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The bulkheads always sing in warp. They creak, they stretch, they moan under the toil, yet they sing, almost as if they are capturing the music of life, the music that can be heard only at FTL. The drive itself I cannot hope to comprehend, it is a box of mystery, known only to the Basque teenager who discovered its intricacies all those years ago; and to the specific engineers who can understand her riddles and her tricks. Either way, the music of the bulkheads is our melody, the Peacekeepers Melody. We listen to it during briefings, we listen to it while we rest, it even creeps into our dreams, if we are lucky enough to get them during FTL. The worry washes away, the song of the drive gives us strength, it cleans the mind of the ill parts of the job, it is the greatest shrink that any soldier can have.


With the song of FTL in my ear, I see the metal in front of me, rigid, yet malleable, with too many screws and too many bolts, the redundancy protocol of a ship of war. This ship, the Calyster, she is a Cruiser, you can tell by the drive. It puts out strength, yet saves enough juice for maneuvering at sub-light, the best combination for patrolling the frontier. Ah yes, the frontier.......it is a void that is larger than the expanse of space, and yet ever more dangerous. One can see the reaches of infinity, that great sense of wonder, has that rock ever been seen by a human, or what about this world. Is this specific gem of the sky, its riches, and its beauty, are you the first to have it? Or has she given herself away many times before, and you are simply one of many that will glimpse it, then lose it, for it was only your turn to enjoy, and not yours to keep.


The frontier, filled with the greatest diversity of man, all of its shades and its colors, whether it be skin, hair, eyes, or the color of one's cybernetic arm implant, all tinder for conflict, for war you see. Because Jimmy over in Planet A wants what Johnny in Planet B has, and because there is no such thing as arbitration, courts, or a sense of justice out here, Jimmy is forced to beat Johnny hard with a stick until he cries and gives up his trinket, only for Jimmy to grow bored of it and beat Johnny out of something else. He who has the biggest stick is king out in the frontier, and such trifles always end up annoying Terra, always.


That is where we come in, the great saviors of man, the Peacekeepers. We are akin to the old Marshals of the Wild West back in the day, back when Terra was still the frontier, still the division of nations, and not the seat of the great Terran Republic. Oh, how simple were those days, Jimmy back then only had his revolver to beat Johnny with, nowadays he has a great armada of ships, and a stick so big it can scare an entire sector into war. Jimmy was always a bully, yet now he can bully trillions with his armada stick, while back in the days of that old Wild West the worst that he could hope to muster was a ragtag band of bandits. I have got to say, I hate the Jimmy's of the stars.


However, Jimmy himself we could care less of, little Jimmy pirates and little Jimmy bandits are always prowling about, finding a juicy little farming world that they can get some tribute from, in some cases even giving a quite decent protection service in exchange for the tribute, by frontier standards of course. Jimmy keeps on being Jimmy, and if a world requests Terran help, especially a world that would like to join Terra, we especially love those worlds; then we just smack the Jimmy fly off and he scurries on off ever deeper into the abyss of the frontier, in search of easier tribute. No Jimmy is not the problem, his older siblings are.


They go by many names, you have the Atomi Confederacy, a secretive bunch that adores, yes adores energy. For them it is the meaning of life, it gives existence to well existence, I don’t know much about them, other than they have energy up to their eyeballs, and they love trying to build great power stations around stars. They also love trying to blend Protons, Neutrons, and Electrons in different combinations, much like the alchemists of old, only this time these lads have it down to a science. Last I heard of them in the papers, they claimed to have stabilized an isotope of element 332, using something that keeps Protons together using the energy that they normally exert in trying to break free, which is a lot when you got 332 protons together in a bunch.


