Chapter Eleven

We See You!

The council of the Supreme Military Directorate on the Laxtor's home planet

  had been in session for the past week. The sole purpose was to plot the next phase of their occupation thrust against the Andromedains'.


"Burackus will be ours within the next few hours. Our scientists have been able to defeat the shield surrounding the planet and it will only be a matter of time before your Excellency will be languishing in glory on the planet," the High Commandeer said.


"You have done well. You are to become the new governor of our latest addition. No one will ever question your word or control over those puny animals. They are inferior to us. We are the chosen rulers of the universe. By my decree, you are now the..." the Supreme Leader was saying, when the doors to the council chambers burst open.


"What is the meaning of this interruption?" the Minister of Military Operations demanded.


A lone person was hurrying forward. He came to the low railing that separated the gallery from the podium, stopped and bowed.


"I beg forgiveness your Excellency, but we have just received a message from our Commander leading the assault on Andromeda. They are under attack by an unknown force. The great ship has been destroyed and all of the cruisers have been lost. We have been trying to reestablish communications with him, but have been unsuccessful in doing so, so far. The task force that will lead the assault reports that they will be on scene in a matter of moments, to assist our attack force."


"This is very troubling news. Where is this unknown force now? Why didn't we know about them before? And, why haven't we destroyed them?"


"Oh honorable one, I must plead ignorance. We do not know where they come from."


"Then why are you still here? Why aren't you finding out where they come from? You will return to your place of duty and you will get me the information that you have failed to obtain. You have one cycle."


"I shall endeavor to comply to your command."

The messenger rose from his knees and hastily departed the chambers.


"Supreme Commander and Governor, you are to take your fleet and dispatch this unknown force into hell."


"I will comply, and will make ready to receive your Excellency."

* * * * *


"Admiral Rogers, lets get the fleet down. It's time we met the Andromedains,"  Ritter said


Rogers turned to the helm officer. "Helm, you may begin landing procedures."


"Aye, aye. Landing procedures." 


"Yes, sir."


"Port Marian this is the USS Liberator."


"USS Liberator this is Port Marian control."


"Be advised that we are preparing to break orbit and land."


"We understand. We welcome you. Bring your ships in on a north to south approach. We have an area cleared for you. "


"Thank you. Beginning landing procedures now."


At the spaceport, several thousand Andromedains had gathered to greet the heroes from a far. All of the member of the ruling council had gathered and were seated under the protection of a large pavilion from the glaring sun.


The first ship to appear to those on the ground was the USS Missouri. As it descended, the great size of the ship blocked out the sun as it drew near. It touched down on its landing struts and shut down its engines. It just sat there with no visible activity, until two large doors began to open in the side of the hull. The second ship, a carrier, dropped into view. As with the Missouri, it blocked out the sun as it drew closer. Its mass was three times that of the Missouri, but settled on its landing struts gracefully. The ramps had been extended from the open doors of the Missouri and were being extended from the carrier. Two regiments of Marines were waiting to march off the ships hanger deck into the clear air of Andromeda. The Commanding General for the 1st Marine Division walked up to the division's Sergeant Major.


"Sir, the Division if formed." 


"Very well. Take your post."


"Aye, aye, Sir." The Sergeant Major saluted and moved off to assume his post, to the rear of the Commanding General.


"Regimental Commanders, Front and Center," the Commanding General called out. "March."


The two regimental commanders stepped off and marched to a position just in front of the Commanding General. The Colonels saluted and reported in unison.


"Sir, Reporting as ordered, Sir."


The Commanding General returned their salute, then said," Report."


"Sir, 5th Marine Regiment present and accounted for." 


"Sir, 7th Marine Regiment present and accounted for."


"Post."


The two colonels saluted, did an about face and marched back to their regiments.


"Commanding Officers take charger of your regiments," the Commanding General called out.


A similar ceremony took place between the regimental commanders and the battalion commanders, then again between the battalion commanders and the company commanders.


H&S Battalion, 5th Marine Regiment was the first unit to march off the hanger deck of the carrier. It took thirty minutes to get the entire 5th Marine Regiment off the carrier and to begin moving the 7th Marine Regiment off. Behind the 7th, Marines, General Ritter's small group followed, lead by the groups Sergeant Major.


