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“Here they come,” Cheerleader said as wormholes appeared just past Quarst’s asteroid field.

“Release the jump fighters. Send a message to Salchar and the rest of the fleet. What is the status of our reinforcements from the Kalu independents and the HCD’s?” She asked. She’d memorized how long it would take the fleets to reach her. Though it would serve to steady her crew.

Jump fighters that had been ready were launched from the sides of her carriers. The rest of the fleet came to alert and shifted like one great behemoth to face the oncoming Kalu.

Jump pilots rushed through the halls, more jumpers adding to the numbers that were already heading away from the fleet. The first wings projecting wormholes to bring fire down on the Kalu.

“Four days for Bregend’s forces, a day for the independents and everything that Min Hae was able to scrape together,” Werv said.

“Well we’re going to have to see if we can’t get the Kalu to fight it out in the system for a bit,” Cheerleader said.

“Prepare the fleet for jump, we’re not going to let our jumpers have all of the fun,” Cheerleader said. She looked around the deck, she saw the fear lurking behind haunted eyes of those that knew what was coming. They would fight to give the other fleets time to assemble and hammer the Kalu into nothing.

She felt the same emotions, and like she, they pushed them away and worked their stations. None of those distractions or feelings would help them.

“Generators or Capacitors?” Halla asked from Helm.

“Generators,” Cheerleader said. She wanted to give her people a chance to escape when this all went to shit.

“Yes Commander,” Halla said, turning back to her position.

“Onur, get an assessment on our Commando compliments. Simiah I want a report on our own weapons as well as the rest of the fleets,” Cheerleader said, glancing to her screens, the last jumpers had left their carrier and were heading far enough away from the ships to wormhole behind the still emerging Kalu.

The fist Jumpers were already bringing the Kalu under fire.



“They’re converging on Asul,” Hod yelled up to Ursht.

Ursht nodded, securing the hydraulic line that he’d replaced on his HAPA.

“Then we shall meet them on the field of battle,” Ursht said, he didn’t have to look down to see the unhappy frown on his seconds face.

“Do no worry Hod, we will not be playing by their rules by any standard. I believe it’s time that we went over the plan for Asul,” Ursht said, dropping from his HAPA next to Hod. It was hard to hear with the noises of repairs, HAPA’s moving around, as well as ammunition and fuel being reloaded.

“Yes commander,” Hod said, interest in her eyes.

She might try to keep Ursht out of battle a lot, but they were both Avarians, there was only so much distance that they could put between themselves and battle.



“Mills, you have command,” Bregend said, standing in his clanking power armor.

“Yes commander, I will be down as soon as possible,” Mills said.

They looked to one another, understanding passing between them.

“Then I will see you down there,” Bregend said, his armored hand clanking on Mills own powered armor shoulder. Bregend headed for the bridge’s doors, behind him the fleet had opened up their shuttle bays and a veritable flood of shuttles, fighters and bombers were heading for Daestramus.

It was nothing like the tsunami Falhu and his forces had crashed through Daestramus’ atmosphere and into their cities.

Yet it filled all those that saw it with pride and more importantly, hope.

I wonder what the kalu are thinking seeing as we come for them, Bregend thought as he entered the first door, it clamped behind him. The other opened a few moments after the bolts behind him had locked.

Bregend turned and headed out from his bridge, towards the shuttle bays.

He checked his weapons and gear with small touches.

His HUD laid down a path before him. The ship felt as if it was emptying into the shuttle bay. Engineers, gunners, anyone that could get away from their task, were. They were already entombed in their armor. They strapped extra ammunition and their personal weapons.

They might not be pretty, but they sure as hell looked fierce. Bregend nodded to himself as he looked over the battle scarred machines of war.

Visors closed and sealed, armor tightened, weapons were loaded and plasmid weaponry was checked.

HAPA’s thumped through the shuttle bay and onto their berths with their rolling strides. Their bulk swayed with each step emphasizing the power and strength of the walking armored tanks.

Bregend passed his hand over a HAPA rack, his armor came into view, swaying from its usual place.

He swung up it and jumped into the seat, firing it to power and locking himself in. “Weapons good, power good, harness locked, and we’re moving.” He rolled with the HAPA’s movements, stepping down from the harness that held him and into the shuttle bay. 

