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Alien Times – Book 1, Revelation is a speculative science fiction story about an alien coverup which begins with a murder investigation and a secret government black-ops group determined to keep all news about extraterrestrial technology and past visits a secret from the public. As the investigation unfolds, the revelation about aliens will shock the world and prove beyond a doubt that aliens do exist and why they are here. 

Alien Times begins with the murder of a Washington Post investigative reporter named Joe Bingham who tried to report an alien coverup by a Top-Secret U.S. government organization called Extraterrestrial Counter Threat Group (ECTG). This special black-ops group is run by a high-ranking Pentagon Chief of Staff Space Force general named Frank Roberts who heads a secret team of scientists tasked with reverse engineering advanced UFO spacecraft held at Area 4, which is part of the highly restrictive Area 51 military base in Nevada. 

Julie Peterson, a Senior Staff Reporter for the Washington Post, is assigned to work on the story and tries to solve the murder of Joe Bingham. She is aided by Special Investigative Agent Sam Holden who works for the Airborne Object Identification Group (AOIG), part of the Department of National Intelligence. The AOIG investigates Unidentified Aerial Phenomena (UAP) and Unidentified Submerged Object (USO) incidents and reports them to Congress. Julie and Sam soon uncover what the ECTG is trying to hide from the public for what the ECTG calls national security reasons.

It is soon confirmed that the ECTG is holding a real live alien at Area 4. The alien has come to Earth to meet with President Zora Madison but is prevented from doing so by General Roberts for personal and ulterior motives. The alien, called Idin, refuses to tell the general the reasons for his visit to meet with the president.

President Zora Madison is dealing with numerous crises of her own. The world and its people are suffering from the extreme effects of climate change. The average global temperature has risen 2 degrees Celsius since the beginning of the 21st century. The year is 2037 and people are starving from the lack of food caused by heat, drought and other extreme weather conditions. The latest threat to human survival is the release of a Genetically Engineered Microorganism (GEM) that is causing food crops to die before harvesting. World tension is at an all-time high.

Idin finally escapes his ECTG captives at Area 51 and flees in his spacecraft to visit President Madison at Camp David. Idin explains why he has come, but other aliens in the Galactic Federation do not approve of his mission and try to prevent him from going public. The ECTG is also committed to preventing the public from finding out that extraterrestrials exist and willing to go to extreme measures to stop it from happening.

President Madison has no choice but to announce to the public and the world that aliens do exist, and she can prove it. She must expose the ECTG for what it has kept secret all these years no matter the personal damage to her administration. Aliens are real and they want to help humanity survive the environmental damage to our planet caused by human unwillingness to stop their destructive behaviors. The only question is whether the world is ready to listen and willing to accept their terms to join the Galactic Federation. The alternative may very well be human extinction.
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“Extinction is the rule. Survival is the exception.”

Carl Sagan
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I am dedicating this book to my wife, Susan Weston, for her love, kindness and support during our 54 years of marriage. This world is so much better with her in it.
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Cover Up

Joe Bingham stared at his laptop screen without seeing what he had written. The words were there, but he could not focus on the writing. He was thinking about what he was planning to do and how bad the reactions might be. As a Senior Investigative Reporter for the Washington Post, he knew it would cause problems for his managing editor. She would throw a fit if she knew he was doing this. But he felt he had no choice. The message he had to deliver was critical, and time was an important factor.

Joe looked one more time at the picture of his wife and two kids on the desk he was working at. He was divorced, living alone in his townhome in Georgetown, Washington, D.C. He was only 43, but felt a lot older with long, uncut curly brown hair and a body out of shape working nonstop on his story and eating too much fast food for his own good. 

He refocused on what he was working on. It was a cover letter to President Zora Madison to add to his previous story sent to the White House Press Office. Reading it again, the message was hard for even Joe to believe, but he knew the words and story were true. He even added two photos to show the President it was not a hoax. It could all be verified if the President acted now.

Joe looked out of his second story bedroom window at the streetlights below. He had a view of the Potomac River. The White House was 2 miles south of him. He moved into the townhome a year ago after his divorce so his two teenage kids could stay with him when they wanted. They lived with his former wife in a Maryland suburb twenty miles away. He missed them more each day but didn’t think his divorce was the wrong decision at the time.

“I should call them when this is done,” he said softly to himself and went back to work on the letter.

His work kept him busy. He was on the verge of a major news announcement that was almost ready to be submitted to his editor for publishing. He just needed the White House to comment on the article’s story. His managing editor, Tracy Barron, would not publish the news story without a comment from the President’s Press Secretary’s office headed by a woman named Janet Penny. Joe had contacted Janet by email and phone about the story several times without success. He knew they were stalling for time, or they just didn’t want to be connected to the story for numerous reasons. It was political for sure. The problem was his story would be treated as another unverified rumor or hoax like so many similar stories published before without credible confirmation. The only way Joe could get to the bottom of his story is if the President ordered a national security investigation to uncover the truth. 

Not getting a response from the Press Secretary’s office was so frustrating! Joe had run out of patience. He decided to send another request for comment to Janet with a cover letter addressed directly to President Madison. He hoped this would get her attention and do something. 

