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    To those who look toward the stars and wonder what waits beyond them—
For the dreamers who believe humanity is stronger when we stand together, and for the brave hearts who would risk everything to protect the world they call home.
May you always remember that the greatest battles are not won by strength alone, but by courage, trust, sacrifice, and the willingness to stand beside an unexpected ally.
Here's to the commanders who choose hope over fear—and to the impossible alliances that change the fate of worlds.
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Chapter 1: The Fleet Above the Moon
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At 03:17 Greenwich Mean Time, the Moon disappeared.

Not physically.

It was still there, hanging above Earth in its familiar crescent shape, silver and distant.

But every telescope on the planet suddenly lost it.

Astronomers at observatories in Chile reported the same thing.

Then Hawaii.

Then Australia.

Then India.

Then the orbital telescopes above the atmosphere.

The Moon had not vanished.

Something had appeared in front of it.

Something enormous.

Commander Elias Vance was asleep when the first alarm reached him.

His bedside terminal screamed once.

Then again.

Then a third time.

Elias opened his eyes.

The red emergency light above his quarters flashed.

PRIORITY BLACK.

He sat upright.

There had only been one Priority Black alert in the history of the United Earth Defense Command.

That had been during the asteroid impact crisis twelve years earlier.

It had been a false alarm.

This one wasn't.

Elias reached for his uniform.

His hands moved automatically.

Boots.

Trousers.

Jacket.

Sidearm.

He was dressed in forty seconds.

The terminal screamed again.

COMMANDER VANCE — REPORT IMMEDIATELY TO STRATEGIC COMMAND.

He stepped into the corridor.

The military complex beneath Colorado Springs was already awake.

Soldiers ran through the underground corridors.

Officers shouted into communication devices.

Technicians rushed toward command centres.

Nobody knew what was happening.

That frightened Elias more than the alarm.

He entered the strategic elevator.

"Level One," he ordered.

The elevator dropped.

Fast.

The walls vibrated.

Elias stared at his reflection in the metal doors.

Forty-seven years old.

Gray beginning to appear at his temples.

A scar across his left eyebrow.

Another beneath his jaw.

His right hand had a slight tremor when he was tired.

He ignored it.

The elevator stopped.

The doors opened.

Chaos waited outside.

Elias stepped into Strategic Command.

The room was enormous.

Hundreds of officers stood around a circular command platform.

Screens covered every wall.

Most displayed the same image.

The Moon.

Or what should have been the Moon.

Instead, a black shape covered almost half the lunar surface.

Elias stopped.

"What am I looking at?"

General Miriam Cole turned toward him.

She was already wearing combat armour.

"That's what we'd like to know."

Elias approached the central display.

The image sharpened.

At first, he thought it was an asteroid.

Then he realized it was too large.

Much too large.

The object appeared to be composed of thousands of smaller structures.

Ships.

Hundreds.

No.

Thousands.

"How many?"

General Cole looked toward the intelligence officer.

"Initial estimate?"

The officer swallowed.

"Twenty thousand."

Silence.

Elias stared.

"Twenty thousand ships?"

"At minimum."

"Where did they come from?"

"We don't know."

"How did they get here?"

"We don't know."

"How long have they been in the system?"

The intelligence officer looked at the display.

"Twenty-three minutes."

Elias frowned.

"Impossible."

"We know."

"Twenty thousand ships don't appear from nowhere."

"They didn't appear."

The officer brought up a second display.

A wave of distorted data appeared.

"They emerged from a region of space approximately three light-years beyond the heliopause."

Elias stared.

"Three light-years?"

"Yes."

"How fast?"

"We're still calculating."

Cole looked at him.

"They crossed the distance in less than thirty seconds."

Elias said nothing.

Thirty seconds.

Three light-years.

No human technology could do that.

Not even remotely.

"What are they doing?"

The display changed.

The alien fleet was moving.

Slowly.

Perfectly.

Each ship took a specific position.

A formation began to emerge around the Moon.

A sphere.

The ships spread into a vast orbital lattice.

Elias looked at the geometry.

"They're surrounding the Moon."

"Yes."

"Why?"

Nobody answered.

Then one of the screens changed.

A communications officer shouted.

"We have an incoming transmission."

The room became silent.

"From where?"

"The fleet."

"Can we decode it?"

"We don't need to."

The officer looked pale.

"It's in English."

Elias turned toward the screen.

A symbol appeared.

It looked like a vertical line surrounded by three curved shapes.

Then the screen went black.

A voice filled the command centre.

Deep.

Calm.

Almost emotionless.

It spoke with perfect English.

"People of Earth."

Elias felt every officer in the room become still.

"You have been observed."

The voice continued.

"Your world has been assessed."

A pause.

"Your military capacity has been assessed."

Another pause.

"Your political divisions have been assessed."

The central screen displayed images.

Earth.

Cities.

Military bases.

Satellites.

Aircraft carriers.

Nuclear facilities.

The Pentagon.

The Kremlin.

Beijing.

London.

Washington.

Every major military installation appeared.

