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Chapter 1
Passage to Niburu




The Devolution
Chonicles: Passage to Niburu, by Gary Wayne
Clark 

 

Description: What if there was a world
where man no longer reigned and evolution ran backwards? There is
such a world, and it is closer than you think. Shipwrecked on
planet Niburu, a disgraced fighter pilot turned Bounty Hunter,
Commander Zacary Ryker, reluctantly leads a band of human castaways
and their genetically engineered Chimera mercenaries as they are
hunted by a brutal race of dimetrodons. When Commander Ryker
discovers an assassin that murdered his family is among the
passengers and has thrown in with the dimetrodons, he’s torn
between his thirst for revenge and avoiding extermination. Fighting
to survive, his crew stumbles upon an ancient time portal and their
destiny becomes intertwined with the dangerous liaison of a
Shakespeare quoting Chimera, a teenage femme fatale and her
telepathic wolf-dog shaman as they are drawn into an alternate
reality where the law of evolution has run astray. Little do they
know that they are about to be drawn into a larger struggle, a
struggle beyond their universe, an epic battle… for the
Multiverse.

Excerpt

 ACT I

“The sun and the moon shall be darkened, and the stars
shall withdraw their shining.”

Joel 3:15

“Pieces of the bodies of infidels were flying around like
dust particles. If you would have seen it with your own eyes, you
would have been very pleased, and your heart would have been filled
with joy.”

Osama Bin Laden

“I saw heaven standing open and there before me was a
white horse, whose rider is called Faithful and True. With justice
he judges and makes war.”

Revelation 19:11

“War does not determine who is right - only who is
left.”

Bertrand Russell

1. Original Sin

Planet Earth: Confederation Protected Zone 51… in the
not too distant future.

The scattered light of a bloodless moon filtered down
through the broken clouds, casting ghostly shadows across the
silhouettes of burned-out vehicles and debris that littered the
deserted city streets. As darkness fell, a terrified woman’s scream
pierced the silence; echoing a frantic plea that cut like a jagged
knife in your chest. It was a plea that tonight, like every other
desperate cry after sundown, would go unanswered. There were more
wild, bone-chilling shrieks, followed by sporadic gunfire… and then
a stifled sob of hopelessness that fell away to an eerie stillness.
Down a darkened alley, the dead calm was again broken by muffled
voices; this time, the quarrel was much closer. An intoxicated gang
of irate men was arguing, their angry shouts building to a
crescendo, punctuated by the clatter of a whisky bottle shattering
on concrete. The sharp sound of broken glass startled a pack of
wild dogs fighting over a chunk of rotting carrion, triggering a
return chorus of low, guttural growls as the scavengers circled the
carcass to protect their kill.

Behind an overflowing dumpster in the alley, a lone figure
emerged from the shadows. He nervously checked up and down the
street, and then signaled with a small flashlight from his pocket
before darting into the open, bounding across the broken pavement.
As he climbed the steps of a burned-out entryway, the man glanced
over his shoulder once more to make sure he had not been followed.
He saw nothing; the street was deserted. Silently, the man placed
his hand on a biometric reader in the door handle, waiting for what
seemed an eternity for the device to unlock. He heard a welcome
metallic click and then twisted the knob, slipping through the iron
portal to safety. Once inside, a frightened woman thrust her
shoulder against the door, slamming it shut. After securing the
dead bolt, she spun around behind the man and pulled him close to
her body.

“Is it safe?” she whispered.

“Not yet.” The man exhaled nervously as he peered through
the metal blinds, scanning the sky above the darkened street and
then pressing his ear against the glass.
Silence, he thought,
the absence of that sound… was good.
Relaxing the tension in his chest, the man started to pull
away from the glass, but then he heard it; that sound, the muffled,
rhythmic sound in the distance that sent a shiver of terror down
his spine. It was almost indiscernible at first, a faint thumping
sound in the clouds, like the sound of an old washing machine
chugging away, growing louder as it strained under its load. The
thumping cadence accelerated and the anxiety in his chest exploded
as he pressed his ear hard to the window, straining to verify that
distant sound, praying that this time it was somehow different, but
he knew it wasn’t. His mind tried to reject the sound, to suspend
its belief, but his ears couldn’t lie; they recognized that
dreadful sound. It was the same sound that had struck terror in the
night countless times before, bringing death to all those within
earshot. Somehow, he had always managed to escape the wrath of the
sound before, but tonight, something was different.

Pass over, you filthy beast! he
whispered aloud. There’s nothing for you here… not
tonight. The thumping sound in the clouds grew
steadily louder and then faded, causing the man to slump against
the wall and exhale a fleeting sigh of relief… the evil had passed.
But then, just as quickly as it had dissipated, the terrorizing
sound returned. The beast in the sky had locked onto the clue it
was seeking, settling in ominously just above the street outside
his doorway. It peered down through the clouds with its lifeless
eyes, piercing into the darkness, scanning the deserted streets for
the quarry it sought. On the biometric reader outside his entryway,
evil paused; the beast had detected the slightest heat residue from
a single human handprint on the door. The faint, glowing red
signature on the metal handle was all that the winged beast needed…
it had located its prey, and this time, there would be no
escape.

“The evil… it has found us.” The man sighed as he
collapsed against the iron door, seeming to accept the
inevitability of his fate. “The time has come for us to cross the
bridge… to paradise.”

“Khalid!” the woman sobbed. “Is there no other way? What
about… the children?”

Looking at the lines of fear gripping her face, Khalid
pulled her close to him, kissing her forehead. “Those who are pure
of heart have nothing to fear,” he whispered. “Once we have crossed
over the bridge, we will all be together. Now go and wake the
children; we do not have much time. Send Seif to me, he knows what
we are to do. Take Aiyla with you to the back room, bolt the door,
and be still.”

