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			Prologue

			For 160,000 years, our galactic council, representing a confederation of planets, has waged war against dark forces whose goal is to enslave all sentient life. Within the first twenty-five years of the twenty-first century, a great battle for Earth unfolded. The vast majority of Earth’s population was hidden behind a veil by their masters, utterly unaware of the conflict that would determine their future and that of the planet.

			This is the story of two individuals who became entangled in this epic struggle.

			 

		

	
		
			Chapter 1: Gut Feeling

			Colorado, January 2008 

			As the van approached the airport terminal, Dan felt a deep sense of unease about his decision. A cluster of what resembled teepees, the stunning architectural design of the Denver airport terminal building was coming into view through the lightly falling snow, with steam rising from its stacks. Riding in the passenger seat of a minivan—his sister, Kathryn, driving—they moved on to the departure concourse, stopping in front of the Delta Airlines doors. As they came to a stop, his sister looked over. 

			“I’m happy you stayed with us over Christmas. John and the boys were delighted to see you. Especially Timothy, you know he admires you! It seems all he wanted to do was talk to you about flying airplanes.”

			Dan reached for the door handle. “I will be back in three years.”

			“Be careful; I love you, and please come back as soon as you can,” Kathryn said, concerned. 

			“I will email you if I am allowed,” her brother replied. Pushing the door open, he was hit with a blast of January wind, almost enough to freeze the tears that had welled up in his eyes. Climbing out of the vehicle, he took one last look back before closing the door. “I love you too. I will be back as soon as I can.” He walked to the back of the van, opened the hatch, and removed a small carry-on bag. 

			Dan waved goodbye for the last time as he entered the terminal building. Then, he moved through the door and up to the check-in counter for his flight to Los Angeles. Again, uneasiness began to surge through his body, and he thought, What am I getting myself into?

			 

			As he settled into his seat for the flight to Los Angeles, Dan began running through the events in his mind that had led him to his current situation. Just over two months ago, he’d received a letter hand-delivered from his commanding officer, ordering him to attend a meeting. The letter instructed him that on November third he would take an airline flight from Denver to Ronald Reagan Washington National Airport. From there, a helicopter would take him to the Pentagon. He did not understand why an Air Force major would be ordered to attend such a meeting. The letter did not provide any further details. Over the next week, he would run through various scenarios in his mind. 

			That morning, he flew to Washington and met a helicopter that took him to the Pentagon.

			Dan entered the building through the heliport doors. In front of him was a security check. A Pentagon police officer behind the counter extended his hand. 

			“May I see your Air Force Identification?” Dan reached inside his uniform lapel pocket, pulled out his identification, and handed it to the police officer. After the officer briefly examined it, he handed it back and said, “Major Daniel James Russell, six feet, black hair, and blue eyes. Follow me.”

			He followed the officer to an elevator, down five floors, then a ten-minute walk through a maze of hallways, stopping in front of a door. 

			“This is the room. Please take a seat; the meeting will begin in approximately thirty minutes.

			Dan observed several rows of chairs in front of a podium when he entered the room. Six Air Force officers sat in the chairs; he selected one and took a seat. The person next to him introduced himself as Captain Kurt Winslow. They began discussing the letter they had each received, ordering them to attend this meeting, but they could make no sense of it. As they waited, eight more Air Force officers arrived, each selecting a chair. 

			Fifteen minutes later, a door to the left of the podium opened, and a general from the Air Force walked in. At that point, Captain Winslow stood up so quickly that his feet momentarily left the floor, and then he saluted, with everyone in the room following suit. The general approached the podium and turned to face the fourteen officers. 

			“It looks like everyone has arrived. My name is General Thomas Fitzpatrick. You are probably wondering why I’ve called you here today.”

			When the general began to speak, Dan felt an uncomfortable sensation come over him, a feeling he had experienced a couple of times before in his career when meeting high-ranking military officers. 

			The general continued: “Every person here today has been screened and qualifies for this amazing opportunity to join the United States Space Command. This special joint forces operation also involves working with most NATO countries and several Eastern European countries, including Russia. Space Command employs extraordinarily advanced and highly classified technology. Officially, it doesn’t even exist. 

			“This is an entirely voluntary offer. Because this operation is highly classified, I am limited in what I can disclose to you at this time. What I can tell you is this: You will be required to make a minimum three-year commitment, during which you may not be able to return home. You will be flying extremely advanced craft, and you may be required to fly combat missions. 

