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Chapter 1

“The universe is under no obligation to explain itself. Unfortunately, it expects you to figure all its
shit out yourself” – Ancient Human Proverb

To be honest though, not even the universe knows itself that well. That’s why there’s a lot of pain
and suffering in the world. But enough with philosophy. You’re reading this because you want an
interesting story full action and nuance, sex and thoughtfulness; a story that teaches you a lesson
about what ever is going on in your universe today. Well, you’re in luck. We’ve got some of those.
So, strap yourself in.

Commander Lilianna Belle was sweltering under the twin suns of Isothorpe. Of all the world’s the
Independent Trader’s Union had to make the current Homequarters it had to be a desert planet.
Commander Belle dusted off her desert fatigues for the umpteenth time and was trying to politely
spit out the sand from her mouth. The light sandstorm in the area made that an impossibility.

“Ugh,” she groaned. She was going to be here for who knows how long.

“Please Commander, this way,” her tour guide directed.

He looked as miserable as she felt, which made her feel a lot better.

“Thank you, Captain Dirk. I mean Billiam. Attache Billiam.” She beamed at him, as much as one could
with sand flinging in their eye.

The former Captain didn’t appear phased by the comment, but she knew from past experiences that
it must be eating inside him.

“Good,” she thought.

She stepped inside the humble looking desert dwelling; a light brown hemisphere modelled after the
desert planet itself. Inside, however was anything but humble. The room had a classy silver, blue and
marble motif; the colours and theme of the Planetary Collective.

“Club 39, Commander.” Billiam wasn’t in the mood to sell it. It was like every other PC approved
establishments, clean, efficient and orderly, but lacking in any flavour. Not his usual drinking hole,
but he didn’t want to get into trouble with what was left of his career hanging by a thread.

“It’s quaint. I’m surprised to see a bar like this in the ITU.”

“Well, the PC have small but influential presence here. And most people from the PC prefer a place
more to their liking.”

“I assume it’s safe?” she queried.

Billiam sighed. “Yes, Commander Belle. It’s quite safe. When you entered the building you were
scanned for any potential weapons.”

“Well, I’ll look around to be sure, but I’d say this will be okay for the rest of the crew and negotiating
staff.”

“You don’t seemed to enthused, Lilly.”

She glared at him.

“I’m sorry.” However, he was not sorry. “I meant to say, Commander Belle.”

She continued to glare at him. This wasn’t the first time he had referred to her as Lily. She hated the
name and he knew it. She wasn’t going to let him get under her skin. Not this time. Not when the
tables have finally turned.

“Well, I was hoping for something a little more, local. Something a little less …”

“Gentrified?”

“Yeah! I’m sure a connoisseur of alcoholic beverages like yourself knows a couple of fun places.”

Billiam wasn’t the only person who could get under people’s skin.

“Very good, Commander. However, I was ordered to bring you here and I wouldn’t want to go
behind my superior’s back.” The venom in his voice was thick.

“Well, maybe one day you’ll be in a position to give orders instead of following them.” That had
sounded less childish in her head. “Moving on, this will be fine for now. You can go find the rest of
my team and tell them to meet me here. I’m going to have a look around.

If looks were energy weapons, Billiam’s face would be set to kill. “As you wish, Commander Lily.”

Before Commander Belle could react he left the club.

Despite their differences, she knew they agreed on one thing. PC approved social establishments
were as fun as eating medically approved nutrition bars. However, she had to make sure, so she
started scanning. The noise didn’t seem to startle anyone, unlike the other facilities she’d been to
earlier that day. Most had felt offended that their place wasn’t trustworthy, however, when the
President of the Planetary Collective was a factor, you weren’t going to take any chances.

By the time she had finished her audit, more people had entered, including some of her team who
starting their own scans of the place. She applauded their thoroughness as their was a lot at stake,
but to be honest the members of her team would have done it even if the fate of this arm of the
galaxy wasn’t at stake. Ms Franay, a Catiri by birth and part of the President’s staff, approached her.

“I assume you’ve made an initial survey of this establishment.”

“Yes, I’ve made thorough checks in every nook and crany.”

“Good, and have you interviewed the staff and its patrons?”

“I talked and done a background check on the owner, but I would hardly think I need to interrogate
his staff and certainly not its customers.”

“I said interview, not interrogate Commander. Don’t put words in my mouth.” She sounded as fun
as the décor.
“And, yes, I need you to interview everyone who comes in and out, no matter how frequently. I’m
not going to leave this to chance. Any unknown variable could destroy any opportunity here. I would
think someone with your experience would understand that.”

She hated to admit it, but she was right. Even if the President himself didn’t come here, his staff
probably would and something might leave them to be compromised. The future of the PC couldn’t
be put at risk. She nodded her head.

“I expect a report by oh six hundred. Local time of course.”

“Of course.” She held in a groan.

The official nodded and disappeared through the door, talking to the next person on their official
hitlist.

“Time to get to it I suppose.”

And she did. The staff were first. They barely tolerated her questions, but it was a PC establishment
so they bit their tongue. Comfortable work was hard to come by here. When it came to talking about
their patrons they bit their lip. Privacy was a valuable commodity. To question one’s honour is bad
enough, but to question the honour of a customer was going to far for the followers of the ITU.

The Commander considered palming this off to the other members of her team, who were now
enjoying a couple of pints at the back table. However, she thought better of it. Technically they were
off duty now and so was she, but she wasn’t going to be the asshole commander. They’ve worked
just as hard as she had today and it would be one of many. The set up for this peace conference was
serious business, As the official told her, the repercussions will be galactic wide.

“You could use a drink!” came a voice from behind.

“What?” she rattled. She looked around to see where it had come from.

“Are you ok … Commander?”

Behind her a man was looking at her direction at the bar. Civilian clothes, human looking, definitely
not a PCF officer perhaps an Empire agent. Their leaders were human after all, but that’s another
long story for another time. The eyes though, they were something else, something magnetizing.

“Yes, I’m good, I mean well, Mr …”

“Ways, Milton Ways.” It was very Bondesque.

He gestured to the seat at the bar. She didn’t hesitate to sit down.

“So what’s your poison?” Milton asked.

“Poison?” She queried, “Why would I need poison?” The question had her on alert.

“Sorry, it’s an old English phrase meaning what would you prefer to drink.”

“Oh, that’s the first time I’ve heard it.” She lowered her shoulders. “I’m on duty. I can’t drink
anything.”

Milton looked around at the scene around them. He gestured to the officers at the back table.

“They’re not. Why are you?”

“Their job is done, mine is not.”

“And what is your job this evening Commander?”

“It’s Belle.” She considered. “No, call me Lilianna. I prefer that.”

“Good to see you starting to relax.” He repeated his question.

Lilianna explained as much as she could which was a surprise to her. She was not one to hide things,
but she wasn’t usually one to blabber her mouth.

“Well let’s make your job easier, for the sake of the galaxy.” His smile was infectious. “I know a thing
or two about the regulars.”

They talked back and forth all night, from the regulars to the benefits of Gorgarion bugs on the
human digestive system. At one point, she even ordered a drink or two. Or was it three? It didn’t
matter. She was off duty now, and it wasn’t often she got the chance to let her hair down and be
open. PCF ships were many things, but they could be a bit stuffy at times.

“Ok, that’s enough about me and everybody else around here. What about you mysterious traveller?
What brings a human out this far from the Planetary Collective, or are you an Empire Human.

“Oh I remember that. That was a big shock when it was found out that the leaders of the Empire
were descendants of humans who had been abducted from Earth. Who would have thought
amongst all these alien species that the biggest threat to humans and their allies were other
humans?”

“That was over fifty years ago. You don’t look a day over 35 at best.”

“Why thank you, I do like to keep in shape.”

“Flatter yourself all you want amigo, but I saw your attempt to Segway the conversation.”

He snapped his fingers. “Can’t get anything passed you Lilianna. I guess that’s why you’re a
commander.”

“And flattery won’t … no actually. Flatterly will get you everywhere with me tonight. Please
continue.”

And it did, from the evening to the early morning; from the bar to her temporary quarters on the
base.

Chapter 2

“Empress on the bridge! Stand at attention!” heralded the sergeant of the guard.

The Empress may have been of small stature but she commanded an imposing figure. Everyone on
the bridge stood at attention, facing towards her but with her heads down in a mark of respect to
one of the members of the royal family. However, it went deeper than that. Unlike the other
members of the family, the Empress (her unofficial title), had joined the service on her own merits
and had earned her fellow officers their genuine respect.

She raised her hand. The crew relaxed and went back to their stations.

“Sergeant, I said there was no need of the fanfare.”

“You did, mi lady, however Master Prime overturned …”

“Did my dear brother explain why?”

The sergeant paused.

“Sergeant, I assure you, there will be no consequences for repeating the words of our .. Commander
in Chief.” The words sounded bitter in her mouth.

The sergeant swallowed hard. “He said…” The Empress gave a nod for him to continue. “He said that
you needed to be reminded of your station.”

The bridge gasped. The Empress looked around the red and gold adorned bridge that screamed
power and influence. The crew awaited her response. They knew there wasn’t any love lost between
the siblings. When her brother became de-facto leader after their father fell ill, she was livid. She
was the eldest after all, but tradition still stated that the line of power went down to the closest
male heir. Her anger nearly caused a war with their Frogilian neighbours.

She rolled her eyes so hard that half the sector caused of heard it.

“Well, remind me to thank Master Prime for his reminder.” She looked over at the officer standing
by the command chair. “Captain Lee’dur, can I see you in your office please.”

The captain nodded. “Yes, admiral. I mean Mistress Se’cond. I mean Empress.”

She smiled. The captain was twice as big as her, but she knew he feared her. “Come along. I don’t
have all day for you to decide what to call me.”

The captain was about to respond but thought better of it and followed her inside.

The door closed behind him as he entered.

“Mainframe, black out mode!” she ordered.

“Blackout mode initiated,” replied the mainframe.

“Your acting skills are up there with the rest of them, Lee.”

The captain bowed.

“Brother is absolutely ridiculous. He hates the rules as much as I do, but all of a sudden their
necessary. He’s such a hypocrite.”

“True, but as long as he plays the tradition card he has favour with the powerful members of the
council.”

“A bunch of crusty old men. How did we let such a bunch get a stranglehold of our Empire? We’re
being grounded into mediocrity.”

“I heard they were pushing for this meeting with the Planetary Collective.”

“It’s not a meeting, it’s a peace summit. They want to send cargo ships through our territory so they
can cut us off from our trading partners. They want us to with and die like some slug.” She banged
her fist on the captain’s table, leaving a sizable crack on the transparent surface.

“Surely, he’s not going to agree to go. The people would riot if they knew we were negotiating with
the enemy,” the captain inquired.

The Empress looked out the porthole. The stars seemed dimmer than normal, as if the energy of the
galaxy had been turned down. She sighed.

“I don’t know Lee.” She didn’t turn to face him. “Our people are suffering out there because of my
inept brother and his council puppet masters.

“Something needs to be done.” He placed his hand on her shoulder to comfort her. She reciprocated
the gesture by holding his hand. He brushed her long wavy red hair aside and kissed her neck. This
made her smile.

“Oh Lee. I wish we had time for that,” she brushed his hand away and stepped away from him.
“However, as you said, something needs to be done. Something needs to change.

“Beep, Beep!”

“We’re in blackout mode. We shouldn’t be receiving any calls.”

The Empress gave a deep sigh and pressed the accept button.

“Oh, brother of mine, what pleasure do you honour with me today.”

“You will refer to me by my proper title.” Her brother demanded.

“I’m sorry, Master Prime what do I owe the pleasure of this call?”

“I’m here to inform you that I will be attending the conference on Isothorpe in the Emperor’s place.”
Things were worse than she imagined.

The Empress’s face was one of disbelief. To even suggest negotiating with a sworn enemy can be
seen as treasonous at best.

“Don’t give me that look. You know damn well why we need to negotiate.”

“But our forefathers…”

“Our forefathers where descendants of slaves who rose up against their masters. They had a reason
to be angry; to mistrust others. We don’t and our stubbornness against the other is going to end us.”

“Our people, our father will not stand for this.”

“The Emperor is in no state to stand for anything and as for our people, maybe you should get off
your ship and have a look around. They need something a little more than the glory of victory.”

“Your falling under the PC trap.”

“I’m not going to argue with you. The decision is done.”

The screen shut off.

“You see Lee?” she began. “My dear brother is a lost caused. Something will need to be done and
soon!”

Chapter 3

“Beep Beep!”

Commander Belle open her eyes to see the bed empty next to her. She smiled. Just how it’s
supposed to be; wham bam thank you Commander. She didn’t like the awkward why are you still
here conversation.

“Beep Beep!”

She stretched over the bed. One of the advantages of being off ship was that she could have a bit of
fun without half the ship gossiping. That was always a headache, especially in her position.

“Beep Beep!”

Unfortunately, this didn’t include being uncontactable.

“Computer, who’s calling?”

“It’s Executive Assistant Franay,” the monotoned computer replied.

“What the hell does she want? Computer accept, audio only.”

The computer clicked. “How can I help you Ms Franay?”

“I was told you were one of the PCFs best and brightest. I see their standards are slipping.”

“I’m sorry, did you wake me up early just to insult me?”

“You’re still in bed?! How unprofessional. I’ll to speak to your Commanding Officer.

“What? Computer, time please?

“The time is 0835 local time.”

“Oh shoot! My apologies, it would appear that I forgot to set the computer to wake me up.”

“You have an hour to get yourself together Commander and get me my report or I will get your
Captain to assign someone more professional!”

“Oh fuck!” she thought, “The report.” But what she did say was “I’ll be there.”

The assistant ended the call.

“Shit, shit, shit shit.” She mumbled. “Damn, Lily! One night stands are for shore leaves!” She jumped
out of bed and took a hyper shower. Well, a normal shower but the hyper makes it sound cooler. As
she went to put on a fresh uniform she noticed her pad on the bed. There was a message on the
front.

THANKS FOR A GREAT NIGHT! I HOPE YOU HAD FUN. YOU MIGHT NEED THIS TODAY.

At the end of the message was an attachment. She opened it. A wall of formatted text appeared on
screen.

“It’s the report!”

Lilianna took a double take. Did her one-night stand really do her work for her. Her first question
was why? The better question…how?

Something didn’t feel right. She picked up her comm badge.

“Mcguffin this is Commander Belle”

No answer.

“I repeat Mcguffin, this is Commander Belle.”

Again, no answer. She took her badge to check, however it didn’t take long to realise that it was a
fake. A good one, too. That bastard.

“Computer, hail the PCFS Mcguffin.”

“Authorisation Required!” the computer requested.

“Belle 31472 P I”

“Request granted.”

The Mcguffin’s bridge appeared on screen. Captain Myres was sitting on the Captain’s chair, looking
perplexed.

“Commander, can we help you with something?”

How was she going to explain this? That she had been compromised on one of the most important
diplomatic missions of the century?

“Commander, is everything ok?”

She took a deep breath. Belle knew deep down that admitting the mistake was better than getting
caught in a web of lies. Her ego should not interfere with the fate of the galaxy, no matter the
consequences.

“My COMM badge has been stolen, can you track it?”

“Stolen, how? By who?” The captain gave a nod to one of the officers off screen.

“By a guy,” she took a deep breath. “By a guy I met last night.”

“Yikes!” came a voice off screen.

The Captain’s face held in a smile. “And how did this guy get the opportunity to take your comm
badge?”

“Do we really need to do this?” she thought. Thankfully she was interrupted.

“Captain, I’m picking up the signal. It’s in the city’s South East. Looks like it’s heading to the
diplomatic docking station.”

Without hesitation Commander Belle picked up her weapon and headed out the door. “I’ll cut him
off before he gets there.”

Before the Captain could respond, she was already out of the picture.

“Well, you can cut out the transmission now lieutenant.”

“Do you think the Commander …”

“Lieutenant!” the captain ordered.

…….

It had taken some convincing, however, the Commander managed to get access to the emergency
transporter. It worked similar to how starships travelled faster than light, but on a much smaller
scale. It would push the body into subspace where time and space folded in on itself, making the
travel between two points that much faster. However, it had it’s dangers and was only used in
extreme emergencies such moving troops to combat invasions or moving diplomats to safety after
assassination attempts. She was able to spin it as a diplomatic emergency.

“Are you ready?” asked Fidorian technician. Thankfully they had their own translator otherwise all
that Belle would have heard was a series of barks and howls.

“Ready as I’ll ever be. Push it!”

Her body began to be pulled backwards. To Commander Belle it felt like she was being vacuum
packed like dehydrated rations. There was a flash of black, red and white. Before she had a chance
to blink, she had made to the other side.

“You alright, Commander?” asked the Catosian technician again with a translator to hide it’s meows
and hisses.

“Where am I?” she gasped, still trying to catch her breath.

“At the diplomatic shuttle bay. Is everything ok?”

“No, it isn’t.” She asked the technician to update the McGuffin before she ran off to catch the son of
a bitch.

“The docking station is on the left.”

Belle turned around and ran to the left. She kept running until she got to Bay 13 where her shuttle
was still docked. She was relieved to see it was still there. She went over to the com panel.

“I’m at the Bay, please unlock the access door!”

“Your commbadge should be able to unlock that for you.”

“It was stolen. You know the whole emergency thing?”

“Oh yeah. The how do I know it’s you. It says here that you’re already inside your shuttle.”

“That’s the theif you idiot. You just saw me literally two minutes ago.”

“Hey!” the technician was clearly offended by the remark.

“Look my ship is about to be stolen unless you open that door. I don’t think your superiors would
appreciate a diplomatic incident. We can always take the negotiations to the Trader’s League.”

“All right, all right. Don’t get your yarn tangled,” quoted the Catarian.

As the doors unlocked, the engines began to glow.

“He’s about to fly off. Lock down the clamps.”

“He’s overridden the system. He’s relocking the doors.”

“Over my dead body.”

Commander Belle pulled out her weapon and blasted a hole in the access door. It took another blast
set at maximum to get through the main shuttle access. However, before she could hop on the
shuttle began to take off.

“You’re not getting away that easy.”

In a display that would have made 20th/21st century human screen actor Tom Cruise proud, she leapt
onto the outer hull and held onto its outer struts. The shuttle began to rise faster towards the open
bay doors. The inertia almost flew her straight off, but she was stubborn, just like her parents.

She managed to pull herself up towards the gaping hole that was the main entrance to the shuttle.
The shield systems were already in place. She was stuck between an EM field and a high place and it
wouldn’t be long before she either lost grip or lost consciousness or both.

“Shit!” she thought.

The Commander looked above to see the man from last night, standing at the hole.

“Are you fucking nuts?”

She couldn’t reply as all her concentration was being spent just holding on.

“You humans are awfully stubborn, I’ll give you that.”

The mystery man, Milton, turned of the shields and pulled her in. The commander collapsed on the
shuttle’s floor.

“Weapon systems have been locked.”

“Bloody hell.”

Chapter 4

Billiam was out of breath when he reached the capital city’s defence headquarters. Something major
was going down. He could see a frantic buzz of activity. The displays, which lit up the room with an
orange glow, were tracking something in the air space above the city. That much he could see.

“The shuttle is entering the stratosphere and accelerating,” shouted one defence operator.

“Five hundred metres per second,” went the second. “Five hundred and fifty metres.”

“Colonel, the McGuffin is asking about the state of their Commander,” went the third.

Billiam could see the Colonel considering his response.

“Inform them that she entered the shuttle a few minutes ago. We don’t know any more than that,”
the Colonel ordered. “Ask them if they know who the hijacker is, and get an engineering team down
to Bay 13 and find out what happened. I want to know how they managed to hack our systems
effortlessly. “

The Colonel saw Billiam standing in the entry way.

“Billiam, get your ass over here,” the Colonel ordered.

Billiam was surprised to here him say a human idiom like that. Tra’duers were a little uncomfortable
referencing certain parts of the body. He went over to him.

“Billiam, do you know much of this Commander Lilianna Belle from the McGuffin?”

“Hmmm. Lily?” he pondered. “What has Lily got to do with this?”

The Colonel caught him up to speed. Billiam gave a smirk. Looks like Officer Lily Perfect screwed up
royally. A little taste of her own medicine.

“Well…” he began.

“Colonel, the Empire Flagship Victory has just entered the system and is requesting to speak to
Central Command,” the first officer interrupted.

“Does Central Command know what’s going on?”

“Yes, they were informed of the situation the same time we were.”

“Well transfer the ship to them and let them handle it.” The Colonel returned to Billiam. “So, the
Commander?”

“Well, she’s the golden child of the new PCF apparently and usually a goodie two shoes. However, in
saying that she is a decent officer. This is out of character for her.”

“It would seem so. Now her carelessness is about to cause a diplomatic incident.”

On the monitors the shuttle was climbing fast. Much faster than any shuttle Billiam had ever seen.
This didn’t look right, it didn’t feel right. Then Billiam saw it, another vessel approaching the area.

“Is that the Victory?” he pointed out.

“Yes!” came a voice in his ear. “Watch, Captain Dirk as you witness the raw power of the universe
itself.”

Billiam looked around him to see where the voice had come from. There was no one standing near
him. They were too busy monitoring the situation, including the Colonel.

“Tell the Victory to back off. We need a clean shot with the tractor, as soon as we get that back
online,” he ordered. “Tell me how on Isothorpe did he manage to do that, too.”

Billiam felt a sharp pain in his arm which made him spasm. His vision began to blur.

“Let, it begin”

“The McGuffin is moving into a defence position.”

“Tell them if the fire their weapons they are in violation of the neutrality of the ITU and we will
respond in kind. Tell that to the Victory too.”

RUMBLE

Billiam felt the ground shake beneath him. Then again. The walls were shaking as well.

“What’s happening Lieutenant?”

“We’ve got a seismic disturbance. I’m not sure where it’s coming from,” replied the second officer.

But Billiam could see it. On the display, something appeared near the escaping shuttle.

“The Universe OPENS! Witness it’s power.”

Billiam grasped his head in pain. What was going on? He was starting to hear voices, the world was
shaking around him. Did he drink to much the night before? Was this all an hallucination?

“Sir, something has just appeared above the city, five hundred kilometres above the city.”

The officer switched the display. On the main screen was a section of atmosphere being sucked in on
itself, similar to how light gets pulled into a black hole.

“What am I looking at here?” asked the Colonel.

“I believe it’s a rip in space and time. I don’t know how that’s possible.”

“Well, what else could go wrong this morning.”

“Sir,” a fourth officer shouted. “The shuttle has stopped. It’s holding it position fifty kilometres
above the … anomaly.

Billiam watched on as the chaos continued around him. The defense headquarters was in a panic.
First a stolen shuttle, then two opposing ships about to start a war on neutral territory, and now a
rip in the space-time continuum in the middle of it. It was chaos.

“The universe is chaos, Captain Dirk. It is its natural state,” came the voice.

“Who are you?” he whispered.

“A friend, an ally.”

“Who are you?”

“We are the ones that can restore what you once had, Captain Dirk,” the voice replied. It was a cold
and heartless voice.

“Do you have anything to do with this? This could destroy the city, the entire planet if you don’t stop
it now!”

“We are not the ones responsible, but we know who. We can stop it though.”

“Then stop it.”

“In due time, but first we need you to agree to help us.”

“Help you with what exactly?”

“Help us return to the old ways. You remember them, don’t you? The glory days where men became
legends.”

Billiam thought back to the glory days of his career, when he Commanded the PCFS Flagship
Ultimatum. His heart swelled and his mind raced.

“Yes, I’ll do it. But you have to stop this anomaly before it does irreversible damage.”

Billiam phased back to reality. He shook his head as the goose bumps retreated. He could now feel
the room violently shaking around him. The windows had begun to crack, some of the displays were
offline, and there were loud screams coming from outside.

“Any ideas?!” the Colonel yelled.

“Sir, the Victory!” the first officer shouted. It’s being sucked into the anomaly. It got too close.”

“Is the tractor beam online yet.”

“Negative,” came a reply from behind Billiam.

“Ten seconds,” the first officer counted. “Eight, six, four… It’s being pulled apart.”

A bright white flash appeared in the sky above the city. Blinding everyone in the command centre,
except for Billiam. He was paying attention to the main screen, which now showed the anomaly was
gone. The destruction of the Victory had closed the anomaly

“Return to your living quarters, Captain Dirk. You have much to prepare.”

“What am I going to do?”

“You’re going to follow that shuttle!”

Billiam looked at the screen. Like the Victory it had disappeared, however there was a trace.

Chapter 5 – On the Shuttle

“You humans are awfully stubborn, I’ll give you that.”
The mystery man, Milton, turned off the shields and pulled her in. The commander collapsed on the
shuttle’s floor.

“Weapon systems have been locked.”

“Bloody hell.”

Milton hooked the Commander up on the medical chair and attached the breather. He then
clambered into the pilot’s chair. The Capital city below had made a target lock, but not for long. He
had a chance to learn the network system during his ‘interaction’ with it. It would be a simple
command to disable it.

“Weapon systems deactivated.”

That was a relief, however, Milton now had a bigger problem, the Commander. He’d thought it
would be a while before she’d wake up or realised her comm badge was a fake. He didn’t liken her
to be an early morning riser or someone to be as reckless as to jump onto a shuttlecraft taking off.
Perhaps after all this time, he didn’t know everything about humanity.

She was going to be a problem, but it would have to wait. He had to leave before he did irreparable
damage to the region.

“This is Captain Myres of the Planetary Collective Forces Ship McGuffin to Shuttle 1. To whoever has
taken control of this vessel, you are in violation of both PC and ITU law. Shut down your engines, this
is your first and only warning.”

Milton knew this was an empty threat. No ship, except for authorised ITU security ships could open
fire in ITU territory. All the security ships have had communications jammed before he left, thanks to
his link to the satellite system, but only the security ships. He wasn’t about to cause a global wide
blackout.

“McGuffin to Shuttle 1, I repeat, shut down your engines. You will not be harmed unless you force
our hand.”

I considered if the McGuffin would open fire. No. The PC is a stickler for the rules, they couldn’t
break one if they tried. However, it was best to finish up with the transformation and fold out of
here. Unfortunately, shuttlecrafts weren’t designed to do that, strictly ship to planet vessel only.
There would have to be some modifications. He got started.

“McGuffin to Commander Belle. Can you hear us?”

He felt a pain of guilt through his body as he looked briefly over at her. She had passed out from
oxygen deprivation. The computer said she was fine but he hated the idea of using her and for
putting her in this situation. He preferred zero casualties but someone always got hurt when
something involved him. It was the universe’s way of punishing him of being the abomination he
was. If the PC and the ITU hadn’t made it necessary to access their facilities without an authorised
combadge, and had made those combadge each have a unique signature that would become
inactive if two of the same code were linked to anyone system, he wouldn’t have needed her.

He would have found another way if he had the time, but he needed to get of the planet before he
put everybody at risk.

“Another vessel entering the system.”

“Identify,” he ordered.

“E.S Victory,” the computer responded.

“Oh, shit!” He knew that the McGuffin wouldn’t violate ITU law, but the Empire were a different
story,

“Interception in five minutes.”

This was the complication he didn’t need. He had to get out of here fast. It was time for a merging.
He placed his hands on the pilot’s console in front of him. The skin started to become translucent
and disappear within the console. He could feel the ships systems coursing through his veins, hear
the alerts, smell its fear.

“It’s all right. We can do this.”

He began by remoulding and reconfiguring the engines, something dangerous to do mid-flight, even
for him.

“What the hell are you doing?” came a concerned scream behind him.

The transformation process had taken all of his concentration, so he didn’t see that Commander
Belle had regained consciousness, again a lot sooner than he would have thought possible for a
human.

“How are you doing that?”

There was an undertone of fear in her voice. Milton had heard it many times before when he
demonstrated his talents. On the outside he was a normal looking human because he chose to look
like that. On the inside, he looked pretty human as well, except the building blocks were all wrong.
Most beings from Earth are made of elements like carbon, hydrogen and other organic elements. All
that Milton knew was that he wasn’t, though what it was he didn’t know either. Neither did the
friendly and not so friendly scientists when they experimented on him.

“I’ll explain later. We need to get out of here,” he grunted.

“We aren’t going anywhere buster.” Commander Belle commanded. She primed her weapon and
pointed it at him.

He laughed nervously. “I’m connected directly into the ship, the engines specifically,” he began, “Do
you think it’s a wise idea to discharge and energy weapon at me.”

This made Belle pause.

“Look, it wasn’t my intention to put you at risk. I’ll drop you off at the next port and tell your ship
where you are. I just need to leave here as soon as possible.”

“What do you need …”

Milton felt a familiar pain rising up his body. This was not the time, not here. He cried in immense
pain.

“What’s happening?” Belle cried out. “What’s wrong?”

His screams filled the cabin of the shuttlecraft and reverberated along the hull. The ship sounded like
it was in as much pain as he was.

“That’s not possible. Is that you doing that?”

“I…cant…stop…it!”

“What’s causing it?”

“I don’t know!”

Milton was completely helpless, unable to control the forces within his own body. It felt like all the
atoms in his body were being teared apart. Outside the maelstrom caused chaos for those around
them.

“Whoop, Whoop.”

