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"When men say they miss combat, it's not that they actually miss getting shot at - you'd have to be deranged - it's that they miss being in a world where everything and nothing is being taken for granted. They miss being in a world where human relations are entirely governed by whether you can trust the other person with your life."

-Sebastian Junger, WAR

“Just good ol' boys, 

Wouldn't change if they could...”

-Excerpt from the Dukes of Hazard theme song.
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Unfortunately Radio Free Mashara (Operation Rampant Lion) isn’t the only story, but it is the main story, and will be coming up.  However, again I like to add little shorts to add to the book and the continuation of my universe.  Some things are changing and some things are staying the same.  But again, as always, the title story is here.  I just had to make some detours in order to lead up to the “Main Show” which is the title of this book.  I’m also adding some other ones that I didn’t add from “Eagle Hammer”, I’ll try and add them as they go, but as you will notice, some of it’s just drone heavy short stories.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


DJINN
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DJINN, in my books, is equivalent (in some scope) to the Booster in the Hammer’s Slammers universe.  However, due to my influence and scope, it fulfills the role of the CrossCom in Ghost Recon: Advanced Warfighter, Warfighter 2, and Future Soldier.  And for us more military reading people, Blue Force Tracker, or its earlier inception, FBCB2 (Future Battle Command Brigade and Below).  Essentially, it’s a vast network. The actual meaning is Digital Joint Information Network Node.  Each unit or individual is a “node” (hence the name) and forms the digital network that the European Space Union uses on all of its vehicles and other items such as UAVs, UGVs, etc.  Each portion of the node system allows the user to call in fire support, designate targets, and expedite information flow, so the commander on the ground has information ready at his or her fingertips.  DJINN is primarily voice activated and allows the user to interface with the smart electronics.  Each DJINN vehicle system weighs only 100 kilograms (220 lbs.), the advancement of technology allowed it to shrink down the size, it also has the computing power near a supercomputer (again due to advanced electronics).  At the infantry level DJINN isn’t as powerful, a standard “brick” weighing only 2 kilograms (4 lbs.) is normally sewn in the uniform on the back of the soldier.  At this level the individual soldier can perform the actions necessary, but is unable to take full advantage of systems that a vehicle would.  The more senior ranking people in the ESU also have a specialized implant that can receive data from DJINN which also acts as an instant messaging system.  The user cannot designate targets nor send data via DJINN, but through context messaging this can be achieved.

The vehicle version of DJINN is, of course, more powerful.  If the system can communicate, it can do anything that is necessary.  It can access satellite data and push the data to the individual squad and team leaders.  Then they can push it down to the individual rifleman and use the data as necessary.  DJINN also interfaces with any weapon system, and with the introduction of Booster algorithms, can aim weapons remotely, which the system was incapable of, though this feature is for more “precise” or needed mission requirements, rather than constant use.  Other features introduced is the ability to use the Vulcan systems, which were mainly for air defense, in a more direct fashion and allows more autonomous control. Therefore, when the Cav moved to the universe they are in now, the abilities were retained, which allowed the system to use the Vulcan in a direct fire mode.  While some critics had insisted that the system already was able to, it simply was never programmed to do so.  It was a case of nobody had thought of it, and if they had, never implemented it.

Naturally equivalent systems exist in the universe, like the Automated Information Complex (AIC) that the Russian Space Federation employs in their combat vehicles.  Known colloquially as “Boris” or “Natalya” this performs the same functions, is less powerful, and still has a more “brute force” philosophy than information sharing, though it of course performs this function.  The Muslim Coalition uses the Cyclops system, which is more powerful than the AIC but its only limitation is its hardware, and therefore is not readily employed and distributed as much as AIC or DJINN is.  The Pan-Asian Federation maintains a powerful version, known as Plum Tree that functions just the same as DJINN and is much lighter, where a vehicle system only weighs 80 kilograms versus the 100 for vehicle systems.  Infantry systems are lighter, with a typical soldier module weighing only .5 kilograms.  This becomes more limited at the soldier level only receives information and is not able to transmit.  Leadership positions enjoy a two-way interface and the ability to use such a system in the PAF military is considered a “noble” skill and therefore only the more educated use it, such as officers but not noncoms.  

The United Planets have more functions at the soldier level but again at the fireteam level the Team Leader will always have more functions than the individual soldier.  However, due to the level of conflict, a typical UP soldier will be able to perform more tasks than a comparable PAF soldier.  The typical rifleman is able to designate targets (if equipped with a specialized module though on his or her weapon) for airstrikes or other fire support assets.  Weight is comparable to the ESU version, though only slightly heavier, at 105 kilograms (231 lbs.) and the soldier version only 2.2 kilograms (4 lbs.) per system.  As the soldier increases in rank (through Sergeant and above) more features of the program are “unlocked” commensurate with his or her rank.  However the features are always there (saves on manufacturing and fielding costs) but the soldier has to be responsible for that increased situational awareness and capability.

This doesn’t come without a vulnerability, and that vulnerability is that there is a traceable (though harder to break through) encryption code, and all systems incorporate dedicated anti-jamming software and multi-hop frequency algorithms to prevent detection.  However, it is an electronic source and with specialized gear a person can be found transmitting (no system is “non-detectable”) information and therefore has to rely on stealth and other emission control measures in order to survive on the modern battlefield.  Special Forces of each nation utilize these systems, but mainly in the “receive” mode, or in special cases to transmit data.  However, the detection avoidance software and hardware is more advanced and therefore uses such systems to deconflict vehicles, artillery fire, etc.  However, most do not transmit, only during certain periods to avoid detection.
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Eye in the Sky
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One of the most famous uses of drones today was the assassination of terrorists in Yemen by the CIA using an armed Predator drone.  However, this has a more Black Hawk Down twist than anything...This story in sequence happens after Burn ‘Em in Eagle Hammer.