			“You will have one week to decide whether to accept the offer to join Space Command. My assistant will be in touch with you at that time. If you choose to join, you will be given further instructions on how to proceed. The information I have just presented to you is not to be taken out of this room. If you decide not to join, this meeting never took place. Are there any questions?” 

			He pointed to a raised hand.

			“What exactly were the qualifications you were looking for when selecting candidates for Space Command?”

			“That is an excellent question. First and foremost, we are seeking experienced and dedicated career flight officers who have consistently demonstrated a high level of skill. Second, the candidates we have selected have little or no family ties. No person in this room has a spouse or children, and most do not have living parents. The reason for this is the length of time you will be away on duty. Your attention must be focused on your mission, not on your family back home.”

			This statement prompted Dan to think of his sister and her family . . . the only family he has left. His father had passed away about eighteen months previous from a massive heart attack while preparing to deliver his Sunday service. Dan raised his hand, then stood up and addressed General Fitzpatrick. 

			“Sir, you mentioned that this job may require flying combat missions. Can you please tell us who exactly our enemy is?” 

			The general replied in a raised voice, “You should know that’s a question I cannot answer. Are there any further questions? If not, this meeting is now concluded. We arranged to bring you here today and return you home. The three gentlemen who escorted you to this room will look after getting you back out. All of you will be contacted. You are dismissed!” 

			Everyone in the room stood up and began walking toward the door. 

			Captain Winslow enthusiastically announced, “I’m in! This is an opportunity of a lifetime; with this experience, I can advance quickly through the ranks.” 

			Somewhat repulsed by this thinking, Dan said, “You don’t even know what the hell this all is about!” 

			“Well, we will probably be flying the newest, most high-tech aircraft ever built, which will take us to the edge of space, maybe into orbit.” 

			About to walk away, Dan turned around. “Why are the goddam Russians involved then?” Disgusted by Winslow’s enthusiasm and naivety, Dan headed toward the door. He had been in the Air Force long enough to know that you did not get called to the Pentagon just to be asked to fly the latest aircraft being brought into service. As he left the room, the officer who escorted him in touched him on the shoulder.

			“Follow me.”

			This time, there were three of them heading back to the helipad. Dan followed behind, pondering the situation he now found himself in . . . and having to make a decision. 

			He enjoyed teaching and chose this job because he was never comfortable flying combat; killing the enemy from thirty thousand feet was a sterile way to fight a war. He was never completely convinced of the need to invade Iraq, causing pain and destruction that was probably unnecessary. If his mother was still alive, what would she think of him participating in that war? Before making any decision, he would have to discuss it with his sister. Even if it meant breaking his security oath. 

			Dan returned home late that night. 

			 

			In the morning, as he drifted out of sleep into full consciousness, different scenarios ran through his mind: What was the entire story behind the United States Space Command? As he climbed out of bed, his phone roared like a jet engine. He picked it up from his nightstand and heard his sister’s voice.

			“How did things go yesterday?” 

			“It was a long day riding in airplanes; the meeting only lasted twenty minutes.” 

			Knowing that her brother had to be careful about what he said on the phone, Kathryn asked, “How would you like to meet for lunch?”

			“Yeah, I would like that. What about Earl’s? About twelve-thirty.”

			“Perfect, my favorite. See you then.” 

			 

			They both arrived at Earl’s Restaurant at the same time and met at the front door. After they were served their drinks and had ordered their meal, Kathryn couldn’t contain her impatience and asked Dan about the reason for his call to the Pentagon. 

			“Can you please tell me what it’s all about?” 

			“Well, it’s like this: Fourteen of us were called to the meeting. They offered us a new posting.”

			“A new posting! You got called to the Pentagon just to be offered a new posting? There must be more to it than that.”

			Dan took a large gulp of his beer. “Well, yes. This position ‘ doesn’t exist.’”

			Kathryn raised her eyebrows. “You mean you were offered a job that is so top secret that it doesn’t even exist?”

			In a low voice he replied, “Yup, you got it . . . and I don’t know what I’m going to do. I didn’t tell you that it was with Space Command. I will be flying extremely advanced craft. This involves a three-year commitment, and I would likely be away for that duration. That is all I know for sure. I have heard rumors of an organization that operates advanced air and spacecraft using anti-gravity propulsion.”

