
Paradox Gifted

(Book 1 of The Paradox Gifted)

Copyright © 2015, 2026 by E.C. Gallen

All rights reserved.

Distributed by Draft2Digital

This book is protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America. Any reproduction or other unauthorized use of the material or artwork herein is prohibited without the express written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations within critical articles and reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any persons, living or dead, business establishment, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

This work was proofread and copyedited by xAI Grok. All technical proofreading’s were implemented, but not all copyedited suggestions were implemented. This story was not written by xAI Grok; it was written and breathed to life by a human being.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]
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To Those That Worry —
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To the shadows that light birthed, and to every mind brave enough to claim its haecceity.
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Stage 0 - The consequences of the past.
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From ground to air, from space to solar system, galactic expansion drove humanity and its technology to the limits thanks to the Void’s limitless exploration. The Void, a term coined by our precursors, was invoked the moment humankind leapt into the deep nothing of space.

Necessity drove them to the far reaches of the Void, for failure meant extinction of the species. Survival was given only to the fittest. Those few sowed the first seeds into the Void, taking new territories and molding them into their likeness.

Even so, their most advanced technology could not explain the impetus of the coming transformation. The seeds planted before them opened the gates that surpassed the human condition, the limits of their earthbound environment.

Humankind had reached the “Unquantifiable Age”.

Though their evolution had once been limited by a known horizon, in the vastness of the Void they discovered that hope wasn’t the only thing waiting at the bottom of Pandora’s Box.

Their true heritage had been held in chains by the gravity of a once ancestral cradle; a heritage that held more mysteries than the whole of the Void, 

a heritage with the potential to illuminate their existence, or a path to mute all in darkness.

For this much they will have to suffer.

Most assuredly, pain is the reality of existence.

—excerpt from, “The Listlessness of Man.”

SHE CLOSED THE BOOK of excerpts, a gift given to her by her mentor. So strange to hold an actual physical book in this day and age. Her finger ran over the texture of the unidentifiable leather binding. Its old, faded colors, the imprinted letters and flaking gold stenciled lettering brought back memories of a time lost to her.

Her fingers twitched. A hint of exasperation escaped on her breath. She clenched her fists until the tremor eased.

Far more interested in the destination rather than the journey, Miranda’s detached gaze rested on the vivid neon of the helm’s blinking displays. None of this brought back the joy she had felt when she first took to the stars; the term had evolved from starry-eyed wonder to dismal display.

Though with every curse, a blessing is offered to offset the negative side effects, and technology brought that to life with a few keyed commands. Within moments she had activated the Real-Time Image Generation, a 360-degree holographic display that brought to life the wonders she so craved. A system made specifically to aid in navigational controls, from manual docking procedures to star mapping, was now being used to bring back some level of joy to the woman sitting in the captain’s chair. Able to discern the planet which was their last destination for this mission and the supply depot that corresponded with their final wave point, she and her crew made final preparations for auto dock. She loved the RTIG system, as it gave the bridge the illusion of not being encapsulated in military grade structural alloys and ballistic armor.

She was never quite sure why this small gesture made her feel more at ease with her circumstance, but as long as she could pass the long hours watching the vastness of the Void and in turn its innumerable stars numbing her mind and keeping her from thinking too deeply, remembering too vividly.

Having entered the Disolenum solar system, the crew of the Simaloe had made a supply pick-up on Essephus, the only militarized moon within system governed by the newly independent Colonial Federalist government, with a scheduled wave point and course heading for the only habitable planet within the Disolenum system that was still held by the Old Imperial Republic: Samraum. She found it odd that a Colonial ship would be making supply runs so close to a former enemy, moreover that her designated location was a Colonial owned military resupply depot in a geosynchronous orbit over the planet.

History offered the foundation to her current state of mind and the numbness that accompanied her. Then again, having to fly this particular type of ship didn’t help her present circumstance.

Of all the ships in the Colonial Fleet, the Schooner class was one of the original concept designs for void travel and now one of the most prevalent ship designs in the known Void. This particular ship was a modified militarized version, an MDTSS or Military Defense Tactical Supply Ship. The large armored frame and a modular expanded cargo capacity, in conjunction with powerful void ion thrust engines and fusion gas atmospheric gravity lift engines made it a favorite not only for deep void travel but also for planetary touchdown and liftoff.

The ship lurched forward as it began its deceleration, and the RTIG view flickered due to the sudden shift in gravitational stress.

