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Dedication
To the readers and their imagination.
I hope you will enjoy this experience as much as I enjoyed creating it. Remember, when one experiences life as an exciting journey, who cares about the destination!
A glorious day it is—after finally locating the enigmatic Temple of Junghis, I am confident that by tomorrow it will reveal its secrets to me. It will be interesting to see if my peers will still scoff at my claims of its supernatural origins.
Excerpt from the personal journal of Dr. Peter Reynolds, Cairo, Egypt 17 September 1999
Prologue
Cathexis-the concentration of psychic energy
Tomes cutting/section
4000 BC—Kingdom of the Old World, Earth.
In desperate haste, he tied the stolen rope around his neck, pulled tight, and jumped.
Thirty seconds later, the spasmodic twitching halted as he died.
He was lucky.
He had left behind the soul destroying screams from slaves being terrorized within the deep underground cavern walls.
Slowly worked to death . . .
Hearing a commotion, Leah came running up . . . and gasped. With heavy heart, she took in the human pendulum, still swinging to its own morbid rhythm. She slipped behind a rock as two of the slave masters appeared.
They were always in control . . . ever watchful.
One spat at the freshly dead body. “Weak!”
A voice echoed behind her, “Salet . . . Leah?” They were never to let her out of their sight. Her sweat filled hands clutched at her pail of water.
She stared back in shock at the lifeless man—one less soul who would not need her life giving water now.
It all felt unreal. She had let him and all her people down. It was overwhelming.
Her leadership had fallen, her fate was in the hands of a new, evil ruler, and her people were imprisoned in a perpetual nightmare. In her quiet desperation, she almost screamed. But she forced herself to silence. Even to speak against her rulers would bring a punishment to her people worse than death.
Stay brave, she thought. Control the building, aching rage.
That moment, her frustrated, overworked mind caressed a small, joyful memory of happier times. That steadied her strength of will.
Poised on a priceless gold throne for all her loyal followers to gaze in awe at and with fine robes adorning her body, she ruled over the land with fairness and might. Together with Sidonio, her beloved consort, she brought sunlight to all and was destined to reign for years. It was the day of her birthday and a lavish party had been prepared.
They never saw, never imagined the darkness, until it was too late.
“LEAH!” The impatient voice broke her reverie.
But Leah dropped her pail and collapsed to her knees as a vision took hold . . . probing red eyes stabbed into her brain . . . a swirling, choking mist encompassed her mind and body . . . complete helplessness coupled with a sickening release of freefall . . .
Then, an inexplicable shot of euphoria and omnipotent, God like power surged through her. She felt like she was being thrown down an endless tunnel with those piercing red eyes peering into her soul . . .
Chapter 1—Kate
November 2004
Kate woke with a gasp, sweat pouring off her. It was almost the same damn dream, night after night. Like a serial soap opera, growing into a repetitive horror film with more details added to each episode.
Who the hell was the woman in her dreams and all the faces that were cast in shadow?
She rolled out of bed and stared in her mirror.
The only pair of red eyes she could see was blood shot from a late night.
Kate Willard, at the prime age of forty, was a lovely, voluptuous, dark eyed beauty, with soft patrician features framed by long wavy dark hair, which she almost always wore loose. She possessed a quick sense of humor, seasoned with occasional cynicism, sometimes gravitating to sarcasm. Her pragmatic, at times stolid, view on life never allowed her to think she was beautiful; that was for the vain and shallow.
Divorced and alone, two rag doll cats, peach schnapps, sci fi television shows, and romantic novels, which she used as a form of escapism, were her only company. She worked at home tackling people’s business accounts, which gave her total independence, as she preferred the safe home life.
Her one unsuccessful marriage still carried a bitter taste, as her ex could not help himself when it came to women. His betrayal hurt her deeply.
Discovering singledom at twenty five, she stepped into a plethora of dates, which sadly, over the years, all resulted in bitter disappointment and turned Kate off. They would beg to come back, but she always refused. Kate could not stand disloyalty and feeble insecurity.
She kept hearing her late mother’s wise words: “Twenty is too young to be married Katherine.” Huh, the beauty of hindsight.
Sorry Mum . . . should have listened. I’ve learned my lesson. Men are all the same. You‘ll be pleased to know I’ll be single forever, as now I’m too bloody old!
She smirked at her reflection reciting, “Youth is a gift of nature. Age is a work of art.”
Apart from occasional outings with her gal pals, the only other social element in her life was singing Friday nights with a band at a local nightclub, which also afforded her a “jolly good workout.” She had a following of fans, male and female, but she made a pact with herself to remain impervious, especially from the male species. Potential boyfriends were always kept at arm’s length, which was her subliminal safety barrier. As far as Kate was concerned, Mr. Right was nowhere in sight, and she had given up looking for him. Why keep getting involved, going through the motions, and end up getting your heart blasted into pieces?
The recurring dreams had haunted her for almost three months, and she feared they were growing stronger.
Until, in a momentous epiphany, she stated to her mirror, “I’m destined to be more than what I am now!” She did not know why she had said that. But a shiver went up her spine as her mind opened to the implications of this simple mono statement.
With coffee in hand, it was 6:00 a.m., ready to start another routine, somewhat boring day at her PC. “This is driving me nuts!”
Instead of beginning her client’s accounts, she began to write about her ominous dreams. “Leah is such a . . . cute name.”
When she looked at the clock, it was 1:30 p.m. Her stomach rumbled. Stretching and running her hands through her hair, Kate made her way to the kitchen to conjure up some toasted sandwiches.
Oblivious to the ground shattering her favorite coffee cup, a frightening vision hit her. Totally awake with her eyes wide open. One minute she was looking through an open kitchen window, the next was like looking in a mirror with her own face in shadow. A deep, gravelly voice spoke, ordering her to carry out a specific task she must complete or humanity would not survive.
The voice was barely audible, as if there was interference like a garbled radio signal in her mind.
After that, and a belly load of peach schnapps, Kate considered either going to a shrink or giving up on those late night horror flicks. “This is not normal,” she kept scornfully telling herself.
This was far out!
But the task was even more bizarre in its simplicity, and scary in the sense that she could not make any sense out of it at all.
The voice had told her to go shopping.
Chapter 2—Odyssey Bourne Force
Saturday morning, 2029
Blake Bennett handed his twenty two year old son, Sam, a book, stating, “I feel you are ready for this. Please read it.”
“What’s it about, Dad?”
He looked at his son solemnly. “Mankind’s most secret history and discoveries. What, I believe, not everyone is quite ready for yet. No historians have ever taught this, let alone know about it. Maybe one day they will, but you will understand what I mean. All I want you to do is keep an open mind, and read it from the beginning to the end. However, when you get to the last page, you may feel a little . . . angry. But I have a surprise for you.”
Sam could have questioned him. But what was the point?
Sam Bennett stroked the worn hardcover entitled, Kingdom of the Old World, Volume 1, Dr. Peter Reynolds, archeologist PhD (Hons).
Sam was well aware his father, once a top photojournalist, had a penchant for unusual theories and enigma.
Intrigued, Sam read three quarters of the way through. What he found was a fascinating, methodical journal of Reynolds’ specific 1999 travels to Ancient Egypt, where he had discovered a buried temple the archeologist claimed belonged to an unknown ancient royal family and contained supernatural properties. Reynolds made mention that his more down to earth colleagues had pooh poohed his theories. He had compiled an extensive list of objects found inside the temple, including hand drawings, photos of stone scriptures, and unusual symbols. According to Reynolds, most of what he had discovered, especially the strange symbols, predated Egyptian hieroglyphics.
The last quarter of the journal changed format and wads of text followed, like a diary. He sampled the first page and it was fantastic. He was beginning to see why Dr. Reynolds’ amazing discoveries could not be made public.
He flipped through the writing, noting he had around another sixty odd pages to read. The last entry was dated July 2005. He needed fresh coffee and perhaps something stronger for later.
He stared at his father sitting on the verandah smoking, wondering what this was all leading up to and what was the relevance? A cold fear made him shiver.
Would it be a case of dare he look behind him wherever he went? Or more like watch the darkening skies. Or was this all just poppycock?
When Blake Bennett had first read the journal, he was thirty two years old and at the peak of his professional career. In the past, he had interviewed the archeologist a few times, as they shared similar views. Though he only knew the archeologist by reputation, his reporter’s instinct recognized sincerity. He believed in Reynolds’ theories.
The way the diary portion was written sounded like a complex science fiction fantasy story. Or, if he was a real cynic, it could be one man’s fantastic journey to boost his own ego. No, Reynolds had no reason to lie; he was an intelligent and articulate man, willing to lay his reputation on the line. At that time, Blake needed to find the archeologist. But the answers were already in his hand.
This story was too damn real. He should know; he had become involved. He glanced at his son, now sprawled on the living room sofa, deep inside the journal, and anticipated his reaction.
After all, she did say, “Humans are such curious and emotional children.”
February 2005
The OBF1 team were geared up for the latest mission, loaded with supplies, weapons for defense, and a range of devices for long and short range audio and visual communication.
“We have a go!” boomed a voice over the loudspeaker.
“Right, guys ─ listen up! Let me remind you this is a brief visit. Assess the situation, hand over the goodies and high tail it home,” stated Gene Tremaine, the leader, to his two colleagues.
Though his team had visited this destination many times, a never ending fascination of what was before them or what could happen was always present. These men had adventure in their blood—a natural pre requisite.
Throughout their specialized and intensive training, the single most emphasized dynamic instilled was abundantly clear; complacency means death, and not just for this select team.
This particular destination was to the planet Ahmadeus in the far regions of the Gamma 4 Quelain Galaxy. This galaxy was two hundred and fifty million light years away from the Milky Way and very much unexplored by the team.
Tremaine checked his wrist computer for the ETA.
Through the door, it would take eight point five seconds Earth time to get there. All things considered, a short time, given the fact that they would be traveling through an astronomical portal that would allow them to step from one planet to another. The speed of light did not factor into this form of travel, nor did the effect of heading out millions of light years away and going into the past. In other words, the door, officially known as the Black Star Portal, or BSP, defied the accepted astronomical laws of physics as we know them. This was one reason why it was the most closely guarded secret of mankind to date.
For some reason, Tremaine’s normally hardened concentration flashed back to the beginning.
Over the past five years, the Odyssey Bourne Force project was run via a covert and mysterious civilian group known as Divisions. Not one person could be singled out as the instigator, though Divisions had an overseer. The common belief was it all began with a few enthusiastic night sky watchers with cosmic interests and unimaginably deep pockets. The group rapidly expanded and collectively were known as the Secret United Earth Powers. They consisted of a diverse, secretive mix of private businessmen who had invested money and resources and were the backbone of Divisions. Some of the members had interests and contacts in private enterprises dealing in microcomputers, electronics, well funded R & D scientific laboratories, and numerous skin factories specializing in metals and steels combined with materials not relative to Earth.
The doorway had been used for off world exploration to discover other forms of intelligent life, and to bring back technologies that could be useful on Earth, especially in regards to defense, historical, and medicinal purposes. Divisions were not answerable to any reigning governmental bodies or armed forces. Ironically, it had clandestine connections within areas of each. The day to day running of the administration was very strict. Incoming and outgoing personnel were scrutinized via eye scans, codes, and voice recognition, and if necessary, blood samples. It was more sophisticated than any military type of operation. The President was aware of the organization, but as long as it was not encroaching on the laws or upsetting his armed forces protocol, he turned a blind eye. He did not want to know, unless it affected his country directly. His representative sat in the monthly S.U.E.P summits. As far as he was concerned, Divisions was another line of defense. He knew the public must not become aware or find out—unless their backs were against the wall.
If the worse came about, he always had the plausible deniability answer.
What the President, and S.U.E.P had in common right away was the belief to keep this project secret from the public for as long as possible.
The device, or key used to open this enigmatic doorway to the stars, was made up of an elaborate collection of palm sized crystals, though only six were required for the door to unlock.
The crystals were clear except for varying black marks, like veins, engraved into them. They were placed in a specific order on a pedestal six meters in front of the BSP. A total of sixty six crystals had been located, but they had not dispelled the fact there could be more.
With numerous combinations, the “crystal keys” were scanned and harnessed together in an elaborate computer program put together by a scientific team for ease of deployment. This was no mean task.
To activate, a powerful laser was required to shine through the positioned crystals spreading the resulting rays of light onto the BSP. An unexplainable form of metamorphosis occurred, rendering the black stone from a solid opaque to a white liquid energy that further changed into a rainbow vision of blinding beauty. This energy image gave the impression of a huge television, without the restrictions of a screen. Millions of fiber optic multicolored threads moved faster than the eye could follow. To Tremaine, it looked more like a crackpot’s psychedelic dream machine.
Ironically, the stone door itself was so black, if one shone a normal battery torch on it, the blackness swallowed the light; it would not reflect. Only light concentrated through a powerful laser via the crystals transformed the body of the stone into an astronomical gateway. The size of Earth’s BSP was five meters high by three point five meters wide by one point five meters deep. It was, to date, the only known stone to exist on Earth.
To any uninformed observer, the travelers walking through the Portal disappeared. In reality, within a tiny thread of time they were light years away, on another planet walking through a sister doorway.
A strict schedule was kept, as the only known way back home was when the Earth based operator opened up the Earth doorway at a predetermined time. All off world computer watches were synchronized with homebase. The away team had a maximum of thirty seconds to send a coded radio voice or video signal through the bright light to register at base headquarters. If they ever missed, they had to wait a further thirty seconds for homebase to open the door again. Once communication was established, the team could return. If, for any reason, any other team were sending a signal through at the same time from wherever in the Universe, they would receive a jamming code and have to wait until the homebase operator could let them through. That had not happened yet as the scheduled missions did not coincide. For security reasons, all signals were changed upon completion of each mission.
There probably was another way to open the door from the destination end, but how to do that had not yet been ascertained. Each sister doorway they had visited possessed no crystal ‘keys’ to open them. In fact, nothing much was known about this strange doorway, nor its creators. At the moment, only Earth possessed these crystals. Even though both the crystals and the door were located on Earth, their top scientists stated the origins were extraterrestrial, which Tremaine sardonically interpreted as, they don’t have a clue.
Divisions had placed an electrical force field two meters around the door, so if any unfriendlies managed to gatecrash, they would be, in theory, trapped. This action did not make Tremaine feel any safer.
The BSP’s momentous discovery was all possible thanks to a talented young geological archaeologist, Dr. Peter Reynolds. His independent, prolonged study and deciphering of the unique, ancient scripture scattered around the Junghis Temple walls where the door was found, along with extensive research, and later an unlimited budget thanks to Divisions, made this galactic travel a reality. Later he dubbed it his Leap Frog discovery.
A thorough non stop six months of pre testing and probing ensued. Based on Reynolds’ theory, scientists bombarded the stone with everything from radio waves to gamma rays. Success came with the concentration of visible light. A long life battery powered toy car with a camera on board were just a few of the first tests set up once the historic and exciting discovery of the first opening of the door had been established. The first live being, a frog (hence the nickname), was sent through. When a remote probe followed and a video link was established, what everyone saw was astonishing—a landscape similar to Earth’s that had a breathable atmosphere. They had discovered Ahmadeus, an astonishing jaw dropping quarter billion light years distance from Earth.
But why this particular planet?
According to Dr. Reynolds, this was not hard to answer. His meticulous records noted that when he found the BSP, six crystals were set up on a pedestal, exactly six meters in front of the BSP. The patterns etched into the crystals were later matched with star maps pointing to a planet not even discovered by Earth at the time, which later became known as Ahmadeus. When the crystals and BSP were moved into the base, Dr. Reynolds made sure everything was positioned exactly as it was found.
Then the inevitable questions were asked. Had beings visited Earth thousands of years ago using the door? Perhaps, though no solid proof was unearthed.
Was this the planet that an ancient people had visited many thousands of years ago?
According to his studies inside the Temple of Junghis, it appeared so. Ancient wall drawings showed a planet with two moons depicted, which was confirmed when Divisions’ star map computer pinpointed the exact positioning of the three bodies. Though, this scripture was tested and aged as new, compared to other stories scattered about the walls. Dr. Reynolds suspected from his interpretation of the ancient dialect that travel to Ahmadeus was more an escape than a visit, otherwise why were the crystals left this way.
The collection of crystals was packed in a clay box in the temple, half buried in the dirt floor. The box was remarkably well preserved, and the outside was covered with drawings of the crystals set in various patterns. These could be more directions to other worlds.
The arguments quickly began regarding the pros and cons of sending a person through. Dr. Reynolds had argued that he should be the one to see if a person could get through and back. When the powers that controlled Divisions intervened, it was decided the risk to Dr. Reynolds was too great. But he refused to work any further on the project unless they chose him. The powers that be relented and after intense debate, it was decided that if the first journey proved safe and successful, small, specialized teams would be organized.
Incidentally, the frog survived the journey contained in a cage strapped onto a remote controlled car. Largest leap a frog has ever taken was the going joke and was brought back by the first live team that ventured through and was now residing in Dr. Reynolds’ lab.
Dr. Reynolds’ life was beyond excitement since his discovery of such a practical form of space travel, and incontrovertible proof of intelligent alien life. The only stipulation in his contract was he could not tell anyone. But, there was nothing in his contract about discontinuing his personal journal. He was amused and more appreciative of the imaginations of the people behind popular sci fi shows such as Star Trek and Stargate. At times, they were so close to the truth it was uncanny. He knew that if the truth appeared full face to the masses on Earth, chaos and hysteria would spread and modern civilization including most religious cultures, would crumble. Having those sci fi shows may just help to soften the blow that will hit us all, if the OBF failed to do their job and protect Earth.
No one could predict the future.
Divisions’ scientists had calculated that there were countless numbers of these sister doorways throughout the known galaxies, and beyond. But only a tiny fraction had been explored by humans, given the half decade that the OBF program had been running.
In fact, there were so many sequential positions for the crystals to determine possible destinations that an elaborate computer program was needed to accommodate the growing library. At that point, they had 13,542 recorded crystal addresses to call on. Very few had been visited by humans, mainly robots and probes, as correct atmospheric conditions had to be pre determined before anyone would dream of stepping through. Because of the amount of worlds to explore, numerous teams, both human and robotic, were off world at any given time.
They discovered that all the established BSPs were similar to the one on Earth. An interesting experiment predetermined that once the door was activated, anything the size of a tank could go through, as the door’s perimeter was somehow stretched by the onslaught of light. Once the light had faded, the door’s perimeter returned to its solid size. Inactive, it looked like a door with no handle.
This all took months of intensive research and experimentation. It would have taken Divisions longer if it were not for the self effacing and brilliant Dr. Reynolds, being the leading authority in deciphering geological and archaeological scriptures, and a firm believer in ALF (alien life forces), combining his expertise with ex military Major Isaac Mason, who knew just about everything there was to know on astronomical matters. When the BSP was discovered, Divisions always had a foremost team in mind to set up all the preliminary work.
Reynolds, Mason, and a handful of gifted scientists and technicians set out to collate the expanding crystal addresses to correspond with their revered creation—a sophisticated computer program that would hold all the crystal addresses and enable ease of deployment. It was assimilated with the Divisions’ star map computer program, which was responsible for creating and recording all known and newly discovered stellar topography. It made one feel very small when faced with infinite space. The program was nicknamed Crystal Address Star Portal or CASP for short.
For preciseness and no instance of being sent to a wrong address, robotic arms were commissioned with the arduous task of placing the crystals on the pedestal that matched with the pre ordained specified computer patterns. When everything was perfect, the operating technician pressed in the release code and a glass cover that housed a large red button flipped open and started the laser, which took around sixty seconds to power up. Protective eyewear had to be worn to avoid injury or blindness, but this was only for the few moments of dazzling light that shone through the crystals on the BSP. Once the BSP, changed to its psychedelic colored rain, it was safe.
Tremaine grinned lopsidedly as he remembered the time Divisions had selected the first three man team. They proudly put on the new uniform that carried the OBF insignia superimposed over the Earth on their upper arms. Tremaine, a US Air Force Colonel, had been snatched up. A reliable and proven leader, he had been training and running the away teams from the program’s inception. At the age of forty five he was still single, tall, ruggedly handsome, with, at times, a tactless sense of humor that he called straight shooting. But this hid the other side—cunning, sometimes vicious man of swift tactics. A man who could think, run, and use a gun at the same time.
Though brilliant, Doctor Peter Reynolds was shy and not really a team player. However, his many talents made up for that. He was a great linguist, and possessed an IQ off the scale. He was a walking encyclopedia and generally respected among his peers. He was born with a photographic mind and could absorb foreign languages like a sponge. As a boy, he knew the study of the human past, especially archeology was what he wanted to do. Yet, as he moaned, his multi talents could never get him a date.
Finally, Isaac Mason, thirty nine, the master mind in helping set up CASP, was a no nonsense, muscular African American, who had knowledge unsurpassed in the field of astronautics and astrophysics. Hunting and martial arts were his pastimes, with a few trophies to boot. He reckoned, if he had remained in the military instead of joining this program, he would be a five star general. Though he loved his role in the civilian secret new defense force like a boy with a toy, he would never openly admit it.
Along with five other specialist teams, the staff, soldiers, administrators, and their boss, Commander in Chief Paul Pilcher, were all sworn to secrecy. As Pilcher stated in his personal interviews, the requirements ruled it as a necessary and dedicated existence. Tremaine’s tongue in cheek interpretation was a deadly dedication.
Tremaine forced his mind back on the rails to his current assignment.
“Right, is everyone ready?” Tremaine barked. He gave the word to fall out.
The three men edged along the ramp towards the light, hesitated for a nanosecond, and then disappeared.
The laser light faded, leaving no trace.
On Ahmadeus, the team emerged through a replica of the black stone on Earth—eerily resembling the enigmatic monolith in Kubrick’s 2001, A Space Odyssey.
The team was scheduled to meet with their alien colleague, a Cantal, known as Sataal, a rebel ex Trimadian, who had set up small spy networks amongst the enemy Trimadian ranks. Sataal, like most of his rebel followers, had themselves evaded their evil Trimadian Masters.
There were very few of them.
Chapter 3—A Cruel Evolution
Like humans, the Cantals’ early histories were drawn on walls of caves, slabs of stones, verbally passed on, and later documented on wafer delicate paper like scrolls. Though most documentation was destroyed, the few remaining made it to one man, a human, to guard the truth.
The few remaining Cantals had known the humans long enough to build up a solid trust. They knew the best hiding place to guard their precious truth, would be by keeping all remaining evidence off world.
Dr. Pete Reynolds was surprised, humbled and honored to be bestowed the study and ensure preservation of the precious remaining documents and artifacts. On his initial study, a lot bore resemblance to what he found in the temple in the Kingdom of the Old World.
Dark skies, invasion, and slavery were common. But one thing was different; the Cantal’s drawings depicted an invasion by some pretty yukky ugs that Tremaine had commented on.
A short time after they had made his acquaintance, Sataal had invited a few of the OBF teams including OBF1 to Ahmadeus for a few days’ education on their history and culture. Around the rebel’s campfire, Sataal told an incredible, compelling story of what Pete termed as a cruel manipulation of evolution.
The enthralled humans noticed that Sataal carried an altruistic and charisma that made his followers inspired and proud. He was a stout, good hearted warrior of legendary proportions, who had seen enough devastation to cause permanent shellshock.
“Several thousand years ago a primitive humanoid host discovered and invaded this new and innocent world. For years, they had been searching the Universe for a stronger physical host to ensure a parasitic energy creature known as the Cathexistome would survive by blending the parasite with a new physical host: our beloved Cantal race. The Cantals, therefore, produced the heralded third Great Race—the Trimadians. They had on board vast life energy tanks for the Cathexistome, housing them in their true form. They were desperate to repopulate their species as an unknown plague was killing the primitive humanoid hosts, the yukky ugs.”
Sataal grinned at Tremaine.
“No known cure was discovered, and fear of complete annihilation was about to become a reality. When the Cantals were discovered living peacefully on Ahmadeus, it was an exciting new beginning for the Cathexistomes and virtual enslavement for the Cantals who had no defense against such an aggressive, predatory species believed to have originated from the far regions of the Nextraprime Galaxy.
“Cantal hosts were rounded up by Trimadian hunting groups and shipped in bulk back to the Nextraprime Galaxy, to a planet called Heliostronus and placed in the Cathexistome capital, known as the Necradome City, for selection and implantation. Resistance was futile as the growing population of Trimadians had powerful and developed technology and weaponry. Once implanted, the Trimadians’ lifespan was believed to be at least four centuries, even longer, before the physical body gave up and the Cathexistome was either passed on to another Cantal host or housed inside energy chambers. Without the parasite, Cantals live an average one hundred and fifty years. Very little is known about this parasite. It is a life form that is devoid of personality and emotions and as far as we know, all are duplicates of each other. It is a true catalyst as it insidiously dominates the host, enhancing evil, dark traits.
“All Cantal children were educated to learn the way of the Cathexistomes without question. It was indoctrinated into their society. However, at puberty, only selected Cantal males were implanted with a Cathexistome, who provided their male hosts pure machismo, the desire to dominate all without compromise, and they possessed high intelligence and cunningness. Many other so called advantages were gifted through this exchange—good health, superficial wounds healed rapidly, superb strength, and longevity, which were beneficial for both races. Males not selected were either servants to their masters, or sent to work in the mines. The luckless female Cantals were never implanted. Selected ones were used for breeding fresh hosts and all others became slaves under the Cathexistomes.
“Leaders trained Trimadian youths in the ways of war craft and were designated as warriors. From that point on, a strict, disciplined existence combined with their war skills was honed to perfection. One of their ultimate tests was to be pitted against enemies and prove themselves to be the best.
When each individual satisfied their leaders, a Trimadian symbolical triangular tattoo was embedded on their upper arm. They would then continue to serve their Trimadian Masters. Their reputation spread and they were known as the perfect killing machines.
“In fact, it was instilled from childhood that if a male did not possess a Cathexistome he would have no purpose of existence. Therefore, servitude or death was the only option. To speak of, or even to think of, removal of the Cathexistome was heresy punishable by death.
“There were class orders, just like your Hindu castes on Earth, you told me about, Pete, but, of course, only for the male of the species. The pecking order was war based, consisting of several rulers who developed their own domains. Below them were the various sub leaders, ranking officers, right down to the foot soldiers—the Cantal warriors—who made up the bulk.
“As they developed, there was a downside to the Trimadians’ constant aggressiveness, possibly brought about by the growing formation of this relatively new species. Not so much between the free Cantals and the Trimadians, but by feuding Trimadian warlords forming groups to war against their own kind to dominate and obtain the most prized possession—to be Supreme Commander over all and form one monolithic, dictatorial system. Each group was territorial, and violence would break out over Ahmadeus or any planet that was claimed. The underlying need for a single strong government and leader was urgent, or they could end up destroying themselves, as the plague earlier almost did.”
Sataal hesitated at that point, and took a long drink, as he carried on to the next dramatic part.
“One certain . . . individual confronted the leaders and boldly claimed that he would become their ultimate leader, to unite all fleets under his rules. He had been watching them from a distance for some time and promised he would bring about great powers and an evolutionary change that would one day have the Gods brought to their knees. Under his leadership they would want for nothing, earn great wealth beyond anything they could imagine, and he would show them wondrous technology that would make them the most advanced race ever to exist.
“Naturally, they laughed at his insane and excessive lofty claims, and challenged him. He stated flatly he would think very much less of the Trimadians, if he were not. But he was not a patient man that day. To stop all skepticism, he stated if he became their leader, he asked only one thing in return. That was total, unquestioned loyalty to serve under Him. Right then, many of the leaders challenged him, and all ended up second best.
“That was an historical day and a pivotal change for the race. The day the Trimadians discovered a being that looked like them, but could not die. An immortal! He earned their instant respect and fear. Though he loved the worship that fed his almighty ego, he was a man that preferred the path of discretion. The enigma that surrounded this seven foot tall, muscular creature only further appealed to the masses, who viewed him as their God.
“Before claiming and organizing his new regime, the man God stated he needed to leave Heliostronus to do one more task before he would devote himself to their world. Three days later he indeed returned, stating it was time to create a residence for him and a few good men. He named his new house Casus Belli—or Cause of War. A life size stature of him clutching a mighty sword was placed in the Necradome City and also in the gardens of Casus Belli to forever commemorate the Trimadian’s new leader, the one who called himself Kalvich, the Supreme Ruler.”
Sataal stopped and looked at Pete who was spellbound. “Do you think you should take notes to take back to Pilcher perhaps?”
“No need, I can remember it all, when I return I’ll just pop it on my computer for my bosses.”
“What!”
Mason grinned, “Our resident archeologist has a photographic mind; in other words he can see and remember everything, not like us mere mortals.”
Pete blushed slightly, “Yeah, but there are some things I would like to forget too!”
“Yeah,” said Tremaine, “all the ugly girls he dated.”
Mason and he laughed raucously.
Sataal looked at Pete sympathetically, still unfamiliar with this human need of derision. In his culture, there was respect, loyalty, and camaraderie. He himself would not tolerate such disrespectful outbursts in public.
“Would you like me to continue Pete?”
Having a non military background set him up for the occasional bantering from his teammates.
“Yes . . . please,” he groaned.
“The Trimadians never looked back. Their population was growing at a rate where their main goal in life was to seek out new planets to spawn and inhabit. Organic hosts were still sought after but not as much as territorial resources, especially minerals, crystals, and collection of alien technology.
“Once a world was dominated, they would journey to different worlds, causing war and anarchy in the search for land and possible hosts. Under Kalvich’s leadership, the Trimadians received various markings, to show which Trimadian group or fleet they belonged to. As the soldiers moved up in the ranks, different markings would be added to show their designation. Their fearful reputation was spreading throughout the galaxies. Their intelligence and unbounded sophisticated technologies made them unstoppable. Covert missions and spies were abundant. Their subsequent intelligence instigated many strategies adapted by the Trimadian warlords to onslaught their enemies.
“One thing was for sure, the behavior and rules they adopted would ensure they would never ever get close to extinction again. And with a powerful, immortal ruler they were guaranteed to be the most dominating race in existence.”
“So how have you hidden from them all this time?” Tremaine inquired.
Sataal grinned, “I have my, what you call talents too. With my scientific background, I have established a force field around our headquarters in the mountains, including our crytaalic supplies.”