Then you have the Zalu Empire, these people love to be like Jimmy, only better, much better. They do not ask for tribute, in exchange for a harvest of grain, or a few rare resources found on your world, oh no. They show up in a nice little armada, tiny but mighty, and demand immediate annexation, with a bunch of taxes and obligations and other nasty stuff. If you are foolish enough to say no, they simply sit back, pour themselves a nice Coffee blend, and let their batteries blast your world into submission. If you take longer than several hours to surrender, or if you even think about fighting back, they destroy your military, then they put these lovely little things called Neural Acclimators into your brain stem, it then sends out trillions upon trillions of little electric connectors all across your lobes, turning you into the perfect slave, completely loyal, completely functional in every way, except in that little defect of disobedience.


Whether you’re still human or just an advanced machine only the Zalu know, all attempts by the Terran Republic to remove one of those pesky buggers from the brain of the unfortunate victim always ends in death, the little 'Acclimators' acclimate you so much to Zalu servitude that they fry your neurons the very instant someone tries to convince you otherwise of the Zalu supremacy.


Then you got the Eranians, who comprise The Eranian Union; oh, do not even get me started on that lot. They all follow this religion that is; well, let us say it’s quite out there, fitting for an outer space civilization I suppose. They believe in this one Goddess called Era, she was around since the dawn of Human history apparently, and she says that all of humanity used to be Gods, everyone single one of us: ruling upon our own respective Heavenly Throne. Then this great league of rival gods came down and sentenced man to eternal imprisonment down on Earth. But thanks to Era, humanity got 'Eras Blood' and well managed to retain the knowledge of eons, albeit trapped. Either way, they believe that you have to have lots of children, by lots I mean they have entire stations where billions of babies are grown a year in Ectogenesis, and just about every single woman among them is pregnant.


And they want all of mankind to live with them and become Eranian, they promise lots and lots of love and sex, so just about all of those who can't quite make it in their current situation and can get themselves on a ship head out in search of them. Only catch is they believe the blood is strongest among those with white as snow skin, and especially strong in any naturally Redheaded or Blonde individual, although Brunets are respected too; if you got exotic eye color and a few freckles that's a plus too. Unlike the Zalu however, their solution if you don't have that appearance that they want is to have lots of sex with an Eranian that has the features, your bloodline then gets 'bleached' and in a few generations all of your descendants look like Redhead/Blonde/Brunet Models.


Better than the Zalu if we are being honest, who either jet you out an airlock or put a nice little Acclimator in your brain at the slightest offence. In addition to these big three fish out in the great frontier, you have many thousands upon thousands of medium and small powers, some only a planet large, others a few systems, others so small they share a planet like in the old Terran days. Either way, thinking about all of this helps pass the time, as we wait for our destination to be reached. Command wants us to check up on a little farming planet called Takalu. Discovered by Terran surveyors into the frontier some seven years ago, they are descendants of an assortment of poor farmers from Earth and Mars who sold everything that they had and pitched in to get themselves an FTL capable boat, fitted it with supplies and terraforming gear, and set off deep into the unknown, until they found someplace where they would be never found.


They left back in the Sol housing crisis some several hundred years ago, back when humanity was at the point of severely reducing its numbers through total war. You see, decent sub-light speeds were had with the Torch drive concept, basically burn hot and long and go where you want to go, but since sub-light is so incredibly slow, we were stuck in Sol system and we outgrew it. It got so bad that Charon had to bar immigrants from Pluto, such was the population density of those times. Then came this great teenager by the name of Antonio Galiera. He lived in the Northeast area of Spain, where the Basque people originated from. He apparently got tired of his teachers in school telling him that FTL is impossible, because Einstein’s Theory of Relativity said so.


Naturally he didn't like that, and decided to completely demolish the theory, and replace it with whatever is the current theory today, but everyone thought him to be a teenage crackpot in the middle of a mass rambling and they ignored him. Then he got angry and raised up some money, by raise I mean launder and scheme money until he had enough to construct a prototype FTL shuttle; I have got to say, I like this little Jimmy. He then rocketed off into orbit as the authorities closed in on him, hacked the Sol telecommunications network, and live streamed himself warping from Earth to the moon in a few minutes, then he went to Mars in about 15 minutes, and stopped at Pluto in another half an hour. He then bounced around the solar system, visiting every single major-sized inhabited orbital body in the solar system in only a few hours.