“But I want to be with you, my husband!” the woman
pleaded.

“And you will be with
me forever… in paradise,” he answered calmly as his voice began to
rise. “As will be the children of all believers. But first you must
do as I have asked, for the hour has come and there is not much
time. Now go!”

The young boy was awakened in the darkness by the touch of
his mother’s trembling hand on his chest. Even in the dim rays of
light creeping under the door, he could see the terror in her eyes;
she didn’t have to speak, he knew instantly what to do. His heart
pounded as he leapt from his bed and raced down the stairs to join
his father in the front room. As a boy, he had practiced for this
moment a thousand times; tonight, he would become a man, and he was
ready. The words of his father echoed in his ears as he slammed an
ammunition clip into his MAC-10 machine pistol.
Have no fear of death, my son, for those that die for the
cause shall enter the eternal garden.

“Is it the time…” the boy asked, “…of
judgment?”

“Yes,” his father whispered as he cocked his sawed-off
twelve-gauge shotgun. “But no matter what happens to me, you must
promise that you will never forget the name you have been given…
you are my Sword of
Vengeance.”

Seif stood tall, his chest filled with pride. He was only
a ten-year old boy, but in his father’s eyes, today, he was a man.
The boy wiped a tear from his cheek and leveled his automatic
weapon on the door. “Yes, Father,” he swore. “Across the sands of
time, I will never forget.”

Just as the words left the boy’s lips, a gas canister
crashed through the back window of the flat and struck his sister,
slashing a gaping hole in her chest. The spewing chemical fragments
from the bomb danced around on the floor, hissing as they quickly
filled the room with toxic smoke. Aiyla screamed in pain as she
collapsed, blood gushing out of the gaping wound of mangled flesh
in her burned stomach. Her mother rushed to her side to try and
stop the bleeding, but the knockout gas paralyzed her arms and
legs; she fell helplessly on top of her dying daughter.

Seif spun around to rush toward his mother, but he
couldn’t move. The iron grip of his father’s powerful hand clamped
down on his shoulder, holding him back.

“Cover your mouth!” Khalid commanded. “And stay behind me,
my son!”

From the belly of the winged beast hovering above the
street, a hatch door sprang open; ropes unfurled and shadows
swiftly rappelled down the face of a burned-out building in the
darkness. Seconds later, five men dressed in black armor, wearing
gas masks and night vision helmets, followed the blast of a
concussion grenade and burst through the iron security door as it
was blown from its hinges. In the smoke and confusion, the armored
men simultaneously locked their laser sights on Khalid and opened
fire with a hail of lead, riddling his body with their machine
guns, cutting him to pieces in seconds.

As his father fell to the floor, the boy screamed and
rushed forward, emptying his machine pistol into the intruders… his
futile barrage of bullets bouncing harmlessly off their body armor.
His hand was frozen on the trigger and the room fell silent, except
for the hollow clicking metallic sound of his empty weapon as its
spent chamber clattered to a halt in the haze of the smoke-filled
room.

With their primary target dead, the men in black armor
regrouped and trained their sights on the terrified boy, ready to
end his life. They paused, the red dots of their lasers dancing a
pattern of lights on the boy’s forehead, waiting for the order from
their leader. The silence of the standoff was broken not by the
anticipated order of execution, but by an unexpected
command.

“Cease fire,” their leader uttered. “Check the back
room.”

The boy dropped the bandana that was covering his mouth,
knelt down and gently put his arms around his dead father.
“Almighty One, why have you forsaken us?” Seif sobbed. He tried to
rise; he wanted to bludgeon the intruders with his bare fists,
killing them all. But as the knockout gas expanded into his lungs,
his head started to spin and he collapsed to his knees. “Please… I
beseech you!” Seif prayed. “Grant me the strength to destroy the
evil that has slain my family.” But his desperate plea fell upon
deaf ears; his prayers were not to be answered that day. The boy
who had become a man in a baptism of fire slumped over the body of
his dead father, his arms and legs numb from the gas. As he lay
there, his body was paralyzed but his eyes were still partially
open, he could see the image of the criminal intruders in the
haze. I will be the Sword of
Vengeance, the young man pledged through his
tears. And I swear to you, my father, I will
extract retribution tenfold for your death. I will kill these
murderous bastards and eradicate their seed for all
eternity.

“Two down in here, Colonel,” a man in black armor called
out from the back room. One’s pretty bad, the other one’s… still
breathing. The rest is clear.”

The strike leader, Colonel Sirius Stonewall Ryker, knelt
down to the semiconscious boy; he had been impressed with his
courage in the face of death. “You’re a fearless adversary, my son,
but you’re on the wrong side of this war.”

Seif’s mind was spinning from the gas, his vision fading
in and out. He tried to scream at the killer standing over him, but
his face and mouth were numb, there was no voice to be
heard.

“Your father was a parasite,” Colonel Ryker continued as
he circled the body. “He was like a tick, burrowing deep under the
skin of our society, hiding beneath the safety of our government,
even as he was sucking the life out of his host. He provoked
sedition and anarchy, all the while passing secrets to our enemy. A
traitor like this deserves no mercy; he had to be cut down, for the
good of us all.” The young man just stared up at him, unable to
speak his dark eyes half-open and staring. “We each have choices to
make; your father made his, and he paid for his sins.”