“How do you generate such power?” asked Mason.
“Chemical reaction using Crytaalic. I will demonstrate this for you soon. It is of course, the key ingredient to remove the Cathexistome from the host. It is an important, versatile weapon indeed. It has to be modified for its many uses. For expunging, the brittle, pure white crystal needs to be crushed, liquefied, and evaporated. Only then could it be administered safely, without harm to the Cantal host. The manufacturing process is difficult, but manageable. The Trimadians have the means to pick up the energy waves the crystal emits using their ships’ sensors from light years away. That is why I have the force field. To my knowledge, only raw Crytaalic can be found on Ahmadeus. It is also the only known substance the Trimadians were and hopefully are still afraid of, and they would do anything to destroy it and its users. Trimadians would confiscate or destroy any locatable supplies and torture any being if they were found in possession. If no more information was extractable, punishment was either execution or one way trip to the mines on their home world. Occasionally, to discourage other would be dissenters, the Trimadians would publicly mutilate and execute offenders. Ironically, crytaalic energy was once regularly used as a power source by the Trimadians, but even then it was still a potential danger to both Cathexistome and host.”
“Shit,” said Tremaine, shaking his head. “It sounds quite possible we could use that as a weapon against them.”
“They have another energy source, a crystal called Zymergillian, worshipped and craved amongst the Trimadians. This particular crystal is the major ingredient that made up the Door of Endless Light.”
“So that is what it is,” exclaimed Pete. “It is impervious to radiation, can’t cut it, blow it up, not even chip it, it is virtually indestructible.”
“Yes,” continued Sataal, “the hardest known substance discovered to date. Trimadian’s derive their energy and weaponry source, and due to its incredible tensile strength is used for the hulls of their warships. It is found plentifully on Heliostronus, and is their primary mining product. All attempts to steal it have been fruitless, let alone trying to manufacture it. Zymergillian is extremely complex, and the Trimadians guard their secrets from everyone. Their technology grows quickly, and they have developed it to power their engine drives. Not one known race to date can match the speed of their ships. Once Zymergillian is manufactured, they call it Zymergy. Journeys, which would take you Earthlings generations to travel, in effect take a matter of days or weeks, depending on the point of origin. Heliostronus is one hundred and forty million light years from here, in the Nextraprime galaxy. The Trimadians, utilizing Zymergy powered engines would only need a few days at the most. They have always devoted all resources into refining and experimenting with this incredible substance.
“There were rumors Zymergillian was also present on Earth thousands of years ago, and possibly on Ahmadeus. So naturally, they established mining sites on both planets. I am not too familiar with the human history but for a short period, there were many human slaves at the Trimadian’s mercy. Some humans were even relocated to Heliostronus.”
Pete was ecstatic. “This is fascinating, this alters our popular history, this is what I need to learn. You must spend some time on Earth with us; perhaps you can help unravel some mysteries.”
“Yes, of course, but my men need me here to, we live in dangerous times. Now, where was I . . . that’s right. Unfortunately, for the Trimadians, their scientists calculated that their beloved home world would soon be dry in a few thousand years, so the hunt was on. That was yet, another reason why they attacked other planets that held the possibility of fresh supplies.”
He took another long drink. The humans had wisely learnt to go easy on the Cantal’s supply of liquor, which was at least ten times stronger than their own.
“So, how did you form the Cantal rebellion?” Tremaine asked.
“In my position as a chief scientist for the Trimadians, I oversaw most technical projects. I became one of the most trusted high ranking officials to serve under my Master, Lord Marone of the Empyream fleet. One day, Marone discovered my extracurricular activities. Whether he was tipped off or had his own suspicions, I don’t know. But my notes on Crytaalic crystals and their effects on implantation he classed as acceptable and useful. However, he managed to break into a coded file I thought I had removed from the computer; a proposal to use Crytaalic to free the Cantals from the tyranny of the Trimadians wasn’t taken so well. It was pure blasphemy. I managed to escape before they could arrest me.
“Marone put a bounty on my head, to capture me alive, in order to further extract and study my secret chemical research to overcome the Cathexistomes’ power. He knew it could be a very valuable weapon against any outside Trimadian group that could attack his fleet.”
Sataal stood, his face screwed up in painful recollection, his voice strained with emotion.
“However, to this day, Marone has never caught me. I paid a price though, in retaliation, Marone executed my whole family and known friends as punishment for my betrayal. I will never let them catch me alive. . . . I believe in my cause too much; I cannot let the Cantals die out. One day, I swear I will seek revenge against the Trimadians as a whole.”
He sat down again, amongst his men and the humans. Not a word was spoken. Though there was strong camaraderie, Pete could feel the ache in the rebel leader’s heart.
Sataal took a deep breath and continued. “Of course, with my extensive knowledge of the technical projects, I became their number one enemy. Naturally cautious, they would make the other Trimadian scientists modify their technology to minimize any security breaches.” He grinned. “I managed to escape from Heliostronus in a small ship, with a load of equipment that we still use now . . . ”
Pete had reluctantly excused himself to relieve his aching bladder. It had occurred to him that though OBF had made positive contact by opening the portal to Ahmadeus, it could become a double edged sword with the likely hood that these parasites may discover an unsuspecting Earth.
Sure enough, it did not take long for Doctor Reynold’s worst fears to be realized when he matched up symbols and signs from the Cantals’ documentation with evidence he had collated from the Temple of Junghis in a time when Ancient Egypt was known as the Kingdom of the Old World. He made the astonishing discovery that the Cantals were indeed linked to human history—that the Trimadians had visited Earth, but around six millennia ago as shown in the Junghis temple. But there was no indication they had returned, or were going to return. Stories and rock drawings of the Cantals, the humans, and a host of other aliens that had come and gone on Earth over thousands of years was all there as well, and now, relocated at Divisions’ headquarters.
So little Earth evidence was found regarding the Trimadians, it was not surprising it was overlooked. Dr. Reynolds concluded it was due to strict censorship by the Trimadian leaders. Judging by how the Trimadians’ wanted to destroy the Cantal’s depiction only further strengthened that belief.
After the campsite meeting, Tremaine, through orders from Pilcher, had extended an official invitation to Sataal and his men to visit their homebase, to get a more human induction.
Sataal did in fact visit Earth several times himself and had Divisions’ physicians examine him. On the outside, Cantals were almost identical to the human race, except the average height was between six and seven feet tall. Internally, they had an extra lung and a stronger heart, and their physical strength was ten times better. Many lived in high mountains so the thin oxygen was not a problem. It was not mentioned, but the Earth scientists were hungry for a Trimadian, or just the Cathexistome to study.
Now, OBF1, were once more facing Sataal and a small group of his men. Not one for small talk, which suited Tremaine, Sataal stated, “The Trimadians are openly fighting the Locum and are losing. The Locum will simply wipe them out in a matter of weeks if this destruction continues.”
“Well, it can’t be all that bad,” Tremaine understated. “They are as bad as one another.” He scratched his skull. “By the way, how do you know all this?”
“We have managed to get spies aboard several Trimadian warships. Some are amongst the Trimadians’ high ranking elite, who can send transmissions via a secure frequency to this very spot, where I can keep an eye on the situation as it happens.”
“Why not sit back and watch them all get their asses kicked!” exclaimed Tremaine.
“But you can’t just replace one enemy with another that could be ten times worse. We have to control the Locum before they kill all organic life and take over our technology. It is only a matter of time before Graffa is in their path,” Sataal shot back.
“He has a point,” Mason agreed.
The Trimadians and the Locum were indeed old enemies, and since the inception of the BSP on Earth, Divisions and the OBF project were now part of the equation. Alliances had to be formed to stop any enemy gaining power and momentum.
The conversation went flat from that point. They knew Sataal was a reliable source of information, and he had kept them up to date on all occasions in the past. He felt he owed them that.
Ironically, when the Earth humans had visited his planet for the first time, there was distrust and a battle almost broke out.
In fact, as soon as OBF1 set foot on Ahmadeus, they had landed smack in the middle of a skirmish between a group of Cantal rebels and Trimadians attacking from the sky.
They had sent a probe through but the video image sent back looked as if it had got stuck against a rock. So when the order was given for them to go through the BSP, they got the shock of their lives when they found they had landed abruptly in the middle of a fierce battle. The first meeting of the two races took a little over twenty five minutes. A real rude awakening, as Tremaine had succinctly stated.
They had discovered Sataal, badly wounded, with his men under heavy attack. When OBF1 tried to communicate that their appearance and intentions were neutral and friendly, they almost got blown up by the Cantals. But with the quick thinking of Tremaine, barking the order to surrender they were taken prisoner by the Cantals, who thought they were Trimadian spies.
With this sudden distraction, the Trimadians, who had all their forces deployed in the skies at that time, saw and took advantage by almost blowing the team and Cantals to smithereens by shattering the ground with the most tornado-like bombing Tremaine and Mason had ever witnessed. Both parties found themselves thrust together in a circumstantial common bond just to survive the fury of the attack. Through all the obscene noise and destruction and with the group of Cantals wiped out, the OBF1 team grabbed a wounded Sataal and hid in bushes.
As this was their first visit to an alien world, the visit was a short one. They had just less than three minutes to wait until the time was right for their Homebase to open the door, before the enemy stopped them. Luckily, Earth was on time. They signaled an emergency Code to their home to let them through the BSP, foregoing the necessary security scans, which saved Sataal’s life.
Sataal had gone on to a full recovery and a lengthy, but relatively friendly- interrogation from the OBF Leaders and Division’s overseer.
Pete Reynold’s had studied the records himself and stealthily copied a portion of the interrogation on his personal computer diary. He was intrigued with Sataal’s recollection of his first meeting with the Earth humans:
“We were patrolling the area and had come across the probe, which was not there fifteen minutes earlier, when our last patrol had gone through. We were actually studying the probe itself when an armada of Trimadians attacked us from above. While trying to escape, the Door of Endless Light activated. The appearance of creatures that looked like us coming through the doorway was incredible. Our curiosity was replaced by suspicion as we thought the humans were Trimadian spies, accentuated by the sudden presence of the enemy attack.
“It had been thousands of years since humans or Graffites as we call them, appeared through the sacred doorway. The Cantals were a free race; the usage of the Door of Endless Light in our culture was only for exploration and discovery. We were a simple peaceful species. The Trimadians claimed though, that the doorway was their creation and any other race was forbidden to use it. The Trimadians confiscated the BSP crystals, including the sunlight generator crystal, used for opening the door, to keep the Cantals from escaping. No one knows for certain who, when, or what race had created it. However, throughout the centuries and under the Trimadians’ rule, every generation of the Cantals was brainwashed into believing the Trimadians were the Creators of all.”
Almost five years later, the OBF1 team and Sataal and his entourage started on a routine journey that took one hour and forty five minutes by foot from the BSP to the rebel’s headquarters, high in the Tulean Mountain ranges. As Sataal had stated, the whole mountain range hideout was hidden from the Trimadian sensors by a force field that Sataal had modified so the Trimadian sensors would not detect anything. Sataal had shared much of his knowledge with Earth scientists, as thanks for saving his life.
Sataal led them into a cave that was guarded by half a dozen armed Cantal warriors. He disappeared behind a rocky wall for a moment.
A rock beside Mason slid aside making him jump. Inside, was a room filled with the most sophisticated computers and equipment that would make the most fussiest of techno heads drool. It did not do anything to Tremaine who always felt intimidated and preferred the assurance of a weapon. That was “his thing.”
“Well, you certainly have been busy,” exclaimed Mason.
“Thanks to the alliance between our two worlds and of course my modified Crytaalic force field to block out the Trimadian sensors, we have been, well, lucky . . . so far,” Sataal said quietly. “Unfortunately, if the Locum or Trimadians find this, we will be isolated, and, well . . . our force field may be sufficient now, but it won’t be forever. They will eventually find us. As you know, they have plundered all the crystals that belong to the door, so there is no quick escape. We have very few working ships available, which could easily be tracked.”
Sataal reminded Mason of the God Atlas, carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders, at least figuratively. He felt responsible for most of the enemy’s warfare technology and his beloved Cantals’ mutation and destruction.
Sataal indicated a large monitor screening different parts of the galaxy where his spies had infiltrated some of the Trimadian warships. Mason reckoned their technology was very cool, but ironically, the monitors were pretty basic. There were bright blue stars representing Trimadian warships . . . which were flickering and changing color, some moving away some starting to disappear off the screen.
“What is happening?” Pete Reynolds piped up.
“The blue stars represent ships that have been marked by rebel Cantals aboard so we can monitor from this base their positions in this sector of the galaxy. They are being destroyed, and some are retreating from the enemy. The Locum is a force second to none, and the Trimadians have strategy, power, and vast numbers. At any time this could spread to us and to Graffa.”
The team stared at him and back at the screen full of countless blue stars. Occasionally, one would fade off. Each man was preoccupied with his own thoughts.
“The Locum are best described as a mix of organic robot like creatures that I have loosely termed as robotoid. They attack by emitting a type of chemical reaction onto their prey upon physical contact. By doing this, they can take over their victims’ shape and form, a type of metamorphosis. No one is sure where they came from. Some say they are a result of a laboratory experiment gone wrong, others say they were created by a superior race for control over the galaxy that has evolved from the unknown far reaches of the Universe. All depends on whom you talk to and what you believe.
“From what I have learnt of these creatures, they are virtually indestructible on a one on one combat situation. They seem to communicate with each other telepathically. They do not sleep or eat in the sense that we know, but simply “absorb” their prey’s essence and can choose to take on their shape for infiltration purposes, or, they remain in their natural form: shapeless blob six legged insect like creatures that can fly and crawl and burrow. They have been known to kill most of their prey and do not normally take prisoners.
“They have their own city size ships and use a technology that can allow them to transport themselves from a planet to their ships by way of crystal energy molecular transfer similar to the Trimadians, but they appear to worship Crytaalic, which the Trimadians abhor. We know very little about the Locum that seems to have no technology of their own, only stolen from other beings. We are also at a disadvantage as our information is probably not up to date. We need to observe and understand these creatures to learn how to control them or better yet, obliterate them. But we know a lot of their practical technology they use in their ships and life support systems are crystal based. This could be a key factor in their destruction.
“From what we have learned from our sources on Ahmadeus, the Trimadian Leaders are recruiting humanoids and Cantals from the outer regions to keep up the attacks on the Locum. There is a strong possibility that it is only a matter of time before the Locum could reach Earth. They have been known to use the BSP system, but as most crystals no longer exist, that is not really a problem. Divisions have managed to develop strong security measures to stop anyone or anything from utilizing the BSP illegally whether it is to leave or arrive. As I am sure, you are all aware of that. I have prepared a paper on what I have discussed today, and of course, it is subject to change as we get to know more about these creatures and of recent events involving Ahmadeus. As always, gentlemen, thanks for your time.”
Pete Reynolds, via satellite, was finishing addressing the S.U.E.P representatives at their monthly summit, which at this stage consisted of interested parties from the USA, Canada, Great Britain, Germany, Russia, Japan, and Australia.
Public speaking and politics were not Pete’s forte, and because of this insecurity, he knew he came over sounding contrived and impersonal. Addressing a computer screen and not a live audience contributed to that.
Being the resident “expert,” it was expected of him, yet they never gave him enough time to sort out fact from fiction. He hated coming over as inconsistent. Just tell them what they want to hear, Pilcher would tell him.
The thought of bringing a Locum back to Earth for study was never far from Pete’s mind.
Dr. Reynold’s life was archeology and his greatest discovery to date was the BSP. But he did not limit himself to that. He assumed he would carry on with his excavations around the planet. Of course, the implications of his Old World discoveries changed all that. He did not realize that he was being watched by interested parties for the past ten years. Plus, Divisions’ overseer had no intention of letting the human encyclopedia of ever going. The Old World project took Pete and his small excavating team a total of two painstaking years, from obtaining funds to the planning right up to the day in September 1999 when he walked into the Junghis temple. It had been buried so deeply he knew he was the first human to walk inside it for thousands of years.
Admittedly, very little was known about the people of the time. It was almost like a blank inside the colorful history. The temple was very different from more recent Egyptian artifacts and buildings. The shape of the temple, he ascertained, was a classic ziggurat, but was so old, it did not resemble anything like the much more “newer” ancient Egypt. Pete estimated the people of this time, lived around 5000 BC to 4000 BC, an incredibly short span of time. According to the temple scripture, there was a grand palace, obviously buried, and though he had spent a considerable time digging, nothing was found.
Looking back, it almost felt like the temple, being the only survivor of this unknown period either had been forgotten or was semi protected by massive sandstorms. It was like all life around the temple, the palace, the township, the gardens had all disappeared. But the actual temple and its contents were a treasure trove. The BSP still stood erect between stones and its keys—the crystals were well preserved, and all the inscriptions scattered on the walls were legible. Pete Reynolds was betting his life that what he had discovered was perhaps a way of travel, a doorway to the stars, as the scripture was describing. More importantly, the drawings displayed just what this doorway could look like once illuminated by the crystals, and where it could lead. Sunlight was a factor here, but how they got sunshine inside, even for he, would take a while to work out. Dr. Reynolds was quite aware of the complex issues that had to be worked through. He theorized that as this was a doorway to the stars, there must be “bloody heaps” of keys to unlocking countless sister doors. The time it would take in just gaining the knowledge of how to decipher the different combinations of keys was going to take a lifetime.
Now was the tedious job of packing everything and sending it back to the US for study.
The very next day, his life changed forever.
Pete’s new interstellar career began after a phone call from an anonymous man who urged him that his services were needed, and he could name his price. He assured the archeologist that his discoveries would always be recognized as his and his alone. Pete was dubious but when the man said he could “take Reynolds’ theories and prove the greatest discovery of mankind was real, therefore find some answers to questions that had been simmering for the last God knows thousands of years,” Pete became interested . . . very interested. Of course, he was skeptical, but he was curious.
Three days later he was escorted, blindfolded to a base out in God knows where. He was told this was for security.
During his first one on one meeting, he learnt he would head a core of other brilliant scientists who came from every conceivable background. His “interview” with his new employer lasted for several hours and the men had a lot in common. When Reynolds presented his theory about the black stone and crystals, the man did not even blink. The only regret he had, on hindsight, was handing over his video, which he had not copied and digital photos of his work. But he was too excited to think straight. This man was a good salesman and he hooked Reynolds. But equally, Reynolds sensed he had a deep respect for his work. He was warned that he would be subject to vigorous tests, including mental, emotional, and physical, and including the ability to withstand physical and psychological torture. After all, as it was instilled in them, the Earth’s defense depended on these people.
Pete signed his contract and confidentiality clause, and walked out that day a multi millionaire. Three days later, he moved onto base, into his comfortable, modern furnished new quarters several kilometers below the earth. Two days after that, all his precious cargo was delivered. He would have worked for free as he only wanted money for his next future excavation projects. It had never occurred to him that they may never happen. On his emotional side, he could not help but feel a little sad that this wonderful discovery could not be made public, but his intellectual side was relieved—the chaos that would result would not be worth thinking about.
He glanced back at his reports and noted the standard “reasonable progress” written on his reports by the overseer. He smirked to himself; the guy would be fucking elated. The only part Pete disliked about the job was being told, after his mandatory physical, to add weightlifting and jogging to his lifestyle. He never did.
Time had passed so damn quickly after that.
He grinned as he remembered the various experiments in combining the crystals with modern technology, using the best scientific minds that money could buy, resulted in a “pretty cool light torch” as Pete nicknamed it. As luck would have it, the BSP inside the temple was in perfect presentation, only buried where the roof had a slight cave in. Remarkably, it had not suffered any surface scratches, dents, or chips. This fact in itself raised the possibility that it was virtually indestructible.
Also, found inside this ancient Earth tomb were two nondescript but identical rocks. His experienced eye picked up on strange dark markings on both rocks that looked like veins, was it blood, human blood? They looked as if they could be some type of religious symbolism. For luck or a ritual, even some type of ancient voodoo. Pete could not be sure, as he had never seen anything like it. The black markings were different from the BSP crystals as their marks were the same as the material the BSP was made from. At first, he thought they could have been part of a larger rock with scripture on them, but after study, he deduced they were not. The wall scriptures made no mention or indication. He needed to see if indeed the marks were blood. He had them packed and delivered to his new laboratory for analysis and storage.
One arrived at its destination, one did not.
He was annoyed, how the hell did they lose the second stone? The security video showed them being packed. Upon a thorough search, it was declared missing, pretty strange things can happen he reasoned. At least he had one.
Reynolds had put the lone stone through all the tests to discover its composition and age, yes it was a rock, only with human blood inside. The rock was at least around ten thousand years old and originating from Earth. A simple rock, with blood! Perhaps it was blood that got spattered from a fight. No way! The lines were too precise, too deliberate. His logical hemisphere told him to stop wasting time and had it packed and stored in the huge underground warehouse.
He threw himself into his work and created history.
Chapter 4 - Beginnings
It took one hour and twenty minutes drive from where she lived to arrive at the shopping mall at Gulfirst Town. A nondescript town positioned in a classic middle of nowhere out in the wop wops. The vandalized sign on the roadside stated: “pop. 14,854.”
Quite a number for an outback country town.
Kate’s driving skills were excellent and long distant driving was always a form of relaxation for her. It was a nice opportunity for Kate to revel in another occasional passion—racing her restored two-door ’69 Chevelle. It was classic metallic silver with black vinyl roof and leather upholstery, powered by a naturally aspirated 396-cubic-inch, big-block V8. “Bloody gas guzzler but buckets of grunt with earth-rotating torque,” she would yell to the young hoons who would challenge her in a street race. She referred to herself as an “older hoon with attitude,” and she had proven that to the local constabulatory. Kate disliked being told what to do and admitted to having a slight problem with authority.
Maybe that’s why I am divorced, she mused. I don’t know how to compromise. I like to be in control.
The old car rumbled into the mall’s parking lot. Kate locked it up and went inside, not really sure which specific shop she had to go into. The particular vision that had hit her so violently was not very clear or detailed and had given her a headache. She started to feel a bit foolish, but at least she was doing nothing out of the ordinary, and no one was taking any notice of her. The mall was air conditioned and according to the “Welcome” sign consisted of two large supermarkets and forty five shops. The usual stuff like hairstylists, a baker, butcher, and maybe a candlestick maker she considered. She made a mental note that she had to get a haircut before summer hit.
There were quite a few people out, typical for a Saturday morning. She was lucky to be up this early, normally she would be sleeping in after her Friday night work out at the club. Luckily, the band was not playing that week.
She passed a newsagent and decided to buy a lottery ticket. Hey, you never know. Buying from a kiosk out of town could be lucky, if you believe in luck.
Half an hour later having covered all the shops, she was about to give up and grab some lunch when she felt as if someone had yanked her Adidas t shirt by the sleeve and whirled her around. But no one was there. However, she was facing a shop she could have sworn was not there before. She felt an enormous pulling power, like the polarity of magnetism, drawing her to this little shop.
Her stomach grumbled, but this time she was far from hungry.
The sign above the door said The Divine Universe. It looked like your normal run of the mill knick knack shop that sold incense, crystal balls, candles, all sorts of spiritual enlightenment equipment, the stuff that Kate would not give the time of day. Okay, feet, she thought, no harm looking.
She opened the door, and the aroma was quite overwhelming but not unpleasant. The sweet spicy incense was warm and quite sensual. There were posters of unicorns and big breasted Goddesses and dark hooded figures with grotesque limbs bending over crystal balls. All over the ceiling were little glitter stars, suns and planets swaying in the air. The usual cannabis pipes and bongs of various sizes were housed in a glass cabinet. There were a few people looking around who left when she entered. She was all alone. Where was the owner? Probably smoking pot, Kate smiled.
Along a shelf were the usual ornamental elves, fairies, dragons and dungeon figurines, medieval castles and war figures carrying various weapons, and amusing gargoyles with psycho leers all over their painted faces.
Some incredible chess sets consisting of weird space creatures all painted vivid colors versus, by the look of them, humans, well apart from the mutant parts sticking out of their heads and bodies. Bit tacky. There was another set that was all gold and black that had Egyptian pharaohs, pyramids, sphinxes, mummies, and a host of classic pieces you would find in a museum. The almost naked pawns were the slaves, the first to be sacrificed. The challengers were human like figures that had animal beast heads. It was hard to decipher what they were representing. She thought the Egyptian side was very elegant.
Further along at the back of another shelf was an assortment of Buddha figures. They looked your typical badly painted, cheaply designed type you could buy in the junk shops. Good for paperweights and not much else, Kate thought. Some of them had trays in their laps, some had their hands hidden in their robes, and a few had their fingers pointing in the air as if they were just about to make a point. She did hold a slight fondness for Buddha and the peace and tranquility that he represented. Kate did not consider herself an atheist, rather more agnostic. Give her tangible proof, and she would consider it.
There was a little gold Buddha that looked as if he was the last one of his kind for sale. All the other Buddhas were crammed together and looked junky. This one stuck out from the others because the handiwork was detailed and expensive looking. It looked so vibrant, she was sure it was going to stand up and say “hello” to her. “Hello, buy me,” she laughed. On further inspection, it was a damn fine work of art as someone had cleverly crafted it by hand. It did not look as if it had come out of a mould.
Positioned on the Buddha’s tray was a small stone, nothing to write home about, and Kate only glanced at it. The next second, she felt a surge of energy flow through her, and the feeling was almost sexual. She felt her cheeks go red, and looked around to see if anyone had noticed her change. No one had, she was still alone.
She saw her hand reach over and pick the stone up . . .
“Are you okay, lady?” She heard the words, her eyes were open, but they were filled with blackness. The pungent stabbing scent of smelling salts stuck under her nose brought her round. She found herself lying half prone on the ground.
“Wha–what happened?” Kate stammered.
“You fainted, love,” said the old woman who had given her the salts.
“Damn heat,” mumbled a middle aged man standing above them. “The one shop here they don’t have any air conditioning.” The couple helped Kate to her feet.
“Thank you. I think I’m okay now.”
“You look after yourself.” The woman patted her on the shoulder.
“Maybe she hasn’t had breakfast yet,” the man commented.
“I’m fine. Thanks for that,” Kate mumbled and grinned at the couple.
“Look, you’ve dropped something, darling.” The woman bent down and picked up the stone. “Now that’s a pretty thing, Harold, isn’t it? Here sweetie, don’t you go and lose this now.” She handed it back to Kate, who cupped it in her hand. “It looks like a good luck charm. If it is, don’t you lose it, could be very handy.”
“Thanks again.”
She stood still for a minute letting her heart slow down. She looked down at the little stone. It had tiny black symbols or marks on it she hadn’t noticed before. Apart from feeling a little warm, it felt like . . . a stone. That was so embarrassing fainting. She stared at it. . . . Was it glowing?
She had to get out of this shop. It was so damn hot.
Kate walked back to her car and sat down. She sipped some water from her cooler bottle. What had happened? Heat did not normally affect her, and it was not that hot when she first walked into the shop. Did the stone contain some form of energy that caused her to faint?
She remembered she had picked the stone up, and that was it. She had no recollection between the time she had it in her hand and lying on the ground.
Then it dawned on her that she had not paid for it.
She hurried back to the little shop. Behind the counter was a woman who was wiping the glass display counter.
“I’m sorry. I picked this up from one of your Buddhas without paying for it.”
The woman looked at the stone. “Haven’t seen that before, that’s not mine, and the Buddhas don’t have stones.”
Kate walked over to the shelf that held the Buddhas. They were there all right, trays, hands in robes, and fingers in the air. But her little gold Buddha that had stuck out was not there.
The woman had followed her. “Hey, you were the lady that fainted. Sorry I couldn’t get over to you in time. I was up a ladder, hands full of stock. I saw you leave, and I hoped you were all right. Just keep the stone. Are you okay now?”
“Yes, thanks to that kind, elderly couple who gave me some smelling salts.”
“Oh that’s nice. I didn’t actually see them, but I saw you fall and then get back up again.”
“You didn’t see them? But they helped me up.”
“Keep the rock, sweetie, and it might pay to go see a doc in case you got a concussion.” The woman gave her a wry look, turned away, and carried on with her cleaning.
Dazed, Kate walked back to her car.
She drove home with the stone in her pocket, wondering what the hell to do now. She made a call to see her doctor for a full check up.
“You are pretty healthy, so in my opinion. I really can’t help you regarding your visions and voices you say you hear. Perhaps going to a psychiatrist could be the best solution.”
Kate was looking at herself in her bedroom mirror, mimicking what the shrink had told her earlier.
Actually, this is a total waste of my time.
“I knew he’d say that,” she said to her reflection. She thought about what she had just said. He had not said that. He listened to her, but his mouth did not move. . . . Did he think that? Either I am going insane or I can’t wake up from a dream. She half expected her reflection to wink at her or stick her tongue out, which she did and could not stop laughing until the tears rolled down her cheeks.
That night, with her stone by her bedside, the dreams siphoned and flashed through her overworked brain. They became more vivid in their details. Spaceships and battles, human like slaves working deep inside dark underground caverns, some beaten by huge uniformed beings, a magnificent throne, precious treasures and jewelry, but the bloodshot eyes appeared, superimposing themselves in her mind.
The gravel voice was speaking to her, though in a strange language, persuading her, coaxing her . . .
Again, every morning upon awakening in a sweat, Kate would type up as much as she could interpret from her dreams. Nothing made sense.
Over the next couple of weeks, Kate had collated the material to write reports on what she was visualizing. She was convinced she was receiving some form of telepathy from an entity or being of some sort “with the most hideous red eyes you can imagine,” she typed with exclamation marks. And somehow, that stone was providing her with an assortment of exotic looking places, including some beautiful country scenery with two moons in the night sky, weird looking peoples, graphic torture scenes, and horrific wars. Some of her visions were abhorrent. Her late night television flicks were lame compared. Words could not describe . . . these dreams that were no-holds-barred. Some scenes seemed peaceful but most were downright scary. It was as if she was there, and yet it was like watching a bunch of movie scenes that had no logical story line.
It was fascinating and frustrating. What would she do with these stories? Whom could she tell these to?
Who the hell would believe her?
