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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS
SERIES, the NEW EARTH MINISERIES and NEW FEDERATION are works of
fiction. Names of individuals and companies
used in the book, unless historical fact, are pure
fiction.

THE SEQUETUS SERIES
GLOSSARY

Part of this
volume is a chapter named Glossary, a list of terms and words
and what they mean. The glossary expands with new terms with each
subsequent volume

MEASUREMENT

In the Federation there is
Standard Measurement, such as kinopacs, or Ks and pacs, but those
who have left Earth may still use kilometers.

HOW THESE BOOKS ARE
NUMBERED

This is an epic story. By its
nature it is big. There are twenty-three books. Each book deals
with a specific aspect of the story.

The Sequetus Series is broken up
into four miniseries. Each miniseries is comprised of between four
to eight books.

The miniseries are

THE NEW EARTH
MINISERIES

Books 1-8

THE TEMPLAR MINISERIES

Books 9-12

THE JUGGERNAUT
MINISERIES

Books 13-17

THE EARTH SYNDROME
MINISERIES

Books 18-23

Each miniseries can be read in its
own right.

A lot of care has gone into
creating this epic, and everything has been done by way of
glossary, pictures, maps, notes, credits, and so on, to assist the
reader to have an enjoyable reading experience.
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CHAPTER 1






EXPEDITIONARY
TASKFORCE

 


 


The time since
Goren first slipped
through the portal had stretched into weeks and then months. Now,
it was over a year and a half. An Alliance taskforce had been readied
and fired through the portal. That taskforce included a cruiser
with five destroyers; a full fleet and sufficient to quell any
rebellion in the Alliance, in a matter of hours. The
Marshal Erin Torb sat at
the bridge of the flagship; the Federation Alliance Ship
Cruiser Lotta.
He had been one of the greatest marshals in all
the history of the Jiltanian
Sector, being decorated three times
personally by Lorde Hymondy
III. Having been retired, the Marshall was
brought back to active service for the Battle of Sequetus 3, bringing
victory with him.

The flagship bridge was
standard, banks of officers and administrators, with the accent on
communication. From here, all other craft were contacted, messages
relayed. Data surged through the bridge so that the Marshal could
plan his course of action. There were seventy commscreens,
viewscreens, and datascreens, linked to other ship
and station commanders.

Seated beside the Marshal
were Eltonn, and
his son Zyke, both from the Pleiades. Eltonn had been head of
the Pleiades Executive Council
for a century and Eltonn had decided that there
was a need for change. He vacated his council seat, in order to be
able to strike out at the enemy. He recognized that younger
contenders had the needed leadership qualities. He discerned that
none would prosper or excel in his shadow, so he left.

Zyke had little interest in politics
and willingly accepted the invitation to travel outside of the
Pleiades.

The Pleiadians were a race
successfully hidden from the eyes of the Galaxy, for millennia. Unauthorized travel
outside their system was forbidden and almost all travel to outside
worlds, had ceased over fifty years ago.

The Pleiadians were aware of the force
out there seeking them, and their civilization, and the Pleiadians
had been withdrawing their sphere of influence ever since. Up until
fifty years ago, they were still on Earth, trying to locate that
force. However, it still eluded them.

The arrival of the
Magi, Torren, had
changed things. He would be leading the Pleiadians to a rightful
position of strength in the coming new age of civilization. To do
this, further data was needed of these other worlds, beyond the
portal. Eltonn and Zyke were part of that Pleiadian data
mission.

Though they were
Pleiadians, they had arrived in Sequetus under a guise as commercial
travelers, from Jilta. Few knew their real identities and the abilities they
had.

Also, aboard the taskforce were fifty
Boguard, spread amongst all the ships.

As the six ships’ engines
dropped out of Warp
Drive, the stars began to take shape on
the screens.

The Marshal looked about at his
communications officers. He shook his head at the youth that
surrounded him. Some of this crew was no more than young cadets,
yet they wore the uniform of the Federation. They were enthusiastic
young Federation volunteers. The Marshal wondered if those women,
to his right, were not better suited for an academia. Such was war.
The Marshal sighed.

It had been a frustrating and useless
war. There seemed little the Alliance could do to win. There seldom
seemed but a glimpse of the enemy. All efforts to have spy ships
penetrate its sectors resulted in the disappearance of the spy ship
and crew. When the enemy advanced on an allied sector, the sector
was lost to oblivion and darkness. All communication was lost,
including to old allies; to the advancing conquerors. Perhaps it
was this feeling of helplessness that seemed to drain one's soul.
The Marshal was feeling a little happier now, as at least this
seemed a way to strike back. He waited for the screens to show what
was on this other side of the time portal.

