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Description

Earth Defense Forces capture several Tyrax prisoners
during the Asteroid Belt Space Battle and learn an awful truth
about what the Tyrax are planning next. They are developing a brand
new weapon to use against Earth; a weapon so powerful it can
destroy whole planets with one or two bombs.

The Tyrax are building a large particle accelerator
to create an antimatter weapon to use against Earth. The first
opponent to build the weapon will win this Galactic Space War
between good and evil alien races.

Back on Earth, the world is trying to recover from
the damage the Destroyer Weapon Asteroid caused in Greenland and
Northern Europe from meteorite fragments. The Tyrax have attempted
to destroy Earth and all humans on the planet twice now. It is time
for the Lataran, its Alliance Partners and Earth to go on the
offensive with new weapons, recapture lost space territories and
push the Tyrax back to their dwarf galaxy.

New characters come to life in this book who are part
of the newly formed Space Marine Expeditionary Unit training for
land assaults on alien planets. A giant struggle ensues to save
Òmon’s home world called Delton from Tyrax warships. Soon follows a
final Victory or Death space battle to end the Galactic Space War
once and for all. The destruction caused by antimatter missiles is
almost beyond comprehension and will be used as a deterrent to war
for generations to come.
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Dedication

To those men and women who fight to end all
wars.
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Chapter 1

Eto

The flash of light was blinding. Then the sound of
explosions ripping Eto’s warship apart was so sudden that no one in
the Command Center had time to comprehend what was happening. The
floors, walls and ceiling of the room buckled under the force of
the explosion. Smoke filled the area. Darkness engulfed the room
until the emergency lights flickered on. No one was left standing.
The six Tyrax crewmembers who were working in the Command Center
were tossed around like rag dolls. Only Supreme Commander Eto was
still strapped in his command chair, but it was lying against a far
wall on its side, ripped from its base by the blast.

First Commander Sown was still alive. He sat
up on the floor and surveyed the damage. The warship was lost. At
first he could not believe this was possible. How could a
pitiful group of lowly, backward humans destroy a Tyrax command
warship let alone a whole fleet of warships? It was
unthinkable. As Sown looked around he saw that the damage was
beyond repair. The ship was doomed. In fact, the ship was no longer
intact. He could see outside one of the windows that the Command
Center was actually separated from the rest of the ship. The enemy
probe missile that had hit the warship had passed through the
center of the ship and had blown it into a thousand pieces. By some
miracle, the Command Center in the front section of the warship had
been blown away from the rest of the ship with atmosphere
containment field still intact.

Alarms were going off everywhere. Sown
shakily stood up. Blood was flowing down his arms and hands. He
felt weak, but otherwise clear headed. Another warning sounded.
Sown heard a message that announced a collision was imminent. He
looked out the window again. He could see the problem. The Command
Center, what was left of it, was headed straight for a small
asteroid. He had minutes to decide what to do. Supreme Commander
Eto was lying on the floor against the wall still strapped in his
chair. Sown rushed over to Eto and checked his pulse. He was alive,
but unconscious. Sown looked to his right. The Commander’s escape
pod looked functional. Sown never gave it a second thought. For all
his faults, Sown never considered saving his own life over Eto’s.
It was engrained into him from his first day of training that every
effort must be expended to save his commanding officer first; then
himself, if that was possible. If not, then his sacrifice would be
remembered and cherished for all eternity. He would be a hero and
that was all that mattered to Sown as time ran out.

First Commander Sown pulled Eto out of his
chair and carried him to the escape pod. He strapped Eto in and
entered the command to eject once the door closed. “Goodbye,
Commander Eto. Destroy this race for me. They must not survive.”
Sown closed the door and backed away from the pod.

Eto stirred in his seat and opened his eyes
as soon as the door closed. He could see Sown smiling at him
through the door window for some reason, but it did not register in
his mind what was happening. Then the escape pod violently shot up
and away from the Command Center. Eto realized what was happening
to him. He remembered the last few minutes of the battle. The
details flooded through his mind in utter clarity: the space battle
in the Asteroid Belt that had nearly trapped his entire fleet and
destroyed five more of his warships; the remaining battle fleet of
twelve warships headed for Earth; enemy Starfighters attacking his
fleet as they exited the Asteroid Belt; the eleven Guardianships
that were in attack formation waiting for him; the raging battle
between the hundreds of Razkils and Starfighters trying to destroy
each other; and finally the immense satisfaction in seeing the
Destroyer Weapon exit hyperspace headed for Earth knowing that all
life on the planet would be destroyed no matter the outcome of the
space battle.

Then Eto screamed in anger as loud as he
could. No one could hear him. He screamed again, only longer this
time. He remembered everything that happened. He had tried to
destroy Òmon’s command ship. He had failed. All his warships were
gone! His fleet of Razkils was suddenly outnumbered by new
Starfighters attacking from planet Earth. He remembered the report
of fifty Starfighters appearing behind his fleet coming from a
hidden base somewhere near the giant gas planet called Jupiter. The
Starfighters did not present a real threat until they released what
was identified on his data screens as normal Lataran space probes
that entered hyperspace. Eto assumed they were sent to collect data
or to warn other Lataran defense forces of his attack on Earth.
Both assumptions were wrong. To his horror, the space probes
appeared a few minutes later exiting hyperspace at light-speed
hitting each of his warships one or more times. The results of the
impacts were devastating. His fleet of warships was destroyed
instantly as well as his own command ship.

