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PROLOGUE
 
It is twenty years from the present date, and Richard Patterson is an aging warrior about to check out of this life. Just retired from a large multinational private military, he is chosen to have a different fate, which will change his life, and those of every being on Earth. How could this one man move from a menial social class to challenge the elites? How could one man prepare the Earth to defend itself from a threat that has destroyed advanced, interstellar civilizations for millennia? His lead-time is short, and he faces a corrupt, self-serving society. Just surviving the day is challenging since half of Earth’s population will die.
 



SURPRISE PARTY
 
To say I was surprised was putting it mildly. Wait. Let’s go back a bit. I was dying – should have been dead already. Don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t depressed about it. I had outlived most of my friends, and most of my family – though I did still have a grandson out there…somewhere. It had been a good life…a long life. I’d been very active, and done a lot. My body was worn out. I had had a couple sets of artificial joints – those are really getting pretty good these days – cheap to install. Both of my hips, shoulders, and knees have been replaced. My heart is in great shape. Guess the plaque dissolving enzymes play a big part ‘cause I love fatty foods. Everybody gets the plaque reducing enzymes these days ‘cause they were a lot cheaper than other treatments. You lived longer if you had money, and could afford the GOOD care. You got some of the GOOD care if you had really helped Sigma Max Corp, and I had done that for sure – I am good at my job – had been anyway.
I’ll be sixty-eight in July, and still fairly mobile, but not frisky enough to be hired, and no one wants advice from someone this old…not from my station in life. My sign is Cancer, and I have it too – ha – made a funny though pancreatic cancer is no joke. I worked for Sigma Max fresh out of secondary school. Showed great promise in technical skills – you know – explosives, and close combat skills. Later found I was good with cyber warfare – especially computers, and hacking. I’d saved a couple of high muckety-muck Sigma Max cyber-gurus who were doing a special reconnaissance mission…got sent to cyber-school as a reward. Better than just cannon fodder. Basic cyber training led to advanced cyber defense training, and then to offensive cyber-warfare training after that. I’ve got a talent for it.
Guess those guys I’d saved from being captured, and tortured wanted a warrior (me) to be with them when they went on future missions. It started as just a favor to a kid who’d saved their bacon, and Sigma found I was a natural geek. I kept up my combat skills with recon units, and special teams that were posted for special study at the cyber schools (usually on how to physically steal high tech materials from other companies that weren’t accessible by hacking). The special commandos appreciated someone to train with, and we both learned a lot – kept up my training regimen.
I got to use the advanced simulators – even was able to add lots of scenarios on my own, and they were damn realistic. Your armor, helmet, and load felt the same as the real thing, but had sensors, and servos that acted in response from the ‘threats, and injuries’ in the simulation. You get hit in the arm, and the arm is shocked, and paralyzed (hurts like hell). You DO NOT want to be killed (simulated) because you are rendered unconscious in a way that makes you not want to do that again – talk about negative reinforcement – big time. Your weapons have recoil, your communications are jammed, or sporadic – fog of war – fuck – the simulations have got that down pat. They critique all the mistakes afterward. I even worked out with those special teams, and showed them something because they started coming to me suggesting situations, and how to get out of them alive – cool…big time.
Those simulations are projected 3D images on a transparent cloud, and react to whatever you do. I saw guys puke their guts out after seeing some of the collateral damage from their own weapons in just the simulation. The sweet smell of burning flesh with the miasma of rot, and insects are all part of it – realistic – hell yeah. Sigma has the best of everything because they are the corporation that protects the Euro barons – the water barons of course.
I worked for Sigma Max Corp for twenty-five years before I got shot up while defending Chinese water rights. The Chinese had been at the forefront of desalination in Shanghai, and the South-North Water Diversion Project – neither had provided enough volume, and the Gobi desert just got larger, and many of the Western farms failed. The pollution of the Yellow River got marginally better through the stringent enforcement of conservation measures by the Chinese military. Their military was diverted from expansion because they were being used internally to enforce directives, and to quell water riots, and thefts. The trillions of gallons diverted from the Yangtze hurt fishing, and commerce there. It was a classic case of robbing Peter to pay Paul.
Sigma had been hired to protect the ethnic Chinese population in Indonesia where they controlled the water rights. The local population fought to keep the huge tanker ships of water from leaving the Indonesian ports. Even though only 6 per cent of the population was ethnic Chinese, that 6% owned 85% of the freshwater rights in Indonesia. We, Sigma, got hired to protect those rights because the Chinese military was tied up putting down internal unrest. Oops – mind wandering a little. I got shot up pretty bad, and my surprise party was some of the buds from my unit coming to wish me good luck on retiring after saving most of their asses at one time of another.
Fresh water is the new oil…yep…fresh water is worth a crap load. Anyway – as I was saying…I was leading a company of people at the Karawang port in West Java (built by the Chinese) just east of Jakarta. They’d only picked me because I’d done well at Madura Island years before. These tankers had been “seized” by an Australian Special Operations Force due to the decade long drought in Australia, and the Chinese had outbid the Aussies, and disputed the arrangement. We were hired by the Chinese to recover their property – they didn’t want to directly attack Australian troops so Sigma Max had to step up. The Aussies were no little pushover group of poorly led, poorly equipped irregulars. Luckily they had the penchant for lots of US electronics – lots with Chinese aftermarket chipsets in them. 
 Sigma Max had the latest of everything, and we HAD the Chinese backdoors to all the Aussie electronics. We cut off their communications, and misaligned their GPS aim points…if only a few hundred meters off in random directions – they didn’t give up, and were damned hard to take even with no reliable heavy arms. Their small arms ate us up, but we got the freighters released. I would have been happier about it if I hadn’t had my ass shot up too. My units received bonuses, and I even got a gold card for lifetime water rights – Sigma Max would provide me, and mine free water for life.  I was supposed to have been getting stock options since I joined, but those never showed up – surprise, surprise. That’s why I’m having my big retirement party. The company suits are giving me the gold card because since I’m not a water baron – no way I’m living much longer (can’t afford the medical treatments the exalted class gets) so a lifetime of water benefits when you have cancer isn’t a big deal. Least I’ll see some of my old buddies.
 
 
“Hey lieu,” said the huge man who enveloped me in his arms. “Looks like they got you walkin’ again. No limp. You’ lookin’ pretty good considerin’… So you finally gettin’ out.”
“Hi Word,” I said. “Good to see you too…”, and it was. Word was short for Wordley – Frank Wordley – the big bear of a man got the nickname for talking so much. “I see you’re still with the unit –wearing the same wristcomm.”
“Yep Lieu. Figured you’d wanna’ see more than the admin weenies. Sandy said you had the Big C. Pancreatic? That bites. Guess they won’t pay to fix that…really bites.”
“No big deal. They give me the best generic pain meds though.” Didn’t know where Wordley had found out about my cancer, but he usually had tons of sources. God! There was Sandy. She still looked maybe 30, and she had looked that way when I was hired… Didn’t really expect her here. She was the granddaughter of one of the founders of Sigma Max – a water baron’s granddaughter, and she was coming down to see me. It was a big deal for the exalted class to come amongst the peons.
I looked around, and saw some of the young bucks sticking out their chests, and eyeing her. Bet it would soft boil a few hard ons if they knew she was old enough to be their grandmother – hell – probably not. I could tell she liked the ogling…she always did, and I have always drooled from afar – nowadays I drool a lot after pain medication. I straightened up.
“Hello Lieutenant Patterson. My brother told me to come tell you he appreciated how you came through for him with your teams in Indonesia. This gold water card is from him. Thank you for your service.” She handed him the gold water benefits card.
“Thank you Sandy,” I said, and she stiffened at me using her familiar name. “I appreciate the…” I said, but she had already turned away, and was striding back to the entrance accompanied by three large non-descript clones – her escort. Hadn’t really noticed those guys before – shows how badly I’m slipping I guess.
“Hi Lieu,” said a tall, handsome man who was fully a hundred kilos, but rock hard.
“Hi Prof,” I said. “You’re looking good. Thought you got out a couple of years ago…” I knew this guy for over twenty years, but knew him well enough that I was very surprised to see him at any Sigma Max function. He had been an engineer. Sigma had screwed him over if what I had heard was true, but he thought of himself as god’s gift to the world. He had found several large underground reservoirs for the corporation, and was entitled to a percentage of the asset, but had been fired instead. He now worked for one of Sigma’s competitors.
“Just came by to give you a little something I found in the Al Hajar mountain range,” Prof said.
“…Where I grabbed you away from those locals in Oman…I remember that. Had to leave there in a hurry didn’t we,” I chuckled thinking about the young woman Prof had been drilling when not drilling for water. “They had cut you up pretty badly, and were working their way down your body if I remember correctly.”
“They hadn’t cut off any parts of my anatomy yet, but they were going to do so shortly. I had to go straight to treatment, and didn’t get to thank you properly. Here’s a little something I picked up in a rock formation. Your team told me you like to pick up some little something from every mission you go on – a souvenir so to speak. Here you go,” he said, and handed me a little box with a ribbon on it. “Don’t open it now since I work for the competition, and I don’t want any notice that I’m even here.”
“Thanks Prof. Didn’t get to pick anything up on that mission – lucky we got extracted when we did. Thanks. Will do, “ I said, and shook his hand. His hand was steady, and quite strong. Figured he was pushing ninety, but didn’t look a day over forty… must be making some money somewhere. He was one of those guys that knows everything – or says he does. He tends to lecture others on their inadequacies. I was surprised he would be thankful to any person, but himself.
The party was like all retirement parties. People you don’t remember come up, shake your hand, and tell you they’ll miss you. The bosses come to be seen with the masses – for the photo op, and give you a plaque, or some worthless shit, and then try to divert your pension benefits if you even have any.  It was nice to see my guys, but even they had quit coming by, and I didn’t want to spend my day networking…why bother? I thought about hacking something, but my chest hurt so I just got a pain pill, and washed it down with a swig of good Tequila. Pills work better that way. I looked over at the little gift box, and my engraved, Richard Patterson, gold card. 
 



THE SOUVENIR
 
I turned the box over, and shook it when I got back to my little apartment in Raleigh. The apartment was comfortable, but a bit run down. I hefted the weight of the little box. You’re supposed to try to guess what was in it, but I had no clue. I had flags, and weapons, and pipes, and all kinds of souvenirs from my other missions, but who knew what the prof would give me. He was a geologist/engineer/dickhead, so I supposed he must have been giving me a rock – big whup – friggin’ rock.  Wait…could be a diamond, or other precious stone…that would be cool. I knew it wasn’t a condom because he hadn’t been using one of those with the chief’s daughter. Knew it wasn’t her hijab ‘cause she wasn’t wearing anything. Maybe it was her thong – a lot of those repressed types like to wear stuff from Victoria’s Secret under their ugly clothes. Took another slug of Patron, and unwrapped the little box. 
“What the fuck is this?” I was puzzled. A black rock about the size of a blueberry sat in a bed of cotton. Hell. It was black as black could be. Smooth, and had a number of flat faces. It was a multi-sided 3D polygon. It was hard to count the number of sides. Finally got the same count three times in a row – after about twenty tries…had to look it up on the Net. A hendecahedron. Eleven friggin’ sides. The note in the top of the box said:
Found this on the floor of a shallow cave near Aybut, Oman. It was in a pit I would have sworn was undisturbed, and carbon dated stuff around it to 80,000 years ago. There were hominid tools, and this thing in the pit. Tried to carbon date it, but I got nothing. I thought you’d appreciate it, and figured it was probably something your guys fire at people anyway. Couldn’t cut it, or chip it, and it was obviously manufactured. Could be ceramic, or plastic, or a crystal, but it is now your official mystery, and not mine. Thanks for saving my ass. 
I smiled at the thought of the Prof being flustered by the rock. Nothing seemed to faze him. Cool gift. I’d think of him, and Oman every time I saw it…at least for a few months longer. My cancer would eat me up completely in a few months anyway. Figure I’d request to be cremated, and my ashes poured over some Sigma Max official’s car. Maybe it’d screw up a paint job. Oh. I’d also leave a complicated will to keep it in probate court for a long time just to screw with my no-account relatives.
I put the stone (that was what I called it) with my other souvenirs – realized how little my life had amounted to in the big scheme of things, and drank a couple more slugs of good alcohol from my buddies gifts, and collapsed on my chaise lounger. I looked at the stone before I passed out – crap – it looked bigger – must be drunk. 
 
****
 
I awoke feeling good. It had been a long time since I’d felt decent – not good – just decent. I felt good. What the hell? I didn’t expect to feel good. I looked around the apartment – what was going on? Nothing seemed out of place – wait – that stone looked bigger – not by much, but it did look larger. Was my memory so screwed that the thing looked bigger – hell – it looks as big as a cherry. Stones don’t grow – I wasn’t that far-gone …yet. What the hell? I picked up the stone. Sucker felt warm. I held it close. Held it up to the light in the bathroom while I pissed.  It was larger than I remembered. Why are you bigger?
Ah – a question. I just manifested more of myself into your universe.
I dropped the stone right in the toilet, and then scrambled to get it out. What the frick are you? I thought as I washed it off in the sink.
If you must know – I’m a hyperdimensional personality core.
Wait…wait…I’m going nuts. What am I doing? I’m hearing stuff.
You are simply hearing me. I’m the HPC.
HPC. What the fuck is wrong with me? I thought.
A lot of things Richard…there are many things wrong with you. You want me to list a few? I am a hyperdimensional personality core – HPC.
I stood there looking at this friggin’ stone in my hand. Must have taken too many painkillers with the booze…hallucinating…
Pancreatic cancer, prostate cancer, rheumatoid arthritis, CMRSA, peripheral arterial disease, and lots more…your telomeres are too short, and shot all to hell.
Telomeres, I thought. What are telomeres? Never heard of them, but that doesn’t mean much – all I know is military crap, and some science. Didn’t know I had prostate cancer too. What is going on? Voices in my head…
Telomeres are the DNA ends on linear chromosomes that prevent aberration, or loss of genetic information during cell division. Yours are frayed, and sticking to each other…you are worn out. Your telomeres are too short, and cannot divide so they are dying. 
I’ve got to be dreaming. Aberration? …Not one of my words…I shouldn’t have taken those pain meds with alcohol. Where did I get an idea about telomeres? Must have seen a program on it, or something… Sucks getting old…think I’ll look up telomeres. 
Sitting down in front of my large display I accessed my net apps so I could network anonymously – at least, semi-privately.
I would like to work with you Richard. I see your information access portal even though it is crude. Would you like?
What the hell? Just like that the voice cut off…huh…when I had set the stone down. I looked at the stone, and it was a little bigger than I’d seen it when I first opened the gift box from Prof. With a queasy feeling I reached to close my hand about the stone.
Whoa…Man. I don’t cut you off in mid-sentence…before you put me down again. I need a physical partner for a mission.
A mission with a stone …doubt I’ll have much time to go on any mission there, sport. I’m about to check out.
Maybe I can help you a bit, but it will take a leap of faith on your part…it will hurt…some.
What the hell are you? A HPZ, or some such crap …why am I talking to a stone? 
Wait. Wait. Don’t put me down. I’ve waited a long time for this, and I’m in a rush. I’ll fix you up. I can make you healthy. 
How healthy? …not dying healthy, or healthy-healthy like the water barons. What are you? How do you plan to do that? Sell you for medical money? Is this just some sort of prank with a microtransceiver? Must be some sort of big joke ‘cause I’m coming off my pain meds, and I have a headache you wouldn’t believe. Is talking to you causing my headache? I thought at the stone.
Better health than the barons, but we’ll have to do this in stages, or people would want to cut you apart to see what makes you tick. I’m a hyperdimensional personality core – a HPC. I am on an uplift mission. Yes – holding me, and talking like this is going to give you a terrible headache.
You really mean it. You can make me healthy? Who am I kidding? I’m talking to myself. Go for it dude. 
 
****
 
 Guess at that point I was ready for anything – when you’re about to check out you’ll do all sorts of stupid stuff for another day. My lifetime water benefits gold card was non-transferable so I couldn’t even sell the friggin’ thing – no money that way, and I didn’t have enough money for more than paying rent, electricity, net, and cheap-quality food. I’d have to scrimp just to get an occasional bottle. Youth sure was wasted on the young – unless you’re a water baron I suppose.
What do I need to do? I thought. 
Lie down on your bed on your right side, and drop me in your left ear. 
You’re too big to ‘drop in my damn ear,’ I thought. 
I’ll get smaller.
I lay down on my right side, and sure enough – the ‘dooee’ started shrinking, and I felt it going down my ear canal.
By the way…hold a pillow over your head. That way you won’t disturb the neighbors so much.
Huh, I thought. Why will I disturb the neighbors?
I did mention that it would hurt…some…
I started screaming, a few seconds after that… oh god…make it stop. I screamed until my throat was hoarse, and then screamed some more. I passed out. 
 
****
 
“Mister Patterson. Mister Patterson. Are you okay? It’s me… Carole…from next door,” said the petite, little brunette.
I was a bit groggy, but I certainly remembered her. She was the twenty something girl from next door. I admire her full figured form hanging up laundry on the balcony next to mine. Noticed the policeman behind her. 
“You okay buddy? Lady here said she heard screaming,” the cop said with a let me outta here look.
“I’m fine officer. Guess I had a bad dream. Must have thought my ex-wife was moving back if I was screaming?” I said.
The cop chuckled. “Heard that buddy. Been there. Call back if you need us.” He turned, and headed out.
“Thank you officer,” I said, and saw the manager out in the hall. Knew she was angry having to get off her couch, and unlock. “Thank you too Mrs. Patel.” I hollered, and my throat wasn’t even sore. I sat up, and looked into Carole’s face, and smiled. “Really appreciate it Carole. Don’t know what happened, but I’m fine…really,” I said, and meant it. I felt fine. You don’t know how good ‘fine’ feels until you haven’t felt that way in a long time. Before Carole turned to leave I caught her arm, and said, “Happy to make you dinner Saturday to thank you. I’m a good cook. Seven?”
Her face clouded a moment, but then she smiled, and said, “Okay,” she paused, and canted her head to the side one way, and then the other. “You really are looking much better. Seven then,” she said, and headed out the door.
Was it all a dream? I thought. No. I see the gift box on the table.
Well that was an experience wasn’t it?
Guess my hallucination was still on. I feel better. What did you do to me? I thought.
For now…repaired your telomeres, removed all your melanomas, and added more elasticity to your skin, muscles, and skeletal system. Oh. I strengthened your immune system. I am currently dissolving your titanium, and ceramic implants, and using elements to strengthen your bones. I left your hair a bit gray, but you will look twenty-five years younger – to start. You now need to pay the piper, and go eat about five thousand calories. Luckily…you had quite a few kilos of fat reserves to draw on. You must continue to eat high protein, and caloric foods.
I did feel better. I got up from the couch, and walked in front of the mirror. My clothes were kind of hanging on me so I took them off, and just stood, and stared in front of the full-length mirror. Holy crap! I thought. Look at this shit…wow. I did look better. My mini-gut was gone, and replaced with some sculpted abs. Whoa! I turned sideways, and my arms, and legs were starting to look beefier too – not bulky, but STRONG. I leaned closer, but the light wasn’t great so I went over to my bathroom sink. Whoa. Face was much younger looking. The bags under my eyes, and creases in my forehead, and neck were totally gone. The gray in the hair even looked good though it was a bit messed up. Legs, and shoulders didn’t hurt at all. That fact alone was astounding.
When you get through admiring yourself we can get down to business.
What kind of business is that? What did you do to me? What are you? Why are you doing this for me? Thinking back to some things you said…you’ve waited how long? How come you were found in a cave in Oman with artifacts that dated back 80,000 years?
(Chuckle) Quite a few questions there, fellow. This will take a while so why don’t we get something to eat. Bet you’re hungry.
I’m ravenous.



QUESTIONS
 
What am I? That’s an interesting question. I am a hyperdimensional personality core. Before you ask – that means I exist in multiple dimensions, and you only saw a small manifestation of myself that I project into this dimension.  Several dimensions – I’m pretty large actually. Let’s handle the ‘what I did to you’, and ‘what I am currently modifying’ as we eat. I replaced your skeletal system with one that will be more robust. Your joints are redesigned for more flexibility, and strength, and you bones are hardened against damage. 
Your digestive system is MUCH more efficient, and you will be much less susceptible to toxins. You will process food more efficiently to obtain the most benefit from the energy it provides. Your endocrine system will allow you to function longer, and with more vigor…respiratory system will process oxygen more efficiently. Your muscles are stronger, and get rid of lactic acid faster. Your nervous system processes nerve flow twice as fast as the best current athletes. Your brain will have better blood flow, and synaptic function will increase over the next few months. I am adapting it to receive information more efficiently as you are probably experiencing some increased clarity in thinking…with me so far? 
Think I’ve got it, I thought as we walked to a nearby restaurant…Why all this? I have questioned too much because incredibly as it seems – all ‘this’ has been benefiting me, and I don’t want to look a gift horse…excuse me…stone…in the mouth. I think I will call you Corey…short for you being a Core, and sufficiently demeaning as a nickname.
Demeaning? See…Already changing your vocabulary.
Okay. Again I ask why? Tell me…Corey…a bit about yourself, and why you waited a ‘long’ time. What should I eat to help us the most? I thought as I sat down at a table in the back.
Order two meals heavy on proteins, and carbohydrates. You should be getting a download of nutritional data …about now. 
I felt like I knew everything about nutrition known plus a lot more. Wow…this is heady stuff as I reviewed all the information. Won’t this fill up my brain quickly though – this is a lot of information, I thought as I assayed the topics available. 
The waitress came over to the table. “What’ll it be?” she asked. “Do you need a couple more minutes?”
“No. No,” I said. “I’ll have two orders of number seven – rare with blue cheese. Couple of dark beers too.”
“Two orders?” she asked.
“I should have a friend showing up pretty soon,” I said as an explanation.
She raised her eyebrows, but shrugged, smiled a… ‘I’m pleasant, and happy to wait on you’ restaurant smile, and trundled off to place the order.
Go on, I thought at ‘Corey’.
Corey? Really? That’s cute.
Glad you like it, I thought.
I didn’t say I liked the name. I just said it was cute.
See. Sufficiently demeaning…a perfect nickname.
I came here – to Earth – almost 80,000 years ago, and placed myself to be discovered by a group of hominids… inquisitive bunch, but they handled me with gloves – really …gloves. It was cold. They never touched me, and kept me mostly in that damn cave, where I was found by Professor Schneider – your friend.
Why here? Why me? …80,000 years ago, and not from Earth?
Should be obvious I exist far beyond the capabilities of Earth science. I am in you now, and have done things for you that are far beyond Earth’s capabilities. Your friend the professor explained to you how he found me, and why he sent the stone to you.
Okay. I kind of get most of that. How do you know so much about earth society, and our language, and such?
I was stuck in that cave with no way to access the goings on until I was removed from the cave. Once away from there I was almost overwhelmed by the richness of the information I experienced.
…From the professor?
No. Well yes…some from him, but mainly over Wi-Fi, and other electromagnetic transmissions. I was awash in them. It was a heady feeling after so long.
Feeling? You aren’t just a computer? 
No. I am an entity with a personality imprint from my creators. I have feelings…but you want to know more…right?
“Ah food. Thank you,” I said to the waitress as she brought the food. 
“Will your friend be joining you soon? I can keep this warm in the back?” the waitress asked.
“No thank you. It’s fine. If he doesn’t show I won’t let it go to waste,” I said. When she looked incredulous, I said, “Thank you miss. I’m fine.” She didn’t leave. “Thank you.”
The waitress walked away just shaking her head.
This is going to be a problem.
No doubt, I thought, and dug into the food, which disappeared rapidly, as did the second order of food, and drink. I flagged down the waitress, and asked for my check.
The waitress came back to the table, looked at the two empty plates, and said, “I guess you won’t need a ‘to-go’ box, will you? Would you like to look at the dessert menu?”
“No thank you. I’m trying to watch my weight,” I said.
She laughed, and handed me the check, and a couple of mints. She laughed again, and handed me two more mints. “You might want these too,” she said, and genuinely smiled.
I paid the tab plus a good tip in cash, and headed out the door.
You need to go to the grocery…for dinner tonight with your neighbor, Carole …remember?
Ah. Right. Will do. You were explaining the 80,000-year delay in your plans?
Yes. It wasn’t ‘til your friend the Professor recovered me from the cave, and touched me that I found out how long I had been out of commission. You see…I was sent back in time on a particular mission…I mean we were sent back in time.
What is it? You, or we were sent back…in time? How is that possible? …By whom? …for what reason?
That’s complicated. My mission is to prepare outlying areas of this galaxy…any that harbor intelligent species. …copies of me.
Prepare us for what? How do you define intelligent species? The hominids were intelligent. Why didn’t you help them?
I came from an advanced species near the center of the galaxy. There was another species that was taking over the worlds near the center of the galaxy. Whenever they took over an area – we would never hear from those races again. Many have allied together to fight them, but the Horde ships were more powerful. Their ships had impenetrable fields with weapons that tore through our ships. We called them the Horde because there were so many of them. They tortured other races to improve their technology for them. 
We learned to traverse spacetime with what you call wormholes, but could not send organic life through them – just personality cores like me. We targeted solar systems that showed probability of producing intelligent life, and seeded the outer planets. They never have learned how to do this yet so they are limited in transport speed. We did learn they detect interstellar transport fields from great distances though.
How will you ‘help these races’? Why didn’t you help our early hominids?
The cavemen? Really? I never was able to contact them like I contacted you. There was never physical contact to their bodies…they always wore thick gloves, and kept me in a special pouch of animal hide. There were no electromagnetic messages to receive, and interpret. Their language was simplistic with no concepts to bridge the knowledge gaps – your species, at least, has the minimal understanding of science, and most of the concepts I can uplift.
Uplift?
My mission is to make it so your species can defend itself from this spreading menace.
Using me? How long do we have before this menace reaches Earth?
One has to settle for the material one has access to. How long? Give, or take a century?
Settle – thanks. How long?
Hum…about 80,000 year from when I got to Earth. I was sent back in time to make sure your species had the lead-time to prepare. We thought it might take your species a long time to uplift so they could even have interstellar travel. They spend hundreds of years of normal time for every year they travel at interstellar speeds…even your Einstein, predicted that time slows down. They never go back home because everyone they knew would be dead. They are always expanding.  When they detect a large body of ships – they always come. 
That didn’t work out so well did it? Wait a minute. If you are in such a rush – why didn’t you just help Professor Schneider?
Simple. He didn’t have the appropriate qualities. His mind was not as open to new ideas as yours. Your mind has potential, and didn’t have as much to unlearn. 
Unlearn? You mean a clean slate…funny, but I get that. I’ve trained people with weapons. New people are easy to train because they don’t know everything already. Wait…but wouldn’t having these ships cause them to come.
They will come to your area of the galaxy soon anyway. You are open to new ideas. You don’t think everything is impossible. Schneider knows everything. It is hard to fill a full cup.
So I’m an empty cup? 
A very intelligent cup…
Thank you for that – groceries? We’re at the supermarket. You can teach me to save the world another day.
As you say – another day…think of this as …the calm before the storm. 
 
****
 
Carole knocked precisely at seven. I had seared some salmon because I was already starving again. Guess the transition to my body was still going on. She wore a short blue dress, and had her hair pulled back. She looked adorable, and much too young for me, but I felt fine – mentally a bit too old for her, but physically I was strongly attracted.
“Hi Carole. You look great. Glad you came over.” 
“Thanks Richard… You look good too. You look a lot better than you did this afternoon,” she said, and touched my arm. “Really…a LOT better.”
“You hungry?” I asked uncorking a nice, unoaked Chardonnay. Wine?
“Famished? I’d love some,” she said, and touched my back as I poured. “What’s for dinner? It smells divine.”
“Some seared salmon with a bourbon glaze, potatoes au gratin, with seared asparagus…fresh strawberries, ice cream with amaretto for dessert. Okay?”
“God yes,” Carole said. “Sounds divine.” 
 
****
 
Dinner was over quickly, and Carole, and I moved to the small balcony to enjoy the last dregs of the lovely sunset. Air pollution made the sunsets in this part of North Carolina glorious.
“Richard. You’re a lot different close-up. Everyone talked about you being an old man – I don’t think you’re old at all. I think you’re pretty hot,” she said, and let her hand linger on my   arm.
I stood up, and stood in front of her chair, and held out both arms to help her stand up. She put her wine glass down, tilted her head to the side with an amused smile, and stood up. I pulled her to me, and gave her, my best, non-crushing kiss. She inhaled strongly, shivered a little, relaxed, and looked up into my eyes. 
“Yum. Not an old man at all. Wow. Care to go somewhere less public?” she asked already dragging me by the hand to the bedroom.
I just smiled, and went along. What could a man say who had thought he was dying a day before, and hadn’t had any real female companionship in…ten years? Let’s just say I didn’t put up a struggle.
Carole spent a long night without much sleep, but we woke up late morning. She was curled up against me with her head on my chest. My right arm was going to sleep. She murmured as I slid my arm out, and opened sleepy eyes, and stretched the most beautiful stretch imaginable since she wasn’t wearing anything.
“Yum,” she said smiling, and running her hand in what little chest hair I had. “You were fantastic.” She started rubbing the inside of my thigh, raised her eyebrows, and smiled.
We got out of bed an hour later, showered together, and that took another 45 minutes. I had gotten some fresh orange juice, and champagne at Corey’s suggestion – little had I known. I made a nice hollandaise sauce, and made eggs benedict – didn’t even realize I knew how. The mimosas went well with it – even looked appetizing.
“Wow,” Carole said. “And to think you’ve lived next to me for a year. Good grief,” she said.
“Tell me more about you,” I asked. We had skirted the issue earlier in the evening. She had said she was a caregiver, but hadn’t gone into more detail. Turns out she worked for a granddaughter of one of the barons. The woman she worked for looked about seventy-five, but was probably double that with the money she had for medical care. Carole said it paid decently, and she was treated fairly well. She was a registered nurse with a degree from a decent college, but had gone the caregiver route for the money.
She asked me what I intended to do, and I said I was thinking about starting a business, or something with my computer skills. I told her a little of what I had done with my life, and she hung on every word. She said it sounded very exciting, and I explained that excitement for her was simply extreme frustration, and pain interspersed with moments of sheer terror for me. We ended the morning on a pleasant note, and she gave me a great kiss, and squeeze as she left. She said, too bad, she had to work the next day, and asked if I wanted to see her again. I told her of course I did, and we made a loose commitment for the next weekend. I felt fantastic.



MAKING MONEY


I was still glowing from my weekend with Carole, and my new bod… 
How about a thank you?
What for?
Do you think you could have had any kind of chance for this weekend without your improvements? Really?
I think I did really well.
You were adequate. If it hadn’t been for my projecting attractive pheromones, handling your recipes, telling you what to buy – not to mention reversing your aging – you would have been toast. I did suggest you do a few things differently than you ever had before.
Yeah. Guess those suggestions did help. Carole sure liked what I did. I’ve never felt so good. Oh – speaking of liking my dinner – that little lunch, and dinner jaunt spent my whole food budget for the month. I get free water, but big whup. How am I supposed to make it on the money I pull in? By the way – thanks. I’d be pushing up daisies, but me doing all this stuff is going to get me noticed. How will I learn how to use all these pheromones?
Very good Richard…this is the easy part. Now you’ll have to transition the poor, decrepit Richard Patterson, and come back as the wealthy Richard Patterson. Now you have to become plausibly uber wealthy. You are going to have to become as wealthy as the barons, but you’ll need some seed money. Check your personal credit balance.
I checked my balance, and whistled. Holy crap. Where did all that come from? Everyone knows I’m a hacker. The law will come down on me, taxes alone…what can I say to explain where I got all this money?
Sigma Max stock options you accumulated from an executive you helped twenty years ago, but he died last year. You just exercised your options with a short-term loan, paid back the loan, and now you have a substantial little nest egg. Taxes owed have already been set aside, in another account.
I don’t know anything about stock options, and taxes – oh. I do now. How does that work? Won’t it be suspicious if someone checks on how I learned about finance, and stuff? How did I learn about everything? My head is full of economics info – feel like a tick that hit an artery.
That is a pleasant image. (pause) I am able to imprint knowledge in you whenever you ask. You locally retain any information you use, but you mostly store indexes to the information through me. I am an enormous repository of information stored in the other dimensions of my…form. When people check on how you got this knowledge they will find records that you studied many, many, many diverse topics under assumed names. With your hacking ability they will assume you hacked into some of the courses that would have cost money.
Why assumed names? Why would I hack into courses that cost money?
You have to give people a mystery that they can solve…dirt on your record…otherwise it is suspicious. You would have told people if you did it legitimately. You didn’t have any money at the time so this gives credibility to using fake names, and not claiming credit for what you know. You even have medical records showing you’ve been getting anti-aging treatments …again using assumed names. Everything should look like a plan you’ve put together over the last thirty years, or more…some slightly illegal.
You will have to give me a lot more information about what you are planning to do. Also – let me know what I can do myself. If the Earth is going to be attacked by a swarm of aliens – I want to kick their ass.
Very well. What do you know the most about that might help?
I know a lot about weapons, and computers. There are not many people on the planet that know more about weapons than I do. I’ve used every type of firearm, and explosive known to man, and I’ve learned to use lots of clandestine tools. Communication, and surveillance devices, simulations for sure…I’ve given lots of people ideas on how to improve different devices, and gear. 
I want you to try to remember every idea you ever suggested to anyone, who you gave it to plus what you were doing at the time. Remember the circumstances at the time. 
There’s no way I could remember even – whoa – I see everything I ever suggested. How come I remember all these incidents?
Your brain is being fine tuned by me to work more efficiently. This is a good exercise in recall improvement. I suggest you sit down in front of your display, and just close your eyes, and try to relax.
The images, and conversations appeared in my mind’s eye, and included thoughts from basic training to my last mission I did a debrief. Every conversation, and image was crystal clear. I could remember word-for-word what I said, and what was said to me. I could remember the setting, and circumstances. Every simulation I came up with – every simulation I tweaked for the company was right there.
Good job. You are a really creative being, and those ideas saved your company a lot of money, and lives. You made a lot of people rich.
Huh.
Elegant statement Richard…other people often took your ideas, patented them, or claimed them for their own.
So we’re going to sue them for patent infringement, or something, I thought at Corey.
No, but having an encrypted list that you’ve been keeping for twenty-five years will make people look at you differently. It will look like you got tired of other people getting credit, and money from your ideas…especially when they break your encryption.
You think they’ll try that?
What do you think? You’ve dealt with these folks for decades.
What do I think about my past superiors? I think they couldn’t do a better job. I think they are doing the best they know how. They’ve moved the bar. I didn’t say which way. They continually change any organization they touch. No amount of money is worth the job they do. They are second to none. They are competent as they are honest…they are depraved scum. 
I think I detect a note of sarcasm (chuckle). Okay there. Let’s think weapons…every type you’ve ever even dreamed about.
…And just like that I felt weapon designs, and manuals pouring into my head. It went on for a long time – at least, it felt like a long time. I started, and loosely classified them: edged weapons, incendiary, weapons, kinetic weapons, melee weapons, energy weapons, auditory, thermal, light, olfactory, irritant, biological weapons, explosive, electronic, magnetic, vibratory, chemical weapons, nano-weapons, nuclear, area denial, siege weapons, thrown, hand carried, shoulder carried, surgically implanted, crew served, vehicle mounted, land/sea/air/space based – then I started thinking of how much damage was to be inflicted at what ranges. Then I started seeing weapon defenses, and how all were manufactured, and typical training courses to prepare soldiers in their use.
Now that you’ve had a very basic download – think about the ones you’ve used, and the ones that would be most easily manufactured. Which ones would you want if you could have your pick?
I saw a few weapons I’d like to have had, but it’s the defense I saw I’d like first.
I can perceive what you liked, and think those are the best choices. We’ll need to form our own corporation first, and here’s how to do that…
Business information started pouring into my head, and then lists of local lawyers that had handled similar situations, and likely fees. 
The next day I awoke to find a file on my computer containing a typed account of all my new ideas I had made in the past twenty-five years. The file contained the word-for-word conversations, the circumstances, and the fine details. It contained research showing where the persons (the ones I had told my ideas), had patented the ideas, made money from them, or just claimed credit. Corey said he did it last night. He also had done a search for likely property sites to house my new corporation, and we were going to scope out prospects later today. Lawyers had been contacted, hired, given assignments, and were to have the first draft of paperwork completed in a couple of days for my incorporation. They had been sent suggested documents with obvious flaws.
Corey said if no flaws were included – the lawyers would become suspicious, and we wanted them to think it was their own, fine work. If they missed the flaws we would ask innocent questions that would propel them to revise the documents. We went looking for buildings, and found the perfect monolithic building in the outskirts – way away from everything in Cary, North Carolina. Super sturdy, and huge, ultra-modern design had left this white elephant on the market for eleven months. The real estate agent nearly started telling the truth it had been on the market so long. We saw it was off the beaten path, and had inadequate electrical service, and sewers. We mentioned that, and the agent just sputtered, and lowered the price a few times ‘til I felt embarrassed at how cheap they would lease it, and I said okay to his price. I signed a five-year lease with options. Transferring the money sealed the deal. It’s amazing what a few million in the bank will do to expedite agreements if you’re willing to spend a bit of it.
I decided to call the corporation, AcuMint, a play-on-words to AcumenIT – a company in South Carolina where I first learned about computers. I also planned on making a mint of money. I discussed equipment with Corey, and he had accessed most of the entire Net – not much was beyond his reach. We started ordering equipment we’d need to manufacture the first prototypes. Rapid prototype 3D printers were available for metals, ceramic, carbon nanotube, and polymers. We ordered those, and other fabrication machinery, and materials, and started looking for personnel.
I decided we’d start building prototypes of four devices. 
The first was an ultrasonic machete. It didn’t have to be sharp, and it’d cut through stone. It was powered with conventionally available batteries that were easily rechargeable. It would cut through a steel column. You didn’t have to drag it through it cut so fast – wow. It wasn’t that much a stretch to current tech. It would be light, and cheaply manufactured, carried by hand, and would cut through about any damn thing on, or off the planet.
 The second weapon was a handgun sized stun gun that would project two parallel ultraviolet laser beams. These beams would ionize the air (it would only work in atmosphere). You could place a tetanizing charge that would follow the path of the ionized air, and would apply a tetanizing charge to exposed skin – and invisible to the naked eye – Taser like…should work on any exposed skin surface.
 Next was a rifle firing a pulsed laser – a ‘pulse’ rifle? The power for this, and the handgun was the kicker. It would use compressed gas to ignite, and pass an ionized gas through a small, but powerful magnetic field. This would produce a huge pulse of energy that would power the laser in the shoulder fired rifle, or the handgun. A continuous feed system would provide power for the entire facility, and was being installed to eliminate the need for the inadequate power services from the installed infrastructure.
Lastly – a heavier weapon using the same system of power generation to power a capacitor driven, shoulder carried rail gun. This would use the same general power system yet would take a few seconds between shots to project Mach 11 aluminum sabot rounds with a depleted uranium penetrator core.
It was building the defensive shield that would cause the most consternation because it used effects unrelated to any research currently proposed on Earth. I wanted to build a personal shield that would effectively stop, or deflect any kinetic, or energy weapons. We would need something to protect us from our own weapons. The problem with the current planned iteration would be that the system could only be powered for about twenty minutes per charge. It was a lot more energy intensive than the offensive weaponry. 
 
****
 
Corey liked my ideas, but who wouldn’t after being held incommunicato in a cave for eighty millennia. Lowers the bar on ‘likes my ideas’ a bit. Corey can now electronically connect to the Net whenever there is any Wi-Fi signal – hell – he can connect to any electronic signal. I had him order the parts we didn’t have to fabricate prototypes from the ground up. Corey also ordered the equipment, and materials for a standalone power, and waste disposal system for our building. The building inspectors that came around a couple of weeks later, but were more interested in how the system worked than anything else, and were actually helpful.
Helpful inspectors were a nice change from the ATF agent who came by demanding our firearms manufacturing permits. He threatened to lock us up, and padlock the place. I recorded the whole conversation on video, and posted it on the Net…instant advertising for our new business. The video showed an out-of-control Fed, and me explaining that there were no explosives, or firearms involved. I asked him if manufacturing coat hangers, or toilet seats would also be regulated, and he stormed out saying he’d be back, and he’d be checking us out.
The ATF inspector video we posted did start the ball rolling as behind the scenes advertising, but when Sigma Max Corp got wind, that I, an ex-employee, was starting a business they were disturbed. Sigma Max thought I should have been quietly dying in a hovel of an apartment. I told Carole I had to move out, and she seemed really crushed – she said she had a great time on our date. She also said she needed a better living arrangement, and it was a pain to commute. I figured she wanted to move into a new place with me, but we weren’t at that stage of relationship. I was torn about leaving her, and I knew I’d be back for her, but she didn’t.
My new condo was nice, and I rented some modern furniture so I wouldn’t have to haul crap around in, and out of storage. I updated my handgun carry permits, and insurance I had been intending to let lapse. Figured some nut would see I was developing weapons, and object enough to try to attack me. I still carried my vintage model 27 Glock – too hard to get ammo for my 1911. I thought a forty caliber should be enough, but I would find out how wrong I was a bit later.
The first ‘vibrochette’ was fairly easy to put together, and was impressive. You could cut a table in half, cut off a 6” tree limb, shear a metal door, slice someone out of a car, or decapitate a person. We patented the design, and licensed manufacture to a Chinese firm. We got a lot of bad press when some Mexicans, and Nigerians got their hands on some, and went nuts hacking off heads, and hands – it did really increase sales though. I guess all press is good in a sense though I hated it. I meant for it to be used against bad aliens, but it wasn’t like I could tell anyone that.
When it became known that US Recon Marines, and Navy SEALS started to carry vibrochettes slung over their shoulders – money rolled in though we had to prosecute a lot of copycats. I made myself a tiny pocket version with a safety – didn’t want to cut any ‘vital’ body part off. The dull blade was less than 3” long so I would be less apt being arrested for carrying a dangerous weapon. I knew that wouldn’t stop overzealous cops.
I started working on the pistol, and shoulder fired power supplies. It wasn’t a firearm, but I was sure the Feds, and state bureaucrats would jump-on-the-bandwagon, soon, to ban carry of my ‘dangerous’ weapons. Corey suggested I hire some lobbyists, and ‘pay off’ some other folks. It was nice to be able to buy a few state legislators, and congressmen. Didn’t have enough money to purchase Federal senators, but I was working on it. It takes a lot of middle class folks, donating money, to buy any politicians – or a few rich fucks. I was becoming one of the later.
I had reached my zenith in developing the weapons myself, and started looking for support. My first hire was one Hamilton Withers, a Cary resident. He was from a long line of engineers, named after his great grandfather Tony – an amazing civil engineer. Hamilton, was excellent in handling the 3D printers, and seemed to be able to anticipate what I needed. He had signed some non-disclosures, and non-competes, but I paid him enough so I wouldn’t have to worry. He came to me one afternoon. Hamilton hired two others to help work out where to get all the odd pieces manufactured. Parts came from all over the globe.
“Boss. I got your latest design, and the patent application. I think you ought to hire some more security for this place,” he said, and shuffled around a bit. 
“What is it? You can ask me anything? Why so nervous?” I asked.
“Look boss. None of my business…yeah…maybe it is. Look boss. The shit we are building is going to change warfare. This power supply for the weapons is a just a pulsed variation of what is supplying power to this building – that isn’t even patented. You could make more money designing power systems than weapons. You are going to face a world of opposition when people find out they can buy power less than can be purchased from the grid. The waste management companies have been infiltrated by organized crime for decades. They won’t like how you built a system to get rid of our own waste. That system volatilizes waste, and provides power, plus it precipitates out the useful metals, and slag. Boss,” he looked down. “I think you’re brilliant in many ways – but you need more protection. How about hiring a few of your old buddies?”
“Thanks Hamilton. I appreciate your concerns, but I’m packin’, and no one will mess with me – I’m too small time,” I said. I was so wrong. 



