
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Halloway's Misfits

        

        
        
          The Terran Defense Coalition Files, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Nathan Ritchey

        

        
          Published by Nathan Ritchey, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HALLOWAY'S MISFITS

    

    
      First edition. February 5, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Nathan Ritchey.

    

    
    
      Written by Nathan Ritchey.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Nathan Ritchey

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Muth Saga

          
        
          
	          Vanities of the Cosmos

          
        
          
	          Souls of the Cosmos

          
        
          
	          Blood of the Cosmos Book#3 of The Muth Saga

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Terran Defense Coalition Files

          
        
          
	          Halloway's Misfits

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Unspoken Covenant

          
        
          
	          Werewolf-Undead

          
        
          
	          Dark Force

          
        
      

      
    
    


Halloway’s Misfits 

By

Nathan Ritchey 

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER ONE: THE ERROR MARGIN 
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​The rain in Neo-Seattle didn’t hiss when it hit the pavement; it sizzled. A chemical byproduct of the orbital bombardment, the downpour turned the ruins of the Space Needle into a glistening, acidic tombstone.

​Commander Jack "Hazard" Halloway crouched behind a slab of ferro-concrete, checking the charge on his magnetic railgun. The readout flickered: 12%. Just enough to die trying.

​"They stopped firing, Commander," a voice crackled in his earpiece. It was Private Miller, a kid fresh from the Luna Academy. His voice was an octave too high. "Why did they stop?"

​Halloway didn't look over the barrier. He knew exactly why they had stopped.

​"They aren't reloading, Miller," Halloway said, his voice gravel over the comms. "They’re calculating."

​Thirty meters down the jagged street, the Frang advance unit was waiting. They were seven-foot nightmares of chitin and light. Halloway had seen them up close once; they didn't have eyes in the traditional sense. They had bioluminescent veins pulsing under translucent armor, glowing brighter as their neural networks ran probability simulations. When the veins turned crimson, the math was done. You were already dead; your body just hadn't caught up yet.

​"Sergeant Kano," Halloway barked. "Status?"

​"Brick" Kano was ten feet to Halloway’s left, encased in a battered TDC 'Goliath' exo-suit. The hydraulics whined in protest as Kano shifted his massive rotary cannon. "Ammo is low, Boss. Heat sinks are critical. If I spin this barrel up again, I might melt my own arm off."

​"Good," Halloway grimaced. "Keep it hot."

​"Sir!" Miller yelled again. "The manual says we should fall back to the secondary suppression line! We have a 40% cover advantage if we move now!"

​"Miller, stay put!" Halloway roared.

​But the kid was terrified. Miller broke from cover, sprinting toward a crater ten yards back—the textbook maneuver. It was the logical move. It was the move they taught in basic training to maximize survival probability.

​A single beam of violet light, silent and surgical, threaded the needle between two burning cars. It caught Miller mid-stride, vaporizing his torso instantly. The legs took two more steps before collapsing.

​Halloway punched the concrete wall. "Damn it."

​The Frang hadn’t aimed at Miller. They had aimed at the empty space where the probability algorithm said Miller would be if he followed standard human doctrine. They were fighting a war against math, and humanity was failing the test.

​"They've got us bracketed," Brick grunted, the servo-motors in his suit grinding. "They know we’re low on ammo. They know we’re cornered. My HUD is showing a 99% casualty projection."

​"Turn off your HUD, Brick," Halloway said, standing up and checking his railgun again.

​"Say again?"

​"Turn it off. If you can see the odds, you’ll hesitate. And if you hesitate, they win." Halloway switched his comms to the open channel. "Listen up, remainder of Squad 4. The Frang are expecting a retreat. They’ve already fired the shots that will kill us if we run backward."
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