

    
        
          Starship Armada

        

        
        
          Galactic Dominion, Volume 2

        

        
        
          AARON MILLS

        

        
          Published by AARON MILLS, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      STARSHIP ARMADA

    

    
      First edition. March 11, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 AARON MILLS.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233493607

    

    
    
      Written by AARON MILLS.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by AARON MILLS

	    

      
	    
          
	      Ascendancy Saga

          
        
          
	          Starfall Ascendancy

          
        
          
	          Signal Unleashed

          
        
          
	          Ascension War

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Aszendenz-Saga

          
        
          
	          Sternenfall Aszendenz

          
        
          
	          Signal entfesselt

          
        
          
	          Krieg der Aszension

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Die gefallene Galaxie

          
        
          
	          Verlorenes Kriegsschiff

          
        
          
	          Rebellion des Kriegsschiffs

          
        
          
	          Aufstieg der Shroud

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Die Sternenfall-Kommando-Saga

          
        
          
	          Uralter Sternenfall

          
        
          
	          Das Herold-Protokoll

          
        
          
	          Erwachter Sternenfall

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Galaxy Saga

          
        
          
	          Lost Warship

          
        
          
	          Warship Rebellion

          
        
          
	          Shroud Ascension

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Fallen Suns

          
        
          
	          Crystal Ruin

          
        
          
	          Tomb of Empires

          
        
          
	          Crown Slayer

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Galactic Dominion

          
        
          
	          Starship Command

          
        
          
	          Starship Armada

          
        
          
	          Starship Dominion

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Interstellar Trade Empire

          
        
          
	          Deal Ascension

          
        
          
	          Liquidity War

          
        
          
	          Alignment Paradox

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Starfall Command Saga

          
        
          
	          Ancient Starfall

          
        
          
	          Herald Protocol

          
        
          
	          Starfall Awakened

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Starship Legacy

          
        
          
	          The Inherited Starship

          
        
          
	          The Inherited Fleet

          
        
          
	          The Inherited Empire

          
        
      

      
    
    


AARON MILLS

STARSHIP ARMADA

An Action-Packed Military Space Opera Adventure

Copyright © 2026 by AARON MILLS

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental.

AARON MILLS asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com 
​​

Contents 

Chapter 1 

Chapter 2 

Chapter 3 

Chapter 4 

Chapter 5 

Chapter 6 

Chapter 7 

Chapter 8 

Chapter 9 

Chapter 10 

Chapter 11 

Chapter 12 

Chapter 13 

Chapter 14 

Chapter 15 

Chapter 16 

Chapter 17 

Chapter 18 

Chapter 19 

Chapter 20 

Chapter 21 

Chapter 22 

Chapter 23 

Chapter 24 

Chapter 25 

Chapter 26 

Chapter 27 

Chapter 28 

Chapter 29 

Chapter 30 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


T

he alarms started screaming first.

That sound never changed no matter how many upgrades engineering installed. The same piercing shriek that had woken me from a dead sleep a thousand times across a hundred star systems. I was already moving before my eyes fully opened, my body trained by years of command to respond before conscious thought could catch up.

The bridge hit me like a wall of noise and light.

Red emergency strobes painted every surface in urgent pulses. Consoles sparked and popped along the port side, sending acrid smoke drifting through the recycled air. The vibration under my boots felt wrong, a grinding shudder that traveled up through the deck plates and into my bones.

We were hitting something.

“Report.” My voice cut through the chaos, calm and steady because that was what the bridge crew needed to hear even if my heart was slamming against my ribs. “Someone tell me what we hit.”

Lieutenant Tannor at navigation had both hands buried in his control interface, his young face pale beneath the strobes. “Sir, it’s not a what. It’s a where. The nav computer routed us directly through an unmapped asteroid field. The density readings were off the scale but we didn’t get them until we were already inside.”

“We didn’t get them.” I repeated the words flatly as I dropped into my command chair and pulled up tactical on my personal display. “The navigation system failed to detect an asteroid field. That’s what you’re telling me.”

“It should have been there, Captain.” Tannor’s voice cracked slightly. “The charts showed clear space. I ran the calculations myself three times before plotting the jump.”