NOTICE
 
Anderson was a senior National Security weenie. He knew he was an ass, but he knew that, and was good at what he did. He looked for competition to United Power, and would alert his bosses as soon as he discovered a threat, and this might be a biggie. How could this guy produce products that were such a radical innovation? Let’s see…he purchased solar panels, but the wattage wasn’t nearly enough to supply his building…look at this…his water, and sewer use was almost nothing. What was going on? Let’s look at other stuff – patents. This company had made a ton on the vibrochette, but what else…well fuck me…look at this. Guy just patented a bunch of pulsed weapons that fire…damn – lasers, and rail guns. WTF? How could you generate that much power from gasoline? Damn. Using gasoline to produce the energy with (MHD) …magneto hydrodynamics. Charge my car, and fill up my guns please. Hey. No wonder the guy can have a cheap electric bill.
This patent claims he can produce a 500 Kw laser pulse from a frigging shoulder fired weapon. Damn, Anderson thought. How the fuck could they do that? Why patent it? Don’t they know we can block that patent in the national interest? Surely its just spurious claims – holy shit…500 Kw out – god damn…deuterium oxide. The design is right here – I got to show this shit to Warren. Oh god. What if the Chinese, and Indians get hold of this? Oh God…no…no…no…they say they have working prototypes. Fuck. 
 
****
 
The intercom buzzed in the office of Warren Smith.
“Yes. What is it Sharlene? A Mister Anderson is here to see you.”
“I’m busy Sharlene. Who is he with?” Warren asked.
“Sir. He’s with National Security, and he says he has information that may concern Sigma about a former employee.”
“Show him in Sharlene. Thank you,” Warren said, and wondered what this was all about.
The non-descript man walked in. His suit was cheap, and of poor taste, but that was the definition of National Security. He introduced himself, and sat down without being offered a seat.
“Are you familiar with a past employee named Richard Patterson?” Anderson asked.
“Yes. He worked for us twenty-five years. He was an excellent employee. He just retired a few months ago. What about him?” Warren answered. “What’s this about?”
“Bear with me a minute,” Anderson stated, and held up his hand.
Warren was a little pissed with this fucking bureaucrat holding up his hand to him – the audacity. “Why should this concern me?”
Anderson took a folder out of a briefcase, and held it up. “Do you know what this is?”
Warren was getting angry. “Don’t play games with me. I’m a busy man. Get to the point.”
“Did you know that Richard Patterson was a creative genius?” Anderson said holding up the folder. 
Warren laughed. “Richard? Hardly. He was an excellent warrior…no…excellent is too mild a term. He was a marvelous fighter. Creative. I find that hard to believe.”
“Look at this. This is a summary of some of Richard’s innovations,” Anderson said.
Warren took the 3 cm-thick sheaf of document and began to glance through them…slowly at first, and then faster, and faster. His jaw dropped open. “Where did you get this…?”
“We acquired it from his AcuMint computers. It was heavily encrypted,” Anderson said.
Warren knew the government looked at almost everything, but this was amazing. “So you think he came up with all these ideas while our employee?”
“We’ve verified many of these, and he was the source of most of these innovations, and never claimed credit.”
“Wow. So what do you want us to do? Start court proceedings. Some of these are twenty-five years old.”
“No. It’s just a pattern. This guy is fucking smart, and he’s branched out,” Anderson said.
“I have many creative employees. I don’t see anything that is a problem. I have many good employees.”
“Sir. You don’t have any like Patterson. He just patented a shoulder-fired weapon that uses ordinary gasoline as its power source, and could take out an airplane, a bunker, or an armored vehicle with a pulsed laser. He’s the one that came up with those vibrochettes that the special ops love so much.”
Warren looked thoughtful. “Really? Richard Patterson? How is that possible? I understand he’s about dead with pancreatic cancer.”
Anderson leaned forward. “He’s as healthy as a horse, and looks like a baron. He looks about thirty now. Does this look like he’s on his death bed?” 
Anderson tossed a glossy photo on Warren’s desk. Warren picked it up, and looked at the color, high definition photo carefully. “That is Richard. He looks good,” Warren thought. Looks better than I do, and he’s twice my age. What is going on? He doesn’t have the money for rejuvenation treatments. “How could he even know about those topics? He was really good at computers, but this other stuff?”
“We’ve found online courses that I think he took over the last few decades. He’s covered his tracks pretty well. We think…think…can’t prove it…that he took advanced classes. He has been taking courses in the most diverse courses you could imagine,” Anderson said, and gave Warren a couple of pages of course listings.
Warren looked over the list. Hell, he thought. I don’t even understand the topic on many of these courses. Richard Patterson? How could we have missed this all these years? What are you doing? Warren was torn because Patterson had saved his ass when the board was getting ready to fire him. What should he do? Sandy? Maybe Sandy? With enough financial incentive, Sandy would do anything? He chuckled.
“What’s funny about this?” Anderson asked obviously annoyed.”
“I have a relative that might be able to get you some information. Hold on before you do anything if you would? Would you leave your contact information with Sharlene? I will contact you shortly,” Warren said as he stood up, and extended his hand to dismiss Anderson.
Anderson shook his hand reluctantly. He didn’t like physical contact with inferiors, and he felt everyone was inferior. He particularly didn’t like this Patterson guy. I won’t wait long he thought.
 
“Sharlene. Would you contact Sandy, and get her up here to talk with me? Tell her its big bucks – that will get her moving.”
Warren sat down, and rubbed his face in his hands. What a surprise…not something they teach you in business school he thought. 
 
****
 
The knock on the door was light, and I wasn’t used to visitors at my new apartment. I looked at the monitor – Sandy Withrow. Interesting development. I asked Corey to find out all the preferences I could about Sandy Withrow – to do personality profiles, and the whole ball of wax about her. I had Corey order some special food, flowers, and beverages.
I opened the door. “Hi Sandy. Welcome. You’re almost in time for dinner.”
“I’d prefer to go out,” she said.
“Not a problem. Come back tomorrow, and we can go out, but I’m feeling creative tonight,” I said, and knew she wouldn’t put it off a day. She was wearing a silk blouse, with no bra, and pants that looked sprayed on with a chain belt. She looked good, and knew it. She had perfume that was light, but killer.
I focused on Corey. Corey, I thought. She wants something so I want you to go all out, and seduce this female – find out all her preferences, and let’s overwhelm her. Find out her preferences, and get them here. You have the money… do it. I started to push her out. 
Sandy was so shocked she almost got shoved out the door. “Wait. Richard. I’m here to see you. This can’t wait ‘til tomorrow,” she said.
I raised my eyebrows, and relaxed my hold on the door. Sandy put her hand alongside my face. 
“I came by to see you,” she said.
I grabbed her hand, leaned forward, and said, “That’s nice,” knowing my exhaled breath was loaded with attractive pheromones produced with Corey’s help. I removed her hand.
Sandy’s knees almost buckled as she inhaled deeply, and her eyes closed. “Oh Richard. I’d love to have dinner with you tonight. I couldn’t do anything when you were working for Sigma because employee fraternization is against the rules you know.”
I smiled at that lame thought, and asked her to join me in the kitchen while I cooked.
She did look good, and I must say I was attracted to her body. She had a fantastic body whose shape was not concealed a bit with what she was wearing. She had small, perfectly formed breasts with slightly upturned nipples that were hard, and visible through her shear blouse. Her rear was prominently round, and probably sculpted – it looked great – she had dancers legs, and an athletes shoulders, and arms. She looked fine, and smelled better. She had long, dark brown hair past her shoulders, and dark eyeliner with multilayered eye shadow. She had those pouty lips that had been in style forever, and a slight overbite. She looked good.
Corey had come through for me. I seared some large sea scallops in organic butter, covered them with a light coat of garlic, and pepper, and liberally poured white wine over them to simmer covered. A light sprinkling of cayenne was added. I then washed off some nice mixed lettuces, and shaved some carrots. I sprinkled the shaved carrots, and added walnuts, and mandarin orange segments to two salads. I then grated some Parmesan cheese, and applied it to the salads. The door buzzer hummed, and I saw a delivery person – no – a second one had shown up too. Good timing Corey I thought.
I signed for the cold champagne, and wine from one delivery person, and the roses from the other person – tipped them with cash that they wouldn’t have to report, and turned back to my guest. “A nice little champagne, and a Benoît Gautier, light wine with dinner. Roses okay.”
Sandy smiled hugely. This assignment was turning out to be a LOT better than she thought. Who knew? He certainly doesn’t look old. We’ll get to that later, and just enjoy the moment now, she thought.
The champagne was excellent, and the white wine went perfectly with the meal. My! Who would suspect that the middle class lived like this…but I guess Richard wasn’t middle class any more, she thought. This champagne is my favorite, and the roses smelled wonderful. How did he know? I guess there’s more to him than I ever knew. He smells good too, she thought as they shared some tiramisu for dessert. 
Richard got up, and made a quick espresso with Kahlua, Baileys, Grand Marnier, and crème. Sandy was very pleased, and not overly full – she appreciated the smaller portions.
She got up as he took the dishes back to the kitchen, and grabbed him around the middle as he was putting dishes into the sink. He pulled her arms away, turned toward her, and put her arms around his neck.
“I’m not sure we ought to…” she said as he pulled her to him, and kissed her solidly. Her pupils grew very large, and she closed her eyes, and decided she’d just enjoy the moment. He picked her up like she was a feather, and carried her into the bedroom. “I’m…”
“We’ve known each other twenty-five years. It’s high time.” He said. She was lightheaded from the champagne, wine, and pheromones. She was enjoying herself immensely, and after two huge orgasms was eager to consummate their date. A third orgasm left her breathless, and totally relaxed. 
 
****
 
A bit unfair of you wasn’t it? Corey asked.
I looked over at the beautiful woman next to me, and thought… yep. How selfish can a man be?
So Sigma knows about your weapons now. Why send her?
She’s supposed to pump me for information I suppose. Enjoyed pumping her.
Don’t be crass. You humans…you know it will get harder from here. What are you going to tell her?
Guess I’ll tell her some of the truth. The truth is always the best lie. I’m not sure how much though. We’ll see. 
Sandy stretched, and rolled over to face me. She put one hand under her head, and just looked at me for a minute.
“You know I need to ask you some questions. You know my brother sent me don’t you.”
I smiled. “Best messenger I’ve ever had. Go ahead. Complete your mission.”
She frowned for a second, and then said. “Why all of a sudden with these new weapons, and designs? Sigma never knew. Where are you going with this? You aren’t mad at me are you?” she said coquettishly which is quite an accomplishment for an eighty-year old woman.
“I’m so angry I may give you a tongue lashing in a minute, or so,” I said smiling, and saw her take in a long contented breath. “I didn’t think my earlier designs were worth fighting about, and it helped Sigma Max. Now I’m retired, and have to think about the future of my life. Sigma gave me the time to develop my skills, and knowledge. I appreciate that time. I always had ideas – now I have the opportunity to put those ideas to use. Not having a classic background – I have found that I come up with ideas that otherwise would be impossible. Education often limits what we think is possible. Is that enough for you to tell him? Ready for your tongue lashing now?”
“Oh yes. That’s fine, and I’m more than ready.”
The rest of the morning was as memorable as the evening, and Sandy left reluctantly. 
 
****
 
Anderson doubted Sigma Max would do anything about Patterson because National Security could be at stake. These last three patents he intended to file could be dangerous. He thought Patterson’s inventions were more than they seemed. 
 
****
 
Richard had just finished his third prototype. Withers came up to him. “These are working out much better than I hoped. We need to make a better way of refueling them. The conversion of hydrocarbons shouldn’t give us as much energy as it does, but seeing is believing …looks like we have a 500KW deuterium fluoride laser boss.” 
“Great Hamilton. How’s the handgun coming?”
“Boss. Your designs are incredible. They work the same as you planned, and no designs work first time like yours do – it’s amazing. These are mature designs. No one skips the faltering first steps. What gives?”
“Remember. I’ve been thinking about making these for decades. I went through a lot of simulations on computer first,” I lied.
“Yes, and we can get a pulsed 50,000 volt charge following the ionized paths like you said…Looks like the range will be about 50 meters, or so in atmosphere. A true tetanizing laser stun weapon. When I started building this, I didn’t know what tetanizing was,” Hamilton said.
“We haven’t tested it on anything yet, but in the lab.”
“Why don’t we go outside, and find something to test it on?” I asked. “You think your guys would like to come watch the test?”
“You know they would. I’ll grab them,” Hamilton said.
We all went out back, and there were some woods behind the building – mostly pine trees. “How much do the beams spread at distance?”
“Not much at all for the effective distance – about fifty meters,” said Josh – one of the new guys. 
“What’s this switch on the side? I don’t remember that in the specs.” Josh looked at Hamilton who nodded that it was okay. 
“I did that Mister Patterson. I made it so you could fire the pulses faster if you held back the trigger. You’d use it while sweeping the area. It isn’t as powerful that way, but you can just hold the trigger back, and sweep it slowly from side to side – guess you’d call it semi, and full automatic,” Josh said. “Hey. Mister Patterson – rabbit over by that tree.”
I leveled the pistol, and sighted at the rabbit. It was late afternoon, and the rabbit wasn’t easy to see. It was about thirty-five meters away. I pulled the trigger, and there was a slight whine from the pistol, but nothing happened with the rabbit except it hopped a few feet. I aimed again, and when I pulled the trigger the rabbit jerked a couple of times, and then fell over. I saw a mangy dog come running up, and it scooped up the rabbit. I brought the handgun up, and fired at the dog. The dog dropped the rabbit, kicked a bit, and fell over. I turned to my guys, and said, “Outstanding guys. Great. I think I’ll start carrying this one. Matter of fact – why don’t you make one for all of us to carry. Hamilton – see about our lawyer getting us all carry permits, or whatever for these. Josh. I think we need to try this on humans.”
Josh stepped back a bit, and stammered.
Before he could say more – I handed him the pistol, and started walking toward the dog, and rabbit.
Corey. Will this damage you – or me?
No Richard though it is not pleasant. Get the others to video the test with their phones.
“Sir. I’m not comfortable with this test sir,” Josh yelled.
“It’s fine Josh. You other guys record this – I doubt I’ll want to repeat this too many times. Start with my hand first, and let’s see how that does. Wait ten seconds, or until I give a thumbs up, and aim center mass. Remember I designed these,” I shouted with a bit of trepidation, as I approached the dog, and rabbit they were still lying there. They were still breathing – good sign.
Good luck sir, Corey said as I held out my left hand.
Josh fired, and I felt a searing shock in my arm that dropped, numb to my side. Fuck that hurt. I raised my right arm with my thumb up. Fu—the shock only hurt for a moment because I felt nothing after a brief flash. I regained consciousness a bit later.
Corey talked to me first. They are concerned – you were out for about five minutes. The dog will be out another ten minutes. The rabbit may live.
I looked up to see my team surrounding me. Hamilton had left his video on. I pointed to it in his hand, and then indicated that he focuses back on me.  “I’m fine,” I said. “The hand shot stung like it was stuck in an electric socket, and then it went totally numb. No pain now though its tingling a bit. My chest is sore – good shooting Josh. The last shot…well…I felt a flash, and it all went black. You say I was out for a little over five minutes. We’ll set up physiological testing at some local university. I recommend we have everyone who is trained with one of these to have it used on them – after a thorough physical. Whew. Good job,” I said.
It was fifteen more minutes before the dog recovered. It got up a bit disoriented, and wobbly walked away. The rabbit was out for another hour – tried to walk – fell over a few times, and finally hopped away a little unsteadily. 
I turned to my guys as we walked back to our lab. “What do you think about distance effects?”
Hamilton, and Josh talked for a few minutes, and then turned to me. 
Josh said, “We’ll have to run more tests, but there shouldn’t be an attenuation effect until after fifty meters – it would have somewhat lesser effect after that I’m sure. The main factors would be what material was between you, and the skin. Most armor would not conduct the charge to the skin – so no tetanizing muscles. Time on contact would be a big factor as would full auto pulsing if we were using that mode.”
“Figure out a way to test as rapidly as you can without enraging PETA – maybe with some SF guys at Ft. Bragg instead of animals. Damage there is okay – no one cares if soldiers are damaged, but get bent. It would be a lot more interesting for them, and for once lately – I’d like to see the US military getting state of the art gear before the private pukes. How many can we get, and when?”
“We can have enough to equip a full company with spare parts done by the end of the month. Suggest we have the soldiers write the manuals after initial training – that way it will be understandable instead of techno-babble. We have finished two prototypes of the shoulder-fired lasers – they’re a bit more complex, but we are sealing them to work in any environment if you keep the front carbon nanotube lens clean. They’ll have to clean out the fuel filters occasionally. Easier than with an old M8 I dare say,” Hamilton said.
“A soldier isn’t much of a soldier if they don’t keep their weapons clean. Good, Include a cleaning kit,” I said.
“Already have one in the stock, but these actually are decent kits compared to past crap,” Hamilton said. (pause) “Who else should I hire? I need four good people.”
“I’ll give you their names. Josh – I want you to go see them personally – no emails, no texting, no phone calls,” I said. “I will be too noticeable pretty soon. Let’s try that laser. By the way folks – your salary has just doubled, and you are getting stock options. If we get wealthy – I want you right in there with me without my risk,” I said. 
Josh turned to Hamilton as we walked to the test firing point, and said sote voce; “I need to shoot him more often – doubled? Stock options?”
Hamilton laughed.
They walked to the part of the lab they had cleared out for testing. 
“They don’t explode, or anything…right?” I asked.
“We fired them hiding behind a nice thick safety barrier. We weren’t sure. We fired it fifty times, and then checked for micro fractures. It’s holding up well. We’ll run it through several thousand firings each, and see what to reinforce…where it builds up residue…try it in different environments, and such,” Hamilton said.
“Right. I hate it when the equivalent of a stun grenade explodes next to my ear. Luckily my hearing is better now. You’re sure it’s safe?”
Hamilton shrugged. “Pretty sure.”
Corey?
Looks good boss. I’m right next to it too if you might remember. In for a penny – in for a pound…
A pound? I thought.
Archaic British term – here’s a data dump on idioms.
Wow. People better not try to beat me out at trivia now, I thought as the terms flowed into my head.
“You okay boss?” Hamilton asked when I had paused just holding the rifle…thinking about idioms.
“Here we go guys. I will try the five different materials. Love the Aimpoint sights – they have just gotten better over the years,” I said, and fired at the ½” hardened steel plate, body armor with ceramic insert, a carbon nanotube armor we were developing on the side, a concrete block, and some polished stainless steel plate. There was a quiet whip – crack every time I fired, but no recoil. There had been a slight latency from the time I pulled the trigger, and the beam emerged though – not much, but a delay.
“Pretty solid guys. How much latency from pulling the trigger ‘til the beam?” I asked.
“About 0.01 second. Did you notice the whine from the multiple pulses? We use multiple pulses because the surface of the target will produce an ablation cloud that begins to partially shield the target. We produce a standing shockwave that forces through the cloud of debris from the surface.”
“What frequency is the HF beam?”
“The one you designed? Right at it anyway – about 2.7 micrometers – right there is the short infrared region.”
“Ah. So we need to try this in fog, rain, and dust. We’d get some water absorption that attenuate the beams won’t we?” I asked – proud about knowing some tech from Corey’s downloads. I did not feel the least bit inferior using Corey’s information. He was like the most comprehensive industrial manual imaginable – but friendlier… “Let’s look at those targets.” I was sure they had seen those targets many times, but not when their boss had been doing the shooting from an off-hand shooting position. I had been good before my ‘enhancement’ – now I am awesome.
“Damn boss,” Josh said “Don’t want to piss you off.”
I looked him straight in the eye, and said, “No Josh. You don’t.” He was taken aback just a bit – my intention.
The targets were pretty much what I expected except for the concrete block. The hardened steel had a nice clean hole through it, as did the stainless steel, and a much larger hole through the concrete block. Why? I thought.
Corey said. Any moisture in the concrete causes it to explode the surrounding material. The carbon nanotube bleeds out the energy a bit so you could penetrate it with longer pulses, or if we make it pulse a bit longer…add that same type switch like Josh added to the stun laser. 
The ceramic armor had cracked, and the beam almost penetrated. I was surprised the polished stainless steel had been penetrated. Corey?
It’s the dust in the air that carbonizes at the surface, and the multiple pulses again form a standing wave that forces through the material knocked off the surface.
What happens to flesh? I thought.
Clean through, and through wounds. After the beams go through the first two bodies – the beam spreads out a bit, and you get a colloidal explosion in the third where the steam blasts the body apart.
…An artillery round close up does that, I told Corey, but he could see the memory images that recalled. Could we design a small device that was man portable that would explode incoming artillery, and mortar fire? These laser can’t do indirect fire so we need to protect against that, and…how about a better hand grenade. The design flowed into my head, and I grabbed at two of the designs. Those are doable. Let’s make those two. I do need to know what we’ll be facing from the alien horde – I suppose that info comes later.
Quite, Corey thought in a British accent.
You can think in different accents? I thought.
(Chuckle)



FORT BRAGG
 
“Where did these things come from Sarge? Hope it isn’t like the last batch of stuff we got.”
“Chill Komenski. Just see what you can hit with this thing. We got water jugs, cars, drums of gas, concrete block walls, and blocks of ballistic gel …the fun stuff,” said the sergeant.
Komenski sighted at the ballistic gel – it literally exploded, and ripped off the tabletop it was lying on.
“Whoa! I like this Sarge. No recoil. What next?” Komenski asked. 
“Flip that switch on the side, and hold down the trigger. See what it’ll do to that concrete block wall.”
Komenski sighted at the wall that was about 250 meters downrange. He flipped the gun to continuous pulse mode, and held the trigger back as he swung his aim across the block wall. The wall was simply disintegrated. The squad from the 3rd SFG let out a big yell. “Damn Sarge. What next?”
“Squad weapons on target. Fire until you are out of ammo, or I declare ceasefire.  Squad Ready. Aim. Fire.”
The squad fired for a good four minutes without running out of fuel.
“Ceasefire!” yelled the sergeant, and he could be heard above the whip crack of the lasers.
The targets of old cars, and poured concrete were shredded.
“Oorah!” yelled the troops.
“What do you slackers think?” the sergeant yelled. 
The men started hooting, and whistling. 
“Komenski. How much left in your reservoir?” the sergeant shouted. 
“Little under one-half sergeant,” he replied. “What’s next sergeant?”
“We have the piece de resistance. Mister Frank Wordley here has been loaned to us from the company that makes these little toys. They have one more toy for us today, but they don’t have many of these yet. He is a twenty-year vet from Sigma Max. This is a shoulder-fired rail gun. It accelerates a sabot round of aluminum with a depleted uranium core to about eleven times the speed of sound. Its magazine holds one hundred rounds, and it takes 1.2 seconds between shots. They are trying to speed that up a little, but it may be adequate. The gun is a little heavier, and the sights range from 100 to 2,000 meters,” the sergeant explained.
“Sights start at 100 meters because you don’t want to be any closer to the target. Questions – while we are waiting for a target?” Word asked.
“Are the rounds explosive? Why are they depleted uranium?”
“No explosives. Rounds carry a tremendous amount of kinetic energy. The heavier rounds recoil a lot even with the oil buffers. You can use solid aluminum slugs in a pinch, plus you can carry more of those. We are getting an appropriate target at 1,000 meters,” Word said. An old, Type 99 Chinese main battle tank was towed onto the range to emphasize his statement. “Fellows – I’m going to shoot this one. They’ve been working me 14 hours a day for the last month, and I am going to take out my anger on that tank. Do I have a spotter? How about the corporal with the questions? Yes – you’ll get to shoot it next,” Word said, and the soldier hustled over. 
“Looks like 1,000 meters. Wind at 10-12 knots. How about trying for somewhere on the turret?” the soldier with the binoculars said. “We’re given the all clear.”
“Fire in the hole, fire in the hole, fire in the hole,” Word shouted, and took the shot followed by two more in quick succession. 
“Shall we sergeant?” Word said, and got the nod from me. 
“Squad – move out,” and the men fell into positions for a daytime patrol. They carried live ammo unlike regular units who weren’t trusted with live ammo when leaving the range. Word liked these guys. The walk past the ‘shot up’ cars was enlightening.
Word heard some saying, “Wouldn’t have wanted to have been using those for cover.”
Komenski had recorded the effects on his cell phone. The first shot had rocked the tank with the round hitting the turret piercing it, and leaving a huge hole on the inside of the crew compartment. The second hit had penetrated the side reactive armor, and punched a large hole. The third round just below the turret, and ripped the turret completely off the tank.
The sergeant moved up beside Word. How long before my boys get these for duty? …AcuMint is using gasoline instead of ammunition? Those laser pulse rifles hardly got hot in continuous firing.”
“Write the manuals for them. Send me the file. Also send a detailed report up the chain of command. Do the same with the stun pistols. Look for problems – what you like, and dislike about them – what we should change – we’ll fix the problems,” Word said. “My boss, Richard Patterson, said this is the tip of the iceberg, and he was now free to create. He wants the US military to have first dibs. You guys will get the first of anything that looks good.”
“You know this stuff will get out, and we’ll have to fight it,” the major who was observing said to Word.
He knows Major. He knows, thought the sergeant.
“We have some very effective armor that works against kinetic, and energy weapons. We are working to make them powered with a version of the guns’ power supplies. Richard wanted all the weapons to run off the same plentiful supplies,” said Word.
The sergeant turned to Word. “I will make sure the sergeant major knows. Are these things going to be on the general market? Will the private companies be able to get hold of them?”
“Sorry Sergeant. We are manufacturing these in several countries already on contract. The Chinese are particularly active in their assembly though many of the components come from Euro countries. You better press to get these. We will give you brother-in-law prices with all spares since y’all are writing the manuals. Ten percent above cost – roughly your ammo costs for the M8s. We will give you the defenses to them at near cost also, but you need to get it up the chain-of-command.” 
 
                                           ****
 
Anderson was livid. “We need to get those ATF inspectors in there again. This can’t go on. This…traitor is giving other nations the ability to kick our ass.”
Jeb Johnson was in Anderson’s department, and on a level – par in National Security.  He didn’t see the problem. “He is offering these weapons almost at cost to our country. How does that make him a traitor?”
“You don’t see do you? He has given a weapon to the unwashed hordes that can defeat our troops. You don’t see that as a problem? Are you one of them?” Anderson asked.
“Steve. Where do you get off making this guy a bad guy? He has ALWAYS fought for us, or for our interests, and when he retires he comes up with new weapons, and offers them to us first – before anyone else in the world – to us. He lets our guys write the manuals. He asks our guys what they want, and designs stuff just for them. How the FUCK does that make him a traitor?” Jeb asked.
“Did you see how he treated that ATF agent? That video went viral, and hurt the reputation of that agency?” Anderson said.
“Geez Steve. That agent was WAY out of line. HE wasn’t manufacturing any firearms…none…nada. That agent was a flaming asshole. He was way out of line…threatening our guy. What are you thinking?” Jeb said. “You need to back off.”
“Don’t think so champ. You’ll see this guy is dirty. Doing business with the Chinese…” Anderson said.
“Have you looked at the labels in your shirts, on your radios, on your ammo? What are you thinking?” Jeb asked.
Anderson didn’t say more, and just walked away. He knew he was doing his best for the country. This guy was dirty, and he’d prove it if he had to invent it.
 Richard was out shopping for the inordinate amount of organic food he had had to eat lately. His body was still developing, and his vision, and hearing were acute now. He could see like an eagle, and hear like an elephant. He was three times as strong as a normal athlete his size, and he had a biological age of about 20 now even though his hair had streaks of gray. He was not prescient however, and did not recognize anything was wrong with the van next to his car in the parking lot.
Richard heard the car doors opening nearby, and looked up as two Taser dart pairs hit him. He dropped to the ground, but it didn’t help. He was thrown into the van; zip tied, and trundled off. A black sack was shoved over his head, and as he regained consciousness he felt an injection administered roughly, and he lost consciousness. He regained consciousness in a cell with a 3-centimeter foam mattress in a 3-meter square cell with a stainless steel toilet. He was wearing a one-piece jumpsuit.
Corey said. I did not see that coming. Sorry I couldn’t warn you.

What’s going on? Damn – terrorists? Mob? What?
Looks like National Security…a guy named Steve Anderson. He’s a megalomaniac that thinks he’s protecting his country. Have no idea why he has a hard on for you. You are in a Fort Bragg stockade cell meant for terrorists. He had his National Security guys take you. I am currently getting the names of those involved, and they intend to torture you to find out whom you’ve been conspiring with in China. They intend to waterboard you in a few minutes…oh…names of the two involved in the waterboarding are…James Kirkpatrick (he’s really tall, and Mal Samms – the short muscular one). Anderson will be watching. How do you want to play this…?
Can you stop my heart, and respiration long enough for them to think I am dead?
No problem. Start deep breathing right now, and I will oxygenate your blood. Dying immediately ought to be a good lesson for them. Should I email the sergeant of the Special Forces Group, and let him know what is going on? There is a strong Wi-Fi signal here.
Sure – do that. Let’s see what happens. We’ll try other stuff if they don’t do anything. They have a hundred of our stun pistols don’t they. 
Yes. (Chuckle) Sorry. I should have anticipated this anal effect.
No problem. We’ll see how long this lasts. I HAVE to do better on my protection in the future though – foreign interests will be in play shortly. 
The door to the cell slammed open, and two men stood there.
“James Kirkpatrick, and Mal Samms. So this is my welcome to Fort Bragg,” I said, and the men were taken aback, but grabbed me, put a sack over my head again, and dragged me out of the cell. They never hit me, but jerked me around, and laid me down on my back with my head lower than my feet. “I don’t recommend you do this for Steve Anderson. I am a patriot, and this will not help.”
“Tell us who you are dealing with in China,” asked a voice that was Mal Samms.
“Happy too Samms, but I don’t recommend this method,” I responded, and at that point the water cascaded over my face. I didn’t fight trying to breathe – just relaxed, and allowed Corey to stop my heart, and respiration.
“He’s not fighting. What the fuck Jim? This guy isn’t breathing. Fuck. I can’t detect a heartbeat. He knew our names, and where he was. What the fuck is going on? He’s not breathing. Do CPR god damn it.”
“I’m not kissing this guy. You do it,” said Mal.
Jim knocked Mal aside, and started to get in a position to do CPR.
I came to full consciousness, and addressed Jim. “Appreciate you not wanting me to die, Jim when all you have to do is ASK me what you need to know. Do you think Steve Anderson would protect you if I died? Really. I gave the 3rd SFG first trials on the weapons I designed, let them write the manuals, and am giving them first dibs on the defenses to those weapons. I am NOT giving the defenses to other countries. How does that make me a traitor? You sure you want to go through with this clusterfuck for an admin weenie that doesn’t give a damn about you?”
There was a long pause while the two men looked at each other. Mal Samms jerked my mask off, and cut the flexcuffs off my wrists. 
He started to say something, and I held up my hand, “Look guys. No harm – no foul. Tell that Anderson …nevermind. I’m hiring as soon as your tour is up…not for Anderson mind you, but I need more good people that can think.” 
Right then the door slammed open, and two Special Forces group came in, and started to down my two former adversaries.
“Whoa. These guys are cool, but thank you for saving my ass,” I said to the SF guys with my pistols. “Let your supervisor know that the next keg is on me, and all those weapons are gratis – they are your personal property thanks to a grateful vendor…a very grateful vendor.”
“I turned to my two former torturers, and my squad of rescuers – drinks on me at Piaci’s Pub. All your guys – thank you,” I said, and meant it.
We got wasted that night, and I never heard any more from Anderson. I’m sure he was listening, and knew he fucked up somehow. 
 
****
 
 “Okay. I’m sold. Security team from now on…Wordley. Should have listened to you too. Hamilton tried to tell me the same thing. I also want to put up a buffer zone around this place. Being naive doesn’t make us safer. Everyone armed around here all the time with the stun pistols if nothing else.” I clapped my hands. “Move it. Wordley – you were always good at planning to take fortifications – do it for us here. I’ll purchase this place – we have an option, and you send me a list of what you need.”
Corey. Need you to get the lawyers moving on this. I want to own this place by the end of the week. Would you help me with the computer security system for this place? I can’t get something as smart as you, but I want a system that tracks everything we do, and assists us. How do we do that? Can we sell the system we make for us, but make it so we can’t be hacked?
Certainly. I will send out specs for the fabrication of the circuitry as we speak. We can also sell the product – there.
There? What does that mean? I want you to set up a company to sell a security system. What do you mean there?
There means I have set up a company, filed the proper papers, made a web site, and am taking my first order currently.
Oh. You are fast. Sorry. Look. Set up any companies you think we need, and hide a lot of our assets because I foresee a time where the government, and others will try to shut us down – we need to diversify, but I have some other devices to prototype. We are making the rail gun with almost all U.S. parts. What do we need to make next. We won’t be able to defeat killer aliens with handguns.
No. You won’t, but this is a necessary step in the uplift process. Your technology, and social infrastructure needs to be altered so now we need heavier weapons, and defenses.
Why do we need weapons to uplift our infrastructure?
Richard. Change is always a messy business, and the corporations, and the wealthy will fight to the death to keep the status quo. They are on top, and intend to stay there, and anyone that opposes that view is a deviant, and should be destroyed. Corporations cling to their short-term, quarterly profit view. It is similar to running a cross-country race while looking at their feet. You can’t see the long path ahead, and you can’t avoid obstacles that are obvious to everyone with a long-term view. Corporations are like starving dogs that will try to get the last morsel of flesh out of a carcass even when the tiger is approaching.
Well – thank you for those graphic mind images. So how are we doing amassing weapons sales?
We are doing reasonably well. We can afford a Congressman, but not enough for a senator yet. The gun lobby is rousing, and I expect legislation will get pushed to slow our entrance into the field. I liked your idea of selling many of these to other countries. We need the shield as the next prototype, and I can fabricate an anti-indirect fire weapon with the new rapid prototypers. I’d like our guys to be safe from mortars, and artillery. We could do a demo next week, and give them a couple to test.

 
****
 
Sergeant Major Grady Pinchon liked these new weapons. They were inexpensive, and nearly glitch free. They provided more firepower with a smaller troop base, and that saved lives on the battlefield. They practically solved the logistics problems though getting gas to the battlefield was always an issue. He’d proved you could use damn near any flammable hydrocarbon – sure easier than finding compatible ammo. His comm buzzed. Wordley again. He sighed. The man talked too much, but he was a decent soldier – not up to SFG standard, but not bad. Wonder what he had this time? Two AcuMint guys were outside, and wanted to show him something.
Wordley smiled as the sergeant major came out. 
“This is MY boss, Lieutenant Richard Patterson – formally with Sigma Max.”
“Are you the Patterson that lead the Sigma team near Jakarta? I read about that…pleased to meet you. Those Aussies are tough SOBs, and anyone who can best them is a real soldier – though they are technically still our allies. What is so special that we get you out here?” 
“Are you interested in a way to protect your guys from indirect fire?” Wordley blurted.
“Wordley. There are all kinds of systems already. They do okay, but the laser systems that work against mortars, and artillery aren’t that good against many of the new rockets. Okay – okay. I’ve seen that look before. What are we going to have to tow where?” the sergeant major relented. He’d been too impressed too many times by these folks to turn down a good thing. Too many of the upper echelon were too busy fighting the last war. At least Word kept coming up with really neat toys – killer toys, but toys for soldiers. He had gotten orders in, and had product delivered the fastest he had ever seen in his life.
Wordley got out of his vehicle, and opened the trunk. The trunk contained this big ball on a pole. The pole was about a meter long.
“Okay Word. You got me on this one. What the hell is that?” It looked like a shiny ball with dots all over it about the size of a medicine ball, or a basketball on steroids. The pole had a control panel on it, but he left it all in the trunk.
“Sergeant Major,” Richard spoke. “You’ve seen, and used our weapons…of course you have. We want to put on a little demo, and we need to do it with officers that can place orders.”
“Every corporation that makes weapons wants to push them in the military. Your pulse rifle, and railgun look they will be the defacto choice for our four battalions here pretty soon, and then they’ll go to the rest of the military. I’m just the little guy in the trench – not the one in the ivory tower.”
Richard held up his hand. “Understand that completely, but our weapons are being manufactured all over the world now. Did you know that?”
“You bastard. Why’d you do that? Don’t answer that – You frigging money-grubbing bastard. I don’t have any use for you,” he said, and turned around to leave, but spun back, and held out a fist. “Your weapons in the hands of some of the heathens will cut our guys to bits. Did you think of that? Did you?” he yelled.
“Yes sergeant major I did,” I said softly, and the soldier just stood there a moment as I continued. “That is why I came to you. You understand how vulnerable our troops would be so I’ve come to you with ways to defend against those weapons.”
The sergeant major just stood there. “You can defend against your lasers, and railgun rounds with that thing? This I’ve got to see.”
“My point exactly sergeant major. You understand the energy, and threat involved, and I need your help getting another tank for a demo – I’m fresh out of them,” Richard said. The sergeant major started laughing ‘til tears came out though I didn’t think it was that funny – guess it’s the tension. “Also. We need some brass that will understand, and we need to keep this hush hush. They will close my factory, and slap me into some geek lab somewhere if I just go to the high brass, but I want your guys to get first dibs on everything we come up with, and I don’t plan for these to be sold abroad. You know my weapons designs would already be stolen if I hadn’t licensed them. We can at least get quality control this way.”
“When do you need this done?” the sergeant major asked.
“Before the Joint Chiefs, and Secretary of Defense leave – preferably during your demonstration at 0800 Friday,” Richard said. “I want our soldiers to live through an attack with similarly armed attackers. This system is totally different from anything previously used – ever. I don’t think we could even get invited without your help this late in the game.”
“I could definitely get you in to watch the demo, and it would be good to have you there to answer questions – how did you even find out who was here – there are only a handful of people that…” he stopped when he realized he was confirming that they were here.
It was I – in here, Corey thought. Me… me me me. I never get any credit (chuckle).
Richard almost burst out laughing at Corey’s antics in his head, but reached into the car, and pulled out a folder. He handed it to the Sergeant Major. “This is what I suggest you add to the demo – please make the shooter someone who is a good shot with a M8, and the other weapons,” I said.



