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Prologue


Camp David

 


The President of the United States,
Robert Stassen, was steaming mad. He and his wife, Connie, were
being held hostage at Camp David, in the Laurel Lodge, which was
normally used for visitors. The Secret Service Agents, assigned to
protect him, had either been transferred, captured, or, in a few
cases, killed.

He had no idea who was behind it. But
it had to be someone high up, in either the Dept. of Defense, Dept.
of the Treasury, the intelligence community, or possibly all three.
He paced back and forth, as he ran through several possibilities,
but couldn’t pin down any one person who might be responsible for
his kidnapping.

Whoever it was had a good knowledge of
the gravitic comm system. They had rigged copper wiring all around
the room, covering the ceiling, walls and floor. He and his wife
had been placed inside a large cage, raised above the floor. In
addition to all of that, their captors had rigged large magnets to
the sides of the cage. The President suspected that somehow, this
further restricted the use of his new comm system. Several times,
Stassen had attempted to use the comm, but to no avail; although
occasionally he heard scratches on the comm, but none of it was
intelligible.

He suspected the room was bugged, so he
was careful whenever he spoke to his wife. He pointed to his head
and tried communicating with his wife through the comm. Bob was
pretty sure if the comm couldn’t get out, then his captures
couldn’t hear in.

Connie, did you see or hear
any names mentioned, as you were brought here?

No, just references to
rank. You know, Corporal, put them in the copper cage.

President Stassen was
determined to learn as much as he could about this event, which
would certainly go down as the worst treason in American history.
He pressed for more information from his wife. Can you think of anyone who may be behind this attempted
coup?

Bob, I wish I could. I’m as
much in the dark, as you are. I’ve tried and tried to acquire
contact with anyone, through the comm, but I get
nothing.

He nodded his head.
Yes, me too. There must be some way for us to
penetrate this copper cage they’ve put us in. The worst part of it
is how little they’ve left us. The damn cage is two feet from every
wall in the room, across the length of the ceiling and runs across
the floor. The crisscrossed copper rods form a square three inches
on each side, making it hard to push my hand through it. Whoever
built it knew what they were doing.

His wife commed,
You always told me you thought the Terran Space
Navy computer, Bambi, could hear us anyway. She certainly seemed to
always be aware of what was going on, regardless of the tech
people’s efforts to block her.

Connie, those were my
suspicions at first. Since then, I’ve become aware of just how
effective her micro-drones are. She must have sneaked one into our
meetings and carried the conversation outside of our containment
field.

Bob, how could they pull
this off, without her knowing about it. She always bragged about
having our back.

Then she shot bolt upright and said,
“She did know. She’s behind this.”

He warned Connie,
Stick with the comm, sweetheart. It’s safer. I
doubt she’s behind this. If the TSN was going to do something like
this, they could have done it from the beginning. Also, Mike Hurst
has never struck me as anything but honest, albeit a pain in the
ass. He would never be a part of a military coup.

Honey, do you think Bambi
knows where we are?

Bob gave it a brief
consideration and answered, Maybe. It
could be that they’re gathering their forces to help us, but we
can’t be sure they do know of our location. If only we could get a
message out of this room. All it would take is one tiny hole in the
outside wall, and we might be able to comm with her. The problem is
this damn cage is just far enough away from the wall that we can’t
reach it. And if we could, we still would need a way to bore
through the wall. I don’t hold much hope for that idea.

Connie wasn’t about to give
up hope. Bob, we must figure this out.
We’re both smart people and I bet we can do it somehow. So, put on
your thinking cap and help us find a way out. We only need a tiny
hole. It’s not like we’re going to crawl out through it.

Bob looked at the outside
wall, as he contemplated the possibilities. He said,
We have two problems to overcome. First, this
cage is about two feet from any of the walls. We will need to be
able to reach out that far. Second, we need a device that can bore
through the wall. I know this place is insulated with blown fiber
glass, which is rather like cotton candy. So, all we need to do is
get through the sheet rock and the outside wood planks.

Look around and see what
assets we have available to us.

They scoured the cage. They
had been allowed to have a portable camping toilet, queen sized
bed, a wardrobe and an end table. Upon checking the drawers and
cabinet they came up empty. Connie told him, I suspect they have already been through this place and
removed anything that could be used to help us escape.

No sooner had she said
that, when Bob replied, Well, they missed
this. He held up a travel grooming set,
which contained a metal nail file, a pair of small mustache
scissors and tweezers. Both the tweezers and scissors had sharp
points.

If we can find something
long enough to reach the wall and attach one of these to it, we
might be able to break through, although it’s going to take a
while.

Connie suggested,
Maybe we could break off part of the
headboard.

That’s a possibility, I
suppose. But it would probably be noticed. They do check on us
every two hours, at the bottom of the hour. Thank God, their
punctuality works in our favor.

Again, he looked away in
thought. Then he dropped to his knees and looked under the bed.
Soon he was lifting the box spring up and removing a bed slat. He
proudly held it up and said, This little
beauty is five feet long. It’ll give us the length we need and the
ability to use some serious leverage.

His wife stood and embraced him, as she
said, “Oh Bob, you’re my knight in shining armor.”

He grinned proudly, as he responded,
“And you, my darling, are my queen.”

They set about using the nail file to
gouge a narrow slit in the end of the slat. Then, Bob used the file
to weaken the tiny rivet holding the scissors together, separating
the two halves. It took him a while to work the scissor handle down
into the wood of the slat. It had to be embedded deeply to provide
enough strength and not allow it to slip out. Just to be sure of
its secure placement, he used a length of wire from an extension
cord and wrapped it around the end tightly, further securing the
scissor half.

It was nearly time for the guard to
look in on them, so Bob placed the altered slat beneath the
mattress. They waited until after the guard did a quick check,
before beginning the drilling process. For the situation to appear
normal to the man, Bob angrily insisted that he be released,
promising the guy a Presidential pardon, if he would help them out.
The man laughed and left the room.

As soon as they were clear, he pulled
out his makeshift tool and went to work. Fortunately, the length of
the slat allowed him to drill in the best possible spot. He pushed
it through the cage wire, over to a chair against the wall. He had
given this some thought and realized that the powder from drilling
into the sheetrock wallboard, would collect on the floor, giving
them away. So, he chose to drill a spot, just above the back of a
wing chair. This way, the evidence of his effort would fall behind
the chair, going unnoticed.

He placed the slat on the back of the
chair, pushed the sharp tip against the wall and began twisting it
slowly, to gage the strength of his new tool. It worked perfectly,
although it was obvious this wasn’t going to be successful any time
soon. Still, it gave them hope.

 


***

 


Januki stealth scout
ship

 


“Commander Pellus, I’m
sorry to interrupt your rest period, but the humans are about to
kill each other.”

The slender Januki rolled out of his
resting net, as he told his second in command, “Selot, our people
have been watching humans for hundreds of their solar revolutions.
There is always one group trying to kill off another. We ourselves
have been on this assignment for four of their solar revolutions.
Have we not seen this happen many times? It is not worthy of you to
provoke me by disturbing my rest.”

