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 Prologue

Sirens blared. People scrambled. Where
buildings stood for centuries, only piles of rubble existed. People
had no idea what just happened. What appeared to be a bolt of
lightning came down from the sky and struck the top of the world
famous landmark that stood the test of time and wars since 1887.
Now the Eiffel Tower was in millions of pieces from the devastating
explosion moments ago.

Though the Germans were unsuccessful in
occupying Paris during World War I, they managed to reach the city
in World War II occupying it from 1940 through1944. During the
occupation, the art, architecture and culture of Paris remained
untouched. Over the years, Paris had become the international hub
for fashion, culture, arts, media, and modern thought. The Eiffel
Tower was the icon of Paris.

Thousands of locals and tourists lay bleeding
or worse after the explosion. Good Samaritans helped wherever
possible while medical workers were in route to the scene.

Outrage and dismay were on every face as
people tried to grasp what just happened. What terrorist group was
the blame? Was France at war again? Did some sinister cult do this
to get recognition? There were many questions with no answers.

France’s Prime Minister put the military on
immediate alert expecting additional attacks, while the president
closed all but necessary government offices. Civil unrest would be
difficult to prevent after such a devastating attack. Both men went
on TV urging the people of France to stay calm and cooperate with
the military and police to maintain order.

While Paris worked through its nightmare,
cities around the world were experiencing nightmares of their
own.

Japan’s famous Mount Fuji was now a huge
crater. The energy that hit the peak of the mountain was so intense
the entire mountain exploded throwing huge boulders miles away from
the blast. Falling debris devastated surrounding towns. Boulders
crashed down on homes, office buildings and fields, leaving a trail
of destruction for miles. A massive earthquake, caused by the
blast, was felt over a hundred miles from the epicenter.

As in France, people were caught unaware.
Most thought the attack to be too large for a terrorist group, yet
many wondered if another atomic bomb had been dropped on their
country. The older generation remembered, all too well, the
devastation that occurred when atomic weapons fell on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki in 1945. Horrible memories resurfaced in an instant.

The Sphinx, in Egypt, has guarded tombs and
temples for centuries. It has weathered the desert conditions and
narrowly missed the destructive blast from the sky. The area
surrounding the mighty Sphinx was not so fortunate.

The threat of terrorist attacks, in this
area, is all too real. The Middle East has been the center of
unrest for decades. Wars for territorial rights had been vicious.
Thousands of soldiers and innocent people were killed in the name
of ownership of small strips of land or for religious beliefs. The
newly formed Egyptian government and the population were convinced
that Israel or Iran was attacking their country.

The area surrounding the Sphinx took a direct
hit from the energy weapon. Huge craters – some over 100 feet deep,
were carved into the desert of Giza.

Abd al Matin, Egypt’s new president urged the
people to remain calm even though he, too, thought his beloved
country was under attack. Adding to his stress, he faced an
internal struggle. His new government had become the target of a
military coup, causing him to worry about attacks from within as
well.

Cologne Cathedral, in Germany, took hundreds
of years to construct, is a World Heritage Site and is Germany's
most visited landmark, attracting an average of 20,000 people a
day. This masterpiece now lay in a pile of rubble. The blast
occurred during a major ecumenical celebration. Thousands of
unsuspecting parishioners, members of the Vatican Council, and
tourists filled the cathedral when the energy blast fell from the
sky. Nothing survived. The destruction outraged both the Vatican
and Germany.

The mall in Washington DC was unusually
quiet. Malkeone’s advanced warning of the impending attack allowed
police and fire personnel to evacuate much of the area. On a more
normal day, the mall attracted thousands of tourists. Today it
looked like a scene from a science documentary. Though the blast
stayed in the tourist area, monuments and government buildings lay
in ruin. Many buildings, outside the immediate blast area, were
destroyed or severely damaged. Despite the advanced warning,
thousands were injured or killed. People were in a state of shock.
Tourists and regulars alike were gawking at the remnants of
monuments and other buildings.