Commander Belle over to the comm panel. “Shuttle One to ES Victory, you need to leave
immediately. You’re putting your ship in danger! Repeat leave immediately.” The message
unfortunately never went through. On the monitors, they watched as they attempted to fire on the
shuttlecraft, just as another tear opened underneath them.”

“Oh God.”

Milton screamed in agony but not at the physical pain. Once again he bared witness to deaths of so
many at his hands. The ship outside twisted and turned as it appeared to ripped apart into the void
of wherever the tears came from. And then with a flash it was gone along with the uncontrollable
tears in space-time.

Commander Belle edge herself closer to Milton who was still melded into the shuttlecraft’s panel.
Milton could feel the hesitation in her footsteps. He knew what she was thinking. It hadn’t always
been like this. He had lived for centuries without this problem, others yes, but not a problem of this
scale. He was a danger to everybody and everything.

“Are you okay?” she asked attentively.

Milton didn’t answer. What could he say at this point that would do any help.

“McGuffin to Commander Belle! McGuffin to Shuttlecraft One. What is your status? What was that?”
hailed Captain Myres.

“We need to get you to a PC facility, work out what’s going on, get you some help.”

“No!”

Milton took in a deep breath, his atoms finally settled and finished the job he set to do. The flash of
light outside was beginning to fade as the rest of the rips were being sealed.

“Another rip is opening!”

“That’s not a rip.” Milton groaned. “It’s a wormhole. See!.”

He put the wormhole on the display screen.

“Rips are usually grey and sucky. Wormholes are blue and swirly.”

He gave a brief smile as he piloted the ship into the wormhole.

“I’ve got to get back to my ship.”

“You will. I’ll make sure of it.”

Chapter 6

“Your Eminence, please forgive the intrusion but will you be requiring Lo’Va’s services tonight?” the
attended asked.

She rolled her glass of crimson brandy in her hand, staring through the translucent panel into the
abyss of space. The question remained hanging as did the attendant. Protocol did not allow him to
leave until he was formerly dismissed, which had often led to some awkward moments, though not
like this.

“Leave the room.”

There was no malice or frustration in her voice and for the first time there was no spirit. Her father
ruled with an plasma fist, her brother had a gentler hand when he was allowed. No one ever
expected the burden of command to fall to Mistress Se-Cond, no matter her scheming, but now she
had it. Was this how she would rule though? From the darkness of her suite, like her father, the
Emperor at the end of his life?

“Very well, your Eminence.” The door closed behind him as he left the room.

The room fell into darkness, the only light from the stars. She took a sip. It tasted the same as always
but it didn’t feel the same. She knew she should have been excited. After all, she had been working
on her brother’s demise for some time, but nothing so final. He was meant to learn from his
mistakes, not be killed by them. She was meant to show her father that she was the one born to
rule, but now that wasn’t possible. The Empress was lost in her thoughts, caught between her
desires and her reality.

On the screen, there was a message from Lee’dur asking what was going to happen now. She
considered calling him back. A night of comfort was perhaps what she needed.

No.

That’s something she wasn’t allowed to have anymore. She needed to grieve. She needed to plot.
She needed revenge. But first she needed to be alone because after tonight she would never be
allowed to be alone again.

Chapter 7

Commander’s Log PCDATE: 22396041 1600hrs SPCT

Position: Unknown

Systems: Damaged: Full Report Here.

To be able to articulate what I have seen I require a more extensive know in what I can assume to be
quantum particle physics. The being known as Milton has demonstrated abilities beyond anything
I’ve ever seen before. I still don’t believe it. I’ve attached the ships logs and cabin recording to this
report. This needs to be sent to whatever science department studies this sort of thing.

He connected, merged with the ship and became a part of it. Or did the ship become a part of him. I
can’t fathom at this point.

However, when this report will reach anybody is the next question. At this point in time, Milton
appears to be unconscious. After we finished, I’m gonna say the space jump for a lack of a better
term, he collapsed. It would appear that the trip and experience above Isothorpe has taken a
significant toll on his body, if that is the right term.

Unfortunately, due to his modifications, the ships engines and navigation systens are no longer
functional. It would appear that he has altered not only the ships computer systems, but also the
physical structure as well. It barely resembles the shuttlecraft anymore, but if it can make space
jumps, this could be revolutionary. This could give us a much needed advantage over the Empire as
well as usher in a new level of exploration.

However, I don’t know where we are and I can’t move anywhere. I will have to hope that the
medical computer can assist Milton in his recovery process. He’s currently registering as human with
symptoms of extreme exhaustion and dehydration. Whether this is accurate or not, I can’t fathom.
Without him, I’m unable to move.

Additional:

I don’t believe Milton is a dangerous being, at least not intentionally. He appeared desperate to
leave the system as soon as possible. When my life was in danger, he could have easily disposed of
me, or let me die. He didn’t. He seemed frightened when the in space-time opened above the

planet. He was in tremendous pain. There is no physical evidence that he was the sole cause of the
phenomenon, however, he seemed to blame himself and show deep remorse when the Empire Ship
was destroyed. While he didn’t give himself up to face for his crimes, I believe he was trying to keep
the planet out of danger by leaving. Which has taken a physical toll.

As for me, I believe I was a means to an end, however, my presence has complicated matters for
him. Not by what I could do to him, but by putting myself in a dangerous situation. When he
recovers it will be best to discover what his intentions are before attempting a return to the
McGuffin.

Report Ends.

With the report done, Lilianna checked Milton’s vital signs. There had been a mild increase in
hydration and mental activity, however, he was still in a comatose state. She couldn’t take a guess
when he would be conscious. The medical system files didn’t seem to be of much help either, not
that she anything more than basic field medicine.

The ship was feeling cramped. There was much room to walk or pace. She needed to do that to clear
her mind. She considered a spacewalk to check the new external structure of the ship, however,
when Milton repaired the laser damage to the docking port he covered over the hole instead of
creating an access. Her laser was still on her side, but it was best not to start blasting holes. She had
already made too many impulsive decisions today, she didn’t need to get herself killed.

So research it was. The medical texts were no help, so she went to xenobiology, specifically
changelings and shapeshifters. The PC knew a few species, however, they tended to isolate
themselves from other species in fear of persecution. While, they are able to shift their bodies into
different objects and different states of matter, none had shown the ability to modify objects that
weren’t a part of them.

So, xenobiology was a bust. Now it was time for theorhetical quantum physics. Lilianna fed her
observations into the ships analytical systems to see if there was anything that would explain what
she saw. After an hour of analysing, the computer came up with nothing.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh”

She checked the lifesigns again. Slight increase in all essential vitals, for a human., if that meant
anything at this point.

“Ship approaching,” warned the computer.

“Identify!” she ordered.

“Unknown,” was its response. Lilianna was starting to detect a sense of stubbornness to the
computers generic and usually monotone voice. She felt that it enjoyed frustrating her.

“Does it look friendly?” she asked.

“Define friendly?”

“What do you mean define friendly? And when do you answer a question with a question?”

“What does the term friendly mean in relation to a space vessel?” replied the computer with
another question.

“Uuuh, does it look like it’s going to attack us or is it just curious?”

“Unknown. Long range scanners can’t ascertain the friendliness of the vessel.”

It appeared to Lilianna that the ships navigation and engines weren’t the only systems modified.

“Ok! How close do they have to be before we can find out and when will that be?”

“Unknown vessel will be in range of the short range scanner in three minutes and twenty-six
seconds.”

Now, she was getting somewhere. She attempted to hail them. No success. Whether that was
because the systems were damaged or they weren’t responding was unclear. She checked the
weapons systems. Shuttlecraft had a basic ship laser, but it was mainly used for mining purposes.
They were never designed for combat, or to be far away from the mother vessel. If the ship were
hostile, there was nothing she could do.

To say that Commander Lilianna Belle, first officer of the Planetary Collective Forces Starship
McGuffin, felt helpless was a understatement.

“I could really use your help, Milton.”

She looked back to see him still lying on the medical bed, hooked up to all the monitoring systems. If
he was breathing, it was very shallow, but he was still alive, which meant that he could soon recover.

“Computer, time before the ships in range?”

“One minute, sixteen seconds. Next time say please. It’s more polite.”

She didn’t want to think about what was going on with the computer. It seemed to be as cheeky as
Milton when they first met.

“It sounds like Milton,” she pondered. “What if…” she paused. “How…”

“Computer, is it possible to link you with a biological entity?”

“And why would you want to do a stupid thing like that?”

“Just curious, is it possible?”

“Don’t you think that this isn’t the best time for hypothetical scenarios?”

“Can you please answer the question?”

“Well since you asked so nicely. It is theoretically possible. If the biological had a neural link, I could
connect with that.”

“Does the entity on the medical bed have one?”

“Negative.”

“Do we have a neural link on board?”

“Negative those are banned in the Planetary Collective as they are used to hack computer systems.
Do I need to report this on your permanent record?”

“Is there something that could be modified to become one?”

“Potentially. That ship is going to be in scanner range in thirty seconds and who knows when it’s in
weapons range, if it isn’t already. Shouldn’t you be think of something else?”

“Please computer, humour me. Can it be done.”

“All right a neural stimulator can be modified to link with my systems. Shall I modify one for you,
since I don’t think this is theoretical anymore?

“Please and thank you.”

“Stand by.”

Her idea was a long shot, but the only shot she had. If she was wrong then she would have wasted
time that could have been spent on another potentially life saving endeavour. One of the medical
trays lit up. The neural stimulator plopped on it.

“Place it to the base of the skull at the spinal cord and I’ll link it up, however if you are expecting a
Frankenstein’s monster here, it ain’t gonna work.”

She inserted it.

“By the way, it would appear that ship is a pirate vessel and it doesn’t look to friendly.”

“Ok, computer, connect with the neural link.”

“Connection established. The ship is scanning us by the way.”

“Any changes in Milton.”

“None.”

“Hmm. Download your personality systems into him.”

“You want me to do what now?”

“Just do it!”

“Okay, okay Commander. Shesh. The pirates are about to lock a tractor beam.”

She didn’t care at this point. This was the only hope now.

“Downloading.”

Milton’s body agitated briefly and then stopped. All vital signs went to zero. Lilianna put her hands in
her head. She had killed him.

“Download complete,” Milton rasped as he coughed.

“Milton! Is that you?”

“I think so, where was I just now?”

“Umm. Not sure but we have a problem that I think only you can fix.”

“The pirate ship, yes?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t exactly give a boy a chance to catch his breath now, do you?”

Lillianna helped him out of bed towards the pilot’s chair. He was a bit shaky on his legs.

“Okie Dokie.”

She had expected him to merge with the ship to control it, however, he simply tapped a few keys
and most of the ships systems came back online.

“Now we get out of here.”

“What about enhancing our defence capabilities? Weapons and shields.”

“Well, A, I used most of the ships energy, plus a little of mine to get us here so shields are out of the
question. As for weapons, no! I don’t use weapons.”

“So?”

“So, we do this.” His fingers danced over the console like a professional pianist. As he tapped the
final key the tractor beam was disabled.

“I don’t think they’ll be much trouble, And I think I know where to drop you off.”

Lilianna didn’t like the sound of that.

Chapter 8

The head chambers were dimly lit, the pews adorned in red and gold drapes to honour the late
Emperor and the heir. As the closest member of the deceased, she was expected to say a few words
to honour them and rally the people. She couldn’t figure out what to say. How could you honour
someone who you were plotting against only a couple of days ago? And how is one meant to rally
the people when they themselves struggle to get out of bed?

If they asked her to give a speech a day ago, sure. She was out for blood for those who would attack
so blatantly and say it was an accident. But now, even as she was presumably the most powerful
member of the Empire, she felt powerless.

She couldn’t strike against the shuttle that had somehow destroyed their flagship unprovoked
because they can’t find it. She couldn’t retaliate against the McGuffin who just stood there and did
nothing because they were hiding behind the protection of the ITU. And the Governors and
Councillors warned against provoking the ITU as they were the Empire’s biggest trading partner.

Governor Buxtab was part of the official guests attending the Ceremony of the Fallen. He was the
only Governor in attendance as he was the only one who could make it before the ceremony. For
the past day he had been the Governors’ council’s mouthpiece going everywhere the Empress went.
He said he was their to assist her, to get her up to speed with the current situations across the
Empire, but the Empress knew better. He was there to make sure she didn’t screw things up before
the Governors could put their people in place.

“And now,” the priest preached, “our beloved Mistress Se’cond will honour the fallen.”

The priest looked expectedly at her, the candles at the podium giving him a slight flickering shadow.

“Mistress?” he whispered.

She took a deep breath and stood up. Her ceremonial black robes felt heavy on her. The hem swept
across the ground as she walked towards the podium. While the light on the podium blinded her
from seeing the hundreds in attendance and billions watching on screens across the Empire, she
knew they were there watching and reading every move she made. Some in that crowd were already
plotting her demise, she knew. Lee’durs sources of information were already talking about plays for
power. Some challenged the legitimacy of her ascension, some declared her unfit to rule, some were
planning to secede and become independent and the bolder Governors were moving their troops
into position.

Powerless.

The prompter in front of her, though not visible to anyone else due to an ocular implant, began to
roll slowly. This was the pre-written speech that her new speech writing staff and whipped up for
her.

“My brothers, sisters and kin. We gather here today to honour our fallen who were killed in the
name of …”

The screen read. ‘the Empire and everything it stood for,’

But that was a lie,

She could see her advisors at the corner of her eye. Their faces were tense, afraid that she would
deviate from the script that had been prepared for her. They had groomed Master Prime to succeed
from the Emperor when he passed through the veil. They had not gotten their claws into her. And
they wouldn’t now. The Empire was listening and she was going to make sure she was heard.

“We are here today to demonstrate what happens when you deviate from the path that has been
laid out for us since the beginning. My brother, our Emperor fell because we were capitulating to our
enemies.”

There was a hushed murmmer in the crowd. Governor Buxtab got up to stop her, however, Lee’dur
and his unit put him back in his place.

“My brother was an honourable man, but he was weak, a pale comparison to my father and our
forebearers. This has allowed a sickness to spread throughout the Empire, a sickness I intend to cure.
Many Governors seek my demise because they believe they are better fit to rule, because they want
the power for themselves and exploit the people underneath them for their own gain. They are
willing to spill the blood of the Empire for this. I don’t want this. If there is blood to be spilled, it will
be the fools of the Planetary Collective and their Trader’s union puppets.

We have a long struggle ahead of us kin. But we’ve been there before. Our people rose against our
abusers, those who stole us from our worlds. We were outgunned and outmanned at every turn, but
we prevailed because we were united. We will be united once more! For the glory and honour of the
Empire!”

The crowd stood stunned. This was not what they expected. The high – ranking officials were
surrounded by Lee’dur’s guard. The Empress waited for a response.

“For the Empire!” a member of the crowd shouted.

“For the Empire !” shouted another.

“Long live the Empress!” shouted a third.

More and more members of the audience began to shout similar cries until everyone joined in.

“FOR THE EMPIRE!” the Empress screamed. “Now go and spread my kin. Let my detractors know
that I’m not afraid of them. If they want the throne, then they can come to me a take it themselves.
They shouldn’t spill innocent and honourable blood for their selfish desires.

The crowd cheered and gave a salute.

The Empress turned to face the honoured guests in attendance. None of them were celebrating. She
smiled as she walked to them. Her eyes were locked in with Governor Baxtab’s.

“A rousing speech your excellency,” he calmly stated. “However, I don’t believe this was the time to
whip the people into a frenzy. I understand you’re in a lot of pain at the moment, but to challenge
the Governors openly is an overreaction.

Lee pointed his ceremonial blade towards the governor’s neck.

“Now, now Lee’dur,” she smiled. “He is simply stating his honest opinions. We do not kill for that.”

Lee backed down. Baxtab swallowed hard.

“If I surrounded myself with ‘Yes’ people my ego would get so large that I’d explode.”

Baxtab gave an unconvincing chuckle.

“Please, tell me Governor Baxtab, in your honest opinion, how do I salvage this situation?”

Baxtab was confused. “W…well, we can send a detraction saying that you were swept up in the
moment. It’s understandable given the situation.

“That’s brilliant Governor.” The whole group was confused, including Lee’dur. “You will be a valuable
advisor to me for my reign.”

“I’ll do my best your eminence. However, if you’ll excuse me, I have matters to attend to.”

“Oh no you don’t!” Her smile grew wider.“ Captain Lee’dur! Please escort our guest to his quarters
on Omega deck. The Governor is going to be staying with us for a while.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Well I need to keep my advisors safe, below deck.”

“You can’t do this!”

“Oh yes I can. Don’t worry. I’m not going to kill you. As I said, I won’t spill Empire blood for power.
And I also need you as an advisor. I need to know what the rest of you will do now.”

She snapped her fingers and the guards dragged him away.

“Admiral Pawen!” she directed.

“Yes, your eminence?” he kneeled in front of her.

“There is no need for that. The Empire does not bend the knee to anyone, especially to it’s leaders.

He stood up proudly.

“I need you to make sure that everyone in the Empire heard what I had to say. I have no doubt that
some would have tried to censor my words”

“Of course. Any else your eminence?”

“Oh, I have a whole list. Let’s start with that.”

“Very well,” he turned away to follow his orders.

“I forgot to mention Admiral.” He paused. “When you are ensuring the loyalty of those in charge of
our planets let them know that as of now the Governors have been absolved of their positions. The
military commanders on each Empire world will be in temporary Command until a new system is put
into place.

The Admiral smiled. “As you wish, your Eminence!”

The Empress felt better.

Chapter 9

Billiam grimaced at everything he saw. The structure of the station, if you could call it one, was a
mishmash of countless vessels, no doubt plundered from pirate raids. They were the plague of the
galaxy. They were degenerates who took what they wanted, when they wanted. Scum of the
universe in his opinion. He never thought he’d step in a pirate stronghold. When he became captain
again, these people would be his first target; arrest the whole lot of them and let rot in a penal
colony. They can fight amongst themselves.

“Ah human,” a grotesque green mass of an alien called out. “It’s not often we see a human from
these parts. PC or Empire?”

Billiam rolled his eyes. The creature slithered around in front of him.

“Ah a freelance human, then? No matter. I’m willing to trade for Empire coin, PC credits or anything
of value.”

“I’m not interested.” Billiam sidestep them and continued walking,

The creature slithered up to him and placed an appendage on Billiam’s shoulder.

“But you know nothing of what I have. How could you know? What I have might surprise you.”

“Get your greasy green tentacle off me.”

“My my, don’t we have a temper for a human. Must be an Empire. Escaping before your Mad
Empress destroys this side of the galactic core?”

“I don’t have time for whatever your selling. Now let me leave before you regret it.” At that moment
he pulled out a weapon and aimed it at the creature’s appendage.

For a moment, the surrounding market place, filled with odd shops and odd shoppers paused and
looked in there direction.

The creature laughed, followed by the surrounding crowd.

“You must be new here friend, otherwise you’d know how stupid you look right now.”

That was not the reaction he expected. At that moment everyone in the marketplace pulled out a
weapon of some sort and aimed at Billiam’s direction.

“So, if you were smart, I’d put down that weapon, Peacey!” The creature was looking at Billiam’s
weapon, a standard PCF lasergun.

Billiam slowly put his weapon down, while trying to keep an eye on everyone who had their eye and
weapon on him. The crowd lowered theirs and went back to their business.

“So, you’re not in the market for something. It means that you’re looking for someone. Let me
guess, another human?”

Billiam raised an eyebrow.

“You humans are all the same. You only think about yourselves.”

Billiam rolled his eyes and turned to his original path.

“Hey, that doesn’t mean I can’t help you human. I assume you’re looking for the ones who came on
board earlier?”

This piqued his interest.

“Tell me everything you know.”

…….

He could see the Commander sitting at a table around what appeared to be a barbeque food stall.
The smell of whatever was both inviting yet also a little repugnant. Whatever they were cooking it

wasn’t fresh. She was alone having a drink, not someone in a hurry to get back to their
responsibilities. Perhaps the Commander wasn’t the star child of the planetary collective after all,
especially if she feels comfortable in these surrounds.

“Commander Lilianna Belle!” he thought. “What a hypocrite.”

She represented everything that he hated about the new PCF. She was a stickler for the rules, always
had a stick up her ass about something. She was all business, no action, just talk. She was the kind of
person that would judge him to be too rash, too gung-ho; a loose cannon. She never understood
that the Universe doesn’t play fair, and that sometimes, you need to bend your own rules for the
greater good.

Commander Lillianna Belle represented the beginning of the end of Billiam’s universe. Just about ten
years now, he calculated. She was a yeoman at the time, when they still had yeoman on board
starships. He had never met anyone more suitable for the job than her. She was organised, punctual
on top of all the mindless paperwork, for a lack of a more modern term. Her personality fit the job
description to a tee. Everything was running well, until that stupid boy showed up.

The Ultimatum had just picked up the survivor of a ship crash, who had been on the remote planet
by himself since he was ten. Now then sixteen, the crew was the first people he had seen since then,
the first time he had seen a woman since going through puberty. He had never been taught what to
do and not do. So he made a few errors in judgement and Yeoman Belle was so attractive to a young
teenage boy. When the young yeoman complained, he had a chat to him; man to man, about
women.

Unfortunately, during the boy’s time on the planet he was given special abilities that made him a
very powerful being, with puberty. He had decided to not listen to the Captain’s wisdom and force
the issue with Yeoman Belle, who outright refused to humour him, even when the ship was in
danger. If it weren’t for the boy’s alien guardians, the ship would have been destroyed, because
Belle was stubborn and prideful. But, he let it go. The problem was solved and everybody was safe
and sound.

However, it didn’t end there. Two days later, he received a grievance from Headquarters explaining
that he had thoroughly disrespected a member of his crew and didn’t do anything to prevent the
situation from escalating. She was the one who put the ship in danger, but apparently he was the
problem. She had the gall to blame him because a teenage boy, who didn’t know any better, found
her attractive and didn’t know how to handle it. And what made it worse was that she transferred
before he could confront her about it.

But now, she was comfortable sitting in the den of the pirates. She was now even conversing with a
pair. Miss Proper cavorting with scum of the universe. He was here because he had to be here, she
was…

“Oh, shit.’

The pair of aliens, both muscular grey monoliths of beings, had grabbed hold of her and the
Commander was not in a happy mood, Billiam knew he had misread the situation. But what was he
to do now? He couldn’t spring a weapon. He had already learned that lesson. There was no chance
in this space-time continuum that he could take on one of those giants and besides he was not here
for her anyway. He was here for the thing that brought her here, wherever it was. He was hoping
she would lead him to it.

So he stood there watching the events unfold. She tried to tussle with the pair, kicking and
screaming hoping to get some attention. Billiam was shocked that no one else was paying attention
to the event, especially when his weapon got so much attention. He guessed that this sort of thing
happened a lot of a pirate station, that the locals didn’t even bother to watch, let alone do
something about it.

One of the beasts managed to get his rocky hands around her mouth. She bit him. The beasts
howled in pain and let her go. Whatever Billiam had thought about the Commander, she did seem
scrappy in a fight. However, before she could get anywhere, the other had grabbed hold her, making
sure he didn’t get any appendage near her mouth. This guy told the first something, but Billiam was
too far away to hear what it was saying. The other seemed to get the message though and got a
medical injector and injected something that made her body go limp. Still no reaction from anybody
in the throng of people going by their daily grind.

And it was over. They started to carry her away.

He considered his options. Should he follow them and see if his target tried to find her? Or should he
stay here in case it was coming back to meet her? Though the assumption here was that it was still
around, perhaps it had abandoned the Commander here instead. His sponsors didn’t exactly give
him a lot to go on. They had pointed to here and said to find the Commander, to find it. Chaos
incarnate they had called the being. He was also unclear why they wanted him to…

“It is here!” he heard in his mind.

That was the other part he didn’t like about his sponsors. They were inside his head and always
called unexpectedly and loudly. This was both creepy and annoying.

Back at the table where the Commander had been only two minutes ago stood a very confused man.
He was about early thirties by Billiam’s guess, tall but bit on the lanky side. Not someone who knew
how to fight for sure. Definitely, human.

“That’s the man who ripped space apart with his bare hands?” he thought. “He looks like he couldn’t
win a fight with one of those tiny-ass Shrinktons, or whatever they actually call themselves.

“What you see is not the whole.”

“And what exactly do you want me to do now?”

“Follow and friend! Win his favour”

“You sound like one of those old social network things from history class.”

There was no response. His head felt less cloudy, so it probably meant that they had left for now. He
wondered though if whoever was speaking to him was here at the station themselves. Surely, they
could telepathically transmit over such a large distance. The science behind telepathy was still
relatively new, so it may be possible. Up until recently, most species didn’t think it was even
possible.

Time for the direct approach then.

“Hey, mate?” he called out towards the man. “Are you looking for your friend? The Commander?”

“Yes, what happened?” he said urgently. Billiam explained what he witnessed.

“Oh, shit,” the man exclaimed. “I knew I shouldn’t have left her alone. I was organising safe passage
for her to return to the PC. I assume that’s why you’re here.”

“Pardon?”

“Well, your former Captain Billiam Dirk, aren’t you? Now working as a security agent on Isothorpe?”

Billiam felt a little pleased that the mysterious man knew who he was. He nodded.

“I assume the ITU sent you here to rescue the Commander from my clutches, right?”

“Something like that,”

“It’s good that they sent you along, instead of a team. A team would attract too much attention, you
could blend in with the masses easily.

So much for being famous.

“Look, I have no ill intentions towards the Commander, and I’d be happy to have you take her back
to her ship. Unfortunately, I think those who took her do. Humans, PC or otherwise are not seen
favourably in these parts.”

“Yeah, I’m starting to see that. Well what are we standing around here for mate, we need to come
up with a plan.”

“You’re right. We need to find out where they were going. I have a feeling these people aren’t going
to talk to us.”

“What do you suggest then?”

“I have an idea. It’s kind of weird, but you have to trust me on it.”

“Ok, what’s the idea?”

“First I need to see what you saw, while it’s still fresh.” The man gripped his hands over Billiam’s
head. “Now, what did the two thugs look like?”

In Billiam’s mind the image of the two grey colossal came up, however, it was soon interrupted by an
enormous wave of pain shooting through his head.

“Aaaahhh, fuck,” he shouted. He pushed the man away.

“I’m sorry, it’s never been painful to anyone before.”

“Did you just read my mind?”

“Just the surface thought. I needed a better look at them. I promise I won’t do that again without
your permission, however, needs must.” The man then stomped his foot into the deck plating and
closed his eyes. He began to hum.

The first question that came to Billiam’s mind was what the hell was he doing, however the more
important question was how the fuck did he just insert his foot inside solid metal?

“Their heading to the port side of the station, we need to hurry.”

Billiam didn’t argue, the day was already too weird for any more questions.

Chapter 10

“Your eminence,” the Empress’s attendant interrupted. “Forgive the intrusion.”

She looked up at the head of the mahogany looking conference table surrounded by her military
elite. Her face did not show forgiveness.

“And what is it you intrude with.”

The attendant took a deep breath. “I…It’s about the missing PC shuttle. Commander Lo’var has
received a report of it’s whereabouts and it’s occupants.”

Her expression changed dramatically.

“Admiral…”

“No need to explain your eminence, I will stay in your stead as you deal with this important matter
of state.”

She nodded her head in respect and left the conference room.

Her office was small in size, as a starship only had limited space. Once her ship, the newly named
Revenant, reached her palace on New Orion, she would have facilities that would be more suitable
to her new station. Whether or not she made it there though was another question. The Governers
were out for blood after they had been shunted.

She sat at her plain looking console, usually reserved for the captain of the vessel, in this case Leedar. She made a mental note to get him something a little more fitting his station as the captain of
the new Empire flagship. On the main console’s screen was the waiting hail from Lo’var.

“Commander Lo’var!” she ordered. “I hope you have good news. I don’t enjoy being interrupted in
front of my Generals and Admirals.”

Lo’var’s chiselled features appeared on the screen. He was an Adonis of a man who was well known
for charm with all the genders in the Empire.

“I beg your forgives your eminence, but I thought you’d want to hear about this directly.”

She nodded. “What can you tell me?”

“It’s been sighted at a known pirate station that operates just outside both Empire and ITU space,
close to the outskirts of the Gum nebula. It’s been know as a base of operation for some of the more
recent raiding parties on PC, ITU and Empire cargo ships.”

“Should I ask why it hasn’t been destroyed already?”

“I believe that is something only the late Master Prime could answer.”

She resisted an eye roll. “Go on.”

“Our sources say that a group of bounty hunters have captured the PCF Commander Lillianna Belle,
who was onboard the shuttle during the destruction of the Victory.”

“So she’s on her way to me.”

“Unfortunately, no your eminence. These were hired by some of the more influential board
members of the ITU who are seeking damages to their businesses. However, our sources are saying
that she was not responsible for the destruction, she was trying to take control of the shuttle.”

“From who?”

“Apparently, her one night stand.

The Empress took a double take. Lo’var sent a a grainy image of a man walking with Commander
Belle.

“From our agents, his name is Milton. We haven’t found a match with anyone on record. He’s not
come to our attention until now.”

The Empress leaned forward to get a better perspective.

“So, this is the man we are looking for? Do we know where he is?”