			Kathryn looked a little puzzled. “Anti-gravity! I heard that was impossible. Science doesn’t fully understand gravity. How is it possible to create anti-gravity?”

			“It is my understanding that the science and technology utilized in black projects are probably one hundred years ahead of the rest of the world.”

			“So, you think you’d like to fly these crafts?” 

			“Yep, I sure would. The only thing that concerns me is what precisely I’m getting myself into.”

			“What is your gut telling you?”

			“I have a strong feeling that tells me to take the assignment, but my mind has some serious concerns, mostly about the unknown. What do you think?”

			“I always say, go with your gut feeling. That is usually the best course of action, but—”

			Dan interrupted. “They have given me one week to decide, and I probably won’t make up my mind for sure until the last minute.” 

			Kathryn looked a little concerned. “You know our mother would not have approved of you participating in the Gulf War; I hope this does not include killing or combat.”

			“Yes, I know. Dad insisted that I join the military to pursue a career as a pilot. Going the civilian route would have been very expensive. It is that decision that has brought me to where I am today.”

			Kathryn realized she should not have brought up this concern. “I am sorry. You’re right, Dan. You had no choice.”

			“Yes, I had no choice. If Mom had not passed away when she did, my life would probably have been very different today. After all these years, I still miss her.” 

			***

			The captain’s voice came over the speaker, rousing Dan from his thoughts. 

			“We will land in Los Angeles in twenty minutes; the temperature is 72 degrees.” 

			Dan had been instructed to fly from Los Angeles to Sydney, Australia, then to Alice Springs. Once there, a helicopter would be waiting to take him to Pine Gap, where he would begin training. He was to dress in civilian clothing and refrain from bringing uniforms, computers, cell phones, or any other electronic devices; money would not be required, as all of his needs would be taken care of. 

			After landing in Los Angeles, Dan had to wait four hours for the connecting flight to Sydney. After eating lunch, he wandered over to the departure lounge to wait. While reading a magazine, he heard behind him: 

			“Hey, Major Dan.” Instantly, he recognized the voice, thinking, Oh my god, I don’t want to be on the same flight as this person. It was Kurt Winslow sitting down beside him. “Dan, how are you doing? They put us on the same flight.”

			“Yup, I guess they did.”

			“You know, Dan, this is going to be really exciting, but I don’t know why they don’t let us wear our uniforms; I am proud of my uniform. You know, I am the fifth generation in my family to wear a United States military uniform. My great-great-great-grandfather fought in the Spanish-American War, my great-grandfather was killed in France during the first World War, my grandfather stormed the beaches of Normandy, my father did two tours of duty as a marine helicopter pilot in Vietnam, and I slammed missiles into Baghdad.”

			“That’s good, Kurt.”

			“Do you come from a military family?”

			“No, my mother’s family were academics. My mother was a hippy and a Vietnam War protester. My father’s family were miners, and my father was a minister.”

			“Oh, you’re a PK. They are the worst kids on the block.”

			“Yes, Kurt, I have heard that all before.” 

			Kurt pointed. “Dan, look over there; he was at the Pentagon meeting. There will be three of us on the flight.”

			 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2: Cardinal Sins

			A black helicopter flew low over the stark, desolate beauty of the Australian outback in the heat of a midsummer afternoon. On board were the three Air Force officers. Coming into view, moving down from the horizon, an array of radar domes appeared like mushrooms growing out of the red soil.

			The helicopter approached the radar complex, moving over three lines of security fences and then on to a landing in an open area at the end of a line of structures. As the helicopter was shutting down, a jeep sped down the road in a cloud of red dust, stopping about fifty feet away. As the three men climbed out of the helicopter, a security guard approached them, walking quickly over from the jeep and waving his arm. 

			“Men, come with me.” With the three men in tow, he walked back to the jeep. “In you go, mates. I will take you to where you are going.” They drove down the road in front of the line of buildings, and the jeep stopped abruptly. “This is where you’re going, men; someone will meet you.” 

			A Pine Gap Security police officer inside announced, “Good afternoon, gentlemen. May I see your Air Force identification?” The guard checked their IDs and handed them back. “Follow me.” 

			Down an elevator, they descended ten levels in a matter of a few seconds. The door opened onto a large underground courtyard with an imitation cobblestone floor and lush tropical vegetation, including palm trees and large orchids hanging from the walls; at one end, a waterfall. The ceiling was five levels high, each one overlooking this lush garden. Bright lights on the ceiling illuminated the space. Scattered randomly throughout the vegetation were wooden tables and chairs.