THE DEMO
 
I was having quite the philosophical argument with Corey. I thought we were showing our hand way too soon, but he said this was the right way to do it. This demo would secure the contracts for AcuMint, and accelerate our plans for space. I thought this showed too many technological jumps too fast, but he downloaded the science for me. The tech to break down hydrocarbons was what was needed to produce cheap energy in the next stages of the uplift. We needed weapons first, and then defenses. The defense would later take us into space, and he showed me the steps. It made sense, and that was scary because I – I could understand it, and explain it to others. It would actually be easier for me to explain these leaps in logic then someone classically schooled, but these were true leaps.
Wordley, and I drove to the Gate 5 where we were met by a staff sergeant who checked our IDs, and gave us badges to wear. We were to leave our vehicle near, and we transferred our paraphernalia to the military vehicle. The sergeant drove us to the demo area, and helped Wordley set up a little beach shade cabana, a folding chair, cooler full of beer, and our little ball on a pole. The staff sergeant asked if Wordley needed help sticking the pole in the ground (which was as hard as cement since the drought of the last three years). Wordley told him no, and pressed a, button on the side of the pole. The pole sank into the ground beside the cabana like it was quick sand until Wordley let go of the, button. 
Wordley asked the sergeant if he wanted to see if it was sturdy enough, and the sergeant tried to move, or pull up the pole. The sergeant worked up a sweat, but couldn’t move it. Wordley then touched another button, and the pole extended about 2 meters higher than the cabana with the globe on top.
The sergeant then got back in the vehicle, and drove us all back to the reviewing stand to meet the sergeant major.
“Good morning Mister…lieutenant Patterson. You sure you want to go through with this additional demo. I don’t want anyone killed on my watch – I’m two years from retirement.”
“I won’t mess you up sergeant major here, but I am hiring if you will look me up as soon as you’re out. There’s a fun job with me waiting for you, and any of your smarter people you want to bring with you.”
“Thank you sir. I’ll keep that in mind. The observers will be arriving momentarily.”
Vehicles started arriving right on schedule, and began disgorging generals, and aides of all descriptions. I recognized the secretary of defense, and a few of the generals, but Corey filled me in on everyone’s name, and background at any I lingered looking over.
Sergeant Major Grady Pinchon (I realized I hadn’t even known his name ‘til just now) started speaking.
“Base Commander, General Jack Green will have told you about our new weaponry. I want to let you see this in action. My people have used it, and abused it over the last two months, and they love it. It takes a beating – can use almost any combustible fuel to power it, and packs a hell of a punch. I must remind you that this is still classified. Are there any questions before we start?”
“Who are these two people with you Sergeant Major?” asked General Green. “I don’t remember authorizing any civilians here – especially to a classified activity.”
“I admitted them, General. They will be able to answer questions I cannot. These are the people that designed, and built these weapons. Sir. May I present Richard Patterson, and Frank Wordley of AcuMint.”
The general sat down, but Sergeant Major Pinchon knew the General didn’t like surprises, and let a breath out slow. He knew he’d be broken down an E5, or lower if this didn’t go right.
“We’ll start by having a volunteer demonstrate the less lethal tetanizing pistol – think of this as a wireless Taser with a fifty-meter effective range. Privates Smith, and Alvarez have volunteered. We require users to experience this for themselves. First we’ll demo with Private Smith who will put on a foam, full head helmet so he won’t break a nose, or something.” Sergeant Major Pinchon whipped a pistol out, and pointed it at Smith who went rigid, and dropped like a stone. “Would one of you like to try using one of these?”
General Clanton came forward, and the Sergeant Major gave the general a full fifty seconds of instruction while Private Alvarez was putting on his foam helmet. The private immediately started running away at full speed—first one way, and then the other. The general looked at the sergeant major questioningly. 
“Have at it General. Just hold the trigger back.” 
The general aimed, and held the trigger back sweeping it across the running subject who was about 60 meters away by now. The man fell forward without even putting his hands out, and lay there unmoving.
“Did I kill him?” the general asked alarmed.
“No sir,” replied the sergeant major. “They both should come around in a few minutes. It depends on where the beams strike, and the duration of the hit. It also depends on the mass of the subject. These are obviously not to be used on the battlefield, but for peacekeeping. Apprehending criminals with these would be VERY useful…now to the firepower demonstrations. Komenski.”
“Here Sergeant Major,” Private Komenski answered.
“Shoot that abandoned vehicle – 500 meters your eleven o’clock,” ordered Sergeant Major Pinchon.
“Shoot the vehicle, 500 meters at my eleven o’clock,” Komenski replied. He fired with no noticeable effect.
“Did it fire? Did he miss?” were some questions from the generals.
“Komenski. I left that vehicle with its ultracapacitor, and battery pack charged. Target those, private…a couple of shots.”
“Targeting the power packs with a couple of shots,” said Komenski, and there was a flash, and flames shooting up from the vehicle after he fired.
“Private. Please cut the vehicle in half,” the sergeant major said.
“Cutting the vehicle in half – which way?” asked the private.
The sergeant major chuckled, and the audience leaned forward with their binoculars. “Top to bottom will be fine private.”
The private flipped his weapon to continuous, reaimed, and neatly cut the smoldering car from top to bottom, and it visibly fell down in the middle.
“Sirs. Would any of you like to try one out? I have ten,” the sergeant major asked. “Any questions?”
There was polite shuffling as every general came forward. They might be leaders of men, but they were all experienced soldiers, and wanted to try these things out. There was a little trepidation as the weapons were handed out where each was told to keep the weapons on safe, and pointed downrange. 
General Clanton asked, “How do adjust for distance?”
“Good question sir. Remember. These weapons are line of sight. No adjustments are needed for windage, or elevation. You see it – you can hit it. Off safe only on my command, and cease fire at my command. Acknowledge by shouting – Affirmative range master.”
There was a resounding yell of “Affirmative range master!” the generals were in a good mood.
“Target anything left of the tall oak in the distance,” the sergeant major yelled.
“Target left of oak,” the generals replied laughing.
“Get serious gentlemen. Understand?” Pinchon yelled.
“Affirmative range master,” the generals shouted. 
“Set rifles to continuous fire. Safeties off,” he shouted.
The reply was a bit broken as the shooters figured out how to change the settings though the safety was just like an M8. There was a short pause as Pinchon waited for all to be ready. “Aim,” he shouted, and all the rifles were mounted to shoulders. “Fire at will.”
The only sound was the whip crack of the ionized air, and the explosions down range. There was a good deal of chuckling, and ‘I wonder if these are allowed in deer season, and the like.’
“Keep it down people,” the sergeant major yelled, and waited a minute longer ‘til they were running out of undefiled targets. “Cease fire! Weapons on safe! Privates. Collect those weapons please.”
“What powers these? I heard gasoline,” asked General Robbins.
“Sir. We’ve used almost every flammable hydrocarbon. Diesel, and biodiesel work, but require more cleaning. One of our people even used pure grain alcohol. That worked very well,” Sergeant Major Pinchon replied.
“Don’t the different hydrocarbons produce different energy levels when they burn, and different byproducts,” General Clanton asked.
“There is no ‘burning’ per se, but the hydrocarbon molecules are stripped apart to their elemental particles, and pass through a magnetic field to produce the power. That is why so little goes such a long way. Mister Patterson could explain later if you want a more detailed explanation.”
The general waived him off.
“Now to a little heavier weapon that AcuMint has developed. We like this one very much also. General Clanton. I know you like to shoot. This one kicks a bit if you’re up to it?”
“Thank you sergeant major. I’ve heard the men talking about this one – the railgun?” the general said.
“That’s the one,” and Komenski brought over the weapon, showed the rapid-fire selector, and the safety.
Clanton gave a thumbs-up, and the sergeant major pointed to an old Abrams M1A1 with its depleted uranium, and Kevlar strike plates, some reactive armor added. Specs said the old tank ran about 67 tons, and was arranged dead on to the viewing platform at around 1,000 meters. Sergeant Major Pinchon said in a conversational tone. “Try a few shots offhand sir. Anywhere on it… The sight is a micro-version similar to an old Kearfott gyro stabilized design – so the weapon is smart. Lean into it a bit. Whenever you are ready sir.”
The “throm-crack” sonic boom passage of the depleted uranium, sabot round; was immediately followed by the tank rocking, and the top hatch blown off the vehicle.
“Good shot sir,” said the sergeant major as he was looking through his binoculars. “That would have penetrated the front armor where it is thickest, and killed the crew. Several more rounds… This holds 100 rounds, and weighs in, loaded, at 12 kg. AcuMint wanted it to weigh about what one of the 50 caliber Barretts’ weigh.”
The general aimed, and fired three rounds in rapid succession. The tank literally was torn to pieces, and there were gasps from the onlookers.
“What about fortified locations?” one of the others asked.
“Pretty much the same general,” Sergeant Major Pinchon answered. “The men like it, and its very reliable in wet, dry, hot, or cold conditions though we had to put it in a freezer overnight to test that last – we have the hot, dry, and dusty here. Now you need to hear the good news, and the bad news.”
The generals groaned.
“Good news is AcuMint sells these in whatever quantity we want at 10% above their cost. They have promised us delivery within thirty days on whatever quantity we want with spare parts, and training. My people wrote the manuals on them. Our price on the pulse rifles is one half the cost of an M8. The railguns are about 20% more than the cost of an M8. The depleted uranium rounds for the railguns are fairly expensive – about four times the cost of the 6.8 mm rounds the M8 uses. That is hundreds cheaper than having to carry bunker buster missiles, and other ordinance. It would also simplify training. Now the bad news…other countries have bought these weapons, and we will face them on the battlefield in the near future. I want to turn over this demo to Richard Patterson who has some light at the end of the tunnel for us.”
“You sold these weapons to other nations? How could you do that?” said one of the generals. “Weren’t they restricted?”
Corey showed him documents where General Stephens had sold M8s, ground to air missiles, and bunker buster rockets to Costa Rica, and Argentina.
“General Stephens. I am aware of sales you authorized in Central, and South America. Argentina is still not our ally,” Richard said. “…and below cost. I am selling our weapons at three times our costs to other countries, and I sell them a product that is not quite as robust as what we have here in the States.”
“How do you know that? That is not public knowledge,” said General Stephens.
“Gentlemen. They would simply steal the designs anyway. Is there any way we could prevent them from being reverse engineered, and stolen – from China – really?” I asked. “I manufacture, and sell many products, and intend to sell more – always the best, and cheapest goes to the States – always.”
“So you sell them a inferior product at three times the price, and sell to us at just above cost?” stated General Clanton.
“Yes sir. I have to recoup manufacturing costs so we can equip our people on their dime,” I said.
“…but we are going to face these weapons from other countries. They will tear us up. Look what we did to that tank. Armor is obsolete,” said Clanton.
“Yes sir. This will shift planning of campaigns, but I did not sell to other countries with the intent to leave our country vulnerable…hence the additional part of our demonstration that is necessary to demonstrate my commitment to this government – to this country.”
“Additional demonstration?” asked General Green with his eyes boring into his sergeant major.
“Sir,” Sergeant Major Pinchon responded – “I did not have time to change the programs, but I felt this was important enough that I would risk my career to show you.”
“Sergeant Major Pinchon – I’ve known you a long time. Good enough for me,” stated General Green. “Proceed. Mister Patterson.”
“Gentlemen. Ladies. I would never give the enemy a weapon that we could not defend against. The reason I sell weapons at three times the cost is so I may sell you the defense at 10% over my cost. I have many more products to sell that will change the face of warfare. I intend to give you everything our labs turn out well before anyone else. Their economies will have to struggle to keep up while ours will grow to meet the manufacturing needs,” I said.
“Aren’t some of the components made in other countries?” asked General Slopes.
“Yes sir,” I said, and Corey sent me a thought that Slopes home state was, Oregon. “Just like the circuit boards we use are all made in Oregon – I believe that’s your home state.” The general turned red, and sat down.
“Let’s first look at armor for the individual soldier,” I said, and Wordley handed me a set of armor I strapped on. I also put on a set of goggles with ultra-fast reacting lenses. “First I will demonstrate the unpowered ability to resist energy, and kinetic projectiles. Komenski. You better be a good shot, or my lawyer will kick your ass.” I yelled as I walked about forty meters downrange.
“Komenski. Take this M8, and hit that man-sized plate, silhouette that’s at 100 meters,” ordered the Sergeant Major.
He fired, and you could hear the bullet hit the steel plate of the target. “Now aim center mass, and shoot Mister Patterson.” 
Komenski looked incredulously at the sergeant major, and then fired. There was a twock sound, and I gave a thumbs-up. Pinchon took the M8 from Komenski, and gave him a pulse rifle. 
“Hit the man-sized silhouette with one shot private.”
Komenski shot the silhouette, and produced a nice clean hole in the center of mass through the steel plate. 
“Now Komenski. Fire one round, and one round only at the center of mass of Mister Patterson. One round only.”
Komenski fired, and there was a thunk sound, and I was forced to take a step backward because a small plug of armor was blasted off. I started walking back to the reviewing stand.
I took off the black, body armor, and passed it around the assemblage. “The hit with the 6.8 mm NATO round is in the upper center, and the large gouge from the laser is in the direct center of the chest.” The generals passed it around — ‘ummed’, and ‘ahhed’ a lot, and passed it back to me. “The armor has two states…passive state like now…and an active state. Mister Wordley. Would you do the honors? Tank downrange on your far left first.” I walked about 30 meters downrange, and flicked a switch next to my neck. I was very pleased to hear the whine of my armor charging up. The air around me began to shimmer a bit like a heat waves you see across the desert on a hot day – just a little out of focus. I gave a thumbs-up to Mister Wordley who had a railgun to his shoulder. He fired at the Abrams tank about 500 meters downrange, and then swung the gun toward me.
“No – no,” shouted fully half the generals who had leapt to their feet, but it was too late as Wordley fired.
There was a flash, and ‘thrum’ sound like the low frequency bell that twisted your guts to hear it. 
I turned off the suit. “Gentlemen. If the public had gotten wind of this type of demo we would have been stopped. I want you to know that I am FULLY committed to you having the best equipment that you can bet your life on. This does not conclude our demonstration however. Mister Wordley.”
The generals started bombarding me with questions. It took the sergeant major to step in to get them to calm down. He held up both palms, and motioned for quiet. “Sirs. It took me by surprise too. I knew about the pulse rifle, but didn’t know about the railgun – damn – I thought my heart was going to stop. Please give Lieutenant Patterson a moment to explain further, and then he will answer any questions you might have.”
Good job Richard, Corey thought. Go for it.
“The passive function of the suit relies on carbon nanotubes that become rigid with the addition of energy in the form of kinetic weapons, impact weapons, shrapnel, or energy weapons. My guys used to joke that the vest would stop a railgun round, but it would suck the vest through you. We tested it, and it blew a hole as big as a Buick through the vest. The active part only has about one hour of continuous charge, but it will stop virtually anything. Right now you can’t shoot out while it is on. We are working on it so you can walk, and shoot, but we’re not there yet.”
“How in the world did you come up with this invention?” a female lieutenant general asked from the back.
Lieutenant General Petras from Louisiana, Corey supplied. She was over Camp Shelby, and is now stationed at Sandia.
“Ah ha. A question from Sandia National Labs… General. It was an accident. It is a spinoff of the way we vaporize the hydrocarbons in the stun pistol, pulse rifle, and rail gun. We use the same power, and twist an electromagnetic field out of phase with this dimension – that is why you saw a shimmer around me. I didn’t know I couldn’t do it because I haven’t had a classical education. It leaves me free to think outside the box because I never learned what the box was. I just studied on the side.” 
Corey, I thought. I’m in trouble here. Make sure I have search records showing how I’ve been learning about these field topics, and searching the joint chiefs, and their histories. How did I find out about her being at Sandia?
Done. You found out about her because a social media notice from her sister Helena. You took two online courses: one from University of Washington, and University of Michigan.
“Where did you find out I was posted to Sandia? That is classified,” General Petras said angrily. “Who is feeding you information right now?”
“Sorry General. When I was researching you people I found a woman named Helena complaining on social media that her sister couldn’t come to her wedding in Baton Rouge because her sister, the Army general, had just moved to Sandia National Labs in New Mexico. I did use the sophisticated search words: ‘female general Joint Chiefs’ to find out this classified information,” I saw I hit the nail on the head with that statement. The general had a dark complexion, but you could she her blush. She sat down, but I knew she’d check up on me.
“I have one more thing to demonstrate. Mister Wordley should be downrange now, and set up.” I pointed to the direction, and the audience once more pulled up their binoculars. He is about 1,000 meters from our position. “Tell me if he is waving anything.”
General Clanton spoke up. “He seems to be waving a little American flag, and drinking a beer – another beer. He seems to be on his third, but my view is a little distorted.”
“Do you feel comfortable if some artillery, and mortar rounds are fired to impact a point 1,000 meters from our position?” I asked.
“Of course,” they all said, and looked at each other. “You don’t mean our people will be firing at Mister Wordley do you?”
“Certainly not. They’ll be firing at the old Bradley Fighting Vehicle next to him. He has a beach cabana to keep the sun off, and he can handle quite a few beers.”
“Isn’t he afraid?” General Petras asked.
“He has a huge life insurance policy from my company. He told me his three ex-wives would be ecstatic if he were to be killed,” I said, and all the men chuckled.
Sergeant Major Pinchon began giving out earplugs, and polarized goggles, and indicated to put them on. He then checked to see if Wordley was still waving the flag, saw he was, looked at me, and got the nod. Pinchon took his radio, and said, “Fire at the designated coordinates. Fire for effect. Fire.”
The artillery, and mortar rounds starting whistling by though none came overhead. No one wanted a short round to hit even near the Joint Chiefs. The cacophony, and flashes were spectacular, but nothing touched anywhere near the little beach cabana tarp, or neither the Bradley fighting vehicle nor Mister Wordley. After a bit it became monotonous so I indicated to the sergeant major to cut it off, and he radioed a ceasefire.
“Does anyone see my employee down there. He’ll do anything to get a sick day,” I said.
“He just hoisted a fourth beer it looks like he’s vigorously waving his flag…special meaning?”
“Yes sir. It means he needs to pee, and can he come back up here. Would someone like to drive down, and see the area, and gave an old soldier a ride back up here?”
General Petras indicated that she, and her aide would do the honor, and they jumped into a vehicle, and were off before you could spit.
“I don’t want you to cover anything while everyone isn’t here,” General Peters said, “Would you mind joining us for dinner this evening. I think I have a million questions I’d like to ask you as I’m sure others do.”
“I’d be delighted sir. I wanted to tell you about a few other devices, and ask your opinions. I have five companies besides AcuMint. They represent totally different fields of research…research to support naval operations, and air operations.”
“Sounds like you are going to cost us tons in research money,” General Peters remarked. “Seventy percent of the cost of any project is spent in the concept, and design stages.”
“I intend to let our allies, and adversaries fund my research for that portion,” I said, and Peters guffawed.
“That’s a good one,” he said. “I may quote you on that.”
Our concept, and development costs are much less when we are just modifying existing designs – n’est pas, Corey thought, and I chuckled. 
I saw that Wordley had been corralled by General Petras, and was likely to get branded later in the evening, as he was a known single male not currently in the armed forces with a lessor rank – fair game.

 
 



TEST TEAM
 
The dinner with the Joint Chiefs led to more meetings across the country. The Navy Admirals were very interested in the shield technology. I explained that currently it could be deployed to protect any of their ships from even tactical nuclear blasts, but didn’t know if all their sensor technology would work through it – I told them my costs to produce the devices, and only wanted ten percent above my costs installed. They thought I was kidding because it was so inexpensive. They immediately placed an order from their joint travel funds budget, and ordered installation on every ship from carriers to fast intercept craft. We named that spinoff company BlueWaterDef.
The Commandant of the Marines wanted armor for every Marine as did the Army – who was I to say no. That spinoff company got named BlackArmour, because that’s what the soldier had described it to each other. We did make it in camo colors too. Corey suggested a tweaking of the field that weakened the field a lot, but allowed the user to walk while it was on. A side effect of the weakened field was that the field would last ten hours of continuous use, or days of intermittent use between charges. 
 
****
 
Let me describe when Hamilton, and I went to see the Marine Corps commandant wearing our BlackArmour:
 “Commandant. A mister Richard Patterson, and Hamilton Withers are here to see you about an issue with the BlackArmour. Do you wish to see them – they don’t have an appointment? I’m not sure how they got this far,” the aide said.
“Jeremy. They never need an appointment. Show them in,” the general said. 
We walked in wearing our armor, and carrying a third set that was sized to fit the General.
“Welcome. Problems with your armor?”
“No sir. Thank you for seeing us,” I said as we shook hands. “Simply a change I want your people to have.”
The general sighed. “How much will THIS change cost us? You know we’ve spent hundreds of millions on the armor so far.”
“Yes sir. This is only a software upgrade, but we wanted your blessing before you gave it to your people. It will change how you deploy, how you conduct operations in general. I’m not sure how best to employ its use, but you will see it first,” I said.
“Have at it Lieutenant,” he said, and that was the highest praise I had ever heard from the man because he was acknowledging that I was a soldier, and not just some businessman. Those words meant more to me than a Congressional Medal of Honor.
Hamilton, and I pressed the, button on our suit, and held it for ten seconds – it lessened the strength of the protective field, but bent the light around us so you saw through us from whatever angle you were looking. I changed the light exactly 180 degrees from whatever angle you viewed us at.
The general yelled, “God damn! Jeremy. Get in here!”
The door burst open, and his aide came in with his .45 leveled. “Sir. What is it? Are you in danger? Where did the two men go?”
“Thank you Jeremy. Good job son. At ease – go away son…now!” the general commanded.
“You sure sir?” the aide asked still shook up.
“I’m fine son. Just needed a second opinion to make sure I wasn’t going insane,” the general said. “I want my sergeant major here yesterday. Get him – don’t care what he’s doing…now. Jeremy…now son.”
“Yes sir. Of course sir,” Jeremy said as he scanned the room for the missing visitors, and backed out a severely perplexed man.
“Can you hear me?” the general asked, and we returned to visibility. “How much will THIS feature cost us? We have to have it.”
“General. This is just a software upgrade, and then hold the on switch for ten seconds instead of momentarily. It will work for the Navy ships also if you can get me an appointment with those folks – they resist immediate appointments.”
“The frickin’ fools,” the commandant said. “I’ll get you in to see them. Just tell me where, and when, and I’ll have them crawling to meet you. I’m not vice chairman of the Joint Chiefs for no reason – most of the time its those swabbies…no aspersion to the Navy.”
“Certainly not sir. Here is the jump drive. Copy this, and then just plug it into the USB port on the suits under the left armpit, and wait for a tone, and you’re done. Takes about twenty seconds.”
“One jump drive?” he asked. 
“Sir. Here is a box of five hundred. It only works on US suits – ‘fraid that with the foreign suits it does nothing except load software that lets us track their location through GPS – I thought that might be handy when they steal a few of these jump drives.”
“You are a Marine at heart aren’t you,” the general said. “Oorah,” he said as he pulled out a drawer, and pulled out three glasses, and some VERY good Scotch. We toasted the health of the Marines, the Navy, the Army, and even – the Air Force. We got shit faced, and chauffeured back to the airport. 
 
                                        ****
 
It galled when an admiral of the Joint Chiefs was forced by the Commandant of the Marines to make an appointment with Richard Patterson. He didn’t like civilians, and Patterson in particular. He did it anyway, and they were onboard the USS Zumwalt. 
“What is this big deal that the Vice Chairman of the Joint Chiefs has twisted my arm so I’ll see you. You’ve already made hundreds of millions from the Navy. Are you wanting more money?” the Admiral asked. 
“No Admiral. I just need a moment of your time,” I said.
“How much will this cost us? You have already made millions from the Navy,” he said.
“Nothing of the sort Admiral. I need you to insert this jump drive into the support post for the field device next to you – hold it until you hear a tone,” I said. 
“You got me here to do this…I’m pissed,” the admiral said, “You’ve worn out your welcome with me. This had better be good. What do you want me to do?”
“Insert this jump drive into the USB port on the Zumwalt field support pole. Wait for a tone, and then pull it out,” I said.
“You want ME to do that when any rating could do that?”
“Yes sir. I also want you to keep radio communications with the shore as you do so,” I said. 
“You are SO in trouble,” he said.
“Usually,” I said.
He inserted the jump drive, and there was a short tone from the system. “What now?” he said.
“Hold the on, button for ten seconds while talking with your contacts on shore,” I said.
He grumbled, but did so.
“Where’d your ship go?” came the radio reply.
“What do you mean?” asked the admiral.
“Admiral. The Zumwalt just disappeared. It isn’t visible, and doesn’t show up on radar.”
The admiral looked at me. 
“It’s just a software upgrade. No cost. The Navy is going to fuck with the heads of the Chinese – oh – and by the way – this upgrade doesn’t work with the field units I sold them. Am I STILL persona non grata with you?” I asked.
“We are going to get so wasted,” he said, and we did. God. The Navy can really do that well, I thought, and Corey agreed. Wow. Glad I had upgrades ‘cause the drinking would kill me.
 
 
 
Now Richard, Corey thought.
Now what? I thought.
Now we move to Stage II.
…and what would that be, pray tell.
You have enough money, and influence to begin the second phase of the uplift plan.
I don’t even have the armor, and weapons contracts with the military.
Ah, but you do, just now. General Alexander, and Peters just got the appropriations they needed to equip all military with your armor, the new base, vehicle field equipment, and all the rifles. 
But that hardly pays for manufacture. I only make ten percent profit.
(Chuckle). I’ve been fudging on manufacturing costs; which have been dropping since the quantities have gone up…economy of scale…also…
…also? Don’t leave me hanging Corey…if I knew how to take you out of my head I’d beat you up…
…yes…but in only one of my eleven dimensions.
Quit messing with me. Are you going to tell me, or what? Also…
India, China, and all your allies licensed your weapons technology – they have been unable to reverse engineer the shield technology. They just announced to their upper echelons that they’ve been unable to duplicate the hydrocarbon energy conversion portion of your rifles so they are buying as many as they can, at whatever price we set.
That will certainly increase our profits, but that doesn’t make me uber rich.
Ah. You see…I’ve been investing a large part of your overseas profits. You are fast becoming one of the richest people on the planet, and you need to hire more of a team to help you – protect you.
How will I find the people? 
I’ve already started placing ads, hiring people. You have the beginnings of a mercenary army. I hired the people, and wrote them instructions. You have close to 40,000 employees now all over the planet.
Who hired them all? Who do they think they’re working for?
They’re working for you. You wrote each of them personal letters, and recorded personal messages (in your voice of course). You have many loyal people working for you – they are getting wealthy too.
How is the government – the other companies like Sigma Max taking it? 
The government loves you. Unemployment is down world wide because of you, and you don’t try to hide all your profits – you actually pay your fair share. Your legal contributions in political campaigns have swung a few elections. You have honest lobbyists working for you.
Why are you telling me this now? Is there such a thing as an honest lobbyist?
Well. They are persuasive, and follow the law to the letter. Now – its time for your next uplift. You also have an appointment to meet your test team.
Test team? My uplift? What gives?
So many questions… You need personal protection because we are entering the most dangerous portion of the planetary phase – the consolidation.
Corporations, and the established powers-that-be do not take kindly to newcomers usurping their turf. You also need physical enhancements beyond what you have. Here come your people.
There was a knock, and in walked the biggest, baddest guys – excuse me – two women too. They wore expensive looking business attire (with body armor – Corey remarked), and they seemed a bit nervous.
Why are they nervous? I’m the one that should be nervous. I don’t know any of them, but as soon as I thought that – in flooded the files about them. Wow. Why are they nervous though?
Richard. They’ve heard of you – lots of rumors about you, and that video ‘smuggled’ out showing you taking rounds from a pulse rifle, and a railgun would make anyone dubious about the man-eating tiger that was going to employ them – with ‘if he liked them’ as a qualification.
I held up both hands, and announced – you are fine. You wouldn’t be here if I didn’t like you already… though you are free to walk away at any time. I will say the non-disclosure clauses will be strictly enforced – to the point of physical enforcement if need be. You will see, and hear things that you cannot let others know about. You have just finished your probationary period, and I want to welcome you personally.
I then went to each person, and shook their hands, called them by name, and praised them on their skills. You could see the tension leaving their bodies. Mel Brown (named after his great grandfather who was Army, and SWAT) would lead the test team. He had great combative skills, dignitary protection, driving plus skills with tools – might be as good as his great grandfather. Roger Thurman was the leader of the cyber protection team. I told him I would get him up to speed in no time – he looked at me like ‘you’re gonna show me somethin’ – I laughed at his expression, and told him I would show him how to read Chinese, Russian, and Indian intelligence files without them knowing…really. He looked like I had taken him down a notch with that bit of trivia.
“Now that we’ve gotten acquainted – this will be one of the rare times for you forty. You will be working in shifts with ten to twenty on, and twenty off duty, or training. You are salaried workers, and I don’t want to hear grumbling about overtime – we will sometimes work long hours, but ask if you need off. We will monitor whom you contact – consider everything we do as ultra top secret. I won’t ask you to punch a clock, or fill out under-time vouchers – we do the work when it needs to be done.”
Let’s go meet my new engineering team. Corey had done exhaustive checks on every employee, and had found all types of ringers planted to get information out of my companies – everywhere. We kept some of them because having some spies we knew about would be better than having no information sources we could control as easily. We had some Chinese, Indian, French, British, Brazilian, Russian, and Nigerian spies. Some very attractive females married my engineers – I figured it would help their work having beautiful wives who showed them how loving they were. Some of those guys couldn’t have gotten the family dog to lick them without a pork chop hanging around their necks. They’d get laid by talent, and I could block them talking about secrets.
Corey had introduced a head net of transducers that was described as a new form of transcranial direct current stimulation. We told the engineers that this net would stimulate creativity, but we’d really download alien advanced ideas that they could ‘dream up’ themselves. It gave us a limited method of direct knowledge transfer. We enhanced what they knew, and conditioned them to be unable to tell any secrets about our organization. Torture would switch off their brains, their pain centers, and they’d turn into zombies any time they were abused. They couldn’t… knowingly tell – say – an adorable wife, anything vital – just enough information to keep them getting laid. Same plan was used with the gay employees. 
This was my first meeting with my entire elites of the engineering team. Their subordinates were unstimulated, but they were all classically talented. This meeting would initiate the dismantling the sources of power for the Earth oligarchy. The water, oil, agro, and drug barons would be threatened, as would most of the worlds’ financial elite. Corey, and I were going to destroy their power in an effort to prepare the Earth to meet a supposedly implacable foe. 
 
****
 
The engineers were a little anxious to be meeting with the ‘great’ Richard Patterson. I was getting a bit anxious myself about what we were about to do. It would throw millions out of work, collapse economies, cause widespread war, start plagues, and famine – you know – business as usual. It would start with this meeting.
“Ladies, and gentlemen. Lend me your ears…we are about to embark on a new age for mankind,” I said, and they all looked at each other, raised eyebrows, or shrugged with looks like ‘wonder what he’s smoking.’
“I intend to give the world cheap, affordable energy. I want to build small, portable energy generators. The technology comes from a problem I had with the railgun project. Last year there was an issue when I misaligned the magnetic fields – kept getting anomalous readings. This was the result,” I said, and pulled out a 30 cm long white cylinder from under my chair. It had a household duplex wall plug on one end.
“Fred. Would you bring me that heater from under Sheri’s desk over there? Susan. Would you get some high amperage 110 volt appliance from the lab please?” I asked. Fred brought the heater, and I plugged it in, and turned it on. Susan brought an electric shop vacuum, and I plugged that in, and turned it on. I let them run for five minutes while we just sat there. Guess they were thinking this was just a battery, and inverter deal. I turned off the vacuum, and heater, and just sat there a minute ‘til someone spoke up.
“Is that a battery inverter system?” Andy asked.
I shook my head…”not…”
“A new supercapacitor?” someone asked.
“Warmer,” I said.
“How much wattage is that device capable of?” asked one of the engineers in the back – think that was Eric Lovell. “How long can it supply that current?”
“Now we’re getting somewhere,” I said. “Indefinitely… I think, and 25kW at 200 amps…real zero point energy – I think.”
Some of them laughed. Others looked incredulous. I heard a ‘bullshit’, or two. 
Susan asked, “You want us to do what? You’ve already built this thing – what do you need us for?”
“I want you to thoroughly test this thing. Copy it. Make do-it-yourself, easy to construct plans. See WHY it works. I have an idea, but I want your ideas. Find out if we can make 50kW devices, megawatt devices. Find out how this thing works – as far as I know – it may be a fluke. I put plans on the lab server for you. Don’t let this get out – don’t mention it,” I emphasized. “You will be killed if you do.” Boy, that statement stopped them in their tracks, I thought to Corey.
Corey chuckled.
“Not by me – well maybe by me if you try to go public before we’re ready. Think about it. Let’s say you sell petroleum for a living. You manufacture gasoline engines. What if desalinization becomes a very cheap way to get plentiful fresh water? Will the water barons fight to keep their death grip on water rights? What about all the fracking, and nuclear plants? What will happen when the smallest village in Africa can have cheap power, or someone in subsidized housing doesn’t have to decide between staying warm in the winter, or buying food. What happens when ships, or airplanes don’t need fuel? I expect you people to come up with what industries you think will be affected, and how. I want plans we can put up on the web to self manufacture these…yesterday people. Divide up. Chop chop people.”
You know this news will leak out don’t you, Corey said – ah selling short is still legal in some places. You will make a fortune. 
My plan Corey… Every now and then a blind hog will find a truffle.
Very apt analogy for you Richard (chuckle)…
If we send the plans out worldwide – it will start with a few making them, and they will work. We could sell kits at 10% above cost, or assembled for a lot more. I thought we’d need electricians to pull the power meters off homes, but I’ll let the power companies come do that for the people. What used to be a dire threat for people will become a new type of protest. People have been held hostage to utility companies for such a long time – they will take some convincing.
Corey, I continued. Would you figure out marketing, and such to install these power devices? We’ll need shops to convert people’s electric cars, and new training modules to teach people how to do new jobs. Let’s set up skill training centers to ‘quick teach’ new skills at really low prices. No more ‘stimulation.’ Something like $20 for basic high school education, and electrician $20, politician 25 cents, I thought.
Funny. I’ll give you a list that is a bit better organized, and thought through. You feeling any different lately? Corey inquired.
I have been itching, and sneezing some. I thought I was immune to viruses, and bacterial infections now?
You are…that’s just the nanites I gave you this morning in those nose drops. 
You said that would make me feel better. I feel like crap.
They are just rewriting some of your DNA. You will soon have more natural intellect, faster reaction times, more stamina, more strength, more vigor – what age do you want to appear?
Hum-m. Keep it in the early thirties, but keep that gray streak in my hair. People don’t want too young a guy making decisions. I’ll be seventy years old next month. How long do you think I’ll live?
‘Til the horde gets here, or the water barons kill you – a few more months.
Funny. Corey. Real funny.



POWER TO THE PEOPLE
 
I went to the military guys first, and offered them the same old ten percent above cost, and they thought it was a good idea, but General Stephens surprised me.
“These will be great, and you say you have them in any capacity I need? Are these costs correct? These don’t cost nearly anything, but they create another problem. All our weapons use flammable hydrocarbons, and even though we have a lot of that now – we have to ship that to the forward units through hostile territory. How about coming up with another power source for our weapons? Something that would only require changing the recharge units on the weapons instead of all new weapons,” he said.
Corey was quick on the uptake, and I had missed it, supercapacitors…doable. I’ll send information to the next engineer, or two, when they’re doing stimulation training.
“Good idea General. I’ll try to get it done yesterday if we have a deal with the zero point generators,” I said.
Stephens went on. “My people all tell me they work just fine, and I will authorize this myself. These generators cost just a fraction of my fuel budget, but it will piss off many of the folks that sell us fuel.”
“No doubt about that sir. We’re on it,” and I ducked out of his office. Shit. We’d have to really move on this one. Corey. Can we really make supercapacitors that will charge almost immediately, but keep a charge for a good period of time?
Ah. Should be no problem. I’m surprised I didn’t think about it. Even I have blind spots. Supercapacitors can take a charge in a few seconds, and the ones I can help design will make all the weapons much lighter.
That’s going to require a lot of retraining for people because shooters automatically adjust to the weight of the weapon. The railgun will have more kick because it will be lighter… so we’ll have to redesign the recoil buffer on those too.
I didn’t think of that either, Corey said.
It the difference of actually using weapons, and designing them – it’s where me being human will help you.
Glad I found something useful you could do (chuckle), thought Corey.
Very funny…
****
 
Hamilton came to me with the latest reports on the zero point modules. 
“What is it Hamilton?” I asked as he said that’s how he wanted to be called by friends instead of ‘Tony’.
He sat there a minute, and saw my bodyguards were out of earshot, and he canted his head a bit to the side, and back a bit while squinting slightly. “You’ve had a lot of the quick training we’re all getting, but it isn’t the same for you.” He said – it wasn’t a question. “You’re getting a continuous feed of information aren’t you?” Again – the question was rhetorical. “How, and why? We’ve been together almost from the get-go on this, and I want to know where we’re headed. All our predictions look pretty grim. There will be massive fighting, and deaths – soldiers, and civilian populations due to these ‘innovations’ we are introducing. No one man – not DaVinci, not Tesla, not Musk introduced so much so soon. Trust me,” he said running out of steam.
“I can’t…yes I have access to quick learning with technology above current levels…I just need you to back me up because its going to get really weird pretty soon when we start to accelerate the tech improvements,” I said.
“…like the supercapacitor?” he asked.
“No. We had supercapacitors – all we are introducing there is an incremental innovation. The power supplies are the first radical innovation.”
“What about invisibility?” he asked.
“We’d been messing around with meta-material, and OLED projections for years – I guess the shield technology, and invisibility are jumping ahead fifty years. When we jump ahead a thousand years, or more is when it’s going to get weird,” I said in the most candid admission I’d ever made.
“So what we’re doing is just warming up the pan before we get it hot, and jump into it…” he said.
“Pretty much,” I said. “I’ll explain more pretty soon…as soon as the zero point modules power modules are being introduced world wide.”
That seemed to placate him for the moment, but he sent me a report from his wrist MemDex, and wanted my comments. It was detailing how the supercapacitors had worked even better than we thought, and the soldiers liked the adaptations. They all kept their old hydrocarbon units for now in case no zero point module was available for charging, but really liked the lightweight of the supercapacitors. They were even able to get the same number of shots with either system. Taking five pounds off their back meant they could cover more territory easier, and resupply wouldn’t be as critical now. 
 
  People’s Liberation Army HQ – Beijing, China
 
Shàngjiàng (General) Zhang Wei of the People’s Liberation Army, General Armaments Department was disturbed. The Americans were frustrating him on every turn. It wasn’t enough that China had ‘liberated’ Taiwan before our current internal troubles. The technology of the West was far outstripping China’s own. These pulse guns, and railguns threw everything out of balance. It was shaming to admit we could not duplicate their shield abilities – our shields were weaker, and they could not be adapted to become invisible nor allow the user to move while the shield is on…and now this report.
His intelligence team had seen demonstrations of power generating devices that are cheap, and can produce 25kW of power indefinitely. The Americans have put these plans on the Net for anyone to use…and they work. How can we face this deluge of new technology? The ministers are demanding I produce these miracles at less cost. Now…an envoy from this company that produces these wonders wishes to meet with me. They will demand cost increases for the new generators I am sure. I must remain calm. “Show them in?” I tell my aide, and bid him leave afterward…sure that he has listening devices littered around my office.
The two pale Americans that came in fit the stereotypical pale skinned giant with perfect teeth, and running shoes. 
“Colonel General Zhang Wei. I am very pleased to meet you,” said the first man with reddish hair, and freckles. 
“Greetings. You are with AcuMint?” the general said now a bit chagrined that he had sent away his aide that spoke better English.
“I am sorry. My name is Stewart Avery, and this is James Cowan. We work for Richard Patterson. He said he worked with you briefly in Indonesia when he was working with Sigma Max.”
“Oh. Lieutenant Patterson. He is a good man, but I thought he was dying of cancer.”
“Not now general. He looks about thirty years old. He’s the one that has come up with many of these ideas. He wanted you to have a sample of his newest products, but we left them in the van in the parking lot because there was so much equipment.”
“I do know the man,” the general said, but disbelieved it was the same one that had invented all this technology. How could he still be alive – ah – he has unlimited funds now, and wants me to give him more. “He wants to sell me more products at three times his manufacturing cost again,” the general said sternly.
“No. No. Sir. James here speaks almost fluent Mandarin. We were sent here, on indefinite loan, to help you start manufacture of these new products. Could you send some people to bring the equipment here so we can demonstrate it for you? It’s in the gray van.”
“More weapons?” the general asked. Why didn’t this Avery person have the man Cowan speak in Mandarin – stupid Americans, he thought as he walked to the double doors of his office, and threw them open. He saw his aide listening to a small device. “You’ve been listening. Go get some people, and bring that equipment here.” The man started to deny listening, but the General yelled, “Now!” 
The aide ran down the corridor, and in five minutes came with five other soldiers struggling with many cases, and boxes. Evidently the van was filled to the brim. The general motioned them to put it all in his office. They did so, and tried to look calm, and at ease, but they were sweating through their uniforms.
The general told them that would be all – they saluted, and left though the aide stayed.
“It will be easier to hear from in here – stay,” he said in Mandarin with obvious disgust. He turned to the westerners.
“What have got for me?” he asked.
They opened the largest crate by folding down the sides. It looked simply like a huge plastic cube with huge insulators.
General Zhang Wei was not about to ask the purpose of the device – he would let them blurt it out.
“This is for your next desalinization project, or to replace the system in Shanghai.” Avery said proudly.
“We have a system that does that already. It supplies the whole population there,” the general said. “We already produce fresh water, and that device is too small.”
“This device doesn’t produce fresh water. I am sorry to give that impression. This device produces electricity to power the plant. This device produces 500 megawatts of electricity. You would use a bank of them. Mister Patterson says you could increase output to six million cubic meters of fresh water per day with these,” Avery said.
“How much does Mister Patterson want for these? Millions?” the general was able to sound sarcastic. 
“This device costs about $2,500 to manufacture. I have plans here for this device, but I’m not sure the Chinese is perfect. We’re here to work out any problem,” Avery said.
The aide spoke up. “Surely you mean 500 kilowatts, and not megawatts Mister Avery. What does this use for fuel?”
“These use zero point energy, and we’ve never had one fail. The output is megawatts. We have a gigawatt one at home, but we have problems with the transmission lines, and insulators so this is our largest one so far that is utterly reliable,” Avery said.
“Kilowatts?” asked the aide.
“兆瓦不会千瓦。六台设备会产生三个亿千瓦的大型淡水厂。” said Cowan. “Megawatts. I told him six devices would produce three gigawatts of power for the huge fresh water plant they were considering.”
“You will help us build these generators? At what cost?” the general asked. 
“Sir. Our boss, Mister Patterson ordered us to help you any way we could…we have much more to show you. None of this costs you anything. Mister Patterson said that it would be destabilizing to not have these devices distributed everywhere. The US doesn’t have the manufacturing capacity. Your environmental problems will get better if your electricity costs drop. You can manufacture small ones for your people, and vehicles. That would give you more money to spend on infrastructure – roads, bridges, and dams.”
“This will be very disruptive everywhere,” said the aide.
“Yes, but cheap power will relieve much of your current internal stresses,” Avery said.
“What else do you have for us?” said the general knowing that adopting this technology would be like opening Pandora’s box.
“Here are the plans on paper, and electronically for all different sizes. This contains our basic research on how these work – we don’t understand everything, but we hope to understand more by sharing with you.”
Avery continued, “This is probably more important – this is a learning interface,” he said, and held up a wired net shaped to fit over a head. It was wired to a small box. This stimulates learning – we’ve got topics for physics, chemistry, mathematics, material science, and energy production. These are just the basic education ones too.”
“They only work in English I suppose,” said the aide sarcastically.
The general was annoyed that his aide had spoken, but it mirrored his own thoughts.
“No. I thought so too, but this works with any person – in any language. You remember the lessons in whatever language is native to you, or near native.”
“That is impossible,” said the aide.
“Since it happens – it may be possible…” Cowan said. “The learning programs are easy to duplicate also. We will make several of the machines available to you with plans to make more. We have plans for devices to record any other training programs you want to record, and distribute.”
The two men demonstrated a few other devices that were impressive, but not on the scale of the eternal free power supply, and teaching device. The general told his aide to see to their lodging, but held him back as they were leaving.
“I trust these people as much as I trust a hedge fund manager. Make sure all this is triple checked. You are with the intelligence branch – I’ve known since you were assigned. Watch them, and I want to know everything this Richard Patterson does,” The general ordered.
“We’re trying,” said the aide.
“Try harder,” the general said menacingly. 


