8-28-2036
2:47 A.M
The command room of Kodiak base

Zack Norel was fighting a losing battle against sleep and the way he kept rocking back in his chair was a constant reminder of the impending defeat. Sitting at the monitoring station for the last 6 hours, with nothing more to do than stare at the screen had quickly bored him and he had long since run out of things to keep him occupied. He was not allowed to read on duty, as they felt his constant vigilance was required and working the third shift meant that he was the only person on the monitoring floor during this time. He stood up and walked over to the handrail that ran along the edge of the monitoring floor, all the while stifling a yawn. He leaned over, placing both hands on the guardrail and looked out over the expansive command center, surveying what other activity was going on at this late hour.

The command center was a giant room, consisting of 4 stories and dominated at the front by a gigantic holographic projector that was mounted in the floor. A single huge crystal, the main projection aperture of the device, was mounted into the floor and looked like a diamond the size of a watermelon. Directly in front of the main monitor was a massive recessed floor, consisting of rows and rows of computers, at which the command and administration functions for Kodiak, the Anjora project and the Offering were coordinated. The computers continued back until they came to the back wall of the room, with the numerous sets of doors that allowed access in and out of the command center.

The back wall of the command center also featured three balconies, each stacked on top of the other going all the way to the roof of the room. Each floor served a different purpose, with the first being communication support, the second being technical monitoring for the mechs and the third being the monitoring station. Each balcony stretched all the way across the back wall and extended nearly halfway into the room. The final and perhaps most impressive part of the command center, was the massive crest set at the far wall, directly above the main holographic projector. Easily the size of 3 elephants, the huge insignia, with its five stars flying out over Earth was definitely an awe inspiring site. 

Zack looked out on the main floor of the command center and saw that there were several techs and other scientists still at work, even at this late hour. He scanned the floor, not recognizing any faces, until he saw one looking up at him from the far right side of the floor, almost beneath the balcony overhang.

Monique Stanton was a petite woman of 34 and African descent who worked on the weapons array development team, a group of men and woman whose sole purpose on the Anjora project was to design, build and test new weapons for the effort. They were some of the most brilliant people on the project and Monique was no exception, with an Oxford based education and a razor sharp intellect, she easily ranked up there with Dr. Silver Albright and Commander Wright in terms of sheer mental ability. Much to Zachs surprise, she also seemed to have an interest in brown haired, green eyed white men and the two had spent a lot of time off shift together, much of it underneath their sheets in either his quarters or hers. Exploring her tiny body had become one his favorite hobbies during his time at Kodiak and the thought of slipping into bed with her afterwards was one of the things that kept him motivated during his midnight shifts. 

He waved at her, yelling across the room, “Hey babe, what’s up?”

Even from here he could see that she had already raised an eyebrow and he readied himself for the retort.

“Zack my love, what is up is the ceiling, lights and metal tiles. I believe that the query you were searching for was, “How are you doing?” and having forgiven that dreary sludge you Americans call English, I will tell you that I am very bored.”

Zack smiled despite himself, ever warmed by her stinging retorts regarding the American vernacular. Monique found that bastardization of the English language that had happened in American society over the last 250 years an insult to the language and berated him every time he used a piece of American slang. He almost always took the comments in stride and found them to be a charming aspect of her personality now. He crossed his arms and looked down at her, a smug grin on his face.

“I do not recall you caring too much about my language skills last night. As a matter of fact, you seemed to be rather lost for words.”

From the distance, he could have sworn that she had blushed. She typed quickly into her keyboard and he was confused as to what she was doing. 

She looked up at him. “Check your email Zack.”

He walked back to his desk and pulled up the email client. He found an email from her and opened it.

<I seem to recall myself being able to speak, on a rudimentary level at least. 
I’m not an animal after all.>

He smiled wickedly and responded.

<Really? You certainly had me fooled. With the way you were clawing at my back and biting my neck, I could have sworn I went to bed with a cat in heat.>

It only took her a moment to retort.

<Well, why don’t you make you way to my quarters after your shift and we will see if perhaps we can do it in a more civilized fashion…although I am not sure if I would want to. I have work to do, so I will see you then. Good night love.>

He responded, telling her that he would be there and expressing his love and then settled back into his chair, trying to wait out the last 2 hours of his shift. He was losing himself in a fantasy involving Monique himself and a jar of honey when the monitoring console next to him beeped. Zack sat up and rolled his chair over to the station, waiting to see if it would beep again, or if it had been a random malfunction. The monitoring system consisted of a massive array of telescopes, satellites and probes that Wright had deployed, all set to watch a specific section of space, a section that the Valenthyrie would have to pass through to make their way to Earth and the human solar system. 