The ship shuddered again, harder this time, and somewhere behind us I heard the distant groan of metal under stress. Hull breach alarms joined the chorus.

“Damage control teams to section seven,” I ordered, keying the shipwide channel with one hand while pulling up external cameras with the other. “Engineering, I need status on our drive systems now.”

Commander Lena Voss appeared at my side, her face already set in that expression of controlled fury she wore during every crisis. XO for three years and she still looked at emergencies like personal insults.

“The asteroid field extends at least four thousand klicks in every direction,” she said, reading from her own display. “We’re in the middle of it. Whoever updated our nav charts left out a few million rocks.”

“Sabotage or incompetence?”

“At this point does it matter?”

Another impact. The bridge lights flickered and died for three heartbeats before emergency power kicked in. I felt the deck tilt slightly beneath me, a subtle shift that told me we were losing attitude control.

“Helm, get us out of this field.” I kept my eyes on the tactical display, watching the swarm of red icons that represented every asteroid big enough for the sensors to track. There were hundreds of them. Thousands. “I don’t care how you do it. Find me a path.”

Lieutenant Rivas at the helm was already working, her fingers dancing across controls with the fluid precision of someone who had grown up flying ships half again as large as this one. “Working on it, sir. The field is dense and our maneuvering thrusters are damaged. I have maybe sixty percent response on the port side.”

“Give me something, Rivas.”

“I see a gap at two eight zero mark four. Narrow, but if we can adjust our vector twenty degrees port we might squeeze through before the rotation brings more debris into our path.”

“Do it.”

The ship groaned in protest as Rivas applied thrust, the damaged maneuvering systems fighting against the forces I was asking them to generate. Outside the viewport I could see the asteroid field stretching in every direction, tumbling rocks the size of shuttles and some the size of destroyers, all of them moving in chaotic patterns that defied easy prediction.

This was how ships died. Not in glorious combat with enemy dreadnoughts but in stupid accidents, navigation errors, moments of bad luck in empty space where no one was watching.

The Vanguard had survived worse. We had to.

“We’re through the worst of it,” Rivas announced after what felt like hours but was probably less than ninety seconds. “Clear space ahead approximately five thousand klicks. I can plot a course around the outer edge of the field and rendezvous with our original route.”

“Do it.” I leaned back in my chair and became aware that I had been gripping the armrests hard enough to leave marks in the worn leather. “Damage report. Someone give me numbers.”

Voss had them ready. That was her job and she did it better than anyone I had ever served with. “Hull breaches in sections seven, twelve, and fourteen. All contained by emergency bulkheads. Thirteen crew injured, three critical. Engineering reports stress fractures in the secondary reactor housing. Nothing that will blow us up immediately but we’ll need dry dock repairs before we attempt another major operation.”

“We’re a long way from any dry dock.”

“Yes sir. We are.”

I looked at the main viewport, at the stars that stretched endlessly in every direction. Somewhere out there was our destination, a silent colony called Epsilon-9 that had stopped transmitting three weeks ago. A Dominion battle group had been dispatched to investigate. That battle group had also stopped transmitting.

Now Fleet High Command was sending us.

The Vanguard. The ship that survived when no one else could. The legends.

I knew the truth. We hadn’t survived because we were better or smarter or braver than anyone else. We had survived because we were lucky and because other people died so we could live. That knowledge sat in my chest every day, heavy as a black hole, pulling at everything I tried to build.

The comm officer’s voice cut through my thoughts. “Captain, incoming transmission from Fleet High Command. Priority alpha, encrypted, personal for you.”

“Put it through to my private channel.” I stood and moved toward the small office attached to the bridge, the space that served as my quarters when I needed a moment away from the endless demands of command. “Voss, you have the bridge. Get me full damage assessments and repair timelines within the hour.”

“Aye sir.”

The door slid shut behind me and suddenly the chaos was muffled, distant. I sat down at the small desk and activated the secure display, watching as the Fleet High Command seal resolved into the face of Admiral Marcus Webb.

He looked tired. Admirals always looked tired in deep space communications, the light lag stretching their expressions into something slightly off, slightly delayed. But Webb’s eyes were sharp even through the distortion.