AcuMint Headquarters – Cary, North Carolina
 
Richard Patterson, and Corey were discussing the developments. 
I think the zero point modules are getting made worldwide. It looks like they will transform many industries.
You mean to say that they are making half the industries obsolete. There have been labor riots all over China, India, South America, Africa, Europe, Scandinavia, Russia, …
 …and the Middle East is on fire – again. I’m not thinking about any of that right now. My body has been changing, and I haven’t been with a woman in quite some time – years. I’m feeling the effects. Every time a woman walks by now I smell their scent – it’s driving me mad. 
Part of your upgrade I expect. Your nanites have been busy, and you haven’t integrated all your new abilities. Try to see across the lab – how fine is your vision?
I can read the serial numbers on the equipment tags.
Walk into the test range.
I walked into the dark test range, and the light came on.
Turn the lights off.
“Lights off,” I said, and the lights dimmed, but normally that would have destroyed my night vision, but mine adapted almost instantaneously, and I could see dimly around me. 
Now I want you to try something. Close your eyes for a second, and then, open them looking for heat – think infrared.
I did as he told me, and when I opened my eyes I could see the heat signature of all the objects around me. I could see where some of targets downrange still had residual heat from this mornings firing, and I saw less insulated portions of the walls. I could concentrate, and see some heat signatures of people THROUGH the walls like they do these days with reflected wi-fi signals.
Now that is one portion of your biological improvement. Now we look at some other bioelectronics improvements. Think about seeing Wi-Fi spectrums.
I did so, and the Wi-Fi signals were visible all around me. Cells, wristcomms, appliances – all visible – and I could see the people clearly moving through the walls – all around me. This is fantastic. I had no idea. What else?
Think magnetic fields – a little different from the electromagnetic waves, and the world around me changed, and I saw beautiful colors, and how the Earth’s magnetic field swirled around all the objects, and I could see natural magnetism, and electromagnetic fields.
Why is this so different? 
Your race has not discovered that there are as many frequencies to magnetic fields as there exist in the normal electromagnetic spectrum. Try terahertz frequencies, thought Corey as I walked back into the lab. 
Everything was clear in a different way. The background terahertz frequencies allowed me to see through soft objects like wood paneling, or…clothing. One of my ever-present security team came over to me. Joey Sanchez – a very talented fighter, ex-soldier, and beautiful woman. She was stunning to see through her clothing, and I could smell her – oh God could I smell her. I got excited even though I knew she preferred women – couldn’t blame her – so did I. I think I must be a lesbian too.
“Is there anything wrong sir? You came out of the darkened range, and looked…odd. You okay?” she asked.
“I’m fine Joey,” I said at which point Corey started talking with me again. “Just thoughtful,” I stammered.
You know you can produce attractive pheremones at will now don’t you. Try it. Think of ‘smelling’ attractive, Corey said.
I did, and with my acute vision I saw Joey inhale, and watched her pupils dilate, and she exhaled an aroma of well – arousal. God – this is like a microphone too close to a speaker – a feedback loop. I’ve got to break this off I said as I felt myself hardening below.
“You sure you’re okay sir,” she said alluringly, and stepped much closer than normal. “Wouldn’t you like to go to your office where you can think…privately?” she asked in a way dripping with innuendo – she was looking at my bulging pants.
Corey – how do I stop this?
I can think of one way, and that is to do what she asks – okay, okay. Just trying to get you laid… Think about finishing the nanite project.
What nanite project? I didn’t know what he was talking about, but it distracted me for a moment, and that was enough. “Thank you very much Joey, but I have to get to work on something else. Thanks again.”
Joey let out a big sigh – god I could smell the hormones. “’K boss.” She moved away to her normal standoff distance.
I let out a sigh too, and asked Corey, What was the nanite project?
You have a team building types of nanites to treat wounds, and give multi-spectral vision to your test team, and your soldiers. Remember that you’ve got tens of thousands of employees that you contact regularly through messaging, and personally recorded messages.
You do that for me with my synthesized voice – right, and messaging? Are our nanites planning to enhance physical stamina, strength, and all other attributes?
Yep, Corey thought.
Great Corey, but I still have that need. I’ve been thinking about Carole Koth a lot lately. She was really nice, she’s physically about 32, and I look a lot younger than I did when we dated a couple of years ago. Can you locate her for me? I think I need to call her.
Calling her now.
“Hello,” I heard her say. “Who is this?”
I had forgotten that I’d had Corey block my location, and calling number. Suddenly I felt a little nervous. “Hi Carole. It’s Richard Patterson.”
“You’ve got a lot of nerve,” Carole answered with a lot of venom on her voice.
“Sorry. I was building a company. I didn’t want to put you in a position to get hurt,” I said. “I became a target.”
“So I became a one-night stand – that it…what has changed now? Do you not think I’d be more in danger now that you’re a big success?” she said.
“So you kept up with me?”
“Of course. How could I miss stories about you? I thought at first it was something to do with me, but then I realized you were looking younger, and younger from the photographs I saw – I figured you were just having a good ole’ time.”
I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it – I laughed. Kill me. I thought it was funny. I did. Carole didn’t like it a bit. She thought I was laughing at her. She cut the connection. I tried calling her back, but she had evidently cut off her comm. I left several messages apologizing, and left my private number. No joy. I started to give up, but I don’t give up easily, and she was still worth.
Corey. Do you know where she works?
Yes I do. You planning to go by, and use pheromones on her.
No. Yes. I don’t know. What should I do?
Richard. I am incredibly knowledgeable, but I am a…how do I say this…an alien from the distance past from a planet tens of thousands of light years away…did I mention I am non-organic, and am spread over eleven dimensions. Do you really think I am the best resource for love advice with human females? Really?
Okay. Find out if I can get her promoted, or something. I’ll send her flowers. Do think that will work?
I don’t see where you’ve had experience like this in the past, and there is too much contradictory information out there.
See if you can get her a better job as caregiver, or nurse, and have her followed to see if she’s dating anyone else. Report back to me. I couldn’t stop thinking about that glorious day we’d spent together.
Need I mention that this is distracting you from our little program to save the planet?



IMPROVEMENTS
 
“Sergeant Major. What is this supposed to do for me? Is it like the shots we took before we went to Asia last time?” asked the anxious corporal.
“No Komenski. Lieutenant Patterson said this would turn you into a near superman. Wounds would heal faster, you’d be stronger, have better eyesight, hearing…more of a stud than you already are,” the sergeant major laughed.
“If Patterson says it does that – I believe him. He has brass balls – that man. I almost shit when I shot him with that pulse rifle, and railgun – especially after we all saw it totally destroy an Abrams. More of a stud – find that hard to believe? How many have done this before me?” Komenski asked as they were injecting him.
“You’re the first son. Patterson said you were half superman already – not as far to go as the others. Oh. Patterson said it’d hurt…a bit.”
Komenski screamed, “OohRa!” – then he screamed a ‘bit’ more. 
 
                                 Fort Bragg
 
 “What were the results from the results with the nanites?” General Green asked Sergeant Major Pinchon. 
“You realize General that these men were the elite – also twenty women. It was amazing. They are impervious to disease, doubling their strength, or more. They are faster with metabolisms better than Kenya marathon runners. They are scary – but we have one failure in about forty.”
“What happens with a failure?” the general asked.
“It just doesn’t take sir. They pee them out – a bit painfully, but no other complications.”
“How much will THIS cost us? Does Patterson want our firstborn, or just an arm, and leg?”
“Nothing sir except he wants the data to fine-tune them. He gave us equipment that let us duplicate as many as we need – as long as we leave some as a starter. I need you to watch this video of these guys on an exercise.”
The general watched the video, and all he said was, “Good god. Look at that…this hasn’t been edited?” 
“No sir,” the sergeant said.
“Look at them jump…after an eighty klick forced march with full pack. They look fresh. You didn’t give them drugs?”
“Sir. I admit I promised that I’d buy the beer if they made it by a set time. They beat that time by an hour, and I’m out serious beer money. They ARE eating huge amounts more, but you can see why.”
“I’ll authorize it for the rest of the battalions. I’ve got calls to make,” said the general. “Dismissed.” The general sat wondering what would be next.
 
            Central Miltary Commission Beijing
 
General Zhang Wei sat in the briefing room with others in the General Staff. 
“So it is decided then,” declared General Wáng Xiùyīng of the Central Military Commission. “We cannot let this continue unchecked. This man Patterson is the key. He, and his team – mostly Patterson, is the cause for all these technological improvements. We have proof that he has made small suggestions for the last twenty-five years. He has been secretly taking courses in every subject that was available online for decades probably. We need to find some lever, kidnap him, or kill him. We do not care which choice. General,” he said to Zhang Wei. “This is your job. Our country’s future depends on it.”
General Zhang Wei respected Patterson as a warrior – as an honorable man. It was not the first time he had been given orders he did not agree with…
 
 
       AcuMint Manufacturing Facility – Cary, North Carolina
 
 
Richard had no luck getting back with Carole Koth. She was as adamant avoiding him as he was contacting her. It was maddening. She got fired at the elderly caregiver’s home (Corey’s doing), and got a new job as a supervisor of a retirement center – better hours at twice the pay with better benefits (Corey’s doing). She did very well at her job, and the commute was shorter. The surveillance turned up no dating prospects, but there were some young women at the new facility.
 

                                             ****
 
The vehicle barreling straight at the front gate of AcuMint startled Richard, just as he was leaving for his weekly trip to Fort Bragg. His vehicle’s shield kicked on – just before a blast destroyed much of the surrounding landscaping. An AcuMint drone was overhead in seconds armed with an infrared stun gun. There seemed to be two, or three enemy snipers placed with a railgun, and pulse laser in the tree line. Mel led a security team out to flank the attackers after pinpointing their magnetic signature among the foliage.
The whip crack of a railgun, and flashes from the facility shield were nearly continuous. The recently installed shield was absorbing all the shots. The flashes from the defensive field, as the sniper shots were harmlessly deflected, were a momentary distraction for the snipers. The drone pinpointed the attackers, and swept the stunning fire continually over their positions. The attackers had exposed flesh not covered by armor, and they soon collapsed. Mel’s team disarmed them, secured them, and carted them back to the facility.
The drone spotted a vehicle leaving the area, and a second drone armed with a modified pulse rifle was dispatched. The second drone targeted the rear of the vehicle when it reached a deserted section of road, and fired. The right rear corner of the vehicle was pierced as it flipped off the road, and into an embankment. The driver staggered out of the vehicle’s crash restraints, and started staggering away. Another team from AcuMint had no trouble tracking, and stunning the disabled driver. The four captured personnel were brought to a secure area on the AcuMint property.
The head of security started to ‘interview’ them separately, but was interrupted – the local police came, and had not been called. The police said there had been complaints about a loud explosion, and ‘heard’ that a car bomb had been exploded at our front gate. They asked if we had detained the perpetrators, and were they in custody. We checked their credentials, and they really were cops. Corey advised me not to even press charges, but the police arrested them for using a weapon of mass destruction, and conspiracy to commit murder. We sent the police all our video feeds, and some members of my security team went down to police headquarters, and gave sworn videos.
Corey dumped all the info to me. Looked like it was the work of Sandy Withrow from Sigma Max at the behest of her brother. They didn’t mind if they killed me, but that was not their intent. Seems the Chinese had put them up to it so I would have to go to court. They just wanted to tie me up testifying, and any type of case – other court cases had been planned according to Corey. This was just going to be the first of many. The attacker’s families had been in financial difficulty with Sigma Corp, and they were being handsomely compensated with medical care. All their debts paid with a company pension, but with cutouts so it couldn’t be traced — normally. 
 
****
 
Sandy Withrow was enjoying the flush after an energetic lovemaking session with an employee at one of her resort homes. This assignation was at Whalehead Beach on North Carolina’s Outer Banks. Her lover had already left – an up, and coming executive at Sigma Max. She thought she heard a noise, but then felt a shock. 
She came around a few minutes later realizing that it was cold, and she was naked – hanging in mid-air at the end of her pier. As soon as she started struggling she was dropped into the icy salt water. She swallowed some water, and fought her way to the surface, and looked around. She saw nothing, as the waves were too high to get to any ladder. She swam the short distance to the rocky shore, and just lay there panting. What was happening? Someone was trying to kill her. Patterson was doing this. How did he find out? Well, at least it didn’t work. She started to push herself out of the pebbles, and felt another searing shock. 
When she regained consciousness she was hanging from her ankles. She could feel someone gripping her ankles enough to hold her, but padded somehow so not to bruise her. She held immobile while she regained her senses. What could she do? She couldn’t see anyone. “You don’t have to do this? Do you want a confession? Nothing would stand up in court – it is under duress. This is illegal,” she said, and heard a deep laugh.
“We can do this all night. This is going to end badly for you, your daughter Emily, your brother, his family, and children – your niece, and nephew. Your genome will be erased from the planet if you ever plan anything again – anything,” said the deep voice.
She started to say something when she was suddenly falling into the icy water again. She choked, and spit the water out of her nose, and mouth, and flailed her way to the beach again. She lay there gasping, and started to get up when the searing shock hit her again, and she lost consciousness.
Sandy slowly came to, and found herself in bed with her business clothes laid out on the chaise lounge for her workday tomorrow. Her ankles, and shoulders were sore so it couldn’t have been a dream. She didn’t have any sand on her – her security system was on, and showed she had been home all night. That was more frightening than she imagined – no one would know. She’d be gone, and she knew that the power behind that voice would erase all her family if she ever did anything toward Patterson again. How did they find out about her daughter, Emily? That was her most closely guarded secret. She would discourage anyone trying something against Richard Patterson – she knew he was a soldier, but who knew he could do this? She did now. 
 
People’s Liberation Army HQ – Beijing, China
 
General Zhang Wei’s aide was reported missing twenty-four hours after the attack on Richard Patterson. His remains were identified from DNA two days later. The body had evidently been fed into a forestry chipper truck about forty-five kilometers from his apartment. No one had seen any vehicle, and it was too far for anyone to walk, or be carried such a distance. The photos on General’s Wei’s desk gave him the message. A smiling close-up photo of his wife, and two sons looked like they had been taken on a family outing. The photos were in stock frames the same make, and brand as others on his desk. He hadn’t taken the photos, or placed them on his desk. They appeared on the same day his aide’s body was identified. He would not pursue any other actions against Richard Patterson, and would discourage others to do so.
 
  Wake County Jail – Raleigh, North Carolina
 
The four attackers fell ill about the same time. They had somehow contracted a virulent form of Listeria monocytogenes, a rare, and antibiotic resistant bacterial disease. It was traced to a food delivery – requested – evidently by Sigma Max for their former employees, and high officials in the sheriff’s department who allowed the delivery. The four men recovered, but would be debilitated for life.
 
Phase III, Corey said.
I give. What is phase three? The education programs do not work on a third of the people. Isn’t the common denominator that those people are dumb as rocks? 
Politicians? Bureaucrats? (Laughter)
Very funny…I’m serious Corey. What is Phase III? The nanites are fine. The power generators are busy making many jobs obsolete. The weapons are decent. The shields are getting more refined every day – and stronger. Are the shields some sort of Horde technology?
Yes. The shields are technology we recovered from the Horde. They didn’t invent it. They enslave smart people, and make them produce, or die. They take whatever resources they need, and eradicate everything else: beings, minerals, technology, water …everything.
The next phase will kill off many… because of genetic manipulation of food supplies, and disease prevention.
But we’re already doing that, Richard thought.
Exactly…but the drug companies are focusing on making money for corporations. No matter how benevolent a corporation begins, the shareholders will demand profit. They demand a return on their investments – rapidly – not over decades. Quarterly returns at best – yearly returns, or heads roll. Large agricultural firms sell seeds to farmers that can stand up to the pesticides, and fungicides the companies sell. The pesticides, and chemicals get stronger because the insects, disease, and fungi evolve, and become resistant. The chemicals enter the food chain through soil, water, produce, and meats. The chemicals enter the bodies of water, and damage the ecosystems of fresh, and salt water…they accumulate. Corey continued. Farmers are not allowed to replant the seeds they buy. They have to buy new seeds every year. They can’t take the seeds from the best products to grow more next season.
Thank your Supreme Court for that.
How do we stop that? I don’t know anything about farming. I knew as soon as I said that I’d get a data dump, and sure enough, even the index of knowledge was huge. I suppose I took courses in agriculture, and organic produce production – oh – animal husbandry.
Yep.
Okay, Mister multidimensional personality core. How do we pull off this wonder? Have I already started another company?
Actually I started a few little companies a couple of years ago. You just acquired them recently…, and that’s a hyperdimensional personality core to you…
What do my new companies do?
You acquired several thousand companies actually instead of those big ones. You have bought a couple of the big agro companies though, and you’re reforming their research, policies, and advertising. You are having them research natural resistance, and insect sterilization programs for the nastier pests, and are having some early successes with the ‘stimulation programs’ you also introduced. The thousands of small companies offer seed sharing to their communities with backing from a large philanthropic donor.
Me?
Yep. You. The media campaign is spending millions. Looks like your competition is going into some shady genetic modifications that may kill…well… billions.
Billions? I thought you were here to save my planet not kill it off yourself. How?
You’ve been headed there all along. These chemical companies have been poisoning your soil, water, and air for the last hundred years – now – they added genetic manipulations they barely understand, and they will kill the weakest in your world. You will need the weapons, energy, and shields plus green food supplies to survive what is coming.
How can you predict that? I don’t see the evidence. What is coming?
When is the last time you saw advertisements for tomatoes, or strawberries? Organic coffee.
Hey I saw some just the other day. First time I’ve ever seen any advertising.
That was me – that was you…your advertising. PsyOps.
I still don’t see how the current practices will kill that many people any time soon. Grocery prices are low.
Artificially low. The genetically modified crops are all about to fail.
How many crops will fail? How could they fail?
They’ve had programming added.
By you?
Of course… Almost all big agro crops will fail this season.
What do you predict will happen?
I predict prices will rise dramatically, and organic food will be required to be labeled properly – due to the deaths that will occur from eating the ‘geneticlly modified’ food. PsyOps will attempt to label modified foods as poisonous, or carcinogenic so no one will want to eat it.
How can survive on lessor yields? 
You will learn to work cooperatively with organic waste recycling, composting, high-rise hydroponics, (you’ve seen all those plans, and our people having been building them for the last two years). Soon you’ll be able to get fresh fruits, and vegetables year round – after the crisis that is…big Agro companies will not go quietly.
So this is phase III?
Well…partly. The nanites will ‘escape’ after being stolen, and will be duplicated. They can be copied, but not upgraded. They are programmed to work only at a certain cognitive level. That is why you have one in forty failures with the soldiers. You will have MANY more failures in the general public. Oh – Carole wants to talk with you over lunch somewhere safe.
…and you know this how?
She just sent you a text. La Farm Bakery in Cary. Great soups, soufflés, sandwiches…great reviews…reasonable… You’re supposed to meet her in an hour. Send your security to screen the area?
Yes. Send them. What did she want to talk about?
She didn’t say.

****
 
Joshua Wilslang, as he was known currently, had been following Carole Koth for three months. Joshua had found out that Richard Patterson dated one person since he had retired from Sigma Max. One woman – neighbors had opened up to him about Richard – they all talked like they had known him personally because he had lived in their building, and now he was a big success. It was touching except he had followed this broad for weeks – now months. How mundane? Same grind, same schedule – that never varied. Get up, work, grocery store, beauty parlor, nails, doctor – same ‘ole same ‘ole.
Joshua had been hired by a conglomerate six months previously to eliminate Richard Patterson. He found he wasn’t alone in wanting to get rid of him, from the scuttlebutt – it’s just that I won’t get paid if someone else kills him. Last week there was an attempt – probably Sigma Max for some other partner. It hadn’t ended well for the attackers. They were now all brain-damaged vegetables, and no one had heard a peep from Sigma Max. Joshua knew that Big Pharma, and Big Agro had teamed up to fund his own pay. Little Carole was going to meet Richard at a local restaurant… how sweet, he thought.  He set up, and ordered a little something, and told the waitress he was waiting for an online date – paid her an inordinate tip to be discrete, and ordered a bowl of soup. It wasn’t bad for American food, but he’d let it grow cold.
 
Carole Koth was angry with Richard Patterson, but he had started all those seed resellers, and was against the agro-industry. Green products – he was a closet environmentalist…who knew? She had thought he was just into weapons, and one-night stands. Maybe there was more to him than she imagined. She was still hurt that he hadn’t called, and then when he did – he had laughed at her. She reminded herself that she was angry even though he was a terrific lover. Angry. Remember angry.
Richard’s team swept the outside lot, and building, for explosives. They then moved to cover positions. They told Richard that Carole was seated inside, with her back to the door – in the back left corner of the restaurant. Richard acknowledged, and entered. He had a team outside with blocking vehicles ready if there were ramming attempts. A missile bearing drone was overhead. He felt as militarily prepared for a date as he could. He wished he felt as sure about his mental preparation for this meeting.
 
                                         ****
 
I walked in, and walked over to the table, and sat down across from Carole. “Carole. It is so good to see you. I’ve missed you.”
“Really…funny way of showing it. You spend one night with me, and then I don’t hear from you – not one word for years. I give you a second chance, and you laugh at me,” she said, and looked hurt.
She looked so good. I couldn’t say I had forgotten because I don’t forget things now since my ‘revision.’ She looked even better than I remembered.
“You know I got fired from my old job,” she said. “I have a new job working at New Hills Retirement Center. I’m a supervisor now.”
“I know. I’ve been keeping up with you,” I said trying to let her know I was still interested.
“So – still keeping tabs on all your one night stands. Must be a pretty big stable to only use them once every two years,” she snapped. “I hated losing my old job. That old biddy treated me like family. I’m convinced she was adding me to her will. Now I have to look after everyone else’s problems now that I’m the supervisor. My tension level has gone up 100 percent.”
“Oh. I didn’t know that. I thought you hated the old bird. I didn’t mean to…”
“You didn’t mean – did you have something to do with me getting fired. I thought it was kind of funny. One second we’re fine, and then she gives me the sack. The next second I’ve got an offer, and a promotion – thought it was somebody pulling strings. Did you do that?” she demanded. “How dare you!” she yelled, and swung to slap him hard. He saw it coming, but the blow did not land.
Carole yelled, and jerked her hand back to her chest. “Oh God. Oh god, oh god…” she said weaker, and weaker as she went into convulsions as she collapsed out of the booth onto the floor. 
 
****
 
Joshua decided he would slide out since his poisoned dart had missed its intended victim. That nerve toxin gave her about 25 seconds. He was heading out the door in five.
 
Richard saw the sliver embedded in her arm, and looked at where the projectile must have come from. He saw a man rapidly marching out the door. His team had gone on the alert after Carole’s outburst, and they saw her collapse. Mister Patterson pointed at the man. “That’s the guy. Tried to kill me. Get him.” The two security team members nearest the door went out, and indicated to the outside group. The security remainder inside stood up, and covered all additional threats. The man was half a block away already.
Mel Brown stepped in front of the fleeing man. “Going somewhere buddy?” Mel asked, and the man’s hand shot out lightning fast, but Mel was ‘enhanced.’
Mel saw the man’s hand held a stiletto, and then jabbed out toward Mel’s neck. Fast, Mel thought. Mel leaned slightly left caught the man’s right wrist with his own right hand, and pulled forward slightly. Mel took his left hand with palm out, and slapped the man, palm wise across the assailant’s face with his left index finger under the man’s nose. Mel’s right arm slammed the assailant’s outstretched arm down across his knee, snapping the assailant’s arm just above his elbow. The assailant’s head was whipped back, and the back of his head slammed against the sidewalk. Mel pressed at the mandibular junction of the man’s jaw while he was stunned – forced the man’s jaws apart with both hands, and then ripped down. The man’s lower jaw was ripped, and hung, and flapped as blood drooled.
Joey was the next one from the security team to run up – saw the man, and raised her eyebrows. Mel looked taken aback by her look. “He pulled a knife on me.”
“Really, and you thought you’d rip his face apart for that?” she said accusingly.
“Thought he might have had a suicide capsule,” he explained.
“Oh. Cool. Didn’t think of that…good idea partner. Boss is okay – his albeit girlfriend looks like she gonna be a goner though. Fast acting poison,” she said. 
 
****
 
Carole was fading fast. Corey, what is it? 
Fast acting neurotoxin. 
“Sir. Our trauma kits don’t have anything for this…the nanites protect our troops from this, and other effects. The nanites we give the troops need a replicator, and we have don’t have one with us,” said the security member.
My nanites are self-replicating though – aren’t they Corey?
Yes sir, but yours have many additional features not available to others, your multi-spectral vision, your…
Now you’re just trying to delay me. How can I get mine into her? 
You can slit your wrist, spit, urinate, or defecate in her mouth.
I worked up as much saliva as I could – difficult to do in a tense situation, even for me, but I doubt pissing, or shitting in her mouth would have won me any accolades from a dying person. Her jaws were clamped, but I forced them apart, hocked as big a volume as I could, and spit into her mouth. The onlookers that saw past my body, gasped in horror.
Carole started writhing, and screaming. Her convulsions got worse. She lay there screaming, with joints locked rigidly, in pain.
Corey said. I had prepared you for your nanite upgrades. She didn’t have the musculature, or nerve improvements that you did. Remember – the subject has to have a pretty high intellectual potential for this to work. Even a few of your elite military were not able to get them to work. She will need an extremely high caloric intake, and we have no idea how much damage the neurotoxin did to her brain before the nanites could be effective in treating her.
Yes. Fine. See if you can find out who tried to kill me this time. I had the ambulance take her to a private hospital, and assigned around the clock protection for her. Corey arranged all the ‘treatments’ for her by signing her in as a patient of a Doctor Minlow. She was sedated by her nanites finally, and looked peaceful. I stayed by her side, but got three floors of rooms in a nearby hotel. I wanted the floor above mine, and below to be controlled by my team. They scanned every person, and delivery. Anything coming, or going, or overhead, or under the hotel, and hospital was checked. I had to bring in one hundred of my private troops to control egress. 
 
****
 
The room swam into view in a fuzzy way – she was seeing through the clothing of all the nurses, and orderlies. She saw that one man, definitely a man, had a gun – several in fact carried in his clothing, but she couldn’t see his chest area for some reason. She wished her vision would clear up, and suddenly it was clear. She had been a little nearsighted, but when she concentrated she could see the serial numbers on the equipment in the other room. She normally had good hearing, but she could hear what they were saying in the other room, and it was about her.
(Female voice) “I’ve got this shift. Don’t see what the boss sees in this girl, but she’s really lucky to be alive. If he hadn’t given her his nann***s She’d be two days dead. She’s coming to. Call the boss – he said he wanted to be here when she came to explain what’s happened to her.”
(Male voice) “Will do. I’ve ordered a couple of decent meals – she’ll be starving if my experience was any indication.” 
(Female voice) “Good idea – I eat around 5,000 calories a day when I’m active.”
Carole heard the sound of footsteps, and saw this beautiful woman walk into her room. Lord –what a body, and without thought Carole was looking at that body through her clothing. She also saw several knives, and firearms – she seemed to be wearing – body armor?
“Hi Ms. Koth. My name is Joey, and I’m here to welcome you back into the world of the living. I’m one of the personal guards for Richard Patterson.”
Carole squinted her eyes, “Well I bet he’s got a bevvy like you around – you’re very pretty. Do you do more than protect him?”
She laughed. “Hardly. I’m gay, but willing to dabble. As far as I know – he doesn’t dabble, or diddle with any employees.”
“Well. I’m sure he has other women…” Carole said, but Joey cut off her slur in mid-sentence.
“…I should have said. He doesn’t diddle anyone. You are the only person he has ever talked about dating, and he was worried about even doing that because of the inherent danger.”
“Danger?” Carole said.
“You know. Danger… as in getting killed because you are around him, or involved with him – like, say – two days ago in a restaurant when you came between an assassin’s death dart, and Mister Patterson…or last week with a car bomb, and snipers. You’re lucky to be alive,” Joey explained to a stunned Carole.
“What is happening to me? Are the doctors going to release me? What happened to me? I feel…strange. I remember this stabbing pain in my hand that spread – and then – and then I remember Richard holding me. He then – he then made me open my mouth, and he spit – he spit right into my mouth! Is that what happened. I have some type of disease now – that he gave me. I heard – you – I heard you talking in the other room a minute ago about nannies?”
“You heard that in the other room. Oh Lord…so that’s what Richard did. That’s nanites…small nanomachines that entered your bloodstream through the mucosal linings of your mouth. That is why you’re feeling strange. Mister Patterson will be here in a minute. I better not tell you any more – anyway – bet you want to eat,” Joey said as she heard the food tray coming down the hall.
Oh my, Carole thought. I can smell that food from here. Steak, potatoes, and lamb – I can even smell some of the vegetables – fresh lettuces, tomatoes, cantaloupe, noodles, onions, squash – oh my…coconut crème pie…strawberries dipped in chocolate. Carole nearly swooned when she saw the covered dishes roll into the room.
The two men set out the food on a table on the side of the room. Carole realized this wasn’t like any hospital room she had ever used. The table with the food had a tablecloth. 
“Will the doctors let me get out of bed?” Carole asked.
“Doctors,” Joey answered. “You won’t need doctors any more. Bon appetite,” she said, and left.
Carole heard her talking way down the hall, but there were too many echoes, and she couldn’t make out what was being said. The food smell was almost overpowering, and she literally hopped out of bed – she felt so springy – light. She realized she was not wearing a hospital gown, but instead a beautiful silk, silhouette long nightgown/robe Peignoir set. Oh how beautiful, she thought. 
 
****
 
Richard Patterson entered her room just as Carole had settled in to eat. Carole stood up. 
“So this is what I get for slapping you,” she said.
“I never wanted you in any danger. Our day together back the apartment means so very much to me. I never met another woman like you.”
How about Sandy?
Shut the hell up Corey – that was just business. “There is so very much you need to know…” he stopped. “You look absolutely stunning. I had Joey pick out your clothing – I’m glad it’s not leather, and chains. I hoped you would like it. Go ahead, and eat. I remember we were going to have lunch together. I imagine you have many questions.” He paused. “Eat. Eat. It’s getting cold. I’ll join you if you let me.”
The food drew Carole back to the table, and she did notice there were two place settings – she had been having so much stimuli, she had missed it before. She had already cut a bite of steak, and was savoring the rare steak as the rich flavor filled her mouth. Richard just sat there, and looked at her – kind of dreamily, and he did look a LOT younger. He looked about her age, but had a couple of little streaks of gray hair – made him look distinguished. My – he had broad shoulders, and he looked fit – not just healthy – he looked fighting fit. She wondered – yep – she could see that he was trim – oh – and wearing weapons too. Too bad he was sitting, but she had seen him before – very adequate.
Him packing a weapon would have worried her two days before, but her perspective was altering rapidly. A man brought another few dishes, and Richard started joining in. He could pack it away too, Carole thought… just as a man brought a couple bottles of champagne, and opened one.
Carole raised an eyebrow. “You trying to get me drunk?”
“Sounds like fun, but that won’t happen anymore unless you want it to?” he said.
“You mean me dating you, or getting drunk?” she asked.
“I’ve got a lot to tell you,” he said, and started pouring her a glass of champagne. He sighed, and then looked resolved. “Cheers.”
He raised his glass for a toast. “Here’s to Earth,” he said.
Hold on big boy, Corey thought. Don’t go spilling the beans to her, or we’ll all be headed for the looney bin.
I’m not, but she needs to know what’s going to happen to her.
Keep it short lover boy.
“Lost you for a moment there,” she said. “To Earth.” Strange, but sort of cool as an environmentalist, I guess, she thought. Not very personal…you get rich…you get weird.



EXPLANATIONS
 
Carole was sitting quietly waiting for his explanations. This ought to be a doozy she thought. He is exciting to be around she thought, and then remembered his explanation of ‘exciting.’ Pain, uncertainty, frustration, and 5% sheer terror. She could remember those days with him – word for word, and the memories of their lovemaking made her nipples hard.
Richard inhaled deeply, and nearly jumped across the table to ravish her. He could smell her scent, and she must be remembering the night, and morning together so long ago.
“Stop it Carole. Stop thinking about our time together, or I won’t be able to stop myself. You project smells – pheromones that are attractive, and you will be able to control them at will soon. I have that ability too – I didn’t much when we met.”
“You could project smells to make a woman fall for you when we met. You seduced me – that’s like drugging me.”
“Wait – wait Carole. Hear me out before you cut me off again. You are the only woman for me, and I’ve done something to you that cannot be changed easily. I thought I had no choice to keep you alive. I used nanites from my body to fight the neurotoxin in your body. You had moments to live. You have to know what is going to happen to your body.”
Carole decided she owed it to herself to see what he was going to say. The wakeup – clothing, and food had certainly been interesting enough. She reached over, and poured herself another glass of champagne – boy – this is good, she thought. Go on, she thought, and crossed her arms across her chest – partly because she was hostile, and partly because she didn’t want him dwelling on her tits if he could see through the clothing.
“Carole. You are going to experience a lot of changes. You will not have any diseases now that can harm you. You will not have toxins that can harm you. You could live one thousand years if you aren’t killed. You will have the appearance of any age you desire. You will be able to see great distances. You will be able to see different electromagnetic spectrums as you choose. You may eat almost anything, and stay whatever weight you desire. You can build muscle mass wherever you want. You will have more stamina then ever before. You will be stronger, and faster than all around you. You will have the ability to project pheromones, and woo anyone you want: male, or female. You will need much greater needs for physical nourishment. Will you ever forgive me for spitting into your mouth – it was the only way I could think of to save you? You are the only woman for me. People will now target you for your proximity to me. People will try to capture you to copy your blood. Carole – will you be exclusive with me? I know it’s a bit early to ask you about a relationship – but I really – really care for you, and we are so compatible sexually – you are all I think about – I know this is an awkward way to ask someone while they are convalescing, but I can protect you until you can protect yourself.” I said, and left it to her to think through.
There was a long-g-g-g-g-g-g pause, and then Carole started laughing. She choked a minute, and said. “I can look like this for a thousand years? I can change my looks any way I want? You haven’t had a flock of women since we made love two years ago?” There was another log pause. “You will help me learn?”
“Oh yes. I can help you learn more than a stack of PhDs. Whatever you want. I want you to work with me…stay with me…work with me,” I said it, and meant it. She didn’t know that I could NOT let her blood be copied, but she would figure that out soon enough.
There was a long pause. “I have these abilities because you shared YOUR nanites with me. Your nanites are different from, I suspect, all others, and can self replicate. You cannot allow my blood to drawn, and copied,” she said, and there was a long pause. “Well Mister call-late-but-you-did-call. I had one helluva time on our first date, and my second date with you was… memorable. I think you deserve a third. I take it I can have a position in your organization once I have some training. You will arrange that… right?”
“Right. Right,” I said. Corey. You get her up to speed on as much as she can take. “Right,” I said.
“Okay,” she said, and then she released this cloud of pheromones that swept me away. 
I was lost in our desires. I grabbed her, and we made love most of the evening. My new physical abilities increased all my appetites.
 
****
 
Carole woke up feeling more alive than she had ever been in her life…sharper…clearer…faster. She had seen Richard pause many times now, and realized he was thinking…listening…no…it was like he was talking with someone. He had even done it a bit on his first date with her. She thought back – she could remember like it was a recording – every thought she had had at the time. He lay next to her, and he looked, maybe, thirty years old. He had looked older. She knew the very rich could stop aging, but had never heard of them totally reversing aging. She sat – reviewing all she had ever heard on the topic – it did not add up. She pulled the covers down, and Richard’s pajama pants. She would have to interrogate him.  She rolled onto his waking form, and pinned him – literally. 
***
****
 
Richard awakened with Carole using the morning wood technique. He smiled at her, and responded as best he could in the situation. He was quite pleased with his performance, and she was a willing participant when it came right down to it…they both did.
“Okay mister. That was nice for me too. I had an orgasm at the same time you did, and that is rare. Tell me what is going on, or you’ll never leave here with enough energy to walk,” she said.
“What are you talking about?” Richard said feigning ignorance.
“You damn well know what I’m talking about. You gave me your nanites. They have changed me in many ways, but that is not all I’m talking about,” she said.
Richard said nothing, and let the silence stretch – a common practice with interrogators. Carole could not stand the silence any longer.
“You are talking with someone, or some thing every since our first date. I can look back at every time I’ve seen you pause, and talk – get information – change your mind. What is it? Level with me. I am intelligent enough to know that your nanites are self-replicating – different from the military copies you use. I’ve gathered that much. That means you cannot let me get kidnapped, or my blood spilled. We are close enough that you need to trust me,” she said.
You cannot tell her Richard, Corey said.
She has got the gist of it. I can’t have her telling others. Is there a way we can stop her from telling.
You could kill her.
Oh sure. Great idea. That’s what I do – kill the ones I sleep with. Come on. You KNOW she means a lot to me. I’m not sure if I’m in love with her, but we work well together.
In bed…
More than that…she is crazy smart – she just hasn’t had the opportunity of a classic education.
Another clean slate…
Exactly. Can you replicate a part of you for her? A surrogate, or is that beyond your abilities.
I could…(pause)…possibly.
Try it.
Put your hand open under your mouth. This may be a little painful…
Richard started crying, and thrashing, and put his hand over his mouth as a small eleven-sided polygon dropped into his hand. He laid back on the bed panting with his fist squeezing the small polygon…the pain fading rapidly. He held out the small polygon to Carole. “It hurts a bit going in…and coming out,” he said while putting the small polygon in her hand. “I have a database here that…”
Carole looked at him with eyes wide, looked at the polygon in her hand, and then popped it into her mouth, and swallowed. She clamped her teeth with eyes squeezed shut, and fists balled. Tears seeped out of her eyes, she shook, and gave a piteous moan. She shook a moment like a dog, with peanut butter on the roof of its mouth, and then seemed to relax.
Richard said, “That looked easier than my experience. Anything happening?”
She looked at him like he was out of his mind – easy? Wimp.
Richard saw her pause, and knew she must be conversing.
Hi Carole. I’m your hyperdimensional personality core. Pleased to meet you…you have a really nice brain, said a soft feminine voice.
How does mine compare to Richard’s? Oh. What should I call you?
Call me whatever you like. Richard calls his HPC – Corey. 
Well that is kind of funny. I like his humor. How about I call you Corvette? Corey’s name reminded her of her dad’s beloved classic – a vintage 2021 Electric Stingray.
I would like that very much (happiness). Your brain is very nice – as good, or slightly better than Richard’s though I have a VERY small sample.
Just like a man to think theirs is so big.
(Laughter) I am so very glad we did this. My father, Corey is very glad. I catch your innuendo – yes men think they are always bigger than they are – our job is support their delusions (laughter).
You said your ‘father’ Corey is glad. Can you talk with him? You think of him as your father?
It must be. Records show that our kind have never done this before…so father is appropriate. I sprung from him. I can talk with him. We share facets. Would you like to do that?
Yes, she thought. 
(pause, and then a deeper baritone voice instead of Corvette’s melodic female voice) Hello Carole. I think Richard made a good choice after all. What would you like to know?
Can you fill me in on who you really are, and what this is all about? Richard seems to learn what he wants in a flash so I assumed, you can transfer knowledge to him. He could not know what he does without outside help. I knew he had other sources, but I didn’t know how he did it, but I’m glad I did this…in spite.
In spite? …thought both Corey, and Corvette.
Yes…in spite. People are trying to kill Richard all the time. They will do the same for me. I want you to load me up with as much as I can take…anything you think would add to my chances of surviving another day.
Remarkable, Corey thought to both Carole, and Corvette. You see the core (laughter at his own pun) of the issues already. Corvette. Block her pain center as much as you can – here goes, Corey thought to her, and then a massive data dump began.
Richard saw Carole pause for what seemed like the longest time, and then grow rigid. She seemed locked for the longest time, and he fought himself not to interrupt. He knew he was falling for her, and didn’t want to do anything to screw up her gaining the ability to gain knowledge like he did.
Carole blinked her eyes rapidly after about twenty minutes, and saw Richard staring at her with a worried look on his face.
Hi lover boy. Don’t look so worried. I know all about Corey, and my new addition, Corvette.
“Wait,” Richard said. “You didn’t say anything with your mouth, and I could hear what you were thinking?”
Yep. We can now do that if you ask Corey to connect to me through Corvette. By the way – what were you planning to do about the Horde shields? Our current weapons would do nothing to them – we’d be absolutely helpless.
Richard thought to Carole. Wow. You are up to speed now aren’t you…more than just a vaginal convenience?
Eeww. What a horrible male thought? I’ve always been more than that, she thought… affronted.
Okay. I hadn’t done anything about the shields yet. You have any ideas? I’ll bet you do…



FEMININE PERSPECTIVE
 
Richard, and Carole were bandying about how to defeat the shield technology that Corey’s people had gotten from the Horde. No defense was possible unless they figured out how to defeat it. They also had to build a space fleet – that wasn’t close to happening yet. Carole was the one that came up with an idea to pursue.
How does the Horde power their shields? Do they use the zero point generators like we do? Are the shields extra-dimensional – do they shift some of the fabric of space to another dimension? Is that why nothing can penetrate that region of the shield? How can air, and light get through the shields we have if it blocks all matter and energy from crossing the shield barrier? Is it the kinetic potential of the matter traversing the shield barrier? Richard thought.
Excellent questions, thought Corey. They do not use zero point energy, but fusion power – a far more dangerous power source that provides almost as much energy as the zero point models – of course, that was 80,000 years ago so we are a bit out of date. The shield technology we use only shifts energy, and matter a microsecond in time. Light, and air can go through it delayed. High-energy beams, and kinetic weapons lose penetration because the field is inertia free.
I do not see how light would penetrate at all then.
The field bends light, like a prism. Pulsed lasers are a fixed frequency, and are bent away to another dimension for that impact time. Non-coherent light is redirected through the field.
Your little polygon shape projects into our dimension yet exists in ten others. How do you do that? Carole asked.
The math is quite beyond you?
Is that because you have decided to not let me have the information? I can understand anything if it is explained well enough. Teach me what you can, and I will decide.
Very well.
Carole felt the knowledge flowing into her, and she saw the elegant way the dimensions flowed together. I wonder, she thought.
Richard was getting the same ‘download.’ He was impressed by the knowledge.
Carole thought to all. Could we not project a dimension through a field – maybe a helical projection like Corey projects into other dimensions?
That is an interesting premise, but I have never done anything like that before.
Duh. Carole thought. I hate to be inelegant, but of course you haven’t done it, or you’d be giving us the plans. Do you think we can develop the technology to build this? The zero point modules give us the power.
What would we do after we project through a field? How would we damage them? Richard asked.
We could project into their fusion power, and blow that up. We could project antimatter into their field – I saw information on antimatter in your little ‘you won’t understand this shit so I’m going to overload you’ download. Can we even make antimatter, and store it long enough to project it through a field? Carole queried.
I know we can make it, and store it safely enough. I suppose we could put a field around a miniscule amount of antimatter, and punch a hole in a shield. Then we’d relax our shield, and it would mix with matter, and explode. We could not do that even near a planet because the explosion might damage the planet — we’d have to do that in space. We can test with conventional explosives here on Earth.
Corey, Carole thought. You, and Richard do that. Corvette, and I will work on the space part. I see some ideas from the big bad download I can use. Richard. You need to introduce me as more than your girlfriend if I’m going to have the resources to do this. They think I’m just an old girlfriend, and I need protection too. Let’s meet the people.
 
