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      Major Rafael Pinho sat straight up in bed as the klaxons sounded, automatically reaching over to the other side to wake his girlfriend.

      He flinched when his fingers hit nothing but blankets: they’d been together for three years, riding dozens of alerts out together; they’d get dressed—tossing uniform parts to one another—and then scream out of the parking lot to their BattleMechs in her sporty coupe instead of his SLDF-issued jeep.  She’d been promoted and transferred off-world to take over a sister regiment back in January; by May, both had realized a long-distance relationship spanning literal light-years just wasn’t working anymore.

      He was just getting over sleeping alone again, but the muscle-memory of alerts was taking longer to break. He quickly threw a pair of olive-drab coveralls over his briefs and T-shirt, and, grabbing a pair of sneakers, raced barefoot through his one-bedroom assigned quarters and out the door. He was a hair behind his neighbor, Captain Jessica Breske, wearing a t-shirt and an olive-drab kilt.

      “Riding with me, sir?” she asked as they sprinted for the stairwell: the Single Officer Quarters was a two-story complex resembling a motel, all the doors opening onto a small parking lot. Fort Silvestri was on the south side of the massive Lake Abigail, with the world’s capital, Munich, surrounded by hills on the north side. A wide river, deep enough for commercial shipping, ran east from the lake two hundred kilometers toward the closest ocean; the ring of numerous islands and archipelagos circling the continent calmed the worst of the waves and made the continent’s so-called “moat” a fisherman’s paradise.

      Surrounding the inland lake for kilometers were rich, rolling fields, while from Fort Silvestri south ran a thousand kilometers of Radstadt Pine forests, the wood known for turning a shimmering gold when treated. It was a sparsely populated world, which was why only a single battalion of the Star League Defense Force’s 151st Light Horse Regiment stood to defend it. The regiment—the “Dark Horse” regiment—was one-quarter of the Third Regimental Combat Team, commonly referred to in its entirety by its nickname, the “Eridani Light Horse.”

      “I will, Jessi,” he replied. “Surprised you’re here, thought you’d be hanging out with Sabine,” he said as the two officers raced down the stairs.

      “We just got back,” Jessica said, and sure enough, Captain Sabine Cantã—in a vintage gridiron jersey, an olive-drab kilt that matched Breske’s, and her ever-present Stetson—was already in the open-topped jeep, her bottom-floor apartment right next to the parking spot. “I’d just run upstairs for some wine when the alarm sounded.”

      Rafael noticed Sabine was about to move to the rear bench—as befit his rank and position as commander of the Eighth Recon Battalion—but he shook his head and vaulted into the back seat. Jessica fired up the petrochemical engine and, upon seeing a pair of junior officers bumbling out of a first-floor room, Sabine yelled at them to get in while other officers ran for their vehicles.

      Slamming the jeep into gear the moment the two lieutenants squeezed in next to Rafael, Breske squealed tires as she raced out of the parking lot toward the ’Mech bays.
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      Six kilometers away, bikini-clad Lieutenant Minthe Squire danced against her boyfriend, the two of them squished between other dancers on the crowded floor. Outside the gate of Fort Silvestri was Meacham, originally a small logging town that had expanded catering to the needs of the garrison: retailers, restaurants, and tour agencies by day, and the usual collection of nighttime industries when the sun went down.

      Many of the bars were favored by one branch or another: the ’'Mech jocks had their bars, the infantry tended to drink elsewhere, and so on. Side Skirts was a two-story tiki bar and dance-club right on the beach of Lake Abigail. It was popular with not only armor crews, but often received traffic from the kayak and white-water rafting tour companies to either side.

      Side Skirts was flooded with tank memorabilia; during good weather, they’d open up the walls. Customers, attracted by the tiki torches in the sand, would float into the first floor from either the main road out front, or more often from the lake and tourist companies next door. Littering the first floor were unit patches and insignias, paintings, tank parts both familiar and mysterious, all of it anchored by a long Radstadt Pine bar that gleamed gold in the firelight.

      Upstairs had another bar: also made of Radstadt Pine, no one saw it shimmer because the second floor was lit only by lights for dancing. What kept the dance floor of Side Skirts exclusive were the bouncers that enforced a “bathing suits, skirts, or kilts” dress-code, making the darkened room not much more than arms, legs, and abs gyrating to the loud music.

      Minthe and her boyfriend, Captain Paik Sun, commander of Fifth Recon Company, were usually at the club every Friday and Saturday night. Sun was an outdoor-fitness freak, while Minthe loved the water, so this Friday—like usual—they’d been on the lake until the sun went down, and had been dancing and drinking ever since.

      She felt a hand grab hers and she spun around to grab Paik’s hip, swaying against him. Minthe was small and slight of build, with a bikini top needed more to obey dress codes than any biological requirements: all useful traits for a tank commander. Paik was tall and thin, with muscles of wired steel from climbing his BattleMech on-duty and mountainsides in his off-time. Paik’s hair was jet-black, while Minthe bleached her hair pure-white; when they’d started dating, she had dyed her tips black to match him.

      They danced, hands on hips, bodies pressed against one another; the music was by Gochujang Valkyrie—the stage name of a Munich-based artist that mixed her original nu-Metal with the latest Korean pop-hits from Terra—and the speakers roared, the floor was thumping from the bass and it all came to a screeching halt, everyone blinking and shouting in annoyance when the bar’s overhead white lights came on.

