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2021 Dragon Award Nominee for Best Military Science FictionSit in prison or join the military.
The choice is yours.Convicted of a minor traffic violation, Rev Pelletier is conscripted into the
Perseus Union Marine Corps... for up to a thirty-year term of service. Anxious to get back to his
civilian life and job, he opts for a shorter term as a Marine Raider, taking the fight to the
enemy.But with extremely high mortality rates, can he and his friends survive until their term of
service is over?Download Sentenced to War now to follow Rev through perilous battles as he
fights to hold back the alien invasion. If you're a fan of Old Man's War, Starship Troopers, or
Armor, you'll love this military scifi thrill ride.
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timgsten-rock blared across the park, the bass making Rev’s very bones shake as he sat on top
of the picnic table, tapping his feet on the bench. He drained his beer, then reached down to
prod Mia with his toe for another. She slapped at it with feigned annoyance but reached into the
bag and tossed him one up and over her shoulder. He had to half-rise to snag it.“Nice grab,”
Witter said, barely audible over the music. “Can’t be having alcohol abuse, now.”“Never,” Rev
said as he held up the drinkpack like a trophy and sat back down. He popped the cooltab, then
waited as the pack frosted over before taking a long pull.In another six weeks, he’d be done with
school, and two after that, he’d start his guild apprenticeship, thanks to his stepfather. The old
man had come through for him, that was for sure.Rev reached over and gently tousled Mia’s hair
as she leaned in to her best friend Laney’s ear to tell her something. She ignored the familiarity,
but at least she didn’t object. He’d known Mia for years, ever since primary, but it wasn’t until
word got out—leaked by him—that he’d scored the Benevolent Order of Crystal Technicians that
she’d promoted him from one of the guys to her one guy.Rev wasn’t uni material. He’d barely
been secondary school material, so getting into a guild was pretty impressive. He wasn’t under
any false impression that he’d made it on his own, but too often, it wasn’t what you knew but
rather who you knew. And he knew Max Throndson, the man who’d married his mother nine
years ago, and pertinent to Rev getting the position, a full member of the BOCT.It would take Rev
three years to make journeyman, but once achieved, he’d be home free. He’d never be
megarich, but he’d make a good, secure salary, with lifelong benefits, especially with the war
going on. The military would always need crystals.It really wasn’t surprising that Mia had
immediately gravitated to him once she found out about his apprenticeship. School was almost
over, and all the kings and queens of campus were starting to look to their futures. Rev wasn’t



sure he wanted anything long term with her, but he was more than willing to enjoy her company
for a while, and being with her raised him more than a few notches with everyone else.Witter
leaned in close to Rev’s ear. “Hey, I’ve been meaning to ask you. Do you think your dad can put
in a good word for me with the BOCT?”Witter was Laney’s boyfriend, and someone he’d just met
today. There was no way he was going to ask his stepdad anything of the sort, but he didn’t want
to alienate the guy.“I can’t hear you,” Rev shouted, pointing to his ear and then to the music
pod.Which was somewhat true. Even if he wanted to hold a conversation, the music was blaring,
and he wasn’t about to spend the evening trying to lipread. Hopefully, Witter would forget to ask
him later. He turned away and took another swallow of beer.Across the small park and under the
pavilion, about twenty men and women were gaming, jacks plugged into the base of their necks,
their eyes closed. Rev rolled his eyes.His stepdad made some of the crystals that made
immersive gaming possible. In a way, gamers provided for his family’s livelihood. Despite this, his
mother thought very little of those who left reality for days on end to live in a fantasy world. Rev
adopted his mother’s attitude, and he thought immersive gamers were losers.He didn’t care
much about the casual gamers who only wasted some of their free time. But for the hardcore
jackheads, those who withdrew and lived on the government dole, it was a different story. They
contributed nothing to society. At least that’s what his mother said, and Rev thought there was
truth in that. If they didn’t work, they weren’t paying taxes, relying on the rest of society for their
support.Rev didn’t know which type those across the small park were, and he didn’t care. He
wanted to live in the real world. Looking at Mia sitting on the row below him, her long brown hair
shining in the park lights, that seemed a much better option.It wasn’t as if Rev didn’t play games.
He gamed like everyone else, but not through jacks, which took the gamer out of the real
universe and into a fake one. And it wasn’t just because he couldn’t get a jack while still a minor.
Raised with his parent’s work ethic, he just saw the immersive games as an escape by losers
who couldn’t hack reality.A couple of the jackheads kept glancing at them, sour looks on their
faces. The four were blaring the music pretty loud, he had to admit, especially if it was bleeding
into their games.With a sigh, he stepped down to where Mia and Laney were chatting and
reached to the pod to lower the volume.Mia grabbed his wrist. “What’re you doing? I like it like
this.”She pulled his hand away and not only put the volume back, but she increased it until he
could feel the bass in his heart. She gave him a dismissive stare before turning back to her
friend.Rev wanted to remind her that there were others in the park, but this was Mia Szeth. An A-
lister. Someone out of his social circle until he scored his apprenticeship. Her look quashed
anything he’d been about to say.Witter had watched the little exchange. He gave Rev a we’re-in-
this-together look, took a swallow of his beer, and leaned back, using the next row as a
seatback.The increased volume caught more attention from the jackheads. Two stood up, then a
third. They started talking together, all the time glancing back at the four of them. They must
have come to a decision, because one of them, a twenties-something guy, unjacked, then
casually walked across the grass to them.Shit. I knew I should have just lowered the volume
more.Mia stood as soon as the man started coming over. She gave Rev a quick glance, then



