
Table of Contents

An Alien Presence

Chapter 1

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30


​​​An

​​Alien Presence

Book 2 of the Alien Series

By

Jorge L. Perez-Jara

Copyright © 2011 by Jorge L. Perez-Jara

All rights reserved.

––––––––
[image: ]


No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

This is a work of fiction. The story, all names, characters, places, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons living or deceased, is entirely coincidental.

––––––––
[image: ]


Book Cover by

Jorge L. Perez-Jara

&

Lois I. Perez-Jara

––––––––
[image: ]


2nd edition 2025

Other titles by Jorge L. Perez-Jara

The Alien Series:

An Alien Encounter

An Alien Presence

An Alien War

An Alien Rubicon

An Alien Incursion

Combined Service Marine Series:

Combined Service Marines - Lunar Cache

Combined Service Marines - Terra Incognita

Combined Service Marines - Titanus Malleus

Forging Man Series:

Forging Man – The Experiment

Other Books:

The Ocean Depths

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]



Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Chapter 15


Chapter 16


Chapter 17


Chapter 18


Chapter 19


Chapter 20


Chapter 21


Chapter 22


Chapter 23


Chapter 24


Chapter 25


Chapter 26


Chapter 27


Chapter 28


Chapter 29


Chapter 30






An

Alien Presence



[]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​Chapter 1


[image: ]


​​​​​Major Myles Webb, American Federated States Marines, had personally witnessed the intercontinental ballistic missiles that had been launched against American territories. A covert Chinese commando team had launched the missiles under the guise of a Unification of Nations inspection team. They had gained access to AFS S.S. Freedom and one of the orbiting ICBM platforms above Earth. Once on board, the commandos had divided themselves into two assault teams to execute their respective missions.

The AFS ICBM platforms had been mothballed long ago, when tensions between the two world superpowers had lessened. But they still contained their deadly payloads of nuclear missiles, which had been inactive. The American government had never decommissioned or dismantled the missiles. Therefore, all the Chinese assault teams had to do was gain access to the onboard computers on the platforms and hack the missiles’ guidance systems to reactivate them. Once they had accomplished that task, they proceeded to fire the missiles at their newly designated targets.

The primary Chinese commando team had been responsible for securing Freedom’s command and control center. Which they had accomplished their objective by neutralizing the personnel present. They then began to implement their phase of the plan. Which was to disable the space station’s offensive and defensive systems, as well as every communications channels to Earth.

The Chinese teams had successfully executed their covert operation by concealing their assault gear and weapons within diplomatic pouches when they had initially boarded Freedom. They had begun their mission by masquerading as a Unification of Nations inspection team for several days before they had commenced their assault on the station’s command and control center.

As the first commando team had begun their assault on Freedom, the other assault team had simultaneously gained control of one of the ICBM platforms. Once they had successfully secured the platform, they immediately began reprogramming the ICBMs guidance systems with new targets. And once they were ready, they launched the missiles.

When the ICBMs had initially been detected, the American forces on the ground had immediately activated their antimissile defense batteries. The antimissile defense screen intercepted the majority of the missiles, but three penetrated their defenses. Despite the fact they had been mobilized within minutes of the inbound missiles’ detection, three of the ICBMs had reached their targets. The densely populated cities of New Orleans and Los Angeles and the recently constructed spaceport had been reduced to radioactive rubble.

*****
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During the attack, Webb had made an appeal to the Hee’Umana, an extraterrestrial civilization that had only weeks ago established contact with humanity. He had asked for any assistance they could offer them in intercepting the ICBMs while they were still in flight. But his efforts to persuade them to intervene had been unsuccessful. He had been informed that they weren’t interested in participating in what they considered to be “a human affair” and “a human conflict” that didn’t involve them. They had maintained complete neutrality as hostilities on Earth expanded and merely observed as humanity fought among themselves.

The Hee’Umana had announced their presence only weeks before these events. They were seeking assistance in repairing their damaged ships after establishing communication with humanity. They had stated that it was only customary for them to communicate diplomatically with the indigenous species that occupied the system. And they had also expressed that they weren’t accountable for the internal affairs and conflicts of a species when Webb had requested their assistance. Therefore, they had refrained from entering the conflict.

Furthermore, the Hee’Umana stated that they wouldn’t intervene in human affairs. They determined that the present dispute was between the many human factions on Earth. And as such, they would maintain a neutral stance until the hostilities had been concluded. Thereby, allowing humankind the opportunity to resolve their internal disputes on their own.

In addition, the Hee’Umana had stated that the overseer, a revered religious leader among them who possessed a significant amount of influence within their society, hadn’t authorized their participation in human affairs or the present conflict. Therefore, they were unable to intervene or serve as intermediaries for any one particular faction on Earth. With that knowledge, Webb had been compelled to approach this individual to present his request for assistance. She was the only individual present with the authority to sanction and authorize such an action.

These highly respected spiritual leaders among the Hee’Umana, who were exclusively female, were assigned to all their Command ships during any military deployment.