“Captain Vire.” His voice crackled through the encrypted channel. “I trust the Vanguard is still in one piece.”

“Barely sir. Our navigation charts appear to have been compromised. We passed through an unmapped asteroid field that should not have been there.”

Webb’s expression didn’t change but something shifted behind his eyes. “I’ll have Fleet Intelligence look into that. For now I need you focused on your mission. You’ve received the briefing on Epsilon-9?”

“Yes sir. A colony of twelve thousand goes silent. A battle group consisting of the Valiant, the Dauntless, and four support vessels is dispatched to investigate. They also go silent. That’s all we know.”

“That’s all Fleet Command knows too.” Webb leaned forward, his image flickering slightly as the signal fought through distance and interference. “But there’s more, Vire. Information that didn’t make it into the official briefing because we don’t want it spreading through the fleet until we understand what we’re dealing with.”

I waited. In my experience, when admirals started with that tone, what came next was never good.

“Twelve hours before the colony went silent, the science team on Epsilon-9 detected something in deep space beyond the frontier. An energy signature unlike anything in Dominion records. They transmitted the data to Fleet Command and requested permission to investigate. Before we could respond, they stopped transmitting.”

“And the battle group?”

“Sent to retrieve the data and determine the colony’s fate. They made it to the Epsilon system. We have telemetry showing they entered orbit around the colony. Then nothing.”

I thought about the debris field the Vanguard had scanned on our way into this system. Gutted Dominion hulks drifting in orbit around a dead world. Ships that had been destroyed by something that left no clear weapons signatures, no burn patterns from energy weapons, no impact damage from missiles or rail guns.

“Sir, what exactly am I walking into?”

Webb was quiet for a long moment. When he spoke again, his voice was lower, more careful. “I don’t know, Vire. That’s the truth. But whatever happened out there, it happened fast. The battle group didn’t have time to launch a distress beacon. The colony didn’t have time to evacuate. Something arrived in that system and everything stopped.”

“And you’re sending us.”

“You’re the only ship in range with the combat capability to handle a threat that can destroy a battle group. And you’re the only captain I trust to make the right call when things go wrong.”

Things always went wrong. That was the lesson the universe taught everyone eventually, usually through violence.

“What about the energy signature? The one the science team detected before they went dark?”

Webb’s image flickered again. “It’s still there. Faint, but present. Our long range sensors picked it up again two days ago. Whatever it is, it’s still in the system. Waiting.”

The word hung in the air between us, heavy with implication.

“I’ll need everything Fleet Intelligence has on that signature. Raw data, analysis, anything that might tell me what we’re facing.”

“You’ll have it within the hour. Vire.” Webb paused. “The Vanguard has a reputation. The ship that survived when it should have died. That reputation wasn’t built on luck. It was built on you. On your crew. On your willingness to make the hard calls. I need that now. I need you to go into that system and find out what happened. And if whatever did this is still there, I need you to stop it.”

“You’re asking a lot from one ship, Admiral.”

“I’m asking everything. That’s what command does.”

The transmission ended. I sat in the quiet of my office for a long moment, feeling the familiar weight settling onto my shoulders. The weight of lives that depended on my decisions. The weight of a ship that had already given everything and was being asked to give more.

The Vanguard had been destroyed once. Officially. The records showed us lost with all hands during a mission three years ago. Those records were wrong because a handful of us had clawed our way back from the edge of death, had dragged our damaged ship through impossible odds and emerged on the other side.

We had become legends. But legends were just stories people told to make themselves feel better about the darkness. The reality was that I had watched good people die. I had made choices that still woke me up screaming in the dark. I had ordered men and women to their deaths because the mission required it and because if I didn’t, more would die.

And now High Command was sending us into another situation where ships had already been destroyed. Another mission where the odds were unknown but almost certainly terrible.

I wondered if they expected us to die. If that was the real purpose of sending the Vanguard. Send the legends to die in the darkness and call it heroic.

The door slid open and Voss stepped inside without waiting for permission. That was her way. She had been my XO long enough to know when formality could be set aside.