Joe reviewed the text in his cover letter one last time: 

President Zora Madison:


I am a Senior Investigative Reporter with the Washington Post. I recently sent an important news article draft to your Press Secretary’s Office for comment. I would like an official response from your office to the article before we print. It concerns national security and may cause panic if the information is made public by other sources. Please comment on this draft article as soon as possible. 

The information in the article is not a hoax! I have proof and the two enclosed photos are real. Some secret organization in your Department of Defense is covering up the truth of alien existence. They are going to extreme lengths to keep this information from seeing the light of day. Only by your direct involvement can the American public learn the truth. 

Everything I have uncovered can be verified by your Department of Defense. My source must remain confidential for safety reasons but is fully aware of the activities of this secret organization’s involvement in hiding the truth from senior DOD officials and your Congressional oversight committees. 

Time is of the utmost importance for I believe all traces of what I have uncovered will be eliminated if no action is implemented by the government to stop it. I await your response. 

Sincerely, Joe Bingham, Senior Investigative Reporter for the Washington Post.


Joe hesitated for a moment; then pushed the button and sent the cover letter, two photos and another copy of his story by email to the Press Office. He knew he was impulsive at times, but this action had to be taken. He would accept whatever repercussions the action caused and whatever reprimands his paper might give him afterwards. The story was too important and would be earth shattering. Joe even thought it could earn him a Pulitzer Prize in investigative news reporting. 

Joe did not feel bad about sending the email or what he had written. Other people have reported on the possibility of alien existence. Most recent polls showed the general public even accepted the premise now because of all the reported worldwide sightings of UFOs, now called Unidentified Aerial Phenomena or UAP. There was even a government agency called the Airborne Object Identification and Management Synchronization Group (AOIMSG) to gather information on UAP sightings and identify any threats to national security.

He had been working on this story for over a month. He had all the details he needed. The paper had been covering UAP incidents for the past year. More sightings were occurring with increased frequency every week and reported by the military to the press. The media no longer treated such stories as rumors or hoaxes. People were interested in the truth about alien spacecraft appearing in our skies all over the world. They wanted to know what was going on. Were aliens real or not? Were they really a threat to our national security? 

Joe wasn’t worried about aliens threatening national security. It was usually the other way around; nations threatened by the unknown and worried that other nations had acquired advanced technology that could be used for weapon purposes gleaned from contact with extraterrestrial visitors in the past. None of this could be proven, of course, since the DOD had hidden all details from the public and from most government officials by declaring it the highest Top-Secret level since the rumors generated by the Roswell crash of 1947.

Numerous reports have since come forward from scientists who say they worked on UFO advanced technology projects. There are even reports of crashed alien spacecraft hidden away in secret government military facilities, some of which are inside the area known as Area 51 in Nevada for reverse engineering purposes.

Joe had files on much more than this that occurred in the past; actual contact with alien visitors, alien contact with humans and foreign governments, all covered up in secrecy to prevent public panic, civil unrest or foreign country military conflicts. 

During his extensive research on UFO incidents, Joe found out there were several reports of past Presidents being briefed about alien sightings. During World War II, President Eisenhower met with Prime Minister Winston Churchill to discuss a reported encounter between UFOs and RAF bombers. They decided to keep the encounters secret for at least 50 years because Churchill believed they would cause mass panic and shatter people's religious views.

The US government actually became more involved with alien encounters after the Roswell incident when President Truman was urged to keep everything Top-Secret under military pressure and threat to national security. At the time Roswell was the location of the Walker Air Force Base, the largest base in the Strategic Air Command with nuclear bomber strike capability. He assigned his top Cabinet Members and scientists to investigate the matter and report back to him.

Joe even had a copy of a report about a possible meeting between Eisenhower and aliens held in California in 1952. A deal was made. Aliens wanted Eisenhower to stop all nuclear weapon development. He declined but agreed to let the aliens study humans without harming them in return for some alien technology. The meeting was covered up and a new group of people called the Majestic Twelve was assigned to deal with the discovery that aliens were here. 

None of this could be proven even after all these years. The only thing Joe knew for certain was what he had uncovered in his story with the help of a former army buddy who now works in security at a secret facility at Area 51. What his friend saw and recorded with his cell phone was beyond belief. He sent photos to Joe a month ago of an alien who appeared to be held in captivity at this secret location with word that the alien came and asked to meet with our President as soon as possible. No other details were known about how the alien was captured or why he was denied the opportunity to meet with top government officials. The only explanation Joe had from his friend was a secret organization within the military was in charge and they were determined to keep the existence of this alien a secret from everybody, especially the President.

There was one more piece of news Joe was told by his friend. Under no circumstance could the source of this information become public. The secret organization was ruthless and would do anything to keep real proof of alien existence hidden from the public; even kill people who tried to expose the truth. The organization was buried so deep within the DOD’s layer of bureaucracy that even its top military generals did not know who the leader was or what the organization did.

This scared Joe a great deal. He knew the only way to keep himself and his friend safe was to expose this secret organization to the public or at least get control of it inside the military. He had to get the President of the United States to understand the significance of such a discovery to the world and find out if someone was holding a live alien captive or not.

Joe shut down his laptop. It was past midnight, and he was exhausted. He had done all he could do for now. Tomorrow, he would try again to get the White House to comment on his story. Without this, his managing editor would not agree to publish the article in the Washington Post.

There has to be some way to get President Madison to take action, Joe thought to himself. He would deal with it in the morning.

