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		Description

The Panzer-Lehr-Division, after successfully trained and re-equipped after recruitment or absorbing elements from both Italian fronts or the dreaded Eastern front, are now heading towards the Western front to help repel the suspected Allied landing. Along the way they find themselves in an almost disturbing reality where they will take an unknowing side against a tyrant and her species.
The story will take place from multiple views from multiple men as they struggle with both internal and external situations that will push them to their limit.
---
As since this a historic piece I am sure some will have opinions and piece of information to help better myself for the story. To that, I welcome constructive criticism because while I try to study for this story I am sure to miss things. I will touch in the inner political struggle and ideological differences especially when the two species meet. All in all, I am sure the history buffs among us will want to grip my neck with annoyance and to that I will wheeze out an apology than proceed to study up on my mistake.
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		Chapter 1: Arrival


			Author's Notes: 
Hello all!
First of all, to those of you wondering why I made this when I have more recent Legio VII: Invictus still in the works, I will finish Lucius starting tale. I plan to continue his story as well but I also wanted to try my hand at this story as well. It will also give me a break where I can alternate if I get a brain blockage.
Second. I know I will get things wrong in this story. I apologize. I will however try my best to rectify it especially if you help me with your sources or such experience.
Third. I may add a small romance tale to this simply to help me write some drama to bolster my own experience. While it will not be the main focus, it will have some repercussions as you may expect between the species.
Finally, I am deeply thankful to any that read my story. I hope that you enjoy your small visit!
-Silby



Gloved fingers tapped along the steel of the cupola with mild boredom as the cool late spring air blew. It was always like this when on the move. The sun above was bright and for once, it seemed that god wasn't shitting on his shoulders. The lone man wearing the black Panzer officer uniform could only smile at the thought. He was no fool and his mind wasn't so clouded with his own nation's propaganda to see the truth. The Bolsheviks press in from the east and now the Panzer-Lehr-Division was being sent to the western front. He was no longer a little child, blind to the world around him. The Allies are going to cross the channel.
“Oberleutnant Ritter?” a voice cut his dark thoughts which he silently thanked.
“What is it, Hans?” he asked through his internal communication set to his hull gunner slash radio operator.
“A general halt is being ordered for the whole division,” Hans voice came back except with slight bewilderment.
“Acknowledge,” Engel Ritter said as he rolled his eyes before flipping a switch to company comms. “All Panzers halt. Watch your arcs,” Engel said until he turned his chest to get a better look at the Panzer IV that was following his slowly commit to the same halt on the hard pack road. While most of them were the Ausf. H variant, a few could be seen without armoured skirts. Looking at his own Panzer IV Ausf. J, he wished that he had some as well.
Oberleutnant Engel Ritter was a man with what used to be pale skin before days of being in the cupola of his tank had cured. He belonged to the Lehr Panzer Regiment with the II. Panzer Abteilung. The group consisted of mostly Panzer IV and their command variant which suited him just fine. Tigers and the fabled Königstiger were the armoured monsters. If he wanted to paint a giant target on his back then he would gladly suggest himself. No, this was his home. A stiff ache ran up his back for being in the blasted machine for hours. A painful home, but still a home.
“Sir?”
Engel was torn from his thoughts once more to look down to the gunner and loader power combo that was his gunnery team. Unteroffizier Albert Biermann the gunner and Soldat Hannes Blau, the loader. Albert was looking up and between the two of them they simply stared. It was a simple process that always made him groan in knowing full well at what was happening. They had to piss. They ALWAYS have to fucking piss.
“Fine, you schwein. Make it quick. Hans, unbutton and scan their arcs,”
“Sir?”
Engel couldn't help but make another groan.
“Schnell!”
To his ordering, a man (although many would argue due to his boyish looks) jumped out of the driver hatch. His barely regulation brown hair bouncing as he scrambled over the side and quickly began to take care of business.
The Panzer officer gazed back to the rest of the column and simply smiled a cheeky one as he noticed several other members of his kompanie seemed to be following suit. He trusted his tank commanders to keep a tight reign on the men therefore didn't mention it. The day had been nothing but movement by train and then by their own personal vehicles. The entire division was moving in a loose formation with many of the battalions trying to stay together. He must have plucked the lucky straw as he was behind everything except the pioneers, supply and half of the recce elements.
While many would wonder why being this far back really mattered, Engel would answer with a simple gesture. From a knock in the turret he withdrew a bottle of dark liquid to which he smiled. All it cost him was some of his pay and his charming good looks to which he thanked the supply Leutnant for his generosity. He quickly uncapped and let the liquor light his gullet with it's mediocre richness.
Scratch that.
“Taste like piss,” Engel moaned as he tried to scrape his tongue with his top teeth. “Speaking of piss. Get back in the Panzer! I'll defeat the damn tommies without you!” he ordered and without much effort the men scrambled with both uniforms and the tank as they expertly slid back into their original positions.
“Hans, still no word from staff?”
“No, sir,”
“Sonnen, cut the engine,”
The driver, Soldat Kurt Sonnen, responded with a affirmative before the Maybach engine quickly spurted till silence was all that was left. Turning back to see his kompanie behind him, he gave the sign to cut engines which was quickly passed along. If they were going to be sitting here, than at least save some fuel and his ear drums.
Engel leaned back once more with a groan before lowering the bottle down to tap the aging gunner's arm. He didn't have to look to know that Albert quickly grabbed the bottle. Albert was the oldest man in the tank and some argued even the whole kompanie. He had survived the Eastern front which he only talks about on the odd days. The same very man started to cough slightly before looking at his loader before giving him the bottle.
“Tastes like piss!”
Engel didn't even bother hiding his own mirth at the comment.
Time passed as the only thing to come over the radio was the confused Supply and Engineers. Engel almost swore that they were afraid that the allies were gonna swoop down this second and blow up the entire convoy. While the Officer did not doubt that the Allies had it in them to do just that, it was still premature. They didn't have boots on the soil yet.
With a groan, Engel checked his watch to see it had been almost half an hour till they were ordered to stop. Enough was enough.
“Hans! Get me a hold of the recce element to our rear,” Engel ordered as he eyed the long road to this front. The clear sunny day gave him plenty of light to the point of seeing into the tree lines were even easy to do. What he didn't like was the fact that if there was no radio communication, than a runner would be sent. None of this made much sense. Several minutes went by until a engine could be heard getting louder and before he knew it, a Sd. Kfz. 223 rolled up to a stop beside his Panzer. He gave the light recce car a quick look over before noticing the man poking his head out.
“You called, sir?”
Engel motioned his gloved hand down the road than back to him. “I need you to find the the rest of the division. They are not answering their radios and I have several kompanies sitting here with their dicks in their hands. Bewegung!”
The leader of the car gave a crisp salute and than quickly ordered his driver to gun it. The vehicle quickly tore off leaving a small cloud of dried dust after a warm day. In a matter of minutes they lost sight of them due to a tree line. With that matter now underway, the Oberleutnant simply had to curb his boredom. Radio checks and such were pushed down the line but everything always came back in the green. None of the Panzers were falling apart and the only enemy that they had witnessed so far was boredom.
With that, he could understand when a song slowly begun from within the hull of his beast. He didn't partake but it didn't stop him from drumming his finger along with the beat. In all accounts, they should think themselves lucky to be here instead of the eastern front. Here, they were under a gorgeous sun and within friendly borders. Yes there was partisans but the chance of them attacking such a heavily armed convoy was beyond foolish.
Another fifteen minutes happened by which now caused him to worry. Engel could understand the rest of the division getting caught up in something but no communication? To top it off, the scout car has yet to even return. Perhaps the convoy has progressed without us? The very idea caused him to frown but he knew that maybe the Tigers were probably broken down again. If that was so, Engel gazed back to the distant Supply trucks, why didn't they communicate for the mechanics and parts?
The Panzer Officer let out a breath to try and calm his nerves as he gazed down to his watch once more.
Twenty minutes.
“To hell with this,” Engel breathed low enough so none of his subordinates could hear over the wind and wildlife.
“Hans, get that car on my comms,”
“Jawohl!” his response came over the internal comms. A minute went by until the man's bewilderment echoed once more. “Uh, Sir?”
“Are you about to tell me that you cannot get them?”
“Ja, Oberleutnant,”
Engel was close to just throwing out his damnable radio. Instead he simply motioned his Kompanie to ignite their engines. Like a great roar, Panzers and trucks alike began to come to life with earth shaking sensation.
Somewhere down this road in the next ten kilometres should be the rest of the Lehr Division and he was damned if he wasn't going to give the asshole who left them behind an earful!


