
Redemption

(The Confederation, Part 2)

Version 9.0

Copyright © 2022 Vin Adams

All rights reserved.

All comments gratefully received!

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to any person living or dead is purely coincidental and unintentional.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Redemption (The Confederation Part 2)

Chapter 1 – A New Life

Chapter 1 - A New Life

Chapter 2 – Aldebran

Chapter 3 - The Onexians

Chapter 4 - Certans

Chapter 5 - Realities of Life

Chapter 6 - The Search Continues

Chapter 7 - Etile and the others

Chapter 8 – Onexia

Chapter 9 – Fregenius

Chapter 10 - Revenge of the Sorcias

Chapter 11 – Axis

Chapter 12 - Best Laid Plans?

Chapter 13 - Governor Krassius' Revenge

Chapter 14 - Fleeing from the Republic

Chapter 15 - The Triumph of Redemption

CONTENTS

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – A New Life

[image: ]


Chapter 2 – Aldebran

Chapter 3 – The Onesians

Chapter 4 – Certans

Chapter 5 – Realities of Life

Chapter 6 – The Search Continues

Chapter 7 – Etile and the Others

Chapter 8 – Onexia

Chapter 9 – Fregenius

Chapter 10 -Revenge of the Sorcias

Chapter 11 – Axis

Chapter 12 – Best Laid Plans?

Chapter 13 – Krassius’ Revenge

Chapter 14 – Fleeing from the Republic

Chapter 15 – The Triumph of Redemption

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 - A New Life
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Graylaud Illel Tell, believed to be the most powerful being in the galaxy, feels an icy dagger in his stomach, his mouth is dry, and his hands shake. 

General T'kal hurries into the ornate, blue themed room.

"What news, General?"

"All bad, I regret, your Holiness," T'kal says.

"How can this be happening?" 

Illel Tell is the Confederator, the supreme ruler of the known galaxy. The General believes he has the Spirit of God, consequently, the General has no answers.

"Where did they come from?" The Confederator continues.

"We do not know."

"Why are they attacking us?"

"We do not know that either, Your Holiness."

"What do we know?"

"Very little, except they are fast and powerful."

"God help us."

"I'm sure you will, Exalted One."

Above them, on the bridge of the USF Redemption, the most powerful warship in the United Space Force, there is anticipation and confusion.

"Can you get a fix on those things?" Captain Falmour asks.

"I can't," Science Officer D'lyn admits. "They're out there but not there."

"How am I supposed to hit these things?" Tactical Officer Ylan asks. "They flit in and out of space and when they're in space they're almost undetectable."

Lieutenant Ango appraises the tension and tries to bring some calm. 

"You're all well trained and competent. Just do your best and try to stay calm."

"That's easy for you to say," Comms Officer Beaula says quietly.  

Suddenly they are buffeted strongly. The lights flash off and on and everybody jumps, including Ango. Then there is a sudden, massive EM pulse and everything goes offline. 

It takes what seems forever for systems to re-initialise. Science Officer D'lyn is shocked, "They're gone, as far as I can tell, but why, we were beaten?"

"Strange," Captain Falmour says, "perhaps they are testing us."

"They certainly did that," Officer Ylan observes, "May the Confederator help us, should they return."

The Confederator is comforted by the news that the USF is safe, and the aggressors have left. He orders his favourite Ysinth tea to calm his nerves and drinks it carefully in his private salon, sitting in his favourite chair, the one with red velvet, gold adornments and blue and green precious gems. From the corner of his eye, he notices something. It is like a heat haze. He looks towards it. The air ripples. As he watches a figure materialises. The Confederator finds it hard to watch, but he does so out of fear and curiosity. A dark alien with a face resembling a gargoyle walks to stand in front of him.

"Confederator!" The alien booms.

"What...what is the meaning of this?"

"Do not presume to trifle with me. I represent a power far greater than you can imagine."

"Who are you and what do you want?" The Confederator asks.

"I am Mo'ateel, father of all the D'moks."

"You attacked us?"

"No. That was the Deltohns. We drove them away."

"In that case I thank you, Lord Mo'ateel."

"They will be back and in greater numbers. We can protect you, but we have our terms for an alliance."

"That's good news...What terms?"

"We have an interest in this quadrant. You will accept my direction."

"What if I don't want to?"

"Then I will be gone and there will be no one to protect you."

The Confederator thinks a moment. He enjoys the praise and the power. He can still keep those. Maybe it will not be so bad. Yes. The Deltohns are totally unknown. Better the devil you know. At least the D'moks promise help. 

"Very well, I accept," the Confederator says.