A sigh escaped her lips.

The docking process was automated. The most her crew had to do was verify the incoming cargo was in place and make sure it was securely latched. Her job boiled down to a supervisory role — verification, mostly and sometimes striking up a conversation with the on-duty supply officer.

“Well, well, well! Aren't you the brightest, shining jewel in the dark filled Void!”

As luck would have it, this was one of those times. There was a flicker of annoyance upon her features. She hated the fact that when docked, anyone at the helmsman deck of the supply depot could cue up the ship’s bridge cameras. A display shot to life and a familiar face appeared on its screen.

“How long have you been watching me, Lieutenant First Class?”

She glanced up to the Video Voice Display as it came to life. She didn't have it in her to even sound playful. There was evidence of concern on the weathered features of the man on the other end.

“No more than a second or two before I piped up. You look like you've worked yourself over a few times, Miranda.”

Another involuntary sigh. No matter how long she'd been in the service, no matter the rank, Lieutenant First Class Richard De’Raegon always managed to disarm her by using her civilian name. That, and the fact that he happened to be her closest friend and mentor. He disarmed her with genuine concern and familiarity.

“...it’s been a very, very long week Richard. I'm ready for my month's leave and this time I'm turning everything off until I'm ready to be found.”

There was a smile on his battered old face.

“Just hang in there. This isn't a glamorous assignment, but there will be benefits within a few years, I promise you.”

She looked up at him and returned a warm and thankful smile. The payoff would be a job running courier assignments, which involved a smaller ship, a two man crew and most importantly to Miranda, a see-thru canopy.

Though this was a far cry from her previous duties, she was none-the-less grateful to Richard. Had it not been for him and a handful of friends in high places, she wouldn't be wearing the Colonial uniform, let alone be allowed to pilot a half billion mark ship.

“Miranda, just remember that we are here t—.”

Blackness.

Like a computer rebooting from an unknown system crash, her body slowly started to register each of her five senses in successive order. First, her hearing was pierced by a high pitch howling, as her vision registered in double, slow realization that she was staring at the bridge’s bulkhead. Taste and smell came next, the metallic taste of blood flooded her mouth. The distinct ozone bite of a fire-suppressant lingered in the air. In that flood of sensory data, the last sense came alive in the form of acute pain, hitting her addled mind like a sledgehammer.

Forcing her vision to clear was proving unproductive. The ship’s interior echoed with a cacophony of warning alarms and sirens that made it impossible for her to even concentrate on such a simple task. In lieu of her inability, Miranda made a concerted effort to bring herself into a seated position.

A sudden wave of dizziness assaulted her bruised head, making it spin more aggressively. Through the blinding pain, Miranda somehow managed to grab the captain’s chair and regain her footing. Having righted herself, she could see that the RTIG was raining pixelated snow across the holographic projection, creating a surreal winter landscape.

Unable to move her left arm, she struggled to key in the command sequence to reboot the holographic system into auxiliary mode. With a few manual adjustments, the holographic display started to clear from its haze.

What she saw stole her breath. An explosion had torn through the hull of the supply depot on the port side, and a gigantic plume of jet blue flame erupted with intense violence as it jettisoned into the Void. The flame itself was terrifying, but what brought the sheer terror in her eyes was the sudden burn out. The force of atmosphere venting from the breached hull had caused the entire station to spin out of geosynchronous orbit.

To complicate matters the RTIG system went back to raining snow.

Even though her ship was docked on the starboard side, the force had been so extreme that it knocked Miranda out cold. If she had docked on the aft or stern, there wouldn’t have been much of a ship left to command, by the evidence of other vessels now being hurtled through the Void.

Hell had let fly and she was right in the middle of it.

Smashing her fist down on the emergency command and control button, she barked out her first, pain-filled words.

“This is MDTSS vessel Alpha-Charlie-Romeo-Zulu-five-two-seven. Supply depot in wave point Six-Three-Nine has suffered a massive explosion. Repeat, Sam Delta Six-Three-Nine has suffered a massive explosion, over!”

A voice squawked back, though barely audible through the scream of alarms echoing through the ship’s interior.

“This is Station Five-Niner-Five; distress signal received. Sending auxiliary support vessels, t-minus two minutes.”

Even in a wartime scenario, the support personnel reaction time wouldn’t have been enough to save those caught in the blast. The tremendous explosion that tore through the station had ripped with such force that it almost broke the airtight seal and the locking mechanism holding Miranda’s ship to the docking couple. Damage reports were already streaming through the system, proving just how lucky she and her crew had been, and how unlucky the poor souls were on the aft and stern.