 Chapter 1 –
Chaos

“Had we not just witnessed the death and
destruction supposedly caused by this Malkeone character, I’d say
you were nuts Sagerman” said Jane Daitzman as she paced behind the
conference room table. “This takes the number one spot for
unbelievable and you know what I’ve witnessed in my years, here, in
the CIA”

The members of ST6, seated around the
conference table, tried in vain to conceal their anger at their
bosses distrust. They were professionals and were accustomed to
being treated as such. Daitzman maintained her pacing as Sagerman
continued with his presentation.

“As I was saying, Jeremy Raybourne has a gene
in his body that matured on his thirteenth birthday. He was totally
unaware that his gene opens portals to parallel universes. Here,
you see the portal to the Sancostan universe. The woman, who is
walking through the portal, is Nealorna. You can imagine the
surprise of his parents when Nealorna presented herself to them.
She managed to convince them, however, that she was, indeed, real.
She is supposedly here to teach Jeremy how to use his gene for
good. Nealorna has been teaching him some very interesting lessons.
Jeremy is apparently quite talented and has learned his lessons
well.”

Jane Daitzman had originally ordered ST6 to
take Jeremy Raybourne into protective custody. Her intent was to
learn as much as possible about the gene, Jeremy Raybourne, and his
ability to open portals to parallel universes. ST6 failed to
achieve that goal and lost several team members during Malkeone’s
attack. Jane Daitzman summoned Forster Sagerman and his team to
present their findings and to document their failure.

Sagerman was trying to explain the bizarre
series of events that led up to the situation as it now stood. The
elite team never failed before and didn’t need their boss reminding
them of their mission.

“Tell me again Sagerman, how this Malkeone
character got into the picture.” Daitzman stopped pacing behind the
chair at the head of the conference table. Clutching the back of
the chair with both hands, she watched Sagerman as he presented
facts about the Verocostan world. Her demeanor was that of
disbelief, bewilderment, and frustration.

Daitzman thought back to a time when she was
in Sagerman’s position. Though not an elite team, she was the
leader on a high impact mission, which could not fail. Yet it not
only failed, it became public creating an extremely embarrassing
situation for the US.

Knowing she would be standing in a conference
room similar to this one, she made sure to dress in her smartest
looking suit. She knew that she was a woman in a man’s world - a
world to which she not only wanted entry but equality. She
presented the facts wondering if anyone believed her.

Daitzman had her share of top-secret
missions, and led numerous elite teams as her career in the secret
spy organization, within the CIA, progressed. No stranger to
danger, she could relate to almost any situation presented to her.
But this was beyond anything she had encountered. Her mind told her
this was impossible, yet she had witnessed much of what Sagerman
was relaying. Bizarre situations were the norm for the elite team
division.

“He is a Verocostan. The Verocostan world is
in desperate need for energy since they depleted their own natural
resources. His mission is to capture the earth, its population, and
to tap the earth’s core energy for his own world.”

“How the hell can he get the earth’s core
energy to his world? This is just too outrageous,” said
Daitzman.

“From what Nealorna says, the earth’s core
energy is extremely close to the Verocostan world’s energy.
Malkeone can tap ours and send it through that portal to his world.
She says he can do that until our energy runs out or it gets so low
it is no longer worth his effort. In either case, the earth would
be doomed. Our only hope is to figure out a way to prevent him from
accomplishing his mission.”

Daitzman threw her hands in the air. “Does
anyone have any ideas on how to stop him from doing what you
suggest?”

Sagerman continued his presentation as if her
question was not worth answering. “You’ve seen his power. The
Sancostan scientists set up in the Raybourne home and used their
abilities to divert Malkeone’s energy blasts, but many still
managed to get past their efforts, destroying hundreds of buildings
and killing thousands of innocent people. He is desperate, needs
the earth’s energy, and thus is very dangerous.”

“Okay, what about the boy? You were supposed
to take him into custody and bring him here. Instead you assisted
his personal security team, lost several good men, and came back
empty handed.”

Members of ST6 were visibly angered by her
words. One member looked her in the eyes and said, “It’s easy for
someone in your position to criticize when you were not there. With
due respect, ma'am, you have no idea what you are talking
about.”

Sagerman cringed at the comment, but did
nothing to stop his fellow team member from talking. ST6 members
were elite, but still reported to Daitzman and she was no easy
boss. While Sagerman handpicked each member of his elite team,
Daitzman had final say on the selections. She reviewed each man’s
personnel file, interviewed and interrogated him. She rejected any
man who was not up to her standards, with no second chance.
Sagerman knew this going into his first assignment as a ST6 team
leader, but didn’t realize just how much control Daitzman would
maintain over his team choices. Now he wondered if he was going to
lose another team member – not from Malkeone’s anger but from
Daitzman.

