THE

CYDONIA

LEGACY
Part 4 - Armageddon’s Fury
Adrian Holland

Published by AMAZOLA

The right of Adrian Holland to be identified as the Author of the work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Design and Patents Act 1988.

Copyright © Adrian Holland 2017
ISBN 978-1-909466-65-4
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

For further information please contact the official website at

www.amazolapublishing.com
A copy of this book is held at the British Library.

Cover design and illustrations by Adrian Holland

I was very close to both of my parents who were my best friends, and I have lost count of the number of happy times we shared, and all of the creativity and laughter. Like my beloved father Joe, my mother Margaret was so special, and my total inspiration. I would therefore like to dedicate this book to their memory.
Contents
Introduction
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
Six
Seven
Eight
Nine
Ten
Eleven
Twelve
Thirteen
Fourteen
Fifteen
Sixteen
Seventeen
Eighteen
Nineteen
Twenty
Twenty One
Twenty Two
Twenty Three
Twenty Four
Twenty Five
Twenty Six
Twenty Seven
Twenty Eight
Twenty Nine
Thirty
Thirty One
Thirty Two
Thirty Three
Thirty Four
Epilogue
Armageddon - the revealing of the hidden truths 

Fury - a feeling of wild, intense anger
Introduction

The stars glimmered on a silken blanket of deep black, illuminating the dark void of space. It had always been so tranquil, and those looking up from the surface of the planet Earth, had often stood and wondered if they were alone in the universe.
That was the eternal question, and for some it had already been answered. An invasion fleet had emerged from the planet Venus, and had already swept away the Secret Space Fleet, brushing them aside as if they were mere flies, buzzing around their temple shaped craft. Only one enemy ship had been lost, but the price of that small victory had been total and utter annihilation.

Another fleet of spacecraft had then engaged them, part of a long devised plan involving the Titans, a mythical second generation of divine beings.
Far away, their divine ruler Tyr the Sky God, lay in his pyramid on Mars, where he had been for longer than there had been humans on the Earth, and his advanced holographic brain was pulsing as he observed everything that had transpired.
For more than thirteen thousand years, he had been preparing for the invasion, and the main instrument of his master plan was Commander Asger, chosen so very long ago to fulfil this mission. Now know as Edward Buck Rogers, after the character created by Philip Francis Nowlan, he had led a fleet of star fighters that had engaged the enemy fighter craft.

The Titans accompanied by an American Agent Jennifer Harris, had managed to destroy the Venusians flagship, and cause a power struggle to breakout amongst the invaders.

But, instead of stopping them, it looked as though they were more determined than ever, and with the loss of the man at the centre of his scheme, who was going to stop them now…
One
Brilliant flashes of light erupted in a cascade of explosions so intense that they were too bright to look at, brighter even than the Sun, as they swept across the deep blackness of space, taking the last vestiges of hope with them.
Cries of anguish filled the Attack Ship, as Jennifer Harris witnessed the resulting fireball. The man she had been tasked with protecting had just gone up in flames, and as she helplessly watched, they rippled across the void of space until all of the oxygen had been used up, and then all that was left were a few pieces of twisted metal.

A wing of star fighters, which had been gathering rushed forward engaging the now command less enemy fighters, but it was all too late to save him.

In the other direction, flashes of laser light burst out of one of the temple shaped craft, hitting another as it returned fire. Then, a second joined in, as the Venusians vessels erupted into civil war.

It was obvious that they had failed to agree on a new leader and the main contenders were now battling it out amongst themselves. They were space pirates after all, and in her opinion no better than common slavers, despite their technical prowess.

More and more laser light lit up space as they began to target one another…

Edwards Air Force Base fell into silence, as General Swartz looked on in amazement at the sight which greeted him. He just could not believe what he was seeing…
A similar reaction befell The RAF Base, as the Station Commander looked at Lance Parker, and then back towards the main screen.

Everything had appeared to be going so well, until they received the news of the loss of Edward Rogers…

Numbness spread across both sides of the Atlantic, as they realised that the oldest man in history, had now joined his long lost people.