signaled him to stand next to her.Rev assumed that most gamers were doughy, out-of-shape
rejects, but this guy was cut. He had a gamer’s wimby—the back of his head shaved and the
front long and puffed out. Standing about 1.9 meters, he was broad across the chest with major
guns, maxing out at around a hundred, maybe a hundred-and-ten kilos.Rev was about the same
height and fifteen kilos lighter, and he instinctively puffed up his chest as the smiling man came
to a stop in front of Mia and him, Witter and Laney belatedly taking positions on either side of the
two.“Hey, friend,” the guy started, almost yelling to be heard over the music and holding out his
hand. Rev didn’t take it.“Uh, well, we’re wondering if you could lower the volume on your pod just
a bit. It’s encroaching on our game.”“Oh, you’re gameplayers?” Mia asked. “What’re you
playing?”The guy’s smile got bigger, and he said, “Descent into Hades.”Rev didn’t play
immersive games, but he knew about this one. Sometimes hundreds of people played against
each other, and the game could go on for days, if not weeks.“Piece of shit game, for pieces of
shit jackheads,” Mia said, watching the guy’s face.Shit, Mia! Calm down.The man frowned, then
said, “I guess you just don’t understand much then, missy, if you think D-I-H isn’t anything but
the best freaking game in the galaxy.”Mia wasn’t used to people confronting her, Rev could tell.
Her mouth gaped, and she turned to Rev and asked, “Are you gonna let him talk to me like
that?”You asked for it, Rev wanted to say. But he knew that if he wanted to enjoy Mia’s company
for any longer, that would be the kiss of death.With a mental sigh, Rev took half a step forward
and slightly in front of Mia. “You’d better watch your mouth, buddy. There’s a cost for being an
asshole to a lady.”Rev didn’t know where that came from. This wasn’t really like him, and if his
stepdad would have been there, he’d have lifted a brow and given Rev the look. But his stepdad
was back at home.Maybe it was the beer speaking, but to Rev’s surprise, he was suddenly
feeling pretty big at the moment. Mia grabbing his upper arm probably had a lot to do with his, he
knew. But it was more than that. This was new territory for him, and he found it somehow
exciting. The man was not a kid. Full into his prime, the guy reeked of danger, but that only
heightened Rev’s excitement.The man’s smile disappeared at Rev’s words, to be replaced with a
frown. “No offense. But there’re rules here. You can’t bother others in the park.”“The pod is on
public settings,” Mia said from around Rev’s side. “We don’t have to lower the volume.”“Public
settings until someone complains. Look it up,” the man said, slightly widening his feet as if finding
his balance. Behind him, two other jackheads started forward, but he turned and held out a hand
to stop them.“Well, I suggest you go back to Hades where you won’t hear us,” Mia said to
Laney’s snickers.The man rolled his eyes, then started to go around them, reaching for the
pod.Mia darted out a hand and slapped his arm. The man froze, arm outstretched for a moment,
and then he reached out for Mia’s shoulder as if to push her out of the way.Mia gave a tiny yip,
and Rev blocked his hand. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”The man stopped and very
deliberately looked Rev up and down, his smile getting bigger.“And who’s going to stop me?
You?” he said with a half-laugh, clearly dismissing Rev as a threat.And that incensed Rev. He
was often underestimated, and it drove him crazy.But he didn’t react. Even with the thrill of
danger, Rev was not stupid enough to get into a physical fight in public, not with conscription



ramping up higher.But the man reached, and before Rev could do anything, Mia let go of Rev’s
arm to give the guy a smack on the chest. The man reacted, pulling back . . . and somehow, Mia
went down. Rev wasn’t sure if she was pushed or if she slipped, but he snapped.He had to
protect her.Drawing from strength he didn’t realize he possessed, he put every gram of his
existence into the punch, connecting flush with the man’s chin and dropping him like a sack of
flour.His fist exploded in pain, but he stood over the inert man for a moment, shocked, his heart
thudding in his chest. He didn’t know whether to shout out in victory or an apology.“Run!” Witter
yelled.Rev didn’t want to run. He needed to fix this with the guy who was slumped over, his legs
crumbled beneath him. He was barely aware that the jackheads had unjacked and were now
yelling and running toward them.Mia’s arm yanking on his broke his reverie, and suddenly reality
came crashing down on him. He turned and ran after Witter and Laney, Mia at his side. The other
two ran to the steps into the parking lot, but with a shout, Rev jumped the fence and vaulted
down onto the lot.“Power up!” he yelled, and his stepdad’s Gazelle hummed to life.Rev dove into
the driver’s seat, then stuck his head out the window to yell at the others to hurry. Laney and
Witter piled in, followed by Mia, who hadn’t been willing to vault the fence.“Go, go, go!” Witter
yelled as Rev took the controls and spun out of the parking lot, overriding the Gazelle’s safe
driving warnings.“Are they coming?” he asked as he clipped a trash can at the lot’s
entrance.“Don’t see them,” Laney said.“They won’t come,” Mia said. “Not unless they want to get
drafted. They’re just as guilty as we are.”“Guilty hell. That bastard started it,” Witter said. “But holy
shit, Rev! You decked that guy!” He leaned forward and clapped Rev on the shoulder. “Pow. Just
like that.”Mia reached over to give his bicep a squeeze as the adrenaline started to dissipate,
leaving him feeling hollow. What he’d done began to sink in.Off the ballfield, Rev had never hit
someone in anger, and amidst the guilt was the thrill of knocking the guy out, but the
ramifications of what he’d done . . . he started to tremble.Fighting was a sure way to get
conscripted. It wouldn’t matter if the other guy started it—if he even did start it. A judge would
order the secdrones to release the visuals, and Rev didn’t know what they would show.Did Mia
slip? Did the guy shove her?Rev slowed down the Gazelle and took ten deep breaths while
Witter went on and on about how he’d taken down the guy. Witter was reveling in it all.“You sure
they won’t press charges?” Rev quietly asked Mia.“Not unless they want to go down with you,”
she said confidently.Maybe she’s right.He stayed below the speed limit as they made their way
through the Gray Creek neighborhood. It wasn’t midnight yet, so their transponder wouldn’t call
in a cop to find out why they were there, but there was no reason to attract any attention to
themselves.Rev finally began to relax. He’d been stupid, yes. Drinking underage, then fighting.
But nothing was going to come of it—that is, nothing bad. Rev knew he was in the wrong here,
but part of him felt a renewed sense of confidence. He’d taken down someone bigger than him,
fitter than him, and older than him, and he’d always remember the feeling of victory, even mixed
with the shame he felt as he stood over the guy.I’ll sure remember him as long as my fist hurts,
he mused, flexing his aching hand. A small laugh escaped him, unplanned and giddy.“What’s so
funny?” Mia asked.“Nothing. Just glad we got away.”As if on cue, the blue lights of a cop