“Target in sight,” Corporal Jenksen said to ‘Reaper, one of the UR-313 surveillance drones that the Kommando had access to while stationed on Mashara.  Unlike the maneuver brigades, the Kommando enjoyed access to its own drones, both surveillance and combat, and both were being employed at the time, sort of.  Watching the drone feed, he saw the enemy vehicle, or rather car, stop at a restaurant for probably a bite to eat.  “Reaper what’s your fuel status?”

“Approximately one hour left on station time,” The mechanical voice said back to him.

Hopefully he buys a snack, he thought as he impatiently tapped the edge of the holotank hoping that’s all it was.  Their target Gul Amani was a known HVT in the Dutch sector and after a few months they finally managed to find him.  After some time, they didn’t waste any time allocating surveillance assets and there was always a mission for the Vipers.  It was 1230 local and still the day hadn’t even begun.

“Orbit and keep an eye on the target,” was all he could say offhand to at least do something.

“What’s the status?”  General Van Der Kut asked as he entered the TOC floor.  Nobody jumped up like the regular units.  One, they were doing things and second, they were all too aware of protocol, they used it when he wanted to use it.

“Gul Amani has decided to stop at a local shop in order to get some food.”

Shrugging, that was all they could do: watch.  “We have the Cav on standby to snatch him but the brass is saying to just kill him.”

“Understood sir,” Corporal Jenksen said as he watched the video feed.  In all honesty he didn’t care about the politics behind the mission, just that it was another innumerable mission in his career.

Ten minutes later, he watched Gul Amani enter the small ground car and shortly afterwards it began to navigate the small town.  It was behind a truck and momentarily another truck fell in behind it.

“Reaper, analyze trucks.”  Something was fishy about the whole setup with the hint that there was more to these trucks than just coincidence.  After the truck left the village followed by the car and the other truck, it appeared that they were escorting Gul Amin.  The drone obeyed and soon it showed possible outlines for weapons, as well as ‘workers’ on the back.  Both trucks had tarpaulins over them and both were so uniform that he wondered what the issue was with the Vipers.  Checking the Air Tasking Order, he saw that ‘Venom’ was soon going to replace ‘Reaper’ in its observation.  Grunting, he submitted a request that ‘Venom’ take over ‘Reaper’ as soon as possible so that there wouldn’t be a lapse in the surveillance.  The ATO didn’t have Vipers leaving out except in two hours.  Both were tasked with an ambush just thirty kilometers away and they were coming back due to losing their entire ordinance as it was going on for an hour as well.  He had to use the Cav.  Turning around and seeing General Van Der Kut he walked over until he was done.  Major Tennah gave him a look and so he approached him.  “Sir, I’m going to need the Cav for this mission.”

“What’s the situation?”  Major Tennah walked beside the young Corporal and after receiving the briefing, nodded and had to act.  “One second, I think the General is getting more instructions on this one.”  Walking away he waited until General Van Der Kut was done.

“Yes, sir.”  Corporal Jenksen figured that the mission was going to be canceled due to lack of assets, a common occurrence during this time.

Walking back Major Tennah waved his hand.  “Who’s near the HVT?”

Calling up the list Corporal Jenksen saw A12 and A14.  “Anvil One-Two and Anvil One-Four.”

“Good, instruct them to take out the trucks but leave the car alone, we need to capture Amin alive, HQ changed their mind, he’s better alive than dead.”

“Yes, sir.”  Picking up the comms set, he patched into the comms system.  “Anvil Six, this is Anvil One-Seven.”

“Anvil Six, go ahead.”  DJINN placed her farther away but... protocol was protocol.

“Roger we have an HVT near-“

“I got this,” Major Tennah said, winking.  “Anvil Six, this is Pegasus Four, we have an HVT near Anvil One-Two and Anvil One-Four, I need you to have them detain the HVT.  Uploading data now.”  Pausing, he looked at the holotank.  “DJINN, send all pertinent information to Anvil Six.”  DJINN beeped softly and a few minutes later:  “Roger, I’ll get them moving.”

“Pegasus Four out,” he said, winking at Corporal Jenksen.  “I know you can handle it but sometimes protocol matters, especially during this mission.” Then he turned his attention back to the holotank.  “DJINN, retransmit Anvil’s comms net here.”  Another soft beep emanated from the console.

“-Need you to vector in and capture the HVT, in the car.”

“Roger Anvil Six, like Kearse?”

“Roger, wipe out the trucks but do not destroy the car.”

“Anvil One-Two, roger, we’re about ten minutes out.”

“Reaper, send targeting data to Anvil One-Two and One-Four.”

With a soft beep DJINN did as asked, now it was for them to see how they would interpret the data.

Ten minutes later the two tanks approached the area of the small convoy, and began to shadow it slowly, ending up to the ‘bottom right’ of the convoy, bad firing angles to those who watched the show from Moshtar.

“So how are we going to do this, I can’t get a shot in,” Staff Sergeant Keisterling said as he watched the small convoy move up the road on the Tactical Display.  They were just on the other side of a mountain shadowing it.

“I’ll fire missiles at both trucks, and we corral the car from there,” Staff Sergeant Wittman said as he watched the two vehicles and made the calculations.  “Then when the trucks are disabled dismount your squad, then I’ll cover.  Just be advised that the HVT is in the back seat, not sure which one though.”  Only Keisterling had his squad loaded while second only provided gunners for this patrol, so Pryce’s squad could have a full squad.  Their small stock of VFGMs was dwindling to the point that they only fired them when necessary.  Allocating one each per truck he had Rigel pace the convoy and rotated the turret based off of Reaper’s data.  Pressing the stud once, one missile arced over the mountain and sped for the first vehicle, then he fired the second one at the second vehicle, five seconds later.  If he planned the timing right the first truck would explode, halting forward movement.  “One-Four, move in now!”  He nearly screamed, timing was of the essence in this mission.

“One-Four.”  

Watching Keisterling’s Leopard move in, he had Rigel do the same as Staff Sergeant Wittman watched for anything else in the area.  “DJINN autotrack the car.”  With that he let himself scan the area on the Tactical Display while DJINN took care of the aiming for him.  So far nothing presented itself so he concentrated on the Gunnery Display as the crosshair never left the center of the car.