Let us just say that he completely shocked the human species, especially because he released the full collection of papers regarding his physics theories, not to mention the entirety of the shuttles schematics, to every single electronic device that was at the time connected to the Sol telecommunications network. In a few months every single Joe everywhere was selling everything that he got to the new super FTL conglomerates that formed, which began to construct anything from personal 1 man 'Sightsee the Galaxy' shuttles, to enormous behemoths that could house hundreds of thousands of people. We swarmed the neighboring stars, and well, we kept swarming, until humanity was effectively all over the place throughout the galaxy.


The original colonists of Takalu were smart. They got enough money to fit themselves into a nice large scale FTL transport, fitted it to the brim with terraforming equipment, fuel, and supplies, pointed the nose in some random direction, and blasted off and did not look back. They went and went until the fuel harvesters began to fail, only then did they assume that they were far enough from the rest of mankind to start anew, and they then searched for the best possible nearby terraforming candidate, and they found it in Takalu, a planet with a climate much like Mars in her original state, and within several decades they exhausted the power core of their FTL ship in terraforming the planet, and they stripped her down for parts and industrial machinery, and started anew in a nice world, a little dry and hot at the start, but completely untamed, and ready to be pollinated by the stored life kept in the ship’s cargo holds.


And for a few hundred years it was Eden for Takalu, they slowly settled their solar system, and began construction of habitats across the different orbital bodies. They were in the process of beginning to see about terraforming the entirety of the solar system when man began to catch up to them. First it was a few rascals, who tried to raid but very quickly found themselves shot down by a mass array of hidden Solar System defense batteries, since these Takalu did not forget about mankind you see. But the rascals and their colonies began to eat each other, and they grew larger, and larger, until they started to become very dangerous.


So paranoid about threats were the Takalu that seven years ago, when a vessel from the Terran Survey Administration made first contact, they were nearly blown out of the sky by the orbital batteries. They profusely apologized, explained the shoot first policy; and the Terran vessel after the customary exchange of trinkets and knowledge that we Terrans do after any first contact with a long lost branch of the Human family; offered a possible solution to their ills, application for status as a member world of the republic. We have been in diplomatic talks ever since.


You see we love to expand, and truth be told we beg every single world that we find to join the republic, it helps us remain competitive against the great behemoths that get ever fatter out on the frontier. We give them lots of stuff, technology, infrastructure assistance, you want your world to smell like a squeaky-clean Earth that has never felt the touch of man? We can give you that. All you have to do is send representatives, pay a bit of tax, nothing like the Zalu, accept the very fair Terran laws, and you are a member. You then get the nice protection of Terran Police fleets, you can request military and police garrisons, and you get priority route selection from yours truly. We Peacekeepers always wander back and forth across border worlds in between frontier assignments, it keeps the new member planets very happy, and helps us out as we get a bunch of tips from traders that fly across the fluid and ever-expanding border.


Sometimes we run into border conflicts, for example our borders hit the frontier of the Zalu Empire some forty years ago. They got all excited and threatening until we sent a nice armada of 3,000 warships, that calmed them down real fast and they agreed to draw the borders nice and neat, and to enter a non-aggression pact with us. They since augmented their side of the border with a bunch of surveillance equipment, and a few frontier garrisons and fleets, but other than that we get only peace and silence from them, quite unusual from the norm, especially from the few refugees that we rarely get that managed to escape a Zalu invasion. We ran up to the Atomi Confederacy some eighty years ago, they love any science that we trade with them, and we love their understanding of chemistry, we retain more or less open borders and good terms with them. As for the Eranians, well they are a different story. We met them only some twenty years ago, and we feared another Zalu.