appeared behind him, and Rev’s heart almost jumped into his throat.Witter stopped his retelling
of how Rev had won what had somehow grown into a huge battle to simply say, “Oh, shit.”“You
said they weren’t going to report us,” Rev whined to Mia.“They wouldn’t,” she said, suddenly
sounding unsure of herself. “They couldn’t have already. It’s only been, what, two minutes?
Three minutes? There hasn’t been enough time.”“What do I do?” Rev asked.“Stop. Maybe they
got you for clipping that trash can. Yeah, that’s probably it.”Asking what he should do was stupid.
If he didn’t stop, the cop would shut the car down. Whether the jackheads reported the fight or
not, Rev had no choice. He pulled over to the side of the street. Three blocks ahead, he could
see the Taylor Expressway. If he could have made it that far, he would have been only eight
minutes from Beakerville and home.“Woulda, coulda,” he muttered as he rolled down the
window.“Don’t say anything,” Mia told the three others as the cop rolled up.“Good evening, sir. I
am secbot four-three-four-seven-six, Thirteenth Precinct.”The cop’s voice was calm and
pleasant, as if that could take away from the fact that it looked like a toilet plunger riding a
unicycle.“Are you Maximillan Throndson, sir?”“No,” Rev answered. “I’m his step . . . I’m his son.
Reverent Pelletier.”“Reverent?” Witter said from the back seat. “Are you kidding me?”A glare that
could kill shut him up.The cop stood there for a moment, then said, “Very well. Mr. Pelletier, you
are being cited for Civil Code Fourteen-dot-six.”A surge of panic swept over Rev before
confusion set in. He wasn’t up on the civil codes, but a fourteen? A fight couldn’t be a
fourteen.“Uh . . . sir? What is a fourteen-dot-six?”“Driving a vehicle under manual control in an
autonomous zone.”“What?” Rev and Mia asked in unison.“This district is limited to autonomous
driving between the hours of twenty-hundred and zero-six hundred. There are children and
families here.”Rev tried to gain control over his jumbled thoughts. He’d driven to the park in
manual mode, but what time was that? Seven? Eight?He looked down at the screen, where the
red warning light was still flashing. He touched the screen, and several warnings popped up for
excessive speed, irregular steering . . . and that he was in manual mode in an autonomous zone.
When he’d taken off, he’d overridden the warnings.“Shit,” he said in a hushed voice.“If you will
step out of your vehicle, sir, I have summoned transportation to take you to
processing.”“Processing? What? I’m getting arrested?”“You are being cited. But as a minor, you
cannot be released unless into the custody of a parent or guardian.”“I’ll be eighteen in three
weeks,” Rev said without conviction.“As I stated, you are a minor. Will you please exit the
vehicle?”Rev slowly got out of the Gazelle. He was in big trouble. Maybe not with the law, but
Max was going to kill him if his mother didn’t do it first.“Mia, can you drive the Gazelle to my
house? Tell my . . . uh, better ask my stepdad to come get me. Not my mom.”“That will not be
allowed,” the cop said.“But you said I need a guardian. My stepdad is my legal guardian.”The
cop went on as if it hadn’t heard him. “Your vehicle is being impounded. It will be towed and then
stored until disposition of your case.”There were cries of protest from the other three, but Rev
wasn’t listening by this point. There was a hum, and a small strip of plastic emerged from a slot
on the cop.“Please attach this to your wrist.”Rev had seen enough holovids to know that while
the cop might look like a plunger, there were arms hidden within it. If he resisted, the cop would



have no problem subduing him.With a sigh, Rev slapped the plastic on his wrist, where it formed
into a bracelet, before he sat on the curb, head in his hands, as he waited for transport.Life
sucked.2“Remember, no arguing. I don’t care what the judge gives you. Just shut up.”“You don’t
think the judge will give me jail time?” Rev asked his stepdad.“Serve you right if he
does.”“Really?” Rev asked, a touch of panic in his voice. “But what about the guild? I can’t miss
my swearing-in.”“Relax. It’s a traffic violation. A fine—which you’re going to pay me back—and a
loss of your license. You’ve never been arrested, and you’ve got your volunteer work with the
Youth Corps. That should make a difference. Come here,” his stepdad said, straightening out the
cravat around his neck. “Try and look civilized.” It was a small gesture, but important. Max didn’t
have to be a father to Rev, but he’d taken on the job without complaint. Sometimes, in little ways,
his caring shone through. Like now.Rev scowled, but he left the bright blue cravat in place. He
hadn’t worn one since his primary school graduation, but it made sense to put out a good
impression.“Let’s go in, son.”Max had been surprisingly understanding—unlike Rev’s mom, who
had railed against Rev’s “untamed ways.” With the Gazelle impounded, he’d driven a rentsled to
take custody of Rev that night, and he hadn’t said a word on the ride home. It wasn’t until the
next day that he asked what happened.He’d shaken his head and called Rev stupid, but he
immediately got on the quantphone. Probably to one of the guild lawyers. The lawyer called back
a few minutes later, and Max sighed in relief.“All they have you for is the driving on manual after
hours. You dodged a big one there, Rev. Nothing about fighting.”Rev had somehow forgotten
about that.“You see the judge on Monday, and we’ll get this taken care of.”“Thanks, Dad,” Rev
said as he started to leave the room.“Oh, and you’re grounded until graduation.”Rev immediately
started to protest, but he bit it back. He deserved it, and more importantly, he couldn’t let
anything get in the way of his guild swearing-in. Once that was done, he was golden.And now,
Monday morning, he and Max were climbing the steps into the county courthouse. Rev was just
anxious to get it over with. He hoped the fine wouldn’t put Max back too much, but he was
resigned to losing a couple months of an apprentice’s meager salary to pay him back.He still
had the bracelet attached to his wrist. That wouldn’t come off until his judgment. It beeped to life
as he passed the scanner, giving him his room assignment. There had to be a hundred people in
the big hallway, going this way and that, but Max got the two of them oriented, and like salmon
going upstream, they made their way.He’d expected dozens of people in a grand courtroom, but
Room 1304 was barely a cubical. He sat before an inert screen, and Max took one of the two
small chairs behind him.“What now?” he asked Max.“Now we wait.”And wait they did. For the
next forty minutes, Rev sat there, cracking his knuckles while getting more and more nervous.
He just wanted to get it over with. Finally, with a flicker, the screen came to life.A bored-looking
woman in an old-fashioned judicial robe was studying something before her. Rev turned to look
at Max in confusion, but his stepdad motioned for him to turn back to the judge.It didn’t take
long. Maybe twenty seconds after she appeared on the screen, she looked up and asked, “Are
you Reverent R. Pelletier, Bravo-Echo-Six-six-three-two-nine-six-six-three-one-oh.”The
courtroom wouldn’t have opened for him if he wasn’t who he was, but mindful of what Max had



