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SPACE ONSLAUGHT

The galaxy now was in chaos, death and horror
reined supreme in a world of normally peaceful interstellar
relations. The Shamagh had come to harvest this universe and eat
all its life.

A galaxy moved outwards slowly through its
course in space, teeming with life and its many suns attracted life
from all over the universe. One of this galaxies outer stars,
beamed brilliantly, its gravity field had attracted a passing comet
which was sent streaking towards it, and which now spiraled within
the stars gravity field on a collision course.

The immense comets own gravity field soon
upset the stars harmonic electromagnetic fields and the stars
plasma core was completely disrupted. The cores insulation was gone
and the star erupted into supernova. This stellar explosion sent
radiation at an incrediable level through out that solar system,
the driving wave of which killed all life and turned all to dust
and gas. Nothing but a huge gravitational rift remained which not
even light could escape its ever escalating field. Space here was
drained and this gave rise to the birth a now ever growing black
hole.

From this ever-growing environment of
anti-matter emerged a huge cylindrical shape that now through its
huge gravity drives escaped the pull of the black hole. This was
the arrival of the Shamagh, a species from another planet in
another dimension, sent here by their ever-growing hive mass to
find new worlds to conquer and harvest for their ever-growing
numbers. They were a Locust species and began to swarm across this
new galaxy destroying all and eating everything in their path.

 


 


Group commander of the Shamagh mobile shock
armored corps ‘Anttm’ stared down at the man splayed across the
front of the hover artillery as if he was a piece of food.

‘Battle is an awful place.’

He looked up the path at the gutted mobile
hover artillery piece, the Shamagh personnel turned to an orange
rotting slime in the hull.

He shook his head and turned to his adjutant
‘Vukic, we must get new orders from the supreme commander now.’

‘Telepathy receivers have given us news to
take the small town ahead in the middle of this desert planet,
Thion is its name, and then we move onward to some real cities. We
also intercepted information about enemy troop movements, it seems
two divisions are being sent to the little speck of a town ahead,
they must think it has some importance.

‘Not to be of any worry to us, they are
easily crushed.’ Anttm answered readily, watching the soldiers of
his command check the bodies for life and valuables or
souvenirs.

‘What can these mere mortal troops do with
just light weapons against the might of my armored corps?’

His men had started to undress the corpses,
some had strung a few up and had started to light fires under them,
to cook there next meal, soon they would be arguing over the
choicest bits.

‘The telepathy receivers seem to think that
Thion is the last town on the transport grid and communication
centre till we hit the real populated centers. If these enemy
infantry manage to hold Thion it will be a real thorn in the side
of the advance.’

Vukic comprehended the situation. The
transport grid was very sparse out here, so key towns had to be
destroyed quickly or else hold up the Shem invasion.

Anttm flailed his segmented limbs in the
direction of where the advance had to continue.

‘Thion has to be obliterated.’ his voice full
of emotion.

‘Destroy Thion.’

 


 


‘O.k. you bunch of curs, get in line and have
your credits ready,’ Graham the bragging, bright eyed, sharp
looking gambler, remarked to the crowd of Star Control staff who
hung around this small smoky bar.

‘Now is the time, you will never get another
chance again, can you out eat Harry the human eating machine.’

With a bow, he pointed to Harry of the Orange
Infantry Corps who was sitting with his chair rocked back against
the wall his large frame dwarfing the table and chairs. Everyone
watched, the barmaid half expected the chair to give way at any
moment. Therefore, him, his beer would crash to the floor.

Harry totally pissed smiled back at the crowd
not really understanding what was going on. He picked at a metal
ring on his hand with disinterest.

At the other end of the bar that is full of
hookah smoke and has music blearing constantly, Leroy
commented.

‘He will blow up one day the way he puts food
away almost by the pound.’

Hawk, the Corps drill instructor and leader
sat back sipping his beer saying.

‘This stuff has no bite to it at all, now
Harry would not miss his guts if they did blow up the food could
just keep on being eaten then, give me a blast of your vodka, you
got hidden there, matey this stuff is horrible.’

With obvious zeal, and a huge smirk on his
face, Leroy calmly pulls out a large bottle of black-market vodka
from under his coat, and passes it over to his comrades. There was
ever hope for him to perhaps persuade the Hawk to give him an
absentee pass for a few days, a bit of time to be with the party
crowd around the city.

Harry almost used to the performances of his
mates starts to bite and swallow the leather from his boot.

Graham now faces his audience and says,

‘Right then lets see you all do that, I will
wager you could not get that down ya, so money where ya chops is,
he can eat almost all things.’

Now he points at Harry who is still patiently
biting large chunks out of his boots and laughing between
bites.

The crowd thinks this is amusing in its
communal drunkenness, and some pilot from the Star Control has to
take it further.

‘Half my credits say he can not eat a
scorpion from that glass tank over there,’ that made up one side of
the room.

Eric had to suppress a smile, as the pilot
walked over and started fishing around for a scorpion in the main
décor of the trendy establishment. He grabbed a slow moving one and
passed it over to the ever-grinning Graham.

Eric grabs the bottle of vodka Hawk has
stashed and takes a large pull.

‘Poor Spiny the scorpion,’ he says
sarcastically, ‘bet they make you sick.’

Trying to keep a straight face and some sort
of false comedic decorum, Harry takes the scorpion, tilts his head
back and is about to drop the little fellow down the hatch, but the
doors of the bar burst open. In comes a bunch of drunken
infantrymen, with a huge corporal with a red stock of hair. They
are all from the Red Corps, renowned as the then general’s
favourite, and instantly hated by all others.

The Red Corps corporal looks around at the
proceedings and grins drunkenly.

‘You pussies are no good for anything but
taking on baby scorpions, hell infantry they call you but you lot
are gutless.’

Without any pre-amble Hawk inches around
behind Eric and touches him on the shoulder. Eric needing no more
edging on grabs the ashtray in one hand and finishes the vodka from
the bottle with the other, now he was ready.

After a bit of hesitation, Harry drops the
scorpion which lands on the table and flicks around, the only
movement in the already charged scene.

‘You guys are from the Red Corps,’ he
says.

‘The creep even manages sounds, are they
words,’ the corporal says menacingly, his whole attention taken up
with Harry and the flickering scorpion on the table. He does not
notice the guy walking still unseen with the chair now in his
hands.

‘You can suck my long hairy one pal,’ Harry
says very loudly.

‘So you heard the guy, what a head case,’ the
corporal yells through a face fast turning red with rage.

His squad all laugh

Moving to his left side, Graham winks.

Hawk and Leroy wink back.

Without any warning and faster than the
little guy looked capable of, Graham hits the corporal squarely on
the head with the chair, which surprisingly only dents in a bit,
the corporal immediately hits the floor stars swimming through his
eyes. He chooses to remain conscious and screams.

‘The swine have done me; get ‘em boys.’

The bar maid dives for cover as full glasses
crash around the bar, and the fluorescent lights explode over
everyone and all hell breaks loose. The men, all in the same
uniform all wrestle and fall on the floor, which is strewn with
glass. Hey, beat the living day lights out of each other having all
learnt and used combat fighting, elbows and head buts, and the
screaming from the corporal who thankfully looses consciousness and
quiets up.

Suddenly there is a loud siren. There is a
screech of a vehicle pulling up quickly and a commotion with the
people outside in front of the bar is heard.