Oh boy were we wrong, they were exuberant that Terra managed to grow into such a large civilization, and they requested commercial pacts, friendship pacts, mutual delegation exchanges, sharing of culture and entertainment, everything. Naturally the Terran politicians were overjoyed, and they opened their arms to mutual exchange. Then came the Eranian tourists, and the preachers. They apparently were masters at Human Genetic Engineering, they did not simply know about the human genome, they could navigate it in their sleep. They were, well as close to a God as you can get in the flesh. Very intelligent, kind, insanely attractive, incredibly talented in sports and in war, as well as being very strong; they basically got every single possible positive human trait, and put it into their genome, and they then got rid of all the bad ones, every single one.


All fun and good right? Well I didn't get to the preachers yet. So, the preachers were always the same, men who had an army of Terran women following them wherever they went, and women who had an army of Terran men following them wherever they went. They said that the best way to enjoy life is to have lots of kids and lots of sex, and empower yourself and become a God, all possible through Era. The thing is they had sex with everyone, you could be the ugliest most miserable lad in the underground city slums, and still have six Eranian redheads and six Eranian blondes that wanted to ride you until you passed out. The Eranian men well, we Terran men could not compete with them; they had absolutely everything, the Terran women simply could not get enough of them. And you could be the ugliest lass in town, you still had Eranian men eager to sleep with you.


They also offered free genetic treatments to all Terrans who wanted to become Eranians. Sure, you have to bleach your bloodline or whatever that entails, but you think the people cared about that? No, they wanted the free turn me into a super God genetic treatment, and the sex with Gods as well. It got so bad that we had some 30%-50% of the frontier population leaving at the peak, until the Terran government begged the Eranians to stop well, being so persuasive in their proselytization. They apologized and agreed, and said that other than entertainment exchange, they wouldn't proselytize directly until they got permission to do so.


The damage was already done; however, we still have lotteries, very popular lotteries I might add, that fund the voyage to Eranian space for those lucky winners who wish to convert. And everyone misses the Eranian missionaries, even when you have the modern day 'tourist' who does not proselytize, he or she brings joy wherever they may be. I for one, as does the entirety of the ship, even the Captain although he'll deny it every time it comes up, misses the days of the academy, when the very friendly Eranian exchange girls loved to get to know new people, and talk about the Goddess with them, obviously only in bed, since they don't proselytize overtly anymore. I still have my copy of the at the time up to date Eranian holy texts, a small portion of the total.


Other than the big three factions that we know of, we have thousands upon thousands of smaller factions, many would love to join the republic, others want independence, and we find more and more every day as the many thousands of survey vessels bring back tales of wild planets with even wilder cultures of human that live upon them. Any old radical or crackpot of yesteryear simply needed to convince a few thousand people of his greatness and then set off and found an entire world based on his interesting ideals. Hundreds of thousands of ships were constructed following the discovery of FTL, and many more since. They could easily be many millions of human worlds and civilizations, scattered all across the galaxy.


Either way, my daydreaming of the ever-changing galactic map was cut short, when our cabin doors flashed open, and the Captain walked in. In what has to be muscle memory by now, all Peacekeepers present whether they were sleeping or playing dice, snapped out of their respective slumber and stood at attention with the salute.


“Sir!” Cried the room


“At ease gentlemen.” Said Captain Masker of the Calyster. The Captain was a man we all respected, he ran his ship well, with a high level of discipline befitting a Peacekeeper vessel and crew, yet calm enough that one could be at ease, and focus on the task at hand, and not on the possible wrath of an error.


“Report to your posts, the helm tells me we will be reaching Takalu soon, Xander you're with me as sentinel.” And at the moment of the last letter from the Captains mouth, the room emptied fast, save for the two of us. Normally I would not ask, but curiosity overpowered my concern of the possible repercussions.


“Sir?” I asked.


“Yes Peacekeeper?” The Captain replied.


“Why order us to station’s in person sir, when normally the Bosun at the bridge calls the hands to stations?” I added.