“Commander, I am young and
inexperienced, but not foolish. I would not bring this to your
attention, if I thought it could wait. The humans are about to wage
war in space. There are several groups involved and it seems that
one group is intent on destroying the new asteroid base that has
been constructed, as well as the new bases on their
planet.”

Pellus quickly pulled on his uniform
and said, “My apology, Selot. You were correct to unrest me. This
could be very interesting. Do we have silent unobservables in the
area?”

“We do, sir. One of them
was too close, so I had it brought back a little further. Had I not
done so, it surely would have been noticed. Still, we have four
eyes on the asteroid area and three more on the invading force. We
still have the original unobservables we placed near each of their
planetary bases.”

“Well done Selot. I’m going
to the Control Center. I want you to unrest the Earth history
specialist, the human psychology expert and the analyst for human
military actions. Have them meet me in the Control
Center.”

Once he had a good look at what the
humans were doing, he shook his head. “What a pity. Just when I
thought the humans were making real progress. I was very impressed
when they managed to steal that Sauran transport.”

The History analyst told him,
“Commander, throughout their history, humans have shown little
ability to use the advantages they have earned through combat.
Instead of pressing their defeated opponent into a compassionate,
peaceful ending, they oppress them, causing many long periods of
resentment. I believe that will be the inevitable outcome
here.

“One side will lose; one
side will win, and they will revert back to their old ways. They
will never be ready for the Saurans, who will surely come, and
soon.”

Pellus looked at the Psychologist.
“What is your assessment?”

“To a certain extent, I
agree with the Historian. These humans are a hopeless race.
Although, in recent years, a few countries have shown some common
sense in victory; countries like American and England. Yet, I
suspect the winner of this battle will make no effort to press for
a reasonable, long term peace. Basically, there’s no difference in
their thinking here, than in the past.”

Without being asked, the Military
analyst told his commander, “We’ve seen them enjoy limited success,
when they captured the damaged Sauran transport. But that wasn’t an
actual space battle. This should offer us some insight into the way
they will conduct their war efforts, beyond their own planet. It
will be a new situation for them, and I feel they will learn just
how unforgiving space can be, especially when every hit means
certain death.”

Young Ensign Selot observed,
“Commander, none of this explains how the humans obtained control
of the original transport, or how they have been able to manipulate
the ship’s computer. I know of no race that has been able to
subvert a Sauran computer. The complexity of the Sauran encryptions
are beyond human’s current knowledge.

“Also, it’s been obvious,
for some time, that they have been able to reproduce the Sauran med
units and their fabricators, both of which are superior to ours.
Commander, I believe it’s time to intervene. We must capture these
items and return them to our people for research.”

Pellus smiled at his protégée and said,
“You were chosen for this mission because you are smart. But you
were also chosen because you need seasoning. This marks the third
time, in an Earth year, you have given me a mediocre reason to
ignore our primary orders and take overt action. If you think that
fact will impress the Sub-Counsel for Alien Intelligence, you are
mistaken.

“Selot, I like you; we all
do. I think, in you, we see ourselves when we were young and
impetuous. It’s good you bring up these considerations, but it is
unwise to phrase them as anything other than possibilities. You
have proposed your suggestion, in a forceful way. If I allow it to
be placed in the ships archives as you worded it, you could be
judged harshly by the counsel. Those words could negatively affect
your future assignment, assuming they give you another. So, I
officially ask you if you would like to restate your
idea?”

Selot, displaying his youthful
embarrassment, yet holding true to his opinion, responded, “Yes,
sir, I do wish to alter my comment for clarity. I would like to
offer the possibility that it may be prudent to obtain examples of
the med units and fabricators, which the humans have stolen from
the Saurans.”

Pellus looked at the other three Januki
and smiled, like a proud father. “Well stated, Selot. I shall so
note this in our archives.”

He held up his hand and added, “Your
suggestion has possibilities. But, consider this. Is it wise to
jump into the middle of a battle, risking damage to our small ship,
as we reveal our presence?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. “I
suggest that after space and time have consumed the losers and
crowned the winners, I may move to acquire these items, providing I
see true advantage for our people. If we are very cautious, we may
be able to do this, without ever being noticed. We shall see, young
Selot.”

 


 


Chapter 1


 


General Mike Hurst, General Maxwell
Kolbe, Admiral Ed Denniston, Colonel Wayne Hurst, Major Al Benson,
Commander Danny Doolin, TSN Secretary of State James Addison, the
alien Jonelle and their sentient computer, Bambi, were on a
conference comm. Admiral Denniston and Bambi were on board the
Independence, their only working interstellar spacecraft. Max was
inside their asteroid base, Fort Defiance. Mike was returning from
the relay station, which had only a few days earlier been captured
by the Terran Space Navy, at considerable cost. Wayne was rapidly
headed to the TSN facility in Mexico and should arrive within seven
hours.

They faced a very serious problem.
There were several coups underway, down on the planet Earth and,
unfortunately, it appeared none of the TSN forces were in a
position to be of assistance to each other. The greatest concern
was the whereabouts of the Presidents of the United States and
China. The Russian President’s image was ubiquitous, making public
speeches through every media, assuring everyone that a new world
order was in the making and about to bring universal peace and
prosperity to the planet.

Mike began, “Gentleman, the good news
is this isn’t as big of a surprise as Pearl Harbor. We see it
coming, although there will certainly be some surprises from our
enemies, once our forces collide. They wouldn’t have started this,
if they didn’t think they could pull it off. Also, I doubt they are
aware of all our capabilities. The bad news is their forces seem to
be comparable to ours and with greater numbers.”

Wayne corrected him, “That’s not
totally true sir. I’ve had a good look at the trouble headed to
Mexico and I can assure you, we can handle it. The Americans have
approximately fifty fighters, and thirty large shuttles. Their
shuttles are armed with a gatling gun like ours used to have; and
it’s rather effective. They’ve included an armored brigade of
modified tanks and artillery, with plasma guns replacing the 120mm
barrels in the turrets. That’s approximately 80 to 100 vehicles,
not all of them tanks. It’s a sizable force, but then they have no
idea what they’re up against.

“We have two hundred
eighteen fighters and they’re superior to what has been
manufactured in American. They’re faster and have longer range
guns, and nearly all of our forty-two shuttles have the new long
range FG-1s. Also, three of our experimental shuttles have been
fitted with twenty short range plasma guns, providing close air
support for our troops. Dad, we can strafe their tanks and
eliminate them all in two or three passes. And best of all, that
won’t necessarily result in high casualties for them, because our
plasma weapons are so accurate, they can target the engines and gun
barrels of the tanks and artillery, destroying them, while leaving
the men inside unharmed.”

Mike was impressed, but he wasn’t about
to ignore the fact that the enemy might have some surprises as
well. “Wayne, what about their anti-air defenses? If those
experimental shuttles go in for a strafing run, they could get
chewed up pretty bad.”