Only one thing was sure the stone had to have something to do with it. Perhaps it was a transmitter. Ever since she possessed the stone, the visions would occur at any time and more frequently, and in full color. But why her, were these occurrences she was witnessing real, were they happening now or in the past, or was it the future she was witnessing, and where?
Was she guided to this stone?
Too many questions and absolutely no damn answers.
For a second she even contemplated throwing away her stone . . . but knew that would not solve her problems.
Hmmm. Dare she—
She fell asleep one night with the stone in her hand.
Since then, over the next few nights, her dreams changed, and though they were strange, the dreams had more flow, more detail, though they seemed to be unrelated to her previous horror ones. She visualized events that were taking place inside what she could only describe as a huge underground base. There were people, humans; they wore uniforms with unrecognizable insignias “OBF” written on them. They carried weapons, there were rooms of computers and Egyptian like artifacts, and a big rectangular black slab of stone, which seemed a little strange. She had one particular dream where she could hear distinct conversations between, by the look of things, key personnel. She learned the names of two characters in her dream. The clarity of the dream was amazing. Again, she would wake in the mornings, sweaty, and notate what she had experienced.
An idea occurred to her. She had nothing to lose, and she was now beginning to trust her instinct. Why not try and locate these people and see if these events she was witnessing were actually happening and not her vivid imagination? Let’s see, a Gene Tremaine or Doctor Pete Reynolds.
Surprisingly, finding Doctor Pete Reynolds was easier than she thought. Simply ringing directories, she got a phone number just in the next State.
The hardest part was what would she say to him?
“Hi, my name is not important but you have been repeatedly appearing in my dreams along with all sorts of fantastic places, battles, spaceships, you know!”
Yeah, a crank caller high on dope.
However, as she kept reasoning to herself, she had nothing to lose, except maybe this Pete Reynolds complaining about a nuisance caller. But she had to do something. Otherwise, these dreams and visions were going to take over her whole life. But trying to speak with the man was a near impossibility. She left a message with his answering service to ring her back.
She waited twenty four hours and no reply. She tried again and said it was urgent.
That did not work.
A day later, the woman on the other end said in a snotty voice, “Yes, I will leave a message for Dr. Reynolds.”
Kate retorted, “Tell that Dr. Reynolds that I know about his team’s off world missions through the BSP. I know about this Locum threat. Tell him, if he bloody exists, that he can take this bloody magic rock and stick it where the sun don’t shine.”
SLAM!
Fuck it! With a sigh of anger, she quickly downed some peach schnapps. God, two shots of these and you relax like a baby. She had the dreams, had the wording and, her interpretation down on the PC, but she still did not have a clue what a BSP was, let alone a Locum, or a Cantal. These were meaningless words picked up in conversations she had overheard in her dreams. If this was truly real, maybe they were able to answer her questions. Perhaps a few more visions and she may be able to piece it all together—if her sanity could hold on.
Not more than thirty minutes had passed, when Kate became aware of an unnatural stillness in the air, a bit like the calm before the storm. The hair on the back of her neck stood up.
KNOCK KNOCK!
Kate went to the corner of her window. It was dusk now, but she could sense movement outside. She sensed danger. With heart pounding, she grabbed her cordless phone, tipping her schnapps over. She dialed the emergency number, but got no dial tone. Damn line was dead. Then all the lights went out—Shit what have I done?
The front door came crashing down and armed masked figures came pouring in pointing automatic machine guns at her. Kate put her shaking arms up in fear, and everything seemed to move as if she were floating in a bubble.
“GET DOWN! DROP TO THE FLOOR!” was the command. Kate did just that. Next second she felt handcuffs being secured on her wrists, and she was hoisted to her feet. She was frisked and marched out of her apartment, almost carried out by two hefty uniformed men. They were police!
Next thing she knew she was in a cell. Alone, she freaked out a bit. What? How? Why? All ran through her mind. The phone calls, that had to be it. But what crime had she committed? How the hell they got to her address so fast was amazing. Did the police know what was going on, or had someone contacted them to arrest her? Should she get a lawyer? They had not even read out her rights.
One thing was for sure. She was not imagining this. She had stumbled into something big, certainly over her head.
A cop, she assumed, though not in uniform, came to her cell door, unlocked it, and gestured for her to exit. Without a word, even though she was bursting for information, Kate went with him to the entrance area. She was handed her belongings: a few coins, and her front door key.
Scornfully she spat, “Do I need to sign for these?”
A hand rested on her shoulder, and she turned to see a very tall, stern looking man with Ray Bans dressed in a dark suit like something out of Men in Black.
“Please come with me,” he whispered softly, which took Kate somewhat aback as the man looked intimidating and his voice did not match up with his image. She held out her wrists for the inevitable cuffs, but he ignored her and guided her out of the building. Shit, maybe he was Mafia and she was the hit!
“Is this about the phone call I made?” Kate managed as they walked out of the door towards a dark 4WD. “I am sorry ma’am. I am not at liberty to say anything to you.” No, certainly not Mafia, but that was the end of that conversation.
Chapter 5—When Worlds Collide
Commander in Chief Paul Pilcher and the OBF1 team were seated in the debriefing room.
An audiotape was on the table in front of Pilcher who rewound it and played it over again.
Tell that Dr. Reynolds that I know about his team’s off world missions through the BSP. I know about this Locum threat. Tell him, if he bloody exists, that he can take this bloody magic rock and stick it where the sun don’t shine.
“Who is she?” Dr. Reynolds posed the obvious first question, his face pale.
Holding up a small manila folder, Pilcher extracted a paper and read from it, “According to our sources she is, well, no one in particular. Kate Willard, forty, divorced, sticks to herself apart from singing in a band at a local nightclub. She owns her own detached apartment thanks to her divorce settlement . . .”
“Yet, all of a sudden this woman appears out of the blue, asking for me, mentions top classified details . . . what gives?” Pete was more than a little concerned.
“And not to mention her PC has a detailed blow by blow account that goes back a few weeks of events that took place right here, Pilcher stated, “You are right, Pete. . . . What gives?” Reynolds slammed his fist on the table. “I have never talked to this person, let alone know her, surely you . . . ”
“Calm down, Pete,” Pilcher said. “No one thinks that.”
“But, she mentions my name . . . ”
“She also mentions about a magic rock,” Mason injected.
“Well, team,” Pilcher stood up. “We can only speculate at this stage, she is being brought here for questioning. Maybe then we can all make some sense out of this . . . dismissed.”
She remembered the plane trip, the silence. She remembered the car journey, more silence. She remembered the blindfold. She remembered a time, . . . many millennia ago.
Every morning she would wake to a handsome face that would fill her heart with joy and a passion only true love can share. Her handmaidens would prepare her morning bath of goat’s milk and the heavenly scent of bergamot. Her days of happiness and love were numbered. There was no warning of the pending danger.
The black period began when they were visited by a very charming, charismatic and extremely tall gentleman whom, at the time, they let willingly into their world. Their reward for that action was the Queen seeing her beloved Sidonio die at the hands of this murderous monster. Queen Leah’s world had come to an end.
The next day, the sun rose only to be blackened out by the plague of predators that invaded them from the skies. Her loyal warriors fought hard, but could not stand up to the awesome might and weaponry these adversaries thrust upon them. With sickened heart, she bore witness to the attackers, stealing everything the people valued, and many lives. They took over the surrounding township, her palace and made themselves at home.
Her people subjugated. Resistance was futile against a vicious, well executed attack from huge, human like beings emerging from vessels that could fly.
Had they been cursed by the Gods!
Their evil leader had used the sacred door inside the Temple of Junghis, which only Cemel her wizard was known to use. All the royal family throughout the ages was buried inside, under the sacred ground so future invaders would not find them. All royal births, marriages, and requiems were carried out there. Was this the end of a mighty era?
The Junghis temple was heavily guarded to prevent any means of escape.
Nowhere to run or hide.
It was announced that the current reigning power had fallen to the mighty Reign of the Glorious Trimadians, and their King, known as the Supreme Ruler. All they wanted were a few hosts and the rest of the population would be mining for a precious crystal located beneath their feet. They had a choice—obey or die.
She continually witnessed brutal slayings and torture. No mercy was given to the begging innocent or the inevitable rebels. Whether he was in a bad mood or simply wanted entertainment, most times, it was to interrogate and locate any who were resisting his Way.
Until he had stepped through the cosmic door, the Supreme Ruler had lived a disciplined, machismo existence. But at first sight, he had fallen in love with the Queen, though for his chosen race, this was forbidden. He kept this a secret from all others, as this would be viewed as weak, so he made her his slave. Technically, he was not a true Trimadian, he was an immortal who had turned rebel to the Gods and worshipped dark sorcery. He secretly admired Leah’s strong will, sense of justice and bravery even in the face of adversity. She was so uniquely opposite to him and his beliefs. She was light, merciful, and kind. He ruled by evil, terror and oppression. Eventually she did obey him to a point, for the sake of avoiding any more slaughter. But he was jealous of the fact her people were persistently loyal to her and she still grieved for her late husband. Though he wanted, he could not force her Will to make her love him. He wanted her to come willingly to him, to help feed his power hungry ego.
But the voice of fate had made sure he stepped though the Door of Endless Light and saw the Queen. For if he had not . . .
“Always look for the sign,” the voice had told him since boyhood and now his heart soared.
But for the Queen, every moment, she thought of nothing more but revenge for her people. . . . Once asleep, those bloodshot red eyes haunted her.
As time passed, the ruler suspected betrayal between a close high ranking warrior and the Queen. In an insane rage, he executed the warrior and locked her away.
After seven days, with agonising pain wrenching at his heart, he conquered her body, but that was the start of his undoing. She vowed he could never claim her mind or spirit.
Her wizard helped her escape from her palace prison into the Temple of Junghis. Even though the Temple was guarded, the old Alchemist had a secret entrance away from the guards. He had been implanted with a Cathexistome, and, technically now worked for Kalvich, but because of his wizardry powers he managed to control the “little beast” most of the time and fool his captors. Trouble was the strength of resisting the power of the Cathexistome was wearing him down. He had to act soon.
He had covertly retrieved the Door’s crystals from the Trimadians and had replaced them with dummy ones. “You must escape, and survive no matter what, you are my Queen, and I don’t want you to suffer.”
Within a short span of time, he had arranged his crystals on a golden pedestal and told her to wait. He climbed up on a rock and pressed a slab of stone on the wall. It moved letting the sunlight stream in. She held her breath as the light shone through the major Zyone crystal that concentrated the sun’s power, almost instantly the intense light struck the six destination crystals and shone on the Door of Endless Light. It seemed to swell in size as the portal exploded open.
He produced from his shroud three small stones with dark markings, which he placed around Leah to form a triangle and chanted a few obscure unrecognizable words. He touched her forehead, “You are now blessed to carry on your fight for freedom.” He picked up the stones and placed them in her hands. “Where you are going it will be safe, I assure you.”
Leah spoke a few clear, concise words, that crushed the old Alchemist’s spirit, but he nodded; besides the Queen would be safe in a matter of seconds. He told her he had so much to teach her and time had run out. He said, “Keep the stones, and remember . . . ”
They were his last words, as he was blasted up against the lit door, engulfing him through it . . .
Kate jumped and covered her mouth from screaming. She took some deep breaths to divert attention from herself. Back to reality, she tried to focus her bearings but with a blindfold on that was impossible. She was in the back of a car that was all she knew.
Her mind had been so manipulated with these visions, her perception of truth and lies were getting blurred. According to what she had just experienced, something happened a damn long time ago and this woman Leah, was an ancient Queen, who went through a great deal of suffering at the hands of this brute. Though the story was very clear, frustratingly, once again, the characters in the visions were in shadow. They were just shapes with dark faces.
It was so odd recalling someone else’s life, and little by little more scenes would be added, and now this! Obviously, something was trying to tell Kate all about it. But it all happened so long ago. Was this Queen’s spirit still around and asking Kate for help? Why her?
Little bits of personal memories were seeping through, teasing Kate’s brain. But they don’t belong to me!
I gotta do something or this will haunt me forever, and I will get locked away. And they will throw away the key!
Chapter 6—Two Ridge Mountain
Maybe I am not going nuts, Kate thought to herself as she was led, blindfolded, through the complex that she learnt was called Two Ridge Mountain, smack in the desert, a nice little hideaway. No guesses for why it was called that.
At this point, she was not even sure what country she was in.
Anger and frustration pelted through her for being treated this way, especially after her confinement in a cell like a common criminal. No one had said a word to her which was worse. As she trudged along a corridor of sorts, a feeling of déjà vu swept over her. She sensed enormous power opening up in her mind—something she had never experienced, at least not in her waking moments. Maybe this was brought about by a feeling of self preservation; perhaps her destiny was moving quickly. Too quickly.
Her escorts led her into what felt like a small room, which made her feel giddy, and she realized it was the sensation of moving very fast downward. It was only an elevator, a bloody quick one, too. Then the most startling thing happened.
Kate felt herself rise above her body and floated in the air. She could look down and see herself and two armed guards in a small, submarine grey box. Everything was clear and in living color. She looked at her captors; she saw everything. One of the guards was twenty two and recruited out of military training school. His mother and father were so proud of his achievements. They wanted him married to the girl next door. Geez is he for real!
She looked at the other guard and saw he was older. At thirty, he was hiding the fact he had slight myopia and had made up for that handicap by memorizing the eye tests that doctors give their patients. He also held a temper that got worse when assisted by some top shelf refreshments.
The elevator doors opened, and Kate was bustled out. The “floating body” sensation had only taken a second, yet she had seen the two guards’ lives, inside and out, their births, growing up, schooling, family, health, secrets, marriage, children, and growing old. But the “sensation” stopped before she could see their inevitable fate . . . death!
With her blindfold removed, she was seated in a room with the same boring submarine grey surrounding her. God, what an uninspiring place, she thought. There was a glass panel facing her on one wall. Obviously, a two way mirror, just like the cop shows on TV.
She was kept waiting at least twenty minutes. Psychological pressure to break her, she reckoned. Just as she was using her mind to think up some redecorating ideas to color the walls, the door opened and a tall, serious looking man walked in. He was not in any uniform, just a plain grey suit, pale blue tie. He fit in with his surroundings. Kate tried to “read” him as she did the two guards, but found she could not.
CIC Paul Pilcher stared at Kate. He was accompanied by two armed guards in a uniform she had seen before, in her dreams. On the guards’ upper arms were black and red patches with O.B.F. on them.
Fuck ’em!
Without a word, the man in the suit sat opposite Kate, never taking his eyes off her. He held the same manila folder he had in his debriefing room, looked at it, placed it on the table in front of him, opened it, and looked at the writing. Kate noticed they had her photo, copied from her driver’s license. Pilcher closed the file. He sat back in his chair and said, “God, why is it you can’t have a smoke at a time when you want one?”
Kate said nothing; what kind of line was that? Trying to be friendly to her. Well fuck him. She was back to normal Kate again. I am so owed an explanation for this treatment. She was tempted to have an outburst, but she thought, no, she would be better off to close her mouth, don’t give them a dime. God, would she be tortured? Who knows? These guys appeared to be above the law.
“Katherine Louise Willard,” Pilcher began, reciting from memory, “aged forty, divorced, you are musically talented. It seems you have a few other talents.”
He let that last remark trail off and studied her reaction.
“OK, let’s start from the top,” he said. “We received an interesting phone call . . . ”
“What’s your name?” Kate interrupted, surprising herself.
Pilcher raised his eyebrows slightly. When he was a Colonel in Desert Storm, his men, let alone prisoners, were not allowed to speak until spoken to and did not question him. But this situation was different. He cleared his throat. Why did his mind suddenly remember Desert Storm?
“Pilcher, Commander in Chief, Paul Pilcher.”
“That wasn’t that hard, was it,” Kate smirked. “So . . . this is . . . what? Military, Air Force, or what?”
Pilcher stared at her for a second.
“Let me be completely candid with you, Ms. Willard . . . ”
She shot him a look of anger, “I prefer Kate.”
“Ok, Kate it is.” Paul took a deep breath realizing small talk would not work. “I want to know who gave you this information about . . . ” He pretended to rummage through the paper in the manila folder. “ . . . the rock and the Locums.”
“Aha!” Kate said. “Locums—plural?”
Paul looked at her not at first realizing his error.
“I said this Locum situation, idiot,” Kate snarled, ready for a fight no matter how trivial.
“Do you know what the Locum are?” Paul shot back curtly.
“Why, Mr. Commander in Chief,” Kate said in a mock sweetie pie voice, “by now you yobbos would’ve cleaned out all my PC records and examined every word. And you’ll note my records are a perfect account of day to day even minute by minute events that go on in this secret hotel you have here.”
Paul Pilcher considered himself an intelligent and patient man, who did not rise up to his CIC position by entering a contest. He was hand picked by the overseer of the Secret United Earth Powers to head Divisions and run the OBF program. Now he was dealing with something that made him feel out of his depth, which was not often. Every morning, to stop the stress attacks, he would mentally recite, “One can handle any given situation if one dedicates their mind to it.” This was not one of those situations.
To save face, as every word, movement, gesture was being recorded and scrutinized, he cleared his throat again and said, “I want to hear it from your own mouth.”
“The Locum is a race that was created many thousands of years ago in an area of a distant Galaxy millions of light years from Earth. They were an unsuccessful result of an experiment in a laboratory where cloning of organic and inorganic matter was being tried. They have the ability to gather vast amounts of technology through absorption via physical contact and now have evolved to the point where their numbers are enormous. They have managed to resemble so many different forms of life they cannot be ignored or be termed as robots in the true sense of the word. They are highly evolved and unpredictable, so therefore, extremely dangerous.”
Kate leant forward with a sigh and looked unconcerned at the two way mirror. “That gives you a brief outline, but you can refer to my notes in my PC.”
Up yours, Pilcher!
She ran her fingers through her dark hair and decided to play with him. “I actually would be worrying more about these Trimadians knocking on your door.”
Paul stared at her, not knowing how to get his brain into gear. The last bit of information rang in his ears.
“Why do you say this, what do you know about the Trimadians?”
“Just as much as you do, Mr. Paul C.I.C. Pilcher, nasty bunch they sound eh!”
Pilcher was at a loss, a wall of anger rose, with her smart arse attitude, “So what do you suggest we do, Ms. Wil . . . Kate?”
“Do you remember that statement your friend Sataal made on Ahmadeus?” Kate said. “You would have read it in your team’s report.”
Paul felt a small streak of dread shoot through his stomach.
Kate continued deprecatingly, “It is only a matter of time before Graffa is in their path. He has given you guys a real education, he is one wise dude.”
Paul felt a sweat break out on his forehead and glanced at the two way mirror. He needed to get back in control, keep it relevant and made a decision. “So you are saying you have a way of spying in on our transmissions.” His nostrils flared accusingly, “I suppose you think this is a game. You do not know half of what is going on . . . Kate.”
Kate hesitated, in actual fact she knew bloody less than that, and did not have a clue what she was talking about. She had taken a few things she had noted down on her PC and used her imagination, and it was turning into a battle of wills. All she wanted was to find some answers and get out of this hole.
Kate looked at her hands and sighed resolutely, “I don’t mean to spy. Look, at first I really didn’t want to have anything to do with this business, but here I am and I need some answers . . . ” She paused, feelings of loneliness and vulnerability took over, and it took every effort to not start blubbering. No, not in front of a man, no way.
“I . . . I honestly don’t know what is happening, if I am Kate Willard anymore. One minute I am trying to piece strange visions and dreams together. Next thing, I seem to have some type of . . . err . . . clarity on the situation. In fact, I think with all the visions I’m seeing and all this stuff that is happening to me, I feel like some force is taking me over at times. Sometimes I’m here. At other times I feel like I’m in another time, and sometimes I don’t even know if it’s me.” She giggled at the absurdity, and felt embarrassed. She looked at Paul who was silently waiting for her to keep talking.
“By the way, when do I get to meet the others?”
“She is absolutely fascinating,” Pete Reynolds declared to the other men around the meeting table. “I have learnt a lot from listening to her.”
“Wait until you meet her in the flesh,” the CIC said. “After three hours, two toilet breaks, and one meal, I was hoping you would have learnt just a tad,” he added sarcastically. He was due to go home on a week’s leave, and now this had all cropped up in his face.
“She has provided all this information, most of which we all know. I still believe she is a phony, and someone in our organization has leaked this to her,” Isaac Mason contributed, trying to take a more pragmatic approach. However, in this situation he could not get a handle on what was happening. “She still has not told us where she got the transmissions from.”
“Hey, has anyone considered she could be a Trimadian spy, as no one would suspect a female?” Tremaine declared.
“Aha!” Reynolds exclaimed to no one in particular. They all stared at him. Reynolds was sifting through a huge pile of books—Ancient Egypt, the Americas, World Artifacts. Some were from Earth, and one or two were not.
“I know it’s in here somewhere . . . !” he declared, while still half occupied amongst the pages. He glanced up and gestured for them to keep talking. “I’ll show you what I’m after, when I find it.”
Tremaine frowned at him. “Fickle,” he murmured under his breath.
“Well,” Pilcher exclaimed, “while we are waiting for Dr. Reynolds to shed some light on the situation, and maybe on his situation. . . . We need to know how to approach Kate. Do we bring her into this, or do we get her to sign our secrecy disclosure documents and send her home? If we do that and she decides to go to the press, we can easily discredit her, as she really is a nobody.”
“Ahh, I think you had better retract that statement you just made, sir.” Dr. Reynolds interjected, studying a page. “My father gave me this book, err, . . . passed on by his father, and . . . God knows where he got it. Well, look at this and tell me what you see.”
He turned the book over toward the curious men who stared at an ancient drawing that was detailed and well preserved for its age. The artist had a skill that would make fun of Renoir. The artwork of the ancient blurb that went with the drawing would put a Master calligrapher in awe.
But all that skill was second to the face on the page.
It was a picture of Kate Willard!
After the debriefing, Pete Reynolds pored over the book to find more details on this masterful drawing. The script under the drawing stated she was a royal, a Queen. The likeness to Kate was remarkable, like an identical twin. The shape of the face, the eyes, it was a sight to behold. Reynolds, with painstaking precision had begun translating the text into English. However, upon closer inspection, his heart leapt. There were many extra symbols he did not recognize, which left him at a loss. He had not come across this personally or from any other book. He classed this piece as hybrid hieroglyphics. Distinctly a form of very ancient Egyptian, but with “irregular” symbols that he could only guess the meaning.
He had studied his photos of the scriptures inside the Junghis Temple, and some similar symbols were on the walls. Pete had made an educated guess that it was the Trimadian language. Unfortunately, he had nothing to back it up.
It was strange, and somewhat sad how the book only dedicated a small portion to this ancient, somewhat attractive Queen. But it still left Pete stunned.
What he managed to translate stated Queen Leah and her family before her had ruled over The Kingdom of the Old World for several generations, around 4000 BC, before the Egyptians ruled. She was very popular and judging by the hieroglyphics, was known as the Golden Queen. The people of the day worshipped her for her generosity and kindness. It was rumored that one of the “Gods” from the Heavens fell in love with her. He would take a human form and visit her in secret. Everything was fine until he was discovered, and what he was doing was forbidden according to the Gods’ rules. Gods are not meant to get involved with their subjects. The Elder Gods, issued him an ultimatum—he could live with her as her human husband, but he must forsake his immortality. Or, shun her and return to his proper home and keep all his powers. The evidence pointed that he chose the first. They called him Sidonio.
And that was it, finito!
There were no further details, nor any reference to the facts of the time—weather, natural disasters, anything significant that had happened in that era—which made it hard to ascertain the story’s authenticity due to its infernal lack of factual detail. In all his other books, there was no mention whatsoever of this Queen around this era.
Dr. Reynolds speculated that maybe the story was written like a romantic bedtime story in order to hide the truth. But what truth? Why was this Queen, and her life hidden? What was Kate’s connection with all these visions? It was damn frustrating.
He needed to show this to Sataal, who may be able to shed some light. Pete emphasized this in his reports. If they wanted to find out all they could, the Cantals may be able to help.
However, he was shut down by red tape. Pilcher advised all the OBF teams that Kate Willard, being classified top secret, was not to be exposed or mentioned to anyone, including and especially aliens, until further notice.
Pete was sure he had glanced though this book many years ago and simply had forgotten all about it until Kate had shown up on the scene. Her face jolted his memory, but trying to relocate the book was a task in itself. He had spent a few hours going through his vast collection of books and journals and could not find it. He had lied about having it passed through his family. He did not have a clue how it ended up in his possession. He had frustratingly gone to the coffee machine half a dozen times, until on the sixth, he walked back into his study and the book was on top of a small pile beside his desk. He could not recall putting the pile there at all!
That’s it with the caffeine!
Chapter 7—Heating up
Kate was locked up in a VIP room, as the OBF2 team sent their signal through to homebase from Ahmadeus. Their shift had finished, and it was time for the next team to take over and monitor the Trimadian Locum situation.
Things were heating up according to the secret transmitted codes conveyed to Sataal’s men. It also seemed the bulk of the Locum fleet was bearing closer to the Quelain Galaxy. Ahmadeus was preparing for the worst.
Over the past couple of months, with a solid alliance from Earth, the Cantals were stocking up with a variety of weaponry. Hand blasters, death lasers, dell bricks—grenades but with three separate explosions for mass impact—good in open field warfare, along with some good old fashioned nukes and conventional weaponry. “Nothing like an M16 to make you the man,” Tremaine would declare.
Ironically, a great majority of these weapons were contracted for the US military and ended up going to Divisions’ stockpiles.
Modified versions of the F 111s and B2 Spirited stealth bombers could be flown into deep space. Sataal’s force field technologies rendered all frequencies and radiation emissions virtually invisible, thanks to crytaalic hulls combined with a crystal dampener agent applied to the field when activated. If any enemy sensor or scan was directed at the cloaked ship, it appeared to be empty space—as long as the enemy ship did not head directly into the cloaked ship’s path.
They had an assortment of enhanced conventional hardware like the M16s and AK47s, the Uzi, Gatling, and Sten machine guns. All these could be used with ease whether in atmosphere or space. Mortars for ground control and laser bazookas for enemies in the sky were, in Tremaine’s concise words “cool.” They were built lightweight, with all the comforts of laser tracking, low- and high-level frequency pick-ups, built-in multi-linguistic communication-scan devices, and GPS. “You just wouldn’t leave the planet without one,” Tremaine would continually joke. The collective power of the S.U.E.P seemed to have virtual unlimited source and funds.
The Cantals had their own weaponry, but stocks were now very much depleted thanks to the Trimadian skirmishes. The Cathexistomes’ evolution of technology and their sheer numbers had backed the few free Cantals into a corner. Sataal knew if it were not for the human’s discovery of Ahmadeus, the free Cantals would have become extinct. It had occurred to the OBF team to question why the Trimadians held back from bringing in their forces and wiping out the Cantal rebels completely.
“I don’t think they take us seriously, or more like, they are toying with us, wearing us down over time. Remember, warfare tactics to them is also very much psychological.” Sataal would state, “If they wanted to, they could have simply turned this land into desert. To date, they have never come close to discovering our head quarters.”
“Yeah,” stated Tremaine, “did it ever occur to you that they have deliberately left it alone.”
“What do you mean?”
“Let me put it this way, do you trust all your men?”
“Implicitly!” Sataal’s eyes blazed at the insinuation.
“Fine . . . sorry.” Tremaine shrugged his shoulders and left it there. Besides, he had seen Sataal’s temper and, being almost a foot taller than him, who was he to argue?
However, the Locum was considered everyone’s enemy and they seemed to lack predictable battle tactics. Tremaine had described them as pit bulls—once they latch on, they will not let go—which was the only predictable thing. The human powers that be from Graffa knew enough to realize this. Having off world battle stations was now imperative. Just keeping the Locum from entering Earth’s galaxy was one thing. It was also only a matter of time before the BSP was compromised. Battle looked like the only one true answer, but the cost was going to be high. Knowing one’s enemy, their strengths, weaknesses, reactions, weapon ability, etc, was imperative before taking them on. But to plan strategies for an unknown enemy—the thought sent shudders.
Only six percent of the modest collection of almost fourteen thousand off world sequences had a breathable atmosphere to support humankind. If it came down to it, Divisions would have to evacuate their list of “select personalities” from Earth to one or more of these worlds, but that would take time, which would be too short. It would also mean Divisions’ full disclosure to the world’s governing super powers. Would politics get in the way? Probably, but by then they could all be dead, or worse.
With help from their alien counterparts, they had reverse engineered space planes that could accommodate several dozen, but obviously they would not be enough. The problem would have to be nipped in the bud with the enemy being met head on. It was now a question of when.
All these thoughts were going through Pilcher’s mind as he sat alone in his office. Conventional air traffic controllers were known to have stressful jobs—pah! At times, he would swap that any day for some of the decisions he had to make.
Now he was facing an anomaly thrown into his lap—Kate Willard and what to do with her. He knew his boss would want her put through rigorous tests. Including and not limited to strenuous mental, psychological, and physical. The mandatory blood analysis, DNA, MIR and body scans. But would she be willing?
He could not fathom her, apart from having a pissed off attitude. He had reassured her that if she stayed as their guest for the next week, they might be able to present her with some answers, but she would need to be patient, and reasonably co operative. She had agreed.
God, could she be a new enemy or a trick by the Locum or Trimadians?
Pilcher was not a pessimist, but he hated anomalies. Twenty five years as top brass in the military pitted him, at times, against unusual situations that he could control to a degree. Now, as head of this private sector, this situation, no one had any experience. Kate would be treated like a normal civilian, but she would be under a weighty microscope. He felt a bit sorry for her.
Pete Reynolds was in his private study after spending almost twelve straight hours inside his code locked laboratory just adjacent. He was poring over transcripts from his own meetings as well as the initial meeting with Kate and Pilcher and going over statistical results from her subsequent tests. She was as human as he was, except for significant variants when she held that stone in her hand. The brain patterns changed and shot off the graphs. It was like a trigger being squeezed. The only difference was with a loaded gun you could make a pretty good assumption as to what was going to happen next. With Kate, that theory shot out the door.
Pete suspected she had some kind of mental power, which he was eager to explore further. He also wanted to see if she was, as he suspected, a reincarnation of the enigmatic Queen Leah, but that was a wild assumption without any solid proof, aside from a drawing in a book. He had prepared general questions and concluded that she did not have a clue what was happening to her, and the word reincarnation never eventuated into her vocabulary. Closest reasoning she got was some spirit had moved in and taken over her, which to a degree could well be the truth.