told him, he just leaned forward and said, “Yes.”“Please look to your left.”He turned to the optical
scanner, which was stupid, he thought. The damned police bracelet identified him when he
came in. And if they needed an eye scan, then why the hell did she bother asking?The scan
flashed green, and Rev looked back at the judge.“You are charged with violation of Civil Code
Fourteen-dot-six, driving a passenger vehicle in manual mode in an autonomous area. How do
you plead, young man?”Rev cast another quick glance at Max, but they’d already discussed this.
They had Rev dead to rights. Rev could plead not guilty, as was his right, but a trial might not be
slated until after his swearing in to the guild, and while a Class Fourteen violation probably
wouldn’t keep him out, the guild might push back his entry until after the case was
adjudicated.“Guilty, ma’am. I mean, your honor,” he said.“Good. Smart young man.” She took a
moment to look down again, then said, “I see nothing in the report that should raise any issues.
It’s pretty cut-and-dry.”Please, don’t make the fine too big, Rev prayed.“Reverent Pelletier, I
sentence you to a single term of service in the Pegasus Union Marine Corps.”What?“Military
service? The Marines?” Rev shouted, standing up, his hands on the small ledge in front of the
screen.“Ma’am,” Max said, one hand on Rev’s shoulder, pushing him hard back into his seat.
“Our lawyer confirmed that a Class Fourteen offense is not subject to conscription.”The judge
gave a wry laugh and said, “Then you better get a new lawyer. Class Thirteen and Fourteen
offenses joined the list as of”—she made a show as if looking up a date—"three days ago.”That
petty, sarcastic act incensed Rev, and he fought off Max’s hand on his shoulder and stood again.
“For a fucking traffic ticket? That’s just unbelievable. I didn’t murder anybody!” he screamed,
leaning into the screen until his face was only centimeters away.The judge’s eyes hardened. “I
think I’d watch my temper if I were you, young man.”“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Max said, pulling Rev
back down and hissing at him. “Can it, Rev! You’re only making it worse.”Rev fought him for a
moment before flopping back down in his seat. This was all going too fast for him, and his life
was crashing in flames. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t considered the military before he got accepted
into the guild. As a possible back up, he’d even planned on going down to the recruiting office to
at least find out more about enlisting after he turned eighteen . . .Rev smiled and leaned forward,
his face centimeters from the pick-up. “You can’t conscript me,” he said.“I most certainly can,
young man, and the sooner you accept that, the better.”“No, you can’t. I’m still seventeen.”Rev
leaned back, hands clasped behind his neck, a smug look on his face.Her expression changed,
and she looked down again, studying the case. “You’re right,” she said, nodding her head. “I’m
not sure why that wasn’t noted on the case data. And if I’d submitted this as is, well, I think even
your lawyer might have been able to invalidate the sentence.”She reached down and made a
couple of entries. “Luckily, you stopped me from that, so thank you,” she said, a fake smile on her
face. “I’ve corrected it so that you are now to report to military processing on June 21st.”The day
after his eighteenth birthday.She looked back up, and her fake smile shifted to a real one as she
stared Rev down.Rev exploded and started to shout, when Max shoved him back down with a
hand clamped over his mouth.“Ma’am, please excuse his outburst. But he’s been accepted into
the Benevolent Order of Crystal Technicians, and his swearing-in is July 1st. That’s a war-priority



industry. Doesn’t that change anything? Can’t you . . .?”The judge gave Rev a long, hard look as
he struggled in his stepdad’s iron grip.“I do have that discretion, and if he was already sworn in to
the guild, I might not have that choice at all. But as of this moment, he isn’t protected. And to be
honest, I think the Marines might do him some good. And with his obvious fighting spirit, he
might do humanity some good,” she said, this time in a slightly more reflective voice. “My
sentence stands.”The screen went dark, and a copy of the sentence popped out of the printer.It
was done.3The bus came to a stop outside the camp and settled down on its skirts. There was
no mistaking the stark walls and shimmering fields above for anything other than a military base,
but the trees that peeked from over the wall slightly lessened the impact.An image of a matronly
woman appeared on the screen at the front of the bus. “Welcome to Camp Alissa Nguyen,
where you will embark on your journey of service to humanity. We are proud of you for making
this commitment to our species’ very survival.”“I didn’t make the commitment. The judge did,” the
guy sitting in front of Rev muttered, just loud enough for him to hear.Rev snorted but didn’t say
anything. He’d seen all the holovids of bootcamp, read the same books, and he was waiting for
hell to be unleashed. The Recruit Training Center, Camp Alissa Nguyen website was full of
images of good-looking people going about their training with dedicated looks on their faces.
The recruits were referred to as “our greatest asset,” and there were assurances that those
assets were treasured and cared for.Rev had talked to a few elderly vets, way past the age when
the younger vets were being recalled, and that wasn’t quite how they described their
experiences.“Please debark the bus and line up at Gate C to your left.”Rev looked out the
window. The main gate was a massive affair, done in a retro-style red brick. Vehicles were
passing through going in and out of the base. About twenty-meters to the left of the gate was a
smaller entrance, a simple “Gate C” printed on a sign over it.One after the other, the poolees—
the term the processing sergeant called them and what they would remain until they were sworn
in as recruits—got up and made their way to the door. Rev kept expecting a DI—Drill Instructor—
to jump out at them in their shark attack, unleashing their fury, but it was calm. A few of the
others chatted softly, but for the most part, it was quiet, just as it has been ever since the fifty or
so of them had boarded back at the processing station. Rev figured that like him, most were lost
in their thoughts.Rev had swung back and forth from anger at his situation to nervousness at
what was coming. Not all of his anger was at the judge or the system. It had taken him some
time, but he knew this was his fault. He’d deviated from his upbringing to try and impress Mia by
being a bad boy, so while he still railed against the fairness of the system, he knew he was at
fault, too. Whether aimed at himself or the legal system, his anger hadn’t died off. Over time,
however, it had dampened to banked coals, not the raging flames of before, but ready to return
at the right spark. Nervousness had taken over, and he wiped his palms, which were slick with
sweat.He stepped off the bus, the night air heavy and silent. A queue had already formed at the
gate, and a civilian scanned each person before letting them pass through it. Rev rubbed his
right hip, where his new ID had been inserted at the processing station. He couldn’t feel
anything, of course, but it mentally weighed on him. This one was the military version, and it held



much more personal data, both administrative and biological.And then it was his turn. The older
man aimed his scanner, then looked at the display. With only a nod of his head, he indicated Rev
to enter the camp.Here it comes, he told himself, bracing for what was about to happen . . . but it
wasn’t what he expected. The gate opened into a white hallway with doors on the left. He joined
the end of the line outside one of them.“Hey, you know what’s going on?” he asked the guy who
had said the judge had sent him here.“Not a clue,” the guy said.The line was moving quickly,
however, and within a couple of minutes it was Rev’s turn. He entered the room where a single
tech in medwhites pointed at a triscan, but not any triscan he’d seen before. The big white ring, a
full two meters across, making the little triscans in the local clinic look like a Cityscoot to a Kia-
Maserati Hyperbolt. It pulsed with power that made Rev’s hair stand on end.“You want me to go
through that?”“No, I’m sitting here for my health. Just do it, fish.”Well, I don’t see any bodies on
the other side.He took a deep breath, then stepped through the scanner. He felt the familiar faint
touch of the diagnostic beams, but this time it seemed more complete, if he could put it that way,
as if every cell in his body had been taken out and examined. It made him feel naked.Rev
shuddered as he stepped onto the platform past the scanner. He looked back at the tech, who
simply waved him on while calling in the next person. Rev pushed through the exit and into the
night air, where his fellow recruits were milling about in a small grassy area near some
bleachers. Behind them, the camp stretched out, the buildings illuminated by the lights. Beyond
those was a bullying darkness, pressing in on the buttery circles. Somewhere, a bird shrieked,
and then everything was quiet again.Rev listened and found the silence oppressive. He’d
expected to see activity—recruits, and training, and maybe people yelling like hell. Other than
the occasional hover coming in and out of the main gate, the place was eerily quiet.He didn’t
want to stand alone like an idiot, so he joined a group of four others who were huddled to the
side.“. . . twenty years,” one of them was saying, a short, slight guy with long, dark hair and an
earnest air about him. The guy moved his hands in short, nervous chops, agitated and
awkward.“Twenty? Bullshit,” the lone girl said. If anything, she was even shorter. She turned to
Rev and asked, “What about you? What have you heard?”“Heard about what?”“How long we
have to serve. Cricket here thinks it’s twenty years.”“Twenty? No way,” he said, shocked by the
suggestion, but then he rocked back on his heels, because—he didn’t really know, and his
papers didn’t specify. When he asked, he was told his options would be presented at boot camp
before he was sworn in.His offense to get conscripted was minor, and he was hoping for the two-
year minimum enlistment offered by the recruiters to volunteers. At least that was what was on
the website. Nowhere could he find a definitive answer, and this was one case where no news
didn’t mean good news.The use of the term “options” had to be a good omen, and he planned
for whatever was going to give him the least amount of time.“I’m just telling you what I heard,” the
guy named Cricket said. “A year ago, Class Five and better were five-year, and one-through-four
were eight. But with the war going as it is—”“What do you mean?” another guy said, this one a
tall blonde, his head hunched over as if he was self-conscious about his height. “We’re winning,
right?”Rev looked at Cricket to see what he was going to say.“Who knows? We only hear what