“Only if we don’t take out
their mobile anti-air defense units first. For anti-air defense,
they’ve mounted double barreled plasma guns on two dozen old Bradly
fighting frames and they are spread out with the tanks. They’ll be
the initial targets for the shuttles with the long range FG-1s.
Then we move in with the special shuttles and take on their tanks.
They also have a large number of armored personnel carriers, and
Bambi says those units and all the other mobile armor have very
weak shielding. Again, we’ll take out their engines, leaving the
troops inside alive, for the most part. There could be some
casualties, I’m afraid.”

Mike coldly added, “Better them than
us, Wayne.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Max, how’re you fixed for
defending Fort Defiance?”

“The Russians have launched
a very large force from the moon. We see no evidence of any other
force headed this way. I believe they think they can take us with
what they’re sending from there. We don’t have a good count on all
their force structure by unit type and capability yet. But we can
see at least a hundred large shuttles, forty small shuttles and
nearly two hundred fighters.”

Mike was quite taken back by the large
numbers. “How in the hell did they manage to amass that large a
force?”

Bambi answered that one. “General, what
they’ve been building on the moon is very low quality stuff.
Everything from their shuttles, to their fighters and their hand
weapons are second rate, compared to ours. Unfortunately, they are
applying the old Soviet style tactics of overwhelming the enemy
with numbers; and it’s obvious they don’t give a damn about how
many men they may lose, as long as they win.

“Most recently, within the
last thirty minutes, they have broken off into three groups. They
seem to be doing training exercises, as they head this way.
Compared to the exercises Admiral Denniston has been putting our
space craft through, the Russians look like amateurs. I can tell
they haven’t had any training on coordinating movements, but of
course, they haven’t been away from the moon base to practice. I
suppose that was to keep us from seeing the amount of progress they
had been making.

“The Russian forces are
spreading out and I believe they intend to hit Fort Defiance
simultaneously, from three directions. By my calculation, the
assaults on Mexico, Australia, the Falkland Islands and Fort
Defiance will all hit their targets at the same time.”

Max admitted, “Very clever. They’ve
done a good job of planning for this. Their idea is meant to keep
us from supporting one another.”

Mike angrily demanded to know, “How
could they do this, without your knowledge, Bambi?”

“I’m sorry sir. I should
have caught it. They were building underground and I didn’t put
enough effort into placing drone over-watch on them below ground.
When they launched, it was all at once. I knew they were
manufacturing a low grade group of spacecraft. But I was shocked to
see large numbers of them pouring out of the moon. Even then, I
assumed it was an exercise of some sort.

“I’m monitoring their
movements closely and I believe that most of the large shuttles are
filled with troops, probably forty men each. The small shuttles are
carrying large plasma guns, or maybe some sort of tank. A small
shuttle could carry two of them. A tank inside of Fort Defiance
could be devastating.”

“Max, how are you fixed for
defenses at Fort Defiance?”

“We’ve got some good things
going for us, but I confess that I’m worried about the numbers the
Russians are throwing at us. If Bambi is correct, they’re
assaulting with four thousand men.

“Equipment wise, our
brainiacs have been coordinating with Wayne’s people and they have
used some of their ideas to produce a few experimental items up
here. Wayne’s group have the assault shuttles and we’ve built five
small shuttles that are covered with FG-1s. The idea was to use
them for defending the Independence.”

Ed Denniston jumped in. “Mike, I’ve
been operating with them and the twelve shuttles assigned to me to
practice combat maneuvers. I hold the small shuttles close in and
use the other faster shuttles as corvettes. I have forty fighters,
but sixteen of them are down. They’re inside of Fort Defiance being
fitted with the new longer range plasma guns.

“The tactics I’ve been
practicing aren’t going to work here. With your permission, I’d
like to keep the whole flotilla together and run away. Of course,
we won’t really be running away, but it must look that way. Once
the shit hits the fan, I’ll turn us around and head back in, guns a
blazing.”

Mike told him, “Before I approve that,
I want to hear what Max will have for defense of the
asteroid.”

“Mike, we’ve got seven
large shuttles, but only three of them have the FG-1s. The others
have been fitted with heavy duty mining lasers. We’ve got thirty
six fighters, and they’re the latest ones in our arsenal; fast and
they each have the new long range FG-1s.

“We exchanged two dozen of
our modern TSN tanks with the Mexican government for fifty of their
older tanks that were in storage, but out of use for years. The
game plan was to upgrade them and ship them to our Mexican base.
We’ve been converting them up here into to a form of tank that
carries the older FG-1s, which came out of the first fighters we
built. There’s thirty-seven of those completed so far.

“We’re trying to make use
of everything Mike. You have Bet to thank for that. She’s amazing.
She won’t let us throw anything away. She has a team of people
trying out new ideas for old equipment.

“Our best asset is the men.
I’ll let Major Benson tell you about them, being as they’re his
guys.”

Al wasted no time, as he jumped right
in. “We have five thousand full time troops here and another three
thousand in training, meant to be sent back down to Mexico. I guess
they aren’t in training anymore. The good news about them is that
they’re all veterans, so they mesh quickly with our regulars. Two
hours ago, I sent orders to organize the defense of Fort Defiance,
inside and out, using prearranged locations as strong points. The
trainees, will be our rapid reaction troops.”

Max chuckled evilly, as he said, “And I
saved the best for the last. We have more than four hundred
anti-air gatling guns. We’ve been spreading them around the outside
of the Fort for two months and we’ve got some in heavily armored
locations, just below the surface, which are out of sight and can
be pushed out to a firing position, if we’re attacked.”

Mike grinned to himself, as he gushed,
“Damn, that’s great Max. Are you sure we need that
many?”

Without hesitation Bet answered, “Yes,
sir, we do. Fort Defiance is forty-five miles long, Mike, and we
must defend all sides. The entire surface area of the base has to
be protected. So those AA weapons don’t seem like a lot to me. We
wouldn’t have produced that many, if Bambi hadn’t made me look at
the statistics of it all. Think about it. We’re 45 miles long, 28
miles wide and 21 miles high. That gives us a surface area of 3,465
square miles to protect.

“We have enough guns to put
one every 8.3 miles. If we could do it evenly, we would have plenty
of overlap coverage. But the shape outside is rocky and uneven, so
we won’t be able to have the redundancy we need, if a gun is taken
out of action. In other words, we’re going to have gaps in our
defense.”

There was an awkward silence, before
Bambi told them, “I have a map of the most vulnerable areas and we
should be able to defend the gaps, but just barely.”

Wayne said, “I have more than I need,
down here. I’ll send some fighters to you, Max.”

Mike brought that idea to a halt. “Just
hold on, Colonel Hurst. Let’s take a look at the entire picture
here. We have to consider our allies. Bambi, what’s the situation
with Australia and the Falkland Islands?”

 


 


Chapter 2


 


While the meeting took place, Mike was
comming with Bambi, on a secondary channel.

Bambi, do we have any idea
where the Presidents of the US or China are located?

I believe I have a good
idea as to their location, sir. The Chinese President is most
likely being held in the ancient Imperial Palace. I base this on
the fact that the Palace is now surrounded by a significantly
increased number of guards. His wife and family are unaccounted
for, so I assume they are with him.