“You know me by now Xander, I am always unpredictable.” Said Captain Masker with a smile.


The Captain was right, he was always unpredictable, whether he decided to shower with the men, instead of using the personal Captains shower at his quarters, breaking numerous regulations, or even when he decided to be brazen, and shower with the women at their showers, breaking even more regulations, the Captain did whatever he fancied, when he fancied it. He always said it was to prepare the men and women of the Calyster for the unexpected, we knew he did it because he was as bored of the FTL music as the rest of us.


I had my sentinel field dress already fitted and ready to go, and I fastened my laser pistol to my hip, handle facing forward, barrel down the left leg, as regulation demands it. This was arguably the greatest part of being a Captain’s sentinel. I alongside Louis, the other sentinel, and the Captain, were the only ones aboard the Calyster other than the designated marines allowed to carry arms on the lower decks, and only I, Louis, and the Captain were allowed to carry arms on the bridge, unless the Captain breaks the protocol through battle stations. It was a bygone regulation relic from an old age, imposed on the Terran military back when crews eagerly commandeered the fledgling navy FTL ships, flushed the officers out the airlock, and set off in pursuit of glory among the virgin stars.


Nowadays it is a simple formality, weapons are within arm’s reach across the ship, and pistols are within arm’s reach of most of the bridge crew. However, it helps to preserve tradition, we learn the lessons and mistakes of the past by doing so, and it helps to prevent them in the future.


I and the Captain walked to the briefing room, and we entered, the room standing at attention and salute, including myself, until the Captain gave the order “all ease” and we returned to our seats and positions. Louis was waiting for me at the right corner of the door, right as we entered; and he handed me my laser rifle. This is truth be told the best part of the sentinels job, we get to carry a standard military issue laser rifle, us two being the only ones allowed to do so near the Captain; fully powered and operated, nestled smugly across the right breast and shoulder, pointed upright at a 45 degree angle clockwise assuming you view the body direct facing from the left side, although truth be told no one ever checks much less cares anymore, much less the Captain, so long as it looks well as it rests.


The laser rifle is arguably the greatest of beauties that any Terran soldier gets to see while on duty, whether he is with the navy, the army, the police, although the police get the puny and much weaker 'civilian' versions; those only reach setting two, while our rifles reach setting 10; after all you can't have the civvies blasting entire buildings down with a single burst of red hot laser plasma at setting 7, heaven forbid setting 10. The rifles are mighty weapons, allowing for less than lethal setting one, which by less than lethal in Peacekeeper terminology meaning as close to one piece that his heart still beats and his mind still works for interrogation as possible, since less than lethal can easily blind you; and cause other forms of damage, as it causes slight cauterization across the entire body, whether it touches skin or clothes.


Setting 2-10 are all lethal, with each setting giving you a different beam width, impact type, and damage intensity. Need to silence a moving vehicle at 3,000 yards? Then use setting three, which is precision piercing. Want your laser rifle to be more like an actual rifle, then use setting two, semi-automatic laser bolt, pierces body armor and flesh as well as any bullet. Need to keep the heads down? Setting four, full auto, with the bullets hitting harder, although you better be wearing your combat gear, or else you will easily cauterize yourself fast with setting four. Want to start making a statement? Use setting 5-6, which is broad crowd neutralizer, effectively burning everything in front of you in a wide beam of plasma.


Setting 7-9 is when the fun begins, need to siege a city or beak a bunker, but the officers are too incompetent and can't give you orbital ordinance or artillery support because they are too slow on the attack? Then use setting 7 through 9, and watch entire buildings melt away, and the hearts of the army technicians sink when you bring them back your rifle with a weakened alloy and burnt-out circuits. You never use setting 7 and above unless you can defend it in a court martial, that is what was drilled into us at academy, and it's the god honest truth.