A few days after Pilcher’s stern warnings, Sataal and he were alone. Pete, in a casual manner asked him if he knew anything about the relationship between an ancient Queen, with possible mental powers that lived on Earth thousands of years ago and the Trimadian invasion. Sataal stared at him and paused in reflection as his mind gathered together the tale propagated to all Cantal children by the Trimadians regarding a human born Queen and their leader.
“Why do you ask?”
Pete shrugged. “Just trying to piece our history together. . . .forget it, more importantly, I need to talk more about your food supplies . . . ”
Though Pete was bursting to tell him of Kate’s arrival, the drawing of her in a book, this weird stone, her unusual powers, he decided to say nothing. If word got out to Pilcher, he was in for an ear bashing, at worst, ostracized. He wanted to talk more to Kate first.
He was pleased with the progress he was making with her. Though she put on a brave front and her personality was strong, he could sense she was quite vulnerable, which under the circumstances was understandable. He quickly built up a bond with her, as he found her likes, dislikes, experiences, views on the world, were quite similar to his own.
He sat back in his leather bound chair, hands behind his head. He knew this was big, real big, and he was playing in an area where he would need to tread carefully, dig slowly, and chip away at the pieces, as if it was one of his archaeological finds. She had built a psychological protective wall around her, which might have something to do with her general distrust of men, thanks to her ex husband cheating on her.
This was probably going to be the biggest prize he would ever uncover in his lifetime!
Pete Reynolds was, for once in his adventurous and intellectual life, scared.
Isaac Mason sat in his lounge pouring a double whisky on the rocks. He was almost never at home, but tonight he needed to get away. At times of stress, the occasional whiskey did wonders, albeit for a short time. He felt after meeting Kate this was one of those times.
Mason, as he preferred to be called, always felt he had to prove himself because he was a black man.
That was why he was a classic overachiever at everything he applied himself to. He saw a challenge in using his brain or his brawn, from astrophysics to his leaps and bounds up the martial arts hierarchy. He’d been a practicing black belt for twenty years, first asserting himself at the young age of seventeen.
Inside though, he was shy and introverted and did not like criticizing or taunting others the way Tremaine was prone to do.
He had mixed feelings about Kate and, like Pilcher, could not help but feel sorry for her, as he was sure she was covering up how she felt about what was happening to her.
He was convinced, though he said nothing, that she was of alien origin, no matter what barrage of tests she was thrown into, which cast his mind back to the hit sci fi movie Species, a beautiful girl preying on would be mates in the hope of repopulating her kind. Was Kate like this? Should he sleep with one eye open?
Gene Tremaine was relaxing in his favorite leather swing chair that evening, swigging down beer. He too needed to go home for a break.
Kate—well, he thought, nice tits, for an alien broad. He let out a hoary laugh at the thought of that, took another swig of beer, and burped. He thought she was hiding stuff and the only way to get any hidden agenda would be to put her in front of a firing squad and watch her sing. Maybe with this attitude, no wonder they did not make him CIC. His face fell into his habitual lopsided grin. Tremaine always believed you had to live life to the full “or it ain’t worth living.” He was the proud leader of the flagship OBF1 team and was air force for fifteen years. He considered it the only way of life for a man. Now, even though this project made him an incredibly wealthy man, he still felt out of his depth. Pure military experience just did not cut it. Things were perhaps getting, creepy.
He had a deep, quiet respect for all his colleagues, as some subjects went over his head, like advanced chemistry, pure mathematics, quantum science and astrophysics. “Gimmie battle tactics and an A52 boomer (so called as it sounded like a shotgun but fired like an automatic), and you got a winner.” It was those tangible and practical tactics he could relate to.
He was not sure just how tangible the Kate situation was, and that put him on edge.
But for Kate, shut up in her small “VIP” room, had to wonder if she was losing her grip on reality as each minute, hour and day passed. She genuinely liked Pete Reynolds; he seemed to care about her, though he was only acting under orders. Maybe if they had met under different circumstances . . .
When he showed her the picture of Queen Leah, she held her breath, stunned and mesmerized by it. She was aware her reactions were being recorded and stayed calm. She could not get that picture out of her mind. Queen Leah was real.
It was early morning and Kate had just finished breakfast. She sat opposite Pete in the team’s meeting room, alone apart from two armed guards outside the room.
Pete had a range of more direct questions he had prepared for her the evening before, and just as he opened his mouth to ask the first question, i.e. how did you sleep? Kate interjected.
“You have another stone in your possession.”
Chapter 8—A Fresh Start
Three hours later, Pete found his rock, or stone as he preferred, the exact replica of Kate’s one. He had forgotten about it, which was strange for someone with a photographic memory. The second one had disappeared, and at the time he had decided not to report it. How it ended up with Kate was anyone’s guess. He had his stone catalogued with about 152,000 other artifacts and books, including many stones from his life’s discoveries and explorations on Earth and beyond. Perhaps it had not crossed his mind, as he had two assistants that did most of the cataloguing. A little stone did not pose much significance at the time.
Never overlook the little things he could hear his mother say.
He would never make that mistake again.
Pete handed the stone to Pilcher who examined it between his thumb and forefinger.
“Yep, it looks pretty much the same. Have you run the usual tests on both of them?”
“Yeah,” Pete replied, “Origin is Earth, Egypt to be specific. It is quite bizarre how it is an exact replica of Kate’s one. However, the stones seem to be a mirror image of each other when you face them together. Both have similar dark markings, and yes, it is preserved human blood. It’s even more bizarre how she picked hers up rather recently from a shopping mall in an obscure place called Gulfirst Town. How the hell it ended up there is beyond me. She told me the shop she found it in was called “The Divine Universe.” Apparently, she had received subliminal instructions, in a day type dream, as she puts it, to go to this out of town mall. But not exactly what to look for!”
Pilcher nodded, “What has really rattled me is we can’t confirm Kate’s story. I sent some men down to check it out. There is no such shop listed in the mall. The mall’s management does not have any record.”
“But I am positive she is not lying,” insisted Pete.
“Hmm, guess the situation is so bizarre it must be the truth,” Pilcher grimaced, a little sardonically.
There was silence as the information was digested.
“So what is the date?”
“Date? Oh yeah. Give or take around a few thousand years, I would say pretty much when the Ancient Egyptians were ruling, quite possibly even older.”
Pilcher gave him a baleful look. “Can our lady friend shed some light on it, apart from the stories she has already relayed?”
Pete paused choosing his words carefully. “I don’t think she trusts us, especially with the way we have treated her, well, at least in her mind. She also has a lot to take in. This situation she’s in is pretty life changing . . . literally.”
Pilcher paused, caught in thought.
What Reynolds failed to report was the slight polarity Kate felt when she handled both stones and the vision that followed. She had confided in him she had one on the plane journey here, and this one seemed to continue on from it but seemed even clearer, like she was actually there. He had managed to record it, for his own study and it did not fall short of his notice she spoke in the third person, in clear English. He was willing to bet anything that Kate’s blood was the same as in the stones. But for now, he thought the unexplained phenomena, at this point of time, was best put aside for later. Besides, sooner or later, a blood sample would be taken from her, but he wanted her to do so willingly. She already had enough to deal with at present.
He remembered how her voice spoke with such endearing and consuming passion . . .
She opens her eyes and is greeted with an intense searing pain stabbing at her side. Her body feels as if it has been torn open. She isn’t far from the truth. She struggles with her thoughts, what had happened. . . . Cemel was trying to help her. And he was struck down. Oh God, she saw him get thrown through the Door. Did he survive or was he gone forever? The blast, she had assumed killed her friend, had somehow caught her in its deadly path.
She knows she is dying.
Now she realizes she is lying on her golden bed. But she cannot feel anything; her body is numb. She sees a dark figure sitting, holding her hand. A blur of movement catches her eye as his physicians fight to save her life. She hears voices talking, yelling, and orders shouted, and her mind becomes lucid, she concentrates on the figure beside her. She realizes it is her captor, the evil Supreme Ruler, but frustratingly his face is in shadow. Obviously grief stricken, he tells her they are going to implant her to save her life. She smiles at him and tells him he is wasting his time. Let her go.
Next thing, she gasps as she feels the omnipotent feeling again. Oh, the sheer unadulterated power that is taking over her will. She now smiles broadly, with absolute joy; the Cathexistome awakens and feeds her body and mind. Just for a second, she almost feels she is one; she tastes the power. His eyes blaze with hope as he knows this will save her. His smile fades, as she whispers, “I made Cemel curse me.” Feeling his confusion, she continues, “Under your rule, in my heart I knew I would not be fit to look after my people. I vowed I would never lead my people into slavery. I made Cemel promise that if you ever implanted me, I would die. And you know how real his magic is. It will work, because he wasn’t my servant. He was my friend.” She closes her eyes as the life in her fades, along with her newly implanted Cathexistome dying in the depths of her body.
The last thing she hears is his scream of anguish.
Kate needed several stiff drinks of peach schnapps to settle her nerves after that episode. She admitted it emotionally and physically seemed to drain her. Once more, all the faces were in shadow? Was her sanity protecting her or was her memory simply out of joint?
She had almost begged Pete not to report this.
Totally relaxed, she lay on her bed with hands behind her head going through the last few days of events. Her vision when she had held both stones prevailed in her mind. However, it seemed to have eased off for a while. God, it was a good thing, as she feared for her mind’s state of health.
Pete Reynolds, did not treat her like a freak, and had just somehow happened to have peach schnapps in his bottom desk drawer. Was that a coincidence? Get real; he probably has a full dossier on her.
He had told her he had been given permission to give her some background on Divisions, his personal experience, how he started with them, their objectives, and what they expected from their employees. He explained about the BSP. He could not elaborate on who their bosses were, as that was up to them. He got paid handsomely for his expertise, and what they asked back was that he and everyone else involved kept their mouths shut, and did their jobs.
The cover stories on the jobs these people did were more fantastic than any military cover up ever created! For all Kate knew, her elderly, arthritic neighbor Joe Brown could have been a brilliant secret scientist.
Pete had joked, “As long as my bank balance is healthy, and I am exempt from paying tax.” Kate balked at that. “I don’t really need to know who pays me.” He grinned and added, “We don’t create wars or do any illegal activities—purely off world exploration only.”
“So you are tempting me with money . . . ”
Pete laughed heartedly.
“Absolutely not, but don’t you want to give it a try. Kate, I promise, I won’t let anything happen to you.”
Behind his glasses that he wore, she saw sincerity. She believed him.
From then on, whatever Pete said or did made Kate a much happier person.
Her lips curved into a smile from the last meeting. Both sides had made a mutual pact, to trust each other. . . . She suspected Pete had made her look good, and the powers that be gave her the benefit of the doubt.
She grinned, reminiscing about her first official meeting . . .
The OBF1 team with Pilcher and a nervous Kate were all present seated at a long table in a meeting room.
Pilcher began: “I want to start this meeting with our sincere apologies for what you have been through, Kate. I can assure you things are going to change. I hope you can understand that all these new discoveries have thrown us somewhat out of our comfort zone. But that is no excuse for the cold, rather heartless way we have behaved. I’m sorry we cannot provide you with clear cut answers at the moment. Believe me; we all are just as eager to find out more ourselves. But if we got to know each other better, perhaps the answers will come. I know the sessions with Dr. Reynolds have helped you. Therefore, if you would like to join us here, at Divisions, in front of you are papers you can read over, and if everything is okay, sign them and pass them to me. It basically states that what we have discussed will remain secret, that you will not share or discuss anything you see and do here outside of these walls. Whether or not you choose to remain with us or leave will still mean you are forbidden to talk to anyone about this work wherever you are.”
Kate hesitated. Her head was swimming. “I get the drift.” She picked up the papers without reading them and signed the half dozen places required. She slid them back to Pilcher. “You guys aren’t that bad. It was just the heavy handedness at the beginning. I think I can deal with it,” she grinned at Pete. If it were not for him, she would be having second thoughts.
Pilcher noticed her glance and spoke with an intense tone, “We would value your input, and with a bit of training and experience, you could become an observer, maybe a team member of the Odyssey Bourne Force.”
Each member of OBF1 stood and shook her hand.
“Welcome Kate.”
“Nice to have you on board.”
“We’re not as bad as you think we are.”
Kate giggled.
Pilcher smiled warmly, “I think it is time to introduce you to other staff and get to know this facility better.”
Pilcher’s actual apology and possible membership of OBF was pushed by a higher power than himself. It did not surprise him, but he thought it premature.
Kate did her housekeeping by contacting her family, and people who knew her, advising she had won a large amount of money and was on an extended holiday. She did not know when she would be back. She contacted her account clients and arranged to move her work to other professional colleagues. She even got her PC and her records back. It was hard parting with her cats to her girlfriend. She put her apartment up for sale and chose to remain on the base, at least for now. The last contact she made outside of the base was her final Friday evening session with her band.
Strangely, she did not feel guilty lying, but still felt an aching loneliness.
Her world was changing fast, yet she had no idea of how fast her past and future was catching up.
Chapter 9—First Visit
Kate was busy. Her days were filled with intense physical training including hand to hand combat, introduction to tactical warfare and weaponry, endless computer training and partaking in discussions and debriefings. She was a natural, and no one was more surprised than Kate.
“Didn’t know I had it in me!”
She had separate sessions with each member of OBF1 to learn some of their specialized skills and to also get to know her fellow teammate. Mason even showed her some basic martial arts, which she took to with great enthusiasm. A usually reserved and cynical Mason acknowledged (to himself) that she was “made for it.” He even forgave her when she waited for him to drop his guard and smacked him hard in the chops with a perfectly executed reverse spinning kick.
She had never been more excited, and she had the metabolism to get fit very quickly, and stay fit.
“And you guys get paid for this!”
The only thing that was avoided was the inevitable. When was she going to be involved with the off world explorations and alliances. To Kate, it was as if they were waiting for something. Yeah, she thought to herself wryly, waiting to see if I can take all this stuff, they are dishing out to me, or watch me flip out and turn into a green veined blood sucking scummy alien!
The OBF teams were off world far more regularly than ever now, due to pending enemy attacks. Kate was always left behind.
However, the preconceptions towards Kate had changed, especially amongst the OBF1 team. Over time, she was showing signs of being a valuable “part time” member, as she put it. Her listening skills were excellent, she offered feedback and suggestions and was a quick all round learner. Even the hard to please Tremaine had a noticeable soft spot and opened up a little. In fact, it was rumored he had shared a joke with Kate in the canteen! Kate got on well with most everyone on base.
Pilcher remained more distant, in order to keep an objective perspective of the situations as they came to hand. He was pleased with the reports he was receiving about Kate.
She never spoke about her visions or dreams, only during “official sessions” with Pete. Even then she kept the discussion to a minimum.
For Kate, the red eyes were still there, but it was like they were in the background now, shimmering and glassy in the distance, not probing, more like waiting, but for what? Was it fading, even going away, or waiting to pounce once more?
She was permitted to wear her stone mounted in a thin wire enclosure connected to a delicate chain around her neck. The second stone Dr. Reynolds kept in his lab. Apart from her martial arts and hand to hand combat, Kate’s secret favorite sessions were with Pete with their discussions and experiments.
Pete was as enthused as Kate. The first time stunned Pete. When she held the stones in each hand, they seemed to glow. She would close her eyes and focus on them and some pretty wild things would happen. All she needed to do was, in effect, channel her thoughts via contact with the stones to do anything she wanted, well that was his theory, or more like wishful thinking. In Pete’s notes, he emphasized the fact that whenever Kate was happy or relaxed, certain paranormal phenomena occurred. However, when she was in a mood, or distracted state, her focus was not so good. She needed to learn control.
One time she made a pin rise and float in the air, she “saw” it even with her eyes closed. Another time Pete had walked in, and she made his hair stand straight up. Her telekinetic skills were becoming excellent.
When she held one stone, she would receive snatches of visions, that were jumbled up and not much else, and frustrated her. It was like trying to tune a radio frequency that sometimes was there and other times not. When she did receive an occasional clear vision, she briefly described it like she was standing back watching herself, other times she viewed the scene in the first person.
When she had two stones, her telepathy would sometimes come into play, and she could almost “hear” thoughts in Pete’s mind. To Leah, it felt uncoordinated. He had recorded every detail, connecting her up to the computers that measured brain patterns and blood pressure. The reading would go off the scale when she had the stones, anyone normal would be dead.
Pete wondered what her limit would be. Could she move a tank? A building? Oh God, Superwoman lives! Only through time and practice would these wondrous gifts come to real fruition. Sometimes, while he was alone, he would fantasize Kate clad in sexy flowing white silk, standing high on a mountain, stretching out her hands, with lightning rods zapping all. He kept these thoughts to himself.
Pete was concerned about S.U.E.P’s plans for Kate. They would be keeping a watchful eye on her and were reliant on his reports. Was she their new secret weapon? It also occurred to him what could happen if the stones or Kate ever fell into the wrong hands. He knew he should keep a clinical, unbiased approach to his work, but he was dealing with a human being, who just so happened to be an attractive, intelligent woman.
One evening, in a rare moment of relaxation, she laughed at a comment Pete made. She was letting her guard down. He beamed at her. “That is the first time I have actually heard you genuinely laugh.” He pretended to consult his notes. “No, hold on . . . you did that yesterday!”
She punched him playfully in the arm. “Oh I have a sense of humor.” She laughed again. Then glanced furtively at him, “I just have a little trouble trusting people generally.”
He had been waiting for this.
“Do you trust me?” He smiled warmly.
She paused, their eyes locked. Deep down she knew she did. . . . He was different from the potato heads she had dated. “I think so. And I guess life can’t be taken too seriously,” she smiled back demurely. “Well, at least not all the time.”
She took a deep breath and with a mischievous glint in her eye said, “I’ll let you into a secret. . . . I have been thoroughly enjoying myself learning these new skills, I mean, never in the world would I have ever dreamed of holding an M16 let alone use the damn thing, shit . . . ”
Pete laughed, “I know what you mean. That and lifting weights didn’t enter my archeologists’ resume until I started here.”
They both laughed. He studied her face. At first, to him as a doctor of archaeology, Kate was a living breathing artifact, but she was far more. He relished the bond between them and when he was alone, he wondered if she felt anything more. But he could not get the courage to ask her. Apart from feeling a little awkward; he was a professional through and through, and doing what they had ordered him to do. He inwardly groaned. Wrong time wrong place—if they had met outside this secret world . . . maybe. After he had studied her full psychiatric report, he came to realize that the powers that be were no fools and were aware of the obvious chemistry between the two—they had made sure they spent time to get to know each other. They wanted him to learn all about her because of their natural rapport.
He would study her when she was not looking and clearly saw the vulnerability and loneliness. He could not fight an almost overwhelming desire to protect her.
But what on Earth from?
She was opening up freely to him now, and at one stage they had discussed why her stone gave her lucid visions of day to day events on the base, which had ceased when she arrived.
“Maybe the stones got lonely and their polarity brought us together,” she would joke.
Pete knew Kate was being co operative, but he sensed there was so much more she could tell him, whether she was aware she could was maybe something else altogether. He had suggested hypnotherapy with the base psychologist, but when they began she panicked. Something about being swallowed by dark shadows and the red eyes would bore into her brain causing excruciating pain. . . . Pete could swear he almost felt it himself.
Had Kate or this Queen Leah had some deep, evil past experiences, or was that caused by some sort of spirit residue in her. Was this gorgeous woman actually evil or infected by some form of evil? He kept these darker theories to himself, and out of the reports to Pilcher. There were some powerful people behind Divisions, and the last thing he wanted was to give them any ideas of how they could use her. He found it hard not to just take her in his arms and hold her . . . make the pain go away.
One evening Pete asked Kate to consent for a blood test, which she was happy to do. Pilcher did not want Pete to tell her why, insisting it is part of the health policy the company adopted. Refusing, Pete said it was imperative to tell her the truth if they were to earn her trust. Pilcher agreed, after a quick phone call to his superior.
Kate took the news quietly, though she turned quite pale . . . the blood matched.
Kate surprised Pete, quickly asking him if they could go out for dinner, for a change of scenery. He asked Pilcher if he could take her off base, but they were turned down . . . security reasons. Pete knew she was feeling the walls closing in on her, and the blood revelation topped it off. So he suggested having a private picnic in her room.
They talked about everything and anything, except their work, which suited them both. Kate knew she had a good friend in Pete, and she finally realized he was not doing everything under orders. She began to feel her strict, protective wall of resolve crumble. She could open her heart to this man, but she wished it were under different circumstances, away from the prying eyes.
At least when the blood match was confirmed, he appeared to not treat her any different. She wished she was “normal” and she and Pete were far away from this place.
For Pete, blood match or no blood match, he knew damn well he was in love. He did not care if she was simply a woman off the street, or a beautiful reincarnation of a Queen, he would still love her. But he was in no position to declare his love, and by doing so, he could make matters awkward.
Suddenly, Pete stood up brushing the crumbs on to their makeshift picnic rug and stated to her. “I think it is time for a little off world visit, don’t you?”
“It’s just like Earth!” Kate exclaimed, looking around in wide eyed wonderment.
Kate, Pete, Tremaine, and Mason had just come through the BSP. It was Kate’s first time.
Pete Reynolds thought back over the past couple of months and admitted to himself it was the most exciting and busiest period since he discovered the BSP.
He remembered the full thirty plus minutes arguing with Pilcher over the pros and cons of allowing Kate to go.
“She is not a risk to our security. There have been more tests on her than the whole team collectively. I think she desperately needs to find some answers to her visions, and the stones are part of the equation.”
“I agree, however, Dr. Kramer and I are not happy with that extraordinary brain activity when she is in contact with those bloodstones, and she does get tired after contact.”
“Well, she can leave them here. Geez, she’s as human as you and me except for a few little talents.”
“Yeah, do I hold you responsible if she starts spinning my men around like tops or blowing up the computers?”
Back and forward it went. In the end, Pilcher sighed and held his hands up to stop the arguing. He still saw Kate as an anomaly and therefore, out of his full control.
Pilcher received orders from his superiors to keep a close eye on her and use her. Make her a team member as soon as possible but only when he judged her to be ready. He knew why they said that. If anything went wrong, he would be the patsy. God, he hated unnecessary pressure. He needed a holiday!
“Alright Dr. Reynolds, if she passes the standard physical and gives me her stone, she can go to the next scheduled meeting to Ahmadeus.”
“Great, thanks sir.”
When Pete had said to Kate, “It’s time for a little off world visit,” the day before his confrontation with Pilcher, he enjoyed the inevitable reaction—a did I hear you right expression, then amazement, followed by downright excitement, a second of skepticism, wiped out by a very loud exclamation of YIPPEE!
It made him smile; he had not smiled so much in his whole damn life. He saw a childlike quality in her. He knew she was hungry to go; hell, would not anyone!
It was one month, from that day, that Kate walked through the BSP.
“Damn it!”
Sam Bennett was amazed, astounded and, like his father warned him, pissed off. He felt cheated. Why end there? What happened to Kate when she walked through the BSP?
“Sam!”
He glanced up as his father had walked back in. He only noticed then how late the hour was getting.
“You have reached the end haven’t you?”
He nodded.
“Before you say anything, I know how you feel, cheated ah? It is time for me to give you your surprise. I could not tell you what I am about to, until you read that book.”
He sat beside Sam. “I had to wait a long time before I got to learn more. You are lucky, because I am going to tell you it, well some of it, now. It will take some time though. I actually met someone, who came to me in a dream that felt so real, like we are here talking now.
“This person said time was short and not to ask questions just open my mind. Sam, I was told this story belonged to us, the humans, and had to be given to someone who believes, who is trustworthy, and who is involved. That person son . . . was me. I said ‘yes’ and the whole story, was downloaded into my mind, like a computer data file. This person said they can watch from the outside looking in, at all aspects of what is going on. And said consider it a three dimensional story.
“So Sam, are you ready?”
Sam looked fit to burst and could only nod.
“It was as clear as if it happened yesterday . . . ”
“What a buzz,” she murmured, perturbed, but excited as it felt as if a wall of white fire greeted her body, but no heat was emitted. In eight point five seconds, plus the time it took to recover from slight disorientation, she realized she was on Ahmadeus.
“Shit—just traveled two hundred and fifty million light years.”
Pete grinned as he explained, “In actual fact, the scientists say, your whole body becomes part of the BSP, and it acts like a shell transporting your molecules from solid matter to energy and back to solid matter in a twinkling. Nobody has ever thought of shutting the laser off during transit as that would be disastrous, or so they theorized. We have plenty of back up generators for power failure.”
The landscape that greeted Kate was breathtaking, no wind, rolling country side, a real artist’s painted vision, bathed in late afternoon sun, with the planet’s two moons both visible. She had visualized two moons! If she had a canvas, she would try to capture it.
They all looked at Kate, who was lost for words.
“Ok, folks,” Tremaine barked. “Our orders today are a quick hello and an even quicker goodbye.”
Their mission priorities were to bring some new information to Sataal, who was getting more paranoid everyday with the growing war situation. Now his scheduled signals to Earth were coming through daily advising grim progress reports of the Trimadian Locum tactics. His sources had sent through data that said a battle of enormous proportions could explode anytime over Ahmadeus.
Pilcher had warned OBF1, any sign of trouble and they were to head back to the BSP as it would be opened every twenty minutes. He had a gut feeling that trouble was looming and Kate should not have gone.
They made their way to the meeting place, half a kilometer from the BSP. Within seconds, the team was surrounded by armed Cantal warriors.
It never failed to intimidate the humans, being in the presence of such tall, muscular warriors that were virtually invisible. Even Tremaine was glad they were allies and not opponents.
Sataal, who usually would greet them cheerily, snapped at them. “There is not much time. The Trimadians are constantly sending patrols around the region and are always dominating our skies, waiting for the Locum more than likely. We must prepare ourselves for the start of the battle. It is now time to get your warriors prepared.”
“And hello to you too Sataal,” Tremaine said sarcastically. “Actually we thought we’d take a little stroll and smell some of your local flowers.”
Sataal, who would normally ignore Tremaine’s flippancy, retorted angrily, “You have to go. IT IS NO LONGER SAFE!”
“Hey there friend, I’m sorry,” Tremaine replied, a little taken aback as he had not often seen Sataal lose his temper.
“I am sorry too,” Sataal quickly relented, a sad look in his eyes. “My brothers are as ready as they ever will be, but I fear this battle is going to take its toll.”
“We have a proposal for you,” Pete chimed in. Tremaine stepped back and folded his arms. Pete was the best PR person in the team.
“Pilcher and the bosses at the S.U.E.P have a safer alternative for you to consider. Because of the imminent threat, they want you to evacuate your people to a similar, compatible planet. A new world has been located, and you can stay as long as you wish, if you—” Pete stopped when he saw Sataal close his eyes and shake his head.
“No, that is out of the question. We would always stand and fight, never run from our enemy. We are an honorable race.” He stared at Tremaine, “I’m sure you can appreciate that.”
Sataal frowned. “I thought we were going to fight side by side. That is what we all have been preparing to do over the past six months. We have both the Trimadians and Locum to deal with, before they take over everything.”
“Hey, we all agree. Look, we have our bases set up here too,” Pete said. “We know you are an honorable race, but the powers that be have had an emergency meeting and have concluded that the risk is too great. The BSP here on Ahmadeus is our only practical way in and out, and if that gets controlled by any enemy, Earth is compromised. And so the threat spreads.”
“So that is how you all feel?” Sataal looked at Tremaine, Mason, and Pete.
Tremaine said, “No, we want to support and fight with you, but our superiors back home have never met the enemy or observed them in battle. They feel that we will lose, as we do not have enough knowledge or superior technology to support a victory on either front. We’re not cowards,” he added after seeing the expression on Sataal’s face. “There are too may unknown facts. We really do not know enough about our enemies’ weaknesses and their powers. Our men could be captured, and of course, we would never talk, but these Trimadians and Locum could obtain valuable knowledge by other means like mind reading and stuff like . . .” Tremaine sensed he was waffling and shut up. “Shit, I want to nuke the bastards, but our Earth leaders want us to live to fight another day.”
Pete quickly concluded, “They have weighed it up and don’t like the thought of the Trimadians implanting human hosts, let alone be taken over by robotoid creatures. They, however, still want to help, but at this stage, they feel evacuation is the best option. Though you get to keep all our weaponry,” he added.
The OBF1 team knew how Sataal and his warriors would react, but they were only the messengers.
Everyone had forgotten about Kate, who was standing behind her team, listening intently. Pete felt a tap on his shoulder and glanced back. “Oh, I’m sorry, Kate. We got a bit caught up in the moment there.”
Turning to Sataal, Pete introduced Kate, “She is our new member of the team.”
Sataal stared at her, “She…Oh, I remember you mentioned a new trainee with extra sensory perception. I didn’t realize…a female… ”
Mason and Tremaine looked at each other; Pete had blatantly disobeyed clear orders.
Pete saw their look and defended himself, “I have not said anything specific about Kate, . . . just we had a possible new member with a few . . . ”
Kate felt uncomfortable, and not just because these alien creatures were huge and imposing. Sataal, remembering his manners politely bowed to Kate.
Beautiful female . . .
She heard his thought as clear as if he had voiced it. Kate blushed, not knowing what to say.
To cover her embarrassment, she put her hand out to shake Sataal’s who looked like he was rather taken by her.
As soon as Kate touched Sataal’s hand, she had another vision. It came so suddenly and violently, it knocked her to her knees. The gravely voice spoke in her head and sounded garbled, like her ears were trying to tune into a radio station and the volume was comparable to sitting against Marshall amplifiers turned to full power.
Catch up; catch up!
It faded and came back, then faded again,
Then . . .
GOT YOU . . . FOR YOU
Her brain felt like it was being put through a grater.
Gasping, Kate struggled back to her feet, as the others looked on stupefied. The red eyes appeared in her mind, accompanied by a shock like being electrocuted, and she was thrown to the ground again. Sataal had grabbed his hand back as soon as she made contact and looked as if he had just stuck it in a jar full of piranha.
The intensity she experienced was far stronger than ever before, downright violent.
As fast as it had come, it was gone.
