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Alien Times – Book 2, Confrontation continues the efforts by Special Investigative Agent Sam Holden and Washington Post Senior Staff Reporter Julie Peterson to uncover the truth about alien coverup efforts by the Extraterrestrial Counter Threat Group (ECTG) and identify its leaders. Events spiral out of control as anti-alien protesters and militia supporters blame the world’s environmental crises on alien interference in human affairs. The final confrontation occurs on the grounds of the Washinton Monument in historic fashion before the real truth about alien involvement becomes evident.

Alien Times – Book 2 begins with agent Sam Holden attempting to bring ECTG leader General Frank Roberts and his men to justice for the murder of Washington Post investigative reporter Joe Bingham and the kidnapping of Julie Peterson after her rescue at Area 51. Julie is working on her next story regarding anti-alien groups spreading conspiracy theories about aliens and planning a major demonstration at the UN General Assembly in New York City.

Meanwhile, General Roberts meets with supporters of his secret ECTG organization to make plans to stop the alien, Idin, from interfering with human affairs or meeting with other world leaders. They try to prevent Idin and President Madison from speaking at the UN General Assembly in New York City.

Anti-alien groups and state militia groups band together to protest against the aliens at the UN General Assembly meeting. General Roberts and his supporters join the protesters to break past police barriers and enter the building to infiltrate the meeting. Sam almost catches Roberts, but his supporters help him to escape once again. 

Idin meets with Sam and Julie to warn them of the dangers from the Udarans. Tarid, their leader, attempts to sabotage Idin’s efforts to help humans stop the damage caused by climate change and global warming. This conflict escalates to new heights with unforeseen consequences.

Tarid’s hostility toward Idin and humans increases as U.S. Navy Fleets continue to operate near his underwater sea base in the Pacific Ocean. Tarid threatens Idin and chases him away from Earth. He then attacks the Navy Pacific Fleet with a high energy electromagnetic microwave weapon causing serious health issues to all crew members on board. Tarid warns the fleet to stay two hundred miles from their underwater base or he will attack again.

A final rally takes place in front of the Washington Monument on the National Mall. Anti-alien demonstrators learn the terrible secret of alien interference on our planet. It causes a mass riot that forces President Zora Madison to take extreme security measures to protect herself and others during this historic event. The truth about what happened is hard to accept, but it only serves as a warning that more effort is needed to save the planet and humans from extinction.
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“Climate change is literally an existential threat to our nation and to the world.”
President Joe Biden’s speech at the White House on July 20, 2022.

––––––––
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“Please make no mistake, climate change is the biggest threat to security that modern humans have ever faced.”

David Attenborough’s speech at the United Nations Security Council 2021.

––––––––
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“Working Group's report was nothing less than "a code red for humanity. The alarm bells are deafening, and the evidence is irrefutable".

UN Secretary-General António Guterres said of the IPCC report in August 2021.
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I am dedicating this book to all environmentalists that believe we alone can restore balance in nature.
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Washington, D.C.

Sam Holden slowed down his vehicle on the Washington Memorial Parkway to avoid a slow-moving truck and then sped up to make up for lost time. He was on his way to the Office of the Director of National Intelligence (ODNI) building in Mclean, VA to meet with his boss, Harrison (Harry) Reed, Director of the Airborne Object Identification and Management Synchronization Group, called AOIG. AOIG investigated Unidentified Aerial Phenomena (UAP) and Unidentified Submerged Phenomena (USO) incidents and reported them to Congress. Sam was a Special Investigative Agent (SIA) and former Army Delta Force soldier, whose skill set came in handy on several previous case assignments.

The office building was near the Potomac River and 11 miles northwest of the Capitol Building. It was the main campus for the government’s intelligence community. Sam had an office there he could use when needed, but he mostly worked out of his condo in Alexandria, VA, which was 8 miles south of D.C. It took almost 45 minutes to get there from his home on a good day without a lot of traffic. It looked like today’s trip would be similar timing.

The meeting today was planned in advance, so Sam was not expecting any surprises. He was hoping to get the latest update on what the department had found out about the events that had occurred over the last few days and, perhaps, get an update on the whereabouts of General Roberts and his men. He was anxious to get back to work and find those people responsible for all the trouble they had caused the country and the world.

Sam pulled into his parking space near the front of the building. He left the vehicle and quickly entered the front lobby, checked through the metal detector and hurried to his boss’s office on the top floor. He knocked on the door and entered as soon as he heard the words, “Come in.”

“Hello, Sam. Thanks for coming. Please take a seat,” Harry Reed said as Sam entered the room.

Sam picked a chair in front of Harry’s large desk and sat down. “Hello, Harry.”

“How was the traffic today?” Harry asked.

“Same as usual. More big trucks on the road these days, though,” Sam replied, waiting for the small talk to end.

“Ready to get back to work, Sam?” Harry asked, smiling as if he knew exactly what Sam was thinking.

“Of course, Harry. You know I like to keep busy.”