He gave up.
They had already passed the fifteen kilometre mark and the only thing they truly could discern was the Sd. Kfz. 223 tracks from before. They had been officially gone for almost an hour now. Radios from five different Panzers were tried but still nothing answered. The column under his command had come to another nerve grinding halt. He had even called up a few of his trusted platoon leaders but they are all just as stumped. Engel had spent the last five minutes looking over his map only to be further stumped to the point of embarrassment. He was chosen to lead the kompanie and now he seemed incompetent; something that killed trust.
“Sir!”
Engel's head snapped up from his map to look down the road.
“I got the car on the comms!”
“Good job, Hans!” Engel cheered before switching his own communication to the correct channel. “This is Panzer 100, where are you, over,”
There was some static before a voice cut in. “703, We don't rightfully know,”
You don't KNOW!? Engel thought before letting out a heated breath.
“100, Can you back track?”
“703, currently doing that now,”
“100, Acknowledge. I want radio checks every ten minutes, over,”
A brief acknowledgement was radioed back which caused the man to lean back against the cupola that he was standing halfway out. His fingers began to pull the map to his attention once more as he recalled his position. The only problem was that the terrain that surrounded him apparently didn't exist. The maps couldn't be wrong so he just chalked it up to a wrong turn. With his nerves slightly tested, he placed his map back into the proper pouch before pulling up his binoculars. With a click of his tongue, he only furthered his worry that his prior suspicion was wrong as well. He turned his head along the horizon until he noticed it. How in the world did he miss it?
It was a mountain. A fucking MOUNTAIN!
They were no mountains for anywhere even close both on the map and from his knowledge. Hills yes, big and small, but nothing as tall as that range that was off in the distance. Engel than spotted something that was strange and as he brought his bino's to sit on his face once more, he could barely make an unnatural blur sticking out from the side of the mountain. Instantly, Engel tried to blink away this obvious mirage only to be rewarded with the same image.
“Unteroffizier?” Engel called.
“Ja?” Albert poked his head over the cannon breach to look up.
“The bottle, Mr. Biermann,” Engel held his open hand out which was soon encompassed around the bottle that still held some amount of the liquor. With a quick toss the bottle flew off into a nearby bush. Whatever that garbage was, it was clearly affecting his eyesight.
Ignoring the disappointed moan from within, he concentrated again on the mountains before his radio crackle to life.
“Contact!”
“100, Say again, 703!” Engel shouted back as he lowered himself so only his eyes peaked over the metal edge of the commander's cupola.
“We are under contact! No casualties but enemy is pursuing us!”
“100, What enemy? What are their strengths?” Engel's voice started to rise which caused the rest of his crew to shuffle in their seats nervously.
“I don't know! They-,”
And the radio went dead.
Engel had heard enough. If those men died, it was on his hands. To hell with orders, he was getting them.
Another quick flip on his communication board and he pressed down on the mic.
“Calling all Panzer 100 call signs, this is 100. 1 platoon and 2 platoon are to form up on my lead. 3 platoon, cover the rest of the convoy. Use the recce elements to gain a defensible position,” Engel ordered as he motioned for his own driver to to move. With a lurch of the Panzer, he recognize the acknowledgements and with only a quick look past the hatch he could see that he was followed by the two platoons. “Hans, pass it on. This is now a combat patrol. Keep radio chatter down to a minimum and keep your eyes open,”
“Sonnen! Follow those tracks even if you have to unbutton to get a better look!” Engel's voice boomed even without the help of the headset.
It wasn't even a few minutes later till Sonnen did a sudden right turn onto a box like field. Three shrub like lines encompassed the field which the Officer had to guess was a little under a kilometre long. With a quick order, the two platoons fanned out on either side of Engel's Panzer. A simple order and as one, the staggered line of Panzer IVs  pushed forward at combat speed. After 200 or so metres an echoing sound was heard. It was like a rattling which was quickly growing stronger and with one surprise roar of an engine, a familiar sight burst from the furthest tree line to their front.
The Sd. Kfz. 223 from before was now speeding across the field, the MG34 blasting in long bursts into the tree line.
“Panzers, Halt!” Engel ordered as an extended line was made as they all watched the car speeding towards them. With a quick peek through his binocular's, he could at least see why they were not on the radio anymore. The antennas that used to be fastened atop the vehicle were now missing. Now the only question was what they were firing at?
Mein Gott. . .
The answer was suddenly not that desirable as the thing crashed through the trees like they were but toothpicks to it's giant forearms. The MG34 rounds didn't even seem to affect the creature. It dwarfed the Panzer even from the distance and it's black carapace barely even reflected the sun. The most intimidating thing was the large crushing forearms that it was using to propel itself further like a chimpanzee or an ape. With all that in mind however, it has damaged German property and intended to do harm to men under his command.
“1 Platoon, kill it,” he ordered over the company comms.
“Feuer!” was shouted and like a rolling cannon battery, four loud blasts echoed out with smoke.
Engel watched as the first round had sailed over the creature but the other three exploded with satisfying effects. The creature had slowed it's pursuit which the recce crew was more than happy with as they refused to slow down.
“Load Panzergranate, Blau!”
“Ja!”
Engel quickly pressed on his mic “1 Platoon, hold your fire,”
As ordered the field grew quiet as all Panzers eyed up their target with anxious anticipation. The armoured car retreated past their line and onto the road before getting into a defensive position themselves. The behemoth of a creature stood still with it's enlarged forearms to cover the rest of it's body from impending harm. A minute dragged on and with it, Engel's patience.
“Albert, do you have a good target?”
“Ja,”
“Feuer!”
