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You cannot prevent and prepare
for war at the same time.

Albert Einstein







Chapter One






Captain Buck looked across the
rocky plateau that gently descended to the dark side of Proxima b
from the bridge of the well-armed troop transport. The plateau was
scattered with the battle’s casualties, alien, human and
mechanical, of the previous three days. Space Command again
maintained control of the transport station… for now.

After taking control of the
transport station, the Purity Movement had managed to transport
over 600 troops and enough equipment to the surface of Proxima b,
to withstand a three-day attack before the transport station was
overrun and retaken by Space Command Marines and Insurgency Control
squads from Mars. Space Command had lost 107 Marines on the ground
and in the air during the initial battle. The ensuing two-day
battle to root out the remainder of the Purity Movement troops had
cost another fifty-three lives.

“Captain Buck.” It was one of
the clean-up teams attached to Insurgency Control calling in from
the surface. “Found something here… You might want to come down
here yourself and take a look.”

“Give us a green light to show
your position.” A green light appeared to the left of the troop
transport, approximately half a klik away. Captain Buck pointed the
light out to the pilot. “Land beside that light.”

“Aye, Sir!” The ship swung
around as the landing struts deployed and settled to the ground in
a small billow of dust.

In thirty seconds, Captain Buck
was exiting the transport in the light survival combat armour. Its
armor plating protected the most important areas of the body. The
neural interface enhanced strength in all limbs and encased the
wearers head in a see-through bubble. Displays for position,
health, remaining ammunition and fighting status were all available
and appeared on a holographic screen outside of the helmets
protective bubble. Captain Buck walked up to the Corporal standing
over three bodies. The Corporal saluted smartly, and Captain Buck
returned it.

“What have you got Corporal?”
asked the captain.

“Sir, bring up Manfred Ickeman
on your link,” said the Corporal. He walked to one of the corpses
and held up the head.

“Display Manfred Ickeman.”
Buck’s inquiry brought up the face of the same man. “He’s one of
General Martel’s Lieutenants. We knew it was most likely the Purity
Movement behind the attack. Hacking into a transport station is no
easy task.”

General Martel was head of the
now, overt, Purity Movement’s military operations. She had suddenly
left Space Command when their traitorous movement had been
discovered within the upper command structure of Space Command
three years earlier. She had left with several other senior members
of Space Command to a base, still to be discovered, just before her
involvement with the Purity Movement had been exposed.

It was two years since the
random attacks had started and Space Command was no closer to
finding the hidden base than when they had started. This had been
the most ambitious and complex attack by the Purity Movement
yet.

“It gets better, Captain.” The
Corporal pointed to a body on the other side of the blast crater.
Before he got to the body Buck knew it was a Nord from the long
straight blond hair. “Seems like they’re up to the same old game
again.”

There had always existed what
Space Command now knew as the Nord Faction. A small group of Nords
from the Pleiades that still felt the Earth was theirs through
right of conquest… Another long story. They had formed an alliance
with the Purity Movement early in the creation of the rouge Space
Command organization. It seemed the alliance still held!

“Have these two bodies ready to
be sent to the Space Command labs on Mars when the transport
station is repaired.” Captain Buck watched as the Corporal laid the
one inch “Wrap Body Bag” canister on the abdomen of each corpse.
When activated, an energy wrap encased the body, preserving it
indefinitely. Two other Marines attached an antigrav-trans to each
body and floated them to the transport.

Buck watched as the bodies of
dead and injured Marines floated to the transports that had landed
to aid in the clean-up to be sent back to Earth for proper burials.
If possible, the bodies of the enemy were identified, added to the
Space Command database, and then vaporized. Small military field
“Smokers” were used. A body was slid in and a second later all that
was left was a small puff of smoke that emanated from a small
exhaust port. Efficient and non-polluting.

A small Marine post had been
maintained at this transport station since Earth had begun to
colonize Proxima b. Part of why he had been sent here, was to help
design a new base to withstand the intensified guerilla tactics of
the Purity Movement. Who better to ask than Insurgency Control?

“Follow me and watch my six,
Corporal,” ordered Captain Buck. They walked up a steep hill to its
top. It gave him a view of a few kilometers in all directions.