People reverted to their training as Commandos, filing onto shuttles with their powered armor, or HAPA’s.

Bregend’s HUD updated and he found an open shuttle. He moved across the deck, powered armor only Commandos made sure to get out of his lumbering way. It really sucked to be stepped on by a HAPA.

He clambered up the ramp and onto the shuttle. Special harnesses grabbed the top of his HAPA and footholds were waiting for him. He pressed his feet into them, locking the HAPA into the shuttle’s structure.

Power was fed from the engines and he was pulled forward on a conveyor belt.

The HAPA’s were laid out in a T-formation, they ran from both side ramps down the center aisle to the rear ramp. Commandos filed in along the sides wearing their powered armor, hefting the biggest firepower they could get their hands on. Ammunition crates had been connected to the deck and locked down like Bregend was.

Commandos muttered to one another and talked, trying to get rid of the jitters. If it did or didn’t Bregend was none the wiser. Three more HAPA’s thumped into position.

With the last locking their legs in, the rear ramp rolled up.

“Good for drop!” The Cargo master said over the shuttle’s speakers.

The shuttle rose and moved forward. Bregend changed his HUD view so he was watching both the battle on Daestramus and the orbiting Free Fleet warships as they fired down onto the planet. From between the rail cannon fire, shuttles formed up and headed down into Daestramus’ atmosphere.

It was one hell of a sight. There were thousands of complex operations going on to create the display he now saw. He felt pride in his chest at his fleet and his people.

The shuttle shook as it started to enter Daestramus’ atmosphere.

“Fuck this is weird,” someone said.

“How?” Another asked.

“Every simulated drop you’re being shot at. The Kalu don’t even fucking care. Just want to fight us on the ground, fucking wolves,” the first replied, using the slang for the Kalu.

Some had tried to use dogs, but come on, dogs are pretty awesome and they don’t deserve that kind of moniker.

“Complaining that you’re not getting the full Free Fleet shuttle express? I can ask the pilot if he wants to try and get his wings?” Someone, senior by the sound of it, said.

“No Company Commander I rescind my statement! This is a lovely day, why look at those nice ice fields over there, it does look like that is where the people of Daestramus expect us to hold the Kalu back,” the first one replied. Bregend saw the alert coming in. He checked it out. It wasn’t his place to say anything, he was just along for a ride on a shuttle.

“It is a small world,” Bregend said, letting out a laugh and shaking his head as much as his helmet would allow.

“Who are you? You don’t look like fourth HAPA squad.” The mouthy one was bored again.

Bregend put it down to nerves, but it was getting annoying.

“That you friggin idjit, is Ship Commander Bregend!” The senior woman from before said.

“Uh, sorry sir,” the complainer said.

“No worries,” Bregend answered, comfortable in his harness.

“What’s a small world?’ The complainer asked.

Bregend couldn’t help but smile.

This kid is relentless, His face soured and he puckered his lips. When the hell did i start thinking of twenty-somethings as kids? I’m only twenty-one! He shook away his errant thoughts, remembering the Commando’s question.

“That’s the facility that Salchar was being held at. It was the one that the Free Fleet assaulted to get free those held hostage by Marhtu,” Bregend said.

“No shit,” the Commando’s voice wasn’t rude just a bit shocked.

The shuttle flared out, slowing their descent and turning to make the ramps face the defenses.

Ramps started opening moments later. The shuttle touched down, the first HAPA’s and Commandos dismounting in almost the same moment.

Bregend freed himself from the harness and worked his way towards the trenches. His path altered slightly, seemed someone know he was down on the planet.

Hopefully they didn’t try to get him to stay back and coddle him. He was going to put an end to that damned quickly. He plodded on, checking feeds. He barely noticed as he walked into the underground facility, past the Daestramus forces, Commandos base staff and civilians that filled and moved in the halls.

Getting to the command center was quick, it was large and with open doors, there were so many people rushing around it didn’t make sense to seal them.

He walked in, someone turned, letting him know that they had seen him, and waited for him to approach.

“Commander Bregend, I am Commander Narvu,” The HAPA wearing individual said as soon as he got close enough.

“Good to see you in the flesh, as it were,” Bregend said, getting a soft laugh from Narvu.

“Quite, I was wondering if you would like to accompany me and my platoon.” Narvu opened his visor and looked to Bregend. 