Miranda knew that she had nine minutes and fifty eight seconds. The exactness of time rang through her like a well-known church bell, even as she overrode the station’s PA system.

“All personnel evacuate to dock Zero-Three. Repeat, all personnel evacuate to dock Zero-Three!”

Her fingers moved in a frantic fashion as she started to key up the VVD.

“Lieutenant! Can you hear me?”

Nothing.

Static crackled, mocking her. She could hear the stress of a bulkhead buckling from the still-active mike.

Miranda's breath became more erratic, her eyes darting from screen to screen, fingers punching commands that were irrelevant to the situation, desperate to bring back the RTIG.

“Richard! Lieutenant Richard De’Raegon can you hear me?”

A desperate and panting second mate burst into the bridge,

“What are you thinking?! We can't possibly hold that many people in our cargo hold!”

“Lieutenant Richard De’Raegon, please respond!”

Silence.

“Lieutenant Major! We can't hold that many people on ship!”

She snapped her field of vision over to her second mate, roaring her order to cut through the blast of background noise.

“Then you'd better start dumping equipment. Cram them in like sardines, soldier! That's an order!”

The RTIG blinked back to life only to display the lifeless, flash-frozen bodies of several hundred people floating rather serenely past them. Miranda would have gasped, but the shock was all too real. Even her second mate couldn't bring himself to utter a word. She noted the etched expressions on their faces, emotions forever captured in gruesome variety. If only nightmares were made of such things.

A sudden flash of light appeared, blinding Miranda for a moment. Though not as powerful as the first, the force of the secondary explosion rocked the station, sending the second mate scrambling for a handhold. The shock wave had scattered remnant remains like chaff in the wind. Turning his eyes away from the RTIG he sprinted back down to the storage hold, tossing an expletive into the fray just to make known the futility of it all.

Miranda made a noise between a yell and a growl, as she keyed up her mic once more,

“Richard, you need to move to the docking area... please Richard answer me!”

Tears were streaming down her cheeks, her throat so tightly clenched it nearly stole her ability to speak. She could hear the low groaning as the vacuum of the Void started to buckle the superstructure of the supply depot.

The VVD crackled to life,

“—randa...Mi—nda...can you hea—?”

“Richard, yes! I can hear you. You’re coming a bit choppy. You need to escape, Richard to the cargo ba—.”

She was interrupted rather brusquely, “Miran...isten! Sending you a fi—...”

A transfer system queued up, and started receiving a file to her personal data storage system. Miranda stared in disbelief. As the little bar counted upwards, she felt an awkward detachment,

“Richard, I'm getting your file, bu—”

“Miranda, I'm... —lood lo—... i—...save those you can, save yourse—...Miranda, I'm sorry I cou—...”

The line went dead as a third explosion shattered the connection.

Miranda could see it now, the depot station's helmsman bay completely engulfed in blue flames.

Richard being consumed by fire.

Richard was now dead.

Tears blurred her vision. She started shaking her head as if trying to will Richard back.

“This can’t be it happening, no this can’t be happening!”

Grief threatened to split her mind in two. She had lost the only man she ever trusted aside from her biological father. A man she grew to love due to his guiding hand during the most vulnerable days of her Paradoxical military training.

Yet, in the midst of this emotional confusion, her training... no, his training started to clear the fog.

She couldn’t let him down.

She couldn't cry now.

She had to save those she could.

She had to save herself.

She keyed up the ship’s PA. “Thomas what's your status?”

“Skipper, we have fifty soldiers. Another twenty are injured. Sir, I-I mean Ma’am, that last explosion is causing a high density fire in the station’s main crux. We can see the flames at the junction point some three hundred yards away...”

The depot held one thousand souls. The thought of so many dead or dying made her mission far more dire now, more important.

“We hold tight until the last possible moment. Release the hard lock and activate the ship’s emergency locking system and deactivate the station’s blast doors. Push everyone to the far end of the ship.”

The shocked silence from her once-vocal second mate mirrored what she felt inside. Releasing the hard lock would only leave the soft lock in place. If so much as a solar wind hit the ship, it would be knocked loose. The emergency locking system was the only thing fast enough to close the gaping hole before it sucked everyone and everything in that room straight into the Void.