The Panzer shook and the insides filled with a waft of smoke as the shell casing ejected. Engel and Albert's eyes however were glued onto the monster as the armour piercing round impacted at around 990 metres a second. Such velocity and armour piercing potential hurled the creature back as a luminescent green substance oozed out of the large creature which now gave out a pained cry. In a tense moment Engel was about to order 2 platoon to fire until the creature fell over with a large crash. All that could be heard was the engines of the war machines but nothing else.
Until the unknown species breached the tree line with no more than twenty or so humanoid figures. Even with Engel trying to observe them through binocular's he still could not get a clear glimpse of what they were. They stood on two legs but they were covered with the same black shell that the behemoth had. They held something in their hands that could be rifles. If it smells like shit and looks like shit, it's probably shit.
“Platoon 1 and 2, cover and move!”
With that, platoon 1 lurched forward with Engel's own Panzer as platoon 2 opened up with both co-ax machine guns and the hull guns. 7.92 Mauser rifle rounds tore through the air as the creatures desperately tried to run for cover. Many quickly dove back behind the tree line but there was unlucky few who had the pleasure to become intimate with Fatherland fury. Engel was more than happy to see the creatures easily fall to the torrent of fire unlike their much larger cohort.
“Platoon 1, hold and cover. Platoon 2 move and load HE for the tree line,”
Engel's Panzer IV halted along with Platoon 1 and immediately all ten MG 34s opened fire for the tree line in a awe defining moment of green tracers and deafening noise. Tree limbs and bark flew in all sorts of directions and through his binocular's, Engel could see more than a few creatures stand in the open with what he assumed was rifles raised only to be hosed down. The Panzer officer turned his head to see that platoon had caught up to the extended line and as half a company, now were only 500 metres or so from the tree line.
“Platoons hold. 2, fire a salvo into the tree line please,”
His order was received and answered again with four deafening roars of 7.5 cm cannon fire. The High Explosive rounds were much heavier than the average rounds so the gunners had to compensate but the training seemed to be well worth it. The tree line exploded in wooden shrapnel and fire much to Engel's delight.
“All, hold fire. We will see if they want to continue this fight,”
“1 Platoon, acknowledge,”
“2 Platoon, understood,”
Yet again the men watched the stillness after such explosive destruction where not a single creature stirred. Even with the rumble of the engine through each machine it almost seemed like an eerie quiet. Engel could feel his heart almost bounding out of his chest and it made him truly think of his station. This was his first true taste of war. It was exhilarating but at the same time he felt like an almost spine chilling calm through his body. With a deep breath he put the emotions aside and returned his concentration to where it should be.
The destroyed tree line was still for a minute or two after the last shell exploded and with that silence he ordered the platoons forward. As one extended line they advanced up to the large creature that had refused to move since the shell pierced through it's jet black carapace. Unwilling to let things to chance, Panzer 121 rotated it's turret to let a burst of machine gun fire into the fleshy underbelly to see the sickly ichor splatter out. No movement.
The Panzers moved forward once more, eyes scanning everywhere. Engel tapped his gloved fingers once more along the commanders cupola to help ease his nerves. This scenario was beyond anything he was trained to deal with. Was this some sick experiment the Allies had concocted to fight the Fatherland? The very idea seemed so far fetched that he didn't want to put any real faith in it but there wasn't much else in the idea of evidence.
“2 Platoon, move ahead to scout the tree line. Use extreme precaution,”
An affirmative was announced as Engel Ritter watched the four Panzer IVs move ahead with slow but dangerous purpose. They soon breached the tree line with barrels and turrets covering different angles but after a short minute it was deemed clear. It only took about five minutes but Engel soon had a protective perimeter set up so he could inspect his enemy much more closely.
He immediately was left almost wordless.
He stood with both his platoon commanders and their tank commanders along with most of the tank loaders who held MP 40s for protection. Engel grasped the creature by what he assumed was the throat and elevated the head to gather a closer look. The creature had thicker black carapace around it's chest, thighs and head almost like natural armour. It was shocking at how humanoid it actually was however and when Engel prodded near the wound where a large splinter of wood embedded deeply into the stomach, the same ichor of the other creature spilled forth.
“Oberleutnant, look at this!”
Engel peered up after wiping his glove off on the disturbed earth beside him. The 2 platoon commander held up one of the creatures head with his fingers prying the eyelids open. The men stared with shock as the creature's vibrant teal, lifeless eye stared back.
“What in god's name are these things, sir?” a Panzer commander asked as he gave one of the corpses a slight kick only to get a screech in response. His own loader immediately responded as the MP 40 in his hands fired a long burst into the creature causing the bright blood to splatter upwards like a fountain. The area was suddenly quiet as pistols and sub machine guns were now levelled at the creatures.
“Listen in, gruppe. From now on assume these things are hostile and are to be shot on sight. We need to link up with the rest of the kompanie and find out where the rest of the damn division is,” Engel Ritter spoke to the group of leaders as he made sure to make eye contact with each of them. “Treat our surroundings as enemy territory from now on,”
“Ja, Oberleutnant!”
“Sir!”
Engel turned his head at the call and noticed Albert waving from his open hatch enthusiastically. The officer, with a raised brow of curiosity, made his way to his own Panzer after dismissing his men. Once securely through his own hatch he gave his gunner the look before he pointed towards Hans.
“I have been trying to reach others on division communications, sir,” Hans reported as he his jerked back to his own radio set.
“And?” Engel asked impatiently.
“I managed to get a hold of 902. Panzergrenadiers,” Hans explained. “They are asking for immediate reinforcements,”