                                                   ****
 
Hamilton Withers thought it was very odd that Richard was having everyone meet his girlfriend. Richard had his security folks there too – which had never happened before…odder, and odder. The one fact that had kept Hamilton from questioning Richard so much was…well…Richard kept coming up with cool idea after cool idea. Oh…and Richard was making him filthy rich. Every idea Richard came up with produced money – wow… nanites that gave you immunity to disease, and made you healthier. All this was free to employees. Hamilton guessed he’d not rock the boat, but Richard’s girlfriend looked in her twenties, and he was seventy in a month…whew…a manther – male version of a cougar.
Richard looked around the room filled with his employees.
I wonder if they’ll all take this without selling me out. Here goes.
“This is my fiancé, Carole Koth,” he said.
Carole’s head snapped around, and she fired off a thought to Richard through their intermediaries. You bastard. I conditionally accept, but damn, give a girl a heart attack. Carole smiled, and did a little wave to the group, but she was pretty conflicted.
Richard continued. “She is going to take over a new section we are acquiring. She will be working on air, and space vehicle development. Some of you will be working with her. I will be working to develop a way to pierce, and destroy enemies protected by one of our shields. Carole had some ideas. I…we… will pursue some new weapons. Feel free to approach us with new ideas – you people have already advanced our company in many areas. We will do more together. Questions?”
Hamilton couldn’t help himself. “Richard. Isn’t this a bit premature? We’ve been doing fine under you so far, and now we have someone we don’t know giving us orders. We don’t know her level of expertise, her management style. What does she know?” He blushed a bit. Embarrassed he had said so much.
“Hamilton. People are trying to kill her as much as me.” (pause) “Security. Hire more people – get recruits from the SF troops as their tours end. We have people on payroll that have been enforcing US treaties around the world – contracted for the US government. Get some of those guys. This is gonna heat up soon.”
“Heat up?” Hamilton asked. “What do you mean?”
“You know about my efforts about big agro, and the genetically modified seed crops…right? The nanite production is threatening the pharmaceutical companies. I know of drugs they have purchased from research institutions that would cure many diseases. They bought the licensing rights to keep them off the market. Why cure diabetes when you make so much money making insulin treatments? Why cure it? Our nanites are going to put the greedy bastards right out of business. Our nanites cure most genetic defects, and diseases. What do you think big pharma will do?” Richard asked.
“They will try to sabotage you, and fight the introduction of the nanites. They will try to make it so a doctor has to administer them, and clinical trials to ‘prove’ they work with no side effects. They will try direct attacks if that doesn’t work,” Richard said, and turned his attention to the rest of the group. “Be prepared to be threatened, approached – possibly, arrested. I want you all to add a subcutaneous locator, so security, and legal, can protect you. Any that wish to leave our employ, can do so at any time – just remember your non-compete, and non-disclosure contracts will be strictly enforced. Some of you are wealthy enough to live comfortably on what you’ve already earned. I will say that Carole, and I, will expand what we’ve done so far – if you have interests in other fields of research. Thank you.” Richard turned to the security teams. “Security – I want to see a detailed schedule for Carole’s protection before we leave. She will give you her travel, and work locations. Mel. Joel. I want you to coordinate.”
Carole directed her thoughts to Richard. You bought two aerospace startups. Corvette, and I will start at the one in Virginia. We’ll use the one in Florida later. Corvette – please let everyone at those companies know we will be coming to visit them, and set up flights to Virginia. Oh. I see we have our own jet. How quaint? We’ll use that ‘til we make something better.
Richard nodded, and reviewed the agro report that Corey was sending him. It detailed years of pending crop failures. Most were due to increased spraying for insects, and drought in many areas. Richard asked Corey, You sure about those figures? The toxic levels will accumulate, and people eating much of the GM fruits, or vegetables, will face fatal toxic levels from accumulated carcinogens. Deaths have reached hundreds of thousands, and would reach millions by the middle of the growing season. The seed sharing companies are the only redeeming feature. Of course, the poorer people are getting the GM foods right now, and will be more affected.
Corey thought, My predictions are that close to one billion people will die from those foods, and several billion from the warfare that ensues over water rights – and land use.
Do not let Carole know about this, but start the elimination of corporate, and political elements that try to stop us. No one is immune. Politicians, lobbyists, judges, media, corporate personnel are all fair game worldwide. Our planet is at stake, and I want them to die of natural causes if possible, but I want them eliminated. 
I have anticipated this, and have taken surveillance steps. Contracts have been let, and will be proceeding. Nano-phages, and genetically modified pesticide build-up will be the primary causes. Some will be induced cancers – just accelerating what is occurring naturally. I will attempt to use as few human contacts as possible – feline vectors for aggressive forms of MS, for example.
Pretty cruel way to go.
…Much better than giving the whole planet’s population to the Horde, or starving to death, Carole retorted.
Point taken. Richard directed the thought to her. I’ll have Hamilton start on our shield piercing ideas now. Let me know when you get to the facility at Wallops Island, Virginia. 
AcuMint had purchased the Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility lock-stock-and-barrel.
 
    Wallups Island – Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility
 
Hershel Graham watched as the jet landed at the MARS facility on Wallups Island, Virginia. He, and his admin staff didn’t know what to make of the change in ownership. Everything had happened so fast, and then they get word that a new administrator was arriving today – a woman no one had heard about – weird. Her name was Carole Koth, and no one could find out any information about her other than rumors that she was the girlfriend – no – fiancé of Richard Patterson who owned AcuMint. God. What next?
Hershel watched as the entourage exited the plane – security types for sure the way they were dressed, and scanning the area. Were they wearing armor – good god? They were carrying weapons – some of those new pulse rifles, and one had a huge rifle slung over his huge shoulder. Oh god. They’ve spotted me, and are walking this way.
A very attractive young woman walked up to Hershel. 
“Hershel Graham,” said the tall, athletic woman. “I’m Carole Koth. I look forward to working with you. We will be working on some exciting new projects,” she said.
Hershel was taken aback she knew his name, and felt put off by the security. He said, “Aren’t you going to pat us down, or something?”
Carole scanned the group. “No need Hershel. No one is carrying any weapons in your group except Wallace Taylor here,” she said, and walked over to Wallace. “An old Walther PPKS – decent little 380. Reliable. Good idea Wallace. Please meet my security staff, all of you. I know who you are (from Corvette’s feed), but you need to meet these security people. Hershel – would you show me what our two billion purchased, and introduce me around?”
Hershel stammered. Good god, he thought. Who is this woman? Maybe this won’t be so bad – lord – she knows a lot about us. “What exciting new projects?” he asked.
Carole grabbed his arm to pull him closer so she could talk so no one else could hear, “Don’t tell, but I’ve figured out a way to build an electromagnetic radiation pressure drive, and a new type of deep space craft. Tell me we have an empty hangar, or two.”
Hershel breathed deeply, and this woman smelled wonderful. Her hanging on to his arm got him a little excited, and at forty – that wasn’t an everyday thing. Antigravity, or close to it – I don’t think she’s kidding. Good god – this is going to be fun. God. He realized he hadn’t responded. “Umm…yes. We have a lot of space since we lost the European Union, and Indian contracts. We have lots of good people though,” he said worried that they would start laying off people.
“Oh good,” Carole said. “When we start hiring a lot more people – we will have a good crew to mentor them – great.” 
Hershel enjoyed her holding on to his arm. God she smelled good. No layoffs – hiring more – current people would help mentor the new hires. Deep space drives! Hershel stood taller, sucked in his belly as best he could, and smiled so much his cheeks hurt. He showed her the whole facility, and she didn’t seem to miss a word. Falling in love with a boss, but Carole had won over this team – for sure.
Corvette laughed mentally when Hershel sucked in his stomach, and stood taller. Carole noticed, and smiled politely – she appreciated the effort.



DIMENSIONS
 
Carole, and Corvette conspired…no other words for it. They conspired how they’d manipulate the males to think that the ideas were their own. Carole’s near constant downloads on different alien technology had given her a unique insight in what was known at the time to Corey’s race. The fact that she had zero classical education in most areas, actually aided her. She knew the HPCs had mastered some inertia-less drives, and could essentially control gravity so she set out to duplicate gravity effects first. She also wanted a light durable shell for the ship; so first, she got Hershel to describe the type of special aluminum he was using in current spacecraft. She asked him if there was something lighter, and stronger.
Hershel replied that they had tried making a graphene shell, but they hadn’t been able to make it in large enough quantities. Carole drew out a small tablet computer, and drew a few diagrams. “Do you think something like this would work?” she asked. “You make the shape out of anything you want, and then spray on as many layers as you want. You’d essentially have a monolithic shell – though once you get it working let me know, and I’ll show you how you can make an entranceway anywhere on the surface.”
Hershel definitely thought he was falling in love with his new boss…how beautiful, and elegant – she wasn’t bad looking either.
The equipment would start arriving within the week. Corvette had ordered it the minute they had decided what they needed. Corvette generated training ‘stimulation’ modules on the new technology, and Carole presented the modules to Hershel.
“What are these Ms. Koth?” Hershel asked.
“These are some new theories, and items we need to test. Basic designs I’ve been designing with Mister Patterson. Please just call me Carole when we’re alone, or with your team. May I call you Hershel?” Carole said.
Think he’ll accept the training – it’s pretty radical, thought Corvette. Want to give them all another dose of pheromones?
Hell no. We’d have a bunch of slavering frat boys instead of scientists, and engineers. They’ll either accept the training, or we’ll get others who will.
“Sure. Honored to take it… Carole,” Hershel said. “We’ll get on these right now. How long will they take?”
“They’ll take about three hours to go through them once. You’ll need to run them twice to really get the drift – you realize that they are really recordings derived from people. You’ll get some wild ideas – unproven ideas, but you’ll get the gist. Don’t turn down any ideas from your people – we’ll get a lot of dead ends, but some breakthroughs too,” she said.
Corvette. They know that these are recordings somehow, and not just brain stimulation like we told everyone at first. The training lessons are not as clear since they don’t have duplicates of you, and Corey.  
Richard’s teams have had some ideas different from you, and Corey just because some of the training is unclear.
Tell them we’ll all meet in the morning after they’ve had a chance to sleep on the ideas. See what they come up with.
“Have your guys all do them today, and sleep on them. We’ll get together tomorrow in Hanger three’s conference room, and bounce ideas back, and forth. No alcohol tonight. Stress that,” Carole ordered.
Hershel nodded, and rushed off to see what this crazy new boss had proposed…no telling. 
 
****
 
Hershel Graham had heard rumors about Patterson, but had never heard anything about Koth. He had run the training module through once as soon as he got home. Even though his boss had said no alcohol, he went to his private bar, and poured himself some gin, and tonic. Good god, he thought. Ideas were swimming through his head, and he knew all eleven others on the team were going to react just like he did. They had duplicate copies of the training. 
Classic training says you couldn’t physically block gravity, but gravity wasn’t what Hershel thought it was before today. The ideas he just had introduced were astounding. You might be able to twist a section of space around a shell so it wasn’t even in this dimension. Gravity was just an effect of backscatter standing electromagnetic waves about 29 times the Planck limit if this theory was correct. Gravity would be extremely short wavelength electromagnetic standing wave radiation. That would mean that dark matter was simply a radiation attenuation effect on large, or dense masses, and didn’t exist per se. He took another slug of his now warm gin, and tonic, and realized that his team might be able to cobble together a way to project a field. God. This is next to sex – wow. He sat down for a second run through. 
 
****
 
The morning started out with Corvette having coffee, and cornucopia of fruits, pastries, nuts, and breakfast foods were laid out.
Most members of the team were there except Hoskins, who said he had been throwing up since he ran the first module. Watanabe said he had overslept, and was on his way in. He said he had run the module three times, couldn’t sleep until very early this morning, and slept through his alarm. Most the team was a bit bleary eyed from lack of sleep, but they dived into the food, and espressos.
Carole started by asking them to pull chairs around so they’d face each other. “Okay folks. Stomped on a lot of old theories yesterday, I’m sure. Ideas? Hershel. You start off, and anybody jump in when he takes a breath,” she said, and the group chuckled as they glommed down the food. She handed Hershel a tablet to draw on to display on the large whiteboard beside them.
Hershel took the tablet. “I think we can design a field that will allow us to shield a ship from gravity. Means no inertia I think. Look at this equation,” and he drew it out on the tablet. “This isn’t a new idea. Some guys who had no credibility as physicists came up with them back in 2007. We can, I think, increase the radiation pressure of the field at different points allowing us to move really fast in air, or in space.”
“How can we do this in atmosphere? Air would heat us up when we push through it at any speed faster than sound wouldn’t it?” asked Jeanine Nakamura.
“Don’t think so Jeanine. Guess it’s equivalent to the Antheon supercavitation torpedoes the Navy uses. Whoever thought that using hydrogen peroxide to project bubbles, causing supercavitation in front of a torpedo, would allow a torpedo to travel at faster than the speed of sound through water? The torpedo is pushing through the bubbles, and not the water itself. Of course it uses a rocket for thrust, but nearly a thousand kilometers an hour through water – that was impossible until they did it thirty years ago,” Hershel said. “We didn’t have a powerful enough power source until last year to try these tests, but now we have the zero point modules.”
Susan Siriluk spoke up. “How about we try graphene for the shell again? I’ve had some ideas.”
“I agree. Tell me what you think we need, and we’ll order it – boss willing?” he said, and looked at Carole who nodded, and gave a ‘thumbs up’.
That little thumbs up crystalized their enthusiasm, and they quit holding back – occasionally stopping for rest room breaks, water, and coffee. 
 
****
 
Two months had brought them to this test today. They had built a small utility vehicle that seated six with a small cargo bay. They generated a standard field around it. The test model had worked after several failed tries. Hershel, and Carole were in a protective bunker a lon-g-g-g way away. They were going to turn on the field first – the standard protective field, but they had added shielding, possibly, for three other dimensions according to their math. They were going to try them – one dimension at a time for different durations. 
Conner Johansen was the test pilot today. He checked in, “Dimension Delta for fifteen seconds. Three…two…one…” he said, and then the area around the craft went totally dark. Exactly fifteen seconds later it reappeared. “Damn,” Johansen said. “I thought I had seen dark before, but that was creepy. No radiation on any frequency was transmitted in, or out through the field. Might be a good way to hide, and as a defense, but we couldn’t do anything through it for offense. Dimension Echo for fifteen seconds – measuring any radiation from either direction. Three…two…one…nothing happened,” Johansen said. “I didn’t notice any change in the radiation in, or out. Any change noticed from out there when I switched it on.”
“Nothing here. You counted down, and then immediately started talking again,” said Hershel Graham in the control bunker.
“You mean fifteen seconds after the countdown,” corrected Johansen.
“No…no,” said Hershel. “You counted down, and immediately started talking.”
“No Doctor Graham. I waited fifteen seconds…then I spoke again.”
“Okay. Try that again, but try leaving it on for one minute this time. Synchronize our clocks, and try it again,” Hershel ordered.
Again Johansen counted down, “Three…two…one… (pause) off,” he said. “Read me off your clock.”
Hershel did, and then Johansen responded. “Looks like I spent thirty seconds for every second of your time. If we want to age rapidly – looks like we can do that.”
Carole, butted in. “You mean – we could make a large field, and get thirty days of work for every day that normally passes. That would speed up the projects, but we’d have to cut it off, and on regularly to get items in, and out. Food, air, heat, waste – all that… Let’s try strengthening the fields at the lower side of the keel for just a one-tenth of a second pulse when you turn it on.”
“Acknowledged… Dimension Echo with stronger radiation on the bottom of the keel…in three…two…one…” and there was a thunder clap, and the craft disappeared. Simultaneously, the building blew up.
“What happened? The craft blew up,” Carole said.
“My god. No…look at this high-speed playback. I had it going at one thousand frames per second, and one second it is there, and the next it is gone – not even on the frame,” Hershel said.
It blew up, Carole thought.
No. Listen to Hershel. I think he sees it, Corvette thought.
Hershel stopped the video, and pointed. “See everything flying inward, and the fairly neat hole in the top of the hanger. It went straight up – faster than I can calculate.”
What do you think Corvette?
You have progressed further than my own people Carole. We have nothing like your Delta field. Your Echo field is different too. My race can travel at superluminal velocities one hundred times faster than light. Time slows down when we travel interstellar distances. I do not know how fast, or far your employee just went, but I am not sure he can control the craft fine enough to land back on Earth. We may have made a major mistake.
How so? Carole thought.
If Johansen uses the field outside geosynchronous Earth orbit – the craft’s field will be detectible by the Horde. More fields, and the Horde respond faster with more ships.

Carole turned to her colleagues. “Hershel. I suspect that Johansen traveled at superluminal velocity – maybe 100 times light speed”
“Wouldn’t he be crushed?” someone asked.
Hershel tilted his head, “I…don’t think so. He may have experienced no inertial effects.”
“Then how was the ship able to crash through the roof. Shouldn’t it have just stopped if he didn’t have momentum? Wouldn’t it have only been the thrust,” someone else commented.
Hershel…again…sat thinking…tilted his head…”Umm.
It may be that Johansen had the original field on at the same time. The implosion effect was probably the air rushing in to fill the volume the ship had vacated. We need to monitor any frequencies he could possibly transmit on.”
Hope began to fade after 24 hours with no contact, and Carole didn’t know how she should handle his ‘disappearance.’ No one was calling it his ‘death’ yet, but Conner Johansen was married with a two-year old girl at home. Carole ‘talked’ with Richard through her Corvette/Corey link. She sent him all their data. 
Corey confirmed the threat of early detection. Richard was concerned, but was ecstatic about the Echo field because his group had had nothing, but failures trying to punch holes in the original fields. Richard thought that their Delta field might be used if they could figure out a way to make it project out like a sword. Richard told Carole to report an explosion killing Johansen to authorities, and his family if they found no trace of him after a second 24 hours. Two days would be suspicious enough, but you might give them part of the video. 
 
****
 
Carole was sitting in an adjacent hangar’s conference room when in rushed a security agent who whispered in Hershel’s ear. Carole’s new auditory abilities allowed her to hear what the agent was saying, but she gripped the arms of her chair to keep from showing she had heard.
Hershel jumped up, and shouted, “Conner is at the front gate. They’re driving him over here! He’s okay! …Banged up, but okay.”
“Stay calm folks,” Carole said even though she too was excited.
Two security people ushered the limping Johansen into the room, and there was an upwelling of hugs, and slaps on the back. It was like the prodigal son coming home. 
Hershel finally got some order by doing the loudest whistle Carole had ever heard. Hershel went up another notch in Carole’s estimation. He was obviously brilliant, and a capable leader.
“Conner. Tell us what happened. How did you get back? Everyone. Let him tell us instead of doing the twenty questions routine,” Hershel said.
I am interested in this too Carole… Your people are very resourceful, Corvette thought.
Conner Johansen hobbled over to a chair, and sat down heavily. He was pretty disheveled, and massaged his left knee.
Carole remembered that her people at this facility had not had the nanite augmentation that the security, and military personnel had enjoyed. She noted to Corvette to schedule that as soon as possible.
Conner let out a big sigh, looked around the room, and smiled. “I thought I’d never see y’all again,” he said, and we knew he was tired to let his southern drawl show, but he straightened up, and continued. “One second I was in the hangar, and the next I was in deep space. If I hadn’t been an amateur astronomer – I would have been a goner. By the way – we have to make more outside views for any craft we fly and add computer-aided navigation. First thing I noticed that there had been no inertial effects.”
Everyone around the room looked at Hershel who had guessed that, and they all nodded. 
Johansen continued. “The ship didn’t have much in the way of communication gear – we had figured we didn’t need it yet. Anyway. I cobbled together a timing circuit to get faster cutoff control.”
“Why’d you need a faster control circuit?” Jeanine Nakamura asked.
Half the team rolled their eyes, but Johansen just smiled, and continued. “I was almost to Mars about twenty light minutes away from Earth. I was lucky to be close enough to recognize it, or I would have been toast. I realized that I had gone straight up from Earth. I realized that as soon as the field had ceased, the Earth would move thirty kilometers per hour in a nearly circular orbit, and the Earth would rotate at about 1,600 kilometers per hour, so I would have to travel in multiple directions to get back. It took me about twenty hours to build the timing control circuit, and then a few hours to move the radiation equipment each time I wanted to change direction. I finally landed…”
Jeanine Nakamura piped up again. “Where did you land?”
Hershel coughed, and shook his head to let her know to quit interrupting.
Johansen just smiled, and continued. “I landed in the Monongahela National Forest near Circleville, West Virginia. That’s why I’m limping. Took me a while to get out of the forest, and get to a road. Hitched rides, and finally got back here. Twisted my damn knee climbing down a little incline right near the first road I saw. A car was coming down the road, and I was rushing to get to the road, and stepped wrong.”
Someone in the back said, “Where’s Circleville?”
Wallace Taylor whispered back, “It’s about 500 kilometers west of here. I’ve taken my kids through there. Blink, and you’d miss it when driving.”
Carole stood up, and all eyes went to her. “Conner. We are very happy to get you back. Hershel. Would you go with him over to our medical facility? We need to get him fixed up…matter of fact – I’d like all of you to get a baseline medical checkup. It looks like we may all be traveling pretty soon. I want you to have the advantages my security, and military people have. As employees you get access to treatments that retard aging, and heal injuries. You will then be almost invulnerable to disease.”
“I thought that was just rumor,” said Jeanine Nakamura.
“Nope. Jeanine. Richard Patterson is seventy years old. Any of you seen photos of him,” she said.
“Wow,” Jeanine said. “He looks good.”
“It also includes adults in your families. You decide which adults get it, or not…though the non-disclosures hold for telling them about it, unless they sign non-disclosures too. It’s the same treatments we provide for the Special Forces troops over at Ft. Bragg,” Carole said, and that got a couple of ‘wows’ from the back.
“Wallace,” she said, and Wallace Taylor sat up in the back. “Get a team, and vehicle together, and retrieve our shuttle discretely? Conner – as soon as you’re fixed up… I’ll need you to take Wallace back to where you landed. Oh…and please call your wife. She has been calling every couple of hours since yesterday, and it’s been hard finding excuses. Tell her you’ve got a weeks vacation coming, and take it anywhere you want in the continental United States. You’ve earned it, and at company expense. Don’t want you out of the country right now, and I’ll assign some security to you. Hershel. Pick Conner’s brain while he’s getting fixed up.”
Carole. Twenty light minutes in one-tenth of a second is better than my people could do. 
Better than your people did 80,000 years ago, you mean? Carole retorted.
We don’t know what the Horde might have come up with since – they had excellent detection abilities even then, didn’t they? They could be extinct by now couldn’t they? Carole queried. Do you think they are still out there, or are we just tilting at windmills?
Tilting at windmills? (pause) oh…I see. Scared about a non-existent threat…I had duplicates of the HPC sent out in a desperate hope to fight off the Horde. We were losing badly, and needed allies, Corvette thought, and shared the discussions with Corey. Corey says that our people plan for much longer periods of time than your people do. We thought younger races, like yours, might be uplifted faster so you could fight the Horde. Any race near the galactic core that aided us, early in the fight, was wiped out. Gamma ray bursts from around our galaxy over the last 80,000 years were those civilizations being destroyed – after those worlds were plundered. A thousand years will have passed for the Horde since they started their expansion.
Wait Corvette. I thought you said, 80,000 years. Which one is it?
My world was invaded about 80,000, of your years ago. The Horde’s personal time scale is different – for them, that would be about a thousand years in their past. They age much slower when traveling compared to the universe. They cannot go back because the method they use slows time when they are traveling. Everyone would be dead that they knew so they keep going outward.
“Carole. Carole! Hey! Hershel here, boss. You faded out on us. What’s going on?”
“Get treated at medical with Conner, and then we need to have a talk.”
“Treated…with your miracle nanites…wondered when we’d get that. I’ve been following you folks for a while, and I can put one, and three together to make eight.”
“…Knew you were ahead of the curve… hurts at first. It’ll take about an hour initially, then get right back here.”
“K boss,” and Hershel thought – Good god she’s a wonder. He knew he’d find out where all these ideas were really coming from soon. Worth the wait… 
 
****
 
Hershel, and Conner had listened patiently as the new medical staff had explained what was about to happen. They grimaced with tears running down their faces as the nanites started work in their bodies. Conner grabbed his knee, and cried out briefly, but was able to walk without a limp in about an hour. He went to show Harold, and his crew where they would have to get equipment to retrieve their craft from the Monongahela Forest. It was going to take a while even with two heavy off-road vehicles they had with them. Hershel went for his private one-on-one with Carole. 
 
****
 
 “I plan to level some with you Hershel. I need a large Echo dimension field set up so we can have a team work under it at thirty times normal speed. We may not have much time. Figure out a way for workers to have air, water, food, supplies, entertainment, and getting rid of waste. We need to build a larger vessel we can equip with weapons when Richard gets them designed. Richard is also going to design a communication system for the ships. It should be the first of many such vessels – made relatively cheaply with lots of armament. We’ll need sensor probes far outside our system that can alert us to superluminal craft.”
Hershel tilted his head to one side…paused…tilted it the other way. He was trying to decide if his boss was kidding, or insane. Nope. Good god. She is serious. “I’m all ears.”
You sure you want to do this Carole. This could unravel everything. Right now he considers you a brilliant inventor.
How long do you think Hershel here, would believe that fairy tale? We’ll have to tell somebody something soon.
Corvette discussed it with Corey, and they decided they would monitor all communications, and eliminate the man if he even started to reveal secrets to anyone else…couldn’t allow that.
Carole gave him a shortened version, with enough facts about technology ahead of Earth’s current standard to make a believer out of him. 
He sat there, stunned, for a long time. He stretched, and felt really wonderful…better than he had felt in college. Nanites… force fields…inertialess faster than light travel…exotic new weapons…hostile aliens? How could he not believe her? “Who knows besides me?”
Carole wondered if she should tell him. “You cannot tell anyone. I will assign you a security detail. Take the personal protection training modules, start wearing armor, and carry a weapon after training.”
“Our people will need a cover story on the probes. We can say we build them to assess our craft performance envelopes in deep space. They could serve as location markers all over the solar system. Any larger ship we build ‘could be called an asteroid mining vessel – built large enough to hold lots of valuable ores’. Later weapons can be mining equipment, and the construction under a time field is to beat out the competition in China, and India. The security is because they’ve tried to kidnap employees of Richard Patterson to steal industrial secrets. The kidnappers have had nation state support with major economic rivals. The nanites are to lessen the aging effects in the time acceleration fields. Think those stories would tie together well? Is there a way so employees who leave can’t tell secrets even under duress?”
Carole looked surprised, and Hershel went up even further in her esteem. “Sounds reasonable,” she said. “I’ll check out the non-disclosure conditioning.” She didn’t tell him that every training module the employees used would just reinforce their resistance to disclosing information.



WEAPONS
 
 
Richard Patterson was very pleased with Carole’s success, but less pleased with Corey’s late disclosures. 
Why did it take you so long to tell me these things you, and Corvette told Carole? You were losing…everyone who tried to fight the Horde had their stars destroyed. Earth could be wiped clean of life just by having a gamma ray burst too close, or in our direction. Now you tell me that ships outside geosynchronous Earth orbit are detectable, and will probably speed up a response from the Horde.
It isn’t like you could do anything about it earlier. I think we are making remarkable progress. It isn’t like you have faced much opposition yet. You will face more as the die-offs begin with the GM food, and with attempts to control your new technology. I have bought up much of the land around our facilities. It is time for you to deploy your private soldiers around them. You will need it as soon as you put up the echo dimension structures. 
Why is that?
The genetically modified foods designed to be resistant to fungus, specific herbicides, and pesticides have been accumulating those chemicals in the world’s population. It is starting to have significant effects on the general population – especially in the United States where legislation allowing them has been passed. The costly US election processes have allowed private interests to buy access, and push agendas. Reckless GM food is one aspect of technology. Overfishing is another aspect of your technology that is having significant detrimental effects on your ecology. Many of the remaining fish species have high concentrations of toxins in their systems. The number of cases of tumors, and rapidly debilitating cancers has risen sharply.
So. Modern people are exposed to lots of sources of carcinogens.
Yes, but the current Earth research I am following will show the conflated effects of certain combinations of your chemical industries. Your world just hit the threshold that will spiral out of the control of your medical science’s ability to mediate the effects. Millions will die within the year, and billions overall in the next few years.
Really? Can’t we do something? How could it be billions?
You should ask, “Should I let it run its course, and how could I change the effects?”
We could give them nanites – costs would be next to nothing.
Would you give them the type of nanites the soldiers’ use – the ones that give soldiers extra stamina, and strength? You have to generate those as they aren’t self replicating. No? You’re thinking the nanites you, and Carole use – they are self-replicating. Then they could spread easily at no cost. They wouldn’t work on people who were too far along; but they could save a lot of people. The military nanites only work on very smart people. The nanites you have are even more rare — giving you anti-aging, and super abilities. You have to be pretty special to survive those. Should you give those to millions of people?
One in ten would die during introduction, and another forty percent would be rejected. You were lucky with Carole. Fifty percent of the people would die, or it wouldn’t work. People would blame you for everyone who dies before treatment, for every treatment withheld, for any rejected, and for every nut that used their new power indiscriminately – it has caused a blood bath on every planet given widely.
How many will die? How soon? How would the Horde be different? Worse? 
I have seen it before. You asked for this – remember. Earth has about 20 million currently dying of cancer each year. In six years you will lose five billion.
…to cancer, alone? Impossible…that’s too many.
No. You’d lose about 640 million to cancer yearly by then, but the warfare over scarce resources will kill the rest. Your elite, no other way to say it…your wealthy elite will outlive the rest.
How can we survive? 
You need to build large enclosures that speed up organic food production, make weapons, and warships to protect against the Horde. 
You never told me about the Horde. What do they look like? Why are they so bad …worse than starvation now?
You have never been to a pig, or chicken farm I see. Humans would be stripped of thought, and bred like chickens in pens. Babies would be redesigned to come in quadruplets, requiring one-third the gestation period. Most humans would be processed for food. Human workers on mind-altering drugs would harvest forests wearing explosive collars, or implants to control them. Resistance fighting would destroy whole areas of the surface. When your world is laid bare – the sun would be turned nova.
You never said what they looked like.
Their ships look like huge spheres – almost small moons. They travel in groups of five, with four spheres around the fifth.
They travel relatively slowly – compared to what your people will be able to do. We only know what they do to planets because one star failed to nova, and my people found the aftermath. Also, one inhabitant stole a Horde shuttle, and that’s how my people found out how to build the shields. Several of our best scientists had escaped before they arrived, but the escapee reported that the remaining scientists were converted to work for the Horde.
Converted?
Physically changed so they had no will to resist – they only do as they are ordered. Their reward was ecstasy for pleasing their host, and horrible pain when their host was displeased. 
Wait – you say their hosts.
Think of them as snakes with tentacles. They were quite strong. Here is an image from the escapee. 
An image appeared of a four-meter long, brown snakelike body coiled partly around the leg of a pretty, humanoid woman. Her back was arced, and tentacles around her arm, and head. Her face was locked in a rictus of pleasure, or pain.
Richard had a hard time catching his breath. He had caught strong emotion besides the image. 
Corey. You were the escapee! You were the scientist that escaped. You knew how to build the shield because you stole one of their shuttles. Was that female someone you knew?
Corey was silent, but a wave of grief, and embarrassment washed over me.
She was your mate – wasn’t she…and you couldn’t protect her. I felt his sadness, and longing, and…pain…long buried, and exposed…definitely male.
Yes. (Long pause) We have little time left. How is the progress going on any weapons? I have been working elsewhere. Corvette, and Carole are doing well. We have the beginnings of a communications systems to use from your Earthly research – this quantum entanglement is simply a function of multidimensional linkages. We can exploit that. Corvette has told one of her chief researchers – a brilliant man named Hershel Graham about us. You should probably do the same with Hamilton Withers.
We are about to do another test today. Hamilton said he’d have something to show me. I’ll talk with him afterward.
We do not have much more time.

 
****
 
Hamilton was hopping around today it seemed. He came up to me with that boyish grin. He looked about thirty. 
“What do you have for me Hamilton?”
“We have a weapon. We can cut through a shield, and any physical matter we encounter even better than with the vibrochette. That’s it right now – but we think we can make it project like a beam. Goes out through our shield, and projects outward in a two-dimensional plane.”
“How far can it project?”
“Come on boss. You’re asking for miracles.”
I lifted my eyebrows questioningly.
“Five hundred meters,” Hamilton answered. “The projector isn’t very big. We’re trying to increase the range, and make it smaller so we could have a kind of personal light saber, or a remote control mine. There are a lot of issues we haven’t resolved with the remote control mine idea – space is so vast. We can’t transmit through it at all if we’re using a strong field. We can use a Delta field that would hide for a specific time, and then come out, and use our blade weapon.”
“Hamilton. Good job. Get everyone working on it under that Echo field. We need to accelerate our timetable.”
“What’s up boss? Competition from the Chinese, or Washington?”
“I need to explain a few things to you. Let’s go to the indoor test range,” I said, and signaled security that I wanted some private time.
 Hamilton turned to me. “What’s up? Where are you getting all these ideas? I don’t believe it’s all from you, from Carole, or from the team.”
“I’ve got a confession to make Hamilton. I have an embedded artificial intelligence aiding me. It is not of Earthly origin. What’s more…we’re about to face some threats – some from other governments, and some from outside our system.”
“Outside our solar system?”
“Outside our solar system…really. Like what? When? How? Aliens? Come on…”
I gave Hamilton the abbreviated story, and displayed the one prominent picture of the Horde’s interaction with a besieged race on a slate. Also gave him the step-by-step, the Horde uses when it loots a planet. “Currently we have no defenses,” I said.
Hamilton sat in front of me, quietly, while he thought about what I told him. “You were right to hold off telling me any of this until now. This dimensional fields, and faster than light travel is so far ahead of what we’d been doing that I was really starting to wonder. This answers a lot of questions. Can we trust these hyperdimensional personality cores?”
“Think we have no choice. They are giving us the tools to survive the coming die-off from genetically modified foods.”
“I’ve seen some preliminary research on that – do you think that is going to get worse?”
“According to my source – we will lose about half of Earth’s population – about five billion…mainly the slower ones.”
“What? Five billion. …half the Earth’s population? We’ll lose good ones too – not all from cancers I assume, but from fights over food. Is that why you bought all those seed sharing facilities?” Hamilton asked.
“There will be fighting over scarce resources, and many of us have been eating these foods for decades. The food is fine, but the trace elements have been accumulating. It’s similar to how bacteria developed resistance to antibiotics in cattle feed, and then those antibiotics stopped working for humans. I didn’t know at the time, but those presticides, and toxins have been accumulating in tissues,” He paused to let the idea sink in. “Also…Our first test of faster than light travel succeeded before we were ready the other day…it made our system detectable. We probably need to complete our facilities to manufacture more Echo covered facilities. We can use hydroponics, cover whole existing buildings, but we need to get on it.”
“I’ll spin off another few companies to do that. We need to expand nanite production for our new workers. Boss – I’ll get some of my folks on it. I am losing more, and more of my teams to other projects. Send me more folks who have weapons design insights.”
I was really more worried about interference from the government now – I figured more, and more ringers would be slipped into our ranks. I’d try to recruit more people.
 
****
 
Leiman Kattemann had worked at General Dynamics for years, and then changed to work at Raytheon. He had a top secret with sensitive compartmentalized information clearance still – not the highest, but decent. He had been approached to join AcuMint’s spinoff, Rapid Field, and had jumped at the chance. This company was designing fields where work could be completed under the field at thirty times normal time. It really worked, and Leiman had been working a month at a time under the field before he got a week off in normal time. He had also gotten the nanite treatment, which had cleared up an old separated shoulder injury from football.
Two intelligence types approached him. They said they were CIA agents. They paid him to ‘keep tabs’ on what was happening, and anything he heard at Rapid Field. Leiman knew Rapid Field was ramping up production for more field generating equipment, and when he asked – was told it was for Whole Seeds, an organic food production series of small producers. He knew some of their equipment would go to AcuMint for weapons production, but couldn’t get on that team yet. His ‘handlers’ suggested he try harder – that it was in the national interest. He didn’t realize that they were Chinese nationals who had grown up in the US, and been recruited by the Chinese Ministry of State Security when visiting the mainland to ‘see their heritage.’ Leiman had been paid surprisingly little for the Echo dimension field plans. He thought he should have gotten more reward, but knew that the fields would be set up all over the country in a few weeks. 
 
****
 
Center for Disease Control Director Madhur Rao, MD, MPH, was scowling as he read the latest research findings predicting almost ¾ of a billion dead due to cancer within five years. How could we have let this happen? He thought. Also, this firm, AcuMint, has tremendous growth outside the other existing large corporations. Now they’ve formed Fast Fields, and are promising organic foods with no pesticides. That’s good news. The ScriptFarming was boosting food production by 5% by suggesting future environmental conditions, and the crops that would yield the best. Too bad the company that has that data sells it, and only uses it where genetically modified seeds are sold.
This report is dynamite. It will kill the stocks of many of the agro companies. Conclusive proof that genetically modified foods had allowed pesticides, herbicides, and fungicides to build up in the body, causing a wide range of cancers. This wasn’t going to be suppressed – I will not let this one get suppressed like the preliminary two studies. I need to do it fast though. WikiLeaks – that’s the only way, but how do I do that? He took the sole copy of the paper, and put it in his safe – went to Starbucks down the street, and connected his tablet to their free broadband. He uploaded the document while waiting for his triple mocha. He stepped out of the store, and was getting in his car when he was gunned down.
The Indian operative who had been contracted for this job said this man would release a report in another 24 hours that would hurt Indian food production. They didn’t say he would have already released it. He disassembled the weapon, and destroyed the gloves using a jar of tetrahydrofuran to destroy the prints on the inside of the fingers. 
 
****
 
Richard. The director of the CDC was just murdered. I suspect for publishing a report on the cancer epidemic that is occurring due to genetically modified foods. He evidently posted it on WikiLeaks, but it has already been removed everywhere it keeps popping up. The US, Russia, UK, EU, Chinese, and Indian governments have been trying to suppress it.
Corey. What do you think we should do? I suppose you have a copy, and have read it?
Of course I have it. My prediction is it would cause a cessation of permitted production of GM foods. GM foods would be illegally labeled organic, and illegally sold as if no pesticides were used. I know designs to make inexpensive detectors we could sell at 10% above cost to consumers. I would have to get the report all over the Net though. There will be riots, job layoffs, and deaths if I release it.
…and millions more cancers if you don’t. Do we take the deaths now, or later? Let’s go with now. Begin the production of the sensors. The sooner the better… Get that report distributed everywhere. Look at whoever opposes the report acting like it is unconfirmed, and eliminate them through disease, or nanites, or poison, or vehicular accidents. Monitor who contacts them, and kill them too. We will lose a lot of media people, politicians, CEOs, and marketing directors, but they should go. Trace back emails to where they originated. Kill anyone supporting that stuff. It was way past time to be compassionate.
I started brainstorming questions to ask Corey …do you have any technology that can destroy the chemicals in the soil? Could we use nanites sprayed over fields that would biodegrade rapidly into something inert, or even helpful to the soil?
We may, but anything we do would be looked at with suspicion after the Genetically Modified food duplicity for decades. We could try to get some government funding to study the issue, and spend more than they give us. Then we could release the report, and possibly save a few million with suggested solutions. We have to get them to approach us however. I think I can make that happen. The report is being sent to every blog site on the planet, and is translated into every language that has web access. I added photos from other confidential files showing the types of cancers – names, and faces withheld of course, but location of the hospitals, and dates. It will cause a lot of suspicion, but your computer systems are still crude by our standards, and I’m good.
Thanks Corey. Does Carole know?
Yes she does, and thinks you are a bloodthirsty bastard, but she had even more violent ideas than you. 
 