A young woman looked up at
him from the data banks. "Sir, the probes are now revealing that
we’re somewhere nearer the center of the Santonia
Galaxy. Ahead are six planetoids.”
Each small spec grew until they filled the screens. She continued.
“There is life within the planetoids sir. Our scanners are picking
up exhaust emissions departing, including civilization waste. There
appears nothing on the surface of the worlds, indicating life, so I
assume all life is beneath the surface."

The Marshal Erin Torb knew the real
identity and abilities of Eltonn; so he leaned over and asked
quietly, "What do you think? Is this why we’re here?"

Eltonn slowly nodded, making sure that
he was not going to be overheard. He answered, "I have tried to
push my thoughts into those rocks, to see if there is any response.
I don’t get nothing, but rather, a repulsion of my interest. It is
as if there is someone there who doesn’t want my prying. There is
intelligence, but it also has similar abilities to my own, perhaps
stronger. I don’t feel too at ease looking at those small
planetoids. I feel fear emanating. Proceed with caution,
Erin."

The Marshal nodded slowly and sat
back. He called to the communications section. "Have you received
any message?"

"No sir."

"Then send out a greeting from us and
wait."

The six ships held their
position; a million Ks from the
planetoids.

Finally, a call came over the bridge.
"Sir, we have contact."

“Excellent. Put it
through."

A large grey face began to take shape
on the central screen. Its skull was big and out of proportion to
the rest of the head. The eyes were large, cat like and yellow.
Erin felt they radiated a sense of doom. It spoke. "Marshal Torb.
I’m told of greetings from the old world. I return the greetings.
My name is Jonathon."

The Marshal was
disconcerted by this comparatively well spoken, very
Standard Galactic being,
as well as having a common Earth name.

The grey image on the screen
continued. "You have entered, through a gate that doesn’t belong to
you. The gate is ours, and is used only upon
invitation."

The Marshal looked at the image. "My
apologies, Jonathon. We were unaware of the ownership."

"That indiscretion can be overlooked.
The gate is expensive to maintain. Its use is a burden. For its
use, we usually expect an exchange of payment."

The Marshal nodded carefully. "And
what would that payment be, Jonathon?"

The image gave a smile
from its tight grey lips. "Three billion Galactic
Credits."

"I’m sorry Jonathon but we don’t have
the credits, and I believe you know that. What is it that you
really want?"

The smile widened. "You’ll have to pay
in kind, or service."

"Which is?" asked the
Marshall.

"Surrender all your ships to us; that
will be sufficient payment. We’ll of course, transfer you back to
your time."

"Not possible. As
Commander in Chief in this expeditionary
taskforce, I deem
surrender an unacceptable solution."

"It isn’t surrender Marshal, but
payment for the use of something for which you had no authority to
use."

"The authority vested in me is from
the Military Alliance of the Federation. I need no other
authority."

"I see. Well, the other solution is
for you to be destroyed. Believe me, when I tell you that is a
simple matter. Your destruction and all your craft can be
terminated in less than a few hours."

"Turn this off!” The Marshall turned
to his crew.

The screen did not respond. "I still
remain Marshal. You cannot be rid of me that simply. I control your
ships now. You can surrender and give in to me agreeably, or I will
destroy you."

"Turn the screens off and position
destroyers for an immediate strike."

"I warn you Marshal," said the
image.

"No response sir," called
communications.

Then, all of a sudden, all of the ship
blacked out. All instruments failed. Some internal instrumentation
returned. The Marshall stopped and looked at the screen that still
glowed of the grey image with the yellow eyes. It
smiled.

"Sir, reports are coming through that
the Drives are not functioning."

“Then; warp," called the
Marshall.

"No response sir."

"What power?"

"Auxiliary is mostly down as well
sir."

The Marshal stared at the
image that seemed to be in control and was almost laughing at their
antics. The Marshal gave one more command. "Have
interceptors converted
to chemical drives. How soon can they be ready?"

The captain from the tier below the
Marshal stepped up. "Sir manual chemical drives can be readied in
about three hours. We’ll have the craft fitted with
atomics."

"Indeed," said the Marshal. "Do we
have contact with the other Commanders?"

"No sir."

