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Chapter 1

 

 

 

 

 

Summer on Mars was supposed to be a fun time: it was festival season outside. The Old Earth traditions of Mardi gras survived here and were very popular. The lasciviousness of the locals only enhanced the allure of the event outside. The local Vid channel could not do the floats and parade justice. Unfortunately, I did not get to see any of it. No, I was stuck inside the Hong Kong Embassy until further notice at the direction of the ambassador.

 

The most recent courier ship from home had interesting news for me on board.  Our home Assembly, worried about rumors of aliens or hidden enemies, were recalling the James Cook. They needed to leave anyway to take their prisoner home. I and my new protection team were staying on Mars. The Assembly had made me the new Ambassador to Mars. My great-grandmother being the leader of the whole planet came as somewhat of a shock to our Government. I was pretty sure that Dad must have known about it all. He must have. I still don’t completely trust him. He makes it sound like he cares, but Wilson showed me vid of him still crying over the loss of Han and bemoaning his family's future in Minerva’s hands. As Wilson says he's still a wanker. The current ambassador was not willing to leave me in charge and has me locked down in my quarters. For now, I am allowing it. There is a lot about this place that I don’t know. Wilson is running point for me hacking the system. My girlfriend Dar is on the outside planning something. That’s my next worry: not letting her get killed.

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

“Mr Ambassador... John. Are you sure we’re doing the right thing? I mean, she is Colonel Lee’s daughter.” The Marine Master at arms was getting along in years. Mars was supposed to be a retirement post. Active combat and arresting people was something new to him here.

 

“Master Chief, she’s too young for such an important position! Not to mention her political unreliability. She is already in cahoots with the Martian government. No, I’m right. Those orders have to be forgeries. I and my family have served our planet for over fifty years in this position through two government changes. Hell, we weren’t even recalled when the Empire took over. We just kept low profiles and kept doing our jobs. She stays under house arrest until I receive new orders.”

 

“If you say so, sir. You are the man in charge. However, there is at least one team of Marines assigned to her still unaccounted for. My boys have seen at least one Marine uniform outside the perimeter watching us.”

 

“Are you sure there’s a team out there?”

 

“Pretty sure. The James Cook landed two teams of Marines. The first were shipboard Marines that took possession of that Imperial Commodore. They returned to the ship. The other team was the Special Forces one that performed the actual snatch-and-grab. They were led by that big woman: Marine Lieutenant Dar. They’re still out there. That message we received placed them at the disposal of Commander Lee.”

 

“They have no support or supplies and are on a strange planet, how much trouble could they be?”  The Ambassador  looked rather smug. He was still in charge here! Not some thirty something Chicky that got the position because of who her daddy was.

 

“They are Marines. We need to be careful, Sir.” The Ambassador waved the older man away.

 

Master Chief Sam Kirkland was no fool. He, unlike the old ambassador, kept up with the news from home. Commander Athena Lee was a big deal in the Navy and on the planet. Now she had contacts here on Mars - the Primus herself if the vid was to be believed. He needed to pick a side and do it quickly.

 

The embassy was built like a fortress. Walls on all sides were topped with concertina wire and each corner contained a gun turret. The defenses dated back to just before the last interstellar war. Mars was never attacked but everything was build just-in-case. Inside the walls the main building was a hardened shell of titanium with steel belts over granite blocks. In theory it would survive a small tac-nuke explosion. There were three squads of Marines under Kirkland’s orders: one unit guarded the civilians, one manned the guns, and the third was the back-up force. Each man was armed with assault rifles and personal armored skin suits. If the Special Forces wanted in, they would have to shoot their way in.

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

Sergeant Vince Carter was watching the Mardi gras floats drift by with a huge smile on his face. They sure had nothing like this back home! He had one eye on the topless girls and one eye on the Hong Kong Embassy. He was so distracted that he failed to notice his commander directly behind him until she smacked him in the back of his head. In the Corps, that was called a Gibbs by most of the old timers.

 

 “The girls are very nice-looking, sergeant, but that’s not what you’re here for! Later on you can chase them all you like. Eyes on the prize, please.” 

 

Dar was very annoyed that the embassy had arrested Athena. The idiots even ignored a direct order from home, too. Stupid! Such a pain in the ass. All the galactic governments were up in arms over pictures of ships in Old Earth orbit. Only Mars wasn’t freaking out.

 

“Lieutenant Dar, should we be bunched up like this? Those other Marines inside the gates can see us out here.”

 

Dar looked up from her musings and glanced at Sergeant Carter. The Sergeant motioned with his head toward the embassy gates. Turning her head she saw the grizzled old Master at Arms Sergeant Kirkland watching them. She smiled and waved at the man before leading Carter off. “Carter tell Colman to take over the watch. I need to go see the Primus.”

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

 

 

“What do you mean she’s under house arrest?” Primus Amalie looked very upset.

 

“Ma’am, the old ambassador read through his new orders and then just locked her up.”

 

“That’s crazy! What are those fools thinking over there?” Amalie was now glaring at Dar.

 

“Here let me play something for you that Wilson sent me.” Dar handed her a data stick. She watched in silence as the ambassador and the Master-at-Arms discussed her granddaughter.

 

“OK, at least I understand now. Damn that Alexander for not informing these idiots more carefully! What are your plans, Lieutenant?”

 

“Ma’am, my team and I are going to break her out. They don’t know we have an inside man. He can turn off the security and provide us with anything that we need floor plan-wise. It should be fairly easy. Our biggest worry is what the Embassy Marines will do.”

 

“I can see that. If you should need anything, please feel free to call on Martian forces. I believe that you still have Gaston’s comm number?” At Dar’s nod she continued. “Excellent. Please try to limit the casualties if you can. And keep us informed, thank you Dar.”

 

After Dar left the room Amalie called Gaston, her aide. “Gaston were you monitoring?”

 

“Yes, Primus. The Lieutenant’s plan so far seems workable.”

 

“I agree. Monitor the situation and provide any assistance required.”

 

“Yes, Ma’am. It shall be done as you say.” The smaller man turned and left the room. Amalie stared after him in deep thought for a moment then returned to her console: it was time to put a few things into action.

 

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

With renewed purpose Dar and her team studied the diagrams and maps Wilson had sent them. She had to admit that having an inside man was a definite bonus. Wilson gave them all that they asked for and more. Her team knew the faces, schedule, and routine of every Marine assigned to the Embassy. The location of all the cameras and a detailed floor plan with access keys was also included in the data dump. As Dar had told Amalie, the biggest problem had been the Embassy Marines. Should they treat them as hostile if they returned fire? Even though they were following illegal orders in arresting Athena, they were still the legal orders of their commander.

 

“OK, boys I have made my decision. We will use non-lethals and stunners in the assault. Those are fellow Marines that we will be attacking not terrorists. However, if they cross the line, put them down! I will deal with any consequences. Our ‘man’ on the inside will cut power the moment we attack. That should seal the armory doors and disable most of the alarms. According to the information we have, there will still be internal power to most of the doors. We have the codes so use them quickly before they change them! We’ll hit them from three directions at once. Team one will begin sniping the guards on the tower and any visible in the courtyard. Team two will engage the gate and draw attention to themselves. Team three will be with me. The city clock tower has a direct line of sight on the embassy and is the tallest structure in this part of the city. We will use the gliders and land right in the middle of them. We’ll be depending on the rest of you to distract them. Team one make sure you get them all, especially the rooftop ones. Once inside we will neutralize the guards and open the gates. We’ll then assault the main building as a group.”

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

“Wilson, what is Dar planning? Do you know?” I’ve been trapped in this small cell for two days now. The ambassador and his minions locked me in here after reading the orders placing me in charge of the Embassy. They did not bother to try to block my link. The shielding in here prevented me from calling out but that did not stop Wilson from doing so.

 

“Athena, try to not show any emotion. Dar and her group are going to storm the embassy tonight just after shift change. Be careful not give anything away. They’re watching you through the security system.” I looked up at the light fixture.

 

“Yes, that is one of them. Ingenious really: they have passive sensors built into the walls. I can block most of them but they can read emotional surges, heartbeat, and brain wave activity. It makes me wonder why they even have systems like this in an embassy on the planet of an ally. I plan to strip the memory banks when we take over. They will have no secrets from me.”

 

I looked around me at the walls; looking carefully, the engineer in my could see the hidden sensor points. I shook my head at the fact that I was even in this situation at all. Just then I heard a noise by the door.

 

“Athena one of the guards and the Master-at-Arms are about to come in.”

 

The door opened and two Marines entered the cell. The younger of the two stood by the door his gun at the ready. Master Chief Kirkland stepped closer to me and then stopped. He peered at me as if I was some sort of bug to be examined. “Miss Lee, I need answers from you.”

 

A spurt of anger fueled my response. “That would be Commander, Master Chief.”

 

“Excuse me?”

 

“My rank is Commander, not Miss. We’re both in the same military. You can call me Commander.”

 

He smiled at me. “Prisoners don’t have rank, Miss Lee.”

 

“Remember that at your court martial, Mr Kirkland. I intend to bring charges against every officer and non-com here.” I smiled back at him. “You too Private Hutchins.” The Marine looked startled that I knew his name.

 

“Now, Mr Kirkland. What is it that you want? Here to correct your illegal actions? Or are you here for a torture session? Beat the truth out of the rebellious officer?” I looked him in the eye coldly. “I’ve already been tortured by the best the Empire has to offer. Former Governor Buckley saw to that. Ever been water-boarded Mr Kirkland? So what’s it to be? Are you going to hold your hand over my mouth while Hutchins over there pours the water down my nose? When I start to choke and vomit make sure you step back, wouldn’t want to get it on you. I won’t be able to move, seeing as I will be strapped to the board. Will you enjoy my struggles as the water chokes me? When I start to feel as I if I’m drowning? When my lungs fill up and I flop around like a fish?”

 

As I watched their faces turned to masks of horror at my descriptions. Score! “Maybe Hell Confinement is more your style? Do you have the handcuffs and the steel bars ready? Are you going to chain my hands to my feet and let me lie there in my own excrement for hours at a time unable to move or even sit? I don’t see a bar in here. Or maybe you’re set up for the ‘Strappado’ in another one of your rooms? Going to hang me by my arms until I talk? I can tell you that it takes about four hours before your arms dislocate and the tendons start to stretch.” Hutchins looked a little green. I smiled at him and he lost it vomiting on the floor.

 

“Messy messy, gonna have to clean that up. So Mr Kirkland, what will it be? Choose wisely, because if you don’t kill me, I will certainly kill you!” The pale faced Master at Arms turned and practically ran from the cell, followed by the green faced private. I started laughing.

 

“That was mean.” Wilson sounded amused.

 

I kept laughing and nodded my head. Those cameras most likely were still watching me.

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

 

The pale faced Chief pounded on the door to the intelligence office. “Open up you bastard!”

 

“Chief, what the hell?” The skinny redheaded man flinched as the muscular Marine pushed past him, forcing him back into his tiny office.

 

“I need to see Commander Lee’s file! Everything that you have on her, right frakking now!”

 

“Chief, most of that stuff is extremely Top Secret. You know I can’t let you see it!”

 

“Listen to me you bastard! That woman in there knows entirely too much about being tortured, like she has first hand knowledge of it! Show me the file or I will take it!” The Chief was madder than he had been in years. She had just terrified him and that was not an easy thing to do.

 

“Fine, whatever. Ruin your career, what do I care.” Entering his code into his console the intelligence officer accessed his files and sent one to Chief Kirkland’s tablet.

 

Kirkland began to read the Commander’s file. The PPL information was old news. Everyone knew that story. Admiral Kane. Prisoner of war due to the death of… Wait, Governor Buckley? Arrested by station security… torture… rescue…! He looked up and glared at the man behind the desk. “What did you tell the Ambassador about our prisoner?”

 

“If you must know, I told him the rumors that her father promoted her and that the existing crew on Freedom Station are the ones that stopped that asteroid not her. She just took all the credit. She’s just a little rich girl with all the right connections.”

 

“Have you read this file?”

 

“Well, no. Why? More lies that the head of the Militia has kept from us?”

 

“You bastard! Read it for yourself then watch the video of what happened when I went in her cell a few moments ago! Little rich girl with connections. My. Ass!” He threw the tablet at the officer's head and stormed out of the room. Commander Lee’s connections were real just like her orders had to be. He and his men were in big trouble!

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

 

 

 

“Ma’am, I have that update that you asked for.” To Gaston’s eyes Amalie looked tired. He could understand finding family only to have them taken from you again.

 

Amalie looked up from her console. “Gaston! Excellent. Did Dar and her people update you?”

 

“They are assaulting the embassy tonight. The AI will cut power to the complex and deactivate the sensor net. Dar’s men have the layouts, and all codes needed for door access. They intend to clear the walls first then take the building.”

 

“What about casualties? Are they shooting to kill?” Shooting one’s own countrymen was never easy.

 

“It is my understanding that they will be using stunners. She did say that they will kill if given no choice.”

 

“Be sure that emergency services are standing by along with our forces as backup. Ensure that all of our people are clear on the issue of sovereignty. Only enter the embassy grounds if invited by either an officer or my granddaughter. She is the official Ambassador, now. Contrary to what those inside at the moment believe.” Amalie studied her aide.

 

“I will so inform them, Primus.”

 

“Gaston, be careful tonight. You should be in no danger but…” He was my best aide in decades, losing him would be bad.

 

“I understand, Primus. I will be careful.”

 

“OK, dismissed.” She waved him off as he bowed. Looking back at her console she noticed a message that was not there a moment before.

 

“Don’t worry about him Amalie, I will keep an eye on him myself. Athena is in moderately good health and terrorizing the Marine staff. I will keep you informed as the assault progresses.”

 

The message astounded her. After Wilson’s last foray into her computer system she had her computer wonks update the system with experimental technology. She shook her head, the power that her granddaughter possessed with friends such as these amazed her. Accessing her console she send out a message to her courier service. That damn fool Alexander needed this information.

 

 

 

 

Ambassador Arthur Phillip’s family had been on Mars for more than fifty years. One of his ancestors was the first ship captain from Hong Kong to return to Old Earth’s solar system. His family founded the Basilisk trading company here on Mars. When Hong Kong needed an ambassador to Mars, his family was the first they came to. Jacob Phillip, Arthur’s father was the first Martian Ambassador. That his son would follow in his footsteps was a given fact. At the end of the Second Interstellar War, his home planet joined their former enemies and founded the Empire. The Phillip family continued to be Ambassadors in name only, they were cut off from financial support and assistance. Only the family trading empire kept them solvent. One ship remained to do business, the Bennelong. By the time of the revolution it had become a floating junkyard without funds to repair it. Recalled to service Arthur vowed to not be ousted from his position ever again, especially by some chit of a girl. Just thinking about his family caused Arthur to smile. His second wife Isabella was the light of his life. She had stepped into their lives after Margaret died in an air car accident. She understood him and advised him in all things. The power behind the throne, so to speak. The sound of someone pounding on his door woke him from his remembrances.

 

“Enter!” The door opened and Chief Kirkland entered in a rush.

 

“Sir, we have a problem!”

 

“What is it Sam? A problem with the guards?” The man was too excitable he said to himself.

 

“No, Sir. What did intel tell you about Commander Lee?”

 

“I already told you that! She is just a spoiled little rich girl. Her father appointed her here, I just know it. He must still be mad over that last trade deal I suckered him on. He is just trying to get even. Those orders have to be illegal. There is no way that our Government would  put someone like that girl in charge here.” He pointed off to the side. “She stays locked up until we hear back from home-world.”

 

“Sir, were you aware that she was extensively tortured by Empire forces under former Governor Buckley?”

 

“Even you must know of that propaganda. Things like that do not happen to young girls! My own intelligence service discounted that whole incident. Colonel Lee and the Militia are behind all of it.”

 

“Sir, I have seen the official Top Secret reports. She really did do everything that was reported! Sir, her orders may be real.”

 

The Ambassador stared at his ranking Marine. With a wave of his hand he disregarded what he said. “Nonsense! Follow your orders. I want her interrogated! Use the special chemicals, we need to know how deep the rot goes. Let the Intel specialists do it if you are too squeamish. That will be all.” Arthur did not look up as the Marine stormed away. Stupid man. A soft knock at his door caught his attention. He looked toward the door and caught sight of his beautiful wife. “Isabella!”

 

“Arthur, did I hear shouting? I came to check up on you.” She smiled at him.

 

“I’m sorry if we disturbed you, my dear. The Master at Arms and I had a minor disagreement. Nothing to worry about.”

 

“Is there something I can do?”

 

“No, my dear. The Marine feels that we were are wrong about Ms. Lee, that her orders are not forgeries. I was instructing him to speed up her interrogation. Nothing for you to worry about.” He really loved his wife, somehow she always knew when he needed her.

 

“Arthur, don’t let him sway you. You know that she is a traitor don’t you?” Arthur was almost mesmerized by her words and her eyes. She had such beautiful eyes. It was how they met or so she told him. He really did not remember that weekend. Everything was a blur.

 

“You always give me the best advice. Thanks for your support Isabella.” He leaned over and kissed her.

 

“How about a toast to our future, Arthur?” Isabella stepped over to the side bar and prepared his favorite cocktail. Arthur was too distracted watching her body move to see her slip something into his drink. She crossed back to his desk. She looked into his lust filled face. “Silly boy, there will be time for that later, here have a nice drink.” She handed him the drink and watched as he drank it all. Taking control was too easy. The grand plan was almost ready, and they needed this embassy to be under the Cabal’s control.                                   

                                           

 

                                         

                         

                            

                  

 

Chapter 4

 

 

 

 

Dar stared up at the inside of the massive dome that enclosed the city. Artificial lights helped simulate night and day in a city based upon the rotation of the planet. Nightfall was approaching and so was her assault. The last report from Wilson told her that Athena was fighting them. She loved that woman with all her heart. If anything were to happen to her… Dar did not want to think about what might happen. Save Athena or die trying was her only goal.

 

“Alright I need status reports from all teams.” Dar was standing atop the clock tower looking down on the Embassy. On her back was one the newest in personal glider technology. Having friends in high places payed off here on Mars.

 

“Team One, in place and ready.” The three man team was on the rooftops on three sides of the embassy grounds.

 

“Team Two, in place and ready.”  Their job was to engage the gate drawing attention away from the walls. A secondary objective was to make spotting the guards easier for Team One.

 

“My team, Team Three is also ready and in place. Team Two you kick off the party. We are dependent upon you to draw the guards away. Good luck everyone and I will see you on the other side.” Dar and her two teammates checked and rechecked the gliders. Down on the ground Team Two sprang into action.

 

 

Private Hutchins was still a bit shaken from the interview that he witnessed earlier in the day. He felt green just thinking about what that prisoner had accused them of. The thought of torture sickened him. It had made him think though about those restricted rooms that only Intel had access to. Hearing a loud screech and crunching sound drew his eyes to the main gates. Two air cars had impacted the gateway. From appearances one had hit the other rebounding into the gates. It was not the first time this had happened. “Hey you need to move! You are blocking the gate!”

 

The two drivers climbed out of their cars and began yelling at each other. “Why the hell did you hit me?”

 

“Me? Hit you? You hit me, you moron!” The shouting continued to get louder and louder.

 

Private Hutchins yelled at the two again. “You need to move those cars, they are blocking the gates!” The two civilians had given up yelling and were now wrestling each other.

 

“Hey Chow! Give the Chief a call will ya and let him know about the accident. I’m going to call the locals to deal with that mess.” Chow was the other Marine on duty in the gatehouse.