			Turning towards the three men, the officer said, “This is the cafeteria; dinner is served from 1700 to 1900 hours, breakfast from 0600 to 1000 hours, and lunch from 1100 to 1300 hours. Over there is a lunch counter where you can get coffee and a snack from 1800 hours until 2300 hours Now, I’ll take you to your rooms; follow me.” They navigated a maze of tables and chairs and then to a corridor on the other side. “Over here are the living quarters; your rooms are at the end.” 

			Turning to the right, in front of them was a circular sitting area, spaced at equal distances around the circle with four doors numbered B1 to B4.

			The guard then gave the three men a key to one of the doors.

			“Okay, men, this will be your home for now. Today, you will only have access to this area and the cafeteria. I will escort you to your orientation tomorrow morning at 0800 hours.” 

			Dan unlocked the door, entered his room, and sat on the bed. Looking around, he noticed it was sparsely furnished with only a bed, dresser, nightstand, and alarm clock. There was no phone, and he was not allowed to bring a cell phone or computer. He felt that he was now totally isolated from the outside world. Lying on the bed, he contemplated what lay ahead as he drifted off to sleep. 

			About an hour and a half later, a knock on his door aroused him. 

			It was Kurt. “Dan! Rob and I are going for dinner. Are you coming with us?”

			“Yep.” 

			As Dan closed his door, the door of the next room opened; out stepped a tall, slim lady with short brown hair. She spoke in a slight accent.

			“Are you men here for the training on the secret spacecraft?”

			Dan replied, “Yes, we are. Are you?”

			“Yes, I arrived here yesterday from Russia; my name is Katrina.”

			“Hello, I am Dan. This is Kurt and Rob. We are on our way to get something to eat. Would you like to join us?”

			“Yes, I would be happy to.”

			Entering the courtyard, they walked to the kitchen. With food in hand, Dan and Katrina selected a table with four chairs under a small palm beside a stream flowing from the waterfalls.

			When they sat down, Dan asked, “Where in Russia are you from?” 

			“I was born and grew up in Saint Petersburg; where are you from?” 

			“I am from Colorado. I grew up in Boulder. Are you in the Russian air force?” 

			“Yes, for ten years; I fly the MiG-29.”

			“I fly the F-16 and have been in the Air Force for twelve years. For the last two years, I have been an instructor at the Air Force Academy.”

			At that point, Kurt and Rob had their food and sat at the table. As soon as Kurt sat down, he monopolized the conversation, making it all about him. What a great pilot and a hero he was. He went on about the missions he flew in Iraq and how much he enjoyed blowing things up. 

			As soon as Dan finished eating, not wanting to listen to Kurt any longer, he said, “I still have jet lag; I am returning to my room.”

			Katrina followed not long after.

			 

			At 0800 hours the following day, the four recruits met the security officer in the lounge area to be escorted to their orientation meeting. They followed the officer to the right, around the courtyard to the far end, and up to the large double doors above the waterfall. This room was set up as a classroom.

			The officer pointed at two tables and four chairs on the left side of the room. 

			“You are group B; sit over there.”

			In about five minutes, four members of Group A arrived and took their seats on the right. A large, heavyset man approached the front as they were taking their seats. He wore a navy-blue flight suit with a patch on his left shoulder. The round crest depicted a swastika overlaid on a phoenix against a background of stars. On his right chest was a round patch depicting a black triangular spaceship in orbit around Earth, with a background of stars, and around the edge were the words: Solar Warden defenders of Planet Earth. 

			In a bellowing voice similar to that of a drill sergeant, he announced, “Good morning, lady and gentlemen; my name is Commander Werner Konig. I am the commander of Solar Warden, a military organization that operates a space fleet and bases throughout the solar system, defending Earth. 

			“I would like to welcome everyone here today, our first trainees of the New Year. Stand when I call your name. I will start with Group A: John Arthur Brenner, David Donald Jackson, Claude Frances Archambault, Peter Ramsey Kovacs. Group B: Daniel James Russell, Kurt Lamont Winslow, Robert Joseph Morgan, Katrina Yelena Aksyonov. Thank you. You may sit down now.