“I wouldn’t want to keep you at the rear,” Bregend said cautiously.

“Well hopefully with two commanders they won’t be able to harass us back to the rear like mother Heka,” Narvu said with a human smile.

“One may hope,” Bregend smiled, seeing the Heka in his mind, looked something like a chicken, but about five times larger, so an ostrich sized chicken.

Something shuddered through the base.

Narvu’s helmet slammed close, Bregend followed suit.

“The Kalu have entered the first perimeter,” one of Narvu’s aide’s said over the channel. 

“Very well, then we shall continue with our plan. It sounds like the artillery have already started warming the Kalu up for us...” Narvu said, petering off as he thought about something.

“Have the Free Fleet HAPA’s and Commandos on watch for the Kalu fighters and cover their shuttles. I want constant updates on our defenses here, and at the other four bunkers,” Narvu said.

“Yes Commander.” The person clicked off, they had a lot to attend to.

“I believe that it might benefit us to see the Kalu in action a bit closer. I would also be interested in any information you have on the Kalu that might assist us,” Narvu said, turning and heading for the doors.

Bregend followed.

“I may have some points, but my Commando Contingent Commander might be of greater assistance,” Bregend added.

“I would love to talk to him as well if at all possible. Here we must make our stand. With only Five kilometers of reinforced icy trenches. Though we do have some tricks that the Kalu are not likely to enjoy,” Narvu said.

“I’ll get him. I know we would both love to hear about plans to ruin the Kalu’s day,” Bregend said, his fingers tapping his HAPA’s awaiting joysticks.

“Well how well do you think a Kalu swims?” Narvu asked.

“I like where this is going,” Bregend said. 



Cheerleader looked over the ship as it shook again, one of the Kalu ships must have been holding onto a missile.

Screens shorted out and a fire started from an electrical overload, fire suppression systems killed it and lights wailed on. The ship had been depressurized long ago and everyone was working in their powered armor. Cheerleader’s harness kept her in place, but others had been thrown.

Thankfully their armor had keep them functional. Someone fell out of the second floor screens onto the first floor. They took a moment and got back up, heading back to their station.

None of the Free Fleet ships had shields anymore, most of them didn’t have much armor left. Her ploy had worked a little too well. It seemed that these Kalu, far enough from the watchful eyes of Orshpa and Falhu were more than happy to chase down ships instead of attack their intended target first.

“The Dreadnought Flaz was just hit... Fuck, she’s gone,” Jorvut said, Cheerleader watched as the Dreadnought’s rear power plant ate her side, someone must have attempted an eject. It was the only reason the ship wasn’t just a growing field of debris.

Its guns had gone silent and its engines were gone.

She had seven of the thirty-five ships she’d set out with. They had no magazines, little armor, bomb-thrust was impossible and they had less than one in six small craft that they’d started out with.

But we’re holding the fucking line, and that’s what we’ll fucking do.

“I’ve got something on the sensors, looks like wormholes,” Jorvut said, practically jumping out of his seat.

“Mother of fuck,” Cheerleader said, hoping, but prepared to have her dreams smashed.

“They look to be Kalu,” Jorvut said, his voice strained as the system went through the identification process.

“Incoming message, encoded,” Onur said. Cheerleader could hear the tired hope in his voice. Min Hae never openly displayed who he was or where he was sending a message from.

“Open it,” Cheerleader said, coughing, it seemed that some of the smoke that had made them evacuate atmosphere had gotten into her helmet.

“Cheerleader, I didn’t want to disturb you until the last possible moment. Try and pull back your ships. The Independents will mix in the traditionalists. I will be there within the hour,” Min Hae’s voice said through her helmet.

“Defensive position, fastest speed away from these fuckers. Don’t fire at the incoming ships, mark them as friendly,” Cheerleader said, coughing again.

Fucking smoke! She drank on her tube, the gunnery seemed to get some more fire in them. The hope monkey had them all, and damn if they couldn’t see the light at the end of the tunnel.

War-leader of the Independent Kalu, Kalvin watched as his fleet emerged from their wormholes.

He looked to the incoming information.

Twenty-three thousand Kalu ships were fighting to jump on the remaining Free Fleet ships. They were closer to the jump limit than he had ever hoped.