In the convoy Gul Amin was sitting in the back seat, along with one of his best fighters.  Two more sat in the front and drove the vehicle.  He had hoped their move hadn’t attracted enemy surveillance... All of a sudden a large explosion in front of him and then behind him! “What in Allah’s-“  Unable to finish he saw what the problem was as the car stopped, and the next thing he knew two vehicles were destroyed and one of his men yelled ‘enemy’, and the next thing the glass shattered in the front as his two fighters were shot, chopped up as they died in their seats.  Glass shattered in the small car, showering them as the two guards in front died from a hail of projectiles.  Looking wildly, he saw his bodyguard exit the vehicle and the next thing he knew he was pushed against the door and slid down, dead.  Was he next?  Then he heard a tap to his right.  Looking wildly he then saw a weapon barrel, along with... an enemy soldier.  No other option existed, he didn’t even think to do anything as the door was opened and a hand came towards him, dragging him out by the shoulder.  He was rotated forcefully and then pressed against the door he felt a barrel being pressed against the back of his head forcefully.  He was searched roughly and the next thing he knew he felt pain in his head and then blacked out.

“Thanks One-Two, bring him back to Pegasus Base.”

“Six, Anvil One-Two, roger.”

“Not bad, not bad at all,” Major Tennah said to himself.  They were a bit slow but they were precise.  They could never be real Kommandos but watching them he realized they were more than just hard hitting grunts.  And what did they mean when they talked about Kearse?
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This is a recount of a multiple fire mission that I did in Afghanistan, and dedicated to Rock 9, thank you for the great teamwork.  But this is a more “futurized” version since back then, three years ago, it was all voice. And to clarify it was teamwork between me, him, and the mortars enabled this to work. In Eagle Hammer, this comes after “The Last Option.”

“Incoming!”  DJINN loudly said in the TOC. Corporal Jenksen ran to the screen and saw the incomplete trace coming from the screen.  Tapping the screen he brought up four targets that were nearby.  Pressing each target... slipping he resorted to voice command.  “DJINN, label KT2315, KT2320, KT 2325, and KT2330, for fire missions now!”

“What kind of support do you want to use?”  DJINN’s monotone voice asked.

“Goddamnit!” Swearing wasn’t a command and he realized it a second after DJINN asked:

“Did not understand command.”

“Right, use artillery.”

Captain Juniper burst in, “What the fuck just happened?!”

“Ma’am we had a mortar round impact near the base, I’m working on fire missions to hammer them back.”

“Where?”

“Here.”  Pointing at the screen, he showed her where the round had landed, only four hundred meters short of the base.

“Good.”  Still she couldn’t embellish on the inaccuracy of the triggerman, or woman.  Looking at the screen she took it all in, and made an on the fly assessment.  “Kingmeyer, get One-One and One-Two spun up, no squads; just get them moving as soon as possible.” Since there weren’t any casualties she could focus on hammering the person back, for good.

“Yes ma’am.”  Kingmeyer punched some keys and via DJINN sent messages.

“Ma’am?  The fire missions?”

“Shit, looks good to me, fire when ready.”

“Initials?”

“Fuck, Kilo-Echo-Juliet.”

“Thanks ma’am, DJINN, fire mission approved, commanders initials Kilo-Echo-Juliet.”

“Ranging in twenty seconds.”

The Dutch artillery crews weren’t as fast as most of the redlegs on ‘the other side’ but for now they would do in a pinch.  “Four rounds each target Jenksen.”

“Yes ma’am, DJINN, four rounds per target.”

“Ma’am! One-Two and One-One are on their way!”

“Tell them to hold tight just short of the target area, so the rounds can come in.”

“Yes ma’am.”  Sergeant Kingmeyer relayed the message while she watched the status board of the fire missions.  A few seconds later the status turned to green.  Corporal Jenksen smiled.  “Nice.”  The status changed from waiting to shot.

“Ma’am, One-One and One-Two airborne, staying short to deconflict.”

“Got it, when-“

“Weapons impact all targets, four rounds,” DJINN said in the monotone voice.

“Show feeds from One-One and One-Two,” Captain Juniper said.

Sergeant Kingmeyer typed in the commands from the two Leopards.  Both screens showed the impacts of the artillery rounds, their crosshairs scanning as they should.

“Six, One-One or One-Two, anything?”

“Negative Six, once rounds complete we’ll go hunting.”

Jumping the gun aren’t we Wittman?

“Roger One-Two, anything One-One.”

“Negative.”

“Shit, end the missions so we can see if we got anything.”

Corporal Jenksen nodded, if there was anything they would have seen it as well.  “DJINN end all fire missions.”

“End all fire missions... complete.”

Corporal Jenksen verified and nodded to Captain Juniper.  “Good to go ma’am.”

“Good, One-One, One-Two, find me something.”

“Roger.”

“Roger.”

After ten minutes of impatient waiting and searching there wasn’t anything to be found.  No bodies, nothing to discern if they had successfully engaged the mortarmen.  As the seconds moved on and after looking at the feeds they were seeing the writing on the wall:  They clearly missed, but sent a good message to the insurgents.  Hopefully, they died in the retaliatory strikes they launched.

“Alright, bring it in One-One, One-Two.”
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This is a story that had been on my mind and is here to show the changing political landscape that my universe entails.  Not a lot was done in Eagle Hammer but there is more to the story as they say.

Kush, July 1, 2739

Prime Minister Azul eyed the two escort Vipers that were on the wings of his shuttle nervously as it descended through the clouds.  The missiles that were hanging from the wings weren’t the standard air-to-ground missiles but air-to-air missiles, which caused him to cough slightly as a defeated nation was trying to show the last vestiges of its force in a game that the Muslim Coalition would finally win.  But inside he knew that the ESU wouldn’t use them, the price was too heavy on both sides and the ESU wanted out of Kush as soon as possible.  Nothing there was for the taking other than retribution for a time long past.  Nine bloody years the ESU tried to crush the rebel force, but now it was time for the Muslim Coalition to take back what was theirs.  In April they let Mashara fall into the ESU Empire, but Kush was too valuable to let go.  There were many things, and resources that needed to be exploited.  