			“Your training will take three months. This place will be your home until it is complete. You will be assigned to a ship or base of operations. One of those bases is this complex. You will not be informed about the location or name of the other bases or ships of operation until you have completed your training or need to know.

			“Approximately one-third of your training will be conducted in this classroom. One-third will be in a flight simulator, and the remaining portion will be dedicated to flight instruction. Your training will start tomorrow morning at 0800 hours, right here. You will be issued uniforms similar to the flight suit that I am wearing.

			“There are two cardinal sins. The first one: Everyone will be issued a security pass. Your pass is called a yellow pass; it will open doors in all yellow areas of this facility. All the corridors in this facility have lines running along the walls. You are only allowed to enter areas marked with yellow lines. 

			“The second one: There will be no outside communication for the duration of your assignment with us. You are unable to gain access to the internet from this complex, and you will be unable to use a cell phone. All communications in and out of this complex are jammed.

			“If you attempt to break these two rules, the very least that will happen to you is that you will be sent home and court-martialed, then imprisoned for the rest of your life. For your safety, everyone will receive a microchip implanted behind their left ear. This afternoon, please go to the clinic between 1300 and 1700; you will have the chip implanted there. Across the hall from the clinic, you can pick up your security pass and all the clothing you will require for your stay with us.

			“Now, we will go to the hangar, where you will see the craft on which you will be trained. I will not go into great detail on how they function; your instructors will do that tomorrow. By examining them today, you will gain a better understanding of the concepts your instructors will cover in tomorrow’s introductory lesson. Follow me!” Commander Konig walked briskly toward the door.

			Everyone scrambled out the door and returned to the elevator. 

			As the doors opened, Commander Konig raised his hand and pointed. “This area we refer to as the common area.” Stepping off the elevator and pointing along the wall to the right: “Down there, past the waterfalls, is a movie theater and a recreation area.” Pointing to the opposite side of the common area: “Over there is the kitchen, and as you can tell by my size, the food is excellent.” He then turned to the left and pointed to a door on the right. “There is the gym if you want to work out; I don’t see the point in running or cycling and not going anywhere.” Walking further down the corridor, he pointed to a door on the left with a sign reading: Clinic. “This is where you will go this afternoon. The next door on your left is where you will pick up your clothing.” 

			They walked about three hundred feet to the end of the corridor, stopping at a set of double doors. Commander Konig then inserted his security pass into a slot and placed his index finger on a fingerprint scanner, opening one door to the left and the other to the right. Behind the doors, sitting on rails, was a tram car with four bench seats running the width of the vehicle, each seating four people.

			“This is the tram to the hangar; you will only be allowed to enter this area when you are scheduled for training,” Konig said as he climbed onto the front seat, sliding himself over to the left side of the car in front of a control panel. Kurt slid across beside him as Dan got on and sat down beside Katrina. He could observe that the tunnel in front of him was dotted with a row of lights spaced about fifty feet apart on both sides as far as he could see. 

			Commander Konig pushed the green button when everyone was sitting and moved a lever on the panel forward. At that moment, the tram jerked forward and accelerated down the tracks, stopping after about ten minutes. Ahead was the hangar, an underground cavern slightly larger than half the size of a football field. Dan stepped off with the others. The space was illuminated by large halogen lamps that hung from a lattice of cables about thirty feet above the floor. Commander Konig strutted into the hangar with everyone following, then abruptly stopped. He held out his hand as Kurt walked into him from behind.

			“There is the spacecraft you will be piloting, the F66.” 

			Dan moved closer to Katrina. “Oh my god . . . the rumors are right. They are anti-gravity.”

			Katrina turned and looked at him with amusement. “Yes, there are no engines on the craft; I have heard the same rumors.”

			Commander Konig continued walking towards the craft. Six were sitting in two rows of three at the opposite end of the hangar. They glowed a light luminescent yellow, about fifty feet long and twenty feet at their widest points, shaped like a teardrop, and tapering to three feet at the front and rear. On top, a bubble canopy at the widest point of the craft. The pilot would be seated facing the long end of the teardrop, about two-thirds back from the front leading edge. A six-inch-wide silver strip, dividing the top and bottom halves of the hull, ran around the front half. The two main landing gear were positioned one-third forward from the rear of the craft with one nose gear one-third back from the front. Attached to the landing gear were small landing skids, approximately one foot by one foot, with slightly turned-up edges. Commander Konig stopped, placed his hand on the first craft they came to, and then turned back toward the recruits.