‘Stop now,’ roars a voice in the dark as the
doors burst open.

‘Freaking stop it!’ The voice says again and
the room is deafened as a burst from a shock gun rips through the
room. Everyone hugs the floor.

Graham puts the chair in a corner quickly,
walks off whistling to stand at the other end of the room, and
pretends not to have been involved. Hawk stares at his bloodied
knuckles, and Eric surreptitiously puts the vodka bottle behind the
bar broken now.

Harry, the huge man he is has a person in a
head lock and is right in front of the Police Mans search light, so
he drops him to the floor with a loud thwack as he lands on his
face blood everywhere.

Hawk, used to this before already stands with
his arms and legs apart lying on the floor.

Luckily, Eric puts the scorpion still alive
back into his tank.

‘I told him it would make him sick.’

Instead of being cuffed, the men are all
herded outside into the freezing night. There a large Rhino
transport sits. The armored personnel carrier with its rocket
turret on top of its mass waits. The crew is moved on board
immediately the vehicles engines already starting up.

The Orange Corps soldiers all moan from
injuries and are watched intently by the armed Police, who sit
quietly while they are sworn at by the men.

‘What is going on guys,’ says the Hawk.

One of the Police answers as the door
automatically closes and the journey begins.

‘The invasion is on us here now, you guy are
to the action, I am to take you to go see the Shamagh, aren’t you
lucky.’ He sneers sarcastically.

‘You will get yours yet.’

‘Not us matey,’ Graham calls back, ‘not our
last days.’

 


The educated and intelligent Sergeant Major
of the Orange Infantry Corps, Thomas, strode down the rows of his
command; he was responsible for producing soldiers from these
men.

‘So the best you can do when my back is
turned is turn on your side, beating the tripe’s out of the Red
Corps, are they not on our side in this.’

He cannot suppress a smile at these
words.

So with the bar room incident out of the way,
things now start to get serious. The whole corps is preparing for
the engagement, ammo stored weapons loaded onto more of the Rhinos,
a tracked armored transport vehicle. All under huge lights, which
gleam in the still night?

‘The other day a few cycles into the sunrise,
Shamagh invasion forces attacked our forces and there is a huge
route, not much communication, just soldiers our soldiers falling
back on masse.

The Shamagh have attacked using a
three-pronged plan with masses of armored vehicles, according to
intelligence. They have smashed the whole area and are heading for
the main populated areas, so there is a major energy portal at
Delft, so they can get machinery and armor across the ‘Rift
Channel,’ which is a huge piece of our planet that has been
destroyed by the enemies energy weapons from its troop carrier ship
in space. They have targeted our planets tectonic plates had opened
a huge chasm, which is utterly impassible except by energy portal
jumping.

The huge section of the planet has actually
been broken off from the planets core and is now completely
unstable. If we can capture the energy centre around that transport
hub we can stop a total retreat and perhaps put off our eventual
defeat.’ Thomas said through a very worried expression.

‘I do not want to surrender to Shamagh, they
are a miserable species.’ Graham sighs.

No one was smiling, the only principal aims
of women and wine, now pushed back as the reality of their
predicament became certain.

‘Well now, for the Shamagh to reach their
supposed objectives, in this weather, and reach the transport
portal across the Rift Channel, they will have to capture the whole
transport grid for the portals in that area. As far as intelligence
can tell us, they have captured one in a slaughter, and are moving
on. Movement is limited there as the area is arid and full of rifts
and canyons, some small some big, but thoroughly unpredictable
terrain for the logistics of moving a whole army. So for the
Shamagh to control the whole grid they will have to capture Thion
relatively intact, otherwise they could just destroy it from space.
Thion a small town really is of vital importance.’

The troops of Orange Corps ,sit with grim
expressions, taking all this in, while out in the compound the
horns on the transport Rhinos blow, signaling that the supplies and
all the main force of soldiers is moving as a convoy on its way to
the portal on this side of the Rift Channel.

Thomas watches his command, who now sit
perplexed as to why they have been assigned to be briefed here
apart from the rest of the troops, knowing that the rest of the
Corps are now on their way.

‘You lucky fellows are going in now to Thion
as commandos, we must move with lightning speed as we must lead our
troops in, but also so we can make shore that whoever is left in
the area has not just left town in the mass retreat earlier, or
been captured. We must beat the Shamagh to Thion.’

The bunch are well pleased now they know no
authority ranks will be with them, since they are free of the
Orange corps usual command, as they will be on a special mission.
Just lock and load, then back to the bar after the fire fight.

The Sergeant Major Thomas senses the change
in the mood of the troops.

‘Do not get too cocky,’ he moves his huge
frame around. ‘This mission will start from the portal at the other
side of the Rift Channel, if it has not been captured already; we
must make good time to get there.’

He looked around at the soldiers in the poor
light of the building.

‘The Shamagh may already be at the portal on
their side of the chasm, we have no information on who is left on
that side of the planet, there was a rocket crew allocated to guard
it, but now it is any ones guess. Anyway the sooner we get there
the sooner we will know and so will the generals then, so we must
make tracks.’

The men seemed ready as ever.

‘The country around us is now totally over
run with Shamagh drop capsules, that there are reports of captured
soldiers being genetically re-modified by Shamagh scientists and
being re-introduced to the area to snipe at us their own side, not
that they would know that any more that is then, horrific stuff, we
can never surrender to these creatures.’

Thomas surveys the impact of his words. ‘Our
problem lies in getting to the portal quickly.’

Eric volunteers, ‘we are the Orange Corps
Infantry we can go anywhere anytime, I propose we use a fast means
of transpoetation and ride the giant butterflys the science techs
have genetically produced in the subterainean tunnels.’

The flying butterflys were a very
domesticated form of life that was native to the subterainean
worlds that lurked below the planet of Themit. These large, light
plane sized moths or butterflys were easy to catch and tame. Food
below was very scarse due to the water being in short supply as
themit was a desert planet, but below world a vast phosphorescent
world of giant flowers bloomed and these large insects pollinated
them.

‘Flying on bugs sounds very dangerous, but
very fast.’ Hawk seems impressed, ‘solved our dilemma Eric.’

Thomas nods in agreement, ‘A fast and
beautiful means of transportation, but lethal if anyone falls or
the bug rears. Still I like it, we fly by bugs to kill more bugs,
just ones from a different dimension.’

In the new mornings light the soldiers now
armed with what heavy weapons that they could carryand all donning
full body armor, set off into the dawn on the backs of the
beautiful winged creatures. Hey flew through the morning sunrise as
the air fast began to get hotter and hotter. On either side of the
men, the beast’s huge violet wings beat at incredible rates, but
the placid animals backs just sagged under the mens weight and the
swarm of butterflys flew on into the clouds now used to wearing the
leather saddles and carry racks the men had belted on them
earlier.

It was a beautiful flight for everyone and
the landing zone soon became visible below.

‘The L.Z. the strategists planned for our
landing is ahead, time for us to descend and get our feet onto
terra-firma. I for one will be glad to be under my own
transportation as soon as possible. As lovely and placid as these
beasts are, I am for getting off them and sending them home as fast
as possible. We can use them like carrier pigeons and send our last
messages back to base. From now on we must have total radio
silence.’

