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Oof. Saree blinked back tears. As the Sa’sa had warned, the long fold hurt. 

She hadn’t really believed them. Humans didn’t feel the effects of folding space. But she did—more proof she wasn’t normal.

Saree took in a deep breath and grimaced. Suns. Her whole body ached, and every move splashed fire across her skin. But she couldn’t sit here and moan—she had a job to do. Prying open her eyes, she flinched at the bright red flash and opened the emergency alert on her e-torc. 

“Proximity alert. Danger. Potential nest compromise. Proceed to emergency stations.” 

Squinting at the holo, Saree thanked all the suns the warnings were in Trade, not Sa’sa. And she was already safely stuffed into her emergency station—a nest pod with her clutch mates, twelve provisional Time Guild members. Sweeping the eye-dazzling warnings away, she peered into the gloom. No movement. No sound either.

Something was wrong. Very wrong. Her Sa’sa clutch mates should be moving, clashing teeth, hissing, slithering, and twining tails. Even adult Sa’sa were never completely quiet—the constant movement necessary to keep their lizard-like bodies warm was ingrained in their DNA, even if modern heating made it unnecessary. But her clutch was dead still. 

Saree stiffened. Were they dead? She had to check. Slowly, she found her belt release, clicked it, and sat up, panting. Every inch of her body felt bruised, like she’d been compressed into nothing, then released. She didn’t know how folding space actually worked, but maybe the act of connecting the two distant locations in space did just that—squeezed everything to nothing for a split nanosecond? Every fold disrupted ^timespace^ in both the new and previous locations, the reason the Time Guild existed, so it seemed logical. 

But enough theory—checking on her clutch mates was more important. Saree rolled and put two fingers lightly on Provisional Five’s elbow, far from his sharp claws. Under his thick, pebbled hide, his heartbeat was strong but slow. Really slow. She’d check his breathing but, even unconscious, Sa’sa could bite a hand off—those long snouts were full of sharp teeth. 

Reaching up, Saree hit the hatch release and examined the gloomy room. She rolled to her feet and slid along the wall, her moan shockingly loud. She reached the main clock maintenance nest pod and released the hatch. 

Ia’asan’s Time Guild medallion, lying flat on his chest between his short arms, glinted as it moved slowly up and down. So Ia’asan was unconscious but breathing. Saree watched closely—the rest of the pod still breathed.

What if all the Sa’sa were unconscious? 

Saree secured the nest pod and shuffled to the communications center. Sa’sa sagged in their harnesses. At the interior vid control station, she scrolled, finding nothing but passed out Sa’sa. The rudimentary medico station confirmed it—every Sa’sa was deeply unconscious, with big Sa’sa question marks in the “cause” and “recovery time” fields. Another alert flared on her e-torc. 

“Proximity alert. Danger.” 

She selected the “more information” icon. It was in Sa’sa script—a big problem. Sa’sa writing was so hard to read—parts of the script were in UV frequencies, her e-torc adjustments didn’t work well, and it all looked alike. Plus, the Sa’sa liked it dark. She swept the alert into her translation program. Acknowledging the “this translation could be inaccurate” warning, she read: “Proximity alert. Multiple objects. Collisions soon. Shielding good now. Recommend immediate leave.” Slightly garbled, but clearly, they were in trouble.

A button labeled “see” flashed. Poking it revealed spheres surrounding a ship icon. When she selected a sphere, it said, “unknown, possible asteroid.”

Rad and blast. How did they fold into the Corvus Prime asteroid belt? 

According to the Time Guild, the Corvus Prime fold clock was just starting to drift. Even with the maximum allowable time error for both the Corvus and the Sa’sa homeworld clocks, they shouldn’t be anywhere near the asteroid belt. With a Time Guild Master setting their correction factors and ensuring the fold clock was fully in sync with the universal standard time, it couldn’t happen. They simply couldn’t fold this far off target. If their timing was this far off, they should have simply disappeared.