Proxima b had been discovered
decades ago but Earth had just evolved to where the whole planet
was now aware of Space Command and its agenda to protect Earth and
its Peoples. It had seemed to happen overnight, and the floodgates
opened for volunteers. This led to new programs of research and
colonization. It also led to the end of the Twenty and Back program
for Space Command. The program was still kept a secret. Better for
Space Command and the Twenty and Back soldiers. Part of the problem
was removing all the Twenty and Back personnel from active duty
without revealing the program to them or the Citizens of Earth. It
was still a topic no one wanted to breach with Earth’s general
population. Better if they could just make it disappear.

The extent of the involvement
of Space Command in our own Solar System came as a surprise to most
of Earth’s Citizens. Many, who had dreamed of colonizing the Moon,
Mars, and other planets, could not wait to be part of what had
already been started.

All of this had come about with
the Citizens of Earth choosing to hear truth. As soon as enough
people had turned their heads and started to see their surroundings
for what they truly were, hearts and minds were opened. Without the
blinders imposed upon them by a system that had convinced them that
it was great to be a slave, the Earth’s consciousness awoke. And
what an awakening!

There was a short time of
turmoil after disclosure of the space program which soon turned to
a time of quiet… During this time of quiet many on Earth were
contacted and directed to introduce Earth to the cosmic family. It
was a time of transition, where most Citizens were still
functioning under the old ways of control that would eventually be
completely eliminated. Human Beings quickly embraced the new way of
thinking and ideas that enabled the individual to choose…
Co-operation was found to be the key to healing all the ills of the
Earth.

The noxious thousands of years
of control by the Draco, that had enslaved the Earth, had to be
played out to its sick end to show the citizens the true colors of
the demons that had been controlling them for eons. During this
time, those in true control of the essential military and
communications, educated the Citizens of Earth, through a newly
renovated media that no longer only gave one view. Slowly, over the
years, space travel between stars became commonplace and the first
colonization of a planet was to Proxima b!

∞∞

“Sergeant Reeves,” called
Captain Buck on his link.

“Yes, Boss.” Sergeant Reeves
was Captain Buck’s adjutant. She was also a field engineer and knew
every bolt and piece that made up the transport stations. The
building had been damaged in the attack and repairs were being
made.

“When will I be able to
transport to Mars?” asked the captain.

“The building is still leaking
like a sieve, Boss… Give me another two hours.”

There was no rush for Captain
Buck to get back. He still had to create the layout for the new
base. “Let me know as soon as it’s ready.”

Captain Buck raised the
holographic holo-camera/image generator and started to set
buildings, airfields, and defensive positions where he felt would
be most advantageous. He would have to move to each position and
check for their effectiveness before he returned to Mars with a
plan. As soon as the attack had started with the Purity Movement
taking the transport station, Insurgency Control had watched and
learned. Too many Marines had been lost. They would not make the
same mistakes again.

Proxima b had proved more of a
challenge to colonize than Earth had first realized. The planet was
so close to its sun that it did not rotate. The same side always
faced the sun. Proxima Centauri’s suns’ internal reactions imploded
and burnt much cooler than Sol’s. The magnetic field of Proxima b
was also four times stronger than Earths. This made the exposure to
solar radiation comparable to what would be experienced on Earth.
The low oxygen level at the transitional edge between light and
dark, would increase as the area was further seeded and
cultivated.

They had discovered areas
around the edge, which seemed to have been seeded with vegetation
as there was no natural phenomena that could explain the sparse
plant life that grew there. Possibly former colonization efforts
that had been thwarted by Proxima b’s harsh environment. It was the
closest planet to Earth that could sustain any level of life. It
was this closeness to Earth that made it desirable for both
scientific research and galactic defence.

∞∞

“Who is that on that hill?” The
eye of the camera zoomed in on two Marines standing atop a large
flat hill. They were not part of the mop-up. Holographic buildings
began to appear. The tiny camera taking the video had been designed
by the Nords and stolen by the Purity Movement as a stealthy, eye
on the situation whenever they engaged Space Command in battle or
sent members on missions. They could be made to look like anything
and had the most powerful camera lenses and transmission signal in
the galaxy.

“They are laying out a large
base,” stated Ethos. The Nord Faction Commander oversaw one
thousand elite Nord Warriors that were barracked in the Purity
Movement’s secret base permanently. Many belonged to the families
of old who had been banished from Earth by a simple vote of the
Galactic Council. The unregistered genetic tampering of the Nords
had been discovered at a most appropriate time for the Raptors and
Sereans who had always claimed to be the original inhabitants of
Earth. The sudden buildup of Nord settlements on the Earth, had
disrupted many of the trade and surface ventures of the Raptors and
Sereans. The Sereans also had many friends on the Cosmic Council.
The expulsion of the Nords from Earth benefited many of the
Raptor’s and Serean’s more established families. Then came the
Draco!

