
The year is 8378. Space colonies orbiting the earth house the vast majority of the human race. 6.4 X 10 to the 16th people. The planets, asteroids and moons orbiting the sun have been mined to oblivion. The result of their exploitation is millions of far-flung space colonies. Hundreds of colonies in other solar systems seed new prosperous nations. All of these ruled by the strongest most long-lived organization, the United Nations. And now it is severely threatened by a rebellious dictatorship called the New Kingdom. Its dictator is the evil Brett Mares.


Jay Stewart rolls over in his bed. The alarm is activated and the computer voice intones “Emergency meeting at the New Geneva Council at 3:30.” “Emergency meeting at the New Geneva Council at 3:30.” He knew the voice would repeat the message indefinitely unless it heard his command. JS: “O.K., O.K”, he wearily replied”. He quickly put on his black pants with a snap buckle. He then put on his official tunic the Sun emblem on his shoulders. He put on his black dress shoes. He walked out of the bedroom door across a hallway and into his garage. He activated his electric car and stepped into the car as the garage door opened and the lights in the car turned on. He drove out of the garage and onto the empty suburban streets. “Computer?” he asked, “What is the emergency?”


“Brett Mares has conquered and is controlling 27 off-solar system colony clusters, mainly in the region near his home base, Sirus Four. It is currently on civilian radio frequency 37.”


“Tune in to it,” said Jay. 


“We interrupt this broadcast for a special news report. The dictator, Brett Mares has taken control of 27 non-sun nations and is not willing to negotiate with the New Geneva Council representative. The United Nations is considering a joint military retaliation against this threat,” blared the news reporter. 


“Turn it off, we’re almost there,” said Jay as he drove through the security checkpoint and into the parking lot. He parked his car and jogged to the door. The door opened automatically. The metal detector beeped and he saw a green light from the corner of his eye. He turned to the left and walked down an elaborately decorated hallway to the military section of the building. Two heavily armed guards stood sentinel at the door as he approached. He stood in front of the door impatiently as the retinal scan confirmed his identity. The two guards removed their guns from his path and he entered through the door as the computer acknowledged him “Regent Jay Stewart”. 


He walked down a hallway to the right and opened the door to the meeting room filled with generals. “Hello. Has everyone else arrived?” he asked.  They replied in the affirmative. “General Peters, why don’t you brief us on the situation?” “Yes, sir,” replied the general. 


“Mares has used several anti-matter based battle-fleets, primarily made up of robotic infantry, to gain control over 27 of our seeding colonies. Any military strike against his forces in the colonies would be extremely ill advised and expensive, as you know.

“Is the assassination plan still available?”


“Yes” snapped the senior general. 


“Very good--exactly as I expected,” said Jay. “Who here supports the use of Operation Neutron as the assassination plan? No, who here opposes Operation Neutron?” Nobody raised his hand in dissent. “O.K. When does the UN meeting officially begin?” 


“At four o’clock,” replied one of the generals. 


“I’ll need to leave immediately to arrive there on time. How long will it take to organize Operation Neutron?” 

“One day at most.”

“Good. Organize It.” commanded Jay and then strode purposefully from the room. 

The Council Chamber was a large room with the Secretary General sitting on a dais. The rest of the council was made up on hundreds of representatives from all over the galaxy. The meeting began precisely at 4 o’clock. The Secretary General permitted the Ambassador of the conquered Pyralis Colonies to speak first.

“Fellow Councilmen, as you all know, my homeland has been vanquished by Brett Mare’s diabolical forces. He has also taken 26 more nations. My family is currently under his control, most likely enslaved by his dictatorial power. The United Nations must intervene immediately to halt this juggernaut. And I hope to God that we succeed.” He slumped to his seat, and Jay was called upon next. 

“The dictatorship of Brett Mares is a great threat to the colonies of the UN. With our resources I have contacted mercenaries on Sirus 4 who are capable of reclaiming the base where we think Mares is hiding. First they will detonate a neutron bomb inside the base. The base has extensive radiation shielding which will insulate most of the effects of the weapon. The neutron bomb will eliminate all biologic life forms inhabiting the base but will inflict minimal damage to the rest of the colony. Mercenaries will then enter the base and the security system will not harm them because they have low-level clearance to the base and because there will be nobody to stop them. They will disable the robotic security system then replace vital hardware inside the base with AI supportive to the UN’s cause.       


 " Will then be able to contact the generals who have taken control over the spawning colonies.  We may possibly be able to negotiate to with the generals and convince them to stand down." Said Jay. 

Ceris 4

"Captain Hawthorn the time has come to commence operation neutron. Try to finish before Friday.  Once the base is secure then create a hyper dimensional gateway. I will arrive and take over.  Your money will be transferred to your account."

 " Lieutenant when is the best time to attack " said Hawthorn.

 " 7:00 sir is when the next supply shipment arrives at the base,” said the lieutenant.  Ever fought arrant corporate to

 " Tell the troops toward arrived near the entrance at around 6:30 p.m.”

 Flashback

      20 men were lined up against two Walls each in their battle suits.  They were waiting for their transport to enter the atmosphere of Hermes.  Once it enters the atmosphere the bay will open and the deceleration will enable the troops to enter the atmosphere and reach the surface of the planet. Of course the primary concern is whether reentry will cause sufficient heat to burn the special ceramics that are coating the suits.

" OK Marines the bounce will occur in a approximately one minute which gives you 30 seconds until bay door opening. 26 . . . 25 . . . 24 . . . "


 " Grab your guns and prepare to be released. Don't be a fool, rely on your heads up display when you're trying to reach your reconnaissance point." Said the lieutenant as the computer continues the countdown to 20.  Everybody stood up with the gun behind the back and grabs their release bar.  


 " 15 . . . 14 . . . 13 . . . 12 . . . 11 . . . 10 . . . " said the computer as everyone in the bay changes we waited for their drop to occur and waited to be flown out of their land.  