Eto remembered seeing a flash of light in
front of his warship before the explosion ripped apart his ship. He
remembered his last thought before blacking out. He had failed to
defeat the enemy. The Lataran had somehow enabled these humans to
develop a new weapon that could easily destroy a Tyrax warship. It
could change the outcome of future space battles. Eto hoped someone
would survive to pass this new knowledge on to Supreme Master
Commander Galis back on his home world. Eto did not believe it
would be himself. This would be his last battle.

Fate had determined otherwise. Thanks to
First Commander Sown’s final actions, he was still alive. Eto could
barely believe this was true. He looked out of the pod’s small
window. He saw what was left of his Command Center module spinning
wildly in space. It was headed straight for an asteroid. It had
been only minutes since his escape pod had been ejected. There was
nothing he could do for Sown or the rest of his crew. Sown was a
conservatively minded Tyrax commander who only thought the worse in
his enemies. Eto had tried numerous times to get Sown to see the
bigger picture in dealing with the enemy, but Sown only wanted to
kill as many of them as quickly as possible. To Sown, all alien
races were inferior to the Tyrax and needed to be exterminated. In
spite of his faults, Eto knew that Sown was extremely loyal to his
commander and his crew. What he did for Eto would not be forgotten
and Sown would be memorialized for his efforts. Eto would see to
this if he survived.

Eto watched as the damaged Command Center
module spun toward the asteroid. There was no way to change its
course. If Sown or any others were still alive inside, they would
perish in a matter of minutes. Time seemed to fly by as Eto watched
helplessly inside his escape pod. He knew there was only one escape
pod available in the Command Center of a warship. It was to be used
only by the commanding officer. All others were expendable
according to military protocols. The finality of it all became
apparent as soon as the spinning command module hit the asteroid
and exploded in one great fireball. First Commander Sown was gone
and Eto felt total responsibility for his death.

Eto was furious at himself for what had
happened. Of course, there was no way to predict with 100%
certainty the outcome of any space battle. Eto had planned for
every contingency except for the development of a new Lataran space
weapon. Maybe, he suddenly thought, it was not the Lataran after
all who had come up with this new super weapon. The use of a common
space probe to attack a warship at light-speed was not something
the Tyrax had ever seen in a previous space battle with the
Lataran. It seemed out of character. It was ingenious and devious.
It fit more with what he had seen in the humans so far. The humans
were more aggressive and imaginative than the Lataran. It would not
be beyond their capabilities to think of something like this,
especially now that they have access to Lataran technology. Eto
wondered what other weapons these humans would use against them in
the future.

Eto looked at his control panel. Everything
was on autopilot. The escape pod was designed to camouflage itself
and speed away from enemy ships. It would seek another warship to
contact or a friendly Tyrax world to land on. If neither was
available it would send a signal to be heard by any Tyrax warship
or Razkil in the immediate vicinity. Eto had enough air to last a
few days, or he could be put into cryosleep and would survive until
his power unit ran out. The escape pod could not travel through
hyperspace. He had few options at the moment. Eto knew his best
chance of survival was to contact one of the few remaining Razkils
on his screen before they were destroyed by the enemy or escaped
into hyperspace. He put out the call and waited.

Within moments, Eto received a reply.
“Supreme Commander Eto, this is Razkil R719, First Officer Kahil,
responding to your rescue signal. I am glad you are alive. Shall I
pick you up?”

“That would be appreciated, Officer Kahil.
Are there any other survivors of my warship?”

The reply came back after a few moments.
“That would be negative, Supreme Commander. There are no other
escape pod signals from your command ship.”

“Then hurry and pick me up. We must leave
this area immediately.” Eto had no intention of sticking around
while the enemy was busy destroying what was left of his fleet.

The Razkil swopped in, opened its cargo door
and fired a long cable with claw hooks to attach to the tow bar on
the outside of the hull on the escape pod. Eto’s pod was reeled in
and the cargo door closed. Two crew members entered the cargo hold
and helped Eto climb out of the pod. Eto thanked them and allowed
them to help him stay upright while they walked back to the control
room on the Razkil.

First Officer Kahil saluted Eto when he
entered the room. He did not have time to do more than that when he
said, “We must leave this area now, Supreme Commander Eto. We have
two Starfighters headed this way and I am almost out of weapon
fire.”

“Proceed, Officer Kahil. We must get back to
Tyrax and report what happened as soon as possible,” Eto replied as
he sat down in one of the spare chairs.

“What happened, Supreme Commander?” Kahil
asked. “We were winning one moment and losing the battle the
next.”

“The enemy has a new super weapon, Officer
Kahil. “There was no way to foresee this. We must bring this to the
attention of Supreme Master Commander Galis before the Lataran use
it against our forces in another battle.”

“I will set course for hyperspace
immediately, Supreme Commander.”

Eto looked at the monitoring screens in the
control room. He could see numerous debris fields that resulted
from exploded warships. “What is the current status of the battle?
How many Razkils are still fighting?” he asked.

“Fewer than one hundred Razkils are still in
the battle, Supreme Commander. The enemy greatly outnumbers us.
There are no surviving warships or ship commanders.” Kahil sounded
defeated.