Subsequently, in order for Webb to secure the Hee’Umana overseer’s cooperation in reconciling the dispute, he would be required to consult her.

Webb had conveyed the American Federated States’ stance to the overseer while the missiles were still in mid-flight. However, she had remained steadfast in her conviction that the Hee’Umana should maintain their neutrality and refrain from participating. Therefore, she had declined to grant Command and the Shee’Marr, as their military and personnel serving within it were referred to, the authority to intervene.

Even though millions of human lives were at risk, the overseer hadn’t relinquished her decision to remain as mere observers in the conflict. And before Webb could continue his plea and press her further for assistance, the missiles had reached their intended targets.

Although the American antimissile defense batteries on the ground had made a commendable effort to intercept the ICBMs, their efforts were insufficient to prevent their impact. Webb had looked on helplessly as the overseer had projected a hologram of the devastation within American territories. The holotank was vivid and detailed, as they both observed the devastation on the ground from the safety of space above the planet. Debris had been launched into the atmosphere, and they had watched as three nuclear mushroom clouds rose from the ground toward the sky.

Eventually, the nuclear fallout and debris from the scorched earth began to fall back down within the surrounding landscape. An expression of cold hatred and contempt had formed on Webb’s face in response to the Chinese attack. He had stood there, quietly observing the scene unfold before him. He had been taken aback by the emotionless response of the Shee’Marr and felt absolutely helpless as the scene unfolded within the holotank.

In contrast, the Hee’Umana overseer who had stood by his side during the attack wept tears of sorrow. The overseer class was distinct in many ways from the Shee’Marr, who were cold and emotionless due to their battle-hardened nature. But due to the overseer’s position as a religious leader, she could feel deep emotions. Including remorse and pain. This, however, hadn’t convinced her to adopt a stance against or for any particular side during the conflict.

Webb had been informed by the overseer that a species’ capability to endure death and hardships was indicative of its readiness and willingness to confront the numerous challenges of space travel. And eventual contact with other civilizations that resided within the galaxy.

The overseer had stated that if the relationship between the Hee’Umana and humans was to endure, they had to be certain that humanity could tolerate any aggression. And if their bond with mankind was to strengthen over time, they needed to be reassured that humans were resilient in confronting any future situation.

“Overseer Rii’Bii, where do we go from here?” Webb asked in a strained tone as he slowly turned and confronted her. He could barely hear himself speak due to the tightness of his throat, which had been caused by the raw emotions he felt from the present circumstances. His stomach had contracted into knots, so he had turned away from the vivid display of the holotank. He was unable to continue to observe the scene before them. “It would be of great comfort to my people to know where our present relationship stands,” he said. “As far as the tensions on my planet are concerned, we already know the answer.”

“That is entirely up to your faction and species to decide, Ambassador,” Overseer Rii’Bii replied as she began to enter the water tank within her private chambers once more.

The designation of ambassador had been one of two titles that had been bestowed upon Webb when the American Federated States had initially made contact with the Hee’Umana. His status among the aliens had been elevated to that of the Earth’s ambassador and of a Shee’Marr subcommander in the span of only a few weeks.

However, Webb’s current title and rank were only utilized in accordance with the situation he found himself in at any given time. Ambassador was the title by which he was addressed during their daily interactions or diplomatic negotiations. He was addressed by his other bestowed rank of a Shee’Marr subcommander while he was on board a Command ship or in hostile conditions.

“We will keep a close watch on your people’s future actions before we determine what is required of us or how we will respond,” Overseer Rii’Bii said after a brief pause and reflection. “Also, if we choose to offer any assistance in this situation or in the future, our current bond obligates us to assist in various forms. But there are limits to our participation and newly found friendship.

“Therefore, make no mistake, Ambassador,” she cautioned as she turned to face him. “We will not intervene in human affairs or dictate actions. These present tensions among your factions are something for your species to decide how it moves forward. It would be against first contact protocol to make any decision without conferring with you or giving your species an opportunity to prove themselves. Such trespasses would be contrary to our deeply held cultural beliefs and the direction of the Prime. Therefore, no Hee’Umana, or Shee’Marr for that matter, will be allowed to interfere in any human affairs. Or are they authorized to offer any type of military assistance if tensions among your numerous factions spill into a global conflict between your species.

“There are, of course, certain situations and exceptions in which we would allow such actions to be taken or deviations. But they are very few and rarely implemented,” she offered him as consolation. She could see that Webb was crestfallen by her decision and explanation, so she attempted to make their position clear. “But allow me to clarify.

“This present conflict is not one of those situations or occasions, so we shall remain neutral in all this. You and the numerous factions on your planet must settle this on your terms and settle it quickly. Because we are running out of patience with your species’ primitive bickering.

“As an enlightened civilization, you should learn to put such primitive notions as self-identity, race, and cultural differences aside for the betterment of the entire species,” she stated forcefully. “Only then will your factions and your species as a whole reach their full potential among you and also be able to reach the stars above you.”