“That I do know, Sam. How’s Julie?”

Harry knew about Sam’s new relationship with Julie Peterson, the Senior Staff Reporter for the Washington Post. Everybody now knew Julie from her world-shattering front-page news stories concerning Idin and proof of extraterrestrial existence.

“She’s doing great, as you know, Harry. I have agents keeping watch over her just in case the bad guys try to harm her. It’s a very dangerous world we live in now.”

“I agree with you. It’s time we fix that situation.”

Sam perked up. He asked, “Did you find out anything more about the ECTG?” He was referring to the secret organization inside the Department of Defense (DOD) called the Extraterrestrial Counter Threat Group that had tried to hide the facts about previous alien contact and who had held the alien called Idin a captive at Area 51.

“Not really. You probably know as much about the ECTG as we do, but that’s the reason I called you here today. I need you to dig further into that group and see if you can find more information how they operate, who is involved and where they’re located so we can shut them down.”

Sam was happy to hear what Harry was proposing. The question was how best to achieve it.

“Where do you suggest I start?”

“Good question. I’ve got several people following up on the leads you and Julie gave us, but we need better results. The ECTG seems to have people involved at all levels of the government, in private industry and even people all over the world intent on keeping their past involvement with alien technology a secret for their own purposes.”

Harry continued, “Director Foster met with President Madison yesterday and the president directed Allen to find those people who tried to prevent Idin from meeting with the president. She is very concerned they will try again to prevent or harm Idin before they hold their meeting at the UN next week.”

“What about General Roberts and Colonel Hobson? Any news on their whereabouts?” Sam asked.

“Nothing yet. General Jackson has his people looking hard for Roberts and his followers. They seemed to have found a safe hiding place for now. However, General Jackson has made a request for you to follow up on. He wants you to fly back to Area 51 and work with Major Jack O’Brien and see if you can find anymore leads we can use to find those men.”

Sam thought that was a good place to start. He and Major O’Brien worked well together when they helped free Julie from General Roberts and his men at Area 4 a few days ago. Getting another chance to see what the aliens had left behind at the secret mountain base at Area 4 and talking with the scientists working for General Roberts might reveal some new information they could use to find the leaders of the ECTG.

“When do I leave, Harry?” Sam finally asked.

“You can catch a military plane transport out of Andrews in the morning at 0900 hours. I’ll send you the details. You’re already booked on the flight,” Harry replied.

“Great. I’ll be there. One more thing. Has anyone heard from Idin since the Press Conference at the White House?” Sam asked.

“As far as I know, he returned to his spaceship still orbiting our planet. You know him better than we do, Sam. I assume he will return when the President calls him to get ready for their visit at the UN next week. Besides, you still have his communication device, don’t you?”

“I do, but I haven’t heard from him since the Press Conference. I’ll check with Julie before I leave town and see if she has heard from him,” Sam said.

“Okay. Keep me informed, Sam, and I’ll do the same. You know how serious the situation is with Idin. If any harm comes to him, there’s no telling what our relationship with the aliens will become. We need their help if we plan to keep tensions in the world from spiraling out of control, especially with the environment and our food situation continuing to deteriorate.”

“I’ll do my best, Harry. You know I will.”

“Thanks, Sam. Be careful and watch your back. I need you to stay in one piece.”

Sam nodded his head as he got up, shook Harry’s hand and walked out the door.
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Washington Post

Julie Peterson sat at her desk on the eighth floor of the Washington Post building located in downtown D.C. at One Franklin Square on K Street. The building itself was 12 stories high and one of the tallest buildings in D.C. She was hard at work writing her next installment of the alien Idin’s extraordinary visit last week to planet Earth. It was still front-page news for the paper and the level of interest was off the charts for the whole paper and its readership.

The phone rang on Julie’s desk, and she paused her work on the computer to pick it up. The ID screen showed the name and phone number for her boss, Tracy Barron. “Hello, Tracy. What do you need?” she asked hurriedly.

“Come to my office. We need to talk.”

“Okay. I’m on my way.”

Julie picked up her writing tablet and marched into Tracy’s office down the large hallway.

Tracy was reading something on her desk when Julie walked through the door. Tracy pointed to the chair in front of her desk and told Julie to take a seat.

“What’s up, Tracy?” Julie asked, getting comfortable.

“How’s the story coming?”

Julie was working on a piece about Idin’s large Journeyship where Julie and Sam Holden spent some time before the President’s Press Conference introducing Idin to the world. It was of interest to a lot of people because it could still be seen circling the Earth every hour or so.

“I’m almost done. It will be ready for the evening addition as requested.”

“Good. After that piece is done, you should start working on the UN visit next week.”

“I started that already, but I need to get more details from the White House. They’ve been reluctant to share information for security reasons; not that I blame them.”

“I can understand that with the threats coming from so many people in this country. You need to be careful yourself, Julie. Some people are really going off the deep end with the news about aliens being real and hiding here on Earth.”