The Confederator looks around the table at his advisors. To his right is his secretary, the prim Miri Tann of Predans, the only female present. To her right is the overweight Preter Fabian of Malus Prime. To his right is General T'kal. On his right Diur D'Rohk of Axis and to his right and the Confederator's left is Ait Dom of Certans.

"Lady and gentlemen I have called you here to discuss our most challenging situation to date," the Confederator begins.

"The attack?" Miri Tann asks.

"No. Not actually. After the attack, which stopped suddenly and unexpectedly, an alien called Mo'ateel of the D'mok visited me. He claims to have chased the attackers off.

"That would fit the facts," Preter Fabian says.

"Yes, I'm afraid I could come to no other conclusion, given the nature of the situation."

"What do you mean Lord?" Diur D'Rohk asks.

"He offered an alliance, but it is very one sided."

"Did you accept?" Ait Dom asks.

"In the circumstances I needed to."
"What are the terms, your Exaltedness?" Miri Tann asks.
"We have to accept their direction."

"I don't like the sound of that, but what other choice is there?" Preter Fabian asks.

"Exactly. Now if there is no more on this subject...very well. What other business?"

Diur D'Rohk is quick to chime in: "Primus T'Doht is still insisting on reprisals on Aldebran for their atrocity, my Lord."

"Hardly an atrocity, Diur. But an insult and a crime for sure."

"What we want to know is what will you do about it?"

"President Alouas does annoy me, nearly as much as that has been Barkos. Aldebran has grown wealthy very quickly after their theft from your planet. Who would have thought a few data wafers would make such a difference."

"They stole the keys for Mace production!" Diur D'Rohk says, becoming quite agitated.

"Yes, Diur, I am well aware of that. This sort of thing is unpardonable, we will make an example of them and restore the keys to Axis."

"You are very gracious, my Lord," Diur D'Rohk says.

"I suggest you send The Redemption." Preter Fabian says. "It is our largest cruiser." 

"And so also the most intimidating? The crew are Malun, Preter and you Maluns still hold a grudge that the Aldebrans kept the Mace franchise," the Confederator says.

"The crew will have an added incentive, to be sure," Preter Fabian replies.

"It is decided," the Confederator says. "General T'kal please order The Redemption to destroy one city on Aldebran and retrieve the keys and other data stolen from Axis."

"What happened to Etile and his compatriots?" Miri Tann asks.

"They were the brightest and the best super soldiers, but they could not handle politics," the Confederator says.

"They are not political animals," Ait Dom says. "No one knows what happened to them, they just disappeared one day."

"Do they pose a threat to the Confederation?" The Confederator asks.

"Very unlikely, my Lord, they could have been a threat from Aldebran, if they wanted to,” Ait Dom says.

"That is reassuring," the Confederator says, "Miri, what is the status of the galaxy?"

"Lord Fregenius has recently taken over the government of Malus Prime. He has instituted some good policies, so that their economy is now showing some recovery. Axis is only now recovering from the theft of the keys to Mace production. As we have noted, Aldebran is thriving. Certans is bumbling along. Predans, as always, is doing well under your more direct benevolence, my Lord."

"Are there any issues or trouble spots?”

The General, who has been unusually quiet for some time now, blurts out, "What about these aliens, these D'moks? Where do they come from? What do they really want?"

"My best guess is they are from outside our galaxy, an ancient and powerful race. As to what they want with us, no one can say as yet," the Confederator says. He looks uncharacteristically disturbed for a few moments, then, gathering his wits together says, "Very well then, if there are no other matters, General, please pass on the orders to Redemption."

"Yes sir!" The General snaps to attention.

"Meeting closed."

*               *               *
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Redemption is a three quarters of a mile long spaceship, designated a cruiser. It is a shiny, dark green on the outside and a pale slate grey on the inside. It has the capacity for two thousand crew, though there are only a thousand at present. All the crew are from Malus Prime. This is in keeping with the current USF policy of only one planet per crew per ship.

Her captain, Captain Falmour is a career officer, but he came up through the ranks, so has a realistic empathy with his crew. He is close to retirement, so a lot of ambition and fight are now gone. He is prepared to coast another year or so and collect his pension. In appearance he is a typical Malun: five feet tall, yellow skin, green eyes, and brown hair, greying at the temples, age and insufficient exercise have left him a little overweight.

Chief Engineer Tewarr is also a career officer. He has no family, just the service.

Science Officer D'lyn is tall and pretty. She has a boyfriend back on Malus Prime, so sometimes feels torn between home and duty.

The Comms Officer, Beaula, is very friendly and easy going, except when her views as a female supremacist
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