they want us to hear. But think of it, with Class Thirteens and Fourteens getting conscripted? It
was only two months ago that Elevens and Twelves joined the party. Would they be doing that if
the war was going well?”Rev had never considered that. The constant stream of news being fed
by the government was that the war was going well, but more effort was needed. The Centaurs
had to be defeated.If this Cricket guy was right, then maybe the status of the war wasn’t so
rosy.“Are you guys all Thirteens and Fourteens?” Rev asked.He knew his group of poolees were
all conscripted, not volunteers, but that was about the breadth of his knowledge.“I’m Rev
Pelletier, and I’m a Fourteen. I was driving manually in an auto zone.”“Big-time criminal,” the
older-looking guy said with a laugh. He held out a hand, palm up in protest when Rev swung to
confront him, saying, “Just pulling your chain. I’m in the same boat. Yancey del Rio. Class
Fourteen, too. Got caught tagging a bridge.”“That’s a Fourteen?” Rev asked.“It is now. Or at
least, a third offense is.”The others turned to look at Yancy, and he added, “Well, if I’d have
known it was a Fourteen, and this is where it would get me, I never woulda done it.”The young
woman held out a hand and said, “Tomiko Reiser. Hacked a personal account.” When Rev kept
waiting, she added, “Class Nine.”Within the vast bureaucracy that made up the government,
almost every action was stuck into a slot, and that included criminal and civil actions. Without a
pad, it was almost impossible to remember what conduct constituted what level of offense.“And
I’m Aroyatan Neem, but everyone calls me Cricket. I . . . uh . . . I got hit with a Class Seven.
Fighting.”That took Rev aback. Cricket was a good name for the small young man. He couldn’t
mass more than sixty kilos soaking wet, and he certainly didn’t look like a brawler. With his goofy
smile, he looked like the kind of guy who turned in his term paper a week early.“Ten, you didn’t
tell us what you did to rate this little party,” Cricket said.The last member of the little ad hoc group
looked startled. She hesitated a moment, then said. “Class Two, and I’m not telling you what
for.”All four of the others’ mouths dropped open. Class Two? That was for serious crimes. Only
Class One offenses were worse, and the punishment for them had been brainwipe for over sixty
years. With the war, now they could opt for a life sentence in the military.Ten looked down to
avoid their eyes and toed at the grass. Rev didn’t have a response to her, but his curiosity was
piqued, to say the least. He wanted to know what this shy-looking girl had done that was a Class
Two, and for a moment he was tempted to push the issue to find out, but they weren’t here to just
socialize.“All you leeches, gather on me!” a voice called out, breaking through the night.Rev
spun around to see six Marines stride out of the darkness.“Now!” the one in the center called
out.This was what Rev was expecting, but still, his heart jumped to his throat as he hurried to
obey, leaving the other four. One thing Mr. Oliva, one of the old vets he’d talked to over the last
couple of weeks, had told him to do was to quickly obey the drill instructors no matter what. Rev
sometimes chafed at authority, but he vowed he’d try to stay off the skyline and do what he was
told. All he wanted was to do his required time then get back home, and time in the brig or on
suspension didn’t count toward his obligated service.The head drill instructor stood his ground
in front of them, the other five slowly surrounding them. Rev gave the one nearest him a quick
look, afraid of . . . of what, he didn’t know.“Eyeballs on me!” the top guy said, and Rev swung his



head back to him. “All of you leeches, we’re going on a little run. DO . . . NOT . . . FALL . . .
OUT.”There was a collective gasp and protests. Rev looked down at his shoes. Spikes looked
fine, but other than maybe kicking somebody up his asshole, they weren’t good for much else.
They certainly weren’t running shoes.“Are we getting issued training gear?” a voice called
out.The head DI smiled and said, “Hell, you leeches aren’t even recruits yet, so why would we be
giving you gear paid for by the taxpayer.”If we aren’t even recruits yet, then why do we have to do
what you say?Rev was ever-so tempted to voice that, and he almost did, but Mr. Oliva’s warning
was enough to keep his mouth shut.Without another word, the head DI turned and started
jogging, and the placement of the other DIs became apparent. They were the herd dogs,
keeping the flock together. Or more like sharks circling a school of sardines, waiting to catch the
one who strayed. Rev maneuvered to the center of the pack to keep as far away from them as
possible.The pace was slow as the group ran about half a klick, passing between buildings and
coming around and out onto a field ringed by a track. The bleachers where the DIs had picked
them up were now facing them. They’d just done a big circle.“Now, all of you, run,” the head DI
said, pointing down the track.“What the hell are we doing?” Yancey asked, moving alongside
Rev. “I’m already chafing.”“Hell, look at my spikes,” Rev said.“Oh, man, that’s gotta suck,” Yancey
said with a laugh.His feet were already beginning to bark, and he could feel the sole of his right
shoe coming loose.“I’m slowing down. These cost me ninety BCs.”He pulled to the inside of the
track, looking for the DIs. To his surprise, they had stopped where the group had entered the
track.All the better.He slowed down further as the group spread out. People were getting bolder,
and conversations were breaking out. The general consensus was that this wasn’t as bad as
everyone had thought it would be.As Rev rounded the far turn, he could see the rabbits, the kiss-
asses who’d taken off, being pulled off the track. It took him another couple of hundred meters to
see why. As each person reached the DIs, they were directed off the track to where they were
doing some sort of exercises. Rev slowed down further. If he had to do something else, he
needed his energy. He was running slowly, but still, he was puffing a bit as he reached the
DIs.“Right here, leech,” one of the DI’s told him, pointing to a spot on the grass. “Twenty lifts over
your head.”Rev grabbed the padded ball and hoisted it up. It was maybe fifteen kilos or so. Not
heavy . . . for the first five lifts. By twenty, his arms were aching, a slow fire burning that crept up
each fiber of his muscle. And he wasn’t done. The DIs were roaming between the struggling
poolees, giving them more exercises—rolling a huge log, pushing against a padded sled, more
lifting. Rev was puffing hard when a DI came up and shot him with a portable scanner. The DI
glanced at the readout and told him to run another lap.This is bullshit.His side began to hurt, but
he managed somewhat of a shuffle as he tried to catch his breath, his back and arms aching
with the exertion. It took him longer to get around the track this time, and not before he was
lapped by one of the other poolees. He didn’t care. He just wanted it to be over.But it wasn’t.
There was another round of exercises.Rev was on his back, passing one of the balls from one
side of his body to the other, when the poolee next to him sat up and announced that he was
done. He wasn’t going to go on. One of the DIs came up to him, bent over, and whispered