“Power for the Kalu fleet, tell them we are reinforcements, praise them and ask to join their war-clan,” Kalvin said, his people knew their tasks but he wanted to make sure.

After seeing the Free Fleet in action, he had a new need to show them what he could do.

He looked over the sensor information that the systems sensor buoys gave him. He closed the channel, mixed feelings running through him.

The Free Fleet ships had used themselves to keep the Kalu close to the jump point, in order to gain time for the other forces and the people of the system. It was a bloody tactic and it looked like it had worked. Their losses were nothing like what the Kalu had sustained, yet they were still taking Kalu fighter’s Star Warriors and Destroyers out.

They were now headed out towards the dark of space, the Kalu still trailing them with the majority of their fleet.

“We will be within the Kalu formation in twenty-minutes,” Lox said from his position as second in command of the independent Kalu fleet.

With the Free Fleet’s computers, they had been able to jump in close with the Kalu. Using their bomb-acceleration, they were quickly making up time.

“How long until Min Hae arrives?” Kalvin asked, pawing the ground in thought.

“Ten minutes,” Lox replied.

“We strike as the first Wormhole opens,” Kalvin said. His lead ships started to blend into the Kalu fleet. They easily faked their communications and waited.



Min Hae sat behind and to the side of Drux’s command chair.

The screen cleared and space reasserted itself. Min Hae flicked information onto his view screens. Drux was already passing orders. Min Hae watched as the Kalu fleet seemed to fire on one another with full compliments of missiles and weapon emplacements hidden along their sides.

There were three thousand independent Kalu warships out there, all of them had added weapons to their sides and used multiple-warhead missiles in their magazines. With their ammunition fully stocked and their oppressor in their sights, bloodlust filled the air.

The Independents missile tubes ripple fired, then the rail cannons down their sides added to the barrage. The Traditionalists seemed to be too focused on Cheerleader to pay attention. 

Until a missile split and ripped a Star-Destroyer apart.

The Kalu were used to betrayal for spoils, to gain victory through a sly attack. The United clans fell apart and pushed away from one another becoming seperate clans of Kalu.

The Independents joined their groups and followed them.

“Ashota, get Kalvin to focus on one clan at a time, if he splits his forces they will be found and destroyed,” Min Hae said.

“I will try my best,” Ashota said. He was slumped over his odd ‘chair’ using his paws on the floor, his hands under his chest continued to manipulate controls on the floor and in the chair.

The traditional Kalu fired wildly, hammering the Independents and their allies alike.

The Independents were easier to track down with their shields, but it took someone firing on them to find out.

“It does look like your plan is working Min Hae,” Drux said appreciatively.

“One should always trust but verify another’s intentions,” Min Hae said simply.

“Of course,” Drux said, ending the conversation.

“Have all ships come to bear, I want a pyramid around Cheerleader’s remaining forces. Get them the hell away from this battle,” Drux said. Min Hae winced inwardly at Drux’s words, Cheerleader now had just five ships capable of running.

He flicked to other information, with the other HCD’s not needing to fly through the system, they could be at Min Hae’s location in thirty-seven hours.

He looked to the intertwined fleets of Kalu, the Independents were starting to move away, but it looked like the traditionalists were intent on following them.

A number of the Independents had fallen already. They might have shields and more guns, but their shields were weak, and their armor was as weak as the traditionalists.

The clans separated once more and Drux picked his target. 

“Move pyramids to each of these plot points,” Drux said, information was pushed out. He sent word to the pyramid he commanded.

“Forming wormhole and transitioning,” Helm called out, a wormhole indeed appearing, the ship dove through it, Min Hae saw the rest of the pyramid were also crossing their own wormholes at the exact same time.

“Fire at will,” Drux said as they emerged, the wormhole stabilizers and projectors snapping down into their armored hatches as soon as they were clear.

“Shields are online and supercharging!” Shields said, their voice punctuated by the vibrating thumps of the laser cannons ammunition going off.

“Tactical up and running.” The Sarenmenti in Tactical moved his four jaws in amusement.

Missiles fired from the Henry-Classed-Destroyers sides, lighting their drives and pushing for all they were worth at the Traditional Kalu.

“Kalvin has taken the advice,” Ashota rumbled, his voice coming from deep within his mass.

