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Book Description

Forced off Earth because of an alien invasion, our haggard crew must find a new home. While Infinity One is designed for deep space flight, it is virtually untested as it sets out on its maiden voyage into the solar system.

Running from the aliens and plagued by disasters, the gang retreats to the moon and Proxima b. However, fate has a mind of her own when they end up back on Mars. The fifth seal opens full force when they meet up once again with ol’ Randolph Watson.

A crew member turns on the others. Jack is stranded and alone. And Sarah takes on a new and unexpected role.

Follow the exhausted team and find out who must be sacrificed to appease the gods.
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To my family, my friends, and those who have supported me though my journey as an author. I appreciate you.
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One

Rev. 6:9-11. 9 When he opened the fifth seal, I saw under the altar the souls of those who had been slain for the word of God and for the witness they had borne; 10 they cried out with a loud voice, “O Sovereign Lord, holy and true, how long before thou wilt judge and avenge our blood on those who dwell upon the earth?” 11 Then they were each given a white robe and told to rest a little longer, until the number of their fellow servants and their brethren should be complete, who were to be killed as they themselves had been.

* * *

“I have us in orbit, and the cloaking device is activated,” astronaut Ray Barber said as he leaned back in the captain’s seat of Infinity One, the new deep-space vessel developed by the Intercosmic Space Program (ISP).

Professor Jerry Dillon, sitting to the right of Ray at the control table, looked out the forward window. There before them was Earth. Not a planet with blue ocean water, hazel continents, and swirling white clouds, but rather a world painted with a blush of pink, adorned with near imperceptible red glitter. “I’d say the view of Earth was beautiful if it were not for the destruction caused by that alien moss. It’s an unpleasant reminder that we cannot go back there.”

“I’m with you on that,” Max said, leaning forward to get a better view of the monitors. He adjusted the thick glasses resting on his nose and then looked at Ray sitting next to him. “If I’m reading this correctly, it says the whole planet is covered with that stuff. Even the oceans and the poles are being . . . digested by that crap.”

Ray looked at the screen where the scientist was pointing. “I think you’re right.”

“You don’t know?” Jack said, leaving his seat at the back of the circular main level of the craft. He took off the green coveralls he had taken from the alien base on Mars and walked up behind the three men still sitting at the control desk. “I thought you were an expert in all this space stuff, Ray.”

Ray swiveled his chair to look at Jack. “I know Pegasus and the space station inside and out, but Infinity One . . . well, it’s new and I’m just one of the test pilots, not one of the people who designed it.”

“Can you do more than orbit this spaceship?” Jack said, admiring the surreal view out the window. Larger than a picture window in a house, it took up most of the flight deck’s curved wall on the other side of the navigation console.

“It might take a little trial and error to maneuver Infinity One, but don’t you worry,” Rays said, turning back toward the monitors. “I’m sure they had time to get the fail-proof mechanisms working.”

“What?” Jack said, placing his hands on his hips. “You mean we’re riding in a half-baked ship?”

Ray laughed. “Something like that. But I assume most things are in place.”

“What fail-proof systems are not in place?” Professor Dillon asked, raising an eyebrow.

Ray shrugged. “I’m not sure. I guess we’ll find out when the time comes.”

Jack crossed his arms, flexing the muscles underneath the tattoo of a colorful Phoenix that extended past the sleeve of his T-shirt. “Do you mean to say that you have us up here in orbit, where we can die from lack of oxygen or burn up in the atmosphere because you don’t know how to drive this contraption?”

“Relax,” Ray said. “Take a gander at the planet. Would you rather be down there or up here?”

Jack shook his head. “I see your point. I guess we’re better off up here.”

While the kids, two dogs, and Father Mitch walked around the flight deck—paying particular attention to the seven-foot-tall robot standing in the center of the room—Sarah, Clare, and Tony joined the others on the bridge.

Sarah stood next to Jack. “I suppose we’re homeless now.”

“Looks like it,” Jack said, moving closer to Sarah until his arm touched hers. “Since Earth is out of the picture, at least until that . . . monster moss . . . finishes doing what it’s doing. So, where do we go from here?”

“Definitely not back to Earth,” Max said, rubbing the coarse whiskers on his face. “That moss is half plant and half animal, so until it finishes its job of changing the earth to something the aliens want, I suggest we get this figured out before the invaders come back from wherever they are.”