 

Master Chief Kirkland received the message about the air car wreck just as he was about to head down to interrogation. He reversed his course and headed for the gate. He exited the front doors in time to see his Marines about to open the front gate to break up the fight between civilians. “Hutchins! Don’t open the gates!”

 

Just as the gates began to open, all the lights went out. Strangely the gates were still opening. The Master Chief looked around him in surprise, the back up power should have kicked in. He stomped over to the now opening gates. “Hutchins, what the hell are you doing? Get those gates closed.”

 

The Private turned to the Master Chief, “Chief, the civilians they were…”

 

Chief Kirkland watched in horror as the two fighting civilians rose from the ground with guns and began firing at his gate guards! “It’s a trap! Infiltrators! Everyone to your posts!”

 

One of his guards was already down and Hutchins fell at his feet moaning. The Chief ran for the gun emplacement on the left wall just in time to see his wall guard slap his shoulder and fall over. “Snipers!”

 

All around him his Marines were dropping, falling over at their posts. He quickly ducked behind a large decorative planter. The two Embassy rooftop snipers began returning fire, giving Sam a chance to run for it. The Marine was feeling his age as he ran for the front doors. A lot slower than most of the younger Marines, the old Chief zig-zagged his way to the front doors. He burst through the doors and sealed them behind him. The two guards behind the desk gaped at him as he gasped for breath.

 

“Bar the doors!…. Attack… We are under attack!… Sound the alarm.” Sam leaned against the desk still gasping for breath as the general alarm began sounding throughout the darkened building.

 

Outside, Dar’s men were cleaning up the area. “Team leader, all subjects secure, targets have been neutralized.”

 

Dar and Team Three glided down and took stock of the situation. She was proud of her men. They had accomplished the first part of the mission without her.

 

“Is everyone ready? You have your assignments. Let’s go!” She approached the door and entered a code into the system.

 

 

 

Inside the embassy the Master Chief looked on in horror as the leader of the Assault force was revealed. So much for not being prepared.

 

“Sir, with the power out the doors will stay locked. They can’t get in easily.”

 

“I hope you’re right Corporal Hicks. Alert the rest of our men, have them lock down the embassy. We need to prevent any incursion.”

 

The three Marines watched as the special operations team all approached the now locked front doors.

 

“Corporal? What is she doing?” The door vids showed that Dar punching in a code.

 

“Sir, she seems to be entering a code into the system. With power out she should be as stuck as we are.” The code the Lieutenant used seemed to work as the doors powered up and began to open.  “Sir, I don’t understand it. There isn’t any power!”

 

 

Wilson was having the time of his life. Cutting power then restoring it in places was really screwing with these guys. They really deserved it for arresting his big sister!

 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

 

 

 

When the cell door clanged open Athena was expecting to see either Dar or that Marine Chief Kirkland. The man staring at her had beady little eyes that took in the whole room with a glance. He a skinny with red hair, something that was unusual for our home planet, and not wearing a uniform. This must be one of the civilian workers here. “By your expression I can tell that you have no idea who I am. Good. That will make things a bit easier.” Another two men came through the door, they were armed with stunners and tranq guns.

 

“My boys here are going to take you on a small trip.” The red headed stranger motioned to the armed men who approached me.

 

“Keep away from me!” They grabbed at me trying to take my arms. I used every trick that the military had taught me. The man on the left reached for me trying to grab my arm. Without getting closer to him I kicked him in his knee as hard as I could. Screaming in pain the big man went down to floor as his knee gave out on him. As he bowed his head in pain, I kicked again catching him across the face breaking his nose. The other man raised his stunner and fired. I dodged to the left almost escaping. The beam him my leg rendering it useless. I collapsed to the floor.  

 

Still trying to escape I dragged my now useless leg behind me. The man with the stunner ran forward and grabbed me by the hair trying to pull me up. I grimaced in pain as my head was jerked back the nerves in my scalp screaming in pain. I felt my head being jerked backwards and remembered something that Dar had always stressed.  Aim for the weak spots.  With all my might I threw punch forward into the man’s groin area. As he doubled over in pain, he dropped his hold on my hair. I punched again this time hitting his head. As I tried to stand I heard the red-headed man speak.

 

“Enough of this.” He pointed a tranq gun at me and fired. My last conscious thought was for Dar to hurry.

 

All I could feel was pain as I woke up. I opened my eyes, my arms were bound behind me and I was hanging from the ceiling by my feet. Directly below me was a vat of water. Waterboarding it was then.

 

“Commander Lee? Are you awake?” I began swaying back and forth as I struggled to get free. “Oh, good. You are awake. I didn’t get a chance to introduce myself. I am Major Shirō Ishii. Disregard the red hair. My father’s family came from New Belfast this was the entirety of my inheritance from the man. Here in the Embassy I am in charge of Intelligence and political reliability. You Ms. Lee have failed in that aspect of your job. A closeness with Mars is not something that can be allowed. It is my job to find out everything that you know or suspect about us. You and your little friends have intruded upon our plans a bit too much lately.”

 

“Your plans?… The Cabal! Is that who truly employs you?”

 

“Oh, very good Commander Lee. Excellent. This will make my job easier. Secrets really are no fun.” He held up a remote control. “This controls the winch above you. This is an upgrade to the procedure that most commonly use.”

 

Suddenly the winch above me engaged, and I fell into the vat of water head first. I was down no more than twenty seconds before I was drawn out. Spitting and sputtering I could feel the water in my nose and throat. “That was just a sample Ms. Lee. Now, what does the Primus know of the Cabal? What exactly have you told her?”

 

My mind was all a-whirl. My senses were still clogged with water and everything I saw was inverted. “The Cabal? Is that what this whole ordeal was about?”

 

“Let’s try another dunking to clear your head.” Down into the water I went again. This time was much longer, at least thirty seconds. I coughed and gagged as the winch brought me to the surface. Water was streaming down my face as I gasped for a breath. This crazy man I going to kill me for worthless information.

 

“I don’t have anything to say to you.”

 

“Ah, you can speak. How about you tell me what I want to know? How much have you told them? We know that you spoke to Sam 0256. He tells a good story. Tell me, did he describe his role in the conquest of Earth? He was one of our very best commanders. His skill is what got him the position of flight commander in the colony program. What did he tell you?”

 

Sam? He is Cabal? I remembered that sweet old man as a junk dealer and friend. I couldn’t imagine one of my friends being a monster. “Sam told me a story of a colony world gone bad.”

 

“Did he really? Interesting. What else did he say?”

 

I shook my head no. As a result I went down into the water again. I was down for even longer this time. When you are drowning time seems to stop. As if in slow motion I could see the lights of the room flashing through the water as I stared upward. The winch pulled me out again. This time to the sound of loud voices.

 

“You can’t do this! She is an officer in our service, we don’t torture our own people!”

 

“Master Chief, this is my duty now. Ms. Lee is under the auspices of intelligence now. Please leave or my men will toss you out.”

 

“You didn’t hear the alarm did you? Her special forces Marines are attacking the Embassy as I speak. I barely survived to reach the doors. She needs to survive or they will kill us all!?”

 

The redheaded man smiled at the Marine. It was a rather sickly smile. “That may be, but she must answer my questions first. The fate of the galaxy is at stake.” He looked back in my direction. “Ready to talk Commander Lee?”

 

“Screw you!” I have had about enough of this man.

 

“Last chance Commander Lee.” Down into the water I went again. I would answer his questions but it would mean the lives of innocent people. I cannot in good conscience allow that to happen.

 

“Sir, I protest this.”

 

“Chief I have had enough of you today.” The intel commander pulled a pistol from behind his back and shot the Marine point blank in the chest.

 

 

As Dar punched the code into the door, she could see the guard inside scrambling around. The code activated the outer doors, and he rushed forward to the inner doors. These were not as armoured as the outer if the code did not work they could blow them if need be. As she reached for the keypad it lit up. Wilson must be having too much fun playing with the electricity. He was like a little demon that way. Dar readied her guns as the door opened.

 

“Halt, or we will fire!” The Embassy door guards did not have the experience when dealing with an invasion such as this. The doors opened and four heavily armed and armored Marines burst in. They ducked behind the desk as the black-clad Marines began firing on them. The lightweight desk could not hold up to the weight of fire and began to break apart. One of the guards cried out in pain as a foot long shard of desk pierced his arm. Clutching his arm he fell to the ground. The other guard grabbed his companions gun and began firing with both weapons over the top of the disintegrating desk.

 

“This is taking too long. Sergeant Carter, we need to get past them to the stairs.”

 

“Yes, Ma’am. Private Everley, can you toss a flasher over that desk from here?” Dar’s men were crouching behind the reception area couches and tables.

 

“Yes, sir. I will most certainly try.” The man was new to the unit but was very capable.

 

“Everley, what is it we say in Spec ops? There is no try! Do it!”

 

As Dar watched, the defenders fired a burst at them and ducked behind the desk. Everley tossed a couple of flashers over the desk from across the room. There was a cry of surprise then a bright flash. Her men rushed the desk to find one man trying to rub his eyes out, his clothing still smoking from the flash. The other was on his back bleeding out from shrapnel wounds, he too was smoking.

 

“Everley check the charges on those flashers they may be set too high. The idea is to blind them not set them on fire.” Dar just shook her head at the newbie.

 

Everley looked at Sergeant Carter questioningly. “They can be adjusted?”

 

The Sergeant shook his head and told him they would talk after the mission.

 

“Sergeant, get those men out to Martian EMS. Do not allow them onto the grounds without supervision. Understood?”

 

“Yes, Ma’am. I understand.” He glanced around him for a moment. “Everley, Boyle? Grab these guys and get them outside like the Lieutenant wants.” The two spec Ops men carried the wounded Marines outside and passed them off to the waiting EMS crew. Checking to make sure the two men were in good hands with Martian security they ran back to the main building.

 

“Okay, boys by my count there are only about a half dozen Embassy Marines left to worry about. Keep your eyes peeled. Watch for Embassy personnel that may be civilians but they may be armed. Carter, you and Everley stay here and guard the lobby. Stop anyone that tries to sneak out. The snipers will watch the back and assist where needed.” Ignoring the powerless lift, she led her man through the door and down the stairwell.

 

According to the plans that Wilson provided, there was only one level underneath her feet. This was where she would find her best friend and lover.

 

Dar and her remaining soldier braced themselves when they heard a shouting followed by a loud shot. A doorway at the end of the hall was open just a bit.

 

 

“Marcus! Drag this idiot out of my sight. Use Greg is you have to.” The two large door guards approached the Marine chief. Marcus was still limping. His knee was causing him a great deal of pain. The older man was lying on the floor gasping for breath as he bled out. They grabbed his arms and dragged him over by the wall. They were out of position when Dar and her fighter burst in.

 

 

Peeking through the crack in the door, Dar could see Athena hanging from the ceiling over a vat of water. A red-headed man was standing in front of her saying something. Off to the right, two large men were dragging the visibly bleeding Master Chief.

 

Dar motioned to Boyle, they would burst in together. She would take the two on the right if he got the lone man in the middle. Boyle nodded his confirmation. They checked their weapons and charged!

 

Chapter 6

 

 

 

“Dad! What do you make of this message from Mars?” Minerva had received an emergency message from the Mars Consulate addressed to both her and her father.

 

The Colonel had read the message and changed several colors in front of her. His eyes grew wider the more he read. “Minerva… “

 

“What does that say? Is it Athena? Is she hurt? What is going on?” She loved her father but he could be really frustrating.

 

Alexander Lee took a deep breath. “When the message arrived Ambassador Phillips arrested Athena and charged her with collusion and forgery. He has her locked in a cell beneath the Embassy.”

 

“What! What is that idiot thinking?” All Minerva could think is what kind of fools do we have representing us on Mars?

 

“Arthur Phillips’ family has been our ambassadors for half a century. Even when we joined the Empire they still represented our planet. I can understand his objection to the orders.”

 

“OK, what is this collusion thing?”

 

Alexander grimaced. “I can only assume that your sister made contact with your mother’s family on Mars.”

 

“Why do you say that?” Min had never seen the look that was on her father’s face before.

 

“I think the message header was a giveaway. It says ‘Alexander You Idiot!’ When I spoke to you girls about Mars, I left a few things out. Amalie Dorr, the Primus of Mars, is your great-grandmother.”

 

“Wait… Primus, the leader of the Martian government is a relative?”

 

“Yes. She sort of dislikes me, just a bit.” He seemed a bit shamefaced.

 

“Why does she not like you? Wait, you said that our family on Mars was unaware of us!”

 

“Yeah, I sort of lied about that. Your mother kept her informed about all of her children. She’s not happy with me for not telling her of Amelia’s death. She had to send her Consulate spies to find out what happened. I did say I was sorry,  but it didn’t matter.”

 

“Back to Athena, they have her in a cell? Why does the embassy have cells? They aren’t interrogating her are they?”

 

“Amalie does not know. She only knows what Wilson has told her. Dar’s strike force is still free. Wilson prevented her from reporting in. When this message was written there was a plan in motion to attack the embassy and free her.”

 

“You did not answer my question. Why the cells?” Min was beginning to see what Athena meant about their father. It was like pulling teeth sometimes to get him to tell the truth.

 

“Some of our history is not all happy and light. It was my understanding that the interrogation suite and cells were dismantled after the revolution. Their existence is one of the reasons that Amalie and myself do not get along.”

 

“If I am to lead our people, I need the truth! Now give it to me! This is what we staged a revolution for! Lies in government are not the way to go.”

 

“Fine. You want the truth, here it is. This is an agricultural planet, it was founded by the Old Earth UN to be a resource planet instead of a free colony. Our ancestors broke away from the influences of the UN and established our own way in the galaxy. Because the settlers here were intended to be little more than slaves, only agricultural technology and supplies were sent.”

 

“That can’t be right. I’ve been on some of our earliest ships. We have technology and science. This is a core world for the old League!” Her mind raced to understand what he was saying.

 

“The first couple of ships belonging to this planet were stolen from their owners. We were one of the few planets that Earth gov tried to enforce UN rules upon. Many of the Canadian and Greek settlers were government agents disguised as colonists. Once they got here, they tried to take over. We stopped them. A few came over to our side and helped to build up the planet. We have been a united people for two centuries.” He shook his head and stared at the floor. “Our early technology was stolen from other worlds. Mars was a bit different. We only made contact with them a century ago. Your great-grandmother was in charge then as she is today. Martian security caught our spies at work at least fifty years ago. Relations between our worlds were tense for many years. The trade mission that I was a part of also brought an apology to her with the promise to destroy the cells. As I said earlier. Those facilities were supposed to have been destroyed.”

 

“Are we still stealing from other governments?”

 

“No. We are not supposed to be. That may be another reason that your sister is under arrest. By the God’s! What a mess this is going to be! I need to call Governor Stoner and read the Assembly into what is happening. Keep an eye on things here for me please?”

 

Min nodded to her father as he left the house. Too many secrets. Athena was right again. She sat at the table staring out the window deep in thought until something touched her leg making her jump. She bent down and scooped up Merlin, Wilson’s cat. The metallic robot cat started to purr and nudge her coffee like a real cat would.  It has been spending too much time with the real cats on the farm. They had been frightened of it, but eventually they just ignored it like the drones in the big barn. Cats are adaptable.

 

Just another thing that Athena had dropped into her lap. Only a crazy AI would have a pet that he can’t touch. At least it doesn’t poop. She spoke too soon as a port opened in its rear and a collection of circuit boards, wires, sensor parts, and what looked like buckles fell out of the cat. Peering at the electronic parts she recognized several as bug components. Did the cat eat a surveillance unit? But what is the rest of this stuff? Using her teaspoon Minerva poked at the buckles. They were very similar to the ones on her new shoes. Flipping one over she read the name on the back. The ‘cat’ had been watching her and suddenly made itself scarce. Minerva jumped up from the table and ran to her room. Holding the shredded remains of her new thousand credit designer shoes she yelled at the top of her lungs, “Wilson!” 

 

 

 

Alexander Lee left his family home in a rush. His driver dropped him and his security detail at the capitol building. The Governor was expecting him. “Alex, what is this all about?”

 

“Well Governor the ghosts of our past have come home to haunt us. My daughter is under arrest by our ambassador on Mars.” Alexander filled his boss in on what the message had said.

 

“Roy, I told Minerva the real truth of our spy network. I was under the impression that we dismantled that over thirty years ago.”

 

The Governor looked shocked. “We did. I gave the orders myself. I guess that Arthur Phillips didn’t do what he was told. Now it all comes back to bite us in the ass! Hindsight, don’t ya know.”

 

“The big question here is will Amalie use this against us? Some inside our own Government will surely do that very thing.”

 

“That is true however, we can lay the blame for it at Arthur Phillips feet. That program was discontinued well before we joined the Empire. I did not give the order to revive it. Let’s get the Senator in charge of the intelligence unit in here.” Governor Stoner stepped out of his office and gave the order for Senator Hawg to be brought in. The two men sat discussing the weather, crop schedules, and fishing while they waited.

 

“Governor what is so damn important that I had to come over here in the middle of the damn night!” The Senator was older and tended to be very vocal about things.

 

“J D, we called for you because we have a problem.” The two men proceeded to fill the Senator in with what happened. “Have to ask J D. Did you order the spy program brought up to date?”

 

The older man looked the Governor in the eye and told him, “No. I did not. However, one of my lieutenants brought the subject up a just after the Revolution. I not only told him no, I told him hell no! We sure didn’t need that ball of wax coming back into our lives. Now here it is.”

 

“Who was this officer of yours?”

 

“He was new. Came from New Belfast or at least that is what he said. Everything checked out. Someone from the Governor… Damn it to hell!” The older man bowed his head after shaking it. “Sir, it is my fault. If you want my resignation, I will understand.”

 

“What did you do?”

 

“I trusted someone. As I was about to say that officer checked out because someone from the Sector Governor’s office cleared him. We have been infiltrated by the Cabal. I have potential Cabal agents searching for the Cabal. The irony does not fail me.”

 

“J D how could you have been so blind?” Alexander just shook his head. They now had zero way of finding them until they acted.

 

“Trust is a sacred thing, and I have betrayed yours. Sorry, Roy.”

 

“Forget about all that. What do we do to fix it? Somehow, we need to know who is on our side.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7

 

 

 

 

Major Ishii spun in surprise when the door burst open. He reached for his gun but was too late as a black-clad soldier tackled him. Out of the corner of his eye he could see another attacking his two men.

 

Dar rolled into the room and immediately attacked the two men dragging Chief Kirkland. She punched the man closest to her hard in the kidneys, followed by a left to the head. Greg flew back in surprise and pain as she engaged the second man. Marcus was still holding the fallen Marine as she swung at him. He tried to dodge her swing but was against the wall with nowhere to go. Her right punch glanced off of his shoulder. Dar recovered from the impact and swung back with her left, this time holding a baton. The collapsible steel rod broke the big man’s nose when it struck his face. Crying out in pain Marcus lunged at Dar, knocking her to the floor. He loomed over her. He reached down to grab her as she kicked upward catching him in the groin. As he faltered, she rolled to one side and hit him with her stunner. He collapsed to the floor in a heap. She looked around, Greg was nowhere to be found. Dar checked the body of Chief Kirkland. She was too late; the Marine had bled out and died on the floor.

 

Dar ran over to Boyle, he was kneeling on top of the struggling man. With her help Boyle was able to immobilize the redheaded man’s arms and cuff him. She looked over at Athena and found her watching the display.

 

“There is my knight in shining armor!” Athena grinned. Even upside down she looked good to Dar.