Thomas finished speaking on his microphone
that was attached to his helmet, and led the descent reining the
large purple butterfly around and kicking it in the ribs to begin
the downward spiral to the tocky desert below. The rest of the
butterflys followed their leader and the troop soon arrived on a
rocky plateau and alighted quickly with the sun now fully moving
upwards over the horizon line and the heat of a desert day upon
them all.

 


Only thirty kilometers from the Orange Corps
Infantry’s target area, Lieutenant Colonel Atana was in very
exuberant spirits. Finishing an away ration pack was not his ideal,
but for a Shamagh leader the joys of conquest were wonderful. He
was on top of the universe. He moved on his segmented limbs,
quickly scittering insect like through the dust and across the
broken surface of the desert planet where the spider tanks under
his command had forced their way over the terrain. They had made a
temporary camp for the night’s victory celebrations, the invasion
was well under way and still only light casualties. Now the dawn
approached and his command began to stir, communications were
coming in, new orders for a new battle, for a new day.

Over the barren rocks the young Shamagh
recruits had made a party of there new world they were invading,
set up lights, and made the most of it. These were raw recruits,
full of zeal, not hardened veterans from his earlier campaigns.
They ate there morning rations and started the mornings
preparations, although young, barely out of the hatchling stage,
still he felt confident these soldiers could conquer this world.
The Laowan’s were totally routed, running panic stricken, or in
some form of shell shock. Digging with their finger tips into the
hard rock.

Another day of the same had them all in fine
spirits. He turned to his next in command.

‘Time to roll ‘em.’

The adjutant immediately replied, ‘of
course,’and smartly saluted.

Atana held back his amusement, these troops
were really only to be judged as orange.

‘Come off it these are our days of victory,
lets not let protocol ruin the mood. We are victors, and will soon
steamroll the Laowan’s off this planet.We shall be in Thion by
nightfall tomorrow. Therefore, they wandered off to the mobile HQ
as the spider tanks, armored vehicles moving on eight mechanical
legs. Built to negotiate the hard rocky-channeled terrain of this
world, all started up one after the other. The tank engines now all
revving together in the dawn.

 


 


UNRESTRICTED WAR

 


In the distance the sound of plasma cannons
could be made out, war was coming. Nothing could be heard except
for the traffic, moving cars laden with people and their
possessions, people screaming and horns blaring, as the civilian
population tried to escape. Shamagh were coming and this was the
last town between them and the Rift Channel, and time for them was
of an essence.

The Head quarters and Stronghold building for
the infantry corps here was housed by a glum Major Glarry. He
stared at the sensor screen and watched the chaos as the civilians
left, and kept an eye on the troopers in body armor, who wandered
off with the civilians or now sat with their heads wrapped by their
arms sitting in the cities steps demoralized.

Most had lost equipment on the way, breast
plate or heavy gloves, or even lost their guns. The Major was not
concerned by the sight, they had withdrawn from the Shamagh
surprise attack, and they were in a state of shock. There was no
help even from senior ranks; they could not get the soldiers to a
rally point.

They were routed demoralized and would just
ignore orders, or pretend to obey until the officer was gone, and
then find a new hole to crawl off into. There was no defense here
at Thion.

Around the Major, there was a hive of
activity as intelligence was gathered, transmitters garbled
information, and a huge three-dimensional map of the area was being
filled in as every new scrap of new information arrived.

‘More and more Shamagh movement reports
becoming available,’one of the intelligence personnel reported.

‘Our scouts must still be functioning, they
are experts at infiltration due to cloaking technology which makes
them almost invisible, but also means they are unable to
participate in combat while the cloaking device is activated. This
way at least a steady picture of the enemy is forming, with news of
their strategic position here at Thion.’ He turned and went back to
his monitor.

Report after report started to fill the map
on the wall, covered with different colored markers for the
different divisions and the Shamagh. Major Glarry looked at the
growing, ever changing map as the colored areas, which indicated
the Shamagh grew larger and larger. The Shamagh had almost
surrounded the town, there would only be one entry into Thion left
open soon, and that ran to the Rift Channel.

The map started to change again as reports
came in of enemy advances along the side of the town near the
south, the enemy were trying to cut off his only transport link out
of the town. Major Glarry had moved what active forces he had left
there to try to stop them being cut off from help from the rest of
the armed forces, it would leave them completely in the hands of
the Shamagh, and no body wanted that.

From the map he could see that a spider tank
corps had been deployed.

He sighed,’last thing we need now, we can
never stop those things we do not have enough heavy weapons.’

Assault Marines were in the area and were dug
in; they were their last hope as they possessed the heavy weapons
capable of making a stand against enemy tanks.

Major Glarry was lost in thought for a few
moments. The sound of plasma artillery was getting nearer. It would
be time to leave the stronghold soon, and try to make their way
back to their own front lines. They could never surrender, that
would mean genetic manipulation of their bodies and minds, they
would be creatures under the Shamaghs command, no longer even their
own species, so it was fight to the last round.

‘Where did the Shamagh get so much fire
power?’

He looked around the room. ‘O.K. people we
are all for it one way or another, time we got out of our bunker
and helped .I want every able bodied one of you to take the three
plasma cannons round back and get them over to the Assault Marines
down south and try to stop those spider tanks. They are going to
need our help.’

The members of the intelligence team at the
stronghold all looked at each other totally perplexed.Things were
utterly insane out there where the action was. To move the
artillery and make a stand meant almost certain death; yet to stay
here, and be captured would mean a fate that was a lot worse.

‘No worries,’was the only reply.

They left Major Glarry sitting in front of
the map deep in thought. Time was running out fast, the hope that
the Orange Corps was on its way was some good fortune but would
they get here in time, before the Shamagh arrived in force.

 


Tired from their earlier ordeal the forward
attack commandos of the Orange Corps wandered through the rocky
hostile terrain.Watching the skyline that was a red glow and the
heavy black billowing smoke that poured into the sky.

‘We are close,’murmured Graham wearily, the
rest marched on silently carrying the heavy weapons and equipment
needed. The Shamagh would be on the receiving end for a bit
soon.

The column of heavily laden commandos
wandered through the wilderness, not much here, but arid desert.
Still there were craters everywhere; the Shamagh artillery had
already pinpointed their targets, so the area was ready for the
troops to invade. They had zeroed on the areas all around the
energy grid for the transport portal, but not the infrastructure
itself.

The Shamagh wanted that intact, then their
spider tanks could move unhindered to the other side of the Rift
Channel, and on to the populated areas. In a way it was good for
the commandos, as long as they defended the energy grid they would
not be bombarded and they would hold the portal open for the main
transport column of the Orange Infantry Corps, which was still on
its way.

Hawk wound his way towards the group, from
his position at point, assault cannon strapped to his body. Moving
created a fog around him as his breathing was labored he was in a
hurry. The next down the line of the soldiers passed on the message
by hand signals. His hands waved, and the whole troop hid in the
dust, guns locked and loaded, and every ones senses working
overtime.

“What’s up Hawk,’ Thomas asked inquiringly as
Hawk came to a stop with sweat pouring off his forhead.

‘Do we have hassles already?’

Hawk gets his breath back and replies,
‘everything is O.K., I found a few Rhinos armored troop carriers,
and four Land Speeders. No one seems to know whom he or she belong
too. I was trying to get them new energy packs. There is a small
outpost up ahead just part of the suburban hinterland that is
ahead.

‘We are lucky today; we might make Thion
before it is too late yet. Alright company will move out,’and he
made a flurry of hand signals.