	
		Chapter 2: Nacht


			Author's Notes: 
Welcome, Everyone.
We now start to see the start of a more combined arms and the true strength of the Panzer-Lehr!
I have been thinking of making a glossary of sorts to help individuals to get an idea of certain equipment, armour, ranks or uniforms. What are your thoughts on such a thing or is it even needed? I don't mind putting some time into it.
As always, please comment on what you think and if I made a mistake please let me know!



Twilight drummed her fingers along the large oak table with mild irritation mixed with a dash of worry. Her eyes scanned over the map of Equestria that was spread before her with several pieces the size of chess pieces scattered about the land. Each piece either had a red or blue flag with the latter being what had worried her the most. Her gaze eventually landed on a certain small town labelled as Ponyville, atop of it a single piece with a blue flag. With a slow reach out she ran her pointer finger over the the small carved intricate design of the wooden pony. A explosion rocked the dirt loose from the nearby bookshelf as it also drew Twilight's gaze to the surrounding three pieces that held red flags.
The noise around her finally filtered back into her conscious as ponies dressed in a olive drab uniforms scurried around. The basement of the library had been turned into a makeshift HQ for the 232nd Equestrian Militia Regiment. Like the name insinuates, the 232nd was made up of almost all hastily drafted citizens to defend their homeland. Hell, even most of Ponyville was completely absorbed into the regiment. This fact made Twilight uneasy knowing somewhere on the front line were her friends in various positions fighting for their lives.
The Changelings had them encircled to the point where even air support was deemed impossible. The last report that she held in her hands was second only to her friends, to which she kept fighting for. It was directly lettered to her from both Princes Celestia and Princess Luna. They were marshalling the entire Equestrian Military for the counter attack but they needed time. Ponyville and countless other villages were to mount any and all defences until the army lead by the Princess sisters could arrive. Several have fallen and now the swarm was on Ponyville's doorstep. Their constant chittering and screeching howling through the night.
Another explosion shook the tree again causing everyone inside besides Twilight to look up in silence.
“Keep working. The Anti-Artillery spell is still in effect,” Twilight ordered without looking away from the board. The few staff she still had nodded their heads and continued upon their tasks. “For now,” Twilight continued though under her breath not daring to let any of the others to hear such morale crushing words.
The spell generated over the inner town was possibly the only thing from keeping her entire regiment from falling apart. Ponyville citizens had heart, she never doubted it, but they were vastly outnumbered even if Ponies were generally better fighting force. The Changelings had artillery, massive amount of infantry and assorted heavy weaponry now dug in. Her scouts constantly report of the heavy chargers being marshalled which meant Chrysalis wishes to start her assault like any traditional Changeling plan of attack. Heavies go in first followed by waves of infantry.
Twilight was prepared as she had ordered the small town to be turned into a fortified position with machine guns that covered interwoven arcs of fire. Their positions heavily enforced both by magic and by good old fashioned work. Sandbags lined walls and many doors were booby trapped to dissuade any assault troops from entering or at least to give the occupants a heads up that enemies were now inside. Mines, both anti-personnel and anti-tank were placed to funnel many of the bugs into the machine guns fire. Every house, every pile of rubble, even the low flying clouds held rifleponies.
Ponyville may fall in this siege but the blood of Changelings will flood the sewers by the that time.
Unbeknownst to Princess Twilight, a few pair of foreign eyes spied upon her town from a well hidden spot. A whisper were passed upon the two men as they observed through binoculars at the town's defiant resistance to the invaders.
“Ja, we have found them,”


