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“Issue the orders for a fleet opposed invasion.”

Admiral Chester Nimitz, after becoming convinced Midway Island in the Pacific Ocean was the next target of the Japanese fleet, during Earth’s Second World War.
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Prologue
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Planet Amfero, Constellation of the Devil 

410 lightyears from human and Restan space

The War Council were squirming in their seats. The Emperor’s representative had arrived, and they knew the Emperor was not pleased.

“We have been inflicted with a great shame. A review has showed we’ve lost many ships. An attack on our home territory has been endured. The Emperor says it shall not happen again!”

No one spoke up in their defense. To do so could be fatal.

“It seems we have neglected that arm of the galaxy for too long. Some race has grown strong because of that neglect. And they dare to attack us! What is next? Is the Emperor himself in danger? What’s to stop the next attack from striking at the very heart of our empire? On our very planet!”

Still no one dared answer.

“The Emperor has decreed you will find and exterminate this upstart race of beings. Take overwhelming force with you. We know where they are. Will you defend the Emperor to the death?”

“Yes!” they all cried at once.

He turned and left the room, leaving them to plan and execute the upcoming war. But they had no fear.

They knew not the taste of defeat.



Part One – Aftermath
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Chapter 1
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Admiral Hooker was on the bridge of the Ambassador, monitoring the situation closely. He rarely visited the bridge under normal circumstances. But this was not a normal situation.

“Are we losing them?” he asked Captain Fuchida.

Fuchida looked up distractedly. He wasn’t used to Hooker being there and hated being interrupted.

“No, Admiral.”

Hooker waited for some further update, but none seemed to be forthcoming.

“Well, what the hell Fuchida! Tell me they are at least not gaining on us!”

Fuchida turned halfway around in his seat to look at the admiral. Hooker noticed the irritation, but didn’t care.

“Admiral, sometimes they are gaining on us, sometimes they fall back. It’s like a cat after a mouse to me.”

Hooker’s eyebrows went up a notch at that. The Ambassador was a converted Star-Guardian. The converted part meaning she had no weapons. She was to be a ship of peace, an “Ambassador to the Stars” as the plaque in her hanger deck declared to all who came aboard her.

Not only that, she was now the oldest Star-Guardian, after the destruction of the original Mars by the devil aliens. Luckily, she had recently gotten some upgrades to her gravity drivers, which had increased her speed and maneuverability quite a bit.

But evidently not enough to elude these unknown alien ships now toying with her.

Hooker turned to the communications officer. In addition to trying to out run the unknown ships, they had also been trying to communicate. 

“Any responses?” he asked.

“No, sir. Pilot has been trying both our protocol and that of the Restans. Nothing.”

Sara Perci Hooker came strolling onto the bridge just then. Captain Fuchida glanced over at her, then quickly looked away. His face said it all, another distraction, and this time a civilian! 

“Sara, what do you think?” Hooker asked his wife. 

She came over and sat beside him. “They are not Amferian ships, at least not of any type we have encountered nor have our micro-probes detected in their home system or others.”

He nodded impatiently. “Well? That’s good, I guess, we know they aren’t one hundred percent out to kill us anyway! But the way they are acting, I don’t like the odds.”

“We have deviated from our course, right? So they can’t project our original destination?” she asked, not just Hooker but everyone on the bridge.

“Yes, Sara,” Hooker answered.

“Good. It’s been hard enough convincing Queen Neco to let us come visit them again. We don’t need anything to give her second or third thoughts!”

Captain Fuchida’s communicator buzzed. He glanced at it, then said, “Main screen.”

Admiral Willodean “Willie” Halsey herself appeared there. She was looking down, not at first realizing she was live on the Ambassador’s main screens.

“Yes, Admiral?” Fuchida said. He hid his irritation at this distraction. Perhaps the Theatre Commander at Point Luck could help them. The real-time communications that Sara had invented and installed on all ships and bases meant they weren’t really alone out here, at least in spirit. And in ideas.

“Captain, we have the Star-Guardian Mercury in remote support, but it’s very remote. Also, a squadron of Restan warships have been shadowing you, but it’s a very long shadow. So, you need to come around and run in their direction to shorten the time it takes for them to come to your aid.”

“What!” Sara burst out, standing. 

Halsey had not been looking directly at the screen as she talked. Now she did. What was this interruption? She squinted into her own screen trying to see beyond Fuchida.

Sara walked around Fuchida and stood in front of him.

“Sara Perci. You have something you want to say?” Halsey asked her.

“Tell them to stand down! The conditions of our visit were to come alone and unarmed. And Restan warships! You know they specifically asked no Restans to accompany us!”