Occasionally, the system would pick up a wayward comet or meteorite which caused it to ping and he figured that this time was no different. He made some adjustments to the graphical display on the monitoring screen and tried to find out what exactly it was that the system had tracked. When he pulled up the readout data, he was stumped at what he saw. As the numbers and mathematical figures scrolled down the screen, the system pinged again and he saw that a second notification had been logged. He pulled up that log and when the numbers began to roll by, he felt his heart stop.

The two objects had passed within satellite #X76-79B’s viewing range at the exact same trajectory and speed, something that was virtually impossible in natural phenomena. Zack was reaching for the phone next to the station, getting ready to dial his group leader, when the station pinged again and then again several seconds later. It continued pinging, almost becoming a constant drone and when the data began to scroll down the screen, Zack felt himself lose his grip on the phone. As it fell to the floor, there was only one thing he could thing to say.

“God help us.”

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Sylvia sat up in her bed, trying to discern the real world from the foggy dream world that still constituted that majority of her consciousness, when she realized that there was someone pounding on her door.

“Jah, Jah…eine moment bitte!”

She realized too late that she was speaking in her native tongue instead of English and at this late an hour, she really did not care. Looking at the glowing blue clock on her desk she saw that it was 3:23 in the morning and wondered who in the hell could be knocking at her door at this hour. She threw on her bathrobe, tightened it around her and walked to the door, pressing the button at the side. With a swishing noise, the doors parted to reveal Kei Urashima, hair disheveled, glasses askew and panting, dressed in nothing but a pair of basketball shorts and a t-shirt.

She put her on hand on her hip and gave him a dirty look.

“What the hell do you want Kei? It’s after 3:00 in the morning!”
The gangly Japanese youth reached out, grabbed Sylvia’s hand and wrenched her out the room, dragging her down the hallway at all speed.

“I was asleep too and then Grant showed up to my room and told me to get to the command center as quickly as I could. He said that Wright called us all to an emergency meeting.”

Pulling her had out of his grip, Sylvia matched her pace with his.

“Did he say what had happened?”

Kei shook his head and a strange look came into his dark eyes.

“I don’t know what’s going on but if you think about it, there is one very obvious explanation.”

It hit Sylvia like a punch to the stomach, the possibility that Kei was talking about. She picked up her pace and they quickly made their way to the elevator column.

As she ran, she noticed that there were two many people out in the hallways at this late hour. The fact that the base was active at this time of night did nothing to reassure Sylvia. 

When they arrived at the column, she saw several of the other candidates, all still in their respective sleeping attire and most with a dire look on their faces. The only one that hadn’t seemed to have figured out what was going on was young Kevin Williams, the adolescent youth from America. He was asking one of the Prachi sisters what was going on and the Indian girl simply shook her head and told him that they would find out soon enough. Their elevator arrived and once the group piled in, Akira reached out and pressed the button that would take them to the floor that contained the entrance to the command center.

They rode the rest of the way in silence, everyone still fighting away sleep or worrying too much about the impending news. Sylvia leaned up against the glass of the elevator and the movement caused her robe to split open a bit at the top. Sylia typically slept either naked or in a pair of panties and a sports bra and she was thankful that she had chosen the latter that night although the bra did little to hide her cleavage. When the robe split open, she saw Kei’s eyes instantly dive in the direction of her chest and she immediately clung the robe closer to herself. She huffed and called him a pervert under her breath, although she was too tired to slap him, as she had a habit of doing. Kei blushed and looked back out the glass of the elevator, waiting for it to stop.

They arrived at their floor and disembarked, resume their run towards the command center. A few short moments later, they entered the command center and a whirlpool of chaos. Scientists and technicians were running everywhere, many of them dressed in their night attire as well, all of them working frantically and yelling across the room. All the computers were manned and Sylvia saw that the main projector had been activated and had line after line of information scrolling down it. To her it looked like a bunch of gibberish but judging by the looks on the peoples faces that were reading it, those characters were an avatar of doom for humanity.

Sylvia scanned the room and found Grant and the rest of the group standing near the main projector at the front. She walked over to him and the rest of her group followed. He gave her a dry smile as she approached, “Good morning Sylvia..” She snorted and rolled her eyes, finding little humor in the comment. “Being yanked out of bed by Kei at three o’clock in the morning is not my idea of good, thank you very much.” She nodded her head towards the monitor, “So what the hell is going on?”

He looked up at the floating cloud of figures and data and shrugged, “I have no idea, but I think we are all guessing the same thing, we found them.” Sylvia shuddered at the thought and saw a grim expression pass over the faces of the other 29 cadidates. Nicolae, the large Russian, stepped up onto the holographic platform and began scanning the crowd. Several of the others turned to looked at him and Samuel Floren, the writer from Canada, resplendent in his silk black pajamas asked him, “What are you looking for Nicolae?”