Kate, flat on her back, looked up into a group of unbelieving, staring eyes. Her nose was bleeding slightly. She mumbled, “I—I’m sorry . . . I . . . ” she stared at Sataal. “Saw your men . . . danger, they were chasing them . . . a device to detect them has been . . . ahh . . . ” She began convulsing then fell into unconsciousness.
Pete knelt down beside her to check her breathing, which was very shallow, and her eyes at first looked like she was in the REM stage of sleep, but they were moving all over, like nystagmus. He opened up an eyelid. Her pupil was dilated, and the white was tinged with pink. Not good, he thought.
Tremaine checked his time, and barked at Mason to get back to the BSP ASAP. “When homebase opens the door, signal back the emergency code and make sure they keep the damn thing open.” Mason went racing off.
“Let’s get her home now. God, she looks awfully pale.”
Kate let out a gasp as if possessed and smiled as if she had just won the national lottery. But her eyes remained closed and moving.
“I think she’s in some kind of trance,” Pete observed.
“Yeah, with her eyes wide shut,” Tremaine said.
“Gene, I don’t really want to move her, but we have no choice.”
Sataal and his men were looking on not knowing what to think. They had never seen anything like this before.
“It is like a spirit has possessed her,” one of Sataal’s soldiers ventured.
The soldier, who had spoken, Manutaai, was, like most Cantals, tall, muscular with long black hair. He turned to his leader. “We should escort them back to the Door of Endless Light, just in case there is trouble.”
“Agreed.” Sataal gave the word and four of his warriors helped carry Kate back as quickly as they could.
“Is your hand okay?” Tremaine inquired staring at Sataal’s hand, which had turned various shades of pink.
“Yes, I think so. I felt an enormous charge of energy emit from Kate. It felt like my hand was being bitten into by sharp teeth.”
“I . . . I’m sure she didn’t do that deliberately,” Pete stammered. “She has power that we know very little about and obviously seems to be growing more profusely. I have conducted some experiments in the laboratories back home. My theory as to what has just happened may have something to do with the fact that you touched her as she had another vision, albeit a violent one,” Pete added, “and some residue energy transferred to you.”
Sataal, distracted by the pain nodded, “Yes, something like that.” He was clutching at his aching hand.
The men covered the distance back to the BSP quickly.
As they rounded a corner to reveal the clearing where the BSP stood, staring at them. . . . They took in a shocking sight.
Isaac Mason, down on his knees, head bowed to the ground, a streak of blood dripping from a deep gash to his forehead. Pressed against the back of his head, was a mean looking black, thick instrument that glowed red at the end, like embers. Mason’s face was screwed up in pain as the instrument was ground into his neck.
The area surrounding the clearing was full of armed soldiers, clad in gold and black uniforms with strange symbols on their arms. All held the black instruments, spitting fiery embers, which they pointed at the newcomers.
Sataal and his men sprang into defense mode.
“Stay where you are or he will die, and you will be next!” boomed a fierce looking soldier, who was as large and as imposing as the Cantals. The soldier stared at Sataal and thrust his staff like weapon against his chest.
“Well, here’s trouble with a capital T,” murmured Tremaine under his breath.
“SILENCE!” roared the enemy leader positioning himself in front of Tremaine while his guards surrounded the hapless bunch. Kate was still unconscious, as she was laid onto the ground.
The leader yelled out some orders to his men in a weird language that made Pete recognize who these soldiers were.
The leader turned, his eyes roving over his captives.
“You are now prisoners of Supreme Commander Talokta of the Sotoid Fleet.”
Chapter 10—Trapped
Pete opened his eyes and winced at the intrusion of light. He waited a few seconds to allow the slow transition, sat up and attempted to check out his new surroundings. When he moved his head, he almost threw up. The pain was excruciating. It felt like the first (and last) time he suffered the dry horrors from too much liquor consumption in his much younger days.
“Ohh,” he groaned and lay down again. He tried to organize his thoughts, but the pain was too intense. He waited a little longer and raised himself up again. His head screamed in protest, but he forced himself to ignore it. He saw Tremaine and Mason a few feet from him. He crawled over and saw Tremaine was coming around. He left him and went to see Mason. Mason was unconscious and breathing shallow but steadily. His temperature was a little high, and his head and neck wounds had swollen. Pete took his jacket off and laid it over the unconscious man.
“What the . . . Jesus, my head,” Tremaine gasped, clutching at his aching skull. He took a breath and sat up, glanced at Mason and turned to Pete. “How is he?”
“Ok, I guess, all things considered,” Pete replied. “You alright, you look like hell.”
“Yeah, and you look like how I feel . . . death warmed up.”
“Touché.” Pete grinned bleakly.
“Do you know where we are?”
“Nope, only remember those Trimadian soldiers pushing us into that craft thing of theirs and, well, here we are.”
“Are you sure they are Trimadian? That poncy mouthpiece said Sotoid or something.”
“I am sure, thanks to all the data Sataal has given me. Remember, they are divided up in fleets under varying Commanders, or masters. I am positive they are Trimadian.”
Tremaine rubbed his aching temples and decided his brain needed a holiday.
“Here goes,” moaned Pete, as he stood up and moved to a bench against a wall. Tremaine followed suit.
Looking around, it was obvious they were in a cell that had dim lighting emitting from the ceiling and from the floor and on the sides. In fact, each side, top, and bottom of their cell was the same. It felt very unnerving, and the accompanying vertigo effect did not sit well with the pain and nausea.
There were no obvious door openings, windows, or anything to distinguish how they were brought into the cell.
“Shit, I hope Kate is okay,” Pete said. “She was having another one of her visions last I recall, a pretty violent one.”
“Yeah, she touched Sataal’s hand and all hell broke loose,” Tremaine recollected. “And she burbled something about a device that had detected Sataal’s men. Do you think she was trying to warn them of the Trimadians near the BSP?”
“Possibly, only way is to find her and the others and get the hell out of here.”
The pain in Pete’s head seemed to subside a little.
He looked at Tremaine, still rubbing his head. “How’s the pain?”
“Barely bearable, it feels like someone has driven a pneumatic drill through it or used it as a punching bag.”
“Could be a mind probe or drug they gave us to render us unconscious?”
“Yeah, or a whack on the back of the head with those nasty war sticks of theirs. Well Doctor, do you have a theory for getting our asses out of here?”
“Yeah, we wait.”
A faint humming noise coming from Tremaine’s side filled the stillness. A door slid upward and Kate, standing, silhouetted against the invading light, was supported and dwarfed by two huge guards. They put her down on the bench beside Tremaine and left.
Pete leapt to his feet, ignoring his screaming nerves resonating in his head. “Are you all right, Kate?” He knelt down in front of her examining her face.
She looked fine and smiled at him. “I think I will live for now, thanks.” She rubbed her legs. “Just my muscles feel like I have completed a marathon.”
Pete held her hands, “It must have been the drugs to knock us out . . . or in your case, to bring you back.”
She saw Mason, still unconscious.
“Is he alright?”
“I hope so.”
“So what has been happening? Can you tell us anything, anything to help us get out of here?” Tremaine urged.
Kate held her hands up like a patient parent calming excitable children, “I will tell you everything I can remember. I woke up in a cell, alone, like this one we are in now, guards came and got me. I then realized that Sataal was right, the invasion has started and that these beings were Trimadian warriors. I was taken to another room, a large spacious room that housed the most amazing machinery and computers. It looked like some kind of an infirmary or laboratory. I had all sorts of gadgets attached around my body and head. I’m not sure what they were doing, but I thought they may experiment or torture me or something.
“They spoke a strange tongue, their local lingo I guess, and I gestured that I didn’t understand. Next second, I could understand them, like we are talking in English now. Yet, they kept talking to each other in their native tongue, so I wouldn’t know what they were up to, I guess.
“I think I faded in and out of consciousness. When I came to, I found I could not move my arms or legs. They asked me if my head was hurting. I said yes. Next second, the pain had gone. I don’t know what they did, beats the aspirin though!
“I managed to glance at a computer screen nearby and recognized some symbols and signs. Some were similar to what you showed me on the homebase computer and in your books Pete.”
“Did they question you, or say what their plans were, or what had happened to Sataal?” Tremaine queried.
“Let me finish,” Kate said, and took a breath. “I saw Sataal and two of his men lying on some makeshift beds a small distance from me, behind a glass wall. They were treating them all pretty roughly, especially Sataal. A tall dude who had some expensive looking threads seemed to be doing the interrogating, and every so often he would touch Sataal’s forehead with a small stick like device that seemed to cause him agonizing pain. The screams . . . it was not very nice. I guess, as he was in their ranks, he would not be treated very well. He was a traitor in their eyes.” Kate shuddered at the memory, recalling the pure malevolence permeating the atmosphere.
“Anyhow, the guards dragged them away. Sataal looked in a real bad way. This fancy dressed dude approached me and I thought, shit, it’s my turn. He was surprisingly quite courteous to me, way different from what I had just observed. He spoke excellent English and introduced himself as Lord Talokta, Commander of the Sotoid fleet. I remember Pete telling me there were different groups under different rulers in the Trimadian race. Well, he gave me the spiel, boasting that his group is the vanguard of all the Great Trimadian Fleets and we are now his prisoners, that I would be treated well if I cooperated. He assured me that resistance is futile. When he said that, under any other circumstances, I would have burst out laughing as it sounded so corny, like in those terrible old sci fi shows back in the fifties. Anyhow, he stated I am aboard his Command domain ship, and there is a contingency of fifty fighter ships orbiting Ahmadeus right now ready to attack. Their mission was to enslave all humanoid life on this planet for repopulation and recruitment, and obtain certain crystals found on this particular planet. Fascinating stuff, and he did all the talking, and I gave him sweet FA . . . that itself made me feel uneasy.
“I’m not sure what to think, guys, as I did consider maybe he was feeding me misinformation. Maybe to cause outright fear, or warm me up for the kill or to make me trust him. . . . I honestly don’t know. But here I am.” She paused studying their faces. “He knows about the OBF project and wants me to go back to Earth with the terms of our planet’s unconditional surrender.”
“What the fuck . . . ” Tremaine’s eyes blazed.
Pete just dropped his head in his hands.
“Don’t tell me . . . surrender or die.”
She nodded.
“Wish this was a movie, shit!” Tremaine choked.
Tremaine and Pete looked at Kate, absorbing her words . . . her story. Was she telling the truth? Had she had her mind altered or probed? Why did this Talokta character give her all this information and not ask her anything? But for now, their priority was to get out. The only person who could help was Sataal, who could be at death’s door. He knew or at least was familiar with Trimadian ships and their technology to help them escape to the surface.
“Kate,” Pete implored. “Do you remember that warning you mentioned before you slipped into the coma?”
She frowned at the recall, “Yes . . . a little. I had my usual jumbled up vision, and voices were talking, chanting something, it was loud, . . . and I saw a flash—a close up view of a device used against the free Cantals. I feel it is a type of sensor or scanner that can read a body’s physiological state.”
Both men looked confused.
“You know, to see if there is a Cathexistome implanted or not.”
The full meaning of this fell on the men.
“If they have found a way to covertly expose the Cantal spy network, all is lost. The Cantal rebellion will fail, and we will never know where and when the enemy will strike,” Pete declared.
“Well, there’s very little we can do now. We don’t even know where Sataal and his men are, and they could have been executed for all we know,” Tremaine stated.
A wave of dejectedness fell on them. Pete looked at their faces. “Cheer up, I know another fact . . . ” They looked at him. “Well, they have to feed us at some stage, I mean, even prisoners have to eat.”
Tremaine shot him a dirty look.
“Well, it’s hard to think on an empty stomach.”
“Forever the optimist,” Tremaine muttered.
With that, all three sat back engrossed in their own thoughts.
Kate recalled the whole scene in high definition between herself and the Trimadian leader.
From witnessing what she had seen with Sataal and his men, she too expected to be tortured and experimented on, or at least enslaved. But nothing like that followed. What did follow was nothing short of weird. At this point of time, she kept it to herself.
The enemy leader did not bother with any torture methods nor ask her anything, as he got all his information by using telepathy on her. She found she easily communicated back, which surprised and alarmed her. She knew full well he was in control.
She felt like she was an unwilling open book and he was leafing through her on This Is Your Life! Was it him or those gadgets connected to her, which she assumed recorded and monitored her.
Though he was assertive with her, he treated her well and reassured her that she would not receive any persecution if she behaved. He read from a computer screen beside her gurney, confirming she was a human from Graffa, also known as Earth, not a Cantal, but affiliated with them and recently part of a human galactic exploration team. Yeah, she could have told him that, if he had asked. To her it was no big deal; she was not giving out major secrets. . . . She did not know any! However, it was the things he did not say that made her nervous. The unspoken words . . .
Lord Talokta had turned away from her, appearing to leave, when one of his warriors came rushing in and gave him a disc of some kind that he plugged into the computer. After a few moments, he turned to her grinning like the cat that had got the cream. He seemed very pleased over something. He did not say a word to her, but telepathically told her she had to go back to Earth and tell her Leaders that either they give the Trimadians what they want─ Earth and its resources, or prepare for invasion. If the Earthlings cooperated, lives would be spared. If not, the planet would be destroyed and all resources swallowed by the great and mighty Trimadians.
She sensed he was not telling her everything and had another motive. Similarly, there was something about him that she was drawn to, which terrified her. Maybe he was different from the other Trimadians. But this was her first encounter with this predatory race. She did not know Trimadians from squat!
The strange telepathic connection between them ended. Could this entity, that looked human, answer some of the questions that had been haunting her . . . perhaps?
She had earlier decided to keep this telepathic encounter out of her conversation with her fellow team members. She felt it was in her best interests for the moment, especially as she suspected during her encounter with this Lord Talokta she was not in full control of herself.
And now, one question stood out in full fluorescent illumination from all the hundreds of others haunting her. . . . It had confronted her when she first saw that drawing in Pete’s book . . . but never acknowledged it . . . and now it rose once more.
Do I harbor the spirit of this Queen Leah?
Words she could not voice for fear of that single thread being cut causing her to plunge into the deep pool of insanity and never reach the shore again.
She fought to quell an onset of panic grow. She took some deliberate deep breaths to calm herself.
Now . . . what the hell had this Talokta character done to her? The desire to learn more about her little gifts was now paramount. Deep inside she had her own agenda. Also, for the short time Kate had been away from the stones, she had missed them. Not like a junkie missing a hit, no, it was more like the connection between a mother missing her children. They were part of her and she needed them.
The revelation of the days of sitting at her PC at home doing her job was gone. That was a certainty. She was now on a personal mission to learn more about . . . herself. But she was also scared out of her wits for what she would find. It was a surety she was destined for more, as she had stated to herself many moons ago. But what . . . she did not know. She shivered inwardly. Had Talokta used some power of suggestion over her while communicating telepathically or was she acting on her own accord?
Am I in control?
Somehow, this mysteriousTrimadian race was part of the puzzle. Though, according to her visions and historical discussions with Pete, the Trimadians were war mongers and had tried to conquer humanity, Queen Leah’s people six thousand years ago. Obviously they were going to try again. She could not shake an ominous feeling in her gut. He had also stated it was in her companion’s best interests to say nothing about the ultimatum she was to give to her bosses back on Earth. But that was pointless, she knew they would guess.
The other weird thing she could not explain was a feeling of belonging on this alien ship. Whether that feeling was real or relayed into her, again she did not know.
The humming noise of the door opening up shook Kate out of her reverie. Pete’s prediction came true, and food was brought to them. Both Kate and Pete dug in heartedly. However, Tremaine looked at the food muttering it could be poisoned.
“Look, if they wanted to kill us, they could’ve done so ages ago,” reasoned Pete.
“As I said, forever the optimist,” Tremaine mumbled, biting delicately into food that looked like a mix of mashed dead bugs.
Sataal, Manutaai, and their followers were right next door to the OBF team, but each room was soundproofed, and they would never hear each other if they screamed blue murder.
Sataal was very weak from his brutal interrogation, and Manutaai was putting drops of water in his mouth, trying his best to feed him without him vomiting.
Manutaai and some of the fitter men were discussing their situation at hand, and as Sataal was out of action, they had voted that Manutaai, being second in command, should assume leadership for now.
Sataal told his men that his captor, Lord Talokta, knew full well he was the traitor that Marone was looking for and threatened to hand him over if he did not tell him more about the rebel movement. Sataal knew Talokta and his methods very well and refused to show fear. He also knew Talokta would never hand him back to his old boss Marone. The Supreme Ruler would be rubbing his hands together . . .
He took the torture saying nothing, and finally fell unconscious.
Talk of escape arose: everything from overpowering the guards, feigning weakness from interrogation, and surprising them. All were discussed and dismissed. Manutaai suggested giving them what they came for─ the surrender of the rebels, the precious mines, and new hosts. “We will tell the Trimadians exactly what they want to hear. By telling our people to surrender peacefully to the Trimadians, acknowledging that their way of life is the only way, but only if we can speak directly to our Leaders. We can convince them that subjugation would be a better alternative than wiping out the population.
“There is no honor. That is not our way!” was the retort.
Manutaai lowered his voice as if the walls had ears. “At least this is a chance to allow time to get our forces together.” He looked at each of his men. “Extinction would mean no hope for the future.”
That statement stamped an eerie silence.
Sataal’s men knew they were going to be sacrificed or forced into slavery, but they had to give their families, their people a chance to act.
So this too was discussed and overall decided it was the best thing they could do under the circumstances. “They probably won’t agree,” said Manutaai, “as they know we are a proud, honorable, fight to the death people. But on the other hand, the Trimadians are extremely arrogant and egotistical. If the Trimadian leader knows he will quickly get all the crystals and everything he is after, plus millions of new recruits willing to be implanted quickly and quietly. This would indeed reflect favorably on him and maybe further his promotional chances. I don’t know, but it is worth a shot.”
No one could think of anything else, and at this stage, they had nothing to lose.
Sataal was listening but still floated in and out of consciousness. He whispered, “They certainly will never let me go. They will always view me as a traitor and make an example of me. Good luck, my friend.” He lifted a weak arm and patted his friend on the shoulder.
“Freedom to the Cantals!”
Sataal remembered something about a very fetching Earth woman accompanying the OBF team. He had touched her hand and felt a surge of current flow into him causing excruciating pain. She collapsed, convulsing. Who was she and why did that happen? All Pete had said earlier was she had some telepathic abilities. He hoped his Graffite friends were alive. Though, the woman would not fare well with the Trimadians. Despite their short, rather electrifying encounter, there was something about her he could not put his finger on . . . . But right now, there was a high chance he would be dead soon, and nothing then would matter . . .
Manutaai had requested an audience with Talokta and it was granted. Talokta agreed with what Manutaai had proposed, but whether it was for the reasons that Manutaai had suggested, he could not say. All Manutaai knew was they had to buy some time.
It turned out better for them than they realized, at least for now. Unknown to each other both Manutaai and Kate were to deliver total surrender to their respective leaders or accept the dire consequences. They must return in three days.
Kate remembered how Pete had leapt to his feet to stop the guards from taking her away again. Would she ever see them all . . . alive again? And Pete—God! Would she ever see him again?
“Don’t forget . . . ,” he had shouted to her before the door had slid shut.
She had an overwhelming sensation that she had bitten off more than she could chew and it was churning in her stomach.
Man! This was her very first off world visit, and it could end up being her last!
Kate and Manutaai were escorted separately by the Trimadian guards. Just as a sweetener, they were each told if they did not come back with favorable news, their colleagues would be executed, though Kate had suspected that was coming.
Manutaai was escorted to the outskirts of the Cantal city, Manooalta. Kate told her guard, with a slight air of smugness, she would have to wait for an indefinite time before her homebase would open the BSP to let her through. The guard shook his head and garbled something at her. She heard “Graffa” as he fiddled with a large silver ring on his finger. A laser type light shot out of the ring onto the BSP opening it. By Christ that scared her! What would stop them from walking right through! But Talokta had stated his terms, and she was not in any position to stop them regardless. She had been given back her personal coded I.D device informing the base she was coming through.
The last thing she wanted was her beloved planet to be taken over by an enemy that was taunting her through disjointed visions.
Just as she stepped through, her consciousness spelled out the worst scenario. Just think girl, you could be the one ultimately responsible for the destruction of Earth.
Chapter 11—Winging It
The tension was as thick as thieves.
Kate and Pilcher were in the middle of a heated debriefing with three representatives from the S.U.E.P. Her report was in front of them and they must have read it a dozen times.
The first question Pilcher drilled Kate was, “How the hell would they get here? Ahmadeus is two hundred and fifty million light years away, and they can’t send a huge battalion through the BSP.”
“I believe they have been hunting and replenishing certain minerals and crystals and combined with their technology, they can match the BSP’s hyperspace allowing their fleets to move vast distances just as we can walk through the BSP when the laser is shone on it.”
He was astonished, “How do you know all this?”
She had earlier debated whether or not to tell Pilcher about her telepathic transfer of information with the Trimadian leader. As much as Talokta was reading her mind, he was allowing her to read scraps of information in his, probably deliberately. Why though? To invoke fear, make them realize they could not fight such an advanced race . . .
It had occurred to Kate that the stone may have something to do with the recent enemy events. Why had the enemies appeared and seemed to know so much. Was the stone a transmitter planted and used by the Trimadians that wanted to overwhelm Earth? Was she the instigator without knowing?
If she told Pilcher her thoughts, he would see her as a risk, might even lock her up. Or, on the other hand, he would use her to infiltrate the Trimadians further. There were her own reasons, her quest to find her own answers, and just as equally, she did not want to go back, as she was deep down plain scared. But her colleagues were counting on her; their lives were at stake. Would Talokta keep his word? And did she always want to suffer disjointed and sometimes violent visions for the rest of her life, voices chanting in her mind. No, she had to go back; she had no choice. If Talokta has the telepathic gift, he may give her answers to why she has been blessed . . . or cursed.
Now she had to convince the powers that be.
A little peeved with Pilcher’s brusque attitude she stated, “I don’t know how. Maybe my genetic code allows me to sense this, maybe they put that information in my mind, or maybe I’ve always known. Your guess is as good as mine. I really don’t know, Paul.” She slumped back in her chair with a scowl.
“Well, I’ve spoken with the representatives for the S.U.E.P here and they have concluded they will not negotiate with terrorists.”
“With all due respect, Paul, they are not your usual run of the mill terrorists. They make Al Qaeda look like the local amateur ballet club. They are not open for negotiation the way we understand. I don’t even think they know the meaning of the word. Listen, with all your collection of alien technology over the years you surely have some weapons you can use. What about the F35 skyscraper ship?”
Pilcher’s jaw dropped. How the hell did Willard know?
The F35 was partly reverse engineering technology from the Septens who were a small, discreet, orange tinged, wide eyed, intelligent species. They first made contact with Earth fifty odd years earlier, and set up an outpost underground on the dark side of Earth’s Moon. That is where they had settled to stay until another planet became suitable. They had a fascinating ability to adapt to varying atmospheres. Their home world was also two hundred and fifty million light years away, but tucked in the Omicron Galaxy. Their once beautiful planet, Sanah, was made uninhabitable, even for them, by invading Trimadian warlords. The majority of lives were lost, as they did not stand a chance. The captured Septens were taken to the Trimadian mines on Heliostronus. Only two hundred escaped Sanah and made it to the Milky Way. Like the Cantals, they were peaceful and curious explorers themselves and had been discretely studying the large water bodies called humans, a relatively new race originating from Earth.
The F35 ship was being held in a secret location in the middle of Australia. Pilcher knew a ship was in the pipeline, but even he did not have details to hand from S.U.E.P yet.
Kate noticed the pained look on Pilcher’s face and added in a condescending tone, “I think they call it the Mizzen Taurus.”
Pilcher frowned at her and looked with raised eyebrows at the three members of the S.U.E.P who in turn looked uneasily at each other.
Boy, have I hit a nerve, she thought.
Denver Calham, the senior of the three, spoke. He had a monotone voice, tinged with a deep Southern accent.
“That subject, young lady, is classified. How did you know about the F35?” He asked the question to Kate but was looking at Pilcher, who looked decidedly uncomfortable.
She did not have a clue how the hell she did know, well, maybe she had visualized it. For what she had been through, it would not surprise her. But if she told them that, they might view her as padded room material, or worse, an enemy spy, and she would never be able to rescue her teammates, nor perhaps find some real answers to insurmountable questions. Maybe it was too late.
She despised his arrogant attitude, but refused to show her anger. She just looked at Calham and shrugged her shoulders.
“I don’t know; I just do. That is not the point. We haven’t got much time. You just need to trust me.” She looked at all four faces. Compared to what Talokta put her through, she was at the point where she would rather go through that again than be under this scrutiny. She could hear whispers going on, but their mouths did not move. The whispers were jumbled together, she could not understand, and they were getting louder.
Kate’s head felt as if it was going to explode, and she almost jumped up to shout at them to SHUT UP, when Pilcher intervened. “I’m sorry we got you involved in this mess from the start.” Paul looked at Kate sadly. “I should never have let you leave this planet.”
Kate felt desperate. “I went willingly, and sooner or later you would have let me. But now, what choice have I got, Paul? I knew the risks of traveling, I am not afraid. In fact, maybe we are looking at this pending threat from the wrong perspective.”
“What do you mean?” He looked inquisitively at her.
Kate’s mind raced. “If I go back, I’ll play for time regarding Earth’s surrender. Shit, he must understand that something like this is going to take time. I’m sure I can convince him. Meantime I will try and learn more about the Trimadians. Plus, we have a distinct advantage—the Locum threat.”
“How the hell is that an advantage?”
“The Trimadians are proud and will never freely admit that the Locum is a huge threat to their existence. That is why they want to take Earth over, to greatly outweigh the Locum by sheer numbers, and have another world to fall back on. They want Ahmadeus too for its raw materials and the Cantal hosts to mine it. They are desperate for resources. The Cathexistomes will never let themselves be wiped out. You never know, they may simply be too busy battling each other to bother with Earth.”
Pilcher stared at her in silence, measuring her words, it sounded like she was bluffing. What the hell was she up to?
“It sounds purely speculation on your behalf, can you prove your . . . hypothesis?” Calham asked looking coldly at her.
“Look at the reports that have come in from Sataal; it was heating up, and I doubt it has cooled any. They are desperate and certainly will execute the team and the Cantals, if I don’t do something. Let me go back and talk to their leader. What have we got to lose?”
“I’m sorry, Kate. That is impossible. You yourself are a valuable asset to Divisions. We can’t afford to lose you, too. You are damn lucky you are back here in one piece.”
Kate saw she was going nowhere fast and decided to spill the beans. “Okay, okay, when I was interrogated, I managed to get a glimpse into Talokta’s mind, and we had a conversation telepathically. Whether or not he deliberately let me ‘read’ his thoughts while he was interrogating me, I’m not sure, but . . . ”
“You never mentioned this in your report. Were you actually going to tell me about this?” Pilcher thundered back at her, looking thoroughly pissed.
“Well, I thought you might think I was a nutter or something. Bottom line is there is little time, and I have got to go back, alone, he made that perfectly clear. He gave me three days; now I’ve only got less than two. Then he starts executing. Say goodbye to your other valuable assets.”
Calham’s eyes blazed with anger, “You do realize that he has probably set you up for their own advantage, especially now they can open the BSP at will with this ring device you reported. All our security measures that we set up will be breached, now the Trimadians know where you have come. They will all have to be changed at once.”
“They have,” Pilcher said. “Standard protocol.” He jumped when Calham looked as though he was going to thump him.
Jesus, wait a minute, thought Kate. If history is correct, according to what she had learnt from Pete, the Trimadians know full well where Earth is. They left it alone for six thousand years. Why choose an invasion now? Why have they waited? It was not adding up.
Calham stared at her wishing he could read her mind.
“Let me at least buy some time, and you can get your forces and your non existent technology together before the worst comes down,” Kate pleaded with an undertone of frustrated disdain.
Kate had tried to read Calham at that moment, but she could hear nothing, if she was telepathic, why could she not do so now?
He looked skeptically at her.
“You are only one person.”
“Well, Moses parted the Red Sea, and no, I am not religious, but my point is I may just be the one person to make a difference. I do want to take both stones with me. I think they will help me. They help me channel my thinking.”
Pilcher, struggling with his thoughts, feeling his blood pressure rise and desperate to save face in front of his peers said, “That is out of the question. Why would they listen to you? Forgive me, but the Trimadians do not hold the female in high regard. Regardless of the Cantal’s reports, I think the threat of the Locum is a bluff. They are only using you to get to us, surely . . .”
“Look, Paul, have you ever had a feeling that you couldn’t describe? You knew you were the person that had to do something because you knew you had to do it?” Kate pulled a face at the screwy sound of it.
“I gather you can’t elaborate.”
She lifted her eyebrows at him in acknowledgement.
“What I do know is the Trimadians have a connection with those stones and my visions. I’m not sure if they know there are two, but I think I’d better take both to be on the safe side.”
Before there was any more protest she added, “I know those stones are a big part of something, and I am a part of them, too. I’m sure you are all aware of that.” She stared at Calham, willing him to see her point of view.
Pilcher felt angry and cheated. Pete Reynold’s reports never elaborated on her developing telepathy, or any in depth details about her connection with the stones. Now she brings this all up in front of Calham, of all people. Made me look like an inept idiot! Reynolds was probably protecting her. I should have seen it, the way he acted around Kate. The fool has fallen in love with her.
Kate jumped as she heard his thoughts but concentrated on what she had to say.
“Their fleet leader, Talokta, treated me quite cordially. Totally different to how he treated the Cantals, well, from what I witnessed. I think he is under orders to do his duty and start recruiting his numbers in order to fight the Locum, and that includes humans.” Kate felt like she was grasping at straws.
With a sigh, Paul continued as if he had ignored her pleas. “I am also worried about your random visions. Do any of them make any sense to you?”
“I’m fine. They seem to have faded away for now. However, while I was on Ahmadeus I had a vision, as you would have read in my report, of a device to detect spies in the Trimadian ranks. Which means the Cantals need help fast.”
“And that vision caused you to fall into a coma,” Paul reminded her.
“I know, but you did your standard brain scan and check up, and I passed with flying colors.”