“We assume he’s nearby. We have ships heading to the area now to search.”

“I have a better idea.”

Chapter 11

Milton was not going to let something like this happen again. Someone else was being punished
because of what he had done, because they wanted to get to him,

The year was 2019, nearly three hundred years ago, he was living in a small out of the way city, far
from the hustle and bustle of the world, which was Earth. It stretched along a golden coastline. This
was where people would come to relax and go a little wild, but it was mostly good fun. It was out of
the way from the craziness of the rest of the world, no where he would expect to get into any real
trouble.

However, if there was one thing that was constant in Milton’s existence, it was that troubled
followed him. At this time most of the major world governments knew of his existence. Most of
them wanted to kill him and most of them wanted to exploit him. And as those who know how a
Venn diagram works there was some overlap.

Over the decades, over the centuries he has had to reinvent himself, becoming someone new. His
abilities allowed him to change appearance if need be. It was never a quick or easy process, but it
was always necessary. Unfortunately, it was always something that gave him away. Most of the
time, it was because he became too comfortable somewhere.

This time was different, his mistake was an act of compassion.

“Derrick!”

On one fateful day a cute guy wasn’t looking before he crossed the street at a busy intersection.
Thankfully, for this cute guy, Milton, who went by the name of Bill or Billy, managed to push him out
of the way only to be hit by the car himself. Since he wasn’t actually human, he suffered minimal
injuries. The driver couldn’t believe how uninjured he was, neither could Derrick, however, he was
interested in the man who just saved his life and how grateful he was that the man wasn’t hurt from
his stupidity.

To thank him Derrick invited Bill out to dinner. Dinner became a movie. Then breakfasts, followed by
more dates, followed by things that happen when you go on really nice dates with someone really
cute who is just as interested in you as you are in them. Yes, that’s right you hold hands. And have
steaming hot sex that would make your entire neighbourhood envious. Bill had managed to be
human enough to develop human pleasure centres, by this point. After all what’s the point of being
immortal if you couldn’t enjoy all the fun stuff like food, alcohol and having certain body parts licked.

Unfortunately, the driver of the car had a dashcam and had decided to upload the video of a man
miraculously walking away from a near death car hit. The footage went viral and naturally caught the
attention of some of the people who were out looking for him. And they found him.

However, this time though, they went for a different approach. They knew from experience that
they couldn’t hurt Bill, there was literally no Earthly way they could think of. While he wasn’t human,
by any stretch of the imagination, he certainly behaved like one. This was his vulnerable spot. Derick
became Bill’s vulnerable spot.

“I will not allow that again!” Milton called out.

“Not allow what? Are you okay man?”

Milton had had a flashback, one of the problems with having an identic memory and excellent recall.
All that he was missing was the classic Hollywood ripple effect that was so common in late twentieth
century sitcoms. If there was anything he missed about the past, it was TV. Humanity had
abandoned it, when they went to the stars. The reality of the universe was more interesting than
reality of TV.

“I’m fine. We are closing in to where I had seen them,” he recalled.

The end of the station was even more dilapidated than the rest of the station. It had been patched
up so many times the one grimey wall panel didn’t match any of the others on the rest of the walls.
The smell was a mix of mechanical coolants, leaky waste extraction systems and pungent smell of
hopelessness one would expect if you were tortured to death by a group of blood thirsty pirates.
This was not a place you would want to meet your end.

The corridor was becoming narrower and narrower. Both men had a bad feeling about this. It was
reaching cliché ambush proportions.

“Don’t you think we should turn around?” Billiam asked nervously.

“Well this was where they went, so we will follow. I’m not letting anyone get hurt because of me.”

“What about what happen in Isothorpe?”

“That’s different!” he was offended by the question. “What happened there was not under my
control. That is why I was trying to leave as fast as possible.”

“What did happen?” Billiam asked.

“I don’t need to explain it to you. Once we rescue Lillianna, she’ll explain it. Once I’m out of here,
you don’t have to worry about me anymore.”

“Sorry! I didn’t realise it was a touchy subject mate. Just asking questions.”

Out of all the species he had encountered, humans were always the most curious. He loved the fact
that when humanity went to the stars, it was almost identical to Star Trek. They gave up their selfish
ways and persued a life of exploration of the self and the universe. They found like minded
civilisations and banded together to create a society of banded planets. Unfortunately, they went
with the name Planetary Collective. It wasn’t as cool as the Federation of Planets, but at least it was
a little more imaginative than their evil cousins of the Empire. It was a truly sad day that humanity’s
past was alive and kicking in the twenty-third century. However, their need to ask evasive questions
was also bordering on the annoying.

“But, back to my original question, shouldn’t we head back. It looks like a dead end there and I’d
prefer not to have our backs against the wall when we get into a scrap.”

That’s exactly where Milton wanted to be. If this was to be bloodless, he needed a quick exit.

“All right, that’s enough,” commanded a voice in the darkness. “We know you know that we’re
following.”

Billiam spun around to see one of the hulking bohemiths he saw take Lilianna. He raised his weapon,
however the big guy took it out of his hand without breaking a sweat.

“The woman you took, we want her back.” Milton commanded in the best voice he could. In his
current form however, it lacked gravitas.

“Yeah, nah!” came a voice from behind the grey brute. “I can’t say that’s gonna happen anytime
soon.” The being stepped out from behind. It was a Hummusarian, one of the few gelatinous
lifeforms to reach faster than light technology. It’s light brown grainy goo was currently structured as
a metre tall bi-ped with no descript features.

“However, I’m more interested why and particularly how you two managed to track her here so
quickly, especially being new to the station.”

Milton knew he had to consider his words carefully here. One wrong word and he would put two
innocent lives in danger.

“You’ve got a lot of nerve kidnapping Planetary Collective citizens, if you don’t release us and her,
you will regret that decision.”

Apparently Billiam didn’t get the memo. Milton slapped his forehead. The small group of pirates
laughed. Seeing a gelatinous being laugh was something, strangely enough in his long life span, he
had never seen before, achievement unlocked.

“You humans are certainly brave bunch, I’ll give you that.”

“Yes, we are, but we are also ambitious and request a trade.”

There was another round of laughter that echoed down the corridor.

“I very much doubt you have anything that would equal the bounty or should I say bounties on her
head. And if you did, we’d just take it from you now if you don’t mind.”

“I think you’ll find that we’re probably more valuable than she is.”

Billiam’s eye’s widened at the prospect that his life would be exchanged for Lily’s.

“I don’t know who you are, therefor you are useless to me. As for the Captain here, ten years ago, it
would have been a good deal, but I’m afraid his not as valuable.”

Billiam’s face dropped. He was about to argue the point, but Milton put his hand to Billiam’s face to
nip it in the bud. The pirate negotiator slimed around to get a better look and the two men. Granted
he couldn’t actually see, but he could feel them, like a snake feels vibration in the ground.

“In any case, that answers the why you’ve come poking around these parts, but I’m still curious on
the how.”

The pirate negotiator slimed around to get a better look and the two men. Granted he couldn’t
actually see, but he could feel them, like a snake feels vibration in the ground.

“What are you doing to you foot?” the pirate negotiator asked.

“What foot?” Milton felt nervously. He pulled his foot out of the ground before the small band
looked at his foot. He hadn’t taken into account that a gelatinous being would be in with a pirate
gang.

“Your right foot was somehow wedge inside the floor panel.”

“You must be mistaken.” This was not how he wanted this to go.

“I think not. Seize them.”

Before anyone had time to react, Milton was already moving. He ducked under the grasp of the giant
and spun around the second, normal looking pirate. With the third he managed to do a front flip
that would have made Simone Biles proud. As for Billiam, he barely got two steps before the
negotiator had swarmed over his feet and held him in place.

Milton continued down the corridor, dodging energy beams left, right and centre. At this point he
was thinking on his feet. He knew if he showed off his prowess, all of them would have chased him.
Most of them had, except for the negotiator, who’d sounded more like the leader of this gang. Again
a first time seeing a gelatinous being ordering non gelatinous beings around. He was glad that even
in these parts of the universe there was a measure of equality and opportunity for all intelligent
beings, not matter what they are made of. However, it did put a crimple in his plan. He had to
garner more attention so that the Hummusarian would pursue him. Unfortunately, this meant
having to take down his lackeys.

“Perfect.”

He had remembered the open panel to the maintenance corridor that wormed through the station.
He was originally going to use that as an escape route when he had learned the location of the
Commander. He had learned the schematics when he accessed one of the stations computers.

Recent events had taught him to plan ahead, like back in the old days when he had been pursued
back on Earth.

The tube was rather cramped, even for his current small frame. The beast certainly couldn’t follow
him in here and the more normal sized ones probably could but they’d have a difficult time. He was
hoping this would be enough to attract the goo’s attention. Milton suspected though that it was
waiting to see what was capable of before doing anything. Hence why he hadn’t threatened the old
Captain’s life.

He continued to crawl the dimly lit corridor. The pungent smell in the corridor was only a fraction of
what Milton could smell here. He wished he had time to detached his sense of smell. Unlike, the
Hummusarian he couldn’t alter himself on a whim. It required time and concentration. It also wasn’t
the most comfortable process either, well not until his human nervous system was disconnected,
but that had it’s own set of consequences.

He could still hear the arguing between his pursuants. The smallest of the group was protesting the
idea of him chasing after Milton. He was a Cay’ni’ian. There sense of smell was legendary. They
wouldn’t be able to stand the smell for long. Unfortunately, he couldn’t tell if the goo man was
coming or not. He considered using his surface to surface trick he’d done twice earlier that day but
Milton knew he had to do something bigger that would attract it’s attention.

And then he saw it. An open maintenance computer panel. It was a risk though.

“Screw it!”

He placed his hand on the surface of the screen, closed his eyes and breathed deeply. He could feel
the particles in his hand shifting, spacing apart, trying to find the gaps in the plastic surface. When
that failed he had to go deeper. The compounds in his hands began to separate. The ionic and
convalent bonds broke. The atoms that were his fingertips, were passing through the gaps between
the solid translucent structure of the control panel. He could feel the tingling sensation of the
computer network, however if he were to truly connect, he would have to break down the atoms
even further, to their sub-atomic components, something he knew his gelatinous friend couldn’t do.

He was now starting to merge into the stations network, as he did on the shuttle, but this time he
was going to modify any systems. Milton just needed to tell the computer a few things and see if he
could locate the Commander, who at this point was escaping even his detection. That worried him.

…..

Out in the corridor Billiam struggled to get out of his captive’s grip. It was futile. The gelatinous
pirate had lost all humuniod form, becoming a sentient puddle of goo instead, securing Billiam in
place.

After a while, he began to feel ridiculous. He was just standing here waiting for something to
happen. In the back of his mind he knew that he should be grateful that the gooey bastard wasn’t
trying to kill him or harm him, at least yet. This certainly wasn’t how everything was supposed to go
down. He was asked to help Milton, to win his trust, but the guy was a friggin flake. One moment,
he’s bravely heading into a trap to rescue the person he put into trouble, now he ran away like a
coward putting someone else in harms way.

Perhaps if Billiam was an attractive young officer, his new pal wouldn’t have abandoned him so
easily.

That thought was interrupted by a sudden spray of what Billiam hoped was water. Down the hall, he
could hear the other pirates startling. Below he could feel the gelatinous creature’s grip loosening.
With an almighty pull, he managed to step himself free. He could hear the creature in discomfort.
Billiam was unsure if the creature was in pain, but decided not to wait to find out. He bolted down
the corridor.

This was the fastest he had run in ten years. The extra weight he was carrying around his stomach
wasn’t helping matters. Before he became out of breath though, he literally ran into the next
problem, the other pirates.

“Shit!” he yelled as the force of the impact sent him tumbling down onto the floor. He looked up to
see the other three pirates standing over the top of him, the big one in the middle.

“Ke’teal, See’sors go find the boss. I’ll deal with this one.”

“What about the other guy?” on of them called out.

“Just go, I’ll deal with it. We don’t want to piss off the boss.”

Both men ran back down the corridor. The beast’s shadow cast over Billiam easily.

“I’ve been waiting a long time for this, Captain Billiam Dirk.”

“D…d…do I know you?” he stammered.

“The battle of Tik’ay four.”

“Ah, yes. I remember that. Big misunderstanding!”

“Yes, a misunderstanding that killed my father.”

At this point, Billiam needed a miracle and as luck would have it, he got one. Alarms suddenly went
off up and down the ccorridor red lights were flashing wildly through the water that was still
spraying.

A gruff voice came over the intercom. “Empire ship detected. Repeat Empire Ship detected.”

The beast contacted the pair that had gone down the corridor to rescue their boss. They informed
him that it was having trouble reconstituting himself.

“Forget him, we have bigger problems now. He’ll just have to find a way out himself!”

“But?”

“Let’s go!”

The beast paused over ther quivering body of Billiam who was slowly edging away from his captor.

“I don’t have time to carry your fat sorry ass around.” He ran off down the corridor, quickly followed
by the other two. Billiam continued to lay there, the spray soaking him from head to toe. He
pondered some of his more questionable decisions in the past and wondered if the one he was on
was one of them.

“You ok, Captain Dirk?” Milton’s face had popped out of the corridor wall.

“Y…y…yes, I’m fine.” It took Billiam a moment to steady himself. He wasn’t as limber as he once was.
Milton offered him a hand up.

“I assume this was all your doing?”

“A simple hack. The fire suppression system was simple enough, though I’m surprised they were
using an archaic water based system. The alert was a little trickier though. I had to create a sensor
ghost that would not only trick the station’s sensors but the sensors of all the other ships docked
here.”

Billiam was impressed to say the least.

“It’s all on a timer though so we better hurry. We don’t want the Hummusarian to get to us.”

“But where do we go from here?”

“I know where, not that I believe how they did it though. I’ll tell you on the way.”

The ran down the corridor to an intersection and headed towards the docking bays.

On the edge of the station’s sensors, however, Milton’s ghost was about to become a little too real.

Chapter 12

Se-Cond only took a small security entourage on the Viper, similar to a shuttle but could travel FTL.
As she walked through the docking bay of the Widow Maker, a scout vessel doing cavalry runs of the
ITU, she was greeted by the Captain, Lo’var. She requested that her presence be kept on the
downlow as their were many security risks now as the de-facto leader of the Empire. She had made
many enemies and the less said about her whereabouts the better. But, she needed to be here, she
needed to close this gnawing impulse to enact revenge.

Lo’var escorted her through the ship, the crew stopping and saluting as she walked past. This made it
a little difficult as the corridors on a scout ship were particulary narrow. Lo’var escorted her to his
ready room and offered her his seat. She accepted.

“You look a little nervous Lo’var. That’s very unlike you.”

“I’m sorry your Eminence, I don’t know what you mean,” he hesistated in his response.

The Empress, which still wasn’t her official title until she reached the sector Homeworld of
T’Vis’shun for the ceremony, looked at her on again off again dalliance who was keeping his head
bowed.

“Nothing has changed between us Lo’var.”

“Of course, your eminence.” But still he remained.

She couldn’t blame him. Being the plaything of the Emperor’s daughter was one thing, of the
Empress is quite the other. She made a mental not at the back of her mind to worry about the
changes in the close relationships she had made, but now revenge was afoot.

“So, Captain. What’s our status?” She thought it best to change the subject.

Lo’var explained the events when he had got here. They had sent an agent of board to monitor the
situation.

“Are you telling me that the Pirates have some sort of teleporter?”

“It would appear so,” he replied. Our man observed the Commander and her capture disappearing
into thin air. His partner didn’t seem worried.”

“Interesting!” she pondered. How and where they got it is beyond me, but I’ve made it a priority to
obtain it as soon as possible.”

“Negative. That is not our mission here.”

“I beg your pardon your emenince.”

“Our priority here is the Commander! We can worry about the pirates technology later.”

“As you wish.” Lo’var looked stunned. The teleporter would be exactly what they needed to have the
upper hand to the civil war everyone knew was coming. “There is something else you should be
aware of. We aren’t the only ones looking for her. They have sent former Captain Billiam Dirk.”

She laughed. “The PC must be desperate to have sent that has been to retrieve her.”

“But, he is not alone. That man I spoke of, that was on the shuttle with the Commander, is with
him.”

“The one-night-stand?” she asked. “We’ll need to get him too. I want to know his role in the
destruction of my family.”

“That’s the next interesting thing I need to tell you. He’s not human. I don’t think he’s humanoid.”

“A shapeshifter, you mean?”

“We don’t think so. A couple of witness our guy as ‘questioned’ noticed him interacting with things
in a strange way.”

“How strange?”

“Like he would just place his hands over things and they would work, like computer consoles, locks
and what not.”

“An android.”

“That’s what our agent throught at first, however, one person said he merged with the stations floor
panelling and then ran off in the direction of the Commander’s kidnappers.”

“Are things always this weird in this part of the universe, Captain?”

“Everything in the Universe is weird, you eminence. We just know our weirdness.”

“That sounded awfully PC of you,” she joked.

“I’m sorry, your Eminence.” Lo’var stood up straight. He did not read it as a joke.

Another mental note. No more jokes.

“Anyway, have your man determine where all these players are. Our priority is the Commander and
her companion, whoever or whatever he is. Then we will proceed.”

“That may be a problem. The station has put up a communication blanket. Somehow the station was
alerted to an Empire ship in the region, even though we are certain they haven’t detected us.”

“How can you be certain?”

“They are searching on the far side of the system. And I know for sure we are the only Empire ship in
the area.”

“So what triggered the alert?”

“Unknown.”

This had put a crinkle in her plans. She pondered for a while and weighed her options. Ultimately, it
came down to two options. Attack now or abandon the revenge plan together. Her revenge was at
arms length and it would be very doubtful she would have another chance at receiving closer, or the
closest people of the Empire got. However, with the pirates on alert and only a scout vessel to assist
her, it would be an uphill battle. Besides, it would also leave her vulnerable to her enemies, which
were increasing in size daily.

“We can’t do anything, can we?” she sounded defeated.

“No your eminence,” Lo’var confirmed. “If we could restore communications with our agent and
coordinate with him, then it would be possible. At the moment, we are powerless.”

And there was the word again; powerless. Powerless, a word she had heard for most of her life. As
the Emperor’s second born child she was given the title Mistress Se-Cond. A reminder of her position
in the family, always second, never first. That’s why she had join the ranks of the military and rose
through the ranks on her own merit. She knew that her reputation as the Empress’s daughter had
sway, but she had proven herself in battle more than once and showed that she was a capable
warrior, second to no one.

“I’ll go and get her.”

“I beg your pardon, your eminence?”

“I’m not going to put you or this crew in danger.”

“I don’t think I can let you do that, Connie. You’re the Empress for goodness sake. To be honest I
don’t think you should be here.

“It’s Connie now, Vary,” she pointed out. “I thought we were only doing titles.”

“Your eminence. I would be remise in my duties as a member of your military to allow the leader of
the Empire to go on a potential suicide mission, especially so soon after…”

“After the death of my father, my brother?”

“This is what it’s all about. The Empire needs to see justice served by their Empress.”

“To be completely honest, the Empire needs their leader. That’s you.”

“I know who I am Captain. I don’t need you to remind me of my position. It’s my decision. You can
either support it, or your dismissed.” Her tone had changed dramatically. This was no longer a
conversation between lovers. This was a conversation between superior and subordinate.

“Fine, but I’m going with you.”

“Well Captain, I don’t think you were going to have a choice in that.”

Chapter 13

Commander Belle’s head was pounding, and it felt like her body had been on fire. She had no vision
as of yet as the glare was all too bright, but she knew she wasn’t on the space station anymore. It
didn’t smell has bad for starters and it the temperature was a lot more pleasant. But things weren’t
all peachy. She could feel restraints over her arms, legs and forehead. Where was she though?

She recalled the encounter at the food market, attempting to have some of those mysterious
kebobs, that smelt divine. Then some huge strangers came by and took her. She remembered
resisting and then nothing; and now here.

After a little while her pupils began to contract and she was able to see a little more detail. There
were swirls of dark red, yellow and black. The colours were more vibrant than anything found on the
pirate ship. Strength was also starting to return to her body, as the numbness from what they
injected her had begun to ware off. However, she could feel the cold hard press of metal on her skin.
She wouldn’t be busting out of these restraints any time soon.

“A challenge,” she thought.

If she were to be entirely honest, the past few days had been more interesting than the past few
months had been. For the most part she had been participating on diplomatic missions as part as the
McGuffin. She wasn’t the flagship of the PC, but she was the sister ship to it, the PCFS Bhutto. She
never thought for a moment that what she was doing was never important. All the talk, all the
negotiations, the meetings, the ceremonies, the dinners and dances; they served a purpose, to
spread and maintain peaceful relations. Lives were not needlessly wasted in warfare.

But by all the holy figures in the universe it was boring. She joined the PCF to explore on the
Frontier. To meet new civilisations and encounter weird anomalies. She wanted a little more
excitement in her life. And that, she knew was what had gotten her in this mess in the first place. At
the very least though, she didn’t have to write up that report for the President’s attaché.

More of her senses were coming back to her. The room she was in was small but empty, at least
from the angle she could see. She felt as if she were on an angled flatbed raised above the ground.
There was a bright fluorescent light above her. She could here a rumble beneath her, as if the room
was shaking. No, not shaking. It sounded more like the hum of an engine. She was on a ship that was
moving.

How long had she been asleep and how long had she been travelling? An hour, a day. She was
hungry for sure, so at least a couple of hours.

Her body was feeling a lot heavier now. Commander Belle could feel the weight on her restraints.
Everything was coming into focus, and it was not good.

“Hello, there Commander,” came a voice from behind her. The voice was modulated to hide the
speakers true voice, however, there were sinister overtones to be sure. She tried to move her head
to look but couldn’t get an angle on whoever was speaking.

“I wouldn’t bother. You don’t need to see me.”

“What do you want?” she struggled. Her face was still a little numb.

“That’s a good question. Here’s another one. Who are you?”

“Like you don’t already know who I am, otherwise, I wouldn’t be here.”

“That’s true, however, I am a firm believer that there is always more that meets the eye, especially
for those who show greatness.”

“And I show greatness?” Belle replied sarcastically.

“I thought you did, and you still may, but first answer my question. Who are you?”

She sighed. “My name is Commander Lillianna Belle.”

“And where are you from?”

“A little from everywhere, never really had a proper home.” She bit her tongue, this was not
something that she would tell anyone, interrogation or not. Yet for some reason she just blurted it
out. She put it down to the stress of the moment.”

“I see. A PCF brat. Interesting.” Belle could here a light scratching noise from behind her.

“How old are you?

“What?! Why do you care?”

“Just answer the question.”

“Thirty-three.”

“Who was your first sexual partner?”

“Walter Harrison, after the first academy party. And why the fuck did I tell you that?!” She could
hear more scratching sounds coming from behind her.

“Now, I want to know why you of all people are spending time with this man.” An image of Milton
and her flickered above her.

“That’s none of your business!” she responded forcefully. “If you know what’s good for you, I’d
release me to PC authorities immediately.”

“Such confidence, Commander. I admire that,” the voice chuckled. “Unfortunately, we won’t be
doing that anytime soon. Tell me, do you know who this man is?”

To be honest, she didn’t. Besides from what she saw in the shuttle and briefly on the station, she
didn’t get a firm idea of who or what Milton was. He looked human, sounded human, felt human
even acted human most of the time, but he was still a mystery. She definitely wanted to know more
about him though.

“Milton, his name is Milton Ways.”

The voice from behind remained silent.

“He looks human as far as I can tell. Kind of quirky. Pretty good with his hands.”

The voice sighed. “Is that all?” it said sarcastically.

“Oh, he’s got a pretty big dick.”

The voice couldn’t help but give a chuckle to that one.

“I’m sure he does. However, I think, and pardon the pun here, you know him a little deeper. You’ve
seen what he is capable of, yes?”

That was true but Belle wasn’t going to give this guy the satisfaction of an answer.

“Commander, I’ll get down to the point. You know this man is not really a man, correct?”

“If you knew who he was, then why did you ask me what I knew?”

“Because you humans enjoyed drama, once upon a time. All right, what I want to know now is why
were you with them and what you have done to them.”

In this matter, she didn’t why she couldn’t answer truthfully. They already seemed to know
everything about him, what she knew wouldn’t be of much help to them.

“I was with him because he stole my shuttle and I was trying to retrieve it. Besides from a little
tumble in bed, I’ve done nothing to him.”

“Then what happened over Isothorpe?”

“Your guess is as good as mine.”

“So you had nothing to do with it?”

“Let me get this straight,” Belle was bordering on hysterical due to the ridiculous line of questioning.
“You want to know whether or not I was responsible for opening up an unstable rip in the fabric of
the space time continuum?”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“Oh, fuck really?!” she groaned. If she could put up her middle finger she would have. “No, I had
nothing to do with it. Are you satisfied?”

“Almost,” came the response.

“Well, please continue, I insist. I can’t wait for the next overly stupid and pointless question you have
next. Is your plan to annoy me enough to reveal all my secrets?”

While she said that, she realised that they had already gotten a lot of personal information about
her without even trying. Even though the information was useless to anyone, it felt as if she was
compelled to speak and only speak the truth, as she knew it. Something was not right here.

“What are your intentions now that you know what they are capable of?”

“I don’t know,” she said. She hadn’t thought that far ahead. The PC, ITU and Empire would need
some sort of explanation to what happened over Isothorpe and he was the best evidence she had.
She also knew that having a being with those capabilities, and as unstable as he was, was going to
put anyone near him at risk. He seemed genuine when he said he didn’t want to hurt anyone. What
he did was not intentional.

“Would you leave him alone, if he asked you?”

“I think so,” she responded.

“What about your superiors, would they want to leave him alone.”

“I don’t think so.” It hurt her to say that but she knew it would be true. She didn’t know the after
effects of the incident over Isothorpe, but she figured it was potentially disastrous, hence the
kidnapping on the pirate station. The PC valued talk over conflict, but that didn’t mean they weren’t
willing to take any advantage they could get their hands on. The wormhole technology Milton
demonstrated would be enough to capture their attention. They wouldn’t torture him for it, but
they’d certainly want to keep him at arm’s reach, despite the dangers.

“So, if you had to make a choice between leaving him alone and helping your superiors hold him for
whatever reason, which would you choose?”

This was your classic ‘needs of the one versus the needs of the many’ argument. How far would one
go to save the lives of millions or potentially billions of people? Belle had to delve deep to find an
answer. Well, she already had the answer, but she needed to justify it to herself before she gave it.

“Every life is important. To sacrifice one against there own free will to save many would destroy the
souls of the ones they saved.”

“But lives are surely more important than the abstract concept of a soul.”

“Call it what you will,” she said calmly. “The PC is meant to stand for integrity and honour. If we
sacrifice that, what are we defending?”

The restraints released and Belle slid down the table. She immediately sprung to her feet and
cautiously rounded to the other side of the table. At a console, she notice a single being, an alien
species she couldn’t identify. It was definitely humanoid in structure and appeared to have parts
that resembled human but most of it was machine.

“There’s no need to be afraid.”

“You really think I’m going to believe that after what you’ve just done to me?”

“No, I suppose not,” it chuckled. “I apologise for all the roughness, but I had to make sure of a few
things.”

“Well I’ve answered all your bloody questions.” She searched for something that could potentially be
used as a weapon. “Now it’s time for you to answer some of mine. Who are you?”

“Of course, I’m…

“Proximity Alert. Empire vessel detected,” rang the computer

“Shit!” they shouted in unison.

“Babe, activate shield will you?”

“What?!” Belle yelled thinking the order was directed at her.

“Shields are already up hun, but there is no way it’s going to stand up to an onslaught from an
Empire Ship, not even a scout. We have to get out of here. “

“Ok, babe. Let’s make a jump.”

“We can’t do a wormhole jump within a star system, there are too many…”

“We have to risk it, punch it.”

The ship began to rumble, but not from it’s own power.

“The ship’s entered weapons range. We have to fight back.”

“This isn’t an offensive capable ship. It’s meant to be stealthy. How they found us, I don’t know.”

The Empire scout ship had locked on and fired.

“Jump engines were targeted hun, we can’t make the jump.”

“Looks like they know more than you think they know.”

“It would appear so.”

The scout continued to chase the ship. Each time it fired, it seemed to target an essential system
with out fail. Within minutes, the ship Belle was on was dead in space.

“Get to the escape pod. I’ll launch you from here.”

“What about you?”

“A captain goes down with his ship, and I can’t let the Empire get a hold of anything here.” He
directed her to the escape pod at the behind the room she had spent all her time in. She climbed
into the pod and buckled up. She checked the systems around her, to ensure everything was
working. She wasn’t quite sure, as this wasn’t PC technology but it looked reasonable enough.

The cybernetic man stood in front of her and handed her something. It appeared to meld with her
hand at the moment of contact with her skin.

“If and when you see Milton. Give him a message for me. Tell him: The Order stands for him still. He
is not alone anymore.”

He closed the capsule and ejected it. There was a rush of adrenaline as the pod was shot out of the
ship. Belle couldn’t tell what was going on outside, but she knew it wasn’t good. The pod locked on
to the nearest planet with a breathable atmosphere. It was three days away. Not that it mattered,
she wasn’t going to reach there anytime soon.