The Marshal looked, as the image
seemed to be turning, and understanding, who was doing what, on the
bridge. "Get rid of that image."

As the captain walked up to the screen
Eltonn whispered into the Marshal’s ear. "The other commanders are
doing as you are. They are readying their interceptors with manual
chemical drives and atomics. It appears that your team is receiving
the same image of Jonathon and is anticipating your
moves."

The Marshal knew of the old man's
ability to perceive thought. "Please continue to monitor. Can you
reinforce certain actions that we need done here?"

Eltonn nodded.

"Good then. Please stay in
touch."

What neither of them knew
was the Boguard were also anticipating the actions of the Marshal from each
of the ships they had stationed themselves on, and were conveying
the ideas, unknowingly to others, from one ship’s commander to
another.

The captain of the
Lotta threw a chair into
the screen of the image. It crashed into a shower of
harmless plasglass pieces. Sparks and light burst through the room, but instead
of the image disappearing it burst from the screen, like a wild
phantom. In front of the sparks of hanging leads and shredded
screen a new image took over, in three-dimensional form.

Now, it emanated fury and force. The
captain was thrown backwards, to the rear of the bridge and all
objects not permanently secured, flew as missiles, in a
whirl.

The Marshal watched,
saying nothing, computing, and waiting for an idea to come to mind.
This thing called
Jonathon was being dangerously theatrical, for a purpose, but
why?

Eltonn leant back, holding his seat
and then as though from nowhere fifty minds were with him, strong
minds reassuring, yearning, urging Eltonn to attack. It was the
Boguard.

Eltonn felt strong, as though his
youth had returned. He stood in the swirling air, ducking flying
debris, and threw his right arm forward to the image and screamed,
"Goooo!” A flash of light arced out from his hand and connected to
the image.

The face of the grey being contorted,
in surprise and pain. It vanished from the bridge. The air became
still, and Eltonn collapsed into his seat, staring blankly
ahead.

The bridge was almost totally dark,
when a trooper pried the door open, and carried in four phosphorous
lanterns. He stared around at the debris and damage. The bewildered
and stunned look on the faces surrounding him, told him something
very strange had occurred.

With the pale lantern glow the bridge
at once came to life. Officers were putting order into the
surroundings, runners were being organized to dispatch messages,
and medics were tending the few slightly injured.

It took five minutes to
confirm there was no power, laser, nor proposhields. The reports were that
the other ships were in the same condition.

Confirmation was received that the
manual chemical drives were being installed into the
interceptors.

After three hours the image of
Jonathon returned to its previous position. Its message was
broadcast from the speakers. "Marshal, it is pointless to resist.
Your petty weapons are useless against us. Atomics are harmless to
us. I now propose a second solution to pay your
tribute."

The Marshall looked up. "And, what is
that?"

"Obviously, there seems
little point in killing all the personnel in your ships. As we
said, we’re happy to receive a payment in kind. What we would
accept in return for the safe passage of yourself, your crew and
your vessels back through the gate, would be simply to turn over to
me, the Pleiadians and the Aaron."

The Marshal shook his head. "I cannot
do that."

"Surely your lives and ships are more
important, than the surrender of the two Pleiadians and the fifty
Aaron you know as Boguard. Think of all the lives you would be
sparing."

The Marshal looked at Eltonn, who said
in a whisper. "I don’t think of myself when I say this, but if I’m
handed over to this Jonathon, then the lives of billions of my own
race are at risk. You could save your own crew, but I’m certain it
would be the end of the peoples of the Pleiades.” Eltonn was
visibly shaken by the grey image’s request. This was the true enemy
and with the location of the Pleiadian Series exposed, the Pleiades
would be destroyed.

The Marshal stared at the image for a
moment and shook his head. "It is better to do battle."

"With what? You shall all perish. As
you prepare for battle, then all your ships shall perish before
your eyes. So be it!" and the image vanished.

The crew on the bridge just stared at
each other.

A runner arriving from the outside of
the bridge broke the silence. "Sir, the observation ports show
we’re moving again, getting slowly closer, to the Six
Worlds."

The Marshal knew that the enemy
possessed lasers. He had no effective defense. There had been no
news on how the power systems were being held inoperative. Missiles
from the ship were being converted to solid chemical fuel, so as to
launch an on board manual attack. In hours, they would be in range
of the enemy's lasers.

Eltonn leaned over to the Marshal. "I
believe we have the location of Jonathon. He is emanating that
image from the small planetoid, to starboard."