      “Alert!” screamed an MP as he clambered into the DJ booth. The DJ turned on the microphone and the MP leaned into it. “Alert,” he repeated, “this is not a drill. Rally at the bays, I say again, this is not a drill,” he finished, stepping away.

      “Just like the drills, people,” Paik’s voice sounded above the crowd. “NCOs, keep the flow smooth and throw anyone too drunk to double-time into a cab with a battalion chit,” he ordered. Looking at Minthe, he added, “Lieutenant Squire, grab some help and clear out the latrines.”

      “Sir,” Minthe replied, pushing toward the back wall as the crowd started to move to the stairs. That was the rule about dating inside the battalion: you couldn’t date inside your own unit, and you couldn’t let it get in the way of duty. She was a lieutenant, even when off-duty, and she might have been half-drunk wearing only beach shoes and a bikini, but her boyfriend was a captain who’d given her a job to do, and that was that.

      As she moved, she saw fellow soldiers carrying their more drunk compatriots to the door: the relationship between the Star League and the Draconis Combine could best be described as strained, with garrisons barely tolerated on most Combine worlds. It wasn’t unheard of for lone soldiers to get ambushed and beaten by Meacham toughs in the kilometer-long drinking district, so troops moved around in at least pairs and carried chits to pay for taxi-rides home: the battalion covered the up-front cost to get them home safely, the price of the taxi later deducted from their pay.

      One of the tank commanders in her platoon, Corporal Peter Scavone, swung in on her flank, also heading toward the latrines. She flung open the women’s door and chased out a pair of stragglers fixing their makeup who hadn’t heard the news. Hearing Scavone clearing out the men’s room, she moved down a service corridor she knew partners sometimes ducked into for some privacy. Seeing no one, she opened the supply closet just to check, and, sure enough, there was a pair wrapped up in each other’s arms.

      “C’mon you two, alert call and holy crap, Corporal Black?” she shouted in astonishment, which quickly changed to anger when she saw who was in there with him. “Sambora?”

      Private Elina Sambora, a small, dark-haired woman with visible tan lines, shrank under her glare as she shrugged her crop-top and Light-Horse yellow kilt back into place. “Sorry, ma’am, it was my fault, he was cute and—”

      “Stop. Not your fault,” she said curtly. “Scavone’s by the latrines, link up with him and get to Fort-Ess.”

      “Ma’am,” she replied, sliding past Minthe and sprinting down the hallway, yellow kilt flapping around her thighs. The previous SLDF garrison had a tradition of wearing wool kilts, and several of the Meacham shops sold locally-woven ones. When the Eighth Recon Battalion arrived, they more-or-less adopted it as a local tradition; the stores quickly switched their products to ELH-friendly designs, and the most popular among the enlisted was the insignia-yellow tartan with black and olive-drab cross-hatching. NCOs tended to wear either the yellow or the reverse—yellow and olive on black—while officers threw on either an olive-drab base with yellow-and-black highlights, or something personal: no matter the colors, it was highly unusual to see anyone off-duty in long pants, or, God forbid, cargo shorts.

      She turned her glare on Corpora Black. “Sergeant Macleod’s driver? Are you out of your damn mind?”

      Corporal Gulliver Black just shrugged in his cocky way as he adjusted his board-shorts. Muscular, fit, with the profile of a Greek God and a shock of raven-black hair, he was handsome enough to make almost anyone look him over. However, he’d been assigned as her gunner a year ago: twelve months in each other’s pockets in the tight confines of a 40-ton Zephyr hovertank, smelling each other after days without showers, the burps and the farts and the same stories over and over and over ensured she saw him as nothing but a trooper, and thus had absolutely zero hesitation in chewing him out.

      “You know the rules, Corporal!” she yelled, grabbing him by the shoulder and shoving him down the corridor. He broke into a quick jog with her on his heels, still shouting. “Not within the platoon: besides the fact she’s a private, she’s Macleod’s driver!”

      “She’s cute,” he said by way of explanation, heading down the stairs two at a time; they were the last of the Light Horse inside, a half-pack of civilians still milling aimlessly on the brightly lit dance floor.

      “Not an excuse, Gulliver,” she replied as they hit the ground floor and sprinted for the road. “We’ll talk about this later in Chop Shop.”

      Her platoon fell under Captain Cantã’s “Chinook” company, so every vehicle in the company—including her four Zephyrs—had nicknames starting with the letter C. They fell into an easy pace, double-timing down the dark street with the rest of the battalion as the MPs continued clearing each building.

      Ahead, they could see the Fort: one of the massive, fifteen-meter-high ferrocrete gates was already closed, but one was left open as the Light Horse jogged in, armed MPs checking IDs under the watchful eye of two machine gun-armed APCs.

      By the time Minthe and Black got to the gate, the traffic had thinned out behind her; turning around, she could see the MPs walking down the boulevard, looking for stragglers. Once they got everyone in, they’d seal the vehicle gate and only leave

      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  

OEBPS/images/atlas-head-1-for-scene-break525.jpg






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Innocent, and Defenseless – Jason Hansa
      


      		
        Notable BattleMechs
      


      		
        Battletech Glossary
      


      		
        BattleTech Eras
      


      		
        The BattleTech Fiction Series
      


      		
        Copyright
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Beginning


    


  


OEBPS/images/starleague_on.jpg
A
7





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/elh_display_logo_original.jpg





OEBPS/images/cgl-logo-neon-v1.jpg





OEBPS/images/mt02-innocent-and-defenseless-epub-cover-2-1a.jpg
E /TfLEI’ECH/’"

]NNCENT_LAQN’D

'DEFENSELESS
S g