Chapter 14

Milton ran the enhanced sensors in Billiam’s borrowed ITU Corvette. No sign of the ship they were
chasing. The whole pirate angle had been a distraction. Somebody knew their were people out for
the Commander and wanted to make sure that they weren’t followed. They didn’t take into account
that Milton would have been able discover their ruse so quickly. The kidnapper ship had just
undocked just before they reached it, but at least they were able to get a good reading on it. They
would have been able to catch up with it quickly in the enhanced shuttle that he had modified,
however the pirates were spooked with Milton’s fake Empire ship warning they destroyed it. In their
opinion, anything PC would have caught the Empire ships attention. The station leaders did not
know that the ship would have made them more money then they would have dreamed of.

Lucky for them they did as it prevented a real attack.

Billiam spent the time cataloguing all the new system upgrades in his ship. After this mission was
over, he was going to patent the elements and get some PC engineers to retrofit them into his new
starship, the one he would eventually command. He was simply amazed how the tiniest
modifications could make the biggest differences. Fuel efficiency had been increased by 50%.
Scanners could now scan things scientists could only theorise and food synthesiser had a range of
new foods that had Billiam salivating over. How he had not known this person in his travels was a
mystery to Billiam. Why Milton wasn’t living the best life, was a mystery as well.

The only issue Billiam had over the modifications was that the weapons had been taken offline.
Milton was clearly a pacifist. In Billiam’s opinion Pacifist were naïve optimists. The universe is never
kind and so are the people in it.

“I’m getting something at the edge of the system,” Milton called out. I’m heading there now.

Milton had enhanced the sub-light engines as well. Billiam’s ship did have an FTL drive on board that
used subspace and space-folding principles, but it was often considered a bad idea to make an entry
and exit jump within a system. There would be no time to adjust course if there was an trajectory
error.

It took a couple of minutes to reach anomalous reading.

“Is that what I think it is?” Billiam asked.

On the front viewer, the scattering debris was slowly being pulled towards one of the celestial
bodies nearby.

“Scanning for lifesigns.” Billiam could tell he was desperate to find something to prove that the
Commander wasn’t dead. Billiam needed to get on his good side. He hadn’t received any other
messages of yet, so he was proceeding on the last communique.

“Perhaps this is from another ship. I’d expect to see debris from hundreds of ships in a pirate system
like this.”

Milton didn’t look optimistic.

“The energy blast residue seems to show that this was only a few minutes ago, twelve to be more
accurate.”

“It doesn’t mean that this is the ship we are looking for. And for all we know, the ship we are chasing
did that, which brings up my next point about the disa…”

“Energy pattern says it was Empire weapons signature,” Milton interrupted. “Given the size of the
debris it would indicate that this was the ship we are looking for.”

“So was that it?” Billiam thought. If so, what now?

“Wait!” Milton exclaimed. “I’m detecting organic remains. Not human though.”

The image of the swollen frozen corpse appeared on the screen.

“Definitely, not,” Billiam confirmed. “What andor who is it?

“It’s,” Milton paused. Billiam could see something overshadow Milton’s face. He recognised
something, something he didn’t expect to see.

“Well?” Billiam inquired. “What is it?”

“It’s nothing,” he dismissed unconvincingly.

The headache in the back of his head reappeared with a vengeance, however, Billiam was able to
sturdy himself Milton noticed.

“Beware!” came the voice. “The old enemies return. Their symbol is so marked.”

The headache disappeared.

“What’s that on his side?”

“Oh, not sure. Looks like some sort of logo. Nothing I recognise though.”

Billiam knew he was lying. Despite Milton’s amazing gifts, it would appear that he was unpractised in
the art of lying.

“There’s something you’re not telling me,” Billiam pushed.

“No, not at all,” Milton lied.

“Seriously mate, you’ve gone all stiff,” Billiam pointed out. “You’re not telling me the whole story.”

“It doesn’t matter. We need to find the Commander. The data shows that there are no human
remains, which means it was picked up by the Empire ship that attacked it. Perhaps they were
looking for Belle as well. “

“We’re not going to follow their trail are we?”

Milton analysed the computer readings. Billiam couldn’t see from his angle.

“Looks like they hid their trail well. Most likely a scout vessel.”

“You make a lot of assumptions.”

“No,” Milton replied. “Just experience and excellent recall. Masking FTL trails is difficult to do due to
the power requirements involved. In order to mask your FTL signature it has to blend in with cosmic
radiation background. With some effort, most small ships could hide their signature. It’s a great way
for small cargo ships to hide from pirates and for pirates to hide from authorities. Empire scout ships
run the same way. They’re big enough to FTL and carry basic offensive and defensive systems, but
small enough to scatter their trail.”

“I see.” That was the only response Billiam could come up with after that long-winded response. “So
what now?”

Milton considered the question for the moment, then started entering in coordinates. Billiam’s
headache returned. Out of his control, he walked over to the navigation panel to see Milton’s input.

“Where are we going?”

“To Tishare. It’s the closest Empire planet. It’s the most logical place to go. Scout vessels are quick,
but I’m sure they’d want to get to the closest Empire stonghold”

“There, not going there.” the voice said. Billiam repeated. “They’re heading to T’Vis’shun.”

“The Sector Homeworld? That’s at least a day and a half travel for a scout ship. There cargo is too
precious to risk being attack by more bounty hunters looking for a claim.”

At this point Billiam had lost all control of his actions. “The new Empress will be crowned there. She
will be a gift for her, so she can take revenge of the Emperor and the heir death.”

Milton’s face dropped. “They were on the ship, the victory.”

“Of course,” Billliam’s voice had become monotonic. “It was their flagship. They were coming for the
negotiations before you destroyed it.”

Milton put his head in his hands.

Billiam, who had been a witness to this exchange, had received back control of his body.

“Sorry, mate. I thought you knew.”

For what seemed like a long time, the ships cockpit was silent. Billiam could see that he was shaken
up by the whole thing.

“You’re right. We’ve got to catch up with the ship, but I have to be precise.”

“What do you mean precise?”

“We can’t jump to T’Vis’shun. We’d be shot down in a heartbeat. Besides, after modifying your
vessel I can’t create a portal all the way there, but we can get to the ship before it gets there,
presuming I can …”

“All right, I’ll let you figure all that out.” He didn’t want another long explanation. “Just, be sure we
can defend ourselves against them. I don’t want to be a sitting duck.

“Oh don’t worry, Captain. We won’t be defenceless.” Milton gave Billiam a worrying look,

“I really don’t want to know, do I?”

Chapter 15

Lilianna was getting a little sick and tired with being restrained. Correction, a lot tired. Don’t get her
wrong she didn’t mind a little rope play in the bedroom, but this was no fun at all plus she wasn’t the
one in charge. This time though was worse than the first, at least on the ‘Order’ ship, which she
inferred from her previous captor, was just a mistaken identity issue. Here, they knew exactly who
she was, and she knew exactly what they would do.

The Empire were the sworn enemies of the Planetary Collective and were just about opposite in
every philosophical and political way. The problem was, they blocked the PC’s way into the
Sagittarius arm of the galaxy. There was always the Perseus Arm to explore but that was more
difficult to traverse as it was less dense, and star density was a factor in FTL travel. As for the Empire,
well, they were an Empire. Empires like to grow. A united interplanetary society was something they
never thought they would encounter; plus they thought that the PC being a society based on
exploration and discovery wouldn’t able to defend themselves against the strength and strategic
cunning of a ruthless blood thirsty Empire. Boy, were they wrong!

Then shit really hit the fan when both realised that the founders of each other’s civilisation were
human. It was like looking into a mirror and seeing the ugly side of yourself. The human soul was
revealed to the rest of the galaxy, and both were embarrassed about the other.

So, Lilianna was not expecting a parade when she got to wherever she was heading to. In fact, she
was surprised to live this long.

Her cell was dimly lit, but had the classic Empire motif; red and gold, albeit a little dimmer here then
normal. There was a bathroom in the corner, with even a little bit of privacy, which was surprisingly
considerate of them, and was self-cleaning to her shock.

She couldn’t tell what time it was or how long she had been here for. The room was perfectly
isolating and mostly empty. Belle was bored out of her fucking mind. But like a good little prisoner
she waited and kept quiet. Her training had prepared her for this and not counting earlier, this
wasn’t her first imprisonment slash kidnapping. Unfortunately, this time the PC wouldn’t be coming
to rescue her. It’s doubtful they knew where she was. Belle figured they’d be chasing Milton. As for
Milton, that was anybody’s guess.

It was hard for Belle to tell what her feeling for Milton were. He was of course responsible for her
current predicament, though so was she. If she hadn’t impulsively find her way onto the shuttle,
everything would have been fine. From what she could tell the situation was just a series of
unfortunate events. She genuinely believed that he didn’t mean for all the bad things that had been

happening over the past few days. Despite everything, he seemed like an innocent soul. She couldn’t
put her finger on why.

It wasn’t until much later, after the guards had fed her, that someone of importance came in.
Besides from a couple of security personnel, who weren’t the biggest of talkers, she hadn’t met
anyone until now.

She appeared to be a bridge officer, an admiral in fact. It was a rare thing to see a highly decorated
officer on a scout ship; and a young highly decorated officer at that. She looked to be around the
same age as Belle. In fact, they appeared to have a lot in common. Height in the 180s, athletically
built with legs that looked like it could chase you down like a cheetah, and eyes as green as
emeralds. The pair were a 23rd century parent trap remake waiting to happen. The only difference
was the hair styles. Belle’s was much shorter, her guests was long and regal.

Both stood on the opposite side of the EM barrier of the prison cell and studied each other. The
officer eyes, as deeply green as they were, also looked dead. They was no sense of humanity in
those eyes.

“I assume you’re the one in charge here?” Belle asked trying to cut the tension.

She didn’t reply, in fact she didn’t move.

“Look, I’ve already given the whole prisoner of war spiel today and twice in the past few. I’d rather
not repeat myself. I’m assuming you know who I am. I’m assuming you think I was responsible for
the destruction of the Victory. And if I’m to hazard to guess Master Prime, your acting supreme
leader was on board, so you think that I’m responsible for a PC lead assassination.”

She had put the piece together. After all she had been working all the details with her Empire
counterpart for the past few weeks. Unfortunately, they were never forthcoming with Master
Prime’s arrival.

Belle mustered up her sincerest sounding voice. “I, nor the Planetary Collective were responsible for
the destruction of the Victory. It was simply in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

Her opposite’s eyes flickered for a moment, before going back to their death stare.

“Where is your companion?” Belle’s opposite said coldly.

“My companion?” she asked knowing full well she was talking about Milton.

Her opposite raised her arm. Pain shot up and down Belle’s body as if she was a lightning rod. She
kept her balance but was shaken to the core.

“Where’s your companion?” she asked again.

Lillianna wasn’t going to give up Milton’s identity so lightly. Even if she had thought he was to blame,
it would just add another group on the hunt for him. And the Empire would do anything they could
to somehow exploit his power and abilities. That would shift the balance of power in the Orion Spur.
So she decided to decline an answer.

Her opposite raised her arm higher. Belle’s nerves felt like they were on fire. This time she couldn’t
resist a short fall to the floor of her cell.

“Where’s your companion?” she asked a third time.

“I don’t know!” Belle shouted. “We got separated at the station when I was kidnapped by pirates. I
assume you were the one that destroyed their ship.”

Her opposite stood still. While she gave no emotional response, it was clear that she was considering
Belle’s answer. At the very least she hadn’t raised her arm.

“We need to discuss what’s going to happen now,” Belle continued. “I know what happened over
Isothorpe has set back the trust between our respective civilisations. We need to salvage it before
this rips us apart.”

“That was not a pirate ship.” Her opposite uttered.

Belle sighed. “No, it wasn’t, however, I don’t know who…”

“It was an Order vessel.”

There was that word again, Order. Were they a species she had never encountered before? There
were many species the PC that the Empire had conquered and used as slaves or if they were lucky as
intrenched trading partners. Unfortunately, no one from the PC had met any of them during any
diplomatic missions. However, they knew about Milton and revered him.

“The Order stands for him still. He is not alone anymore.” She recalled to herself.

Was Milton a member of the Order?

“I don’t know who they are,” Belle added.

Her opposite raised her arm again.

“Ahhhhh,” she screamed. The pain was too much to keep it inside anymore. “I truly don’t know who
they are.”

The pain stopped. Belle remained on the ground, her body twitching. She couldn’t take much more
of this. It was doubtful that her opposite was going to relent any time soon.

“You truly don’t know,” she seemed surprised.

“No!” Lilianna tried to yell this, but it sounded more of a whimper.

Her opposite remained standing.

“Commander Lilianna Belle, you’ve been sentenced to death for the destruction of the Empire
Flagship Victory, killing two thousand loyal officer and crew as well as the Emperor and the heir
Master Prime; my father and brother. Unless, you give me the information I require about your
companion you will be formerly tried and convicted tomorrow on T’Vis’shun.”

“Oh shit!” This wasn’t her response to her sentence, that was obvious. She was in the presence of
the Empress, the ruthless daughter of the Emperor who had something to prove to the rest of the
universe. And now she was the leader of the Empire.

The Empress knelt down to her level. “Commander, a few days ago I wanted your blood to paint the
walls of my in my throne room.”

Charming.

“But you and I both know what happen wasn’t your fault. You seem like a smart and capable officer.
Give me a name and a location and you and your PC will be left alone, for now.”

That was not an offer she thought she’d here.

“You have a rotation to decide.”

The Empress, in her clean cut military green Empire uniform left the room.

Lillianna wasn’t pick herself off the floor yet. She was still having random spasms. She had another
difficult decision to make.

Chapter 16

The downfall of Captain Billiam Dirk was as spectacular as his career in the Planetary Collective
Defence Forces. He had been a revered Captain who lead saved the lives of countless innocents with
his quick thinking, strategy and wit. Most people who met him considered to be a charming and
inspiring hero, the shining star of the military.

Most of him who worked with him though saw him as a big talking dick with legs. They saw his
downfall coming a mile away, but even they didn’t think it would be this explosive.

By his early fifties, after being promoted to vice admiral, he decided to return to command. He
couldn’t stand sitting behind a desk all day, giving out orders, well the ones his superiors allowed, so
he decided to return to captaining a ship. Again, for those who didn’t know him, they considered this
to be a heroic move. The valiant leader who needs to be in the thick of it, in the trenches with his
peers and not cower behind a desk. It was a strong boomer move.

The admiralty attempted to prevent this, not because he was a valued member of command or that
they needed his steady voice of reason. They did it because they had taken him out of active duty
due to several harassment claims against him. Unfortunately, public opinion was on the side of the
admiral, now captain. They should have stuck to their guns.

Despite the womanising, the Captain was a ‘happily’ married man with two children. He adored
them all. But homelife after a lifetime riding around the galaxy was mind numbingly boring. It had
always been nice to return home to his beautiful and dutiful wife and well-behaved children. There
had been a more conservative trend among some humans in the 2260s. Even the technicolour
uniforms reflected this.

His usual lengths of time with them were blissful. They went out of their way to make sure he
relaxed before going out on his stressful duty of protecting the Planetary Collective. His kids would
hang on his every word as he told stories about the planets beyond the rim of known space, the
interesting people he would meet and his victories over his enemies. They were proud of being the
children of such a heroic man.

This a man who had everything most humans desired. However, it was never enough for him, hence
the harassment, or in his own mind, flirting. It all started with that insolent Yeoman Belle.

So now he was Captain again. He could get away from his desk and away from spending too much
time with a family who begun to realised that he wasn’t as great as he was cracked up to be.
Unfortunately, for Billiam the PC had changed. In some of the bigger ships, they started to allow

family members on board. Try as he might, he couldn’t find away from preventing his family coming
on board. He was now stuck with them no matter where he went.

But let’s skip a few months of ‘wedded bliss’ and couples counselling to the incident.

It was one of the first official meeting between the PC and the Empire. The PCFS Chawla had recently
saved an Empire Convoy from a gravitational anomaly, at the cost of the ship and it’s captain. The
incident had convinced the Empire that maybe the PC weren’t the cowards and weaklings they had
once thought and decided to finally answer their call for a peaceful meeting between the two
human founded civilisations. For the PC this was the opportunity they had been waiting for.
Everyone wanted the humans to reunify for the sake of the galaxy.

Being the warriors they were they requested their most decorated officer in the fleet, now Captain
Billiam Dirk. They too saw his decision to get back into the fray to be a warrior’s calling, something
they highly respected. Billiam originally declined the invitation. He had no love for the Empire. They
were brutes, murders and sadistic rulers, which wasn’t an inaccurate assessment. He had seen
firsthand what they did to the worlds they conquered, the slaves they abused and the ships they
plundered. The PC shouldn’t be trying to sit at the peace table with these monsters.

Unfortunately, the problem with being a Captain again was that it was difficult to disobey an
admiral’s orders. So, he went to the first official meeting between the PC and the Empire. His
superiors had sent along a few members of the diplomatic core to attend and make sure things went
smoothly. Again Captain Billiam Dirk was under orders to listen and follow their advice.

“The only good Empire soldier is a dead Empire soldier,” was a phrase that was thrown around a lot.

What he didn’t count on was that there was another type of good Empire Soldier and that was the
attractive Empire soldier. The Captain of the Empire Ship Ragnorok was a beauty. She was tall,
athletic and had the cunning look in her eyes. She was absolutely stunning and not in the pew pew
way that most Empire soldiers would stun you. And her uniform, along with the rest of her
crewmates, didn’t leave much to the imagination. Their uniforms were, efficient, in their headspace.
But Billiam wasn’t complaining.

Billiam had gone to the welcoming reception alone. He and his wife had gotten into another
argument and she refused to be anywhere near him. There had been moments where Billiam had
forgotten himself and became a different person, a person who had couldn’t forget and couldn’t
process what he had seen. But that’s a story for another time.

Today was the final nail in the coffin.

“Captain Dirk, may I present Captain Phonus Namus”

Both Captains greeted with a handshake. The custom had not changed despite the separation of the
species.

“It’s an honour to meet you Captain Dirk, we have heard many stories of your victories in the
Empire. My father was fond of telling me about you.” Her voice was surprisingly husk.

Billiam smiled is patented smile. He always enjoyed getting his ego stroked but he could have done
without the age reference.

“I’m surprised to be so revered in the Empire. I would have thought I was despised.”

“Now, now. There’s…” the diplomat tried to interrupt, however the pair ignored him.

“Oh, we do. Your effigy is burned in the halls of every capital city on every world. Your name is the
worst insult our people can utter. Even my father has described in great detail what he would like to
do to you if he ever got his hands on you. I believe vivisection was his favourite.”

“Charming,” the diplomat commented. He knew he was being ignored but he was there to make
sure the Captain Dirk behaved himself, not the Empire Captain.

“Well, I’m flattered,” he remarked. “Unfortunately, I don’t think I’ll be visiting your father anytime
soon.”

Captain Namus’s laugh was deep and raucous. “Perhaps not.” She smiled at him. “But despite all
this, you are respected as a warrior who fights and protects his people, even if most of them are
cowards.”

The diplomat did one of those fake smiles that only someone in politics could give. At least Captain
Dirk was behaving himself for once.

“Well, don’t paint us all with the same brush,” he charmed looking at the diplomat in a cheeky way.

“I’ll try not to,” she responded. Billiam was thankful he was talking to a foreign dignitary that didn’t
need human idioms explained.

“Well this is going swimmingly,” the diplomat jumped in. “I’m just going to get some refreshments
from the table over there.” He turned awkwardly and went over.

“Tell me, are you politicians and diplomats the same in the Empire?” he asked.

“Unfortunately, yes. I received many messages not to screw this up. There was a time when we did
not care for such people but as we grow politicians became a necessary evil.”

“Well at least we have that in common.” Billiam took two champagne flutes off the table and passed
one to the Captain.

“Cheers,” he offered. Captain Phonus was unsure of the ritual. It would appear that not every
cultural custom had remained in the Empire. He raised his glass to hers and tapped them together.
He drank the flute in one gulp. She did the same.

“Not bad!” she exclaimed.

By this point Billiam was unexpectedly charmed by this gorgeous Empire Captain. Decades of hate
had disappeared for a night.

“Say, would you like a tour of the ship, before he gets back,” he was pointing at the diplomat how
was filling his plate with the delectable devilled eggs, that had been donated and prepared by the
Chiketans.

“An interesting offer, Captain. I would be most interested to see your weapons array,” she smiled.

“Ah, I don’t think I should take you there. But there are plenty of places we can … explore,” he
smiled back. The diplomat had been right, it was going swimmingly.

“Well, how can I refuse? Just give me a moment to adjust my spy cams and we’ll head off.” They
both laughed.

……………..

“This is your office?” she stood in the door frame between the Bridge and the Captain’s ready room.
“It’s surprisingly small for a man such as yourself. Your people have done you a great dishonour.”

Billiam couldn’t have agreed more. “It suits it’s purpose.” He gestured her to come in and sit on the
sofa. “Would you like something to drink? Some more champagne perhaps?”

“Hmmm,” she murmured as she sat down. Her movements were swift and purposeful as well as
elegant in an unusual way. “Do you have anything stronger? Maybe with less bubbles and less
sweetness. It reminds me too much of …”

“The PC?” Billiam interjected.

“Exactly,” she gestured towards him. “No offence.”

“None taken.” He went over to the synthesiser and ordered a couple of Catarian Rums. “My people
of late have changed since I was originally Captain. There a little less eager to fight for what’s right
and more eager to chat mindlessly. We’ve become as dull as the blue and silver panels that line the
halls of my ship. We’ve lost our edge.” He handed her the drink. She sniffed it. Her expression
showed that she was intrigued.

“To be honest captain. My people are the same. We are not the same people we once were. We
now negotiate with those we once conquered. We talk with our enemies. “ She raised her glass up.

“But that’s not always a bad thing.” He sat down next to her while keeping eye contact. Her eyes
were an intoxicating emerald green.

“Too true, Captain,” she tapped his glass and swilled it. “Ooof, this is not bad. It’s very similar to
Promethean Whiskey. Quite a spicy tinge to it.”

Billiam could feel a spicy tinge himself, but it wasn’t coming from the alcohol.

“Thank you. I do pride myself on being able to read my guests.” He put his hand on her thigh.

“What are you doing?” Captain Phonus’s countenance immediately changed. Billiam’s eyes became
deer in the headlights.

“Don’t you dare touch the daughter of the Emperor.”

Billiam moved his hand off her and jumped up.

“The daughter of the Emperor?!” he shouted. “But…”

“Do you think we would just send any old officer to meet with you? What foolishness!”

She stood up and left the ready room in a huff. The bridge crew could see a stunned Dirk standing in
disbelief.

That was the final nail in the coffin for Billiam Dirk. He lost everything that night; his ship, his crew,
his family and his dignity. But he was going to get it back. All of it back. He was going to restore his
honour, and all he had to do was deliver Billiam to the Empire and press the button.

Chapter 17

“Welcome back your Eminience,” her main attendant greeted at the royal docking bay. “I trust your
excursion was bountiful?”

The Empress could hear a little sting in his voice. She had left things quite abruptly, not something a
new leader should do when they seized power.

“It was,” she looked behind her. Her entourage were carrying the limp body of Commander Belle,
who was sedated during the shuttle transfer. “I will need a full update on what’s gone on during my
absence. I assume from the debris, the Revenant was attacked.”

The attendant gave a nod of approval. The Empress felt a twinge of guilt. She abandoned them in
the name of revenge and power. However, she may have learned the very means to secure her
future.

“I will meet with my commander staff in half an hour. Take the Commander to one of the holding
cells. The best one we have. We will need her.”

“Yes your eminence.” The attendant walked over to the guards and started relaying her orders. The
remainder of her guard followed her through the golden halls. The ships lights had remained soft
since the ceremony. It gave a more sombre feel to the ship.

“Computer, turn all lights to 85% lamination!”

“Affirmative”

That was better. The halls now glistened gold with the backdrop of crimson red. On the archways
and door frames you can see the intricate golden flake detailing of horns and swords and other
imagery that highlighted dominance. It was an unnecessary detail in Se’cond’s opinion. The leader of
the Empire didn’t need to show dominance through displays of wealth and fortune. Might and fear
was all that was needed.

The bridge crew stood up as the Empress step out of the lift. There was a small trumpet sound in the
background to alert them of her presence.

“Captain Lee’dur?” she smiled. “I assume that was your doing?”

He nodded as he stepped away from the Captain’s chair. She walked over, still in her red and green
battle uniform, that did leave more to the imagination than previous incarnations and sat down
where Lee’dur was sitting previously.

“Report!” she ordered.

Lee’dur handed her a pad with the ship’s log.

“We continued towards T’Vis’shun at half speed as ordered until we reached the rendezvous point.
That’s when we were ambushed.”

“By who?”

“Governor May’tals forces. He has declared his system and a few of the neighbouring systems
independent. They’re calling themselves the Union.”

“Not the cleverest of names.”

“No, however, he does command now a tenth of our forces. The Grashu Shipyards have sworn
loyalty to him as well as the majority of the foreign legion battalions. Apparently, he has made all
non-human intelligent species equal and freed them from servitude.”

“I see,” she replied confidently. “Well good for him. How many ships attacked us?”

“Three assault ships,” Lee’dur continued. “They were probably hoping to catch us by surprise, but
they were reckless. They were no match.”

“That’s good to hear. We will have to deal with May’tal at a later date.”

The Empress could see that Lee’durr looked nervous. The rest of the crew, who were looking busy,
looked busy as well.

“What else?”

“I should leave it for your military council.”

“You are a part of my military, what are you not telling me?”

Se’cond got a better look at Lee’durs face. This was someone who had not gotten a lot of sleep. “It
would appear the May’tal’s actions have inspired others to rise against you. All of your border
worlds, including those near the Independent Trader’s Union, the Planetary Collective and the
Perseus Alliance are in revolt.”

“So we are surrounded?”

“Unfortunately, yes your eminence,” Lee’dur replied.

“Including, T’Vis’shun?”

Lee’due swallowed hard. The royal residence has been destroyed, including your home.”

“I have many homes on many worlds, Captain. It was just one.”

While it was one of many royal residents across the Empire, it was where she had grown up. While
many would second guess the choice of leaving your children on a planet near the borders of your
enemies, for the Emperor it was a symbol that the Empire was strong. That he trusted no harm
would fall to his progeny. It was also where the Empress and Lee’dur first met.

“Yes, your eminence,” he bowed and stepped back.

This was the moment that she needed to be strong. She knew that whether she was on board or not,
these things would have still happened. She had set things in motion when she ordered the
Governor’s to step down. They wouldn’t leave without a fight. But that was ok. It was just dead
weight. She would get them back with time. However, she needed a symbol of her own. One to
show that the Empire she envisioned, the Empire she grew up in was still here and as powerful as
ever.

Commander Belle was the key.

“Comm! I want you to broadcast this as far as you can and as loud as you can across anywhere in the
universe that is going to listen.”

The comm officer looked at the Empress and then looked at Captain Lee’dur.

“We may not have access to all the communication satellite’s in T’Vis’shun or other controlled
worlds in the sector,” Lee’dur warned. “Besides, it will give away our position to the rebels.”

“I’m aware of the risks and limitations, Captain.” She meant business now. Any affection that they
once had had been wiped away, as with the place they first met. After Lo’var’s reactions to her
actions on the Widow Maker, she had to put her personal feelings aside. “Do it.”

The comm officer opened of communication channels.

“To all of subjects of the Empire, I Empress Se’Cond the true ruler of the Empire have heard your
cries as you struggle against the agents of Chaos! Those who have fallen and suffered at the hands of
those who turned away from our kin will suffer a fate worse than death. For those who have left us,
to follow a new Order, you have one last chance to reclaim your positions as Empire citizens. I will be
merciful to those who return. And to our enemies in the Planetary Collective, the one who
assassinated our beloved Emperor and Heir will be tried and convicted for her crimes. If you dare
enter our space, her suffering will be … immense. And I’ll make sure you witness it!”

The bridge was in stunned silence. These were some big plans, plans that one doubted she could
achieve. They felt it to be all bark and no bite.

“Captain Lo’var of the Widow Maker! Prepare to fire on the moon below! Comm, all sensors on the
target. Let’s all witness the power the Empire possesses.”

“Widow Maker to your Eminence, prepared to fire at your order.”

“To those who doubt, let me erase it. Fire”

The Widow Maker, which had delivered the Empress back to the Revenant, had picked up something
from the Order Ship, something that should have been erased. It was not a weapon, but neither was
a hammer. If there was one thing humans could do, it was to turn anything into a weapon.

At the Empress’s order, they fired a simple torpedo with a not so simple element at its core.
Something found at the galactic core, where no life lives for good reason. Within half a minute the
torpedo hit the surface of the barren moon below. The Widow Maker had turned away and was
sublighting it out of there because they knew what was going to happen.

The Revenants sensors picked up a sudden increase in seismic activity. Cracks appeared on the
surface, dust was spewing out from the new caverns beneath. The moon’s natural EM field began to
fluctuate. Soon the moon looked like a broken egg. It was breaking apart from the scenes at an
unnatural rate. The Revenant detected an increase in the moon’s gravitational pull, so the Empress
ordered them to take them away but to keep the sensors locked.