Then the voice returned.

"You are not prepared."

The room erupted.

"How did they get that data?"

"Shut down the satellites!"

"Cut the network!"

"Can we jam it?"

General Cole raised a hand.

"Silence!"

The room settled.

The alien voice continued.

"You have seventy-two hours."

A timer appeared.

72:00:00

Then the message.

"Surrender your planet."

The timer began counting down.

71:59:59

The screen went black.

Nobody spoke.

Elias looked at General Cole.

"That's it?"

"That's it."

"They don't attack?"

"Not yet."

"Then we have time."

Cole looked at him.

"Commander."

Elias understood the look.

"What?"

She gestured toward another screen.

"Look."

Satellite imagery appeared.

The alien fleet had not moved.

Twenty thousand ships.

Still.

Silent.

Surrounding the Moon.

Elias studied the formation.

"They're not preparing to attack."

"No."

"They're waiting."

"Yes."

"For what?"

Cole looked at the timer.

"For our answer."

Elias stared at the alien ships.

He had spent thirty years in military service.

He had fought wars on three continents.

He had commanded orbital defence operations.

He had studied every known weapon system.

He understood how armies behaved.

The fleet above the Moon was behaving unlike any army he had ever seen.

It wasn't threatening.

It was demonstrating.

They wanted humanity to understand the difference between resistance and helplessness.

"How many defensive systems can we activate?"

Cole shook her head.

"All of them."

Elias looked at her.

"All?"

"Everything."

"Orbital defence platforms?"

"Activating."

"Missile silos?"

"Active."

"Carrier groups?"

"Moving."

"Space fighters?"

"Launching."

"Strategic weapons?"

Cole hesitated.

"Standing by."

Elias looked at the alien formation.

"Don't launch anything."

Several officers turned.

Cole frowned.

"Commander?"

"They're giving us seventy-two hours."

"So?"

"So, they could have attacked."

Elias pointed toward the screen.

"They could have destroyed half our satellites before we even knew they were here."

He zoomed in on the fleet.

"They haven't fired a single shot."

Cole crossed her arms.

"You think they're bluffing?"

"No."

"Then what?"

"I think they're confident."

That frightened him.

More than the fleet itself.

The aliens weren't angry.

They weren't rushing.

They weren't negotiating.

They were certain.

Elias returned to the command platform.

"Get every intelligence agency online."

"Already done."

"Bring in astronomers."

"Already contacting them."

"Physics teams?"

"On the way."

"Alien language specialists?"

"Standing by."

He looked at the timer.

71:43:12

"We need to know what we're dealing with before that reaches zero."

The next six hours became a blur.

Earth's governments activated emergency protocols.

The United Earth Assembly convened in Geneva.

Military forces worldwide moved to maximum readiness.

Nuclear submarines disappeared beneath the oceans.

Aircraft carriers changed course.

Fighter squadrons launched.

Thousands of satellites were redirected toward the Moon.

Every available telescope turned toward the alien fleet.

And every image showed the same thing.

Nothing.

The alien ships did not move.

They did not communicate.

They did not attack.

They simply waited.

At 09:41, Elias entered the lunar intelligence room.

A young analyst looked up.

"Commander."

"Report."

"We've identified twelve ship classes."

"Weapons?"

"Unknown."

"Engines?"

"Unknown."

"Power source?"

"Unknown."

Elias stared.

"Do we know anything?"

The analyst swallowed.

"They're not using conventional propulsion."

"What does that mean?"

"They aren't accelerating."

Elias frowned.

"What?"

"Their ships don't appear to move through space."

She brought up a simulation.

"They alter their position."

Elias stared at the model.

"That's impossible."

"We know."

"How?"

"We don't know."

He looked toward the Moon.

"What about communications?"

"We've tried every frequency."

"Nothing?"

"Nothing."

"Then how did they send the message?"

The analyst hesitated.

"That's the strange part."

"What?"

"The transmission didn't come from the ships."

Elias turned.

"Explain."

She pulled up another display.

"The message appeared simultaneously on every communication network on Earth."

"That's not possible."

"It gets worse."

She zoomed in.

"We detected no electromagnetic transmission."

Elias stared.

"Then how?"

"We don't know."

A chill moved through him.

The message hadn't travelled through space.

It had simply appeared.

Every phone.

Every television.

Every military system.

Every satellite.

Every radio.

Every computer.

At exactly the same instant.

Humanity had not received the message.

The message had somehow entered every system at once.

Elias looked toward the window.

The Moon hung above the horizon.

And around it, invisible to the naked eye, twenty thousand alien ships waited.

"Commander."

He turned.

The analyst looked frightened.

"We found something else."

"What?"

"One of the ships."

She brought up an enlarged image.

The vessel was enormous.

At least twelve kilometres long.

Its surface was covered in dark metallic armour.

But there was something strange about it.

A symbol.

The same symbol from the transmission.

"That's their command ship," the analyst said.

"How do you know?"

"Because every other vessel is oriented toward it."

Elias studied the image.

"Can
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