The Marshal nodded. Now, they had a
target. He gave orders to attack. All resources were to fire at the
smallest planetoid.

The two lead destroyers were traveling
faster. All of a sudden, a screen came to life, then another, and
finally another.

The Marshal was optimistic, but it was
Jonathon on one of the screens, with the planetoids and lead
destroyers on the others.

Jonathon smiled. Twelve
fighters took to space, accompanied by two interceptors, then
another wave joined them from the Destroyer Farwar; six interceptors
with thirty-six fighters
carrying torpedoes. The Farwar had sent its total
compliment.

Jonathon began to speak. "If you think
this will accomplish anything, other than the loss of your crew,
then think again, Marshal Torb. I give you one last chance; to
surrender the Pleiadians."

The Marshal shook his head. "We’re not
a race that surrenders easily, and we don’t sell our friends to
appease our enemies."

"So be it Torb. That heavy
responsibility is yours.” The screen went dead.

The other images continued to monitor
the attack craft and drifting destroyers.

The first wave was closing in. From
the surface of the planet, a green light flashed through space. The
fighters and interceptors swerved and twirled to avoid contact. A
fighter burst into flames and engulfed the screen as its atomic
payload exploded, then a second fighter exploded.

The first to shoot were
the fighters. Four, then six torpedoes were sent on their way to
the planet's surface. After that, the two interceptors loosed their
load. Twelve chemically propelled Class
J atomic missiles homed in on their
target. Two more fighters were caught by the arcing green laser
fire and disintegrated harmlessly into the night, and then an
interceptor exploded, with all its chemical fuel,
ablaze.

Still the torpedoes homed in, and then
the missiles overtook them. The green lights left the fleeing craft
and started attacking the incoming missiles. First, one missile was
struck, then three more, and then the torpedoes. One by one they
exploded, lighting the sky, for thousands of Ks. Atomic fireball
after fireball exploded harmlessly away from the enemy. Not one
strike went home.

The destroyers were still being drawn
in closer, while the remnants of their strike force returned for
refueling.

The lasers, from the craggy surface of
the planetoids, lit up again. Once more they struck out at the
small craft. One, two and then three more fighters exploded. Now,
the small lasers were striking at the undefended destroyers. The
destroyers shot solid fuel missiles at the smallest planetoid,
volley after volley.

The Marshal ordered that his cruiser
also fire. In all, seven volleys of two hundred and ten missiles,
all carrying atomics, began to rain down on the planetoids. The
diversion worked. The small lasers were diverted from striking the
destroyers. The Marshal breathed a sigh of relief, but it was too
soon.

In the flashing light of
the atomic explosions over the Six Worlds, an opening appeared in a
crater of the nearest planetoid. The crevasse emanated light,
revealing a bright space beyond. There appeared to be movement,
then a flash. On the other screen without warning, the
Destroyer Discovery was
cut in half by a laser that took no more effort than a red-hot
knife through butter. In seven seconds, the laser dissected the
great military craft. In another twenty seconds, it had sliced the
craft into quarters.

The Marshall Erin Torb
looked on, helplessly, in horror, as the craft finally exploded
into an infinite number of pieces. As the after image of the
Discovery began to die
away, the Destroyer Aneel
exploded. The total loss of life exceeded two
thousand, in three minutes.
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Battle of Six Worlds

Beyond the Portal

 


The Marshal wanted to cry out. He had
known that the mission could well be impossible, but here was an
enemy that he could see. The enemy could be fought, but Federation
weapons were hopelessly outclassed. The last of their atomic
missiles exploded harmlessly in space.

What could he do? He sent Eltonn and
Zyke to inspect the Warp Drives and operational systems to see if
they could help there. They reported back, that there was an
overriding by minds more powerful than theirs, on the warp drives.
If they were far enough away from this place, perhaps they could
hold off the effects of Jonathon, but they were here and it was
useless. The Marshal ordered them back to the bridge.

Erin Torb watched in horror. All the
ships under his command were now within the range of destruction.
He gave the orders to attack with all weapons possible.

Jonathon appeared on the small screen.
"Marshal, it isn’t necessary to have you all perish. You have
already butchered over two thousand of your own men. That was
needless. You don’t need to have the remainder of your crew die, to
prove your point. They are a good crew and obedient, but they too,
have limits. It is their lives that you’re preparing to throw away.
Of course, offer your own life, as that is, but a token. However,
these young men and women need to go back to Sequetus, alive. For
you to decide that they should die is wasteful, and in our society
would be deemed a criminal action by our courts."