“That brings up another subject, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about. We still haven’t got to the bottom of the ECT Group and who is involved. They’re the ones we should be really afraid of.”

“Do you have any new information to share?”

“Not really. My friend, Sam, from the AOIG is still investigating that secret organization within our government involved in the coverup and finding the military officers who tried to keep Idin from meeting with the President. They’re still on the loose.”

Tracy looked out one of her office windows that offered a nice view of the city and thought for a moment. She turned to Julie and said, “I think that may be the next major story we should work on if you think you can back it up with credible sources.”

“I’ll try, Tracy. Sam and I have a few leads we can follow up for sure.”

“I know you trust Sam, but it’s still a dangerous assignment. I don’t want the same thing to happen to you that happened to Joe Bingham.”

“Sam has people keeping an eye on me for my safety, Tracy. We’ll both be careful. I won’t let the threat stop me from finding the truth and reporting it. We owe that to Joe.”

Tracy smiled but remained worried. She knew the dangers facing Julie. The world was getting more chaotic and unpredictable each day, not only from people worried about potential alien threats, but even more from the increasing threats from climate change. Food shortages had already caused more than one country to attack neighboring countries for resources to feed their population. On top of that were the threats from drought, higher temperatures and rising sea levels along coastal areas and low-lying islands. It was a major worry for many government leaders around the world. Confrontation between certain countries was reaching critical levels.

Tracy changed the conversation and asked, “Have you heard from Idin since the press conference?”

“No, not since we met in the White House after the conference. Idin promised to remain in touch using the communication device he gave me. I was hoping to hear from him before now.”

“When you hear from him, see if you can get more information about why they decided to make themselves known to us. A lot of people are deathly afraid of aliens, and we need to educate them how this will help us, not hurt us.”

“It may take a lot more than just education to change people’s mind. You know how radical some groups are on the subject of aliens, especially the anti-alien and conservative religious groups.”

“I know. It’s a topic of discussion for another time. Get back to work and send me your story for today’s evening paper when you finish it.”

“Will do. Let’s meet tomorrow to discuss my next assignment. I may try to meet with Sam to see what he’s doing about the ECTG organization and other groups that are trying to stop Idin from speaking at the UN next week.”

Julie got up from her chair and left Tracy’s office. She had a lot to do before the workday ended and meeting Sam was at the top of her mind. Their relationship had moved to a whole new level recently and she couldn’t wait to be with him. Sam had saved her life from the ECTG people as far as she was concerned, and she was looking forward to spending some quality time with him before they both were sent on separate assignments that may keep them apart longer than either of them wished. Being truly in love with someone was a relatively new experience for her. She didn’t want to lose that feeling as long as she knew Sam felt the same way as she did. 
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White House

President Zora Madison was sitting at her desk in the Oval Office when Nia Hexler, her Chief of Staff, entered the room through one of the adjoining side doors.

“Is it time?” Zora asked, barely looking up from her work.

“Yes, Madam President. It’s time. Everyone who could make it is waiting in the Cabinet Room.”

Nia knew the look on Zora’s face. Either she was annoyed that another Cabinet meeting was about to begin, or she was expecting another round of bad news nobody wanted to hear or do something about.

The Cabinet Room was located just down the West Wing hallway near the Oval Office. Nia waited for Zora to pick up her notes and join her. Nia followed Zora out of the Oval Office into the hallway for the short walk to the Cabinet Room.

“Did you say everyone is here for the meeting today?” Zora asked.

“Everyone except two Cabinet members and Vice President Walker. He is out of town today.

“Okay. Good. Let’s see what everyone has to say today.”

Everyone who was sitting stood up when Zora and Nia entered the room. A few members were talking amongst themselves on one side of the room. A few others were going over notes for the meeting with their office staff people. Everyone moved to their chairs when they saw Zora. The staff members took seats along the walls. Most said hello to the president and Nia.

“Hello, everyone. Please take your seats so we can get started,” Zora requested politely.

Zora looked around the room. Fourteen seats were taken. There were sixteen Cabinet Secretary positions. They included State, Treasury, Defense, Attorney General, Interior, Agriculture, Commerce, Labor, Health and Human Services, Homeland Security, Environment, Housing and Urban Development, Transportation, Energy, Education and Veterans. The missing cabinet members were from Energy and Veterans departments and the Vice President.

Zora spoke as soon as everyone was seated. “The agenda today is on your tablets. Before we begin, I would like to bring you all up to date on some important issues I am working on. Since the Press Conference with the aliens a few days ago, the world has gotten a lot more chaotic. You have all seen the news. People are scared for all the reasons you can imagine.

“I was hoping people would be excited about working with the aliens to help solve some of our pressing environmental and social problems. Some people are, but a lot of groups are not, especially far-right conservative and religious groups. It’s going to take a lot more work and time to convince people aliens are not here to harm us; at least not that I am aware of.

