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CHAPTER ONE
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Gregory listened to his team tell stories from their recovered memories. Based on his own memories and theirs, he marveled that any of them were still alive. He thought back to the time before coming to Earth on a mission to kill his brother and his followers, all of them refugees from a planet of assassins. No wonder his people had induced their home star to go nova. His reverie was interrupted by a familiar voice.

"Lord Gregory Alabaster! You're looking well. Life in the League seems to agree with you."

The table went silent. Gregory saw utter shock on the faces of the original members of the Alliance of Six. Even Rex, the Alliance’s robotic aid and moral center, had his optical sensors locked on the man standing next to Gregory.

"Doctor August Septimus," he said as he turned to face his old friend from three-centuries ago and worlds away. "Welcome to Maeve." He glanced at his wife, Penelope, and saw fear in her eyes. "I will probably regret asking this, but how the hell are you still alive?"

"Hmmm, excellent question. Before I answer it, may I have your word and the word of the Alliance that none of you will kill me or my daughter?"

By now, Greg and Max had brought over a plate of burgers. "Hey, Doctor Septimus, fancy seeing you here. Want a burger?"

"Thanks, no. I ate Penny's when she wasn't looking. Maybe later. Gregory?"

Lord Alabaster looked at Septimus, then Greg, his clone. "Greg, don't you find it strange that August has suddenly appeared after being dead three-centuries?"

"Gregory, I'm your clone. Strange things are normal for me."

"Gregory? Your word?" Septimus prodded.

"Yes! You have my word, though I would never harm Penny."

"And the rest of you?" Septimus asked.

They all agreed.

"Good..."

"Father, maybe we should..."

Greg walked over and stood between her and the table while holding the tray of burgers like a shield. "They will not harm you, milady."

Max shook her head. "Moron."

"Penny and I are officers of the League Time Corps. We were sent to the Victorian-era to recruit you for a mission in this century."

"Go on," Gregory said menacingly.

"We were forced to improvise when Hastings erased your memories at Krakatoa."

"Improvise how?" Leona asked as her claws extended.

"Well, we let Hastings think he killed your clones after we moved them upstream to our time. Since we moved them before he erased your memories, they were all original versions, so we basically transported five weaponized Craynars to the 32nd century. Our people were so busy trying to convince them not to kill anyone, they didn't notice they were missing one," Septimus said while giving Greg a pointed look. "When Hastings erased Gregory's memories, he only put Greg's in archival storage. As for the rest of you, we made recordings of your clone's memories before releasing them from stasis."

"Did you send the recall message?"

"Yes. The eight-years you spent saving the people of Earth was a test to see how well Hastings had reprogrammed you. Once I was satisfied that the reprogramming had taken, I had you placed in storage on Charlene. And before you ask, the robots were not my idea. The Time Corps High Command decided that your protection was paramount, so they borrowed some Rex-model robots from Hastings’ lab and modified them to act as sentries."

"Do you know how many people died at the hands of those robots?" Greg yelled as he dropped the platter on the table. "Was that part of your damn plan?"

"No, it was not. A small disturbance in the time line caused a minor temporal shift which we didn't anticipate. The shift resulted in the archaeological team that found Leona's chamber going in a year earlier than we planned. Look, the timescape is big, and we missed it."

Tressa looked at Greg, then slid over to stand next to Septimus. "What disturbance?"

"Greg coming out of stasis. The moment he took a breath, the timeline shifted."

"So, you're saying it’s my fault?"

"No. Time is fluid. It ebbs and flows like a stream. The river will eventually end up at the ocean, but the journey of a single water molecule is indeterminate."

"Our original plan was to wake you up to deal with a problem that is supposed to come to a head a year from now," Penny explained. "But the time stream has changed. We are now looking at six-weeks."

"What about my brother, Jonathan?" Gregory asked.

"Yes, Doctor Hastings and his flock. We planned to wake them up a thousand years from now in our time, but then you all went and woke up early when Greg found you. High Command thought a final test was in order, so..."

Max stormed up to him. "You risked the lives of a thousand innocents..."

"Assassins, Dear Maxine, assassins. They may have looked friendly, but they would have cut your throat for a percentage." He looked at the others. "No offense."