“Yes. I agree,” General Martel
sat on the raised central chair that gave her an unobstructed view
of the ten large monitors in front of her. “Zoom in on the Officer
holding the holo-cam.” The camera zoomed in on the Officer’s face.
His stats immediately appeared beside him. “Seems our link is
starting to work… Captain Buck, Insurgency Control Intelligence
Officer… That’s old Admiral Buck’s adopted son.” Martel zoomed in
on his background information. “This guy’s father was Major Will
Baldwin. He’s the only volunteer in Space Command who has a parent
that came from the Twenty and Back program.” Martel had always been
quietly impressed by the career of Major Baldwin. They would have
to keep an eye on this young Captain Buck.

“We should report this to the
emperor,” suggested Ethos. “A large base could thwart any further
attempts at taking Proxima b until we gather a larger force.”

General Martel sat back in her
chair, a disgusted look on her face. “We could also use troop
transports and loyal fighter cover instead of mercenaries. But we
are limited with both… Inform the emperor of the outcome of the
attack and the base.” Martel directed the order at his
communication Officer. “He won’t be pleased, Ethos.” They had lost
half the mercenary fighters that had started with them on the
initial assault. After the initial defeat at the hands of the
Aries, most of the others had left to seek safer employment.

“No. But he has only himself to
blame.” Ethos watched as Captain Buck moved from position to
position, making minor adjustments to his layout to better defend
the base. “I warned him that without the support of a hyperspace
transport, we could not get enough troops there to hold the
transport station… He knew it was doomed to fail.” Ethos lowered
his head and thought about why the emperor had ignored his warning.
“He was probing for something.” He looked at the monitor and
watched as Captain Buck put the final touches on the plan for the
base. “Or someone.”

∞∞

Captain Buck finished the
layout of the base then sent it to Insurgency Control Headquarters
on Mars where the Intelligence Section of Insurgency Control was
located. He was one of the first to use the Pluto Proxima b
satellite system. The satellite system was the first project
completed after successfully colonizing Proxima b and signals to
anywhere in the Sol system took less than a minute.

It could have been guilt that
had motivated the Nords, from their home planet in the Pleiades, to
aid Space Command. It was partly due to the suspected involvement
of the Nord Faction with the Purity Movement. The advances in
communications and movement of ships and material using the
platform technology provided by the Nords, had allowed Space
Command to keep ahead of the Purity Movement and their Nord Faction
allies.

“The transport station is now
operational,” came the voice of Sergeant Reeves over the link.
“When did you want to leave for Mars, Boss?”

“Get the Officer in charge of
the ground forces together with his senior staff. I want to make
sure this area is secure before we go anywhere.” That will be the
first question they will ask when I get back, thought Buck to
himself.

Every building except the one
that contained the transport platform, had been leveled in the
three-day battle. Teams with robots and the new field building
units that allowed for enclosed living and working quarters to be
erected, rapidly, in the field, were already being raised and would
make the base habitable within the hour.

Captain Buck met with Captain
Vaskov, two of his Lieutenants and four of his senior NCO’s. They
all sat packed around the small conference table in a room off the
bridge of the Aries.

“You are all aware that this is
the first time Insurgency Control units are being used to design
and build a base to withstand the type of assaults that we
conduct.” He smiled at his men. “Think as if you are the one
planning to take this transport station, without destroying it… If
we can defend against ourselves, I guarantee no Purity Movement
will be able to take it.” He looked around the table at the men and
women he had trained with all his life. He and Captain Vaskov had
attended the Academy together. “We don’t know if they are done yet…
The Aries will stick around until Insurgency Control Intelligence
is satisfied the base is secure… Any questions?” There were none.
Everyone knew their jobs. “Good. I’ll be back in a couple of days,
and we’ll go from there.”

∞∞

The emperor stared at the
holographic image hovering in front of him. He had just received it
from the aftermath of the battle on Proxima b. The face inside the
helmet left no doubt. Major Baldwin’s son had come of age. He had
heard through the many spies and agents employed by the Purity
Movement that the old Admiral’s adopted son had advanced rapidly
after graduating from the Space Command Academy and now led a new
division of Insurgency Control Intelligence. Not a bad start for
the son of a Twenty and Back pain in the ass.