“Send the order to retreat to all Razkils
and this message. Do not allow yourselves to be captured upon pain
of death. These humans must not be allowed to gather anymore
intelligence than they already have.” Eto knew this may not be
completely achievable under the circumstances, but it was military
doctrine that Tyrax fighters must take their own lives before
allowing themselves to be captured by the enemy. Most fighters
would willingly do this. However, not in recent memory has a defeat
on this scale ever occurred with so many fighters at risk. Eto was
fairly confident many Tyrax fighters would be captured alive after
this battle. They would be interrogated or tortured for
information;, he was sure.

Eto waited for the message to be sent. Then
he asked Officer Kahil to relay the status of the Destroyer Weapon.
Kahil brought the image of the large asteroid that was still on
target to hit Earth in a matter of hours.

“The Destroyer will exit the Asteroid Belt
before we enter hyperspace, Supreme Commander. It is still on
target.”

Eto was encouraged that not all was lost in
this battle. If the asteroid they brought through hyperspace stayed
on course, it would destroy most of the planet’s biosphere and all
intelligent life on it. The Tyrax would still be able to terraform
the planet in a few hundred years and colonize it as planned. It
all depends on what the Lataran and the humans do next. He would
not know the outcome for certain until he sent probes back to check
on the damage. For now, he had to salvage what he could of his
fleet and report to his home world what transpired from this
battle. It would not go well for him, he was certain. Failure
always had consequences. He would accept whatever outcome his
superiors decided for him. As long as the Tyrax survive the coming
battles with these so called Guardians, then it would not matter
what happened to him personally.

Razkil R719 sped away from the battlefield
and entered hyperspace before the two Starfighters closing in could
fire any laser beam weapons. Eto would survive to fight another
day.







Chapter 2

Prisoners

The Starfighter landed at the new military base on
Mars with Major Lizzy Rollins in the pilot seat and Captain Brandon
Cole in the copilot seat. Their only passenger was Admiral Manco
Cusi, Space Strike Force. They were in a hurry to meet with
Commander Patrick Tallent, 28th Space Wing; recently the Squadron
Commander of a Space Wing aboard Guardianship L405 under Commander
Charles L. Pearson during the space battle that defeated the Tyrax.
Commander Tallent had been reassigned by Vice Admiral Steve
Collins, Commander, Space Strike Force (SSF) to interrogate Tyrax
prisoners for vital information.

“We’ve landed,” Lizzy announced. “Give me a
few minutes to taxi inside the hangar.”

Brandon looked out the window at the sterile
looking Martian landscape. “I can cross this off my bucket list,”
he quipped to Lizzy. The scene outside was utterly surreal and
majestic at the same time. The reddish terrain contrasted sharply
with the brown and black colored mountain peaks in the
distance.

“Where are we exactly?” Manco asked.

“I believe we landed in the area of Mars
called Arabia Terra, Admiral,” Brandon responded looking at his
monitor. It’s located in the northern region filled with craters
and canyons. The lowlands lie further north of us. It’s a good area
to have a Tyrax prisoner camp.”

Lizzy taxied inside a rectangular hangar,
long and wide enough to handle Starfighters and other military
shuttles from Earth. It had the same type of atmospheric
containment field used on the hidden base camp on the Jupiter moon,
Callisto. Lizzy shut down the engine as soon as they were inside.
They got up from their seats and walked out of the Starfighter
using the stair ramp to reach the floor.

They were met by a Non-Commissioned Officer
(NCO) of the newly formed Space Marine Corp in full uniform
carrying a tablet. He saluted and said, “I’m Corporal Anderson.
Welcome to Mars Space Command base camp. Commander Tallent asked me
to meet you and bring you to his office. Follow me, please.”

Corporal Anderson led them through the
hangar past several other space shuttles to an unmarked door. He
flashed his ID card to open the door and continued down a brightly
lit hallway until he reached another door with a plaque that simply
said ‘Commander.’Commander’. He knocked once, opened the door and
said, “Commander Tallent, the visitors have arrived.”

Commander Tallent looked up from his desk.
His blond hair was still cut short and his light blue eyes looked
intense, but his face showed worry lines that were not there
before, Brandon noticed. Commander Tallent stood up and they all
saluted each other since an Admiral was in the office and military
protocol demanded it. “Please come in and take a seat.”

Everyone found a seat around a small
conference table in the center of the room and sat down. There was
an open window facing one of the dark colored mountain ranges off
in the distance. The sun was crossing low in the sky, its sunlight
filtered by reddish brown dust particles suspended in the
atmosphere, which was mostly composed of carbon dioxide. Nothing
grew on the desolate landscape of Mars. That was one of the reasons
the military had chosen this place.

“Nice to see you again, Commander,” Lizzy
spoke first. “It’s been awhile.” The last time they had seen each
other was several weeks ago aboard the Guardianship L405 after
Major Paul Ballard had died in the space battle trying save the
planet from the Destroyer asteroid the Tyrax had sent to destroy
Earth. The memory still hurt and Lizzy knew Commander Tallent felt
it too. The whole world did, but that was ancient history now.

“Yes, it has been awhile, Major Rollins. I’m
glad the President sent you and Captain Cole with Admiral Cusi to
get my report. We’ve been busy up here interrogating the
prisoners.”