The American President is
probably being held at Camp David, in the visitor’s cabin, known as
Laurel Lodge. It is surrounded by several guards and two Marine
companies, but they’re not the ones who were assigned there a few
weeks ago. As a matter of fact, half of the Marines at Camp David
are new.

I’ve been listening to the
some of the men chat and from the talk I’ve overheard, they are
loyal to Lt. Col. Lumpkin, who is the officer you and Max
encountered when you went to see the President. However, although
they are gung-ho, I perceive they have no idea what’s really going
on, and that goes for Lumpkin, too. He seems to be under the
impression that the President is in danger of being assassinated
and he’s been told to prevent any attempt to get close to Laurel
Lodge.

He’s very excited about
some new assignment. Thompson told him he and most of his Marines
were being transferred ASAP and that they would be going into
action very soon. Lumpkin is being promoted to full Colonel and
will be the commanding officer of a light armored division. If he
is successful, his name will be put at the top of the list for
General.

Who told him that,
Bambi?

Captain Thornton Thompson,
sir; his contact at the DIA. He was just promoted to Captain, which
is unusual, because he doesn’t have much time in grade for that.
I’m not sure, but Thompson might be aware of what’s really going on
here, although he probably thinks he’s doing this for the good of
the country. These two clowns are not the sharpest tools in the
shed. In fact, I doubt they even know where the shed is.

Mike said,
“It’s unlikely that either of these two are at
the top of all this. Someone else is pulling the strings and
ultimately, I suspect the Russian President, Spolnikova is behind
it all. Look into it Bambi.

On it, sir.

One more thing, Bambi.
What’s the status of the Vice-President?

He is still at home in his
compound in North West Washington DC. He’s recovering from knee
replacement surgery and is basically lounging around, although he
reads an enormous number of daily reports.

His guardians have recently
been replaced by new Secret Service agents and military troops. I
have eyes on him and he seems to be safe for the moment. I’ve not
detected any conversations that would indicate he has any idea
what’s going on, or that he is in danger.

Good. If a danger to him
suddenly appears, I authorize you to take unilateral action and
notify me immediately.

He shifted his comm to
Commander Frank Vollmar, the TSN military leader for spec ops on
Earth. Frank, I assume you’re aware of
what’s going on?

Yes, sir.

Good. I want you to
coordinate with Bambi and get the President and his wife the hell
out Camp David. No restrictions, Commander. Understand? Don’t go in
with guns blazing, because you might get him killed. But if you
must use lethal force on anyone to accomplish the mission, do it.
Don’t fuck around with extensive planning. This must happen
quickly. Once your guys have him and his wife in hand, put them on
a shuttle and send them out to the other side of the Earth, away
from any of the action.

I understand completely,
sir. We’ll get him.

Comm me as soon as you do.
I don’t need a sitrep, until it’s done.

Got it.

One more thing, Frank. Pick
your next best man and see if he can get the President of China out
of the shit. That’s going to take more planning, but he can begin
the intelligence on it. If he’s ready to go for it and you approve,
then turn him loose. Same rules of engagement apply. Use lethal
force if necessary and don’t sweat it. Your men answer to me and
I’ll back up any decision you make.

After a long pause, Vollmar
acknowledged, in a serious tone, I
understand, Mike. But, what about the defense of Mexico?

Mike told him,
Wayne’s on his way. Unfortunately, this sort of
operation is a little out of his wheelhouse. Who do you have that
could handle the ground action?

Without hesitation, Vollmar
answered, Major Jon Krasnowski. Career
Army officer and a Viet Nam vet. He’s really good, and way out in
front of the sort of experience I have in handling larger unit
actions. He had a lot of input for the defenses we currently have
down here. He knows them better than I do. He has my complete
confidence, Mike.

That was high praise from Frank
Vollmar. He didn’t hand out that sort of compliment
easily.

That’s good enough for me,
Frank. Call me as soon as the President is safe. Ask him if he
would please talk to his area commanders, so we don’t have to
confront them. We especially need him to try and prevent that Army
division from going deeper into Mexico and bumping into
us.

I’ll do my best, sir,
although I won’t promise that he could do that. Whoever is behind
this has probably taken that possibility into
consideration.

Mike admitted,
That’s very likely, Frank. And the area commander
may also be in on it. But, once those troops realize that the
President is on the loose and back in charge, it’s going to be very
difficult to refuse his direct orders. They’ll be facing charges of
treason. No real American wants that tag to follow his name for the
rest of his life.

Vollmar mumbled,
I hope you’re right, Mike.

 


***

 


As he had his chat with Cdr. Vollmar,
Bambi was giving the conference an update on the Falklands and
Australia. Mike had been able to maintain a secondary awareness of
that meeting, while he gave Vollmar his orders. Now, he brought the
conference back to the front of his mind’s eye.

Bambi said, “Well, the Chinese are
preparing to strike Australia with what seems to be about
twenty-five thousand troops. About eight hundred are partial
upgrades. The upgrades are probably to be the first to land. I
guess they intend to use them as shock troops.

“Like the Russians, they’ve
concentrated on building cheap, but efficient shuttles and armored
carriers. Using 110 large shuttles, they’ll be able to drop in
4,400 troops for the first lift, and then return to the mainland
for the next group.

“If we can whittle down the
shuttles, it will retard their ability to bring in more men and
equipment. They’re going to use fighters to protect the shuttles
and they are showing about two hundred of those. Plus, they have
their older jet transport aircraft ready to bring in more troops,
once the landing field is taken by the shock troops.

“The Australians have ten
thousand men in training at the new sight; and 1,200 are full
upgrades. The Aussies have thirty large shuttles and each of them
has their own version of the FG-1 guns. I don’t have any info on
the range or power of them, because, like all our allies, they’ve
made some modifications of their own. They have eighty or so
fighters and most of them have been undergoing the upgrades to the
new, longer range weapons. I’m afraid I don’t have a number,
regarding how many of those have been completed.

“They took Wayne’s
suggestion to heart, months ago, and began building the same
anti-air weapons that Max has at Fort Defiance. They have excellent
range and the Chinese are going to suffer horrible losses, as they
come into range of those air defenses.”

Bambi paused to allow for comments.
When there were none, she continued. “What has me worried is the
way the Russians hid their rapidly building forces. I know the
Chinese have underground bases and I’ve been having the same
trouble getting inside them, as I did with the Russians. The
numbers I’ve supplied here are based on what I can see on the
ground; not under it. They could have substantial numbers of
shuttles and fighters, that I know nothing about.”

Max offered, “I’d bet you’re right,
Bambi. It’s the Korean war tactic, all over again. They launch an
invasion using cannon fodder type men and equipment. They’ll get a
good look at what our defenses are made of, and then release the
hounds of hell on us, where we are most vulnerable.”

Mike told him, “Max, I want you to have
a chat with the guy handling the Australian defenses and warn him
of our suspicions. Be sure to let him know we’re not telling them
how to deal with this. We’re just trying to give him a heads up, so
he can plan how to give the Chinese a surprise.”

He paused to allow anyone else to
comment, and then asked, “Bambi, what about the Brits in the
Falklands?”