“Good,” Min Hae said, looking away from the readings of Drux’s ship and its associated pyramid.

The Kalu Independents were jumping on the biggest Kalu clan groupings. A number of their ships were taking a pounding. Many of them fell, but they didn’t go easily.

Min Hae’s view shifted, Cheerleader’s remaining ships were powering away, two of them had cut their engines.

Kalu Star warriors could be seen being driven into the Free Fleet ship’s hull. Cheerleader was now coordinating to have the HCD’s protect her, dropping off anyone that was combat capable. She had Kalu to repel from her ships.

Min Hae looked up as the ship shook.

“We’re down to thirty-five percent shields,” the operator said.

“Rotate us to the third tier,” Drux said, moving his hands over his holographic sphere to issue orders for another ship with full shields to take their position at the apex.

The pyramid shifted as ships shields fell, others with better shields taking their positions.

“God I wish we had some fighters,” Drux said, his voice barely a whisper. Min Hae wasn’t sure if Drux knew he had said anything, but he agreed with the observation. The HCD’s were good at long-range hammering, but they had to constantly move to get new targets. The Fighters could cause chaos in close to the Kalu and give the HCD’s time to shoot instead of maneuver out of the line of fire to replenish their shields. 

A day and a half, Min Hae thought. The Kalu weren’t defeated but they had moved into clan formations which would make them more formidable. The pyramids were working on their targets; the Independents were doing the same. There were nine different Kalu groups, the current forces could only bring two under contact. If the Independents and Commander Drux’s forces held out for the other HCD’s with their fighters. Then it would turn from holding the Kalu in position and whittling them away, to directly attacking them.

It’s going to be a damned long thirty-five hours, Min Hae thought.
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Bok Soo stood on the bridge off to Foshunti’s left against the command dais’ railing.

Just eight hours ago Bregend’s Henry Classed Destroyers had reached Sol, they were happily adding their fire to the HCD’s already in-system and harassing both of Orshpa’s fleets

“How goes the communication with Earth?” Foshunti asked.

“Badly,” Bok Soo said, looking to the main screen still.

Foshunti couldn’t see Bok Soo’s back tighten in anger under his powered armor, but he had learnt to tell the emotion from a human’s tone.

“I heard that there were issues with having them work together.” Foshunti poked, he wanted to know just what the hell he and his squadron were getting themselves into.

“Nearly every other known planet and system has a unified government that decides on most things, such as this. Earth doesn’t. We nearly never live in a time of peace and one group making decisions for others barely ever works. Even our larger organizations which are supposed to help nations come together in times like this, are a shambling mess after everything they’ve gone through. Getting militaries to work together is...” Bok Soo floundered trying to find a word. “A pipe dream,” he looked to Foshunti.

“So what do we have?” Foshunti asked.

“We have all of the Commandos in this fleet, then we have nations looking to protect their own people and pulling on their alliances to assist one another if they survive the Kalu’s first landing.” Bok Soo waved his hand at the Kalu fleet which took up the largest portion of the main screen. Even now HCD’s were moving through the formation, their lasers and missiles lancing into the Kalu. Their war of attrition was a long one, but a necessary one if the Free Fleet was to win.

“Even with our projected kills, there will be millions of Kalu landing on Earth. Earth has millions of troops but they will be spread out and weak. They used all of their advanced weaponry to attack us. They’ll be slaughtered in open battle and they’ll be in packets across the planet. If they have time to move their troops against the Kalu, given the right hardware, then maybe they have a chance.” Bok Soo rubbed his face with his armored hand.

“So what will our role be in all of this?” Foshunti asked.

“Giving Earth’s forces the time that they need to get into position. We will be the stopgap hoping that Earth can pull their collective heads out of their asses,” Bok Soo said with a grimace.

“Earth’s terrain is too rugged and different for us to do the same thing that Salchar has done on Chaleel,” Foshunti said, seeing a knowing light in Bok Soo’s eyes.

“No, we’ll have to fight on the ground without HAPA’s and powered armor, the most the fleet can do this time is support us,” Bok Soo said.

“It looks like we have a plan,” Foshunti said remembering Heija only too well. They had both fought in that new hell. Most of their ships did. Scars still covered Talhalla’s hull, lasers and blackened areas marked with the Kalu’s anger.