The two regiments moved to a position about fifteen yards from the pavilion where the ruling council was seated.


"My God, they're impressive!" one of the ministers commented.


"Yes they are. If I didn't know better, I would say that they are invading," said another minister.


The Commanding General along with his staff took their places in front of the regiments and faced the pavilion. General Ritter, General Daniel's and Admiral Rogers took up positions just in front of the Commanding General and the  members of the ruling council made their way towards them. halting just a couple of paces from Ritter.


Ritter saluted and said, " The President of the United States and the people of Earth send their greetings. I am General Norton W. Ritter, United States Marine Corps, Commanding General of this task force."


"We welcome you I am President of the Andromedain Council, Monell-Dau. We had feared that Terrell-Da's mission had failed and were to become slaves of the Laxtor's. However, you have saved us from that fate. By my proclamation, you are declared Heroes of Andromeda. You are to be treated a heroes and afforded all the privileges that are associated with the status of heroes."


"I thank you sir. May I present the rest of my command?"


"Yes, yes. By all means do."


Ritter turned to face the other members of his command. " This is my flight operations officer, Lieutenant Colonel Hawlkings, and next to him is Admiral Rogers. 


"Gentlemen, I am extremely pleased to meet you."


"If you'll follow me, Mr. President, I'll introduce you to our ground force commander."


The General and the President moved off toward the Commanding Generals position.


"Sir, may I present  General Morgan, Commanding General 1st Marine Division and behind him are elements of his division, the 5th and 7th Marine regiments."


"I am honored to meet you."


"It's a pleasure to meet you too," General Morgan said.


"General Morgan, if you will join us," General Ritter ordered. 


General Morgan turned to the deputy commander and said, " You have the division."


"Aye, aye, sir." 


"General Ritter, may I mingle with your troops for just a few minutes? I must thank them for coming to our aid.".


"That won't be any problem Mr. President. Follow me."


For the next hour the President walked down each rank, thanking each man personally. Among the ranks were several Marines that had been wounded, still bearing bandages or leaning on crutches. The President especially honored these troops. Their names were taken and turned over to the President. They were to be awarded special awards by the Andromedain Council. 


"You certainly have an impressive group of men, General Ritter. We thank you for coming to our aid.  There will be a reception tomorrow for you and you men. I am looking forward to this occasion, to honor your men and you for saving our planet and its people."


Before the President could continue, the alert klaxon on board the Missouri began to sound. And a Marine lieutenant came running from the hatch of the Missouri, coming to a stop just short of the Ritter and saluted.


"Sir! " The lieutenant handing a slip of paper to the General.


Ritter accepted the message and read it, then handed it to Admiral Rogers.


"Looks like we'll have to postpone the party. Our patrol craft have spotted a number of Laxtor ships heading this way." 


"Sir." General Morgan said, "this looks like a air battle. Why not leave the regiments here?"


"Not a bad idea. Have them set up in defensive positions just in case the Laxtor's do break through and land. Admiral Rogers, get the Missouri air borne. Have the other carrier launch all its fighters," General Ritter said.


"Sir, as soon as we get our ships back into space, get your shield back up. The Laxtor ship we took out when we first engaged them here, may not be the only ship that was equipped with a disrupter that will punch holes in your shield."


General Morgan had left the presidential party and returned to the division.  He summoned the regimental commanders to him and gave them a briefing on the current situation. 


Lieutenant Colonel Hawlkings was running towards the carrier with Admiral Rogers just a few steps behind him.

* * * * *


The Laxtor fleet of three cruisers and two carriers, followed by two smaller escort ships, dropped out of null space 10 AU's
 from Burackus, unaware that the defenders had set patrols out to warn them if trouble reared its ugly head. 


"Have the Scimitar fighters stand by to launch. I want the cruisers to stage up a three tiered offense. When we have targets, open fire," the Laxtor commander said.


"As you wish, sir," his second said.


"Range, ninety five point five million, closing."