“That’s going to be the
smallest action, but perhaps the nastiest. The Russians are
preparing to launch an assault from Argentina. They’re flying in
loads of supplies and men. Very few of them have been upgraded, but
all of them are from their finest combat units.

“It looks like they’ll have
twenty shuttles and fifty, or so fighters. I can’t be sure, just
yet, how many men their sending, but I think, maybe, around five
thousand.

“The Brits have always been
one of TSN’s closest partner, just as they are with the United
States. In the Falklands, they have ten large shuttles, mostly for
transport, although they are armed with the old FG-1s. They’ve been
playing around with different designs for the small shuttles. They
seem to be going for something that’s along the lines of a big
fighter. They have fifteen of them that carry two of their version
of an FG-1, only it’s bigger and badder. For a small craft, it has
some serious long range punch.

“The British are going to
be badly outnumbered. All their men have been upgraded, but they
only have 1,000 of them. Those men are all retirees from the Marine
Commandos. That’s one of their toughest units. There are also a few
hundred special forces types, who were recruited from the ranks of
old vets from the SAS. Overall, the British might represent the
best, most experienced group out of all the upgraded countries.
They train constantly, just as they did when they were younger and
before being upgraded. It is my opinion that they may be able to
handle the Russians, without any help.”

Mike asked James Addison, the TSN’s new
Secretary of State, “Jim, what can the Canadians do to help support
the Falklands?”

“General. I’ve been unable
to get a return call from the Canadian Prime Minister. I have
talked with their Minister of Foreign Affairs and he told me they
had no intention of getting involved in any of this crap…his words,
sir, not mine. He said, if the Russians actually invade the
Falklands, Canada would immediately file a serious complaint with
the UN.”

With an angry sarcastic tone, Mike
mumbled, “Yeah, that’ll fix the problem all right.”

Then he asked Jim, “What about the
Kiwis? Can they help the Aussies?”

“They assure me that once
it has been determined that the Chinese aren’t going to go after
them, they will commit troops and flying forces to aid Australia. I
have no idea how much help they could offer. It would seem that the
threat of conflict with China has given them pause.”

Bambi told them, “The New Zealanders
have quietly built a nice little force down there. I doubt the
Chinese know what they could bring to the action. But, for a small
country, it’s considerable. They have seventy small shuttles, all
armed with the old FG-1s and twenty two large shuttles, most of
which have the new, long range FG-1s. Their fighter force consists
of our old design, but they have one hundred and thirteen of
them.”

Mike was amazed at the production of
the Kiwis. “How did we not realize their rapid growth?”

Bambi seemed irritated, as she
explained, “They’re not stupid, General. They’ve been watching
China for a while and they saw how their expansion was going. So,
they made an effort to cover their own ass. They have underground
facilities, too. It’s only recently that I’ve been able to send a
few drones below ground and I can tell you they have a first class
construction operation and it operates 24/7.

“They’ve been sending their
men to be upgraded in Australia, so their focus at home has been on
manufacturing shuttles and fighters. Unfortunately, the only
experience their pilots have is from the training programs I
designed. From what I see of that, they have some excellent pilots,
with lots of gung-ho.”

Mike asked the biggest question last.
“Bambi, how much time do we have?”

“My best guess is eighteen
hours. They could attack sooner, but the Russians are slowing down
the pace of things. They’re taking extra time to shake out their
forces, on the way to Fort Defiance. I can see some of their
maneuvers and they aren’t very good at it.

“The most obvious and least
likely assault to succeed would be the Falkland Islands. I’m sure
the enemy is just assaulting them as a means to divert our
attention. Australia would be a nice prize for the Chinese, if they
can pull it off. Once they’ve taken the upgrade base, which is out
in the middle of nowhere, they’ll use all the fabricators to
continue building up their forces. There’s no way a modern force,
using standard equipment, could stand up to those types of alien
weapons. The Chinese will certainly have the numbers and I doubt
that the Australian military forces could prevail against a
completely upgraded Army. So, it’s vital that they stop the initial
assault.”

She nonchalantly said, “Fort Defiance
will take some hits, but they should survive.

“The big question mark is
Mexico. I’ve done a lot of calculation about all of this, and the
one location for an ugly surprise would be from America. They have
far more material than they’re showing us. Don’t forget, in
addition to Nellis, they have two other sites they use for
researching alien equipment. They are both underground and could be
producing any number of shuttles and fighters. They may be
producing better quality weapons, as well. I can almost feel a
second or third wave of assaults coming, once the plasma bolts
start flying.”

Mike asked Wayne, “Son, how long will
it take for a rapid relief force to reach any of these areas from
Mexico?”

Wayne thought about it, and then told
him, “Fourteen hours to get loaded, launched and travel to Fort
Defiance. If we send help to Australia, two to three hours; and the
Falklands a little less.”

There was silence as Mike put it all
together. “Max, how do you think we should proceed?”

“Boss, for the moment, I’d
prefer to make changes and poke holes in someone else’s plan. If I
had to choose, I’d send fifty percent of the forces from Mexico to
Fort Defiance. This is the only base that is truly ours and it must
be protected at all costs. If the others fall, we can still recover
up here. I’d send another ten percent each to the Falklands and
Australia. The remaining thirty percent would be left behind,
positioned to defend our Mexican base.”

Arguments broke out immediately. Wayne
didn’t like the idea of giving away so many of his assets. Bet was
pushing for more construction effort on the newer weapons and
vehicles. Al Benson wanted a dozen shuttles available to be used by
a rapid reaction force, on the asteroid. Ed Denniston wanted the
rest of his fighters to be returned to the Independence.

Mike ignored them all, as he pondered
the possibilities. The squabbling quickly died down, until no one
was talking. Finally, Max asked, “Mike, what are you
thinking?”

“I was just thinking about
some of the most lopsided battles in human history. For instance,
at the battle of Marathon, the Athenians were outnumbered by the
Persians. So, they took a defensive position, where the enemy could
only assault from one direction and through a limited area, making
it much easier to defend.

“At the battle of Poitier,
the English were badly outnumbered by the French. The Brits’
primary combatant was the archer and their archers were low on
arrows. So, between engagements, they’d send their archers down
into the fields, where their enemy had been, and retrieved as many
arrows as possible for reuse.

“At the battle of Leyte
Gulf, the allies air assets were outnumbered by the Japanese. But
they had a field day against their opponent, by using superior
aircraft and pilots who had far more combat experience.”

He stopped talking and Bet asked, “What
does all of that have to do with us?”

“It gives us ideas, my
dear. The Russians are going to have to assault us through the
asteroid field. We need to show them a channel to pass through,
luring them in between hidden assets we’ll have that can hit them
heavily from all sides, once they’re deep in that channel. I have a
few ideas how we can create it, if we have time.”

Max interjected, “As a General once
said, ‘Ask me for anything but time’.”

Wayne suggested, “We can use some of
our fighters to hit them and withdraw. Hopefully, they’ll be
followed into the trap. And, because this is all going to happen in
space, the trap must be set up as a large, long tube. We’re not
working on a flat surface, so we must think in all
dimensions.”