			“I heard someone refer to these crafts as ‘ anti-gravity.’ That term could be used. The engines that power these air-spacecrafts are called Artificial Gravitational Accelerators, or AGA for short. The engines produce a gravity field in the direction the pilot steers the craft, without exerting any G-force on the pilot. It has been designed to fly like a fixed-wing aircraft and maneuver like a helicopter; it is easier to fly than both.”

			Claude spoke up. “How is the power generated?”

			“An over-unity power generator produces more power than it consumes. This will be covered in your training.”

			Katrina spoke up. “How fast do they fly?”

			Konig replied, “Point one of the speed of light.” 

			Dan turned to Katrina. “This spacecraft is more amazing than I could have imagined.”

			“Yes, it is a little scary to think that we will be flying them . . . just think, flying at that speed? It is almost incomprehensible.” 

			Kurt said, “Commander Konig, where are the hangar doors?”

			“Above you. About three hundred feet. The cables attached to the lights roll back out of the way. The craft can then be maneuvered straight up and out of doors that open at the top of the mountain, about five miles north of where you entered this facility.” Commander Konig held up his hand. “Everyone, listen up! You can take the next fifteen or twenty minutes to look around at these machines. Some have ladders next to them. Climb up and look inside the cockpit.” 

			Dan and Katrina walked to a craft at the end of the row with a ladder pushed up against it. As they approached, they could see that a hatch near the front of the craft was open, about three feet in diameter, with two legs dangling out of the hole. As they walked closer, a man wiggled himself out of the hole and stood up. He held what appeared to be an electronic testing device in his hand. Dan gazed up at his piercing blue eyes. He had light blonde hair, white eyebrows, and a nose that seemed too small for his face. He gazed down at them. 

			“Good morning, my name is Charles Gordon. I’m the chief engineer here; I’m the one responsible for keeping these machines running smoothly. You can call me Charley.” He continued to look intensely at Dan and held out his hand. “It’s Dan, right? We have met before.”

			Dan shook his hand. “Yes, Dan Russell. I don’t recall meeting you before. Where would we have met?”

			Charley scratched his head. “I’m sure we’ve met somewhere,” he said. “So, you two are a couple of Konig’s new recruits?” 

			Katrina reached out her hand, “Yes, we are; my name is Katrina Aksyonov.”

			“It’s nice to meet you, Katrina,” Charley continued. “Konig in German means ‘ king,’ and he sure thinks that he is the king around here! He expects everyone to kiss his fat ass.” Charley then took a screwdriver from his toolbox and crawled back through the open hatch.

			Dan looked at Katrina and whispered, “That was strange. I don’t remember meeting him before, but he knew my name.”

			“Maybe you were stationed at the same base together at one point.”

			“No, I don’t think so. I would remember someone with such a distinctive appearance.”

			“Maybe it will come to you if you think about it for a while.” Katrina pointed to the ladder. “We should take a look inside. You first.”

			After thoroughly examining the craft for about twenty minutes, Dan and Katrina started walking back to the tram. To the right was an office with two large windows overlooking the hangar. Four red toolboxes were lined up outside the office.

			Commander Konig started waving his hands in the air, calling: “Everyone, go back to the tram!” As everyone climbed onto the tram, Konig bellowed, “That is all for today! Don’t forget to go to the clinic and pick up your clothing this afternoon. You can spend your time using the recreation area or the movie theater, if you wish. Tomorrow morning, I will see you in the training room at 0800 hours.”

			 

		

	
		
			Chapter 3: “I Am All Alone” 

			As the tram was coasting to a stop, Konig stood up and ordered Kurt to get out of his way. He hurtled his three-hundred-pound body down the hall. Arriving at the main control room for space command, he pulled open a large door and walked into the dimly lit room. A fourteen-foot-tall white royal Draco reptilian stood between him and a thirty-foot-high screen showing a view of Earth from a satellite. 

			Konig walked slowly towards this white, naked, scaly creature, the blue glow from the screen reflecting off his body. 

			“Khaz Zar . . . I wasn’t expecting you here today.” 

			Khaz Zar replied with an intense bellowing force that slammed directly inside Konig’s head, bringing him to his knees: <Konig, you are a disgrace to my lineage!! Your incompetence is unacceptable!!! Twelve Galactic Council vessels breached Earth’s defenses yesterday. They must be stopped. Now!!! You assured me that you would stop them!> Khaz Zar’s eyes glowed red around his black, vertical, reptilian pupils. 