“I’m just along for the ride, Commander,”
Manco Cusi interrupted. “I received word from General Wallace you
have some important information that I needed to know before I
return to Callisto.”

“Yes, Admiral, it is important and I’m glad
you came. Let me start by first bringing you all up to date on the
reason for this base. As you know we had to move the Tyrax
prisoners from the first camp we had at Area 51 on Earth. It wasn’t
working out for the prisoners. They were getting sick from our
containment facilities. No matter how much we sterilized the
environment, their DNA couldn’t handle it. We had to move them off
planet.”

“How many prisoners do you have here?” Manco
asked the commander.

“We have one hundred twelve Tyrax in
containment at this base camp; seventy-six males and thirty-six
females. Originally, we had captured one hundred thirty-two
prisoners along with twenty-two Razkils, most badly damaged, after
the space battle. Ten prisoners were critically injured during the
battle and died soon after we took them to Area 51. Ten other
prisoners killed themselves in their cells before we put all the
prisoners on suicide watch. It seems their military orders are to
die in battle or kill themselves rather than be captured.”

Manco was not surprised by this statement.
“That fits the profile given to us by Òmon. The Tyrax will never
surrender, even if we defeat their warships in battle.”

Brandon had a question. “How do you keep the
prisoners alive here on Mars?”

“It hasn’t been easy,” Commander Tallent
replied. “We sterilize everything. It helps that Mars has no
biosphere with living organisms that would interfere with the
right-handed DNA amino acids the Tyrax are made of. That’s the
primary reason we moved the prisoners here. We also found a way to
synthesize food they can tolerate from what we found on their
Razkils.”

“How do you communicate with them?” Lizzy
asked.

“We have translator devices that Òmon
provided before he left for Delton. He knew we would need
them.”

“Have you learned anything useful we can use
to defeat them?”

“Yes, we have, Admiral,” Patrick answered
looking at his tablet. “I have prepared a report on everything we
have learned in the last few days. Most of the prisoners would not
cooperate as you would expect. However, not everyone feels the same
way about the Tyrax wiping out all alien races except their own.
One Tyrax, a female, has decided to help us by cooperating in the
hope she will be released somedaysome day. She has provided some
very useful information that’s in this report. I am sending the
report to Vice Admiral Collins today and will send you each a copy
before you leave. Instead of just telling you what’s in the report
I think you need to hear what the female prisoner has to say in
person. It’s very important.”

Manco Cusi looked at Lizzy and Brandon
before replying. “Fine. We have time and I would like to meet one
of these Tyrax face to face.”

“Good. Let’s go now and we can discuss
everything in the report after we see the prisoner.” Commander
Tallent stood up and walked to the door. The rest of the group
followed as Patrick ledlet them down the hallway to another
building where they housed the prisoners. They passed through two
security check points until they reached an elevator. A marine
guard opened the door and allowed them to get inside for the ride
down. They descended four floors underneathunder the Martian
surface.

As they rode down, Patrick continued, “The
containment cells are below ground for security purposes. All
prisoners are kept in individual cells. They are not allowed to
communicate with one another at this time. Some of the more sick
prisoners are still in the medical ward until they improve. We will
meet the female prisoner in a special room where we don’t have to
put on protective gear. As you know, we cannot touch the Tyrax
without passing on the nanite antidote that protects us from the
Tyrax threat. If any gets on them, it makes them very sick.”

They reached the bottom floor where the
prisoners are kept. Another marine guard allowed them to proceed to
the interrogation room. There was a long table with four chairs
facing an unbreakable glass panel that allowed communication inside
another room where prisoners could sit and be interrogated.
Commander Tallent requested that prisoner 48 be allowed to enter
the room using a secure corridor that connected to all the
cells.

In a few moments, a female Tyrax entered the
room. She was dressed in a one-piece, orange colored jumpsuit. She
looked like the average Tyrax male prisoner, except a few inches
shorter. She stood a little over 5 feet, 10 inches tall with two
stocky legs with small pointy feet, two long arms with claw-like,
three-fingered hands, short neck and large, reptilian looking head.
Her face was lizard shaped with greenish yellow, slanted eyes,
sloping forehead, flat nostril, pointy ears and short strings of
straight brown hair covering the top of her head. Her skin was
rough, scaly and light gray in color. In spite of her alien looking
appearance, the prisoner looked healthy and her eyes glowed with
intelligence. She picked up a translation device on the table in
front of her and put it around her neck. She looked at the four
humans sitting in front of her behind the glass panel, but did not
say anything. She sat down at the small table in the room and
waited.

Commander Tallent spoke first. “Hello,
Sedah. Thank you for coming. I broughtbought three people with me
to hear your story. It is very important you answer any questions
they may have. I want them to hear firsthand what you have to say.
First, let me ask how you are feeling.? Is the food okay?”

Sedah turned in her seat towards Tallent. “I
feel better now. The new food has helped, Thank you.” Her voice was
high pitched and hissed between sentences, but the translator
device picked up every nuance.

Commander Tallent responded, “I’m glad to
hear it. We are trying to make living conditions better for you.
These people can help you once this war ends. Please tell them what
you told me about the secret weapon your military is building.”