Panzerobergrenadier Karl Drossel
Panzergrenadier-Lehr-Regiment 902
II. Battalion – II. Kompanie
They have been moving while in the tight confines of their Sd.Kfz.251 half track trying to either get some sleep or simply smoke. Karl was staring up into the bright sky noticing how the day was so beautiful. It was still early in the year but the spring was eagerly welcomed after the last winter. His gaze caught something peculiar though which caused him to squint. He thought he saw a faint rainbow effect wash over them in an almost bizarre subtle fashion. He quickly gazed around to his other squad mates but they didn't show any signs of noticing.
Karl simply just rubbed his eyes and continued to think nothing of it.
Just a trick of the mind.
His eyes turned upwards once more and noticed that something was now for sure wrong. The clear early spring skies were now cloudy.
“What in the. . .,” Karl spoke as he pushed the brim of his helmet up to get a better look.
“What's wrong, Drossel?” a voice called back to him which caused his head to turn to his gruppenführer, Unterfeldwebel Lukas Kayserling.
Karl and Lukas were an odd pair. The two had served in the eastern front together in a grenadier battalion with nothing really special about either. It was on a cold night however that Lukas noticed that the young grenadier Karl Drossel looking up into the night sky. It was a quiet night but it all changed when Karl slowly looked over to him and simply muttered, 'They're here'. Not even five minutes later did a long sharp whistle blast echo throughout the woods.
There was too many and they were everywhere.
It was there on foreign soil as a brand new squad leader that Lukas thought he was to be killed. His MP 40 ran dry and as a man no older than him levelled his Mosin-Nagant rifle, he closed his eyes in acceptance. His cloudy fate tricked him that day however as his would be executioner fell to his knees in disbelief. Lukas opened his eyes to noticed that Karl stood behind the man, one hand still clutching the bloody bayonet and the other his trusty rifle.
That day, the battle was not to be won but a lesson was learned.
Karl exchanged knowing looks with his squad leader with out a single word in response. The squad members that were still awake and not in depth with their own conversation now looked at the quiet senior member of the squad. The all knew him as Stolperdraht, Tripwire. His uncanny sense was something to be heeded. The young soldier however simply just shook his head which caused many in the vehicle to slowly breath out in relief. Superstition wasn't rampant in the company but it was hard to argue with what he did.
Another hour went by in the same fashion until the convoy was halted.
Lukas stirred from his own rest to notice Karl giving him the gaze that sent a shiver up his own spine.
“They're here,”
Every other soldier in that half track suddenly shifted as their grasp on their own weapons tightened as Lukas peered over the edge of the half-track to see that to the columns right was a wooded area but to their left was an open field surrounded by thick tree line. Lukas was desperately trying to pick up some sort of indication of an enemy attack but nothing could be heard besides the multiple engines. Was it partisans? Did they honestly have that much swinging brass to attack a division convoy?
“Unterfeldwebel!” a voice shouted out which caused the mentioned man to look at a younger member of the squad pointing towards the distance. Behind the tree line was a cloud of dark smoke rising in the distance. The squad leader cupped a hand over his eyes and noted that it was rather close, closer than he'd like.
In a rush, orders were passed down the entire battalion as trucks, half tracks and other vehicles were ushered into cover of the nearby forest. The next hour was a confusing period of reports and defensive lines. Scouts were pushed out and what they found was beyond believable. Creatures of some sort of sick twisted sense of humour were besieging a small town. They vastly outnumbered the German Panzergrenadier battalion but they also didn't seem to notice their arrival. How these creatures even appeared in northern France was beyond the officers but the fact remained that it was a possible danger to the Division.
It was at that moment that the mysteries started to pile up but only known to the battalion's higher ranked staff. Radio contact with the rest of the division was almost non-existent and their maps were now almost useless. They had perfectly tracked their progress in western Europe but now they were no where near where they should be. All of this threw the Officers in a spin but as the night steadily approached, it was decided to wait till morning to venture forth to find the rest of the division.
It was the night that bathed all of the new comers in a baptism of fire.