Joe made sure all the doors and windows in his townhome were closed and locked for the night. He was taking precautions warned by his friend. He was not threatened easily, but this was different. It made getting a full night’s sleep a little harder, but this was all part of being a good reporter. Sometimes, you just had to live with the danger to get a good story.

*****
[image: ]


The Potomac River was quiet and flowing silently though the city. There was no moonlight, and most homeowner boats were tied to their docks along the riverbanks. The only sounds came from insects, frogs and fish as they jumped out of the water. 

It was 3 am on a cool summer night as a single boat with an electric powered engine and no lights moved silently along the riverbank until it reached a public dock near a row of townhomes. 

“We’re here,” one man said quietly to two other men in the back of the boat, all dressed similarly in dark clothes, with black boots and baseball hats. The men in back put disposable gloves on both hands and pulled up dark cloth masks to cover their faces.

The driver pulled up to the dock while one of the men jumped out and tied the boat to pier hooks. “You have fifteen minutes. Then I’m leaving if I don’t hear from you,” he said.

“Don’t get antsy, Dick. We’ll be back on time,” said Riley, the tallest member of the group. The third member was Brad, called Bud. Riley was the leader of this group.

Riley and Bud walked quickly up the small boat dock and cut through the lawn in back of the townhomes. They counted the number of patios in back until they reached the townhouse they were looking for. They had a job to do, and it wouldn’t go well if they were spotted.

They walked up in the dark to a backdoor window and looked inside. All the main lights were off as expected except for a small kitchen appliance light and small room night lights on the first floor. Without saying a word, Bud took out a special door key opener device and held it against the keypad. Within seconds the green LED lit up and the door lock opened with a small click. There was no house burglary alarm. They had already shut down the entire townhome alarm system with help from their computer hacking team back at their field office.

Riley entered first and Bud followed. They checked each room on the first floor. So far, no sounds were heard from anyone in the home. Riley pulled out his Glock 9 mm handgun, the same type of handgun used by the FBI. He attached a silencer to the barrel. He headed for the stairway to the upstairs bedrooms. Intel for the mission said there was only one person living in the townhome: no wife or children. Riley would not have taken the job if there were.

The master bedroom was at the top of the stairs on the right. Riley saw the door was open. He heard snoring. He peaked through the doorway and saw his target. He walked slowly up to the bed to make sure it was the right person. It was. He fired twice into the brain killing the man instantly. He found the man’s cell phone on the nightstand beside the bed. He took out the battery and put everything in his pocket.

Riley checked to make sure the man was dead. He walked out of the room to the second bedroom where Bud was already packing a laptop and any files and other papers he could find into a black carry bag. Riley helped search the room to make sure they didn’t miss any spare USB drives or other memory devices that might contain the information they were sent to retrieve.

“I think I got it all,” Bud said finally looking around with his flashlight. 

Riley responded, “Let’s check the rest of the house. We got eight minutes to get back to the boat.”

Searching the other rooms in the home did not find any new files or paperwork of interest. They left the house the same way they entered. The burglar alarm would be reactivated after they called in and said the house was clear. 

The walk back to the boat was uneventful. No lights came on from any of the townhomes and they saw no one looking out any windows. Jones was waiting for them as expected.

Riley jumped into the boat with the carry bag while Bud untied the lines. As soon as Bud was back in the boat, Dick turned on the engine, slowly moved away from the dock and turned around in the river. The ride back would take twenty minutes. 

All in all, Riley felt it was mission accomplished. It was not their first, nor would it be their last. He didn’t know all the reasons why he had to kill a news reporter, but he was told it was all part of protecting national security and he was all right with that. 
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The White House

President Zora Alyssa Madison was busy at her desk in the Oval Office. It was the beginning of a new week in early June and the weather promised to be more summer-like today. That would not be unusual for this time of year, except, nothing about the weather was normal these days.

President Madison, age 52, was raised in Chicago, Illinois and married to Tom Madison, a practicing lawyer in Washington, D.C. since Zora was elected President. They had one daughter named Tiana in law school. It seemed studying the law was in their family blood. Zora never practiced law. She ran for Illinois member of Congress for her district right out of law school, won the job and never turned away from public service. Eventually, she became the Democratic U.S. Senator in Washington, D.C. for six years before running for President and winning the job in 2036.

As president felt the heavy weight on her slim shoulders, not from being black or being female, it was simply from carrying the heavy duties of the office in these trying times. Zora kept her black hair cut short and wore light colored metal framed glasses over her brown eyes and small nose. Her oval face with dark eyes appeared attractive to some people, but others thought she looked and acted too intellectual for her role as president.

Today’s pressures would begin early with a meeting planned this morning with one of her Cabinet Members, the Secretary of the Environment, a new cabinet level position that dealt with the effects of climate change and global warming that were threatening the planet. It was turning into a worldwide catastrophe that was pushing many nations to the brink of war. 

“Good morning, Madam President,” Nia Hexler said brightly, entering the Oval Office from a side door. Nia, age 45, was a former district attorney for Illinois when Zora was Senator and served Zora as her Chief of Staff. Nia was taller than the president at 5 feet 10 inches. Her black skin color was a shade or two lighter, but she had the build of a former athlete and the confidence to go along with it.

“You seem chipper than usual this morning, Nia,” Zora responded, looking up from reading the President’s Daily Brief (PDB). “What’s the reason?”