“Damage report is complete.” She placed a data slate on my desk. “The repairs we can make. The stress fractures in the reactor housing are concerning but engineering says we can operate at eighty percent capacity indefinitely. We’ll need to watch it during combat maneuvers.”

“And the crew?”

“Three critical are stable for now. Doctor Chen says they’ll live but they’re out of action for at least a week. The others are minor injuries, bumps and bruises, some plasma burns. Everyone’s shaken but no one’s broken.”

“Good.” I stood and moved toward the door, pausing with my hand on the control panel. “Voss, what do you think we’re going to find at Epsilon-9?”

She considered the question with the careful attention she gave everything. “I think we’re going to find whatever killed a battle group. And I think we’re going to have to be smarter than they were if we want to survive it.”

“That’s a comforting thought.”

“It’s not supposed to be comforting. It’s supposed to be true.”

I stepped back onto the bridge. The emergency strobes had stopped flashing but the acrid smell of burned circuitry still hung in the air. Damage control teams were working methodically, replacing fried components and running diagnostics. The crew moved with the practiced efficiency of people who had done this before, who knew exactly what was expected of them.

These were my people. My responsibility. My family in all the ways that mattered.

“Navigation, set course for the Epsilon system. Maximum safe speed.” I lowered myself into the command chair and felt the familiar hum of the ship through the deck plates. “All hands, prepare for jump transition in two hours. I want full combat readiness before we arrive.”

The bridge crew acknowledged the orders and returned to their work. Voss took her position at my side and together we watched the stars stretch and shift as the navigation computer calculated our route.

Two hours later, the Vanguard slipped into faster than light travel and the universe compressed around us.

The jump passed without incident. When we emerged in the Epsilon system, the first thing I saw was the debris field.

It stretched across the orbital path of the colony, thousands of pieces of wreckage tumbling in slow motion. Dominion hull fragments. Escape pods that had never launched. The remains of ships that had been torn apart by something that left no clear wounds.

“Bring us in slow.” My voice was quiet but it carried in the sudden silence of the bridge. “Full sensor sweep. I want to know everything there is to know about this system before we get any closer.”

The Vanguard crept forward, her weapons charged and her shields at maximum. On the main viewport, the debris field grew larger and more detailed, resolving into individual pieces of wreckage that had once been proud warships.

“Scanning now.” Lieutenant Sulien at the sensor station worked his controls with intense concentration. “I’m reading multiple hull fragments consistent with Dominion battle group vessels. The Valiant, the Dauntless, all four support ships. They’re here. All of them.”

“Any signs of weapons fire? Energy signatures? Anything that tells us what did this?”

“Negative, Captain. No burn patterns from energy weapons. No impact damage from missiles or rail guns. It’s like they just... came apart.”

I stared at the wreckage, trying to understand what I was seeing. Ships didn’t just come apart. They were built to withstand enormous stresses, to survive combat and environmental hazards that would destroy lesser vessels. Something had done this. Something that left no trace.

“What about the colony?”

Sulien adjusted his scans. “Epsilon-9 is intact. No visible damage from orbit. But I’m reading... Captain, I’m reading energy signatures on the surface. Unnatural signatures.”

“Define unnatural.”

“It’s pulsing. Like a heartbeat. The pattern repeats every three point seven seconds and it’s coming from somewhere beneath the colony structures. Whatever it is, it wasn’t there before the colony went dark.”

Voss moved closer to my chair. “Could be the science team’s equipment. Maybe they found something and it’s still transmitting.”

“Maybe.” I didn’t believe it and my tone said as much. “Can you trace the source?”

“Attempting now.” Sulien worked for another minute, his frown deepening. “It’s coming from approximately two kilometers below the colony’s main settlement. There’s nothing on the geological surveys that should be there. No Dominion installations. No mining operations. It’s just... there.”

The pulsing energy signature. The destroyed battle group. The silent colony.

Something was wrong here. Wrong in ways that went beyond missing ships and dead colonists.

“Captain.” The comm officer’s voice was tight, controlled. “I’m picking up a signal. Very faint, very low frequency. It’s coming from the colony.”

“Put it through.”

Static filled the bridge speakers. Hissing, crackling, the empty noise of deep space and dead worlds. But beneath it, almost too faint to hear, there was something else.