The Russian frowned when his search apparently came up fruitless. “I’m looking for Wright and since I’m taller than everyone else here, I figured I might be able to see him.” A moment later, his face brightened and he pointed at the back of the room. “There he is!” The whole group turned to look and sure enough, dressed in a pair of Bermuda shorts and an unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt, walked Commander Dorian Wright. He made for the front of the room and a crowd or scientists, technicians and candidates swarmed him, each asking him what was going on.

Wright pushed his way through to the front of the room and raised his arms. “CAN I PLEASE GET EVERYONE TO CALM DOWN AND SHUT UP FOR A SECOND!” His voice rang out like a cannon and in short order, everyone stopped what they were doing and turned to look at him. The silence was an eerie contrast the chaotic noise that had existed just a moment before. Wright put his hands down and cleared his throat, “There, that’s better. Now I can hear myself think. I’m sure that many of you are wondering why we sounded the general alarm and why we dragged you out of bed. I’m also sure that most of you have already figured out why. I’ll be blunt, roughly 45 minutes ago, we tracked the Valenthyrie fleet entering within 55 billion miles of our solar system.”

A gasp went up through the crowd and Sylvia watched the range of emotions contort the faces of the other candidates, from fear and apprehension to grim determination and finally a kind of sadistic smile from Steven Shaw. Wright looked around before continuing his speech. “What we have been trying to do this last half hour is extrapolate out, given the speed at which they are moving how long we have before they will arrive within our solar system.” He looked up at one of the balconies. “Dave, has your team come up with a number yet?”
A silver haired man in a lab coat looked down at Wright from the balcony and in a tension heavy voice, announced to the room, “We are still figuring out the exact time but from what we have now, it looks like we have about 14 months before they breach Sedna’s orbit.”

Everyone nodded and Sylvia couldn’t help but wonder if that was going to be enough time. Would they be able to take a group of 30 random people, none of them soldiers and turn them into a team capable to defending the Earth against billions of enemies. They had not even selected the five pilots yet, although she had a strange feeling that Wrights entire time-table just took a shift. She looked back up as Wright began his speech again. 14 months at light speed, roughly how long while they are in our solar system?”

The man named Dave shook his head, “I’m not sure Commander. We know that the number of ships they are bringing is astronomical and that is slowing them down. Keeping a fleet that size organized and working in a cohesive unit is no mean feat and the fact that the good majority of they cruisers are as big as they are hinders them as well. I would guess, based on what we know about their sub-light drives, we might get another year out of it.”

Wright nodded and seemed satisfied with that answer. He was about to speak when a voice piped up from the area where Grant and Akira were standing. “Excuse me, how is it that it will take them only a year to cover 55 billion miles but another year to go a fifth that distance? It seems to me that their sub-light technology should be more advanced than that.”

Rachel Hunter stood there, a look of curiosity on her face. Wright smiled and looked back up at the balcony. “How many objects are we tracking right now?”

A brown haired tech tapped away at his keyboard for a moment and relayed the answer to the man named Dave, who looked back down at Wright. “Approximately 745,000 ships and we estimate that we are tracking most of it, although that does not take into account fighters, mecha and other support craft.”

Sylvia felt herself go weak in the knees as a look of panic swept through the crows. 800,000 ships and nearly 9 billion aliens were hurdling their way towards Earth and 30 people were supposed to take care of it. She wondered who was more insane, the Valenthyrie for wishing the genocide of humanity or the Offering crew, for trying to stop them. 

Wright looked down at them and smiled a confident smile. “Well, there you have it ladies and gentleman, we have just over two years to prepare for this and to turn you all into the most powerful fighting force the planet had ever seen.”

Nichivan King looked up at Wright with disbelief on her face. “Excuse me sir..I don’t mean to be impertinent but how in the hell do you plan on achieving this? I mean, honestly, just look at the numbers! There is no way, short of a miracle that we can pull this off!” They all muttered their agreement and turned to Wright, awaiting his response. She expected him to get angry at the outburst but instead, much to her surprise, he simply laughed and looked up at the balcony again. “Someone pipe the mech bay up here.”

A second later, the screen changed to reveal the expansive mech bay, with one of the massive machines that one of them were going to pilot laying on a platform, dark and lifeless. It had wires and cables running all over it and the right arm was laying on the platform next to it, separated from the rest of the body. There were also large chunks of the chest armor missing and much of the inner workings were still exposed.. It was obvious to everyone there that it was nowhere near combat status. The screen focused down to the base of the platform, where a VERY attractive red haired woman in a lab coat was working on something. Wright spoke up, “Hello Dr. Albright.” The woman jumped and looked up at the camera, “Damnit Dorian, I hate it when you pull this !@#*!!”