Erin wanted to speak but his body was
numb.

"You, Marshal Erin Torb are actively
trying to destroy your own craft and crew. It is far easier to give
up the pair of Pleiadians and Boguard and let your young crew live,
in return. These people, I ask for, are not known allies of the
Federation. If they were then, why is it they are not here with
you, as a military force? No, they are using you to try to force an
attack on a peaceful group; us. We did not come to your planet to
raid it. No, you came here at the requests of the Pleiadians and
Boguard. Has it not been a tradition that having Boguard on a
military craft of the Jiltanian sector means bad luck? Were they
not the self-appointed guardians, of the now vanished Lorde
Hymondy? They remained, while he vanished. Is that not strange?”
Erin's mouth wouldn’t move. "It is because they are the enemy, of
both of us. The enemy of the Alliance and ours is the Pleiadians
and the Boguard, and you’re here, protecting them; dying for them.
They won’t get your Federation back; they won’t bring back your
Lorde Hymondy. It is their purpose to destroy you, as it is their
desire to destroy us. Please be rational and hand over our enemies,
so that we all may live."

The Marshal looked at the screen and
then at his crew. They were in doubt of whom they
served.

The captain stood. "Sir,
look at the screens. The Destroyer
Galon has loosed missiles at us. They’ll
be here in three minutes,” cried the communications
officer.

The Marshall looked to the captain.
"My mind is set. There is only one enemy here and that is the evil
image in front of us. Eltonn; the other commanders, are they all
against us?"

"No, Erin. The
Destroyer Galon captured
their Boguard and they are negotiating a trade with
Jonathon."

"Very well, Captain,
destroy our enemy, the Galon."

The Captain turned to three
messengers. "Have all available fighters scramble, to intercept the
missiles.” He turned; as he watched the men sprint out from the
bridge with their message. He knew that the missiles dispatched at
his ship wouldn’t destroy a cruiser outright. They were Class B,
used to disable the ship, so that it could be boarded. The Galon
commander would attempt to arrest Eltonn and Zyke, as requested by
Jonathon.

The captain of the
Lotta turned and faced
the Marshal. "Sir, with all respect, you and this pair are under
arrest."

The Marshal stood and withdrew a
weapon and aimed it at the captain. "You have five seconds to
recount your orders or I kill you, Captain."

The captain only stepped closer.
"Marshal, there are no operational weapons on this ship now. You’re
under arrest."

The Marshal pulled the trigger and
blew the captain’s head off. He turned to the crew as the headless
body fell to the floor. "If any others want to die before their
time, then step forward.” No one moved. "Now I repeat the order.
Attack that ship, now!"

The Marshal glared at his operations
officer. The man hesitated. The Marshall fired and the man's brains
splattered the walls. He turned to three more, who were staring, in
fear.

They jumped and dashed out with the
orders. A moment later, the Marshal saw the streaks of the tails of
the missiles, as they drove home onto the other ship.
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The Destroyer Galon
ruptures apart

 


Jonathon’s image appeared, smiling.
"You people should really know who your friends are."

The flagship
Cruiser Lotta, was
struck by the first atomic missile. It was not Class B. The bridge
exploded in a fireball. As the Marshal's world ended, he watched
the Destroyer Galon also explode under the impact of twenty atomics. After that
the Destroyer Karrow was sliced up, exploding into space showering the eternal
blackness with billions of pieces of a once great hope.

Not one human life was
spared. Not a sole survivor. There was peace around the six
planetoids again and Centercom, alias Jonathon, was
happy.
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It had been a year since
the Expeditionary Taskforce
disappeared. None had returned from the time
portal, and no further expeditions were planned for the
future.

Since the leadership of Goren Torren
had evaporated, as had the military genius of Marshal Erin Torb,
missions on Earth and missions to hold the Alliance together, were
both failing.

Litigation cases
against Aeroitek Corporation
International began to increase
exponentially. ACI’s commercial airlines became fault riddled for
no apparent reason, and there were three monorail accidents in
three months. There were also one hundred and fifty-seven Supreme
Court, Superior Court, and High
Court cases against the company in
process. There was little doubt that the company was being
sabotaged from within, and targeted by outsiders. The accidents
were not accidents, and even with this proven, it meant little more
than the fact that ACI couldn’t maintain its own security. ACI was
being sued for trillions and it was costing over a billion a year,
just to defend it.