			Konig, struggling back to his feet, replied, “Khaz Zar . . . we are trying our best. They appear . . . and by the time we catch up to them, they are well inside the Earth’s atmosphere. We are not allowed to engage them when inside the atmosphere! If we intercept one, our particle beams seem to have little effect on their crafts. I don’t have enough pilots; I had to take two of our best off battle duty to train those misfits sent to me from the Pentagon! 

			“The latest recruits sent to me are the sorriest bunch I have ever seen. This time, they sent me a Frenchman, a female Russian for God’s sake, and one American who teaches at the Air Force Academy. He hasn’t flown an aircraft in two years! It seems that all he wants to do is to hump the Russian. I am supposed to make space combat pilots out of these losers?”

			Khaz Zar’s reply was slightly more subdued and directly into Konig’s mind again. 

			<I don’t want to hear your excuses! The Galactic Council must be stopped now; we are running out of time. How do you propose stopping them?>

			Konig continued to walk toward Khaz Zar, saying, “I have already demanded that Charley increase the effectiveness of the particle-beam weapons. He is now working on it.”

			Khaz Zar’s glowing eyes stared intensely at Konig. <Can you tell me where they appear before entry into Earth’s atmosphere?>

			“Ahhh . . . it’s . . . it’s . . .  it is over the Pacific Ocean.”

			Khaz Zar replied with another force of rage: <Where, you fool! Over the Pacific Ocean?>

			Konig’s knees buckled while he muttered, “Ahhhhh . . . over the Pacific Ocean.”

			<You are one of the stupidest humans I have ever known! Yes, I will call you ‘ human.’ There are two spots over which they enter: 33 degrees north latitude, 130 west longitude, and 33 degrees south latitude, 120 degrees west longitude. They become visible at approximately 120,000 miles from the Earth’s surface. What are you going to do with this information?>

			“Be waiting for them at those locations?” 

			Khaz Zar, with his anger subsiding and his eyes changing to pink, replied, <What is your plan of action, Konig?>

			Konig, now back on his feet, said, “To be waiting for them at those locations. I will order two battleships into those positions.” 

			<What an intelligent course of action. Unfortunately, you couldn’t have made that decision without my assistance.> Khaz Zar turned around and started walking to the door. He looked back. <Konig. I want the Galactic Council stopped now. If we cannot stop them, I will lose control of Earth . . . which will not have a happy ending for you.>

			As Khaz Zar was squeezing himself through the door Konig yelled out, “Guenther, where the hell are you?!”

			In front of the screen were three rows of monitors, each spanning the entire width of the screen. Guenther slowly raised his head from behind a monitor in the front row. When he was sure that Khaz Zar had left, he stood up. 

			“Yes, sir, what would you like?” 

			“Convey an order to the Battle ship Curtis LeMay and Roscoe Hillenkoetter. Tell them to sit with fighters ready to pursue incoming craft at Khaz Zar’s coordinats.” 

			“Yes, sir! I will do that immediately.” 

			***

			The entire class of recruits sat around a table in the common area, finishing their lunch and discussing the awesome craft they would be flying and what they might do with it. Katrina mentioned that in Russia, she had heard of a war between two alien groups for control over Earth. 

			Kurt spoke up. “I love it! I get to shoot at aliens. I can hardly wait!”

			Katrina replied, “Kurt, maybe the aliens will shoot back at you. In Iraq, you had no serious air power opposing you. Did you think of that?” 

			Kurt replied smugly, “Not a problem! I can outmaneuver and outfight a bunch of little green men.”

			Dan remarked that the craft had no visible weapons systems and that he was uncertain about its location and function. Kurt announced it was time to go to the clinic. Slowly, one by one, everyone got up and followed Kurt, until only Dan and Katrina remained at the table.

			As Dan fidgeted with his silverware, he said, “Katrina . . .  I don’t like the idea of getting implanted with a chip. They tell us that it is for our safety, but I think that is a load of horse shit! I think it is to track our every movement within this complex.”

			Katrina replied with equal concern, “Yes, I think you’re right. This complex is extremely highly classified and compartmentalized; we are only allowed to know what we need to know to do our jobs. Before I arrived, I was briefed on the workings of your security structure and how it operates within what is referred to as ‘ Black Operations.’ What is happening in this complex
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