Soon the company arrived at the hinterland,
which surrounded the jump portal. It was a tiny piece of technology
really, but luckily was still operational. It swarmed now with the
trail of people all civilians in headlong flight from the advance
of the Shamagh.

Soon they all find the small outpost and
converge from their hidden positions into a fire formation.

Hawk moves in first and places a small
explosive charge before the doors and runs for safety. Soon he
flicks the detonator switch and t here was a huge flash of intense
heat and flame, as the doors fly inwards into the building, long
since abandoned. Without any further problems confronting them, the
commandos ransacked the building. Filling the energy cells in the
vehicles parked out in front of the building and grabbing as much
of the weapons, explosives, rations etc. as the vehicles could
carry.

They would do a reconnaissance mission around
the area and make sure no Shamagh drop capsules had arrived, and
then send a communication back to Stronghold Headquarters that the
portal this side was open and to bring the rest of the Orange Corps
over in the Rhinos, the path to Thion was approachable.

So the forward section of the Orange Corps
started out, they did not get far, before the group of vehicles had
even left the small settlement, a large group of lights, all flame
filled the sky, their tails all fire stretched out behind them like
small comets. Shamagh drop capsules, they were going to land on the
portal itself.

 


Now only thirty kilometers from where his
enemy Major Thomas seethed over his sudden change in luck, one of
the Shamagh did his duty.

‘We almost made it to Thion and now this
crap.’ sighed Lieutenant Colonel Atana, leader of the spider tank
corps, he ordered the driver to halt.

Around him, the spearhead of the armored
column circled him. He standing upright with his head and large
eyes held aloft on large stalks, studied the arid terrain and his
hologram map.

He was only a little south of Thion. Now the
last town on the energy grid for the portal and the Rift Channel
was within striking distance. Perhaps they could grind the town to
dust by evening and then move on to the portal at the Rift Channel.
He knew it was already under attack from Shamagh drop capsule
commandos. All he needed was a good bit of ground to get to Thion,
the huge armored tanks and their eight legs could cover most
terrain problems though. There were a few options; one path took
him through some remote gas drilling centre stuck way out here in
nowhere. The other went through a swimming resort for people who
wanted to get out of town. Both were located on the outskirts of
Thion’s hinterland.

Atana studied the hologram, while his
spearhead waited eagerly. Atana was no fool, he knew the best path
would probably be mined, and the Laowan’s would be using the best
routes themselves, to move infantry and artillery. Therefore, he
selected the path he hoped the enemy would avoid. He took the path
through the swimming resort called ‘restful healing,’it was a
straight path at least.

‘Forward Lieutenant Colonel,’his driver
replied when the new co-ordinates were sent to the armored column.
The tanks started again one by one, in along procession. The
Shamagh tank crews all thought it amusing they would see more
Laowan’s, regardless of the chill. The blue-skinned Laowanians had
left screaming every time the tanks had drawn near. No one thought
Thion would be different.

‘We will be roasting us some humanoid
tit-bits when we get to Thion, no rations packs tonight.’

The time seemed to fly past, as the armored
column pulverized the rocks and dust under there immense feet,
making its way along the path. Atana had his head out of the turret
hatch as they moved along, the Laowanians had no air support left,
it had all been smashed with the surprise invasion from space. The
going got really slow as the terrain was nothing but jagged rock
pinnacles and deep canyons, the tanks crawled and climbed over
through and around these obstructions, but the going was slow. The
path became no more then an animal trail, so the heavy armor had to
reduce speed often.

‘This is crazy; this path is for animals not
tanks.’ The driver said.

‘Lookout you, this is supposed to be as easy
a job as they may ever come. You travelling with me is better than
you walking, I can tell you.’ Atana replied easily, he had a good
relationship with his comrades in arms. Now the spider tanks were
traveling at a sluggish pace, and the laughing crews all became
silent.

The path had simply become too small, Atana
was wrong should have chosen another path. At this speed, some of
the tanks could not take running and conked out; the communicator
was full of complaining tank crews.



Atana swore, but there was little chance of
making it to another path. They had to press on.

‘Quickly drones, quickly, if we are going to
make Thion by evening.’

 


The sky is now filled with enemy drop capsule
fire trails, Thomas watches with his hand over his eyes protecting
his vision from the heavy sunlight. He knows he has to go into
action now, and there could be no hesitation. Once the Shamagh had
landed and established themselves it would be almost impossible to
get rid of them all.

Sitting in the Rhino, which has now become a
command vehicle, he turned to his men and began.

‘We have got a real problem now I need you
guys to break your backs now. I know it sounds bad, but do it and
we might make it through this.

‘So we have a plan?’ Hawk asked anxiously.
The Shamagh capsules were coming in low now; there was a faint
scream in the air as they came down at speed. It all added to the
frightening effect.

Thomas surveyed the scene. ‘The Rhinos should
be alright they are armored, but the land speeders have that open
coxpit. It will make them vulnerable when we storm the position. We
need some sort of distraction until we are on top of them with
Shamaghs in the cross hairs.

Suddenly there was a ground shaking
explosion; everyone was thrown to the ground.’ Fortunately for the
commandos they were all at the top of the hill so the impact of the
landing drop capsules was somewhat lessened.

‘O.K. you characters, get the communicator
from the Rhinos, and set the frequency for about say two hundred
and four, get H.Q. on the line.’Thomas ordered. ‘I want an
immediate artillery barrage sent to the below co-ordinates, if they
capture that portal we are in trouble so even if we destroy it
ourselves we will still be better off.’

‘So we see the way,’ Eric laughs, as he sends
off Thomas’s message to his headquarters command post. Additional
drop capsules start to arrive the ones on the ground already have
now started to open.

Intolerantly Thomas watched, sizing up the
enemies strength as the drop capsules land at the portal sight. His
command was outnumbered already, he had to use the essence of
surprise now, or loose the initiative. Thomas waited no longer.

‘Are we all ready now, right let us on the
road?’ He screamed

The men of the Orange Corps used all the
strength they could muster and wheeled the vehicles around, engines
roaring.

Thomas watched the sky as it was soon filled
by the scream of incoming artillery shells. The noise of which was
almost hidden by the arriving enemy drop capsules that were now
making on their own descent. The men now started the vehicles down
the hill and started to gain speed, as they rolled on their path to
the portal area. Thomas gave the order to attack into the enemy
amidst the incoming barrage regardless of life and limb.

 


Atana swore and cursed as the tanks tried to
make their way down the little path .His lead tank made a tight
corner, and came out right in front of a group of Laowan’s,
standing around by a fire in the cold next to them was a plasma
cannon.

The Laowan’s watched in surprise as the
spider tank tried to make its way slowly towards them. Atana
yelled, ‘they are only fish bait, feed their teeth some raw
shrapnel.’

Quickly the men around the fire raced to the
plasma cannon and started moving it into position on an auto
traverse. The Shamagh tank gunner opened up with a shock gun,
sending a shot of concussive energy across the divide.

The abruptly worried driver suddenly realized
his predicament, and put the spider tank into reverse, as the
Laowanians kept the guns traverse slowly whining as the cross hairs
came into position. Huge red explosions of energy bounced off the
guns protective shield as the Shamagh continued to fire.

‘Get this thing out of here now,’Atana
cried.