Sedah looked directly at Manco, Lizzy and
Brandon and answered the question without hesitation. “The Supreme
Leader has authorized the development of a new super weapon that
can destroy worlds and even whole suns where our enemy races live.
It uses primordial energy that split off when the universe was
created. There is no greater weapon that can be developed. No one
will be safe.”

“What kind of weapon is this?” Manco asked,
afraid of the answer.

Sedah hissed out the words. “We call it
Œœÿêê. You call it Antimatter! We will use it as a bomb. When
antimatter comes in contact with matter that makes up this
universe, one hundred percent pure energy is released. No world can
survive it.”

Manco, Lizzy and Brandon were stunned. How
could they defend themselves from this? Brandon asked Sedah, “How
much time do we have before this bomb is used against us?”

“The program has been in development for a
long time. It is exceedingly difficult to produce and safely
contain antimatter in sufficient quantities to use as a weapon. We
have been unsuccessful up to now, but our scientists think they can
solve this problem soon.”

“Why should we believe you? You could be
lying to us,” Manco said.

Sedah made what sounded like a laugh before
answering his question. “Before I was assigned to the battle fleet
that attacked your world, I was in charge of escorting key
scientists to the new development site in our galaxy. I overheard
the scientists talking about the program.”

“You know where this development site is,
Sedah?” Brandon asked, very interested in her answer.

“Of course! It is on a moon near one of our
home worlds where the military operates.” Sedah said.

“Why are you telling us this? What’s in it
for you to turn on your race like this?” Lizzy wanted to know.

“I no longer believe in what my race is
doing to exterminate other races. There are others in the military
that believe as I do, but we are not strong enough to win control.
I wish to live in peace and see my family again. I no longer want
to wage war.”

There were many more questions asked by the
group about Tyrax military plans, the size of the military forces,
the type of weapons available, where the Tyrax forces were located
and where the Tyrax would attack next. Sedah spoke freely and told
them all she knew. The interrogation went on for over an hour
before Commander Tallent said they had spent enough time
questioning Sedah and he could provide more information from other
interrogations in his report. It was time to let Sedah return to
her cell. She looked exhausted.

Commander Tallent spoke up. “Thank you,
Sedah. I wanted this group to hear what you had to say. We
appreciate what you have told us. We will use this information to
try and bring an end to this war. If we are successful, I will do
everything I can to return you to your people as soon as we can.
Get some rest. We will talk again later.”

Sedah left the room. Commander Tallent led
his group back to his office where he had lunch brought in. They
discussed Patrick’s report in more detail before it was time to
leave.

Admiral Cusi stood up to shake hands with
Commander Tallent. “Thank you, Patrick. This trip was well worth
the effort. I will inform General Wallace to that effect. I must
return to my fleet and prepare for battle now that we have targets
of opportunity.”

“Thank you, Admiral. What are your plans?”
Patrick asked Lizzy and Brandon.

Brandon said, “We have been requested by the
President to attend the next National Security Council meeting in
the Whitehouse. I am still tasked by the President to keep him
informed of our military status in space and relations with our
Lataran ally. This news about the antimatter weapon presents a
serious threat in this war. We need to get to the bottom of this
and see how we can respond before it’s too late.”

“I will update and send my report without
delay. I hope we see each other again soon. Have a safe trip
home.”

Everyone saluted each other and the three
visitors left the office. There was no time to waste. The war with
the Tyrax was not over. It was time to go on the offensive.







Chapter 3

Greenland

The destruction on the land as seen from the air was
devastating. Major Hugh McDonald had never seen anything like it
and he has seen a lot of damage in his lifetime. The major was with
Captain Mark Capelli who was piloting a U.S. Air Force Sikorsky
HH-60J Jayhawk helicopter with Lieutenant Sam Gorski in the copilot
seat. Major McDonald had three team members with him; Lieutenant
Parker, Lieutenant Jones and Corporal Chin, the only female on the
team. They were all part of the U.S. Army National Guard WMD
Emergency Response team that had investigated the nanotech
contagion sites that nearly destroyed the world. Now they were
hovering over the west coast of Greenland near the capital city of
Nuuk; what was left of it.

Major McDonald and his team had been ordered
by the President to lend a hand in this time of need; not
necessarily to help the survivors of the city from the meteorites
that had pounded this region from the remnants of the Tyrax
Destroyer Asteroid, but to survey the damage and report on any
toxic chemical, biological hazard or possible nanotech
contamination. There was some concern the Tyrax might have included
an unknown agent within the asteroid that could negatively affect
life on the planet. Everyone knew how devious the Tyrax were and
nothing was to be left to chance.

The major tapped the shoulder of the pilot
and pointed to a spot where they could land the helicopter. “That
looks like a good spot,” Hugh indicated.

Capelli nodded his head and slowly turned
the Jayhawk helicopter and prepared to land. After safely landing
on level ground and shutting off the engine, Hugh and his team
jumped out with their equipment. The plan was to take several ice
and soil samples and have them thoroughly analyzed back on the U.S.
Coast Guard ship they sailed here on. It shouldn’t take too long to
get the samples.