“Let’s consider our options,” the professor said, twisting his chair, and his hefty body, to face the adults standing around him. “We could stay in orbit and hope the cloaking shield stays up, or we could go to one of the planets, or one of their moons, and set down until we decide what to do.”

“The aliens are going to return, and I don’t want to be anywhere near them,” Max said. He unzipped the front of the green Mars worker overalls he was wearing, exposing the picture of a skull on the T-shirt beneath. He pulled out the hem of the black cotton fabric and wiped his glasses. “Besides, I have the feeling their spaceship is more high-tech than ours; they’ll probably be able to find us.”

“Why don’t you take those damned work clothes off, Max?” Jack said. “I hate being reminded of that base . . . and Randy.”

Max placed the glasses back on his face and looked down at his clothes. Underneath the one-piece garment was black goth attire. “I would, but you jackasses brought me back clothes that make me look ridiculous. I’m a middle-aged man, not a teenager.”

Suddenly, an alarm on the console began sounding.

“What’s that?” the professor asked, looking at the flashing red light.

“I presume it means the aliens are approaching,” Ray said, looking at what appeared to be a radar screen, showing an incoming object.

“The dark side of the moon,” Tony blurted out. “We can hide there.”

“Good idea,” Ray said, placing one hand on the control column and another over a touch display. Then he guided Infinity One to the moon, circling around to the far side, the side that is never seen from Earth, and hopefully not seen by the aliens.


Two

“Hold on,” Ray shouted as he lowered the ship toward the rugged terrain and the many impact craters that marred the surface. “This might be a rough landing.”

“Hold on?” Jack said, as he and the others ran back to the flight seats and buckled up. “I thought this thing only had smooth rides.”

“It does,” Ray said, frantically handling the controls. “But landing it is not my forte, especially when there aren’t many flat areas on this side of the moon.”

“There’s a flat mare over there,” the professor said, pointing to the screen. “It should be okay to land on.”

Infinity One wobbled and spun in slow motion as Ray lowered it onto the rim of a basaltic lava flow from an ancient volcano. The craft skidded and stopped.

“That wasn’t so bad,” Ray said, with a tone of self-congratulation.

“What are you talking about?” Max scoffed. “I’m surprised I’m not heaving my guts out from all that spinning. I think you need to take some landing lessons.”

“It could’ve been worse,” Ray said, still tending to the lights on the screen until most of the blinking had stopped.

“So where have you actually driven this thing before?” Max asked. He watched Ray’s every move, like an apprentice being trained to relieve the captain.

“Only in orbit around Earth. But I’d say you’re pretty lucky getting to hang around me.” Ray smiled and looked at Max. “Otherwise, that man-eating moss would be stripping the meat from your bones; whatever meat you have on that scrawny body of yours.”

“Wow,” Willis said, setting the little teacup poodle—Miss Foo—onto the floor next to Jibber. “We’re actually on the moon.”

Past the forward window lay a barren, yet beautiful landscape. Infinity One was sitting inside a massive crater, on an elevated portion of the two-mile-high rim. Across the nearly one hundred seventy-five-mile-wide basin lay a vast open area, partially covered in shadow. It was as though they were sitting on the edge of a bottomless black hole.

“It has an orange tint,” Sarah said, finally loosening the tight grip she had on the seat. “I always considered the moon to be a gray color.”

“It’s the color of cheese,” Georgie said, walking toward the window with Jibber at his side.

“It looks like we’ve landed on one of the higher points inside the Moscoviense basin,” the professor said. “But I wouldn’t go walking around out there because the floor of the crater is three or four miles down. We’re in a rather precarious position, but at least we’re hidden.”

“What about the light?” Jack had a confused look on his face as he walked with Sarah back to the control area. “I thought the moon was dark on this side.”

“Many people don’t realize this, but both sides of the moon get the same amount of sunlight; they are opposite each other. The far side of the moon is not the dark side of the moon,” the professor said, running a hand through his disheveled gray hair. “When the near side is fully lit at full moon, then the far side is dark. And when the side we see is dark and in the new moon phase, lit only by Earthshine, then the back side is fully lit.”

“I hate to cut your science lesson short, Professor, but we need to do a weapons check while we have a chance,” Clare said. She put a hand on her empty holster. “My forty-four Magnum was taken and is someplace inside the Mars station . . . so I’m weaponless. I see Ray still has the M16. How about you guys?”