Colonel Sirius Ryker knew when he joined the Confederation
Military Tribunal that he would be leading a death squad; he would
hunt down suspected terrorists and eliminate them before they could
strike. This was what it took to protect the last remnants of
society… no judge, no jury, just an executioner in body armor with
a machine gun. As Thomas Jefferson said, ‘The tree
of liberty must be refreshed from time to time with the blood of
patriots and tyrants,’ he told himself.
And these terrorists are its natural manure.
But tonight, looking down at the dead man and his innocent
young son draped over his body, Colonel Ryker’s mantle of command
felt especially heavy. If I hadn’t killed him, it
would be me lying here on the floor in a pool of blood.
“It’s too late for him, son, and for you as well, I’m
afraid,” he hesitated. “Orders are orders.”

“Time to go, sir,” urged one of the men in black armor.
The soldier moved close to his leader and whispered, “Look, I’ll do
whatever you tell me to do, sir, but you know what our orders are…
leave no one alive.” The soldier stared at his leader, waiting for
a command. “What are we doing here, sir?”

Colonel Ryker shook his head. This wasn’t the first
execution he had carried out, and it sure as hell wouldn’t be the
last. The world, or whatever was left of it, was rapidly descending
into madness. The only survivors in this *** storm
would be soulless killers and the faceless bureaucrats that fed
them.I should just shoot this boy in the head
and be done with it; hell, I’d be doing him a favor.
Looking down at the young mandraped over his
dead father, still clutching his empty machine pistol in his hand,
Colonel Sirius Ryker made a command decision; it was an
insubordinate decision driven by his heart, not by his mind. It was
a decision of compassion that would change the course of many
lives, and little did he know, ultimately result in his own
death. There’s been enough collateral damage for
one night. Besides, we’re going to need his kind in the
future. He bent down and whispered into the young
man’s ear. “As twisted as this may seem, you’re a weapon of our own
making… a weapon that will prove useful for us; in the right
circumstance.”

The boy looked up with hate burning in his eyes at the
murderer with a machine gun standing over him. I
will remember you, you bastard, and I will kill you,
he screamed out in his mind.

“I can feel the hatred burning inside you, it’s a thirst
for revenge that can only be quenched with blood,” Colonel Ryker
whispered. “Hold on to that hatred, son, lock it deep inside your
heart; you’re going to need it to survive. We just need to channel
that hatred, redirect it with the proper… indoctrination to the
truth; our truth, that is.”

Lying on the floor, Seif wanted desperately to close his
eyes to the horror around him, but he couldn’t. His face was still
numb from the gas paralyzing his eyes; they were frozen wide open.
What his eyes didn’t want to see was in the next room; an impatient
soldier in black armor, standing over the bodies of his mother and
sister, waiting for his command to execute them. The soldier poked
Seif’s sister in the back with the barrel of his rifle and she
rolled over in a pool of blood, exposing the gaping hole in her
chest; she was dead. Raising his boot, the soldier shrugged and
then brought it down hard on the back of Seif’s mother. She winced
and emitted a muffled cry of pain.

“Colonel, we’ve got a problem in here. One of these
terrorist bitches is still alive,” he said coldly. “Want me to end
her?”

“Stand down, soldier,” Colonel Ryker barked without
looking up from the young man at his feet. “Check your
fire.”

The force of the boot on her back awakened Seif’s mother
from her shock and the worst effects of the gas. As she opened her
eyes, she looked down at a mother’s worst nightmare… the lifeless
eyes of her dead daughter beneath her.

“Aiyla, no!” she sobbed.

The woman clutched her daughter tightly in her arms for a
moment, rocking back and forth, and then gently laid her limp body
back on the floor. As she wiped the tears from her cheek, her eyes
met Seif’s through the haze as he lay there in the front room, on
top of her husband. The pain of her loss overwhelmed Seif’s mother,
and despite the lingering effects of the gas, she somehow managed
to get to her feet and charge the murderer standing over her
husband’s body.

“You killed them all, you monster!” the woman sobbed,
striking Colonel Ryker with her open hand across his face before
she collapsed to the floor beside her son and dead
husband.


********
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Chapter 2
Back Dated





 

Back Dated, by Chris
Niblock 

Description:  “One look into their eyes,
and I knew I was in big trouble: there was nothing there. It was
like gazing into the eyes of the dead. Testosterone oozed from
every pore and fibre, reminding me of those Russian female shot
putters and javelin throwers from the Cold War period, whose gender
couldn’t definitely be determined, even after exhaustive scientific
tests. Bond got Pussy Galore. I’d got the ugly sisters, but there
would be no pantomime play acting from these two: these ‘Ladies’
meant business.”

Sci-fi writer Ray Flaxman has a jealous fiancée, a secret
admirer and a deadline to meet. He doesn’t need any more trouble,
but then a strange young woman turns up at his flat: is she his
secret admirer, an obsessed fan, or is she a blackmailer?

The truth is even more startling and a lot more dangerous. Ray
is forced to emulate the hero of his novels in order to ensure, not
just his own survival, but that of the male half of the human
race.

Back Dated

Chapter 1: Loves Labours Lost

Sometimes, it just takes one small disturbance in the calm
surface of the everyday; just one thing out of place, to tell the
whole story. Breathless after a climb up three flights of narrow
stairs, I paused on the landing to catch my breath and find my
keys. Even in the dim lighting provided by my rapacious landlord, I
could see that the front door to my flat was slightly ajar, and I
knew immediately that this wasn’t an oversight on my part. Closer
to, I saw the splintered wood and the well being engendered by a
romantic weekend in Oxford, evaporated.

‘Don’t move anything.’ I was told when I reported the break-in
to my local outpost of The Met, ‘We’ll send someone round in the
morning.’ I barricaded myself in for the night as best as I could,
jamming a chair under the door knob, and went to bed. I slept
fitfully, alert to every creak and groan of my flat’s floorboards,
and aged plumbing.