"Stand by, " the fire control officer said.


"Range, one point three, and closing. One point one. One million," the targeting control tech called out.


"Commence firing."

* * * * *


"Blue Eagle lead, say again."


"I count three cruisers, two carriers and two smaller ships. Rolling one eighty now and disappear before I'm seen."


"Copy Blue Eagle. Have you been spotted?"


"Negative Home Plate and I'm going to keep it that way."


"Roger, out."


Ritter and Admiral Roger looked at one another.


"I do believe they are aware of us now, ya think?" Admiral Rogers said.


"There you go, looking into that crystal ball of yours. Any bets they're coming for revenge?


"Have the fighter patrol pull back to just outside the system. Have the cruisers spread out across their path and go to long range targeting. Link the fighters with the plasma guns to the battlewagon targeting computers. Let's get a squadron up and have them go into hyperspace, then drop out behind the inbound and launch all Phoenix weapons, duck back into hyperspace and haul butt back to the front approach.. Make our forces look bigger than what we are. Have the Nevada take up the center position. She'll lead the way in."


"Aye, aye sir. Oh, and by the way Norton, I got a tight beam off to the staging area telling them to stay put until further notice."


"Oh! I forgot all about them. Good thinking.  Least we won't have to worry about them."


"Sir, Nevada reporting they have them on long range targeting. Locked up, links established and standing by," a comm. tech called out.


"Scorpion squadron has just made the jump to hyperspace," a second comm. tech called out.


"Bridge, targeting. We have a solid lock on their ships. Will commence firing at one and a half million meters."

* * * * *


The three US battleships unleashed salvo after salvo of plasma, thirty-six bolts of the deadly plasma each time the big guns pulsed. The particle beam weapons aboard the cruisers sliced through the void, brining searing destruction to everything that it touched.


Hidden in the mysterious realm of hyperspace, Scorpion Squadron was poised to pounce as soon as the Laxtor fleet was past their position. 


"Scorpion flight, lead. Lets drop out and let em fly."


Five fighters suddenly appeared behind the formation of Laxtor ships and fired off all their missiles. Each fighter dropped two nuclear armed Phoenix missiles, then disappeared into hyperspace before the Laxtor' knew that they were under attack from the rear.


"Launch, launch."


10 missiles locked onto the exhaust ports of the Laxtor ships. It took only a few moments for the missiles to do their work, setting the Laxtor ships adrift and disabled. The bolts of plasma energy from the battle ships completed the job, turning the ships into the stuff of stars. Only one ship had escaped, having turned away from the rest of the fleet and hid behind a small moon. The commander watch as his small fleet was reduced to useless debris, to float in space forever and ordered his ship back to the Laxtor's home world, unaware of the  single, very stealthy fighter shadowing him.

* * * * *


" Colonel Hawlkings, sir. The only ship that hasn't reported in is Blue Eagle lead," the flight ops chief said.


"I don't see how we could have lost a single ship. Hell, they didn't even get off a single shot for god sakes. Or at least any  that hit anything.."


"Last contact with him was just before we launched Scorpion. Said he hadn't been spotted and was going to keep it that way."

* * * * *


Lieutenant Commander Bill 'Hammer' Short, watched as the Laxtor ship slipped from behind the small moon. Letting the ship gain several thousand feet, but not out of radar range, the fighter slid into its wake and followed. It took three hours before the shadowed vessel changed its course and  headed for a large planet, just coming into range of the detection instruments of the Commander's ship. He watched as the Laxtor vessel dropped through its atmosphere, then quickly reversing his course, Bill "Hammer" Short locking the coordinates of the planet into his computer and heads toward friendly space at full power. Short ducks in and out of hyperspace, making sure that he wasn't followed. The three hour trip out, would take only two to get back to the general vicinity of the Liberator before he could even think about contacting the ship. 

"Liberator, Liberator, Blue Eagle lead, over."


"Sir," the comm. tech said.


"Yes, what is it?"


"I'm getting Blue Eagle, very weak, Sideband transmission. Carrier freq. getting stronger, but it's still very weak."


"Must be heading towards us. Best guess is that he's using a directional transmission."