Hugh looked over the landscape. Nuuk was
completely leveled. Smoke was still rising from the burned out
buildings. The ground was broken up badly from the meteorites that
hit the region a few short weeks ago. Everywhere Hugh looked there
were big black holes in the ground with large amounts of debris
scattered high from impact craters caused by burning meteorites of
all sizes. Greenland had been hit just as hard as some Eastern
European countries. Northern European countries of France, Germany,
UK and Netherlands were hit the hardest. A lot of the meteorites
landed in the Atlantic Ocean causing tidal waves of various heights
that inundated coastlines and caused serious flooding. Affected
coastal cities suffered greatly from the meteorite shower. Many
people died in spite of the warnings.

Hugh adjusted his jacket under the hazmat
suit. It was cold. The average temperature in this area and time of
year was only 50 degrees Fahrenheit. Most of Greenland was covered
in snow and ice, especially in the central region where 81% or
678,000 square miles were covered in a giant ice sheet that flowed
to the coastal regions. There were only between 50,000 and 60,000
inhabitants that lived in Greenland with around 16,000 people who
lived in Nuuk. Estimates were that less than 50% of the inhabitants
survived the meteorite shower. Now the concern was what effect
would the impact of the meteorites on Greenland have on the rest of
the world?

“Parker, Jones, take samples over there by
that boulder,” Hugh told them. “Then collect some meteorite
fragments to take back to the ship for analysis.”

Hugh turned to Corporal Chin. “Follow
me.”

Hugh and Chin walked a few hundred yards
from the helicopter down a steep slope. They were at a high enough
elevation to see the Atlantic Ocean off in the distance. The US
Coast Guard cutter they came here on was just off the coast waiting
for their return.

Hugh stopped and helped Chin set up the
portable unit. It was the latest analyzer on the market that could
detect and analyze organic, biological and chemical compounds in
real time. He helped Chin get samples from the ground and watched
while she ran some tests.

“Find anything?” Hugh asked after a few
minutes passed.

“Nothing out of the ordinary, sir,” Chin
replied after studying the readouts. “There are no unusual
biological organisms, chemical toxins or foreign nanites like we
found before. The ground is clean. It has not been sterilized.”
They both looked relieved. One less thing to worry about,
Hugh thought to himself.

“Good! Let’s get more samples to take back
to the ship.”

They spent the next twenty minutes
collecting samples and returned to the helicopter. After they
climbed aboard with their samples and gear, Captain Capelli started
the engine and took off. They headed out to sea climbing over the
nearest peak. Off in the distance everyone could see the damage the
meteorite shower did to the country and its people. It would take
years to rebuild Greenland and even then it might not be the
same.

Captain Capelli turned on his headset and
alerted the Coast Guard cutter they were on their way back. As they
flew over the ruined capital city of Nuuk one more time, Hugh could
not help but wonder why the Tyrax would do such a thing to their
world. They had no right or sane reason for their actions. They
deserved to be wiped out of existence the first chance we get,
he thought with hatred. He was more than angry at them.

The Sikorsky Jayhawk helicopter approached
the cutter waiting in the Baffin Bay below them. Capelli circled
the cutter one time and slowly descended to the landing pad on the
back of the cutter. Normally, the Coast Guard cutter carried a
short range recovery (SRR) air-sea rescue Dolphin helicopter used
for search and rescue operations that carried four people. This
mission required a bigger helicopter to transport the WMD Emergency
Response team and thus the Jayhawk helicopter came instead.

As soon as the helicopter landed and the
engine turned off, everyone jumped out and let the crew tie the
helicopter down for its next trip further north. Hugh and his team
would collect more samples further in-country while the weather was
favorable. Then they would head home.

Hugh instructed his team to take the samples
they collected to the temporary lab down inside the cutter where
they would do more tests and send the results back to Washington.
Hugh decided to see the captain of the cutter and update him on
what they found so far.

Hugh moved quickly to the steps leading up
to the top deck. He noticed several seamen preparing the cutter to
leave the harbor. This Coast Guard cutter was named ‘Wilmington’
for the port city located in North Carolina where it was based. The
ship was a National Security Cutter, which is a newer class of 400
plus foot military defense and maritime ships also known as a
Legend-class cutter. They are the largest Coast Guard military
cutters in active service.

The wind began to blow more briskly from the
north. The seas would be more rough the further north they
went.

Hugh entered the control center of the
cutter. Commander Alexander Brown was at the control console
watching the cutter move slowly out of harbor. He was a tall,
well-built black man in his early forties. He was dressed in a
normal white officer uniform and hat. He turned around as Hugh
entered the room. “Welcome back, Major McDonald. How was your
trip?”

“Everything went fine. We collected samples
and found nothing out of the ordinary. My team is doing more tests
below and will send our report shortly to Washington.” By reporting
directly to Washington, both Commander Brown and Major McDonald
knew the details in the report would reach the highest levels of
government, not just the Coast Guard.

As an Army National Guard member, Hugh fully
understood the United States Coast Guard (USCG) is a branch of the
United States Armed Forces and normally provides maritime law
enforcement missions in both domestic and international waters. It
operates under the U.S. Department of Homeland Security during
peacetime, but it can be transferred to the U.S. Department of the
Navy by the U.S. President at any time or by the U.S. Congress
during times of war. This particular mission, though, was
authorized specifically by President Allen Johnson. The President
wanted to make sure the meteorite shower would not cause further
damage than it already has. Unfortunately, the commander and major
both knew this might not be the case.

