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18th August 2022

London, England, Earth

Before Scientist Michael Green fell unconscious and before he had been injected with an unknown substance and before he learnt that the entire galaxy was deeply disturbing and mysterious, Michael simply left his little townhouse in the middle of central London and went out down the long curving street with little yellow townhouses lining the street, to get some milk, bread and butter.

Not that Michael knew whatsoever but each one of his steps thundered through time and space and all of creation as people were searching for him, and they wouldn’t rest until they had a mere human called Michael Green.

Michael had always loved walking through the wonderful streets of London, now he was entering the busier parts of central London with massive skyscrapers that rose so high into the sky that they seemed to be stabbing the night-time sky itself. The sky above was so peaceful, bright and the entire stars shone in utter defiance against the light pollution of London to create the most stunning starry ocean that Michael had ever seen.

But whilst the sky above might have seen so peaceful, perfect and wonderous, Michael was just a little disappointed at the ground-level. As streams of people went up and down the busy London streets dodging cars, delivery vans and taxis, they were all too busy too see the beauty of the night sky.

Most of them were far too busy focusing on their friends, their phones or even the formidable light-up signs from the different technological companies that warred for customers and London was their battlefield and larger warzone where the fate of companies could be decided. Michael had never paid too much attention to the formidable evil signs before but for some reason he just felt the need tonight.

Michael continued on walking along the busy London streets trying not to get swept up into the current and tide and streams of people hurrying about on their busy nights out. But Michael had time.

Even though all of London seemed to be the exact same area it was so strange how tonight there seemed to be a subtle wind coming from multiple directions. Trying to pull him in one direction or another, but Michael just stayed true to his path, he had to get to the little shop so he could get his vital supplies for his sandwiches tomorrow.

As Michael neared the little shop that was housed inside a bright sterile white former-townhouse on the corner of a busy street that led towards the more touristic areas of London, the air thickened with the delightful aromas of freshly baked pizza, melted cheese and the most amazing caramel that Michael had ever smelt.

He definitely needed to go into the Italian restaurant next to the little corner shop.

Michael was about to enter the narrow doorway to the little shop when his phone fell out of his jeans and smashed onto the floor. Michael just rolled his eyes as he picked up his smartphone and saw that the entire screen was shattered.

That was not what he needed, especially as he wouldn’t get paid for another two weeks.

A sharp pain radiated from Michael’s neck.

His world went dark.
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18th August 2022

Unknown Location, Milky Way Galaxy?

Michael had absolutely no idea what had happened when his eyes opened, and he was absolutely furious that his neck felt like he was being stabbed repeatedly. It was just his luck that this would matter to him, he couldn’t even see anything in front of him the room was so dark.

Michael tried to stand up, only then realising that he was sitting down on something soft, warm and rather comfortable, but something chomped (well felt like) onto his wrists, and Michael hissed. Clearly something was tied around his wrists and when he tried to move his ankles he couldn’t move them either.

He was completely trapped.

That was just even more ridiculous and flat out stupid. He was a scientist, a hard worker and he was one to get kidnapped or something. 

Michael tried to take some deep breaths to calm down but that only caused more outrageous questions, as he smelt the hints of burnt ozone, slightly cooked flesh and even some lemons. Michael had smelt all of that before in his lab working for the UK Ministry of Defence, more specifically the Space Division that no one knew about. 

Maybe that was it, maybe someone from work had kidnapped him as a joke. That would make a lot of sense, maybe it was the jerk newbie Dom he was always pranking people.

A very quiet hum, pop and bang echoed around the room Michael couldn’t see in as Michael heard something mechanical move, like an electric garage door opening, and slowly bright streams of light shone through some kind of floor-to-ceiling window.

Michael was so glad to see some light. Ever since he had joined the Ministry of Defence, he had been completely terrified of some foreign power kidnapping him and interrogating him to learn about the “Mighty UK’s” space programme. The joke was on them in that space, the UK was pathetic as hell.

Michael focused on what he saw through the window and his mouth dropped and his stomach twisted into a painful knot.

It was flat out impossible but Michael was staring down at Earth, and all around the window were the bright shining stars that had looked so peaceful earlier, but they weren’t stars.

They were star-shaped warships.

Michael had never seen anything like that but they were perfectly star-shaped and if Michael had to guess, he predicted that someone who knew a lot about light travelling through space could probably create something to make these warships look identical to stars from Earth.

This was just amazing and terrifying.

The only reason why Michael knew that they were warships was because of the immense cannon attached to the side of each one.

“Doctor Michael Green,” someone said.

Michael cocked his head, he never used his doctor title and he didn’t tell anyone about it, so how did this person know about it?