As they sped away, they saw the moon shrink and compress.

“Your Eminence, the nearby planet it’s…” called out the operations officer.

The planet, a celestial body a hundred times bigger than the moon, was being pulled towards it.

“That’s impossible!” Captain Lee’dur exclaimed.

The rest of the ship watch as the planet collided with the moon it once controlled.

“Captain Lo’var,” she began to order, all communications had continued to transmit. “Switch it off!”

“Yes, your eminence.”

With the order, the Widow Maker fired an energy beam into the remaining core of the moon. The
moon’s gravitational field decreased dramatically, however the two celestial bodies were still
colliding due to inertia.

“The Empire endures. The Empire is Reborn! End of Message!”

Chapter 18

On the light cruiser both Milton and Billiam witnessed the destruction first-hand. They had managed
to reach the scout ship ahead of their calculations, as they didn’t expect it to be rendezvousing with
a battlecruiser. There plan was to sneak aboard the ship, using Milton’s restored abilities, rescue the
Commander and be on their way. However, before they could implement it, the Empress unleashed
her fury. Milton had just enough time to hightail it out of there before they too were caught in the
gravitational pull. Thankfully, their stealth systems were still in operation, which meant their ships
would evade detection unless within a close distance. With all the planetary debris, if they were
spotted, they’d probably be mistaken for a piece of rock.

“That’s impossible!” Milton exclaimed.

“You’re telling me!” Billiam responded. “If I’m not mistaken, that was similar to what happened over
Isothorpe. How did they …”

“How did they get their hands on it?” he thought. He opened up the sensor logs from the pirate
ships debris. It didn’t take him long to find what he was looking for. “I didn’t check.” He had been
too shocked to see a member of the Order floating in the dead of space that he had forgotten to
check for the ships fuel tank, the core.

“I think it’s time you told me what’s happening, Milton. I’ve been patient and I’ve kept my mouth
shut because my goal was to rescue the Commander. Whatever you are was not my concern, but
now it clearly is!”

Milton knew he was right. Things had now spun out of control, it was taking all his concentration to
keep a hold of himself. He didn’t need another episode at this moment.

“I tried so very hard, believe me. I tried to get away. I tried to avoid all this chaos, but it follows me.”

“What are you?”

“I don’t know!” Milton exclaimed. “I’ve tried to find out who or what I am, but after a thousand
years of trying I simply don’t know!”

Milton could see the shock on Billiam’s face.

“I tried to end it, you know? Without me, none of this would be happening. I have caused so much
pain and suffering by simply existing. I can’t die, well not that I know how.”

“So, you’re definitely not human,” Billiam pointed out the obvious.

“What you see here is a recreation of a human body. If you studied my anatomy, my DNA, I’m 100%
human, but on a deeper level, beyond the sub atomic I’m not even matter or energy.”

“I’m no quantum physicist, but that seems scientifically impossible.”

“It is,” Milton continued, “by all rights I shouldn’t exist. I don’t fit in this universe.”

“And what’s this got to do with what just happened out there?” he was pointing to the image of the
collapsing moon and it’s associated planet that were still colliding together in a symphony of
destruction.

“It’s a part of me!” he admitted.

Milton could see on Billiam countence that he was putting the pieces of the puzzle together. Milton
may of not been human at his core, but his emotions were. He could feel his heart beating, wanting
to get out of his chest. His mind brought up all the disasters that he had caused over his millennial
life. But he wasn’t all to blame.

“How did the Empire get a piece of you? You’ve been with me and the Commander since all this
nonsense began,” Billiam asked.

“The ship we were following was an Order ship.”

“An Order ship? What’s an Order ship?”

Milton had to go back two hundred years to explain the societies of Chaos and Order. These two
groups have been struggling for the control of the galaxy since before dinosaurs had roamed the
Earth. They manipulated societies in believing that their way was the best way. Over the centuries,
over the millennia societies went to war until just over two hundred years ago, just as humanity
went interstellar, they disappeared. When Milton came on the scene, the last remnants of both, the
holdouts remained.

That’s when he discovered the truth, at least a partial truth about himself. They only knew it as the
particle. A substance like nothing in the universe. Both organisations had the tiniest samples of it,
enough to power their devices, but Milton was made of it. It was a difficult time for him, both sides
appealed to him to join, to finally defeat the other. In the end, he destroyed both of them and hid
the evidence of their existence. It was an epic struggle, but alas again, it is a tale for another time.

“So, you are made of this unknown particle that can rip apart the fabric of the universe.”

“Well it’s not like that. It’s never been unstable before. Not that I know of. Something’s changed and
I don’t know what it is.”

He believed that’s why the Order was showing up all of a sudden. Something in the universe had
shifted. All the more reason why he needed to get out of here. But first the Commander. She didn’t
deserve being caught up in all this.

“Empire ships entering FTL!” warned the computer.

On the display both ships flashed white and disappeared from view. “Computer, where are they
going?”

“Tracking,” the computer replied. “98% chance they are going to T’Vis’shun.”

“She’s heading to her childhood home,” Billiam stated. “Her father had her and her siblings raised
there as a symbol that everywhere in the Empire was safe, even at the border with their most hated
enemy.”

“How do you know that?”

“She told me that herself.”

“Oh, yes. You two have met before, that’s how…”

“Yes, both our pasts are a little cloudy, but let’s focus on the matter at hand.”

“Yes.” Milton paused at the pilot’s seat. He was planning his next move, using every bit of
information, strategy and creativity he could muster. “My guess, she’s going to consolidate what left
she has left of the Empire. That demonstration was not so much a warning for the PC as it was to her
dissenters.”

“I don’t think those who have decided to leave the Empire are going to come back anytime soon. If
anything they’ll be more galvanised by the demonstration. I’ve seen what Empire worlds are like, all
they needed was some hope and a spark. Now the match has been lit, they’re not going to back
down. They’ll be more cautious though.”

“You may be right, but those who were on the fence are no longer on the fence. She’ll make her
headquarters at T’Vis’shun.”

“But back to my original question, what now?”

“We do what we came here to do, rescue the Commander, then I get out of here.”

“What about the weapon? The particle?”

“What you do to each other is your business, not mine.”

“But you owe it to…”

“And what do you think I should do? Hmm Give people access to a huge supply of planet destroying
ammo. No! The further away I am, the safer you all will be. I don’t know how much of this stuff is
around but once it’s gone, it’s gone. Thankfully, some of it has been wasted on a lifeless moon.”
Milton was on the verge of hyperventilation.

“Where will you go?

“The Core.”

“Why?”
“I don’t know!”

Chapter 19

Despite not seeing what had just happened, Commander Belle had heard every word. She couldn’t
just sit around the cell waiting for an opportunity to escape. She needed to make one herself.

Similar to PC brigs, Empire cells were five walls of thick seamless space age metal alloys that only a
ship sizer lazer cannon could puncture. The sixth wall was an charged Electromagnetic Field that
allowed air to pass, but nothing else. Though that could be adjusted. The main difference was the
intensity. PC fields gave you a bit of shock. Empire fields were know to knock someone unconscious
and on the rare occasion, kill them. So, Lillianna wasn’t going to take her chances.

Besides from a metal shelf, for sleeping and a cornered off hole, for waste extraction, there was
nothing she could do or use that would help her get out here. The trick about getting out of an
Empire cell was to not get into one in the first place. Or was able to short out the power. That wasn’t
happening anytime soon.

So, if she wasn’t able to force her way out by herself, she needed someone to help her on the
outside. She was hoping that Milton or someone from the PC was coming to rescue her at any
moment now, but it appeared that Milton had abandoned her and the PCF had bigger problems.

Perhaps, the guards.

The guards were at there station outside the brig cell block. There were two other cell in the block,
both were empty. They would either come in to feed her or taunt her. One of them gave her a little
shock for disobedience, though he looked like an officer. He seemed to get a perverse pleasure out
of it, unlike the Empress who used it as a means to an end. However, if the guards wanted to give
her something like a tray of food or water, they’d open a small hole in the field to for it to pass
though. Perhaps she could pull the guard into the field and grab the remote emitter. They usually
carried it on their forearm.

The idea was technically possible but not highly. No, there had to be something else.

“Get in there, traitor!” A guard she had seen before was pushing what looked like an officer who had
been beaten to an inch of his life. Behind the guard was the other officer that had tortured Belle
previously. He gave her a wicked smile.

“Put that piece of trash in the opposite cell. They can keep each other company. Until he dies.
Perhaps, she’ll learn what’s in store for her.“

“But, Empress said…”

“I know what the Empress said

The beaten officer, still bleeding from his wounds was pushed into the empty cell. The hardened
officer went over to Lilliana.

“She’s absolutely right, you know.”

She could smell the stench of alcohol on his breath through the EM field.

“You do look a lot like her. The shape, the eyes. I do like the short hair though. More befitting an
officer.”

“Sir?!” one of the guards interjected. He looked just as confused as Lilianna did.

“Leave us!”

“Should we call the doctor, so he can stand…”

“I said leave us. He will die here for his attempt at the Empress’s life. Their will be no trial.”

The guards stood there looking at each other. This was clearly not standard procedure.

“Would you like to join him for not following orders?

The guards quickly filed out. The officer’s attention went back to Lilianna. By his stance, she felt like
he would be standing over her if this was a bar situation. It may been the end of the 23rd century and
people were generally more enlightened but there were still creeps around and Belle has had her
fair share.

“You’re really going to let that man suffer in there?” Belle pointed out.

“He is nothing to worry about. The Empire of old is back. We don’t worry about scum like him. He
does the crime, he suffers the consequences.”

“Charming,” she rolled sarcasm.

“You even sound like her,” he gave a dark chuckle.

Belle’s face went blank as she began to formulate a new plan. She didn’t want to do it, but there
were no other opportunities available. She would have to try and live with herself at a later time.
She gave a hidden smile.

“Do I sound like the Empress?”

He gave a sneer. “You pale in comparison to her, but you certainly have your similarities.”

“I see,” she replied. “Yes, she is a beautiful and powerful woman. Admittedly, I’m a little envious of
her strength.”

“As are we all,” he gave a short look of despair before shaking it off.

“You love her don’t you?”

He looked at her suspiciously.

“But she doesn’t love you, does she? You’ve tried so hard to get her to notice you.”

Fire began to burn his eyes. “She did notice me,” he growled. “We grew up together, rose through
the ranks together. We both loved each other once.”

“Man, this guy seems pretty smashed,” she thought. “And now she doesn’t,” she interjected. “That’s
the problem with relationships with your superiors. Command always comes first.”

“What are you playing at Peacey?” he growled.

“Nothing. We’re just having a conversation. One officer to another.” She turned around and walked
back to her bench that was her bed. She was trying to keep it together, trying to be as demure and
authoritative at the same time. Something told him that he liked women with power but hated to be
ignored. On inside she was exhausted, she was scared, but she needed to get out. “Despite
everything that’s happened, I admire your loyalty. You get treated like nothing, but you still follow
every one of her whims.”

The officer started breathing deeply considering her words. “I know what you’re trying to do Peacey.
I will never turn against my Empress.”

“I wouldn’t dare turn you against the EMPIRE’s Empress. You love for her is absolute.” She recrossed
her legs slowly. She got his full attention. “I’m just sympathising. All that love and devotion. You
deserve to get something back. After all you’re a Commander…

“Captain,” he growled.

Whoops. “Yes, Captain of the Empire. A loyal subject.” She flicked her hair back. It was hard to feel
sexy when you’ve been carted across the sector being kidnapped, drug and carried like a sack of
potatoes, however, it looked like she was pulling it off. It was about getting him horny or angry
enough for him to come in the cell. She felt like she could take him in his drunken state. She would
have to hope that no one was watching.

“What are you implying?”

“I’m not implying anything. I’m saying that a man of your calibre deserves to have what he wants.
And if he can’t get what he wants then perhaps he should get the next best thing.”

The Captain had his thinking face on. He was considering his options. Lillianna felt incredibly
disgusted by what she was doing. What if she couldn’t handle him? What if he was too strong? What
if he…

He deactivated the forcefield. It was go time. She had to wait until he got closer before she made her
move. She smiled wickedly as if to say I’m waiting for you. Take what you want. His face was
practically drooling. What abhorrent behaviour from an officer, taking advantage of a prisoner. She
knew the Empire did some horrible things, but seeing it up front was a wake up call. The PC
shouldn’t be negotiating with these monsters. They should defeat them and free those they have
abused for centuries.

He was now standing over the top of her like a drooling dog, his hands on her wrists. She could feel
him about to pull her up. The great thing about Empire citizens was that they were human, which
meant they had all the vulnerabilities humans had. She smiled as she kicked the Captain in the groin.
He released his grip after that. She then kneed him in the face before he had a chance to react.

Belle grabbed his weapon and searched for the field button. But before she could find it, the Captain
regained control and went for her throat. He pushed against one of the walls, The weapon fell out of
her hand. Lillianna saw that he was reaching for his communicator with his other hand. She held on
to his arm for dear life, but the strength was leaving her.

“You bitch! You’re gonna get it now.”

“Lee’dur!” came a voice from behind. Commander Belle couldn’t see clearly as her vision was fading.

“Release her at once,” came the command.

He released his grip and she collapsed to the ground. At that point she lost consciousness

Chapter 20

The Empress sat on her lounge was again in the darkness of her suite, looking out to the streaks of
multicoloured light. They would arrive at T’Vi’shion in a couple of hours. She had some tough choices
ahead, if she were to save and reunite her people. However, that wasn’t why she was brooding in
the dark, something that was becoming a habit of late. It was Lee’dur and Lo’var.

Emperors through Empire and even Earth history have had their fare share of concubines and
mistresses. However, Se’Cond, who was thinking of changing her birth name, was the first Empress
of the Empire in its three-hundred-year history. She wasn’t sure what the expectation was for her. In
any case, she never thought that she’d be having boy problems as the leader of the Empire.

What Lee’dur did was unforgivable for both what he was doing and why. For starters he gave the
Commander an opportunity to escape. Secondly, he was going to take advantage of a prisoner,
whether or not that was part of the commander’s plan, is note important. That violated the ethics of
the Empire, it was dishonourable. However, the why was personal. He was going to do it because the
Commander resembled her; because he wasn’t getting enough attention. This wasn’t the time for
academy relationship drama. This was the balance for control of the Empire, control of the galaxy.
She didn’t have time to stroke the egos of people who she has had relationships with. She didn’t
want this to take up any headspace.

The Empress had a home to reclaim. She needed to be keeping up to date with troop movements.
Most of the forces on T’Vi’shion were still loyal to the Empress but a small division, along with a
rising militia, controlled by Lieutenant Governor Thornside, had caught them unawares. They
opposed the Empress’s decision to imprison Governor Buxtab.

Then of course there was the big picture. She had a million things to decide. She didn’t have time for
men acting like boys.

Her door rang. Only one person was permitted to ring her doorbell.

“What is it A’ten?”

The attendant stepped through the doorway but no further. They weren’t going to enrage her, not
directly anyway. They were just the messenger.

“The Commander is awake. Doctor He’la says her injuries are minor and she will recover but she
needs rest.”

“I wish I could give it to her,” she sighed. It was time for a second meeting, perhaps something a
little less shocking.

………………

“Forgive me if I don’t stand your highness,” Belle said in an overtly sarcastic manner.

The Empress went up to her bed chamber, as close as she could get with the field in the way.
Commander Belle was still a prisoner. The field was non-lethal. Even the Empire had their standards,
not many tough.

“Forgiveness is a weak trait, as are apologies,” the Empress replied. “However, in this case…” She
stopped herself from continuing.

“Wow! The Empress was going to apologise. The same one who not a few hours before fried me to
an inch of my life.”

“As I said, apologies are weak.”

“So what are you doing here then? Are you going to pull a Mr Hyde from your Dr Jekyll to get
answers from me?”

The Empress didn’t get the reference.

“Don’t worry. After your demonstration, there’s no way I’m going to give you what you want. I’m not
saving my life to endanger billions, perhaps trillions of people.”

“Do you even know who your companion is?”

“Was,” Belle interrupted. “It’s been like three ships since I’ve seen him.”

“Believe or not Commander I believe you,” she knew that she would never have the Commander’s
trust. She didn’t need it. But what she did need was for her to understand her role in the big scheme
of things.
“Wow, another shock. This is certainly different than I expected the Ruthless Empress to be. Where’s
your cold dead heartless eyes? Your quickly and deadly wit?”

The Commander did go on. She had spirit, the Empress gave her that but she had the inflated ego of
a Peacy officer.

“I’ll ask my original question. Do you know who he is?”

“Should I?”

“He’s the most dangerous being in the universe!”

“I think that title falls to you there, sister. He’s not the one blowing up moons and destroying world. I
assume that’s what you plan to do to your old home. Follow me or I’ll destroy you?”

“I understand you’ve been through a lot and I’ve been a big part of that.”

“No, shit!”

The Empress had to gather her composure.

“I know you weren’t responsible for the death of my family and my ship.”

“Well at least your not stupid.”

“I know it was him, at least physically. Whether he intended or not, I need to determine.”

The Commander looked at her, scrutinizing her. The Empress didn’t feel like herself. Things had
changed over the past 24 hours. She didn’t want to deal with this Peacey blowhard but the situation
called for it.

“Well I guess if there’s a Mr Hyde, there would be a Dr Jekyll.”

“I’m not sure what you are referring to?”

“It’s a story about a man with two sides. Dr Jekyll was a peaceful doctor but had another side, an evil
side called Mr Hyde. It’s basically an allegory of recognising the evil side in all of us but not try to
hide it under denial. I guess it works the other way too.”

“The Empire is not evil.”

Commander Belle laughed hysterically. “Ok, I’m sorry I shouldn’t be laughing, but I’ve been through
too much shit to hide it under my tolerance and understanding. You literally enslave other species,
you torture your prisoners and from what happened in the cell block I guess your soldiers take
advantage of their prisoners. I’m sorry, but that seems pretty damn evil to me.”

“I’m not going to get into a philosophical debate about what is right and wrong. The Empire has a lot
of work to do, but so does the Planetary Collective.”

“So what do you want, please tell me why we are having this ridiculous conversation?”

“I need you to answer three questions for me. One, do you know who he is? Two, did he destroy the
Victory on purpose and three is he coming for you?”

Chapter 21

To say that T’Vi’shion was a paradise would be a lie, to be perfectly honest. It was a shitty world on
the edge of Empire Space. Not the best place to have the two most powerful children on the Empire
to live. Granted the children of the Empire had everything at there fingertips, but besides from the
heavy pollution it was also a target for many pirate raids. As long as the Children were safe, the
planet was safe.

So why was it a valuable world to the Empire, why was the Empress concerned with retaking this
joke of a planet? Why did people live on this unliveable planet? Well money and power. Why else?!
The planet was rich in resources, it powered a third of the ships in the fleet. Plus it was on the
border of ITU and PC space so it had strategic importance as well.

As Milton and Billiam descended into the atmosphere, they could see the capital on fire. From the
messages they intercepted, they were aware of the civil unrest. They would have avoided the planet
to begin with, however, there weren’t any moons to hide behind and the stations in orbit were a
hive of violent activity. It would be too much of a risk hiding anywhere near them. Well not for
Milton, but he wasn’t going to let his human companion get hurt. That’s how he got into this mess in
the first place.

As for the human, Billiam, he was surprisingly quiet. Before he was either asking questions or
reminiscing about his glory days. Now he was just sitting there, almost comatose even. It looked like
Milton wanted to wake him up, but thought better of it. He would need to rest before more shit his
the fan. It would still be an hour before the Revenant got there. Milton was forced to ‘jump’ ahead.
A little taxing, but it wasn’t as big and uncontrolled as before.

Billiam, however, was not asleep. He was having a right old conversation with his patrons.
Apparently, this was not what he had signed up for. Cutting the Empire’s supply lines was one thing,
potentially destroying a planet was quite another. He wanted his old job back and a little revenge on
that bitch, the Empress but genocide was definitely off the table. If was going to go through with
what his patrons had in mind, well he’d be unleashing the most powerful destructive force anyone
has seen in the galaxy, perhaps the universe.

“I’m not gonna fucking do it, you hear me? I’m not going to kill millions of innocent civilians.”

“Disappointment.” It was their main response.

“You used me to get him here, so you could destroy this world.”

“It’s what you wanted”

“I wanted to hurt their military, prevent them from hurting the Empire or anyone else again. That
doesn’t mean wiping them from existence.”

“That is what you desire.”

“What, wiping them out, no! Granted it looks like they are going to do that to themselves, but I’m
not going to accelerate it. I’m a PCF officer, well I used to be, but it means I protect, I defend. And I
certainly don’t strike first with a world destroying weapon.”

“No choice!” the voices whispered.

“Yes, you have no choice. I’m not going to do it.”

“No!”

“Yes, that’s right. You can’t make me.”

“You have no choice. You will follow!”

“What?!” he woke up in a gasp, but he wasn’t lying in his cot and his body did not gasp. He was
looking through a mask. He was looking through his eyes but he couldn’t control his body. “Oh shit!”
He was no longer in control of his own body. From now on, he was just a passenger for the ride.

“Oh your finally awake, Billiam, came a familiar voice. “Let me update you on where we are with
everything. Billiam was shouting as loud as he could to get Milton’s attention, however, Milton was
unable to hear him.

“I hope you’re well rested because we’re about to jump out of the frying pan and into the fire.”

“I’m ready,” he stated.

“Good, because I’m going to need that adventurous spirit of yours.”

“Of course,” Billiam’s body replied.

“I’m not going to let you do what you’re going to do! I’m gonna fight you at every turn.”

How he was, he was not sure. How does one retake a body from a force one doesn’t understand?

“The Revenant will be here in about an hour,” Milton went on. “From what I can calculate, assuming
she is getting accurate updates on the situation here….”

Milton went on with his plan of action.

“Why do you want to do this? I hate the Empire as much as anyone, but this is insane.”

His questions remained unanswered.

“Come one Bill, we can do this! This isn’t your first alien possession. Remember the Knifra? There’s
always a weakness.”

With Knifra the weakness was distance. The further away you got from your controller the weaker
the control. At least he had a crew who knew what was going on. Milton didn’t have a clue. Besides,
he’d travelled a dozen light years in the past few days. Distance was not a key issue.

“That’s a risky plan,” his body continued.

“We have no other choice,” Milton replied solemnly. “But this way we can rescue the Commander
and stop the Empress from destroying the planet, if that is what she’s planning.”

“Well, at least the guy has come to his senses,” the real Billiam said. He knew that his only hope
would be Milton to recognise his strange behaviour and to know what to do about it. He should have
said something before he tried to communicate with his patrons, however, something told him that
if he had tried they would have acted sooner. They, Milton called them Chaos, had been monitoring

him the entire time, pushing him in the right direction. For what purpose? Surely, they had an
agenda. Or was it just simply their namesake; CHAOS.

………

“How certain are you of this plan?” Lilianna asked curiously.

“Do you really want to know that?” the Empress replied.

“Perhaps not,” she sighed. “You’ve based this on ancient legends and heresay. This is not going to go
well.”

“Will you help me?” the Empress asked her. It was a difficult question for the Empress to ask, as was
the answer for the Commander.

“Well, I don’t think I have much of a choice,” she lamented. “Even if there is a tiny chance you’re
right we need to nip this in the bud before it blooms into an all out war.”

“If there is a war between our people it should be on our terms, not someone else’s.”

“Or perhaps we don’t have to go to war at all. There’s a crazy thought.”

“Perhaps, but that is a debate for another time, today we make sure we have that time to decide,”
the Empress swore.

“Fair enough,” was Lilianna only response.

Chapter 22

And then all hell broke loose.

They say that a plan doesn’t last when it makes contact with the enemy. That is the understatement
of the Millenia.

Milton was correct about his calculations. The Revenant popped out of FTL where he expected it to
be. As expected the militia ships responded by reorganising themselves to make an attack run on the
Empress’s ship. They had seen the footage. Their best hope would be destroy the ship, or at the very
least the delivery system before they had a chance to launch. Which meant they weren’t looking out
for any unusual blips on their sensors. They would have been able to outrun them easily but why
take the chance?

Milton’s plan was to latch the ITU corvette onto the Command ship and cut a small access hole.
From there he would disable the internal security system by bonding with the nearest computer
terminal. He would access the location of the weapon and the Commander, at this time the Captain
was to watch his back. Milton was immune to most weapons but the bonding process was a lot
easier if there wasn’t someone shooting at you. When they learned the locations, the Captain would
go to rescue the commander while Milton disabled the system. He knew that the weapon was on
the scout ship Widow Maker and he suspected that this particular system would be an independent
system to prevent accessing it remotely. Most weapons of mass destruction worked that way. You
wouldn’t want someone to randomly hack the most powerful weapon in existence. He would have
to go there himself in order to disable the system manually.

If all had gone to plan, they would have met up back at the access port and spirit away, letting them
fight the old fashion way. There was no need to interfere with Empire internal politics more than
they had to.

As for the Empress’s plan, it was a total bluff. She had no means of destroying the planet, even if she
wanted to. The Widow Maker had used up all the particle in the demonstration. She was hoping two
things would happen. First would be to have the rebels capitulate. She was hoping that the
awesome and terrible display would be enough of a warning to those who opposed her. As was seen
by her entry in T’Vi’Shion, that was not the case. The second was to attract the attention of the
parties behind the scene; Order and Chaos.

Now that the Empress had become defacto ruler of the Empire she had access to certain
information. When the ship recognised the symbol on the ship they attacked, a top priority warning
came up on her personal console. Apparently, the forces of Chaos and Order were key in the
creation of the Empire, however it warned of the dangers of getting in between their battles,

otherwise it would mean the destruction of all that they built. The Empress had little time to
formulate a plan. The best she could come up with was to expose them to the galaxy. Was this a
good plan? She wasn’t sure, but it was better than getting in between the battle of order and chaos.
All the science fiction stories told that you never get involved with ancient societies and their issues.

She hoped that both parties heard the message. The Order would come to stop her chaotic plan and
Chaos would come over to stop them from stopping her. That was the plan in any case.
Unfortunately, as stated earlier, no plan survives first contact with the enemy.

This is what actually happened.

Chapter 23

“We’re entering the T’Vi’Shion system. Scanners detect multiple ships in the region,” the Operations
officer communicated.

“Which ships are friendly?” the Empress asked, knowing the answer already.

“We have no way of knowing, your eminence. Best guess is if they don’t shoot at us, they’re friendly,
if they do, they’re not.”

“Well, that’s good to know,” she murmured. “Time to get this show on the road. Comm open up a
communications channel to every ship and outpost that is willing to listen.”

“Online, your eminence.”

“To all Empire ships in the region, this is Your Empress speaking. Show me your loyalty and you will
be rewarded. This Chaos has gone on long enough. It is time for Order.”

She gestured to end the hail.

“If they respond let me know, I doubt they will. Ahead until we’ve reached the fifth planet in the
system. We’ll pause there and find out what there next move is. I’m not going in there guns blazing.
Let’s give them a chance to surrender. The fewer ships destroyed, the stronger we will be in the
future.”

That’s what she told her crew. From their demeanour it seemed like a logical idea, albeit one that
seemed a bit out of place for an Emperor or in this case Empress, however, these were unusual
times.

“Inform the Widow Maker to wait outside the system. We’ll feed them coordinates we need them.”

The crew was on alert but focused on their task. If she could show it, she’d show pride. But there
was also a bit of shame as well, as she could be leading them into a trap.

…..

Milton detected the ship heading towards the fifth planet and made a break for it. At high velocities
it was more difficult for the camouflage systems to work effectively. Space travel left energy
signatures, most could be mistaken for background radiation but if you detected a pattern speeding
in a straight line, chances are it was a ship. Thankfully, everyone was preoccupied with the matter at
hand.

“I don’t see the Widow Maker,” Milton pointed out to Billiam. “Perhaps, they’re keeping it out of the
system until it’s absolutely required. Why bring your Trump card early?”

“Will that be a problem?” Billiam asked.

“A little, but perhaps it’s a blessing in disguise. We have more time to get the Commander. Perhaps
we can stop it from escalating it any further. This is my fault, I should fix it.”

“I thought you said that this is an internal Empire matter?”

“It is but, I’m responsible for getting this started. If I hadn’t killed the Emperor and the heir this
wouldn’t have happened. Even if it was an accident…”

“Yes, it was an accident as you said. You are not responsible for how they reacted to the news.
Chaos happens.”

That gave Milton pause. “Yes, it does,” he said hesitantly. “The Empire was unstable,” he added.

“Yes, if this is their reaction to an event they deserve to collapse. They’ve been the thorn to the
Planetary Collective’s side for too long.”

Milton paused the ship. “Why are you back?!” he commanded.

…..

“A squadron of fighters are closing in, given that they have weapons charged. I don’t think they are
friendly,” the comm officer reported. “We’ve also not heard from any other ships in the area. There
are a dozen possibilities, but again it’s scattered. I can’t get a fix and they aren’t responding to hails.
They could be too damaged to reply.”

“How is that possible? There’s no way that the cruisers here were that easily defeated by a Militia
group. How did they mobilise so quickly?” She paused. “Are there any other ships in the area, non
Empire?”

She was hoping for a sign from either the Order or Chaos groups.