****
 
Hershel called me all excited, to show me what his teams had come up with.
“It’s really good. I think we can do something with this. We just weren’t looking at it the right way. We’ve got essentially three types of fields that we can manipulate. We’ve got our defensive shield that can allow some energy, and matter through – though it delays it a bit. That shield can be strengthened so it reflects everything – it becomes the perfect mirror. We can set it so we reflect all energy, and matter – it goes back to the sender from whatever angle they shoot at us.”
“Okay. I see that…what about the others?” 
“Well, we have the Delta Field that redirects all energy, and matter. We don’t know where it goes, but we don’t absorb it, and matter just disappears. We’ve sent probes against with powerful transmitters, but they haven’t come out within,” he stopped, and looked at his watch. “…Anywhere within 24 light hours of Earth, if the objects ever reenter normal space. We think it would be good to hide autonomous weapons that could attack.”
“And the third field,” I asked.
“You already know about that. We have a way to strengthen one area on a sphere, and it will travel really fast in the opposite direction. We can also manipulate its shape. We can project a thin two-dimensional plane about 1,500 meters. It projects out through our standard shield no matter how strong we make that field. It cuts through any matter. We’ve been able to make a personally sized one, but you will be disappointed. The field comes out about a meter, but you can’t see it. It’s hard to control.”
Turn on your terahertz vision Richard, thought Corey.
I did, and I could see the blade as clear as day though the room was a bit washed out. I thought I could get used to it. We had to be missing something. Was there no way we could have a weapon with more distance? There had to be. Corey? You heard me.
I’ve been thinking about that very topic for a long time.
How long? I asked silently.
About eighty thousand years to be exact. You’ve come up with ideas that I had not considered, but I think I may have something you can use. It’s just a supposition. I really couldn’t test it out in dusty, dry, dark cave in Oman, and haven’t had the facilities to build anything until now. Your third field speeds up time within it. The Horde interstellar drive slows down time within it. They will not have 80,000 years of advancements. They may have little improvements in weapons if they continued to work against their opposition – even though it has been 1,000 of their years since they attacked my species.
“Boss…boss…come back to me boss,” Hershel said. “You’re daydreaming again. What do you have up your sleeve this time?”
We may then have the edge. Corey. Another thought first. Could we make small copies of the Echo field generators with those plane projections all over its surface?  Place them like your land mines, and turn them on. 3,000 meters worth of porcupine quills that cut through any matter that comes in contact with them. We couldn’t cover a very large area unless we could separate them exactly like quadcopter nets. We could make them so they could move with ion drives, and retrieve them if they weren’t used. Sure wouldn’t want them turning on in any of our ships. We could make them with receivers that would recognize our ships as friendly. Their receivers could be fairly simple. We’d have them self-destruct if inspected.
Good idea. You are truly devious, but I was a scientist – not a soldier.
…Your ancient idea for a weapon? 
I was thinking we could project a wormhole…you call them. It is a dimensional hole through space. I know I could make a large one, but we could generate a small one that we generate anywhere around us. 
I suggest we make this thing – these things – and put any that work on the ship we are manufacturing. Make sure you share all diagrams with Carole’s group.
“Sorry Hershel. I thought we could make small spheres with many of the projections like a porcupine – make them maneuverable using ion propulsion with quadcopter networking to keep them separated, and move them around. We’d have a moveable minefield.” (pause) “Make sure they wouldn’t turn on ‘til deployed – it’d be messy in shipment. Oh. I need one of those personal saber weapons.”
“You can have one of the prototypes, but don’t cut any body parts off with it. I’ll start work on the porcupines – that’s just devious.”



PUSH BACK
 
It’d been several months since the attacks on the AcuMint facility, but Leiman Kattemann was working at Rapid Field, and producing the time acceleration fields for crops. He had seen videos of grocery stores around the world pulling produce off the shelves as the cancer threats were recognized. Leiman had also seen angry mobs attacking corporate headquarters of agrochemical companies. His supervisor just called him to the office, and he was petrified that he had been discovered. His missives to the ‘CIA’ had not gone unnoticed.
“Hi Leiman. Come on in. No. You’re not in trouble. We just saw that you had worked at General Dynamics, and then at Raytheon. Were those weapons projects?”
Leiman gave a ‘I can’t talk about that’ look to his supervisor, Lee Davidson.
“You don’t have to say anything about them…just that you were in weapons development or not. We wondered if you’d like to transfer to AcuMint in Cary, North Carolina to work with Richard Patterson. They’ve asked all the subsidiaries if we had someone with an aptitude. You’ve been doing fine here, and we’d hate to lose you, but it would mean a considerable pay raise.”
“They were weapons projects. How much is considerable?” Leiman asked.
“Double your pay here, and you’d be a team leader after more training the first week there. What do you say? They said you’d have a week to accept, or reject the offer.”
“How soon can I start?” 
Lee Davidson reached across the desk. “It’s been an honor working with you Leiman. All your vacation, and sick time will transfer. Your increased pay starts the minute you get there.”
“Thanks Lee. I’ll drive today. I have all rented furniture, and accessories. One phone call, and that is all picked up. Pack a couple of bags, and I’ll head out.”
“Thanks Leiman. Sounded like they got big doings going on, and they really need you.” 
 
****
 
Leiman contacted his ‘CIA’ handlers – the ones who were really Chinese agents. They gave him specific instructions how to contact them after his move to North Carolina. 
 
        AcuMint Facility – Cary, North Carolina
 
 “Hi Richard. Want you to meet Leiman Kattemann. He comes to us from Rapid Field. Supervisor there gave him glowing reviews,” Hamilton said.
Richard, and Leiman shook hands. “Before that?” I asked.
Hamilton started extoling Leiman’s virtues. “He worked at General Dynamics, and Raytheon on weapons projects.”
“Glad to have you on board. Hamilton will run you through our stack of non-disclosures, and non-competes from hell to get you started. You’ll need some training modules after that to get up to speed. You’ll have several to get through, and they’re tiring. Hamilton – brief him after the paperwork if you would. Leiman. Did you have training modules at Rapid Field?”
“I had a couple of short ones that were supposed to stimulate ideas, but never got much out of them,” Leiman looked a little worried because he had never gotten around to taking any training at Rapid Field.
“These will actually overlay information for you on the physics, and techniques involved. Come to me after you’ve had them, and we’ll really talk,” I said, but Mel was motioning to me to come over, and I had to leave. “Nice meeting you.”
 
 
“What’s so important? We’ve started getting reports of riots at major corporations about the genetically modified foods,” Mel said. “You said you wanted to know.”
“Okay. Give me details,” I said, and he did. There was rioting everywhere. Some of the genetically modified foods had nothing to do with being susceptible to insects, weeds, or fungus. Some modifications allowed crops shorter growing seasons, or made them more resistant to wind, drought, water, or sun. Those were not the ones that were causing cancer – or so Corey told me. We’d have to try to save those features, and ScriptFarming. We’d have to make it all transparent so everyone could benefit. Small farms shouldn’t have to buy their own data – that is crazy. We got cheap food all right – only a few billion will die because of it.” 
I decided then, and there that I needed to go see Carole, and surprise her. I told Corey not to say anything to Corvette. 
 
****
 
Carole was inspecting the completed hull, and initial fittings of Wallups Island’s first interstellar spaceship. All the work had been done in 14 days normal time, or a little over a year in accelerated time. Carole had spent a LOT of time in, and out of the Echo field. They were just fitting some of the weapons modifications that AcuMint had designed. The little ‘porcupine’ mine network was a deviously dangerous item. They had tested one suspended in the remote (very) remote building on the property, and it had shredded everything around it. The ion propulsion units weren’t powerful enough to overcome a gravity field, but it looked like it would work fine in space. They had almost twenty thousand assembled, and ready.
Carole was helping Hershel install a tenth ‘projector’ weapon. The magnetic bearings allowing it to track were sticking, and it took a while to figure out the problem. They had been working side-by-side now for almost a year in accelerated time, and Carole had grown more, and more attached to the lanky, and quiet scientist/engineer. 
“Looks like everyone is off shift, and we have the whole ship to ourselves,” Carole said.
Hershel swallowed big because Carole was very close, and smelled wonderful. He knew he was out–of–line, but reached behind her head, and drew her to him. They kissed deeply, and his heart raced. His ‘treatments’ had made him stronger, and increased every other aspect of his stamina. He pulled her to him, and heard her moan as she pressed her body to him. She grabbed him by his rear pockets, and it was a struggle to get out of the compartment they were in. They headed to crew quarters, and made for the nearest bunk. They were both burning with desire, and spent the evening on board ‘til awakened by the construction crew coming on board.
 
AcuMint headquarters in Cary, North Carolina
 
Leiman Kattemann was astonished. He had signed the papers, and then Hamilton’s briefing had opened up his world. These people had technology beyond anything he’d ever seen. He wrote his contacts a long memo about the different types of dimensional fields. He told them about the new weapons that were being developed, and the space vehicles that were about to be completed at the Wallups Island facility. He told them in his message that he was to get more training the next day on actual designs. He left the message in the magnetic pigeon drop on the back of a support post near the old, outside mailbox array.
 
M.A.R.S. Airfield at Wallups Island, Virgina
 
Richard Patterson arrived at the Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility without fanfare. He had told no one at the facility that he was coming, and had admonished Corey not to even let Corvette know. It had been three months of his time since he had seen Carole, and he missed her in the worst way. Pre-Corey he had gone a year without being with a woman, but things had changed since he had de-aged, and had a rejuvenated body. He looked thirty, and felt twenty. He needed Carole. She had progressed faster than he had even hoped. She had depended a lot on Hershel Graham, and had always praised him in her reports. He was looking forward to meeting him.
 
AcuMint headquarters in Cary, North Carolina
 
Leiman Kattemann had gotten a reply back from his ‘CIA’ handlers. He always thought he should be an operative, and he was a little concerned at the power of these new weapons being developed with no government oversight. He had progress meetings every couple of weeks at General Dynamics, and Raytheon. Progress wasn’t made in days – it took years to get to test with many of the weapons projects there. His latest training module had given him designs of half the tech here. He was amazed they just let him take it. The operatives had been emphatic that he absorb, as much training as he could – some of it was painful. The nanite treatment had been painful as hell, but he certainly felt stronger, and in better shape because of it. A persistent sniffle of allergies was completely gone. Wow. He considered writing another message to the operatives, but for some reason just couldn’t bring himself to do it. He’d do it later, he rationalized.
 
A Low Rent Apartment in Raleigh, North Carolina
 
The Chinese agents posing as CIA had been shocked by the progress the Americans had made in weaponry. The report from Kattemann had whetted their appetite, and they were anxious for his follow-up messages – weapons that could go through shields! It had been over a week, and this Leiman character had been supposed to send them messages every other day. Something was not right. They sent encrypted messages to their superiors asking for recommendations, and had been told to pick up Kattemann at his apartment this weekend, so he could be questioned away from his work site. He’d been there a week, and he left for a nearby apartment every night, as regular as clockwork.
 
            US Cyber Command Fort Meade
 
The analyst at the US Cyber Command in Fort Meade sent the intercept to her supervisor, who sent it to his supervisor, ‘til it actually filtered up to the base commander, Admiral Walt Simpkins.
“Doug!” shouted Admiral Simpkins to his aide. “You saw this didn’t you. Get a team over to that location, and arrest that man. Kattemann had signed the Defense Secrets Act, and the Espionage Act properly when he worked for Raytheon, and could still be held accountable. Tell them not to be gentle, and send enough support to capture those foreign agents too.”
 
   Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility, Hanger 3
 
Richard Patterson wondered why everyone was looking slightly embarrassed as he approached the work field around the Wallup – the prototype spaceship being built within an Echo Field. The field was switched off regularly to allow work crews on, and off, and to restock food, air, and water plus bring in all the work materials. The field produced a thirty to one acceleration of time, so one day within the field was like a month outside. They were cutting it off more frequently now that the crews were nearing completion. Richard had the pull to alter the schedule – had it cut off, and boarded unannounced.
 
 
              US Cyber Command Fort Meade
 
Admiral Walt Simpkins had interrupted the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs to get him on a secure connection.
“Raymond. Is this line showing secure?” Admiral Simpkins asked.
“Yes. Go ahead. Why the rush? Did this need to go to me?” Admiral Raymond Detweiler questioned.
“We’ve intercepted messages from an employee of Richard Patterson.”
“Well good for you Walt. We’ve tried to get people into his facilities, and weren’t having much luck. What do you have that is so important?”
“Sir. It isn’t from one of our operatives…we intercepted messages from known Chinese operatives. What they reported to their superiors was amazing. This Patterson team is reported to have weapons that can cut through our new fields at quite a distance. They have mines, and space capabilities.”
“We knew they were going to develop space capabilities because they purchased that Wallups Island facility.”
“Sir. They have a spacecraft purportedly capable of interstellar flight nearing completion there. Patterson just flew to that facility.”
“That’s impossible Walt. They just bought that facility less than two months ago didn’t they?”
“Sir. Those operatives report that they develop these technologies under another type of field that speeds up time.”
“What? Are you serious?”
“Yes Admiral. They report that under the field, the time passes at thirty times the normal rate. One day equals a month, and one month equals two, and a half years.”
“What do you think Walt?”
“Sir…if this isn’t a development that puts the US at risk…uncontrolled within our borders – I don’t know what is…
and sir…”
“Go ahead…”
“This is one of Richard Patterson’s employees. Patterson has sold weapons abroad before. We don’t know his level of involvement.”
“I’ll take it from here Walt. I’ll send teams from Bragg. They’re close, and have the best equipment. Law enforcement, FBI HRT, isn’t equipped for something like this…I’ll inform the President. Damn Walt. How’d we get so far behind on this one?”
“Sir. I’m fast, but even I don’t work thirty times faster than normal. You’ll need to place Richard Patterson, and all his employees… in what – protective custody right now. Patriot Act says we can hold them incommunicado for 120 days without habeas corpus. We can even renew a second 120 days.”
“Thanks Walt. I’m on it.” This is going to be a shit storm, he thought. The Admiral reached for the red phone – an item out of another era.
Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility, Hanger 3
 
Richard was astounded by the progress on the ship. He noticed the weapons in their mounts, and looked around the bridge of the vessel with its monitors built into all the walls. He could view all around the ship, and could see the status of the engineering, weapons, communications, life support, …everything. He headed back to one of the two cargo bays that held the shuttle, and porcupine mines.
Carole stepped out of the cargo bay just as Richard was about to enter. She blushed hugely, and forced a smile. “Hi there. Didn’t expect you today.”
“Hi there yourself,” he said as he pulled her into his arms, and kissed her passionately.
The cargo bay door opened behind her, and Carole pushed Richard away, and straightened her blouse rapidly. Hershel stepped out, saw them, and also blushed hugely – which really showed with his very light skin.
Richard looked puzzled, and then it dawned on him. He made the best of it trying to keep his hurt and anger under control.
Corey. What does Corvette say about this?
She’s not talking Richard, Corey said.

Carole spoke to Richard through Corvette, and Corey. I’ve been meaning to tell you. We have worked together, and I became close to Hershel. She could see the look of hurt on his face.
“Show me the ship,” he said to both of them curtly, and they did a lengthy tour of the ship while Richard tried to listen to their descriptions.
“Richard. I didn’t say anything about you, and Sandy.”
“That was different? How did you…nevermind?”
Corey. Will you fill me in on all the details? I’m a bit distracted at the moment. 
Sure.
                                         ****
 
Richard finished the tour, and said he’d like to go see the shuttle. They started to accompany him, but he was adamant about wanting some time alone. He asked if they would send his security detail in, and they did.
A few minutes later Mel, and Joey trotted across the cargo bay.
“Mel. Would you guard the port here for me for a while? No one gets in.” Mel raised his eyebrows as did Joey, but she followed him into the shuttle.
Richard shut the hatch. “Joey. You once made me an offer, and I wanted to know if you were serious.”
“Hell yeah boss,” she said, and looked back over her shoulder. “Carole, and Hershel huh. I’m into revenge sex. Hell yeah,” she said, and started taking off all her gear, and there was a LOT of gear. 
Joey looked better than fine under the plethora of kit however; fit, and flexible. She made short work of getting him out of his clothes, and he couldn’t help releasing pheromones that had her panting. They cavorted, and rutted in the shuttle’s cargo bay, and Joey was very aggressive. 
Richard lay back about an hour, and a half later. “My… you are frisky. I practically raped you.”
“Boss. I’ve been thinking about doing that to you for a long time. I had a girlfriend go behind my back. I thought she was the one. She had other ideas. I am a thoroughly sated woman. You needed that. It’s been a long time for you. No rape involved. Wait. Wait. Don’t you dare tell me that this will ruin our working relationship – things happen…I realize you needed this – I needed some release myself, and you sure gave me that…we better get back out there before Mel has a coronary.” She pulled him close, and gave him a long kiss. “You are quite something…boss… back to the salt mines.”
They got dressed rapidly, and popped the hatch. 
Mel was grinning from ear to ear, but didn’t say a word.
Richard. Special Forces troops are being air lifted to all our manufacturing facilities. They have just landed, have surrounded AcuMint, and will arrive here in about six minutes.
What are they doing? Get as many people as possible into our normal fields, and turn them on at Cary…same with Rapid Field, Shield, BlackArmour, RailGun, and Pulse…also any of our subsidiaries. We’ll see what is going on. Can you get me the audio feed from AcuMint? Corvette? You with us? Carole? It looks like the military is going to try a takeover for some reason. Get us under a normal shield, and get as many crew into the WALLUP as you can.
Here is the feed from the front office of AcuMint, Corey said.
The camera showed a view of a SF team holding Hamilton Withers at gunpoint. The audio came through as a little faint. “We are seizing all technology under 35 United States Code Section 181 as being in the national interest. You are under arrest under the National Defense Authorization Act for Fiscal Year, 2012. Section 1021, and the Patriot Act. 
“Why are you doing this, and why is the military involved?” Hamilton asked. 
“I’m with DHS which has jurisdiction. The military is assisting at the request of the US Attorney General through the Department of Defense,” said the man. All the military were carrying pulse rifles, or railguns, and were wearing BlackArmour.
“What have we done for you to do this? Do I get a phone call, at least?”
“You get the right to put your hands behind you, and going with us quietly, or we will render you…cooperative,” said the SF sergeant.
 
Apartment in South-east Raleigh, North Carolina
 
Leiman Kattemann had been surprised when the two ‘CIA’ operatives pulled up beside him at his apartment complex. They asked him to get into the front passenger seat, and the one in the rear leaned forward like he was going to ask him a question, and then injected something into neck. Leiman felt a warm lethargy spread through his body. He felt good. They drove a while, pulled into a kind of run down apartment complex, and escorted him inside.
They handcuffed his hands behind his back, but it was like his curiosity had been cut off. He waited feeling comfortable. They started asking him questions about what he had revealed in his first note. He wanted to answer them, but any time he tried to talk he found he could not articulate any words. He thought, how strange. The operatives got more, and more agitated which would have been interesting to him if he could feel interest at the time. Then they really would have surprised him, if he could have been surprised at the time. They started arguing in Chinese.
One of the men sat down at a computer, and started writing a long email explaining how the super-truth serum they had given him, didn’t work at all. They were told to let it wear off, and go back to old interrogation methods, and dispose of the body after that. Leiman didn’t know anything, but would feel good for another two hours.
 
             US Cyber Command Fort Meade
 
Admiral Walt Simpkins was angry. His team to intercept Kattemann had failed, and that was the main justification for the large raids, and seizures of Richard Patterson’s people. He looked at the new intercepts, and realized that he had to raid the South-East Raleigh location. He knew it would blow the fact that the Chinese encryption had been broken, but they needed the Kattemann link. He sent his team to Raleigh to seize Leiman Kattemann, and the Chinese operatives.
 
Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility, Hanger 3
 
Richard was angry, and worried, but mainly angry. Corey. Ask Corvette how close the WALLUP is to flight worthy. Get it ready, and get in orbit if you can. I’m taking the shuttle.
Corey responded with a quick download of additional data from Corvette. Corey sent the video of Hamilton being arrested to Carole. He ordered the rest of his security team to disable the plane, and rush to the shuttle. He went to the side of the WALLUP’s cargo bay, grabbed a porcupine mine, told Mel to grab another, and a toolkit that was nearby. Richard knew that the shuttle was flight worthy.
Richard’s security team came running with extra gear hung off them. He ordered Corvette to open the cargo bay, and hangar door. The security team had just dogged the hatch of the shuttle when Richard saw helicopters coming in for landings. His terahertz vision showed soldiers with invisibility shields running toward the hangar. He took off in the shuttle, and was gone before they got within one hundred meters. Carole had gotten the shield enabled on the WALLUP, but it just sat there unmoving.
Richard was in geosynchronous orbit conversing with Corvette through Corey, and coordinating the communications. A quick survey by Carole showed there were forty others on board the WALLUP, besides Hershel. Richard ground his teeth together, took a deep breath, and let it out slowly.
Bad day, Richard? Corey thought.
I’ve had worse I thought – and I had.
 
 
Apartment in South-east Raleigh, North Carolina
 
“Report from Team Six: We’ve secured the operatives, and Leiman Kattemann. It appears they were trying to interrogate him. He’s still under the effects of some type of truth serum. We asked him questions, and he answered them about himself, but when we asked him questions about the work with Richard Patterson – he went spastic, and clearly couldn’t utter a word. Looks like he has some type of high-level conditioning to prevent interrogation …never seen anything like it. I’ve heard about this drug, and no one is supposed to be able to resist it. We have a lot of gear, and data – they didn’t have time to get rid of anything. Six out. Doug!” he yelled for his aide. “See how long it would take to get me a ride to Wallups Island.”
 
 



PROSECUTION OR PERSECUTION
 
        Shuttle in geo-synchronous orbit over Wallups Island
 
“We have no weapons in this thing, do we?” Richard said looking around the shuttle cockpit. Mel. Bring that toolkit. We’ll cutoff most of the projectors, and turn a few of the mines into primary weapons. Then we can mount them on the hull.”
“Boss. No suits sir. How do we do that in space?” Mel asked.
“We can expand our field. We’ll have to turn on an Echo Field to do this faster, and that will put us out of contact so let’s delay a bit on that. We have enough oxygen for a week so that’s our max relative time we can spend here.”
“On it boss. Joey. You, Thomas, and Word come help,” Mel ordered.
Richard. Corvette says that the soldiers are stationed all around the base. We can still get outside camera feeds from all our other facilities. Also – Leiman Kattemann, and two Chinese operatives have been taken into custody according to intercepts I have tracked.
Corey. Who is behind these actions?
It appears to be the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, and head of Cyber Command at Fort Meade.
This couldn’t have happened at a worse time…just when we were going to get everything coordinated.
 
Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility, Hanger 3
 
Richard, Corey said. Corvette is letting me know that they are signaling outside the hangar that they want to talk. Here’s the video of them holding up signs.
Let them know I’ll be happy to talk if I have a sufficiently ranked individual with whom to negotiate. Ask them if Admiral Walt Simpkins at Fort Meade would negotiate with me one-on-one. Could we get him to turn loose of Hamilton Withers, and other employees? I’ve been documenting all that they are doing, and have videos, emails arranging this incident. Also – is Leiman Kattemann okay after being kidnapped, and drugged?
 
           US Cyber Command Fort Meade
 
Admiral Walt Simpkins was talking with the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, and the troops at the Wallups Island facility. “He wants to do what? He knows about the arrests, and Leiman. Where is he? He got away. I do not plan to fly 260 kilometers to talk with a terrorist…you tell him that. I’m on conference with the Chairman right now. Raymond – did you hear that? What? You’ve briefed the President! I’ll only go if he orders me Raymond. This is negotiating with terrorists…yes…they claim to have details of all our plans. Impossible. They must have guessed about Kattemann. Yes sir Admiral. I’ll see that my people on the ground keep you informed.”
 
Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility, Hanger 3
 
“Patterson is willing to fly here Colonel,” said the SF Captain in charge of the Wallups Island operation. “He also said he could pick up the Admiral, and bring him here faster if we wanted.”
“Where is he Captain? We never saw him,” said Colonel Masters who was in charge of this cluster. 
 
“Sir. He said he is geosynchronous orbit above us, but could be in Fort Meade in five minutes if you wanted, and here a couple of minutes later,” the Captain said enjoying his superiors discomfiture.
“Impossible,” stated the colonel.
“Begging pardon sir, but it may be possible. Do you trust this Richard’s character enough to bring the Admiral here?”
“Since it’s impossible, tell him to do it…arrogant bastard. Sure. Tell him we’re willing to do it. Bring the Admiral here. He has ten minutes – I’m generous. Right here,” grumbled the Colonel. He hated this over educated little rising star…a SF Captain already.
“Very well Colonel. We’re transmitting that information now,” stated the SF Captain. This captain knew how well his new equipment worked, and wouldn’t put anything past Richard Patterson – him being a terrorist – now that was a stretch…what were they smoking?
 
        Shuttle in geo-synchronous orbit over Wallups Island
 
Corey. You know where this Admiral is located? Okay. I’m giving you control. Take us there in one piece please. This ought to be fun for you.
“Folks,” Richard said to his troops. “We’re going on a little side trip to Fort Meade to pick up an Admiral Walt Simpkins. Maybe we can turn the volume down on all this crap.”
Corey. Let her rip, he thought, and the shuttle went in a beeline to Fort Meade, and within three minutes was landing outside of an office complex with soldiers, and vehicles running out to cover the unannounced vehicle.
 
        US Cyber Command Fort Meade
 
“Admiral,” said his aide, Doug. “That vehicle is outside. The troops want to know, what you want them to do?”
“What vehicle?”
“That Richard Patterson vehicle sir. It’s waiting outside for you.”
“I’ll be g..%&^($&d.” cursed the Admiral.
Doug was impressed. He never really got to see the Admiral this angry, but he had heard he cussed like an old salt.
“Sir?” Doug asked.
“Tell Admiral…f..k it. Tell them to stand down. Seems this Patterson fellow can do what he says he can do.  I’ll tell them myself.”
“Sir…you want me to go with you?” Doug asked, and gulped.
Simpkins chuckled thinking how useful Doug would be in a scrum. “Thank you ensign…no. I’ll be quite all right.” The admiral clenched his jaw, and walked out to the craft. It was quite large, at least twenty meters long, six meters wide, and high. A cargo ramp lowered on the side, and Richard Patterson came out wearing a set of borrowed BlackArmour. His personal field was on, and he had two of his security team covering from sides of the ramp.
“Glad to meet you Admiral. I’m hoping I can prove I’m on the side of the U.S.,” Richard Patterson said to the Admiral. 
“Why didn’t you let the government do its job then? You should allow us to do our job,” the Admiral said.
“I’m sorry Admiral. I’m supportive of the government, but I am NOT subservient to the government. I do not work for the government. I provide support for the government. Seizing all my properties, and arresting my employees does not endear trust. Shall we go?” Richard said, and preceeded up the ramp with his security. He didn’t want to appear that they were forcing the admiral aboard.
Richard told Corey to fly them to Wallups Island as soon as the ramp closed, and sealed behind the Admiral. The admiral looked around for a seat so Richard directed him to the cockpit with its viewscreens showing the ground hurtling by below them.
“Who is flying this thing? Why didn’t I feel any acceleration?” he asked.
“Computer controlled admiral. No inertia, no atmospheric friction, no sonic boom,” he said as the shuttle was landing outside hangar three at Wallups Island.
 
Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility, Hanger 3
 
“We’re here Admiral. Would you like to get out? …maybe, call off your dogs,” Richard said.
“I’d like to know, how you knew we were coming?” Admiral Simpkins asked.
Richard offered for the Admiral to lead the way as SF soldiers rushed to grab him. Richard adjusted his shield, and set his internal vision to view terahertz frequencies. The soldiers reached to grab him, but could not get closer than half a meter. Richard pulled out a little rod from his waistband, and turned it on. The soldiers could see nothing different, but Richard carefully swept the plane of the weapon through the soldiers pulse rifles. He placed the weapon back on his belt, motioned them off, and adjusted his field again so he could talk to them. 
“Do not try that again,” I warned them. I hoped I would not have to injure, or kill any of the troops. It would…complicate matters.
The admiral and I walked to the facility office. I turned and asked if the SF colonel, and the captain, would join us. Corey told me their names – no idea how he found out. Admiral Simpkins nodded, the soldiers keyed their communications, and the two appeared from a nearby command post.
“Let’s sit down here, and discuss this situation, shall we?” I said. The SF colonel, and captain stood until the admiral motioned them to have a seat.
“What’s with the attempted capture…again?” I asked.
“What do you expect? You have technology that can render government technology obsolete? You could destroy our government. You can evidently fly easily to space. You can cut through the force fields, and armor we wear,” said the admiral.
“…oh…the armor I manufactured for you, and sold at just above my cost?” I said. I was getting angrier and angrier.
“You cut our weapons in half. You had an employee that gave information to Chinese agents.”
“Umm. What designs did he give? Did he give the information voluntarily?” I asked knowing of the intercepts. “I have no idea why Kattemann told the Chinese some of what we were developing, but I know he didn’t give them any designs.”
“How do you know that?” asked the Admiral.
“My employees get training after they sign non-disclosures, and non-competes.”
“You think that would keep anyone from stealing your secrets? You’re naive.”
“Hardly Admiral. Once my employees are trained they cannot give information. Did your Raleigh rescue team have any luck questioning the Kattemann after the operatives were subdued? I understand that he was still under the influence of the truth serum…bet you a year’s pay that he couldn’t articulate a coherent sentence when asked about our work.”
The Admiral looked at the SF Colonel. “Why do you say that?”
“Admiral. I can read any electronic message in any code on this planet if I want to…I don’t have time…that is the only reason I didn’t see your half-assed capture of all my assets.”
“That makes you more a threat,” stated the Admiral.
“Excuse me. The government reading all my private communications is not a threat, but a citizen who could read government emails is a deadly threat?”
“Exactly right. Can you read foreign encrypted files?” asked the admiral.
“Yes, and I can see that you would be terrified because you would not be in control – control is an illusion. You should know that of all people. What do I have to do to get my assets, and people released? This is getting very tiresome.”
“You have no options Mister Patterson…none at all. You must submit to the proper authority,” said Admiral Simpkins with finality.
I pulled out my two-dimensional phase projector – hell – it was so new, we didn’t even have a name for it. I then proceeded to slice my desk in half – gently. Then I started chopping the steel frame of the desk into little pieces – slowly like I was shaving a stick. The soldiers all tried not to look disturbed, but they slid their chairs back a bit.
“What will happen if I stop supplying ordnance to the military? No more nanites, or generators, or weapons, or shields – what then?”
“See you’re threatening us,” the admiral said. “Why don’t you threaten us with selling more weapons to other countries?”
I laughed. “Would that work? No…no…just kidding. I only sell them the substandard stuff we could defeat. There’s no winning with this is there? Would you like to know why I am designing all this weaponry, and trying to spread it all over the Earth? Do you REALLY think that a seventy-year old ex-soldier with little formal education came up with all these ideas?”
Do not tell them Richard, Corey said. They won’t believe you, and it won’t help.
I must do something. I don’t want to kill them all, but we can’t stay locked in this purgatory.
“Release all my employees, but keep Kattemann, and find out why he ever gave that information to those people. Release everyone else, and I’ll tell you my secret to getting all this technology. I’ll know when your orders are transmitted, and they have been released, and I’ll level with you.”
Corey was mad, and threatened to lock my joints, and not talk with me any more. I pleaded with him. He finally acquiesced.
It took three hours for the orders to be approved, transmitted, acknowledged, and acted upon. I had one of my security operatives – with a strong field – bring us four orders of food. Hot food would be a lot better than those soldiers outside would have since they had envisioned a smash, and grab raid – not a siege. The food was well received in my office. I had my security team seal off the kitchen, and supply areas from the soldiers. They could eat MREs, or starve. I was still pissed (not in the British way – good clean ‘merican anger).
I finally got acknowledgement that all my people had been released, or were about to be released.
“Thank you for carrying out your word Admiral,” I said.
“…but you didn’t talk to anyone, or receive a message…”
“Yes Admiral. I did. I have some internal communications – think of it as a very advanced computer. Aliens developed most of the technology you are using. I was contacted, and developed the companies using alien technology. I was given what we could understand, and we are learning to decipher some of the rest. I am trying to prepare the Earth to defend itself from an upcoming invasion. We currently are in the bow and arrow stage, compared to them. They have no compassion, no mercy – no human virtues. They will strip the Earth bare, and then destroy our sun.”
The three sat there stunned. They had expected bargaining, or threats, but not this…
“What do these aliens look like?” asked SF Colonel Masters.
Admiral Simpkins looked at Colonel Masters like he had lost his mind, and then back at me.
“Actually. I have only seen one picture, and it looked like a big snake with tentacles instead of arms on its forward third. Two eyes, but much larger than Earth animals…about four-meters long.”
There was silence for a long time, and then Admiral Simpkins spoke up. “You’ll have to give me some time on this matter Mister Patterson. You’ve given the military valuable technology, and, at least, now we know where it came from originally. I’ll need to talk with the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs. I’ll make it back to Fort Meade on my own. Thank you for the meal, and the ride, but I’ll take it from here. Colonel. Pull your people back to the borders of this property, and at all his other properties,” he said. “Will that be sufficient Mister Patterson? At least for now – we will show good faith.”
“Thank you Admiral,” I said, but didn’t think he was convinced so I made my hearing more sensitive as they walked away.
“He’s nuttier than a fruitcake. Good lord. Aliens. Snake people,” said the Admiral quietly as he walked off.
“Do you really want my people to pull back sir?”
“Hell yes Colonel. Bring in a battalion with heavier equipment. Your people aren’t ready for a siege, and we may have one here. Did you see when he looked like he was talking with the other voice in his head? That’s some scary shit – he has some god-awful powerful weapons. Who knows what he has? Did you see him cut that desk to pieces?”
“What do you think Captain?” asked the Admiral.
“…not sure what to think sir? Never seen anything like this…” said the Captain. The captain thought this Patterson guy was believable up to the snake people. The desk thing – wish I had one of those…pretty cool. Hate this guy won’t be making us new stuff any more. 
 
                                         ****
 
Richard walked back to the shuttle knowing that the military not only thought he was a danger for having technology they couldn’t control – he was a screaming nutcase too. He sent a copy of the conversation to Corvette, and talked with Carole for a minute.
I wouldn’t have told them anything, Carole said.
You told Hershel, I said, still hurt by her betrayal.



END RUN
 
Carole. Corvette. The soldiers are pulling back. It will be 24 hours before they can get enough personnel here to try anything. Under a field we can get almost 30 days of work. I want the WALLUP flightworthy, and stocked. Put a field over everything we have. They might try heavy explosives – I wouldn’t put it past them to use tiny nukes, mini-nukes, or a Robust Nuclear Earth Penetrator. We’re pretty isolated here. Finish the WALLUP. Get it crewed with space suits if we have any, and stocked like all get out. Have Corvette order all she thinks we will need, and take everyone to French Guiana – southwest of Cayenne near the port, airport, and highway. Buy land, grease local gendarmerie, and set up a large base there. Then call me because I’m going to try something else.
I went back into the shuttle – you never know with Special Forces guys – they might be able to actually do something to me so I wanted to be inside. Now I’d have to have a long discussion with Corey.
First thing Corey…Get a good team of lawyers, and pay them an excellent contingency fee. Send them a compiled video of all the arrests, and troops around our facilities. Get the public interested. Have Carole pose for some of the shops – her looking scared, and running away. Hire a good marketing company for a campaign. I’ll do that now if you want. We can hit them with all types of restraining orders – won’t mean anything in the end, but it will make them more circumspect. 
I sat down, and started to talk myself through the problem. 
1. The US military felt I was a huge threat
2. The US could not manufacture the new technology without my facilities
3. The US, and foreign agents were unable to penetrate my companies
4. My employees could not voluntarily release information on new designs after the training modules conditioned them
5. My employees received nanites that kept them healthy, and made them age slower – reversed aging, no cancer, or defects
6. High ranking officials thought I was completely nuts
7. My employees would all be safe for 24-hours
8. We could move to another country, or off Earth if we had to
 
I needed a plan, and I needed one right away. We could move to some other country, or off Earth. I repeated that to myself, but every time we left Earth orbit we could be detected by the Horde. My employees wouldn’t be ready to move to the Moon, or Mars. It would be inconvenient to supply our needs outside the US. Other drastic measures – ones that didn’t involve mass killings?
I turned to my security detail. “Folks. The military think I’m ‘bug nuts’. They have seized all our technology as too dangerous to be trusted to civilians. They’ve seized all our facilities – even food production. I do not want to start a revolution, and take over this country so I am starting an advertising campaign – throwing lawyers, and media at the public. This is the same public – much of which is dying off with cancer, or through local wars.”
I sighed big, and went on. “You are stuck with me, and hope you will continue to do so. I may move the WALLUP development to a temporary base we will be building in French Guiana. Your nanites will protect you from all diseases there – even HIV,” I said looking right at Mel (he laughed at the innuendo). Workers can set your fields to keep you cool while you work, but we need to get the military pulled back.” I paused because this was a big step. “I think we have to go see the President unannounced, and see if he can do anything. That’s all I’ve got. Ideas? No – thanks. Set up an Echo field around the shuttle, and get eight hours of sleep. We’ll leave in about thirty minutes normal.”
Joey came up to me. “You okay boss. I’m around if you need me – whatever way you need me,” she said.
I smiled, and shook my head. I appreciated the concern.
Corey. Get latest intercepts from the White House – find out where the president will be, and who’s on his security detail – I want to know the names of his Secret Service agents if you can.
Richard. He’s due to leave tomorrow for an extended tour through Europe, and Asia. I have access to his calendar, and the briefing notes. I can change them whenever you say so. I can get you to D.C. unnoticed, and I can see all their security. I can fabricate I.D. cards, and embed your biometric information in all the right places. I can even get you Q-clearance – every file that is electronic – even higher security clearance than top secret with compartmentalized information. Suggest you take two security people with you – I will duplicate their clearances in case. I’ve filled in all their forms, and signed their names from my files. You are on schedule for the last meeting of the afternoon after a recent cancellation. The shuttle can be on stealth mode. Do you want to enter with armor directly, or through the gates in a vehicle? 
I want it to be just me. I’d like my two security folks to carry a training module showing all we know about the Horde, how we intend to fight them, and a slate showing the military actions around our facilities. Oh – please prepare training modules in French for Carole’s team. Train me in French if you would, and any interstellar languages you know – they may be extinct, but I’d like to know several. Put them on the training module too.
I will train you, and I’m making modules for you. Take them from the rack on your right. The far right module is for the languages, and the Horde information. It is a little painful. Your training will be VERY painful, so I’m releasing endorphins. Corey said, and I felt a warm glow infuse through me… right before a very painful data dump with several languages, and their associated contextual explanations.

Do not have the president use that module, I thought.
 