The team member continued. “I just witnessed
something that no science fiction movie could ever create. The
scene was horrific. Malkeone threw us twenty feet in the air with
the mere movement of his hand. He terrorized most of the world,
killed thousands of innocent people, and destroyed billions of
dollars of property with his thoughts. He is evil and I never want
to go up against anyone like him again. You can reprimand me if you
want ma’am, but you are out of line here” he said and turned toward
Sagerman.

Taken back by what she heard, Daitzman sat
down at the head of the conference table. “Let me try to put this
into prospective. I need to wrap my arms around this or I’ll go
crazy. We have an evil lord who wants to take us prisoner and
extract the earth’s energy for his world, a boy who has a gene that
opens portals allowing this Evil Lord Malkeone to do what he wants.
In addition, there is Nealorna, a being from yet another world,
wants to help us but is powerless against this evil lord. Half the
world wants Jeremy Raybourne dead and the other half thinks he is
the messiah.”

Sagerman sat at the other end of the
conference table as his boss recapped. He was not going to let
anyone see his stress. Physical and emotional strength were his
forte. He used those abilities, on more than one occasion, to
defeat the enemy. Daitzman was his boss and the enemy, too.

“Why do we want this boy to remain alive? If
he is that much of a threat to the world, why should we care about
his life? I may just have you exterminate him and put an end to all
of this,” said Daitzman. “It wouldn’t be the first time we
eliminated a threat. Does he walk on water?” she asked. While no
one outside the special ops division knew of the fact, it was
common knowledge that certain targets were eliminated on the
grounds of national security.

Before Sagerman could respond, another team
member said, “You may think that question is comical, but let me
tell you, Jeremy is a remarkable young man. This boy spent a full
week sitting next to his cousin, in intensive care, using his
powers to heal the boy. Doctors were ready to pull the plug before
Jeremy stepped in. They were sure his cousin would never survive
the accident. Well Jeremy not only healed his cousin, he healed
everyone in the ICU. Once again ma’am you have no idea.”

“Fine, fine maybe I have no idea what I’m
talking about but hear me clearly now. I am giving you an order to
take this Jeremy Raybourne boy into protective custody before
someone else gets the same idea. We have enough trouble with this
Evil Lord Malkeone. The last thing I want is Raybourne working for
some underground terrorist group or some government bent on world
domination. Do I make myself clear on this, gentlemen?” said
Daitzman.

Sagerman was not sure he or his men could
carry out that mission. He wasn’t sure he wanted to carry it out,
either. ST6 had seen both sides of Jeremy. They knew he didn’t want
the gene and they knew he didn’t want what the gene brought. They
also knew Jeremy would resist any attempts to capture him.

“We will make every effort to take Jeremy
into custody, but I must say that if Jeremy does not want to be
captured he will not be. He has more power now then any of us could
imagine. In addition, I will not lose anymore of my team on this
mission. If I feel we cannot do this safely, I will abort. If you
are not pleased with that you can have my resignation right
now.”

Before Daitzman could respond every member of
ST6 stood and said in unison, “and that includes all of our
resignations too ma’am.”

“Gentlemen, if you return without the boy,
you won’t have to resign,” said Daitzman.

As one, ST6 walked from the conference room
without further comment.

******

The United Nations Security Council, called
into emergency session, was trying to discern what just happened.
The normally civil council was a room of shouting, name-calling and
in one case; an actual brawl between two major powers certain that
the other caused the situation.

The main responsibility of the United Nations
Security Council is the maintenance of international peace and
security. It has 15 Members, each having one vote. Five of the
fifteen are permanent. The remaining ten members, selected from the
general assembly, rotate through the council for two-year terms.
The five permanent members are China, France, Russian Federation,
the United Kingdom, and the United States.

Pounding his gavel on the podium, Amare
Melesse, president of the Security Council, screamed for order in
the room. Slowly, the room quieted as members took their respective
seats. Only murmurs and hushed conversations continued as the room
became more orderly.