something into his ear. Whatever it was made the poolee start exercising again, and Rev took it
as a clue that he shouldn’t try something similar.One of the brown-nosers finished her exercises.
A DI shot her, then told her to run back to the building at Gate C.Not so for Rev. When a DI shot
him, the man told him to run another lap.Rev’s spikes were falling apart before he’d gone another
hundred meters, so with a snarl, he ripped them off and tossed them. Anger at losing them gave
him power, and for half a lap, he pushed the pace.“You doing OK, Rev?” Cricket asked as he
came alongside the smaller man.“Bite me,” Rev said, passing him.The anger-fueled power only
lasted until the final turn. He slowed again coming down the home stretch, lungs bellowing like a
steam engine. Several more poolees were leaving and heading to the building. He couldn’t be
sure, but it looked like three were sitting in the bleachers.Rev left the track, sidestepping another
poolee who was bent over at the waist, puking. The acrid smell made him grimace, but he found
a clean piece of grass to lie on so he could do the ball exercise again. He watched yet another
poolee, Tomiko this time, get scanned then directed back to the building. It was obvious by now
that they wouldn’t be released until the scanner gave the right numbers, and since the ones who
were allowed to stop were the ones who were putting out the most, that was their ticket out of
this hell.Rev forced his body to complete each of the eight exercises, blowing hard as he stood
to be scanned.“Another lap,” the DI said, and Rev almost collapsed in frustration. But there was
nothing he could do about it except to obey.Two poolees had collapsed and were lying inert
where they’d fallen. A corpsman checked each, then left them in the grass. So much for
protecting their “most valuable assets.”Rev considered just falling as well, faking it. But whatever
the DI had told the blonde poolee—or more accurately, her reaction to whatever that was—kept
Rev going. He didn’t want to find out what the DI had said.It took two more laps and exercising,
but finally, with only six other poolees left, Rev was told to go to the building at Gate C.Relief
battled anger, but at least he was done with the mindless harassment. He slowed to a jog when
a DI bellowed, “Push it or you’re coming back for more.”Rev wasn’t a hundred percent sure that
was directed to him, but he took no chances. He bolted into a sprint for the last 150 meters or so
to the building where another civilian waved him inside and directed him to the nearest door.He
entered a carbon copy of the room where he’d been scanned. A different medtech stood at the
controls, but the same size triscan dominated the room.“Please step through,” the medtech said,
her eyes on the control panel screens.Rev wanted nothing more than to collapse on the floor
and suck in air, but with an effort, he walked over to the ring and stepped through. He barely
noticed the beams this time as they dug out every secret his body held.“What now?” he asked
the tech.“Go to the bleachers and wait.”Rev stepped out the exit and back into the night. He
leaned up against the wall for a moment, his head dizzy. He could feel his dinner from what
seemed like days ago wanting to make an appearance, but with an effort of will, he forced it back
down into his belly.He sucked up his gut, stood tall, and walked over to the bleachers. There was
no way he was going to look like a wimp in front of the others. Tomiko, Cricket, and Ten were
already sitting on the second row of the nearest set of bleachers. Ten was still sweating, but both
Tomiko and Cricket seemed relaxed and ready to go another round if need be.“Well, that was . . .



I’ll say . . . fun,” Tomiko said with a small groan. Evidently, she felt worse than she looked.“I don’t
know why we had to do this tonight,” Ten said.“I think they were indexing us,” Cricket said.“What,
you mean to see what kind of shape we’re in?”“Maybe. Or maybe how our bodies react to
exercise. Might make sense. I mean, there has to be a shitload of jobs in the Marines, and they’ll
need to place us where we can serve best.”“I just want to do my time and get back in one piece,”
Rev said. “A nice desk somewhere would suit me. Hell, I should have been conscripted into the
Navy, but the judge didn’t give me any choice.”Cricket gave Rev a hard stare and said, “You don’t
want that, my friend. When the Centaurs take out a ship, it’s all hands lost, as in all hands.”It took
a moment to catch Cricket’s meaning, and then he blanched. He’d never thought of that. The
Centaurs had superior ships, and the Union military command couldn’t hide the fact that more
and more of their own ships were being lost. There were only so many missing sailors you could
hide before families started asking uncomfortable questions.The people always found out.Other
than briefly, and then only as a back-up plan, Rev really hadn’t thought much of anything about
the military. He had been on a guild-track, in a vital industry. And it wasn’t as if there was much
he could find out even if he’d tried. There had been a veil of secrecy cast over the war and
military in general for the last few years. If Rev had thought anything of it before being
conscripted, it was that the government was being overly cautious. Did they think humanity was
riddled with Centaur spies? It would be hard for a three-meter-tall mass of armored alien to
blend into the crowd.Yancey came around the corner of the stands, spotted them, and plopped
down hard. He leaned back so his head rested on the bench behind them. Someone sitting right
beside his head gave him a dirty look—which he ignored—and scooted over half a meter.“That
sure sucked,” he said matter-of-factly as he stared at the stars.“Not as much as for them,” Tomiko
said, pointing back toward the track as gurneys were being loaded with two of their fellow
poolees.The chatter in the stands died out as they watched the gurneys float after the corpsman
taking them deeper into the camp, away from the stands.“What do you think’s going to happen to
them?” Ten asked.No one answered. Whatever it was, Rev didn’t think it would be good. If they
were volunteers, maybe they’d be released if they couldn’t hack it, but they were all conscripts
here. There would be no release for conscripts until their obligation was fulfilled . . . or they were
killed in the war.“Alright, leeches, listen up,” the head DI yelled as he and the other DIs strode
over to them. “The major’s got a few words for you, so you all sit tight while I get him. No jaw-
jacking, hear me?”There were a few “yeses” and one “aye-aye,” but most of the poolees
remained silent. Cricket nudged Yancey to sit up. Rev just looked around and wondered what
was next as the remaining DIs stood off to the side.The major must have been close because it
couldn’t have been two minutes before he marched up with the head DI. The DIs had been
wearing black sweatshirts and camouflaged trousers tucked into black boots, but the major was
in full uniform. Not the dress blues in the recruiting posters, but a dark green jacket with a chest
full of medals and matching pants. His right hand was a metallic silver, gleaming like a polished
coin.Rev didn’t understand why many vets seemed to tend to the obvious prosthetics. It wasn’t
that hard to graft on a new limb. It was a lengthy process, though not a difficult one. But even with