Satellite images taken earlier of the
Greenland ice sheet showed extensive damage caused by the meteorite
impacts. The meteorites did more than just punch large holes in the
ice sheet. It may have triggered unstoppable changes in the weather
patterns in this area. Greenland has undergone many temperature
changes over the past eons. At one or more times in the past
Greenland was much warmer and had its own inlet sea or great lake.
As early as 130,000 years ago, the climate in Greenland was warm
enough to grow many different types of plants and allow animals to
roam over the entire island. Currently, due to global climate
change, the average temperature of Greenland was getting warmer.
Snow and ice reflect sunlight and keep the surface cooler. If the
large holes blown open in the ice sheet by the meteorites did what
some scientists believed, which was warm the surface and melt the
ice even faster, then the world was going to be in more trouble
sooner than later. These scientists estimated that if the Greenland
ice sheet were to melt away completely, the world's sea level would
rise by more than 23 feet! Millions of more humans would be
adversely affected by this insane attack by the Tyrax.

That just made Hugh angrier.







Chapter 4

The Tyrax

Eto’s survival of the space battle with the forces
defending Earth was more than a mere defeat and humiliation for him
personally. It would have severe repercussions within the military
command and thus with the High Council on Tyrax. Eto would be lucky
to keep his life once he gave his report to Supreme Master
Commander Galis.

The Razkil that picked up Eto’s escape pod
after the space battle dropped out of hyperspace in the Canis Major
Dwarf Galaxy 42,000 light-years from the Galactic Center of the
Milky Way galaxy. They were picked up by a Tyrax warship and
quickly traveled to Tyrax, the major home world of the military and
where the High Council was located.

It was very important that Eto speak with
Supreme Master Commander Galis regarding the new super weapon the
Lataran and humans used against his fleet. Eto was sure this weapon
would cause severe damage to the Tyrax space fleet if they could
not come up with a way to defend themselves against it.

Eto was badly banged up from the explosion
on his warship during the space battle and suffered many cuts and
bruises over his body. His left arm was broken and his head had
been sliced open by a metal fragment requiring reconstructive
surgery while on board the warship on its way home. Regardless of
his injuries, Eto was determined to meet with Commander Galis
standing on his own two feet as a true Tyrax warrior and accept
whatever punishment he deserved. But first he must warn them what
was coming.

As the warship approached Tyrax, Eto was
sitting in the Command Center looking out one of the large windows
facing forward. It was always a beautiful sight to see his home
planet in all its glory shining like a blue jewel in the dark
universe. Tyrax was slightly larger than the human’s planet Earth
and had more land mass than water. Circling Tyrax was a large ring
complex that housed millions of Tyraxans, mostly military
personnel, scientists and government leaders who choose to live in
space rather than on the surface of their planet. The ring was
heavily fortified and was designed to protect the planet from their
early enemies.

Two moons circled Tyrax. The first moon was
mid-sized and closer to the planet. The second moon was smaller and
further out in space. Both were mined for their resources and both
were used as military bases with defensive weapon installations.
Eto would meet Commander Galis in his office on the ring. The
warship he was riding in was approaching the ring now. In a few
minutes Eto would be escorted off the warship and taken to Galis
for his meeting. Eto was not expecting a pleasant conversation with
his superior.

The warship docked on the outside edge of
the ring facing away from the planet. The ring generated normal
gravity for its occupants and Eto had little difficulty walking
with his two person escort to meet with Supreme Master Commander
Galis. When they reached Galis’s office the door automatically slid
open. Eto walked in first followed by his escort. Galis was seated
behind a large metal desk with two chairs in front. Galis stood up
and everyone saluted him with right arms crossed at the chest.
Galis saluted back and said, “Have a seat, Commander Eto.” Galis
looked at the two military escorts. “Please wait outside.” They
both left the room.

Galis said to Eto as they both sat down, “I
have been studying the reports from the space battle. Your defeat
has caused much concern with the High Council members. Some feel
you should be put to death for your failure. What do you have to
say for yourself, Commander?”

Eto did not hesitate with his answer. “I
accept complete responsibility for the defeat and the loss of my
fleet. I will suffer whatever punishment the High Council demands.
I only wish to alert you to the capabilities of this new enemy and
its super weapon. They should not be underestimated.”

Galis looked thoughtful as he gazed out the
window seeing Tyrax in the distance with its large capital city of
Corona spread out on the surface. “I am sorry for your losses, Eto.
You were right. This new human ally of the Lataran is proving to be
resourceful and deadly. I no longer believe their planet can be
saved for colonization. It must be destroyed.” Galis looked down at
the tablet on this desk that contained all the data that was
recorded during the battle, plus Eto’s own detailed report he
submitted on his way to the meeting.

“This new super weapon in your report is
disturbing. However, your recommendations on how to defend our
warships from it are enlightening. I will see this is passed on to
our ship commanders. In the meantime, you and I have been ordered
to meet with Supreme Leader Korell this afternoon down on Corona.
He wants to hear about your battles with the humans in person. Are
you fit enough to travel with me?”

Eto was more than surprised at this request.
He did not expect to leave this ring alive after the meeting with
Galis was over. He guessed there were other reasons Supreme Leader
Korell wanted to meet with him. None of the reasons seemed
compelling enough to spare his life.

“I am fit enough to travel, Commander Galis.
I would be honored to meet Supreme Leader Korell.”