“I’ve got nothin,” Tony said. “Is there anyone who actually has something, besides Ray?”

“I’ve got Rausuca’s alien wand,” Sarah said. She unzipped the cross-body purse—that rarely left her body—and took it out.

“Hey,” Ray said in a tone that was so loud and stern that it startled her. “Be careful with that thing.”

Sarah put it back into her purse as Jack took the alien pistol from the back waistband of his blue jeans. “I still have this beauty.”

Everyone else muttered to the contrary. Their guns, Georgie’s sword, and even Father’s rosary were on the list of items taken.

“Still got mine. I don’t think most of the people in The Community even knew I had it.” Professor Dillon patted the pistol in his hip holster that was hidden under his long vest. Then he took a pill bottle from an inside vest pocket. “I even have my blood pressure pills, but they’re not going to last forever.”

“We have no more ammunition, other than what’s on us right now, so the only weapons that are worth anything are the alien pistol and Sarah’s magic wand,” Clare said, adjusting the camouflage cap that sat snuggly over her overgrown brown bob haircut.

“Does this ship have any weapons?” Tony asked as he walked up to Ray who was powering down Infinity One and settling in for what could be a long haul.

“Yeah, it does,” Ray said. “Other than the cloaking shield, it has a laser-type gun, but I don’t think it’s been tested much.”

“I’m hungry,” Georgie said, petting Jibber’s head. “Is there any food onboard?”

With the M16 still slung over his shoulder, Ray said, “As soon as I figure out what the aliens are doing, I’ll give everyone the grand tour.”

“I was hoping you weren’t going to leave the flight deck, quite yet, with the aliens so close by,” Max said, looking at a screen with a relatively sharp image of the unearthly craft orbiting Earth. “I’m actually quite surprised this is able to pick up their spaceship, especially since we’re shielded from radio waves.”

“Infinity One uses an advanced laser-based system,” Ray said. “I don’t know much about it, but it appears to be detecting the bad guys quite well.”

“Can they detect us?” the professor asked, taking an overused handkerchief from a pocket to wipe his nose.

“As long as we have the cloaking device activated, we should be invisible.” Ray pointed at a display panel. “This shows that the shield is at one-hundred percent. We’re fine.”

Everyone looked out the windows, awestruck by the ragged outline of the mountainous rim from the impact craters around them. Giant stair-like terraces—one of which they had sat down on—lined a portion of the interior walls of the Sea of Moscow.

“What now?” Jack asked, rubbing the tension from the back of his neck.

“I suppose we wait until those extraterrestrials leave and then we can go someplace safer,” Ray said. He nodded toward the window. “I don’t want our craft to slip off the ledge and into that hole.”

“Safer?” Max said, clearing his throat. “Where is that? The only place we can actually leave this ship is the land inside Mars. Unfortunately, that place has half-breeds and their human workers who want us dead, not to mention the dinosaurs.”

Ray stood up and stretched. “Infinity One does have an experimental propulsion system that is able to travel faster than the speed of light. If worse comes to worse, we could try it out and go to another star system like Alpha Centauri. It’s the closest one to us, and there might be an inhabitable planet for us to live on.”

“That’s impossible,” Max said, leaning back in the copilot’s seat. “Nothing can go faster than the speed of light. And even if this thing could travel at one-hundred-eighty-six-thousand miles per second, it would take a few years to even get there. During that time, we could run into problems. Like what if the engine malfunctions and reverts to the speed of the old space shuttle? If that were to happen, it would take thousands of years to get there. We’d all be decayed skeletons by the time we reached our destination.”

“So what type of propulsion system does Infinity One have?” the professor asked, nodding in agreement to Max’s statement. As an astrophysicist, the professor was not only interested in identifying and studying near earth objects at the observatory with Max but also had an interest in interstellar medium and concepts such as an event horizon. The topic was an entertaining area of study for him, rather than an area of focus in the class he taught at Western. “Nuclear fission or antimatter?”

“Like I said, I’m only the test pilot.” Ray watched the professor swallow one of the blood pressure pills without water. “But it also has the ability to use wormholes.”

“Like on the television program, Farscape?” Sarah said, intrigued. “You mean we’ll be going through tunnels in space?”

“That’s what they told me,” Ray
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