The shuttle landed with a soft thump on the ground ten minutes after he watched the Vipers follow them all the way to the landing pad on the Germans’ main base.  The base was fortified to the degree of a rebel attack, not a full onslaught by the forces gathered by the Muslim Coalition to retake the planet.  As the door opened the cool damp air had already overpowered the environmental system and his main bodyguard motioned him to exit.  Since this was still their planet he was chastised by the fact that he had to follow their rules for how he was supposed to conduct himself!  When he stepped into the exit he saw a formation of battle hardened soldiers, Germans, standing at rest.  With apprehension, he stepped forward, mindful of his bodyguard’s attempt at protecting him from any attacker.  To that, Prime Minister Azul thought it was simply foolish.  There were too many weapons here and his bodyguard would only be shredded along with the shuttle.  If they managed to escape that, then the Vipers in the air would shoot them down.  Yes, he had to play by their rules, or die.

Stepping out, he looked like he should: an ambassador on a peace, not a combat mission.  With experienced eyes he saw the leader of the formation yell something, he had no care for German or whatever the ESU spoke, that was the interpreter’s job.  But he spoke Standard, and everybody spoke that, or they wouldn’t survive in this universe.

He saw Prime Minister Scholeberg standing on the other side of the small formation, which made him make a wry smile.  “While Prime Minister Azul is here he will not be harmed.”

That made a lot of since but it was his job to make sure that everything went along diplomatically, not hostile despite the fact that his ship detected more combat in the northern region of the planet.  Safely away from the prize that was coveted by its former masters, and so far the current ones didn’t find it.

“Will you not meet me halfway?”  Prime Minister Azul bellowed across the soldiers, who despite their training eyed him, not Scholeberg as they stood there, weapons on their backs but he knew that they would be trained on him in an instant.  There was tension in the air, but not as tense had he been here under different circumstances.

Prime Minister Scholeberg, dressed in an immaculate suit, nodded and walked halfway to the middle of the formation.  “Yes I can minister, and I trust you can do the same?”

“Yes I can!”  Prime Minister Azul yelled back as he stepped down the ladder leading to the flattened ground.  The steps were good enough for his weight and he slowly walked down them, using the folding handrail.  The shuttle was decorated in the Muslim Coalition’s Diplomatic Branch quite well and he gazed upon his bodyguard, who nodded back.  Should any attack happen, well they would not live to remember it but the survivors would and that is what mattered, God willing.  He walked patiently in front of the eyes of his enemy, eyes that bore into him.  Just by looking in his peripheral vision he saw that the soldiers were watching him.  A deadly crossfire would ensue and they would be killed, along with him.  Hating the thought of being here he walked surely and quietly to where Prime Minister Scholeberg stood, extending a hand.  “To Peace.”

“To Peace,” Prime Minister Scholeberg said as he looked over Prime Minister Azul.  Shaking his hand with a little force he smiled a politician’s smile.  Intelligence had been trying to find out what the image of this person was and there he was, right in front of him on a cloudy day in Kush.  He outstretched his arm slowly and patted him on the back and smiled at him.

As a Prime Minister he wouldn’t have access to a DJINN network, but since he was formerly of the military the brass decided to let him keep his implant.  So he had full access to systems and weapons like any commander would, but he had the diplomatic software included to fulfill his role as he was, a diplomat acting on behest of the President, not the soldier he once was, five years ago anyway.  Noting mentally the messages from the sniper teams that were hidden nearby he paced normally as if nothing was happening.  If tension was a cloud that hid everything then everybody wouldn’t be able to see what was going on, except for the snipers of course.  For years the ESU fought the Muslim Coalition and weren’t going to tolerate a diplomat here but they had to be peaceful, as this was a peaceful meeting, not an assassination attempt.  Regardless though if the President wanted a peaceful solution to this situation then so be it.  His troops didn’t have to like it, they had to accept it, and move on.  

This would be an historic moment and it was unfortunate that the President couldn’t be here physically.  But, through the implant, the President was watching the whole show back on New Geneva.  He also keyed in the two snipers watching him to make sure they kept their eye on the Prime Minister.  All was ‘normal’ here and they were ready to blast the shuttle and its occupants to a crisp.  Nobody on both sides was willing to take the chance of screwing this up.  The ESU wanted out, and the Muslim Coalition wanted their planet back after nine years of war, the soldiers and families were getting tired of constant death and suffering.  Everybody was, including the Muslim Coalition who sent soldier after soldier as many died in the hinterlands and mountains of the ravaged planet.  Everybody who survived always spoke of its beauty and soldiered on for the next fight.  They never got tired of that.  And he looked upon the planet he would hopefully leave for good and inwardly he thanked God for that.  Sweeping his hand he motioned down the only direction Prime Minister Azul could go anyway.  “Come this way sir.”

“I am not to be bothered during this negotiation phase?”

“No sir, we want to get out of here just as much as you want to get it back.  I think we can agree to that can we?”

Yes we can, and you now show your true intentions, good we can deal with this “I agree Prime Minister, may I call you Telle?”

“Sure you can, this way please.”  Motioning with his hand the way to go which to everybody was obvious, but diplomats were like that, always showing the obvious even though some didn’t see it anyway.  Noticing no reaction from Scholeberg he walked alongside him with feigned indifference.  Rafi was spotting as much as he could, sending messages but not too frequently to distract him from the real business at hand.  The Muslim Coalition was just introducing implants to its diplomats and Prime Minister Azul found the device most helpful as he walked along the throng of soldiers here.  Even though implant technology had been around for centuries the clerics still viewed it as an affront to Islam in general.  It took his words to instill in them that even Allah had to speak with modern technology.