“Good. We leave immediately. My shuttle is
ready for departure.”


*****


The trip down to the surface of Tyrax took very
little time. It took much longer to get through security to meet
with the ruler of Tyrax, Supreme Leader Korell.

The central government that ruled the Tyrax
Galactic Empire was situated on a large hill overlooking the
capital city of Corona. Over 100 million people lived and worked in
the city. The tallest buildings were over a mile high and most were
connected by glass covered walkways on several floors that spanned
the entire city. More than 30 billion people lived on the planet.
One third of them served in the military.

Corona was the largest and most heavily
guarded city on Tyrax. It was more a military fortress than
cosmopolitan center. The six-member High Council that ruled the
government was composed of military officials selected and
appointed by Supreme Leader Korell. All other cabinet posts were
filled with military party loyalists. Only House members were
selected by popular vote. It was an authoritarian government and
Supreme Leader Korell ruled with an iron fist.

The Tyrax Galactic Empire based in Corona
controlled all of the Canis Major Dwarf Galaxy. In addition to
Tyrax there were six other home worlds with smaller government
structures similar to the one on Tyrax. All other intelligent races
found in the galaxy had been wiped out or subjected to Tyrax rule.
The Tyraxans considered themselves to be superior to all other
races. Any race that resisted Tyrax rule would be destroyed and its
world colonized by Tyraxans. The rest only were allowed to exist if
they supplied the Tyrax whatever they demanded such as raw
materials or food. This is the way the Empire has ruled for
thousands of planetary cycles around their many suns.

Now the Tyrax needed to expand their Empire
into the Milky Way Galaxy before more of their stars were
extinguished by the power of cosmic forces beyond their control.
The only major problem seemed to be the difference in amino acids
found on these new planets. The Tyrax DNA genetic code requires
proteins made of right-handed amino acids while all the worlds they
discovered so far in the Milky Way Galaxy use proteins made up of
left-handed amino acids. These two different types of proteins
needed for life are not compatible. This requires complete
sterilization of whole planets before they can be terraformed for
Tyrax colonization. It also means any intelligent races they meet
in this new galaxy must be exterminated if they wished to take over
their planets. The Tyrax did not have a problem with this. It is
built into their DNA to conquer and rule over all other alien
races. It is survival of the strongest species; the rule of law and
nature in their universe.

Supreme Master Commander Galis and Supreme
Commander Eto were escorted down a long central hallway in the main
capital building by four heavily armed guards. They entered a large
ornate room with many brightly colored flags hanging on poles
attached to the walls. Most highlighted the Tyrax government seal
with a hawk-like black bird in flight carrying a long silver knife
and golden pointed staff in clawed feet. The wild bird showed no
mercy in its dark glaring eyes.

The two commanders were taken through
another security check point and only then allowed to enter the
master chamber where Supreme Leader Korell was seated at his
massive wooden desk. He was busy signing documents, which he
completed and handed to an assistant who immediately left the room.
Korell looked up. He was in full military uniform with black belt,
arm bands and wore a bright red sash over his right shoulder and
crossed his chest. As Tyraxans go, Korell was shorter than average
height at 5 feet 8 inches tall, but the rest of his frame was large
and muscular. With piercing green eyes, he studied the two officers
standing in front of him.

Galis and Eto stood at full attention and
saluted Korell. They waited for Korell to address them first.
Finally, Korell spoke. “Welcome to Tyrax, Galis. It’s good to see
you again.”

“It is my honor to be here, Supreme Leader
Korell. I have brought Supreme Commander Eto as requested.

Korell stood up and walked over and shook
hands with both commanders. He noticed Eto’s left arm in a sling
and bandaged head. “Let’s take a seat over by the window. How are
your injuries doing, Commander Eto?”

Eto sensed that Korell was trying to put him
at ease for the moment. Korell was a good politician after all, but
Eto knew that underneath the attempt was another motive not so
friendly. “I am healing as fast as can be expected, Supreme
Leader.”

“Good. I am glad you are here. It is
important that you tell me all you know about this new alien race
called Humans. How can we defeat them?”

Eto started at the beginning describing
their first attempts to terraform the planet Earth. How a Lataran
Guardian Commander named Òmon helped the humans develop an antidote
to the terraform nanobots. How the humans seemed to have a special
DNA resistance now to their DNA life forms. How Òmon’s Guardianship
defeated two of their warships by blowing up a dwarf planet with a
Lataran Quantum Energy Generator weapon. Eto then explained how the
Lataran have a hidden base in Earth’s solar system, which must have
contained more Guardianships that are now operated by human
crews.

Korell interrupted, “I read in one of your
reports that the humans are brave and aggressive fighters, even
more so than the Lataran. You have compared them to us, is this not
so?”

“Yes, Supreme Leader. This race of humans
has a history that seems as violent and fearless as our own. As a
relatively recent race, their DNA is much more resistant to our
attempts to terraform their planet. With the antidote developed by
the Lataran, I believe they are now able to fight on our very own
soil without protection from our environment. It is even possible,
Supreme Leader, that any contact with one of these humans will
spread their antidote to our species and destroy our environment. I
have seen what this can do with my own eyes.”

Korell was quiet for a moment before
speaking again. “I see. That would be disastrous. Please go on.
Tell me why you failed to defeat them in the space battle with our
warships.”

Eto described
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