Tapping another comm. tech on the shoulder, the comm. officer said, "Get Colonel Hawlkings, and General Ritter up here."


"Yes sir."


Two minutes after being notified, both men were standing next to the comm. Officer.


"Message as follows. Followed...IP...to home...wor...cordon...are..."


"Can you clean it up a little?" General Ritter asked.


"No, sir. That's as good as it gets for now." The comm. tech replied. "The closer he gets the better it'll come in. My guess is that he is still at max. range or beyond."


For the next hour, the suspense hung in the air as Blue Eagle drew closer to the Liberator.  


"Targeting to bridge. I have a single ship in bound a max. range. "


"Thanks targeting. That should be our way ward pilot. Try contacting him now," Daniel's said.


"Yes sir. Blue Eagle, Liberator, over."


"Liberator, Blue Eagle over."


"Blue Eagle this is the boss. Where you been? "


"Followed a Laxtor ship back to its home world. Coordinated are in the computer."


"Blue Eagle, I want you to land on the surface at the original home plate. Do not come to home plate."

* * * * *


"Sir, I broke away from the fleet and stayed behind a small moon until I could escape," the commander lied. "I was setting up to ambush the large cruiser that was heading towards us when the fleet was attacked from the rear. Another fleet attacked from over a million meters away. They didn't have a chance. I thought it best to return and report."


"Were you able to determine the name of the enemy that you encountered?" the Supreme Commandeer asked.


"I fear not sir. "


"You fear! Then fear this," the Supreme commander said, drawing his sidearm and shooting the fleet commandeer between the eyes. "You won't have to be a coward any longer! Drag that piece of dung out of here and put it in the garbage heap. Get my ship ready and put the rest of the fleet on alert. We will have revenge!"

* * * * *


General Ritter, back in his office aboard the Liberator, was going over situation reports. He was currently reviewing a weapon replenishment report when the phone rang. Pressing the speaker phone button, he said, "Yes." 


"Sir, Admiral Rogers is asking if you're available. He's on the other line now," the Sergeant Major said.


"Yeah Top. Ah, tell him to come on over. I could use a break."


Ritter was glad for the break. He had reviewed about half of the reports, which seemed to say the same thing. Presently, he heard a knock on the door to his office and stood as the door swung open.


"Admiral, come on in."


"Good afternoon, Norton. Thanks for seeing me on such short notice." 


"No problem. I was tired of reading these reports anyway."


"You too, huh?"


"Yeah. So, what's up?"


"Well, I wanted your input on our plan for the attack on the Laxtor home world. Do we destroy it like we did Beta-6 or just cripple it? If we go in to cripple it, you know as well as I do, they'll want to mount another revenge thrust. To blow the whole mud ball away, well, wouldn't we be committing mass genocide? I mean, we'll be destroying an entire civilization."


"Look. You saw first hand what these animals are capable of. Would you want that to happen to the people of Earth? No. Hell, you have a wife and kids. Two daughters if I remember right. We were sent to protect our way of life and set free those people that have been oppressed and used by these animals. Remember the six-year-old girl that was brought to the hospital? The one that had been gang raped and left for dead. She'll never know what it's like to be a mother. Those animals striped her of her womanhood and doctors couldn't repair the damage. How many other young girls are you ready to see destroyed?" 


"But wouldn't it..."Admiral Rogers began.


"No buts. I breached the subject with the President long before we left Earth. We were shown pictures of what these slime balls would, could and did do. We watched as a woman was beheaded and the child she was carrying cut from her belly and pulled apart. The whole while the animals that did it laughed. We watched a ten-year-old boy have a six-inch pole shoved up his ass, after which they shit on him before standing the pole up. We watched an eighty-year-old woman have here eyes gouged out. A six-month-old baby raped then fed to a pack of dogs, alive. Do I say anymore? Do you want to see the film that I was shown? I have them here."


"I didn't know."


"No you didn't! We thought it better to keep that information under wraps. Our orders were and are, to eliminate these creatures. And eliminate them we will."


"I'll alert the battle wagons to prepare for maximum strike."