“I spent a nice weekend with my family. I showed them around town yesterday. I took them to a great restaurant at The Wharf after showing them the sights around the National Mall.”

“That does sound nice. Tom and I used to love eating dinner at The Wharf restaurants before I became President. Now, it’s impossible to go anywhere alone without security,” Zora said.

Nia nodded her head in understanding and sat down in front of the wooden desk. She was holding her tablet with the President’s meeting agenda open on the LED screen. She got right to the point.

“We need to go over your meeting schedule for the day. You have a meeting with the Cabinet Members this morning at nine o’clock. It will take most of the morning. After lunch you will meet with the Speaker of the House to discuss legislation coming up for vote this month. This afternoon you have two meetings with Senators heading the House Select Committee on foreign affairs and one on the economy. I also have a few of Janet’s press briefs you need to look at.”

Zora smiled politely as she looked out the windows behind her desk. She wanted to take a walk in the Rose Garden before her Cabinet meeting. She turned and said, “I just finished reading the PDB. It used to deal mostly with foreign security and cyber threats we face. Now, the biggest threats are from climate change.”

“Well, it does seem to be getting worse every year, Madam President. We knew it would. Every credible environmental scientist we know told us it would,” Nia said with regret.

“True. You would think the governments in this world would have done more to stop it by now. I can hardly get Congress to pass laws to help stop the crisis. The oil and gas industries are fighting us tooth and nail; as are the large agriculture chemical companies which are affecting our food supply.

“Did you know we just passed the two-degree Celsius warming limit set by the Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change? According to the IPCC report, we’re supposed to reach 60% carbon dioxide (CO2) draw down levels by 2040; and reach Net-Zero CO2 emission by 2050. If we don’t, the world as humans know it will disappear forever. Humans will actually cause the Sixth Mass Extinction Level Event—we will die out!”

“I am aware of the report, Madam President. I just don’t know how we can get Congress to pass any positive climate change bills during the legislative sessions this year.”

“That’s the problem I’m dealing with. I hope the Secretary of Environment, or someone can update me on our efforts to make the public more aware of this crisis at the Cabinet meeting this morning. What else is on the agenda?”

“Well, there is one thing Janet needs you to look at. She wasn’t too keen getting you involved with this issue, but the Washington Post is involved.”

“What is it?” Zora asked. 

“There’s some senior reporter who works for the Post by the name of Joe Bingham. He’s trying to get an official comment from the Press Briefing office on a story he’s planning to release. It involves a secret government organization he says is hiding a captive alien at some unidentified secret base.”

Zora almost laughed out loud but checked herself. “You’ve got to be kidding!”

“No, Madam President. He’s claiming this secret organization has been hiding the truth about aliens and previous contacts with extraterrestrials and UFOs since the 1947 Roswell incident.”

“How am I supposed to take this seriously?” Zora finally asked in disbelief.

“He claims he has proof. He even attached two photos; one of the alien and one of the location.” Nia handed the article and photos to Zora.

Zora looked at the photos. The picture of the supposed alien was dark and slightly grainy with an image of a strange looking being standing behind a clear glass window of what looked to be some sort of holding cell.

The second image was taken at a distance of a row of buildings that sat in front of a mountain range with a flat track of land in front that looked to be a dried lakebed. It was probably located in some kind of desert region.

Nia asked, “What do you think we should do with this?”

“Normally, I would tell Janet to inform the Washington Post we have no comment on stories claiming we have a secret organization hiding contact with aliens, especially this story. However, we do have the Department of Defense Airborne Object Identification and Management Synchronization Group (AOIMSG) we use to report all recent Unidentified Aerial Phenomena, UAPs, to see if they are a threat to our national security. We could ask them to handle this. 

“Personally, I do believe aliens exist somewhere in our galaxy. We simply cannot be the only intelligent beings in the universe. But everyone I have talked to in government has told me there is absolutely no proof that any aliens have made contact with our government or with anybody else; or that we have a secret organization that would hide such a fact from us. If this alien was real, I certainly would have heard something from somebody in the Department of Defense by now.”

Just then, Nia’s cell phone vibrated, and she glanced at the screen. It was a text message from Janet Penny, their Press Secretary. The message was important.

“Madam President, Penny just texted me. She says turn on CNN. There’s a news announcement regarding Joe Bingham. Apparently, the police just found his body at his home. He has been murdered.” 

Zora opened a drawer and pulled out a TV remote. She held it up towards the side wall where the TV was hanging and clicked the on button. She found the channel for CNN.

A reporter’s voice came through the speaker. “According to the police, the body of Joe Bingham has been discovered in his upstairs bedroom. He had been shot twice in the head and died instantly. The police have no motive for the killing. It does not appear to be a random robbery. The only items missing are the victim’s cell phone, laptop and personal files from his office. The victim worked for the Washington Post. The police have no suspects at this time.”

Zora muted the speaker and looked at Nia. “This is not good. You better call Spencer and tell him I need to speak with him—the sooner the better.”

Zora trusted Spencer. He was the Director of National Intelligence. She and the director got along very well together on a personal level, even though they were worlds apart in cultural backgrounds and experiences. If anyone knew what was going on, he would. And if he didn’t, then he would certainly be the person to help her figure it all out.
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Journalist

Julie Anne Peterson, Senior Staff Reporter for the Washington Post, was sitting at her desk working on a news article for tomorrow’s edition when everyone in the busy room stopped what they were doing to listen to a news channel broadcasting on a wall TV monitor. 