The desk sergeant hadn’t given me a time, and the following day,
with breakfast fast becoming a distant memory, I decided to ignore
the carnage wrought by my uninvited visitors, and try to get some
work done. It wasn’t easy.

Every room in my one bedroom flat, or ‘loft apartment’ as the
estate agent had rather grandly described it, looked like it had
been hit by a mini tornado. In the lounge, the entire contents of a
large bookcase had been thrown out onto the floor. Spines broken,
dust covers ripped off, the precious volumes lay there like a flock
of birds with broken wings. Scattered amongst the massacred volumes
were first editions of all eight sci-fi novels I’d so far
published. The ninth, and the last of a trilogy, was the manuscript
I was desperately trying to occupy my mind with.

I took a sip of coffee and grimaced. It was stone cold. I put
the mug down and stared at the blank screen in front of me. A fresh
chapter full of infinite possibilities stretched out before me. I
flexed my fingers and typed chapter twelve in 14pt bold caps, then
sat there staring at those two words.

Those thirteen letters.

Those three syllables.

Now what? Suddenly those infinite possibilities seemed all too
finite.

Perhaps a fresh shot of caffeine might provide the stimulus
required, to propel me and my characters through the next chapter.
Pushing back my chair, I stood up and came face to face once more
with the reason for my lack of concentration.

I took my coffee mug to the kitchen: a scene of further mindless
vandalism; drawers pulled out, cutlery scattered, cupboards
emptied, and crockery smashed. I filled the kettle and set it to
boil. I’d left the radio playing, and on Woman’s Hour, they were
having the usual discussion about a man’s usefulness, in this brave
new world of women’s lib. One of the speakers was talking – I
thought rather too gleefully – about the low sperm count produced
by the average male these days. According to this woman, men would
soon become redundant, as in the not too distant future, it would
be possible to create babies using methods that wouldn’t involve
sperm. It was a depressing thought, and not one calculated to cheer
up this hapless male, who was already having a bad day.

I stirred two spoonfuls of Demerara sugar into my coffee and
returned to the lounge. As I entered the room, a stocky man in a
brown leather jacket, broke off from examining my new stereo. He
had a shaven head, the beginnings of a serious beer gut and the
hard eyed stare of a night club bouncer.

‘What are you doing? I demanded.

‘Mister Flaxman?’

‘Who wants to know?’

The man put a hand inside his jacket and my alarm increased. Had
the burglar returned; this time with a gun?

‘D.C. Wells, Garrison Lane Police station,’ he replied,
producing his warrant card.

I peered at it. I hadn’t seen one before, but it looked genuine
enough. ‘Sorry, for a moment there I thought you were one of the
burglars,’ I explained. ‘Come back for the stereo. Feeling a bit
paranoid this morning, I’m afraid.’

‘Understandable in the circumstances. Nice stereo. Bang &
Olufsen isn’t it?

‘Yes. It was a birthday present from my girl friend.’ Why did I
sound so defensive?

‘Expensive present. She must think a lot of you that lady of
yours.’

I felt my face reddening. It was a mistake to have described
Frankie as my girlfriend. Although she was a good five years
younger than my thirty-nine, neither of us was in the first flush
of youth. The word sounded faintly ridiculous on my lips.

‘Yes, she’s very generous when it comes to presents,’ I said
primly. ‘Anyway, as you can see, I’ve been burgled,’ I added after
an awkward pause.

D.C. Wells looked about him as if he’d only just noticed the
mess made by my uninvited visitors. ‘So I see.’

‘Well, there you have it,’ I said, indicating the battered
remains of my library with a sweep of a hand. ‘My whole life laid
out before you. Not necessarily in the right order of course.’

D.C. Wells crouched down and looked them over. ‘That’s a lot of
books.’

‘It’s a lot of years,’ I told him.

Wells pulled one of the volumes out of the pile. ‘This one’s got
your name on it,’ he said. He made it sound like an accusation.
‘Slave Colony by Ray Flaxman,’ he read. ‘The first of the Halgaar
Chronicles … ’ He got to his feet. ‘The Halgaar Chronicles.
What’s that then?’

‘It’s a trilogy I’m writing,’ I said.

Wells turned to the back cover. ‘Oh, science fiction,’ he said
scornfully and held it out at arms length as if it was
contaminated, or maybe he was just short sighted.

I took it from him. The dust jacket had a jagged tear, and a
section of the inside pages had been doubled over and badly
creased, when the book had hit the floor. ‘Your colleague at the
station told me not to touch anything,’ I said pointedly.

‘Don’t worry Mister Flaxman. I won’t have to arrest myself if
forensics find my prints in your flat, or you either, should yours
turn up here somewhere.’ He laughed: a dry, rasping sound. A
smoker.

Great. I call for a detective and they send me The Laughing
Policeman. Suddenly, I could no longer contain the anger that had
been building up inside me all morning. These books of mine were
like children to me: I’d given birth to them. Nurtured them. Sent
them out into the world.

‘Instead of standing there making stupid jokes,’ I said. ‘Why
don’t you get out there and find the mindless thugs responsible for
this … this violation!’

Wells’ only reaction was to raise his right eyebrow a fraction.
‘With all due respect Mister Flaxman, just where do you suggest I
start? Because unless you know their names and addresses, this is
where the search for your mindless thugs begins.’

Chastened, I turned the battered volume over in my hands. ‘They
were in mint condition, you see. First editions of all my novels. A
lifetime’s work … ’ I controlled myself with an effort; I
didn’t want to lose it in front of Wells. I doubted if he would
understand. ‘I’m sorry … bit of a shock coming home to a mess
like this.’

‘I know sir,’ he said and for the first time sounded
sympathetic. He took out a small, black note book. ‘When was that
Mister Flaxman?’

‘Uh … late last night. Frankie and I spent the weekend in
Oxford … ’

‘Frankie?’