"You do that Admiral. And, if you can't give the word to open fire, I will."


"That won't be necessary."


"Then, let's get to it."


The captains of the Nevada, New Mexico and the Lexington battle wagons received the warning order, listing the order of engagement. They were to plot courses, that would put them at equal distances from one another around the planet and on command fire two pulses each, from the twelve plasma guns at the planet. No warning would be issued to the planet. No chance what so ever for the inhabitants to flee from the sudden and complete annihilation that was to be wrought on them.

* * * * *


"Sir, we're coming up on our drop out point. Timing is perfect," the navigation officer for the USS New Mexico said. "The Nevada and Missouri are on schedule also."


"Thanks. Targeting be ready for lock as soon as we drop out."


"We're all set sir."


"Drop out ... NOW!"


The three huge battle ships suddenly appeared in real space at their appointed place and on time. The carriers Liberator and Avenger remained hidden in hyperspace, but had its ears listening for any call for help.


"Jesus, they were waiting for us," the navigation officer said, looking at the monitor. "Must be a thousand ships."


"Comm., no, targeting! Lock on to the planet. Guns, stand by."


"Locked on," the targeting officer said.


"FIRE! " the Admiral, shouted.


"Targeting go to auto track. Guns keep firing."


"Comm., get the Liberator."


"Aye, aye, sir."


"Liberator, Liberator, Nevada calling."


"Go Nevada."


"We dropped out into a hornets nest. Need fighters now."


"Roger. Fighters are on the way."


The first salvos of plasma bolts were streaking towards the planet with the second salvo only a split second behind.


"Strike force Hammer, Strike force Hammer, withdraw, withdraw," the strike force commander ordered. "Fighters on the way."


The first plasma bolts struck the planet with the second bolts driving into the impact points of the first. For several seconds nothing seemed to happen. Then a new sun flared into life, showing brightly for a few moments before dying out.


The Laxtor ships that were close to the planet became part of the  fireball consuming  with the planet. Those that were heading away from the planet at the time of its demise were batted around like Ping-Pong balls in a windstorm. Only a few ships survived.

* * * * * 


ATTACK. ATTACK! Blow those unworthy murders from our skies. They will not beat this fleet. They are only three ships and we are over one thousand," the Supreme Commandeer shouted.


"Sir, our fleet has been reduced to only us, a few troop ships and one cruiser," the second officer said. "We can not hope to win."


The Supreme Commandeer turned to his second officer, drew his hand weapon and shot him between the eyes.


"Don't tell me we can't win, I said  ATTACK! Clear me a path..." the Supreme commandeer was saying, when two direct hits by particle beam weapons cut into the command section of the ship. Moments later, several Phoenix missiles slammed into the severed bridge. 


The fighters took care of the remaining  Laxtor fleet.


"Sir, It's over," the Admiral said.


"No not quit. We have several worlds to free now," Ritter replied. "For now though,  let's get back to Burackus. We'll have to do some serious planning. I want to talk to our host about these other worlds before we launch any operation."

* * * * *


"Our liberators are returning your honor," the messenger said to the President of the Andromedain Council.


"Then have our people arrange for their arrival. You are sure that they don't suspect a thing?" the President asked.


"Yes sir. We have kept our forces hidden as you ordered."


"Then as soon as they land, I want our security forces to take control. They mustn't be allowed to get to their ships."


"We will be ready, sir."

* * * * *


"Norton," General Lowe said, " I don't know if you've noticed, but where are the Andromedain armed forces? I haven't seen any, have you?"


"You know, your right. You would think they would want to join in the liberation of the other worlds. Something just isn't right. Let's play it safe. Get a message to General Morgan to load up his troops and get that carrier up stairs fast. Get word to the Captain of the Avenger. Let him in on what's up and have a couple of squadrons sitting on fast launch stand by. Also, let General Morgan know we'll not be landing and we are delaying our arrival until late tonight, planet time. Tell him to cancel all liberty. No one is to leave the spaceport."


"Yes sir. While I'm at it, I'm going to launch a couple of probes and scan the planet. 


"Good idea. Lets hope we're wrong. But, just in case we're not, I want to be ready."