prosthetics, there were far more lifelike ones that were difficult to detect. Yet, like this major, Mr.
Oliva had two of the same silver-colored legs, in his case, and he had a habit of thumping them
for emphasis when he was talking.“Poolees, welcome to Camp Nguyen and the first step in
fulfilling your obligation to humanity.”“At least he didn’t call us leeches,” Yancey muttered, earning
him another elbow shot in the ribs from Cricket.“I realize that none of you are volunteers,” the
major continued. “But that doesn’t matter. Once you complete recruit training, you will all be
Marines, the equal of everyone else.”If the slight sneer taking over the head DI’s lip was any
indication, Rev rather doubted that. It didn’t matter, though. This was just something to be
endured before he could go back home and hopefully get back into the guild channel.The major
went on, spouting patriotism and duty, about the Centaur threat and what it meant. Rev tuned
him out, and took a moment to look over the rest of his fellow poolees. Most were guys, which
probably made sense as each of them was there for committing a crime.Crime? Shit. What I did
wasn’t a crime. It was a freaking traffic ticket.He wondered what the rest of them had done. For
that matter, he wondered what Ten had done to get a Class Two. He turned to look at her when
something the major said caught his full attention.“Now, to the question you’ve all been
wondering. How long are you going to serve?”Every single poolee sat up straight, eyes locked
on the man.“The quick answer is that I can’t tell you.”Groans rose into the night.“It’s been . . .” the
major said, pausing to choose his words. “. . . a moving target. And then there’s your combat
class. What you choose will affect that as well.”Combat class? Is that the “options” the website
mentioned?Rev focused on the major. Whatever was going to get him home the soonest was
what he was going to do.“But I can tell you this. Before you’re sworn in, you’re going to know
exactly what your path will be in the Marines.”The drill instructors let out a loud “ooh-rah” in
unison.“And that’s about all I have for you now. You’ve got a busy three days before you officially
become recruits, but as of zero-zero-zero-one this morning, you belong to the Corps. Listen to
your DIs, go where you have to be, and do what you’re told to do.”He turned to the head DI and
said, “Senior Drill Instructor Howland, get these poolees to gear issue. I want every one of them
in their singlets before morning chow at zero-five-hundred.”The senior DI (“senior,” not “head” as
Rev had been thinking of him) came to a position of attention, facing the major, and yelled out,
“Aye-aye, sir!”He didn’t salute, which struck Rev as odd, but then again, Rev didn’t know much
about the military at all.The senior DI—Howland, the major had called him—waited until the
officer was out of sight before he turned back to the poolees. “Get your asses out of the
bleachers, leeches. You heard the major. DIs, take over. I want all of your leeches standing tall
outside of the chow hall at zero-four-fifty.”“You sixteen,” one of the DIs shouted, pointing at the
poolees around Rev. “Get up and form a line.”The poolees looked at each other hesitantly, then
started to stand up.“Now, leeches!”Rev vaulted over the bottom bench and pushed past another
poolee to stand at the spot the DI was indicating. The other fifteen hurried into position behind
him.A second DI stepped up to Rev and said, “Stay on my ass,” before he shouted out, “Squad,
atten . . . HUT! Forward . . .MARCH. Double-time . . . March!”Rev just kept eyes on the DI, trying
to keep close. He ignored the jostling and stumbling of his fellow poolees.He didn’t know what



was going on, but one thing was for sure: it was going to be a long night.4Rev had been right. It
had been a long night . . . and even longer day.After getting their heads shaved and their gear
issued, they’d been taken to their barracks to change, then it was back to the supply building to
drop off their civilian clothes and, for some, jewelry. They’d been told to leave all of that home,
but not everyone had complied.In their gray one-piece singlets, they were back at the chow hall
for an uninspired breakfast. After getting their trays, the DI yelled, “Cram it in, poolees. You can
taste it later!”Which meant, in DI-speak, that fifteen minutes after sitting down, they were being
kicked out to begin a full day’s worth of tests, only broken by lunch and head calls. It wasn’t the
harassment that Rev had expected. It was just that there wasn’t time to catch his breath, they
were so tight on time.The sixteen of them went everywhere together. Rev spotted the other
squads as they ran past each other, but not only from his group. There were other gray-
uniformed groups, all looking like holovid androids with their shaved heads and formless
singlets.But it wasn’t just the squads in gray. There were three squads in gold singlets running
back and forth, intermixed with the rest. The first time one of the gold squads passed Rev’s,
several of them yelled out leeches and convicts before being shut up by their DI.Rev had been
tempted to yell back from the position at the front of the squad that he’d essentially called his
own but was cut off by Corporal Wesley warning, “Can it.”“Who are they?” Rev asked, too
curious to let it go.The poolees were not allowed to talk among themselves except while in the
chow hall, but evidently that didn’t pertain to the DIs because Wesley turned to him and said,
“Patriots, that’s who. Volunteers, not conscripts. Now shut up.”The disdain in her voice had been
clear.Despite what the major had said the night before, Rev knew that the Corps was not equal.
He and his fellow conscripts were at the bottom of the heap.Don’t care. Screw them.But he did
care, and that awoke a slumbering fire within him.And then it was in for their next battery of tests.
The first one was simple. Each poolee donned a porcupine on their heads, then watched a
series of holovids. Some images were of pastoral, some frankly violent, and some were just
shapes and lights. The mere fact that they were wearing porcupines, the exact same ones that
were used in secondary school psych evals, was proof enough that this was the same thing. But
Rev couldn’t figure out what exactly they were trying to evaluate. The holovids were mostly
nothing he’d seen before.The poolees were run through the massive medscans back at Gate C
again. They were placed in booths and asked a series of questions by either AIs or unseen
techs. They gave blood and urine samples. By mid-afternoon, all the tests had begun to run
together.It was almost a relief when Corporal Wesley led them to a flat, nondescript building next
to the inner gate into the camp proper. She brought the squad to a halt outside the hatch, then
said, “Pelletier, head inside and take the first empty seat. The rest of you, fill in the next one. Wait
until your name is called, and no talking!”Rev led the way into a waiting room with about a
hundred chairs in rows of about twenty. A line of cubicle doors lined the back wall. One of the
other squads from the group was already there, minus a few, it looked like.“What’s going on?”
Rev asked the tall woman in the last filled chair. Grace, he thought her name was but wasn’t
sure.“I think we’re getting our results,” she whispered back before one of the DIs shouted at them