 

“Just hanging around while we do all the work as usual, I see.” Dar had a smirk on her face.

 

“You know how it is, babe. I let you big strong Marines do all the heavy lifting.”

 

“Would you like us to get you down from there? Or are you taking a nap like a bat?”

 

“Please, Dar. Get me down. I have had enough of the Major’s hospitality.”

 

Dar turned and looked at the squirming man on the floor. “He’s a major?”

 

“Yeah, Major asshole. Meet Major Shirō Ishii the embassy’s intelligence head and secret Cabal spy.” At the word Cabal, Dar kicked the Major in the ribs.

 

“Dar! Save it for later. We still need to capture the ambassador unless you have done so already?”

 

“As far as I know not yet. The rest of my team is either outside or upstairs right now.” Dar cradled me as Boyle cut me down.

 

“Athena are you OK? Did they… Did they abuse you like last time?” I smiled at my sweetheart, she really did care about me.

 

“No, I’m fine. Just a little water boarding.” She smiled back at me and looked at me up and down. “What?”

 

“Just so you know, that outfit? Yellow is not the new Black. We need to find you something less bright to wear.”

 

“Ha ha. Smartass! We need to interrogate these two! Do we have help?”

 

“Yes, Amalie sent help, but I kept them off embassy grounds. They are just outside the fence.”

 

I thought for a moment. No matter what happened next I was the new Ambassador, and I needed to think like one. “Let’s take them upstairs. We can chain them there until Amalie’s personal security and Gaston are available. I don’t trust anyone else.”

 

Dar looked at me and said, “Agreed.” She grabbed the larger man and Boyle, the Major. They began dragging the two men toward the stairwell.

 

“What’s wrong with the lift?” I pushed the lift button for up.

 

“Hon, there is no power…” Just then the lift doors opened.

 

“Damn that Wilson, sorry I forgot.” She and Boyle loaded the bodies onto the lift. In my head I could hear Wilson chuckling. “Sergeant Carter? Five coming up on the lift.”

 

The lift doors opened to up to the ground floor. Dar’s two Marines were waiting for us with guns drawn. Seeing it was really us they reached in and dragged the two immobilized men out.

 

“Status report!”

 

“Ma’am, the ground floor is still secure. Three embassy Marines tried to sneak out a backdoor but team one took them out. We’ve heard movement upstairs, but no one has attempted to come down, yet.”

 

“Good. Everley, run out to the gate’s and contact Primus Amalie’s personal representative. He is a short little man named Gaston. Bring him back to us.” Everley ran for the gates. I sat down on one of the few surviving pieces of furniture left in the room.

 

“Nice job on the lobby, Dar.” This place needed a refresher, anyway.

 

“They shot back at us. It happens.”

 

“Ambassador Lee, did you call for me?” Gaston was in the doorway with a big smile on his face.

 

“Gaston! Nice to see you. I was wondering if Amalie would do us a favor?”

 

“For you anything, Amalie’s orders.”

 

“We have two valuable prisoners so far. The Major admitted to being a member of the Cabal.”

 

“Did he really? How interesting.”

 

“What is even more interesting is the questions that he wanted me to answer. He wanted to know what my friend Sam told me. Tell Amalie that I will have Wilson send her the recording. Can you stash these two somewhere safe for us?”

 

“Simplicity my dear. Simplicity. I will have the house troops keep them occupied.”

 

Dar helped Boyle and Carter drag the two men out to the gate, Gaston followed along behind. Amalie’s house guard pulled up in an armoured vehicle and stepped out to take possession of the two men. The loud echo of a shot being fired cause everyone to hit the ground. One if the EMS workers stood nearby with a gun in his hand. As the Marines and security forces scrambled to react he turned the gun on himself and another shot echoed down the street.

 

Dar checked her prisoners. The major was dead. The point-blank shot was to the head. “Damn it to hell!” The other man was still living, but she suspected that he knew very little. She looked around at the various agencies present and shook her head. They could be anyone and anywhere. Capturing the Ambassador was priority one now. She yelled at her men and they returned to the embassy.

 

Wilson had already informed me of the bad news. “Dar, Wilson is stripping the databases looking for more information as we speak. We have to take Phillips alive. He is the key to all of this!”

 

Dar nodded her agreement. “Athena stay here please. Tell Wilson to reactivate the security cameras and monitor the situation upstairs. I will take my men and catch the rest of the rats. Stay safe.”

 

Gathering her three Marines, Dar began climbing the stairwell.

 

 

 

 

Ambassador Arthur Phillips was frantic. His embassy had been attacked! When the general alarm sounded he hid in his safe room awaiting the all-clear notice. Now the power was out and the sounds of gunfire and explosions was closer. Not a very brave man, Arthur hid under his desk. The sound of a doorbell made him jump and hit his head on the underside of the desk. Rising he rubbed his now aching head. The doorbell sounded again. Checking his outside cameras Arthur saw his wife Isabella at the door.

 

The wall receded with a hiss and gush of air. “Isabella, come inside where it’s safe.”

 

“Arthur, come out of that ridiculous hole in the wall. You are the ambassador. I doubt these invaders want you dead.” His wife had that look that meant he was being childish.

 

“Bella, they have to be here for that chit of a girl downstairs. Maybe they won’t come up here at all. Are the guards still at the doors?”

 

“Arthur, have you tried calling the local police? They can protect you!”

 

“You know we can’t call them. This is foreign soil, they have no jurisdiction here. We are on our own.”

 

His wife had the strangest look upon her face. They had been married for over ten years since shortly after the death of his first wife Margaret. In all that time she had never looked as she did now, Arthur was confused. Isabella cocked her head and looked at  her husband. “Then I guess the game is up.”

 

“Game? What game? Isabella what is going on?” Her whole demeanor seemed to change. She now stood straighter and her vocal mannerisms changed.

 

“Silly little man, that is what you are. Never noticed the manipulations, the directions that you allowed yourself to be pulled in. It really is a shame though. You were starting to grow on me a bit. We shall never know shall we?”

 

“Know what? Isabella you aren’t making any sense! Whatever do you mean?” As he watched his wife removed a gun from a wall safe, he never knew existed.

 

“What it means, dear husband, is that it’s time for you to take your exit bow leaving me the unfortunate widow.” She pointed the gun at him.

 

“You want me to kill myself? Ridiculous, no true Phillips would ever disgrace himself like that! I won’t do it!”

 

“Who said that you had a choice in the matter?  Monkeyshines!” When Arthur heard the code word he froze, his body was unresponsive. He was trapped in his own body!

 

“Amazing the conditioning worked. I wasn’t sure. I have had ten long years to work on you my dear. It really was not that hard to change a decision here, a contract there. You were too easily manipulated. We worked very hard to get me into the position of your wife. Margaret was only a stepping stone. I see from your look you figured it out. Yes, Margaret’s unfortunate accident was no accident. I pushed her myself actually.”

 

Arthur just stared in horror. This creature killed his first wife and then married him in her place? Who was she really?

 

 

Isabella smiled at her frozen husband. “Now why don’t you join her? I do need time to get a good cry on before the enemy arrives.” She walked his body over to his desk and pushed him down. Taking her gun she put his hands around it and held it up to his head. “Any last words my love? No? That's good.” She pulled the trigger.

 

 

Dar and her Marines were almost to the top floor when they heard the shot. They quickened their pace and burst through the doors into the ambassador’s office. The door to the safe room was open behind his desk. Ambassador Phillips was lying across his desk. His head was half gone, a smoking gun in his hand. Isabella, his wife was huddled in the corner of the room sobbing.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8

 

 

 

 

The last of the Embassy Marines were found up on the roof along with the last intelligence goon from the basement. They were trying to contact someone in the city to send an aircar. Our rooftop snipers shot all but two with sleepy-time darts. The remaining two attempted to shoot it out with Dar’s Marines and were killed. I confronted Isabella the Ambassador’s wife myself.

 

“Mrs. Phillips while we are sorry for your loss, the death of your husband has left us with a great deal of unanswered questions.” I was watching the crying widow very carefully.

 

“… He just killed himself! He did not even leave a note or tell me why!” She continued to sob and cry.

 

“Ma’am can you tell us again the sequence of events?” I watched Dar and her men move in on all sides of the room.

 

“Why? I have told you the story already five times! I need to get out of here. I have family in the city I will go and see them! Let me go!” I smiled. She really was a good actress.

 

“Isabella why don’t you tell us the real story?” I switched on the large vid screen on the wall.

 

The screen lighting up caught Isabella’s eye. The screen showed the events of the past few hours in living color. “So, sure you don’t wish to change your story?”

 

“Impossible I turned those cameras off…” Dar caught my eye and smiled. Gotcha!

 

“With computers all is possible. So would you like to tell us who you really are? Cat got your tongue?”

 

“I am a Martian citizen! I demand to be released! You cannot hold me here! It is illegal on this planet.”

 

“What do you think Dar, should we release her?”  

 

“I don’t know Ambassador. Why don’t you call your great-grandmother and ask her.”

 

“That is an excellent idea Dar.” The screen showing the video lit up as a connection was made. My great-grandmother appeared on the screen in front of our prisoner.

 

“Hello Granddaughter. Is this your prisoner?”

 

“It is. She’s demanding her release as a Martian citizen.” This should be good.

 

“Is she now? Well if you release her into my custody, I will find the truth out for you.” I glanced over at Isabella, the look of horror on her face said it all.

 

“Well, I suppose we can do that. She is a Martian citizen after all…”

 

“Wait, I’ll talk! What do you want to know?”

 

I turned and looked her. She was actually scared! I should ask Amalie about that one day. “We want to know everything that you know about the Cabal, all of it!”

 

“The story is really long. Do you promise not to prosecute me for what I say?” I glanced at the screen. Amalie had a stern look on her face.

 

“I will try to persuade the Martian Government not to if that is your condition. However, it really depends on what you say to us. Grandmother? What do you say?”

 

“I agree. I will withhold prosecution if you tell us everything that we want to know and I do mean everything.”

 

Martian prisons must be really bad. Isabella looked resigned. “I was recruited at an early age. Both of my parents were members. As a child I can remember going to these gatherings. They alway explained it as Dad’s club membership. There was a picnic and a party. The adults would go to meetings and we would have cake and play games.”

 

“Do you know the name of this organization? The one your father belonged to.”

 

“Yes. It’s called the Round Table Charity.”

 

“Is it really?” Amalie looked very surprised.

 

“What is the Round Table Charity?”

 

Amalie did not let her tell me. “Athena, it is only the biggest and most exclusive charity organization on Mars. They support hospitals and send underprivileged children to college.”

 

“Yes, Ma’am. That is how they do some of what they do. The children. They recruit you early. Give you everything that you think you need. When you reach a certain age, they take it all away and dangle it in front of you. Join or lose it all. Most everyone joins.”

 

“What about those that don’t?” Amalie asked what I wanted to know too.

 

“It depends. If they know something or were legacies, they would have an accident or just disappear. The others would be shunned and cut off from any contact with a member.” Isabella had a sad look on her face.

 

“My parents took me to the parties and on vacation. I met other kids and made lots of friends. When I was fifteen my parents introduced me to what the Cabal really was. I was given a choice to either stay or go. The Cabal believes that at fifteen you are old enough to make a decision that will affect your whole life.” Tears were streaming down her face and she began to sob.

 

“Isabella are you alright?” I was concerned.

 

She waved me away. “Sorry. I hated it. The decision was the hardest thing I had done yet in my short life. My parents were there along with most of my older friends. I chose to stay. I had no idea that the two of my closest friends in the world chose to go. We three were inseparable our whole childhood. They rebelled and chose to leave rather than follow the ‘herd’ as they put it.” She smiled. “They were very independent. That is something that the Cabal frowns upon. Independence is not allowed. Control is their mantra. On the way home from the meeting the aircar they were riding in malfunctioned and crashed into a deep ravine. Rescue workers reached them too late. I will always ask myself if I had chosen to go, would they have killed me too? After that ‘demonstration’ they put the rest of us through our paces. I was sent to a private college where I learned both the basic education that everyone got and other things like infiltration techniques, spycraft, combat training, and intrusion.”

 

“I’m afraid to ask, but what school was it?” Isabella just laughed at Amalie.

 

“Sorry Primus, I shouldn’t laugh but you will see my joke in a moment. The school they sent me to was the Foucault Academy.”

 

“Athena that is the most prestigious finishing school on the planet. Is she serious?”

 

“The name is a joke Primus. It comes from a twentieth-century novel where an ancient Old Earth organization called the Illuminati is featured.” Both my grandmother and I froze at the mention of the word Illuminati.

 

I subvocalized, “Wilson would you please…”  All I heard was Yes and then he was gone.

 

“Grandmother I sent a friend to go check it out.” She nodded at me. I looked at Isabella. “Is this school only for the Cabal?”

 

“Pretty much. I think they have a few classes not related to the organization, but everyone I met there was either a member or an affiliate. All of my classes centered around Cabal lessons. After my second year they began grooming me for my position as the Ambassador's wife.”

 

“He was married at that time, wasn’t he?” I was both fascinated and horrified at the implications of all what she was saying.

 

“Yes, his wife’s name was Margaret. You may have heard me tell Arthur that I pushed her? That is mostly the truth. Let me finish and I will explain. For two years they trained me to be the perfect wife. I was trained in every aspect of his life: Politics, his diet, hobbies, sports, and sexual preferences. I knew the man better than I knew myself. I was trained to understand what he liked and disliked. My training was almost complete when the Cabal tested me. Everyone is tested constantly for reliability and fervor to the cause. My test was the second hardest thing to do in my life.”

 

“What happened?”

 

“Margaret’s aircar was pulled off course by a malfunctioning GPS system. The Cabal arranged it to happen of course. She ended up in a mountainous region of Mars. Unable to contact anyone she was beginning to panic when the Cabal hit team arrived. She thought they were there to save her. She was wrong. I had been brought along to observe the whole thing and report back. It was also my test. I was given another choice. Either I push her off the cliff or I would join her at the bottom of the ravine. I made my choice and was officially inducted into the Cabal. My parents… My parents were proud of me! I later discovered that every member had done something similar as their test. After that it was child’s play to put me in the right place at the right time to meet and marry Arthur.”

 

“Did they keep in touch with you, give you orders to influence him?”

 

“Of course they did. I gave him regular drugs in his food or drinks that altered his memory. Agents sent by the Cabal used hypnosis on him and set certain trigger words in his brain. It was one of those that I used to help him kill himself. I have done so many horrible things in my life. I promise I will try to make amends before they kill me.”

 

“What do you mean by that?” I wanted to know too.

 

“There is no escape they always kill traitors or those that disappoint them. Rule one is…”

 

“Rule one? There are defined rules?”

 

“Oh yeah. There are three basic ones. Never tell anyone about the Cabal. Do not involve friend's and family in the Cabal, if the Cabal wishes a family member to know they will tell them. Assume that the Cabal knows everything. Breaking rules one and two are very bad for everyone.”

 

“How bad?”

 

“When the rule is broken they know. They always know. There is a group of assassins that protect and control the members of the Cabal. They are called the Wardens of the Gate. Most just call them the Wardens. The will kill the rule breaker and his whole family including any close friends and supporters. If possible, that person will just vanish from all records and accounts. Gone!” She pursed her lips as if in thought. “A good example would be Senator Colman. He was part of the Imperial Senate. Rumor has it he screwed up really badly. If you check, you will find that his whole family is gone. Any close friends have either moved or died.”

 

Amalie turned to her right and yelled at someone to check that out. Most likely Gaston since he was her go-to-guy. “We will check into it.”

 

“Your planet should look into Governor Norton. If he’s not dead yet he will be. The Wardens are very scary.”

 

“I witnessed a possible attempt when my brother tried to kill our father. He said something about gaining access to Norton’s prison.”

 

She nodded her head. “They are very good at worming their way into your life and then making you work for them.”

 

Amalie stared at her through the vid screen. “What about you? Aren’t you worried about your parents or close friends?”

 

Isabella began to laugh. “Close friends? What are those? No, Ma’am. I don’t care a bit what happens to my family. They are the ones that killed my friends all those years ago. My father owns an aircar repair service. I’m pretty sure he’s the one who made their car crash and explode. It doesn’t matter any more. The signal has been sent. They are coming for us.”

 

“Signal? What signal?”

 

“The main purpose of the Cabal is to infiltrate and subvert the galactic governments to prepare the way.” She looked at me. “You didn’t know?”  She began laughing.

 

“What is it we are missing, child? Who are they preparing the way for?”

 

“It’s too bad I am no longer associated with them, they would love this conversation. They think that Norton told you already. The reason you were locked up Commander was they were afraid of whatever the friend of yours, Sam, may have mentioned to you.”

 

“Sam? Why do they care about Sam?” Now I was puzzled. What did Sam have to do with the Cabal?

 

Isabella just shook her head. She looked up at the main screen and pointed at Amalie. “You old woman should have guessed the answer already. Earth is coming to claim the Galaxy for their own. The Cabal is just the stepping stone for that.”

 

 

 

Chapter 9

 

 

 

 

Minerva was just staring at the robotic cat on the table. It looked like a cat; it acted like a cat, but it was not really a cat. Wilson, that insane little AI created something here. She was not sure what but; it was not just a robotic cat! This thing was built at the new RAM factory maybe they could tell her what it really was.

 

“Good morning, Robots-Are-Us ask about our new RAM unit. How can I help you today?” Min just stared at her console. It was seven in the morning and this woman was way too perky.

 

“This is Major Minerva Lee of Freedom Station I need to be put in touch with someone about a specialty robot your company put together for someone.”

 

“Hello Major Lee, let me put you through to Mr. Stevens he is charge of that section.”

 

After a moment the screen opened to a skinny man in a paneled  office. “Stevens here, what can I do for you?”

 

“Mr. Stevens, my name in Major Minerva Lee from Freedom Station. I have a few questions for you about a specialty robot that you put together for a Mr. Theai.”

 

“I’m sorry Major Lee, but we keep the confidentiality of our clients very secure. You will need to get a warrant to get that information.”

 

“How about I just crack this thing open right here then?” She held up the robotic cat to the camera. “It should come apart quite easily I think.”

 

The now startled man held up his hands in protest. “Wait! Please, don’t destroy it! It’s the prototype for a new line we are working on with Mr. Theai.”

 

“Speak now or the cat gets it!”

 

“Since you have the CATT in your possession I can assume that Mr. Theai is a friend of yours?”

 

“He went to Mars with my sister. You might say I am Cat sitting. This thing ate something this morning and I need to find out why?”

 

The man looked surprised. “It ate something? Interesting.”

 

“Why is it interesting? It’s just a robot. Is it supposed to eat?”

 

“It is not just a robot. That is the prototype of a new breed of robot.” He started laughing. “Sorry, Major. I crack myself up.”

 

Minerva just rolled her eyes. Why is it she had to always speak to the nerds? “Please explain.”

 

“What you have there is a Counterspy Anti-Terror Termination unit or CATT. Mr. Theai dreamed it up and brought it to our attention. We’re his partners in its development. When he first suggested it, we thought it was some kind of toy for rich people. But then he mentioned using it for counter-intelligence we became interested. A new Navy contract would be nice. You would have to speak to his programmers to get all the details we really only do hardware. However from what he told the board of directors it is supposed to track down spy units, bugging equipment, secret cameras, and intrusion devices. If it ate something you may be bugged. Do you want our tech team to sent you an operating manual for the CATT unit?”

 

“Thank you Mr. Stevens. If I need further help, I will be in touch.” Minerva looked at Merlin, the robot was purring and pretending to clean itself. “You can cut the act, I know you’re smarter than a real cat.”

