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“Casualties of Peace”

Part 1
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Act 09
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17 March 2471, 07:30 hours Interstellar Zulu Time
Quadrant 2: Star Base Pollux, abandoned shuttle bay

The abandoned bay was littered with nearly 300 humanoid bodies. Alliance Galactipol had been called in once it was reported by someone sent into the bay to check on it. From what Lieutenant Percy Kilgore could tell, it didn’t happen that long ago, because there had been no decomposition of the bodies. Lieutenant William Sandoval, the shrewder one of the two, was shaking his head, becoming more perturbed by the minute, because the bulk of the bodies on the Earth Confederacy side were of an average age of 15. As for what began this mass shoot-out, he was still baffled.

Percy was looking at something that was coming in from a vidfeed’bot he found that wasn’t destroyed by the disruptor fire, because it was hidden in a vent shaft. The ones that began the fight were affected as well, but they had launched some sort of attack’bot, and it was one that seemingly was programmed to slaughter both sides, to prevent anyone from blaming them. However, a rewind revealed that the Confederacy kids tried to leave the deal alive, because they realized that they had been scammed.

Sandoval was just angry that teenagers were slaughtered, and wanted to know who would do such an atrocious thing. Percy looked at him and said, “It was definitely the Proxi that did this; they had every intention of reneging on a deal for something, and launched an attack’bot to make certain that no one left the bay alive.”

“Then that’s our next destination,” Bill said. “We have to bring the leaders of the Proxi bastards that did this to justice.”

“They appear to be of the Alvarez Gang,” Percy said. “But they have been going legit for years; what would possess them to commit such an atrocity?”

“They may have been kids,” Bill said, “but they were Earth Confederacy; Alvarez probably thought it was a hell of a badge of honor, taking out that many.”

“The attack’bot made it too fucking easy,” Percy said, “even for them.”

“I think we should check the cargo bays on the base for what the Proxi were selling to the Confederacy,” Percy said flatly. “I would like to know what the Proxi were using to scam the Confederacy.”

“That Nazi of a Grand Commander is bound to declare war on the Proxi,” Bill said. “The clock’s ticking to figure this mystery out, and it won’t be figured out staying here.”

Percy was attempting to report in with the commander of the sector, but he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Someone got the drop on the Confederacy, and no one lived to have the damned medal pinned to their chest. He handed the pad back to Percy and said, “Your end is over; report back to Headquarters as soon as possible.”

“To me,” Percy said, “that means answering some questions that I have about the murders. We answered who the fuck did it, but the why is still going unanswered.”

“For one thing,” Bill said, “the average age of the Confeds present was 15. The Proxi bastards behind this are guilty of mass infanticide. One hundred fifty teenagers aren’t going to finish growing up.”

“I don’t want to report home until we answer some questions,” Percy said flatly. “For me, as soon as possible means when I can furnish a better report that has the questions answered.”

“Then I am changing the order, Kilgore,” the commander said. “You’re going to be on the first shuttle to Earth. You’re going home now. We should pin a goddamn medal on the chest of the Proxi behind this, not arrest the poor bastard.”

“Then you,” Bill said sternly, “are more pathetic than I thought. The Confed Grand Commander learns of this, and more innocent lives are at stake than just 150 teenaged abductees in Confed uniforms.”

“You were called here as a courtesy, and you found out who we’re sending the medal to,” the commander said. “Good day; dismissed.”

As they left the base’s Galactipol offices, Bill said, “Something tells me you have no intention of going to Earth just yet.”

“You’re right,” Percy said. “I hate when the investigation is called just because a current enemy was a victim; those victims were kids, goddammit. I won’t rest until someone is busted for mass infanticide. That commander is prejudiced by the fact that the kids were in the Earth Confederacy. They kidnap children and brainwash them to serve their purposes, but we need to put a stop to attacking blindly. We can still get the kids out and break their conditioning; and we need to focus on that, not murdering them blindly because of that fucking uniform.”

“I agree,” Bill said. “We’re going to need backup on call, but most of Galactipol is going to side with that fucking commander, Percy; we could be on our own with this one.”

“Three words,” Percy said sternly. “So be it.”
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Planet Proxima Prime, New Thebes
19 March 2471, 13:20 hours ISZT

Percy and Bill stood at the desk for their rental car, and got one almost immediately. Of course, Bill wished they could’ve gotten one with military tags, but he’d been out of TASCOM for too long to even consider that much. He couldn’t even use his ID chip to get an armed vehicle from the base’s rental units. After all, Galactipol was the civilian version of the military, and he knew it. For the time being, they had to settle for not even a Class VII disruptor array on the car.

As they drove away in their rental, Percy noticed a car pulling in behind them, and maintaining a discreet distance. Bill, monitoring what was going on via the reverse angle view on his data pad, said, “Thank God you at least added deflector shields to the car; we’ve got company.”

“Gotcha, Bill; going to flight mode.”

Percy knew they had a better chance at evasive in the air than they did along the ground. He set the altitude at 35,000 to prevent the person from leaning out the window to fire off any shots. Bill then said, “They’re maintaining their position, but I think they realize that they can’t launch an attack on us. After scanning their hover car, I’ve noticed that they aren’t armed other than the pistols they have on their persons.”
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