Calham interjected, “You are certainly a unique individual, Ms. Willard.” Kate winced at his use of her surname. “I am sure you are hiding something. Maybe you have methods to override our scans and computers. For all we know, you could be a spy from the Trimadians implanted with a virus or bomb, maybe even mind control. You did see day to day events happening on the base here . . . ”
“Oh get real, you buffoon,” Kate shouted. “Talokta’s forces could have invaded Earth, if he wanted, ages ago, you bloody know that, Pete Reynolds has shown you proof of their first invasion. You guys scanned me when I came though . . . USE ME AS A BOMB!” She paused, taking a breath. “He’s after numbers, and I will try to get you time, gather some information . . . plus, how would you like it if I brought home one of those rings to open up any BSP, at any time.”
Calham locked eyes with her and felt a shiver ride up his spine. He broke the lock and looked down at his hands. “Your call, Paul,” was all he said.
Paul felt his face reddening. Damn them, if she is not successful they will blame it on me.
He knew Calham wanted her to go back, the last comment was the one that would clinch it.
Kate spoke. “Look, Paul, let me go. Let me take the stones. They belong to me. You know that. I think I derive power from them. They may help me. We don’t have much to lose at this point. Talokta’s forces will attack, if I do not comply. And, well, if it wasn’t for me contacting you, you wouldn’t know anything about the stones and their power. Hey, this is the closest anyone has got to the Trimadians.”
Pilcher sighed and looked her up and down. “So you really don’t know what you are going to do?”
She grinned. “Nope, guess I’m gonna wing it.”
Kate was sent back to her room while the big wigs, as she termed them, finalized their decisions. No matter what, she had to carry out Pete’s request. After seeing how much cover up his bosses would do to hide the truth, she decided she would do this come hell or high water. No one was guarding her; there was no need. So slipping into Pete’s study was easy, he had given her his code and she would be long gone before they did any checking. She headed to his huge desk. Sure enough, in the bottom draw, was a false bottom. She pulled out the book, glanced at the title. She opened it and flipped through it. Yes, she had to send this, at least someone out there would know the truth. She slipped it into a bubble wrap envelope and wrote the name and address he had made her memorize. He said he was a trusted friend and colleague in London “ . . . anything happens to me . . . he’ll know what to do.” She wondered how much he had written about her. But there was no time . . .
She looked at her watch; Pete told her they were always on time.
Kate headed to the administration area. She hid around the corner away from the camera view. Anytime now.
“Back in five,” she heard the cheerful voice of Darline, the kind, elderly office woman who was also Pilcher’s secretary. As she exited out of the office and rounded the corner Kate made her move, colliding with her, sending a stout, four foot eight tall Darline and her load crashing to the vinyl floor.
“Oh my . . . I am so sorry. Please allow me . . . ”
Kate helped the woman up and began picking up the letters, packets, and parcels that just happened to be what the startled woman was carrying in a large basket.
“Kate, goodness, I thought you were . . . ”
“I was, and . . . I may not see you for a while Darline,” she said handing the woman back her mail.
Darline stared at her; she liked Kate, and had managed to share a few cups of tea with her in the dining area. “I must get this lot out, the new driver is a bad tempered so and so. . . . Have you time for a cuppa before . . . ”
“I don’t know Darline. . . . you better go.”
“Yes, I . . . well, I hope I see you . . . soon,” Darline smiled, clutched her full basket and waddled down the corridor to the mail dispatch room.
“Phew, mission accomplished,” Leah sighed as she packed a backpack of belongings and survival supplies, then settled down for some much needed sleep.
Pilcher and the representatives of the S.U.E.P had discussed, yelled, and thrown alternative ideas around the table over the next thirty hours. All knew it; she had to go. They needed to call an emergency meeting of the full S.U.E.P members and a few out of town colleagues for help. They needed time. Yes, they needed Kate Willard.
Calham, the overseer of Divisions, was the leader and co founder of the S.U.E.P. He was behind the decision to make her part of the Odyssey Bourne Force project.
Since the very beginning, Denver Calham wanted to know if she was a fraud before he had met her. Was she a reincarnation of Queen Leah, or was that just a fairytale. Calham was a hard nosed businessman and a man of science and a strong believer in extraterrestrial life. If he had not been, he certainly would not be where he is today. He held firm the doctrine of logical positivism close to his heart, which also made him an agnostic. Anything tangible can be explained by science, everything else was mumbo jumbo bullshit. Up until now, he only held onto these tangible beliefs. Now, with the discovery of the BSP and even more, meeting this Kate Willard, he did not know what to think. It made him burn with curiosity. He already knew about the reputation of this infamous warlord Talokta through his own contacts. But apart from what he had learnt through covert means and the Cantals of Ahmadeus, in truth, very little was known about the Trimadians, a very guarded, fear provoking hybrid species. He understood they had unsurpassed technologies; Sataal was proof enough of that. Now the pot was getting closer to the boil. They could be on his doorstep tomorrow. He needed any advantage he could lay his hands on, and through any means.
With all the reports and meeting her in the flesh, he knew Kate was not a fraud, but at the same time, she was not telling the whole truth about everything and suspected she was being used as a pawn. He envied her mind reading skills.
He had to put his hard edged beliefs on the line and rely on this woman. He was also governed by other considerations, especially regarding his OBF team. Time was crucial, he had little choice, and good, loyal men were hard and expensive to find. She was right, he knew full well if Kate did not go, true to Talokta’s word, they would be killed, and Earth would be under attack. What would he have gained? Could this one woman make a difference? Was he willing to sacrifice her if need be? Fuck knows! It was damn frustrating they knew so little about the BSP and its origins, even with his contacts’ help. He remembered he laughed when his top scientists wrote a report “The science behind the Door.” It should have been renamed “We know diddley squat,” a view that would have been shared by Tremaine. Here an opportunity, though downright dangerous was before him. If she could get her hands on one of those rings that open the doorway . . . . That was indeed the clincher for him.
Chapter 12—Locum vs. Trimadians
The Locum destroyers were closing in on their target. They had visited Ahmadeus hundreds of years ago, now they needed to call on it again for two reasons. One, to claim fresh supplies of Crytaalic, and two, to check out what new technology was available for them to take. Not too dissimilar from the Trimadians’ goals, except for the fact that the Trimadians required a different type of crystal, and when required, strictly organic hosts. The common factor was neither had any regard for the needs of others outside their respective race.
The Locum waged war on everything. There was no personal gain for any one individual, only a never ending incessant quest to expand their knowledge and to further their collection of stolen technologies. There was no war amongst their kind. In fact, there was no in house fighting, as they did not possess egos, emotions, or any sense of morality. They had spread exponentially like an uncontrollable virus.
From what had been reported, they chose worlds only rich in technology and especially containing Crytaalic to supply them with energy and sustenance. To date, no one had managed to get close to these creatures, let alone attempt to destroy them. They forged on with single mindedness second to none. Only a small fresh supply of crytaalic was required to sustain their needs, and the crystal was relatively common, therefore, they had an indefinite life cycle.
Their ships were diverse and their sizes ranged from large cities to as small as a scout dragonfly.
For each city ship, that housed millions of Locum individuals, there was a Controller that could be relied upon for making instantaneous and vital decisions and also liaising with sister ships, to carry on their quest.
Locum could survive where life was believed to be impossible to exist. Whether there consisted oxygen, gas, or vacuum. They would give bacteria a run for its money. They were aloof and never settled anywhere, forever journeying on from galaxy to galaxy, in their mundane and selfish quest.
Fortunately, for the Trimadians, all this and more was already in their databanks. The Trimadians knew Earth would not be ignored by the Locum as Crytaalic was present on the planet.
Talokta was well aware that the Earthlings, or Graffites, had no means of developing technologically sensitive equipment capable of detecting these beings. They would be slaughtered.
The only concern Lord Talokta had was the real possibility they would infiltrate Earth before his mission objectives had been met. It was imperative they did not.
As Talokta considered his next tactical moves, Kate was trying to create her own by filling in time reading some of Pete’s notes on the Locum, she had grabbed from his desk. It was gloomy and depressing reading, regarding this indestructible enemy. She thought the Trimadians would be a walk in the park compared to the Locum. She glanced at a scribble at the bottom of the last page Pete had jotted down:
No one knows how long a Locum lives for as no one has lived long enough to know.
Was that Pete’s attempt at gallows humor? She needed time alone to think.
There was always an achilles’ heel to one’s enemy, but you had to know enough about them in order to take a strong stance with positive results. So if humans were to withstand the Locum or the Trimadians, she had to know more about them.
“Keep your friends close but your enemies closer,” she said out loud. The sentence sounded ominous but brave in its simplicity. Yeah, she liked keeping things simple, she thought, as she scribbled that beside Pete’s humorless comment.
Right now, she had to concentrate on the Trimadians—her friend’s lives were at stake. How did the Trimadians survive? Through sheer numbers, and astonishing technology? Were the Trimadians and the Locum equal in might, possibly destroy each other?
Or were the Trimadians capable of more? Historically they had been around a damn long time so . . .
All she knew was if she did not return with favorable news for the Trimadian Commander, attack on Earth would be imminent. She had to convincingly stall for time, but how?
Denver Calham was too quiet for her liking. Why the hell she could only randomly read thoughts was damn frustrating. But she sensed he was hiding something from her . . . arrogant prick.
Her thoughts were interrupted by a knocking at her door.
She glanced at her watch . . . time to go.
Talokta and his fleet were engaged in a brief but fierce battle as Kate’s deadline approached.
The Trimadians had been stealthily recording their enemies approach to Ahmadeus on their ships’ sensor range from several light years away. Talokta stayed cloaked until the last possible moment, and then gave the order to advance and attack. They destroyed three out of the Locum fleet’s ten city ships, by utilizing their long range laser weaponry. Though momentarily stunned, the rest of the Locum fleet recovered, and struck back with energy missiles. One clipped Talokta’s domain ship, but no serious damage resulted. However, a few slashed into a flanking ship. The reactivation of their security force field was too slow to ward off the attack, and life support systems went offline. They would have survived but the missiles were Crytaalic based and as the toxic gas spread, it killed the Cathexistomes, therefore killing the Cantal hosts. A flood of Locum transported into the damaged ship, taking control. Talokta’s scan revealed his worst fear.
Under the rules of engagement, the Sotoid Fleet’s priority was to destroy the compromised ship and a built in self destruct mechanism activates automatically. It can be overridden but only within thirty seconds or less.
Within fifteen seconds after the deadly impact, the ship’s self destruct finished the ship with an explosion, caused by the overload of the standard four Zymergy crystal drives. It was so great it brought on a shock wave that managed to hit Ahmadeus’s surface and created a severe quake. The debris from the ship turned to dust. Nothing would be salvageable.
In true Trimadian battle formation Talokta’s four bodyguard ships emerged from the larger domain ship to surround, protect, and escort the wounded leader out of any immediate danger. The rest of the fleet went into warfare mode to defend against this formidable enemy.
Talokta gave the order to engage the Zymergy hyperbeam.
The Zymergy beam shot several thousand kilometers ahead of the ship and tore a gap in subspace for the ship to slip through.
As it enters the gap, the ship is in fact broken into decillions of molecule particles, which seem to disappear, or so it would appear to the naked eye. The gap closes to stop any foe or weapons following. All modern Trimadian ships’ hulls were made up of the same crystal that fed their power generators. Zymergy, not only being lightweight and possessing extreme tensile strength was impenetrable. When immersed within the subspace dimension, the ship’s “skin” reaches a liquefied state and with no friction, no ship yet constructed can catch up let alone track and chase it. Zymergillian’s manufacturing accomplishments was the Trimadians’ most protected of all their secrets.
The time it took between Talokta issuing his command, the security code entered, and the power derived from the Zymergy cells generating to the point where the ship built enough direct energy to produce a giant laser through a complex tower of crystals was three point five seconds. The Trimadians had indeed adapted the BSP’s own technology.
Half the remaining Sotoid fleet prepared to attack the approaching Locum, while the rest engaged their onboard fighter ships to ensure the rebel outposts on Ahmadeus were destroyed. When all was clear, the fleet would regroup and await their leader’s return.
Though the Trimadian’s security was virtually impregnable, it did not stop the occasional small scale enemy infiltration. If a spy was caught, they were never heard from again, or if it was to the Trimadians’ advantage, they would be left alone free to report to their superiors. Trouble was, their minds had been wiped, and disinformation was in place. Sometimes the enemy, unaware, had an unscannable Zymergy body bomb the size of a pinhead injected into their body to be detonated once they had left their post. The body bombs were a personal and playful favorite of Talokta’s.
To date, all secrets of this disciplined and evil race were exactly that—secret. Everything was kept strictly eyes only for the higher ranking officials like Talokta and of course, the Supreme Ruler. Anything else was a need to know basis. This of course gave them huge advantages over their enemies. The Trimadians both despised and respected the Locum as they were forced to deal with an enemy whose sole unemotional existence was to soak up technology and expand their knowledge. The Trimadian scientists were working around the clock to find ways to defeat this aberration of life.
Talokta was well aware that if their own technology did not reign supreme, they would be forever fighting a nemesis that could spell the end of their reign.
Though the Supreme Ruler’s primary forces survived yet again, the toll was unacceptable to Lord Talokta who hated any loss whatsoever. He was dogmatic in his approach to tactical warfare and serious plans would have to be made to put this threat into extinction soon.
The Sotoids’s domain ship was once more under stealth mode and safely several hundred light years away.
Talokta, alone in his quarters, except for his servant Janta, was waiting for his fleet’s report, as his crew finished the minor repairs to his own ship. He began reviewing his situation and how best to bring it around to his advantage. Now the stakes were extreme, he had to keep more than a wary eye on the Locum’s movements. He took a sip of Tryvenal wine—much revered by the higher ranking Trimadians.
His mission objectives were gradually being satisfied. Phase one was almost complete. He was pleased that the DNA, brain waves, and the simple fact that he could communicate by telepathy confirmed all he had to know. Those results had been proudly sent through. It was disappointing that the stones were not in her possession, and he received further instructions to ensure the stones were delivered, no matter at what cost. Talokta had used a little tactful psychology persuasion to encourage this, without too much influence.
Although a little bit sidetracked with the Locum nuisance, phase two should go ahead as planned. From what Talokta had studied about human nature, she would return. Humans are very loyal to their fellow man, and do not like leaving their people behind in adverse conditions. However, as the importance of this mission was so great, on the off chance she did not return, Talokta would bring her and the stones back by any means he saw fit. Yes, Talokta smirked to himself, as his servant refilled his goblet, when the precious cargo was delivered to Heliostronus, he would take great satisfaction in instigating the second invasion of Earth.
The total computer log time from the Locum hitting his fleet’s ship to Talokta’s response and retreat, through to finishing his report took a total of five minutes.
One could only wonder what could be achieved or destroyed within a ten minute span.
Chapter 13—Playing Both Sides
Seventy one and a half hours later, Kate emerged from the BSP and touched down on Ahmadeus soil.
A feeling of complete dread hung over her, covering her like a cold cloak of death. Looking around her, an ominous sensation gripped her . . . overpowering, almost choking. Something had happened; something had changed.
Of course, it has sweetheart. You, who possibly holds the balance of life and death of the human race.
But there was something else . . . maybe this was the last journey she would make, as she was certain she was going to die.
But are you going to lie down and take it?
Since her experience on the alien ship, she had felt . . . different. Was it something they had done to her, to her mind . . . something that the Divisions’ homebase could not detect?
She despised the fact that she did not feel in control—at either end of the scale.
Pilcher seemed to consider her journey as an insane one way suicide mission; her mind reading skill had come into play at that inopportune moment.
She had been briefed that they would give her three hours before homebase opened up the door for her to report back with whatever outcome. Divisions would take whatever necessary action. She had protested—three hours was wishful thinking. He stated that after twenty four hours, if she did not return or they had not heard back, the protocol of last resort, known as the Scorched United Earth Policy, would instigate. The entire base would be obliterated and the BSP would be buried in an underground locked lead vault. At least this would slow the invasion of the planet. No specialized technology was going to be left for any enemy.
As she stepped through to her fate, S.U.E.P was holding an emergency meeting to plan their approach in revealing their organization to the world leaders and warn about the impending danger. If the nations shut up, listened, did not panic, and pulled together, they may stand a chance.
The pressure she was under almost made her legs buckle, and now, on Ahmadeus, she had more added weight pressing down on her shoulders.
Congratulations Kate, you have won first prize in “Fight for Humanity.” To collect it, you must travel millions of light years away and choose to either be killed or be stuck in an alien world. With no Greyhound bus to take you home!
Kate took some deep breaths and focused on what she would tell Talokta—she had no clue and his men would be here any moment. A few minutes later and surprisingly, Sataal’s right hand man, Manutaai and two other Cantal warriors appeared.
After a brief greeting, Manutaai explained he too was allowed to leave the alien ship to pass the ultimatum to the Cantal city elders to surrender or death would be a surety.
He continued, “I have some bad news. During the discussions, the sound of distant explosions rocked the land. Reports came in that the Mountain base and the outer security posts were being attacked from above. It lasted for a period of thirty minutes. After the enemy had ceased fire and the noise abated, the land was scarcely recognizable. Luckily, the city escaped most of the attack, and many civilian’s lives were spared. Unfortunately, the Tulean Mountain base and all of the outposts have been completely destroyed.” His eyes went dark, “there were two thousand on the base . . . a lot were my friends. And there is no sign of the Trimadians.”
Kate was shocked, no wonder she had sensed something had changed. “I don’t understand . . . why would they do this?” She looked at the Cantal’s grieving faces. “So much for keeping their word—dishonorable, fuckin’ scum!”
Manutaai calmly stated, “We’re not completely sure it was the Trimadians that attacked. According to the primary scan reports, we discovered the leftover shrapnel from the weaponry used had traces of Crytaalic. You are probably aware that the Trimadians cannot go near this crystal because of the danger to the Cathexistome. Possibly the Trimadians cloaked themselves from the Locum, they certainly did when they took us prisoner. Equally, they must have been well aware of the Locum closing in on Ahmadeus. You must have been told our base had been monitoring the Locum and Trimadian’s regular skirmishes. Unfortunately, this Lord Talokta’s fleet snuck into our orbit, and we were none the wiser.”
“Yes, I have been briefed. Hold on, if it were the Locum, wouldn’t they be overrunning the place soaking up what they can find? They would want Ahmadeus’ supply of Crytaalic for their energy requirements.”
“Yes, they would, and that may well have been their intention. Quite likely, the Trimadians took the opportunity of destroying our technology before the Locum could reach the surface. The Door of Endless Light would be . . . compromised. I know all this is pure conjecture, but you have to realize how each enemy would strategically react, though the physical evidence of the Crytaalic bombs still makes us suspect the Locum. One thing is for sure. Whoever instigated the attack, concentrated full force on the Mountain Base. As you know it was completely surrounded and protected by Sataal’s force field, but somehow they found a way to detect and get through to the stronghold. This means they were well aware of the location of the base.”
He ran his fingers through his dark hair. Kate’s heart went out to him and his men.
His eyes looked so . . . intense.
Hey Katey, he’s just witnessed the majority of his rebel force and friends get their arses blown to kingdom come woman . . . duh!
“We’re next . . .” she whispered.
“I hope not, but this has been a serious setback for the rebellion.”
Kate nodded bleakly. She remembered the last time she was here and the violent vision. “Shit . . . just a thought but, quite possibly your operatives on the Trimadian ships may have been compromised. I know the Trimadians have a new device to detect any Cantal that has not been implanted.”
He stared at her. “If you knew this, why didn’t you tell us?”
“I tried, but let’s just say I got cut off from telling anyone. I collapsed, remember? They did keep us all separated on the ship. Don’t ask me why, but it’s all making sense.”
“Alright,” said Manutaai, “do you have any idea what this device looks like and how our men will know if they are being monitored?”
“I don’t know specifically what it looks like. The vision was so quick, violent, and garbled. However, I could take a guess. If it was me, I would look for something . . . small and discreet. From what I have gathered from Pete Reynolds, their Cathexistomes emit low range radio waves, ironically like Crytaalic does, but on different wave lengths. I guess it is the chemical makeup that kills the Cathexistome. I would dearly love to one day talk more about this with Sataal. I didn’t make a nice first impression, zapping his poor hand did I?”
Manutaai raised his eyebrows in impatience.
“Sorry . . . yeah, I guess in order to ensnare your enemy, it would have to be discreet, small . . . hmmm and be in reasonable close proximity; you would not want your subject to know he was being checked out. No radio waves spells no Cathexistome implantation, and for Mr. Spy that would mean up the good old shit creek without a paddle. Mind you, just a theory.”
Manutaai feigned a confused look at her slightly vulgar remark, but was impressed by her accuracy. The small ring device on his Master’s finger had many purposes, including a scanner that had been recently modified to seek the very description Kate had just given. A discreet momentary scan that made a tiny crystal change color depending on the energy signal it received, with the subject being none the wiser. The same device that holds countless star addresses and an inbuilt laser that opens up the Door of Endless Light. He had the same ring himself, hidden away that he used for communicating.
He had this little device, as he was one of Lord Talokta’s most highly trained covert operators and had been in the position of Sataal’s number two for the past couple of years.
He had no qualms about being a Judas.
He remembered the soaring speech from Lord Talokta three and a half years ago. “This mission is the most important you will ever undertake in your career. You, the Supreme Ruler, and I are the only ones who have knowledge about this mission you will carry out. We must keep abreast of our enemy, so you must stay close and protect Sataal at all costs.”
Manutaai did wonder why the Trimadians did not just wipe out the rebels and be done with it. Talokta simply said it was all to do with the coming of their prophecy, but did not elaborate. Though, he did state that if his mission was a success, Manutaai would return to Heliostronus as a hero, and be granted the prestigious position as a member of the notorious Verone Elite, Kalvich’s personal guards.
It took time, to rise up slowly through the ranks of Sataal’s rebel forces. During this time, he had indeed watched Sataal’s back and unhesitatingly killed any Trimadian soldiers during the odd skirmish. Manutaai took great pride and pleasure covertly reporting the information on the Cantal posts and mountain base and equally knowing when the Trimadian’s would be around. Being close to Sataal who trusted him implicitly made him privy to most of the rebels’ plans and secrets. They were like lumair (lambs) to the slaughter.
Using their new Crytaalic rockets was sheer genius, as when the Cantals examined the bombsites it would look like the Locum were responsible. As long as the Trimadians had the crystal enclosed in protective sheaths, it was relatively safe and a formidable weapon for their arsenal.
To date, he had spent a total of three years amongst the Cantal rebels, earning their trust and respect. Though it was top priority, Manutaai acknowledged this mission could very well go on for several years. But now, things were changing. It was so nice to see end results from the fruits of his labor. His heart was electric again.
When Sataal fled to Ahmadeus to start the rebel movement, his ex Master Lord Marone was not going to let him go easily and of course, placed a large bounty on his head to bring him back alive. He was too valuable to the Trimadians for his biological research and scientific skills. He realized the scientists’ discoveries and data warranted continued and further experimentation, that Marone was all too eager to exploit.
Just when Marone’s search for Sataal was closing in, he received instructions from Talokta to abandon Sataal. Instead, a covert agent would be planted to observe and report on the growing rebel force’s activities for all of the Trimadian nation’s benefit. Talokta had assured his Trimadian colleague he would get his scientist back eventually and to have patience, that these instructions were from the Supreme Ruler himself.
Marone, silently infuriated, knew he would never see Sataal again.
And the rebel movement grew . . .
Four weeks prior to the devastating attack on Ahmadeus, Manutaai received unusual instructions from Talokta to keep an eye on a human woman who will be accompanying the Graffite explorers. “The prophecy is upon us my friend, you must protect her.” This aroused his curiosity, and like the true soldier he was, he carried out his new orders. Pete Reynolds had told Sataal of a new trainee who hopefully would be joining them soon. His ears pricked up when he heard they possessed mind talents. Manutaai suspected this was the female Talokta mentioned. Indeed, Talokta’s “prediction” came true three weeks later when the regular contingency of human visitors had appeared through the Door of Endless Light, with this woman. She was the first human woman he had seen in the flesh. He noted the remarkable similarities between Graffite and Cantal women.
A quick signal and they were all the Sotoid Fleet’s prisoners.
Now he studied the female in front of him. Yes, Talokta was right; something about her . . . was special. But when she collapsed after touching Sataal’s hand, he did not know quite what to do. He thought she was going to die and all he could think about was what he would tell his superiors. and how they would react.
Now the opportunity to talk to her was before him, and she had already made quite an impression on him. She was highly intelligent, an analytical thinker and he was curious to see how she would react when she would be confronted by Talokta and how much he would reveal to her. Though Manutaai knew about the prophecy, as was taught to him as a child, now that he had met this supposed Chosen One, she seemed to be not the all mighty power as legend deemed, and not dangerous. He observed she had no idea of her importance . . . very interesting.
Turning Kate towards a little sympathy for the Trimadians was nothing short of ingenious in his Master’s plans. The timing of having the Locum heading toward Ahmadeus was risky with Kate around. The Trimadians knew the risk to themselves of being overcome, but now it was a risk worth taking.
Inside Kate’s mind, the cogs were churning, but she was unaware of Mautaai’s thoughts. “Ok, let’s look at our situation now. There are no Trimadian guards who were due to meet us here. We have shown up and kept our end of the bargain.” She looked thoughtful. “Perhaps you are right, maybe the Locum have invaded, found the base, perhaps thought the technology was not worth absorbing, and therefore destroyed it. Maybe they have spies amongst the Trimadians and knew their plans. The Locum can change their form, and without being detected or scanned, they would find out that the Trimadians would try to destroy their supply of Crytaalic. Then again, I guess that information is universally known. What if the Locum would deal to the Trimadians to stop them destroying the mines of Crytaalic and engage them in battle? Perhaps the Trimadians retreated or even were destroyed.”
Not while there is breath in your body. Oh no. Talokta will not be far away.
Hmm . . . , he thought, no reaction, good, but is she for real?
Kate was still mulling over things, going back, and forward trying to ascertain what had caused the devastation.
He kept watching her, somewhat amused as she tortured herself.
In the end, with an air of defeat she concluded, “I don’t have a damn clue!”
“I guess it is not worth over thinking the situation,” he understated.
Kate smiled, embarrassed. “Sorry, you’re right; I did speculate a little over the top that was, I guess, pointless. I’m just worried about my colleagues and my home.”
He saw tears forming in her eyes.
He put his hand on her shoulder. “What do you want to do Kate?”
“Firstly, blow my nose.” She pulled out a large paper tissue and blew loudly. He grinned and she laughed, blushing.
She looked at her watch. “Right now, I have to report back to Graffa as Pilcher, my boss, is planning on destroying the BSP and the Homebase, rather than become vulnerable to any enemy.”
Kate waited for the agreed time Pilcher would open the BSP and sent a radio report to hold fire as the situation on Ahmadeus was static. She would need more time to find out what was happening and report back a more detailed assessment. She wanted to see over the next few hours what the situation may bring.
Pilcher confirmed and told her he would open the door in twelve hours. His biggest concern was that the Cantals’ monitoring system, which the humans had relied upon, was now destroyed.
Kate signed off and turned to Manutaai and his companions. “Well, I guess I’d better pitch a tent.”
“You are most welcome to stay in our camp just two clicks from here.”
She grinned at the human terminology. “Good, thanks.” She looked at Manutaai for a second and reached into her pocket. “Look, just as a safety precaution for now, can I give you one of these stones? They . . . I hope you don’t think I am crazy. They, err, . . . help me concentrate on things.” Manutaai nodded.
“I feel more, confident shall we say, with them near me.” She felt her cheeks blush at the absurdity of what she was telling the poor man. Must think I am such a nut case. Oh woman tell him the truth, he deserves it.
“I think they help me focus certain mental energies I have recently encountered. They may even be a form of weapon I could use against the Trimadians. But I need to hide them, and if the Trimadian’s do come back . . . if they are split up . . . well, at least both the stones won’t disappear at the same time.”
“Where we stand, we can use all the help we can get,” he stated gravely.
“Oh, I don’t think you should touch it. Ever since I have made contact with the stones, they have been pulsing like crazy, as you can see.”
Manutaai looked at the small stone she had wrapped in cloth. He could not believe his luck. His heart beat so fast he could hardly breathe.
She did bring them with her!
Talokta had assured him that the art of subliminal persuasion written in the form of an undetectable multifarious matrix code implanted in her brain would work. The stones were what Talokta would do anything to possess. “More precious than life itself,” Talokta stated. “The bloodstones are the fabric of life, and we need both of them.”
The last batch of elixir that Manutaai had received from Talokta to mask his Cathexistome would be running out in the next few days, plenty of time for the Trimadians to come back for them. But he knew he still had to be cautious around Kate. “She may be confused but she is unpredictable and has many unanswered questions. Her time is now, and we must be cautious. She must be with us. Guard her with your life,” Talokta re emphasized.
The elixir also had two other uses, but only one was ever revealed to Manutaai. Firstly, it would block any telepathic connection between Kate and Manutaai, mainly to stop Kate (and the free Cantals) realizing who he really was. Plus, this last particular batch of elixir left a microbe quantity of crytaalic in the user’s blood that would build up into a pernicious virus and would eventually sever any loose threads.
Nothing was left to chance.
Chapter 14—Quest for Leah
Tremaine and Pete had updated a still stunned Mason on the situation.
As far as they could tell, Mason would live, with no side effects and his memory was not damaged. They figured his excellent physical fitness also contributed to a quick recovery. He still had flash nightmares of being seared by the ember like weapon, which caused pain he could not describe. Though the swelling had subsided, the ember burn marks had permanently seared scars. He designated them his “battle tatt’s.”
“Nothing in the world could prepare you for that sort of pain. Anyhow, shouldn’t Kate be back by now, it must be over the three day deadline,” Mason stated, gingerly rubbing his still throbbing head.
Pete, sitting on the bench was lightly banging his head against the back of the wall. “Yeah, I hope she is alright.”
“I hope we are alright,” retorted an angry Tremaine.
Since they had been taken aboard the Trimadian’s vessel, they were stripped of all personal belongings, including their watches. They had calculated they had been on board the Trimadian vessel for at least four days. They had been treated reasonably and provided with water and the slushy insect like mush that was disgusting, but it nourished their bodies.
Boredom had now set in.