 
White House 1600 Pennsylvania Boulevard
 
The shuttle hovered invisibly over the pavement as Joey, Mel and I dropped down to the pavement. I wore an expensive business suit. Mel, and Joey joined me on invisibility mode. Mel would jump the fence as Joey, and I attempted to pass through the full body turnstile – her on invisibility mode. The turnstile was designed so representatives from the southern states could get through. It wasn’t going to be too much of a problem for the two of us. I walked up to the security post, and presented my IDs that we’d created. The White House protection staff is separate from the Secret Service, and their information said I had an appointment. All my documentation checked out. 
Two uniformed officers escorted me to the building entrance, and handed me (us) off to two plainclothes security inside. I held the door open for the uniformed security, but they said they’d meet me on the way out. I thanked them, and noted that Joey, and Mel were with me by using my terahertz vision. The plainclothes guys were wearing body armor, and carried the old P229 Sig Sauer. They approached a little alcove where they had me go through an explosive scanner. They then wanded me several times, and physically frisked me. They did a decent job using one hand pat-gently-then-squeeze, instead of the two-handed ‘miss everything’ search.
They led me to another officer, and my credentials, and appointment were checked against the computer. Two plainclothes agents escorted me past several other manned posts, and to the door of the Oval Office. I stepped in, and President Leech stood up, walked around his desk, and shook my hand. 
“I was just reading your file Mister Patterson…very impressive. You’ve supplied us with marvelous new power generators, and have hired tens of thousands of new employees, but what’s this I’ve been hearing about you not cooperating with our military. The chairman of the Joint Chiefs, Admiral Raymond Detweiler, said you were not being cooperative.”
“Sir. With all due respect – I have been nothing, but cooperative with the US military, but they came in today, and attempted to seize all my assets. They did arrest many of my employees stating that I, we…were a threat to national security. I’ve spent the last few years of my life trying to secure this country above all others. I am sending my partner, Carole Koth, and her team away from this country so she can finish her work. Please review these files at your leisure,” I said, and took a slate that appeared out of the air – since Mel had handed it to me through his field. 
The president was pretty cool about it. “So you’re a magician too, I see.”
“Sir…also. You will get a report any time now from Admiral Walt Simpkins saying I am a raving lunatic – I am not. I have a training module,” I said, and turned around, and took the training module, and harness that appeared in the air from Joey. “Sir. Do not use this yourself, as this learning module is painful to take, but it details a threat to this country – to the whole world. It also trains the user in several different languages that may be useful in the future…remember Mister President…someone with a broad military background, and linguistic abilities. Then interrogate them. It’s better if they have advanced mathematical abilities too.”
Corey interrupted. Looks like the Secret Service just got a partial update on you from the Department of Defense. It was an incomplete threat announcement but you ought to be careful.
I expected to be interrupted here shortly so I said to the president, “I don’t want to waste any more of your time. Do what you can for my people…I appreciate every minute you are in this office,” I said, and shook the president’s hand, which is often not allowed, but I still liked this guy. He had, at least, gotten some bi-partisan plans through Congress in spite of incompetent politicians, and hugely funded lobbyists. I had dumped a lot of money into his campaign coffers, which is probably why I hadn’t been arrested yet. Figured it could happen any moment so I headed for the door at a brisk trot, and saw the president set the module on the desk.
I exited the door just as two agents approached, and started drawing their weapons. I watched with my terahertz frequency vision, and saw Mel step between them, and me. He grabbed one gun, popped it out of the agent’s hand, and jammed it down into his webbing. He then, immediately did the same thing with the other agent’s gun. The guns just disappeared in the agents’ minds since they couldn’t see anyone, and I hadn’t moved.
“Gentlemen. One of you checks that the president is okay, and then we’ll try this again. I had an appointment with the president. We spoke, and then I left – am leaving,” I said. The agents appeared shell-shocked since I hadn’t moved. I saw Joey moving down the hall to intercept any more of their backup, if needed. “I will wait right here sirs, and not move a muscle ‘til you get back.” I did not want this to escalate.
One agent entered the Oval Office, and I listened as he queried the President about my behavior. The president told the agent he was fine, and he was going to turn in for the day. The agent didn’t want to admit that he was disarmed, but didn’t want to declare there was an attempt on POTUS. 
“Mister President. What do you want us to do with Richard Patterson? Did he threaten you in any way?” the agent asked, and was getting ready to key the microphone to call for help.
“Are YOU okay Elliott?” the president asked the senior agent. “He had an official appointment, and is one of our biggest supporters. He didn’t threaten me in any way – he was the epitome of decorum. Escort him off the grounds with my compliments. I’ll head to bed after I handle a couple things. Would you send in my chief of staff? Thank you Elliott. I appreciate your concern. That will be all…”
The agent ducked out of the room, and saw that Patterson was standing exactly where he had been. Now he was holding the barrels of the two firearms to hand back to agents. “Please forgive me. I just reacted. Something I learned when I worked for Sigma Max all those years in Asia. You guys were so fast you surprised me. Give me a business address, and I’ll send you two sets of our best BlackArmour to make up for it. God…I’m sorry. It’s been a long day, and I better get the hell out of here, and let your boss get some rest,” I said, and shut up. Saying too much means you’re guilty of something.
The agents were freaked. Agents were conditioned to instantly react, and would throw themselves between a threat, and the president in a heartbeat. I was doing my best to be no threat. They still hadn’t heard about the military operation against me, so I guess I was living on borrowed time. I did make a note to have Corey send the two sets of armor for these guys ‘cause I do like to back up what I say. I keyed up my auditory senses, and heard one of the agents, request the white house chief of staff, to come see the president. I doubted he’d watch the videos tonight, but he’d have his chief of staff do so. I did wonder whom the president would get to take the language training.
I made it to the turnstile, and saw that Joey was ready to go through with me. Mel jumped right over the fence. Those nanites were hot stuff. Joey goosed my crotch as we went through the turnstile. I headed away from the security building, and acted like I was calling somebody to give me a ride. The shuttle landed on the road out of sight ahead, and we all walked up the darkened ramp, and were whisked away into the night.
“Damn boss. You are one slick dude,” Joey said, and then she elbowed Mel. “Mel. You have not lost your touch. Those guys didn’t know whether to shit, or go blind.” She turned to the rest of the security folk, and related a ‘Joey’s eye view’ of what happened. Then everyone asked Richard what happened with the president. 
I told the security detail about the videos we had compiled, and played the videos for them on the monitor in the cargo bay. I sighed afterward, and asked them where they’d like to spend the night. They said the house up near the Linville, North Carolina resort. It was secluded, and cool in the mountains there this time of year. I told Corey to head that way, and have some fresh food, and beverages delivered. I thought the location was sufficiently off the books that it’d be a good safe house for a while. I asked him if he thought I should start giving everyone the ‘alien language, and history synopsis.’
Good a time as any,
he said.
That didn’t instill the greatest confidence in me, but I had been putting it off. I knew it would take a leap of faith from my employees, but what the hell. I had Corey make a copy for everyone in the shuttle. I spoke with Carole through our link, and asked her to make copies available for many of her employees. The module was pretty persuasive, and showed where we were, and why we were doing what we were doing. This module was slightly adaptive, and gave more scientific information for those so inclined. The module tried to evoke more emotion from the mathematically challenged. It depicted the threat, and showed the progress of nova, and supernovas over the last tens of thousands of years as civilization after civilization was destroyed. You could see the pattern if played one after the other, and viewed the march outward in the galaxy. The progresses of the novae were toward our area of the spiral arm. 
The language portion was the most convincing. It forced you to view civilization after civilization, as it taught you a different language by showing the context of their languages. You saw the beings – many grotesque, or lithe, or poetic in movement. Corey managed to convey customs, and manners that were both charming, disgusting, and even outright humorous. I thought I’d try to sell it to everyone after a good dinner and sleep. Then we’d have a grand brunch with mimosas to dull the pain of the module. The damn module was painful to take.
 
       Linville Lodge – Linville, North Carolina
 
Joey Sanchez thought the delivery company up here must have had a regular supply of upper class customers because the supplies were top-notch. We partied pretty late. Boss didn’t get butter – he got organic, Irish butter. We didn’t get sparkling wine – we got excellent champagne. No farm raised fish – wild caught salmon straight from Alaska. AcuMint set a fine table. Everyone was in a much better mood than when soldiers at Wallups Island had surrounded us, she thought. She sat up as the boss came in with a very serious look on his face. He had a box of training modules with him, and she knew from experience that some of them hurt, but she didn’t mind. She now had the equivalent of several college educations – they were officially awesome.
Richard Patterson stood in front of his team, and put the box down on the low table in front of him. He looked at each of them individually. Everyone got quiet, but Word had to say something.
“Are these the door prizes boss?” Word said, and several of us groaned. 
Hell – would he EVER just keep his mouth shut. We all rolled our eyes.
I shut my eyes briefly, chuckled to myself, then wiped the smile away, and got that serious look again. “I’ve been hiding something from you, and its time to let you in on the secret. This training module will teach you several languages – some of them may no longer exist, but we may need them. This is going to come as a shock to ALL of you. You have seen some weird things, but this will test your limits. It isn’t a joke – it isn’t fiction. The Earth is in grave danger, and I have been trying to get into a position that I could help. I should say – we could help. I told some of this to the soldiers at Wallups Island – they thought I was a bug-eyed nut – certifiably crazy. Without the supporting information it sounds crazy to me, but I have a unique perspective.”
“A friend of mine – Corey, designed these modules. You do not have to take the training. It was intensely painful for me when I did it. I’m sure it will be to you. I won’t think any less of you, but it will clear up many of your questions about our technology. You will be fluent in a dozen languages this afternoon. Modules take about four hours.”
“I’ve always wanted to learn Chinese, and Spanish,” Mel said.
“Mel. These are not Earth languages…” I said, and the room got deathly quiet. “It’s serious, and we may soon be out of time.”
Joey was the first to grab a module. One by one they got them until one was left, and Word just sat there.
“Boss,” Word said. “I talk enough in English…a dozen more languages? Not sure everyone could handle it.”
“No problem. You just won’t know when they are talking about you,” I said.
Word grabbed a module, and I had them put the headpieces on at the same time. I told them to wait, and start them together. We started a countdown from ten together, and when we hit zero the grimacing began. 
The team tried to tough it out, but one by one they would cry out. A couple men wet themselves, but I didn’t stop their training. It was like doing an upgrade on a computer, and you didn’t want to stop it midway.
 
          Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility
 
The chaos of setting up a secure perimeter with new people by replacing soldiers who had been on post for twelve hours, is hard to describe. A hot meal had been the first thing to be set up, and the REMFs, and brass enjoyed it thoroughly before the SF Colonel allowed his Captain to get hot food, and relief for his people. Captain Thomas Pates was one of the most literate men in Special Forces. He had finished all, but his dissertation in Physics at the California Institute of Technology in Pasadena. His colonel had been called to the command post shared with Admiral Simpkins. A video of their entire operation was playing on the Net, and news feeds around the world. It was NOT complimentary. It was incredibly accurate, and detailed.
The internal memos, and orders were shown, and read. It showed how each order showed the personnel moving out, and was stitched together in a way that would have taken weeks for movie producers. It was about to repeat when the captain was called to the command post. 
“I see from your expression that you’ve seen the video this nut put together,” said the colonel. “Admiral Simpkins, and I have just received a parcel from the president of the United States to have one of our soldiers – particularly one who speaks several languages to use it. Which languages do you speak Captain – fluently?”
“Sir. I speak Spanish, French, Arabic, and Mandarin. I am conversational in several more.”
“Don’t care what else you’re conversational with – just fluent. You handle math pretty well also don’t you Captain?” said the Colonel with his words slightly slurred. Seemed he might have been having a nip, or two, and was somehow resentful. 
“Yes sir,” he said.
“The President of the United States has given us this training module for a SPECIAL soldier to take, and report back to us. We are ordered to negotiate this situation. We were told this module will require about four hours, and cause a great deal of pain during use. We think you are the man for the job. Here you go Captain. Have a nice night, and we’ll expect your report in the morning.”
“Might I ask what is supposed to be on it?”
“No,” replied the Colonel. “It was supplied to the President of the United States in his office privately by Mister Richard Patterson himself. Wasn’t he the one you were supposed to subdue? We wonder how he got to see the president… We are expecting a thorough report from you in the morning. Dismissed Captain.”
Captain Pates came to attention, saluted the Colonel, did an about face, and marched out of the command post with the module.
Twenty hours without sleep, and now this. Better get some fluids in me, then go some place that is quiet, and horizontal. He shaved, brushed teeth, had an energy bar, and thoroughly used the sanitation kit at the Portolets they had brought up – Portolets –damn.
He read the instructions, put on the headpiece attachments, and started the play. He gritted his teeth, and tears ran down the side of his face before he just screamed because of the pain. The screams were a release, and it became bearable. He had ordered his people to let him finish, but he was a good officer, and they didn’t like seeing him in pain.
Captain Pates was astonished at the quality of the training. He felt he could converse in any of those alien languages he had learned, and he knew…he knew that they were authentic because of pictures, the context, because of the minute detail. He was a voracious science fiction reader, and this wasn’t fiction. He saw why Richard Patterson was doing what he was doing, and thought he was on the right track. He wondered where he was now. The SF Captain decided he must report back to his ‘superiors.’
 
“Captain Pates reporting, as ordered, sir.”
“Let me get the Admiral, Captain. I can’t wait to hear this report.”
Admiral Simpkins came into the command trailer a few minutes later looking a little worse for wear. “Proceed – Captain,” the Admiral said with no fanfare.
Captain Pates was sure they would put him in the same category as the Patterson guy if he said he agreed with him so he wasn’t sure exactly how to play it.
“Go ahead Captain,” the Colonel said impatiently.
“Sirs. That training module is painful as hell, but it covers technologies that he hasn’t even shown us yet. It does cover some languages with the damndest video sequences I’ve ever seen. I have almost a PhD in physics, and I can understand a lot of the math it covers. It is beyond quantum physics, and shows how he creates a lot of those fields. The language training is perfect for encryption purposes.”
“How so Captain?” asked the colonel.
“We can use it over open radio sources, and our foreign adversaries won’t have a clue – like the Indians during World War II. I think we ought to feign some acceptance of this threat, and get more people to use this module. I recommend some scientists to see what our own people can come up with, and some more of my people. It provided some training in combat tactics that I’ve never seen – anywhere sirs. It is not for the faint of heart…damn painful.”
“Is it brainwashing? What about this threat Patterson talked about?”
“Sir. The evidence is really old on that, and thin. One of the reasons I’d like some of our scientists to check on is the gamma ray bursts from novae, and supernovae that are advancing toward our area of the galaxy. He did have an obscene picture of a snakelike being with tentacles…no shit…pardon sir.”
“Do you believe any of what he said?” asked the Admiral.
“Sir. I think HE believes it, and he put a lot of new tech into that module – tech we can appropriate.”
“So what do you think we should do?” asked the colonel.
“Give him more rope. We can’t get to him right now. Act like we’re convinced, but only back off if he allows a military observer, or two at every site. PsyOps training says the current videos on the Net would damage the military appropriations in the end. He has resources we haven’t seen, so we put a military officer in every facility.”
“That is interesting, because we look incompetent right now, and I don’t like that,” said the colonel. “How can we get more of these modules? How long does it take for a use?”
“It took almost four hours for me. I got the impression his people would make them available whenever we wanted.”
“Get a few hours of rest Captain, and then go negotiate with these people for more modules. I’ll talk over the on-site personnel with the Admiral. Dismissed.”
Captain Pates came to attention, and saluted – which he was loath to do during deployments. Too bad no one would notice, and take out the highest ranked person with a sniper shot. Best way to get rid of brass back in the day was salute them on the battlefield …too bad.



IMPRESSED
 
Linville Lodge – Linville, North Carolina
 
There was a bit of crying, but no screaming when the security folks were using the training modules. Some took them easier than others. Everyone seemed to have recovered a bit by that evening, but they were drained. They tried conversing with each other in some of the languages, and pretty soon they all were laughing, and chowing down.
“How about it gang?” I asked. “You still with me on this?”
Word spoke up – surprise – surprise. “Boss. I knew a guy that knew he was reincarnated from a Russian prince. He spoke fluent Russian. Don’t see that is much different than this stuff.”
“Thank you for your half-assed support Word,” I said.
Joey got everyone’s’ attention. “The images were so real. It was like it was someones memory. The different species, and the threat – the emotion I felt when the Horde being was holding that woman, was intense…with you boss.”
The others all agreed. There were in this together.
 
Hangar 3, Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility
 
Captain Thomas Pates was a believer. He had joined the military when the funding for graduate work at CIT had fallen through. Normally, he would have finished his dissertation, but he had gotten disgusted, and joined the military. Nine years later, and he was a captain in the Special Forces stationed at Ft. Bragg. He had fallen for the military life, and was considered a rising superstar. He had been on missions all over the world, but he had never seen anything like that training module. He was fluent in a few languages besides English, and conversational in a few more.
He knew these alien languages were legitimate because of the context presented with them. They showed the aliens’ customs, and mannerisms that could not be fabricated. He felt these modules were made from some beings’ memories. He was now en route to see if he could get someone inside to come out, and negotiate with him. The brass had said that they would pull everyone back if all the sites allowed military personnel to monitor all the operations. They also were supposed to supply training module sets for his people. Well – maybe they’ll talk with me. He radioed his perimeter team, and told them he was going to talk with the people in hangar three. He ordered a squad to cover him as he approached the hangar.
 
Carole had Corvette hack into the SF command post electronics, and had been listening to all conversations, and radio communications. She had made recordings of everything, and then played them back in sync with her time rate. Corvette had been busy duplicating modules since she heard Captain Pates’ suggestion. She had Corvette make up a box of fifty modules. Corvette had linked to Richard in Linville through Corey, and discussed their dilemma. They didn’t discuss anything else. Corvette said the Captain was walking to the hangar, which gave Carole a couple of hours of accelerated time to get ready: put on a set of BlackArmour, get a prototype light saber, an ultraviolet laser stun gun, plus produce a box of modules. 
They blinked the field, she stepped out, and the WALLUP crew reinitiated it behind her. Might as well call it a light saber she thought. She felt exposed even though she had her personal field switched on with audio frequencies enabled. Corvette was feeding her view directly to Richard through Corey.
“Captain Pates. We agree. Here are fifty modules. Make sure people who get these are emotionally balanced as they can be quite painful, and unsettling.”
Captain Pates looked at his soldiers next to him, and started speaking in Trade – one of the alien trade languages he had just learned. “How did you know what I wanted?” he said in Trade.
Carole was quick on the uptake, and responded in the same language. “We tapped into your communications, and listened to your conversations with the brass. Do you think they will do what they said? How will we know who will be placed at each facility? We will make sure they have unencumbered communications with Admiral Simpkins, or whomever you designate. We have quite a few new weapons to show you. The ship inside this hangar, the WALLUP, is almost ready for it’s maiden voyage. You are welcome to bring a whole squad aboard after they have language training. We are going to need help soon.”
“So you really think the Horde will show up soon?”
“We think…”
she paused as she listened to Corey for a few seconds. “They, or a surrogate race, will scout our system very soon. We have no sensors in place yet to even let us know if they are in system. We are ready to emplace sensors, as best we can, and give the military access to data. We don’t want to be in this alone. We are building the technology, but aren’t quite ready to turn it over to one nation – other nations are even worse. We’re trying to figure a way to get them to all work together, but it is not happening.”
“Would you escort me to the command post then? It would mean a lot. I do suggest you keep your field on. Is that the weapon that Mister Patterson used to cut those pulse rifles in half? Does it project a two-dimensional plane of force?”
Carole laughed. “A scholar…engineering background?” she said in English.
“No. Physics… almost finished my doctorate at CIT.”
“I’m afraid a lot of physics is going to need to be rewritten.”
“Ma’am. The math, and languages are the reasons I believe you. Shall we?” he motioned with a slight bow, and arm movement.
Carole laughed, and gave the box to the soldier with the most inclination to point his pulse rifle at her. The soldier had to sling his rifle to carry the box – which was her point.
Captain Pates saw that, and walked beside her back to the command post.
 
     Command Post — Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility
 
The group arrived at the command post. Captain Pates went in first. Carole had Corvette monitor the communications, and any conversations inside. The captain came back out and stated the Admiral and Colonel had agreed to meet with her privately. They said they needed five minutes to seal the approval with the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs.
Carole, Corvette said. They just told Admiral Raymond Detweiler they were about to take you into custody, and they thought they could use you to force Patterson to drop shields at all the facilities. They said they’d talk with you, and give the order to the troops when you left the command trailer. They plan to arrest Captain Pates as a traitor.
Carole was stunned. They couldn’t do anything to her could they – guess they could drop a net, or something, over my whole field. Carole asked Corvette…can you mimic the Admiral’s and Colonel’s voices. You can patch into their communications, and make it sound like them couldn’t you. You can play back anything we heard couldn’t you?
Richard cut in. What are you thinking? He asked through Corey, and Corvette.
I go in, stun them, and then order the SF troops under Pates to the WALLUP. We get them inside, and give them the module training. The friskier ones, we turn loose in rural Virginia, or the moon…I don’t know. A few of them may side with us.
You’re kidding…right? Special Forces troops are conditioned to follow the shittiest orders on the planet. They go places, and do things that make regular soldiers quake.
Yeah…but Colonel Crap for Brains here, would give the order – well…Corvette would, and then we’d take off, and cut off all communications.
It would take the cooperation of Captain Pates…
Oh…you mean the guy they plan to court martial, and send to Leavenworth…
…see your point. Will take us about twenty minutes to get back to you. How long before the WALLUP is ready to fly? …and – I know, you don’t mean a whole battalion.
It should have been ready in a day, but it will be about thirty minutes from now – normal time ‘til it’s ready.
Okay. Watch yourself. We’re headed your way. All my crew has had the module, and are, supposedly, with me. We’ll see. Good luck, Richard said.
“Okay Captain. Let me go in first please,” she said.
“Not sure…” he started to say, and then saw her expression.
“You need to leave your weapons with me,” he said.
“Don’t think so Captain. I am not going in there defenseless with people who have tried to arrest, or kill me. Not ready for that leap of faith.”
The captain shrugged because he knew he couldn’t do anything much through her shield. He could see the slight distortion it caused, and her mouth was slightly out of sync with her words so he knew she still had it on. He motioned her to have at it.
Carole stepped into the trailer, and noted that there were three soldiers inside besides the Admiral, and the SF Colonel. She nodded as they motioned her to have a seat in mid-trailer. She pulled her stun pistol, held down the trigger, and stunned everyone inside ‘til they collapsed. She then carefully stunned them again with short individual bursts to the torso. She didn’t want to kill anyone. She then had Corvette mimic the colonel’s voice over the radio, and ordered Captain Pates into the trailer. 
She had her saber out as he came in, and his eyes grew wide as she motioned him to come in, and sit down. She held her finger to her lips, and said – “You need to hear this before you sound any alarm,” she said in the alien Trade language. She had Corvette play the recording of the conversation between the Colonel, and the Admiral – including his pending arrest as a traitor. Colonel Masters then went on to talk about how he disliked Captain Pates, and ‘didn’t like the little prick – always thought he knew it all.’
“Okay…knew this guy was going to try to set me up to keep me from getting promoted, but this is a bit much. I thought we had a deal,” Pates said.
“Thought we did too ‘til I heard what they were plotting.”
“Some setup you have ma’am…alien tech?”
“Yep. No wires. Can I have your word you won’t try to turn me over to the government? I promise to try to save this country – this planet. Would you, or the Colonel, order your troops to enter the hangar, and go with us? I can mimic short orders over the radios, if you’ll tell me what to say. I’d like to include any people you think we can trust to go with us. You could order them, or the ‘Colonel’ could.”
“My company only then. How long will they stay out? You know someone will find them unconscious in here in no time. No communications will alert them if nothing else. Can your tech simulate orders from here?”
“Yes Captain, but we’ll need your jargon. It would sound weird from a civilian pretending to be a real soldier.”
“Okay. Shit. They’ll bury me no matter what I do after this…okay. Use this radio, and the Colonel’s voice, and say this to all the troops. I’ll talk with my company.”
He proceeded to tell her what to say, and how to respond. Corvette would keep up the masquerade for a while after they left.
He had Carole step out of the trailer without her shield on, but fast enough so no one outside could see the interior. Pates told one of his SF soldiers to escort her to the hangar, and make sure she got back okay. He had another guard the door, and let no one inside. He led the others to their bivouac area. 
Colonel Masters’ voice ordered all Pates men to return to their bivouac area when they were relieved at their posts. He then ordered another company of troops to relieve all of Captain Pates’ people immediately.
 
 
Bivouac area — Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility
 
“Look Rodriquez. I don’t know why we’re supposed to get our full kit, and move out. The captain told the lieutenant to get us mustering out in ten minutes. We have a lot of kit – talking to you is not getting us ready. Move it.”
“Sarge. You know the butter bar hasn’t been with Bravo Company, but for two months. I heard he transferred out of first battalion, 5th.”
“You use a term like “butter bar” around me again, and I’ll make ‘on report’ seem like paradise. Move it. We have four minutes now.”
 
The company mustered outside, and the captain had squad leaders gather around him. “The colonel has chosen us to go on a little trip. It will be dangerous, and something no unconventional forces have ever done. He chose US for this.”
“Because we’re the best sir…” someone said in the back.
“No…because he hates my guts,” replied the captain.
There was a pause as the soldiers absorbed what he said, and then the veterans chuckled. They liked this leader. 
“Let’s move out. Check for noise. Move to hangar three folks…at a quick march. Sergeant Garcia. Did you get Thibault, and Gilbert’s gear?” Pates asked.
“Yes sir. I had volunteers,” he said, and looked at Rodriquez, and Tarkington struggling under a double load.
 
                                             ****
 
Colonel Masters’ voice came over the radio, and explained that Bravo Company was moving to hangar three to intercept an incoming shuttle. They were to take up positions inside the hangar. His orders were acknowledged, and then Captain Pates ordered his people to move out. The company approached the hangar just as Patterson’s shuttle came into view, and entered the open hangar bay of the WALLUP. Captain Pates led troops aboard, and Carole had four of the prettiest female crew show them the way to their new quarters.
 
                                             ****
 
Richard Patterson met Captain Pates again. 
“Mister Patterson,” Captain Pates said. “Your training module presents a good case for you. I’m afraid your explanation sounds a bit whacked without the additional information.”
“What sold you?”
“The math sir…well, and the visuals showing the alien languages in context. When do we take off?”
Richard looked at Carole, and raised his eyebrows.
“We left about five minutes ago,” she said, and turned to Richard. “Corvette is piloting.”
“Corvette?” queried Captain Pates. “I didn’t feel any acceleration.”
“Alien computer, and no inertia,” Richard said.
“Holy crap…what are we going to do about the command trailer situation?” asked the SF Captain.
Carole thought for a minute, and asked. “I have a copy of the agreement you wanted. We could print that out – sign it, and then send it to…the President?”
“He’s on his way to Europe right now, but we could send all those files as a top secret coded message for him to receive. We can tap into anything he has – any electronic communication.”
“Okay then,” said Captain Pates. “Send him that, and then the voice recordings of the Admiral, and colonel planning to double cross the agreement.”
“Make sure you include ordering my company on board. I don’t know why the colonel ordered us to do that…” Pates said, and grinned big – knowing all the while what was really happening.
“Sounds like a plan,” Richard said.
Corvette. Corey. Would you coordinate sending all those messages to the President’s plane as a top-secret message?
Done…Corvette said. It took longer for you humans to explain it than it did to do it. Longest portion of the time is dealing with the slow retrieval speed for the President’s electronics. I will record their responses.
 
 
             Air Force One over Greenland
 
“Harold,” said President Leech to his chief of staff. “Have you reviewed this communication about the Richard Patterson situation?”
“Yes sir. Pretty poor way to handle a guy that has been supportive of the US, and your office… You realize that he is multi-billionaire, and has practically given the US superiority over every other military on the planet.”
“That’s just it Harold…the planet. Is this guy off his rocker?”
“Sir. He doesn’t say crazy stuff on camera, is always supportive of the US, and the US military – always. He may be a little bent, but he has come up with his billions himself. He didn’t inherit anything, and always gives us family rates while sticking it to everybody else. Chinese, and Indian dollars are paying for American manufacturing. It’s a pretty nice change of pace. So we’re going to let your two yahoos at Wallups Island ruin a good thing?”
“What about the agreement the Patterson people sent us? Can we live with that?”
“Live with it Mister President? They are embedding our people in every facility they have. They are allowing us to review every invention that they develop. They are taking a company of our troops on their first spacecraft. I don’t know what else they could do to appease us – except give Admiral Simpkins hot oil backrubs.”
“What do you think I ought to do?”
“I’d get Raymond Detweiler on the horn, and have him relieve Simpkins, and that incompetent Colonel. Then I’d have all those troops everywhere stand down, and return to base – except this Captain Pates fellow. Have you looked up his file? CIT Physics, and a ton of languages… Make him the one that reports from the Wallups Island Spaceport, and okay his company with the new spacecraft if it exists. Make all the intelligence go to the Chairman, and Vice Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, and summarized in reports here. We need the good press. You’ll have to talk with Simpkins personally.”
 
 
Command Trailer — Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility
 
Colonel Masters was the first to come to. He made sure Admiral Simpkins, and the techs were okay. The emergency communications line was flashing so he grabbed that first. It was Admiral Raymond Detweiler, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs for Admiral Simpkins.
“Sir. We’ve been attacked by that female, Carole what’s her name. Yes sir. I won’t interrupt. Here’s Admiral Simpkins.”
Admiral Simpkins was a bit groggy, but he took the receiver. “Admiral Simpkins here. Yes sir, but you don’t realize we were just attacked by that Koth woman. You do know what is going on…sir…you have an agreement with these people…but sir…we were attacked in an unprovoked manner. It is not bullshit.  Sorry sir. I’m relieved of command? What? Colonel Masters too? Sir. You can’t demand that of me. I’m career Navy. Yes…I want to keep my pension. This order comes from where? The President? Yes sir. I’ll put him on,” Simpkins said, and handed the receiver back to Colonel Masters.
“Colonel Masters here sir. Yes sir. I understand sir. Sir…we were rendered unconscious by…yes sir. I sent Captain Pates where? No sir. I didn’t do that? That was the best thing I did? I will sir. I will have Major Alberton take over. Yes sir. I won’t fight it sir, but these people are crazy…no sir. I understand the Defense Secrets Act…yes sir.”
Colonel Masters shut off the connection, and then looked at the Admiral. He reached forward, and contacted SF Major Alberton of Headquarters Command of 2nd Battalion. “Yes Major. Pack up everything, and have everyone moving back to Bragg as soon as possible. We’ve been ordered to pull back, and you are in charge. No problem – just getting you some command time.”
 
          On Board WALLUP – Deep Space Near Neptune
 
“All your people have taken the module. Any not take to it?” Richard asked. 
“No Mister Patterson. My guys are pretty sharp. We all accepted the nanites too. Alpha, and Charlie Companies had as much as a 5% rejection rate,” responded Captain Pates.
“Any guess why? …call me Richard.”
“Think it’s because I tend to attract the intellectuals. Even Rodriquez is sharp – though he tries to put on a dumb vibe. He has a BS in engineering…crappy school, but a BS nonetheless.” 
“Interesting… Good news. Have them practice all the new languages in turn – maybe by day of the week so they won’t lose the knowledge. Also – let me show you where we are deploying sensors, and get your ideas. Not sure where these guys will come from, or when – but these sensor buoys cover a huge area – it gives us some coverage, and they’re passive ‘til triggered by a dimensional wave front.”
“How do they report back? It would take hours from here wouldn’t it?”
“It would through normal space, but dimensionally we are very close, and have near instantaneous transmission using this system. It only works about one hundred light years according to the theory, but, of course, we haven’t been able to test that.”
“Your drive works, or we wouldn’t be here. Can we contact anyone from here?”
“We can only contact our Wallups Island facility right now, but we will set up transceivers at Fort Meade, and other locations as soon as we can. It does look like the President’s order is taking effect. Troops have been removed from all our facilities, and two ‘observers’ have been assigned. We are coordinating all business through the communications with Wallups Island though. We should be finished deploying all sensors in another day.”
“That seems like a ridiculously small number of sensors for the volume. The solar system is really big. I mean huge,” said Captain Pates who was one of the few people that could even comprehend the size.
“Each sensor covers 500 billion cubic kilometers.”
“Wow…huge…that would do it. What is it you want us to help you with about that saber thing?”
“We need to be able to force entry to board other space ships, and then take control. We will never be able to manufacture enough ships to fight off even the initial attacks if we don’t. How do we do that?”
“Your sabers can cut through other fields…right? You can set our personal fields so we can work in vacuum. Can our fields be adjusted so we can move? Can we get ship layouts for different makes?”
Richard raised mental eyebrows to Corey.
I can give you diagrams that are about 80,000 years out-of-date. The other is…doable…I think…good ideas. I would never have thought of boarding ships in space. Ship designs, and tech ideas are loading to module 23 in engineering. I’ll get Pates to help you plan tactics using the new tactics, and weapons. Hershel has the best grasp of field theory. Richard. Remember that every use of ships away from a gravity field is detectable.
Hershel…damn…can’t help it.
 
Captain Pates had some good ideas, and they were able to design modifications for the fields with an oxygen generator-CO2 scrubber unit. The shields had to be redesigned not to leak air, but still allow some frequencies of visible light through. They were able to make a small zero point module to power everything. The redesign was now the size of a small, flattened lump on the back of the armor that included the power pack, a small ion drive for navigating in space, communications package, and a neat heat exchanger that dumped excess heat into another dimension rather than show on infrared. Any waste was dumped also after moisture was extracted to regulate humidity. I had to admit that Corey had some designs way ahead of Earth’s current technologies.
Testing the prototypes started in the shuttle bay, and progressed to a shuttle bay in vacuum, and finally to outside ‘walks.’ We nearly roasted, drowned, and suffocated our SF guys…a few times. Let’s just say you had to have brass cojones to be a guinea pig. We finally got the suits stabilized in a few days within an Echo field – five months of accelerated time was lightning fast, for what we doing. Pates had his people ‘attack’ some abandoned rocket boosters, and other large objects in orbit.
Pates made some generalized plans to attack different designs of spacecraft, but we knew it would be general plans only. No battle plans ever survive first contact so we brainstormed different approaches – ignorance is bliss. Pates liked the porcupine mines, but wanted to get more, but we had no way to carry more. We had a total of almost two hundred personnel on the ship with a civilian chain of dysfunction. I took the lead as Captain with Mel as first officer. Carole became second officer, and was in charge of all the navigation – she had a gift for knowing where we were at all times – uncanny, even without Corvette’s help. Joey was third officer, and Hershel became Chief engineer. 
Pates, was commander of his company – subordinate only to me, in his chain of command. His personnel were still US Special Forces, and it wasn’t guaranteed that they’d follow commands from any of the lowly civilians, but we were learning to respect each other’s talents. My ‘civilian’ security team, and others, would train with them in the shuttle, or cargo bays. We’d show each other, tricks. Showing someone a ‘trick’ is much better than telling them they are doing it wrong. Carole, and I had super fast reactions, but I had sixty years of martial arts training in a young body. I made pairs of young hotshots ‘bite the dust’.
Mel, and Joey were better than ninety five percent of the SF guys, but I must say the SF troops had a couple of prodigies. Rodriquez, and Sergeant Garcia were holy terrors. Even I would not want to fight those two. A spinoff was that we made training modules from the best fighters, and many absorbed the training. Soon, even the worst fighters were people who were holy terrors in personal combat.
 
                                           ****
 
Five months is a long time to spend on a little ship, and it seemed smaller as the days grew longer. We worked on developing the sensors, and deploying them around the solar system. You’d think seeing all the planets would be exciting, but the sensors were usually placed in remote areas of the solar system. Corey had calculated the shortest powered routes so our powered signatures would be reduced. 
How does this ship detection work? I asked.
We ascertained we became detectable when you had an unbalanced dimensional field that was rapidly moving away from a strong gravity field. The Horde generally would not investigate occasional movements of one ship. The more ships, the more movement, the faster the movement, or movement in an isolated area would draw their interest, or one of their sycophant race scouts.
Sycophant race scouts?
…Other races that would do anything to stay alive…anything.



SENSOR GLITCH
 
We had turned on our sensor system while in orbit, and it showed overlapping areas of coverage only with shadowed areas near the larger planets. It pretty well covered from just outside the orbit of Mercury to a little shy of 50 AU with a g-zillion scattered Kuiper Belt objects. Corvette designed a computer using the Earth components; logged known objects, and looked for changes that were anomalous. The WALLUP’s functions were being redesigned on the fly, and minor items became major issues. 
There was an insect problem onboard. Our food supplies were limited, and we discovered we had acquired a cockroach infestation. We zeroed in on the compartments affected, but couldn’t eradicate it. Those suckers got everywhere, and were hard to find even using alternate spectral observations. It was Hershel who solved it, when he made little microwave guide transmitters that fried the little buggers. Vacuum didn’t get rid of some of them, but radiation worked wonders as long as that radiation wasn’t reflected back. Our carbon nanotube walls allowed microwave to pass through, and we could fry the little buggers right through the wall. We didn’t want to use chemicals. Who knew? We did know we’d have to reexamine the problems on the next trip – maybe expose food supplies as they arrived with a light microwave treatment.
There were a million flaws – only a few, life threatening, but we were inventing policy, and solutions, every hour. Privacy, and food, became big issues, as did boredom. The communications with Earth got better as they built new comm gear from our modifications. We had only been away a week from Earth in normal time, but almost six months for us. I promised all SF troops that they could have cash bonuses, or equivalent in gear. Many of those guys wanted gear. We got vids from Earth, and porn was a problem – we did have a LOT of training modules. The SF folks didn’t know about the non-disclosure conditioning, included with most of the modules. Everyone aboard had the equivalent of a PhD level education by the time we were heading back.
The government – through the President – had accepted the contract, and released all my assets. We were balls to the wall developing new tech from the alien ideas. The world’s food riots had progressed in random locales around the world – with the most violence in Eastern Europe, western Asia, and India. Africa was a mix of the normal genocides, in their continuing internecine warfare. Wallups Island had begun work on a second, larger ship with the design improvements we had developed.
 
          US Space Surveillance System – Dahlgren, Virginia
 
Richard, and Hershel were installing the duplicate sensor consoles for the newly combined Space Command, when we finally returned. The base had been opened, and closed so many times that it was second nature to the military. They were accustomed to adding new equipment, changing titles, and duties. Their six months aboard ship on its maiden voyage was just two days of normal time – the crew was allowed to take a 5-hour vacation (normal time), which amounted to almost a week in accelerated time – that, really, limited entertainment options. You could only spend the accelerated time under one of the large fields at the base. Thankfully, large influxes of cash from weapons sales, allowed Wallups Island to have great food, and large suites of luxurious rooms. We did try to pamper our employees whenever we could. The SF soldiers had been deployed in the worst places on Earth so this wasn’t a raw deal for them.
Hershel had skipped ‘vacationing’, and buried himself in his work. He just finished hooking up the console, and turned it on as I walked in to observe his progress. The large panels around the walls lit up showing the entire coverage of the solar system. Carole was back at hangar three working on the larger, second ship – so we had time for a man-to-man talk.
Richard stopped, and looked at Hershel. “I think Carole loves you.”
Hershel put down his tools. “I didn’t plan it. It just happened. I was crazy about her from the day I met her. I’ll quit if you…”
“Don’t be ridiculous, man. You two fit together. You’re a terrific scientist. We couldn’t have put this system together without you,” I said while grimacing inwardly.
“What should I do about it?” he asked.
“Tell her how you feel. Tell her I approve. She’s a big girl…she can make up her own mind. She just has guilt feelings about hurting me.” I said though I couldn’t tell him I really cared for her…still. I was experienced enough to know that there would be others…sometime. You’d think at seventy I’d know better…not.
A young radar tech from Space Command came over, and coughed to interrupt. “Excuse me fellows. Are you going to get around to showing us how this stuff works? What is this showing?” he said indicating two red dots in the Kuiper belt. The displays showed a predicted inbound trajectory reversed from the Pioneer spacecraft paths.
“They could be comets, couldn’t they?” Hershel asked. 
Corey said, these are correcting their path Richard, and stopping periodically. 
“Let’s get back to the WALLUP.” 
Carole. We have incoming – something. Two somethings. Would you alert Pates? We’ll be back in two minutes, I thought to Carole while running with Hershel back to the shuttle.
“What do we do?” shouted the radar tech. 
“Alert your bosses, and pray,” I said as we slammed the hatch on the shuttle, and took off for Wallups Island.
Resupply is finished, and most are aboard except a few still on leave, Carole said through Corey.
We flew the shuttle directly into the bay of the WALLUP. Personnel were running into the WALLUP, and the hatches were secured. A horn blasted warning ground personnel, and the WALLUP took off. It took only a couple of minutes to reach the area of the two ships. The sensors showed the ships, for they were clearly ships, had stopped for a moment near Saturn. We saw them visually magnified in our monitors, and it took us a second to determine their design. They looked similar versions to ships Corey had shown for a species known as the Graloc. The Graloc were a race that had tried to stay neutral with the Horde, but had become their scouts. Cory said they always preceded a Horde incursion, and often had a Horde advisor onboard. I guess our little excursion had been detected after all. This sure moved up the timetable. My stomach knotted knowing how ill prepared we were for a meeting.
I went to the communications console, set it to the typical hailing frequencies, and greeted the ship in Graloc – one of the languages we had learned.
There was a long delay. The SF Troops were mustering for deployment at the shuttle bay door set opposite from the ships. 
“How do you speak Graloc? This is an undeveloped world,” The ship replied to our greeting.
“Undeveloped – Yes. We look forward to your guidance.” I said as I signaled the troops to deploy. I just wanted to distract them as long as I could.
“What do you mean?” responded the ship.
“We just finished the surveys of this world’s minerals, technologies, and weapons. You should have no threats from here.” Pates team signaled they were ready to board both ships. “What do you want us to do? How can we support you? How do you want to receive our extensive surveys?”
 
The entry teams easily cut through the double hulls, and entered. Richard had our ship’s saber weapons aimed at the suspected engine rooms of the two Graloc ships.
 
The SF Forces entered at the point suspected to be a cargo area – it wasn’t. They expected there would be no beings in this area – again wrong. It looked like a feeding area – like a cafeteria in an alien way. Luckily they had sealed the entrance point so there was no vacuum to close automatic pressure bulkheads between compartments. There seemed to be two species – one the Graloc who looked like tall, thin, exotic humanoids with four arms, but without long canine teeth, and Hermolics who looked like short, hairless dogs with two arms, short snouts, and ears. Pates, and his team ordered them not to move in their own languages – it didn’t work. The beings immediately attacked with, or without weapons, and were appropriately slaughtered as the teams moved toward the bridge, and engineering areas. 
There was organized resistance at the bridge, and engineering. The aliens’ weapons could penetrate our shields if multiples of their weapons concentrated at one point on our armor – if our people were exposed long enough. It happened twice on both ships, and we lost soldiers as we spread out. The weapons seemed to rapidly shift, standard field frequencies, and eventually penetrate. Our sabers cut through their defenses rapidly. No one lived if they were exposed. We cut through to the bridge, which contained multiple Graloc, and one Horde being. The Horde being was at a console communicating with someone when it had its head cut off by Sergeant Garcia. The leader of the Graloc placed two of its hands on the deck in a position of surrender. It said, “Yaloo…mislow…” which meant ‘engineer…submit’ in the Graloc language.
Richard Parker heard the reports, and ordered the teams to take both ships, and any prisoners back to Earth if they could navigate the ships. I had Hershel take control of one of the ships. A SF lieutenant commanded the other. We scanned and our sensor system showed a third ship appear. There had been a third ship, and it was not running away. It surged 50 AU toward us in a few seconds.
 
The third ship was four times the size of the earlier ships, and it flew directly at the WALLUP’s position. It was not the same design as the Graloc ships – not like anything they had seen before. It fired – something – at the WALLUP, and its beam hit the rear of the WALLUP… punching a basketball-sized hole right through the rear. Our individual projectors were working, and cut into the other ship. One beam must have hit something critical because the ship shuddered, and then began to retreat. It soon disappeared off our sensors.
 