And finally setting 10. This is the setting that you use when you know that you're surrounded and thus are going to die and want to give the enemy a great sending off before he gets you. This overrides all safeties and thermal limiters on the rifle, and lets you get 160% out of it until it either burns out, blows up in your face, or melts your arms off, whichever occurs first. This setting is never used unless in the direst of circumstances, usually when you want to die well, and be remembered. The last stanza of one of our many academy marching songs captures setting 10 perfectly: “Never surrender, fight to setting 10 and then just a little bit more.”


We took our positions standing at attention behind the Captain, who still following the more symbolic than protocol regulation, but still regulation seating, sat two seats center behind everyone else. In the old days, this was to prevent the Captain, who was the only one with full code knowledge and permissions for the ship, her weapons, and her FTL override, from being caught unawares by a commandeering plot in the middle of a briefing, if they tried to do such a thing, we sentinels with full view of the room would either blast their face off with plasma, or the Captain would have the honors with his laser pistol, which while much weaker than the rifle, still has the same 10 settings, and can still pack a nice punch in skilled hands.


The briefing started, and the ships Cartographer, Planetary Surveyor, and the Terran Diplomatic Representative, our little gift to Takalu, began their briefing. The Cartographer spoke first.


“Takalu as we all know from previous briefings has an uneventful state of anomalies, a traditional FTL exit off the north pole of the planet will be more than sufficient to enter the system safely. They have already recorded our approach vector, and they have confirmed it with their defense grid, there should be no issues on that end.” The Cartographer, stating the obvious but still necessary under protocol, stepped aside and the Surveyor took his place.


“Takalu is a great plains world, with decent but small numbers of water bodies, it has one large saline mass that can be considered an ocean, around the size of the Atlantic, which the Takalu use as their primary reservoir. Additional small saline water  bodies, with plenty of rivers across the planet with freshwater feeding into them, constructed through irrigation projects, can also be found, which act as secondary reservoirs for the great latifundiums that can be found across the plains of the planet, collectively owned, they produce immense amounts of grain and feed for livestock, an incredibly valuable world for supplying the frontier with food. Build by hand and effort for hundreds of years, there are not many like it in the frontier that are this fertile and rich for food production.” Saying his piece, he stepped back, and finally the Diplomatic Representative spoke.


“We bring good news to the Takalu, and to the Terran Republic on this day! We have here a signed confirmation, after many years of negotiation, of the admission of Takalu into the Republic! Once ratified by the people of Takalu, they will be full members of the Republic, protected from aggression from the common bandit, or the dreaded Zalu Empire, and we earn a world of rich fertility, that can feed this sector, and perhaps sway more independent worlds into considering an admission into the great union of the Republic!” And with that, the Diplomatic Representative took a seat, as did the rest of the delegation. “Meeting adjourned.” Said the Captain, and everyone left, the men to their posts, the various representatives to the bridge, awaiting their summons once we arrive at Takalu.


“We should be approaching Takalu at any minute now, sentinels with me to the bridge.” Said the Captain.


“Yes sir.” I said.


“Yes sir.” Said Louis. 


And off we went, well dressed in sentinel uniform, with a weapon of great power resting on our right soldier, we walked the corridors to the main elevator, which led to the bridge. The bridge design still holds from tradition, as does a lot of things in the Terran Navy. The only way to access it is through the main elevator, and it in many ways is its own little part of the ship. It has its own escape pods, the officers and the Captain life on the bridge deck, and the elevator can shut down with several layers of bulkheads sealing the corridor, originally designed to isolate the bridge in the event of a mutiny, now it serves to help bolster the many redundant bulkheads in the event of battle. More redundancy, less change of critical damage, which is as good as death in deep space with no means of communication if damaged or out of range out in the frontier.


The elevator rode, and off we went, in a short while, we reached the bridge, and entered. Immediately we received the usual fanfare.


“Captain on the bridge!” CLICK.