“You know if that woman had any sense she would hightail it back to Earth and write us off. She doesn’t owe us, and why risk her life? She got the chance to get out of here. Anyone would have taken it.” Tremaine spat out. He did not mean to say what he felt out loud, but he was feeling lousy, dirty, and above all scared.
Pete knew differently. His kinship with Kate was strong, he knew, deep down that both of them had fallen in love. The time now spent away from her had made his heart grow fonder. Oh, what a cliché, he thought. He regretted not declaring his feelings to her sooner. Was it too late? The one woman he had finally met . . . had the possibility of going further now . . . gone.
It was almost impossible trying to keep Kate off his mind, but he had spent his time over the past few days dealing with his thoughts and feelings on their chances of survival. The Trimadians would only keep them alive until they got what they wanted. He knew their priority would be to rid themselves of the Locum that were constantly attacking them, and capture rebel Cantals and any alliances for interrogation and God knows what else.
All the men had faced interrogation, well so they thought. But it was not what they had expected. No threats, no pain, only wired up to machines, and this “expensive thread bearing dude,” as Leah had described, had briefly and silently observed them, he left and his men carried on taking readings from the machines. Bizarre was the only word to describe it.
Bored out of his tree, his mind did a U turn and began picking through the hows and whys they got into this mess in the first place. Was it mere coincidence that a group of Trimadians was surrounding the BSP on Ahmadeus? Did someone alert them, or was it just the fact the Trimadians were landing and searching out the enemy in general? How did they get past the Cantals’ security scanners? Pete closed his eyes, and fell into a fitful sleep.
It was at that precise point in time, while Kate was trying to win her own battle with the powers that be and return to Ahmadeus, the Locum and Trimadians clashed. A strange noise whined into action and a vibration emitted from the ship. Something impacted with the ship, tossing the stricken men from one end of the room to the other a good half dozen times. They could hear a rapid staccato hammering that sounded like the hull was taking a beating. The noise was incredible. A faint wailing joined in the cacophony, emanating from inside the ship, probably a warning siren. Then silence, everything ceased. They estimated less than sixty seconds had passed.
Either the Trimadian foe had been destroyed, or they had retreated.
In actual fact, Pete and his team were now several hundred light years away from Ahmadeus.
“My God, what was that?” Mason mumbled, after checking himself over. His head reminded him that he was in no mood to be shaken up like a cocktail.
“An educated guess would be the Locum have arrived and engaged battle with the Trimadians?” Pete suggested shakily.
All three men were petrified, but what could they do.
While the team was left with their meager meal of insect slush, Talokta and
his senior warriors feasted in a luxurious dining chamber. All savoring a rare vintage as Talokta
waited to hear word from the rest of his fleet. While his men relaxed, chatted and feasted, he sat back, his mind on other matters. By now, Manutaai should have the stones and the woman in his possession. Interrogations had finished amongst the rest of his prisoners and upon perusing his men’s reports only one held interest for him.
The human called Pete Reynolds had a vast incredible knowledge of Earth’s history and a very high level of intelligence. He could see Reynolds had a particular fascination for Kate Willard. Reynold’s thoughts held Kate in the forefront. He had an obsessed belief that she was a reincarnation of an ancient Graffa ruler called Queen Leah, which was the one piece that interested Talokta. He also noted during his own personal observation, that Pete Reynolds had strong emotional and physical desires for Kate. All this and more was gained without Pete even opening his mouth.
Now that she had passed the necessary tests, confirming her identity, Talokta could either eliminate the other prisoners or, as the Trimadians were always looking for volunteers in the mines, take them back to Heliostronus. As Reynolds’ Earth knowledge was extensive, he may still prove useful. At this stage, he decided it would be prudent to treat the prisoners well. This may help to ensure completing another part of his mission parameters—engaging the female’s trust.
“Use any means at your disposal, but you must protect the Graffa female and gain her trust in you,” were his direct orders.
Talokta himself, being a man of extreme cunning and high intellect, knew careful and subtle intervention would be necessary. She was no fool.
He decided to implant Pete with a Cathexistome, which, in theory, should mask any personal feelings he had for Kate Willard, and make him more compliant.
This carried an element of risk, as humans, especially the less perfect specimens, were basically unexplored in this area of science. But Talokta was given absolute discretion in anything he wanted to do as long as he achieved his ultimate goal. Of course humans were experimented on thousands of years ago, but were incomparable to the far more superior Cantal race.
As a precaution, he would make sure Pete Reynolds would retain no memory of the operation so as not to arouse any suspicion.
Lord Talokta, once a foot soldier himself, was rescued in battle many years ago by the very Master, he now, and always would serve faithfully. A great friendship and bonding instantly sprung up between the two. Kalvich had seen superb natural qualities in this young, aspiring Trimadian and knew he was destined for greatness. They became like brothers.
When Talokta was serving by Kalvich’s side, any order Kalvich gave, Talokta made sure it was carried out without question. He worshipped his Master and was the only individual in the massive Trimadian ranks who knew the truth behind Kalvich’s past, and certain personal details that made up the man-God. As much as Kalvich was a shrewd and insidious warlord, he kept his promises and was generous to his subjects. He rewarded his most loyal and talented with tremendous wealth. Talokta was no exception. He was the rule. Talokta’s skills and talents saw him rise to the lofty rank of Commander of the revered Sotoid fleet. His cunning and at times cruel strategies to defeat enemies in his path did not take long for his résumé to include the designation of Commander in Chief over all the Trimadian Fleets.
It was only natural that Kalvich promoted him to the title of Verone Supreme to his exclusive ten member personal security force- the Verone Elite. Talokta’s technical expertise, razor sharp reactions, almost totally unemotional personality, and high intellect stood him out from all others.
Like Kalvich’s reputation before him, Talokta’s own reputation grew at subspace speed. Kalvich and Talokta became the most powerful leaders ever, and the Trimadian armies grew stronger to spread out and engulf the waiting galaxies.
As it was instilled upon all Trimadians to carry a deep sense of pride and honor, leaders like Talokta must never show weakness in front of anyone, their own race or foes.
The Trimadians placed their reputation above all.
With a brilliant Commander to control his fleets, much of the Supreme Ruler’s time was spent on the Trimadian homebase on Heliostonus, always in touch, but preferring a more discretional position.
He was proud of Talokta and observed how his 2IC built up his reputation as the most prominent leader in the history of the Trimadian race. It got to the point that the simple mention of his name anywhere, brought fear to all.
Shortly after Talokta was stretching his limbs in his new role as Verone Supreme, Manutaai had moved into a position where he was striving for an opening in Kalvich’s Verone Elite. He happened to attract Talokta’s attention, and upon studying his profile, the leader was impressed with the young, ambitious soldier. But there was no opening as yet and Talokta told him once he got more experience under his belt, he would be duly considered. Manutaai decided not to let that dissuade him, especially with the fact he had attracted the personal attention of the great Lord Talokta. A few months later, everything changed when Talokta began searching for an appropriate candidate for “a most crucial mission.” Talokta knew whom he wanted, and approached Manutaai. Talokta warned him it was an arduous task. It did not matter, as predicted, Manutaai volunteered unquestionably.
Manutaai was well aware of the brilliant but traitorous scientist Sataal, and his rebel movement on Ahmadeus. Talokta had told him they needed someone to keep an eye on Sataal, get close to him, and report on his movements.
Manutaai knew once he had succeeded, it would ensure he would become Talokta’s right hand man, and be a step closer to his Verone Elite goal.
Slightly drunk from his heavy wine consumption, Talokta, with his gourd and goblet in hand, excused himself to retire to his personal quarters. His officers stood and saluted with fist across chest. Contrary to custom, he refused an escort. He needed to be alone. His mind was restless and drifted back to that unforgettable night when Kalvich and he were drinking together . . .
Kalvich, who had been drinking exceptionally heavily, out of the blue, drunkenly told his friend he would never go back to Graffa unless he had to.
Talokta coaxed out the story and though his Master did not relay many details. . . . What a story indeed.
Eons earlier Kalvich was visiting his brother, Sidonio who had also left the immortal dimension to marry a mortal Earth woman, a Queen.
“Now, immortals mixing with mortals was serious and had extreme consequences. Sidonio was stripped of his powers. The number one rule of the Gods was immortals were not allowed to interfere with mortal life whatsoever. My brother didn’t care, he was in love.”
Kalvich was thoroughly going to reprimand his brother’s foolish behavior.
“But . . . when I laid eyes on the Queen, I was spellbound.”
He had fallen in love at first sight. It had never happened before, and he knew it would never again. Intellectually, he knew it was more than that, as a voice that had always haunted him since he was a boy to watch for the “sign,” as this would bring powers that would even be greater than his.
“This ‘sign,’ Talokta, I knew was this woman, and the more I got to know her, the more positive I became. She was the Gods’ mortal born Chosen One, the third attempt of an ‘experiment’ to see if this Queen would lead the Gods’ beloved human creations through evolution and grant them immortality, destined to bring greatness and unique powers. But she was innocent; the idiot Alchemist had not told her, let alone trained her.
“I taunted Sidonio, that love is for weak fools and my pathetic excuse of a brother was no exception. But I admit to you today, that meeting Queen Leah . . . my life changed that very second.
“As soon as I saw her . . . this woman . . . Talokta . . . the Chosen One . . . the owner of the blood stones.”
Talokta listened fascinated. Through jealousy and lust Kalvich slew his own brother and claimed Leah for his own. But through his own arrogance, he did not count on Leah’s reaction.
Kalvich’s voice broke, “In the end, she sacrificed herself.”
It was the first and last time Talokta saw his boss and close friend weep. “Cemel cursed her to die, at her request. But I knew the old man and his employers very well. He would somehow revive her sometime in the future, . . . and this time I will not fail. I can finally take the great Trimadian Race and make good the promise I made from the start. Nothing will stop us.”
Talokta initially thought this was a fairytale brought on by the drink. But somehow, when he looked into his Master’s eyes, he realized these strictly private and personal details were as real as he was sitting listening to it. Talokta assured him that he would do anything to help him.
A thought had occurred to the Commander why Kalvich had gone a step further and decreed that females of childbearing age were to be segregated in the Necradome City. It was not just a perpetual supply of hosts for the Cathexistome; females had always been held in total disregard in the Trimadian culture, which was of course the case even before Kalvich had shown up. Though, no male warrior complained about the double standard where any off duty warrior could sexually relieve themselves as they saw fit with any female. But any long term relationships were forbidden. Kalvich stated that females were a distraction and Trimadian warriors must always demonstrate strict discipline. Talokta, in his own way, could understand some of the hidden torment Kalvich was going through.
Talokta had quickly dismissed these thoughts. Even in his drunken state, Kalvich may misconstrue matters. For Kalvich was one of the few individuals in the known Universe that possessed telepathy. Certainly, mind reading was not common among the Trimadians. Such were the many powers of his Master.
Lord Talokta had now discovered a weakness in his Master.
Several months after that occasion, Kalvich summoned Talokta and reminded him of the conversation they had.
“I have seen Leah. You must bring her to me.”
Rather taken aback, he asked “How was this possible, my Master?”
Kalvich opened his hand revealing a pulsating bloodstone.
Talokta, still lost in thoughts of the past was interrupted by a warrior at his entrance. “My Lord, excuse me, a communication has been received from Ahmadeus.”
Annoyed at the interruption, he snapped, “Well, update me.”
“Yes, my Lord, our source has informed us that everything has gone according to plan.”
“Excellent, are the repairs completed yet?”
“Yes, my Lord, main systems are online, and we have full Zymergy capacity.”
“Signal back that our return will be imminent.”
“At once Sire.” The warrior bowed and left.
Talokta rubbed his hands together planning his next moves.
His thoughts of the past were long gone.
Unfortunately for the Locum, who had been up to now successfully engaging the Trimadians in frequent battles over distant galaxies, this one battle with Talokta’s forces did not go as planned.
Their main Controller, known as Merif, had taken on the form of a humanoid. In fact, most of the crew, since discovering Cantals and now detecting the presence of Earth humans found the body they took over or “absorbed” to be equally efficient for their needs and for covert operations. However, the need to replenish the body with substances like organic food and this biological need to defecate was absurd and inefficient.
From the outside, you would not tell the difference at first, they could be your fellow neighbor, best friend or your mother. Though their mannerisms were stiff and robotic, perfection was still not complete. But inside the complex mix of organic and inorganic materials was Locum. Merif was reviewing the technology that this particular force had in their possession. The loss of three of their ships at such a rapid rate was unexpected. Their normally powerful and undetectable scanners were being blocked and, more importantly, their supply of Crytaalic would not last forever.
Even more devastating was the fact the Trimadian’s rocket weaponry consisted of Crytaalic crystals, which under normal circumstances they would be able to absorb. A sample was taken via a dragonfly scout craft, undetectable on most ships’ sensors but just sufficient to bring a few molecules of dust back to the city ship for inspection. After analyzing the “dust” that was the remains of their ships, it was revealed that the Crytaalic was peppered with minute elements of Zymergillian, and the Locum were unable to absorb the impact on the ships by such a poisonous concoction.
It is a little known fact that after preliminary scans by their computers, they used their physical selves to absorb the nutritious Crytaalic almost instantly. Thank goodness, it was protocol to scan everything before they absorbed. The Locum, as a whole, was deadly methodical once a prey had been scanned and given the all clear. Scanning and absorption took only a matter of seconds.
The Trimadians’ attack on Ahmadeus was particularly savage, and the Locum was too late to save the Crytaalic mines that were destroyed. They were aware they should have been able at least to overcome some of the Trimadian force present, but the sudden unexpected loss of three ships put them at a terrible disadvantage. Trimadians using Crytaalic was unheard of and did not compute. They had advanced their technology at a great rate. But just as the Controller ordered another attack on the Trimadians, he received intelligence to let them go for now.
The message came from, as far as they could tell, a spy on the Trimadian vessel they were going to destroy.
After decoding, the message gave a warning that something unique was taking place. A group of Earth humans and Cantal rebels were aboard, and it was imperative to further investigate. Battle must wait. Leave, and avoid further loss.
Crytaalic on Ahmadeus would have to wait.
Chapter 15—Kate and Manutaai
It was the start of the winter season on Ahmadeus and the nights were longer and cooler, not too dissimilar from Earth. However, high in the darkening night sky shone two very distinctive moons, gazing down at her, making her feel small, insignificant. Kate closed her eyes for a minute, feeling the double moonlight wash over her face. She could consciously appreciate her earlier visions of this beautiful land and sky with two moons. It was all real. She felt relieved as it took away some of the stress she was under. It was, in fact, pleasantly romantic, and Kate, despite all that had happened to her, felt almost spiritually drawn to this very spot. The fantastic shadowy fingers held still the landscape before her, as there was not a breath of wind. Was it signifying calm before the storm or just take it for what it was—peaceful. She figured the harmony here would be ideal as a place of worship for cultures like the Siddhartha Buddha. Yet they were millions of light years away. Kate’s impression of this area of Ahmadeus was a simpler version of Earth, and if it were not for the Cantals’ technology, Ahmadeus would be regarded as primitive. Maybe this was what Earth was like thousands of years before.
It had taken Kate and Manutaai less than an hour to walk the terrain to the secured camp, which was well away from the devastating attack. They had generators courtesy of Divisions for power and their remaining computer systems were none the worse.
Kate stared into the small fire flickering a few feet away and stretched her hands out, soaking up the heat, trying to anticipate what was going to happen next.
Now she was alone, she knew the hypnotic fire would lull her to sleep and contemplated moving inside her tent. Maybe a few minutes longer . . .
Would the Trimadians come back? Any second she expected to feel a fire stick thrust into her . . . searing her skin off . . .
She gasped and jerked awake. . . . she had fallen asleep but she could swear she could feel the deadly heat piercing her skin—too close to the damn fire kiddo. Wide awake from the flash dream, she watched the Cantal guards walking their designated perimeters, carrying Earth supplied assault rifles. She bared her teeth in a derisive grin. Huh, not too far from home, what a lovely reminder. There was a fearful anxiety amongst the surviving rebel Cantals who were still reeling from the explosive attack earlier. It was sad there were no survivors from the Tulean Mountain hideout. Very few survived from the outposts. The survivors’ stories were all the same, they did not know what hit them. Mayhem and chaos ensued after the bombs hit. The bombing was precise and deadly.
If it was the Locum, where were they now? Their methodology was to attack the terrain, and leave the technology alone. But this had not happened. Under normal circumstances, as Kate had learnt from the OBF files, the Cantals and any humanoid beings would have been wiped out during a Locum attack. The Locum would be all over Ahmadeus like a virus right this moment, killing anything that they considered was not worth absorbing!
The Mountain base was rich in Cantal technology, yet wiped out. Maybe they decided on a different strategy and changed tactics. As the Trimadians were in the region, the Locum may have decided to concentrate their kill on the Cantals to stop the Trimadians seeking new hosts and destroy the mountain base and posts to stop the Trimadians getting at it first hand.
Stop it woman. You have been down this road; your brain will explode.
Manutaai appeared beside her, interrupting her thoughts. She looked up, relieved to have the company.
“May I join you?” he asked.
“Sure, come join me and my gloomy thoughts. I’m afraid I’m not very good company at the moment.”
He sat close beside her and stared into the fire. “The nights are cooler now,” he stated rubbing his hands together and spreading his large fingers out toward the flames.
“So what are you going to do, if the Trimadians come back?” he asked.
“Ah the hot subject; you didn’t read my mind did you?”
He frowned at her.
“Just a joke . . . I’m sure they will come back, they want the stones I have. It is the only trade I have for my team and your men. I know Talokta wanted me to deliver the ultimatum, just like you had to, but . . .” She looked around her to make sure they were alone. “Just between you and me, I sense Talokta was not overly interested in attacking Earth, but was more intent on getting the stones.”
“I wonder why the stones are so important to them.”
Kate knew they represented great power, and she was more than curious, in fact, it was becoming an obsession.
“Well, whatever reason they have, it will be interesting to see how he will handle them,” Kate said.
“What do you mean?”
“Well, in my experience, when I first made physical contact with one stone, it was like getting an electric shock . . . with flashing pictures...sometimes rather graphic ones. I even visualized a beautiful place with two moons.” She smiled when she saw the raised eyebrows. “It settled down, thank goodness and I began to get lucid visions, like watching a movie happening in real time. I saw the OBF team on their base, heard their names and that is basically how I ended up with them. I believe the stone was somehow drawing me to the second stone that was among Pete Reynold’s vast collection of artifacts. Now when I held both stones . . . ”
Manutaai looked apprehensively at her.
He’s gonna think I am loopy!
She explained her telekinetic and telepathic abilities drawn from the experiments Pete and her carried out. It was a relief talking to someone else about her experiences. Stuff her confidentiality contract.
“Even when I am not in physical contact, I still have an occasional vision. And don’t ask me what! I can’t even explain it myself. Like a jigsaw puzzle with pieces that don’t fit. They ran all sorts of tests on me but get this . . . Pete suspects my blood is the same as what the markings are in the stones. After some tests, they confirmed it.” Leah swallowed. Apparently, the stones are thousands of years old. I do believe . . . well, I think Pete suspects I hold the spirit, or maybe I am a reincarnation of a woman who lived on Earth with special powers. . . . He didn’t report it to his superiors, probably he thought he was protecting me or something. When I came back to deliver Talokta’s ultimatum, I told them what I am telling you and they were furious. I thought they were going to lock me up and throw away the key.”
She noticed he had not said a word. She studied his face, looking for tell tale signs of . . . of what? Ridicule, derision, disbelief . . . at least maybe a simple laugh. Maybe tell her she was a terrific fireside storyteller.
Tune in next time for part two of zany tales of the mentally insane!
But he remained non committal and silent, when he finally looked at her, she swore she could see a flicker of compassion, or was that the flames reflecting in his dark eyes.
She stared back into the fire, “So many unanswered questions, it is driving me crazy.”
Without warning, the dam burst and tears began rolling down her cheeks. She buried her head in her hands. Strong arms wrapped around her, drawing her into the warm expanse of his body. It had been a long time since she had any physical comfort. She felt safe and protected. That simple warm gesture was just what she needed and she allowed herself to weep a little longer, releasing the pent up tension. When she stopped, she tuned into his strong heartbeat. She reluctantly pulled away and blew her nose. He smiled fondly at her.
She grinned back. “Thanks, I . . . I needed that . . . ”
He stroked the hair from her eyes, and locked his arm around her back. She glanced at his face and noticed an unmistakable look in his eyes. She needed to change the subject.
“Did Sataal tell you anything about all this?”
“Yes, I was with Sataal when Pete Reynolds mentioned a new member would be joining soon. He did not say much about yourself, as he was restricted by confidentiality issues . . . just about some special mind power you possessed. However, he didn’t go into detail. At the time, Sataal and I did not even venture to think you were the legendary Chosen One.”
“Yeah,” she laughed mirthlessly, “It is looking that way.” Then more soberly, “If it is true . . . God help me, it is a heavy burden on my shoulders. I don’t even know what I am meant to do . . . ”Manutaai’s strong arm hugged her towards him, she put her head against his chest and found her body had a will of its own and relaxed. She was so tired. She felt his gaze on her face and she could sense the nearness of him.
She continued, “I know humans began life on Graffa and later branched out using the BSP, the Door of Endless Light. Maybe they were forced to flee because of the Trimadian tyranny.”
Manutaai nodded. “I remember Dr. Reynolds, Pete, told us that it was believed the Trimadians left Earth once Queen Leah died.”
“Hmm. Details are very sketchy, and I think the Trimadians prevented record keeping of that dark period; plenty of guts but not enough glory. Not much was found in the Junghis Temple.”
“The Junghis Temple?”
“The Junghis Temple was where the Earth’s BSP was discovered by Pete and as legend states, where Cemel the Alchemist, Leah’s mentor, practiced his hocus pocus magic stuff.”
“Yes, that’s right. Pete did mention about the Earth temple, he seems to be quite an authority on this subject.”
“Yeah,” she laughed. “Pity there isn’t much to go on. His life’s work he told me, including me. I guess he views me as one of his artifacts,” she giggled.
“Are you hungry Kate?”
“Yeah, I am . . . I have got rations . . . ”
“Wait here. I’ll be only a moment.”
Manutaai disappeared behind the squad of tents as Kate’s mind kept plowing over the stones. When she was not in physical contact with them, generally, her weird unexplainable visions seemed to subside, except for that explosive one when she touched Sataal. Did the stones warn her ‘long distance’ of this scan weapon because she was with the rebel’s leader, or the fact their nemesis was close?
Was it all magic or did the stones possess . . . intelligence.
I’ll never look at my pet rock the same again, she joked to herself. Fuck . . . psychologists would have a field day.
Perhaps, in a perverse way, her new enemy, this Lord Talokta could provide at least some answers to the millions of questions. . . . It seemed likely.
Manutaai arrived back with two large bowls full of what looked like hot steaming stew.
“Wow, looks great, thanks.”
He took his place beside her once more, and they ate in a companionable silence.
When they had finished, he took her empty dish and handed her a large cup full of water. She drank thirstily.
“Oh sorry, I should not be so greedy.”
He laughed. “Help yourself. We have plenty of fresh water. You need your strength. Would you like something a little stronger?”
“No thanks, not now.”
He put the plates and cups behind them, ducked into a nearby tent, and returned with a gourd that smelt like it had wine of some sort inside. She watched him pour himself a generous helping in his cup. He drank it straight down, refilled, and sat back close to her; his arm resumed its place along her back. It was now so quiet and peaceful she felt like the whole Universe was holding its breath. God, I’m not Queen Leah, I’m just a drama queen, she thought to herself, and could not help but giggle from the thought.
“What is it?” Manutaai whispered close to her ear. She could smell the alcohol on his breath, which she found was not repugnant. She felt him move even closer to her.
Kate felt her cheeks burning as she spoke the next words, “Just trying to picture myself . . . as a Queen.”
He reached behind and filled up her empty cup with the liquid and handed it to her, “Please, have a drink, it will relax you.”
I bet, she thought. But she took a sip . . . and ended up polishing it off. . . . It was delicious.
She listened to the odd thump and twerp from the local animal population. . . . The wine seemed to have made all her senses come alive, after one drink!
“Maybe you are the one to save the whole world, maybe the Universe,” Manutaai offered, with no hint of sarcasm.
“I honestly think that’s a bit melodramatic, Manutaai. Still, I want answers to my questions, but at the same time I’m scared of finding out the truth.”
“I’m sure in time you will find out what you need to know.” He paused. “The Cantal people would worship you, if it were true, Kate. Maybe you are the Gods’ intervention to the centuries of tyranny that dominates our galaxy . . . time for a change in power perhaps?”
“Are you serious? I don’t want anyone to worship me, I—I—I’m not that sort of person,” she stammered. She sighed. “Yep, here’s me, ready to save the whole bloody world and kill everyone on it. I couldn’t help anyone when the bombs hit, could I? I feel like someone . . . everyone is pulling my strings.” Kate felt the sting of tears in her eyes again.
His arm snaked around her waist and pulled her to his warm body. “That is certainly not your fault. I think for anything worthwhile there is always war and sacrifice.”
“Maybe, maybe not. I don’t even know what is required of me. Here I am with supposedly extraordinary powers and I don’t even have a user guide or manual to know how to work them.”
She laughed uproariously, her voice sounding unnatural.
He hugged her tightly and pressed his lips to her cheek, his voice soft and low, “Perhaps we should call it a night. Things always look bad when one is tired, why not just relax, and close your eyes.”
Kate knew he was right. She was at the point of collapsing.
He had a knack of making her feel safe and warm. His strong arms were a huge comfort, and he seemed to sense her stressed state.
“Life can suck,” she sighed, resting her head once more on his expansive chest. They were the last words she spoke before she fell asleep.
Cemel was showing the little girl juggling tricks. She was a natural. Her parents knew Cemel was the best teacher and coach for the little Princess. One beautiful summer day mischievous Leah began juggling more than toys and sticks. She used her mind and concentrated on moving carts, boulders, her servant’s washing, and even, her father’s horses! She has the gift, she heard Cemel tell her parents. She will rule with humor and humility, he had chuckled. I will always be here for her and to guide her no matter what, I promise you that. She has her destination outlined. She is the One.
And in the heavens, the Gods were watching the little girl. Sidonio’s parents had already chosen her for their youngest son. But it was up to him to face the Decision when the time was right.
Kate woke up early morning inside her tent, alone, with a warm blanket wrapped around her. The dream was vivid but almost pleasant compared to some. She did not wake up the usual way after a vision dream, all sweaty and disorientated. There were no red eyes looking into her for now, they were not even in the background. Taking a deep breath, she felt strengthened and refreshed. Must be the fresh air, she thought. She reflected on her dream . . .
Leah had the power from the start, from birth, and her power must carry on through me. I think that was the message my dream was telling me.
Satisfied with her brief analysis, she peered outside and saw the sun just rising, no sign of Manutaai. She had fallen asleep in his arms, and he had put her to bed. What a real gentleman!
The fire had long fizzled out. Kate checked her watch. She would have to leave soon in order to contact Pilcher. She enjoyed Manutaai’s company and it was easy talking to him. She had felt a real rapport with him, like Pete. The sensitive kind . . . , a damn good listener . . . , and his warm cuddling had relaxed her soul. Though, she did sense there was no mistake he wanted to take things a little further, but did not push the subject, thank goodness. She had enough to deal with. She crawled out her tent, stood up and stretched.
Instinctively feeling in her pocket for her stone, she squeezed it and felt a surge of electricity though her veins. She stood still closing her eyes and experienced the feeling.
She opened her eyes and Manutaai and the two other warriors were staring wide eyed at her.
“What is it?”
“You . . . you . . . ” Manutaai swallowed. He turned to the two men beside him and spoke a few rapid Cantal words to them. They wholeheartedly acknowledged what he said and looked at Kate, as if they had seen something that had spooked the hell out of them.
“You faded, you looked like you were disappearing,” Manutaai stated.
“What? I just squeezed the stone and again, some type of electrical power surged through me, but it was not like before. . . . It did not hurt me; it felt more like, a part of me. I just well, sort of concentrated on . . . well, and well . . . you say, I faded?”
“Yes, yes.” One of the men found his voice.
She grinned. “Perhaps I should start eating more?”
No reaction, they just stared, stupefied.
Wow, I made an impression on them. Seems I’m progressing!
She reminded Manutaai that homebase would be contacting her soon, and she had to get to the BSP to report in and would return.
“You must be escorted.” His tone was sharp, so different from the previous evening.
“Well, if I come across any Trimadians, I’ll hitch a lift with them, shall I?”
Manutaai’s eyes darkened.
Kate sighed. Ease up on the sarcasm girl.
“Ok fine, I’d like your company anyway.”
Manutaai spoke to his companions who nodded and left.
Kate got her backpack of belongings together and they headed out once more to the BSP. Manutaai was not quite feigning surprise at Kate’s momentary physical metamorphosis. Though it only lasted a second, in reality it threw him. He knew it would freak his fellow Cantals. Handle the stones? Ha! It would be more interesting to see how Talokta was going to handle this woman, a woman of unspecific supernatural powers. Yes, he searched his feelings. . . . He felt himself drawing closer to her, especially by the fire. He enjoyed holding her and it took all his will not to kiss her, perhaps seduce her. But the opportunity was gone. He inadvertently let a little laugh out at the thought of trying to be physical with someone that could disappear!
“What was that laugh for?” Kate said smiling at him.
He took a punt and said what he had thought, just to get her reaction. “I was thinking if I ever had a physical relationship with you, it would be rather difficult if you kept disappearing.”
Kate let out a hearty laugh, and good naturedly patted his arm. “I didn’t know Cantals had such a sense of humor.”
He glanced sideways at her. Was it too late . . .
They reached their destination within a brisk forty minutes’ walk and waited for the door to blaze open. While they waited Leah kept a slight distance from Manutaai, she liked him but did not want to give out the wrong signals, especially now as he had made sure they were alone.
Manutaai felt a growing annoyance, and not just because she kept her distance from him. He was impatient now, wanting to get the hell out of here. He could so easily produce his ring and open the damn door for her, . . . and all hell would break loose. Shalash! Thank the stars for Talokta’s elixir . . . . If she could read his mind . . .