There was however, no time to mourn, as the battle in the stars raged on…

Jennifer Harris felt herself running quickly through the five main stages of grief. First, there was denial, as she searched in vain for any sort of escape pod. Then when she realised that the star fighter did not have one, her thoughts turned to anger. It was flooding through her body as she pounded away at the nearest enemy fighter. Then there was the bargaining, wishing that she could have changed places with him. Looking out at the carnage she began to think about the loss of life which made her feel depressed. But no matter how she felt, there was the undeniable acceptance that he had given his life, to help save not only her people, but also the entire planet from a terrible adversary.

A blinding flash of light signalled the destruction of another temple shaped craft, with a cheer from the crew. They had also lost people, but appeared to be coping with it much better than she was.

Then as the light cleared to reveal a massive cloud of debris, another one of the Anunnaki craft exploded.

The duel had ended in the destruction of both vessels, although it looked as though the power struggle was far from over.

More flashes of laser light lit up space as the two sides fought it out, and it looked as though it would be to the death!
They were now all engulfed in the battle, and their powerful weapons spat out at each other like children in a playground brawl. That description seemed apt, as the Attack Ship and star fighters watched from a safe distance as they went up against each other.

The internal battle raged on and looked to be going the full distance, like heavyweight boxers slugging it out into the fifteenth round!

Then another of their ships exploded…

“Whatever must they be like?”

Lance Parker shook his head.

“A nest of vipers!”

The Station Commander could not believe what he was seeing either.

“It’s just like Julius Caesar, infamy, infamy!”

Lance Parker smiled.

“Yes, they’ve all got it in for me!”
Their little shared joke broke the tension for a moment, although when they looked back up at the main screen the fighting had stopped.

Now only three temple shaped craft were left, and they seemed to be in alliance. The power structure had been re-established, which meant that they were now able to resume their conquest of the Earth…

Two
Tension also filled the air at the White House, as the President waved away his attendants, who had been fussing around him like a brood of clucking chickens. He felt so much better, particularly as they had won this battle, and his mind began to drift as he thought about the bust of Winston Churchill, which sat in the Oval Office and his words after Britain’s first victory in the Second World War at El Alamein.
Now this is not the end. It is not even the beginning of the end. but it is, perhaps, the end of the beginning.
There were still three large temple shaped craft and a swarm of enemy fighters to contend with, not to mention the pain of suffering such heavy losses.

This was his first war, and although it was not over, he still felt himself having to brush off attempted handshakes and congratulations. This was down to those who lived on the other side of the pond…

“So what now?”

Lance Parker was hoping that the invaders would just turn and head for home, although he doubted it. They had both won a battle and if they continued with their invasion then the next one would be decisive.

“We had best withdraw our star fighters and get them rearmed, refuelled and patched up as soon as we can.”

The order was given, and preparations were made…

Jennifer Harris felt numb as they too withdrew from the battle. The loss of Edward Rogers had hit her hard, as she had become quite attached to the man who had been at the centre of all of this. His loss was going to affect them all, none more so than the craft he had commanded…

Edwards’s loss had left a void in their plans, and the Station Commander was pondering the situation.

“How are your piloting skills?”

Lance Parker turned to face him.

“A bit rusty, as it’s quite a while since I flew in combat.”

There was then a brief pause.

“Rusty or not, I would like you to take command of the star fighters when they relaunch.”

There was a shrug of shoulders.

“If you think I’m up to it!”

He was a very experienced man, particularly on military tactics, and his Special Forces background made him an ideal candidate for the job. The Station Commander needed someone he could trust, and knowing Lance for a number of years meant that he had confidence in his abilities.
“You’d better get down to the simulators and familiarise yourself with a star fighter.”

Lance Parker felt honoured, if not a little daunted by what he had just been asked to do. It was one thing working solo undercover, and quite another being out in the open and responsible for the lives of others!

He took a deep breath, nodded and then saluted, before heading off…

“So what now?”