to be quiet.It seemed a little early for all that, but Rev was no expert. His curiosity was riding
high, however. He wondered what the tests would indicate about him, and then he turned when
a cubicle door opened and a poolee came out, looking so completely shell-shocked, his face
was like a mannequin. “Eyes front,” Corporal Wesley shouted.Rev whipped his head back.“Say
nothing, Hrveta,” one of the other DIs said in an almost human voice. “Wait outside.”“That guy
looked ready to cry, or maybe fall over,” Yancey, sitting on the other side of him, whispered out of
the corner of his mouth.He wasn’t the only one who had noticed. Poolees started rumbling.“No
damned talking!” Corporal Wesley shouted, voice shattering the relative quiet.One by one,
poolees left the cubicles to be replaced by others. Rev kept his eyes to the front, even when
shifting seats. His nerves were taut, but he kept telling himself he’d find out what was going on
soon enough.The last squad arrived and took their seats.Finally, he heard, “Pelletier, Reverent,
Cubicle Five.”Rev stood and glanced at the corporal. She tilted her head at the cubicle, and,
taking a deep breath, Rev crossed over and stepped inside.To his surprise, it wasn’t to face a
screen but rather a white-frocked woman, her gray hair neatly trimmed around her ears. She was
on one side of a table, the center split by a clear panel of some kind. She held out a hand to
indicate for him to sit while she looked at a display screen in front of her.Rev had about a million
questions, but he bit his tongue.She crinkled up her brow, gave a slight harrumph, then looked
up and leaned across the table slightly as if to see him better. Rev felt as if he were on a slide
under a microscope as she just looked at him silently for ten or twelve seconds before
speaking.“Mr. Pelletier, you present an interesting case. Significant potential, but wasted.”Reve
squirmed in his seat.“I’m Doctor Tanis, and your future is, quite frankly, in my hands.”Rev tried to
swallow, but his throat was dry.“I’ve got the results of your in-processing screening here. You’ve
got an ASP of ninety-four-point-three, a positive Alberstons, a YYAR of twenty-four . . .”
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moreld, “Marines Always Will Be Marines. While this book is not heavy into the nuts and bolts of
ground contact, which is a shame; it does an excellent job of portraying the bonds that binds
young men and women together in the fraternity of combat. Rev, as the main character finds
himself facing what amounts to a life sentence in the military after a sham trial for a minor traffic
infraction [yes, the war is going that badly]. This is the story of him finding himself and his place
in the world. Looking forward to the next in the series and a definite recommend for this book.”

Gregory Kelly, “Great read. I could not put this book down! It was what every person who enjoys
military Sci Fi looks for. And as a retired Army Infantry NCO of 30 years it has what military types
look for to take their minds off those long deployments during their rare down times. Believable
humanity advancements while keeping with our history. The character's take on very human
traits and complexities. And best of all there were no military slang errors that make many
military types like me crazy such as the use of "Over and Out" and the word "repeat" used in the
wrong context. Great Job Gentlemen hurry up with those books now.”

One voracious reader, “A page-turning coming of age story with just enough tech and terrible
aliens. Sentenced to War by J.N. Chaney and Jonathan P. Brazee is a page-turning coming of
age story that I made the mistake of starting at 10pm. When I got to the last page at 3am, I
immediately checked to see if the next book was available. The next TWO are available, glory
be. (It doesn’t end on a cliffhanger, it’s just that good.)I love military scifi and coming of age
stories, and found Sentenced to War a good mix of the two. Our main character, hopped up on
hormones, gets himself sentenced to a stint in the military as a conscript. Humanity is at war with
technologically advanced aliens. It isn’t going well, and we need more cannon fodder, which is
why even a traffic ticket gets you drafted for a term of service.Aspects of this story reminded me
favorably of Old Man’s War by John Scalzi, and Orphanage by Robert Buettner. While it does
follow a “formula” in which our character goes through boot camp, training, battles, etc, it never
becomes formulaic. I had no idea what was going to happen next, and there was never a TSTL
moment.I like Rev Pelletier, our main character, who is a believable product of his culture and
upbringing. He’s got good bones, as they say, if only he can grow up before he gets blown up.I’m
not former military, and I don’t care about tables of organization, rank, proper military speak, and
so on. I’m also happy to assume that in the far future, when humanity has spread out to multiple
new planets with hundreds of billions of us floating around in multiple military organizations, that
rank and structure will have changed. So I ignored the reviewers who railed against those
things.The technology was explained well enough I got the idea without ever descending to
complete geek-speak and trumping character. At its heart, Sentenced to War is about a good
guy learning how to make tough decisions and finding the place he belongs.”

WyoGal, “More military-focused than sci-fi-focused. The story has enough action and character



development to maintain reader interest. However, there is a lot of military life detail that over-
balances the adventure aspect of the book. For someone who is not associated with the
military, the mundane details and jargon blur a bit until the action happens. While the action
scenes against the aliens are detailed and suspenseful, they are frustrating because they are
limited by the protagonist’s limited POV. What he doesn’t know, the reader doesn’t know. Who
are the aliens? What do they want? Shrug.The limited POV does add suspense to the plot
because Rev learns as he goes and so does the reader. BUT, like a low-ranking grunt, my guess
is it will be a slow slog until big reveals happen.I am not so in Love with Rev or his battle buddy
to be compelled to HAVE to read to find out what happens next. Their personal stakes are just
too low at the end of book one to draw me further into the series. Rev just seems to blow along
where fate takes him without much personal ambition. This is rather boring for me and makes
the book seem more like an impersonal video game than a highly engaging hero on a personal
quest. Rev is likable and has a lot of good qualities, but his lack of thinking/use of wit is
annoying. I’d rather he was clever instead of surviving due to dumb-luck.”

Mike In Tokyo, “Innovative and action packed. Really well written too. When you add the
character development to the tech, this is a brilliant beginning to a series. Enjoyed it enormously
and I now find that I can read the next one too. Lucky me!”

J, “Good. Well written, good characters, absorbing story line.The witty remarks between the
characters were a little forced but in general I really enjoyed reading this and wanted to know
what happened next.”

David Herbert, “Great Storyline. Well that was a great storyline took a little while to get going but
when the fun started could not put it down. Found it a bit slow between the battles but can see
and understand why..  Well worth 5 stars and looking forward to book 2”

Ron Robson, “This is an exciting book with plenty of action.. I was unsure about this book when I
purchased it. The blurb didn't set it out well enough. The book was very good with lots of action
and a good storyline which flows throughout the book. Definitely good value for money. I will buy
the next one.”

roguetrooper, “Modern Military space Fiction at its best. Modern Military space Fiction at its best
and the plot and story is well written with characters that you can relate to an see develop as this
book comes alive the next book will be delivered to me presently”

The book by J.N.  Chaney has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 2,393 people have provided feedback.
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