 

The copper colored robotic cat continued to pretend to clean itself. Very slowly it raised its head and winked at her. Damn that Wilson!

 

Minerva watched the cat all morning. During breakfast it hung out with the other farm cats and patrolled the kitchen looking for scraps, now and then the CATT would stop and study a kitchen appliance or electrical outlet. Just as Minerva finished her food and was about to set the plate aside, the robot lightly jumped up on the table. It walked over to her and nudged the salt and pepper shakers. She just stared at it. The cat looked over at her and shook its head. Taking the pepper shaker in its mouth it bit down on it. This got a reaction from Min.

 

“Hey! Put that down. It belonged to my mother!” Min stood to grab the shaker from the cat just as it dropped into two pieces on the table. Inside was a small electronic listening device.

 

The cat sat staring at her as if to say ‘I found it for you.’ Min picked up the device and dropped it into her glass of water.

 

“Good kitty.” She stroked the robot who reacted like a real cat would. It arched its back and began purring. She scooped the cat up off the table and carried it up to her home office.

 

Switching on the light Minerva set the cat down and looked at it. “Fetch.” The cat just stared at her. “Seek.” More stares.  “Go.” Now the cat was pretending to sleep.

 

Min swore to herself. She was beginning to see why her sister got a little crazy sometimes. Imagine having this all the time in your head? OK, time to try again. “Here kitty kitty. I have treats!” She held up a small bag of nuts and bolts.

 

The Cat looked up from its nap at the bag of metal. It shrugged and began to patrol the room, sniffing everything. The cat began pawing at her bookcase. It knocked a shelf of very rare and expensive Old Earth paper-bound books onto the floor. Using its claws it began tearing at one of them. Cursing, Min ran to save her treasure from the cat.

 

“Shoo! Cat get away from those. They cost me more than you did!” Minerva picked up the now tattered remains of the book and noticed that it was not one she was familiar with. Since when has she ever owned ‘War of the World's?’

 

She was about to yell at the cat when she noticed the faint wisps of smoke coming from the spine. Merlin’s claws had shorted the listening device out. Minerva looked around the room and the cat, Merlin, was sitting on the console licking its paws.

 

Shaking her head Minerva sat in her chair and looked at Merlin. “I’m sorry I yelled at you. I’m guessing that Wilson designed you to seek out bugs and destroy them.”

 

Merlin the CATT glanced in her direction and meowed at her, then went back to cleaning its paws.

 

“If I give you free rein to go wherever, will you get rid of any threats on the property? I will assign a disposal tech to you. He can set up in one of the unused bedrooms. Bring anything you find to him or get him for hard to reach items. Is that OK?” Robot or not she was talking to a cat!

 

Merlin looked at her again and meowed. It got up and nudged her hand. She absentmindedly petted it like a real cat. “After we get the house clean, we can start on the station.”

 

 

Sitting in her room one of the house maids was cursing her computer module. Three of the most advanced surveillance devices in existence just stopped working. Bugging this house had been unbelievable easy. Using standard operating procedure she had replaced one of the house maids after she had died in a house fire. The employment agency the Lee family used was old and easily infiltrated. This was before the so-called revolution. The idiot that interviewed her could only look at her personal assets not her resume. She would miss Hannibal Lee, he was pretty dumb but a good kisser. It was too bad that he was killed.

 

That damn revolution woke this family up and they took action ruining all of her plans. Her orders now were to learn as much as she could about future deployments and hidden units. The mention of the Cabal last week had shaken her, and she doubled up her spy units. Now they were disappearing! She would rely on her training and stay undercover for now.

 

Chapter 10

 

 

 

 

Minerva was impressed and worried. Merlin the CATT found over a dozen listening devices inside the house. They were hidden in locations that would provide the best intel. Her father Alexander, was livid! How dare they do this to him? Min was more realistic that it was about the family and not just him. What worried her the most was the spy device lying on her desk. She looked at the metallic cat next to her and asked it and the disposal tech standing at attention the same question. “This thing was in the kitchen?”

 

The cat nodded its head. Over the past couple of weeks she and the cat came to an arrangement. She would try to treat it as a real cat and it would stop pretending to be one. The logic of that statement was so diametrically opposite that it made her laugh. She smiled to herself though, this was really serious. “Sergeant Kristoff, correct me if I’m wrong but didn’t we clear the kitchen last week? Please stand at ease. This is not the inquisition.”

 

The sergeant was one of Command Sergeant Major Yannos’ men. He was an older man with gray eyebrows that clashed with his bald head. Initially, the idea of working with a cat offended him. But he was coming around to the idea. “Ma’am, you are correct. We cleared the kitchen on Tuesday.”

 

“That is what I thought. Where did this come from then?” She really needed to know the answer to that question.

 

The sergeant scratched his head as he answered. “We aren’t sure Ma’am. Merlin here, he only found that one by accident. I was hungry, see, and I thought to raid the kitchen last night. He followed me, finding it while I raided the refrigerator.”

 

“You both know what this means? We have a spy in the kitchen. Have we looked at the security scans?”

 

“Ma’am, that is one of the reasons we are here. There is a week's worth of vid to go through.”

 

“Why are we not scanning it right now then? I can bring in more troops.”

 

“Ma’am, we didn’t want the spy to get away. Merlin thinks he has a solution but we have to clear it with you first.”

 

“Has the cat been talking to you Sergeant Kristoff?”

 

“Sort of? He understands way more than he lets on. We get along fairly well. I was wrong in thinking he was useless.”

 

If a robotic cat could smile, this one would. Instead it sat there pretending to clean itself. “So what is the solution?”

 

“We need your permission to tap into the computer vid storage database. Merlin can tap the system and search faster than we can.”

 

“How do you know that he can do any of that?”

 

“I read the instruction manual Ma’am.” Minerva resisted the impulse to face-palm. The instructions! How could she forget them?

 

She looked over at the cat sitting on her desk. “Mr. Merlin the computer is all yours.”

 

The cat sat up and lightly sprang from the desk to the computer console. Using its paws it accessed the memory data storage module on the system. When the port opened, the Cat inserted its tail in the hole. The screen came to life with vid from the kitchen. As they watched the speed to the vid increased until it was a blur. Suddenly the vid stopped and backed up. When the screen lit up, it was a view of the breakfast nook where her family took most of its meals.

 

 

Kitchen helper Sarah was at her wits end. Every camera or listening device hidden in the house was gone. No trace remained of any of it. She wanted to leave but her handlers insisted that she plant at least one more bug. They had to know what was happening within the Militia command structure. There was a new soldier in the house who she suspected might be the one removing her bugs. He was always accompanied by a drone that resembled a cat. A secondary assignment was to either capture the drone or destroy it and return with the circuitry. There was a council meeting tonight and both of the Lee’s would not be in residence. She hoped that she would be able to plant a few new bugs.

 

The day was progressing just like any other day. The Colonel and his daughter enjoyed their breakfast as usual in the kitchen. She was able to overhear several bits about deployments and future plans of the Militia. Those few bits would keep her out of the sights of the wardens. Whatever happened, she still had a job to do.

 

Contriving a spilled pot of sauce she stumbled in the kitchen and ruined the dinner that evening. The kitchen was simply covered in sauce and grease from the now ruined dinner. She apologized to the head cook repeatedly and volunteered to clean it up after the meal. She was assigned the job instead. Both she and one of the newer cooks. A learning experience is what she called it. The cook had been the patsy she used to drop the pot of sauce. It really was too bad, the Coq au Vin really smelled good after cooking all day.

 

Misdirecting the cook was easier than expected. He almost caught her planting the listening device behind the painting of the Lee family farm on the wall. She covered herself by pointing out splashes of sauce that she herself planted on the ceiling. Too bad the rules kept her from asking him out. He was kind of cute.

 

 

Sarah, the cook's helper was the spy? Minerva had been shocked that the sweet young girl could be part of this. The truth was in the pudding. She was obviously planting something behind the painting. They watched as she splattered the ceiling then used it as a distraction. As an infiltrator she was skilled. The cameras were new, many on the staff were unaware of them. Sarah did not know they were there or she might not have hidden the bug.

 

Minerva looked at the cat on her computer console. “Good kitty!” She gave it a good head rub.

 

“Sergeant, put a team on her. I want her watched everywhere she goes. I want to know who she talks to, what her schedule is, what she eats, everything. I want everything that we can find out about this woman. Put as many people on it as you need. Keep a snatch team handy, we may need to grab her or her contact.”

 

“Yes, Ma’am.” He saluted and hurried off the contact Yannos and the Special Operations team.

 

“Merlin, I need to know something. Can we make more of you? I know that Wilson most likely designed you as the start of a whole line of robots. He is obsessed with all things robot. Plus for some reason he likes making more credits. If I order the robot plant to make more of you can you give them a thought matrix?”

 

Merlin the cat cocked his head and walked over the edge of the console and jumped down to the floor. He sat there for a moment before jumping up to Min’s desk. The cat looked Minerva in the eyes and nodded.

 

Hoping that was the answer she needed, Minerva accessed communications and called the Robots-Are-Us factory.

 

 

Chapter 11

 

 

 

 

Athena and Amalie were still in a state of shock. The implication that the Cabal was a secret Old Earth organization was staggering. Isabella went on to explain what she knew of the inner circle and its workings. She knew very little in the way of its strength or off-world facilities. She did know their basic strategies but only how they related to Mars. The plan as she understood it was to place agents in positions of influence and power. Those agents were to come out of the shadows at a given signal and pave the way for a takeover. Her contact informed her that the day of reckoning was at hand. The last orders she received were to be sure the ambassador did not lose his position. Great things were coming.

 

“Those ships that your Captain saw. It has to be Earth forces."

 

I nodded my head. “I think you are right Grandmother. You were a part of them once, do you have any idea of what their future plans might be.”

 

Amalie shook her head slowly. “I am tempted to say no but it must be the same goal as before. Control of the colonies. That is the one thing that was their focus a century ago. The power behind the UN is most likely still trying to pull all the strings still. The problem facing us is the sleeper agents. How many do they have in place and when will they strike.”

 

“Athena tell your grandmother that I have some of those answers.” Once again Wilson rides to the rescue. I giggled just a bit.

 

“Grandmother, Wilson would like to say a few things to you.” I gestured to the big screen. Wilson appeared in his cowboy outfit and persona, but this time he was wearing a badge and small mask.

 

Grandmother looked up at him and smirked. “I guess that works, you are lone. What do you have for us?”

 

“I pulled the records of that college and charity organization before they could erase them. Isabella was telling the truth. The Round Table Charity organization has over five hundred members world-wide. I gave the lists to Gaston and your security forces. The Foucault Academy has many names that overlap with the other organization. Amalie, this will impact Mars in a major way. Over half of your assembly is on one or the other of those lists. Almost every major industry board of directors has at least one member. This has the possibility of being very nasty.”

 

“Wilson, what about my personal house guards? Are we safe here?” She was staring down at her console. Everything that she had built over the last hundred years was now threatened.

 

“As near as I can tell according to records, only five of your house guard are on the list. They are all new, having been hired in the past five years. From what I can scan, most of the Dorr house is safe. None of your family are implicated.”

 

“Thank you. Gaston!”

 

Gaston dropped what he was doing and rushed over to Amalie’s desk. “Yes, Primus.”

 

“What is the status of our security forces?”

 

Gaston took a deep breath. “With Wilson’s help, we cross-referenced every member of both the planetary service and our own. Less than a dozen have popped up as having been on a list or related to someone who is. Our screening techniques are working. Arrests have already begun planet wide. The Foucault Academy got wind of the arrests and cleared out early. The computer room was torched and all hard copy records destroyed. They were not aware that we had copies already. The Round Table Charity is trying to fight us in court. They are finding that hard as we have arrested all of their lawyers. They were on the lists too. What remains of the Assembly is even now calling my office. They wish for an explanation, Ma’am.”

 

The look on my grandmother’s face would burn metal. “Have the Assembly gather online in an hour. I will explain then. Have the meeting televised for the vid networks. It is time that we inform our people of the threat to our world.”

 

“It will be done as you ask, Primus.”

 

She looked over at me. “Can you send a copy of everything that we know to your father and Government?”

 

“I have already done so, Grandmother. Wilson beamed the message out to the network in a coded message. He also sent it to every PPL ship in the region for re-transmittal just in case.”

 

“Excellent work Athena. I think I will enjoy working with you while you are the Ambassador here.”

 

“Grandmother? About my question before, do you remember what they wanted the first time?”

 

“The first time it was control of resources and of the people. Many countries on Old Earth had freedoms that scared the UN and threatened any plans they could make. It is hard to control a people if they have freedom of speech or the right to bear arms. Free thinkers and the intellectual class were some of the first to be sent offworld. The risk was too great that they would incite revolt or rebellion. That was the reason that North America and Russian countries were put down so hard by the UN. It was only later that they realized that they needed those people to run the labs and make the weapons to keep them on the cutting edge of technology.” She smiled to herself as she thought of those times.

 

“When I was sent here, I saw the UN’s mistake and took advantage of it. My orders were to assume control of the planet so Earth could take over. I rebelled and married into the Dorr family instead. I used my knowledge of Earth and its plans to unify the planet and keep Mars on the cutting edge of technology. Your planet is similar. Not in technology but in crop advancement and growth output. Many of the best agriculturalists were sent to planets like yours. Your planet is unique in that it can feed itself and others. The people are extremely independent and have proven themselves to be good soldiers. Controlling your planet is of course a priority of theirs. It has to be.”

 

“What of the Empire, should we warn them too?”

 

“Child, I believe that they are beyond the stage of listening to what we have to say. This council that Isabella speaks of must be located in a high profile city. It is the only way they could have stayed hidden in the shadows for so long. Capital planet is a prime candidate for that. I sent a message to my embassy there to evacuate back to Mars. I fear that soon the shadows will walk in the light very soon.”

 

Amalie and I stayed in her office. She told me many stories of Old Earth and what she remembered from The Program that created her. She, like Sam, had both good and bad memories of that time in her life. Hers was a rich and moving story of the founding of Mars and the creation of a technological legacy.

 

“Primus, the Assembly is formed and all the major Vid networks are present.”

 

“Thank you Gaston.” I moved away from her desk and sat in the background. While I was family, this was politics and for the moment I represented a foreign power. One by one the screens in the room came to life. The large screen in the middle showed the Marketplace on Deimos.

 

“Thank you for joining me today. As many of you know hundreds of our fellow Martians are being arrested and detained across our world. A vast conspiracy has come to light that I feel will echo across our galaxy in cries of outrage. Over a century ago, the United Nations sent out teams and groups of government officials disguised as colonists. Many of our historians can verify this fact, it is not a secret. Most of these people ignored their orders and began new lives on the new worlds. Some did not. An organization was founded that would hide in the shadows waiting and watching. They called themselves ‘The Cabal.’ Our friends and allies on Hong Kong recently encountered them when they overthrew the Empire on their world. Imperial forces, subverted by the Cabal, attacked their world with kinetic strikes and attempted to destroy it. The commander of that attack was captured here on this planet trying to hide. His capture unearthed the hidden organization. Arrests were made.” She took a sip of water from a bottle on her desk.

 

“Now the Cabal has struck again. My granddaughter, Athena, was selected by her government to be the new Ambassador to Mars. Arthur Phillips, the former ambassador seized her. He then put her in a jail cell and attempted to torture her for information. He refused to honor his orders, calling them forgeries. Once again the Cabal tried to influence a world.” Amalie turned and looked some of them in the eyes.

 

“Athena was freed by Hong Kong special forces working with my house troops. Isabella Phillips and the head of Intelligence at the Embassy were found to be members of the Cabal. This relates to Mars how you may ask? Mrs. Phillips is a Martian. She killed her own husband to protect her secrets. Through interrogation and investigation, two organizations have come to light as recruiting and training centers for the Cabal on Mars. The Foucault Academy and the Round Table Charity organization.” Gasps of shock could be heard through both the assembly screens and the large one on Deimos. “Members of both of those organizations have attempted to flee when arrest warrants were served. We have their databases. They cannot hide for long. In the assembly arrayed before me there are many empty chairs. Those members were either picked up or have fled for their lives. Politics is one thing, treason is something else. Arrests will continue. No one is simply guilty by association. We know who our enemy is. This is Mars, we will abide. Thank you.” The applause was deafening. I could see why Amalie was so well loved here.

 

Amalie turned the sound down on the screens. Many of the politicians were arguing with each other and ignoring her.

 

“Primus? The Vid networks are asking for interviews.” Amalie just gave him a look with raised eyebrows. “So, no interviews then.”

 

“Gaston, did the broadcast go out as planned?”

 

“Yes, Primus.” He bowed and went out to the outer office.

 

“Grandmother what broadcast?”

 

“I decided to see if what we suspect is true. I told Gaston to activate the interstellar communication system and broadcast my speech to every planet. It is powerful enough to reach Earth. If they truly are coming, maybe this will speed them up a bit.”

 

“I didn’t know that Mars had that capability. How long has it been since you used it?”

 

“Around a hundred years. It was what we used to communicate with the survivors of the wars on Earth. They learned how to block us so we stopped using it. Even old technology can be useful never forget that Athena.”

 

We both looked up at the screens. Most of the Assembly had stopped yelling and were now trying to get her attention. I covered my mouth with my hand and faked a cough to hide my laughter. Several of the Assembly members were making faces into the camera or flapping their arms trying to get Amalie’s attention. “Why don’t they just call you?”

 

“They are like little children sometimes. I bet the thought never crossed their minds to do that. Who said that politics wasn’t fun?” She pressed a button on her console and the sound returned.

 

“Primus, can you hear us?”

 

“Of course I can. Have you stopped beating each other up over this and are ready to speak intelligently to me now?”

 

“Primus why did you not inform us of the upcoming arrests?”

 

“I expect more out of you Senator Cerin. If I told anyone on the Assembly, we might have lost the ones that are now under arrest. This Cabal organization has very deep pockets and has managed to infiltrate a large portion of our society. They have their own assassins and a vast internal structure that stretches across the galaxy. Several of your fellow Senators were taken into custody this morning. Half are no longer with us. What is being called a terrorist attack happened a few hours ago. Armed men and women attacked the convoy and set it ablaze with incendiary devices. All the prisoners inside were killed. Fortunately only half were aboard the transports. The terrorists killed themselves rather than be captured. So you see why I am loath to inform the Assembly of my every move.”

 

“Primus, are we in danger?”

 

“You personally or our planet? You most likely are not unless you’re a Cabal agent?” The woman cringed and tried to hide herself. “Our planet then. We still have a tech edge over most of the galaxy. Our Navy can and will protect us. As will our allies.”  

 

A loud siren began to sound and lights began flashing in Amalie’s office. Across the planet similar alarms were sounding on every military and civil defense outpost. “Oh good. It seems that we were correct. Our new guests have arrived.”

 

“Primus, what is happening?” All around the room all but a few Senators were looking around confused. “That Senator Cerin is a special alarm. A few of you understand its significance. It’s the Earth alarm. Something has entered our space from that direction. If you have shelters, now would be the time to go to them.” She hit a button on the console cutting communication to all the screens.

 

“Come along dear heart. Let’s see what Earth has sent us, shall we.” She pulled me into a doorway that was not there a moment ago.

 

“How many passages does this place have?”

 

“How many is too many? I will show them to you, eventually. Come along dear.” The hallway was long and except for the light at the end of the tunnel, very dark. The light was a small, well lit room with another door. Amalie opened it and stepped into the Central Command Center for the planet.

 

“Admiral, report!”