The same question was being asked by General Swartz, who could also see the three temple shaped craft heading their way. The star fighters were being withdrawn, and there was now nothing left to stand in their way…

The General was not the only one, as the President tapped his fingers on his desk in contemplation.

What should he do now?

He lifted the receiver of his red telephone.

“Put me through to Edwards Air Force Base.”

The President was hoping that they had something up their proverbial sleeve, and then he was going to contact the Joint Chiefs of Staff.

“Are you sure that you’re feeling up to this Sir?”

The Doctor who had examined him earlier looked worried.

The President was feeling remarkably well, although the Doctor himself looked quite ill. He had gone a ghostly white colour and had a dazed look in his eyes.

“Better than you!”

The Doctor frowned.

“Hello, General!”

At the other end of the telephone line General Swartz had lifted the receiver and was waiting to find out what the President wanted. So far, their conversations had been far from cordial, and he was expecting the worst.

“Sir, I must insist.”

The Doctor moved forward and attempted to take the receiver from him. This incensed the President, but before he could say anything, he received an electric shock.

This one felt more than just static, which he had previously attributed to the man made fibre of his suit, which he swore he would never wear again. That had resulted in his suspected seizure.

The Doctor then collapsed as the President looked at him in astonishment…

He was not the only one to be feeling dumbfounded, as Virtual Edward seemed to be in a state of flux.

One minute he had been running from the dark cloud of liquid, which had engulfed the Virtual Princess Ardala, and the next he seemed to have been sucked up into a tube of light. Unbeknown to him, he had entered the Doctor’s stethoscope, and entered his brain via his ear canal. Then, he had been shot out of the Doctors body by a nerve impulse and now found himself travelling at high speed down the fibre optic cable…
On the other end of the line, the General was equally as perplexed, as the Princess tried to grab the telephone receiver from him in the same way the Doctor had done with the President.
Joan Tutwiler pounced like a guard dog, receiving the Static charge instead. She was so powerful that it did not perturb her, and she knocked the Princess away with a flick of the wrist.

“What do you think you are doing?”

Her deep female voice boomed out, as everyone in the room froze. She scared the living daylights out of people at the best of times, but when she raised her voice!
The General just stood there amazed, as Joan waited for his command.

“Stand down Joan.”

Like a good guard dog she obeyed, as the Princess got back to her feet.

“Well?”

He was waiting for an explanation, whilst Joan Tutwiler waited to go in for the kill!
“It’s complicated…”

It certainly was, and Virtual Edward now found himself inside yet another body. His bubble of consciousness seemed to be ping ponging around like a ball in a pinball machine…

Three
The air was thick with tension as an uneasy standoff developed. On one side stood a confused General Swartz, with his Personal Assistant waiting, poised to pounce on his command. On the other, stood Tyr’s daughter, wondering how she was going to explain what had just happened?
Joan Tutwiler felt a mixture of indignity and rage as she stared at the alien woman with a Medusalem look that could have quite easily turned her to stone.
“Well young lady?”

Tyr’s daughter took a deep breath.
“I can sense the consciousness of the man who you refer to as Edward Rogers.”

General Swartz raised his eyebrows!

“When you took a copy of his brainwave patterns, you inadvertently took a copy of mine as well. They were both stored in the holographic brain you created, and from there they separated, Edwards’ eventually found its way to the President, where the Virtual Edward was under my direction.”
The General’s face went pale!
“That’s treason if ever I heard it!”

Joan’s voice boomed out, and it was all that General Swartz could do to hold her back.

“Easy Joan!”

This was like a bad Science Fiction movie!

“It was the only way that I could coordinate your planet’s defences.”

That explanation was insufficient to quell Joan Tutwiler’s temper, and she actually bared her teeth. That made the young alien woman feel even more uncomfortable, particularly as for a moment, she actually thought that she heard her growl!
“I had not choice but to be inside the President’s head along with a digitised copy of Commander Asger.”

Joan Tutwiler’s face began to distort, as she continued.
“Unfortunately, my Virtual self was consumed by the President’s immune system, but I did manage to get Virtual Edward out before the melatonin devoured him as well.”