‘My fiancée, Francesca Verde.’

Wells looked puzzled ‘You have a fiancée and a girlfriend?’

‘No, no. Frankie is my girlfriend. I mean, she’s both.’

He wrote that down. ‘Is she a writer too?’

‘No, she’s a TV producer. She had an early start this morning,
so I dropped her off at her place in Islington, got back here
around midnight.’

More scribbling in the notebook. ‘Was the flat left unoccupied
for the entire weekend ?’

‘Yes. We left London just after lunch on Friday afternoon.
Thought we’d beat the rush. We didn’t of course. The M25 was more
like a car park than a motorway.’

‘So, the thieves had all the time they needed.’

‘’Sorry, I don’t understand. Time for what exactly?’

‘You’ve got some nice things here Mister Flaxman. Wide screen
TV, DVD player … that newish laptop there.’ He pointed to my
apple notebook. ‘Not to mention the Bang & Olufsen. All
portable, readily saleable in any number of dodgy pubs not a
million miles from here and yet,’ he paused for effect. ‘The
thieves left them behind. Curious, don’t you think.’

D.C. Wells, I was beginning to realise was far more canny than
he looked. ‘Perhaps they were disturbed,’ I suggested.

‘Maybe.’ He took a few strides towards the bookcase; each step
accompanied by the sound of crunching glass. He lifted a foot and
examined the sole of his shoe. ‘Where’s this broken glass
from?’

‘This picture frame.’ I picked up the empty 10 x 8 silver frame
from my desk and showed it to him. As he took it from me, the few
remaining slivers of glass slid out, and joined the rest on the
floor. ‘It used to contain a photo of my fiancée. The thieves
appear to have taken it.’

‘Odd … ’ he said and handed it back to me. His eyes, hard
as flint, bored into mine as if trying to read something written on
the wall behind my head.

As Wells continued to stare at me, and I tried to come up with a
convincing reason, why a complete stranger would prefer a portrait
of my fiancée to a Bang & Olufsen, the phone rang. ‘Excuse me,’
I said. ‘I’d better answer that. Probably Frankie.’ Wells nodded
and I picked up the phone.

‘Hello.’ No response. ‘Hello?’ I repeated. Still nothing.
‘Anybody there?’ This time I thought I heard someone breathing on
the other end of the line. ‘Look, I know you’re there. I can hear
you breathing, dammit. What’s the point of phoning me, if you never
say anything?’ I disconnected and slammed the phone down hard on
the desk.

Wells gave me another of his hard-eyed stares. ‘You look worried
Mister Flaxman. Anything I can help you with?’

‘No, nothing. Wrong number that’s all.’

Another quizzical raising of an eyebrow. ‘I don’t think you’re
being completely honest with me Mister Flaxman.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean none of this adds up. The thieves had all weekend. They
could have walked off with everything you own, yet all they take is
a photo of your fiancée. They trash your books, but leave the Bang
& Olufsen. And now, you’re taking calls from a heavy breather.
Sounds like woman trouble to me. So, if there’s something you’d
like to get off your chest, now would be a good time to do it.’

*********************************
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Chapter 3
Key to the Stars




 

Key to the Stars, by Kevin
Domenic
 

 

Description:  

For nearly a decade, the race of sorcerers known as the Kyrosen
lived in seclusion beneath the sands of the Mayahol Desert. After
the death of his father during the Vermillion War, Sartan Truce
rose to power as the rightful heir to take the reigns of his
battered people.

Although the planet’s natives did their best to drive the
Kyrosen to extinction, Truce’s technological advancements served to
both sustain his people and aid them in their fight for
survival.

And now his greatest weapon was a fourteen year old boy.

—————————————————————————————

The Fourth Dimension is a sci-fi/fantasy book series that
follows the journeys of a young man named Arus whose tragic
disfigurement leads him to discover that even the harshest storms
can be weathered by courage of the heart.

Excerpt:

The Vezulian Armada sat in silence on the far side of Terranias,
the occasional starfighter patrols providing the only activity
within the fleet. Why they’d returned was hard to determine, though
Kindel Thorus’ reasons for any of his actions were questionable.
The only certainty was that he was not visiting the planet on
vacation. If Thorus had set his eyes on Terranias as he had
Belvidia, then no good could come from it. The problem came in
trying to track his movements as his ability to teleport from place
to place made him nearly impossible to find until it was too
late.

And that was just a fraction of troubles facing the
universe.

Kitreena let out a long breath as she shifted her eyes from the
Armada to the glowing blue planet. Arus was down there, somewhere.
Whether he was alive or dead was impossible to know. Either way,
Truce and the Kyrosen had developed a weapon of unlimited
potential. Machines had been trusted for manufacturing,
calculating, measuring, and a myriad of other tasks for thousands
of years. Lives depended on their proper operation day in and day
out across the universe, and as technology progressed, machines
only became more precise and efficient. Humanity, in contrast, was
the epitome of imperfection. The same could be said of any sentient
life form across the cosmos, for that matter. Machines lacked the
consciousness and intelligent decision-making abilities of humans.
Imagine the unlimited potential and creativity that could be gained
from merging the two together!

Precisely what Sartan Truce had done.

Shaking her head, she turned away from the viewport and flopped
onto her bed. Damien’s starship was the closest thing she had to a
home, and though she’d never admit it to him, she always felt safe
when she was onboard. He’d been given command of
the Refuge only a year ago, after their raid on
the Deltorian Pirates brought in Dexter Amaroth and freed nearly
four hundred prisoners. Damien had allowed her to choose the name
of the vessel, and she selected Refuge in honor
of those they’d liberated from their enslavement to the pirates.
Since then, the ship had become their base of operations, and the
only place where Kitreena could feel at home.