“Alarm!”
Karl stood in shock as his chest heaved at the sight before him. His shoulder twitched with the adrenaline as his heart threatened to burst from within. He pulled his hands up to see the green lick ichor that had splattered over his hands. The half crescent moon above bathed his shallow trench with a grim light but it did not deny any on looker to which the disturbed dirt now held.
“Karl!”
The young man twitched when his name was called. It was the moment where he seemed to collect his nerves and reached down to grab the wooden shaft of his entrenching tool.
Said tool was now deeply embedded into the throat of those Käfer.
“Soldaten, report!” the voice called out again with much more persistence.
Karl placed a boot on the creatures chest and pulled until the make shift weapon was freed from it's deadly scabbard. The creature's head wobbled to the side showing very little actually keeping it connected to the rest of the torso. The lone German soldier didn't bother examining any further as he moved his way to the man who was slumped over still. He snaked his fingers around his arm to turn him over only to see several small black shards protruding from his chest and two lifeless eyes looking back up at him.
“One of the Käfer made it's way into our trench, Unterfeldwebel! Eckehard is dead!” Karl shouted back as he quickly let his training take place once more. He ran his fingers over his friend's eyes to let him sleep in peace and then pulled the stielhandgranate from Eckehard's belt. His friend's fight was now over but Karl's was about to start in earnest. In the low moonlight, he breached the top of his trench slowly just enough to see the surrounding area swashed with interweave laps of fire from the machine guns. He raised his own Kar 98k and rested it on the dirt for the most stable firing position.
It wasn't long until he noticed a shape moving in the dark. It was only for a second and he almost missed it in the long cast shadows. It almost seemed like a shadow but when his instinct kicked him figuratively in the ass, he ducked only a second before the area that used to hold his head was churned apart by the same black crystalline shards that had gutted the poor lad beside him. Immediately after the incoming projectiles, Karl rose again and levelled his rifle at the approaching shadowy figure that now froze in it's own steps.
A small half breath out and a gentle squeeze of the trigger passed in a fated moment as the rifle kicked controllable into the shoulder. The round left the barrel and just as aimed, it punctured through the creature to spill it's bright green luminescent blood in a splatter.
Karl didn't even watch the body fall before lowering himself again and working the bolt action to load another casing into the chamber.
The bastards were perfect night fighters. The black, bug like shell didn't reflect light and their dark grey skin easily meld with natural shadows. It also didn't help that they had this uncanny ability to meld with the shadows. The only thing that made their position even slightly advantageous was that the creatures didn't have any Panzers to break through the hastily dug trenches.
Karl took another brief moment to look over the edge of his trench to see that his area was clear. With that he took out all the grenades he had on him and let them rest on the trench wall with the caps mostly twisted off. He was down to only himself within this trench and the last thing he wanted to do was possibly kill himself because he wasted time on grenade primers. Seeing his preparations were done he noticed that the platoon machine guns had gone quiet. In fact, everything was quiet.
It was an awkward moment when not a living thing but your very own breath and roaring heart beat was all that could be heard. Karl tried to fight it by taking long, deep breathes as he scanned his arcs. It was then that a loud, night piercing screech echoed out for all to hear.
Like a wave of shadows, they ran through the trees with weapons firing bursts inaccurately. The black shard projectiles spraying over and before the trenches in an almost wild abandon as the bug like creatures advanced. The approaching wave meet no resistance until the order was given across the line.
“Feuer!”
The night was suddenly set afire as the machine guns opened up with angels of death singing a choir quite beautiful. The black carapace they wore seemed to provide little protection against the rifle rounds and like an unorganized mass they were cut down. Karl had joined in the fray himself as he watched the attack with a sharp eye. The enemy was something of an oddity to him. There was no individual characteristic among them, either by height, weight or voice. They were almost all the exact same.
Except for one.
The lone one watched behind the trees with a odd shaped black, jagged crown atop it's head but otherwise was no different from the rest. Karl's eyes instantly focused as he began his easy breathing, the rifle becoming a steady weight in his hands. His iron sight rested with the picture of the lone suspected bug officer as the target. Karl slowly squeezed the trigger until the weapon recoiled into his shoulder.
The bullet found it's deadly mark as the creature's head snapped back, the crown now much more illuminated with the blood of it's now deceased owner.
Karl watched all of it with a small smile before working the rifle's bolt action to load another round. He found his next target running towards his position but also noticed an odd behaviour. The wave of  Käfer were now running in several different directions. While some had did a 180 and completely abandoned the field of battle, others seemed to almost go berserk. They charged with wild abandon into the trench lines only to be meet with a mixture of hardened veterans and newly trained recruits.
Lukas greeted one such rage possessed enemy as it jumped into the occupied trench with a closed fist. His trench mate,  panzergrenadier Alfred, raised his rifle and quickly struck with the butt into the creatures back causing it to stumble forward. Lukas, spotting the opening, gave the creature a quick shove into the dirt wall and then raised his MP 40. The burst of the sub machine gun punched through the creature almost point blank causing the blood to spray out onto the squad leader. The illuminating blood ran down the wounds as the creature fell to the ground with a slump.
Alfred nodded with satisfaction before returning his attention to the enemy approach that was falling apart. The few who didn't retreat beyond the trees were cut down without hesitation. Lukas waited a moment before calling for his squad. Names were checked off with only Eckehard being the one absent. Ammo was being redistributed across the line and runners had their work cut out for them as they ferried both ammo and messages. The machine gunners checked their weapons and if needed, changed their barrels.
All of this ended when another screech filled the air.