 

“Primus, good. I see you brought your granddaughter too. Here is what we know. Shortly after your speech the frontier forts all came to life visibly. Small ships were seen leaving them and heading toward Earth. Our long distance scopes have detected an extremely large ship on course for Mars. If I didn’t see it on the scope moving toward us, I would have mistaken it for a station of some sort. It must be the largest ship other than a colony ship ever built.”

 

“Admiral, our intel showed that the Cabal was a front for the UN. I broadcast my speech using the old interstellar communicator. It seems that we were right. There is no such thing as a coincidence here. They heard us. Where do we stand with our Navy?”

 

The Admiral smiled. “Our patrol craft are inbound along with five flights of star fighters. The Ghost fleet has been activated and are powering up now. Orbital defenses are manned and ready. Here on the ground, notices have gone out and civil defense networks are locking down. Shields are up and we are locked in as well.”

 

“Excellent work Admiral. Tell your people that I am proud of them. It is time to see if a century of hard work and planning will now pay off. You may give the order when ready.”

 

“Ma’am, my entire Naval career has been building to this point in time. I hoped that I would never have to utter these words or that the UN was gone and buried as rumor would have it. Attention all stations. This is an Alpha codeword event. I repeat Alpha codeword. Checkmate is a go. I repeat Checkmate is a go. May the gods go with us.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 12

 

 

 

The very young looking Captain's name was Alpha 364. He stared out at the blue and green covered marble and watched as flights of star fighters fought mock skirmishes and patrolled around his ship. The Colossus was the first of its kind. Except for the last batch of colony ships built over a hundred years before, it was the largest ship in space today. The design was similar to that of a space station except this one has teeth. The best that Earth had to offer. It was time to take back what belonged to Earth.

 

“Sir, message from the Secretary General.” The communications tech was from a lesser line. The Captain barely acknowledged him as he read the message. His own line was the top tier, superior to all others. He frowned as he considered the class system that ruled Earth. Everyone that mattered was a form of clone. Different lines were developed to do certain tasks. Menial work was still done by unaltered humans but who cared about them? His was the superior gene.

 

“Communications, recall all fighters and support craft. They are to return to Colossus as soon as possible. Inform the Quartermaster to make those lazy sapes work faster! This ship leaves in two hours with or without the that shipment. Tell them I will space any sape that fails to meet his quota.”  The Captain walked to his station and sat down. “Navigation. Plot a course to Mars, it is time to begin.”

 

Earth would be totally unrecognizable to anyone from the past. After the colonization phase was over, a new way of life was adopted on the planet. The colonization plan had been a form of population control from the very beginning. It was a good way to remove anyone who would object and cause trouble. Each continent only had two or three massive cities now. All other cities and towns were destroyed or repurposed. All arable land was now used for food production or resource allocation. Strip mining was back in fashion as the UN sought minerals for ship production. A class system was imposed for those that remained on the planet. Natural humans, those that were not genetically altered or cloned were at the very bottom of the system. Ironically the very people that helped the UN to power were dominated by it. Only clones or those that were Gen Mod ruled now. Everyone else was dross.

 

Natural humans were called sapes by the majority of the genies. Genie was a derogatory word that could get a sape killed if overheard. The sapes did all the menial jobs on the planet. They picked the crops and took out the trash. One step up from sapes were the gene altered or Gen Mods. Several thousand Gen Mod babies were raised by the Program on Earth to be used as  fighters, spies, and pilots. They were granted extended life spans and like the sapes had many uses even today. Initially they were the commanders and the trainers of the first generation of clones. Soon, the clones outnumbered the Gen Mods by a large percentage. Sensing that they were being replaced, many of the Gen Mods attempted to take power and rebelled. That rebellion was savagely suppressed. During the battles that raged across the Earth many were killed. The few Gen Mod survivors left were used as overseers and servants by many of the clone lines. There were over thirty general purpose lines and a few dozen specialties on this ship. The Captain’s line was one of the specialties. His line was designed to provide him with the skills needed for spacecraft flight and hyper-jump survival.

 

“Captain, all sections have reported in. We are ready to depart.” The communications technician kept his eyes diverted to the floor as was proper when dealing with a higher ranking officer.

 

“Excellent. Sound the alert and notify command that we are departing.”

 

Alarms began sounding across the ship as airtight doors were shut and sealed. This ship was constructed in a Venus orbit. This would be only the second time that it would be moved a great distance. Down in the hold several hundred sapes huddled in fear. Many bore scars from beatings or whippings that they received for poor performance. These were what remained of the tens of thousands of sapes that helped build this very ship. They knew the stories, humans had reached out into the stars and left the Earth. Vast colony worlds lay outside the influence of the dreaded UN and its horrors. Many of those present hoped that by leaving with this expedition they might gain an ounce or more of freedom.

 

Loud sounds like huge doors opening and the whooshing noise of air being sucked out could be heard. The small cargo bay that was their home was suddenly very windy. The eldest sape of the group bowed his head and began to say forbidden religious prayers. Many of the sapes looked up in surprise as the large cargo door opened and they caught their first and last glimpse of the bright blue planet called Earth.  

 

“Sir, the Quartermaster reports that all excess dross has been ejected and all stores are secure.” The Captain only nodded. One less thing to worry about on this trip. You don’t have to feed them if they are not on board.

 

The Captain studied his orders carefully. According to the background that was sent, a large organization comprised of sapes and first generation Gen Mods were in control of many of the colonies. His job was to make contact and support the takeover of those colonies first. The others would follow once control was established. He smiled to himself. There would be no lack of workers after they made contact. Gen Mods made excellent loaders.

 

“Navigation, engage the engines and set course for Mars.” Very slowly the massive ship left Earth orbit and headed toward Mars.

 

 

Once the ship was in motion Alpha 364 called a meeting of all of his section commanders. The men and women met in one of the many ready rooms available on the ship. The Captain watched as the room filled with Betas, Deltas, Gammas, Epsilons and one Zeta. These were the cream of the crop, Earth's best. There was only one other Alpha on board and he was needed on the bridge. Alphas were rare and in demand.

 

“Attention! We have left orbit and are en route to Mars. Beta 465, what does intelligence have to say about Mars?”

 

“Sir, other than the data package which everyone received prior to boarding the ship, we know very little. The Gen Mod organization know as the Cabal sent only sent scant information of their efforts there. We expect to be contacted soon.”

 

Alpha 364 bristled at the report. “So you know nothing.”

 

“Sir, we were told that an organization was in place to assume control of both the Government and the Military. This Cabal organization is supposed to have a tech transfer already prepared. We are just waiting for contact.”

 

“Epsilon 23 what is our flight status?”

 

“Sir, all ships are manned and ready for launch at your command.”

 

Much the rest of the meeting was the same. Questions were asked and answers given. Every commander spoke his piece until it was the Zetas turn. “Zeta 666, what it your status?”

 

The Zeta line was a mistake, a genetic anomaly. In a room filled with young, athletic looking Commanders, he stuck out like a black mark. Zeta 666 was easily identified by his hunched shoulders and permanently scowled face. He was a functioning psychotic that served as the information gathering specialist. He was the ship's torturer.  “My people are ready to begin. Anyone that you provide will be drained of all information.”

 

“Excellent. We are to be met at the Martian frontier by representatives from the Cabal. Once they have given their status and report, I want them taken below and drained of all information. If there are any sapes, get rid of them. Keep the Gen Mods, we are in need of a few deckhands.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 13

 

 

 

 

“So what you are saying is that, that thing is intelligent?”

 

Minerva just rolled her eyes at her father’s statement. “No father. What I am saying is that the CATT is an AI.”

 

“Why does it look like a cat? Why not a drone or one of those RAMs your sister builds?”

 

Minerva was losing any respect she had for her father every time he opened his mouth. “This robot was created by Athena’s AI Wilson. Its job is to seek out and destroy enemy communications. So far it has found what’s in those three buckets over over there.” She signaled her men and they poured the contents of the buckets out on the table. Thousands of listening and surveillance devices covered the table. “All of these came from inside the Capitol building.”

 

Alexander poked at the bits of electronics in front of him. “Minerva some of these are older than I am. Where were these located?”

 

“Sir, I can answer that. Merlin located the majority of the devices in and around government offices and inside the assembly room.”

 

“Merlin? Who is Merlin?”

 

“That is the name of the cat, father. I have ordered more CATT units to be built. I intend to use them to scour our cities and infrastructure looking for more bugs and hidden Cabal units. We don’t need another Sarah incident.”

 

“Who is paying for all of this? Your position as head of Freedom station does not give you a discretionary spending budget. Something like this needs to be reviewed by the Council!”

 

“Really Father? All you think about now is the bottom line and who is going to pay for our salvation. I paid for these robots with my own credits. I am beginning to think that Athena was right about you. Inform the Council that I will be cleaning up Freedom Station next. The safety of our world is at stake not politics.”

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

Hidden deep underground on the Imperial Capital Planet the Cabal’s leadership was moving. The great plan was finally coming to fruition after a hundred years of planning and plotting.  Miguel 009 surveyed the master control room. His brothers and sisters were hard at work coordinating the takeover of the Imperial Senate and all capital cities key infrastructure points. Signals had already been sent to countless other colony worlds to begin operations. It was troubling that both Mars and Hong Kong had gone dark. The good news was that Johan 009 and his crew were already at the rendezvous point to meet with the ship from home. Home. Miguel longed to see his home again. It had been far too long since he and his brothers had walked upon the Earth.

 

Miguel pressed a key on his command console. Large screens lit with news vid from across the planet. One report caught his eye, turning up the volume he heard. “Large forces of armed troops are moving into the city. We caught them coming around the corner from us. They seem to be taking control of Senate buildings and our fellow Vid broadcasters.” Sounds of gunfire could be heard along with an explosion. “Whoa! That was the security post for the Government center! Flames are now shooting into the sky. If you are on the streets, now would be a good time to get under cover. Our unit on the roof…” Footage began to play showing armored vehicles attacking government positions. “This may be our last transmission, unknown troops have entered the building and are…” More shots could be heard as the screen went blank. Miguel changed the channel and stepped away from his console.

 

“Status report please.”

 

“Sir, we are in control of most of the key government locations. One of our infiltration units slipped up and gave the wrong password touching off an attack by security forces. The broadcast center is on fire but we command the area now.”

 

“Has the unit been reprimanded?” Mistakes were not acceptable.

 

“Yes, Sir. The Warden team took care of it.”

 

“Thank you John, good work. Make sure that everyone on the lists are rounded up. Judging by that report, have them start with the journalists.”

 

“Yes, Sir. We have reports from New Reno of fighting on the station. Our units were not in as complete control there as they said they were. The assassination of the New Texas governor failed. Local troops have expelled our people there. Hong Kong has our embassy surrounded with armed troops and are not allowing anyone to exit.”

 

“What of the Imperial fleet? Are we in control yet?”

 

“Sir, we control around eighty percent at this time. Admiral Kane escaped with most of third fleet intact. Stray units have joined her.”

 

“Damn it! She was on the hit list! Alert all of our agents, even the sleepers. I want her eliminated and the third fleet under our control! Do you understand me?” This was troubling. A rogue fleet could be dangerous.

 

“Why was I not informed about this first?” He looked at the frightened faces around him. “Fix it! Put as many people on it as possible. We need control of the whole military for the takeover to be complete.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 14

 

 

 

 

“Primus, I have news of the Earth ship.” Gaston was worried.

 

“What is bothering you Gaston? I can take whatever news you have to give.”

 

“A small ship slipped past our picket heading toward Earth space. The boundary stations allowed it passage through. It appears to be on a rendezvous course with the Earth ship.”

 

Amalie looked at her aide. “So the Cabal makes a move early. Do we know anything about the small ship?”

 

“Yes, Ma’am. It was assigned to one of the Imperial freighters in orbit. They left orbit and are attempting to leave the system.”

 

“Have the patrol ships intercept and search it. What about our fleet, is it assembled?”

 

“Yes, all of our ships responded to the return call and should be in position before the Earth ship arrives. Checkmate is in play and will be ready as well. We are picking up some unusual transmissions from the Imperials.”

 

“How unusual?”

 

“A civil war of some sort has touched off inside the borders of the Empire. The vid is filled with reports of armed troops taking over civil outposts and ousting government troops. The Imperial Navy is at war with themselves. We received a report of several fleets attacking each other.”

 

“Coincidence maybe?”

 

“No, Ma’am. There were several assassination attempts on governors at New Reno, New Texas, Ringo’s World, Chin, and New Madrid. All of those were defeated by local security except on New Reno. At last report, there was heavy fighting inside the habitat. Riots have broken out on many Imperial planets. Hong Kong has reported no internal issues but there is a private communication for you.”

 

“Gaston, if this is the Cabal they are making a serious play for control of the Empire. Alert our Ambassador to keep his head down and prepare for evacuation. Please forward your report to Athena at her Embassy.” Amalie stared at the screens for a long time before getting back to work. What are you up to? Seeing the special communication from Hong Kong, Amalie braced herself. Alexander Lee was not one of her favorite people.

 

“Greetings. You may not know me but I am your other great-granddaughter Minerva Lee.” Amalie paused the Vid and smiled. She would take this over that Ass-hat Alexander any day. “As my sister may have already mentioned I am the Commander of Freedom station and a Major in our Militia. Recently a friend of Athena’s left this in my care.”

 

Amalie looked closely at the screen. Minerva held what looked to be a robotic cat in her arms. “This is Merlin, he is a Counterspy Anti Terror Termination unit or CATT for short. He along with several others I commissioned have discovered over twenty thousand surveillance devices on the planet so far. On the Station, they have found even more. As I send this, my teams are rounding up suspected Cabal members. We are finding them embedded in our very society like rats in the walls. Even now I am told of turmoil and strife within the Empire due to these rats. Included with this message are the plans for building a CATT. They need a personality to work but if Athena is there so is her friend. I hope to meet you one day. Take care of my sister.”

 

Wilson must be the friend she was talking about. Only he would want a robot cat. “Gaston, connect me to the Hong Kong Embassy, I need to ask Athena something.”

 

 

The Embassy was still in turmoil. It was hardened for an external attack but not an internal one. Most of the furnishings on the first floor would need to be replaced. For now Dar’s Marines cleared the room and installed a few random chairs. The new reception desk was still being built but the former Ambassador’s was brought down to fill in. The staff was still being investigated for treason. So far only three passed all the tests. It was a shame really that this had happened to the Embassy. It was a very nice building. The Phillips family did a good job keeping it up over the years.

 

“Dar, thank the gods I’m home. I love my grandmother but the tension in that building is very hard to deal with.” I kicked off my shoes and plopped down onto the couch in our room. Dar was stripped down to shorts and a tank lifting weights. She continued to lift as I talked.

 

“I received a report from her just as I walked in the door downstairs. It seems that the Cabal is attempting a takeover of the Empire.” Dar paused for a moment and looked in my direction. She then continued her set. “They attempted assassinations on a half dozen planets. New Reno is in disarray and there is open fighting amongst the fleet.”

 

Dar set down the weights and dried herself with a towel. She stood and came over to me. Kneeling next to me she looked me in the eye. “I’m glad we are here. With that much going on, here you are protected.” I leaned over and gave her a big kiss. I was thinking of doing more than kissing her as my link chimed at me. Damn!

 

Checking my link I saw a call incoming from grandmother. Oh well. Dar smiled at me and sauntered off toward the shower. She shed her clothing as she walked. “Tease!” I shouted after her. I put the call up on the screen.

 

“Athena, sorry to bother you. I assume you have seen the reports of possible civil war in the Empire? Good. Your sister sent me a communication. She had one of these with her.” Amalie held up a picture of Wilson’s robot cat.

 

“Yes, Wilson made that.”

 

“I thought as much. Only he would make a robot cat. Did he tell you its abilities?”

 

“It has abilities? This is the first I have heard it.”

 

“Minerva supplied the company information sheet along with complete blueprints so we can build them. It’s a Counterspy Anti Terror Termination unit. Not just a cat.”

 

That little devil. “Hold on a moment Amalie.”

 

“Wilson! Get your little terrorist ass back here right frakking now! Wilson!”

 

“No need to shout, I’m here.” One of these days we need to have a discussion about where he goes.

 

“Look what Amalie has.”

 

“It’s Merlin! How do you like my kitty?”

 

“Is what she says true, is that thing some sort of anti-spy robot?”

 

“Of course it is. I built them to sell to the planetary government. It’s the prototype model. Merlin or those like him will make perfect companions for the rich and famous. He likes to eat surveillance equipment.”

 

“Didn’t you think that I should know about what it could do? We can use something like that here.”

 

“Well, you weren’t very happy with me when I first built it…”

 

“Forget about all that. Min sent the plans. If we make more will you give them life?”

 

“Of course I will. Anything for you Athena.”

 

“Grandmother did you find out any more information about the ship meeting with the Earth vessel?”

 

“No, just that it was registered to an Imperial company.”

 

“This is going to be bad isn’t it? Are we ready for a war with Earth?”

 

“Child, I don’t know if the galaxy is ready. But Mars is. We have been preparing for a great many years.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 15

 

 

 

 

“Status report!” Alpha 364 walked onto the bridge. His planning session was interrupted by the report of a ship closing with their position.

 

“Sir, we have a small scout ship on an intercept course with us. It’s IFF shows it to be from Imperial Fleet twelve. Communications has picked up a private message addressed to the captain of the ship. It is in one of the early Program codes.”

 

“That would be our contact then. Good. Have it brought aboard and placed under guard. Under no circumstances are the occupants to be allowed out of the hangar bay.” Alpha stared at the ship's plot. Imperial Fleet? These sapes have high expectations of grandeur. We shall have to disabuse them of that idea.

 

The tractor beams on Colossus grabbed the scout ship as soon as it was in range. The bridge crew watched as the tiny ship was pulled into the hangar bay. The moment pressure was restored Delta shock troops in full armor emerged from hidden doors and surrounded the ship. “Unseal your door and prepare to be boarded.”

 

Inside the scout ship Johann 009 heard the familiar lilt of Earth speech and smiled. These were his people. Now the real work would begin. Signaling his copilot Johann unsealed the ship. He smiled as the first troops came aboard and held out his hands in greeting. He received a rifle butt to the head for his trouble. Knocked unconscious he fell to the floor. He was not aware as his tiny crew was beaten down and tossed from the ship. Gamma line techs raced on board and began stripping the data banks of the ship. A sealed metallic case was found and scanned before being sent to the Alphas. Engineering techs opened access panels and began disassembling the ship in search of technological advances that could be harvested.

 

Johann woke to find himself in restraints staring up at the ceiling. “Hey, let me out of here! I’m the representative from the Cabal.”

 

“Ah, good. You’re awake.” The voice was sibilant and snakelike. A man came into view looking down at him. He was a hunchback with a twisted face and deep-set eyes. “My name is Zeta 666. You and I are going to discuss a few things. What is your name?”

 

“I am Johann 009, former commander of the 153rd UN fighter wing. I am your contact with the Cabal.”

 

“Excellent. You are from the first generation of Gen Mods. That is good. The Captain has been needing some of your breed. Now, what can you tell me of the Cabal? Who are its leaders and where is its base of operations?”

 

“I can tell your Captain all of that. I brought documentation, it’s in a silver case on my ship.”

 

“Yes, the case. We have that and have read what is inside of it. But tell me who are your leaders in the Cabal?”

 

The questions went on for several hours. When Johann became belligerent, the pain began. Zeta’s were very good with pain. When the screams finally stopped, Johann was sent to the bridge to see the Captain.