But they hadn’t. Saree laughed, the sound echoing oddly in the dead-quiet chamber. Unless they’d folded into a very close parallel universe? Some theories said timing errors did just that, since those folders disappeared. 

Another alert flashed and Saree pushed it out of view. Why didn’t matter. Surviving and ensuring the Sa’sa survived mattered. Moving to the messaging console, she scrolled through the options, finding the emergency messages—she recognized those symbols. Using the translator again, she found something like a generic “clutch in danger” message and sent it to the Sa’sa homeworld and the Time Guild. Another alert flashed: “Ship in danger?” with buttons labeled “Yes” and “No.”

Saree shivered. If the Sa’sa woke soon, they’d be angry. But if they didn’t, they could all die. And so could she. Fifteen standard years wasn’t enough time—she wanted to live. She punched “Yes” and swallowed hard.

She returned to the medico station. The Sa’sa were still unconscious, question marks remaining for both cause and recovery. Thank the egg of Zarar she’d paid attention to the Gov Human Colony Interpreter’s advice and learned the fold transport’s emergency protocols.
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REHM JUMPED OUT OF her bunk, sweeping up the alert, vaguely aware Wils was doing the same. “Rad and blast.” A distress beacon, screaming desperately into the silent depths of space. She poked at the alert on her holo, bringing up the stats. A Sa’sa folder. 

“Sa’sa?!” Wils exclaimed. “Black hole of Andromeda.” 

Rehm didn’t waste more time swearing; she sprinted to the pilot’s seat. The location of the distress beacon relative to their ship was already displayed. How did—she jabbed the translation link—Clutch Fold Transport Twenty-Four manage to fold into an asteroid belt? They were Sa’sa! Rehm calculated a rough orbit to the folder. But while she computed, she wondered: how could the Sa’sa, the very beings who controlled the atomic clocks that allowed safe, instantaneous travel between systems and across the universe, make this error? The Sa’sa were the experts in folding space. It made no sense.

Wils said, “Wide-area surveillance shows folders in fold hold orbit Alpha and Bravo. One folder orbiting into Corvus Prime. Multiple shuttles, all in normal transit patterns around Corvus Three and Four and their associated stations, two flying to Fold Hold Orbit Alpha, one to Bravo. Despite all the traffic, we’re closest.” 

As Rehm calculated Twenty-Four’s current flight path, Wils turned to her, big-eyed. “It’s a trap!”

Calculating an intercept, Rehm said, “It could be. But it’s a distress beacon. For the Sa’sa. We can wake the rest of the crew when we get closer. Get the weapons ready.” She shuddered involuntarily, a throwback human reaction. Nothing said “danger” to a human like a herd of upright dinosaurs, hissing, big teeth clashing, and claws slashing. Despite her animal instincts, she’d respond to any legitimate distress beacon—responding to the Sa’sa was a no-brainer. There weren’t enough Sa’sa to tune all the fold clocks across the universe now; Rehm would never turn her back on a Sa’sa folder. It could be a Clocker folder, full of fold clock maintainers, a potentially huge loss for every oxy-breather in the known universe. There were too many xenophobic idiots out there now, gunning for the Sa’sa, believing the conspiracy theories, too stupid to understand that, without Clockers, more and more systems would be cut off, no longer safe to fold into. Billions, no, trillions could die.

“I don’t see any big threats out here, but one could fold in.” Wils turned away. “I’ll talk to the other folders. See if they’ve got anything more than we do. Maybe they’ll back us up.” He shook his head. “I don’t like it.”

Well, since Wils rarely liked anything outside of Fold Transport Charlie, Rehm wasn’t surprised. Suns, these days, Wils didn’t like much inside Charlie either. They all missed their kids. But sending Ruhger and the others they could spare away on the newly formed Lightwave Fold Transport was the best




































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
. AmscotT

~ SECRETS
FOLDING SPACE SERIES





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