She couldn’t believe what the local newscasters were saying. Joe was killed at home? He was only 43; too young to die—especially murdered in his own bed. How unbelievable!

Julie looked around for her Managing Editor, Tracy Barron. She saw her standing in the editing conference room watching another TV monitor. Julie quickly got up and entered the room and shut the door. “Is this for real, Tracy?” she asked, not wanting to believe the truth.

Tracy looked just as shocked as Julie. “Yes, we got a call from the police ten minutes ago. Joe is dead. Someone murdered him in his own home.” 

Tracy was getting angrier by the minute. “Did the police say why? Did they talk to you?” Julie asked.

“No, they don’t’ know why. Yes, I spoke with them. They asked if we knew anything. They wanted to know what he was working on. Why someone would take his laptop, personal files, notes and his cell phone.”

“What did you tell them?”

“I said Joe was working on a special investigative story. I could not discuss what the story was about at this time, but I did not think it would cause someone to murder him. We needed to talk to our lawyers before giving the police any more details at this time.

“You were helping Joe on the story. Do you think what he was working on got him killed?” Tracy finally asked.

Julie paused a moment before answering. “I only did some preliminary research for Joe. He told me two days ago he was almost finished with his investigation. He was ready to send the story to you for final review. He just needed a comment from someone in the White House before he felt the paper would print the story. He mentioned there was some risk, but he didn’t tell me it would affect his personal safety.”

“I see. We’ll discuss this later. I have to meet with the Executive Team in twenty minutes. Send me any notes you have on want you and Joe worked on. I’ll let you know if I need anything else.”

Julie left the conference room and went back to her desk. People were still talking to each other in small groups wondering about the same things she was. Some of them knew she and Joe were close. He had been a mentor of sorts to Julie. None of them knew what Joe was working on other than it was very secretive. 

The last time she and Joe spoke to each other was two days ago. He called her to say he had finished the draft of his news story, but he was waiting for the White House Press Briefing office to comment on the story. Apparently, Joe had found some incriminating evidence that the Department of Defense was involved with a secret organization that was keeping the truth about alien contact from top leaders in the government, including the President of the United States.

Julie asked Joe if he was being careful, if he felt safe. Joe had told her there was some risk, but it would not amount to much once the article was published. Joe always felt the best way to minimize risk in gathering news on corrupt or dangerous people was to make the truth public as soon as possible. It had served him well in the past. It looked to Julie that he didn’t act quick enough to save his own life. Now, Julie wondered if her own life was in danger if whoever killed Joe found out she was also involved.

Julie spent the next ten minutes gathering all her written notes on the work she had done for Joe over the last month or so, ever since Joe came to her asking for help with the story he was working on. She sent the files to Tracy for her meeting with the top executives of the paper. 

Joe had told her he had come across some important information about a secret organization deep inside the DOD that seemed to be involved in investigating alien contact incidents and that this organization was covering up something very important. He said he had a contact inside this organization that had come forward to give him information that needed to become public. Joe never told her who this person was or what the information was; only that it would stun the world.

Joe asked Julie to provide all the information she could on the DOD; how it was organized, who the top generals and department heads were, how much money each department and military arm was budgeted by Congress and how much they spent each year. The amount of money spent by the military each year was in the hundreds of billions of dollars; some of which was funneled into Top-Secret and unaudited entities. How any of this was related to what Joe was working on, Julie did not know. All she could hope for now was that Tracy had a copy of the final article Joe was hoping to get published by the Post. If not, then much of what Joe was working on would be lost forever.

Two hours later Tracy called Julie into her office and asked her to close the door.

“I met with the Executive Team, Julie. We discussed the story Joe was working on. It has top level support, and we need someone to finish it for Joe. Since you were working on it, we would like you to take over the story and complete it. Would you be willing to do this?

Julie did not hesitate for a second. “Certainly, Tracy. I would be happy too. Joe was my friend and I’m sure the story is very important.”

“I’m afraid it might be very dangerous as well. We will provide you with protection until the story is published. Are you certain you want to do this?”

“No doubt whatsoever, Tracy. I’m all in. Can you tell me what’s involved? Did Joe send you a copy of his article?”

“Yes, I have his final draft copy. I showed it to the Executive Team. They are very interested in completing the story if we can get confirmation from the White House or the DOD. I’m sending a copy for you to read now.”

Julie opened her tablet and accessed the three-page draft copy Tracy just sent her. Her eyes got bigger with each paragraph she read until the very end, especially the two attached photos. After a few moments, she looked up at Tracy. “This is unbelievable. Did Joe really have proof of all this?”

“That is what we need you to find out for us, Julie. The story will be explosive if proven true. It will have serious worldwide repercussions; political, military, religious and social. It may even cause public panic or worse. We think this caused someone within the government to deem it a threat to national security and Joe paid the ultimate price trying to expose it.”

Julie was not deterred by what Tracy was telling her, or by what she had just read. This story was what any serious journalist would stake her or his career and reputation on. It was Pulitzer Prize award type of reporting. Of course, she would do this; no matter the risk. She knew Joe would agree with her.