Unfortunately, for the driver the close
proximity of the path and the huge column of tanks behind him made
it impossible to reverse. The plasma cannon fired its first round,
which scratched the tanks chassis as it passed by. The tanks main
weapon was loaded now and it too started to move into firing
position.

Atana could see the inevitable and slung his
locust like body out of the hatch and onto the ground.

‘Hurry you drones, hurry!’ He yelled.

The tank had no chance of escape. The rest of
the crew did like wise, as instantly a plasma shell exploded
through the tanks insides, sending it flying into the air, where it
landed in a canyon ditch. An instant later and the ammo exploded
turning the broken piece of machinery into red liquid flame.

Trying to bury himself in a ditch, Atana
whimpered and swore at the Laowan’s. He was buried in the middle of
a desert with his command tank destroyed and no communicator.The
chance of being praised by the Shamagh Supreme Entity for his
valiant attack on Thion or even getting there by evening became
implausible.

 


The first salvo of plasma shells detonated
sending huge plumes of dirt and shrapnel flying in all directions.
One shell went sailing straight towards a group of Shamagh, who
were just getting out of their drop capsules.

‘Give it to them,’ Hawk yelled, as he
accelerated down the hill in the Rhino after the first shells
exploded.The land speeders raced along behind.

More shells landed exploding amongst rock
directly in front of the portal, which was sent skywards. Every one
kept their fingers crossed the plasma shells would land right, the
Shamagh were already setting up heavy weapons.

Graham started swearing and firing small
bursts from his assault cannon at the Shamagh who were moving
everywhere down around the portal now.

‘Take that filth scum.’he yelled with empty
shell casings flying in all directions.

More of the plasma shells landed exploding
right beside a group of the Shamagh who were quickly setting up
their heavy rocket launcher. They were busy loading large
cylindrical rockets into its ammo magazine, ready to blow the
Laowan’s to pieces as they sped down the hill.

‘Now…now,’cried Eric.

The Shamagh gunners started to turn the
weapon around in their direction now. The Rhinos had armored sides,
but the land speeders would be cut to ribbons.

Suddenly the whole area in front of the
Orange Corps commandos is enveloped in flame, as a salvo of plasma
shells finally explodes on the right co-ordinates. The rocket
launcher crew of the Shamagh is immediately vaporized. Many others
crawl around covered in flame.

Artillery shells were exploding
simultaneously all around the portal now. The screaming Shamagh
commandos rolled madly in a blaze of red flame. Some just crawled
off the end of the Rift Channel, to fall the kilometer or so to the
planets magma core below.

The intensity of the explosions left almost
no survivors; anything left moving was cut to pieces with the
missile launcher on the Rhino.

‘Well we finally got our own back.’Thomas
said tiredly, after using the communicator to stop the artillery
attack.

He moved off dragging his plasma heavy bolter
along with him. Shamagh bodies lay everywhere still burning in the
flames. He wandered over to the Rhino and lay down in the back.

‘Eric, go get me Stronghold Headquarters on
the communicator.’

Happily, Eric went off and started his
orders; this was the first real victory anyone had achieved against
the Shamagh.

‘Mission is successful this end. Delft and
the portal are intact. Will be on our way to Thion.’Thomas started
feeling the first of some sort of sense of satisfaction since the
completely awful business had started.

‘That is about the only good news I think I
have heard. Thank you from the Orange Corps.’ Cardinal Reid
commander of the corps replied. ‘We have been traveling in the
Rhinos for almost a whole sun cycle. We are on our way to Delft,
over and out.’

 


 


 


 


 


 


DISASTER AT BATTLE

 


It was almost late morning; in the sun cycle.
The Field Marshals cavalcade began its mission.

Ambulances with wailing sirens were the only
sounds perceivable in the calm town. They raced past constantly
transporting the wounded from the front to the base hospital. The
convoy did the portal jump across the Rift Channel, and made its
way to Delft for a meeting of all the heads of the armed
forces.

The Field Marshall and his bodyguards now all
entered the new temporary Stronghold.

All his generals were already there, sitting
around a huge three dimensional hologram map. General Macedon and
his aid de camps were visibly shaken from their ordeal with the
retreat. General McRawling, a bold risk taking man with his
adjutants was all there to help overwhelm the new threat.

Field Marshal Jakob was in shock his bleak
face displayed how everyone felt in the room. The Shamagh attack
had distressed them all. He wandered through the door dressed in
full assault armor. No body wanted him to take any chances this
close to the fighting.

‘Well comrades he says smiling good to see
you all made it in one piece.’

Every one there was more than a little
relieved about that too. General Macedon had recently suffered the
first large defeat and was overly quiet.

General McRawling was all guts, ‘let’s go in
there now, and I will smash the Shamagh army and send them back
into space.’

Field Marshal Jakob steps up to the huge
hologram map taking up the centre of the room. It was covered with
constantly moving colored markers and gave a realistic
representation of things at the front.

‘We see here enemy spider tanks on masse have
destroyed all defenses and are capable of reaching the Rift Channel
.Major Glarrys forces suffered heavy casualties, but they have tied
down a whole tank and infantry army, and have bought us some time.
He is still in command at Thion. Still their position has been over
run. Scout units from Shamagh patrols will be near the Rift any
time soon. So that means Thion is surrounded.’

The Field Marshal finished and looked at
everyone in the room, there was a long hush the only sound was the
buzz of the electrical changes to the hologram map.

‘Well McRawling, I want you to make a counter
attack, with all the available forces we have left at our disposal,
which means all our reserves.’ Field Marshal Jakob, paused for a
minute, grim and foreboding the future for them all seemed.

‘When do you want the command McRawling?’

‘Now I can start as soon as I leave this
room. I know what’s at stake, you can trust me.’

On the other side of the room, the other
generals were whispering among themselves. They knew the task of
scouring the country for all reserves, mobilizing them into
fighting units, and moving them to the war before Delft was over
run was an impossible feat. Still better to move the remaining
armies, one smashed, and the other on the other side of the
country, and all their vehicles and get them here. Next to have a
coordinated attack ready without falling, back to set up a
defensive line a major work of logistics, or more an
impossibility.

McRawling did not seem to be moved, but
instead held his ground impassively.

Field Marshal Jakob asked again, ‘do you have
an idea of a fixed date to start the attack.’

‘The third full solar cycle from today, in
the morning, I can guarantee it.’ McRawling replied smiling now.
His staff had been going over this event since the intelligence had
brought news of the retreat. Some one had to do it, so General
McRawling saw to it that his staff worked out the strategy and had
the troops already mobilized and on their way, vehicles and
reserves already called up. He had to, to save his species. The
Shamagh left none alive.

General McRawling outlined his plan and its
ramifications to the field marshal. He needed his O.K. to make it
work, once the authority was given millions of troops would be on
the march, and hundreds of thousands of vehicles, they would all
converge on Delft.

The attack could start on the assigned day
but only with two divisions as the rest would take more time to
move into position.

McRawling was in a hurry, ‘I am irresolute to
attack the Shamagh in three solar cycles, even with only a few
divisions to start with, as the enemy will not expect any
resistance and we will have the element of surprise.’

Therefore, the meeting ended, field marshal
Jakob wandered over to General McRawling.

‘Right you seem to be beaming with optimism,
but I want you to understand, this has to work we all rely on you
now, so no slip-ups.’

McRawling put on his generals body armor
breastplate with insignia.

‘I will get to Thion, and save all our people
left alive.’ He said confidently.