Miranda started to feel every second as they slowly ticked by. She could see her command being carried out; even see the faces of those in the cargo bay. Each face held a mixture of pain, panic, bravery and courage as some took charge and aided in the skipper’s order to push everyone back and as others became obedient sheep.

The seconds ticked onward; she saw more injured, frightened men and women stumbling, running, falling all in slow motion. She witnessed some helping each other to relative safety even as others ignored anyone they crossed as their survival instinct ruled paramount.

Time had become an elastic thing to Miranda; she could see everything unfold in front of her. An understanding flooded her mind; an awareness that was on the verge of breaching omniscience.

She knew that those in the hall were the last of the remaining survivors.

She knew that they would just barely make it out alive.

She knew that while her finger was ready to execute the command to seal those blast doors, she would only have milliseconds to respond.

Time rushed back around her. Miranda hit the emergency closure button, reacting on equal parts instinct and conscious decision.

The blast doors sealed just as one soldier made one final jump for his life, but he was too late. There was a thump, and a sudden screeching sound that traveled the length of the blast door, reminiscent of nails on a chalk board, only to be followed by the hushed abated breath, the shocked silence of those survivors witnessing one of their own meet a cruel demise. The silence was broken as the depot’s hall exploded. Shrapnel slapped at the side of the ship with the most piercing of pinging sounds.

Miranda’s hands were moving without thought and in an instant she ripped out of the soft seal and throttled the ship into the Void, barely leaving an inch of breadth between ship and depot as it blew itself apart.

What she couldn't have appreciated in that moment was that the thing she had spent years trying to control within herself had used her emotional instability to break through her defenses. In that moment, she had begun a countdown to the inevitable. The knot growing within her was her subconscious sending her a warning.

This time there would be no Richard to help stop it.
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Stage 1 - No matter the means, the truth can never be hidden.
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UPON HER RETURN TO Ephera, one of three habitable planets within the Passers Cove system, Miranda had written her incident report and delivered it to the Internal Security Section, or ISS, the same day. She reported to the Chief of Internal Security of Ephera Primus and relinquished all evidence for any pending investigation including her PSS.

Three weeks later she received a notice that her presence would be required for a special inquiry. The notice came with two specific requirements:

1. To be dressed in her formal dress whites.

2. That her PSS be transferred to the Northeast ISS, still pending in lockup with the Chief of Internal Security.

As she sat waiting at ISS headquarters in the capital city of Ephera Primus, anyone passing by would notice that she was smartly clothed and fully decked in her military ensemble.

Her pulse stuttered with more than nerves. The Gift uncoiled beneath her skin, ozone sharp as burnt wiring on her tongue, every instinct whispering that this room was a trap and that every eye here already knew more than they should.

The uniform consisted of a knee length woolen skirt and a silk blouse, which was tucked in to offer a clean look. A golden wheat-colored braided rope draped over one of her shoulders, which was then secured by a board she had attached to the top of the same shoulder. On her left hand side above the breast pocket, neatly arranged in vertical standing order, were all her service related ribbons; an impressive array in both number and color. The board on her left shoulder proudly displayed her rank and insignia.

Her mind kept racing as she considered the reason for such formality. Usually, something like this was addressed in normal black and khakis or even in work blues. The air felt heavier than it should have, the Gift pressed against her ribs like a second heartbeat. She kept her eyes forward, adhering to strict military protocol while the weight of unseen knowledge pressed down on her.

Standing, she smoothed down her skirt and followed the young woman through the door.

The area was large, vacant and strangely absent of the sounds one would associate with a large, empty room. The nature of the echo giving off its soft dispirited sounds was unaccounted for, giving her an eerie feeling as of being held in submission. In military tradition spanning several centuries, a large dark wood table stood in front of her. A single vacant chair faced the table with the standard meter separation.

Five high ranking officers watched as she walked next to the chair and stood at attention. Three men and two women. The younger looking male officer cleared his throat.

“As part of this special inquiry, it will be noted that all present have a security clearance of Verified Compartmental, which is the clearance needed for full disclosure of your dossier. Please offer us your formal introduction.”

Without any hesitation.

“I am Lieutenant Major Miranda Arrlae Grey, former commanding officer of the Planetary Orbital Defense Unit 59 orbiting Gilrich Gulch. I am a Gifted level five Stress Precognitive, with an enhancement rating level one Combat Precognitive. I've been determined to be paradoxically Gifted, though I am currently classified as D.Y.U.”