“I can start now, Tracy. I’m all in. Joe deserves the Post to finish what he started.”

“Very good. I’ll tell the Executive Team you will finish the job Joe started. You probably should start by contacting the White House Press Secretary’s office to see where they stand, if they plan to comment on Joe’s story. The real problem, though, is finding out if Joe’s contact really exists. Without him or her as the primary source, we can’t prove the story is true unless the DOD also confirms the story, which I’m sure they won’t since it’s probably Top-Secret.”

“I’ll do what I can, Tracy. Joe did not say who his contact was, but I think it was someone he knew, possibly an old friend.

“I also know which people in the government to contact from the research I did for Joe. I’ll start with the Press Office, then the Senate Select Committee on Intelligence (SSCI) and the House Permanent Select Committee on Intelligence (HPSCI). They’re all involved with the Department of Defense Airborne Object Identification and Management Synchronization Group (AOIMSG) that reports on all Unidentified Aerial Phenomena called UAPs, still called UFO by most people.”

“Powerful people head those agencies, Julie. Be very careful. Digitally record what you can and write everything down for backup purposes. 

“The photo of this alien Joe sent us, supposedly held in captivity by some secret organization, is what concerns me the most. Everyone will say it’s a hoax unless we really can find this being. You know how sensational it will be if true. I personally find it hard to believe, but I trusted Joe and don’t believe he could be fooled if it was a hoax. 

“We have no idea what will happen if you find this alien. We only know what happened to Joe. You must not take any unnecessary chances. Back off the story it you have too. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Tracy, I understand. I won’t take unnecessary chances. I’ll record everything for proof of what I find. You have my word.”

“Good. Then get to work. We need to get this story out before another source finds out about this.”

Julie left the office and went back to her desk. She was excited and worried at the same time. Whoever killed Joe would find out her name as soon as she started poking around. It would be the first story she worked on that really could become dangerous to her life. She put the risk out of her mind and went to work.
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Navy UAP Incident

Admiral Bradley Cooper stood at his command station and looked out the large front windows of his Navy flagship as he prepared for the Navy exercises in the Pacific Ocean. These exercises were a common occurrence along the coast of Southern California, and it was time for another routine training mission by the U.S. Navy. The exercise was planned for two days and involved up to fifty different vessels and aircraft fighter exercises.

All began routinely enough on the first morning under clear skies and calm seas. The USS Obama was leading the carrier fleet out to sea past the Channel Islands, which is composed of an eight-island archipelago, five of which make up the Chanel Islands National Park. Bradley knew the U.S. military used some of the islands as training grounds and weapons test sites among other purposes.

Admiral Bradley Cooper, age 56, was the Commanding Officer (CO) in charge of the fleet and Captain of the USS Obama for this Navy exercise. Being African American and the most senior officer in the Navy fleet, he felt it was his duty to lead by example and uphold all the proud and respected traditions of the Navy. Therefore, he never let his emotions get the best of him when on duty. Calm and steady were his principal leadership qualities. 

Admiral Cooper was inside the “Island” or Command Center. The island stood 150 feet tall and 25 feet wide on the starboard side of the aircraft carrier. The third floor contained the Primary Flight Control activity. Admiral Cooper was two levels below flight control in the Flag Bridge Command Center (FBCC). He was standing in front of the main control panel with surrounding windows that allowed almost 360-degree views outside.

The USS Obama was newly commissioned to the fleet. It was a “supercarrier” classified as a CVN (aircraft carrier with nuclear propulsion) with over 100,000 tons of displacement, 350 meters in length and carried up to 100 aircraft composed mostly of F/A-28G Super Hornet jet fighters. It could sustain speeds up to 30 knots and remain at sea for years if necessary.

Admiral Cooper stood up straight in the FBCC that functioned as the tactical center for command and control. He listened to multiple communication channels feeding him information through staff officers. Numerous computer consoles with lidar, radar and sonar displays as well as polar plot displays showing navigation, naval action tactics and direction bearing information were constantly updating to keep him informed. 

He watched and listened to the sounds as Navy fighter jets took off from the flight deck using Catapult-Assisted Take-Off Barrier-Arrested Recovery (CATOBAR) equipment to take part in their flight missions. It was always an extraordinary sight and filled him with pride in what he was a part of.

The fleet began its first maneuvers simulating a carrier attack against a foreign adversary. Some of the ships in his fleet were acting as enemy ships and tried to make it difficult to see what they were doing. Fortunately, not even bad weather could obscure where, how many or how fast foreign vessels or fighter planes were approaching his fleet. Only submarines could sneak up on a carrier group before sonar and radar found them.

Today’s exercise would take them two hundred miles out to sea. It would last at least six hours before he ordered the fleet to stand down for the evening at sea.

“Heading is west by southwest at 30 knots, Captain,” Executive Officer Thomas Reden said.

“Maintain speed and heading,” Cooper replied, as he watched the last jet fighter take off the flight deck. That made ten fighters. They would fly on routine patrols until ship decoys were ready for missile firing training.

“Get the CAG on the line,” Cooper said to his XO.

Reden located Navy Captain Earl Whitmore who headed the Carrier Air Wing, formerly called Carrier Air Group (CAG) where the abbreviation came from and stuck to this day. A few seconds later, Reden handed the black phone to the captain.