He knew that a battle with the Kalu in powered armor and HAPA’s was a hellish experience. With Earth only having basic Kevlar and high-powered machine-guns that might get through the Kalu’s armor. It felt like it was an impossible battle.

“We’re going to need reinforcements to save Earth,” Foshunti said, his voice low so that no one but Bok Soo could hear him.

“More than Salchar can give us,” Bok Soo agreed, his voice also low. 

“What about Mars?” Foshunti asked.

“Mars, Nancy and Hachiro aren’t going to be free anytime soon,” Bok Soo said while looking in the distance, seeing something that only he could see. “No, our hope, our survival depends on other planets being willing to support Earth.” Bok Soo sighed and looked to Foshunti.

“Until they can, we will hold the line and hope,” Bok Soo said.

“Hold the line, that makes it sound so much easier,” Foshunti said.

“Doesn’t it.” Both of them turning their gaze to the two Kalu fleets within Sol. Three timers were winding down; one was tracking when Whorst’s ships would come into contact with the Kalu fleet headed towards Mars.

The other timer kept track of when the Kalu would reach Earth and when Foshunti’s squadron would.

Two hours until the kalu see how war-station’s upgrades work, Foshunti thought, humor was the last thing on his mind.



Shrift looked over the consoles that surrounded him and the three other members of the Engineering control room. War-station was so big that it needed a control room secondary from the Bridge and had four sub-stations to make sure other systems were running properly.

Shrift had repaired all of the damage War-station had suffered and got to installing the various weapon systems he’d stored in the stations massive holds. 

With their small stop at Mars they’d off loaded the mass of fighters and bombers the factory built into War-station. Mars had tons of fighter pilots, but only a few of them ever went up to Hachiro to train with the real fighters at any given time. War Station solved that problem with ease.

“How are we looking on the Laser Cannon containment shells?” Shrift asked, touching the new silver gleam that replaced a portion of his carapace. In War-station’s last battle one of the laser cannons, one he had been working on, was struck with a laser when the shields fell. The heating had backfired into the cooling panels, they’d exploded under the heat and pressure meaning Shrift spent five days in the medbay getting patched up and working on his data pad to get the station back into shape.

He’d also tweaked the design on the laser cannons to make sure their heating systems didn’t explode.

Whorst’s fleet numbered forty-seven ships. Half of them were from Patrol forces, a third from Salchar’s fleet and the remainder were hastily commissioned ships from Nancy’s yards.

Well calling it a fleet in this ‘formation’ might be a stretch, Shrift thought with a glimmer of humor. All of the ships had docked to War-station along areas where the station didn’t have many or any guns. They would be the stations guns, and secondary shields. As they were on the station’s surface, the planetary shield generators had been tweaked to cover them.

That had to be one of the most annoying tweaks I’ve had to do, all within a day no less! Shrift was starting to feel like an old Kuruvian before his time. 

Thankfully his father was in-system on Talhalla and had been able to give a few pointers. Silly had found out and added in his two cents with LaRe, and someone had told Uncle Eddie as well. In the end it meant that that planetary shield generators were not only covering all of the ships attached to War-Station’s hull. They were synced up and with a good ten percent boost in strength.

“We’re coming in range of the Kalu, keep eyes on those gun capacitors as well as their coolants. Make sure people keep out the damned way. If a fighter is damaged, switch it out with a new one. We don’t have time to repair them right now.” Shrift said, his people knew their tasks, but it reassured them to hear it again.

In the anxiety and fear of battle, their minds might forget for a period, hopefully they’d remember shortly.

“We’ve all done this before, now get your brains on straight,” Shrift said, wrapping up his speech.

“Shrift this is Whorst, how are we looking down there?” Whorst said over the Engineering command center’s speakers.

“Looking good on all systems commander,” Shrift said.

“Good, then I think we’re going to put those laser cannons to the test,” Whorst warned.

“Very well commander,” Shrift said.

“Let me know if you need anything to keep the ship running. I’ll let you get to it,” Whorst added.

“Will do sir,” Shrift said, cutting the channel. Nerves came from him. His manipulators started bobbing around. He took a breath quelling his jitters. He had a station to look after! Even with all the weight of responsibility on him, there was a part of him that was excited, his people were ready for this. He was ready for this and they were in the best possible situation. 
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