“Unfortunately, Overseer, my species as a whole has a long way to go before we reach such enlightenment. But if you’re indeed an enlightened civilization, as you have just mentioned, why are your ships armed? And why do you possess any type of military presence within space?” Webb asked, challenging her assertion of superiority over humanity. Since he had previously examined the Hee’Umana vast archives, he was well aware of the rationale behind their large military presence in space. Despite the fact the information he had discovered was comprehensive and detailed, his anger was consuming him. “Doesn’t that counter your statement as a whole?”

“Not at all, Ambassador,” Overseer Rii’Bii answered in a soothing voice. She was unfazed by his argument and distortion of the facts. She had also recognized his intention to ensnare her in her statements of maturity and superiority, but she would have none of it. “It is always best to attempt to reach a consensus among all the encountered civilizations within our travels. But one cannot simply be so naïve in such interactions as to assume that every species we encountered has reached such enlightenment or way of thinking.

“The Hee’Umana have traveled far as a species within the known galaxy, and in those travels we have met several species in different stages of their evolution. And in some of these travels, we were confronted with different reactions during our meetings with other civilizations.

“These different interactions have ranged from fear, mutual friendship, and understanding to outright violence toward anyone not of their kind. Most interactions have been beneficial, mind you, but there are those who refuse to simply speak to anyone before hostilities ensue.

“They would rather...what is that saying? Shoot first and ask questions later. Or they are simply mentally wired that way and deem everyone else they encounter a threat to their very existence. Or an obstruction within their sphere of control and influence. They would rather attack others they encountered without provocation, logic, or reasoning behind their aggression than engage in diplomacy.

“Of course, we Hee’Umana attempt to make the best out of all situations and to seek a friendly dialogue beforehand. But on some rare occasions, we were left with no choice in how we proceeded during the various encounters. Therefore, we deem a military presence is a requirement, so arming our ships was a logical decision on our part to survive the perils of interstellar travel and the unknown.

“You see, Ambassador, peaceful encounters and negotiations are always preferred within our species. But there are times when such overtures fall short. When this happens, we are prepared to strike back if attacked or if it becomes necessary. Therefore, any Hee’Umana presence within space, especially one with an extensive civilian contingent, is always accompanied by Command ships.

“Regardless of our purpose or reasoning while traveling within the great void, there are times when being prepared is essential to survival. And yes, we have unfortunately learned this lesson the hard way on some occasions. Therefore, we, long ago, decided to arm ourselves. Doing otherwise would be illogical and dangerous.”

“I understand the point, Overseer, but haven’t advanced civilizations that have mastered space travel done away with such violent tendencies?” Webb asked. He was shocked that such violent behaviors and characteristics would still be prevalent in a society that had made such great strides in their evolution. Humanity had consistently deceived itself with the belief that once a civilization developed the technology to travel among the stars, such violent tendencies would be dissuaded and abandoned. Obviously, they aren’t that easy to do away with, he told himself. “So we need to confront our aggressors and face whatever hardship comes with it alone?” he stated as he closed his eyes in anguish. He became increasingly enraged with each passing moment, and his determination to retaliate against those who had murdered so many increased. However, he was aware that he needed to maintain his composure and control over his emotions. Therefore, he swallowed his anger and pride and asked, “And as we deal with all this tragedy looming before us, you also want us to give you an answer concerning initiating the much-needed repairs to your battle group as well?

“How can we possibly do all this and face our aggressors as well when most of our energies and attention will be on fighting and surviving the present aggression? I just don’t see how that would be possible given our current circumstances.

“Overseer, my government can only entertain one crisis at a time. Therefore, your request for an answer from us concerning your proposal will have to wait until this unprovoked aggression toward my people has been fully addressed.” He approached the edge of the water tank, where Overseer Rii’Bii was silently treading water. “Don’t you agree that our present predicament outweighs your request for assistance in repairing your ships?” he asked. “Especially when these required repairs necessitate the construction of a Command spaceyard.

“Something that would require an enormous amount of time, effort, and manpower to achieve in its construction. This is something that we can’t afford to offer you currently, while our attention is focused on meeting our enemy on the battlefield.

“Overseer, we can only manage one crisis at a time to prevail against our aggressors. After these hostilities have been addressed, then we can speak of assisting you in repairing your ships.” He took a deep breath before he spoke once more and asked, “Wouldn’t that be the logical thing to do in such circumstances as these? Wouldn’t the suspension or conclusion of hostilities on my planet be beneficial before we focused our attention and energies toward accommodating your requests?”

“No, it would not be, Ambassador,” Overseer Rii’Bii countered. She was having a difficult time understanding human thought processes and logic. Or is it just plain stubbornness on their part? she asked herself. “I do not agree with your assessment of the present situation. You have completely misunderstood my interpretation of current events on your planet and the present tensions among your people, Ambassador,” she answered with a serious expression on her face. She fully understood how Webb had arrived at such a conclusion, but he was mistaken. Even if his disagreement was a logical one, there were other mitigating factors that they were required to consider. “A response to our request is not tied in with the problems presently on the surface of your planet.