Such was the sound of the click of the heels of boots, at least 20 pairs, clicking in unison. The attention was from everyone except the Captain, including us sentinels, although because we are special, and because we have a laser rifle in our right arm, we salute with the left arm and hand, the standard sentinel salute when carrying arms. “At ease.” Said Captain Masker, and the bridge immediately eased back into their posts, after all we were in FTL and one does not dilly dally at FTL.


We took our seats in two chairs flanking the Captain, originally the sentinels strapped into seats directly flanking the door to the lift, but tradition eventually gives way to practicality, and being ripped out from a door seat when maneuvering during battle is not conducive to an efficient battle engagement. Instead we enjoy bolted and strong seats, as a cruiser we do not accelerate to high enough G force to need additional padding, so several very strong belts across the body, allowing for a wiggle sufficient to avoid dislocation of joints, especially shoulder blades, but not too much that we suffer internal damage. Always a tricky balance you see when it comes to these things.


“Helmsman, time of arrival to Takalu?” Said the Captain.


“You arrived right on time sir, around 3 minutes, we would have alerted you on communications and slowed the FTL speed if you hadn't arrived when you did sir.” Replied the Helmsman.


“It is good that I'm so masterful of time, we do not want to keep the Takalu waiting.” Replied the Captain. 


The ship began her deceleration, this is the trickiest part of the FTL, getting into FTL is a pain, you have to riddle the riddles of the Universe, until you destroy the traditionally held theory of relativity, which still holds true, although it does not, again it is complicated. Deceleration however, you have to unwind the riddles to the riddles, and do it carefully, a single mistake and you either incinerate into quarks, become pure light, or other fun things happen to you and your ship.


“Prepare Galiera reinforcers and begin to hum the warp field down to 80% intensity.” Said the Helmsman.


“Yes sir, engineering, engage Galiera reinforcers, prepare to receive hum frequency instruction from the bridge.” Said the Bosun.


“Engineering copies bridge, over and out.” Said the Head Engineer.


Here comes that Basque kid again, Galiera, Antonio Galiera, immortalized in the names of the stabilizers, and most likely all the other little things that go in in those FTL drives, some classified since they are high grade military drives, some too complicated for me to bother with. Either way we all have the wonders of the Universe, all thanks to a teenager who wouldn't take no for an answer when they told him FTL is impossible.


“Helm ease us in, let us do a nice and fast drop out of FTL, give the military observers of Takalu something to be proud of, after all they are joining our glorious union, we wouldn't want to disappoint.” Said the Captain.


“No sir we would not, Bosun, give engineering instructions for a gradual decline of field hum, once frequency drops at 43% intensity activate all stabilizers and cut to 0%, leave open mic to the bridge as per rapid deceleration protocol.” Said the Helmsman.


“Roger sir, engineering, 43% hot drop, hum termination decline gradual, full system operation.” Said the Bosun.


“Bridge we looking to give the lad whose dozing off still in his quarters a mighty strong concussion?” Said the Head Engineer.


“Negative, we aim to impress the new Terrans that shall be joining us soon.” Said the Captain over the live mic.


“Ah so that is what this mission is about, very well Captain, orders confirmed, mic open, over and out.” Replied the Head Engineer.


Such hot drops are common when one is expected to drop into battle, naturally they are riskier than a slow and steady drop, but this is a Terran Peacekeeper Cruiser, the risk is minimal, in a way it serves as any other routine drill. We heard the FTL music change its tempo fast, it hums ever more intensely as the Galiera reinforcers begin to kick in, once the ship breaks FTL, a very slight silence in the music of the bulkheads, followed by the regular sounds of sub-light space, can be heard.


“Captain, there are some anomalous readings on the sensors, not normal according to the star chart reports we have been given.” Said the Junior Helmsman.


“Captain I confirm these readings, fluctuations of radiation from near the FTL drop, incredibly fragmented and impossible to discern while still in warp.” Replied the Sensor Officer.


