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Epilogue





VEGA SYSTEM


GTD PRICELESS





	The Orion Class Destroyer Priceless was slowly making its way towards the Cappella Jump node. Inside its protective hull, the 9 Members of White Squadron where sitting in the Pilots Lounge mourning over their latest losses and celebrating their newest gains. Pilots WingNeo and TheForce just arrived on the Priceless and where quickly feeling at home as the Wing Commander and Squadron leader Zechs filled them in on some missions he flew in the past.


	“Anyway, we flew right into the cloud of Vasudan Bombers, with still my missile warning light flashing and buzzing, took what Rockeyes I had left and sent them flying into a nicely tight configuration of Bombers," Zechs was waving his hand over the table. 


	“Boom, took 3 out,” he continued.


	“What we didn’t realise was the little guest we had on our Six,” the Squadron XO Negative0 continued, “Was the fact that he also sent a couple of warheads flying towards us and as we passed the surviving Bomber, which was frantically trying to use his AB to get as much distance between himself and us, actually flew into a nice Swarm pack, killing himself, and saving us.”


	Everyone laughed. Some knew that it was a close call, like it is every time the Pilots head out towards the engagement Field, but the only way to relieve some of the strains was to sit down and laugh about close calls, ever keeping in mind that a situation like that could have turned out differently. It was the way of things and when Pilots have been here for a while, they get used to the continues stream of new faces, as well as the continues loss of other faces. No one had time to make true friends and that is what made White Squadron stand out. The Elite, the best pilot Squadron for light-years around, with the lowest loss rate and a high kill ratio, which according to the higher-ups, was what made a squadron Famous.


	But since the finding of the Gamma Draconis Nexus, thirty-two years after “The Great War”, the Shivans have returned. This threat was not considered serious from High-command at first, because the Alliance beat the Shivans the first time, and with the development of new Technology, the Shivans where no more a threat than the Bosh Neo Terran Alliance.


	That was at the beginning of the war. The situation has now changed a little and the Shivan threat is much larger than the original estimation gave credit.


	“How long till we arrive?” Crimson_Target sat on another table, leaning over towards Zechs. 


	“2 hours at the most I should imagine,” he Replied. Crimson_Target turned back towards his table.


Senior Pilot DariusDragon and Chief Pilot Tateland got up, where about to excuse themselves from the table, when Priceless’s battle siren exploded on the speakers. The pilots looked at each other, and leaving everything standing still, they ran towards the door.


	“All hands battlestations, we are under attack, repeat we are under attack, this is not a drill. Pilots to their fighters, move move move.”


	





CHAPTER 01 - Unwelcome Guests





	The flight deck was as busy as a marketplace which had everything on special offer. Technitians where making final preparations to the fighters, the pilots where either allready in their fighters going through the emergency launch procedure, or climing the stairs of their fighter. Everything was so organised it was allmost routine. But there was nothing routine for the last couple of weeks. The shivans where continuesly gaining and strengthining their positions, the loss of life kept climbing, and if it was one thing that White Squadron had to learn fast, it was the ability to loose friends in battle and mourn after and not during the dogfights.


	"Ok guys, racke them and backe them, lets start the engines and head out." Zechs ordered, "Call them by their numbers. Leader Out."


	"Two out", Negative0 called, as his fighter left the launch tube.


	"Three out", Smokemon called.


	The rest of the pilots called their number as they all left the tube, then the squadron headed into a standard diamond formation.


	Zechs checked his scanner. A couple of Shivan fighters where split from the group. He turned to look back at his Squadron.


	"Ok Guys, here is the deal. Four, Five intercept those loose bogies, the rest, lets try to keep the main flock busy until the capships can make their approach. We'll lead them into the Flack guns."





	Crimson_Target and Eerazor moved out, towards the two fighters. Both of the pilots where busy trying to keep their fighter speed up to maximum, switching from normal thrust to afterburner as soon as the Afterburner Energy allowed it.


	"Let's get in to 1.5km distance then switch power from engine to shields and weapons. I'll go left, you take right," Crimson said as he banked his fighter under Afterburner to his left.


	"Roger that," Eerazor said, and banked his fighter right.





	Zechs and his squad continued towards the main group of fighters. "Two, you got a reading on those types yet?"


	"Negative, they are still out of mid-range scan," Negative0 said, as he continued to play on his sensor display.


	"Eight, Nine, pair up, head to 231.23 Mark 4, make a run for it, draw some of them out." Zechs commanded.


	WingNeo, Nine and TheForce, Eight, moved their fighters up and below the rest of the squad in an attempt to draw the rest of the fighters out.


	It did not work.





	"Easy on your right, you got a tail," Eerazor said as he dodged yet another barrage of fire from the Shivan Bomber.


	"I would'nt have a tail if you shot the one you where supposed too." Crimson shouted over the comlink as he banked his fighter left, hit the afterburner and after doing a tight roll he headed twistingly down towards a rock floating in space.


	"They are not going to fall for that," Eerazor commented as he realised what Crimson was doing.


	"I am not intending for them to fall for it," he looked at his scanner, only 1km to go, then fired off a couple of missles towards the rock.


	It exploded, spreading dust and rock fragments in all directions, and Crimsons fighter went straight into the fireball. The Shivan bomber did not follow, instead it tried to veer right and down, but one of the fragments hit the fighters fuel pod, cracking it and letting fuel fly out, which ignited in its engine fume. The fighter blew up in a blazing ball of fire.





	"Six, you got a tail," Smokemon said as he moved his fighter behind the Mara Class Shivan fighter. "I got him," he said as he fired a couple of Spawn missles, sending the fighter into a burning ball of fire.


	"How we doing?," Zechs said, as he shot down yet another Mara.


	"All fighters are gone," DeMonSpAwn said as he moved back into formation. White Squadron has won yet another battle.


	"Errmmm, Leader, this is two, i am reading a massiv spike on my scanner, hypercloud opening 0,5km at 34 degrees port." He started looking into that direction.


	"White Squad, evac, repeat evac now, give it everything you got, where are four and five?"


	"Right here," Crimson said, flying above DariousDragon into formation.


	"I dont know what it is, but this thing comming in is huge, i mean really huge!" Negative0 commented.


	


	The Hypercloud found its full size and a huge Shivan Battlecruiser began to appear, right on top of White Squadron. The Cruiser flew past the first set of fighters and as they tried to fly out of its path, one of the cruisers feet brushed and hit part of Zechs ship.


	"I'm hit, loosing control, fighter damaged, get out of here now!"


	"Leader, head to 342,3 Mark 2, we'll cover you," Negative0 orderd, but it was too late, as the Cruiser contined to move out of the wormhole, a set of Shivan attack interceptors appear, with guns blazing right towards Zechs fighter.


	"Noooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo," he screamed as his fighter blew into a million pieces of burned metal fragments.


	"White Squad, lets get out of here," Negative0 said, as the rest of the squadron headed towards their Carrier.


	"Seven, how many?" Negative0 asked.


	"3, maybe 4 Capships and i am reading at least 4 Squads of fighters, Oh my god, an Demon class Destroyer."


	"Our Carrier cant fight against that. We need to jump out of here." Crimson said.


	"Priceless, Priceless this is Lieutenant Negative0, request immediate preparation for Jump as soon as we land. Several Shivan Battleships under the command of a Demon Class Destroyer heading towards your position." 


	"White Squadron, this is Priceless flight control, we received and are reading the Shivan battlegroup. Land your fighters and prepare for jump."


	"Priceless, Whitesquadron, we read you. Negative0 out."








TO BE CONTINUED....