“As you know, I plan to attend a meeting at the United Nations with Idin and his ambassadors one week from today. If all goes well, Idin and his ambassadors will meet with other world leaders to discuss what they have to offer, which is considerable as you can imagine. However, there are reports from our security people of potential trouble that may result from these meetings. I plan to discuss this at our National Security Council meeting this week. Everything possible must be done to prevent any harm to our alien friends.

“In particular, Madeline, you can start with what needs to be done here at home to protect Idin and his ambassadors.”

Madeline Witley, Homeland Security Secretary, answered Zora. “Madam President, we have received numerous threats from far-right groups since the press conference and we are investigating them. So far, most of the threats have not produced any real actions, but we are concerned. For example, conspiracy theories are popping up on social media sites that the aliens are planning to take over our government and turn our population into slaves. Other posts claim the environmental crisis is caused by the aliens and they are responsible for all the crop failures and other events the world is experiencing. We need to find a way to discredit these conspiracy theories before they get further out of hand, Madam President.”

“I agree with you, Madeline. Let’s see if we can have the right department heads talk to the social media leaders and tell them to stop those type of misleading messages from being posted and shared without validation or Congress will act.

“Are there any other threats we should be concerned about?” Zora asked.

“There are indications that several groups plan to disrupt the UN meeting when the aliens arrive, Madam President. It may involve thousands of protestors, both for and against the aliens attending the meeting. We need to be prepared for some unrest.”

“That seems to be the normal reaction these days. I assume the New York police and state National Guard are prepared for this.”

“We are working out all the protection details needed, Madam President.”

“Very well. Let’s hope nothing gets out of hand. I know this is very unsettling to a lot of people in our country, let alone the world. However, everything must be done to prevent any harm to the aliens, and we must find a way to ease world tensions. Aliens are not the cause of our environmental problems or the reasons so many countries are fighting each other over scarce resources. I believe these aliens can help us solve the problems we are facing, not make them worse. In fact, I’m glad they decided to make themselves known to us now, despite all the potential issues we face. Without their help, our world, even our very existence, may depend on the help they can give us. Otherwise, we may all face mass extinction if we can’t find a way to live peacefully and stop destroying our planet.”

The people in the room grew quiet after hearing Zora’s comments. Zora knew they all understood the importance of what was happening in the world, and they knew the significance of this time in history with the appearance of the aliens. Some of them, like Zora, knew from past events and all the latest speculations that this was not the first time aliens had visited Earth. Indeed, aliens may very well have had an influence on human development from the earliest days of civilization. Afterall, modern humans have only been around for 300,000 years or so. Alien civilizations on other planets could have been visiting other star systems such as Earth millions of years ago. Mankind was at the beginning of their journey to the stars, if they survived their destructive ways.

Zora hoped Madeline could keep everyone safe for the UN meeting planned for next week. It was going to be an historic meeting and vitally important for the leaders of the world to agree on working with the aliens to solve the problems they were facing. Otherwise, all hell would break out and hope would be lost.

Zora continued the meeting by asking other department heads to report on their activities and results as usual. It would be a long meeting, but necessary to keep the country safe. She silently prayed it would be enough and hoped she could rise to the occasion this historic time presented.
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Billings, Montana

General Frank Roberts knew he was running out of time. It wasn’t due to the fact the military and government were looking for him for the actions he took to protect the secrecy of the Extraterrestrial Counter Threat Group (ECTG) he headed. He was a true American patriot! He believed the actions he took, such as the so-called crimes of murder of a Washington Post reporter, alien obduction, attempt to stop a presidential investigation, kidnapping of a journalist and the theft of an alien spacecraft, were not crimes at all! He was acting in the name of national security. All he needed to do now was to get the top leadership in the White House or Congress to clear his actions as lawful and necessary. Barring that, he was perfectly willing to use other so-called illegal acts to achieve his goals.

Thus, he was currently sitting with several important people in a hastily called meeting at one of the ECTG corporate executive member’s hunting lodge located a few miles outside of Billings, Montana. The executive was Chester Wincrest, age 52. He owned a private company called Wincrest Enterprises that performed secret design, testing and reverse engineering services for several large corporations in the space and aeronautical industry. The work was so secret, only a handful of people in the government knew what Chester’s company did. Most of the work was contracted to them by General Roberts and his ECTG organization operating through corporations using secret accounting ledgers to prevent oversight by the Department of Defense’s Program and Budget office.

General Roberts looked around the room. Ten people were in attendance, including his right-hand man, Colonel Randy Hobson with his two remaining contractor enforcers, Brad (Bud) Tealson and Riley Stelks. The three most important people in the room were General Roberts, Chester Wincrest and U.S. Senator William (Bill) Bently from Texas.

Roberts was in charge, so, he took control of the meeting and spoke loudly to get everyone’s attention. “Let’s get this meeting started, gentlemen. I’ll start by updating everyone on the current situation with the aliens.