The door was of standard construction for this base and Prime Minister Azul wondered if he was truly to die here at the rage of the ESU at letting a diplomat in here.  But he had to trust Allah and his ways in order to see if he would exit back to his shuttle alive.

Two hours later both emerged from the door, neither hurt but weary from negotiations.  Prime Minister Azul was particularly proud as they did not find the cache, nor did they know of it either.  He of course would never tell them but as long as they didn’t know, nobody knew and that was fine with him.  Walking and lightly talking with Prime Minister Scholeberg reminded him of the time he was here years before the ESU occupied its resource rich planet, and he didn’t understand what was the reason that the ESU accepted it blindly.  Maybe they found something or they had managed to pacify it so much that the ESU merely thought of it as its own?  Or maybe the conditions on Kush were so bad that they felt it was safer to exploit there than here.

“Well I’m sure that this meeting bore some fruit on what we wanted to accomplish,” Prime Minister Scholeberg said as he led Prime Minister Azul outside.  He was tired of talking and the link to the President was tenuous at best and trying to please the President at the same time was a trial of nerves and patience at the same time and he did his best to allow himself to remain polite.

Prime Minister Azul eyed Prime Minister with slightly narrowed eyes.  He knew some sort of spying was going on so he just listened to him and kept the mask of being politic.  Look at you trying to remain proud despite the fact we agreed that all ESU forces leave Kush and cease combat operations, you have Mashara, be happy with that.  Watching his step, he ignored the formation of soldiers still standing there, or maybe they were hustled to give the appearance that the ESU presence of Kush was ending?  ‘One last hurrah’ as they used to say in the twentieth century.  He was unable to pierce the jamming with his implant and no doubt his guards were very tense and nervous of attack inside the shuttle.  Even though Kush was going to be back to its original masters it still was owned by the ESU until they formally left this rock of a planet.  A rock that held considerable wealth in its hinterlands that was much needed for the Muslim Coalition to regain.  Again Allah guided them into not doing anything stupid or rash. It wouldn’t serve the Muslim Coalition to have them start a fight with the small numbers, even with the Guiding Sword hovering above.  And if they knew the price of him being captured he would execute them himself before killing himself.  “I’m sure that your President will find the terms agreeable.  In two weeks there will no longer be any remaining ESU forces on planet.  I will deliver this to President Hafni himself.”

“Good!”  Prime Minister Scholeberg patted Prime Minister Azul’s back in a friendly gesture, eyeing the soldiers to keep their restraint about them.  The last thing, though in all honesty he didn’t care, was to have a soldier lose his cool and ruin everything.

Prime Minister Azul gave Scholeberg a politician’s smile as he walked, as fake as his face could manage anyway.  Walking silently to his shuttle he considered to himself the ramifications of the agreement but he had to do what he had to do.  Rafi stood outside, his most trusted bodyguard that he had the pleasure of watching him, eyed the soldiers intently.  It was not just the disgust he shared openly about the ESU soldiers, but it was also professional detachment that his job entailed.  Besides, even his skilled hands couldn’t stop all of the soldiers from killing the Prime Minister, but he would do what Allah himself commanded and hopefully that would allow Azul sanctuary within the shuttle.  Even then, the Vipers that orbited the area would ensure that the shuttle would never make it off-planet no matter how skilled were his pilots.  With luck they would at least make it to the loyalists still fighting the ESU on this planet, and after that it would be what Allah wills.

Stopping short of the shuttle Prime Minister Scholeberg extended his hand.  “Well Prime Minister, I see that we are finished here.”

“Indeed,” he said, extending his hand he clasped his counterpart’s with his free hand.  “Maybe then they can have some peace of their own.”  Motioning to the soldiers, he hoped they would leave without delay anyway and then they could secure the cache with little overwatch by them.

Nodding in agreement, Prime Minister Scholeberg would only have the headache of Mashara to worry about rather than just Mashara and Kush.  Personally, he tried to keep Kush as the ores here would have been more of a boon than the deserted deserts of Mashara, though the Minister of Agriculture reassured him that Mashara would be a boon for some raw materials, though not much.  Though, the ESU was planning on moving more ‘south’ in exploiting political allies in the Independent Planets area rather than moving in any direction or starting to colonize more of its frontier planets.  “I agree, much blood has been shed on both sides.”

“Allah wills what it does Prime Minister, now if you don’t mind, and not to be so rude, I think we have talked enough for one day.”

Bowing his head, he smiled.  “I agree Prime Minister, but we have done so much.”

Not enough Prime Minister Azul thought to himself as he let go and waved one more time, not in goodbye, to the soldiers yes, but also a hello to his lost planet and how it would go back to its real masters.  With a smile, he walked slowly up the boarding ladder of the shuttle and ignoring the look from Rafi, entered the empty shuttle save for his reaction team and sat down in his rightful seat, in the middle of the shuttle.  The access door closed shut and Rafi sat down and put the restraints on him.  Prime Minister Azul did that himself, he trusted in Allah to guide his way and he knew that even Allah made sure that his restraints were right.  The rest of the team did likewise and momentarily the shuttle lifted off, first vertically and then it slowly moved forward.  Prime Minister Azul didn’t look out but focused on the bulkhead ahead of him, not staring at anything but just looking forward in thought.

The shuttle gained altitude and Prime Minister caught the forward swept wings of the Viper escorts and when the shuttle reached their maximum height they dropped from his view.  Only when the shuttle reached orbit did Prime Minister Azul reach the tab underneath the collar, and then pulled it to release the face mask that encased his head.  None of the bodyguards said a thing when he used both hands to pull the mask off.  Holding the deformed mask in his hand President Hafni smile as he looked at ‘Prime Minister Azul’.  Only then did he think of the charade he had pulled on the unknowing ESU forces that he walked in the midst of.  Prime Minister Azul never existed though referenced in Muslim Coalition documents and was ‘never seen’ because he simply didn’t have a physical form to be seen in.  Minutes later the shuttle docked with the Guiding Sword and then after the shuttle was secured did the massive ship leave the orbit of Kush and return to the Muslim Coalition homeworld.
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One Last Hurrah
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August 1, 2739

“Are you sure you found them all?”  Captain Hans Unter remarked as he looked at the plots for all of the suspected locations of Emir Hullah Azmir.