“I will not have fighting in this room. We
have a major crisis at hand that needs level headed people, not
street gangs accusing each other of transgressions,” said Melesse.
“From what I understand, every continent in the world has suffered
some type of attack. None of your countries is being isolated as
far as I can tell.”

Hands rose throughout the room requesting
recognition. Melesse looked toward and recognized the
representative from the United States. “Ms. Carlton, please tell us
that you have something positive to say. I think we all need that
right now.”

Anne Carlton is a mature woman who became a
well-respected diplomat at a young age. Having been in the
diplomatic core since college, she has continuously professed her
belief that all people be treated fairly. She strongly upholds the
rights of every citizen above all else. “What I have to say may
sound a bit weird, but after everything that just happened, it
might not be so unbelievable.”

The council quieted down and gave her the
respect she deserved and always received. One council member
actually nodded his head to her in subdued admiration.

“As you all know, the United States suffered
a similar bomb blast yesterday.” The videos of damages to
Washington DC and pictures of injured people had been on television
since it occurred. The first video placed on YouTube received over
a million views in just a few hours. Many thought it was a hoax
video until news coverage, of the scene, proved it to be very real.
“At first we, too, thought it was a bomb or missile attack from a
terrorist group or another nation. We later found out it was
neither.”

Hands rose all over the room. Council members
were anxious to ask questions. However, Melesse quieted the room
allowing Carlton to continue.

“We have learned that our entire world is
under attack, not any one individual country or nation.”

Comments and questions of disbelief resonated
around the Security Council. Melesse pounded his gavel to regain
quiet and said, “Please allow Ms. Carlton to continue. Once she has
completed her presentation, I will open the floor for questions and
follow-up.”

Anne Carlton continued to explain what
sounded like a science fiction movie. She added the little she knew
about Nealorna, Malkeone and Jeremy Raybourne. She further
explained the potential power of the offworld beings. Everyone in
the room sat in near silence and disbelief until she completed her
presentation.

Melesse was quick to stand. “Thank you, Ms.
Carlton for your update. I’m sure I am not alone in saying the
information you just provided sounds rather strange and quite
unbelievable. Do you have any proof to substantiate your claims of
an offworld attack, other than the destruction we’ve
witnessed?”

“Actually I do,” said Carlton. “We’ve had a
special forces team stationed at the Raybourne residence for over a
week now. Forster Sagerman is one of our best. Not only has he
witnessed much of what I just told you, he experienced the wrath of
this Malkeone, himself.” Carlton explained what occurred when the
seal team tried to stop Malkeone, to the dismay of the members of
the council. “As for the Raybourne boy, Forster has some stories
that even I have trouble believing. He claims this boy has a gift
that no one has shown for centuries.”

“How do we fight aliens waging war on our
planet with the powers they demonstrated yesterday?” said the
representative from Brazil.

“Sounds to me, like the mere existence of
this boy is the cause of all our troubles,” said another member.
“Can you weigh the life of one boy when compared to the thousands
of lives already lost?” said another. “What about the threat to our
world’s future? If this boy truly is the key to these so called
portals, then why is he still alive?”

Many members of the council voiced their
agreement. “As long as he remains alive, our world is at risk,”
shouted yet another member.

Carlton raised her hands to quiet the
chamber. She was not going to entertain further discussion of the
boy’s life. “We’ve been told the Raybourne boy has many gifts. One
allows him to tap into the earth’s energy and channel that energy
into machinery, generators and other devices that will end our
dependence on our planet’s limited resources,” said Carlton in
response. “This boy is an asset not a liability.”

“So you would use this boy to prevent us from
selling oil and natural gas?” shouted the representatives from
Saudi Arabia and other OPEC nations. “If this boy remains alive, he
should be a world resource, not an American one”

The shouting and fighting began anew, with
heated discussions on oil, natural gas and other monetary
resources. No one mentioned the destruction that just occurred.
Melesse allowed the chatter to continue; knowing it would continue
outside the council if he stopped it now. He seemed intrigued by
the change of events and direction the council was going.

When it became clear that no decisions would
come from the arguing and shouting, Melesse smacked his gavel and
asked everyone to resume their seats and be quiet. With hushed
cries of outrage, they obeyed the council president. “It seems to
me, that we are not going to resolve anything right now. The
Raybourne boy and his mentor – what was her name?” he asked looking
at Carlton.