A pattern. A rhythm.

Words.

“Intruders...”

The voice was wrong. It didn’t sound like anything human, anything that had ever been human. It was too flat, too measured, like something learning to speak by imitating sounds it didn’t understand.

“...awaken.”

The transmission ended. The static returned. On the bridge, no one moved.

I looked at the debris field, at the dead ships and the silent colony, and I felt something cold settle into my chest.

Whatever had happened here, it wasn’t over.

And now we were here.
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T

he decision to send ground teams down to Epsilon 9 took less than three minutes.

That was the problem with command. The decisions that cost lives happened fast, too fast for second guessing, too fast for the weight of them to settle in before you gave the order. You just looked at the tactical situation, weighed the options, and chose.

Then you lived with what came next.

“Team One is in the lower atmosphere.” Voss stood at the tactical station, her eyes fixed on the descent telemetry. “Team Two will breach the colony dome in ninety seconds. No hostiles detected so far.”

I watched the same data on my command chair display, watching the lifesign icons of fifteen crew members drift toward the surface of the dead colony. Good people. People I had served with for years. People whose families would receive folded flags and recorded condolences if this went wrong.

“We’re not reading any active power sources on the surface,” Lieutenant Sulien reported from sensors. “The colony should be dead. Whatever that pulsing energy signature is, it’s coming from deep underground. The surface installations are completely dark.”

“That doesn’t make sense.” Voss frowned at her display. “If the colony lost power, the emergency beacons would have activated. The environmental systems would have failed. Those twelve thousand people would have frozen or suffocated within hours.”

“Unless something else happened to them first.”

The words hung in the air. No one wanted to finish that thought.

“Team One has landed.” The comm officer’s voice was tight with tension. “They’re reporting the colony dome is intact. No visible damage. They’re moving toward the primary airlock now.”

I leaned forward in my chair, my eyes fixed on the tactical display. The icons representing Team One moved slowly across the surface of Epsilon 9, approaching the massive dome that housed the colony’s main settlement. Twelve thousand people had lived inside that dome. Twelve thousand people who had stopped transmitting three weeks ago.

“Team Two is down. They’re approaching from the eastern access point. Both teams report all systems normal.”

“Tell them to hold at the airlocks.” I keyed my comm. “Team Leaders, this is Vire. I want full sensor sweeps before you enter. If there’s anything alive in there, anything at all, I need to know before you step inside.”

“Copy that, Captain.” Sergeant Mendez’s voice came through the speaker, steady and professional. “Running sweeps now. The dome is blocking some of our readings but we’re not detecting any lifesigns. No movement. No heat signatures. It’s like a tomb in here.”

A tomb. That was exactly what I was afraid of.

“Captain.” Sulien’s voice had changed. There was something new in it, something that made the hair on my arms stand up. “I’m reading a power fluctuation on the surface. Something just activated near Team One’s position.”

Before I could respond, the screams started.

They came through the comm channel, raw and terrible, the sound of men and women dying in ways that left no room for last words or final goodbyes. The tactical display flickered and five of the fifteen icons simply vanished.

“What the hell was that?” Voss was already on her feet, her face pale. “Someone give me eyes on the surface now!”

“I’m trying.” Sulien’s hands flew across his controls. “Something is jamming our signals. I’m getting fragmented telemetry but no visuals. Team Two is reporting incoming fire from an unknown source.”

More screams. Another icon vanished. Then another.

“Get them out of there.” My voice was calm because it had to be, because if I let the panic show the bridge crew would break. “Tell Team Two to fall back to the lander now. I don’t care what they have to leave behind. Just get them back to the ship.”

“Team Two acknowledges. They’re retreating under fire. Casualties reported. Multiple casualties.”

The tactical display showed five icons remaining. Then four. Then three.

Then silence.

I sat in my command chair and stared at the empty display, at the place where fifteen crew members had been alive less than two minutes ago. Fifteen people I had sent down there. Fifteen people who trusted me to bring them home.

“Captain.” Voss’s voice was soft, careful. “We need to know what happened. The data from the surviving team members might tell us something.”