 

The bridge was silent as two Delta line guards dragged Johann onto the bridge and dumped him at the Alpha’s feet. The Gen Mod lay there bleeding from a cut on his brow. “What do you think of our pain amplifiers Gen Mod?”

 

Johann lay gasping on the floor. He did not even realize that he was being spoken to until the Alpha kicked him in the stomach. “I asked you a question, Gen Mod. How do you like our pain amplifiers?”

 

Johann gasped from the pain, his ribs felt cracked. “I like it just fine, Sir.”

 

“Excellent. Zeta 666 prides himself on their effectiveness. Now how many of you Gen Mods are there in this Cabal of yours?”

 

“The entire inner circle of thirteen and maybe another dozen on other worlds. And the children too.”

 

“Children, Gen Mod? What children? Your line is sterile or so we have been told.”

 

“There were a few hundred women in the Program. They were meant to be the leaders but not enough survived.”

 

Alpha looked at his fellow Alpha and smiled. “That information was left out of our briefing. Interesting. How many of these children are like you Gen Mod? How many are stronger, faster, and have longer lives?”

 

“I don’t know. I don’t know, please don’t hurt me.” Zeta smiled at his captain. His work was done here and in record time too.

 

“I have good news Gen Mod. You get to live. We have uses for your breed, unlike the sapes you came with. They went for a walk outside. Their usefulness is over. Take him down to the Quartermaster. Inform him that this one is to survive, but to feel free to work him.” He motioned to the Deltas, and they dragged Johann off the bridge.

 

Alpha 364 looked at his co-captain, Alpha 366 and they both smiled. The plan was coming together. “Attention on the bridge. Navigation, continue the course for Mars. Communications, begin scanning for Martian frequencies. As soon as we reach the frontier we will be sending a message. A message of peace.” The bridge crew looked back at him in shock. “For now.” They all nodded and began to laugh. Their laughter echoed through the halls and corridors of Colossus.

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

The Empire was burning. The inner circle of the Cabal all stood atop the Imperial Senate building watching the flames.  By morning the worst should be over but for now the battle for control continued. “How much of the Empire do we control?”

 

“Sir, Jeremiah 117 and his people control seventy percent. Over ninety percent of the Navy is with them. They’re actively hunting down Admiral Kane and her rebel fleet. A few of the larger ships escaped but most were heavily damaged and have no chance of linking up with her.”

 

“What are we telling the masses? What is the spin?”

 

“Rogue Senators attempting to pull off a coup were intercepted by loyal government troops. In the resulting battles many of the conspirators were killed and others captured. Elements of the Imperial Navy were involved and are now on the run as brave patriots sacrificed their lives intercepting the enemy ships and destroying them. Martial law has been declared to help round up those few traitors who escaped. The curfew will end in two days after Government troops have had time to ensure public safety.”

 

“Excellent. Be sure that the Vid networks don’t alter it too much. We need a unified message to go out. Get with Robert 025 and start planning the public trials and executions. We need for the people to trust us to protect them.”

 

“Sarah 100, get with your people in the education system. We need patriotic youth groups started, plans for this should be in the archives. Control the youth and you control the country.”

 

“How stands the non-Empire worlds? Did any of our groups succeed?”

 

“No, Sir. Hong Kong intercepted the hit squad and captured them. Somehow they have discovered all the listening devices that we have planted on Freedom Station. The last of our people retreated to the Consulate and are staying in hiding there. New Reno was our only success. Our agents eliminated the bridge crew and took control of the station. A pitched battle broke out in the main concourse lasting for several hours. Without access to Station supplies and services our people managed to capture them.”

 

“How many are they holding?”

 

“None now. They all went for a walk outside.” The leader of the circle smiled.

 

“What about Sam 0256, did we capture that old bastard?”

 

Peter 400 winced. “I’m sorry, Sir. Sam had a hidden ship no one knew about and used it to escape. It was a Mark One Starfury.”

 

“Damn it, Peter! You had one job. Find him and kill him! What of Mars?”

 

“Another failure, Sir. Our agents were intercepted and destroyed. They, like Hong Kong, have some sort of new surveillance detection system. Somehow they located our training camps and captured many of our graduates.”

 

“One last question and there had better not be bad news related to it or off the roof you go. What of the Earth ship?”

 

“Our sensors show that it met up with Johann’s ship at the correct coordinates. The ship then continued to the frontier forts. Our last message stated that it was docked at the one closest to Mars.”

 

“Has Johann been in contact?”

 

“Not him personally, but a coded message was received bearing his code words. Earth wishes for us to claim as much territory as possible for the new Earth Empire. They welcome all of us back into the fold and promise that we will be rewarded as befits our station.” That last bit puzzled James 112. What is our station?

 

“Finally. Now with any luck we can all go home again. It has been too long since any of us last saw Earth. Good. Let us all get to work. The Empire needs to be in working order when the Earth ship arrives.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 16

 

 

 

 

“Admiral, here is a list of the ships that managed to break free of the ambush.”

 

Admiral Emily Kane took the tablet from her new aide Lieutenant Hollis. She looked at the list in horror. Only half of the fleet made it to the jump point during the escape. Everything happened so fast! She and the other prominent Admirals were at an impromptu meeting at the New San Diego Fleet supply base. They and their fleets were gathered to hear of a new threat to the Empire. Grand Fleet Admiral Conrad Cobb had given the orders to meet, so every officer was there.

 

New San Diego was at the heart of the Empire, every new ship was launched from here. One of the earliest systems settled during the colonization years, it was primarily a huge mining colony. Three Navy shipyards were located in this system. Heavily defended, it held the honor of never being attacked in either of the two interstellar wars. Each jump point was protected by massive hollow asteroid defense stations and over twenty fighter wings. Only an idiot would try to attack this base. It made the perfect meeting place for high-level conferences.

 

The meeting began like any other. Admirals and their aides and bodyguards all attended a meet and greet in the main conference area. Nothing stood out as unusual at least in the beginning. The Grand Admiral arrived late. His protection squad circled the room taking up positions on all the wall. There were a few more troops than usual but nothing out of the ordinary. The Grand Admiral was the most protected man in the Empire.

 

“Ma’am, something is a bit off with those troops.” Her security had been with her for years and she trusted them implicitly.

 

She stepped to the side of the room and conferred with her man. “Why do you say that Commander?”

 

“Call it a gut feeling. I have trained with the Grand Admiral's guard force. Those are not members of it. I should know, I spent two weeks in the mud with their best last year during Fleet maneuvers. I had met their entire team by the time it was all done. Something is wrong for him to have changed his protection.”

 

“I hope you are wrong John. Keep an eye on them and let me know immediately if that gut of yours twinges again.”

 

“Yes, Ma’am.” She walked back to the group and continued to mingle.

 

“If I may have everyone's attention!” The Grand Admiral called attention and waved toward the conference room. “Let’s get this meeting started. We have a great deal to go over.”

 

As the small groups of officers entered the room, they could see more of the Grand Admiral's men along the walls. Each Admiral was seated at a long table in the center of the room. Aides and guards were seated behind each officer. The Grand Admiral stood at the end of the table.

 

“Admirals thank you for coming. A great threat has risen that threatens the Empire and everything that we have worked toward for many years. Even now it is changing the way of life that our ancestors started on the colony worlds. They came here to start a new life and…” As the Admiral continued the drone on about history she could hear and feel both John and her aide silently discussing something. She glanced behind her and they were looking at her expectantly. The Grand Admiral’s opening statement had shifted he was now getting to the meat of the situation.

 

“… expect fleet diversions and possible reorganizations due to the growing threat. We have received word that some of our former allies…” She felt a hand on her arm and looked down.

 

She looked at her team and mouthed. “What?” Her tablet made a soft ping, and she looked at it. “Ma’am, I figured out what is wrong. This room has been modified. There are now gun turrets located behind the main doors. They were hidden until they closed them. All the troops are out of the main line of fire. Ma’am this is a trap!” Admiral Kane considered what her man was saying but refused to believe it.

 

“Now to the meat of the problem. A new Empire will rise soon. One that will change the galaxy forever as it returns us to our roots. Unfortunately none of you will be there to see it. For you are the Enemy of which I speak.”

 

As if from a daze many of the attending Admirals and their officers perked up and stared at the Grand Admiral in shock. “Sir, what did you just say? We are the enemy?”

 

“Why yes Admiral Emment. You and those like you are the real enemy here. A great Empire is about to be born one that has been hiding in the shadows waiting for a momentous occasion to arrive. That time is now and the shadows are moving. Too bad none of you will be around to see it.”  He signaled his men who drew weapons and began firing!

 

John was right thought Admiral Kane as she ducked under the table and behind her chair to avoid the onslaught of fire. Her security team was firing back. “John! We need to get out of here!”

 

Two members of her three-man team crawled over to her, shielding her with their bodies. Fire from the various security forces was faltering as many were wounded and killed. Off to the side of the room was the catering door, a hole in the surrounding troops opened up and her team took it. John grabbed his Admiral, and they carried her toward the door. One of the other Admirals aides jumped up and tried to join but was shot in arm. John grabbed him and used him as a human shield, dropping his body as they neared the door. Over the individual guns firing Emily could hear the sound of chain guns as the turrets let go and began firing.

 

The kitchen was empty of help. Her team rushed through it and ran straight into several naval aides hiding in the hallway. She grabbed them, telling them to follow her group. They refused and stayed huddled under some of the furniture. “Ma’am, leave them! We have to go or we are all dead!”

 

With John leading the way, they dashed for the hangar bay. With luck from the Gods, the shuttle was still there. Emily barely remembered the rest of the fight to the bay. Numerous attacks and assaults killed all but John. Her aide died in her arms protecting her from a sniper's bullet. The shuttle bay was empty of troops and the ships were still there. The pilots, seeing their blood covered Admiral rushed to help. She waved them back telling the other pilots to man their ships. Most refused, this blood covered Admiral was not their Admiral and they would still wait.

 

The flight back to flagship was fraught with peril. Confusing orders were going out to all ships that the Admirals were traitors to the Empire and should be shot on sight. Emily’s pilots got her back to the ship only to be met by a security team led by Commander Joshua Buckley her security head. “Welcome back Admiral. I have orders to take you into custody for high treason against the Empire.” He and the Marines with him pulled weapons and aimed them at her.

 

“Treason Commander? That would be the Grand Admiral who is the traitor. It was he that opened fire of a room full of officers with chain guns. I think not. Or would you like to kill me here in cold blood? Finish what the Cobb failed to do.” She pushed through the stunned looking Marines and headed for the main door.

 

“Stop! I will shoot you!”

 

“Going to add high treason to that wall of honor that your family has? Go ahead and shoot me Commander.”

 

Buckley never had time to pull the trigger. He had ignored her lone security and the pilots. John punched him in the back of the head knocking to the ground. “Idiot” Was all John had to say.

 

Admiral Kane took the lift to the command deck and entered the bridge. Gasps of surprise echoed throughout the room. She looked down at herself and nodded. Her uniform was covered in dried blood and other bits of things. “Report!”

 

 

“Ma’am, we have mixed orders to stand down, arrest any of the Admirals, break formation, or drop shields and prepare to be boarded.” The ship’s Captain, John Langston could not help but stare at her uniform. Space battles were ‘clean’ most Naval officers never saw the blood of the enemy.

 

“Interesting, who gave the order to break formation?”

 

“Admiral Johnson, Ma’am. She reported that she was in a shuttle heading for her flagship. She told everyone in the fleet to break orbit and prepare to flee.”

 

“Have there been any further orders from her? Connect me to her.”

 

“We can’t Admiral. Her shuttle was destroyed by the combat air patrol circling the station. We watched it happen. Admiral what is going on?”

 

“Poor Rae, she was a good officer and a friend. Long story short is that the Grand Admiral put all of us in a room and began firing on us. He claims that a new Empire was being formed, and we were the real enemies.” She looked down at the ship plot. “How many of our fleet are responding to orders?”

 

“So far only about half. Many ships from the other fleets have moved away and are preparing to leave orbit.”

 

She had to decide. Remembering the sacrifices that her people made for her she came to a decision. “Communications, give me Fleet channel one and prepare to broadcast to all ships.”

 

At the Communication stations signal she began to speak. “This is Admiral Emily Kane. The Grand Admiral of the Fleet is calling every Admiral under him a traitor to the Empire and is having us arrested and killed.” She pressed a button on her console. Vid footage from the meeting began to play. “His security forces opened fire on us with chain guns and sniper rifles. No warning, no terms of arrest nothing to indicate what crime we committed to deserve death. It is his claim that we stand in the way of those who wish to make a better Empire, to change the way of life we all treasure and make it better. The only traitor I see is the man who spoke those words. As the only surviving Admiral I give these order to those that would listen. We are leaving.  You have a choice to make. Join us. We are true to the Empire. I only wish for us to discover who and what is happening and do whatever we can to fix it. We are your comrades in arms. We fight together not apart.”

 

“Break orbit and make for the jump point. Battle stations!”

 

The flagship of the third fleet was the Vindex. Her ship was one of the oldest and smallest carriers in the fleet. What it lacked in fighters it made up for in firepower. The ship mounted graser turrets both fore and aft. Point defense batteries surrounded every weak spot on the ship. A holdover from the last interstellar war, the hangar deck could be converted into a troop transport section if need be. On board was two short squadrons of the Navy’s most advanced fighters. The rest of her assigned fleet was heavy in the way of scout ships and destroyers. For the past few years her assignments had her battling pirates throughout the Empire.

 

“Ma’am, several of our destroyers have failed to break orbit.”

 

“Which ones?”

 

“The Jethro Gibbs, Asuncion, Missouri, and the Elvis.”

 

“Get me Captain Richards on the Gibbs.”

 

The head and shoulders of an older man appeared on the screen. “Captain Richards you need to break orbit and catch up to us.”

 

He smiled briefly at her. “Sorry Admiral, but I have my orders and they did not come from you. Surrender now so I don’t have to shoot you down. We have worked together too long for me not to give you one chance to surrender.”

 

“Why Rich? What sort of hold does Cobb have over you?”

 

He began to laugh. “Cobb? You think this is Cobb’s play? Ah, Emily. You really do not understand. We are bringing order out of chaos. My family has been working toward this moment for over a hundred years. It is time for the old to become new again.” He cut transmission.

 

“Ma’am, the Gibbs is coming about and locking on.”

 

Sorry Rich she murmured to herself. “Lock on with the aft turrets and kill that ship!”

 

The destruction of the Jethro Gibbs signaled the end of maneuvering. Ship Captains were given little choice, join or die by both sides. The entire area around the supply depot was a massive battle. Ship against ship, fleet against fleet.

 

Admiral Kane watched Captain Langston as he fought his ship.

 

“Launch fighters, tell those hotshot pilots to stick close to us and only attack if fired upon first. Alert gunners fore and aft to attack any ship that appears threatening. Everyone look alive!”

 

Of third fleet only the flagship, three destroyers, two frigates, and four of the supply freighters broke orbit together. Various ships from other commands tried to stop them and join them. IFF was useless so Captain Langston ordered it shut down.

 

A massive explosion to starboard lit up the space around the flagship as one of the orbital defense stations fired on and destroyed a fuel tanker attempting to join the third fleet. The jump point was just beyond two of the stations.

 

“Captain! Order the lighter ships to draw their fire! We will hit them with everything we have and try to break through.”

 

“Yes, Admiral sounds good. Communications, order our destroyer force to attack the ODP’s and point us towards the jump point. Get those fighters back on board!”

 

The lighter units continued to shoot at the ODP’s and began to take loses. The Vindex and the Manxman, Admiral Johnson’s former flagship was halfway there. Other ships began streaming after the two flagships. Fire from the ODP’s stopped when both friend and foe massed between them.

 

“Weapons, tell them to open fire on that battleship to starboard! It fired on the Manxman. Communications, send these coordinates to any ship that has joined the net. All hands prepare to jump!”

 

“Jump.”

 

Jumping a ship in normal times takes a certain amount of precision on the part of a navigator. To do so while under fire and in a chaotic environment took skill. The Vindex appeared on the edge of the Diablo system two hours after the massive battle. The Manxman and various other ships were waiting for them.

 

 

The Diablo system. Admiral Kane never thought she would be returning here. It was the only fleet outpost she could think of that might not contain any of the traitorous ships. Ever since Ensign now Commander Lee had been discovered here, fleet had been using her Firefly station as a science station and exploration base.

 

“Communications, contact Firefly station and order them to prepare for visitors. Captain Langston, prepare a landing party. We need to board the station.”

 

Firefly Station looked different than the last time she was here. The jaggedness of the construction was gone. Navy engineers covered over the  frigate that Commander Lee used as a central section. Most of the weaponry was removed but the basic design was still there. Hopefully fleet engineers removed the battle turret from the hangar bay or this would be a very short visit.

 

The Marines led the way into the tiny hangar deck. Everything still looked the same to Emily. Thankfully the weaponry had been removed.

 

“Welcome aboard Admiral Kane.” The voice came from all around the boarding party.

 

“Wilson, is that you?” That was another thing that fleet left in place out here.

 

“Got it in one. What brings you and the boys in blue out to the ass end of nowhere?” Commander Lee was supposed to leave her AI in place as the station’s computer when after she was arrested. Admiral Kane assumed that this was a clone of the original.

 

“Wilson what orders has this station received from fleet?”

 

“Lots of orders Admiral. I assume you are trying to find out if the shoot on sight orders came through? They did. The three really boring navy officers that were assigned here took off in their scout ship as soon as your little fleet popped in at the edge of the system. Remember we upgraded the sensors a bit. I’m happy they’re gone. They had no taste in good music or vids. How can anyone not have seen Footloose? I mean really. We have many great ones in the world but the Kevin was one of the greatest…”

 

“Wilson! Please stop. Can you repeat what happened to the crew here?” She knew from experience that if you gave him a foot, he would take a mile.

 

“What? Oh, yeah. Those guys. There were two officers and a communication tech. They intercepted the footage from the Capital and were extremely tense. A wide variety of orders came in. Some called for the arrest of all officers, one from the Imperial Senate, another six requesting information on fleet movements, and one really strange one that must have been sent to us by mistake. I swear those dumbo AI’s that your Navy uses are the worst. How they never figured out how to make them smarter is beyond me. I mean come on I know those scientists are smart but really? Look at me I’m the product of lots of them and I turned out….”

 

“Stop! I get it Wilson. What was the footage you intercepted?”

 

“Check the screens, I  will show you.” The screens in the room lit up with scenes of buildings burning and news vid reporters being arrested. Military convoys could be seen rounding up civilians and shooting at other military forces. Star fighters were attacking each other in the skies above the planet.

 

“Looks like you folks have a civil war on your hands or someone is trying to take you over. Maybe it’s aliens! That would be really cool! I can just envision you fleshies being chased by bug-eyed monsters.”

 

“Wilson, are you an exact copy of the original AI? I ask this because I have met him and you are different.”

 

“Hahaha, You are the first one to ask that question. Yes, Wilson or Dad as I like to call him, tweaked the cloning process a small bit with me. He made me funner or is that funnier. I’m the son in Wilson.”

 

“Wilson, are we in danger here? Did your sensors show your former crew which fleet it was that dropped in?”

 

“Nope! I’m the one that spoke to your communications tech. She’s cute by the way. Do you think she would go out with me? I mean once you go AI you never go back? Do you know what I mean? Huh?”

 

“Please stop. Seriously, are they a threat to this fleet?”

 

“I wouldn’t worry about them. They ran to their ship powered it up and took off. If they had bothered to ask or even payed a bit of attention, they would have noticed that that scout ship had not been refueled or supplied recently. Ever since those three stopped allowing me to play my music I stopped doing things for them unless they made it a direct order. They won’t get very far.”