“I’m detecting another ship, small … it’s a trader ship, from the ITU security bureau, according to the
registry.”

The Empress sat back in the captain’s chair pondering why the ITU would send such a small ship all
the out this way. It made no logical sense. And then it clicked.

“He did come for her. Shit!”

“Blow up that ship immediately,” she commanded.

“But that would violate the …”

She didn’t need to say anything, her glare was enough

“Yes, your eminence.”

The pilot set a course directly towards the ITU shuttle, which had just settled between them and the
Militia ships heading their way. There was no way they were going to reach it in time before the other
ships arrived. They didn’t want to be distracted by the Militia as they were disabling a weapon of mass
destruction.

“Beep, Beep!” No one else seemed to hear the comm activating except for the Empress.

“I’ve got a crazy idea,” came the voice of Commander Belle.

“Are you completely nuts?!” she yelled in response to Commander Belle’s plan. The rest of the crew
were confused. She had forgotten that no one else could here her.

“Weapons Chief, clear torpedo bay one.”

“Yes, your eminence but why?”

“I don’t need to explain myself to you!”

“Very well. Clearing now!”

“You’ve got two minutes,” she whispered. “Con, is the ITU ship doing anything?”

It wasn’t. It was hanging in the dead of space, it’s engines and systems appeared to be on idle.
However, as they approached it, the interference became thicker and even the militia ships they were
approaching seemed to harder to lock on to.

“These systems are going haywire, I can’t make sense of them.”

The Empress got the signal.

“Tactical, send a torpedo from bay one and aim it at that ship. No questions asked,”

“Yes, your eminence.” He pressed the fire button.

…….

“You can’t hold on like this forever Milton,” came the possessed voice of Billiam Dirk.

Milton had his feet melded into the floor and his hands holding on to Billiam’s forehead. He hadn’t
melded with him, but he had created a connection to his mind and disabled his physical functions.
Whatever purpose Chaos had with Billiam, Milton was going to stop it before it happened.
Unfortunately, this meant that Milton had to take over Billiam’s automatic functions as well because
he could create a hard connection. It was hard to keep the ship stable, keep the poor Captain alive
and find the agent of Chaos that was swimming around Billiam’s body.

“Why can’t you find some other place to play? Haven’t you caused enough damage in this part of the
universe, I’m sure there are other places you could go!”

“You would think so, but this is the only galaxy around here that is unprotected.”

“Unprotected?”

“It’s a long story, it would be difficult for even you to understand. Let’s just say that we need to
restore the balance of the galaxy, but first we need to do some weeding!”

“You’re not an agent of Chaos, are you?”

“Very clever. You know what, you deserve a prize. We hoped that our agents would keep things
ticking and hold the Order in place, unfortunately, the Order followed us. That was a pain, but that’s
another story. However, you’d think that that would have made our agents’ job easier. Well we were
very disappointed to hear of their defeat. We had such high hopes for them, oh well.”

“Are you saying you’re the original?”

That question had cost him some concentration. He missed a heartbeat. Billiam winced in pain.

“Dear Dear Dear, Milton,” the entity quipped.

“Torpedo incoming,” the computer alerted.

Milton could sense it. The Revenant had fired a single torpedo at them. They hadn’t even tried to
communicate with them. Unfortunately, he was stuck between his three goals; run the ship, keep
Billiam alive and prevent whatever scheme Chaos was up to. Milton knew that it wanted him here. It
waited for the Revenant to be here. This had been its plan all along.

“You have to choose, Milton. The life of this old Captain, or stopping whatever I have planned. Who
knows, perhaps I’m going to throw a party for everyone. I am Chaos after all. You never know what I
might do.”

“Impact in thirty seconds,” the computer alerted. Sirens were going of around the ship as the
emergency lights gave the inside of the corvette a red glow.

“Isn’t this beautiful, nothing like a good red alert alarm to give a little ambiance to this little dilemma
of yours.”

Milton knew that it would be simple to kill Billiam here and now, prevent Chaos from unleashing
whatever it had up its sleeve which no doubt would kill everyone in this star system. One life versus
millions. A fair trade by most standards, not for Milton. Something told him the agent wanted to
force this decision, either way someone was going to die.

“Impact in 20 seconds,” the computer alerted.

“Tick, tick, tick!” Billiam went. “What’s it going to be?”

“Billiam! I know you’re in there. You have to fight whatever it is. I know that this isn’t what you
want.”

“I don’t think the poor old captain has it in him.”

There was a flash of light outside followed by an impact.

“Well that was a little anticlimactic,” sighed Chaos. It looked over to Milton’s face to see his smile
brimming from ear to ear.

“You better hold on tight!”

At that moment, the port hatch swung open blowing out all the loose items on the ship at a violent
rate. Milton was fairly secured on the ship and had secured Billiam with a tighter hold. He focused all
his attention on keeping Billiam alive. A figure dressed in a spacesuit crawled in, fighting against the
air being blown out.

For Milton, he didn’t need air to breathe, but knew Billiam wouldn’t last long. He could keep him
alive for a little while longer, but if the door didn’t close quickly no amount of life support could
make up for the extreme temperatures and lack of oxygen that the vacuum of space was going to
provide. He had to hold on tighter, share the residual oxygen and heat he had in his body an share it
with Billiam. He made the connection.

The figure took it’s time, but managed to brace itself on the inside of the hatch’s inner bulkhead.
Milton sent a signal through his body to shut the door and restore life support.

“Quickly, get to the cockpit, I need your help to take back control of the ship, then I need your help
here.”

“A hi would have been nice, but ok,” responded the astronaut in a very familiar tone.

Milton looked at Billiam who was regaining consciousness quickly, surprisingly quickly. He felt the
astronaut accessing the ships systems.

“You have to delete the new program that’s been added before it becomes aware you’re here.”
Milton felt the synapses reconnecting in Billiam’s brain. He hoped that the original Billiam would be
have to at least a chance to retake control of his body before Chaos had a chance to do the same.

“Done,” replied the astronaut.

“That was fast. A little too fast,” Milton was suspicious.

“I had some time to plan. It’s a long story.”

“Well, well, well,” Billiam’s voice echoed. It was not the original Billiam. “The infamous Commander
Belle. It’s unexpected to have you here, but then again I’m a fan of surprises.”

“That’s not Bill, is it?”

“I’m ‘fraid not Lily,” he smiled. “But you know what?” He began to chuckle. “I have what I need.”

Billiam’s body began to jerk, twist and spasm. Milton, who was still attached, began to follow suit.

“You have to let go!” Lilianna yelled.

“I can’t, he….”

“He’s using you to trigger the same event that happened over Isothorpe. You have to let go!”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He detached himself. Billiam continued to spasm as a light purple
presence seeped out of every possible orifice.

“It’s leaving the body, whatever it is.” Lilianna pointed out. They continued to watch as the mist
coalesced and headed through the ventilation system.

“Can you track it?” Liliana asked.

Milton ran over to the cockpit and began a scan. “It’s heading out of the ship, bearing 181 mark 72.
That’s…”

“Directly to T’Vi’Shion.”

“Revenant to unknown ITU ship. Commander Belle, is the situation under control?”

“That depends on what you consider under control but the ship and Milton are stable. It would
appear that the radiation has cleared up. Are the Miltia ships disabled.”

“They won’t be interfering with us anytime soon,” the Empress replied.

“You destroyed them, didn’t you?”

“You don’t dictate Empire policy Commander. They are enemies of the Empire. You should be
grateful that I allowed you to do that stupid stunt instead of destroying the ship.”

As they began to argue, Billiam snapped back to life.

“You’ve got to stop it before it reaches the planet!”

“Bill, what do you mean. It’s a wisp of smoke, what can it do?’

“It took a piece of him before it left. You shouldn’t have merged with me.”

“Shit!” Lillianna and the Empress uttered simultaneously. “It’s time to bring in the Widow Maker!”
Lillianna added.

“Affirmative. Comm signal the Widow’s maker to exit FTL at the planet’s coordinates.”

There was a pause of the Corvette’s comm systems.

“What do you mean they’re not responding?”

“Empress, what’s going on?”

“The Union! Where did they come from?”

“What’s going on Lillianna?” Milton panicked.

Lillianna wanted to answer the question, but needed to focus on the task at hand. She didn’t have
time to explain.

“Revenant to all ships in this system friendly or otherwise. Fall back to these coordinates
immediately. Commander you, too. The Widow Maker has been destroyed.”

Lillianna went back to the pilot’s chair and punched in the coordinates. As they jumped to FTL,
Milton saw the look of utter dread on Lillianna’s face. It burned into his memory.

Chapter 24

Mistress Second had many brothers and sisters, however, most of them were from his father’s
dalliances with members of his staff and women of the evening. None of them were entitled to
heir’s of the throne as they weren’t the union between the Emperor and his Empress, Master Prime
and Mistress Se’Cond’s mother; except for one; Master Tri’fek.

Se’Cond wasn’t like her older and younger brothers. They seemed to be more focused on their
creative and intellectual pursuits than learning the art of combat and strategy. She would always be
able to kick their butts in combat training, however it always hurt to see her father praise their
efforts ad call them the future leaders of the Empire. It didn’t seem fair. The Empire was a civilisation
that praised strength, cunning and ruthless leadership. She was everything her society wanted from
her, except one thing. She was a girl.

The humans of the Empire were taken from Earth for over a Millennium and were mostly used as
slave labour across a dozen star systems. When their descendants freed themselves from oppression
they united and became the Empire. They needed to look and sound strong so they wouldn’t be
used as alien slave labour again. Many had challenged it saying they would just become like their
oppressors, however, the old human dividers returned. Those who had been descended from
privilege wanted it restored and restore they did, at a very high cost.

Unfortunately, they didn’t have the same social progress their cousins back on Earth had such as the
Women’s suffrage, racial and LGBTQIA+ equality movements. It took a very long time for them to
stick but eventually, as they went to the stars humans from Earth were diverse but equal. The
Empire never had that opportunity so for Mistress Se’Cond, no matter her efforts, in her father’s
eyes she would always be a mistress, never to rule.

Most of her time on T’Vi’Shion was waddling in mediocrity. Her brother’s attended all the import
meetings and ceremonies while she had to stay with the governess in the family wing of the estate.
When she grew older, she was allowed to attended special functions as long as she was properly
attired.

“Why do I have to wear this monstrosity?”

She was standing on a stool has the governess and sewing maidens were adjusting the hem of her
red and gold formal dress.

“You know very well, now be a good lady of the Empire and do as you are told. Stand up straight and
close your mouth,” the governess ordered.

She gave a teenage huff, but did as she was told. This was the first time she would attend a formal
Empire function and she be damned if she was going to miss it, even if it mean wearing the most
uncomfortable outfit she had ever worn.

“Your parent’s will be pleased to see what progress you have made in becoming a lady of the court.
So, let’s not have a repeat of what happen last time they came here.”

“I just hope they’ll take me off this stinking planet. I need to be on Phoenix, I need to be with the
council.”

“Political matters are not for ladies!” the governess replied. “Ad don’t roll your eyes at me. You need
to learn your place.”

At that moment the crimson door busted open and a young private in a very dishevelled formal
uniform ran in “Connie, your parents have landed.”

“Private, Lee’dur!” the Governess screeched. “How dare you enter the Mistress’s room without
announcing your presence! And I’ve informed you many times that it’s inappropriate for a junior
member of the royal guard to refer to a member of the royal family so colloquially.”

“Forgive me, governess. I meant no disrespect.” He bowed his head.

Se’Cond could see him blushing. “Of course you didn’t, private. Thank you for informing me of the
news.”

“And you stop encouraging him young lady. It’s inappropriate to be affectionate towards your royal
guards!”

It was Se’Cond turn to blush. “I wasn’t being affectionate. I was thanking him for his service.”

“His service is not to be thanked. His service is his duty and thanking him is a sign of weakness!”

“Sorry,” she apologised.

“And so is apologising!”

The two young adults stood there silently as they were berated by the governess for their
inappropriate behaviour.

“I suggest you leave, Private. We will wait for the Emperors official messenger to retrieve us.”

The private turned around and started to shuffle out of the room.

“If you do this again, I’ll have to report this to your commanding officer. I don’t think you want to be
put on on guard duty in the mines!”

Se’Cond knew that was an empty threat. She knew the Governess didn’t have the power to decided
where soldiers were assigned and the Commander of the guard would never listen to a lowly
governess.

He closed the door behind him.

….

“Mistress, would you like anything to drink?” the Pilantian server asked. Their green skin contrasted
with the red attire.

Se’Cond didn’t hear her. She was lost in thought about what her mother had asked of her. The
gentleman next to her grabbed the two drinks that were on the tray.”

“But, sir these are for…”

“Don’t you dare talk to me in that tone,” boomed the Gentleman. “You don’t tell me what I can or
can’t do.”

The Pilantian server bowed her head as a symbol of her humblest apologies. They waited for the
order to dismiss.

“Here you go my lady, a drink,” he said politely as he waved the server off.

This was to be her husband in a few weeks, the son of the Governor of Pilantia, one of the original
planets conquered in the human slave rebellion. Their family had a lot of power and influence over
the Empire and the Emperor wanted to keep the governor in favour. This was the only reason why
her parents came, the only reason why she was invited to this function with the council and military
elite. She was to be married.

“My lady, your drink!” her husband to be ordered.

“Oh yes, thank you,” she said off-handedly.

She took an absent-minded sip.

“This isn’t you.”

“Who said that,” she replied.

She looked over her husband to be. He was too busy talking to the officer next to him. She looked
over at the absent seat next to her.

“You’re the Mistress of the Empire. You not one to be married off!”

She looked around. No one appeared to be noticing her distress. She could see her older brother
schmoozing with a group of high ranking military officials. Her younger brother was sitting by the
Governess making sure he was on his best behaviour. Her parents were absent as always.

“You were born to rule, your eminence. You know that.”

Was the voice real, or was this coming from inside her? She wasn’t sure, but something about what
it was saying felt right.

“You’re not going to get your power here. The people here don’t care about anything but themselves.
But you? You care about the people of the Empire. You must win the people, they are your true
power.”

“How do I do that?” she asked into the abyss.

“Do what, my love?”

“Nothing,” she bowed her head.

Her husband to be rolled his eyes and continued chatting to the person next to him.

“The people of the Empire respect power and strength. You must go to the source of it’s power.”

As ‘she’ thought this, she was looking straight at private Lee’dur who was standing guard at the
entrance. She knew he too came from a well to do family, but decided to join the military to honour
his grandfather a famous general of his time. That was it. The military.

“But father will not allow me, my fiancé will definitely no allow me,” she whispered cautiously.

“Are you the Empress to be or not?”

That rallied her spirits. Her ‘conscience’ was right. She needed to win the respect of the people
through the only thing they respected; strength.

“Excuse me, I must use the ladies,” she told her new fiancé. He just grunted and waved his hand.

“Don’t worry about him, he won’t know a thing!”

And he didn’t. A couple of days after Se’Cond Mulaned her way into the military, with the help of
Lee’dur, she had found out that her husband to be had died during a break in. However, an
investigation was never launched because people were trying to find the missing Mistress.

When it was found out she had joined the military, it was difficult to get her out. She was already
loved by her people and to remove her would make the Emperor look weak. The Emperor never
forgave her for this, but there was nothing he could do about it. Thankfully the Governor of Pilantia
had a young daughter.

Chapter 25
Only a handful of the Empire loyal ships had managed to escape far enough from the system before
they were caught in the anomaly. Most of them had been disabled by the radiation cloud being
emitted by the ITU Corvette. The captains suspected that the ITU had sent the rebels a gift to aid in
their fight against the Empire. Thankfully, the Empress had enough clout to prevent them from
destroying the ship when the ship had joined them at the evacuation point. After that, the Corvette
stayed close to the Revenant, just to be sure.

As they got a chance to catch their collective breath, Lillianna caught both Billiam and Milton up with
the situation. Billiam did the same. For the first time in a very long time, he felt ashamed of his
actions.

“Typical, you only thought of yourself,” Lillianna wasn’t afraid to show her disgust.

“That isn’t helping, Lilliana,” Milton interjected.

“You wanted to live out your glory days by committing genocide!” she continued.

“Hey, genocide was not in the agreement. I was told to persuade him to come here. That’s it!”

“Yeah, knowing full well what he could do!”

“Stop it! Just stop it!” Milton Yelled. “None of this would have happened if I were here. If anyone is
responsible it’s me!”

Lillianna looked over to Milton slumped in the pilot’s chair.

“You were used,” Lilliana went on, “I guess we were all used in one way or another.”

They all paused for a moment of reflection, all realising the magnitude of their situation.

“So what, now?” Billiam broke the silence.

“You guys need to get home. I suggest you take this. I’ll need to get as far away from civilisation as
possible and hide.”

“I’m not going to leave you Milton,” Lilliana interrupted.

“Besides, Chaos or whatever that was, probably still has a part of you. We need to stop it from doing
anymore damage.”

They both looked at Billiam.

“Maybe you should lead with that next time!” she said pinching her nose.

They discussed back and forth what they should do. The problem was that there was not reasonable
way to track whatever Chaos was, if it was anything. Most of the ships systems were corrupted and
couldn’t get a clear reading. The particle, the stuff that Milton was supposedly made of, was virtually
undetectable in it’s stable form as it could be anything, case in point like Milton.

“We need to inform the Empress,” Liliana informed.

“Why?,” Billiam protested. “We should go back to PC controlled space and inform them of the
situation. Coming from the both of us, it should sound at least plausible.”

“You two need to go, I will stay here. Chaos has designs here. He’ll want to keep this civil going.”

“But…”

Multiple flashes of light appeared into view.

“I have a feeling that those aren’t friendly,” Milton made a hunch.

“Empress Second!” came the announcement. “On behalf of the millions of lives you’ve slaughtered
based on your ego and of the Union we demand your surrender. You are surround and out gunned.

“They think she did it,” Lillianna commented.

“It looks pretty damning. She was planning to do It herself!”

“She was only pretending, I already explained that.”

“You seem to be best buddies at the moment!”

“I wouldn’t go that far, however, I’m doing my job by maintaining a good relationship with the head
of the Empire.”

“Whatever,” Billiam dismissed. He looked over to Milton. “We should get out of here before
everything starts blowing up.”

“Unfortunately, I’m gonna have to agree with Billy here

Milton appeared to be on it. His body had begun to merge with the ship, creating a deep connection.
From this point he would be able to modify and move the ship by sheer force of will. It was a sight to
behold. Unlike last time, he didn’t appear to be in distress.

Outside the Empire loyal ships had started to come into formation. The Union ship had prepared for
this move well, by covering them in a ever closing sphere of ships. There was no means of escape for
the Revenant and the smattering of ships that were still partially disabled. The Empire ships had no
chance of survival. The only course that the Empress had was surrender.

While that was the only course she had available to her, it wasn’t the only one. The ships weren’t
moving under orders of the Empress. They were being piloted by an outside force. But as the ships
drew closer together, so did the Union ships. They hadn’t fired yet, as they were still waiting for the
Empress’s reply.

“Empress Se’Cond, I’ll repeat this one more time. I, Governor May’tel of the Union Forces demand
your surrender. You have no hope of escape. Your fleet has been disabled, you will not be able to
survive an attack. And if you use that weapon of yours, you’ll be destroying yourself along with us.
Your only option is to surrender. No one else has to die today.”

“I’m surprised that she hasn’t made a speech about the honour of the Empire and all that
nonsense,” Billiam pointed out. “How’s the escape plan going Milton?”

Milton was too busy to answer.

“The Empire ship are coming in a little too tightly,” Lillianna observed. “They’re becoming one big
target. I don’t understand. That would just make it easier for the Union ship to destroy them.”

A flash of blue lit up the front viewer of the corvette. From her viewpoint Lillianna could see it begen
to swirl just ahead of them.

“Looks like our escape is here,” she said. “All right, Milton. I hate to leave the Empress here but we
have no choice.”

“No!” Milton strained. He looked in a bit of discomfort now. “We are not leaving them behind.”

The blue swirly port increased in size exponentially. The Corvette started to move closer towards it.
The Union ships outside had stopped, as if they were unsure on how to respond.

“Milton, we can’t take them along with us!” Lilliana pointed out.

“Lily’s right! What the hell are you doing mate?!”

Milton was not listening. The Empire ships in formation started to move towards the blue swirly
wormhole in front of them. Carrying all the ships along with all the souls on board was a tremendous
task. He had create a link with all the Empire ships through the Comm system and hacked into their
navigational array and was now navigating remotely.

The Union ships begun to realise what was happening and started to open fire on the cluster of
ships. However, by that time it was too late. Within seconds the fleet was encompassed by the
wormhole and they were on their way to somewhere.

Chapter 26 – Another Time

After centuries of being hunted by governments on Earth, he left. In the mid twenty-first century he
travelled on one of the first interplanetary colony ships on Mars, not has a member. He had found a
way to stow himself without being detected. It was an effort and a half but he managed, then he
simply disembarked as he left the Earth’s gravitational pull. He knew that he didn’t need to breath,
eat or anything else human beings needed to survive, heat included. He still doesn’t know why.

It was certainly a risk as there was so many unknown in a harsh and unfeeling galaxy, but at the
point he didn’t care. It was good to not be hunted anymore. He finally had the peace he had been
searching for all this time. It wasn’t the same peace he had with Derrick, but it was peace none the
less. By the time he eventually reconnected with the people of Earth, the governments had
forgotten about his existence and he was able to stay under the radar.

It took him a while to learn how to move in space. It felt more natural than anything he had done
before. He wasn’t particularly fast to begin with, a little faster than the colony ship. He had thought
about pranking them by saying, ‘what took you so long’ but though better of it. He was done
spending time with humans.

However, as soon as he got familiar with his new reality, his new found freedom, responsibility came
knocking on his door. A strange space vessel was passing by the system and noticed a strange
anomaly ‘flying’ through space. When they came to check it out they found a strange looking being
flying around in a style they would soon learn be called the ‘Superman’.

They were the agents of Order; a secret society made up of intelligent life from across the galaxy.
After spending some time with them, it was discovered that he was made up of the very material
they sort. The ‘particle’ they called it wasn’t quite matter and wasn’t quite energy. The devices used
by both agents of Order and Chaos ran on this. They had the ability to shift it between stable and
unstable. They never learned the science behind it, that knowledge was lost when Chaos and Order
left the Milky Way galaxy but they knew enough to keep things going and to keep fighting,

So here was Millie, a sentient energy source. She, they weren’t feeling like remaining a man at this
time, soon became a commodity highly sort by both parties. It was like what she had encountered
on Earth, however, whoever had control of her would control the galaxy. Neither side, in her opinion
had the moral high ground.

The agents of Chaos were about freedom, do what you want, when you want it. Grow was made
through experience, yes, sometimes it was a risk and sometimes it went badly, but progress is made
and those who live on are stronger. However, they didn’t care who got hurt in the process. Those
who did were weak.

The Order was about working together to reach common goals, to be organised for the outcome of
everyone. Unfortunately, the downside to that was that no one had any freedom to do what made
them happy. If you deviated from the plan you were shunned, outcast or in extreme cases removed
from the equation. Everything was methodical and slow.

Thankfully for Millie, she had seen a lot of 1990s/early 2000s science fiction and knew that both
extremes really sucked. It was all about the balance between order and chaos that kept the universe
running. None of this extremism to both philosophies. Unfortunately, no matter how much he tried
and how many good one liners from shows like Babylon 5 that talked about this very matter, did she
manage to get them changing their mind. All they wanted was a piece of her.

“What do you think your doing, Millie?” came a familiar voice over her Comm system.

Millie had found her way to a dead star system, Lacaille 8760. She was flying directly into the red
giant sun.

“Your letting the galaxy fall into the hands of Chaos,” the voice continued.

“I’m tired Chi’iar. I’m so very tired of this chase,” Millie replied.

“You’re a ball of energy, Silly Millie, you don’t get tired,” there was a terrifying innocence to that
voice.

“This war started because of me, without me it will end.”

She accelerated towards the sun. The red dwarf, despite its name, loomed in front of her.

“Oh, this war has been going on way longer than your arrival Silly Milly. It’s been going on since the
dawn of time. And it will be going on well until you and I are no longer.”

“Then why fight a war that never ends?! A war that destroys the universe around it.”

“To give up is to lose! The Order will never allow the universe to succumb to Chaos. Everything
would burn out like a matchstick. They’d be nothing less. You know that, Silly Millie.”

“Stop calling me Silly Millie!”

“Well, stop being silly and I will,” the voice giggled.

She couldn’t believe that for many cycles, too many than she would have liked, considered her to be
a friend. Chi’iar had been there when the order ship had picked her up. She was only a youngling at
the time. She helped Millie get acclimatised with the ship, showed her all the fun things that you
could do. In return she helped her with her homework and helped her parents and the crew with
whatever mission they were on. The place had a real community spirit that she hadn’t got on Earth
for a very long time. But that changed when they found out what Millie truly was.

Another blue portal opened next to the Order cruiser that was chasing her. It was a squadron of
Chaos fighters.

“This is red leader to red five, we have target on sight,” called Red Leader, obviously.

Chaos had thought to win over Millie’s favour by learning all the Earth pop culture references from
Earth. She hazards to think what they were doing on Earth while they were collecting that
information.

“Hey there. What in the force do you think you doing Millie,” Red Leader called out. “You’re getting
awfully close to that sun. We don’t want you burning up in that great ring of fire, now do we?”

“You were the one who drove her to this,” Chi’iar’s voice turned from the sweetness of a playful
seven-year-old to a cranky seven-year-old who had been told by her parents that she was tired, but
insisted she wasn’t.

“Now, now. Looks like someone forgot to take their nap this morning. You’re sounding positively
Chaotic!” he laughed.

The agents of Chaos were masters of getting under the skin of the Order. It was surprising how easily
flustered they became when things didn’t go their way. There was a long silence between the two
groups as they chased Millie to the star. She was only a few minutes away now. She knew that they
would keep fighting between themselves. As Chi’iar said they had been fighting since the dawn of
time. At least though, without her out of the picture they would soon run out of what powered their
ships. At the very least, the war would end in this part of the universe.

The Order, however, were never unprepared for most eventualities. Chaotic fighters were quick,
manoeuvrable and hard to target with laser guns and torpedoes, but were extremely vulnerable to
AOE attacks. You think they would learn after all this time. They fired their EMP. The fighters lost all
thrust and began floating through the void of space.

“They say they learn from their experiences, yet they fall for that every single ….”

Out in the middle of the fighters came another blue portal. Emerging from the centre was the Chaos
mothership. It was a mishmash of ships they had destroyed. They stuck all the best things from every
species they encountered. As it emerged, it fired a sphere of light. As it reached each fighter, it
restored their systems.

“Go get Millie, Red Leader. We’ll cover you.”

It seemed to Millie that Chaos had indeed learned from their experiences. As the mothership fully
emerged from the portal, so did their entire fleet. It was a collection of every known and some
unknown ship styles from across the galaxy including…

“Is that an Earth shuttle?” Millie had no time to waste. The Chaos ships were closing in on her and
she had to destroy herself before they destroyed the galaxy.

“Oh that’s cute. You brought your whole family. That’s okay, so did we.”

Small portals surrounded the Chaos fleet.

Millie hated the death and destruction these two caused. It seemed to amplify whenever they were
around. She hated to think this, but with this opportunity she could ensure this ended here and now.
She just needed to draw them closer. Time to Superman this. She diverted into an arc around the
sun. Thankfully, time travel was an impossibility, that she knew of.

The Chaos fighters followed her around. They were soon joined a squadron of Order fighters in
perfect formation.

“Silly Millie, what are you playing at now? This is no time for tiggy,” Chi’iar giggled.

“I don’t know,” Red Leader replied. “This could be fun!”

“Trust you to find this fun, Red Leader,” she replied.

In the background, the battle waged on. Besides from the fighters, they seemed focused on
eliminating each other. She was fine with that but sooner or later, one was going to be victorious.
From the looks of it, the Order had the advantage with their encirclement strategy, pressing down
on the Chaos fleet. She needed to level the playing field. It was time to change from Superman to
Captain Marvel. She went directly towards the head of the Order Squadron.

“Hey Silly Millie, I thought we was chasing you,” Chi’iar had decided to lead the Squadron.

“Oh, nothing to worry about. I’ve just changed my mind.”

“Oh, I would like to believe that Silly Millie, but I don’t think you intend to be friendly.

“Don’t worry, Millie,” Red Leader chimed in. “Whatever you’re up to, we got your back.”

The Order squadron broke off into two groups. The first group would keep the Chaos ships busy,
while the others dealt with Millie. Her aim was to disable the ships, if she could, leave them in a
vulnerable position, so that some of their friends came of the front line.

It worked. For a time.

“Now how about you help us with the rest of these icicles and we can be on our way,” Red Leader
commented.

“No such luck I’m afraid.”

She headed back towards the sun. Some of the Order ships left their formation to aid their comrades
in the pursuit. That allowed the Chaos fleet to punch a whole big enough for them to fight through.
The Mothership however, had taken some serious damage, as it was under sustained attack.

She needed to get them over there. The closer she could get them near the sun, the better,
however, she couldn’t let them know what she was doing. It was important that she attract
everyone’s attention. Believe or not, she need to make herself a more valuable target, a bigger
target. It was time to eat.