The emperor had hoped the
attack on Proxima b would see the new unit put into action and he
had been right. His years in Space Command had given him some
insight as to how they would react. He now had proof of the
existence of this cosmic mistake, and it would make the job of
recruiting people to the Purity Movement, that much easier. The
imagined threat to so called, pure humans, that had been around
since recorded history still existed in their paranoid minds. The
attention of the Purity Movement could be shifted to any Officer,
in any unit within Space Command, which they felt threatened the
advancement of their “pure” members.

Looking from the outside, the
Purity Movement was a small-minded group, still caught up in the
fear of not being good enough. The Nord Faction knew and understood
this fear, and how to manipulate the Purity Movement to attain
their own ends. It was a partnership made in Hades!

∞∞

Captain Buck stood on the
transport platform with Sergeant Reeves and the two bodies they had
recovered from the battlefield.

“Ready to transport on your
command, Sir,” came the voice from the control room.

Captain Buck looked through the
glass window into the control room and nodded. “Initiate
transport!” ordered the captain.

A bubble of energy formed
around the outer rim of the transport platform. It quickly engulfed
everything on the platform and then disappeared. An instant later
Captain Buck, his adjutant and the two bodies appeared, in the
bubble, on the transport platform on Mars. The bubble dissipated
and they stepped off the platform.

“Welcome home, Sir.” A Corporal
saluted then took over the two bodies. “I’ll get these to the lab
immediately.”

Captain Buck stepped out of the
transport station and into the large horticultural dome that
covered the Mars receiving area. It had grown to a size unimagined
by Buck when he had first been assigned to Insurgency Control on
Mars. Since the Earth’s awakening, Mar’s population had tripled.
Just the tourism alone accounted for fifty percent of the growth.
Along with the tourist came the improvements. There was money to be
made on Mars!

“Buck!” The shouted welcome
came from across the customs checkpoint. Captain Buck’s military
clearance took him through a side door and out into the lobby
area.

“Bart!” The two Officers shook
hands then gave each other a manly hug. What else could one do in a
Marine uniform? “What brings you to Mars? I thought the Admiral had
you writing his memoirs.”

“He wishes… He asked me to come
and talk with you personally.” Bart was Admiral Buck’s blood
Grandson. They had met just after his arrival on Earth when he was
a boy. They were now family. He was posted at the main Viper base
in central Australia. He was one of the best pilot-navigators they
had.

“About what?” Captain Buck
stopped a concerned look on his face.

Sergeant Reece sensed that it
may be a personal matter. “I’ll take your things to the transport,
Boss. The Colonel is waiting for your report.” He picked up Captain
Buck’s bag and walked to the exit.

Bart lowered his voice.
“Granddad is getting old, Jacob…” Bart looked suspiciously around
the receiving area. “He had a stroke last night. No one saw it
coming.” Bart sighed. “I’ve been following the attack on Proxima b,
and I knew you would be coming back today. I wanted to be the one
to tell you.”

Captain Buck still had not
found his voice. The Admiral had been his rock after the death of
his Father. He knew he had to return to Earth. “I have a debrief to
go to and they expected me there as soon as I arrived… Hang around
until I’m done, and I’ll arrange to get us to Earth through one of
the transport stations.”

Bart knew the amount of energy
needed to generate the bubble that would take them through a
wormhole from Mars to Earth. He had arrived in one of the new
two-seater Vipers and had expected they would return to Earth in
it. “You can do that?”

Captain Buck smiled at his
adopted cousin. “Never been on one, have you?”

Bart shook his head. “Does it
hurt?”

“Lots!” laughed Captain Buck as
he hurried to his debrief.


Chapter Two


Ethos had finally been able to
leave the control room and return to his quarters in the Nord
sector of the Purity Movement base. Their technology had made it
possible to locate and build the hidden base in the asteroid belt
close to the Jupiter edge. The asteroid was mostly frozen water,
and the base was located in the middle of the ice.

The asteroid was in the middle
of a large cluster of large to medium asteroids. If a ship’s pilot
was careful, they could use them to cover its movements. The only
way they could be discovered was if a Space Command ship followed
one of theirs into the cluster and that wasn’t about to happen. The
Nord Faction had brought much of the Pleiades stealth technology
with them, and the Purity Movements base was well hidden and
cloaked.

His engineers and scientist had
only given so much of the Nord technology to the Purity Movement.
What they held back allowed them to monitor all Purity Movement
communications and actions. He remembered the emperor’s questions
concerning security and their ability to remain concealed.

