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    To my brother Paul, who excelled as: A man. A husband. A father. You will be missed.

      

    


Imprisoned in Space  

Intro

Bill Wilcox never dreamed of the danger on a quiet stretch of highway. A high school science teacher with a mind wired for patterns and problem-solving, he trusts the world to make sense. He once wanted to be a chemist-pharmaceutical and Biotech chemists make great money. Teachers... not so much. He’s married to his childhood sweetheart, Joan, and they have beautiful twin daughters Lisa and Lori. The twins take dance and give recitals. Bill is the one who notices things first, he feels the oddity before anyone realizes something’s wrong.

Paul Prescott, is a chef at Angelo’s Italian Cuisine-the finest restaurant in Reading. Paul is sharper than any knife in his kitchen. He remembers everything, no detail escapes him-flavors, faces and surroundings. He doesn’t need recipes; all of the entrees are locked in  his head. Perfect presentation, always mouth watering-he is truly an artist. Paul has a life partner, Louis, a nice guy but not a poker player, the activity that binds the others together.

Jason Norris, the youngest of the three, has a ravenous appetite. He’s a big kid, a former Marine paratrooper, and won’t go anywhere without his paratrooper pin, rubbing it with his thumb when nerves creep in. He is a mechanical engineer, single and works from home. He has one older sister, Cathy, who lives in Pittsburgh. Cathy worries about her baby brother, all alone and hundreds of miles away. Jason’s a bit of a hockey nut; he played in college and his dream was to be in the NHL playing for his favorite team. His wardrobe reads like a Tampa Bay Lightning ad.

The boys belong to a poker club with forty-odd members, that meets every Wednesday. The rest of the week, they hone their skills online. All three enter a qualifying tournament and try to win a seat in a $300 buy-in event to be held at the Borgata, in Atlantic City. Five seats are to be awarded, each seat comes with a room, and a dinner comp.

The tourney last for hours. Jason out lasted Bill and Paul and won one of the seats. Bill and Paul, not to be left out, will go to Atlantic City with Jason and pay the entry fee.

Saturday morning and the boys make the two-hour drive to the Borgata.

The tournament starts at noon. The field was huge-1400 players-and first place is $90,000.

Jason brings his lucky paratrooper pin. Bill and Paul bust his balls; they'll depend on skill, not superstition.  

They wish each other luck and find their seats.

The tourney lasts eleven hours, for Bill, he cashes for $2,200. Jason’s stay is seven hours, and Paul is playing slots after an hour and a half. By 11:30, they were drinking some of Bills winnings.  

The next day, they hang around and play some live poker. They have a great time-everyone played, drank and laughed. Bill treats: Surf & Turf for everyone, all the while rubbing their noses in his windfall.

"If only you were better players,”  he says with a smirk, “I wouldn't have to be pay for everything." It’s early evening and they take off for Reading. None of them know that driving home may be the last ordinary thing they ever do.
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Chapter One
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The Storm

The ride home was constant trash talk and laughter, and the miles passed quickly-until they didn’t. Lightning flashed up ahead, thin and sharp at first, then rapid like a strobe. The radio was interrupted with a severe weather alert. A storm appeared out of nowhere: thick cloud cover and frequent lightning strikes. The meteorologists were baffled. There had been no warning, no indication this storm was forming. The public is cautioned to avoid unnecessary travel.

Outside, lightning strikes were firing so fast, like the 4th of July-frightening, not dazzling.

Bill squinted through the blazing streaks, one hand clenched on the wheel the other shielding his eyes. The boys were almost home, but they are right in the thick of the storm.

With no end in sight they opted to pull over, hoping the storm will pass as quickly as it rolled in.

Beautiful star lit night one minute, violent electrical storm the next, as if someone flicked a switch.

Bill muttered, “Weird storm, no wind, no rain, just lightning and thunder on steroids.”

The strikes were off, maybe half a mile away but the thunder was so loud it rattled the car.

A massive lightning bolt nearly struck the car,  blinding them with green shadows.

Paul wanted out of this storm. Bill tried to start the car but nothing happened. He turned the key over and over, the car was dead. They got out of the car and popped the hood. The air was stale and still despite the bright flashes and deafening thunder.

Jason said, “It looks like the battery got shorted out somehow.”

Another bolt hit so close Paul almost jumps out of his skin.

They scramble back into the car, safest place in a lightning storm.

Or so they think.

Another strike hit a pole right in front of the car, and the men froze, each pretending not to be terrified.  

With more lightning strikes in the distance there was movement in the darkness. Three tall silhouettes emerge, towering beings, like Bigfoot.

Bill tries to open the car door.

He can’t move.

He is frozen, his hands and feet were bound-no ropes, no cuffs, just stuck like a magnet. He couldn't move, he couldn't speak, he can only move his eyes. Jason and Paul were rigid too,  paralyzed by something far stronger than fear.

The shadowy figures moved closer and the truth became unmistakable.

Not Bigfoot.

Not human.  

These were aliens, eight feet tall, broad faces with big red eyes reflecting each lightning flash like burning coals.  

Some garbled clatter comes from one alien as they moved in even closer to the car. Another bolt smashes into the entire group. An explosion of white light-then silence. No pain. No sound. No sensation of movement.

They’re no longer in the car but in a metallic chamber, transported to a spaceship hovering a mere 500 feet overhead.

The ship has a cloaking device and a radar-absorbing coating, it must uncloak to allow for  transporting. The thick cloud covering that it hovered above prevents observation with the naked eye. The lightning strikes were simply the transporting method. The bolts of lightning were extremely bright and the accompanying thunder was deafening. During transport, they felt and heard nothing-just appeared on the ship in total silence. Still unable to move and scared out of their minds, their eyeballs darting back and forth.

There are several other people already aboard-all male-and more keep appearing, all frozen and silent. More garbled speech, and one by one they are ushered away. They return shortly, still frozen, wearing green jumpsuits. They are all motionless, only able to move their eyes-eyes filled with panic.

Traveling through the infinite darkness of space, their thoughts churn wildly. Where were they going? What do they want with them? Were they prisoners...or something worse? Their minds wallow in terror; the unknown conjures up nothing but dread.  

Traveling through space, one alien addresses the men. The same garbled clatter as in the storm but this time they understand perfectly. Methodical, monotone, the words simply appear in their minds. They are told that they are prisoners of the Mildons. “You are being taken to a Carinthiam mining colony, where you will work the mine. Working conditions in the mine are deplorable. If you cooperate and follow the rules, there are many positions outside of the mine. These are desirable positions and are awarded for good behavior. If you become a problem prisoner you will be assigned the least
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