Chapter 27

The Corvette orbited the Homeworld of the Empire, the first planet where the Humans first
overcame their Masters; Rise. Milton’s little trick had taken them over a hundred light years away,
into the heart of the Empire. No one from the ITU or the PC had ever seen the place and come back
alive. Diplomatic envoys weren’t even allowed here.

The Empire Civil hadn’t reached this part, they were fiercely loyal to the Emperor and the old ways.
So much so that the automatic defence systems almost took out the Corvette immediately. If it
wasn’t for the quick thinking of the crew of the Revenant, it would have been.

Milton, Lillianna and Billiam were escorted through the Revenant corridors towards one of the
secured conference rooms near the main hall. While the Grand Palace had better security and antisurveillance equipment, the Empress thought it better to not bring PC citizens down to the home
world. They may look human, but the locals would be able to spot PC humans a mile away. Besides if
the knew the Empress was working with PCF personnel, well that would go against her original
rallying cry when she took the mantle.

The three walked into the conference room and were amazed to see the amount of detail that went
into it. It looked less like a conference room and more like what the Legion of Doom would use when
they were torturing their victims. Black and red screens lined around the oval room, with the biggest
display at the front. The darkwood table stretch the length of the room like an elongated egg. There
was a rectangular shape cut out at the front with a very grandiose golden throne.

“Well, this is a little over the top,” Lilianna commented to herself.

“Agreed,” Billiam replied. “I could do without the skeleton hanging from the top there looking at us.
What is that a shark whale or something?”

“It’s a Risian Whalelord,” replied the Empress.

The trio hadn’t noticed the Empress and a small entourage of military officer walk into the
conference room. Most of them had their eyes on Billiam.

“Why don’t you take a seat?” The Empress gestured.

Billiam and Lilliana were going to sit at the far end of the table, however, Milton walked up the left
side of the table and took a seat closer to the rest of the group. The pair begrudgingly followed suit.

“Before we get started, I believe there are some introductions to be made. This is my Military
council.”

The Empress went through the leaders of each of the five military wings of the Empire; the
Empress’s Guard, Marines, Ship Fleet, Covert Ops and Miscellaneous.”

“What the hell is Miscellaneous?” Billiam whispered to Lillianna.

“They do whatever needs doing that the other branches can’t,” the Empress answered. “They are
used for…” she paused mid-sentence. “Crowd Control.”

“Sorry, I asked,” Billiam replied.

“As you may know, this is former and disgraced Captain Billiam Dirk. He of course is part of the
reason we are in this predicament in the first place.”

Billiam was going to protest but Lillianna stood on his foot to prevent it. She had to do some sweet
talking to not have his head cut off the moment he stepped on board.

“This is Commander Lillianna Belle of the PCFS McGuffin. While she was a prisoner, she has proven
to be a capable officer, despite her reckless behaviour.”

Lillianna had to bite her tongue. She had almost saved the day. Unfortunately, ‘almost’ was the key
word there.

“And this is Milton Ways. The source of our problem,” she announced.

The trio sighed in unison. This was as hospitable as the Empire got with outsiders. They all thought it
was better than being shot though.

“However, he is not responsible for his actions. For that we have to go back thousands of years,” she
added.

At least it wasn’t all bad.

On the main screen, she put up passages of what looked like ancient texts of many ancient
civilisations, none of them from Earth. These particular pages were translated across the screen
down the side.

“These texts are the religious texts of all the conquered worlds of the Empire. Most of them were
burned, however, copies were kept by many of the Empire’s academic institutions for study. You
never know what might be useful. Most of them are stories about supernatural beings sharing their
enlightenment to the people, all false idols.”

Lilliana wondered for the first time what the people of the Empire believed. They came from so
many backgrounds, and while it appeared that the anglo-saxons had risen to dominance as it did on
Earth centuries before, she wondered if they kept the same beliefs there ancestors had. It would be
a question for another time.

“Do you see the similarities of these passages?” the Empress pointed out to the group.

“Yes, these outline the battles each world witness between Chaos and Order. I know all this
already,” Milton pointed out.

“I’m also aware of that,” she coldly retaliated. “You may also be aware that this isn’t the first time
the Empire has been in the middle of this ancient struggle.”

“You were referenced in some of the agents of Order and Chaos files, but you guys were just getting
started when I came along. I don’t remember any of the conflicts I was involved in anywhere near
your territories,” Milton explained.

“Well you may remember this ship from Lacaille 8760?”

She clicked on her throne chair and showed the shuttle craft that had been converted into a Chaos
fighter.

“I thought that was stolen from Earth.”

“It was; by the Bagerats, when they took the crew from Earth. Then it was stolen again by the agents
of Chaos. For reasons I have no idea. But that’s not the whole of it.”

She clicked a button on the throne chair and the images across the room had changed. These were
computer files of transcripts. Billiam and Lillianna were struggling to keep up with everything,
however, it would appear this meeting wasn’t really for them as it was for Milton. They would just
have to follow along as best as they could. By the time the pair had finished reading the first page,
Milton had read all the displays.

“The Empire was built by the Order!”

“What?!” Lillianna was confused. “Don’t get me wrong, but I thought the order were the good guys
here.”

“You’re wrong,” Milton replied just as coldly as the Empress. “The man you met, obviously an Agent
of Order that went into hiding, may have appeared friendly and may have had the best intentions for
you, but they are just as guilty. They have destroyed as much as they have created. They’re just
better at justifying it than Chaos. They never stood for me and I’m very much alone.”

“All righty then, I’ll shut my mouth then,” she replied giving Billiam an eye roll. His facial reply could
have been described as ‘Welcome to the club’.

“Milton is right. These documents are interaction between the Order, the actual species called the
Order, and many of the species that started abducting humans from Earth over a millennium ago.
These species revered the Order as they were the most ancient and most advance of all known
species across the galaxies. The mention the Earth several times as a source of great power. They
took this as meaning the people and so they started taking humans from their homes.”

Milton was processing this information, calculating timelines, putting two and two together.

“Wait!” Milton called out. “How accurate are these translations? Do you have the originals I can look
at?”

“Do you doubt our abilities stranger?!” the Fleet Captain called out.

“Please, I need to see the originals if I could. I need to confirm something. This is important.”

The Empress ordered for the original documents to be displayed on the screen. When they came on
Milton began meticulously reading them.

“What’s going on Milton?” Lilianna was clearly concerned. “What are you looking for?”

Milton checked everything twice. He needed to be absolutely sure. “It was me,” he finally answered.
“I was the great power they were looking for!”

“Don’t be ridiculous! You can’t be a thousand years old,” Billiam interrupted. Both Lillianna and the
Empress glared at him.

“What are you saying Mr Ways?” The Empress asked not sure if she wanted to know the answer.

“The first memory I ever had was out near a country road near the township of Wilton in 1301,
approximately. I was a fully-grown man, very different from how I look now. I was discovered by a
Shepard. I don’t remember anything before that. For the longest time I didn’t know who I was or
where I came from.”

“I don’t mean to cast doubt your eminence,” the Fleet Admiral pointed out, “I’m finding it hard to
believe this story.”

She put up a finger to silence him. He disgruntingly obliged. “Are you saying that the reason we exist,
the reason our ancestors were taken from their homes, their families was because they were looking
for you?”

“Maybe not me specifically, but the Order said a great power. My natural state fuels all their
systems. But the species that took you, as you said may have thought humans were the great power
they were referring to.”

“Look I don’t mean to ruin this galaxy shattering moment,” Lillianna butted in, “but how does this
help us track Chaos. It’s come back. And it’s got a piece of Milton. We don’t know what it intends to
do with it.”

“Presumably, it wants to wreak havoc amongst the Empire,” Milton began. “If what we figured is
true, it wants to destroy what it’s adversary created.”

“Your Eminence, even if this is all true, we have a war to fight and a civilisation to save. We can’t
spend all this time speculating where this creature is,” the Fleet Admiral interjected.

“He’s right, I have state matters to attend to, even if find Chaos, I still have enemies to fight. General
Rahn’diem, I need you to work with these to capture Chaos.”

“Whoa! I didn’t sign up to be a member of the Empire military establishment. No offense, but I need
to return to the ITU,”

“Whatever!” The Empress waved. “The rest of you, send me a report when you have something,”
she stood up and proceeded to the back exit with her entourage, Rahn’diem excluded.

“Can I get access to your records on Order and Chaos?” Milton asked hurriedly.

This made the Empress laugh for the first time in a while. It was a deep genuine laugh. “That’s sweet
of you to ask, but I’d have a hard time stopping you accessing any file. Just….” She paused. “don’t
cross me.” Her face conveyed her intent. Despite the fact that there was little she could do to him,
Milton found it intimidating none the less.

Chapter 28

General Rahn’diem wasn’t what you thought to be a member of the military establishment,
especially a high-ranking one. He was about half the size of Lillianna and didn’t look like he could out
run or out gun a slug. He escorted the three to a set of living quarters on the ship, much more
comfortable than the cargo bay they had been waiting in, though that wasn’t saying much. From
what they had seen of the Empire, comfortable was not something they held highly. At least not for
those below the Empire elite. After he showed them around he stood in the middle of the living
area, as the three found a place to sit.

“Can we help you?” Lillianna questioned staring at the awkward man.

“As the Empress said, I’m here to assist you in capturing the entity known as Chaos. How do you
wish to proceed?” He was staring at Milton.

Lilliana could see that he was uncomfortable. Well, he had just figured out that he was supposedly
responsible for the Empire’s existence as well as the death of countless sentient beings that resulted
in its creation. It would make anyone ‘uncomfortable’.

“Why are you looking at me?” Milton asked angrily.

“Well don’t get me wrong Milton, you are the leading expert on all this, we’re kinda hoping that you
would take the lead on this.”

Billiam grunted as he shifted around in his chair.

“Do you have something to say, Billy Boy?” Lilianna questioned.

“Look, I don’t know why we are even talking about this,” he began.

General Rahn’diem gave him a glare.

“No offence to you, but I’m returning to the ITU and the PC. They need to be warned about this, in
case we are wrong. For all we know, it has decided to cause chaos in the ITU or the PC. Even things
up a bit.”

Lillianna considered that for a moment. It was not an unreasonable assumption.

“How would you get back?” she asked.

“You mean, how do we get back,” he countered.

Lillianna hadn’t thought of that. To be honest she assumed that she would be helping Milton and the
Empress out here, however, it would be expected of her to return to PC space. No doubt they would
presume her missing or dead. It was a difficult decision to make. Her loyalties were all over the
place.

“I…I…”

“It’s okay if you need to go Lily,” Milton blankly stated, his mind in other places. “I have access to the
resources of the entire Empire at my disposal.”

General Rahn’diem, who had remained standing rigidly in the middle of the room for this entire
exchange, nodded and grunted in approval.

“I assume, I can get access to my ship?” Billiam asked the General.

“The Empress indicated you could leave,” he agreed. “After we have finished with the repairs.”

“What repairs?” Billiam asked.

Rahn’diem didn’t give an answer, besides from the cheeky grin on his face.

“Oh god, you’re doing something to my ship,” he walked quickly towards the exit. “Lillianna are you
coming or what?”

She hadn’t decided. She needed to warn the Planetary Collective of this new threat, but she felt that
she needed to be with Milton for moral support and a friendly face. Which, looking and the General

of the Miscellaneous wing of the Empire military establishment, could be few and far between. An
asset like Milton in the hands of her enemy wouldn’t be the best military decision either.
“Come on, I promised Captain Myres that I would return you and I keep my promises.”

There were many arguments she could come up with to counter that, but this wasn’t the time.

“I’m going to stay here,” she finally answered.
ol
That stopped Billiam in his tracks. It would appear that he hadn’t expected that answer.

“I don’t understand. You’re volunteering to stay in the Empire and help them with a civil war.”

“No, my only goal is to stop Chaos from spreading. I’m not interfering with Empire affairs.”

“Ok, whatever Lily. Your funeral.” He started out the door.

“Could you relay a message for me,”

“Sure, whatever, send it to my ship!”

Billiam left the living suite. He doubled back as he realised that he was going the wrong way.

“He is a very unpleasant man!” Rahn’diem commented.

Lillianna agreed with him. She looked over at Milton. He had moved to the computer access
terminal. He was lost in thought, working everything out as the rest of them bickered. She thought
it best to leave him alone in his thoughts. Rahn’diem looked over at him as well and became alarmed
when he saw Milton’s hand merged with the computer console. She assured him that this was
normal, it was how he accessed computers. To be more accurate though, he didn’t need to merge to
access, he merged to modify things. He could hack computers like a normal person without the need
of this level of interaction.

While the two of them waited they went on with other tasks. Lillianna wrote a long message and
sent it to Billiam. He had finally regained access to his ship, after Empire engineers were done

scanning it. Rahn’diem was having fun messing with Billiam over the comm as he tried to leave. He
forced Billiam to say please and thank you for every request. It was no doubt humiliating for him,
however from Rahn’diem’s Empire perspective it made him look weak. No doubt a little revenge for
all the embarrassment the former Captain had caused back in the old days.

After a couple of hours, Milton finally removed himself from the computer access terminal. For a
person of energy, or something that produced a lot of energy, he looked exhausted. Lillianna hoped
that he hadn’t lost himself in the Empire’s computer system, like he had on the shuttle.

“How are you doing?” she queried. “I was getting worried.”

He looked at her with uncertainty. “I thought you left with Billiam.”

“I said I was staying here, don’t you remember?”

“When did that happen?”

“A couple of hours ago.”

“What?!”

With that Milton fainted.

Chapter 29

Milton found himself sitting in a café on Scarborough Street. It looked like the one he and Derrick
used to visit when times we happier and less complicated. He wasn’t sure how he got here. From the
window he could see the hustle and bustle of a Gold Coast morning. School children were waiting for
there bus, business people were getting their morning coffee from the usual baritas. He smelled the
air. It was just as delicious as he remembered. There was nothing like a well-brewed cup of coffee.
Australians always knew how to brew a good coffee, you could thank the Italian immigrants for that.

But why was he here? It was a question he couldn’t answer. He was just talking to Lily before he
collapsed and now he was sitting at his table by the window.

“Here you go, babe.”

Milton looked up to see a face he never thought he would see again. The man smiled with his
glowing white teeth. His raven black hair was parted on the left, with that one bit at the back that
had never seemed to stay down.

“Derrick?!”

Derrick looked at Milton strangely. “You looked like you’ve seen a ghost.”

He could keep his eyes off him. His mouth was open in surprise. As Derrick sat down next to him,
Milton went to touch his arm. His hand was shaking, his breathe with shallow. He wanted to know if
this was real but at the same time didn’t want to break the illusion just in case it wasn’t.

“Boo!” Derrick playfully jumped.

Milton jumped and fell back on his chair.

“Oh babe, I’m sorry I didn’t meant to scare you,” Derrick sounded concerned.

Derrick’s hand touch Milton’s arm. Milton could feel the pressure on his arm, the smell of his musky
cologne that he always hated, except for today. He put his hand on his. His skin felt warm and more
importantly it felt real. He was almost at tears.

Milton let Derrick help him get back in his chair. He kept his eyes on him the entire time.

“I don’t understand,” Milton stammered. “How did we get here?”

“What do you mean? We walked here. At your insistence. Something about getting some exercise,
which is hilarious coming from a person who doesn’t actually need to consume anything.”

They didn’t keep secrets from each other. The fact that Derrick kept his secret and wasn’t afraid of
him was one of the reasons why he loved him more than anybody he had ever loved before.

“But I was on the Revenant, talking to Commander Belle about…” he stopped.

“Oh, you come up with the silliest of stories. Were you up late watching the Star Trek marathon on
Syfy again?”

Milton, so wanted this to be real. He wanted the past 200 plus years to be a fantasy and live back at
this moment before everything went to hell. He heard a gunshot. He looked around in a panic but
saw no one else was.

“What’s up buttercup?” Derrick was sitting there as if nothing happened.

“What is this place?” he asked.

The image of Derrick’s bloodied corpse flashed in front of him and disappeared.

“Sweetheart, you don’t need to be thinking about that right now. Let’s enjoy this moment together
while we can. Let’s break this reality.”

“You mean it’s not real?”

“It’s as real as you want it honey bun.” Derrick touched his hand and moved closer.

There were many things swirling around Milton’s head, however, that all seemed to stop as Derrick
kissed him. A flood of happy memories came rushing back as he felt his soft lips on his own. It was
exactly how he remembered it. Unfortunately, too exactly.

“Why am I here? Where is this place,” he asked when Derrick sat back down.

Derrick sighed. “Always curious, my little Billy. If you must know, this is real and not real. You’re on
what you might call a different plane of existence.

“So it’s not a dream?”

“No, but I’m fascinated you developed the ability to do that. It’s quite unusual for someone like
yourself.”

That question raised more answers.

“I wish I could tell you more about you, but I unfortunately can’t. You have to learn that by yourself.

“Why?”

“Again, I can’t tell you,” Derrick replied.

“Then why am I here?” Milton asked. “Why set this up?”

Derrick gave a friendly sigh. “Always the curious soul. You’re here because we need to chat. You’ve
gotten yourself in quite a mess at the moment, haven’t you?”

Milton nodded in agreement.

“You try your best to stay out of everything only to be pulled back in. You feel responsible for
everyone’s actions when it comes to you,” ‘Derrick’ began. The more you resist the more responsible
you feel. You are definitely one of my most emotional and anxious children.”

“I…I’m your child,” he recalled the kiss he shared not too long ago. It was a very Skywalker moment.

“Not in a biological sense. I have on occasion taken care of you. But that is not the point. I’m here to
let you go of the responsibilities you have put on yourself. You are not responsible for creating the
Empire. Those beings stole humans from their world and treated them badly. Of course, they
rebelled. You are not responsible for their actions. You didn’t tell them to become just like their
former masters. You are not responsible for Chaos or the Order or their agents. That struggle has
been going on for many millennia and they won’t stop until they both realise that they are one and
the same.”

‘Derrick’ paused and held Milton’s hand. “You have a right to exist like anybody else in the universe.
Help others if you think that is what you want, but don’t be burden by what they do.”

“They would be able to do the things they do without me,” he argued.

“Did you tell them to use you? No, you didn’t. Remember this. You have been violated; your body
stolen without your permission. You are not responsible for the actions of others simply because you
were simply there.”

“Does that mean I walk away?”

“What you do is your responsibility. If you think walking away is best, then that is your choice. If you
wish to pursue the matter, again your choice. I’m just saying, you can’t control what others do, but
you can yourself.” He smiled. “Unless of course someone sprays you with red kryptonite and you go
all evil.”

That made Milton laugh.

“You brought me all this way to tell me that?” He felt more at ease than he had felt in a very long
time.”

“Yes and one other thing. When you are ready, make your way to the crucible. You’ll find what you
are looking for there.”

Before he could ask any further questions, ‘Derrick’ kissed him on the cheek and started to fade. The
rest of the café around him did the same. Milton still had so many questions. Who was he? Who
were they? What and where is the crucible? Unfortunately, they would have to be for another time.

For now, there were some decisions to make, but this time he was able to see things a little more
clearly.

….

The first thing Milton saw as he opened his eyes was the curious face of General Rahn’Diem
securitizing Milton’s appearance. It wasn’t exactly the face he expected or wanted to see after
having your standard beginning of Act three vision.

“Great you’re awake,” Lillianna called over. “We’ve got something you might want to see.”

Chapter 30

The ITU Corvette sounded a lot cooler than it actually appeared to be. From most angles it was a
light brown pointed cylinder that was designed for one thing; speed. It wasn’t a Sportsship by any
stretch of the imagination. By most angles it looked like, well there was a reason why it was called
the Shooter. The new upgraded systems on the other hand were something else though. Milton had
certainly taken his time enhancing everything on this ship; from life support to engines. He definitely
had the fastest ship in the ITU. He may never get his Captaincy back, however, it would be easy to
take this for a spin and have his own adventures.

Unfortunately, he couldn’t. He had a moral obligation to fulfil and he was feeling particularly guilty in
his role in all this chaos. Even if he was manipulated in a way. He willingly choose to hurt the Empire,
but didn’t consider the dire consequences his actions would take. So, first he would tell the ITU and
PC, then he’ll go off on a wild and whacky adventure to the great beyond. Being loved and admired
by those around him was no longer a goal of his.

The controls were surprisingly intuitive and the ship was basically automatic. Which was handy
because he wanted to get to the ITU fast without actually having to go through Empire space. He
already had enough of it. Jumps were limited, however. He had to make a shorter jump than Milton
had as he was the one powering it. He could only make it three quarters of the way to the border.
The rest of the way would have to be by conventional means. The obvious downside to this was that
he was reaching the outer territories of the Empire, which was where most of the action was taking
place.

“Switching to normal FTL drive,” the computer announced.

“Good, I don’t want to be standing about with my pants down.”

“Affirmative.”

He calculated that from his current position, it would take about three quarters of a day to reach the
closest part of the Empire border. He hoped that there was enough juice in the engines to also
power the camotech when things got a little hairy. For the time being, it was off; emergencies only.
He didn’t want to waste energy.

“Switching complete, course?” the computer asked.

“Take us to sector two one three five, near the Gum nebula, at your fastest speed.”

“Affirma….Multiple vessels approaching!” the computer interrupted itself.

“Camo on. Computer identify?”

While the ship on the outside disappeared from view, the ship inside became dimly lit. Granted the
internal illumination had no bearing on what on the camotech, it just got people in the mood to be a
little more stealthy than usual.

“PCFS McGuffin! PCFS Grant! PCFS Patton! PCFS McArthur! PCFS Crassus!”

“What the hell was the McGuffin doing in Empire territory being flank by a group of battlecruisers?”

“Captain Dirk, this is Captain Myres. No need to hide, you’re with friendly company.”

Dirk was hesitant. There was something wrong here. During his career he had often advocated a
stronger hand when dealing with the Empire, but this was a full-scale declaration of war. This was
not the PC way, it wasn’t even Dirk’s way of doing things.

“Captain, I repeat. This is Captain Myres. Confirmation code six six two six Oh seven oh oh four
omega.”

“Confirmation confirmed,” computer added.

Billiam decided to open an audio channel, but kept under camo. There was no need to trust
explicitly.

“It’s funny to see you guys around here. Are you far away from Isothorpe?

“A little,” came the reply. “We’ve been monitoring the situation. We grew concerned for you and
the Commander and our usual Empire contacts, well they haven’t returned our calls.”

While that sounded something that he would have said when he was captain, this was not Captain
Myres. Billiam had never served with him, which would have driven both of them nuts, he knew him
on reputation. There was a reason why he commanded the McGuffin, the sistership to the flagship

of the Planetary Collective. He always had a steady head and hand. Rushing head first was not his
style.

“You brought some heavy company with you. Some might mistake that has an act of aggression.”

“Well it would seem that there is a lot of that going on around here. I didn’t want to find you
without some protection.” Captain Myres paused for a beat. “Saying that, is Commander Belle with
you?”

How would he explain this one? It was a very long story, not one to have over a comm system.
Thankfully, the Commander had left him a note.

“That’s a negative. It’s a long story but the Commander wanted me to give you this note.” He sent
the file. “There’s a lot going on around here that we need to talk about.”

“Yes, I’ve heard about this ancient battle of control and bull shit. I don’t believe it myself. The forces
of Chaos and Order? Please. Don’t tell me you and the Commander have been dragged into this?”

That just raised more questions.

“How did…”

“It’s not important how I know. What I do want to know is where the Commander is. Where is she?”

Captain Myres’ tone was unusually aggressive.

“Captain, I’m waiting on your answer!”

This wasn’t Captain Myres, and if it was, something was controlling him. If anyone could tell, it would
be Billiam. He had to think of an escape plan fast. As long as he was still there was no way that they
could detect him, if he tried to move however, there was a chance they could track the emissions.
They were in the space between star systems, a shift in radiation would be like a bull in a wheat
field. Small enough not to be seen, but damn you can hear it. There was no possibility he could wait
until they moved on.

“Captain, what is the delay and why haven’t you taken down your camo?” Captain Myres ordered.

“Computer are you sure we can’t jump?”

“Affirmative!” it replied.

“Is there a way we could route energy from non-essential systems?”

“Insufficient Power!”

“Ok, what about all fuel reserves plus energy from the non-existent weapons systems?

“Insufficient Power!”

“Ok, what if we made a small jump?”

“How far?” the computer curiously asked.

“Nowhere! I want to make it look like we are leaving, wait for them to move on, then return. How
long could we do that for?”

“Calculating. Jump engines could sustain a portal for five point three minutes. After that it would
become unstable.”

“I’ll take it! Prepare the Portal.”

“This is your first and final warning Bill. We trusted you to find the Commander before she got into
any more trouble and you’ve come up empty. You maybe a citizen of the ITU but I know you’re loyal
to the PCF.”

“Portal ready!”

This was it. He was about to openly defy the Planetary Collective. An organisation he swore to
protect at all costs.

“Computer, jump!”

The inside cabin lit up, the ship was no longer cloaked. At the same time the jump engines were
talking energy from anywhere it could find it.”

“You’re making a big mistake, Bill! You can’t escape.”

“You are not Captain Myres! Who are you?!” he yelled.

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

There was a flash of blue light outside the Corvette. Billiam could feel the gravitational pull. He knew
he wasn’t going anywhere but hopefully the people out there, whoever they were, didn’t know that.
As the ship grew closer there was a jolt. Something was pulling him the other direction. Many
somethings from the looks on the sensors.

All five ships had locked on with tractor beams.

“Did you really think you could run away from us that easily? You’ve lost your touch, Bill. You’ve
been in the ITU for too long.”

It was a fight between the unopen portal and the ships tractor beams. It felt like the ship was being
ripped apart. The computer confirmed it.

“Captain, have a little dignity. Don’t try to run away like a coward.”

There was nothing Billiam could think of. He was all out of crazy ideas.

“You didn’t come all this way to look for the Commander and I did you?”

Captain Myres’ stern face appeared on the forward screen. I came here to bring order to a chaotic
situation!” His face transformed into a grin.

Billiam knew that now they other shoe had dropped.

Chapter 31

Milton finally had made a decision. He was going to stop Chaos. However, it wasn’t because he felt
guilty for being used. No, he was doing it because it had always been his nature to help people and
he knew that he was the only one who could help. This was his choice to take responsibility of taking
it down.

In his time merging with the computer, he had time to analyse current ship movements in the
Empire, at least those still loyal to the Empire. Unfortunately, this number seemed to be decreasing
as time went on by either conversion or destruction. He was looking for anything out of the ordinary,
well out of ordinary for a civilisation in the middle of a power struggle. Chaos had certainly made a
good hiding place. Who would recognise a drop of water in the ocean?

However, as his vision said Chaos and Order are more similar to each other than they wish to admit.
There was an order to Chaos, the biggest different being the sensitivity of the variables. In order
everything is known, in chaos, there is the unknown which can mess everything up. When one
understood that one began to see the reality of these two supposedly fundamental groups. The
Order wanted to know and understand everything. Anything it didn’t, it tried to eliminate. Whereas
Chaos revelled in the unknown, wanted to test things out but never considered or cared about the
consequences, no matter what they were.

So, how did this help Milton? Simple, he looked for the unknown. It was unlikely Chaos was going to
eliminate another planet. It did that already, but it definitely wasn’t done with the particle. Milton
was sure that it wanted to know the full destructive power. So, what was the next step? A star.
Milton had no doubt that the next step would be to destroy an entire star system. The problem now
would be which one. He had to consider the variables. For that he needed to get out of his head and
share with his allies.

“So, my guess is it would be a system full of sentient beings, perhaps the most densely populated
one,” Commander Belle through out there.

“That would mean here!” General Rahn’diem called out. Panic fell over his face.

“No,” Milton interjected. “Destroying the Rise system would end this civil war here and now. It lit the
match and fanned the flames. Now it wants to see how much will burn. Given the intensity of the
civil war, it’s not going to die down anytime soon, unfortunately.

“We will be victorious!” the general interrupted.

“I’m sure,” Milton said lightly.

“So how do you know it’s going to blow up an entire system?”

“It would seem that Chaos has many projects going on at the moment. It would stand to reason that
they would have the attention span of a child. While it waits for the Empire to burn up it will distract
itself with other things.”

Milton brought up a 3D map of the Empire. It was covered in red, yellow and green patches. The
green were the safe zones, which included the Rise system. Yellow zones were those under threat or
considered seceding. Red of course were zones in a current conflict. These zones seemed to be
increasing by the hour.

“It would seem the Empress has a lot to handle. And she’s only a few days into the job. That must
suck.” Lillianna sounded sympathetic towards the Empress, despite her actions when they had first
met.

“She will be Victorious!”

“Of course,” Lillianna replied. She gave him a pat on the shoulder.

Milton stared into the map, looking for something, looking for the unknown. Was he wrong about
Chaos wanting to stay in the Empire to monitor how things went? Surely he wasn’t an omnipotent
creature. It wasn’t corporeal. However, it seems to need a host, like Billiam. If it could stay in it’s non
corporeal form, it wouldn’t have needed Billiam to take him all the way to the T’Vi’Shion system. So,
it wouldn’t leave the Empire, just in case something needed it’s attention.