That made Michael focus on what was actually important at this moment, so he really forced his eyes away from the stunning, if not terrifying, view out the window and he focused on the room he was contained in.

Michael wasn’t exactly impressed with its awful dark grey walls that were perfectly smooth, ceiling that had a number of vents built-in and the floor seemed to have a number of holes in them for some purpose.

White gas shot out of a vent on the far side.

Michael coughed. His throat felt like it was burning.

It was so hard to believe that gas released from a vent on the other side of the room had caused him to feel like this but they had.

He was in massive trouble.

“I am sorry for this Englishman,” the voice said again.

For some reason it sounded clearer this time even though it was clearly being projected into the room by a speaker, but Michael couldn’t help but detect a faint Chinese accent.

“Chinese?” Michael asked.

The voice laughed. “Of course Englishman,” 

Michael forced himself not to panic. This had to be some sort of Chinese spying operation, this was not what he wanted in the slightest. He was surely going to die.

“What’s Operation Alpharuis?” the Chinese asked.

Michael smiled to himself that was a fake operation that the UK government had leaked to make their enemies focus on that instead of the real operations going on (that were fruitless at this point), but Michael was much more interested in what actually bound his hands together.

From the light projected from the warships the bonds seemed to be some kind of plastic that created its own warmth and it almost felt alive to some extent. Michael didn’t know why he felt that, but he did.

A vent opened. More gas shot out.

Michael coughed. His throat burnt. A trickle of blood ran down his nose.

“My question,” the Chinese asked.

“Why are you doing this?” Michael asked. “What the hell is this place?”

“Let me show you little Englishman,”

Michael heard the ceiling hum alive. Needles shot down. Thrusting themselves into his neck.

Michael’s world went black.
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18th August 2022

Chinese Warship, Earth Orbit

Michael was really starting to hate these stupid, pathetic Chinese spies or whatever they were. They were some of the most evil people Michael had ever had the “privilege” of meeting. 

A few minutes later Michael found himself laying on an icy cold white floor in the middle of somewhere filled with talking, shouting and barking of orders of somewhere becoming a hive of activity.

Michael forced himself up and he was rather shocked to see himself in a large oval chamber with three rows of Chinese people working at computers above the centre of the oval that Michael was standing in.

Everyone in what Michael could only describe as a bridge was so focused that Michael was almost concerned about what was going on, there was tons of orders being shouted about, results of scans and everything else, Michael was now really glad he had taken Chinese lessons at school.

Michael was about to say something when he noticed five very official looking people standing in front of holograms and an immense floor-to-ceiling window with something on the far side of Earth circled. 

Almost like it was being tracked.

“What is this?” Michael asked in perfect mandarin.

The entire bridge stopped and looked at him, they clearly hadn’t known of his ability to speak their language.

The youngest of the five officials bowed her respects to the others and came towards Michael. Just out of sheer politeness and a willingness not to die, Michael bowed his respects to her. She seemed impressed.

“What you are looking at Doctor is the future of China-America?” the woman said. 

Michael felt his stomach tense. He had heard of this war going on for ages. It was the war between America and China for information, economical superiority and the eternal fight between democracy and autocracy. A war that Michael knew, from hot sexy dinners with his ex-girlfriend, America was badly losing in recent years.

“But you’re already winning the war? You’re getting more powerful than the US and we all know that you’ll be the most powerful economy in the world in the next decade,” Michael said.

Of course Michael wished, wanted, needed that to be completely false. He never wanted to live in a world where abominable China was the most powerful country. Michael might not have agreed with everything the Americans did in the few past months, but America was needed, and not all Americans were bad people.

The young Chinese woman gestured Michael to follow her towards the floor-to-ceiling window.

“You aren’t wrong,” the woman said. “America is a dying country and we will rise with their destruction, but America is dying by a thousand cuts and each American ripping apart the other political side. Killing themselves in the process. We need them to die with a single strike,”

Michael could only nod to hide his utter horror.

“You cannot do that. You don’t need to. And come on, how the hell am I standing on a warship in space?” Michael asked.

The young woman smiled as she looked out over the massive starry ocean and stunning planet Earth below.

“The Chinese are never stupid. We developed spaceships in the early 2000s whilst Americans and Europeans and whatever is left of the United Kingdom was still playing politics with each other. We rule space,”

“Enemy warships incoming!” someone shouted.

Michael just smiled at the young woman. “You were saying,”

Michael simply looked at the holograms in front of him as










































[image: ]





























































































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘AUTH&R OF.AGENTS OF THE EMP,ERO'R S ERIE S\

" CONNOR
"WHITELEY

MYSTERY’
AND CRIME -
IN SPACE

ASCIENCE MYSTERY SH,ORT STORY g






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