* * * * *


"Sir, their carrier has just left the surface. We explained that it was against our laws to launch at this time of night. All we got in reply was that they were under direct orders to launch and not to allow anything to stop them." the messenger said.


"Have we heard from Ritter?" the President said.


"Yes. He communicated with our port control, saying they have encountered resistance at around four cycles. Then there was a flurry of short transmissions to the carrier. None of their people were allowed to come into the port facilities after they communicated with the ship."


"I see. Have our Black Force prepare to launch as soon as their fleet assembles. We will use their tactics against them.


"Yes your Excellency. I'll issue the orders right away."

* * * * *


"Why General Lowe, you are a wizard."


"That's what they accuse me of being, Colonel Hawlkings, "


"Who'd of thought, that ground penetrating radar could be used from outer space and get this kind of imagery?"


Just then, Ritter walked into the lab. "What ya got Bill?"


"Looks like we found their troops and what appears to be a fleet, hidden in a large underground base." 


"Oh, How very interesting. How old are these pictures?"


"Oh, a couple of milliseconds. These are real time."


"Really! Have you been tinkering again Bill?"


"Me? You bet your sweet ass I have! And saved your ass to boot."


"Now I don't know about that, but..."


Ritter didn't get to complete what he was about to say, when Daniels shouted and pointed to the monitor.


"Hey! Look. They're launching." 


"Sure as hell." Ritter reached for the phone and pressed the button that would connect him to the Admiral, no matter where the Admiral was at the time. 


"Admiral sound general quarters. Our host seems to be a wolf in sheep's clothing."


"I don't follow sir?" the Admiral replied.


"Look at your radar."


"Nothing. My screens are clear."


Ritter turned to General Lowe. "Stealth?"


"Looks that way to me." 


"Admiral launch all fighters. We'll have to go visual targeting, they're stealth."


"General, I don't have anything..." the Admiral was saying when Ritter shouted.


"God dam it Admiral! Sound general quarters now and get all of our fighters launched. That's a direct order!"


The three officers left the weapons development lab on the USS Liberator and headed for the combat bridge. 

* * * * *


"Target the command ship. Once it falls we'll have cut their head off and they'll be unable to mount an effective response," the commander said.


"I have them Targeted," the junior lieutenant said.


"Sir, they are launching their fighters," the radar tech said.


"It won't do them any good. Their radar can't see our ships. They don't know we're coming."

* * * * *


"Comm. get me the Nevada fast." General Ritter said.


"Yes sir," the comm. tech replied, as he flipped a series of switches to open a secure channel to the Nevada.


"Nevada here."


"Captain, slave your particle guns to VLF freq. .056. Your target is an underground base at the following coordinates. Latitude twenty-eight Longitude one-six-zero. Looks like our host isn't what they appear. Hold fire though. Let them take the first shot. Then blow them into the Stone Age."


"Copy, slaving VLF .056. Have target lock on. Holding."


"General Ritter, if those ships are stealth, our radar won't be able to see them either. If we can't see them, we can't target them. However,  slaving the targeting computers to the probes, we should be able to surprise the sneaky bastards. Just get more probes launched."


"You handle that. You know more about your stuff than I do."


"Sir, they have launched several missiles at us," the radar tech called out. " They just appeared out of nowhere. "


Looking at the big screen monitor, General Ritter saw the Andromedain Black Forces missiles heading towards them.


"Counter measures are active. Lasers are targeting the missiles," the ship defensive operations officer called out.


"GOT YOU! You sly bastards," General Lowe said. "Now, guns you have targeting capabilities."


"Roger that sir. We see them. Lock on and open fire," the gunnery officer said. "Turn on us will you! Fire all guns."


The Burackian fleet disappeared as bolts of plasma plowed into it. 


The Nevada fired its particle beam on the underground staging area, followed by a single plasma bolt. The entire ground force of the Burackian army was nothing more than vapor. Nearly a quarter of a million lives returned to star stuff, never having had a chance to fire a shot at the people that had come to help. The only thing remaining of the secret base was a crater seven miles across and a thousand feet deep. The Nevada's plasma guns were set at 25% instead of the normal 1% for ground shots. 