“No, these are two different matters altogether, and one of them does not involve or concern us. Even with the logic you have levied against mine to push your point, there are other factors that must be considered here.

“As I have argued and stated previously, these are two separate issues entirely, which do not affect our initial proposals upon our arrival. Which were suggested beforehand and at a time before open hostility between your factions on your planet became evident. Therefore, they supersede all other obligations or future complications. That also, unfortunately, includes war, Ambassador.

“Therefore, I must mention that our overtures should take precedence over your species’ senseless squabbling. We had asked for your faction’s assistance before tensions on your planet had become elevated. Thus, our proposals should be addressed first before anything else. Once they are addressed and agreed upon, we can then discuss the concerns that you have and those of your planet.”

“But how can an answer to your initial requests take precedence over hostilities or war even between the governments on my planet?” Webb asked as he attempted to understand her reasoning behind her statement. He had employed logic, which the Hee’Umana were known to practice, but even that appeared as if it was insufficient to convince her to offer any assistance. “Prudence demands that we deal with the hostilities on the planet first above all else, Overseer.

“Millions of my people have already died. And millions more will probably die in the near future due to the nuclear fallout and radiation the missiles have caused on the surface of the planet. If we don’t put an immediate stop to all this madness, there will be more casualties, and the answer you seek will take longer.”

“I agree with your current assessment of the situation and argument, but those actions and facts are of no concern to us,” Overseer Rii’Bii said as she floated on top of the surface of the water. The liquid played a vital role in the Hee’Umana’s way of life. They were from a planet that was nearly entirely submerged in water. A few landmasses were present on its surface, but they were rather small and insignificant. “On the subject of your faction’s present predicament, I concur with your assessment of the current tensions. It is madness for your species to inflict misery and death on one another, but we also did not create this situation among you. Therefore, a diplomatic resolution to your disagreements would be a much more preferred and appropriate resolution concerning the present hostilities among your factions. Especially when we stop to consider the current circumstances you find yourselves in.

“Maybe this is something that your people and the many factions on your planet should seek to avoid in the future. Further conflicts and the loss of life will not be useful in achieving enlightenment among your species. If they continue on this path, they will only become prey for more advanced and aggressive civilizations. They will only achieve failure in presenting a disorganized front during a time of great crisis.

“You and your people should be mindful of such adversities in the future, Ambassador,” she cautioned. “This conflict was brought on by your species alone. The Hee’Umana had no part in it, nor were we the cause of the present hostilities.” She shook her head in annoyance as her naked body floated within the water tank. “If you cannot govern your species as a civilized society, then you shall also pay the consequences as every other primitive species within the galaxy has done in the past.

“Although, even with all this disorganization and barbarity currently affecting your people and planet, we shall remain bonded with your faction. Such a gesture cannot easily be undone, so we will attempt to be patient until either the conflict has been resolved or there is a clear victor.

“We will await an answer from your faction’s leader and representatives. But do remember one thing, Ambassador. We will only await an answer for a short period of time.

“After such time has expired, if no response to our request has been received. We will leave your system and seek assistance elsewhere. We simply cannot sit idle while you work out your differences. Our ships must be repaired for us to be confident in being able to defend ourselves and also to be able to move about as we wish.”

Webb was eager to continue his argument with the overseer. However, he recognized that it would be futile to continue, since in the end he would still receive the same response. The Hee’Umana had their own way of perceiving events and how they dealt with them, and they didn’t concern themselves with human disagreements. Therefore, he merely nodded his head and said, “I shall do my best to get you your answer, Overseer. But that is all I can promise. Ultimately, it’s up to my government to approve such proposals.

“I only ask for your continual patience in these difficult times ahead for us,” he stated in a tone of voice he found difficult to control. But he did his best to temper his frustration and anger, since he understood that it wouldn’t carry any weight in changing the minds of their alien visitors. “After all, I can only present your request to my government and the others on my planet and nothing more.” He sighed loudly, since he knew they had been over this subject several times already. But he had to make the Hee’Umana understand how humanity and governments functioned on Earth. “I don’t know how long a response will take, but I’ll apply whatever pressure I can so you can have your answer within the allotted time.”

“There, you see, Ambassador. A decision was not that difficult to arrive at,” Overseer Rii’Bii said as if she were speaking to a small child. “Many things can be achieved and overcome if one merely applies themselves.”

“No, that wasn’t that difficult at all, Overseer,” Webb replied between gritted teeth. He understood better than most that they were indeed alien and not all of their actions would be aligned with human thoughts or logic. “Good day, Overseer,” Webb added as he turned and quickly exited her private chambers.
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Webb promptly made their way back to the command deck after exiting the overseer’s private chambers. He was currently aboard the Ko’Da, the Shee’Marr flagship. The Command ship was a dreadnought warship of the Korri’Marr-class. The ship was a behemoth in size and military capabilities, which was difficult for the majority of humans to fathom—that such power and superstructures were even feasible for construction. He knew that humanity could only aspire to someday accomplish such a technological feat.