“You have been very generous
with your technology, Ethos,” the emperor had praised. “And your
assurances of our ability to communicate and travel unnoticed have
greatly increased our ability to battle Space Command.” The emperor
had sat on his throne, a black featureless mask covering his face.
He always spoke through an android that never left his side and was
connected to his mind through a cerebral link. Space Command
android technology was one area that had surpassed that of most
other races, though they had never meant it for such uses. The
android sat beside the emperor expressing and animating his
thoughts and actions as best as an android could. “Can I be assured
that any advances in these technologies will also be passed on to
the Purity Movement?”

“As you can imagine, Emperor,
we are not welcome in our home system at this time. I would have
you understand that the Nords, who have rejected our movement, are
not compelled to share with us,” stated Ethos. “In fact, I believe
they will be compelled to assist Space Command if they find I am
assisting you. They do not tolerate Nord technology being given to
rogue organizations bent on overthrowing groups they are allied
with. Now that you have agreed to take our technology, you must
understand the consequences. If they find our technology being used
by the Purity Movement, they will retaliate!”

The emperor had sighed. “Yes,
yes… You have explained many times the wrath of your people if they
find us using their technology…” He had looked down on Ethos. “You
also assured me that it would not happen.”

Yes, he had assured the emperor
of many things but could not stop the Psychopathic leader of the
Purity Movement from insisting that an observer from the Nord
Faction support them in the attack on Proxima b. He was only
intended to be there to assist in a swift evacuation, using Nord
Faction ships that could not be detected by Space Command, if
needed.

They had not expected the last
attack by Space Command to be as swift and thorough as it had been,
leaving no time to even think of calling for an evacuation. Their
Insurgency Control Squads had made sure of that! Six of them had
spearheaded the attack. He had lost one of his best Lieutenants.
But what was even more devastating was that the body of a Nord was
lying dead on the Proxima b battleground. It wouldn’t take long for
Space Command to contact their home planet.

The Nord Faction troops on the
hidden base were there more for the security of the technology than
for the defence of the Purity Movement. No matter how much the
emperor thought it belonged to the Purity Movement, it was in
reality, leased to them by the Nord Faction in exchange for a base,
for themselves, close to Earth, supported and supplied by the
Purity Movement. It was the elephant in the room that no one in the
Purity Movement wanted to look at.

∞∞

The representative from the
Pleiades Embassy stood over the body of the dead Nord. There was no
doubt. This was no clone or altered being. One of their kind had
been involved in the battle on Proxima b.

You could say the Nords were
one step ahead of Human Beings in their evolution. They existed
mostly in the higher fourth and lower fifth dimensions. Some in the
lower sixth. They could make themselves visible to Humans and since
the Human desire to move towards higher fourth and lower fifth
vibrational influences had shattered all other Earth paradigms;
Humans were now able to sense and see most Nords. Many Humans could
now communicate telepathically but humans were still far from
seeing it as the norm.

Cleme walked to the sink and
washed her hands. “This is a Nord from a family who we know
sometimes associates with the Nord Faction. His name is Semet and
has not shown up on any Nord database in over one hundred
years.”

“He certainly knows how to make
an entrance.” Colonel Gatto nodded towards the body of the Purity
Movement Lieutenant. “What about this one?”

The Head Examiner shook his
head. “That’s a top lieutenant in the Purity Movement. Lieutenant
Manfred Ickeman.”

Captain Buck had accompanied
Colonel Gatto to the morgue before his return to Earth. The debrief
had focused on what would be required to make Proxima b safe for
colonization. The new wormhole technology made re-supply a
non-issue. With enough of them, they could begin colonization in
less than six months. But would the Nords home system allow the
installation of more transport stations? They had only offered the
platform technology in limited quantities.

“Cleme, could you accompany us
to the transport station? Captain Buck must return to Earth
immediately and we can speak along the way,” asked Colonel
Gatto.

Cleme nodded and smiled. “Of
course, Colonel. Captain, I am aware of your family’s crisis. The
Admiral and I are old friends.” She walked up to Captain Buck and
took his hands in hers. “Tell him I wish, that if he must make the
final journey at this time that he leaves in love and friendship
with the Nordic Race.” Her eyes pierced his heart and mind, leaving
a vivid memory of the Admiral and herself laughing over an
after-dinner glass of Nord wine. The memory was filled with joy and
trust.

“Thank-you…” Captain Buck
followed Sergeant Reese out the door. “What about our friend, Semet
back there? What do we do about him?”