Her room was the first of the living quarters, located on the
starboard side of the ship near the forward decks. The craft was
shaped like two cylinders conjoined side-by-side with a long
nosepiece where the bridge was housed. Small fins protruded from
either side of the grey-plated hull at the rear. It was one of the
more majestic starships used by the Aeden Alliance, acquired as a
gift from the Blumosian council for the Alliance’s assistance in
ending a centuries-old civil war that had wracked their world.
Kitreena remembered the day they’d first boarded; she’d chosen this
room as her own because it had the largest viewport of all the
living quarters and she loved staring at the stars. It brought
peace when there was none, which was frequently the case.

She’d done very little to personalize it, aside from changing
the glowing window border from a white light to a vivid pink and
lining up her collection of flowers from distant planets on the
wooden bureau beneath it. Her bed sheets were pink as well, a tone
so light that they may as well have been white. The colors,
combined with the deep brown wood of the wardrobe on the left and
the bookshelf beside it, created a warm atmosphere that reminded
her of home—her real home—where she could curl
up with some hot tea and a good book for hours on end. Perhaps more
personalization had gone into it than she’d realized.

There would be no such relaxation today, though, as a knock on
her door sent her scrambling for her covers. She hated being seen
in her nightgown. “Just a minute!” she called, shoving her feet
under the blanket and pulling it up to her chin. “Come in!”

The door beside the bookcase cracked open, and Damien poked his
head through. “Morning, Kit. How are you today?”

“I’m here,” she responded in a bland voice. “Isn’t that
enough?”

“I have something here that may lift your spirits,” Damien said,
shaking what sounded like a bundle of papers on the other side of
the door. “May I come in?”

“Of course,” Kitreena nodded. “What is it?”

He entered slowly, sliding the door closed behind him. The thick
stack of papers in his hand seemed tattered and worn with abuse;
someone had certainly studied each page extensively. Damien dropped
it on the bed beside her and grinned. “Lueille managed to link our
systems with Truce’s long enough to strip half of his database. It
took a bit of decoding, but we finally have an in-depth technical
schematic of the implant prototype.”

Her eyes widened as she sat up—it wasn’t as though the nightgown
wasn’t decent—and grabbed the papers. “I thought
recon said they couldn’t get into his database unless it was
powered up.”

“All of his systems are salvaged parts from old starships,”
Damien said with a grin, “and every starship terminal has remote
access capabilities, meaning—”

“Meaning there had to be a remote power-on command as well?”
Kitreena looked up at him.

“Exactly. They just had to figure out how to activate it.”

“So what does this stuff say?” She flipped through the pages,
hoping to find something that wasn’t written in scientific
technobabble. “Is there a weakness? Can it be removed without
killing the patient?”

“We don’t know yet,” Damien admitted. “Recon is still analyzing
everything. They expect to report their conclusions to me by the
end of the day.”

Kitreena groaned and dropped back to her pillow. “You mean this
is going to be another day wasted? How many days has it been
now?”

“Just because there’s nothing you can do at the moment doesn’t
mean it’s a day wasted,” he told her, taking the paperwork. “Relax.
Enjoy the break while we have it.”

She gave him a sour look. “How can I enjoy it when I’m confined
to my room? I can’t go to the simulator, I can’t go to the training
room, I can’t go to the lounge, I can’t do anything!”

Damien’s snow-white eyebrows rose over his grin. “Perhaps you
should’ve have considered that before chasing after F’Ledro and
nearly killing us all in the process.” He sounded as though he was
holding back laughter.

Kitreena’s face darkened. “I won’t stop until he’s kissing my
feet, Damien. You know that.”

“Yes, I do.” He turned and headed for the door. “But that
reckless attitude and thirst for vengeance is going to lead you
down a dark, dark path. Trust what I teach you, Kit. I’ve seen it
happen to people … very close to me.”

She couldn’t help but roll her eyes. “I’m not going to turn out
like him, Damien.”

He stopped in the doorway for a moment. She almost thought he
might turn and shout reprimands at her, but that had never been
Damien’s way. It was hard for him to discipline her, she knew, not
being her biological father, but he’d never once given any sign of
giving up, no matter how difficult she made the job. “What
frightens me,” he began, not looking back, “is
that he didn’t realize it until his brother
pointed it out. And even then, he didn’t believe.”

With that, he was gone, and the silence of Kitreena’s room
seemed to scream at her. Deep down, she knew he was right, but her
stubborn streak was not willing to relinquish its hold on her anger
just yet. All that aside, the paperwork on Truce’s implant was a
great leap forward for their mission. Once deciphered, the
information would certainly lead them to some kind of weakness in
the machine’s design. It could be deactivated without losing the
victim. It had to be! I won’t let them
use Arus as their killing machine!

But how do you know he’s even alive? How do you know their
experiment was a success?

She’d found herself having this internal argument countless
times over the past several days, and though
she knew logically that there was almost no
chance Arus had survived, she couldn’t quite seem to shake the
voice that assumed he lived. How can you be so sure he’s
alive?

Because he is. I can’t explain it, he just is.

She let out a long breath as she stood and opened her wardrobe.
“Stupid” Imagine! Arguing with oneself over something so stupid!
Even if the boy was alive, it only meant that
Truce had likely enslaved him, and that he was being used as the
ultimate weapon against the people of Terranias. And if
Thorus manages to get his hands on it …  She glanced
back at the Armada through the viewport. No, better for
the galaxy to hope that he’s dead.

But he isn’t.

*******
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The Trojan Device, by Jeff
Edis

 


Description:  In the tradition of
Matthew Reilly comes a heart-stopping rollercoaster ride of a
thriller!