However, Webb also understood that it would be almost impossible for humans to construct such extraordinary and advanced superstructures in space considering humanity’s current level of technology. Therefore, in order for humans to acquire these new construction techniques and advanced technologies, it was imperative for their two species to be able to collaborate in the future. Therefore, the Hee’Umana’s proposals, even though difficult to meet by human standards, were necessary to cement their bond and advance humanity’s crude technological knowledge compared to their newly arrived alien visitors.

The Ko’Da was regarded by the Hee’Umana as a typical warship within Command. Of course, in human technological terms, it was nothing of the sort. The alien ship was three kilometers wide and twenty kilometers in length. To ensure that it could absorb a significant amount of punishment during any confrontation, the outer hull was built with forged carbon-ceramic armor plating.

A crew of two thousand Shee’Marr comprised the Ko’Da’s current personnel. The Command ship also carried a large complement of five hundred Crra’Tyrr fighters. Battle Group 117 was currently composed of three other Command ships for a total of four military ships. These additional Command ships were a Plarri’Marr-class heavy destroyer and two Khayya’Marr-class battle cruisers.

The heavy destroyer was named the Ree’Darr. The ship held a complement of one thousand five hundred Shee’Marr and carried three hundred Crra’Tyrr fighters. The ship was two kilometers wide and fifteen kilometers in length. It was heavily armored and possessed numerous weapon systems that were identical to the accompanying Command flagship, the Ko’Da.

The two additional Command ships were the Turr’Vurr and Aurr’Mirr. They were classified as battle cruisers, which each carried a complement of six hundred Shee’Marr. While these ships weren’t capable of transporting Crra’Tyrr fighters, they were well-armed and heavily armored. They were deployed in a supportive capacity within Battle Group 117.

Battle Group 117 had entered the human-held system with two additional Hee’Umana civilian ships. They were the newest research ships that had been constructed by the Ministry of Science, the Murr’Yrra and Uba’Jaffa. These two additional ships were attached to the battle group to conduct the testing of their newly developed, yet untested, antimatter star drives.

The Command ships responsibilities within Battle Group 117 were to safeguard the research ships during their trials. These newly developed antimatter star drives were highly coveted by the Ministry of Science and Command, who wished to integrate them into their new ship designs.

The ships within Battle Group 117 were capable of entering hyperspace and traversing vast expanses of space in a single hyperjump. This method of travel enabled them to cover vast distances within space in a matter of days or weeks, contingent upon the distance involved. However, the new antimatter drives would surpass their current star drives once they were deemed acceptable for utilization.

But Webb currently wasn’t interested in the technologies or capabilities of Battle Group 117. At the moment, his priority was obtaining the most recent information on the tensions on Earth from the Ko’Da’s command deck. If he sought a detailed report of the situation on the surface, the flagship’s sensors could easily provide him with the answers he sought. He knew that the American Federated States and the Chinese had escalated their military posturing, which seemed to render war inevitable.

Webb still harbored the belief that there was a possibility of a peaceful resolution to the pending human conflict. Of course, the Hee’Umana’s arrival within the solar system hadn’t alleviated those tensions. However, he had maintained his optimism that, perhaps, more rational minds would prevail.

Of course, the Hee’Umana’s sudden presence within the solar system had been the final straw that broke the proverbial “camel’s back” between the two superpowers. Since most of the governments on Earth saw the aliens as possible allies during the present hostilities, they were currently lobbying heavily for their assistance.

Although Webb had been the individual appointed to the role of ambassador among them, all the other world governments were being ignored by the Hee’Umana. However, these persistent and constant overtures by the other global leaders had only served to exacerbate the tensions between humanity and their alien visitors. And these assertive propositions were also pushing humanity into yet another global conflict.

Naturally, Webb wouldn’t concur with such an assessment. However, it was evident that others could adopt such an opinion. He had always been aware that such tensions would eventually escalate during any such incidents. Humanity had always maintained an uneasy peace with one another. And the current state of affairs was rapidly increasing the underlying hostility between the two countries and the other nations on the planet.

What a hell of a way to begin our relationship with an alien civilization, Webb thought bitterly. He wished he fully understood why the Hee’Umana had remained neutral, given that they had been engaged also. But as he spent more time among them, he was beginning to understand their position and method of thinking. They thought in a logical sense, and this cognitive form of rational was perceived as cold and uncaring by humanity.

Enough of that already, Webb told himself as he entered one of the many transit shafts within the Command ship. “Command deck,” he said, utilizing his neural net link. He immediately began to move rapidly through the bowels of the Command ship as he raced toward his final destination.

Once Webb had been deposited at his desired destination, he quickly made his way toward the heavily armored blast door at the end of the long corridor. As he approached the door, he noticed that they were being guarded by two Shee’Marr. They were posted just outside the heavy blast door that led into the Ko’Da’s command deck.