In addition to this, was the adverse
publicity being generated about the financial status of ACI, plus
slanderous remarks about its president, Goren Torren.

Navia lifted up the latest copy of Hourglass Magazine and read the
headlines. “ACI Directors conspire, to dominate world
banking.”

She read another headline
from the Atlanta Afternoon
Sun. “Trickster
Torren Exposed.” There was another: on
page four, “Torren Fathers Three. The
Secret Life and Loves of Goren Torren.” It
was an apparent expose, on the supposed scandalous three wives in
three continents Goren was meant to have deserted, when his empire
collapsed. Navia shook her head. Where are
you Goren? We need you here, now.

A filing cabinet to her left was full
of cases against ACI, and the otherwise nameless government people
that she kept track of; who were behind the government department
attacks. In the last year, ACI also had ten contracts broken by
government agencies. Five of those were licenses, withdrawn from
airports around the world. ACI was suing the respective governments
but the truth was that it would take years, to get the matters
resolved. In the meantime, ACI would fail, before the cases got to
court.

Navia was frustrated at laws being
altered and changed to specifically bring about ACI’s demise. Day
after day, new regulations and challenges were introduced, and they
seemed specifically aimed at restricting ACI, or many of its
smaller derivatives. Navia wondered how they would cope.

To combat this unseen enemy, an army
of private investigators were engaged around the planet. This was
along with its regular forces of troopers and Boguard.
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APRIL 06, 2010
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Pressure was mounting to have the
Alliance withdraw its ships from around Earth. The Alliance was
failing and needed all its fleet at the front. Navia couldn’t keep
the Sequetarian fleet any longer. After two more years all that
remained was a Cruiser and three destroyers.

Navia had succeeded in
preventing the absolute destruction of Earth, by the Federation.
The Federation Alliance couldn’t really see how the destruction of
Earth would solve their border shrinkage. So, the Alliance agreed
not to destroy the populace, but in return insisted that its
existing ships report to IFFCo, instead of to the command legacy of Goren Torren.

To this small flotilla
around earth was added the Battleclass and interceptors
of Moonbase, Mars Base and Dockside. There was nothing else. The Duke of Kallon had long ago
returned to Kalanon, with his support cruiser.
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Letone was having trouble at keeping Home together. Attempted break-ins were regular. A series of
bombings and then complaints from the neighboring properties, led
the local government to deem Home
not a residence, but a business center. It saw
eviction notices, and local ordinances changed against the
occupants. The media warned of strange goings on, some reports were of drugs,
while others went so far, as to suggest slave trading, behind the
closed walls of the mansion called Home.

ACI and its executives countered, with
court orders, liable suits, and legal threats, but the course of
the law was slow and worked in favor of the attackers.

At one stage there were over five
hundred legal team members around the world, working just on ACI
cases. Over the past three years, it had also become increasingly
difficult to engage legal help. With the rising accidental deaths
and suicides of those defending ACI, legal help was becoming almost
impossible to find.
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Letone was on the screen to Navia. She had been called from an
important meeting on Moonbase. Letone was excited to
report that his team had cracked the hieroglyphic code, from a
library at the bottom of the Caribbean
Sea. The discovery was that the base was
indeed, a small time-gate. It could move a small craft such as an
interceptor, but more likely the base was used for trade within
the Malukan Sector. The interesting information was that there were five such
small time portals on Earth. The other four were in the eastern
hills of Burma, the far east of Turkey, the eastern desert of
Morocco, and the base of the Himalayas in Karnali, Nepal. They were
trading in hallucinogenic and psychotropic drugs.

Trade was, over the past millennia,
building up to a frenzy during the latter part of the twentieth
century. The use of these bases had ceased upon the defeat of the
Malukans.

Letone explained, “What is important
is the volume of trade. There was enough trade to destroy the minds
of the populations, of at least thirty planets. It appears that the
Malukans were responsible for the production. They traded within a
Federation black economy, but fifteen percent of their drug trade
also went into the future, through that portal.”

Letone further explained,
“It was fifty years ago when the Malukans moved their operations
to Moonbase,
thereby increasing their quantity of shipment with freighters. That
trade stopped after the Battle.” However much of the former
Malukan Sector that had fallen into the hands of the Alliance,
after the Battle of Sequetus 3
had fallen back into the blackness of the
Far Federation.