 


The Orange Corps made their way finally to
their objective, the small besieged town now totally encircled by
bloodthirsty aliens.

Obviously feeling the tension, Major Glarry
said. ‘The Shamagh have us surrounded.’ He nodded to everyone in
the room. ‘We can really let them have it here though.’

The staff all smiled, stuck in the Stronghold
Headquarters. Not the cold, the constant bombardment by plasma
weapons, or even the medics who ferried wounded from the war,
seemed to matter for a few brief seconds.

Major Glarry rubbed his eyes, with obviously
not much sleep.

‘We could be cut off from the whole of
civilization, as it is a bad lands of murderous aliens out there.
Soon our own men will counter attack and relieve us here at Thion.
So we are going to have to look after things here for a while on
our own. We may have to go without for a bit and rationing will be
a necessity. Also to the fighting Orange Corps who are here now
thanks. Also we are separated for a time from our own lines. Not
surrounded, we do not want a panic from already panicked men
.O.K.’

Everyone was in accordance. Thomas nodded his
consent; he knew they would soon all be fighting for their
lives.

There are rumors now that full production is
going on for our own air interceptors again, night and day, so one
day soon we may be able to strike with the air arm. Bust us the
Shamagh.’He smiled. ‘Also all crazy, or murderous troops who attack
their own side while routed will be shot, general order. If you are
to use your discretion, shoot a few people if you have to stop a
mutiny. Put fear in their hearts, or it is death for us all.’

So the meeting went on, ’from now on death is
coming for breakfast, lunch and tea, so no stuffing around with it
out in the wind. Tme now for us too kill some enemy Shamagh, or
else die trying.

The Orange Corps all departed to carry out
the work. The air was full of the sounds of Plasma artillery,
constantly pounding away. The Shamagh would attack again soon; the
lines were being minced before the infantry came to fry them.

Thomas wandered over to Major Glarry; he
looked him in the eye, ‘reporting in as commanded sir.’

‘Thank you and be at ease this is war not the
parade ground. You did us fine at Delft thank you again.’He replied
and patted him on the shoulder. Major Glarry continued, ‘you should
be promoted for what you did at the portal, things here are hairy,
the Shamagh has us by the short and curlies. So I will send you all
to the front. I need good infantry on the line. We will go over to
the map.’

Thomas obeyed orders and made for the map as
Major Glarry went on.

‘We are surrounded and it is a large area to
defend. There are holes in our defenses everywhere. Some men are
now controlling the area as a mixed team, some Orange Corps
infantry and some armored rocket launchers from the remnants of an
armored division that stayed after the great retreat. This bunch is
controlling an intersection of paths that lead up from the south.
They are a crew I can rely on; they will fight to the end, every
one of them.

Shamagh armor can just pick up and take us on
anywhere we have few defenses, but they seem to prefer the major
paths for some reason, lucky us. So the only troops I have to
protect that crew there watching the main pathways are some
runaways from some other outfit that got stuck here when the
Shamagh sealed us in. They are just as likely to run for it as stay
and fight, but my forces are stretched to the limit.’

‘So you want some experienced troops to cover
any Shamagh attacks through the rear areas near that intersection
of paths in the south.’Thomas volunteered.

Major Glarry smiled, ‘I am honoured to have
brave men under my command. It could mean all our necks will be off
the block.’

It was a freezing day as rhe Orange Corp men
moved off, the wind howled across the desert from the mountains. It
burnt the men’s faces it was so cold, the Orange corps finest
wandered through the canyon that funneled the wind more than
sheltered. Breathing hurt in this cold, they moved on through the
arid barren wastelands.

Graham was at point, while Hawk moved through
with the detachment. Thomas seemed to feel as if the land itself
hated them now. They were very much out on a limb here there was no
sign of any life anywhere.

Graham hated the gloom, ‘we have not seen any
body for many kilometers, we will walk so far the Shamagh will pop
out at any moment ant offer us tea and biscuits.’

Thomas was moving more from compass bearings
than the landscape, it all looked the same endless rocky desert
full of fissures and pinnacles. He checked his compass then got a
map bearing.

’We are still on course,’ he announced
through the howling wind. ‘Though what do I look for anyway.’

Graham had his ears to the wind, the cold
forgotten as his ears strained to hear.

‘What is up,’Thomas asked.

Immediately Thomas could hear the metallic
sound of perhaps bicycles with no rubber tires, just metal rims and
a continued metal rattling.

‘Killer robot machines,’he whispered to
Graham .Who hand to ear nodded in agreement.

Thomas looked at the map and tried to guess
where they were. He signaled for everyone to hit the ground. If he
was right, they could be the armor from the group they were being
sent to protect. They could also be advancing Shamagh tanks sent to
take the town.

His lips were chaffed and bleeding.

‘Avril rocket launcher teams up front.’He
managed to yell.

Eric and Harry both raced forward carrying a
guided rocket launcher a piece. Just sling one over the shoulder
line up the cross hairs than the missile will home on the target no
matter where it goes. There were also a couple of men to carry the
ammo.

Thomas soundlessly pointed in two directions,
to where he wanted the rocket launchers deployed.Up in the high
ground, some climbing, and not much cover. They raced off to their
locations. From the pinnacles each team went too they could see the
whole area. Best to get as many targets as possible, then they
could all run for the cover of the canyons, if seen.

Eric and Harry had the heavy tubes sitting on
their shoulders eyes to the view scope panning the horizon looking
for targets.They may get a few, but the retaliatory fire power of a
Shamagh armored column would fry them to dust.

Every one was anxious, the moments ticked
away, no sound except the wind, and the metal scraping, which got
louder then fainter as the wind blew. Eventually the sound just
disappeared and the teams returned. Therefore, the Thomas and his
men continued their march to their new positions.

If the new group’s armor was running for it,
Thomas knew that they would have problems, and if it were the enemy
out here than they had sneaked around the main paths, it would be
up to the poor remnants they were being sent to help to stop them.
Especially now if it was the Shamagh armor moving to attack in
force.

Eventually the troop found the position they
were meant to be looking after. It was a nondescript piece of the
planet as ever. Here there were a few houses left standing from the
bombardment. It was more an outlying suburb, not much more than a
dozen buildings now.

The group wandered into the area silently and
in combat readiness .no one even saw the main force till Graham on
point had done reconnaissance over the area. The troops of the
Orange Corps did not think much of the soldiers already defending
this area. The young men sat around fires cooking and lounging, or
just unspeaking, staring into space in shock. In the centre of the
main drag sat a very large self-proprlled plasma howitzer, and a
lot of different ammunition.

It had been dug into a crater for cover. The
officer in charge was busy with some men trying to set up a shelter
for the gun crew, there was lots of arguing as they set up poles
and sheets of plastic.

‘These guys are not soldiers.’ Hawk muttered,
and he spat on the ground near a bunch of troopers fighting each
other over a bottle, they were obviously drunk. Harry spoke,’ these
guys are just a bunch of kids.’

Hawk wondered aloud, ‘I joined up to be a
soldier, I was living in dumpsters and the army food was great,
that was back when the planetary stock markets fell through and we
were all left starving this side of the galaxy. The Shamagh too as
I remember, they seem to have taken it hard. Still I was a kid
then.’

‘Stop your belly aching,’Thomas yells.

 


As it turned out Graham was right, Captain
Mathew was a nervous mess.