As Webb approached the armored door, the two Shee’Marr standing guard erected themselves to their full height within their battlesuits.

“Subcommander, it is good to see you again,” one of the Shee’Marr standing guard respectfully acknowledged his presence.

Webb bowed his head slightly in recognition in his direction. “Thank you. May the Maker be with you,” he offered through his neural net link, utilizing the Hee’Umana’s form of salutation.

“And with you as well,” both of the Shee’Marr responded in unison through their neural net links as the door opened behind them.

Webb stepped through the door and quickly approached the commander, who was manipulating the main holotank within the command deck.

“Subcommander, how is your familiarization with your armored suit and battlesuit progressing? Also, how can I assist you?” Commander Bakuu’Taa, asked as Webb approached him. He was situated at the center of the expansive, cavernous room, which served as the control center for the Command ship. “Was your private conference with Overseer Rii’Bii constructive in nature?”

“Unfortunately, it didn’t go as planned or as well as I had hoped, Commander,” Webb replied in complete honesty. Now that he was within the Ko’Da’s command deck, his first bestowed title of ambassador had reverted to that of a Shee’Marr subcommander. “Yet, I still have faith that at some point I’ll prevail in my endeavor of getting a concession out of the overseer,” he added.

Bakuu’Taa studied Webb’s demeanor closely for a moment before he spoke. “Yet, you still appear very troubled by her response, Subcommander,” he said in an attempt to open a friendly dialogue.

It was evident to Bakuu’Taa that Webb was still not very comfortable wearing his issued armored suit or the battlesuit. He also noted that Webb was experiencing difficulty in acknowledging that they wouldn’t provide any type of assistance during the present hostilities on Earth.

Bakuu’Taa wanted to offer humanity assistance since battle doctrine demanded it. Especially if they were bonded, which they now were. However, he wasn’t permitted to determine the fate of the planet or its inhabitants, as only an overseer was capable of making such a determination.

“I am confident that Overseer Rii’Bii will eventually concede, given some time to reflect on the developing situation on your planet. You merely have to employ an abundance of patience with her deliberations on such important matters.

“You have to keep in mind, overseers do not think like us, Shee’Marr. They are endowed with emotions and with the responsibility of ministering to our people and society. Therefore, these complex qualities sometimes impede their thought processes and decision-making. Something we Shee’Marr do not possess, and rightfully so. Since attributes such as these would merely be roadblocks in any decisions we would be required to make. Especially during a confrontation where actions and decisions are made under duress and are required to be made in seconds.

“You must understand our role within our species. We Shee’Marr are merely a necessary evil, but an essential one to be sure. Therefore, the overseers and our civilian leadership, in difficult situations, require additional time to reach certain conclusions. Something we Shee’Marr do not have the luxury of undertaking.”

“I’ll keep that in mind, Commander,” Webb answered offhandedly. He knew that since he now held the title of a subcommander, he had to adhere to the Shee’Marr way of thinking. Therefore, he had to embrace the Shee’Marr mentality of being logical and cold. Especially when it came to matters of decision-making and daily dealings. “And while I recognize where you stand in all of this, still...” he trailed off without completing his thought.

In an attempt to hide his annoyance, Webb tried to control his facial expressions. He therefore tried to conceal his discomfort with the overseer’s decision by forcing a smile to appear on his face. Something that was difficult to accomplish since he had very little experience in undertaking this type of emotionless stance and demeanor.

To alter the subject, Webb briefly examined the holotank that was in front of him. Their present position in space and the status of the Command and research ships within Battle Group 117 were being displayed with additional information within the holographic projection. “What’s the situation on the planet below, Commander?” he asked in an attempt to change the subject.

“There is currently nothing of importance to report or attend to, Subcommander,” Bakuu’Taa replied as he also studied the holotank before them. The holographic display was filled with an abundance of information and data scrolling within it. “Your faction had no other choice but to mobilize its armed forces in retaliation against any future aggression,” he said. “May the Maker be with you and the people on your planet, Subcommander.”

“May the Maker be with us all, Commander,” Webb added in response as he bowed his head in acknowledgment. He had found himself using the Hee’Umana’s interpretation of a supreme being more and more frequently lately, citing a religious being or effigy in his numerous interactions with them. “Unfortunately, Commander, this is a transgression that can’t be allowed to go unanswered by my government or our Russian allies.”

“I wholeheartedly agree with your assessment, and I believe so do those that are in leadership among you,” First Warrior Mo’Taa said as he joined their conversation. As the first officer on the Ko’Da, he was granted the opportunity to provide his perspective on the current conflict. Despite the fact he wasn’t initially included in their discussion. “There are numerous forces assembling on three major continents as we speak, Subcommander. And in the planet’s oceans as well,” he added as he directed Webb’s and Bakuu’Taa’s attention to the information within the holotank before them.