Mike told him, “We’ll definitely go out
and meet them, pecking away at their numbers, whittling them down.
I’m sure they’ve taken that into consideration and have a plan to
counter it. That doesn’t mean we shouldn’t do it; just that it must
be done carefully, so we don’t lose to many men.”

The silence that followed marked how
devoid they were of ideas.

Bambi joined in, “General, I have some
ideas I’d like to submit. But I’m afraid they aren’t going to be
popular.”

Mike nodded, as he said, “Well, spit it
out, Bambi. Right now, any idea that could work would be greatly
appreciated.”

“Sir, we have assets that
we’re not considering. The damaged transport, Intrepid, can be
utilized on a limited basis. I can maneuver it through the
hard-wired system we have rigged on board, although it will be
sluggish. It has a working mining laser which can be deadly at a
great distance and we can load it with fighters. However, the
fighters I’m thinking of are already there, three hundred of
them.”

“That’s a nice idea,
sweetheart, but aren’t they set up for Januki pilots? We don’t have
the time to convert them for human use.”

“That’s true sir, but we do
have six hundred Januki sitting in stasis. If I start to thaw them
out right now, we can have enough of them to fly one hundred
fighters. By the time the Russians arrive, I’ll have them
reprogramed to obey your orders. They’ll have already been coded
for combat tactics, thanks to the Saurans. So, they won’t need to
be trained.”

Max said, “I don’t know about this,
Bambi. I’m not comfortable turning aliens loose without some prior
operating experience with them. How do we know they won’t turn on
us?”

Jo spoke up for the first time. “If I
may comment, ladies and gentlemen; I believe they’ll work out just
fine. But, let me ask you this, Bambi. Will you be able to
completely free their minds, as you bring them out of
stasis?”

“I can, but that would take
a few days and we don’t have that kind of time. For the immediate
campaign, I would merely place directions in their minds that made
General Hurst and the TSN allies of the Saurans. They would have no
knowledge of the current situation on Earth, or anything about the
various nationalities and their local conflicts. As far as they
would know, they’d be fighting under the orders of the Saurans.
Because there are no Saurans in this system and the Januki will be
programed to believe we are designated Sauran representatives; we
will be their acting commanders. After the battle is over, I can
begin deprogramming them, giving them the mental freedom they
deserve.”

Mike still had concerns about letting
these guys out, even though they would be on a long leash. “Bambi,
as you begin this process, will you be able to tell if the Januki
are reliable?”

“General. I’ll monitor
their minds as closely as possible. I’ll look into them and try to
find the trip wires that Saurans would place in a slave’s mind, to
keep it loyal. If these Januki work out for us, it’s going to save
a lot of TSN lives.”

Her last comment sealed the
deal.

“OK, get them out of stasis
and let’s see what they can do. But I don’t want them running their
own maneuvers. They have to obey our commands
precisely.”

“NO!” Max objected. “Mike,
Wayne’s been complaining about wanting to know what Sauran
maneuvers look like. I suggest we give them a stretch of space and
tell them to defend it, using what they know. Hopefully, they’ll
take down some Russians and we’ll learn something about Sauran
fighter tactics.”

Wayne immediately seconded the idea. “I
agree, sir. Learning Sauran fighter tactics just may prove to be as
important as winning this battle.”

Mike was still very reluctant, but he
caved in to his commander’s suggestion.

Bambi then said, “That’s not all, sir.
If you’ll recall, we have one thousand celestial mines, on the
Intrepid. If we place them properly, we should be able to further
diminish the Russian forces.”

Bet asked, “Do we know how to set them
up out there, without blowing up our own people? Will we be able to
recover the ones that don’t go boom? And aren’t there codes we’ll
need to know, before they can be activated?”

Bambi, acting a little like the old
smartass she had been in the past responded, “Yes, yes and yes.
From the dead Sauran’s mind I have found the codes for the mines
that turn them on and off. We’ll need our forces to be aware that
the lethal range of these things is nearly a thousand
kilometers.

“These are smart mines.
They will let an enemy get within three hundred kilometers, before
exploding. That way, the enemy might move more vehicles into the
kill zone. If the enemy turns to run, it explodes immediately.
Also, if you want to maximize the effect, you can place four of
them two kilometers apart, in a box formation. When these
mega-mines go off, the effect is twenty times as powerful and
covers twenty times the distance of lethality; that’s twenty
thousand kilometers.”

The conference went on for another two
hours, until Mike called a halt to it. “All right, folks, we’ve got
a game plan. Let’s put it into effect. We can’t waste any more
time. As of this moment, all plans are a go.”

Of course, compromises had to be made.
Mexico would send additional support to Fort Defiance, but not
nearly as much as Max had asked for. They would also provide last
minute support to the Falkland Islands. The commander there was
grateful and suggested that Wayne hold off, until the Russians were
committed, then he could come in behind them and force them to
fight on two fronts. When the commander in Australia was told of
those plans, he liked the idea. So, that would be the same way the
TSN would support their base down under.

Jim Addison would press the New
Zealanders for earlier support than they had indicated they would
be willing to provide. He would assure them they would be kept in
the loop, at all times, as the various battles unfolded. They would
have a good idea of how they might fit in, if and when they decided
to join the fighting. He would emphasize that a Chinese victory in
Australia would certainly put the Kiwis under the Oriental’s thumb.
Hopefully, they would see the obvious and move to aid the
Australians, as soon as practicable.

 


 


Chapter 3


 


With Bambi’s help, Mike was
crosschecking several items of concern, verifying the details. His
greatest concern was the situation regarding the President of the
United States.

“Bambi, where do we stand
on freeing the President?”

“Sir, I’ve been doing
extensive monitoring of the Laurel Lodge at Camp David. I was
hoping to find a crease where I could maneuver a micro drone
inside. Unfortunately, it isn’t working. Whoever is behind this has
given our capabilities a lot of thought. They’ve been able to
thwart my efforts to have a drone invade the premises.”

He asked, “How are they doing
that?”

“General, I think they’re
using a very simple method. It’s obvious they are aware of our
drones. These tiny devices can fly, using gravity control. But they
are so light weight and of such low power, they’re susceptible to
air currents, beyond ten miles per hour. The enemy have placed a
few air pumps inside, over-pressuring the cabin. Whenever I try to
slip in a drone, it gets blown back, by the out-flow of
air.”

Mike suggested, “I guess it’s possible
that’s the same method the Russians and Chinese are using to keep
you out of their underground works.”

“Yes, probably so; although
it would take a far more extensive effort for the Russians. On the
Moon, they’re working without the benefit of an environment…a near
vacuum. They must have built up a far greater air production
facility than would be needed, just to maintain breathable air for
the men. They are virtually throwing air away, every time they open
a door. However, the over-pressure effect would be more efficient
than on the Earth. Either way, it’s working and keeping me out of
their manufacturing areas.”

“Can’t you use larger, more
powerful drones?”

“I can, but they would be
detectable. I’ve tried to sneak in micro-drones on equipment being
taken inside. A few minutes after they enter, they go offline. So,
there’s no doubt that the enemy is aware of them and taking every
precaution to keep them out.”