“Nealorna” she answered.

“As I said, this boy and his mentor,
Nealorna, might have some answers to our world’s predicament. If,
indeed, there are alien beings trying to gain control of our world,
we certainly need help. That is, unless one of your nations has
weapons strong enough to fight an alien race” he said questioning
the members of the Security Council.

Mumbling responses of no, or not us, came
from many nation representatives.

“Any further discussions of this boy’s life
will not be tolerated,” he said admonishing council members who
suggested the contrary.

“Do you think it would be possible to get
this boy and his mentor here?” asked Melesse, looking at
Carlton.

“I’m not sure. Todd, his father, is quite
protective of his son now. Apparently, a kidnapping attempt
occurred, putting fear into his parents and his security guards.”
She made no mention that it was the US that attempted to kidnap the
boy. “The boy is heavily guarded now. We could ask his parents if
they would allow their son and his mentor to talk with us. But, I
make no assurances” said Carlton.

“Has your country gotten weak kneed?” shouted
the representative from Russia. If he were in our country, he would
already be in our custody. We don’t cater to sniveling children or
their parents.”

Once again, the room broke into shouts and
arguments. Melesse slammed his gavel so hard it broke. “Stop this
shouting now. We are here to resolve a grave situation. You sound
like a bunch of children fighting in a schoolyard. The next person
who creates an outburst will be banished from this room.” He knew
he was on a slippery slope with that threat, but he needed to
regain control immediately.

“Ms Carlton, could you present the question
to your government. I believe the UN could provide security for the
Raybourne boy, his mentor and his parents if you could convince
them that our request was important.”

The United Nations was a safe haven for heads
of state and other visiting dignitaries, but the streets
surrounding the UN Campus were very different. Located in New York
City, the UN was just another building in the midst of millions of
workers, tourists, and residents. While security was tight,
millions of people, cars, and trucks moved in and near the campus
daily. Terrorist threats or attacks were not uncommon in the
busiest city in the world. Protecting Jeremy, now that half the
world wanted him dead, would be a daunting task.

Ann Carlton shook her head “I will speak with
the president and present your request. I must remind you that this
boy is only 13 years old, is scared out of his wits at what he has
witnessed in the past few days, and has expressed his desire to be
left alone. He may refuse our request even if we offer
protection.”

“Do your best, please. The future of our
world is at risk,” said one of the council members.



Chapter 2 –
Protective Custody

Nealorna’s people completed the initial task
of healing Brett and Jeremy then moved both to the Raybourne home.
Brett lay recuperating in the guest room when one of his men ran
in. “Brett, I’m sorry to bother you, but that Sagerman guy wants
access to the house. He claims he is under orders to take Jeremy
into protective custody.”

Brett could hardly move after his ordeal, but
managed to get to his feet and walk downstairs. At the front door,
surrounded by his men, an angry Brett Kincaid faced Forster
Sagerman. “I’ve been told you have orders to take Jeremy into
protective custody. You know we cannot allow that to happen.”

Before Sagerman could answer, Todd was at
Brett’s side. “Did I hear correctly, Forster? After all this, you
still don’t understand, do you? My son is not going into your
custody or anyone else’s. Do I make myself clear?”

One of Forster’s men tried to push his way
into the house. He found the door guarded by a solid wall comprised
of Brett’s men. “No one enters this house without approval and
right now you don’t have that privilege,” said Brett.

“You don’t understand Brett. I am under
strict orders to take Jeremy into protective custody. My superiors
will not settle for anything less. After what just happened, they
feel Jeremy is a potential security risk to the US government.”

Todd was furious. “A security risk - he just
saved your life and those of thousands of others! Just think how
many lives would have been lost if Malkeone had not been stopped.
My son is not a security risk – he is a hero,” screamed Todd.
“Forster you have ten seconds to get off my property.”

“I don’t take orders from a civilian. If
Jeremy is not handed over to me within two minutes, I will have all
of you arrested for obstruction of a criminal investigation,”
shouted Forster as his face became enraged.