“Yes sir, we verified all locations and ready to begin bombardment.”

“No SLKWWs will be used, to make sure,” Captain Unter said as he looked at the holo projection of the planet Kush below.  “SLCBs only, sir.”

“Good, once we’re in position we’ll execute.  I will inform the Admiral at once.”

“Yes sir,” Lieutenant Gunter Schmidt said, confident that his projected plan would work.  It had taken days for the land forces to move out of the Kaizal mountains in order for the clearance to succeed.  Fervently hoping they’d at least get him before they were formerly withdrawn, from Commodore Stevens, that the ‘one last hurrah’ before Kush was empty of any ESU forces.  Once finished they would return to their homeworlds and celebrate a minor victory.  But to some, the political maneuvering only bore a failure to secure this hostile planet.

“Begin rotation,” Admiral Ran said as he watched Kush rotate below him relative to the ship’s position.  In order for the Stanza to effectively support the soldiers down below they had to expose their belly.  Normally they were always ‘pointed downward’ but since the brass ordered them in a ‘patrol’ stance they didn’t operate like this.  It was assumed that they would have space superiority and that the Muslim Coalition wouldn’t intervene, at least until they regained control of the planet, and with the Guiding Sword out of the near orbit, they didn’t have to worry about political niceties.  Command wanted this one done as soon as the negotiations were over.  They had one more week to pull out of their bases, and the ESU wanted to reduce the amount of hostile personnel to possibly come after them.  Since the terror incident that started the whole war was perpetrated by people from Kush, they hoped to ‘punish them one last time’.  It was the point of the bombardment of the Kaizal Mountains as they never succeeded in winning anything there.  The massive ship was silent in the dark side of the planet, some of the more developed cities could be seen even from above.

“Begin rotation, aye.”  The helmswoman began the rotation of the ship.  While the ship was rotating the underside bay doors were opening up, exposing its lethal cargo.  A few minutes later the ship was waiting to enter its launch window that would allow all twenty bombs to reach their target.

“I hope this works,” Captain Unter said to himself under his breath.

“Maximum launch position obtained,” the helmswoman said, maintaining the massive ship in the perfect launch position.

“Weapons! Fire when ready!”  Admiral Ran yelled, in order for some dramatics but then again it was the tension.  He hoped that Weapons got the coordinates right.

“Weapons away!”  All it required was DJINN to do a recheck of the coordinates, and after that they released a bomb one by one down to the planet below.

Twenty of the bombs, under guidance from the retro rockets, floated through space and into the atmosphere, heading to their individually assigned targets.  To people below looking above it looked like a massive meteor shower in the planet’s night sky.

Ten minutes later the target area lit up from multiple explosions.  “Detonations,” the Weapons officer said softly, watching as the bombs struck each target.  Some hit buildings, other cave openings.  It wasn’t visible from space but with the enhanced optics it was visible on the screen as the whole valley was shaken by multiple bomb explosions.  “All bombs impacted their targets.”

It was unfortunate that they had to wait for confirmation from Intelligence sources on the ground, but to the crew of the RNS Stanza it was a show they would never forget.

“Secure for patrol,” Admiral Ran said to his XO.

“Do you think we got him?”  Commodore Shill said with his arms crossed, watching the after effects of the multiple bomb drops.

“Time will tell, time will tell,”  Admiral Ran said as he walked back to his office.
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“Looks About Right”
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This story was inspired from a Combat Aircraft Magazine article on a mission to support Marines in Vietnam, before the introduction of computer aided guidance techniques.  While my storyline is in the twenty-eighth century, the old basics still apply.

July 20, 2739

“Eyeball this is Tarantula One!”

Lt. Robertson raced to the TOC and hastily picked up on the mic.  “Eyeball!”

“Roger, we’re caught in a hard place, going to need some bombs!” A hard breath followed.  “Fast!”

“Roger we’ll send assets your way.” Hurriedly he sat down and via DJINN he found the location of the Kommando team that was in a short firefight.  Looking at the tactical display he saw that REAPER34 was airborne and already feeding information to the two Vipers that were enroute anyway.  Still, the human mind needed the reassuring tones of a controller who said that things were going to be alright.

“Thanks!” Echoes of weapons firing could be heard nearby.

“What have we got?” Major Curr walked in and sized up the situation on the display.  Shrugging, he saw that things were being taken care of.

“A Kommando team is in contact sir.”

“Got it, looks like they’re in some shit for sure...” Watching the display he saw at least fifty hostiles converging on their position.  Forty-nine as he watched one fall backward from a shot.  The team was doing a delaying action but they were running out of options and the hostiles were getting closer...  Minutes later the team leader realized that as the team backed against the wall and fired as best as they could, forty-four targets now...

“Eyeball One, DUDE24 reporting computer aiming failure.”

“What the fuck!?!?” Echoed through the TOC as Major Curr realized that shit was happening too fast and they couldn’t fuck around.  “Robertson, make it happen!”

“Yes sir!” Furiously he typed in and took manual control.  While they could use DUDE26 they always went off the lead, it was how it was programmed when they were in a two-ship.  A fault yes, but for now just a major inconvenience.  Quickly (not quick enough) the display system opened and he took control.  “DU- Tarantula One, where do you want them?”

“Thirty meters to my west!” More chatter emanated.

“DO IT,.” Major Curr snapped.  He’d authorize the run.

“Roger, you sure?” Lt. Robertson asked to make sure.  Every contact was always recorded for later review so he wasn’t being an idiot; he was making sure if there was an investigation, his ass would be slightly covered.

“Worry about the bomb drop and I’ll worry about my team!”

“Roger, coming from the south, one bomb.”

“Cleared hot!”

“I’ll handle the legalese Chris,” Major Curr said, less animated and more relaxed now that things were working smoother than the minute ago.