‘We all were only there on the line for a
little, and then the Shamagh attacked. We were ground to dust in
minutes, we were not prepared, and the tanks just charged over
us.’

‘All you did was give up,’Thomas yelled and
threw a rock at one of the drunken soldiers.

All Captain Mathew could do was put his head
into his arms and sit down.

Thomas interjected,’ you made a mistake once
any one can do that. Just remember you can overcome problems, we
will stick it out as a team.’

He leans over to the Captain and draws a
picture of the area in the dust.

‘O.K. so here we are, this is us here and
that is the armored group that is holding the main path.We have
been put here to guard their back, so we will split this command
into five groups and cover every entry or exit point in this area
and use the two storey house over there as a head quarters. Now we
will stay in contact with everyone from here, no surprises for any
of us, we can hold the line here, it will work.’

The Captain looked at them incredulously,
‘you think this will work?’

‘Of course, just do your part, which is all
anyone can ever do.’ Thomas replied directly.

The Captain moves off and starts to round up
his men.

Thomas now yells, ‘we should get some one on
the roof of that large house to have a look at the country, see the
terrain for any possible help. Harry, you get up there with a
communicator and holla if any thing approaches. Eric now gets some
help and achieves his orders that the plasma cannon is to be dug in
so that it covers the approach to this little part of
paradise.’

Thomas gave out order after order, to
everyone, regardless of rank. The Captain started going from place
to place getting his men back from their hide outs, some he had to
threaten or beat to fight again, others were happy to be doing
there best again.

The Orange Corps all took off immediately to
there perimeter positions, leaving only the Hawk and Graham and a
few men in the howling wind near the remaining houses. Eric moved
the plasma cannon and its crew into its new position and was soon
using a jackhammer to dig the piece in to the rock.

Thomas now starts to chatter, ‘you saw those
kids, and they are raw material. They are all scared stupid by the
Shamagh, so you know the way of it, if it comes to them all running
with there pants down when the Shamagh show up again. It will cause
a total retreat. So no one may run.’

‘How do I do that sir,’Hawk asks.

Thomas pulls his plasma pistol from his belt.
‘We will all die here if those idiots choose to run and leave us
here with our arse inn the wind. So might better to encourage the
one or two who run so others will not.’

Hawk and Graham both whistle approvingly.

 


The satisfied Atana sat watching from his
command hatch, he had seen droves of the humanoid Laowanians
running in panic as his drones killed and destroyed their way
through the suburban towns that had once surrounded Thion.

Anttm his commander had screamed repeatedly,
over the communicator.

’You can have no more time. You will advance
to Thion tonight. The Supreme Entity is giving me a very hard time,
the destruction of Thion is of vital importance. So grind down
Thion, do it now, or else.’ The communicator had then cut out.

The ranting had spurred Atana on. He had
taken risk after risk to get the huge lumbering tanks across the
terrain and he had to make speed.

Lieutenant Colonel Atana looked away from the
sand storm and gazed over his shoulder at an approaching sound.

It was a soldier from the Shamagh divisions.
They had organized a large artillery barrage with a mixture of high
explosive rounds and smoke shells from our mortars. They were going
to test the enemy’s weaknesses.

‘Are we ready,’Atana asks. ‘We are prepared
to move now, I can move right into their positions.’

Everything was going well, Atana replied.
‘You know your duty soldier.’

‘Yes sir, I should be able to get in close
proximity to the enemy.’

Atana patted his comrade on the antennae,
‘Good our armor will crush them under their huge metal legs, and
once I get them into the enemies midst hopefully before they can
aim on our hides.’ He said and pointed to the huge spider
tanks.

All around them shells for the barrage were
being unloaded from transports readied for the deluge upon the
enemy.

 


 


Latent hostility clung as thick as the
billowing dust storm that blew over the men of the Orange Corps. As
the red abrasive sand blew with the present howl of the wind all
through the houses, and adorning them in its dry gritty embrace,
the soldiers in their craters or dug into sand bagged positions
around the last standing houses on the outskirts of town, were
spooked by every fresh sound.

They looked searchingly into the twisting,
spiraling melancholy of the storm, conceiving that every pinnacle
of rock was moving behind their backs and imagining that every
shadow was hostile forces haunting them, ready to attack at any
moment. There was no talk now just softened whispers, men talking
scared. No one dared give his or her defensive perimeter away to
the Shamagh who were definitely out in this storm somewhere. Many
of the new recruits shivered visibly, not so much from the gnawing
weather, but with fear, almost a presence in itself.

‘Those guys are really wound up tight,’
Graham says to the Hawk as they lie by the shock cannon set up on a
rise overlooking the new recruits in front of them and the path
forward to their head quarters.

‘They plum ooze fright.’

They had covered themselves in sand, had
their faces hidden by rags, and goggles from the blowing dust.

Hawk sympathetically agreed.

Thomas was constantly on his legs, wandering
around the defenses, roving here and there checking everything. His
body was adorned by the swirling sand storm so only his fleeting
images of him seemed to float around the area like a ghost. He
sensed the stress and the dread. All the men he chanced to meet
were jittering wrecks, shaking and trembling as if they might drop
everything all at once and run screaming pulling out their hair.
Everyone had their ears bent forwards straining to hear the advance
of Shamagh spider tanks scraping their way towards them.

Way up on the roof of the large two-storey
house, Harry stared into the writhing sea of moving sand.
Visibility was bad, but his eyes tried to diffuse the sand and
penetrate the apprehensiveness. His ears slowly but definitely
started to be cognizant of a faint low dull continuous metallic
sound coming from somewhere out in the sea of billowing sand to his
left.

Down beneath the rooftop, Eric examined the
four characters of the plasma cannon. They were raw recruits and
badly disciplined and under skilled for the task of operating the
weapon. They readied shell casings and loaded the breech
awkwardly.Their corporal made a great appearance of putting his eye
into the plastic eyepiece of the telescopic scope, as if ready at
any consequence.

The anti-tank weapon was a huge monstrosity
of a thing; it was designed on the concept that guns were not only
more versatile than missiles systems but that they would cost less.
They could be used in a wide range of conditions and at close
ranges, and were a perfect killer of the new heavily armored alien
spider tanks. They could oppose these monstrosities and had a good
360-degree traverse. This particular variety of gun mechanism came
with a built in self-propelling system with its own auxillary
power, but was intended for short moves only.

The plasma cannon came with long recoil
travel and a heavy muzzle brake for firing the high-energy plasma
rounds. The shells it fired were beam riders; they were configured
to use initial propellant charges till the plasma energy finally
broke free from its shell casing. The ball of energy than flew
onwards to its target following a laser beam and was a good tank
killer at long ranges and good to defeat heavy armor thicknesses
protected with reactive armor.

‘Armor on the way,’Harry screamed from the
rooftop.

‘Hells teeth,’ Eric strained his vision,
staring out past the houses, out in the thick swirling sand storm,
just visible down the path.

‘O.K., we got one, no, three incoming
possible hostiles.’ Harry yelled from his roof top roost.

‘Get ready,’ Eric yells at the cannon
crew.

Someone starts squealing about, ‘the t. the
Shamagh here.’

Eric tries to take over. ‘You loader, get
some ammo ready, come on move it you whelp.’

They all hunker down anxiously, complete
attention on the vague path that wound through their position.
Their ears could now plainly here the creaking of metal, and their
mettles hardened as the task approached.