Morning had finally arrived for the battalion and with it, much welcomed visitors.
Panzer IVs moved inside the large defensive perimeter and further emboldened the position along with the rest of the pioneers and supply kompanies. Many of the new comers had to take a moment to witness the the pure destruction wrought in one single night. Hundreds of the weird enemy corpses laid still in the early morning light. A cheer had arisen from the weary panzergrenadiers as they all finally managed to see friendly faces and the very welcomed supply trucks. The cheer was allowed to set in for but a moment before officers were making their orders known. Positions were issued to the arriving panzers and pioneers had gotten to work on assembling a proper defensive line.
All higher ranking officers and platoon leaders were ordered to attend a meeting.
Oberleutnant Engel Ritter was one of those officers as he left his second in command to set up proper defensive lines for the rest of the kompanie. He however sat at a make shift table that sat upon a barrel and atop it was a crudely drawn map. While the table only had a handful of chairs with men of appropriate rank sitting around it, many more men stood in a circle around it with something to write with and on. Engel turned to his right and left to acknowledge the men surrounding him.
Major Uwe Wach of the pioneer battalion sat with a rigid back almost as if the Führer himself was about to step forth from the crowd of men. His greying hair almost hid the dark black of his natural colour but his most defining feature was the ugly scar that traced across his right cheek. Engel didn't bother asking but he knew there was bound to be a story worth that scars weight.
Next was Major Erich Leiber. He had his arms crossed over his chest but his glare upon the map was anything but hidden. He lead the Panzergrenadier II. Battalion of the Panzergrenadier Lehr regiment and by the look on his aged face, he seemed to get not a single wink of sleep.
The last man sitting at the table, and possibly oldest, was Oberstleutnant Thorwald Viermetz. He was slightly thicker than the rest of the men, especially around the gut, but it didn't demean his overall presence of authority. While being the highest rank present among the assembled officer core, he was in charge of the Panzer-Versorgungstruppen 130, or otherwise the supply for the entire division. He was not a stupid man in the slightest and already made it clear to all of the senior men before the platoon leaders assembled in as well. He was going to leave all combat oriented decision making towards Major Erich Leiber.
“That being said, gentlemen, I still must point out our supply problem,” Thorwald spoke as the Officer meeting had officially begun. “As I am sure everyone here is aware, we have no clue where we are with an unknown threat. Ammo and fuel must be conserved till we can establish proper lines with the division and that with the rest of the Army group,”
Not a single officer there could argue that blunt statement.
“Agreed. While we do have fuel trucks to resupply the halftracks, trucks and panzers, trying to ration will only do us well later on if need be,” Uwe spoke without losing his rigid posture.
“I trust all of us know how to conserve our resources but that is not what concerns me, Sirs,” Engel broke the thought train as he pointed onto the map. “We have an enemy barely outside of artillery range with numbers staggeringly higher than ours at our current strength. We have no clue where the rest of the Division is nor have we seen another person civilian or otherwise,”
“Yes, Oberleutnant, while supply will become a risk, it is time we decide on our immediate future,” Major Erich spoke as he nodded towards the youngest of the senior staff. “My men have begun calling the damnable creatures Käfer which is an accurate description. From here on, I will describe them as so. Attention to the map, gentlemen,”
Engel listened in as he too leaned in along with the rest of the officers. Erich had begun to describe what his own recce element had described to him. The enemy had at least four regiments of infantry spread out in a complete circle around the moderate sized town. It was an encirclement and that was no lie. Ever since Stalingrad, the Wehrmacht had a chip on their shoulder about such predicaments. Many veterans from Stalingrad who managed to escape it's clutches knew they were lucky. Engel however pushed such thoughts from his head as he paid attention to the briefing.
“Another thing our recce units have been able to tell is the inhabitants are protected from artillery fire by some kind of a bubble,” the Major finished with pursed lips as if even saying the sentence was a hurdle.
“A bubble?”
“Ja. It seems to stop indirect fire from actually entering the town however it seems any direct fire methods still produce results,”
Engel made a motion to raise his hand to gather the mens attention. “And the civilian populace? Are they consisting of these Käfer as well?”
Major Erich Leiber took a moment to wipe his forehead from any accumulated sweat before answering.
“Now listen here. I am reporting this as my men have seen it with both their own eyes and that of their own optics. The populace within the town are humanoid but nothing like the beings we have dealt with so far. The men described to me that they almost seemed to be a mix of Human and Equine,”
A quietness filled the area as eyes of disbelief were exchange everywhere.
“Trust me. I did not believe it myself and ordered a completely different crew to go recon the same area only to return with the exact same report. The populace have ears atop of their head and range multiple colours underneath their uniforms. They are armed with small arms and what we expect are machine guns of equivalent calibre. Perhaps, after seeing these Käfer perhaps horse people are not so far fetched,”
None of the lower ranked officers dared to say anything but the awkward tension in the air could be cut with a bayonet.
“Putting that aside, does either side have any armour or armour defeating properties?” Engel asked trying to re-direct the conversation back to the obvious threat.
“From what we can tell, the Käfer have only light infantry, artillery batteries and those large creatures that you have already ran into. So far the count is in the twenties for the Behemoths. The horse people seem to have only militia assembled weaponry and from what the men can tell, poor training but high morale,”
“It is safe to assume that the push into the town will be very soon,” the pioneer commander muttered as he tapped his finger on the town described in the map.
“That is assuming that they don't see us as a threat. We have Scharfschütze that are making sure to keep most of the enemy scouting units at bay which may work to our advantage,” The Panzergrenadier officer spoke up as everyone could see the gears begging to grind away within his mind. “Platoon leaders, it is now,” Erich gazed at his own watch. “0655, meet back here at 0720,”
A wave of salutes were given as Engel and the sitting officers watched the men leave the small temporary HQ area. As one they all turned back in to look down at the map.
“Sir, are you suggesting that we attack the encirclement?” Engel spoke with a slow smile tugging at the edges of his lips.
“I think it is safe to say that we are not in Europe any more,” the Major responded with a more somber expression than the younger officer. “With that being said, we need to crush the opposition with both mobility and fierce firepower. Does anyone have any objections to this notion?”
The table was silent for a moment as the men gave some thought to their situation.
“We can perhaps turn this to our advantage and relieve some of our supply problems,” Thorwald spoke up which drew many of the others curious gaze.
“The enemy of my enemy is my friend,” Engel spoke out as he tapped on the same town as before. “If it is true, and we are in a foreign land, we need to establish some form of supply before we starve to death,”
“It is decided then. We break the siege and crush the enemy from their rear,”
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For ranks go to: Ranks and Insignia
Weapons:
Kar98 or Karabiner 98 kurz
The Karabiner 98 kurz is a bolt-action rifle chambered  for the 7.92×57mm Mauser cartridge that was adopted on 21 June 1935 as  the standard service rifle by the German Wehrmacht. It was one of the  final developments in the long line of Mauser military rifles.