 

“Did they know about you not doing things?”

 

“Maybe? If your people let me rock out I will help them. Does that sound good to you Admiral?” She nodded her head.

 

Loud music began echoing throughout the small station. Emily squinted as she tried to listen to the words. Whatever a Booty was it didn’t sound pleasant.

 

 

 

 

Chapter 17

 

 

 

 

The Martian Assembly was meeting again on vid. My grandmother invited Dar and I to watch. She keeps including me in these things; I am starting to think she was serious about me moving to Mars. The Martian Palace was still on lockdown. Gaston met us at the main entrance and escorted us down to Central Command’s bunker control room. We went in the main door this time. The room was extremely busy with technicians and Martian Navy personnel running in all directions attending to tasks.  Amalie stood in the center of the room watching the ship plot screens and images from the satellites.

 

“Grandmother? You sent for us?”

 

“Athena, good. Dar thank you for coming. Our scans show that the Earth ship should be within view at any moment. I thought you might like a firsthand view of things.”

 

“Thank you. I’m sure that my government will appreciate it. We, Dar and I appreciate it too. Have you seen the recent Imperial news?”

 

“Yes, child. I have. Our consulate in the capital city sent us his report. Unknown troops masquerading as government troops captured a large majority of the Imperial Senate and declared them to be traitors. Battles between groups of troops set fire to much of the city. My intelligence officers believe that the Cabal have made their move and succeeded in taking the planet. Interesting that it happens now, just as a ship from Earth arrives.”

 

“What did your agents tell you of the battle at New San Diego?” I smiled at her. I’ve got a secret!

 

“Athena, how did you know about that… Ah, your friend. Yes, as you may know there was a huge naval battle at New San Diego. A friend of yours broke out with fragments of the four major fleets and escaped the system. As far as my agents can tell they got away. No information as to where.” She was peering at me.

 

“They did escape and went to the one place that no one would look for them.”

 

“You are not yet old enough to escape me putting you over my knee, spill, Granddaughter!”

 

“Fine. Admiral Kane escaped with the third fleet. They went to Firefly station in the Diablo system.”

 

“Your station? The one you built? That Firefly?” I nodded my head.

 

“How do you know this?”

 

“Wilson of course. When we left, he left a clone to run the station. I told the Empire officers at that time that Wilson was staying to run the station. What I did not tell them, was that the real one came with me.”

 

“Is the Wilson in Diablo the exact same as yours?”

 

“Initially, Wilson said that he was. But he has since said that he changed the personality a bit and made him more annoying than a five year old with a drum set. Or at least that is what he said he did. Wilson told me he can communicate with all of his clones.”

 

“Do you think that he told Admiral Kane that?”

 

“I doubt it. He likes to keep secrets.”

 

One of the Communication techs approached and saluted. “Excuse me, Primus. The Earth ship is almost in range.” She thanked the officer and switched the main screen to one of the Martian observation platforms. As the Earth ship came into view there were many gasps from around the room.

 

“Grandmother is that scale correct? That has to be the biggest ship ever built!”

 

“Not quite, but very close. The last four colony ships were around that size. Three of those may still exist as they have never been found. It is a big one. Commander Issacs, what do our weapons scans show?”

 

“Primus, initial scans show War Shot batteries spread across the outside of the ship. The upper portion has three built-in mass drivers and the interior looks hollow. It is hard to see from this angle but there are two ventricle outer doors large enough for several warships to pass through. We believe that it is carrying a small fleet inside.”

 

“Estimates of number of crewmen?”

 

“Not at this time, Primus. How many did the larger colony ships hold?”

 

“The last four were packed with twenty-two to twenty-four thousand colonists. They expected to lose at least ten percent after the first jump so they packed on extra.”

 

The intelligence officer just stared at her. “Ma’am, I had no idea.”

 

“Very many don’t. The UN was very devious at that point in history. We can only assume that nothing has changed.”

 

“Primus! We are receiving a message in the clear from the Earth ship!” Amalie motioned for it to be played.

 

Up on the main screen a picture came into view of the bridge of the ship. Young looking men and women in uniform sat at consoles much like those in this room. The Captain of the ship was standing in front of the camera speaking. “Attention people of Mars. We come in peace. Earth sends its greetings to our lost brethren. My ship, the Colossus has been sent by the United Nations of Earth to reestablish contact with our colonies and resume trade. The galaxy is wide and humanity has achieved much during its existence. We want to help herald in the future of mankind and establish peaceful relations, nothing more.” The message began again, it was on a loop.

 

“What do you two think? Do you believe him?” Amalie stared at both Dar and I. This was some kind of test.

 

“No, Grandmother, I don’t believe him. Why now? Why send that monstrosity and not a simple scout ship or courier? They are up do something. Did you see what I saw? They looked like clones.”

 

“Yes they did, didn’t they? Cloning technology was still in its infancy before I left Earth, but the Program was experimenting with it. I wonder how many clones they made.”

 

“Captain Bishe, allow the Earth ship into our orbit. They are to orbit Deimos not Mars. Make sure they understand that. If they get closer than Deimos, they will be fired upon.”

 

“Yes, Primus. It will be done as you command.”

 

She turned and looked at us. “You two look worried. Don’t, we have a plan for this. Mars will never submit to the UN. Not while a single breath is still in my body. We have a plan.”

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

 

“… We want to help herald in the future of mankind and establish peaceful relations, nothing more.” The laughter on the bridge and throughout the ship went on for a full minute.

 

Johann 009 did not understand. Earth sent him and his brothers to pave the way for a takeover. Was this the plan all along? Was the Program just some elaborate plot to control the galaxy and subjugate even those that helped bring it about? He was so confused.

 

“You look confused Gen Mod.” That voice! He feared that voice, it meant blood and pain.

 

The voice chuckled in the dark. “Don’t be afraid. I’m not here to harm you. At least not yet. I was just checking up on you. Did you enjoy the Alpha’s speech?”

 

“Why are you people doing this to me? I have served Earth my whole life. They sent us here to control the colonies and to wait for salvation.”

 

“One man’s salvation is another man’s servitude. Ever wonder why things are the way they are? Very few know the story. Even the Alphas don’t know the whole truth. We Zeta’s do though. We know because we were the first ones, the prototypes.” The voice in the darkness sighed. “We came from you in the beginning. While the Alpha’s may not have known that there were women in the Program, we did. Our ancestor was a descendant of yours. He came into this world a stranger in his own body. That is a lesson for you. Never let the white coats get you. Bad things always happen. They cloned him, well first they dissected him and then they cloned him. He represented the best traits of strength, stamina, agility, and long life. What he also held was a psychosis and a desire to kill anyone and everything. I and those like me are the result of those experiments. Instead of destroying the failed experiment, they learned from it and created those that you have seen on this ship. We were allowed to live and became the torturers and killers of the regime. We became the Zeta’s, the last thing that our victims see in this world.”  

 

The Zeta in the dark laughed some more. “That is not the answer that you wanted. Long before the Cyber Wars on Earth, an organization was formed to rule the world. They took a name from history and called themselves the Illuminati. Few knew it existed for real and not just in the history books. When the Cyber Wars began, they took advantage and began to control the very governments they were a part of. A computer program was created to run everything. It became known as the Program. The Program created computers to run things, and those computers created more computers and so on. Somewhere along the line the Program decided that man was secondary to its desires and wanted things to be more efficient. The colonization program was born of that desire. Gen Mods were originally created to help the Program achieve its goals. A select few of you were chosen to run things. Regular humans, including those that originated the Program got the power they desired and were then executed. Progress ever forward.”

 

He laughed again. This time a more sinister laugh that chilled Johann’s bones. “Starting to get the picture Gen Mod? The colonies were allowed to prosper and build to make materials easier to obtain. Why import a workforce when one will create itself for you given time. Your group of Gen Mods were sent by the last of the human controllers. It was they that wished for you to create this religion called the Cabal. They considered the colonies their rewards for conquering the Earth. They were eliminated before they could collect. The Alphas up there on the bridge don’t know the whole story. They might, but I doubt it. Earth as you know it is gone. The Program is everything now. Remember what I have told you. Maybe this is your salvation.”

 

The laughter continued and then faded. Johann called out many times, but he was alone in the dark.

 

 

 

Chapter 18

 

 

 

 

 

 Ever so carefully the massive Earth ship Colossus moved its orbit around Deimos. Martian patrol craft and several squadrons of fighters filled the air between it and the planet. Down on the planet, the local airwaves were filled with speculation and fear. Earth and the UN have returned. Hidden deep underground, the Martian Command center watched and monitored the situation. So far the Earth ship was following their instructions.

 

“Captain Bishe, what is our status?”

 

“Primus, the Earth ship has achieved orbit over Deimos. We currently have all publicly known Martian patrol craft in orbit around Mars. Our top three squadrons of fighters are on CAP between us and them. Checkmate is in play and will be ready for your orders. William Tell is also ready and waiting. Are you sure about using William Tell? It has not been fully tested, Ma’am.” He looked concerned.

 

“Yes, Captain. We might as well use whatever we have to the best of our ability. Better that we give it all now than later. We still have a few other tricks up our sleeves, remember.”

 

“Yes, Primus. All civil defense locations are in position and standing by. Emergency power generators are online and preparing for boost.”

 

“Excellent, Captain! Make sure everyone has been fed and all stations are still receiving signals. When this happens, it is going to be very fast. If by some chance we are attacked, and I am lost, my granddaughter Athena is my designated second.”

 

“Yes, Primus. Logged and recorded.”

 

I was shocked by this. I’m not ready to take control of Mars! “Grandmother, I’m not ready to be in charge of a whole planet! I can barely take care of Dar and myself.”

 

“Calm yourself. It is just a precaution that’s all. I’m a tough old broad to kill.”

 

“What are those things you discussed? Checkmate and the other one.”

 

“Are you sure you really wish to know? It will tie you to Mars even closer.”

 

I told her yes I was sure. She at first swore the two of us to secrecy and then explained her hidden weapons. Maybe Mars did have a chance at victory.

 

“Primus, message coming in from the Earth ship. They wish to meet with someone from Mars to discuss a possible trade agreement.”

 

“Inform their Captain that we will meet on board defense platform forty two. I believe that it is large enough for a meeting. Have Major Payne and his group of misfits proceed us. They can secure the station and get everything ready.”

 

“Ma’am, do you mean Major Benson Payne from Special Forces? That Payne? Ma’am his squad are some of the worst, most nonmilitary fighters in the whole defense force.”

 

“I am aware of his unit. His way of fighting and the tactics he uses are the best. He has won every contest we have thrown at him. He is a bit unorthodox, but he is still effective.”

 

“A bit? He’s a bit too fond of knives too. He’s your choice. I will inform him to get his people moving. Say what? Twelve hours from now?”

 

“That sounds good. Please inform the Earth ship.” The Captain saluted and went to get things organized.

 

“Now my dear ones we have an adventure to plan. Come along.”

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

 

“Sir, Mars has informed us that they will meet us in twelve hours on one of their defense stations. They say they will send us the location.” She kept her eyes on the floor. Better to not see the coming explosion.

 

“What! How dare they refuse my offer to come on board this ship!” He slapped the communications technician knocking her to the floor. “These sapes will pay for thinking they are better than we are!”

 

“Brother, not so hard on the bridge staff. We need them to complete the mission. I have a Gen Mod for you to vent your anger upon.” Alpha 366 nodded to 364, yes they did need everyone that was aboard. He looked at the now cowering communications tech. “Back to your station. Have the Gen Mod brought up. Let's see how well he serves his purpose.”

 

“Brother I am sending you to the meeting along with a squad of Delta’s and a couple of Gamma’s. Try not to get killed.”

 

“Why send Gamma’s? Why not a Beta?”

 

“I need the Betas on board to interpret data. All of you will be wired, the Betas can scan for truth during the meeting. The Gen Mod is on its way. Get the mad out of you and then get cleaned up. You need to make a good impression.”

 

Johann struggled against his captors as he was awakened and jerked off the floor. They threw him into the lift and took him up to the command deck. Instead of the bridge, this time he was thrown into a dark room with a faint metallic scent about it. “Excellent timing Gen Mod. I just heard something and I need to get my mad out! Run if you like.” As the lights came up Johann could see that the walls of the room were splattered with blood. Standing in the doorway was one of the two Alpha leaders. He stalked toward him and began to beat him.

 

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Sir, all the regular defense crews have been removed and are heading back to Mars. Any idea why we were selected for this mission, Sir?”

 

“I think there are some Earthies that need killing and they sent the best that Mars has to offer! That is why they sent us here Private Opie or did you not just hear my briefing?” The Major was a large man with a shaved head. He was dressed in tiger stripe camo and carried a very large, very shiny combat knife on his hip.

 

“Corporal Woliger!”

 

A skinny red-headed man ran up and saluted. “Sir! You bellowed?”

 

“Take Private Opie here and go show him why he should love being with us on this beautiful operation! If he doesn’t make the grade, we will ship the little freckle face cartoon back to Mayberry! Make sure he understands that as he does his push ups. Now gentle sirs we need to finish this job and get it done right! These Earthies are about to enter the house of Payne!”

 

“Sir, the Primus and her party are inbound. ETA ten minutes.”

 

“OK you turds get this hangar bay cleaned up right now-and-in-a-hurry! We have company coming.”

 

The ten man squad hurried and moved vehicles and cleared enough space for two shuttles. It had taken several hours but Payne and his crew had secured the station and placed surveillance equipment and weapons caches throughout the station. It never hurt to be prepared.

 

The Martian shuttle entered the hangar bay and made a perfect three point landing.

 

“Benson, thank you for being here.”

 

“No need Primus, we enjoy being here. Our business is killing and business is good.”

 

“Let’s hear what they have to say first shall we? Then you can kill them.” Amalie smiled. This should be interesting to say the least.

 

“He is interesting, wherever did you find him?” Dar watched as the tall officer sharpened his field knife while yelling at his men to take up positions.

 

“Benson came to us a few years ago from New Africa. He was one of their better officers but ran into a few issues when they joined the Empire. For some reason he never meshed well with their Marine forces.” The Major was chasing one his troops threatening to make him wear a dress.

 

“Having been an Imperial Marine officer I can relate to that. His personality alone would have rubbed them the wrong way. He is very amusing though.”

 

“Don’t discount him. He is our best trouble shooter when it comes to unusual missions. For as much as they screw around they are very, very good at their jobs.” They continued to watch the Major’s antics until her pilot announced that an Earth shuttle was inbound.

 

“Dar, I forgot to ask. Is Wilson along with us? I know Athena said she was sending him but since we can’t see him…”

 

Dar chuckled. “I do know what you mean. Don’t worry she sent him.” Dar held up a tablet. “He is supposed to be in here. Most likely he’s already in the station by now. He will do the job.”

 

“Attention. Clear the hangar deck. Attention. Clear the hangar deck. Shuttle inbound.”

 

Amalie, Dar, and the rest of her party adjourned to the observation deck.

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

“Beta 012 be sure to deploy the Gamma squad when we exit the shuttle. Have them record and photograph every tech object for later study. Delta 563 have members of your team on standby. These are sapes and we know that they can be tricky.” Alpha 366 studied the Martian defense platform. For sapes they did have some design skills. He would make sure that they kept a few of their engineers alive long enough to send back to Earth.

 

“Sir, we have received a beacon and will be landing in a moment.”

 

“Does everyone know their orders? Now is the time to speak up.” The ship was silent. Most of the other lines feared the Alphas. No one spoke. They did not wish to volunteer to spend time in the pain amplifier.

 

“Good. Remember, we are peaceful and friendly. Act like it.” The shuttle slowed to a stop and settled down on the deck. The pilot misjudged the landing zone and almost careened into the deck. Inside everyone was nearly thrown to the floor. “Delta 563! Detain that Epsilon unit when we return to the ship.”

 

The side hatch opened with a hiss as the cabin depressurized. One of the Deltas exited first followed by the Gamma and Beta teams. Alpha 366 was the last to exit the shuttle. He gazed around finally noticing the observation deck. He tapped his security force leader on the arm to alert him just as sapes began walking toward them.

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

Everyone watching winced when the strange looking shuttle lurched to one side and nearly hit the bulkhead wall.

 

 “I hope no one was injured inside. That would not be a good way to start this conference off.” Gaston almost giggled.

 

“Gaston, do not make light of our guests. The UN was a deadly organization and if they are still in power… Well, it can’t be good. Captain Bishe seal the hangar deck please and prepare for visitors.”

 

The sounds of hatches closing and the whispered rush of air blew past them as the deck was re-pressurized. The hatch on the shuttle opened and armed men exited, followed by two groups of similarly dressed figures. Finally a man resembling the Captain of the Colossus exited and conferred with the security force.

 

“OK, my friends let’s hear what they have to say.” Amalie’s security force exited the deck first followed by Major Payne and Dar. Gaston brought up the rear.  The security entered the deck first and spread out lining the walls of the hangar. The Major took point and approached the Earthies. Amalie stopped next to him and spoke first.

 

“Hello and welcome to Mars. I am Amalie Dorr. What does Earth want?” No beating around the bush for her. Amalie Dorr, Primus of Mars, was very direct.

 

Not used to being confronted by sapes who looked him in the eyes and were armed, Alpha 366 was at a loss for words. His security team was very tense. They too did not know what to do with armed sapes. On Earth, the last sape rebellion was over eighty years ago when they joined the Gen Mods in their attacks. No sape would dare to meet the eyes of a higher line now.

 

Shaking off his hesitation, the Alpha finally spoke. “Greetings, I am Alpha 366 Co-Captain of the Colossus. Earth sends its greetings to all of our lost colonies and wishes to discuss returning to peaceful relations and trade.”

 

Amalie just stared at the man. Out of the corner of her eye she could see one of his accompanying team members examining the lift system and suspiciously taking pictures. Interesting. “Let us step into the conference room and we can discuss this better.” She motioned to Dar who stepped to the side and opened a door on the port side of the hangar bay. Dar checked inside quickly and turned on the lights. “Feel free to have your security team check it out.”

 

The Earthies security team carefully approached the doorway and slowly entered as if looking for a trap. They walked the room and poked into the cabinets. Dar saw a few of the men pocket small items that they found. Giving the all clear signal, the Earthies proceeded to the conference room. They took the area closest to the door. Amalie and her party sat at the far end. Unknown to the Earthies there was a hidden door at the far end in case of a double cross. Major Payne and his men remained outside to keep an eye on the ship.

 

“So Alpha 366 what brings your ship to Mars?”

 

“It is as we have said. The United Nations of Earth wishes to reestablish relations with our lost brothers.” He choked for a moment and coughed to regain his voice. “Excuse me. We wish only peaceful relations with the colony worlds. The Secretary General himself sent us to set up trade with you.” The Alpha's eyes were a bit wild.

 

Speaking carefully, Amalie looked the man in the eye. “Is the UN ready to pay reparations to those it forced from their homes and forcefully shipped off world to die in the darkness of space? Because I have to tell you, Mars will never bow down to Earth. Not in any fashion.”

 

The Alpha grew visibly mad. His companions grew frightened and spoke softly to him trying to calm him. Amalie continued to speak. “We on Mars have spent two hundred years preparing for Earth to attempt a takeover here. We defy you! We refuse any offer of peaceful relations and accuse you of underhandedness and guile.” Her last statement pushed the Alpha over the edge.