General Swartz could feel one of his migraines coming on!

“He was temporarily transferred to the Doctors mind, as he dealt with the aftermath, and I was attempting to intercept him, but now I fear that he has entered your brain!”

Tyr’s daughter looked straight at Joan who shook her head.
“A likely story!”

She did not believe a word of it, as there was no way anyone was ever going to get into her mind. Joan was one of the few people who were able to resist the interrogation techniques the Americans used, and had even held out when being water boarded!

The General’s Personal Assistant was tough, very tough and even more determined. She was now itching to get her hands on the alien woman, having taken an instant dislike to her, especially for the way she had just casually sauntered across the room from where she had been in stasis as naked as the day she had been born. It was fair to say that Joan was a bit of a prude! 

The General sighed, holding the flat of his hand up, just in case his Personal Assistant decided to grab her by the throat. It would not have been the first time that he had witnessed her heavy handed tactics. Joan was Joan, very loyal and even more protective - Tutwiler my name and Rottweiler by nature!

He sighed again, holding his head. Her story, as unlikely as it was, somehow began to make sense.
For a start, they had transferred part of Edward’s memories into the holographic brain designed by the Science Team, who claimed that they had created the first truly Artificial Intelligence.
They had apparently designed a secure system, but there was the possibility that he could have escaped.

If that was the case, then he could have managed to travel along the fibre optic cables, and indeed jump by the telephone receiver into the President’s brain via his ear canal…

Whilst all this was going on, the President had regained control of the situation, and had been waiting impatiently on the other end of the telephone line.

“Swartz!”

His voice was loud enough to be heard several feet away from the telephone receiver.

“Yes, Sir!”

The General quickly answered.

“I’ve had a Jackass doctor fussing over me and now he seems to have lost his mind, not to mention this alien invasion going on above our heads!”

That seemed to confirm Tyr’s daughter’s story. To make matters worse, he had felt her presence inside his own head too!
“Have you got anything in the development stage that we could utilise?”

The General’s thoughts then drifted towards the Science Team, who were as far as he knew, still locked in a meeting…

Far above their heads, Jennifer Harris watched the last of the enemy fighter craft withdraw from the battle, as an uneasy standoff developed up there too. It reminded her of the classic heavyweight boxing match, where both contenders had slugged it out for the first couple of rounds. One had been knocked down and received an eight count, only to stagger to his feet, a bit dazed. He had then responded by knocking down his opponent, who also received an eight count. Now they were both back in their corners weighting for the bell to ring…

A little later, a bell did ring, as General Swartz entered the room that had seen a brainstorming session by the scientists he had ordered to create some sort of a countermeasure to the formidable alien weaponry. He walked through the door to see a lot of white lab coated men and women gathered around a large white board covered in mathematical equations. The General looked at them, and then the equations which meant absolutely nothing to him.
He was just a Marine after all!
“What can we do for you Sir?”
He was hoping for a miracle as both the Secret Space Fleet and the British star fighters had failed to stop the invaders.

“Have you devised any defence against the Venusians weapons?”

There was a moment’s hesitation before Dr. Lindstrom, a man he had had several eye-opening conversations with spoke. He may have only been a linguist, but it had been agreed that he would be the main spokesperson, as everyone felt that he had more of a rapport with the General than anyone else did. Somehow, he felt more approachable than before, although his presence was still somewhat unsettling!
“We are working on something, and I would like to ask Dr Leerdammer, our particle beam weapon expert to explain.”

A tall blonde haired man walked forward, and nodded his head.

At least his name was connected to cheese rather than Buck Rogers!

“We have been experimenting with prisms.”
The only prism the General had ever seen was that on the album cover of Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon. So much for his misspent youth!

“We believe that it’s possible to deflect their laser weapon by the use of a prism or mirror…”
General Swartz could see the logic in that even though the technicalities would probably go way over his head. He was right, as Dr, Cheese started a lengthy explanation. The crux of the matter was mounting it on a suitable ship, and having a very experienced pilot to fly it…