Halsey stared at her for what seemed like a full minute. Everyone else was too enthralled at the two most powerful women in the human race going toe-to-toe to say anything.

Hooker himself thought he should intervene, but to step on either’s toes was not wise, so he waited.

Halsey glared at Sara. Then she seemed to visibly compose herself. “Sara, we can talk offline, in private about this. But the moment the Ambassador became threatened, this ceased being a peace mission.”

“But what if this is some kind of test?” Sara asked.

“I don’t like games or tests from a race that is supposed to be our allies. The Ambassador and her crew are too valuable to lose. Remember it is not just your normal crew aboard.”

Sara opened her mouth to retort, then she did remember and stopped herself. Two of the slaves, and their babies, who were rescued from the Amferians were also aboard. They hadn’t gotten any information from them yet, but there was only one other living slave, back at Lunar Command.

This was indeed a powerful argument.

Before Sara could try to refute it, Hooker stood suddenly and appeared at her side. 

“Sara, what did you say about this being a test?” he asked her.

She reluctantly took her eyes from Halsey and looked at him.

“Yes?”

“You think it’s the Batkans playing a game with us? That those might be their ships?”

“It’s a very strong possibility,” she said. “I mean, we don’t recognize them at all as being the type of ships we’ve ever encountered, we are heading, or were, directly for Batkas, and we’ve yet to ever actually see one of their warships.”

Hooker looked at Halsey on the screen. “We’ll keep you posted on the situation, Admiral.”

Then he motioned for Fuchida to cut the link. Fuchida’s eyes widened in horror at the thought of cutting off Halsey, but Hooker was his direct commander, so he did so, and the screen went blank.

“Captain, stop this ship immediately. Two can play games!”
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Chapter 2
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Captain Tallie Talbot sat watching the young slave girl play with her son. She’d delivered him soon after being rescued from the Amferian ship  the Restans had disabled. 

Since Tallie had led the boarding party and discovered her and the two other slaves, the higher-ups had decided she now was an “expert” on this girl. Or was it babysitter?

She spent time with her every day, but communicating had proven impossible. Genetic testing showed there was a very high probability she, or her ancestors, had originated from Earth. But there were no DNA records old enough to pinpoint exactly where or when.

Tallie felt this girl’s people had been slaves for a very, very long time. 

“Mimi! No!” Tallie said as the young girl, they estimated her to be about 16, began tugging off her uniform. She and the others had been naked when they were found, and the concept of wearing anything seemed totally foreign to them. After all, they were slaves to an alien race who thought of them as less than humans think of cattle.

Mimi gave Tallie a defiant look with her coal-black eyes, which always surprised her. What kind of slaves give defiant looks? Of course, now she was with other humans, and didn’t think of herself as inferior.

The door to the guest quarters they were in chimed, and Tallie knew who it was. Or so she thought. 

She stood up and tugged Mimi’s shirt back over her shoulders.

“Enter!” she said.

But instead of who she was expecting the door slid open and a handsome young Marine stood looking at her with a big smile on his face. It got even bigger when he saw Mimi.

“What are...”

Before Tallie could finish Mimi had jumped up and ran over to hug the Marine.

It was Captain Jimmy Blake, who had led the squadron of Marines on the boarding party. Evidently, he had impressed young Mimi that day. After all, he was her rescuer, even if she didn’t fully understand what that meant yet.

“Whoa, nice to see you again, too, uh...” his eyes looked quizzically at Tallie. 

“Her name is Mimi. Well maybe not exactly, but the word she keeps using for herself is unintelligible, and sounds closest to Mimi so we call her that.

He patted the girl awkwardly on the head and looked pleadingly at Tallie for help.

She stood and pried Mimi’s arms from around Blake’s body.

“What are you doing here?”

“Nice to see you too, Captain,” he said.

“I see since you got your captain’s stripes you have developed sarcasm,” she said.

“Well, we are equal rank now.”

“Not exactly. A captain of a Star-Guardian still outranks a captain in the Marines.”

He made a big deal of looking around. “Oh, I thought we were at Lunar Command. Where is this Star-Guardian you are captain of, uh, Captain?”

“It’s over that way,” she gestured straight up. Everything was straight up from where Lunar Command was buried in the interior of the moon. “It’s not quite finished yet, but it will be named the Mars, just like my old ship.”

He gave her a genuine smile. “Congratulations, Captain.”

The whole exchange was being watched closely by Mimi, looking back and forth, cocking her head at the words and expressions and inflections in their voice. Her hair, completely shaved when they found her, had grown out to a black, tangled mass which she hated brushing.