There was work to do, and time
appeared to be running out. Letone and his researchers felt
convinced that the drug shipments were involved directly with the
Malukans, and were likely somehow indirectly linked to the
attackers of ACI, its Banks, media, and associate
companies.

Letone was looking for someone who was
overall in control, who pulled all the strings, and was making the
overall broad decisions against them. It would be someone trying to
control the minds of people. It was not governments. It wouldn’t be
universities. It wasn’t the military. Those were large pieces, in
the game of planetary mental restraint. Who they were looking for
would be in the control of minds - the media, with other
crossover-protected interests.
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Trandle
was waiting for his junior Boguard partner named
Garn. It was a busy early morning in a New York diner on Seventh
Street. He drummed his fingers as he sipped his coffee, staring out
of the window. He dressed as any other New Yorker. Trandle was
taller than Garn and both had accents that were often mistaken for
eastern European. He looked at his watch and grew more
impatient.

Finally, Garn walked through the door,
hung up his coat and ordered a coffee.

Trandle raised his eyebrows, as he
looked at the time.

Garn apologized. “The traffic was
thick, but the results will warm you.”

Trandle leaned forward carefully,
looking left and then right.

“You found who was leaking
ACI information?”

Garn grinned. “I certainly believe so,
and it’s at the top, one of the continental executives.” He
accepted his coffee and paid the waitress.

“Well?”

“I believe the last
information was leaked only thirty-five minutes ago. The data has
not yet passed through the computer lines.” Garn looked around
again. “The information was accessed with the correct computer
code, but no transfer was effected. It was the fifth time in the
past month.”

“Transcom Industries
security personnel search all employees, as they leave the
buildings, especially now. We make sure of it,” said Trandle. “How
do they get past?”

Garn smiled. “The President, the
Acting President and all Vice Presidents are not required to be
scanned.”

Trandle leaned back and
watched the people passing outside. It was a warm day. It seemed
that things were getting hotter. “A
plant? That high amongst us;
who?”

Garn ensured that none
were listening. “The President is missing; the Acting President is
on Moonbase. The
guilty person has to be the Third Vice President for the Continent
of North America, Doctor William Grahams of
the Home Division.”

“Is there any
proof?”

“Plenty, if we leave now.
He is in the process of meeting his handler” Garn left a
tip.

Trandle rose. “Where will we find
him?”

Outside they waved down a cab. Garn
continued. “He is headed for the United Nations secretariat
building, where he can pass on data in seclusion. We’re headed
there now, to intercept him in the act.”

The cab crawled its way through the
traffic and arrived at the footsteps of the plaza of the UN
building. Passing security with the flash of media passes, they
dashed for the elevator.

It took only thirty seconds to reach
the fifteenth floor. Soon, they were looking at the door of the
room, where Grahams was supposed to be.

Slowly Garn leaned up against the
door, testing the handle. It was locked. They both checked, to
ensure the corridor was clear and together, picked the lock. They
leaped into the center of the room aiming non-metallic guns to all
corners of the room. Garn realized that no one was there. There was
a slight hiss. Trandle looked about. Nothing, then he saw on the
desk, a pin transmitter. He started to mouth an inaudible
word.

The word was trap, but it was never
spoken or heard. Trandle's body fell, beside that of his comrade.
Cyanide gas had killed them both.

The headlines that night
read “ACI Executive Suicide. Two Die In
Car Crash. Embezzlement Of Corporate Funds Thought
Implicated.”
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CHAPTER 3

 


 TORREN
RETURNS

 


 


Pegasus prepared to come out from Warp Drive. All were waiting on the
bridge, anticipating. The screens went black with the loose
star-studded emptiness of space.

The first mate looked at Goren. “Sir,
we have an anomaly; this isn’t the right space.”

Goren moved his eyes to the data
screen. He stood and walked over to study it.

After a moment he said,
“The Sequetus Series is in a slightly differing location than what we expected.
Strange.” He turned to face the mate.

“Not only that sir. The
date is wrong.”

Goren looked back. The
first mate was correct. The data screen clock had now quickly
advanced more than twenty years, in a matter of seconds. “That is
strange... Check the expansion of the
galaxy.”

The first mate inputted some figures
onto the keyboard. “Sir, the galaxy appears to have expanded
twenty-two year’s worth. I think the clock is correct.” He turned
to Goren.

Goren was worried. His concern was not
for his crew, but for the Alliance and his friends on Earth. He
shook his head, as he went over the events in his mind. The reality
of it was easy to see. He stared at his mates, Felice and Vila. He
knew what had happened.