“Admiral, what can I do for you?” Whitmore said on the line. Noise from the flight deck could be heard in the background.

“Are all ten fighters in position?

“Yes, Sir. They’re about ten miles in a circle pattern as ordered.”

“Good. I’m about to initiate enemy ship decoy signals for missile attack. Tell your pilots to be ready.”

Aye, Aye, Admiral. They’ll get a kick out of firing the new air-to-ground cruise and anti-ship missiles. They have been waiting all morning to test these missiles out.”

Admiral Cooper was just about ready to give the signal when the XO made an unexpected announcement. “We have radar signals from five unknown aircraft heading towards the fleet, Admiral. They’re moving very fast.”

“Speed, location, distance!” Cooper demanded, looking at the radar screens. “Can we identify?”

“Speed, two thousand miles per hour. Location, northeast of us. Coming down from the north. Distance, 500 miles. Identity unknown. Time to contact, fifteen minutes. No ID, sir.”

Cooper was concerned. These were unknown aircraft. No US fighters or planes he knew of flew faster than his Super Hornets. All US aircraft had been warned to stay away from their fleet exercises.

“CAG, you still on the line?”

“Yes, Admiral.”

“You heard what we have on radar?”

“Yes, Sir. What are your orders?”

“Re-route your fighters to intercept and identify these aircraft!”

“Yes, sir. Should I send more fighters up to patrol?”

Admiral Cooper thought about the request. “No, CAG. Let’s see what your fighters find.”

He then put out a fleet alert about the sighting and asked all ship captains to be vigilant.

He waited impatiently for word from his fighter pilots as to what these unknown aircraft were. In the back of his mind, he hoped it was not another UAP incident. The last one caused a major uproar within the military brass and the government that resulted in everything being kept secret from the public. Luckily, no pilots or aircraft were hurt or damaged in the incident.

Navy Commander, Thomas (Tom), David Becker was the first pilot to spot the unknown aircraft on his radar as he headed northeast. Tom was 36 years old and had been a navy pilot for 15 years. His goal was to become a CAG officer on one of the US Navy carriers after his next promotion. The exercise he was participating in now would be another feather in his cap if all went well.

The sudden new order to change directions and head northeast to identify five unknown aircraft was not unusual on training exercises, but the news that these aircraft were approaching at speeds beyond his fighter’s capability was somewhat unsettling.

Tom looked at his digital flight-control avionics system and focused on the ATFLIR (Advanced Targeting Forward Looking InfraRed) radar screen. The radar warning receiver started beeping indicating possible threats to his aircraft.

As soon as he verified the speed of the unknown aircraft, he called Lieutenant Commander William (Bill) Hudson, one of his four flight group pilots following behind, “Bill, you seeing this on radar?”

“I see them, Commander. I’m trying to get a lock on one of them, but it’s difficult.”

Tom also tried capturing one of the aircraft on his radar targeting system. He was having similar difficulties as the unknown aircraft’s movement started behaving in a bizarre fashion. It changed directions and speed as soon as Tom’s radar tried to lock on.

“Does anybody have visual yet?” Tom asked over their com channel.

All pilots responded in the negative.

Tom looked out his front window. The sky was clear without a cloud in sight. Suddenly he saw something in the distance. It slowed down and approached his aircraft. The object appeared white, shaped like a smooth cylinder with no wings, windows, engines, or other identifying marks. It was slightly bigger in length than his fighter jet. The object passed by his fighter in an instant followed by four similar objects.

“Are you people seeing this?” Tom spoke into his mike as the craft flew by.

Some of the pilots responded with load outbursts over the com channel. They could not believe what they had all just witnessed.

Tom was stunned. He had heard about these types of craft from other pilots. They called them Tic Tac’s after a type of white-colored candy. Some said they were alien spacecraft, but no one could prove that. Most pilots just reported the sightings and said no more of the incidents to protect their reputations and careers.

The objects passed by his fighter group with no more than a thousand feet in distance. The objects did not try to interfere with the fighter group or become aggressive in any way. In fact, the objects actually slowed down to allow Tom’s flight group to turn around and follow them. It made no sense at all to Tom.

“What are they doing?” Bill asked over the comlink.

“It looks like they want us to follow them,” Tom replied. “I need to warn the fleet.”

Tom verified all five objects were heading southwest towards the fleet. He called it in to CAG Navy Captain Whitmore while trying to catch up to the objects. He had everything on radar along with camera recordings of the sightings and sent them to the CAG center as well. There would be no denying the incident happened. Tom just wondered what would happen afterwards in the debriefing session. The CAG did not give any orders to arm their missile systems.

Tom tracked the objects on radar all the way back to the fleet as did all the other pilots in the flight group. He wondered what these objects were up to, but he did not feel the Navy fleet was in any sort of danger. He would let the Admiral take care of it now. This was way above his pay grade.

Inside the Flag Bridge Command Center (FBCC) on board the USS Obama, Admiral Cooper had been monitoring the approach of five unidentified aircraft using the ship’s radar tracking system. He received constant update reports from his CAG, Captain Whitmore. Neither of them fully understood what these unidentified objects were or why they were approaching the fleet. Cooper decided to try and wave the objects off.

“XO, send out a warning to these aircraft to depart our airspace or they will be intercepted by our fighter jets,” Cooper commanded.