"Ramrod lead, Spook two."


"Go spook two."


"Target their government house; non-nuclear Phoenix," Colonel Hawlkings, ordered. "Transmitting coordinates now."


"Copy."


"Spooky out."
"Ramrod flight, Lead. Epsilon right. Two, you are cleared to take the shot."


" Copy."


Twenty-five strike ships slipped from their position three hundred miles above the planet and dropped into the atmosphere. They came in over the capital city on a direct line for the government buildings.


"Target is acquired. Solid lock." He waited a second before pressing the firing button on his control stick.

"Fox two."


A single Phoenix missile dropped from the weapons bay and fell away from the fighter before its rocket engine ignited.


"Ramrod flight, Roll out right." 


As the flight began their roll out, the Phoenix missile slammed into the front of the Andromedain government building.  For several moments after the violent explosion, nothing seemed to happen. Then the building simply came apart. No one came out of the collapsing structure. 


"Spooky, Ramrod. Target is destroyed."


"Copy Ramrod. Return to station."


"Copy."


Hawlkings turned to Ritter and asked, "Any new orders sir."


"Lets get the fighters ready to escort the troop ships down. Comm. get General Morgan on tactical."


"Aye, aye, sir." 


"General Morgan, Sir."


"General, we're brining the fighters around to escort your troops ships down. You're going into a free fire zone. I want the leaders alive if possible," Ritter said.


"Will do, sir." 


The assault ships carrying the troops landed anywhere that they could find an area large enough to except the ship. As each ship settled down on its landing struts, the ramps were dropped and hundreds of Marines rushed off the ship, taking up defensive positions. In the skies above the troops, hundred of fighters were patrolling, looking for targets of opportunity.


Troop ship Fox was carrying Echo 2/7. It settled down in front of the destroyed government building. The Marines had spread out and were on line moving towards the building on the right of the destroyed government headquarters.


"Second platoon. I want you around back now." The CO ordered the second platoon to the rear of the building to act as a blocking force should anyone think to effect escape by that route.


"We're on the way, sir." 


The second platoon broke away from the rest of the company and moved off at a run to take up their assigned position.


"First platoon. Squad rushes. Let's get inside as fast as we can."


"Aye, aye, sir." 


"You heard the man, lets go!" 


One after the other, the three squads of the first platoon rushed forward in leap frog fashion until they were resting against the building with their backs. The third platoon had remained where they were keeping their weapons trained on the windows as the second platoon moved up.  When the first platoon had reached their designated position, the third platoon began moving up in the same fashion.


As the third platoon neared the building, the platoon leader of the weapons platoon ordered the firing of shoulder launched 3.5-inch rockets at the front doors. Two missiles with high explosive warheads hit at the same time, eliminating the heavy doors. Before the dust began to settle, the first and third squads rushed into the gapping hole that had been the front entrance.


Two policemen were standing just outside of an office in the rear quarter of the building when the front doors were blown off their hinges. 


"Sir's, out the back, quick, before they get in here. Follow me."


The Andromedain council members followed the policemen through the winding corridors to the back entrance. Opening the door a jar, the officer peered out. Not seeing anything, he pushed the door wide open.


"Come, it's safe." 


The council members stepped out into an open area and had only taken a few steps before being challenged.


"You will halt right there. Put your hands on top of your head." Surprised by voice out of the darkness, the policemen reached for his weapon.


"I said freeze. One more move and it'll be the last that you'll ever make."


The policemen's hand came to rest on the side arm and began to withdraw it from its holster. A single shot rang out and the policeman dropped to the ground. The bullet ripped through the bridge of his nose, killing him instantly. 


"Anyone else?"


The council members and the other cop dropped to their knees and put their hands on their heads. It was only then that the Marines revealed themselves and moved in to handcuff their captives.


"Bronco, Bronco Two," the platoon leader said into the mike of his radio.


"This is Bronco."


"Have POWs at rear over."


"Roger, Bronco Two. Bronco actual is moving to your pos now."