Surviving team members. Three of them. Three out of fifteen.

“Get me everything they brought back. Sensor recordings, helmet cam footage, any telemetry that survived. I want to know what killed our people.”

The next hour passed in a blur of activity. Damage reports. Casualty lists. The grim work of accounting for the dead while the living tried to process what they had seen. I stayed on the bridge because I didn’t know where else to go, because the thought of sitting alone in my quarters with the weight of fifteen deaths was more than I could handle.

Voss brought me the data personally.

“It’s bad.” She placed a data slate on my console. “The survivors are in shock. Doctor Chen is treating them now but it will be days before they’re functional. I got their helmet recordings before they went into medical.”

I picked up the slate and activated the first recording.

The footage showed the inside of the colony dome, a vast pressurized space filled with structures and streets and the ordinary details of human habitation. But there was nothing ordinary about what I saw. The colonists were everywhere, frozen in positions that made no sense.

A woman stood in the middle of a street, her arms outstretched, her face twisted in a scream that had no sound. A man knelt outside a dwelling, his hands pressed against his ears as if trying to block out noise only he could hear. Children huddled together in doorways, their eyes wide and empty.

But that wasn’t the worst part.

The worst part was the tendrils.

Thin, organic looking growths emerged from every surface, from walls and floors and ceilings, snaking through the colony like roots through soil. They attached to the colonists, burrowing into skin and clothing, fusing with flesh in ways that made my stomach turn.

The footage showed one of the team members approaching a frozen colonist, reaching out to check for signs of life. The moment their gloved hand touched the tendril wrapped around the colonist’s arm, the colony came alive.

Energy pulsed through the growths, blue white and terrible. The tendrils moved, reaching for the team member with horrible speed. The helmet camera spun wildly as the soldier tried to escape, showing glimpses of other team members being pulled down, of the tendrils penetrating their suits, of blood misting in the zero gravity.

Then static.

I set the slate down and looked at Voss. Her face was the same pale, controlled mask she wore during every crisis, but I had known her long enough to see what was underneath.

“Those things were part of the colonists,” I said. “The tendrils grew into them. Fused with them.”

“That’s what the survivors reported. They said the colonists weren’t dead. Not exactly. They were still alive when the tendrils touched our people. Still aware.”

I thought about that. About being trapped in your own body while something alien grew into your flesh, while you watched it reach for the people who came to save you.

“We need to abort this mission.” Voss’s voice was firm, final. “We lost fifteen people in less than two minutes. We don’t know what we’re dealing with. We don’t know how to fight it. Every moment we stay in this system, we risk losing more.”

“Our orders are to investigate the colony and determine what happened to the battle group.”

“Fifteen people just died, Captain. The battle group is already dead. There’s nothing here for us to save.”

I stood and walked to the viewport, staring at the colony below. The dome was visible even from orbit, a pale bubble on the gray surface. Twelve thousand people inside. Twelve thousand people who were now part of whatever that alien growth was.

“Engineering found something.” I hadn’t planned to tell her yet, but the words came out anyway. “While we were waiting for the ground teams to deploy, they ran a full analysis of the energy signatures on the colony. The pulsing signal we detected, the one coming from deep underground. It matches energy traces in the battle group wreckage.”

Voss was quiet for a moment. “Matching how?”

“Exactly. The same frequency. The same pattern. The same everything. Whatever happened to the battle group, it’s connected to whatever is beneath that colony.”

“That doesn’t change my recommendation. We should leave now, report our findings to High Command, and let them send a full science team with proper containment protocols.”

“And by the time that science team arrives, whatever is down there will have spread. Or activated. Or done whatever it’s planning to do.”

“That’s not our problem.”

“Everything is our problem.” I turned to face her. “That’s what command means. That’s what the Vanguard means. We go where we’re sent and we do what needs to be done and we live with the consequences.”

Voss’s jaw tightened. “I’m not questioning your authority. I’m questioning the wisdom of staying in a system where an unknown threat just killed fifteen of our people in seconds. If we go back to High Command with the data we have, we’ve fulfilled our mission. Anything beyond that is suicide.”

“Then maybe suicide is what the Dominion needs from us.”