Some of the people in the room gasped and muttered among themselves at the way she had snapped at the Commander, although Wright did not seem to mind much. He answered back, “Why do you think I keep doing it?”

She rolled her eyes and turned back to her project, “What is it Dorian? If this has something to do with the general alarm, I know about it already. I have things to do and it seems that out timetable has moved up.” 

“I would appreciate it if you would give the people up here in the command center a demonstration of what it is that we’ve been working on this past week.”

She nodded and looked to someone off screen. “Russel, run the stand program on the ChaosHawk. She stepped away from the platform and a moment later, a whirring sound became audible as the platform began to lift off the ground from one end, placing the mech upright. That was the first time that Sylvia was able to get a look at the thing and what she saw bothered her. The Hawk was a massive machine, pitch black in coloration and designed in such a way that Sylvia almost felt a sense of evil coming off of it. The head looked like that of the other mechs, with a distinctive crown, human face and pointed chin, with red eyes that reminded Sylvia of the color of blood. 

A voice came out over the speakers and it took Sylvia a moment to realize that it was Dr. Albright speaking. “Ok, as you guys can see, this is the ChaosHawk and it was the third mech that we discovered of the five. The ChaosHawk is the smallest of the five, standing 385 feet at the crown and weighing approximately 237 tons. It was a feat to get these things here but with the help of that transporting technology Wright helped develop, we managed it.”

Sylvia looked up at Wright. So he was the one who help developed that. Wright seemed to be a man full of mysteries. He was seemingly far too young to have done all the things he had and what he knew was even stranger. She often wondered what the real story behind the man was, although she felt it was not her business to ask. She looked back at the screen, “As of right now, the Hawk is approximately 62% complete, with most of the mobility system complete and the right arm and armor ready to be placed on it. As you can plainly see, the Hawk is something of creepy looking machine and through analyzing it, we think we have determined why. Part of the reason we named it ChaosHawk was because along with the mech itself, we found a set of wings that attach at the back. I’m going to alter the image you guys are looking to show what it would look like if we had them attached.”

The image blurred for a moment and then showed a rotating shot of what the Hawk would look like with the wings and in Sylvias opinion, they certainly added to the evil aura the machine gave off. The wings were made out a shiny black metal, almost like opal and they sat fairly high up on the mechs shoulders, like that of an angel, although the overall appearance of them reminded her more of a dragon or demons wings and were large enough that they could have easily of wrapped all the way around the Hawk. 

“The wings seem to act as part of the balancing and maneuvering systems, allowing the Hawk greater speed and maneuverability but they also are part of a system that we believe is unique to the Hawk alone. I won’t go into details on that yet, so as to not spoil the surprise. And so, without further ado, I am happy to introduce you all to SC9-6723CH-ChaosHawk, third deployable mech for the Offering team, specializing in the areas of stealth and electronic warfare.”

The eyes of the Hawk lit up and the machine took a step forward, shaking the floor around it and coming to another standing position, hands at its side, waiting for the next command. Wright looked up at the screen, “Thanks Silver and good luck with the others.” The feed cut off and he turned around to look at the candidates, a grim expression on his face. 

“I plan on having the mechs fully operational within the year, giving us a whole year to train with them. In the meantime, I am moving us up to Phase 2 of the operation and in 24 hours, all 30 of you will begin your training. I suggest you try to sleep as much as you can and prepare yourselves, this will be the hardest thing you have ever had to do, I promise you that. We have 2 years to turn 30 normal people into the deadliest fighting unit in known history. You will train in everything from self-defense and firearms, to piloting and advanced tactical planning. Those of you that are not selected as pilots will be given other duties and tasks as this operation will depend on much more than the mechs alone. Its begins now ladies and gentleman, if any of you are not willing to give me everything you have, I suggest you turn around and leave now. We will be happy to take you home, no questions asked and no one will think the lesser of you.”

When no one spoke, Wright nodded. “Good, then meet me at the elevator column at 0430 hours tomorrow morning. We have a lot of work to do. I’ll see you all then.”

With that, he stepped off the platform and walked over to a group of scientists. The candidates began to disperse, talking among themselves, heading back towards their rooms. Sylvia made her way for the elevator column, intending to go back to bed. She had no doubts that Wright was deadly serious when he said this was going to be the hardest thing they had ever gone through and she had no intention of failing. Her family and her friends were depending on them. As she reached the car, she found herself muttering, “If these Valenthyrie think they are just going to walk in here and take over, I’ll personally make sure they go through hell to do it, every step of the way.”