The Commanding Officer of Echo 2/7 worked his way through the building and out the back door followed by his radioman and security detail. He walked over to where the thirty council members were grounded.


"Good evening. Now, which one of you is the President?" 


"You barbarians have killed the President when you destroyed the government house. I am now acting head of state."


"You're not acting anything now pal. You're a POW. A prisoner of war."


"We didn't start shooting first. It was you how were the aggressors. It was you who shot at our space fleet. They were coming to your aid"


"Mister, your full of shit. We didn't need any aid. We had already knocked out that fleet of ships long before your fleet ever decided to launch." 


The Company Commander directed his attention to his platoon leader.


"Get these people loaded up and escort them to the brig."


"Aye, aye, sir."


"What are you going to do to us? You are going to murder us!"


"No. As much as I would like to line you up and shoot you. We're not animals. You will be given a fair trial then shot. I hope."

* * * * *


Two Marine sergeants escorted the acting head of state into General Ritter's office. "Sir, prisoner Twenty-two" 


"Thank you. Your dismissed," Ritter said. "Stand by in the passage way."

"Aye, aye, sir."


Ritter  turned his attention to the prisoner. " So tell me, why did you turn on us?"


"Because you are inferior to us. We are the chosen race of the universe. All others are to be wiped from the universe, including yours."


"And just who is going to wipe us from the universe? It sure isn't going to be you! Your standing army went up in a ball of atoms. Your feeble fleet is nothing but a memory and we found your cache of weapons and destroyed it.  We have destroyed the labs and manufacturing facilities for your weapons and we have your scientists in custody. They are proving to be most helpful. As of right now, you couldn't fight your way out of a paper bag. You don't have the means. In addition, you're going to Earth and stand trial, you and the others. My people have talked to several of the people that you were supposed to be serving and they said that it was you and the council that were the real threat, not the Laxtor's. Sure they wanted to conquer your world, but you acted far worst that they did, according to the people we talked to. You oppressed your own people. People like you have been pushing themselves to the forefront of societies through out history and in each case they are defeated and pushed from power. Simple little mistakes in their plans defeat them in most cases. Do you want to know where you made your mistake?"


"We did not make any mistakes. It was your intentions all along to attack us."


"No. We came here to help you, not conquer you. For you information, it was General Lowe that was responsible for seeing through your screen. He thought it was very out of place for a world at war and under siege, not to have any troops in the streets or fighters patrolling the skies. Therefore, we were on guard. You were a wolf in sheep's clothing. We figured it out and were ready when you made your move."


"But how did you know where to look? Our base was 300 meters underground."


"That's our secret. Suffice it to be that we were able to read your planet like a book."


'What now?"


"General Morgan's division will remain here for now. He will seek out people to set up a new government. We will monitor the new government and help them. You however, will never be allowed to return to Andromeda and corrupt the new government. Your Ambassador is at this very moment being arrested and held to stand trial with you."


"He was a stupid weak pawn that we used. He didn't know anything of our plans. No. He's an innocent man. He was doing what he was told and believed it to be truth."


"Well, that's a matter for the courts now."


"But you could clear him."


"After you deceived us. What makes you think I'd believe you. Could be your telling me he's innocent, just to get a fellow conspirator back within the government. Even if he is found innocent, he will be watched for a very long time."


"And if were found not guilty?"


"Oh, there's no doubt that you'll be found guilty. You see -- you left too many documents behind. We found your plans that details everything you wanted to do, especially the mass genocide of our race. No, there's no doubt you will be found guilty and spend the rest of your life in prison. Course, you could have a serious accident and be sucked out an airlock. Things do happen."


Ritter stood and called for the Marine escorts.


As the two Marines escorted the prisoner back to the brig, the Sergeant Major stepped into the Generals office. "Sir, just got word from Admiral Rogers, we'll be going into hyperspace in just a few minutes. He said that it would take about thirty hours to transit back to Earth and reach orbit."


"Thanks Top. Anything else?"


The Sergeant Major said that there wasn't,  turned around and walked slowly back into the admin office.

� AU = 93,000,000 miles. The distance from earth to the sun.
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