Just as those thoughts went through his mind, the door activated. Leah signaled through and after the usual security code precautions, Kate spoke through on her radio. Things were looking good for the moment, was the report she got back from Pilcher. No threat had been received from any enemy yet. Well, that was something.
Kate updated Pilcher about the attack on Ahmadeus.
“So no one is sure who attacked?”
“There are physical clues that it could be the Locum due to the Crytaalic residue left behind, but there is no sign of them. It could be the Trimadians exercising their power. We don’t know for sure.”
“Alright, let them know we will be sending help through along with medical and food supplies.”
“Roger that. Well, these Cantals have got most things under control, and even though there were huge amounts of lives lost, they are very hardy and have great fortitude,” she winked at Manutaai. “Can you contact me in say, another twenty four hours? If you don’t hear from me, the Trimadians would have picked me up. I do want to come home . . . ”
There was a hesitation. “Be careful, Kate. Don’t take any unnecessary risks.”
“Yes, sir, over and out.”
Manutaai asked her why she did not say anything to her superior about her disappearing incident.
“He would probably freak out and order me home for tests, and I wouldn’t get anywhere. I can’t risk the lives of your men or my team for stuff that I cannot understand or answer at this point in time.” She touched Manutaai’s arm and looked deeply into his eyes. “I’m learning to just expect the unexpected.” She went to move away but he held her wrist, pulling her to him and kissed her, not deeply, just one to test her reaction. But before she could react, he kissed her again, passionately. She began to panic. “No!” she cried out and yanked herself out of his grip.
“I’m sorry Kate, I don’t know why I did that . . . I . . . ”
She held her hand up, “It . . . It’s okay, guess we are all feeling a little tense. Forget it.”
Manutaai watched her furtively as she moved further away, gathering up her backpack again. He had no regrets. He grabbed the opportunity, as he sullenly knew he would never have a chance again. He hoped Kate would cooperate with Talokta, who had a reputation of possessing little patience. . . . and Kate had a strong will. . . . But above all, Talokta’s orders were to protect her no matter what. If Kate could be shown a little of the true extent of her powers and how to manifest them, she may be willingly turned.
He felt a pang of jealousy, his mission was almost complete, and his feelings were getting to him. Damn the elixir, he would normally have far more control without it. Right now, he so wanted to make love to her, . . . but if they found out . . .
As soon as he sent his communiqué to Talokta, the Leader would high tail it back to Ahmadeus.
Sure enough, a whooshing noise turned their eyes skyward to see a Trimadian scout ship preparing to land. Within five seconds, the craft had landed ten meters from where they were standing.
Kate’s heart was racing. Oh shit, her time had come. Pete . . . the team, Sataal, and his men . . . were they okay? That feeling that things were never going to be the same again washed over her. Would she ever see her home again?
Four towering warriors in black and gold regalia marched down a ramp, turned, and flanked the ramp, staring straight ahead. A few seconds later, another warrior, dressed in flashy black and gold with knee high black boots, obviously of higher rank, strode out towards them.
Manutaai recognized he was the same warrior who had captured them initially, when Kate was unconscious. He was one rank above Manutaai.
Kate cheekily quipped, “And it’s about time too, keeping us waiting like this!”
The Trimadian ignored her.
“Do you have what Lord Talokta wants?” he stated, staring coldly down at her.
“Yes, of course,” Kate sighed. “My, a man of few words, right to the point.” Turning to Manutaai, she smirked, “That is not a very good pick up line, now on Earth . . . ”
“SILENCE!” he shouted. His men surrounded Kate and Manutaai, and marched them into the ship.
Unfazed, Kate remarked, “Look, a simple hello, sorry we were late, how are you would have been nice.”
She did not even realize just how hard she was squeezing her stone.
Chapter 16—Confrontation
When Kate and Manutaai boarded the domain warship, they were separated once more.
Everything seemed in a blur as she was instantly sandwiched by two huge specimens who marched her into a rather small lift device, which did not leave much breathing space. It hardly felt like they were moving. Seconds later, the door opened automatically, and she was directed down a corridor to a doorway that did not have a door. One of the guards silently gestured for her to enter which she did. She turned around and some kind of bluish haze appeared in the doorframe, then it disappeared. Must be a force field, she thought. The two guards remained flanked on either side of the entrance. Kate wisely decided it was good for her health, if she did not test it.
To her pleasant surprise, the room was no cell, quite the opposite. More like an elegant, majestic lounge. The walls were washed with warm shades of red, cream, and gold. There were beautifully carved furnishings, ornaments, mirrors, and tapestries that looked professionally arranged that would make the top interior decorators of Earth look like amateurs. It did not have a lived in look, more like a set up for a photo shoot in one of those glossy house and garden magazines. The colors and style gave Kate the impression of being inside a luxurious medieval castle setting from Earth centuries past, complete with semi modern, stylish furniture. It had a “when old meets new” feel. She loved it.
Draped on a day bed was a white flowing gown, accentuated with gold edging. She walked over to it and felt the material, so soft and yet she had a feeling it would not rip if it caught on anything sharp. She could see no visible seams or stitching. It was a stunningly remarkable piece of craftsmanship.
She giggled. This was so out of place, so soft and feminine . . .
Just off from the day bed were two comfortable looking sofas facing each other and divided by a glossy black coffee table. Two containers that looked like gourds with two clay stemmed goblets were perched. It reminded her of the movie Indiana Jones and the Last Crusade: the Search for the Holy Grail. At the end of the table was a bowl that contained fruit. Some of the fruit was recognizable like grapes and bananas. Some of them looked a bit too alien to sink her teeth into yet.
Was this all for her, to make her feel at home, or was this typical living aboard an intergalactic warship? A thought occurred to her; was this luxury something what Queen Leah would have expected. If so, how would these creatures know? It was pleasant, yeah, were they just being friendly, or . . .
Nevertheless, she had to admit, she liked it.
“Well, I’ve come this far now. I’m pretty sure they aren’t going to poison me just yet.”
She sat on the edge of a sofa, picked up one of the gourds and tentatively sniffed it, and poured some of the liquid into a cup and took a sip . . . water, good old fashioned life juice. When she finished, she tried the other, some sort of white wine, very similar to what Manutaai had given her. Nice, but she had better go easy on that stuff. She knew she would need her wits about her. Especially if Talokta was planning on softening her up.
She stood up and again felt for her stone. It was still in her hip pocket of her OBF fatigues. She thought the warriors would have taken it from her by now, or perhaps, more than likely, were under orders not to touch it. Well, she could not quite open a window and throw it out could she? At least Manutaai had the other stone. She hoped to God he had managed to hide it.
“It is nice to see you again, Kate.”
Kate jumped and turned.
Talokta, silently watching her from the entrance, smiled at her reaction. He was immaculately presented, and despite herself, Kate could not help but notice how handsome he was. She stopped thinking that just in case he was reading her mind as he had during their first encounter. He was back to speaking perfect English. She took in his attire, similar to when she first saw him. A shiny leather like, long dark jacket that fell to his knees, a bright flash of color revealed a gold shirt, knee high boots, dark pants, and a gold belt that had weird looking markings over it. His long light brown hair was tied back in a neat ponytail. Kate’s eyes noted he had a silver ring on his finger. Could that be the device she had visualized that would scan for the enemy? It did look familiar.
He signaled to a guard who lowered the force field allowing his leader through the entrance. Dressed the way he was, he seemed to match the surroundings better than she did in her base uniform.
Kate decided the indignant approach, “You guys were very late picking us up.”
His face wore an apologetic smile, but his eyes twinkled. “Yes, there was a small Locum problem that has dissipated for now. They did attack Ahmadeus, but we prevailed and drew the battle off the planet for your own protection.”
Geez, this guy was something. “So it was the Locum that attacked Ahmadeus?”
“Yes, and from the reports I got back, I heard Ahmadeus suffered.”
“Yeah, the Cantals lost a lot, including precious lives. Well, I guess it explains why the Locum never got a chance to land and carry out their . . . absorption. My team, Sataal and his men, are you going to set them free now I have kept my end of the bargain?”
Talokta smiled warmly and walked slowly over to her. “Oh you loyal humans, always putting your fellow man ahead of yourself . . . so honorable. I am a man of my word. However, I thought I might hold on to them, just in case you don’t keep to your word.”
“In other words, no . . . and you will kill them.”
“I will probably set them free in due course.”
Man of your word, huh.
“Why did you torture them? You could have read their minds just like you did mine.”
He towered in front of her, and Kate felt dwarfed, he must have been a little short of seven feet, and she was around five ten.
“They are not your concern, but if you must know, Sataal and his rebel followers are criminals and will be bought to justice. Your human companions, well, they are associatives. But I am not an unreasonable man. As I have told you, I will not harm your human companions, if you behave.”
“I don’t believe you; you are lying!”
Unperturbed, he continued, “You however Kate, are . . . very special, and you know that don’t you?”
She looked defiantly up in his dark eyes; he knew something all right.
Did the answers lie with this man?
Talokta was enjoying himself. She was strong, but her eyes exposed just how vulnerable she really was. Humans . . . so emotional.
“I have some . . . questions I need answering.”
“Oh do you now. Yet, you call me a liar Kate. . . . Whatever I tell you, you won’t believe me.”
“I don’t know you from squat,” she yelled, eyes blazing from his arrogant attitude. “What I do know is you are torturing friends of mine . . . ”
“In time, these answers to your questions will come to you, not necessarily in simple words. . . . Time and trust is what you need, you shall see . . . ”
“Well thank you for that Doc!” she sneered at him. “You’re the type that not only makes the rules, but you change them as you go along . . . trust . . . ha!”
Furiously, she turned her back on him, her face thunderous, and folded her arms.
In her heart though, she knew she was a prisoner herself now, and it was pointless arguing. He was in control.
She took some deep breaths, forcibly calming herself and slowly turned back. Slightly subdued she looked him dead in the eye, “Can you at least promise me you won’t harm them?”
Talokta stared back at her boldly, “As I keep repeating, no harm will come to them if you behave and they cooperate.”
“Why do you want my stone?”
“Stones, you mean.”
Back on Ahmadeus, Kate had instructed Manutaai to hide the second stone she had entrusted to him with his men, replacing it with a fake one that she had made before she had returned to Ahmadeus. The plan was for Pilcher’s men to retrieve it from the Cantals later. Convincing Pilcher to let her have both stones was a battle in itself, and she did not want to lose one, let alone both.
Kate made Manutaai not tell her where he hid it in case her mind was read.
However, she knew she would need her stone. She had made Manutaai take the fake one on board representing the second.
There was no way she would let Talokta get his hands on both real ones that represented so much, for Earth’s future. Besides, they were hers!
Unfortunately for Manutaai, who could not resist touching the stone she had entrusted to him, almost jumped out of his skin with the intensiveness. He knew he could not hide the damage to his hand and admitted to her what he had done. It felt like a savage shock or bite, similar to when Sataal touched her hand when they were introduced. Though she thought that was caused through her experiencing a simultaneous vision. Perhaps direct contact with the stone was worse.
It was like the stone knew it did not belong.
In the end, Kate had wrapped it in thick cloth and placed it in a box and handed it to Manutaai who disappeared for several minutes and came back, assuring her, he had hidden it well. Though his hand was red and swollen, it only lasted a short time.
Would Talokta have the other fake stone from Manutaai by now?
Kate moved over to a couch, “I could only bring my own stone,” Kate said assessing Talokta’s reaction.
He awarded her a terrific smile, which unnerved her. He followed suit and sat opposite her, his smile remained but his eyes were cold. Kate continued in a small voice, “My superiors would not allow me to sacrifice their property.”
“Is that so? They don’t think very highly of their men or your life.”
“Maybe the stakes are too high.”
Talokta looked at her. What was the point in her lying? Manutaai had presented him with the other stone. He had obviously successfully gained her trust.
“Do you wish to see your friends alive again?”
“What do you think?”
Talokta smiled again, which irritated her.
Amused at her reaction, he steepled his fingers together. “You have no idea what these stones represent, what they do, and your role?”
Kate at first fought an overwhelming urge to punch him, scream, or burst into tears, as she needed answers to those very questions to keep her sanity. But she took a breath and held back.
She matched his stare but how long would he hold his patience, especially when they realize one of the stones was a fake. She felt very nervous. Perhaps if she could win his trust she and her colleagues may get out of this situation alive, intact, and sane. But there was far more to this puzzle than met her eye, and what was the point in denying it.
She remembered the old adage: Keep your friends close and your enemies closer. She had no idea that very same philosophy was shared by his Master.
Right now, Lord Talokta had all the aces.
Got to stop thinking; he will read my mind.
Don’t think, use instinct.
“What was that?” Kate whispered.
Talokta frowned.
Kate sighed resignedly and leaning forward, she put her hands on her chin. “I know I act like some kind of catalyst with the stones. They have immense power and were not meant for anyone but their true owner. I know when they are both together, all sorts of wild things happen.”
Talokta stood up. “You have a lot to learn, and you may start to realize that we are not your enemy. We are here to help you find your true course.”
Fighting this man was not going to get her anywhere. Kate stood, and reached into her pocket, walking slowly towards him, she handed him her stone.
Talokta silently extracted a weird looking glove from his jacket, pulled it over his hand, and took the stone from her.
Kate realized he had not spoken to her. . . . He had placed that thought inside her mind.
In a soft tone he stated, “Rest now, relax, you may wish to bathe,” and he gestured to the beautiful flowing gown, “this is a gift from my Master for you.”
Kate swallowed and Talokta headed to the entrance, he turned and bowed, “I will come and see you later once you are rested.” He strode out, and the force field was back.
She wondered why he had not pushed the subject or gotten angry about only bringing the one stone. Only answer was he would have probably searched Manutaai by now. That had to be it. It was only a matter of time until he realizes he’s been duped. She would have to act before that.
The thought of a bath was too much, and she was not going to refuse an invitation like that. It was a long time since she had a good soak or felt clean water on her skin. She was worried about her colleagues, but what was the point at the moment? She was on board a ship that was so big, . . . she felt she would just get lost in this lounge. Bath eh? Kate took a good look at her surroundings and walked around touching the walls.
Just around a corner at the back was another room that she had failed to notice. But she was sure it was not there when she first walked in. Was it some sort of illusion or trick that Talokta conjured up? She walked through and facing her was a huge king size four poster bed in a room big enough to house a small football field. One could have a lot of fun in that monster, if one did not get lost! Just off from that, behind a screen was a huge claw foot bath, made of the shiniest black marble she had ever seen. Well, some type of alien stoneware resembling marble. The taps . . . bath taps—on a space ship! Was she seeing things? Well, guess aliens have to have some form of plumbing too! They appeared to be made of material that resembled gold. Upon closer inspection, she knew they were definitely the real stuff. She imagined herself soaking in warm, bergamot scented water with goat’s milk to soften her skin.
She gazed into the huge bath and gasped. It was just as she had imagined, with rose petals scattered on top. The scent was lingering, so warm, so inviting.
Was it her imagination, had she created this? Or was it trickery? Had Talokta read her mind and conjured up her desires?
Too many questions. Boy, do I need some answers, she thought.
But the sight of the bath made Kate strip. The thought of being spied on did not occur to her, as she could not have cared less at that moment.
She sank into the depths of the warmth that surrounded her. Ahhhhh, the feeling was magnificent. She closed her eyes, and her mind wandered far away to a time when luxury was an everyday occurrence . . .
They would sometimes bathe together, playful, happy, and in love. They would make love in the warm scented water, that water heightened the senses! She felt him inside her, increasing his pace, she felt the build up of the orgasm as it drove them to abandonment, captured in a frenzy of sheer lust, until spent, she lay on top of him, nurtured in the warmth. He raised his mouth and kissed her passionately.
She smiled serenely with the intense physical satisfaction and opened her eyes . . . to the sight of red evil eyes delving into her brain.
“Ohhh. Shit!” She had fallen asleep while in the bath. My God, it felt so real, had she just experienced . . . explicit sex, well the memory of it?
She had no proof, but she thought the man who was with her was Sidonio. But those eyes . . . were they warning her, frightening her? It seemed her dreams and visions were sending her a message she could not ignore. However, her instinct told her it was not just Earth and Ahmadeus in danger. It was the whole damn Universe, the balance of good and evil. She did not have tangible evidence, as the details were still incoherent. Everything seemed based on instinct, . . . but is that all it took?
Maybe that was the key, let go of logic and open the mind up to whatever comes her way. Anyhow, everything up to this point seemed to defy logic. But would she lose sight of reality?
Instinct was telling her she was living someone else’s life, inside this person that was Kate Willard. Did Kate Willard exist? Was she being taken over by this Queen Leah of the Kingdom of the Old World? Would she be fighting yet again for the sake of the people on Earth, maybe the Universe? Would history repeat itself? Would she sacrifice herself for love?
He had told her the time would come when she would realize they were not her enemy. Help her find her true course.
Though her fragments of memory seemed to tell her that the Trimadians were her enemy . . . everyone’s enemy.
Did she believe Talokta?
One step at a time.
She had been in the bath she figured twenty minutes, and the temperature had not changed.
That was frightening.
Dare she turn on the taps?
Chapter 17—Shadow and Light
Kalvich had managed to infiltrate the Locum communications and was responsible for fooling the Locum Controller not to attack any further. Kate was too close and nothing must happen to her now. He was relieved when he finally received word she was safely on board the Sotoid ship.
Over the centuries, with his Trimadians conquering new worlds and wiping out would be enemies, he had felt his powers continually grow. His technologies were unsurpassed and with Crytaalic under control, thanks to the information passed to him by Marone, he would be unstoppable. The data he had been receiving of the experiments carried out to stop Crytaalic killing hosts and therefore expunging the Cathexistomes were nothing short of ingenious.
At first, Marone claimed they were his own in order to win favor with his Ruler. But Kalvich was not easily fooled. He knew Marone well. Kalvich threw him a bluff, “I had ordered Sataal to undertake the experiments and to report to me.”
Marone had replied that he was helping and supervising Sataal.
Kalvich disgustedly saw just how pathetic the Empyream Master was.
But then Sataal’s blasphemous intention to expunge the Cathexistomes en masse from all Cantals was discovered . . .
And the traitor had run. They had traced him to Ahmadeus and at first, Kalvich agreed with Marone’s bounty but realized, spying on his movements was more feasible. There was a rumor of a rebel movement starting up and Kalvich did not want to alert them he was on to them.
The original bounty consisted of a lifetime supply of Zimmies along with a Zymergy powered ship offered to anyone for the live capture of Sataal.
Zimmies was an illegal recreational drug favored by the mining prisoners. They would risk their lives to get the drug smuggled to them. It was valued more than life itself, so dramatic was the addiction.
Kalvich knew a scientist of Sataal’s caliber would soon have the ability to formulate the destruction of the dreaded Locum or any despicable enemy. Equally, he could use the recipes that Sataal had created to stop any coup or treachery among the Trimadian ranks, which ironically was exactly the personal control Lord Marone desired.
Kalvich had given Talokta a supply of the Crytaalic weaponry encased safely in sheaths, but he would not quite go as far as to share the actual recipe. His known enemies would be under control, or wiped out. Yes, in the past the Locum had dealt his chosen kind savage blows with Crytaalic, but no more.
With all three stones, and Queen Leah by his side, nothing could stop him. After he had finished with her, she would be begging to be with him. He pictured her lovely face and felt his body reacting. Acting like a God damn human! He laughed.
Initially, the only thing that could slow him down was the human threat. They would not want Leah to stray far. Kalvich knew, at least in the early stages, he could not attack Earth while he was trying to win Leah’s confidence. A fine line had to be observed. Of course, there were the Gods. He knew they were always watching, yet they let him do so much. Perhaps this was all part of their god damn experiment? He knew his parents loved him but hated what he had turned into. They could have stripped him of his immortal powers for what he did to Sidonio, not to mention several thousand races. But they had not interfered. Even when he ventured out of his fortress, they left him alone.
He did not realize that Zakaroid, the elder God’s leader instructed his parents never to let their emotions rule. For their son, Kalvich was indeed part of the timeless equation that was to put Queen Leah to the test, . . . but equally, she would have no knowledge of her role in the ultimate battle.
“Do not interfere . . . ”
For now, Kalvich had left the God world alone. He was waiting, biding his time. And certainly making them sweat . . .
Eons ago, Kalvich had affronted the other Gods, and when he made his home world on Heliostronus, his power, unfortunately for the Elder Gods forced only to observe, seemed to rise exponentially. It seeped through his fortress and touched all the lives within. It was a dark evil place. It suited him perfectly.
For his Leah’s sake, he would make subtle changes.
The stone he possessed and protected was his one true communication device with the re awakening of his beloved. Cemel did not fool him over that one. As soon as Kate had touched her stone at “The Divine Universe,” that sent a powerful energy link (that caused poor Kate to faint) connecting her stone with Kalvich’s. The stone had alerted him to her presence by pulsing a deep red and gold, similar to the day she was born forty years ago. He had waited for this moment for over six thousand years.
Kalvich predicted close to her fortieth birthday she would have small snatches of visions caused by the reincarnation, even without her touching a stone. He initially could send messages to Kate and spy on her via the stones’ connection. However, he knew she would be slowly remembering what happened in her past, especially at night time when the sub consciousness came into play. The time to act was nigh. Now that Talokta had her on his ship, he had eased off his connections. He did not want her too influenced by them. Ideally, his goal was for her to come to him willingly. But he was prepared for anything. He would be successful, as long as the human Kate did not force Leah to choose a different path or, for that matter, the human race.
Free will is a funny thing.
Once Queen Leah reincarnates on Earth, she will need guidance to learn her powers and the stones will reveal her path. But if she is to gain and retain the ultimate in power, she must possess all three stones. The Alchemist’s hidden coded words in his notes were like a mantra to him. When Kalvich questioned the old man, he took immense pleasure seeing the reaction that he had broken Cemel’s complex codes. However, when Cemel finally did speak to him, he simply stated, “The power lies with the decisions that Queen Leah makes, and it has to be by her free will only.”
This was the only other thing he would say on the matter. Like his nemesis, some key recipes of magic and science were inside the old man’s head.
Both sides could not read nor block each other’s thoughts. The stalemate had lasted six thousand years, and if Leah did not return . . .
Both Kalvich and Cemel, after all these centuries, were pining for the Queen, but for very different reasons.
The Alchemist, who was so old, he even had trouble remembering his exact age. However, he was granted immortality by the Elder Gods for his devotion and faithfulness to Leah and her people. This transaction took place when Kalvich’s guards had blasted him inside the Junghis Temple while trying to help Leah escape her captors. As Kalvich had forcefully ripped his mortal brother from Leah, Zakaroid permitted Sidonio’s forsaken powers and transferred them to Cemel. Maybe it was to balance the powers that were trying to influence the world. Only Zakaroid could answer that one, and who was going to question him?
Cemel had been Kalvich’s prisoner on the fortress base since Leah’s passing. He was treated well and quite respected, had basic free rein and was allowed to practice his potions and incantations. Oh, and when called to, provided entertainment and parlor tricks for Kalvich, the Verone Elite, any guests or dignitaries. It was pure degradation, but the one hope of having Leah back kept him positive. He was a firm believer in good over evil. He believed the Gods had kept their faith in him by the rare gesture of bestowing him the gift of immortality. For he had to forsake all powers during the time he was amongst Leah’s royal family in the mortal world.
But immortality was two pronged, as sometimes, especially over the past thousand years, the wait for his Queen to surface, brought him deep depression.
He was warned that if he ever tried to trick or turn against the Trimadians, Leah would be brought before him and killed. The Alchemist would be left haunted with those memories.
Though immortal, Cemel’s powers were slowly failing him, and as time went past, his soul was being perpetually sapped by the evil that surrounded him. The more Cemel weakened, the more powerful Kalvich grew. He yearned for his Queen so he could see the sunlight again, with him to guide her. She was the mortal’s last hope, and he knew he could never fail her again.
“Always remember . . . ” were the last words he had said to her before he was blasted. The hate for his nemesis almost equaled the personal dread that Leah made him curse her. His brief blessing he bestowed on her, during their attempted escape was the result of his own brand of magic. He was confident she would reincarnate in the future, but when…no one knew.
One day, Kalvich would place him into a dimension that was feared by all immortals and worse than the release of death. But until Kalvich was sure of Leah’s loyalty, Cemel would remain in the land of the living.
While Kate was pondering on why her bath water remained constant, Kalvich was observing the movements of his vast fleets on long range monitors in his private office in the control room. Talokta’s Sotoid Fleet would be back in a little under a week, plenty of time for Talokta to observe and report. He told his Commander to take the scenic route home.
He had just finished one of his most excruciatingly physical workouts with his sword that, as usual, left him charged and focused. He sat back, enjoying the dark, narcissistic power shoot through his solid, muscular body like steroids feeding a weightlifter’s veins. This mixed with the exciting reality that at last he would be with the one woman he had ever loved gave him an erection. The combining forces of shadow and light did not serve him as being incongruous. Maybe opposites attract, he had mused.
Though nothing had faded from his memory, by his very nature, he would take no chances. He would be prepared for anything. What was vital at this stage was her recollection, and so far Talokta’s reports had pleased him.
Deep in his soul, he was hoping she would make choices through him, with him, and for him. But he knew the old Alchemist was right, she had to have unhindered free will, which could be a challenge. His definition of “free will” was a matter of perspective given certain circumstances. A nefarious smile crossed his lips as his mind went through his plans step by step.
Outside of his fortress, the elder Gods were always watching. He needed to play it safe, to a degree. If things worked out the way he intended, he could make those old fools that call themselves Gods kneel before him. He would make sure the hypocritical wretches would never be able to change the rules midway to suit them. They would be the losers. He would crush them.
Very soon Queen Leah would be with him. He, the Supreme Ruler for all the Trimadians. Soon, he would be the ultimate Supreme Ruler of the whole Universe . . .
He was shaken out of his egotistical reverie by his stone, brightly pulsing.
He wrapped his large hand over it and closed his eyes to see all . . .
Chapter 18—A Mask for Kate
She scrutinized herself in the free standing dress mirror beside the bed. The white and gold gown felt like silk against her skin, and fitted perfectly. There was a delicate lattice pattern down both sleeves and sides of the gown, right to the ankle. The bodice was latticed to the middle of the chest, allowing for plenty of cleavage. She could not wear a normal bra with this style. It was overtly sexy and feminine. It had been a long time since she had worn anything that resembled a dress, and certainly not so ostentatious.
Unbelievably, a pair of golden shoes with a comfortable three inch heel was beside the bed. They too fitted perfectly. Was that a coincidence?
Hmm . . . Cinderella is here . . . where is the ball!
Inside the drawers of a dressing table was an array of makeup, perfumes, hair accessories, brush, and comb, diamond jewelry. . . . How the hell did they get hold of these goods? Had Talokta made someone run down to the nearest jeweler and chemist? Did they have this sort of stuff in the huge vacuum of space? Or did they have contacts on Earth? That last thought put a shiver down her spine. Nevertheless, she fixed her hair, tied it up in a bun, and glanced at the face powder. She had given up on pancake mix years ago, but just this once she applied a little. She followed with liner, mascara, and lipstick. She avoided the rouge, her skin tone did not require it. The last time she wore that she looked like a clown. “Less is more,” she recited.
She never spent much time on her looks, preferring the natural look. . Maybe in the right light, she would consider herself reasonably attractive. Barely passable, her brother taunted her when they were younger.
Oh stop it, girl! You are fine. Bloody gorgeous!
She had been devouring the wine like it was going out of fashion. Giggling like a schoolgirl, she began animatedly parading and pirouetting around the bedroom’s expansive floor, feeling the gown swish against her legs.
So there was another side to the unscrupulous war hungry Trimadians that she did not expect—being civilized. It was not a side she expected.
It was quite scary. Was all this a subconscious fantasy in her head that Talokta had “read,” and this was his interpretation? Was it to please her in order to win her over? He did say the gown was a gift. She could only imagine it was from Kalvich, someone she had no true memory of, but she guessed he had made appearances in her visions; another whose face was always in shadow. But she feared that figure, and she did not know why.
Maybe Leah does…
Well, if it was the original Kalvich, he’d be an old man now, or the truth about immortality was real. Was there still time to change her religion? She giggled hysterically and attempted a few more slightly unbalanced whirls.
Whether it was the wine or her present surreal surroundings, or both, she felt relaxed and contented.
This ain’t so bad a lifestyle . . . if this gown was Leah’s she has got great taste. Damn, after six thousand years, it is very well preserved!
She watched her hand shake. To calm herself she took a tentative sip, that changed into a gulp of the pleasant alien wine. Now, after three full goblets in total, she was rewarded with the hiccups.
“Whoops, that is enough!” she snapped, and took another sip.
Kate felt so bloody happy. She did not have a care in the world. And some kind man had bestowed some wonderful gifts on her! She had not had a decent drop of wine for a very long time, and whatever she was drinking was delicious. The thought of her suffering teammates and colleagues slipped away from her hazy mind.
Shit, I am a fucking Queen.
Talokta was watching her from the bedroom doorway. He had quietly entered her quarters and had been observing her over the past couple of minutes. Oh yes, there were beautiful women out there, not that Trimadians saw women that way generally, especially when Cantal women were purely for breeding purposes. But there was something else about this one. She shone; she glowed. Was it the clothing?
The gown that Kalvich had instructed him to present to her when the time was right was ingenious. She had a real state of presence. Just for a single moment, in his strict disciplined life, he envisioned her as a Goddess, similar to how Pete Reynolds viewed her.
Her gourd of wine was laced with a tasteless drug as a partial result of experimentation from Cemel who had been forced to work on a formula to divide the human entity Kate away from the Chosen One. This formula was still very much in its experimental stage as there was no physical or tangible being to be removed, like a Cathexistome. However, an interesting side effect, when mixed with small amounts of alcohol brought about prolonged and exaggerated drunkenness. And the more she consumed the longer she would be in this state. The wine perpetuated the effect of the drug.
When Talokta had sent the conclusive results of the tests to confirm her identity to Kalvich, an ecstatic Supreme Ruler ordered Talokta to quickly build up a bond of trust and make her free will as influenced as possible without being seen to be coercing or breaking the Elder Gods’ rules. “Don’t give them any reason to make their presence felt.” He also ordered him to provide her with a small amount of the laced wine, and keep her under observation at all times.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/44625 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!