There was a muttered stirring as a few of those seated opened their manila folders. Miranda heard one of them murmur, “Dangerous, Yet Unidentified.”

“Thank you, Lieutenant Major, please sit down.”

As instructed she sat down. She kept her eyes forward, not looking nor seeing, but adhering to strict military protocol.

“You may not know why we have called this inquiry, but the reasoning behind this examination relates to the incident that you were part of three weeks ago this day. This inquiry is to gather as much intelligence as to the manner of the explosion you witnessed, the circumstances before and after the explosion, and more importantly, the actions of Lieutenant First Class Richard De'Raegon.”

Her stomach sank.

The nature of the explosion was indeed worrisome, but there was no reason why the military wouldn't want to shelf it off as accidental if the preliminary investigation offered compelling evidence. She had been keen to read everything she could pertaining to the accident. Even to the point of reading some of the more intrepid conspiracy theorists on the Grid. Theories ranged from a rogue meteorite to a complex cover-up due to hazardous material on board.

If after three weeks they were still stonewalling the media about an official reason for the accident, this only made her that much more suspicious of this inquiry's true purpose.

This must have registered on her features because one of the older female officers responded.

“We understand that you and LFC Richard were rather good friends, and that he was your mentor. We aren't here to place blame on him or anyone else, but the nature of the explosion is,” there was an unnecessary pause, “troubling.”

She couldn't take any longer.

“Permission to speak, Command Major.”

“Permission granted, Lieutenant Major.”

There was something in that woman’s tone that sparked Miranda’s latent paranoia.

“Command Major, if you would explain to me what of the explosion makes you feel troubled, I might better answer your question. I filed my report, in detail, about what happened that day. If my report is lacking then I am more—”

She was cut off by the highest ranking officer on the table, a man by the rank of Commander First Class.

“Your report is adequate enough, for the scope that report is purposed for. What we would like to know is exactly how you managed to escape with a cargo bay full of people and why you didn’t take your second in command’s concern to evacuate as is standard protocol in a post wartime situation?”

Miranda was stunned. Not only did this man cut her off with all the finesse of a machete, but there was the overbearing insinuation.

“Commander First Class, are you implying that—”

“—your comrade and mentor, Richard, warned you of the impending explosion to help boost your reputation after your previous fall from grace? Yes, I am.”

Miranda was starting to lose a grip on her temper. She couldn't even fathom such a question.

“With all due respect, sir,” her voice started to quake with anger, “Lieutenant First Class Richard De'Raegon was one of the finest Supply Officer Corpsman this military has ever had. He served as a Colonial Privateer, distinguished himself in service and designed our current supply chain handbook. He penned the training manual now used C.G.E wide on modern day Void-centric blockade running and counter blockade maneuvers. He trained the infamous fleet, The Hell's Wind Motley, who were then called to action when the Colonies strove for independence, which in turn allowed you to wear your uniform and rank ever so proudly.”

The man’s face took on a purple shade, but before he could interrupt, Miranda bashed her balled up fist on the arm of her chair and continued undaunted.

“Additionally, he was the lead commanding officer during the Paradoxical Training Corps, where he trained officers who showed promise in the paradoxical Gifted traits, of which I was one of its members. He loved his country before it was even a sovereign state and served the men and women under his command even to death, by personally dispensing with 'post wartime protocol' so that some would survive.”

Her fist was balled up so tight her fingernails were cutting into the palm of her hand. She would be damned if she was going to allow some flat-footed CFC smear the memory and service of one of the greatest military men the Colonies had ever produced.

“What you’re saying is that he didn't give you advanced warning, then?”

The man had somehow managed to return to a more natural coloration and was sitting a little straighter now. But his voice was not quite as calm as before. A lesser person would have found his intense gaze troubling, but Miranda was never one to back down to a threat.

“What I'm saying sir, is that LFC Richard De'Raegon was severely injured during the explosion while talking to me through the VVC. He reaffirmed my order as a senior enlisted officer to stay as long as I could and save as many of his crew as possible, without endangering myself and those on my vessel.”

Her body language could not be mistaken; she was sitting straighter as well, her other hand was now clenched and both hands were resting on her thighs. If her gaze was capable of kinetic combustion, that overstuffed clothes rack would have been turned into a smothering pile of ashes.

The youngest of the female officers, a Commander Third Class interceded. Miranda couldn’t swear to it, but she caught a faint hint of amusement in her tone.

“Then we have your firm affirmation that LFC Richard De'Raegon was taken by surprise like everyone
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