As Tallie noticed her watching and listening intently, she thought not for the first time that though a slave she may have been, stupid she clearly was not. 

And was that a little jealousy she’s displaying toward me, Tallie wondered?

“What brings you here? I was expecting this hot shot ancient astronaut expert and thought it was him.”

“Well, Admiral Halsey wanted me to sit in on this. We need to learn as much as we can, as fast as we can, about the planet she and the other slaves are being held on.”

Tallie glared. “Don’t tell me...”

“I can say nothing so thank you for telling me not to,” he said quickly.

Before she could answer, the door chimed again.

“That must be him?” Blake said.

She gave him a look which said they would talk more about this later, then turned toward the door. Before she could say anything, Mimi hollered out.

“Enter!”

Blake and Tallie stared at each other, instead of the big, sweaty man who appeared when the door slid open.

“Mimi,” Tallie began.

“Hello! Hola! Manuel Lopez from the von Daniken Institute!”

“Hello! Hola!” Mimi repeated back to him.

What the hell was going on, Tallie wondered. Mimi had never repeated a word of English back to her, now she was turning into a parrot. 

Then it dawned on her. She was showing off for the two males.

“Von Daniken Institute!” another woman’s voice said loudly from behind Lopez.

He turned to look, startled. 

“Yes,” Tallie said wearily. “You might as well sit in on this too.”

The young woman brushed past Lopez, her eyes seemingly taking in everything, and everyone, at once. Not unlike how Mimi does it, Tallie thought.

“Who’s this?”

“This is Captain Jimmy Blake of the Marines. He was there when we found Mimi and the others.”

He stuck out his hand, and the woman answered without shaking it. 

“Associate Professor of Linguistics Amanda Horton,” she said. “Assistant to Professor Robert Byrdson assigned to the Ambassador.”

She turned to look at Mimi without waiting for a reply. Mimi visibly shrank back from her.

“Wow that’s a long name!” Lopez said from behind them. He stuck out his hand to Blake and they exchanged a much warmer greeting than the associate professor had given either of them.

Now Amanda turned back to Tallie. “I won’t permit this.”

Tallie couldn’t help herself, and just started laughing. Soon Mimi joined in, a genuine giggle, not just copying her. The men tried not to.

“Amanda, you have no say in this. I remind you for not the first time you are employed as a civilian contractor, a consultant. I know you are very important in your field of expertise, but you give no orders here.”

“We’ll see about that when I contact the Ambassador. Having some ancient astronaut nut job talking to our Mimi is just beyond stupid!”

She said it as if Lopez wasn’t standing right there, because to her, he was below recognition.

Tallie noticed Blake’s perplexed look.

“Don’t worry, I used to serve on the Ambassador. I’m used to dealing with these eggheads.” It was a term she’d often heard Admiral Hooker himself you.

She turned back to Amanda. “I’ll be sure to tell Sara Perci, who suggested this approach, and Admiral Halsey, who approved it, how stupid you think this idea is.”
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Chapter 3
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The Ambassador hung peacefully in orbit over the planet Batkas. In the ship’s consultation room, however, things were anything but peaceful. 

“Admiral,” Captain Fuchida began, then stopped himself. “Permission to speak my mind, sir?” he asked.

Hooker leaned back in his seat, then nodded. He’d never seen Fuchida, so calm and cool always, this worked up.

“I would hope you always do, Captain.”

“Thank you, sir.” He glanced at Sara, nodded to her, then began.

“We are surrounded by four Balkan warships. And when I say surrounded, I mean, they are close! Far closer than protocol would allow for us or the Restans.”

“I know, Captain.”

“As captain of this ship, it is my sworn duty to protect it and my crew. Allowing this aggressive behavior, this threatening behavior, goes against all principles captains have lived by since humans first sailed the seas!”

“And that stunt they pulled, they were literally testing us, judging the maneuverability of this ship, purposely trying to provoke us even.”

“I know, I know, Captain. I was there, remember?”

He nodded vigorously. “Of course, Admiral. But how is that for an ally to act? What kind of reckless people are these? Honestly, I’m not sure we want their help against the devils.”

“Are you finished, Captain?” Hooker asked.

“Yes, Admiral. Thank you. Except, I strongly urge us to leave. Negotiations are your field of expertise, but they must learn some manners.”

‘We’re not leaving,” Hooker said.

Sara stood then, started to


































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
\ STAR
SYSTEM .

MIDWA- |
FLEET OPPQ SED

"HR 7898

*
4 CAP

Evide,hce of War Book Three

JERRY A. YOUNG





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