A mysterious signal has been picked up by Echelon, the most
highly advanced tracking system in the world, emanating from Ayers
Rock in central Australia, the Great Pyramid in Giza, and deep
below the surface of Mars.

Enter Lieutenant Jake ‘Devil’ Delaney and his team of dedicated
marines who have discovered something on Mars which could alter the
balance of power on Earth forever.

The only problem is… someone else found it first.

Now, Devil Delaney must use all his skill, courage and
experience to fight a battle that truly lives up to his motto…
‘Wherever the Devil goes, all hell breaks loose!’

 Excerpt 



Eight minutes to go…

Delaney was carving his way around the bug’s roof with the
circular saw.

It cut quite easily, and he was able to make a smooth line about
six inches below the roof all the way around the vehicle. The blade
sliced through the last few inches to the point where he began, and
the roof dropped slightly on itself with a clunk.

Delaney put the saw down, then reached up and lifted one side of
the dome shaped roof. He dragged it towards the edge. He got a
better grip with both hands, then hauled the roof completely off
the bug until it landed with a heavy thud on the hangar floor.

Then he flipped it over.

A boat!

Four minutes…

Suddenly, Delaney saw something flash past his eyes—at the rear
of the hangar. Something was moving about amongst all the machinery
and computer banks and piles of spare parts and junk.

He remained still, crouching over the big black bowl, leaning on
it with both hands as it rolled about under his weight.

Delaney turned his head slowly, trying not to move. Or
breathe.

Nothing… then—

Crash!

A stack of wooden crates collapsed against the far wall near the
gearwheels. The thing moved again, raced across the hangar darting
behind some machinery.

Delaney carefully stood upright. His heart pounded in his
chest.

He unclipped his right-side pistol from its holster as silently
as humanly possible, then took a couple of steps backwards as he
brought his gun up and clasped it tightly with both hands.

His eyes flicked left and right, up and down. Trying to keep a
view on the entire hangar.

Delaney heard some footsteps in the distance. The acoustics in
the hangar made it impossible to get a fix on the exact
location.

Delaney realized he was standing in the open, and he crouched
back down again, started moving towards the group of black vehicles
to his left. Hidden amongst them, he figured, he’d have the
advantage.

He paused for a second, not moving a muscle. Then, very
gradually, painstakingly, he stretched his neck upwards to peer
over the roof of one of the bugs.

Blam! Ping!

A bullet whisked across the vehicle’s roof, missing Delaney’s
head by an inch.

“Fuck!” he hit the deck and crawled between the vehicles along
the floor. He popped up again, and this time he saw it. A yellow
uniform.

A Chinese soldier.

It was one of the soldiers who had been following Lena, Simms
and Wells when they were descending the cave.

Somehow, this soldier had managed to survive the rock fall, and
was now hiding out in the hangar, most likely oblivious to the
significance of the tunnel’s purpose.

And, he was causing a headache for Delaney, who was all too
aware of what was about to happen inside the tunnel.

Delaney looked at his watch again—three minutes until
Armageddon.

He had to finish this guy off fast.

He rested his pistol on the roof of the bug he was now standing
behind and fired six rapid shots in the direction of the
soldier.

The Chinaman fell backwards in shock at the marine’s sudden
volley of shots. He rolled along the floor behind some drums and
returned fire with his automatic rifle.

Bullets sprayed the cars all around Delaney.

He retreated behind the cars, staying low, and slammed another
clip into his Desert Eagle as he scurried about on his haunches. He
was safe enough here for the time being, but he was concerned about
the time—or lack of it.

This guy was becoming a real pain in the arse.

Time to unleash hell.

In a sudden burst of new found energy, Delaney raced towards the
workbench and dived through the air, rolling like a gymnast so that
he landed in a crouching position—on top of the bench,
shooting at the soldier with his Deagle as he did so!

He emptied the second clip in two seconds, and tossed the gun
away as the Chinese soldier came out into the open and strafed the
benchtop with his automatic.

Delaney rolled again, this time picking up the M4 he had placed
on the bench earlier, in mid-roll, and fired off a burst of searing
rounds, hitting the soldier in the leg.

The soldier fell hard.

Delaney reached the end of the bench and vaulted off, landing
right near the large heliox bottle he and the others had used
earlier to refill their own canisters. He looked across the floor
and saw the soldier reaching for his weapon.

Delaney grabbed the top of the tall bottle and pulled it over,
causing it to crash to the ground with a
loud clang!

He swiveled the bottle around so it was facing the soldier, side
on, then kicked it hard.

The steel cylinder rolled along the hangar floor.

Just as it was about to hit the man, Delaney shouldered his M4
and took careful aim down the barrel.

“Welcome to hell,” he said, and fired.

The bottle exploded in a ball of blazing, molten gas and metal,
blasting the Chinese soldier and bits of yellow uniform all over
the hangar.

There was no time to look at his handiwork, though.

The clock was ticking.

Less than one minute.

Quickly, Delaney dragged his makeshift boat out through the
hangar door and into the centre of the tunnel.

He looked around at the huge pipes that were embedded in the
wall at the end of the tunnel. He guessed that the best position
for his boat would be about fifty yards down the tunnel.

That way, the force of the water exiting the pipes wouldn’t kill
him on impact, and with a little luck, he’d be able to surf the
boat along the front wall of the massive wave as it pumped out.

You’ve gotta be fucking kidding, Jake, Delaney thought,
as he realized just how insane his idea was. Still, if
anyone can pull it off, it’s the Devil.

A hideous gurgling noise came from inside the pipes.

Delaney dragged the boat the required distance down the tunnel,
keeping his eyes on the pipes the whole time.

Twenty seconds.