Cleme raised an eyebrow. “That
is the question of the day, Captain… What do you think we should
do? You were there.”

“I can only go on the evidence
I have right now, Cleme. A dead Nord from a family known for their
association with the Nord Faction. How he got there or why he was
there is still not known.”

“It was a Purity Movement
attack.” Cleme pointed out. “And they have been hiding for a few
years now. Also, we at the Embassy have suspected for years that
the Nord Faction had been in contact with the Purity Movement.”

“We also have that information
and suspicion,” said Colonel Gatto. “But that doesn’t prove that
they’re working together.”

“When you put it all together,
we cannot help but feel there is a high chance that they are
working together.” Cleme stopped before they entered the Mars
departure area. “I will return to my Embassy and start an
investigation into the Nord Faction at our end. When will you be
returning to Proxima b, Captain?”

Captain Buck thought for a
moment. “I guess that depends on how the Admiral is doing… From
what the family has been telling Bart, the Admiral isn’t out of the
woods yet.”

“I will be personally going to
Proxima b to oversee the building of the base while the captain is
with his family.” Colonel Gatto looked at Jacob. “You go take care
of your family and see to the Admiral… That’s an order,
Captain!”

Captain Buck saluted smartly.
“Yes Sir!” He could see Bart waiting nervously by the door to the
transport station… Captain Buck smiled remembering all the pranks
while they were at the Academy. “Think I’ll let him sweat for
another couple of minutes. Still five minutes until our
departure.”

The Colonel looked over at Bart
as he paced in front of the transport stations door. He pointed at
him with his thumb. “First time?

“Yeh,” smiled, Jacob… “First
time!”

The truth was a trip through a
wormhole was not as crazy as most would think. It was more like a
sudden drop in an elevator, but on steroids. Everyone took the pill
before stepping onto the platform. Without it, one would most
likely loose what they ate for their last meal. Once swallowed the
effect was immediate. And there was no mess to clean up. But the
sensation was such that one would never forget it! The ultimate
rush!

∞∞

“The Nord Embassy on Mars knows
now for certain that we are involved with the Purity Movement…”
Ethos stood before the Emperor with General Martel. The General
looked nervous as she glanced between the emperor, his android and
Ethos who had called the meeting. “This…complicates our position
here?”

“Have there been any steps
taken by your home planet to aid the Humans?” asked the
emperor.

“Not yet,” answered a visibly
angry Ethos. “But there is talk about more transport stations being
given to the Mars Defence Force to use at their discretion…” Ethos
stared hard at the masked Emperor, ignoring the glare of the
talking puppet. “There is technology that can be offered to Earth
that would allow them to detect our ships… But I do not think the
Pleiades Council would allow it. It would make them too
vulnerable.” Ethos paced, thinking.

“Your people have always
remained neutral,” said the emperor. “Why would they change their
position after centuries of non-interference?”

“Earth has changed, Emperor.
They are now becoming part of the Galactic Federation.” Ethos had
watched Earth’s Consciousness evolve to where they were now on the
verge of becoming part of the decision-making arm of the Galactic
Federation. As such, all members were allied, and would not
tolerate attacks upon each other.

“Their new status will change
how the Pleiades Council views Earth. Galactic Law forbade any
involvement before now. And now, because of the discovery of my
lieutenant amongst the dead on Proxima b, the Pleiades Council are
almost obligated to do something… At the least they will approve
the transport stations.” Ethos stopped his pacing and stared up at
the emperor. “For now, I cannot allow any of my troops to be part
of any Purity Movement attack or movements. That will include
transports of any kind. I am sure my Pleiades associates will want
to know how this happened and investigate.”

“General Martel…” The emperor’s
android glared down at the almost cringing Commander of the Purity
Movements military arm. “What do you hear from our agent on
Mars?”

“They remain on high alert,
Emperor. The Commander of Insurgency Control will be on Proxima b
until the return of Captain Buck. They are fortifying the transport
station and bringing in more regular Space Force Marines,” reported
General Martel.

“What is the status of our
forces?” asked the emperor.

General Martel took a deep
breath then looked up at the emperor, trying to evade the android’s
stare. “We only have six of the Draco fighters left that are fit to
fly. Our last troop transport was destroyed on Proxima b…”

The emperor held up his hand.
“Enough!” shouted the android. “Leave the report with me!”