MP 40 or Maschinenpistole 40
The MP 40 (Maschinenpistole 40) was a submachine gun chambered for the 9×19mm Parabellum cartridge. It was developed in Nazi Germany and used extensively by the Axis powers during the Second World War. Designed in 1938 by Heinrich Vollmer with inspiration from its predecessor the MP 38, it was heavily used by Infantrymen especially platoon and squad leaders.


MG 42 or Maschinengewehr 42
The MG 42 is a 7.92×57mm Mauser general  purpose machine gun designed in Nazi Germany and used extensively by the  Wehrmacht and the Waffen-SS during the second half of World War II. It  was intended to replace the earlier MG 34, which was more expensive and  took much longer to produce,  but both weapons were produced until the end of the war.
Designed to be low-cost and easy to build, the MG 42 proved to be  highly reliable and easy to operate. It is most notable for its very  high cyclic rate for a gun using full power service cartridges,  averaging about 1,200 rounds per minute compared to around 850 for the  MG 34, and perhaps 450 to 600 for other common machine guns like the M1919 Browning or Bren.


MG 34 or Maschinengewehr 34
The Maschinengewehr 34, or MG 34, is a German recoil-operated air-cooled machine gun, first tested in 1929, introduced in 1934, and issued to units in 1936.  It introduced an entirely new concept in automatic firepower – the Einheitsmaschinengewehr (Universal machine gun) – and is generally considered the world's first general-purpose machine gun (GPMG). The versatile MG 34 was chambered for the full-power 7.92x57mm Mauser rifle cartridge, and was arguably the most advanced machine gun in the world at the time of its deployment. Its combination of exceptional mobility – being light enough to be  carried by one man – and high rate of fire (of up to 900 rounds per  minute) was unmatched.


Stielhandgranate
The Stielhandgranate was a German hand grenade of unique design.  It was the standard issue of the German Empire during World War I, and  became the infamous issue of Nazi Germany's Wehrmacht during World War  II.


The StG 44 or Sturmgewehr 44
The StG 44 is a German selective-fire rifle  developed during World War II. It is also known under the designations  MP 43 and MP 44 (Maschinenpistole 43 and 44). The StG 44 was the first successful and widely produced design to use a new shorter cartridge, which permitted controllable automatic fire from a weapon more compact than a battle rifle coupled with the recognition that most aimed rifle fire in combat situations did not exceed a few hundred metres.


The Gewehr 43 or Karabiner 43
The Gewehr 43 or Karabiner 43 is a 7.92×57mm  Mauser caliber semi-automatic rifle developed by Germany during World  War II. The design was based on that of the earlier G41(W), but  incorporating an improved short-stroke piston gas system similar to that  of the Soviet Tokarev SVT-40, and it incorporated innovative  mass-production techniques.


kurzer 8 cm Granatwerfer 42
The kurzer 8 cm Granatwerfer 42 (kz 8 cm GrW 42) was a mortar used by germany in WW2. It was developed as a lightened version of the standard German 8cm GrW 34 medium mortar with a shorter barrel for use by paratroopers, but replaced the ineffective 5cm IeGrW 36 as that weapon's shortcomings became apparent. The kz 8 cm GrW 42 fired a  bomb over 3 and a half times heavier twice as far as the smaller  mortar, but was less than twice as heavy. It broke down into the  standard three loads for transport.


Flammenwerfer 41
The Flammenwerfer 41, or FmW 41 (literally,  "flame thrower") was the standard German flamethrower beginning in 1941  and an upgraded version of the earlier Flammenwerfer 35. It was designed  to clear enemy trenches and buildings in highly fortified areas.


Panzers/Vehicles:
Panzer IV or Panzerkampfwagen IV (PzKpfw IV)
The Panzerkampfwagen IV (PzKpfw IV), commonly known as the Panzer IV,  was a German medium tank developed in the late 1930s and used  extensively during the Second World War. Despite a well-dated general conception, and the rise of the brand new generation of tanks that included the Panther, Tiger and Königstiger, it carried not only the bulk of the Wehrmacht, but was also the chosen  tank for many elite SS Panzerdivisions. The recipe of this success was  probably its large hull and turret, easy maintenance, reliability and a  sturdy chassis, which allowed a more generous array of weapons than the Panzer III. From the Ausf.A to F1, the early “short” versions, using the short 75 mm  (2.95 in) barrel, were gradually replaced by the “long” ones (F2 to H),  using a very effective high velocity gun derived from the Pak40, able to cope with the Russian T-34 and KV-1.


Sd.Kfz.251 Hanomag
The Sd.Kfz. 251 (Sonderkraftfahrzeug  251) half-track was a WW2 German armored fighting vehicle designed by  the Hanomag company, based on its earlier, unarmored Sd.Kfz. 11 vehicle.  The Sd.Kfz. 251 was designed to transport the panzergrenadiers (German mechanized infantry) into battle. The is many variants of this vehicle pattern, more than I care to paste but the chances of all of them appearing is very slim.
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