“Yes, Sir. Sending message out on all open channels,” Reden replied.

Cooper waited as the message was repeated several times. There was no response. The unidentified objects continued to approach the fleet.

“Order all Navy ships to General Quarters!” Cooper finally ordered. The alert was heard over the intercom system in loud warning sounds.

The objects did not change course. They moved at unbelievable speed and were on a direct approach to the Admiral’s flag ship.

Cooper heard the phone ring in the Command Center. He picked it up “Should I order my fighters to engage?” CAG officer Whitmore questioned loudly.

“Not yet,” Cooper commanded. “This is not the first time we’ve run across these objects. They should just fly past us as they’ve done in the past.” Cooper knew Captain Whitmore understood what he was saying, even if others in the crew did not.

“The objects are directly ahead of us, Admiral. We should have visual,” XO Reden said.

Cooper looked out his windows. He saw a sudden glare of light reflecting off one of the objects. He had never seen one of these up close before, but he knew what they looked like from seeing photos in classified reports of Unidentified Ariel Phenomena, UAP. That’s what the military called them now instead of UFO. There was no mistaking the sight of them. Hundreds of sailors on dozens of Navy ships were seeing the same thing he was seeing out the windows of the Command Center.

“Holy shit! One of them is approaching our ship, Admiral,” Reden exclaimed.

Sure enough, beyond belief, all five UAPs had slowed down as they approached the fleet and were hovering in the air around five hundred feet above the sea. One of them moved directly towards the USS Obama as if they knew exactly which vessel was the Flag Ship.

Cooper took his binoculars and focused on the object. There was no visible opening anywhere. It came directly over the flight deck and hovered silently in the air for almost two minutes.

“What is it doing, Admiral?”

“It wants everyone to see it. It wants us to know it’s real without any doubts.”

Before the Admiral could say more, the object suddenly shot straight up and rejoined the other four objects nearby. Then something even more startling occurred. All five objects descended into the sea without making a splash and travelled swiftly under the surface away from the fleet without leaving any water trail like a submarine would make. The sea just seemed to part and let the objects move through the water without any resistance. The technology that allowed all of what they saw was way beyond the capabilities of anything that humans have today.

There was stunned silence inside the Command Center. Cooper finally turned to his XO. “Make sure everything we have on record regarding this incident is copied and backed up. I need to send it all to Fleet Headquarters at Pearl Harbor.”

While everybody went slowly back to work, Admiral Cooper knew this incidence would create shock waves back at Navy headquarters at the Pentagon. Instances involving strange objects like these had been reported many times in the Channel Islands for as long as the Navy had been doing warship exercises. Whether intelligently operated or some type of advanced drones, the idea of someone with the capability of spying on American warships with impunity was a matter of great national security interest. This incidence would surely create serious apprehension among high government leaders.

There was no way the Navy could keep this secret from the world. Every sailor with a cell phone was recording the incident and sharing it on social media. Admiral Cooper would let Washington handle the fallout. 
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White House

President Zora Madison had seen the latest Navy UAP incident on national TV news just like every other interested American with access to television and social media. It would become one of the main focuses of her day.

“This is quite the story, Madam President,” Nia Hexler commented sitting in front of the President’s desk. 

“There’s no denying the incident happened, is there?” Zora stated flatly.

“No, but some conservative political opposition groups are saying the incident is a hoax perpetrated by our military and government officials to get more money for space programs and national defense spending.”

“I suppose that’s true. Some of them are angry we decreased spending in those programs to fight climate change. However, from what I just read in this morning’s PDB, the Navy reports this incident was real and cannot be explained as part of some secret U.S. development program. We have a real problem here.

“Apparently, this was not the only UAP incident that caught the public’s attention, Nia. There are other reports from around the world of similar incidents where UAPs allowed close-up photographs to be taken. Something is going on we’re not fully realizing yet. If these are real extraterrestrial objects, then the occupants are no longer trying to hide their existence from us. This could cause major unrest if not handled properly.”

“I agree, Madam President. We need to prepare ourselves for whatever happens. We can discuss this with Janet and Spencer when they get here in a few minutes.”

Zora nodded her head in agreement. A meeting was scheduled at 1:00 pm in the Oval Office with Press Secretary, Janet Penny, and the Director of National Intelligence, Spencer Allen Foster. There were two items on the agenda for discussion and both were sensitive topics.

The buzzer on Zora’s desk sounded and the President’s Executive Assistant, Nancy Dillon, announced their visitors had arrived. 

“Show them in, Nancy,” Zora responded. 

Nancy opened the door to the Oval Office and Janet entered first followed by Spencer. Janet Penny was 39 years old, highly experienced in public relations and still single from what Zora knew. She was very pretty and attracted a lot of attention around the White House.

Spencer Foster was 55, 6 feet tall with a full head of light brown hair, intelligent eyes and friendly looking face when he smiled, which was often. He was a former officer of military intelligence for the armed forces and a close friend of Zora and her husband even though his family line originated from England during the Revolutionary War. Even so, Zora and he shared similar values of democratic principles that bound them closely together.

“Welcome, Janet, Spencer. Please take a seat on the couch. Nia and I will join you.”

“Good afternoon, Madam President,” they both replied taking a seat in the middle of the Oval Office.

“Nancy will bring some coffee and water in a moment,” Zora commented as she took her seat on
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