“Very well, I do not want to take any chances with this mission, call for full shields at the moment of hot drop, power weapon reactors but keep the circuits cold.” Said the Captain.


“Yes sir, weapons control, power weapon reactors, keep circuits cold. Mic open as per weapons protocol.” Said the Bosun.


“Weapons control, orders received and carried out, mic open, over and out.” Said the Head Officer of Weapons Control. 


“Alright we are dropping out of warp, 7...6...5...4...3...2...1...Drop” Said the Helmsman.


“Scanning anomalies readings taken before the raising of shields, we have radiation, analyzing. WEAPONS SIGNATURES, TORPEDO RESIDUE!” Yelled out the Sensor Officer.


“Sound battle stations Bosun, full power all ship systems, shields full cocoon capacity.” Said the Captain.


“Yes sir, ALL HANDS ALL HANDS THIS IS NOT A DRILL ALL HANDS ALL HANDS REPORT TO BATTLE STATIONS. I REPEAT THIS IS NOT A DRILL ALL HANDS ALL HANDS REPORT TO BATTLE STATIONS, ALL HANDS ALL HANDS PLEASE REPORT TO BATTLE STATIONS.” Said the Bosun, his voice being amplified strongly over the ship wide communications systems.


Immediately the atmosphere changed. One can feel the energy flow through the ship as every single system comes online at the same time. Since open mic was had in both engineering and in weapons control, the systems went online immediately, full shields a second after and the many sensors and maneuvering systems a second after that. The loudness of battle station speakers, the loud cacophony of sirens, it drives me mad, and I'm not doing a damn thing other than sitting in this chair observing the crew, officially in case they try to stage a mutiny against the Captain, unofficially nursing my strapped laser rifle and keeping watch over the Captain.


Whenever it is not a drill, it always feels different, the sound, the genuineness of the Bosuns voice, it is all different, perhaps to better prime the mood of the crew, perhaps one cares more when things are serious. Either way one can hope that the Takalu don't get too scared from the massive energy signatures that we are sending off, both from a full shield cocoon, and from not only the main reactor running at full capacity, but also all the other secondary reactors that supplement the weapon systems.


“Get me a signal tower through the shield and give me sensors!” Said the Captain.


“Already done sir, analyzing...wreckage appears to be a match to the hulls of the Takalu defense force, from the looks of it a significant percentage of them, around 20 frigates, of their approximate 30 total; as well as several of their orbital defense installations, hostile actors appear to be.....Zalu naval forces sir, small detachment, 4 frigates.” Said the Sensor Officer.


“Well this little mission has suddenly become a whole lot more interesting.” Said the Captain.







	
[image: ]




	 

	
[image: ]














[image: ]





Chapter Two
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“Do we have any Zalu assets in play?” Said the Captain.


“Negative sir, all appear to be destroyed.” Said the Helmsman.


“Drop shields, raise them the moment the hairs on your neck tingle or once the wrecks have a flicker of energy signature emit from their systems.” Said the Captain.


“Roger that sir.” Replied the Helmsman.


“And get me a line with the Takalu government immediately.” Added the Captain.


The battlefield from the sensor readings seemed to have been a lucky victory for the Takalu navy. From the screen attached to my chair, I swapped through all of the sensor data, in the hopes that I could find something of importance to relay to the Sensor Operators, who had to juggle mountains of data, from observing the Zalu ship remains, which could hold any number of surprises, to awaiting communications from the Takalu government the moment they discover that we have arrived, to giving results to the Captain, who demands information about every single possible thing, especially in battle situations.


“Report.” Said the Captain.


“The Zalu appear to have been a light raiding party, from what we can gather from the current data, and from the general knowledge that command has taught us about Zalu strategy; it appears they were looking to penetrate their atmosphere with the furthest frigate to our right, the one far off from the others, and surrounded by destroyed orbital defense satellites and several Takalu fighter remains, which appear to have rammed the frigate with live torpedoes as her shields failed.” 
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