“Yes sir.” Expertly, Lt. Robertson maneuvered the jet for a southern run.  Enabling the manual pipper he rose in altitude and nudged the designator pipper onto the position.

“Looks about right Lieutenant, drop it,” Major Curr said.

“Roger.” Nudging the aircraft into a perfect angle, he waited until the bomb was... perfect! He pulled the trigger and the bomb left the target.

“Weapon away Tarantula.”

“Roger!” 

Major Curr looked at the team and saw they hunkered down, with enemy troops firing on their position.  The next instant the bomb struck, right on the mass of the majority of targets.  Ten left.

“There are ten left Tarantula.”

“Much better odds, thanks and keep them on station.” A few seconds later the Kommando team crouched and picked the last dazed survivors off.

––––––––
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-Troop Commander’s vehicle during Operation Rampant Lion
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Radio Free Mashara (Operation Rampant Lion)
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Author’s Note: The reference material for this story comes from Main Battle Tank by Niall Edworthy on the British experience during Operation TELIC, or for those who don’t know, the British portion of Iraq.  Additionally some story ideas came from No Easy Day: The Firsthand Account of the Mission That Killed Osama Bin Laden.  I also want to thank a former Vietnam Veteran for explaining a technique I use in this story.  Also part of this story includes portions from my tour in Iraq and also referenced is Armadillo, the Dutch experience in Afghanistan.  And some story elements taken from No True Glory: Fallujah and the Struggle in Iraq: A Frontline Account.  And also I use Vignette 12 from The Other Side of the Mountain: Mujahideen Tactics in the Soviet-Afghan War as well. 

“Words are the new weapons, satellites the new artillery.”

-Elliot Carver (Jonathan Pryce), Tomorrow Never Dies

“Do you believe the European Space Union’s proclamation of repatriation back to the Muslim Coalition?  Do you stand against this vile form of treachery against this?  Or do you believe the propaganda and board the marked Muslim Coalition ships that secretly take them to outer space and eject you into nothingness that is cold and unforgiving?  Don’t follow the proclamation and stay here on beloved Mashara and resist the occupying forces! Do what is right and stay with me here on Al-Habir where your love for Mashara can be shown proudly!

Resist the infidel occupiers that threaten our sovereignty.  Show them that jihad is what will remove the oppressors and bring us back to the righteous path that Allah has told us, and let the Prophet Mohammed strike down the infidels, for we are truly righteous!

-Mullah Adman broadcast from Al-Habir.

August 2, 2739, Mashara

“First some critiques about your patrolling,” Lt. (Promotable) Maartje Benedix said after watching the Home Guard conduct their first patrol in her sector.  Already a seasoned veteran, she had spent two tours on Mashara as well as one on Kush, with distinction and was considered one of the finest platoon leaders in her Company. As soon as she got back to New Holland, was going to assume command as the CO of her Company, in which she’d get her Captain as well.  Standing beside the display of the patrol route, she didn’t feel like talking to them for some reason, getting a lot of ‘yeah, I know’ responses from the Cougar Company soldiers.  But as they conducted the patrol, she saw they needed a lot of work, especially with the politically sensitive aspect of the Muslim Coalition giving control to the ESU and the Dutch Protectorate as the planet’s final masters. “Spread out so you won’t get hit by a machinegun burst.” Pulling out some pictures she took, she noted she showed a few soldiers bunched up.  “Here, you can see these soldiers right here.” Inwardly she felt she shouldn’t be going over this but... “And when you halt, you take a knee, aren’t you all infantry?”  She was of course infantry but from the lax discipline she saw, it wasn’t going to produce the results a patrol was aiming for.

“I’ll talk to my team leaders about it, they should know better,”  Staff Sergeant Lenard said as he watched the pictures, embarrassed that his squad didn’t perform to ‘his’ standards.

“Didn’t you before the mission?” Lt. Benedix asked non-rhetorically.  And aren’t you responsible for the conduct of your squad?

“We went over the mission plan,” Staff Sergeant Lenard said.

Realizing two steps ahead where they began to continue.

Lt. Overman stood and watched the whole debrief and waved a hand.  “I think she was asking did you rehearse before you left.”

“Yes, sir, my team leaders weren’t doing what they were supposed to,” Staff Sergeant Lenard said defensively.  He made sure that while he was busy doing some admin work that his squad was training for the upcoming patrol.

“Anyway, taking a knee is best when out in the open, or when conducting halts correct?”  Looking around she hoped for some acknowledgement that she was talking to them, and not herself.

Everybody nodded.

“Who did?”

Nobody answered.  One of the team leaders, Sergeant Nordman raised his hand.  “But there wasn’t anything, so there was no point in doing it, at least that’s what I thought.”

Rolling her eyes her trigger for a smart-aleck went off.  “No, every time you halt, and then you take a knee,” Realizing they must have digitally checked things off to prove they were ready for deployment she gave him a hard stare. “Ma’am...”

“Oh right, yes ma’am,” Sergeant Nordman said quickly.

Shaking her head in disgust she continued on.  “But Staff Sergeant Troy was saying to do it, why didn’t anybody listen?” she asked, noticing he was out of the room though he should be here.

“He doesn’t know what he’s doing,” Staff Sergeant Lenard said with a glib smile.  Staff Sergeant Troy didn’t have the experience that he had in leading a squad in combat.

“So the fact is that he knew what was going on was wrong?”

“Err, we’ll talk to him about it,” Lt. Overman interjected.

Amazed that another Staff Sergeant was in the squad formation she let it go.  She didn’t have much hope for the Home Guard anyway, though her counterparts in other Companies were saying they’d be alright if they listened to those who had done it before.

“Matter of fact he looked pretty stupid doing it, there wasn’t any enemy around so why bother?” One of the soldiers said.  “He doesn’t have any common sense anyway.”

For some reason Lt. Benedix didn’t want to waste time with them, and closed the display.  But, she knew that a few more patrols under her tutelage would produce better results, though she didn’t have much hope for this motley bunch of... ‘people?’ “Anything else I need to go over?”