Through Webb’s recently installed neural net implants and his armored suit’s sensors, which he was still in the process of acclimating to, he heard and comprehended Mo’Taa’s report and concerns. But, at times, his newly enhanced senses were proving difficult. His human senses and interaction with others were heightened by the Hee’Umana neural net communications technology that was implanted within him. Without these receptors directly linked into his brain, he wouldn’t be able to control the Shee’Marr battlesuit which had been given to him upon the issuing of his new title and rank among them. It also assisted him in communicating with the Command ships within Battle Group 117 as well as with all the Shee’Marr on board them.

When Webb thought of the Chinese forces on the planet, a holographic image of Earth immediately materialized in front of him and provided what he had requested. It pinpointed the precise locations of all the enemy forces on the surface.

Additionally, it displayed the locations on the planet where opposing forces had started to gather. The continents of America and Asia and the two main oceans were all shown in a red tint to denote an aggressive stance.

“Subcommander, what type of offensive and defensive weapons are the assembling forces on your planet armed with?” Bakuu’Taa asked as he attempted to assess the situation. He sought to understand how humans prepared for war and how they responded to aggression. “Is there anything within your faction or the opposing side that can be a threat to us? Besides the already identified and known nuclear arsenals?”

“At present, Commander, both sides appear to only be armed with conventional weapons,” Mo’Taa replied to Bakuu’Taa’s inquiry before Webb could answer. He had been meticulously analyzing every report that had been transmitted to the Ko’Da via their planetary surveillance probe over Earth. “No other types of weapons or potential threats have been identified.”

“That is good to hear. I want an additional planetary surveillance probe deployed to monitor their movements and to keep us informed on the evolving situation on the surface,” Bakuu’Taa said as he glanced at the data scrolling within the holotank. “Remember, this is not our concern, First Warrior. Therefore, we will merely observe their actions and respond to any threats as the situation unfolds on the planet.

“Under no circumstances are our Crra’Tyrr fighters to engage any of the human factions.” He grimaced as he pulled up the most recent report on the disposition of all human forces on the surface utilizing his neural net link. All the current information contained in the report indicated that war was imminent. “Unless, of course, they are fired upon,” he added. He didn’t want the situation to get out of control, which he knew it could and quickly. But, regardless of what he wished for, in battle nothing was ever so simple or straightforward. “Is that understood?” he questioned.

“I comply.”

Webb didn’t know how to interpret or react to such an order. While tensions on Earth continued to escalate, he was aware that the Hee’Umana were being cautious in their decision-making. And since they were taking these precautions, he was taken aback by the news that Bakuu’Taa had dispatched several Crra’Tyrr fighters to the vicinity of Earth.

“Commander, I need to speak to my people, if possible. And I would add, the sooner the better,” Webb finally spoke up. “There’s much that I need to discuss with my superiors and government.

“I also have to convey the overseer’s request,” he added. “Before hostilities on the planet escalated to a point that they are completely out of control.”

“Of course, Subcommander. I understand your concern in all this. You have my permission to open a communications link,” Bakuu’Taa readily agreed. He understood Webb’s concerns and reasoning behind his request. Therefore, he would allow Webb to reach out to his superiors on Earth. “Whenever you are ready to proceed with your request, a secure communications link will be at your disposal.”

“Thank you, Commander, but what I have to say needs to be said in person.” Webb took a small cautionary step toward Bakuu’Taa and said, “I’ll require immediate transportation to Freedom and the planet as well to make my request.”

“Very well, a shuttle and a detachment of fifty Shee’Marr will be provided for your convenience and protection. They will be your armed escorts and will see that no harm comes to you. This is also protocol, Subcommander. Therefore, you have no say in this action since it is mandatory.

“You may proceed whenever you are ready,” he said as he relayed the orders through his neural net link. “But remember, Subcommander,” he turned toward Webb. “No action shall be taken by you or the Shee’Marr assigned to you unless there is a threat made toward either of you.

“While I understand that hostilities may break out at any time on the surface of your planet, this will not and cannot distract us from defending ourselves against hostile intent.”

“I’m well aware of that, Commander,” Webb replied. “I’ll do my best to remain neutral in all matters,” he finally said.

“That is good to hear, Subcommander. May the Maker be with you,” Bakuu’Taa finally said as he dismissed Webb and returned his attention to the holotank before him.

“And with you as well,” Webb replied.

Webb had learned, among the Hee’Umana, when he was being dismissed and took this as his cue to leave.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3


[image: ]


​​As Colonel Robert Craig, American Federated States Marines, examined all the damage done within Freedom’s command and control center, he shook his head in disbelief. Upon regaining control of the station’s nerve center, he had been assigned the responsibility of supervising the repairs to the damaged systems that the Chinese commando team had caused.

However, as Craig slowly surveyed the room and evaluated the extent of the damage, he had to reluctantly conclude to himself that there wasn’t much he could do. Following a brief evaluation of Freedom’s command and control center’s damage by his technicians, they had determined that nearly every system in the room was beyond their capacity to repair. They had informed him that they had some spare parts in storage, but the more critical systems and replacements had to be transported from Earth via shuttle. They had also warned him that some of the more advanced systems couldn’t be repaired or would be operational until the vital and required replacement parts or components were obtained.