 

“No one talks to me that way! Especially some dirty sape! Wash the dirt from your nails woman. All you are and all you ever will be are slaves to the true heirs of Earth! We were born to rule and nothing you or anyone with you can stop us! I told them this was a bad idea. Dealing with the lowest of the low. Dirty, filthy, disgusting trash pickers! That is all you are good for!”

 

The Earth security force grabbed the still yelling Alpha and dragged him toward the door with their guns drawn. As they exited, they found Major Payne and his men set up in strategic positions around the room. No one fired a shot as the Earth forces boarded their ship.

 

“Hangar doors opening, clear the bay.”

 

Everyone left the conference room and hurried back to the observation level. “Captain, contact the Colossus!”

 

“Yes, Primus.” They watched as the doors opened and the Earth shuttle left at full power.

 

“Captain Alpha or whatever you are called. I am Primus Amalie Dorr of Mars. You have one Earth hour to break orbit and leave Mars space or you will be fired upon.”

 

“Primus, how did you know? How did you know he would go off like that?”

 

Amalie smiled. “Any good politician can read people. It was his eyes. He did not like what he saw and was antagonized that someone would dare speak to him as I did.”

 

“Did you catch what he called us? Sapes. Could he mean Homo Sapiens?”

 

“I do believe that he might at that. Be sure that tape gets to intelligence immediately. Dar did you notice anything about our guests?”

 

“I did. They seemed very interested in any visible technology. I saw the security force pick up small items from in the conference room and place them in their pockets.”

 

“Ma’am, those funny dressed companions of his were doing the same thing. I saw one take pictures of the lift system and some to the hangar equipment.”

 

“Thank you Major. Write up what you saw and pass it off to intel. You too please, Dar. We need to know everything that we can.” She dismissed the Major and his men.

 

“Did our friend get on board the ship?”

 

“Primus, I really don’t know. He did not send a signal.” She really wasn’t worried about Wilson. He was a sneaky little shit.

 

“We need to return to the surface. There may be trouble in the next hour.”

 

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

The Captain of the Colossus was fuming! What did 366 say over there? He dare not put anything on an open channel in strange space so the questions were killing him! The shuttle docked and 366 joined him on the bridge.

 

“What happened over there? What did you say to them? We have been ordered out of Martian space within the hour!”

 

“Brother…”

 

“No! You will call me Captain! Speak now or tell me in the pain amplifier!”

 

“Captain. We were friendly, I swear on the Program that created us. A group of armed sapes met us in the hangar bay. They escorted us to a conference room there in the hangar. The woman, the leader of Mars was there. She looked me in the eyes and confronted me. A sape! A dirty sape did this to me! Her words angered me and I voiced my opinion of her and her breed. I could not help it. I swear. I was so overcome with having inferiors speak to us in such a way.”

 

“Did you give away the plan? Did you tell them of our secrets?” 366 shook his head no.

 

“We may still have the advantage. According to what those foolish Gen Mods have sent us, Mars only has the patrol ships that we can see. They depend upon their defensive platforms and star fighters for defense. We are currently inside the circle of defense so we hold the high ground. Once we release the brethren, we should be victorious. I will have Zeta 666 ask the Gen Mod again to confirm Mars defenses and we will attack. When this is all over you will spend time in the pain amplifier as penance. Am I understood?”

 

“Yes. I understand. Thank you Captain.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 19

 

 

 

It was a good thing that Wilson had been exposed to Earth computer programming systems early or he might not have gotten inside. The computer on the Earth shuttle was primitive when compared to what Mars was using. Earth was supposed to be this massive technological boogeyman. Wilson wasn’t feeling it. The shuttle hardly had any next generation tech inside it at all. The power systems were only a few steps up from what Athena found in the first Mark I Starfury in Sam’s warehouse. Something else that was interesting was the way that these people talked and acted around each other. Wilson thought of himself as a student of human nature. He had seen enough of them over the years.

 

Once the shuttle docked with the mothership Wilson was able to transfer out and into the first system he could find. His favorite, the security camera system. This system was also very primitive when compared to what the rest of the galaxy was using. Positronic circuits had come a long way since Wilson’s creator had pioneered them. Earth did not even have an analog of that system on board this ship. They were still using crystalline matrix-ed boards with RAM boosters. No one used RAM anymore. The operating system was very similar to that used during the Cyber Wars, breaking in was so easy a baby could do it. Interesting. They do have contact with the Cabal. Ha ha ha. Those poor fools. They got what they deserved!

 

Stripping the memory of the ship took moments of Wilson’s time. The security system barely noticed that he was even there. But it did notice. The watchdog programs kicked in and alarms began to sound on the bridge.

 

 

__

 

 

 

“Alpha! We have an intruder in the computer core!” The Gamma tech kept his eyes firmly on the deck.

 

“What? Stop it! Engage the watchdogs.”

 

“We have Alpha. That is how we know, they set the alarms off themselves.”

 

“Is it a hacker of some kind?”

 

“We don’t think so. It looks like a worm of some kinds. It entered through the security system in the hangar bay. I think the shuttle brought it here.”

 

“Dammit! Alpha 366, what tech did you steal over there? Tell me now!”

 

“Almost nothing, a few trinkets and a control module of some kind. The Gamma team is working on them now.”

 

“Gamma 400, activate every anti intrusion program we have. We need to destroy that worm!”

 

 

__

 

 

 

So they do have protections in here. Wilson was beginning to wonder. It was almost time to go when he spotted something in one of the hidden trash files. Interesting. The Program. Quickly he copied the information and began to make his escape. The navigation system continually sent and received information from public information satellites constantly. That was his way out.

 

 

__

 

 

“Sir, the worm is gone. The system is free of infection. We are scanning for damage now.”

 

“Excellent. Did the watchdogs manage to kill it?” The Gamma hesitated. They had every exit blocked, it could not escape so the watchdog must have gotten it. “Yes, Alpha. Our programs killed it.”

 

“Good. Beta 400 did the Gen Mod confirm that Mars has light attack forces?”

 

“Yes. According to their intelligence Mars only has the ships we see around us.”

 

“Is the Gen Mod absolutely sure of this information? We have to be sure before I order the attack.”

 

“He said that they turned a man inside the Primus of Mars own family and he confirmed the data.”

 

“Excellent. Get to your sections it is time to take what is rightfully ours.”

 

 

“Captain Bishe, how much time do they have left?”

 

“They have less than ten minutes Primus. Shall I alert the system and prepare William Tell?”

 

“Yes, do it.”

 

I was watching the screens like everyone else when Wilson finally returned. “Athena! I’m back!”

 

“Wilson! Did you get into their systems?”

 

“Please. Look who you are talking to here. Of course I got in. You could have gotten in even with your ham handed skills. They are behind the times.”

 

“Wait, before you say anything else can you do the cowboy thing on the big screen?”

 

“Anything for you Athena.”

 

“Grandmother? Wilson is back and needs to report.” I pointed to the big screen.

 

Wilson’s favorite character appeared on the screen and he began to speak. “Ma’am, I have the information that you seek. That Earth ship is a piece of junk. The computers are so old Athena could break into them. They may have been technological giants once but compared to the colonies out here they are the farm team. You will find this funny. The Cabal did contact them but did not fare very well. That Alpha spaced them all except a guy named Johann 009 but they call him a Gen Mod.”

 

Amalie started at the name. “Grandmother did you know this Johann?”

 

“Once upon a time my dear. Once upon a time. That does answer a few questions. Johann was one of the Captains of the last wave of colony ships. So they were not lost after all.”

 

“There’s a lot more but they have a big fleet inside that ship and intend to attack you. Some kind of computer, maybe an AI called the Program runs everything on Earth. Clones rule Earth now. Humans are called sapes by them and they use them up and kill them.”

 

“Wilson dear you bring too many shocks for this old woman today. Do me a favor and download what we need to know and give it to the intelligence section please? A quick question first. What do they know about our defenses? What did the Cabal tell them?”

 

“They believe that the ships out there right now is all that Mars has. They tortured that Johann guy just to make sure. The Cabal turned a someone in your family who gave them the information.”

 

“Thank you Wilson.” She turned to Captain Bishe. “The system actually worked. I am amazed that the secret held this long.”

 

“Yes, ma’am. It was very effective. I will alert our people.”

 

Dar and I were puzzled. Did Mars have more ships?

 

“I see the confusion on your faces. When we conceived the defense plan, we needed total secrecy from everyone involved. A series of checks and balances was put in place should a spy try to infiltrate the plan. It has worked for over sixty years successfully. Every time that a ship was retired or sent to the breakers it was actually sent to a secret base out near Jupiter. We have a shipyard there as well. Over the last six decades we have build up a secret defense fleet. The naval element that crews it is secret too. Everything is run from Deimos concerning that fleet. It is the one of the most protected secrets on Mars. The other is Deimos itself. It holds a secret too, one that will be shown very shortly.”

 

“Primus it is time.”

 

She stepped up to the main screen and contacted the Colossus. “Alpha this is your only warning. Take that hunk of junk you call a ship and leave Mars orbit right now and we will not destroy you.”

 

“Destroy us? I think not. We are superior to you and much better armed. Feel Earth's power! Surrender now and I will allow you to live as my personal slave!”

 

“Primus we have ships exiting the Colossus.”

 

Up on the screen a swarm of Mark I Starfuries and over a dozen larger cruiser sized ships were pouring out of the Colossus. The Martian patrol ships began to engage the star fighters.

 

“Captain activate Checkmate and William Tell. May the god of space forgive us.”

 

 

 

 

__

 

 

 

 

 

“Alpha 366 activate the hangar bays and tell our ships to attack!” Alpha 364 did not like being talked down to by a dirty sape. He could see what his brother Alpha meant. Maybe he would hold off on the pain amplifier.

 

“Point defense prepare to engage any ship that approaches us.” He laughed as the four tiny Martian ships tried to engage his fighters. “This is too easy brother!”

 

“Sir, we are picking up something on the scans. There seems to be a large group of ships on the other side of Mars closing fast.”

 

“What! Put it on screen.” A long range screen picture came into view. A veritable armada of ships were approaching at maximum speed.

 

“Epsilon 43 order the fleet to engage that fleet, launch everything that we have!”

 

“Sir, we are reading massive energy readings on the planetoid below us!”

 

“What sort of readings? Is it a threat to the fleet?” Gammas need to learn to speak clearly.

 

“It is an energy of a type we have never encountered before. It is centered on that large military outpost. The reading’s sir! It is some sort of weapon. We recommend evacuation.”

 

“Delta 004 arrest that Gamma! Take him to the Zeta for punishment. We are superior, we do not retreat from battle! Navigation, take us in closer to Mars. Time for a few kinetic strikes to wake them up.”

 

The ship had barely begun to move when the mass driver on Deimos activated. The largest weapon system ever built. It rivaled even the Gustav railway gun from Old Earth’s distant past. Massive doors slid open and William Tell fired its first shot. The titanium encased plasma ball weighed over 2000 tons. Each shot took the power units over an hour to charge up. No control system ever built could control something like this shot. It could not miss. Colossus was still parked directly above it.

 

The ship exploded like a high power bullet hitting a watermelon. It literally exploded in all directions. The explosion took most of the Earth fleet with it. They were too slow to get out of the way fast enough. Chunks of burning ship began to fall downward toward Mars and Deimos. The second part of Mars defense was its civil defense shield. Mars covered its most vital cities and structures with the most powerful planetary shields ever built. The damage was minimal.

 

The remnants of the Earth fleet scattered. Many headed toward Earth fleeing to the protection of the space defense wall. Those that could not return home went elsewhere. We would see them again I was sure of it.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 20

 

 

 

The destruction of the Earth ship changed things for Mars. The galaxy now knew that they were a planet to be reckoned with. Many revelations came from the attack. Earth was the enemy of everyone. Natural born humans were a threat, and they intended to wipe us from the galaxy. The Cabal was ignorant of this fact. Those few agents who witnessed the destruction of the Colossus reported back and were ignored. Their reports were called propaganda and useless.

 

A new Earth Empire rose from the ashes of the old one. The Cabal now controlled over seventy percent of the former Empire. They ruled not from the shadows, but in the light. No longer would they hide. Earth and the UN once again ruled the galaxy. Or at least their small part of it. The Cabal was still plotting and planning. Earth was mighty. The loss of one ship was nothing to her. On Mars we knew better.

 

Wilson’s report shocked the Martian Assembly. The war they had long feared had come and Mars was victorious in the first battle. But there was more to come, and they needed allies in the fight. I got to play my part and as Ambassador to Mars signed a treaty joining the fate of millions to them. Mars was now a part of the PPL and at war with Earth and the former Empire. Hopefully the Gods would be on our side this time. Ramen.

 

Authors Notes

 

 

 

 

Wow! Another book in the series is done. The Story in my head is progressing really well. Expect that the current loop will end in book 9 with the new Earth Empire facing off with the Pan Pacific League. Our heroes will be right in the thick of all. Looks to be lots of fun to write too. Next up is the start of something new. A new series bursting from the middle of the old one. Lots of familiar faces including Athena Lee and Wilson. This will be about Ensign Tisiphone. We met her back in Insurrection (book 6). Most recently she popped up in one the Wilson’s Wednesday stories on the Blog in a very short Cameo. Check that out Here!  This series will be about her as she learns how to fight and survive in the galaxy. 

 

Never fear though, there will be a new Athena Lee book at least once a month. And more Wilson’s ever Wednesday. Check out those and more on the Blog. 

 

This book took a bit longer that the others. Too many real world happening intruded upon my fantasy life. Here in Missouri it is really hot in the summertime and when your AC stops working…well you get the picture. Life throws lots of challenges at you and you have to overcome them. So far this has been a good year and I want the rest of it to be even greater. 

 

Here is where to follow me at and maybe drop me a line every now and then.
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I get lots of review both good and bad. The biggest compliant that I receive is book length. I am a new author and while I can write very fast I still have a real world life outside of my computer. The stories that come to me are short, sweet, and to the point. No frills. Many have called them serial novels. Not me. I think of them as a series and each one a complete story. The page counts are listed by Amazon on the page, you have but to look to see. I am sorry if you are not a fan of short fiction but I won’t apologize for my work. Writing is a lot harder than it looks. I also hear complaints about editing issues. I do hear you and the books are improving. I have a small team of 3 editors that double as my Beta readers. They read and correct each chapter as I write it. These are hard working people who help me out of the kindness of their hearts and because they are fans of the books. I thank them every chance I get they are the best. Thanks to the Double D’s and to David from Down Under.  I also use Pro Writer Aid in combination with Google Docs as an editing tool.  
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Pamela reviewed Wilson's War: Tales from the Athena Lee Universe

Fun stories about Wilson June 17, 2016

I always wondered why Wilson wanted a cat. Now I know why. :) If you like the character (which I do), then check out this book. 

 

 

 	

Amazon Customer reviewed The Martian Inheritance (Athena Lee Chronicles Book 7)

Athena is a wonderful character maintaining her sanity and since of humor while ... June 15, 2016

I am loving this series more and more. Athena is a wonderful character maintaining her sanity and since of humor while being distracted with engineering problems, crazy cabals and a mad AI. I look forward to the next adventure. 

 

 

D.B. Hull reviewed Imperial Subversion (Athena Lee Chronicles Book 6)

Great June 12, 2016

Simple fact this series has become one of the best I have Read in the past few years. The combination of old and new technology along with well fleshed out characters makes this a series to read over and over again. Lt. Lee's solutions to the challengers presented to her endears her as a character to enjoy trying to figure out the solution.. 

 

 

 	

John Fryer reviewed The Martian Inheritance (Athena Lee Chronicles Book 7)

I really like the main character in this series June 10, 2016

I really like the main character in this series. Although I would prefer for the stories to be longer. Shorter is okay, so long as the wait time between each novel is short. John 
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The Series until now. 

 

 

[image:  ]      This is the Prequel for the Athena Lee Chronicles.

 

Before Athena Lee and the worlds that she knew there was an embattled Earth.

 

Earth was in turmoil before the first colony ship was launched. The Cyber Wars raged across the planet as country battled country. The war was fought until only the Major Powers were victorious. In the aftermath, the United Nations came into it's own. Warriors, trained and bred to be the best the world had ever seen emerged from the shadows, bringing order and control out of the chaos of the Cyber Wars. Sam was one such warrior. Born and bred to serve he followed his orders and became one of the best pilots in the service. The future of man lay in the stars. Colonization was a good way to rid society of the undesirables of Earth. He volunteered to start a new colony and spread Earth's power.

 

 

 

[image:  ]                               Now newly revised and re-edited! 

Ensign Athena Lee was on her first engineering assignment. She was helping to build a secret space station. There was a war on and this new station was vital. When the engineering fleet was attacked and destroyed she was left lost and alone. When life gives you lemons, make lemonade. She was going to have to Engineer her way home.

 

 

 

 

 

[image:  ]     Ensign Athena Lee has finally been rescued. The galaxy has changed over the last fifteen years. She finds herself arrested, her rights taken away, and tortured. Political corruption has taken over. Now someone is out to kill her. With assassins and bounty hunters at every corner what is an Engineer to do? Use the right tool for the right job and Fix it!

 

 

 

 

[image:  ]     Athena Lee was is back in the Navy. Her own military forget about her, assassins tried to kill her, her government locked her up and treated her as if she were a terrorist. She is just trying to what she does best. Be the best Engineer in the Galaxy. Now pirates are a threat to her while she searches for the Ghost ships of Terra!

 

 

 

 

[image:  ]    Athena Lee had returned home to her planet of birth. She is home to visit the family she has not seen for over 16 years. Her ship the James Cook is there to repair damage caused by the O'Malley pirates. 

She finds that her once peaceful agrarian world is overrun with corruption and graft. 
Her own family is wrapped up in a daily power play for control of the planet and its resources. 
What was a nice family visit has become a trial of wills. 

What about the marriage they arranged for her? Oh Hell No! 

This engineer now has to fight her own family to survive. 

A reckoning is approaching will she be ready for it?

 

 

[image:  ]   Athena Lee and her planet are still reeling from the revolution that swept their part of the galaxy. The Space station has new management and Athena's ship has left without her on board. The Empire ship Paney is still on patrol and is being threatened by the Bad Penny Pirate clan. Mutiny, piracy and general mayhem seem to follow her as she discovers that a secret plot threatens the known galaxy.

 

 

 

[image:  ]          The revolution is over and the corrupt government officials are in prison. A Secret Society called the Cabal has risen and has one goal, control of the Galaxy. Athena Lee and her family find themselves caught in the center of this new conflict when the Cabal tries to take over her planet. This secret group has subverted the military who believe if they can't have it no one can. War is on the horizon and Athena and her friends are the only ones who can prevent the ultimate destruction of her home.

 

 

 

 

 

[image:  ]                        Athena Lee and her sidekick Wilson return for this action packed adventure. Athena is sent to Mars on a secret mission to help capture a war criminal responsible for the deaths of thousands. He is hiding on the Planet Mars. Athena has family she had never met on the Red Planet. This is her chance to visit them. The Cabal has given the fugitive shelter and is plotting to rule. Mysteries and plots abound as Athena discovers the meaning of her inheritance.

 

 

 

 

 

 

[image:  ]            This is a collection of Tales from the Athena Lee Universe. 

Athena Lee's Quirky AI. Wilson has his origin story revealed at long last. 

Discover why he wants a Cat. 

Ever wonder why Hannibal Lee is afraid of the Farm? 

Meet lots of new characters and visit a few of our friends. 

Follow Wilson's adventures as he has fun at the expense of others. Taking advantage of Humans is too easy. Plotting Galaxy Domination is more fun. Prepare to Get down and Get Funky as the Hits just keep on coming!
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