“We’re good, and we’ll take your recommendations and get them squad squared away” Captain Pintzer said quickly.  How dare a lieutenant tell him his Company wasn’t capable of the mission! Annoyed at the debriefing anyway, he motioned that the debriefing was over with and they had a war to attend to.  Besides, she didn’t have the experience that any of his soldiers had, and there were reports that the fighting was technically over with.

With that Lt. Benedix left, finally glad to leave.  Foreboding descended over her on the performance of them in an actual engagement.  Besides, she didn’t have the time to go over how they could fix it.  But orders were orders, and it gave her the necessary ‘out’ that she was looking for.  She wouldn’t go on patrol with them any more anyway.  She had better things to do than talk to people who apparently didn’t want to listen to their own mistakes.

“So when is the AAR for the patrol?” Staff Sergeant Troy said as he had just finished with ‘necessary’ admin work.

“It had already happened,” Sergeant Nordman said in his normally flippant tone of handling things, such as his first ever deployment.

Shaking his, head Platoon Sergeant Criff said it was for squad leaders only.  “I thought it was for squad leaders only?”

“Nope, the whole squad was there, and the Lieutenant was a hottie too.”  Sergeant Nordman walked off, careful not to reveal that they made some mistakes and somehow Staff Sergeant Troy was right.

Staff Sergeant Troy stood there dumbfounded, and shrugged and went to his room instead, since apparently his expertise wasn’t needed after all.

August 3, 2739

“REAPER12, I have a small group in Cougar’s sector, possibly enemy.”

For some moments REAPER12 analyzed the location given and zoomed in.

“Looks like a Home Guard unit,” One of the humans said with a hint of derision in his voice. “DJINN isn’t showing any hostile weapons.”

“Yeah, they’re so bunched up that I mistook them for an insurgent group, move on REAPER12.”

Obeying the humans command REAPER12 went back to its job.

Staff Sergeant Jared Sweger sat in the shade besides the headquarters building under the small break area.  Beside him was PFC Jonas Matthias, a new recruit that was pulled from God knows where to be in the Kommando unit called ‘A Troop 2/4 Cav’.  He puffed on a cigarette idly while the blistering heat assaulted the both of them.  He had been selected to replace their former medic, who was assigned to the hospital wing on Diemos.  He had just left Diemos yesterday and was still struggling to stay awake from the space lag that he had acquired from the short trip to occupied Mashara.  Why he was sent back to this shithole he never could understand and therefore leaned back on the bench while ignoring the smoke from PFC Matthias.  Idly brushing his short brown hair back he yawned and tried to stay awake as the heat was sweltering and good enough to take a nap in.  Even though he would prefer to be inside rather than outside waiting for the pickup while both of their duffle bags were stacked neatly beside the bench.

Tens of kilometers away from the HQ, PFC Ayers leaned over her PK42 watching the Muslim Coalition soldiers round up those who wanted to be repatriated back to the Muslim Coalition.  Pushing up her combat glasses, she yawned and stretched and placed her hands automatically back on her weapon.  For the past week since the ownership had changed hands from the Muslim Coalition to the European Space Union there had been a call for repatriation back to the Muslim Coalition.  Their job as occupiers was to see that the Muslim Coalition soldiers didn’t try to start an invasion of the planet, and in a month, become owners of this place.  They brought enough manpower to corral their wayward populace, but never enough to try and foment any revolution.  And that meant that the starships had to land in various cities in order for them to do just that.  As the Leopard slowly orbited the city she wondered idly if the Muslim Coalition were true to their word in staying out of the ESU’s affairs once they left.  The cynical soldiers thought they were leaving behind stores of weaponry for any holdouts to further the ‘revolution’ and that was why they were orbiting watching them intently through the summer heat.  Home Guard soldiers had been deployed to give some of the fighting units some rest but from what she noticed they weren’t much, just inexperienced.  But then from how they acted they thought they were the best that the Dutch had to offer and in some cases, re-inventing the wheel on how to handle business here.  Then again it was fitting that Dutch units were coming in as everybody knew the Dutch Protectorate would be ruling over this desert wasteland.

But as she watched another wave of... refugees? Stream towards the massive ships she hoped the majority of them were the worst of the troublemakers.  It would give her more time to worry about other things, than burning her cheek on the stock of the PK42 and dehydration.  With that thought she slowly fished out a bottle of water, removed her cheek from the stock and while still watching, emptied the bottle down her throat.

“We’ve got a problem, and that problem is Al-Habir,” General Van Der Kut said as he sighed and sat down at his desk.  Looking around, he saw a mound of paperwork and other things, along with the daily reports queued in his desktop computer.  The multiple flashing messages only added to his internal burden of Things To Do. 

“What kind of problem sir?” Captain Juniper asked sitting in the rather comfortable chair in front of the desk.  Since leaving Mashara the HQ didn’t have much in the way of accommodations but then again it never did, even the General’s area was sparse.  Now that they were officially going to own the planet accommodations steadily got better day by day with shipments and plans to make Moshtar the central HQ for ESU forces on-planet.  It was just that the ‘niceties’ of the Muslim Coalition giving the planet back was too easy.  Even under the Muslim Coalition’s rule Moshtar was still the planetary capital.  And since the facilities were largely intact the ESU had to allow it to remain the same.  The only difference that this time the people running that infrastructure were getting on the starships taking them home.  Once Mashara was fully handed over, the ESU would be confident that they could start sending over some of the burdened populations.  Resources were another factor but so far there were no government or corporate teams sent over once it was ‘pacified’. 

“A one Mullah Adman, who has been slowly derailing the repatriation effort,” Tapping a few keys he brought up an image reportedly from two years ago.  It showed him in militant’s guise standing at one of the roads of the city, a proud smile on his face.  Despite his face being weather beaten, his face had a controlled haircut and everything wreaked of him being a criminal statesman, not the ‘pest’ he became despite numerous attempts to take the city.
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