These essential and irreparable parts could be easily obtained from the planet below during scheduled, routine maintenance. But with tensions on the surface rapidly mounting between both the American Federated States and China, shuttles were currently in short supply because of the AFS mobilization on the ground. All available shuttles and resources to transport troops and equipment across the globe were in short supply. And due to these ongoing global operations, there was little chance of them receiving the required components and parts any time soon.

Fortunately, Craig had also been informed that the systems they could repair would be operational within a few hours. So, we have replacement parts for the everyday mundane repairs and tasks, he thought. But no one had ever contemplated a full-scale attack on Freedom, so the majority of the crucial parts and repair crews will have to be flown up to us. He understood it would take time to acquire those much-needed systems, parts, and components. Therefore, until they could find and arrange transportation for these items, the repairs wouldn’t be completed. This also meant Freedom’s capabilities would be limited.

Since Admiral Drake had ordered Freedom’s command and control center to be operational as soon as possible, Craig was aware that they were running out of time. He also recognized that they required the station’s specialized capabilities to provide support to the American forces on the ground.

Additionally, the various combatant surface commands would require the additional support of Freedom’s offensive and defensive capabilities. But unfortunately, at present, Craig and his team would be required to rely on their ingenuity to repair certain systems. That was something the small army of technicians on the station was capable of accomplishing. But at best, it would only suffice for a short period of time. And even then, any repairs they could possibly initiate would only be a fragile patchwork of jury-rigging of those systems. The repairs would only be a patchwork of various systems cobbled together and a temporary solution. Under normal military posturing and circumstances, this wouldn’t have been a problem, he thought. But the current situation isn’t a normal one, he told himself. Therefore, he had directed the repair of any system that could be modified in this manner to move ahead.

As Craig contemplated their grim situation on Freedom, he let out a loud sigh. It’s like witnessing the sinking of the Titanic and someone handing me a damn bucket and duct tape and asking me to fix it, he thought to himself. Impossible!

Craig’s gaze returned to the hectic scene within the room, and his attention was quickly drawn to a single individual. “Drake!” he called out to Cadet Harrison Drake, who was assisting with the removal and disposal of the dead. “Get your butt over here. Front and center, Cadet!”

Since only active-duty personnel were slotted to fill any of Freedom’s available duty billets, Drake wasn’t formally assigned to the station. He was only aboard because he was the son of Admiral Drake, the space station’s commander. Cadet Drake was currently on summer break from his final year at the academy, and the admiral would frequently invite him to visit. These opportunities provided him with a practical understanding of the daily routines of naval operations. And those handful of visits would give him an invaluable insight into his future military career. This was something that not many soon-to-be active duty personnel would have the opportunity to experience.

This final visit to Freedom was Cadet Drake’s last opportunity to work with active duty personnel before graduating. And the admiral wanted to see his son one more time before he was permanently assigned to an active unit. Therefore, his presence on Freedom and assistance had been possible by mere happenstance.

Drake had a thin, lanky build and was slightly under five feet, nine inches in height. His thick, black-colored hair was cropped short in compliance with academy regulations. He was laid-back and complied with instructions well, which pleased Craig because he valued the extra assistance and cooperative attitude.

One wouldn’t have anticipated that Drake, the son of an admiral, would care to be involved in the care of the deceased. But that was the assignment he had been given, since he had no other duties at the moment, and he was performing it without hesitation or complaints. Craig was aware that Drake was the admiral’s son and would be assigned to a Navy unit soon, but everyone had a responsibility to perform during an emergency, including the son of an admiral.

Unfortunately for Drake, he was also the lowest man on the so-called “totem pole,” so he was assigned to performing minimal duties whenever he came to visit his father. Those responsibilities had included caring for and disposing of the recently deceased on board Freedom at the moment.

Still, Craig silently mused to himself, the kid had volunteered to perform whatever task was assigned to him and didn’t gripe about it, so I have to give him credit for that. It wasn’t every day someone with family connections so high up the chain of command was willing to get their hands dirty and not complain about it.

“Sir!” Drake answered without hesitation as he stopped what he was doing and assumed a position of attention.

Drake’s uniform was stained with blood since he had just finished putting one of the dead inside a body bag. Despite every effort to maintain his cleanliness, he had stained his cadet uniform. He didn’t relish his current assignment of disposing of the dead, but he was also aware of his present position within the chain of command, particularly on Freedom. Therefore, if he had to get his hands and uniform dirty, so be it.

“Front and center, Drake. And snap to it!” Craig ordered as he studied the young cadet for a moment. The kid has guts, he thought, even for an admiral’s brat. Still, he had only moments ago received orders from Admiral Drake concerning his son. The admiral wanted his son out of harm’s way, which Craig couldn’t fault him for since he probably would’ve had the same reaction. Especially since Cadet Drake hadn’t graduated yet or been assigned to an active duty unit. “Cadet, I need you to run an errand for me,” he said
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