“OK, Bambi, I want you to
talk with my steward, Manny. He’s a sneaky little bastard and I bet
he can come up with some ideas that could be of
assistance.”

“Got it.”

“Good, now, let’s get back
to the President. The man isn’t stupid. I wonder what he’s doing to
help himself; and I wonder if he thinks we’re behind
this.”

“General, he has to know
you could have done this from day one. He knows he can trust you,
at least to a certain extent. He’s probably trying to find a way to
escape, or more than likely a way to contact us.”

Mike snapped his fingers. “Of course he
is. He must realize the room he’s in won’t allow us to communicate
with him. He’s been partially upgraded, so he has a vast amount of
knowledge that he didn’t have before.”

“That’s true, sir. But most
of his research has involved looking into improving relationships
with other countries and gathering intel on possible conflict
areas. It’s not like he researched escape methods, as the President
of the United States.”

‘What do we know about his
past, Bambi. I mean, what abilities might he have retained from
previous life’s experiences.”

“Well, he was an
information officer in the Army reserve. Oh yeah, and he was a boy
scout.”

Mike grinned, “I, too, was a boy scout.
You never forget most of the clever stuff you learned at that age.
If I was him, and thinking like a boy scout, I’d want a knife, a
compass, some rope, things like that.”

Bambi spoke as a practical teacher to a
dim-witted student. “I doubt that those things are going help him
to cut through the walls of the cabin. I suspect they’ve placed him
in a Faraday Cage of thick copper wire. That would be fairly
effective in blocking our comm signals.”

He sat there, trying to imagine how he
would react to being locked in that type of cage. It’s too strong
to break out of. Maybe he could make a hole in the wall and get a
message out that way. If he pushed a piece of paper through it, it
could lay on the ground for weeks, before it was found.

When he mentioned that to Bambi, she
pointed out, “He might be able to make a hole to the outside that’s
big enough for me to get a micro-crawler inside. It’s bigger than a
micro-drone; but it can grab, as it moves, and won’t be blown back
outside. If we can get it in through a hole, then we would have
comm with him and we could coordinate a better way to free him,
without getting him and his wife killed.”

“That sounds great, Bambi.
Why didn’t you use micro-crawlers at Cheyanne Mountain?”

“I did, General. These
drones are about the size of a large cockroach. I think that’s how
they were easily discovered. Also, I tried to sneak in a few at
Laurel Lodge, but it didn’t work. The guards must have watching for
them.

Mike pointed out, “The outside wall is
old hard wooden planks. I seriously doubt he’d get through
that.”

“So, what would you do,
Sir.”

“I’d still try to bore
through the wall. It would take a long time, but it would be my
best shot at coming with you and bringing in help.”

There was a brief pause, and then Bambi
said, “Let me check the outside walls. I’ve been moving in lots of
extra drones and I can do a pretty good check on the outside of
that cabin.”

She began humming and Mike asked, “Are
you humming?”

“Yeah, it’s a habit I
picked up from Max. He does it when he’s deeply engaged in some
task, as he thinks it through.”

“Does it help
you?”

“I wouldn’t exactly say it
helps me. I just feel better when I use the idiosyncrasies of my
human friends. It makes me feel more like I’m part of the
team.”

“If it works for you than
that’s a good thing.”

“OK, boss, I have several
drones doing a close in search of the building. There’s no doubt
that he and his wife are being kept here. I detect the presence of
a large, blank cube. It’s completely devoid of radio frequencies
and gravity waves. I also detect a great deal of magnetism here.
That’s probably how they’re being so effective at blocking the
gravitic comm.

“I would guess that the
President is being held in that cube, or cage.”

Mike almost whispered, “Is there
anything else you can see?”

“Yes. By their coming and
going, I surmise there are probably four guards in the next room
and fourteen more around the outside. When the time comes, I’ll be
able to neutralize the guys outside. If I can sneak in some stun
drones, I can deal with the men inside, too.”

“OK, Bambi. Now we’re
making progress.”

“WAIT A MINUTE,
BOSS.”

“What?

“I think I’ve got something
else. I can hear some scratching on the outside wall of the
containment room. I think the President is trying to bore through
the wall.”

“Can he do it,
Bambi.”

“Yes, sir. But it’ll be
next month, before he does it. I can help. I’m going to put a stun
micro-drone right where he’s scratching. I’ll have it use low
powered plasma shots to get through the wood siding. Then I might
be able to get a micro-crawler inside.”

“Bambi, I think you’d
better bring Frank Vollmar in on this right away.

“On it.”

“Vollmar here, General.
Bambi just sent me an update. This helps us a lot. If she can
neutralize the outside guards and the inside men. All I have to do
is drop my new six passenger stealth fighter next to the building.
I’ll only have four men on board; so, we’ll have two seats for the
President and his wife. Then, I’ll just walk him out to it and be
gone. We could be in and out in less than a minute.”

“Frank, you are going be
taking more than just the fighter, aren’t you? These guys might be
better prepared than we know. There could be a nasty surprise
waiting for us.”

“I’m bringing in the other
fighter and it’s going be carrying six of my best upgrades. We’re
all experienced spec ops people, Mike. And, just in case it gets
heavy, I’m including four large shuttles, all with the new FG-1s.
Each of them will be loaded with men and some special weapons Bambi
has been helping me with.

“We’re bringing along a few
space suits for the President and his wife, so we can transfer them
to the VIP shuttle and get them far away from any of the action.
Bambi’s got a spot picked out on Mars, where she had some robots
construct a small research base for Bet’s people. I doubt if anyone
but us know about it.”

“You’re probably right
about that, Frank. I never heard about it.”

Bambi told him, “You’ve been busy and
there’s been a lot going on. So, I don’t tell you everything. The
TSN has fifteen other small locations, that no one is aware of,
except the people working there. They’re working on variations of
alien technology, new weapons, trying to figure out how the space
engines work and how do they control gravity.”

Mike pressed her for a little more
detail. “Are they making any headway?”

“Not really. There seems to
be some hope for better weapons, but not much else right now. Of
course, throughout the history of humankind, breakthroughs have
happened when least expected. So, let’s keep our fingers
crossed.”

He ignored her human reference to
fingers, which she didn’t have, and told Commander Vollmar, “Frank,
once you secure the President, I want you and your spec ops men to
be ready to go anywhere and help out. I have no idea where that
might be, but I’m pretty sure you’re going to be
needed.”

“I understand,
General.”

Instead of talking out
loud, Bambi commed him privately. General,
things are popping fast. I’ve not told you about some of the most
recent events, because they won’t affect what’s about to happen
here. But I think you need to know a few things.

He sighed, wearily and
responded, Ah crap. OK, sweetie pie, what
now?

Well, if you’ll recall,
Commander Doolin, following your orders, sent out a patrol from the
relay and fold station, to find out where those alert drones were
heading. Lt. Cdr. Ripley took a large shuttle and eight fighters to
investigate. He found a small relay station. It’s not very big,
it’s not manned and wasn’t designed for the same mission as the
large one we assaulted. It has just enough energy to open a narrow
fold and send through a message drone.

Mike was a little
frustrated. Bambi, why do I need to know
this right now. The shit is about to hit the fan.