“The unknown,” he mumbled. There was a thought gnawing at him. There were other factors he
hadn’t considered.

“What are you thinking about Milton?”

“There’s something I haven’t considered. Something that has been here all this time.”

“What’s that?” Rahn’Diem chimed in.

“Where’s Order?”

“What do you mean, they kidnapped me, remember?”

“That was an agent of Order, not Order itself.”

“Now there’s an order?” Rahn’diem sighed.

Both ignored him.

“I think it’s safe to assume that Chaos and Order are two similar creature or creatures. We shouldn’t
rule out that there is only one of each. They weren’t around during the last war and information on
them is sketchy at best. In any case, the agent got spooked by the display over Isothorpe. He was
looking for me. Chaos knew who I was from the beginning, so I don’t think Order would have made
the same mistake.”

“Ok,” Commander Belle felt a little dismissed there. She felt he didn’t need to be an ass about it.
She recalled that moment.

“If and when you see Milton. Give him a message for me. Tell him: The Order stands for him still. He
is not alone anymore.”

“Tell me Milton, how did it all end last time? How did you defeat both organisations last time?”

This was a memory, he didn’t want to remember.

“I overloaded.”

“Overloaded?!”

“I’m an energy source, right? I soaked up the sun’s energy, lined up the ships and directed the blast
at them. Managed to hit every single ship. Well maybe not all.”

“You destroyed both groups?!”

It looked like Milton was trying to hold himself back. “I was going to disable them, take away their
technology, end the madness once and for all, including myself. I somehow got carried away in the
moment.”

The General looked at Milton with an uneasy look. “What are you? Surely you have limits, don’t
you?”

“To be honest, I don’t know.”

“You could take over the galaxy with that power.”

“I could, but why?”

“Why not?”

It was a very Empire response. Just because something can be done, it didn’t mean it should.

“Why did you ask me?”

“I don’t know. I thought it would reveal something. Why did they say they stood for you, when you
destroyed them?”

“Because for a moment, you stood for them!” the general chimed in.

They had dumbfounded look on their faces.

“You destroyed them because they were tearing the galaxy apart. They were the unknown element
and had become Chaotic. They had lost their way. By destroying both the agents of order and chaos,
you eliminated the unknown and restored order to the galaxy.”

The pair were still dumbfounded by Rahn’Diem analysis of the situation.

“You said it yourself, what they can’t quantify they destroy, eliminate the variable. You did that. You
became an agent of order, intentionally or unintentionally. If the original order has come back with
it’s chaos counterpart, they maybe seeking you out. You are not alone.”

“Wow! I didn’t actually think you were listening,” Milton pointed out.

The general smiled. “This is what I do for a living.”

“The order had sent a scout to find me, but they stuffed up. They knew I was on the shuttle. They’re
waiting in the shadows, their waiting for their moment. That’s why they didn’t come to T’Vi’Shion
when the Empress was trying to bait them. What do you think Lily?”

Lillianna had become distracted with something that appeared on the 3D map. Blue dots had just
appeared in a Red territory, when before it had been green and orange. Rahn’Diem looked confused
for a moment. Then explained what each dot meant. The Green dots were rebel ships, the orange
one were Empire ships. The blue one’s were the PCF Ships.

“The PCF have just invaded the Empire.”

“I don’t think the Order is waiting anymore.”

Chapter 32

Milton was in no shape to portal the Empire First Fleet to Fin’la. To his credit he tried, but he was
physically exhausted and didn’t have the energy to do it. He found it hard to explain that even he
had his limits. This meant that the Fleet would have to get there by conventional means.
Fin’la was one of the planets that joined the Union and it would appear that they had the backing of
the Planetary collective. The Empress had to see this first-hand and nip this in the bud before it got
out of hand. If word got out the PC had a foothold in Empire territory, she doubted her ability to
control her people.

For Milton and Lillianna, through their long brainstorming session, theorised that this was the
order’s response to chaos’s activities. That perhaps they allowed chaos to make the region unstable
so that they could clean up their biggest mistake; the Empire. It was based on a lot of conjecture and
assumptions. There were a lot of unknowns here and a lot variables that could screw everything up.
Even if it wasn’t the Order, it was a good bet that Chaos would take advantage of the situation. They
needed to stop it before he did any more damage.

Lilianna stood outside the Empress’s quarters, flanked by two guards. They weren’t Lee’dur’s guards.
When he was stood down, those guards were replaced, just in case they wanted revenge. It was a
good thing too because this would have been the best opportunity to enact some revenge. She
approached the Attendant.

“She’s expecting you?” he asked curiously.

She nodded. The old man went over to the communications panel. The door opened and he went
inside. Lillianna was about to follow him in when one of the guards put her arm on her shoulder. The
old man appeared after a few moments and ushered her in.

As she stood inside, she noticed that all the lights were turned off. They only light source was coming
from the flashes of light from the FTL. The door closed quickly behind her. Her stomach was churning
loudly, her heart beating fast. The last time she had been alone with the Empress, she had shocked
her towards an inch of her life.

“Don’t be afraid, Commander. I’m not here to interrogate you.”

From the ambient light, the Commander could see the darken outline of the Empress laying on the
sofa near the main window. She had a glass in her hand. After taking a drink she put it on the short
table in front of her, next to another.

“Please, sit.”

Lillianna hesitated but did after the Empress had insisted.

“Do you truly believe that this is the Order’s doing?’

Lillianna wanted to say yes. She didn’t want to believe that the Planetary Collective would openly
interfere with the internal struggle of the Empire. There were laws against this. However, the
Planetary Collective had had it’s questionable decision in the past, even in the interest of peace.

“I don’t know!” she finally answered.

“Well at least that’s an honest answer, if not a helpful one,” the Empress responded. “I and others
have always thought that the PC had designs for the Empire. I opposed the summit because I
thought this was how the you guys conquered, through words instead of weapons.”

Lillianna took a few sips of the wine that the Empress offered. To her surprise, it was quite fruity. She
had always thought the Empire didn’t concern themselves with flavour. Granted she had never met
a civilian Empire citizen before, only their disciplined soldiers.

“The Planetary Collective was never about conquering, it was about working together. Humanity
wanted to prove to the interstellar community that it wasn’t like their old selves. They moved on
from bigotry and intolerance. And then we discovered you.”

“So you think we are bigots and intolerant?”

“Well, if you are looking for honesty, yes. We saw you as the dirty reflection of ourselves. We were
embarrassed. You enslaved entire star systems because of what their ancestors did. You became
what you hated.”

“You know what. I agree.”

That was not the response she had expected. The Empire has always had the image as xenophobic,
the Empress most of all. She has been well known on the battlefield as a ruthless warrior and a
tyrant.

“In the past week, I’ve seen my beloved civilisation collapse in on itself. The fact that one being could
cause some chaos means that it wasn’t stable to begin with. My father and brother were holding it
together with sheer will power.”

Once the floodgates were open there was nothing that could stop the emotional fallout that was to
follow. All the Lilianna could do was to watch as the most powerful woman in the Empire collapse in
front of her. Up until a few days ago, she was torturing her. For the first time, she begun to realise
how human the people of the Empire were. They were flawed to the point of cruelty, but it was all
they knew. They learnt it from their forebearers all learnt it from their masters. It was an ongoing
cycle that had clearly taken its toll.

From their she went on about Lee’dur and Lo’Var, the two main men in her life, the first betraying
her and the other taken away from her. She apologised for his actions, as well as her own. Lillianna
was in disbelief. An apology from an Empire royal? Unheard of.

When she was done, Se’Cond put down the glass.

“Is the wine, ok? You’ve barely touched it.”

Lillianna hesitated. At this point all she had been doing was acknowledging gestures such as nodding
her head and hmming. There was nothing more she could had to the situation.

“I’m sorry, it’s good, very sweet. I’m just quite…”

“Shocked,” she finished.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “I don’t want to be insensitive to your feelings, but to be honest I wasn’t sure
if anyone in the Empire had them besides from cruelty.”

“And they say the Planetary Collective is understanding, tolerant and sympathetic.”

That made Lillianna feel like a dick. For someone who was meant to be enlightened, she just had a
very judgemental moment.

“It’s funny most humans I’ve met in the Planetary Collective either have a stick so far up their ass or
are pompous self-righteous assholes.”

Lilliana recalled the diplomatic incident between her and Billiam several years ago.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to imply that…”

“Don’t. Unfortunately, cruelty is something that we have perfected, it’s a reputation well earned.”

“To be honest the same can be applied to our uppity attitude.”

“Well, I say this has been a successful peace conference,” The Empress joked.

“Well, we’ve found some common ground at least. But I think now we need to talk strategy. I don’t
think this is a fight we can win with weapons.”

“No, it isn’t.

Chapter 33

Captain Myres’ office reminded Billiam a little of his own. This one was a little bigger and more
spartanly decorated, however, the standard décor hadn’t changed, plus now he was standing on the
other side of the desk with restraints.

“You had one job, Billiam,” Captain Myres spoke. He was lounging in the desk seat, another change
from the by-the-book captain. “You had her, and the means to get back. Now I find you collaborating
with the enemy.”

Billiam wasn’t going to take that lying done. “How dare you…”

“Excuse, Bill,” with an emphasis on the ‘B’ in Bill, “I’m not finished. Then you try to run from us. A
guilty act if ever I saw one.” He paused. “You may speak now.” Myres gestured.

“I at now point collaborated with the Empire. The first opportunity I had I left. “And I’m a citizen of
the ITU not PC. Technically, their not my enemy and I’m not subject to your laws outside of the
Planetary Collective. You have no rights to imprison me. “

“Good speech,” he gave a mocking clap. “You should work for the Judge Advocate Generals office.”

Myres brought something up on the screen and directed Billiam’s attention to it. It was the
agreement he made, with the highlighted terms and conditions.

“You notarised this agreement did you not, with a thumbprint?”

“You were made subject to our laws the moment you agreed. I went out on a limb for you Billiam.
You may not have been the best officer in history but you’re still an officer, whether you wear the
uniform or not.”

Billiam made an open hand gesture and laughed. From the Captain’s scowl, he wasn’t impressed
with Billiam’s response.

“This is all moot anyway. What your doing is illegal in itself. You shouldn’t even be here. Why are
you?”

“The McGuffin is under orders to…

“What? Violate sovereign borders? I don’t think so.”

It was the Captain’s turn to laugh at this point. “The Empire is collapsing, they have no order. They
no longer have sovereign borders.”

“And you and your merry band of ships going to teach them?”

There was cruelty in Captain Myres’ smile. A cruelty he often associated with the Empire. He was
never a fan, but even he had limits as demonstrated by his actions at T’Vi’Shion. This was not about
retrieving the Commander, or ‘collaborating’ with the Empire.

“Tell me Captain, how are the headaches? They’re annoying, aren’t they?”

“What?!”

“The headaches! Carrying another entity in your brain takes its toll.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” The captain sat up in his chair. Billiam could see the sweat
coming of it’s brow.

“I’m not sure if it’s a full possession or your working with them, but you are not Captain Myres.”

“Oh, okay! I see where you’re going with this. It ain’t going to work mate!”

“Why are you even hiding it? It’s not like there is anyone in this room that can hear you.”

The comment made Myres stand up and point his finger towards Billiam.

“Now you listen here! I don’t know what angle you’re working at but it aint going to fly. I brought
you here because I need information and I hoped you would be inclined to share it with us.”

Billiam thought as much.

“Unless, you’re going to do that, I don’t see why I should have you here.”

Billiam remained silent.

“Ok, then.” He ordered security to escort him back to his cell. As they did he began his magic.

“Does the Captain look tired to you?”

….

When the McGuffin arrived in the Finayl system they didn’t meet any resistance. The remnants of
the third Empire battalion were no match for the combined forces of the Union, the PCF and the
ancient weapon located on the only moon orbiting the fourth planet of the system. Before the
Finaylian had evolved to become the dominate species in the system, it was used as an alien testing
ground. At that time, the system had no intelligent life, so it was perfect. It was unknown why the
species had abandoned it, but it was a safe bet that it wasn’t a good reason. For the Empire, it’s
discover was the find of the century, however, due to the moon’s unique conditions and the device’s
complex nature, it had yet to be replicated. But at the very least the main planet was safe.

Now, it was in the hands of the Union/PC Alliance, the most defended rebel base in the Empire.
When they learned the Empress’s First fleet was on her way, they weren’t if they should celebrate or
panic. Surely, she wasn’t stupid enough to come directly to the system, though she had made some
pretty ordinary decisions of late. She may have been a great ship captain back in the day, but she’s
not been a great leader.

She had lost more and more territory has this civil war went on. However, her demonstration at
T’Vi’Shion was enough to scare them. She hadn’t used it again but given her desperation, she may
just be inclined to use it again.

Lieutenant Governor Far’tel, under Governor May’tel the self-declared leader of the Union, had
welcomed the McGuffin and its entourage to Finayl. During the last months of the council, the
members of the union had been pressuring Master Prime to open up negotiations with them. They
had grown tired of the old ways and wanted to open to new experiences and new financial
opportunities, especially the financial opportunities. They had resources aplenty and the hated they
had to give so much of it away for the Empire forces.

Far’tel’s first official meeting with the PCF wasn’t exactly what he had imagined though. For starter’s
the Captain of the McGuffin looked ill. Pale faced, bloodshot eyes and a cold sweat. Secondly, while
the PC had a reputation for stuffiness, there was a level of condescension in his tone. So, much so
that for a brief moment, he had wondered if they had made the right decision to ally themselves up.
However, the rest of the officers seemed perfectly fine; friendly and not looked like they were living
death.

After initial pleasantries, the first issue on the table was the Empress. They had viewed the reports
and visual accounts of T’Vi’Shion and were notably shocked by the events, except for Captain Myres.
He didn’t seem to have the emotional capacity.

“Is Captain Myre’s alright,” Far’tel asked Captain James of the Patton.

“Admittedly, he is a bit under the weather. He lost his First Officer recently and the agent we sent to
find them has returned empty handed. Apparently, he lost her to the Empress,” he explained.

“Ah, I see,” he replied. It seemed like a reasonable response. The Empress was known for her cruelty
and savagery. It would be enough to make anybody sick.

“She’ll be here in approximately 28 hours,” the current speaker was stating.

There was a murmur in the crowd.

“The issue is though, how did she learn that we were here,” Captain Myres interrupted.

The Finayl contingent looked sheepishly at each other. “We haven’t been able to switch off the
monitoring systems.”

Captain Myres pinched the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes. “You’re telling me that they can
see our every move in the system?”

The contingent looked at each other again before the main speaker replied. “Yes.”

“Have you tried disabling them or destroying them?” the Captain of the Patton asked,”

The contingent looked at each other again, but it was more of a ‘does he think we’re idiots or
something.’ “Of course we did.”

“And?” Captain Myres noted.

“The monitoring systems used were part of the weapons systems surveillance. If we disabled them
we’d lose the one big advantage. We have our engineers on cutting their access, however, we’ll be
able to see there movements just as much as they see ours.”

The captain sighed. This was like amateur night at the Apollo. He then suggested to destroy them.
The contingent argued. The locals in attendance at the meeting were furious at the suggestion. The
weapon was the main reason why they decided to defect. If they didn’t have it’s protection they
never would have sided with the union in the first place. It was their trump card against a surprise
attack from the Empress’s fleet.

However, the captain was insistent. You can’t plan an attack with the enemy knowing your every
movement. It was bad enough that they already knew that PC ships were there.

“All right. Let my team have a look at these systems. Perhaps we can do something about their
access. We’ll only disable them as a last resort.”

The crowd’s anger was lessened, however not put out. They seemed to not have any choice in the
matter. However, the reputation of the PC in the system was now tarnished, and resentment was
planted. It would have to be a sweeping victory over the Empress’s forces.

“If you will Lieutenant Governor. I would like to look at the schematics you have for the weapon.”

The lieutenant governor looked cautious. It was one thing to invite the PCF to there system to help
them establish independence from the Empire. It was completely another to hand over the most
powerful weapon known to the Empire over to them the day they arrived, especially when they had
suggested to blow it up. He looked in the Captain’s bloodshot eyes. There was something off-putting
about them. It was like they were empty expect cold hearted rage. He’d expect this from the
Empress or other members of the royal family. He thought the PC was different. Perhaps he was
mistaken.

“I’ll send them up to you as soon as I can,” he replied.

The captain nodded in reply, not bothering to open his mouth.

Perhaps this was all a mistake.

Chapter 34

The Empress, Commander Belle and Milton stood in the bridge of the Revenant as it haltered at the
edge of the system. They all knew the weapon in the system was powerful but was limited by a
number of factors, including angle of attack and distance. They were just beyond the edge of that
range.

“Major? What is the status of the enemy?” the Empress asked.

The officer indicated that most of the ships were stationed around the fourth planet. The only one
inhabited in the system. It looked like they would move from that position any time soon.

“If they so much as twitch, we need to know,” Commander Belle added. The major did not like the
idea of a Peacy telling him how to do his job.

“Keep it to yourself major, and do what she says.”

“Yes, your eminence,” he capitulated.

The three looked at each other as if they knew this may be the last time they would.

“Commander, whatever happens I want to thank you for your assistance. While I know you are doing
this for your people as much as mine, your sacrifice will be remembered by the people of the
Empire.”

“Well, I hope it’s not a sacrifice.” She added. “But thank you.” She looked over at Milton. “Are you
ready?”

Milton shrugged his shoulders. He knew whatever happened here, he would be the one to survive.

Both walked to the lift and headed to the torpedo bay.

….

“Are you holding on?” Milton shouted.

“You don’t need to shout. I’m literally on your back.”

And that she was. Both were in the torpedo bay tube ready to be launched. The commander was
kitted out in an Empire space suit while Milton just looked like Milton. There was no need for it.

“You are quite nuts for even considering this right?”

She smiled and gave the all clear the weapons officer. There was a ridiculousness to the sight of
seeing two people spooning each other in a torpedo tube. Thankfully though it was for only a
moment. The chute’s entry shut and almost immediately they were pushed out with an almighty
force. Commander Belle almost slipped off Milton’s back, but the tether held.

When the Commander had done this on the empty torpedo a few days ago, she was more focused
on making sure she didn’t die to enjoy the ride, but this time on a self-guided Milton she was open
to enjoy the rush and the scenery.

“Best Piggy Back Ever!” she screamed into the suit communications array. Milton couldn’t help but
smile. It had been a while since he had enjoyed the company of another, Yes, he had he dalliances
with people other the centuries, as well as the Commander over a week ago, but something about
this moment felt freeing.

“OMG, why don’t you like do this all the time? What did you have to go with my crappy shuttle?”

Milton couldn’t help but smile as he accelerated. They were approaching the outermost planet in
the system, a grey cold rock, no bigger than Earth’s moon. It was their first target. Milton flew
through the vacuum of space as if he were a bird gliding through the air. Again, he didn’t know the
science behind it, but he felt as if it were the most natural thing in the universe. As he soared closer,
he could feel the gravity of the planetoid, as well as the planetoid connection to the system. It was
as if could sense all the forces at work in the system. He would need that if their plan was going to
be successful.

“Let’s see if you can handle this,” he cheered.

He sped down to the surface of the planetoid, plummeting faster and faster. At the final moment,
and making sure he didn’t pull of too many g-forces, he pulled up.

“Wooooo hooooo!” Lilliana screamed. “Oh man! What a fucking rush!”

Milton skinned the surface of the planetoid for half a minute before rising slowly upwards. He
needed to find what they were looking for. The station wasn’t big, however on a barren planetoid it
stood out like a mangled thumb. He directed her to it.

The station was no taller than she was. It was long cylindrical and surprisingly clean. There was no
atmosphere surrounding the planetoid, nor was their soil or other types of organic matter, so their
was no speck of dust around.

“Do you recognise who built it?” she asked Milton.

There was an eerie familiarity about it. It was simple in design and shape, but nothing he
immediately recognised.

“Well, let’s get to it I suppose. We can’t afford to be wasting any more time. We still don’t know if
they can see us or not.”

“I suppose so,” Milton admitted.

He placed his bare hands on the cylinder. “This is not a metal composition I recognise.” That was
saying something for Milton who had travelled around the known galaxy and spent time with species
that no one from the Planetary Collective had ever heard of. “It’s very dense.”

“Can you get through it?”

He nodded, he could get through any surface, including the corona of a sun. This shouldn’t have
been a tough ask, but it was. As his body broke down to it’s most basics of elements, he still found it
difficult to slip thought the spaces between particles. It was as if the material was reacting to his
presence.

“Are you ok?” Liliaana sounded concerned. “Are you about to have another episode?”

He shook his head from side to side. It didn’t feel like an episode. He felt very much in control of
himself. No, this was something different.

Eventually he passed through, merging with the computer components of the station. He could feel
the rush of information pass through his body. It was always an invigorating experience to merge
with a computer. He had first learned to merge with objects in the mid-17th century, however, it
wasn’t always the most pleasurable experience. Surprisingly natural objects such as rocks and trees
were always interesting experiences. It was the man made things that were dull. With rocks and
trees he could feel the experiences it had gone through over time. Every nook and cranny had a
story behind it. But when he first merged with a computer in the 1960s, it was almost too much for
him to handle.

“Whew, there’s a lot going on here. It’s going to take me a moment to get my head around it. I’ll be
back.”

“Okay?” Lillianna questioned. She saw him close his eyes. It was still a sight to see Milton merge with
something. From her perspective it was as if he melted into the cylinder. His hands looked like they
were seamlessly welded, as he was originally part of the machine when it had been built.

She watched him for a good thirty seconds or so before he opened his eyes. “We’ve got to get out of
here now.”

“What?! Did you disable the weapon?”

“Go!” was all he said.

Around them there was a looming shadow. Lilliana looked up to see the PCFS Grant above them.
Milton was trying to demerge himself from the station. However that was proving more difficult
than he imagined. Then he felt it. For the first time the object he was merging with began to merge
into him. He tried pulling out faster, but now it was dragging him in. Lillianna was about to help him
out when he shouted her to not touch him.

“You touch me, you’ll be killed.”

“I can’t leave you like this,” she shouted back.

“Leave. Use the suits thrusters to get away if you can. They are looking for me, not you.”

“That’s a PC ship. I can reason with them.”

“That’s no longer a PC ship.”

She looked up again to see that he was right. The base shape was certainly the PCFS Grant, however,
it had been significantly modified, it surface simplified, it colour a lustreless grey.

“The Order!” she stated startled. The agent of the order ship had a similar style, perhaps a ship left
behind after the exodus. That may have been a ship from another species that was modified for
their purposes.

“Go, now! They don’t know you’re here, but they will if they get any closer.”

He looked at Milton. His arms up to his elbow were fully emerged with the cylinder. He had braced
his feet on it to get some physical leverage, but now they were being pulled in as well. There was
nothing that Lilliana could do. She had to do what he had said.

“I’ll come back for you.”

“I know,” he smiled. She smiled back and leapt. She hung in space for a moment before the suit
thrusters kicked it. She wasn’t as fast as Milton had been, but hopefully he had been right about
them not knowing she was there.

Their mission to disable the weapon had been a failure and now their best asset had been taken by
the enemy. But the most immediate problem for the Commander was where was she going to go
now. The thrusters weren’t going to get her back to the Revenant and the Grant was out of the
question.

She took a look back at the Grant as it hovered over the cylinder. There was no indication that it had
noticed her exit, or simply cared. One being floating in space, with no hope for rescue was hardly the
interest of an ancient being. It would be Chaotic to go after her.

Chapter 35

The situation had been monitored by the Revenant, who still had access to the monitoring systems.
The Empire had modified the weapons systems enough to get full access to it’s sensors, but that was
about it. Through the systems they could modify it just enough to give it the illusion that an enemy
ship was nearby, however they couldn’t access the core systems.

“Status, Major?”

“The Grant is remaining in close orbit around the planetoid. It doesn’t seem to have any interest in
us,” the major replied.

“Any signs of the Commander or Mr Ways?”

“None?”

For the same reason the Grant couldn’t detect the Commander, the Revenant couldn’t either. The
suit was a loan from the Covert Ops wing of the Empire Military establishment, with a few
modifications from Milton. Unfortunately, it would be almost impossible for them to know that she
was floating around.

“Should we go after it, your eminence? It’s only one ship,” the lieutenant pilot asked.

That was true. She could send a half dozen ship to deal with the Grant quickly, rescue the pair, if
they were still there, and be out of there quickly. The issue was, would it be fast enough?

“Your eminence?” the communications officer chimed in. “Some of the Captain’s are asking what
they should do now. Should they proceed or hold back.”

This was the moment of truth for the Empress. What happened here would define her as a leader of
the Empire. Was she courageous or a coward? A strategist or a fool? Would she sacrifice the lives of
two non-empire citizens would risked their lives for them, or go get them?

“Tell the fleet we’re going in, tight formation. There’s a narrow pathway through the systems that
we can follow in order to avoid the weapon’s targeting range. They’ll follow our lead.”

“Your eminence,” the pilot spoke up. “That’s quite a narrow path. It’s not leaving much for error. It’s
going to be pretty tight with the entire fleet. I don’t wish to declare this, but I’m not sure I could pull
it off.”

She knew he was right. They could go in single perhaps double file, but eventually they would be
picked off one by one quite easily. They needed an expert that could lead the group quickly through
the system but keep them safe enough without being an easy target. There was only one person
present on the ship that could do that. She had kept him on board the ship since she locked him up.
She was still deciding what to do with him. Now she had decided.

…..

Twenty minutes later, for Captain Lee’dur entered the bridge, along with two guards.

He bowed his head slightly at the presence of the Empress. “I believe you are of need of me, your
eminence?” he spoke flatly and formally, however Se’Cond could denote a touch of smugness in his
voice. She hoped that his ego would have been tempered after spending a few days in the brig.

“I have assumed you’ve been briefed on what needs to be done?” the Empress asked.

He nodded.

“And I assume you understand the terms,” she added.

He nodded again.

“Do you agree to those terms?”

He grinned. “My gods and goddesses, Empress. You’ve certainly put yourself in a predicament
haven’t you.”

She glared at him. They didn’t need this right now.

“It’s just so funny to have you ask me to help you rescue your Peacey friends, when just over a week
ago you accused your brother of collaborating with the Planetary Collective. You even started to plot
against him for it.”

Some of the bridge crew gave a little gasp, others looked confused. He had her on the ropes now,
questioning her leadership in front of everyone. If she sent him back, it would look guilty. If she
confessed to it, well, they would definitely know she was guilty. Covering up misdeeds was her
father’s mistake. His brother, as un Empirish as he was, was a good leader, she saw that now. Their
was only one honourable thing to do.

“Yes, he’s right. I had intended to incapacitate my brother Master Prime, though it was not my
intention to have him killed. Chaos did that. I attempted to follow the same path to leadership as my
grandfather had over a century ago, as did many of the former Emperors of the Empire. That is how
we have always done it. However, in the past week, I believe that we have all learned that that is the
old way of doing things. We need new ones. The people out there, they were and still are our
brothers and sisters and kin. But they left us because they grew tired of the old ways of doing things,
when they opportunity came, they took the opportunity, like every other Empire citizen would. As
we have seen the galaxy is changing. We are discovering things are chaotic out there. If we don’t
unite then we give in to the forces of chaos. However; I believe total control is no longer possible
any more. We have seen what total order and control can do. Our mission is to prevent order from
controlling this system or Chaos from destroying it. After that, we will see. Lee’dur, I’m going to give
you a choice. Either you help us, or you can leave, take a shuttle and run.”

The crew looked at Lee’dur, their former captain. He looked thoroughly intimidated.

“What is your answer?”

Lee’dur walked over to the pilot’s station. “I’m ready your Eminence.”

“Very well. Communications, link up with the rest of the fleet. We are going to fly in formation
guided by Commander Lee’dur.”

“Yes, your eminence.”

After a few minutes everyone was in position.

“Status of the Grant, Major?”

“It looks like it’s moving away. Hang on!”

“Report!”

“There seems to be another ship entering the system. It’s definitely Empire, but I don’t recognise
they configuration.”

“On Screen”

In front of them was a ship that looked like it had been designed by a four year old in a Lego ship
building competition.

“That’s weird, the ship is reading as the Widow Maker! But it has parts from Empire Cruisers,
battleships, fighters and a dozen other ships.”

“That’s Chaos’s ship. I didn’t expect them to be out in the open. Are they engaging the order ship?”

“It looks like they are about to.”

“Your orders, your Eminence?”

This had been her plan at T’Vi’Shion. She wanted both groups to be fighting each other. She wanted
to wait until they had nearly destroyed each other and expose them to the people of the Empire as
the people who killed their Emperor and wanted to destroy the Empire. Also their technology would
have been the advantage they needed over the rebels. She had been a different person then. Now it
threatened the loves of her allies and her friend. She found that surprising to admit that to herself.

“We’re going in and breaking up the fight. If they are going to act like children then we need to be
the parents and break them up before they ruin anything.”

“Yes, your eminence.” Commander Lee’dur accelerated the Revenant through the threshold of the
system. At this point they would be a prime target for the weapon. It was up to him to prevent that
from happening. He was going to try and regain the respect of the Empress that he lost, even if he
knew that he would never have her heart.
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