“As some of you know, we tried to keep the alien named Idin from meeting President Madison. We thought we had everything under control at Area 51 until that reporter from the Washington Post, Joe Bingham, and Army Major Jack O’Brien, spilled the beans to everyone. After the alien escaped, we tried to prevent him from meeting with President Madison at Camp David, but DNI and an AOIG agent got involved helping the alien. You all know the rest and what happened at the press conference last week.

“The reason I called this meeting is to agree on what needs to be done next. I think we need to stop whatever the president is planning with the alien, and it needs to be done now.”

“Easy for you to say, General, but I don’t see how we can stop anything now; not without drawing more attention to our group and work,” Chester replied, speaking for other members in the room. 

“Chester is right. We need to be careful and keep what we’re doing from becoming public knowledge,” Senator Bently said. “I know for a fact, President Madison plans to introduce the aliens to the UN next week and make a speech to the whole UN General Assembly. After that, some of Idin’s ambassadors plan to travel around the world meeting with other government leaders. We need to try and stop that from happening.”

“And how do we plan to do that? Everyone knows about Idin now. The aliens promised to help us fix the climate crisis. With things the way they are, people may think this is a good thing,” Chester added.

“That’s a big problem, Chester. Letting the aliens interfere with our affairs will only make things worse. We have no proof the aliens are here to help us. Idin could very well be lying to us. I know for a fact that other aliens don’t want Idin or his alien friends to become involved with our affairs. In fact, they tried to stop him just as I did,” Roberts stated, looking around the room.

“What do you mean, General?” someone in the back asked. “Who tried to stop Idin?”

“I have been in contact with another alien species called the Udaran, a race of Reptoids from the Orion star system. They offered to help us get rid of Idin and his race for reasons I don’t know. I say, let them help us.”

“What do they want in return?” Chester asked, somewhat skeptically.

“I’ll find out. I think there is some disagreement within the Galactic Federation of aliens with Idin’s decision to go public and interfere with our race,” Roberts answered.

“Regardless of whatever is happening within the Galactic Federation, we should have no part of it. The world is not ready to accept the concept of aliens interfering with our civilization. Look at the fear it is already causing around the world. Protests and riots broke out in several cities after the press conference, and it’s only going to get worse,” Senator Bently said forcefully.

“So, how do we stop it without getting arrested?” someone else in the group asked.

“I’ll return to Washington and get the plans for the UN visit. Maybe, we can find a way to stop the meeting from happening by speaking with other nations opposed to this alien visit,” Bently offered.

“I’ll get in touch with the Udaran contact named Tarid. He gave me a communication device I can use to reach him,” Roberts added.

“There is one other avenue we can try that involves the 25th Amendment, which states the Vice President becomes President if the President is unfit for office. We just need to convince a majority of Cabinet members that President Madison is not doing her job to protect the country from these aliens,” Bently told everyone.

“Is that really possible, Bill?” Chester asked.

“It is if we can somehow convince the public and Congress to support it. We would need a major issue to arise that takes everyone’s mind off the alien’s offer to help us solve our climate crisis and food problems,” Bently answered.

“How about spreading a rumor on social media that the aliens are lying about helping us and only want our planet for themselves,” a voice in the back of the room suggested.

“I might be able to help start a crisis that gets the world’s attention,” Roberts said quickly in response.

“Like what, General?” Bently asked.

“Like a surprise attack by the aliens or spreading word that aliens are behind climate change and the reason our crops are failing. It wouldn’t be hard to convince the extremists in the world that the aliens are behind all of this.”

“I agree. We could try both avenues, General,” Bently said.

“Sounds like we all agree then. I will contact the Udarans and see what they can do to cause trouble. Colonel Hobson’s team can start spreading conspiracy rumors on social media. Senator, you can find out who supports the 25th Amendment clause within the Cabinet members. I know Vice President Ed Walker will support us since he hates aliens as much as I do.”

General Roberts ended the meeting. As everyone was leaving, Colonel Hobson approached him and asked, “Where do we go next, General?”

“I have a podcast friend we need to talk to in Maryland. Let’s drive back to the spaceship and take a trip.”

Colonel Hobson signaled to Bud Tealson and Riley Stelks to follow him while General Roberts said goodbye to Chester, Bently and all the guests who were leaving. He thanked Chester for his hospitality and told Bently he would be in touch as he left the room.
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Springfield, Illinois

Secretary of Agriculture Milly Martin looked out of the Sikorsky helicopter as it flew over the farmland on her way to meet the Governor of Illinois at the State Capitol Building in Springfield, Illinois. The emergency meeting was called by Governor Pamela DelCampo to discuss the latest farming crisis affecting not only Illinois, but all farmers and ranchers in the Midwest region.

Milly was quite aware of the problem that was spreading across the Americas and the rest of the world. Food crops have been dying before they reached maturity and people were beginning to understand the significance of the unfolding disaster.