The words came out harsher than I intended. I saw something flicker in Voss’s eyes, something that might have been hurt or anger or disappointment. I couldn’t tell which and I didn’t have the energy to figure it out.

“I’m not ready to die for the Dominion.” Her voice was quiet but steady. “And neither are the people on this ship. If you order us to stay, we’ll stay. That’s what duty means. But you need to be sure. You need to know in your gut that this is the right call.”

I looked at the colony again, at the dome where twelve thousand people had become something else. I thought about the fifteen I had already lost, about the families who would never see them again.

“Get me everything on that energy signature,” I said finally. “I want to know where it came from. I want to know what created it. And I want to know if there’s any way to stop it.”

Voss nodded and left without another word.

The bridge hummed around me, the normal sounds of a working ship, but everything felt different now. The crew moved with a new tension, a new awareness of how fragile they really were. Fifteen people had died today. Fifteen people who had been alive this morning, who had joked and complained and done their jobs like everyone else.

Now they were gone.

And I was the one who sent them.

“Captain.” Sulien’s voice cut through my thoughts. “I’ve been running deep scans of the debris field, looking for anything that might explain what happened to the battle group. I found something.”

I moved back to my chair. “Show me.”

He transferred the data to my display. A single object, small against the scale of the wreckage, drifting slowly among the ruined hulls. A data core. The battle group’s primary mission recorder.

“Can we retrieve it?”

“Probably. It’s in a relatively clear section of the debris field. I can plot a retrieval course for one of our shuttles.”

“Do it. I want that core on board within the hour.”

The retrieval took forty five minutes. I spent that time in my quarters, reviewing the helmet footage from the ground team again and again, looking for something I might have missed. The tendrils moved with purpose, with intelligence. They weren’t just random growths. They were part of something.

When the data core arrived, I had it brought directly to the bridge. Voss stood at my side as the engineering team connected it to our systems, as the encrypted files slowly decoded.

“Accessing mission logs now.” The engineering officer’s voice was tense. “The battle group’s final recordings are intact. I’m routing them to your display.”

The footage showed the bridge of the Valiant, the battle group’s flagship. Captain Marcus Chen stood at the center, his face drawn with concern. In the background, crew members worked at their stations, unaware that they had less than an hour to live.

“We’ve entered orbit around Epsilon 9,” Chen’s recorded voice said. “The colony is dark. No response to our hails. We’re preparing to send a ground team to investigate. I’ve ordered full combat readiness. Whatever happened here, I want to be ready for it.”

The footage jumped. Now Chen’s face was different. Scared.

“The ground team has encountered something. Some kind of organic growth throughout the colony. It’s attached to the colonists. They’re still alive. Dear God, they’re still alive and they’re trying to communicate.”

Another jump. Chaos on the bridge. Alarms screaming.

“The growth is spreading. It’s reached our ship. Containment teams are trying to seal it off but it’s moving too fast. I’ve ordered the fleet to withdraw but it’s too late. It’s already inside our systems. It’s already inside our people.”

Chen turned to face the camera directly. His eyes were wrong. Something moved beneath his skin.

“If anyone receives this, stay away from Epsilon 9. Whatever is here, it’s not just on the colony. It’s in the space around it. It’s in the wreckage. It’s everywhere. They found something beneath the colony. Something ancient. Something that’s been waiting. The coordinates are in our navigation logs. The dead star system. The megastructure. Don’t go there. Don’t let it wake.”

The footage ended.

I sat in silence, the weight of Chen’s final words pressing down on me. The dead star system. The megastructure. Something ancient that had been waiting.

“Pull up the battle group’s navigation logs,” I ordered. “Find those coordinates.”

It took less than a minute. When the coordinates appeared on my display, I felt something cold settle into my chest. The system was beyond Dominion space, beyond any explored region. A dead star at the edge of the galaxy, circled by something that shouldn’t exist.

An alien megastructure. A fortress built by something that had been waiting for thousands of years.

“Captain.” The comm officer’s voice cut through my thoughts. “I’m picking up multiple transmissions. Encrypted















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
STARSHIP
ARMADA

An Action-Packed Military Space Opera l}dvgnture






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