Small splashes of water spilled out from the four massive pipes.
The hangar throbbed with noise and light like a demented
discotheque.

Delaney’s head was spinning as he climbed into the upturned
vehicle roof.

Ten seconds.

He gripped the edges of the boat.

Five seconds.

The tunnel throbbed loudly, blurring Delaney’s vision.

Four—thud!

Three—thud!

Two—thud!

One.

The noise stopped. The hangar door slammed shut. The lights in
the tunnel flickered, then everything went pitch black and deathly
silent.

“Oh shit,” breathed Delaney.

And then, with a gutwrenching, horrific sound, a torrent of
water like nobody had ever witnessed erupted from the pipes behind
him.

The bone-crushing wall of water hit Delaney with a frightful
impact.

For a second, he was completely winded. It felt as though his
chest had caved in. The urge to bring his arms in to hold his torso
was overwhelming, but he knew he had to keep hold of the rim of the
upturned roof, or risk being thrown into the water.

The initial wave pounded right over and on top of him. He rolled
and bounced and turned uncontrollably, somehow managing to stay
inside the little black boat.

In fact, by the time Delaney found himself hurtling down the
tunnel, there was already a river of water in front of him. It was
the most fearsome rapids anyone had ever ridden.

The tunnel lights flickered back on, and Delaney strained to
turn his head to look behind.

He wished he hadn’t!

While he was riding a massive swell of water that rose halfway
up the height of the wall, another secondary wave forced out by the
pumping of the pipes—a tsunami that almost touched the ceiling—was
rapidly bearing down on him.

He stared at it in horror.

The wall of water was sixty yards behind him, towering above his
boat, and coming in fast! It roared loudly like a wild beast
chasing its prey.

Twenty yards.

Ten.

Delaney ducked down into the bug boat, flattening out against
the bottom and waited for the inevitable smash.

Then it came.

The tidal wave crashed down—straight down—behind Delaney’s boat!
It had missed him… by just six feet!

The torrent of water had leveled out at precisely the right
moment. But now the river was higher—and faster. Delaney sped down
the tunnel in his little black boat like a plastic toy being washed
along a street curb.

He could almost touch the roof of the tunnel.

Delaney sat in the boat, with nothing else to do now except ride
it out. The tunnel lights flicked past. Little flashes of color
against the black. He looked into the water. It was clear and
cool.

The lights of the tunnel walls were submerged, and it reminded
Delaney of a luxurious hotel swimming pool with the little blue
lights under the water which always look so inviting. He could see
the tunnel floor clearly.

Suddenly, he whizzed past a large black object. It was the black
bug that had broken down earlier, still stuck in the alcove at the
bottom.

Then a thought struck Delaney.

He would be nearing the turbine shortly, and Wells was tied up
at the bottom of the ladder.

The turbine came into view two hundred yards ahead.

Which left Delaney with a decision—stay in the boat and almost
certainly smash into the mesh grate, or leave the boat and try to
swim to the walkway. Either way, it was a bad situation.

He chose the water.

Delaney saw the walkway two hundred yards in front, and thirty
feet to his right.

This was going to be a tough swim, and he was exhausted. He
prepared to exit the boat, got to his knees, then the balls of his
feet, crouching and gripping the sides firmly.

Then he dived.

Straight into the chill of the near-frozen water. Even through
his oxytherm suit, the cold jarred him like an electric shock
charging through his body.

Delaney wasted no time. He started swimming hard, forcing his
body through the water sideways towards the edge of the tunnel, as
the force of the rapids pushed him ever closer towards the
turbine.

He kicked hard, and pulled at the water with his arms, clawing
at it with his open palms. For every yard he swam sideways, he was
being pulled two yards lengthwise.

The turbine loomed closer.

Delaney could hear its mechanical whirring and the whooshing of
millions of gallons of Martian ice-water being sucked into the huge
fans. If he hit the mesh grate, his body would be forced through in
one inch pieces.

“Move!” he yelled to himself in frustration.

He saw the ladder coming up fast, in front but still several
yards to the side.

Delaney thrashed against the surge of the rapids. His shoulders
ached. His movements were slowed down by the icy water.

He was swimming in slow motion, doing a bizarre kind of
freestyle which looked all the more ridiculous because of the
lateral force of the torrent.

The ladder was twenty feet in front. Six feet out of reach, as
the water carried Delaney along relentlessly.

Delaney summoned up all his remaining strength, all his will. He
sucked in a huge gasp of air, and propelled himself with a series
of wild kicks. He stretched out his hand, fumbling blindly as the
water cascaded over him and slapped against his face.

The ladder was approaching, only inches away.

Delaney lunged and—

—missed!

He groaned loudly as he sailed past the rungs towards the mesh
grate. He flailed his arms up and out, stretching for
something.

Then his fingers touched it.

The catwalk’s lower railing. He gripped it tightly with one hand
and caught his breath. He swung his other arm up and grabbed hold.
He then dragged himself sideways towards the ladder against the
force of the surging water. Finally his leg brushed against a rung.
Delaney breathed hard, sucking in the air and manouvered his body
until he got a solid foothold. Then with one last grunt, he forced
his upper body out of the water, leaning hard into the ladder as he
stepped up.

Delaney hung there for a moment to get his breath back, his legs
still submerged in the icy water. He allowed the river to wash over
him for a second, ignoring the cold, then he lunged up one final
time towards the catwalk.
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Chapter 5
Epilogue


We hope you enjoyed reading this short compendium of Science
Fiction authors. For excerpts by these authors, and more, please
visit us at the Indie Books List Sci-Fi section:

 

http://bit.ly/indiescifi

 

Thanks for reading.

 

All copyrights are the property of their respective authors. All
excerpts used with the permission of the authors listed.
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