Milly could see the problem even before the helicopter landed at Abraham Lincoln Capital Airport located four miles from the IL State Capitol building. The usually bright, green-colored corn and soyabean fields growing on the ground below her were all showing clear signs of decay with growth stems leaning over and leaves turning a dull yellow color. And it was spreading fast throughout farmlands across the U.S. Everyone was in an uproar and demanding the government fix the problem and/or pay for the damages, which would be in the billions in the U.S. alone.

The helicopter landed safely at the airport. Milly thanked the pilots and stepped down the ramp to a waiting limo. The driver opened the door for Milly to get in. She did not have any bags. Milly planned to leave for another stop in Iowa to meet their governor and other farm group representatives soon after this meeting was over. It was going to be a very busy few days before she reported her findings to the president at the next Cabinet meeting.

The limo driver made the journey to the capitol building in just under ten minutes. Milly got out and looked up as she made her way up the front steps. The building was impressive looking from the outside. She knew the building was over 400 feet tall, exceeding the U.S. Capitol in Washington, D.C. It looked French or Italian Renaissance style from the outside. Inside, looked even more impressive with the open dome soaring another 40 plus feet above the fourth-floor area.

Milly took the steps in the rotunda to the second floor and found the governor’s office where the governor’s assistant greeted her. “Welcome to Illinois, Secretary Martin. My name is Shelly Knowles. Please follow me. The governor was expecting your arrival.”

Milly followed Shelly through the door to the governor’s office. Governor DelCampo rose up and walked around her desk to greet Milly. “Hello, Secretary Martin. It’s a pleasure to meet you in person. Thanks for coming so quickly.”

Pam offered her hand. She was about the same height as Milly, but younger in age with dark, neatly styled hair, trim figure and warm smile on her face.

“Nice to meet you too, Governor DelCampo. I’m sorry it’s not under more happy circumstances.”

“Please, call me Pam. Have a seat. Can we get you anything to drink?” 

“A coffee would be great. Black, please.”

Pam nodded to her assistant. “Shelly, please bring us both coffees. I could use some too.

“How was your flight, Secretary?”

“You may call me Milly, Pam. It was fine. I’m using a government helicopter between meetings with state governors in the region. I must leave in a couple of hours for my next meeting with the governor of Iowa.”

“Very well. I’m glad you’re here. We have a lot to discuss regarding the crop crisis we are experiencing.”

“I saw some of the crop damage as we flew over the area on the way here. I’m sorry to report it looks bad from what I saw.”

“It’s very bad. Farmers are telling me they may lose up to 50% of their harvest this year. It needs to be stopped quickly. Do you have any suggestions how to stop the spread?”

Milly waited for Shelly to set their coffees down on the table before answering the question. She pick up her cup and took a sip before responding.

“We know the cause, Pam, and are working on a solution, but it won’t happen in time to save this year’s crops, I’m afraid. Let me explain the problem.

“As you know, the company that started this crisis is based in Europe. They used the CRISPER gene editing technique to create new bacteria to speed up plant photosynthesis with the hope of increasing crop yields. Unfortunately, they did not test the Genetically Engineered Microorganisms, or GEM, long enough before releasing it to chemical fertilizer producers for sale. The plants are absorbing too much carbon dioxide from the atmosphere and are dying before they reach maturity.”

“How do we stop it from spreading, Milly?” Pam asked while sipping her coffee.

“We have restricted the use of GEM treated fertilizers in the U.S. and asked the UN to do the same in the rest of the world, so it won’t affect next year’s planting and harvest.”

“What about compensation for the loss of this year’s crops?”

“That’s’ one of the reasons I’m making these visits, Pam. I’ve asked the government for more crop insurance dollars to pay the farmers and ranchers affected. It’s all we can do for now.”

“I’m glad for the help, Milly. You know this was just one more hardship our farmers and ranchers are facing every day now. Last year, the heat was so high, crops stopped growing in the fields early. We lost billions of dollars’ worth of food crops. Then we had too much rain and crops were flooded out in their fields. I have been told we cannot grow wheat anymore downstate because there is too little snow cover in the winter months. Things are getting more desperate every year, Milly.”

Milly set her cup down and said, “I know, Governor. It’s the same everywhere I go now. It’s this damn climate crisis we’re all facing. We have solutions to solve it, but we need everyone pulling in the same direction, or this is going to get much worse.”

“Changing the subject while I’ve got you here. Do you really think those aliens meeting with the president are really here to help us like they said at the press conference?”

“My guess is as good as yours, Pam. I hope so, because from what I have seen and heard, not enough leaders and corporate executives are doing all they can to stop global warming. We’re still releasing too much carbon dioxide into the atmosphere, and with temperatures rising, the permafrost regions have begun releasing all their methane, which is even worse. We’re running out of time to fix this on our own as the aliens have told us.”

“Well, our state is doing as much as we can to help. We’ll have over 50% of all vehicles sold in our state EV battery powered. Our buildings and appliances are being converted to all electric, and we’re installing renewable energy solar and wind turbine farms everywhere we can.”