“This,” he pointed, “This
device that I wear every day, can be something beautiful, but is
also uncontrollable.”

Goren looked at them. “It
is plugged into the folds of my brain; but has a side effect, and
that is to reduce my life span to that of an Earth human. How
quickly I age depends on how much I draw on the device. I have
known this for weeks, and my inner desire isn’t to get older, but
to stay younger. It appears that while we were in Warp Drive we did
this, we all stayed younger, but not in a conventional manner. To
be able to travel at warp speed and stay young, compared to the
outside universe, where real time exists, Pegasus has had to travel further.
In order to travel further at the same speed, meant that the
universe outside, aged proportionally more.”

Goren could see that not all
understood what he was talking about, so he drew it on the screen.
“It is like this. We normally travel in a straight line between two
points. That gives us space, but you need time to do it. Space and
time are interrelated. In our case, we have traveled between the
two points on a tight spring spiral path. The spring is stretched
tight and appears to be straight but if you look at the coils you
can see that there is a great distance between us, and that is the
universe wrapping around us. If we also take this speed at less
time, then the time to travel from the two points is greater. Do
you understand?”

Goren looked at them. They stared at
him blankly. He took a deep breath, looking at the screen. “We’re
returning over two decades late. Are there any questions?” Goren
looked around.

There was nothing to say. They all now
wondered if the Federation still existed. Was it there at
all?

Goren returned to his
chair and stared at the screens. “Get me a location,
Second-Mate Lanson, and Warp us to well out from
the Dockside orbit. The station may not be in the friendly hands of the
Alliance anymore.”

The mate nodded, and the screen went
into its pale shimmer.
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Goren brooded as they spent much of
the next hour, traveling to the outside of the Sequetus System. He
wondered what this discovery meant. If he could have that affect
now on travel, then why not reverse it to slow the perception of
the occupants, and speed up the craft under Warp Drive?
Intergalactic travel might be possible, he wondered.

They were closer now and studied the
system for signs of the Alliance.

Felice said, “Not many
ships Goren. I can make out two destroyers, Dockside and the Battlecraft Realm.”

Goren thought for a moment. “Fine;
travel into the system on standard-drives.”

They journeyed silently
for eight hours, before receiving an order to identify themselves.
The call sign of Pegasus
went out. An escort interceptor was on its way.
Goren's anxieties were not over, until he saw the interceptor and a
familiar wave from its lieutenant, a nice sight. The pilot was
friendly. From the destroyer’s response, it was difficult to
tell.

The interceptor was beautiful with its
strong lines of power. It was fast: alone it could dominate a
system.
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It was a good two days
before they reached the Flagship FSS
Morcan Class Destroyer Galpham. Goren
looked at the ship. It was an old relic, from the early Malukan
Era, but was definitely part of the Alliance. It was too old to
have fought in the Battle of Sequetus
3. It housed only two interceptors and
three fighters in total.

The landing bay was open;
and with something like with a great yawn, it swallowed
Pegasus.

For Goren, they were home. For the
Alliance, Goren would be years too late.
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CHAPTER 4

 


 VICRA

September 19,
2019

BS 31

 


 


Felice sowed extra gold
braid on his white shocksuit. “You had better look the
part of a returned Magi. These people have been waiting a long time.” Goren smiled
at her as she continued. “It is time. Let us see what type of
reception we’ll get.”

The six left
Pegasus down the ramp.
Vila looked around at the large open void, the catwalks over the
housed interceptors and the fighters. Vila stretched his arms; the
gravity of these humans was difficult on a normal body. He longed
for swimming again.

Goren looked up to the guards at the
top of the steps. There were only three and that concerned Goren.
There were no indications of any evil intent but there should have
been more than three guards; hundreds perhaps, the commander or
even just Navia Charlton. The guards' visors were drawn
down.

Goren and Felice walked over to, and
up the catwalk; their footsteps echoing throughout the
hanger.

Felice quietly scanned the
area. “There is something wrong, I cannot place what, but we’re not
welcome here.” She was now wary and looking around. Below them,
were Pegasus and
three fighters on the flight deck. Finally, they approached the
guards.

The guards snapped to
attention in front of the troop. First Mate Marconi was worried. “Sir, I expected a far better welcome upon our
return than this.” The first mate turned to the center guard. “This
is the party of Goren Torren, returned from behind
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