Max was unstoppable. "You risked the lives of over a thousand sapients to test Gregory and his team? What if they had failed?"

"The ones who failed would be terminated..."

"Damn you, Father, they're people, not automatons."

"I don't really care. All I care about is protecting the people of the League from danger past, present, or future. Unlike you, I have not fallen in love with any of these people."

All the heads swung toward Penny.

"I take it she didn't tell you," Septimus said.

"Tell us what?" Shade asked.

"Father! You will not..."

"When I sent the recall, it was to terminate the lot of you without damaging the timeline. You'd become too famous—all those damn books. She convinced me and Command to give you a second chance. God only knows why, but she fell in love with Gregory, and though I seem cold and heartless, I do indulge my daughter, so I let you all live." He took a drink from his beer. "And now we're here."

Gregory picked up his drink and walked off, leaving the others glaring at Doctor Septimus.

"I need to talk to Gregory," Penny said.

"Want some advice?" Greg asked.

"Not particularly."

"He loves you heart and soul. He's confused, and he hates being confused. Dad here just shook his bottle, and it's not sitting will with him."

Penny turned and ran off after Gregory. Meanwhile, Max and the female members of the Alliance walked over to surround Septimus. They were not happy.

"Should we help him?" Bayou asked.

"I don't think we can," Angus said.

"I would advise against interfering," Rex suggested.

"Greg, I think we're out of beer," Douglas said.

"I've got more inside. Why don't guys give me a hand.”

They followed him inside the house while Septimus dealt with his problem and Penelope dealt with hers.
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Greg opened the fridge door and took out a cold six-pack of beer and handed them out to the others. "Rex, what do you think of all this?"

"My memory banks hold data from both the Craynar and the League, yet there are only a few references to time travel. One that stands out is an incident where one Gabriel Adon went back in time to stop Zoe Muntz from killing him and his future wife, Officer Priscilla Kitra. This occurred over twenty years ago. There have been no recorded incidents since. There seem to be various schools of thought as to the effect time travel could have on reality and whether time travel is even possible. I find the discussion to be infinite-loop-inducing."

"It gives him a headache," Angus translated.

"Me, too, Big Bot. I read the official reports of the Adon Temporal Incident, and I can tell you it scared the plark out of the higher echelons. Gabe, Priscilla, and their daughter Rista, were all sworn to secrecy."

"How did they do it?" Bayou asked.

"Zoe built a time portal. I swear, the League would be a hundred years ahead of the game if that psychopath would only use her powers for good," Greg said.

"So, Gabe went back how far?" Douglas asked.

"The records do not say specifically, but I estimate around two decades," Rex replied.

"Don't tell anyone that or you'll end up playing music in a dive bar on Orinoco Station," Greg warned. "The League has no sense of humor when it comes to time travel."

"Yet these two are from a thousand years in our future? The mind boggles." Angus said.

"My mind stopped boggling when I saw Leona and remembered who you guys are," Greg said. 

"Thank you for saving us, Greg," Rex said. "Your assistance was greatly appreciated."

"I wish I could take credit for that, but it was only sheer luck that I was assigned to fly Stryker Team Three to that wreck."

The doorbell rang.

"Computer, who's at the door?"

"Doctor Ralston from the Maeve One Orbital Platform."

"Really? Is he alone?"

"He has his assistant, Doctor Kaalt, with him."

"OK, let them in and have one of the house bots show him and his assistant to the sitting room, usual visitor protocol."

"Yes, sir," the computer replied.

"Gentlemen, I am going to go meet our visitors. There's more beer and food in the fridge. This shouldn't take long."

Greg walked out leaving the others to fend for themselves.

###
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Greg walked into the sitting room and found the two scientists examining his and Max's collection of Earth antiques. "Doctor Ralston, Doctor Kaalt, my name is Deputy Marshal Greg Alabaster. Sorry for the delay. What can I do for you?"

"Ah, Deputy. It is an honor to meet you," Ralston, an older human male with balding hair, said.

"Deputy, is this real?" Kaalt, a draco woman, asked.

"Yes, that is a piece from my father-in-law's flying saucer. It fell off during
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