“It’s all appreciated, Pam. I hope other states do as much as your state is doing. Maybe, we can dig ourselves out of this situation before it’s too late.”

Pam stood up. It was time to end the meeting. “Let me escort you around our building before you leave. We have some beautiful paintings and statues worth seeing.”

“I would enjoy that. Pam. Thank you for the coffee. I’m sorry to have to leave so soon. I’m on a tight schedule.”

Pam escorted Milly around the capitol building for the next fifteen minutes before Milly had to leave. It was nice meeting the governor in person, but Milly was disappointed at not being able to do more for the farmers and ranchers affected by what was happening to them. Milly promised herself she would try to find a way to prevent this type of disaster from happening again. The problem was, too many climate crises were occurring way to fast to stop them all in time, if what the alien Idin had told the president was true. This was something she had to keep to herself for the time being.
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Sam and Julie

Sam spent the rest of the day at his home preparing for his trip to Area 51. He was scheduled to leave early the next morning from Andrews Air Force Base on a military plane. Just before 5:00 pm, he called Julie Peterson.

Julie was still working at her desk when the phone rang. She answered, “Hello, Sam. Are we still meeting for dinner?”

Sam smiled to himself and replied, “Of course. You promised me a homemade dinner and I’m making you keep your promise.”

“You still don’t believe I can cook, do you?” Julie said mockingly over the phone. She knew Sam didn’t really believe she knew how to cook a fully prepared dinner, since all they did in the past was entertain themselves by going out for dinner.

“Of course, I believe you. I just need proof. I’m bringing the wine.”

Julie laughed over the phone but still wasn’t convinced he believed her. “Okay, buster. If I’m right, you’ll have to do what I say the rest of the night.”

Sam knew what that meant and smiled. “It’s a deal. You know I don’t like to admit when I’m wrong, but in this case, I’ll take back anything I may have thought in the past about your cooking just to please you.”

“Deal. I’ll see you at home then. I’m leaving now,” Julie said, looking at the clock on the wall. She couldn’t wait to leave the office. After Sam said goodbye, she hung up the phone.

Her relationship with Sam had grown much stronger over the last several days. She knew Sam loved her as much as she loved him. The trouble was the timing. So many things were happening with her work, Sam’s job and the news about Idin’s visit. She was busier than she had ever been in the past, and she didn’t think things would slow down any time soon.

A bigger concern, however, was the danger she and Sam were still in from all their investigations involving the Extraterrestrial Counter Threat Group, ECTG. They still had not found General Roberts and his men who had captured Idin and tried to prevent him from meeting with the president or found the rest of the members of that secret group. The government was very worried about what the ECTG and other anti-alien protest groups would do to stop the aliens at the upcoming UN meeting. Numerous threats had already been made, and New York City was preparing for the worst. Regardless, Julie would be attending the event and Sam would be there too. She would discuss this with Sam over dinner. She had other plans after dinner.

After Sam hung up the phone, he smiled in anticipation of seeing Julie again. They had seen each other almost every day over the last week or so. He couldn’t believe his good fortune. His work had prevented him from developing any long-term relationship with another woman since he joined the Army Delta Special Forces out of college. Working as a Special Investigative Agent for the Airborne Object Identification Group (AOIG) now didn’t leave much time for developing special relationships either, but that all changed when he met Julie. He wasn’t about to let anything interfere with this recent development as long as Julie felt the same way about him as he did for her.

Sam looked at his wristwatch. He had just enough time to finish packing his bag for his next assignment. He didn’t bring it up with Julie over the phone. It would be better to talk to her over dinner. He wasn’t sure how long he would be visiting Area 51. He assumed not too long, but it depended on what he found out. The search for General Roberts and his men would take as long as it took, and his investigation into the ECT Group was just beginning.

Sam put on his jacket and picked up his carry bag. He looked around his bedroom to see if he was forgetting anything; decided he had what he needed and headed out of the house. The drive to Julie’s place would take around 45 minutes with the way traffic was around the capital.

Julie met Sam at the door of her townhome, kissed him on the cheek and let him come inside. She noticed the carryon bag. “Going somewhere or planning to stay a little longer this time?” she asked, smiling and looking deep into his eyes.

Sam wrapped his arms around her waist and drew her closer. “I’ll tell you over dinner.” They kissed more passionately this time. Sam knew this feeling was rather new and unexpected for both of them.

“Put your bag down, then come help me set the table and prepare for dinner. I just got home.”

Sam followed Julie into the small kitchen area. Something was already cooking in the oven.

“It smells great. What is it?”

“My mother called it Grill. She got the recipe from her mother. I hope you like it. Why don’t you set the table while I finish boiling the rice.”

Sam watched her work and for a moment, everything felt a little like back home with his mother cooking in the kitchen before everyone sat down for dinner.

The eating area was around the corner, and Sam quickly found the plates, glasses and silverware he needed to set the table for two. “What do you want to drink?”