Because while they were
there, a message came through. Ripper, that’s Lt. Cdr. Ripley, had
two fighters follow it back to our new relay station. He’s going to
stay out by the smaller one, to give us warning of any further
activity out there.

As soon as the message
arrived, I open it and decoded it. Mike, there’s a corvette headed
this way and it’s going to be here in about four weeks. It’s a
third escort for the large transport we’re going to be seeing.
According to this message, the timetable has been moved up. The
transport and the other two corvettes are going to arrive in about
nine weeks.

Mike thought for a moment,
and then said, The war with our
adversaries from Earth will be over in a few days’ time. I’m sure
we’ll need to devote some effort to clearing up the loose ends.
But, if we continue to grow and learn, we should be ready. At least
as ready as possible.

Bambi, for now, don’t
mention this to anyone else.

I’m sorry General, I
already have. I told Max and Bet. I did ask that they keep it quiet
for now.

OK. Tell them you brought
me up to date and that I don’t want any of this to leak out. Also,
they absolutely must focus on the current crisis. We can’t afford
to screw this up, or the Earth is going to be in for a very rough
time of it.

Got it.

Sweet Jesus, he thought. Are we ever
going to have time to get our shit together? I wonder if this rate
of difficulty is normal for inter-stellar travelers?

He told her,
Thanks, Bambi.

That’s not all, boss. Bet
may have some good news for us. One of her group has been trying to
design our own small spacecraft. They’ve been working on a few
different types. One of them is along the lines of Admiral
Denniston’s idea of making a larger craft, by using large shuttle
parts. They have two of them and each one has four of the
extra-long range FG-1s.

Dr. Frankenberger has
upgraded those guns again. They’re calling them FG-2s and they have
far greater range than anything we currently possess. However,
they’ve yet to be tested.

Mike was happily
surprised. Damn, that is good news. Where
are they?

Not so fast, Mike. They’ve
had real problems to work out, with their controls, the inertial
compensators and the aiming sensors, which affect the firing
accuracy of the guns. It’s improved somewhat, but the design still
has a long way to go. They’ve been developed inside the science
asteroid. It’s been divided into several independent sections and
the people working in one area are unaware of what is being done in
another.

Bet thinks these small
craft could be used for close in work, near an asteroid, or a
transport. But she recommends we hold them back, unless it’s truly
necessary. If they maneuver too quickly, the inertial compensator
can’t keep up with it and the crew could be crushed.

Mike couldn’t contain his
excitement. Bambi, whether you realize it,
or not, that is a real breakthrough. Humans have built their own
spaceship.

General, I don’t wish to
rain on your parade, but that’s not completely accurate. All they
did was take a few large pieces of half made shuttles and put them
together lengthwise, creating nothing more than a bigger shuttle
It’s being set up with six alien engines, but the controls for
everything on board must be redesigned, due to the new
configuration, the added mass and the substantial boost in
power.

With my help, their getting
there; but we have some ways to go yet. Bet says the biggest
problem is all that extra power. Sauran control systems are set up
to run existing equipment and it isn’t easily re-configured to deal
with so much energy in one relatively small vehicle.

Mike knew he should get back to working
on the immediate problem, but his curious side demanded to have
answers to a few questions.

Bambi, If I’m understanding
this correctly, we will have a spacecraft that uses six engines for
the weight of less than four large shuttles. Is that right? And if
it is, wouldn’t it be faster and have more punch with its
FG-1s?

Yes, sir. That’s correct on
both counts. Actually, the gross weight would be less than two
shuttles, because we’re only using three sides of each one. Then
there’s the six engines. Five are used for propulsion and one for
energizing the plasma guns. There is a concern about the structural
integrity. It’s going to need to be strengthened and that will add
mass to it. But, when they’re ready for action, these babies will
be fast as hell and kick ass. Of course, they’ll need to be tested
and recalibrated.

He was a little
crestfallen. Then he asked, If we need
them, could they at least be shoved out and placed in a position
where they could fire on the enemy. The additional range and fire
power could make a difference.

Yes, that’s a possibility.
But, think of it this way. It would be like using NASA’s space
shuttle, by placing a cannon on it. This thing will not be very
maneuverable, at first, and every time it fires, it’s going to rock
the hell out of the crew inside.

OK, Bambi, I want you to
work on making it as safe as possible for the crew. But I want that
ship to be available, if necessary.

We can’t afford to suffer
big losses, even if we win. We’ve got to come out of this a big
winner and the world needs to see it that way. The enemy must be
crushed, to discourage other attempts.

I’ll get right on it,
sir.

Good girl.

Sir, the President of
Mexico is trying to reach you.

He sighed,
That’s just wonderful. OK, let’s hear what he
wants.

Juan Rodriquez, the President of
Mexico, had been reluctant to work with the TSN. But when one of
their med units cured his son, he felt obligated to ally with them,
for the good of Mexico and the planet. Since then, he, his wife and
several of his closest and most trusted people had been
upgraded.

Mike began the
conversation. Mr. President, we have much
to discuss and very little time to do it; so let me ask you this.
Has Bambi made you aware of what is happening in space and around
the world?

General Hurst, she has
given me small pieces of information, which only served to worry
me. However, at the moment, my greatest concern is the large
American force that has invaded my country. Why would an ally do
this? When I tried to contact President Stassen, I get no response,
from him, or his chief of staff.

Then I get a message from
the commander of the American force that I should move my army
aside, so they can deal with the rogue army in the middle of my
country, which would be your people, at the base on my country’s
soil.

I’m very unhappy about
this, General Hurst. I think it would be best if you had that base
removed. If you will commit to that, I can notify this General
Lumpkin that the problem is resolved and that you will be leaving
as soon as possible.

Mike shouted, in a comm
sort of way. General Lumpkin. Is that Fred
Lumpkin?

Si. He said his name was
Frederick Lumpkin of the United States Marine Corps. Do you know
this man?

Unfortunately, yes. He is
apparently a member of the group of people who have decided to over
through the government of America. They have kidnapped the
President and have him held somewhere.

For now, Mike didn’t want to reveal
that he knew exactly where the President was.

President Rodriquez, once
we locate him, we may be able to rescue him. I believe that,
ultimately, we’re going to find out the Russians are behind every
bit of this. They are on their way to assault our asteroid base, as
we speak. They are also about to invade the Falkland Islands,
drawing England’s attention away from the other areas of concern
and weakening our efforts to thwart them.

The Chinese President and
his family are missing and I’m certain that elements of their
government have taken him hostage, as they prepare to invade
Australia. While all of this happens, the Russian President, Mr.
Spolnikova, uses every form of the media to try and convince the
world that a great and wonderful peace is about to begin here on
Earth; under his guidance of course.

Juan Rodriquez told
Mike, I am aware of Spolnikova’s ever
present face all over the internet and on every TV. The Communists,
for decades, have had a strong presence in Central and South
America. They had their chances to demonstrate how wonderful life
would be, while living under the oppressive thumb of their
dictatorial form of government.

It is like tossing a dog a
bone. It is very effective, when the dog hasn
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