



A First Encounter


The cold of the metal rung sent a chill through the mechwarrior as he grabbed the ladder to begin the quick climb to his cockpit.  The flashing red light of the 'mech bay shone off the torso of his Falconer.  The buzz of the alarm echoed in the wide chamber, ringing in the warrior's ears.  A gust of breeze wisped over his cheeks, sending another chill down his spine and speeding his climb.


The mechwarrior reached the top of his 'mech and slid into the cockpit.  He quickly slammed the hatch shut behind him, knowing that in just minutes the massive heat wash from the use of his weapons would have him wanting to be back outside the hatch.  He pulled the neurohelmet down as he slipped into the command couch, fastening it around his chin.  He reached to the panel in front of him and started up the computer.  The HUD display came up, but paused, waiting for his authorization.


"Falcon Alpha-1-2-Omega," he said.


"Voice authorization confirmed.  Weapons online, sensors online.  All systems nominal," the computer voice reported as the loud hum of the fusion engine kicked in.  He felt the 'mech begin to rumble as well, and a bit of warmth filled his cockpit.  His HUD finished loading up, as his weapons and damage indicators came online.


"Hammer 1 is online.  Report in Hammer lance."


"Hammer 2 is now online."


"Hammer 3 is clear of the 'mech bay, lieutenant."


"Hammer 4 reporting the same sir."


"All right then, all units report to coordinates 0-1-1-4 and rendezvous there."  He reached down and switched comm frequencies.  "Hammer lance is good-to-go command.  Awaiting further orders."


"Roger that Lieutenant Falcon.  We have incoming enemy contacts.  Recon shows one star, including a Masakari and a Mad Cat.  Strike lance is already on patrol, moving to assist you."


He cycled through the enemy targets on his secondary display.  Indeed, there was the 85-ton Maskari and the 75-ton Mad Cat, along with a 70-ton Thor and a pair of Vultures for fire support.  He moved the joysticks forward, leading his 'mech out of the bay before flipping back to his lance's comm frequency.  "Okay Hammers, we have an incoming heavy clan star.  We are to intercept.  Strike lance will be right behind us."


"Sir, I'm reading a Mad Cat and a Masakari in there.  Our heaviest 'mech is 75 tons.  We're out-gunned."


"Don't worry about it Rick, we have 8 'mechs between the two lances.  Just try not to hold still too long.  I'll keep the Masakari busy.


"Three and four, take the Mad Cat.  Two, see what you can do against that Thor."  He switched comm frequencies again.  "Strike lance, this is Hammer one.  We have the Clan lead units engaged.  I suggest you come around on the flank and hit the Vultures, then move in on their rear."


"Roger Bruce, we're on it."


Warning klaxons sounded, indicating a missile lock.  Bruce ignored them, sending his 'mech, a Falconer, at full speed at a diagonal path in from of the Clanners.  He turned a joystick on the panel in front of him, twisting his torso and lining the boxy Masakari up under the crosshairs on his HUD.  His hand slid across the control panel, grouping together his battlemech's Particle Projection Cannon and Gauss Rifle.  With the center of the Masakari’s torso in his sights, he pulled the trigger under his thumb and watched the blue blast of highly ionized particles and the green smoke trails from the nickel-gauss shell lance towards the enemy 'mech.  The read-outs on his secondary display showed about twenty-five percent damage to the Masakari's torso.  


The enemy turned to face Bruce's moving 'mech.  Bruce centered his torso, then activated his Falconer's jump jets and his 'mech lifted up from the ground.  The Masakari tracked him up, and followed his sideways motion.  Bruce stayed at the peak of his jump a second, allowing the Masakari pilot to think he had a lock.  Then he spun the 'mech toward the enemy and cut the jets.  His 'mech dropped to the ground, and two PPC blasts charged the air above his 'mech's head.  A third particle blast peeled away armor on his Falconer's right shoulder.


As soon as he had kicked in the jets to land softly, he put his 'mech into a run toward the Masakari, quickly dwindling the 300 meter distance.  He set his weapons to Alpha Strike and pulled the trigger.  Heat flooded his cockpit and warning alarms sounded as every one of his weapons fired at the enemy 'mech.  His opponent took a step back, and Bruce continued his head-long run.  More heat flooded the cockpit as a pair of PPCs hit his 'mech directly.  His board showed damage to his torso; nothing critical.  The heat, however, had sweat beading on his forehead.


The distance closed down, now under fifty meters.  Thirty meters.  Ten, and then contact.