“We cannot ignore the numbers,
Emperor,” said Ethos. “To do so is reckless.” Ethos put a finger to
the side of his forehead and stood for a moment, eyes closed. It
was a sign that he was receiving a telepathic message. He opened
his eyes and bowed to the emperor. “We will know soon enough what
the Pleiades Council intend to do, Emperor. My agent has just
arrived from the Pleiades and waits for me to report. I will return
shortly with more information.” Ethos turned on his heel and
left.

After Ethos had left, the
emperor’s android stood and picked up the report and started to
read it. “What did you say about Captain Buck?” asked the emperor
through his android.

“It seems old Admiral Buck had
a stroke two nights ago. Captain Buck has returned to Earth to be
with him.” General Martel waited nervously to be dismissed.

“The old pain in the ass is
finally giving it up, is he?” The android’s expression was one of
pleasant surprise.

“Our agent at Mars headquarters
just reported that the Admiral will recover. In fact, they repaired
all damaged tissue and he will be better than before!” General
Martel was starting to sweat.

Both the Emperor and the
android took a deep breath. Martel waited for the angry reaction.
“Well, at least he hasn’t been able to do much damage at the
Academy,” said the android. “That means Captain Buck will be
returning to Proxima b.”

“Why the concern over Captain
Buck, Emperor? He’s just one Officer,” said General Martel.

“I have seen how ‘one’ Officer
can affect an organization and change its direction, General.” The
android looked down on General Martel and seemed to grin. “Let’s
just say it’s in his DNA!”

∞∞

The short “hop” to Earth, as
the transport station engineers had started to call the trips
through wormholes, was painless, as usual. Bart had punched Captain
Buck’s shoulder on the way out of the station. They seemed to bring
out the boy in each other! They were met by two Officers from Space
Command’s Earth Intelligence. There were no other personnel in the
reception area except for Sergeant Reece who had accompanied
Captain Buck.

“What’s this about?” asked
Captain Buck.

“Now the fun starts, Cousin.”
Bart looked his cousin in the eyes. “Trust me.”

Captain Buck followed his
cousin and the two Security Officers into an enclosed surface
transport. Once they were inside and moving, a blind rolled up,
revealing Admiral Buck sitting across from him with a tall Nord in
the uniform of a Major in Space Command sitting in the seat beside
him. The Admiral smiled and held his arms out to his Grandson.

“Jacob, My Boy!” The Admiral
held his Grandson feeling his mix of surprise and joy! He pulled
away and sat back. “I apologize for this ruse, but it was
necessary.”

Captain Buck sat back looking
from his cousin to his grandfather. “Were you in on this?” he asked
Bart.

Bart shrugged his shoulders and
grinned. “We had to get you in the loop, and this was the best way
without the whole universe knowing. We suspect there is a Purity
Movement spy somewhere in the line of Command on Mars. The
Admiral’s stroke is also serving other purposes.”

Captain Buck looked over at his
adjutant who shrugged. “I’m as confused as you are, Boss!” It was
what she called Captain Buck at his request.

“And who are you?” Captain Buck
asked the Nord.

“Major Halle, your
Grandfather’s Adjutant.”

As he sat back and absorbed the
moment, Captain Buck connected with his grandfather in a way that
only he and his grandfather knew. His Grandfather nodded and
smiled. He tapped the side of his nose with two fingers.

Captain Buck smiled and leaned
across again to hug his grandfather. “What’s going on, Admiral?” he
asked as he pulled away.

“A lot has happened since you
have been assigned to Insurgency Control Intelligence.” The Admiral
poured himself a glass of water. “Since before the attack on
Proxima b, we have known of the alliance between the Purity
Movement and Nord Faction. We just had to get some hard evidence to
show the Galactic and Pleiades Councils. The attack on Proxima b
gave us that.”

“You might be wondering at
Major Halle’s position as Adjutant,” said Bart. “The Admiral is now
Earth’s Ambassador to the Galactic Council.”

“I asked my friends in the
Pleiades if they could find someone willing to guide me through the
labyrinth known as Council Modus operandi.”

“Was one of those friends,
Cleme, from the Embassy on Mars?” asked Captain Buck.

The Admiral was surprised at
his Grandsons knowledge of his friend. “Why, yes… And how do you
know this?”

“She said to tell you that if
it was your time to leave, that you left in good standing with her
and the Nordic Peoples.” He smiled at his grandfather. “She will be
happy to learn of your recovery.”

Major Halle interposed. “I have
been on the staff of our Galactic Council representative for over
one hundred years. I am here to serve Earth and the
Ambassador.”