Julie answered while pouring water out of the steaming pan to strain the rice, “I’ll have white wine if you brought some. Otherwise, milk would be nice.”

Sam opened a bottle of wine he brought with him and poured two glasses and then added a glass of milk for both. He watched Julie take a frying pan out of the boiler oven. On the tray was something he had never seen before. “That looks and smells delicious.”

Julie prepared two plates and handed one of them to Sam. “It’s called Grill, but it’s really cooked in the broiler. It’s hamburger in the middle with slices of cooked bananas around it like a sun dial. The bananas are cooked with butter and pepper. Sometimes we add slices of tomatoes, and we add rice as a side dish.”

Sam didn’t know what to say. He had never had anything like it before. He waited for Julie to bring her dish to the table and then get two dishes filled with rice before sitting down.

“Try it and let me know what you think,” Julie said while taking a sip of wine.

Sam cut up his meat and one of the banana slices and took a bite. He was surprised at the taste of the banana. It was sweet and spicy from all the black pepper. It was absolutely delicious.

“Wow. I wasn’t expecting the taste to be so good. Hats off to the chef!”

“Thanks. It was easy to prepare, and I like to cook when I have company.”

Sam smiled and continued to devour the whole meal on the plate including the rice. He drank his milk and savored the wine. They exchanged comments on work while Sam waited for the chance to tell Julie where he was going. She asked the question before he finished his wine.

“You said you would tell me where you’re going. Will it be for long?”

Sam grabbed the wine bottle and refilled both glasses. “I have to go back to Area 51. I leave early in the morning.”

Julie’s expression changed noticeably to one of unease and Sam knew why. It brought back unpleasant memories of her kidnapping and experience while being held captive by General Roberts and his men at Area 51 a short time ago.

“Why Area 51?” Julie asked, holding her wine glass.

“My boss says the president asked Director Foster to find the people who tried to prevent Idin from meeting with her and may try to prevent the UN meeting next week. Foster is putting more pressure on General Jackson, and he requested I go to Area 51 and work with Major O’Brien to see if we can find anymore leads on the whereabouts of General Roberts, Colonel Hobson or help identify any ECTG members. Maybe the scientists working in Area 4 can help us out.”

“I see. You know I’m still investigating the ECTG at the Post. All indications point to some high-level government officials are involved besides the military people we know of. This has been going on since World War II and President Eisenhower. The government has been keeping everyone in the dark for decades and I intend to break the story open as soon as we find the leaders.”

“I know you will, Julie, but we need to be very careful. The ECT Group is dangerous now. They aren’t afraid of killing people who try to expose them. I won’t stop searching for them either. In the meantime, please be careful,” Sam said, worried about Julie’s safety.

“You be careful too, Sam. I don’t want to lose you now.”

Sam raised his wine glass, and they made a promise to be as careful as possible and changed the subject to more pleasant topics.

The rest of the evening went better than Sam could hope for. He helped Julie clear the dishes and clean up in the kitchen, all while finishing the bottle of wine. It was close to nine p.m. when Julie suggested they go to bed early, pointing out to Sam that he had an early morning flight and needed his rest, and maybe something more to lighten their concerns. Sam, of course, agreed quickly that was a very good idea and followed her to the bedroom.

They both barely made it inside the room before shedding all their clothes and jumping into Julie’s queen-sized bed. Making love to Julie was like finding heaven on earth as far as Sam was concerned. He didn’t care if he got any sleep before morning. He just wanted to be with Julie and hold her in his arms until the sun rose. His only concern now was keeping Julie safe and hoping the future allowed them time to be together and possibly raise a family on a planet that was not always in some sort of crisis. Sam was in no hurry to end the lovemaking. He kissed Julie one final time before he fell asleep in her arms.
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​Chapter 7
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Idin and the Galactic Federation

Idin was in his large, two mile wide, Journeyship orbiting high above Earth when he received a message to meet with the three Reticulan commanders of the ship, Leni, Joyan and Wanda. The message said the Galactic Federation High Council Members wanted to discuss the situation regarding the humans. They would be using the QTL, quantum transmission link, communication system since the Council Members were located 4.35 lightyears away from Earth in the binary star system called Alpha Centauri A and B.

Idin put on his brightly colored, blue and gold cape for the meeting. He left his room and walked to the nearest elevator that led to the top floor of the ship where the command center was located. He arrived just in time to see everyone taking a seat around a circular table.

Leni welcomed Idin to the meeting, “We are ready to begin. Thank you for coming so quickly.”

Idin responded telepathically as well, “We have much to discuss with the High Council members.”

Joyan and Wanda nodded in agreement and waited for Leni to start the call. It worked similarly to a human conference call meeting with one much more advanced feature: three-dimensional, holographic video projection. Each participant’s face would be visible when speaking. They would not be using telepathy since all discussions would be translated automatically for all Galactic Federation members. It was the best means to maintain openness and prevent misunderstanding among the different alien species in the GF.
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