Bruce spun his 'mech's torso to the right, slamming its shoulder into the Masakari, sending both 'mechs tumbling to the ground.  "Enemy 'mech destroyed," his computer reported.


His 'mech now lay face down in the mud.  He checked his damage readouts.  With the damage the collision did to his left side, it showed about forty percent all across his upper body.  He rolled it over onto its side and saw the Masakari lying on its back, smoke rising from huge cracks along the 'mech.  He stood his 'mech up and stood over the fallen 85-ton clan machine.  


That'll make some great salvage, he thought to himself, then reached down to cycle through his displays again and find a new target.  A comm call interrupted that process.  "This is two.  I'm taking heavy fire here.  Please assist."


He brought the Thor up on his display.  It showed slight damage all across the enemy 'mech; Two hadn't been able to do much to the fast and powerful clan machine.  He heard the loud rattling of a heavy autocannon, and saw Two's Flashman, with it's egg-shaped torso, fall to the ground.  


Thinking back to his studies on Clan 'mechs, the Thor typically had it's Autocannon-20 in its right arm.  With the Thor distracted by two's 'mech, he was able to stand in place and line up a shot on the arm.  He dropped the crosshairs over the forearm, allowing for the enemy’s motion, and then fired.  The grouped Gauss Rifle and PPC fired, hitting dead on and severing the arm at the elbow.  The Thor turned to face its new assailant, and started toward Bruce.  Bruce turned to the left and ran at an angle until the Thor was between him and two's now standing Flashman.  The Thor fired its remaining weapons, doing some damage, but nothing Bruce's 'mech could not handle now that the autocannon was out of commission.  Bruce fired again, hitting the enemy battlemech's torso, while two fired a bright barrage of lasers, sending the Thor face down in the mud.


Bruce once more kicked in his 'mech's jump jets, lifting it off the ground.  He moved forward, maneuvering the 'mech over the fallen Thor, then cut the jets.  His 'mech's legs smashed into the Thor's upper body, as it had risen up to one knee.  The enemy 'mech crumbled under his feet, metal pieces crashing all over.


"Thanks for the help leader, that autocannon had me pinned."


"No problem Rick.  Hammer lance, report in."


"This is three.  Mad Cat's down, I'm in good shape."


"Yeah, that's ‘cause I took most of the damage.  Moderate torso damage, lost my left arm, and slight damage everywhere else."


"Ok guys.  Reporting in to HQ."  He switched comm frequencies.  "HQ, this is Hammer leader.  Area is secure.  Reporting moderate damage."


"Roger Hammer lance.  Major Thompson has ordered that you turn the tables on them.  Meet up with Strike lance and move North to where the Clan strike force came from.  Strike lance will lead, as they report less damage."


"Got it HQ.  We are en route."  He switched back to talk to his lance.  "Well guys, we're moving in on the Clanners.  I guess command thinks they won't be expecting us to attack after they sent that heavy strike star."


He sent his throttle at about three-quarters and moved his 'mech across the slowly rolling hills to the north.  The lance ran for about five minutes, and when they came up to the top of the next hill, Bruce saw the clan dropship and temporary base on the outskirts of the woods on a hill on the other side of the wide valley.


"Clan base in sight leader," Rick reported. "We're about a klick and a half out."


"I see it two.  Sensors show a few contacts.  No reading on what they are yet."


"Sir, this is four.  I'm reading a Dasher to our western flank at about 500 meters.  Trying to get a readout of what weaponry he's got."


Bruce heard a loud whistle that answered that question for him, as from out of the sky dropped an Arrow IV missile.  "He's got a TAG!  Skatter!"


The Target Acquistion Gear, or TAG, allowed one 'mech to act as a spotter for 'mechs carrying the Arrow IV homing missile system.  The first missile hit two's Flashman in the torso.  "Critical damage!  I'm punching..."


Static filled the comm as the Flashman exploded in a bright mass of fire.  He squinted through the light, but saw no sign that Rick had been able to punch out.  His concentration was quickly broken though as an Arrow IV missile again rained down, this time targeting him.  The missile hit him on his right side, severing his right arm and breaking through the armor on his side.  With the armor gone, the critical components inside his 'mech were exposed.  


"Three and Four, move left and take out that Dasher so they don't have their spotter anymore.  Strike lance, Hammer lance is severely damaged.  Be ready for artillery fire and enemy 'mechs."


Another screeching whistle sounded.  This time it hit his 'mech square in the torso.  "Critical hit, engine."  His systems went dark, and his 'mech crashed to the ground.  It hit hard, jolting Bruce out of his pilot's couch.  His head slammed against the panel and everything went black.