Jeremy sat on his bed recovering from his
ordeal. His room always felt like a warm cocoon when the world
around him made his life difficult. Today was no different. Sitting
there thinking about everything that happened since his birthday
and the direction his life was now heading, Jeremy felt a tinge of
fear mixed with reluctant acceptance. He didn’t want this gene, but
had no choice in the matter either. His father taught him that
sometimes ‘we are subjected to situations that we cannot control’.
At other times, ‘we have the choice to accept the situation or to
fight back.’ Jeremy felt this was one of those times when accepting
and learning how to use the power of the gene was better than
fighting back.

Alice and Jeremy heard the commotion at the
front door. Not knowing what was happening, Jeremy summoned
Nealorna asking her to remain invisible in case he needed her help.
Alice tried to stop him from getting up. “Where do you think you
are going? Those men want to take you away. If you go down there,
they may be able to overtake Brett’s men. You stay here.”

“Mom, do you really think Forster can fight
Nealorna? She is standing guard near the door. I’m going downstairs
to put an end to this right now.” Alice having no choice in the
matter followed her son as he quietly walked downstairs.

“Dad, please move away from the door. I want
to talk to Forster,” said Jeremy.

His sudden appearance startled everyone. Todd
knew the look on Jeremy’s face said don’t mess with me, so he
pulled Brett and his men to the side.

“I hear you want to kidnap me. Is that right
Forster?”

“Not kidnap, Jeremy. I am under orders to
take you into protective custody,” said Forster as he tried to
enter the house.

Brett’s men again stopped him at the door,
but allowed the conversation to continue.

Jeremy could see Nealorna’s energy just off
to the side of the men outside his home. He knew she would protect
him if he needed her help. “Forster, I’m not sure what you mean by
protective custody. Who are you trying to protect?”

Forster was getting visibly angry. He always
found a way to get past the enemy. This was the first time a
thirteen-year-old boy had the upper hand. He didn’t like that, nor
did his men. “Jeremy, I just lost some good men down there and
several others were badly hurt. I am not going to argue the merits
of my orders with you. Our government says you are a security risk
and need to be in protective custody. Whether I agree with that or
not, I have my orders and I intend to carry them out. Listen,
Jeremy, I know you have powers and could fight me, but you need to
understand that I must take you into custody right now.”

Brett’s men stood guard at the door making
sure Foster and his team remained outside. Foster’s team, however,
was moving around the house looking for a way to force their way
into the Raybourne home. They had been in more difficult situations
than this and managed to gain access to their target
destination.

Jeremy silently walked toward the door. Both
Todd and Brett tried to stop him. Jeremy turned toward is father
“Dad, I have to do this. I know what I am doing.”

Hoping that Jeremy or Nealorna had a plan;
Todd moved away and let his son go through the open door. Brett and
his men followed, staying close to their charge. Jeremy walked
across the porch, onto the front lawn, stopped, and turned toward
Foster. “Okay, I’m all yours” he said with his hands in front of
his body in the typical pose of someone waiting to be hand
cuffed.

As Forster moved off the porch toward Jeremy,
he walked into an energy shield that threw him back on his rear.
“Jeremy, please stop making this so difficult. I have my orders,”
he said from the ground.

“I know you have your orders. I’m waiting for
you to take me away,” said Jeremy as he continued to stand with his
hands outstretched.

Todd, Brett, Alice and several of Todd’s
protection team congregated on the lawn near Jeremy, anticipating
trouble. Todd wanted to be with his son, but could see Nealorna’s
energy field nearby. He had learned to discern her energy field
even if the others could not. As Forster got to his feet, he and
four of his toughest men approached Jeremy again. Jeremy stood
motionless as the five men were thrown to the ground by the force
of the shield.

“Forster, I’ve had enough of your games. It
is obvious that you are not taking me into custody. So, I suggest
you report back to your superiors and let them know they’ve lost,”
said Jeremy from within his personal shield.

Before Forster had the chance to get to his
feet, Nealorna appeared directly in front of him. “You witnessed
Malkeone’s tantrums, Jeremy’s powers, and that of my men and me,
yet you foolishly think you can take this young man.”

Nealorna reached down to help Forster to his
feet as fifty energy fields around the front lawn turned into men
standing guard. Everyone gasped, including Jeremy, at the Sancostan
show of force. Forster
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