Captain Buck shrugged. “I can
only express my true feelings, Major. Your position also gives you
privy to all the Ambassador will be trying to accomplish in Earth’s
interest.”

“There are also other interests
that must be considered at the Galactic Council, Jacob.” The
Admiral smiled at his Grandson. He expected nothing less than
caution from him. “The Nordic and Human Races have started many new
enterprises to bring our Races closer together…” The old Admiral
reached across and took Jacob's hand in his. “We must shift our
vision to one of co-operation and trust with the Nords in the
Pleiades. They are our closest neighbour and have aided us in many
ways.”

“You have a powerful mind,
Captain Buck,” stated Major Halle. “Soon you will have the
capability to see more clearly, our intent. Until then I would ask
you to accept that I am here for the benefit of your grandfather
and Earth.”

Captain Buck sat back in his
seat, now understanding for the first time, fully, how the shift in
Earth’s Consciousness had changed forever, the emphasis of his
duties and how they would be carried out. No more hiding. No more
doubts as to Earth’s status in our Galaxy. The simple change of
focus in humans from competitiveness to cooperation, was all that
it had taken. Greed still raised its obnoxious head but was no
longer in charge.

“Well!” exclaimed Captain Buck.
“What’s the plan?!”

∞∞

As the drama of Earth’s growth
was over-shadowed by the constant guerilla tactics of the Purity
Movement, another menace lurked in the background. Disguised as
legitimate traders plying their wares throughout the Galaxy, the
Dark Force, and what was left of the Draco old guard, still met,
and plotted in secret, far from prying minds and enemy agents.

With Earth distracted by their
new status and enemy, the Dark Force continued, through the profits
from trading slaves, to build up their forces with new ships and
technology. Their deception was complete. Under the cover of the
large warehousing complexes of the newly formed, Earth Trading
Strategy, one of the last survivors of the twenty-one Old Hybrids
from Earth, sat at the head of a small conference table. Nine Dark
Force Human Captains and two Draco Captains also sat at the
table.

“Welcome all to this meeting of
what was once known as the Dark Force.” The Old Hybrid male held up
a report of what had been happening on Earth for the last ten
years. “It is time for us to claim our share of this newfound
freedom and wealth… I am Commander Samuel Hemmit and I have been
asked by the Draco home planet to investigate how we can claim
such, with as little… friction as possible from the Galactic
Council.”

“Why do we want to rock the
boat now, Commander? We are all profitable and we move without
restrictions anywhere in the Galaxy.” The young Captain shrugged.
“I would be happy to keep things as they are.”

“My good, Captain…’ answered
Hemmit. “This is not about profit for the Draco or yourself. It is
about ownership. And I would remind all of you that your alliance
with the Draco still holds.” Hemmit looked around the table. The
two Draco Captains nodded in agreement. “Also, most of your
‘profitable’ trade is with the Draco and their home planet. That is
not something I would risk if I were you.”

The slave and adrenochrome
trade were the major income for most if not all of the Captains who
sat around the table. And that trade was with the Draco and their
home planet. Just because they had been blasted from Earth did not
mean there was any less a market for live Human flesh and the
chemicals produced by their bodies! The young Captain sat down
sensing the hopelessness of his plea. The Dark Force would always
be at the beck and call of the Draco.

“Let us talk about this new
possible ally. The Purity Movement has approached one of our
Captains with a proposal from their Emperor. He looks for transport
for troops and supplies.”

A Draco Caption stood and
pounded his clawed three-fingered hand on the table. “They are
alliesss with the Nord Faction. They wish to claim what is ours! We
will never asssissst sssuch trasssh!”

“Yes, Captain… I do understand
your hatred.” Hemmit stared at the captain until he sat down. “I do
not expect you to assist the Nord Faction in any way. If you wish,
you may abstain from this action. We have plenty of ships with
Human Captains to assist if we decide to aid the Purity Movement.”
Hemmit looked around the table. “Well ladies and gentlemen… We have
much to discuss!”

∞∞

Ethos listened as the revived
Dark Force plotted its next move. The small bug, the size of a
flea, planted when the Purity Movement Captain met with the Dark
Fleet, moved about the room, watching, and listening. It climbed
onto the hand of the Old Hybrid Hemmit and settled in… The Nord
Faction would know every move the Dark Fleet would make.

“Controlling these Humans is
too simple,” whispered Ethos to himself in a moment of triumph. He
stopped and checked himself. He thought he should take care that
his ego did not become that of a Draco’s
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