The abrasive sound of metal on metal slowly
grew louder and louder. All through the positions defensive
perimeter, new recruits and old soldiers all waited, fingers on the
trigger, for Harry to distinguish whether they were Shamagh tanks
or friendly’s.

Men defied their own ability to breathe in
open apprehension, straining to hear the tanks approach. Soon the
first one would appear through the sand storm and rumble up the
path through their position.

Suddenly the sky became filled with the howl
of speeding metal, furious and earsplitting as it screamed through
the air, long tails of scarlet fire followed these many hurtling
objects as they made their way through the morning sky. They arced
through the air until they domed over in the air and descended
shrieking to their targets.

A huge series of explosions shakes terra
firma to its core. A huge softening up bombardment had begun;
mortar shells from some alien landing pad were still flying to
destroy the whole of the laowans defensive positions.

The men of the Orange corps could do nothing
but hug the ground and try to dig with their finger nails into the
ground. The earth rose up and quaked as though charged with some
unearthly power, throwing men around in their craters and trenches.
The bombardment blended into one long uninterrupted clap of thunder
as shell after shell hit their targets. Each trail of fire hurtling
through the sky brought a detonation of such huge magnitude as to
shake the earth like an earthquake sending up deluges of fire.

It went on all day, and soon the troop’s
soldiers whom already near total mental collapse, became pinned by
the firefight, and went into shock. They readily panicked in
madness and ran crazily babbling incoherently to themselves across
the battlefield. Some sank into oblivion, their state of mind
snapping under the stress. A few even shot themselves, the rest
however, ensnared in the center of the burning oven did persist.
Crouched collectively together, quaking in fright, hands held over
their heads in some primal form of mental protection from death.
Their eyes held shut, desperately trying to block out the attack to
the senses. Still the men of the Orange Corps endured the
assault.

The air is continually filled with the
whistles of incoming salvos of shells. The sky is filled with their
screaming, and the desert storm is forgotten. The ground everywhere
erupts into flying clods of dirt and rock. They mortar shells that
have exploded pour out white smoke, which soon engulfs the men and
leaves them huddled to the ground seeking refuge from the acrid
vapour.

Eric rises from his crouching in the energy
shield they have set up over the little plasma cannon. He strains
his hearing to find the first enemy armored vehicle to find its way
down the path. Soon engine noises fill the whole surroundings and
every soldier knows death is approaching.

Soon at nearly point Blanc range, with its
huge engine sending billows of dust and sand into the air around
it, as it grinds along the desert path, a tank approaches.

His happiness turns suddenly dark as he
realizes that there is a yellow-headed locust like head hanging out
of the main hatch of the lead tank.The dreadful lucidity of their
predicament becomes clear.

‘Shamagh,’he yells. ‘They are Shamagh…Harry
use the communicator.’

Eric slams his fist on the guns shield. ‘Fire
at will, fire now you men, hurry.’

The spidertank brakes and starts to turn, its
turret starts to traverse around and find its target, the single
plasma cannon, and its crew, who are frantically trying to line the
tank up in their cross hairs.

‘Move it… come on you move it.’ Eric screams
in a convulsion of fear as service members all over scurry for
cover.

BANG.

There is a huge rush of fire, and an
explosion erupts in front of the plasma cannon as the first missile
fires and lands fifteen metres shallow. Rock and sand land in a
tidal wave on the gun crew, they fly to the ground, almost as if
hit by a solid wall of stone.

Eric narrowly dodges a huge lump of flying
rock. The loader starts to scream, his body now a pulped mass of
entrails as blood pumps in red bursts, a large lump of burning
shrapnel sticking out of him.

The following instant the plasma cannon
fires. Blue fire erupts from its barrel and its breech races back
on its rails, and readies itself to be re-loaded. There is a large
burst of fire and the spidertank lurches to a stop, and is ripped
into two.

Smoke starts to pour out of the breach, then
suddenly the whole front of the tank bursts into yellow flame.

Everyone cheers.

 




 


 


FERAL OPPONENTS

 


A single signal flare whizzes into the night
sky and clings there immersing everyone in red unearthly light.

General McRawling raises his large field
binoculars, which are hanging around his neck.The plasma artillery
hurtles huge explosive energy bursts into the air, to rain death on
the Shamagh. With a dreadful thunder, an earth shattering roar of
screaming metal and energy shoots over the spectators heads to race
towards the Shamagh dug in further along the route. Volley after
volley of the angry fusillade follow. Quickly the beginnings of the
furious crashes are turned into a single long menacing roar.

Now whistles piped to the onlooker’s
forefront. Officers and soldiers climbed uncertainly to their feet,
hunched up small as if confronting a ferocious tempest. More
unwillingly, the new recruits and reserves did like wise. Observing
them in the red illumination, General McRawling acknowledged what
must have comprised their thoughts. No body, alien or not, could
have survived an outpouring of destructive intensity like that. The
Shamagh have to be utterly finished. Nevertheless, McRawling knew
the Shamagh better.They would have dug themselves in very deep,
they would be there and waiting for them, they always survived it
seemed.

On his left the engines of the Whirlwind
Rocket Batteries roared into existence. Presently the eminent
tragedy of combat would begin. Along the length of the Shamagh,
battle front many laser lights from aerial ships blazed into light
looking for targets. McRawling questioned just how gravely they had
been damaged by the bombardment.

‘Get on with it,’the staff officer observing
beside General McRawling yelled intolerantly.

So as if responding to his summons, the
officers of the spearhead companies began to march over the rocky
ground on either side of the pathway. The tanks began to grind
their way after them.

Directly the hollers, shouts, and cheers of
the foot soldiers were conducted by the wind back to the
spectators. The infantry marched on towards the smoke from the
barrage. One hundred and fifty metres, one hundred metres, no
response from the Shamagh, maybe the plasma artillery had done the
job. Eighty metres, soon fifty metres then abruptly a heavy Shamagh
shock cannon begins sending hundreds of energy pulses flying at the
men. Red tracer light flashes with the shock blasts trajectory. The
pulses bounced off the steel plates of the Whirlwind like hail. The
infantry men start to run, they lean forward as if moving against a
storm. There is a large crack of a Shamagh rocket launcher and the
front Whirlwind comes to a sudden stop. Smoke black and acrid pours
out of the hull as fire starts too greedily consume the vehicle. No
body gets out. All along the Shamagh battlefront Shamagh plasma
heavy bolters start to begin firing.

The automatic shock cannons erupt into a
blaze of fire, as they sweep the attacking infantry from left to
right, cutting down men with hundreds of energy pulses, each one
ripping holes in men’s bodies. Fire from the air cut more men down
as plasma charges land amongst the wandering soldiers creating
great openings in their ranks.

General McRawling looking through his
binoculars, grumbled irritably, aware by now that the force of the
infantry attack was faltering. Any time now, they would panic and
go into shock and then run for it, throwing away their arms and
armor in their frenzied rush.

An additional Whirlwind was soon destroyed,
and devouring red flames started to consume its hull. Suddenly it
detonated with an enormous ‘Boom’, and a shroud of flame burns
around its blackened hull through the day.

A further Whirlwind driver terrified at the
sight starts to panic. He attempted to reverse and drives at full
speed into a group of shell-shocked infantrymen. The tank drives
utterly over them, grinding the whole lot to mush beneath its
tracks.
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