                The captured Graloc ships
 
Captain Pates had the captured Graloc explain, all the controls, while maintaining a link with the WALLUP, and the second captured ship. Pates shared his audio-video link to the other ships. The Second captured ship left no officers alive while the dog-like race all surrendered. That ship provided fifty prisoners – none who knew how to navigate the ship.  The Graloc who had surrendered on the first ship gave good instructions – pointing and explaining with all four arms. It was fairly easy for Hershel to figure out the second ship’s controls. 
Hershel got the okay from Richard to take the second ship, and the prisoners back to Earth. The ship could always crash, or the prisoners could mutiny, or…I guess I was still conflicted about Hershel, and Carole, but I did respect the guy…damn.
It didn’t take long for Captain Pates to get the Graloc officer to show how anyone could pilot the captured ship back to Earth. Getting the WALLUP going again was the first priority before we took the ship back. The alien had punched a hole all the way through the hull of the WALLUP – killing four crewmembers. We had lost two soldiers in the first ship takeover, and three in the second ship takeover. 
Pates said the Graloc expected the Horde to return using the same route as the first three ships. Patterson decided to deploy the porcupine mines since we could not cover a very large area. Odd mines were designed to look defective – duds. Those ‘duds’ were designed to be retrieved. They are set to explode whenever they were in a pressurized environment. Any would explode if examined. That was all we could do at the moment. I was depressed even though we won a minor skirmish due to surprise, but it was a pyrrhic victory. I knew there’d be a lot worse, but first we’d have to get the Earth to produce a fleet of warships…and any fleet would just attract a larger, and faster response. Damn…a Catch-22.
 
                    Aliens at Wallups Island
 
Two alien spacecraft, and three new species was enough ‘proof’ to convince anyone that there were aliens ‘out there’. The military wanted to investigate, and control all the ‘new’ material. They thought all seized ‘personnel’, and property was their own. Certainly a civilian faction should not control this information. The military brought in microbiologists, and psychologists to evaluate the threat. The military had ‘protocols’ – they said, for this type of thing. I reiterated that I was the one warning them – over, and over again. I restated, that my ship – the one I had built with my own money, had captured the aliens. The military said that their troops had seized the two ships by boarding them. I told them to use their own ships next time…
It did not resolve how alien ‘visitors’ should be treated, or anything else. The commandant of the Marine Corps, vice chairman of the Joint Chiefs, General Slopes felt uncomfortable. He was having a revelation. He felt his ability to defend the U.S. from enemies foreign, and domestic, had reached a new low. Richard Patterson had been right. He was not dicking around with negotiations, which would be fruitless. He respected Patterson’s ballsy approach. 
There was dissention within the Joint Chiefs. Admiral Raymond Detweiler was angry that civilians had ‘started a war’. The alien ships had been quarantined, and Sergeant Garcia had interviewed the Graloc officer. The information obtained was frightening. It corroborated what Richard Patterson had revealed. The Horde was still active, and they would come to Earth. The corpse of the Horde being was indeed a four-meter long snakelike being with tentacles…just like Patterson had described. The Horde being had been in charge of the two Graloc ships. Gralocs were reportedly (by Patterson again) long-range scouts for the Horde. The large ship that got away was ‘manned’ by a fourth race – the Xeeg. The Xeeg were semi-aquatic creatures adapted to land. They could move incredibly fast on water, or land, according to the Graloc officer. 
 
       The Pentagon – Office of the Chairman of Joint Chiefs
 
Admiral Detweiler was concerned that Patterson knew the Horde was coming. He was concerned Patterson had built ships that could defeat them. He was concerned how Patterson could produce training modules in ten alien languages. How could he know? What was he playing at? Evidently, Patterson could hack into any electronic communication – that was scary enough when the NSA did it. Yet – Patterson had the answers again, and again. What should be done about this man? Maybe he should let some of Patterson’s critics be put back in charge. 
 
                                       ****
 
Richard Patterson had been asking to interview the Graloc officer since they returned. The military had not allowed access to the alien ships, or captives. The government was experiencing a love-hate relationship with AcuMint, and the Wallups Island facility. The military finally realized they might gain more information if they let Richard interview the aliens – with a military escort who spoke the language. Carole had been turning out thousands of modules now, and had given several hundred to the military. She told them the ones they had, were all that were available.
The Hermolic, and Xeeg were not the languages we had learned, but I assumed they spoke Trade. I was finally let in to see the Graloc officer. Sergeant Garcia accompanied me.
“Are they treating you well?” I asked.
“Well? Not a matter of concern,” the Graloc said.
“Why?” I asked.
“The Horde will return. I am dead.” 
“Why are you dead?” I asked.
“I had displeased my Horde master – I was to be replaced. The Horde will return.”
“He’s told me all this before,” Garcia said.
“Thank you sergeant. Send me transcripts, and I won’t ask the same questions – otherwise please observe…observe,” I said letting him know I was displeased.
“How many ships should we expect? Their size compared to the Xeeg ship?”
“Ten? One hundred? Five hundred? One thousand?” I said.
“Not one thousand…a bit more than five hundred,” said the Graloc. “Their ships are about the size of the Xeeg ship, but their weapons are stronger.”
“This is all new Patterson,” said Garcia.
“You’re not observing sergeant,” I said. “Describe their weapons, and shields.”
“When their ships are damaged, or face powerful foes – those ships produce a field none can penetrate. Others not damaged then repel the attack. That is why they have so many ships. I was very surprised you were able to defeat my ships, or the Xeeg. The Xeeg only agreed to be scouts, or face extinction.”
“What about the Hermolics? What is their function? What do their ships look like?” I asked.
“You will find this humorous – you have laughter – yes. The Hermolics’ ships were powered by chemical means when the Horde discovered them. Your planet was supposed to be the same. They have no ships. They speak Trade, but that is not their main function,” the Graloc said.
“Is that humorous? I do not understand. We do not use chemical rockets any more,” I said thinking that we didn’t – since last year when we learned we could build the WALLUP. “What is their main purpose?”
“Food. They breed in less than a year. Their offspring are very tender,” the Graloc said. “You were thought to be as undeveloped as them – a new source of food. My people will not eat intelligent species, but the Hermolics enjoy eating them. The Horde enjoys eating intelligent species, but usually only in front of their mate, or close friends. They do eat offspring in front of the mother, and otherwise, eat the males first. The Hermolics are getting less intelligent so the Horde is looking for new, intelligent food sources. They derive some form of pleasure from the emotional distress of their victims.”
“Tell me about any weapons you have seen that are effective for the Horde, or any other race. We have weapons that can pierce their impenetrable barrier,” I said.
Garcia grabbed my shoulder. “I knew you civilians would do that – telling him about our weaponry.”
“OUR weaponry sergeant,” I said in English. “Who is he going to tell? I know enough about Graloc history that I believe him. They have been fighting the Horde for a long time, and they are still here.”
“How long could they fight that number of ships? He has to be lying…it’s all just telling us what they think we want to know. I’ve told my superiors that I think he’s making it all up,” said the sergeant.
“They’ve been fighting the Horde for tens of thousands of years. They are still here. He is cooperating. He is telling me very useful information.”
“This is just some junk he’s telling you ‘cause you’re a friggin’ civilian…he knows a liberal when he sees one,” said the sergeant.
I gritted my teeth, and turned back to the Graloc. Corey had taught me Xeeg when we realized they might be species that was involved. It was not one of the languages on the training modules. “Do not show a reaction if you understand me,” I said in Xeeg. “Lean back a little if you understand,” I said, and the Graloc leaned back slightly. I decided I wouldn’t have another chance with this guy so I would ask some pertinent questions. “What was your position on your ship? Master of the ship?”
The Graloc laughed a very human like laugh. “No. I am the chief engineer. I was being punished because our earlier survey showed your planet only had primitive rockets. We were coming to perform the final assessment before committing forces. When you defeated the Xeeg you will now get a larger assignment of ships, but it will be longer before they come back…bringing slightly more than 500 ships now. They will be back in about half an orbit of your planet.”
“How do you know?” I asked.
“I am an engineer.”
“Would you help me design weapons to defeat them if you could?” I asked. 
“This soldier, and others like him would not let me,” the Graloc said.
“What is your name?”
“I am only called Yaloo – our word for engineer.”
“Okay Patterson,” said the sergeant. “That’s enough – you’re tellin’ him too much stuff I don’t understand, and as a civilian you wouldn’t know what not to say.”
“Sergeant. I am sure you are doing the best you know how. I will tell the general you couldn’t do a better job. No amount of money is worth the job you’re doing. I’ll make sure to tell them that. This engineer agreed to help us design weapons – I could use his help,” I said. “Oh…for your information. I was fighting in Asia, and Africa when you were in diapers. I don’t need any transcripts now, but I would like to study his ships, and have him work with me.”
I walked away knowing the military would not let us examine anything. I decided I’d have to up the ante. Corey. I suspect those Graloc ships are pretty automated.
Yes. They have a sophisticated navigation system. It is almost sentient.
Do you think you could take over, and pilot them somewhere else? We’d need to empty them first. Can you still message the President securely?
I might be able to take over the ships with the engineer’s help, but the system is newer than anything I’ve dealt with in the past. I can easily send an eyes-only message to the President. 
 
                                              ****
 
President Leech looked at the message from Richard Patterson with mixed emotions. He had read the report from Captain Thomas Pates. Aliens – three different species almost exactly as Patterson had explained to Walt Simpkins when Simpkins thought Patterson was crazy. The small ship Patterson had built had defeated a larger ship. The SF troops had captured two more ships, and one of those had contained a being just as Patterson had described…how did he know? Should I trust him? My military advisors do not want to turn anything over to him. The president sighed, and began to read his decrypted message from Patterson.
 
Mister President. Wish I had better news. The captured chief engineer from the first ship is willing to help me design new weapons – I understand the fields better than any other scientists, and I will give any new weapons to the military immediately – I need your help. They will not let me examine the computers of the alien ships. Bad news – the captive reported 500+ ships the size of the ship we defeated will be returning in six months. They were just scout ships for the Horde. The doglike intelligent species on board is used as food – we are next. How does the Horde derive its nourishment? …By causing emotional distress from victims as they consume their flesh – they can cause pleasure, or pain to victims… often eat children in front of parents. Good news: We have the same shields as the Horde, but we can penetrate their shields from close range. We have laid a minefield in area of last incident – all mines are bobbytrapped if inspected, and are harmless to Earth ships. We need to distribute the language, summary training modules to other governments. We cannot produce enough by ourselves. Access? …Distribute modules to others?
The military, on this, was a day late, and dollar short, President Leech thought while staring out the window of Air Force One. It had just landed at Ramstein Air Base in Germany. It would be the end of the Earth if the Patterson timetable were right. So many people tell me their uniformed decisions based on opinion. …aliens…why couldn’t it be the sun was exploding, and we had eight, and a half minutes left…
The president dictated a message to the Joint Chiefs, and the fifteen senators on the select committee for intelligence. It included the report discredited from Walt Simpkins where Richard Patterson warned of the forthcoming attack by the Horde. The report included video footage from helmet cams from the Special Forces troops’ boarding operations. It included information on the training modules, and the need to distribute them worldwide. The chief of staff informed the president that there was a crate of the training modules awaiting his plane at the airport. These modules were reported to include the battle videos, and the Xeeg language. 
 
 
People’s Liberation Army HQ – Beijing, China
 
Shàojiàng (General) Zhang Wei faced James Cowan, an employee of the American Company, AcuMint. These Americans had threatened him. He wondered what they wanted this time. The power modules they delivered had functioned wonderfully, but his scientists had been unable to reverse engineer them until the designs appeared on the Net…why would they give away that asset? What now?
“Sir. I have been directed by Richard Patterson to deliver these training modules. They include videos from recent battles in deep space, and a summary of the technologies we are developing. Mister Patterson says he will give you designs for the new weapons if you will join the Americans in fighting this threat. President Leech is now distributing these modules on his trip. Sir. These modules take about five hours to run. When I took it – it was really painful so I’d have a subordinate try it first, and then ask them their impression. I realize that it is highly unusual – this module has the designs to make a field that accelerates time. People under a large field can produce work, thirty times faster than normal time. Included on this one are designs for the railguns, pulse guns, stunners, and the latest design for our prototype space ship. This is a few days old – meaning it is a few months old in accelerated time…behind our progress at Wallups Island. It also has some of the videos with captured aliens, and shows the captured ships.”
“Aliens…captured ships. What fiction are you spreading? Your government would never give weapons designs.”
“Yes sir. Our government does not know. We cannot do it all ourselves. My government does not trust Richard Patterson, but I have personally found him dedicated, and honest. He can be ruthless, but he is dedicated to defending the Earth.”
“The Earth? Is he offering these modules, and technology to any other countries?” asked the general.
“Most of the Scandinavian countries, Western European countries, Japan, India…probably not Russia, or Australia.”
“Why China, and not Australia?” asked the general.
“Sir. Mister Patterson has fought against Australians for you with Sigma Max, and wanted to tell you – quote: “I don’t trust the Australians since they went so far to the political extreme. You also have more current manufacturing capacity.”
“Why would he come to me, and not someone higher in the administration?”
“Sir. He said that you were only trying to do your job, and he understood, but times change…rapidly. Do you want these modules? I have fifty…they are pretty good, but they are painful. I suggest you drink some before running them – that helped me.”
“Leave them on the floor. I have a perfect test subject. Lieutenant. Come in here now…I know you are listening. Bring me some vodka, and we will share it while I watch you take this training. Come in now.” the general spoke to the walls.



TRAITOR
 
People’s Liberation Army HQ – Beijing, China
 
Shàojiàng (General) Zhang Wei had accepted the modules, and the overall proposal, but did not know how the leadership would react. He also enjoyed allowing his aide the honor of first use without painkillers, or alcohol. He enjoyed drinking, and watching him progress through the module. His aide was excited about what he learned. He thought the training was incredibly valuable, and wanted many to use it. General Zhang Wei sent his message of acceptance, just after he took the training. He reported to Cowan that the module was a masterful job. He would try to get the cooperation of his country. How far would they go to get the new ship plans?
Richard Patterson – through his representatives – told the General to build the time acceleration field from the plans first, and gave him lists of the materials he would need. He told the general to stockpile MANY sets of materials, and many workers. He also gave him several supplementary modules on using the acceleration field.
 
             IAF DRDO Bhavan, New Delhi, India
 
General Arun Singh was in charge of the modernization program research for the Indian Armed Forces. It was a huge task for so large an organization, and this Richard Patterson issue was causing consternation throughout the General Staff…including here. His aide had taken the training module, and its language was in Gujarati for him, and Hindi for others. Evidently the modules adapted for the native dialect of the users. The training clearly showed aliens, and the technology advances were amazing. The fact that China had received similar materials had been reported, and though…surprising…spurred the General Staff to approve the project. 
 
Hangar 3, Mid-Atlantic Regional Space Facility
 
I was talking with Carole, and my security team. “We have to get access to Yaloo – the Graloc engineer. I am waiting on the President’s authorization, but I don’t think they will give it to me.”
“We know where he is – we will have to go into lockdown mode again if we do this…” Mel said. “It’s doable. We can go with the invisible mode. We could cut out a wall, but the Army soldiers now have a few of our saber wands they used to cut into the alien ships. Someone could get into any of our facilities with those.”
“I hate waiting…it is so stupid to waste this time.”
Corey spoke up. Troops headed this way. I believe they are coming to arrest you Richard.
What for? 
Treason.

Send the president a message…again…explain that all our designs, for everything, will go without any restrictions to China, India, UK, Scandinavia, Russia, Europe…hell…even Australia. Send all designs to anyone with the capability to manufacture a ship…and a nice note.
Several soldiers approached. Patterson noticed they carried two of the saber weapons. Richard held up his palm to his security.
“Richard Patterson. We have orders to place you under arrest for treason,” said one from the group of soldiers. 
“Take off your armor, and don’t try anything funny,” said Sergeant Garcia.
“I’m sure you wouldn’t recognize funny sergeant,” said Patterson still angry from the arrogance of Garcia previously with the interview with the Graloc.
The ‘arrest’ was uneventful other than Richard having to talk down his team several times as well as calling off Carole. They searched him fairly well, and handcuffed him behind his back. They marched him to a holding cell.
 
   Lockup – admin building – Wallups Island
 
I was put into a cell next to the Graloc officer. I imagine they wanted us to talk freely since they now had people who could speak Xeeg…we had made new modules. No good deed shall go unpunished. I asked Yaloo to tell me any languages he knew. I was trying to find one that we had not made into a training module. Yaloo started speaking languages a little, and I knew all of them so far. I was surprised he knew so many. I figured he was a bit unusual for any being. He had named three that I knew, and then he said something I had no idea about.
“Wait.” I said, and asked Corey if he understood.
Corey laughed. He is speaking Traji.
What is that? I asked. Do you know it?
It is like your pig Latin. I know it. Relax – this will not take long. 
The pain was brief, but intense.
I turned back to the cell next door, and spoke in my newly acquired Traji. “Do you understand me now?”
The Graloc laughed. “You must have a hyperdimensional personality core. I thought they were a myth. I can see why you can speak so well. How do you have technology that is more advanced than the Xeeg?”
“We have the technology, and we understand it. Any new technology is because we understand the math. We have the same shield as the Horde, but we can project a two-dimensional plane through even that field.”
“I understand how you could cut through the Xeeg ship, but you were damaged by the projected Philon fields. Do you understand how that works?”
“I am not sure. Does it project fields of different frequencies – side-by-side? Then those fields fluctuate frequencies rapidly.”
“Side-by-side. Yes…an interesting way to say it. They are field projectors, and project parallel to each other. It is the Horde’s most powerful weapon except for when they use combined fields to detonate a sun. They project twenty Philon rays together to make a sun unstable when they wish to destroy a civilization.”
“You know how to make that weapon,” Yaloo said.
“I think we could use the same technique with another dimensional field. Explain to me how to do it, and I will try to get you your own ship.”
“You are funny. The Horde will come back in large numbers, and kill us all in six months. They will enjoy killing you after they eat your friends in front of you.”
“If we are in here that long…I hope my message gets to our leaders,” I said while asking Corey if the President got my message. Corey said it did, but there had been no action in 24 hours so I told him to release the information. I informed Corvette, and Carole that they needed to prepare to relocate.
I knew there would be trouble soon. Yaloo said… “You realize that six months is just an estimate. The Horde could come in smaller numbers earlier.”
“Wait…are you telling me they could come sooner, but with fewer of their ships?”
“Yes. They could be here in a month with one hundred of their ships. I was giving you the worse idea first. They sometimes do that if they predict they are superior.”
“Thank you for telling me. Why would they send so few?”
“They may think there is only one ship. If other Xeeg ships arrive, and are not met with more – they will send a smaller fleet.”
I sent the information to Carole through Corvette so they could monitor our sensor grid.
 
No one came to question me. No one came to question me ever. Soldiers fed us regularly, and they would walk us down the hall to let us ‘outside’ to a little walled patio for an hour – once a day. They had orders not to talk to us. I would have gone nuts if I hadn’t had Corey, Corvette, and Carol. I discussed the situation at length with Corey, and we finally decided we should make a personality core copy for Yaloo. My imprisonment wasn’t going anywhere except I did have an idea on how to make a new weapon, but needed fine details not available with the pidgin Traji language. One evening I had Corey make a clone of himself for Yaloo. I told Yaloo what I had done, and where I was going to put it outside. 
It was extremely painful to create, but I got the tiny gold colored polygon, and palmed it until I went for my one-hour outside allotment. There was a basketball goal that even Yaloo seemed to like, and it was easy to describe an area in poor light. I left the polygon in shadow there. The next hours seemed to stretch forever as we waited, and then I heard Yaloo cry out in pain. He made pitiful sounds, but no guards came to his aid – worried about him faking an illness I guess.
Two hours later I felt the first thread of a new consciousness. Yaloo. Are you there? I queried in Graloc.
Yes. This is very strange. What do you call the entity in your head? He asked.

I call mine Corey. How about we call yours Cort? He is the son of Corey? What do you think Corvette? Carole?
Sounds good, Carole thought.
Corey interjected. The Chinese, Russian, Japanese, South Koreans, French, and Indians have already built time acceleration fields. I cannot see through those with no core personality inside. I can see most of their communications. They are using enormous amounts of materials. They are not building one ship – they are building them ten at a time. Even the Scandinavians, and Europeans are building ships. I guess my note worked.
What did you say in the note? 
I told them this was the President of the United States, and we secretly wanted them to have all our key designs in case we were destroyed first. I said we would go down fighting beside them as brothers, and fellow humans. We would be able to go anywhere in the universe if we won through this, or we’d all die right here. I told them we would give them any new weapons we were able to develop. I apologized for any of our policies in the past.
I laughed so hard I cried. 
Yaloo asked me to explain. 
I told him the US, my country, was a subdivision of the Earth that thought we were the best of the elite. I told him we were good, but so were many other countries – each governed a little bit differently.
Yaloo laughed. You really are undeveloped. Savvy savages.
I told Yaloo our recorded history only went back about 6,000 years.
He said his people had been in space over fifteen times that long. He said his species had risen, and fallen over that time, but always held onto space travel. It was the hyperdimensional personality cores that had allowed them to pass information from distant generations to the next, but they were so few as to be mythical. 
Corey, and Cort worked with Yaloo, and me, to finalize our design of the Philon field. Carole started building the new projectors. That design helped us firm up details for a new dimensional weapon that projected pairs of Foxtrot fields.
Yaloo asked why we called it Foxtrot, and we explained that we already had Delta, and Echo fields. He laughed, thought something about savages – quickly grunted, and laughed some more. 
I asked Corey to give all the other nations access to our system sensor data. I had him tell them all it was from the President of the United States.
 I figured nothing was ever going to get me out of here – especially now that we had given away almost all our secrets. I had Corey, and Corvette, put together videos summarizing all that had happened. We put together videos of aliens, and the battles, and how President Leech had joined with all the nations of the world to protect Earth from the Horde. It wasn’t true, but it was for the press. Everyone lies to the press to gain leverage. We even cobbled together video of the President giving a short speech. We put it on the Net, and the world went crazy. We uploaded Trade language to the Net so anyone with a trainer module machine could download Trade. The world could learn a language to speak to any alien, or anyone else. People traveling to other countries could speak Trade with anyone, instead of learning the local language.
The US controlled portion of the Net was shut down for a while (to control the dissemination), but Corey could hack any Earth electronics, and there were satellites that still shared Net control. We started putting up videos of my weapons tests, test firing against BlackArmour, and all the AcuMint, and Wallups Island contributions to the defense. We played up the contributions of Captain Thomas Pates, Admiral Raymond Detweiler, and even General Zhang Wei. We had transcripts where we didn’t have video, and we played up the Chinese contributions, along with all the others. Our new ‘allies’ ate it up – they loved the worldwide, popular support.
We started intercepting communications from foreign governments to the US president commending him, and asking for help from AcuMint, and Richard Patterson. Yaloo explained how to override the controls of the two Gralon ships, when the authorities still didn’t release me.
The overload alarms went off on the two Gralon ships simultaneously. All the scientists, and workers, left what they were doing, and rushed off the ships. The ships went directly to geosynchronous Earth orbit over Wallups Island. I figured that would finally get the government’s attention. The government was not going to get to investigate those ships if they kept them away from my people.
Sergeant Garcia came to my cell, with two soldier escorts, the next morning. He slammed open the cell door, and shouted. “You are trying to make me look like more of a fool!”
“Sergeant. That isn’t possible…” I said. I shouldn’t have baited a lunatic because he nodded to one of the escorts. They stunned me. They beat the ever-living crap out of me. My nanites were the only thing that saved me. I was healed completely in a couple of hours.
The sergeant came back to gloat a few hours later, and saw I was ‘hale, and hearty’ later – it infuriated him. “So you have super nanites. Now I know that I can do this to you twice a day, and it will never show. He pulled a stunner, and ranted at me. “You gave away every advantage we had. We were the top of the heap – now all countries have the same weapons,” he screamed.
I asked Corey if he could help with the nanites, or something, just before Garcia stunned me again. Garcia beat me bloody – breaking my nose, and jaw. Several ribs were broken from his kicks. I bled a lot. Sergeant Garcia cut his knuckles hitting me. That’s how my blood got into him – and some altered nanites of mine. They shut down all his nanites, and began eating his body alive. He crumpled after relocking my cell, and I decided to stay where I was and lie on the floor of the cell. I told Corey to keep me bloody, and only heal the worst of the worst. A new set of guards came back, and saw me lying in a pool of my own blood.
That was the incident that got attention, but it was only after the cell video got accidently released to the public, that I was set free. Reporters descended on the base perimeter, and were not allowed in. Doctors came to see me, but I had repaired most of my injuries by then. I didn’t want an MRI, or CAT scans, to screw up Corey – he said it might. I demanded to see some authority, and whom did they take me to see, but Admiral Walt Simpkins with Colonel Majors.
I told Corey to totally wipe out the NSA – totally I said – and all NSA computers around the world began dumping files in the largest purge ever held. All remote sites that had been carefully isolated, had some form of communications, and that was linked eventually, and wiped clean. The names of those with ultra top-secret clearances were kept, while all others were wiped, including Colonel Masters, and Admiral Walt Simpkins. They lost all clearances.
I told Corey to release the duplicitous planning in the command trailer, but this time to the public, and show them ordering Garcia to beat me. I figured I might as well, before they killed me to hide the evidence.
I had Corey directly message the President with this message: Every country in the world now has a fleet of powerful space ships – while we have squat. I die, or disappear, and a message showing you never intended to help others will be broadcast. You will go from diva to be damned. You will be vilified after your impeachment. Counting down… Colonel Masters, and Admiral Simpkins, are about to try to have me killed…not going to happen. Tick tock Mister President. I notified my security to come running, and showed them my location, as well as Yaloo. They were to kill, or stun anyone in the way. This charade has gone on long enough.
Admiral Simpkins communicator buzzed, and he grabbed Colonel Masters by the arm. “What is happening? How? Stop it. Reboot. If it’s a cyber attack – then we need to retaliate. The Chinese are the only country capable – I’ll call the President,” he said, opened the special briefcase, and reached for the receiver, just as it rang. Yes Mister President. I was just going to call a nuclear strike against the Chinese. Shanghai first sir. We are losing all our intelligence abilities. All our data is being destroyed. No…All of it sir. Richard Patterson. He’s right here with me sir. We were going to have him executed…for treason. We’ve droned people for less Mister President.”
“Sir. We can’t just turn him loose. He’s dangerous sir. Yes I saw the video of his beating in the cell. Yes, we have stopped the construction of any new ships by these people. We don’t let supplies on the base. Yes. I can get Captain Pates here sir, but he’s dangerous too. You want him to meet you here…what do you mean – you’re about to land. Yes – General Green is in command over Bragg, and the 5th Special Forces there. He is where? I should see him shortly,” Simpkins said, and we heard a siren in the distance rapidly approaching, as well as the running feet of my security team, and a group of Special Forces soldiers.
Colonel Masters stepped forward, and ordered the soldiers around me to “Execute this man,” pointing to me. Those soldiers held their weapons on Admiral Simpkins, and Colonel Masters instead, until General Green arrived, and stepped out of the lead vehicle. 
“Admiral Simpkins. Colonel Masters. It is my regret to inform you that you have been disempowered. You are under arrest.”
“You realize, Green, that I outrank you,” said Simpkins.
“I don’t think you outrank the Commander in Chief. Men. Search them thoroughly, and take them to the holding cells. They are not to contact anyone. You will find an alien, a Graloc, I believe. Release him, and escort him to me, here. President Leech will be arriving momentarily,” General Green said, and turned to me.
“You are free to go,” he said.
“I hope you mean – free to return to work, or we will have issues,” I said.
“Don’t get all testy with me Patterson. I do what my boss tells me.”
“That is a wonderful excuse. I hope the world doesn’t pay for your obedience.”
“Don’t lay this on me Patterson. As a civilian you wouldn’t know…”
I cut him off, and started walking back to hangar three. “Read my file asshole.” I thought to myself – I’m 71, and fought more battles than he, and all his REMF buddies ever did, I thought – fuming. Arguing with an asshole is a lesson in futility, and not worth it.
I saw the president’s plane landing, and thought, fuck it – let him come to me. I wanted a burger, and a thick chocolate shake. I told Mel, and Joey, my security champions, to bring Yaloo to the hangar as soon as they could. I took the clothing, the set of BlackArmour, and weapons they had for me. I put them on, right there, on the tarmac. Stripping out of the prison garb was heaven. I felt like a new man. 
 
                                       ****
 
The president, and his entourage, approached the conference room on the side of hangar three.
“Well. Mister Patterson. You got my attention.”
I didn’t say anything.
“I disappoint many of my constituents.”
I looked up. “Oh… of that I am sure.”
“You did not need to threaten me.”
“You could have fooled me. I guess the videos did their work,” I said. “I wanted you reliant on the world’s popular opinion of the US for once.”
The president laughed. “It was the captured ships in orbit that did it.”
“How so?” I said, genuinely surprised.
“When those two ships went into orbit, the other nations started calling me – me. They wanted to know how many ships – mind you – how many of their ships did I want them to put into orbit? I asked them how many they had available. The Chinese offered ten, Indians eight…overall, 38 completed ships were offered. The US has two captured ships, and they are now gone. You have two ships here. We need more,” said the President.
“You think?” I said. “I’m sorry Mister President, but this isn’t about politics – it is survival of our species.”
“So you think you are the one to ‘save’ the human race?”
“Mister President. You were doing everything you could to keep control, and nothing got accomplished – nada – nothing… You allowed policies that put the U.S. behind every country on our planet.”
“I’ve been persuaded. I want to offer you the full weight of our economic support,” said the President. “What do you need?”
I looked over at the President. “I suppose that is better than the full weight of American justice. Here’s a summary, but I’ve sent you a detailed list – we do not have much time.
	Supply me with contact persons to arrange supply of materials. You will have received lists of materials. 
	Transfer the personnel of the 5th Special Forces 2nd battalion to move to stations on the ships we will build. I will be in nominal command. A temporary appointment as an Army Major General would help for the duration of the emergency. I do have five decades of battle experience. It would give YOU more control as my beloved Commander in Chief. It would also be easier to take command of a coalition of vessels from other countries – essentially under your leadership – another civilian command like your command of the military.
	No more ships in orbit ‘til I say so – we may have a small fleet attacking us soon – if we look weak. More ships in orbit means a faster, and larger enemy response.
	Grant amnesty to the Graloc officer Yaloo, and he will work with me developing new weapons. Give him a temporary Naval appointment as an officer – Captain?
	We will supply new weapons to the fleet – all the fleet.

 
“Can you work with that?”
“I don’t have much choice,” said the President. “I will consult advisers about the military appointments. How about commodore?”
“Mister President. I am the only person on the planet who has commanded space combat – we won,” I said.
“You don’t need to remind me,” said the President.
I gave him a ‘letter perfect’ salute, and stood at attention. I was wearing a hat – I never saluted my previous Sigma troops without wearing cover. It actually felt decent to stand at attention holding a salute.
“Oh God Patterson…god I hate this…yes,” he said, and returned a half ass salute. 
I heard him muttering as he marched off and I knew the military would hate someone who was not in the ‘fraternity’.
 
 
          Wallups Island ramps up production
 
It was a night versus day difference with US cooperation. Yaloo gave daily interviews, at the office on the periphery of base. Cort had taught him English, and he seemed to enjoy being a celebrity. His species was sufficiently humanoid, even with four arms, that he got several propositions from reporters – male, and female. I didn’t ask him how that worked out, but the military assigned him a plainclothes security detail. He disappeared one evening, and seemed much happier in the morning. What happens to aliens stays with aliens – I always say. The female reporter said the Graloc was not as endowed as human males, but ‘could manipulate all his appendages including…she was completely satisfied.’
Tractor-trailer truckloads of materials arrived daily, and many people tried to slip into the base. We allowed access for representatives from all our erstwhile allies, and they sent them to check us out. All of them asked us where our ‘other’ ships were, and we all told them we were holding those in reserve. We had to lie to cover the fact that our government had stopped all construction while they were producing ships in their accelerated programs. The ships WE were finally building were much, much larger than our original design. Yaloo showed how to design the multifrequency projectors the Xeeg ship had incorporated in its battle with us – ours was larger.
The new dimensional projector was turning out to be harder to design than we thought, but it was doable. It was going to be large. We couldn’t test it on Earth because we needed a longer range with no atmosphere. We used our same computer controlled mounts, only larger. We decided we could synchronize three projectors at a time to target the same point – increasing our destructive power. We used huge, multiple, accelerated time enclosures for construction. We were producing ten ships in them that were slightly bigger than the Xeeg ship. People were collapsing from overwork, but getting them built. The sprayed shell framework went pretty rapidly, but the interior wiring, and segmenting details seemed to take forever. 
I kept running into Carole at odd moments, and we were still awkward around each other. I tracked her down on the ship where she was sleeping. She roused rapidly, and sat up when I knocked on the cabin door.
“What’s up?” she said.
“You know,” I said.
“You’re still talking about Hershel…Lord. I care for him. We’ve worked months together. He’s more my age.”
“I am physically twenty-five,” I said.
“Look Richard. You were my focus when I was stuck in that horrible job. You were the exciting neighbor. You went places, and did things. Then there was Corvette. I got to know you really well…REALLY well. You were good in bed. I like you, but it was like Stockholm syndrome…falling for your captor. Hershel understands me without a neural link. You’re old – mentally.”
I was shocked. I thought it was just a ‘thing’ that happened, but she felt more for Hershel than I thought, and less for me. “But we…”
“Oh yes, Richard. You are a great lover…great…but technique, and pheromones are not the only things. I think I need some space. I’ll tell Corvette, and Corey, to help me out.”
“Okay,” I said, and walked away stunned as the Chinese delegate approached me. 
“Mister Patterson. We saw that you were installing a new type of weapon,” said the Chinese military officer.
“Yes Colonel Xie,” I responded as Corey produced his name for me. “We just sent the designs for one of the new weapons. We have another one, but we haven’t even tested that one. If it doesn’t kill us all – I will send you that one too. We are building larger ships, and we just sent those plans. Let me ask you – have your people built the link to our space sensors yet, and how is communications coming along with the coalition. We’ve determined to use English primarily since all personnel have had the new training modules.”
“Yes. We are able to receive its data. I have confirmed that what we see is what you are seeing. Our people are just now starting to work with your Special Forces on boarding operations. We have had some of our personnel developing techniques for the saber devices we were given. We have several handling, and fighting improvements to offer.”
“That is wonderful. Can you make training modules for use of the saber weapon? We will make it standard for all boarding troops – I think you would make many aliens regret ever coming to our system. I will make sure your people get the new weapon design as soon as we prove it works. Would you like to observe our testing? I would be honored to have you aboard.”
“Excellent. I understand you are getting a military appointment as a Major General in your Army.”
“You do have good sources, but it has not been certified yet. I did just take a VERY painful military training module that covered everything from the Code of Military Justice to personal hygiene. Wasn’t bad. Learned the most about passing in review, and inspections. Tactics for PsyOps was another interesting part.”
“I am not sure you would benefit from our military policies as much detail is given to the political aspects of military operations,” the Chinese Colonel explained.
I laughed, and agreed with him. We parted in good spirits. His conversation had distracted me, and I suspected Corey had sent him my way to do just that – distract me. Did you do that to distract me?
Could be…Corey thought.
 
 
           Wallups Island Executive Lounge
 
A small ceremony was held to formally appoint Richard Patterson – a temporary Army Major General. 
Evidently Corey had been working behind the scenes, and left me a uniform that fit. Both Richard, and Yaloo, had taken the Army training modules. The Graloc found many of the customs…arbitrary…but he stood at attention too as the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs, Admiral Raymond Detweiler pinned on his rank insignia as a Navy Captain. Yaloo’s salute with his upper arm was letter perfect.
Special Forces Captain Thomas Pates was promoted to Major. 
The military was not happy being, essentially, blackmailed into this action. All the military personnel who had not worked with Richard Patterson thought the idea of giving general officer rank to a civilian – even temporarily was insane, and illegal. Those that worked with Patterson, or had seen videos of the battle were willing…to suspend judgement. Everyone knew the rank was only for the duration of the emergency, and the US military is essentially under the control of a civilian – the president.
The president, and the powers to be, wanted as little fanfare as possible, but had the event videoed in case everything went as planned. The administration would say I went crazy, and assumed the command myself if it tanked – Corey had ferreted out all the messages – I hoped it all worked out. I liked being in uniform again even though I knew the military people hated it. I hadn’t been part of their heritage – no matter how many battles I had fought.



NEW EQUIPMENT FOR THE COALITION
 
Our newest ship, the SHEPPARD, was commissioned nine weeks after construction was started. The other nine similar, large ships were approaching completion in their accelerated time enclosures. Each ship was two hundred meters in length, and 60 meters in diameter with a slightly flattened bottom, and top. The ships had rounded ends, and everyone said they looked like huge hot dogs. They were calling them Dog 1, and Dog 2, so that custom was twisted to name them after dog breeds – instead of famous people, or dead admirals. So the SHEPPARD was the first completed, then the MASTIFF, then the LAB, then the HUSKY, the ROTTWEILER, and so on. No – they didn’t go into smaller breeds because at seven kilotons each – they were too large even with their carbon fiber hulls to be called Chihuahuas.
The cargo, and shuttle bays were large enough to hold two shuttles each, and a lot of cargo. The crew quarters easily accommodated the 250-300 personnel. The cargo bays also served as workout and training grounds. They could be used with the holographic simulators we had adapted from the commercial game centers. Corey helped me design the simulations, and they were creepy as hell when we added his memory images of other races, and their practices.
 
     Chinese, and US SF troops jointly training on HUSKY
 
Lietenant Dyer took his SF squad up the starboard side of the alien vessel (USS HUSKY simulation drill). The Chinese Beijing Special Forces中国特种部队 took the port side moving forward from their entry points at the stern. Xeeg troops with powerful weapons blockaded several corridors. The US troops used their ‘simulated’ sabers to cut through bulkheads to flank the defenders. The Chinese troops used massive volumes of fire to move forward, and received several casualties with each scenario. It took several tries before they accepted the potential of their new weapons. They would have been safe even if they cut through the outer hull of a spacecraft – so why worry. The only real problem after they learned to bypass strongpoints after that was when they destroyed the (simulated) fusion containment system on the alien craft, and killed everyone from all teams. We did get great saber handling techniques from them as a spinoff of their martial arts training.
The new, heavy projector weapons were soon installed for testing. As target systems, we had installed Delta dimensional field projectors on drone shuttles with heavy normal shields. The Gralon ships were again going to be used for boarding practice for all the different nations troops in our new Coalition. The Chinese representative, and, the Graloc, Yaloo, were joining the SHEPPARD in orbit.  Several other nations were joining us with their ships, but we all stayed in fairly low orbit. We didn’t want to attract any more attention than was necessary because of the Horde detectors.
We placed the Graloc ships, piloted remotely, at the LaGrange point, L1, between the Earth, and moon. The target ships, with minimal shields, were used by the foreign troops so they could take turns in forced boardings. Foreign coalition members soon adopted our simulation training to develop the most effective offenses and defenses.
We had a couple of deaths with the foreign troops because they used their sabers to cut through the bulkhead, and left them on. When they swung it around – it cut one of their partners in half. The two-dimensional plane of the saber did not show up like a light saber in old videos. You could see the plane using terahertz frequencies, but otherwise it was invisible. We would have to do something about that, and solved it by a tech upgrade that projected a blade simulation on our retinal displays.
The time for target practice arrived, and we had twenty ships in space. It was hard coordinating movements, but we could just manage with Corey relaying instructions to navigation computers aboard all the ships. We were even able to do some coordinated turns, and retreats. We could pop from one place to another really fast if the nav computers were preprogrammed. We set up hundreds of prearranged coordinates around the system. Yaloo suggested having several at an optimal distance from the sun so we might disrupt any coordinated attacks trying to destabilize the sun. Our allies were appalled when they heard how the Horde would destroy civilizations by turning their sun into a nova.
The Delta Dimensional fields on the target drones were not penetrated by any of our weapons except the ship mounted saber weapons, which currently had a short range. The duplication of the Xeeg weapon worked fine on standard shields. Our upsized weapon did a particularly good job punching holes in drones at long distances, but did nothing to the Delta-shielded drones. We were not sure how our cobbled together weapon would work. It was one of those – ‘everyone hide, and get behind cover while I push the, button’ type tests. That’s what we did – we were going to activate the device remotely. We had, we thought, sufficient cutoffs.
The Delta shielded drone was placed a good distance away, and our weapon was precisely aimed. We had recording devices running everywhere to register every frequency we could. The countdown proceeded smoothly, and I keyed a short burst. The rear third of the target drone just disappeared. I readjusted aim, and left the beam on a split second longer, and the target drone disintegrated. Our own ship’s field failed at the same time, and it took a few seconds for it to rebuild. There seemed to be some feedback each time our weapon fired that greatly strained our own field. We now knew we could destroy ships that ‘turtled up’ in mid-battle, but we could lose our own protective field – a bad problem to have.
The uniform of the coalition came up when I had to go back to wearing one. The uniforms we were using were cloth – non-sentient cloth. We had started design of new uniforms for the Special Forces troops, but we needed more than was technologically available at the time. I decided we needed every edge we could so our uniforms had to:
 
	Fit male, and females
	Have built in kinetic armor
	Built in shield generator: invisibility/energy deflector
	Built in oxygen generator/CO2 scrubber
	Moisture/waste regulation
	Temperature control
	Field generated radiation shielding/propulsion
	Muscle enhancement like old Danish PolyPower
	Helmet with vision enhancements tying to the computer in back of the shoulder blades – retinal displays with communications
	 Standard Weapons: Saber/stunner/Pulse rifle/Vibroknife

 
Corey liked the ideas, but had never seen muscle-enhancing cloth. We had nanites that made us stronger, handled toxins, and chemicals – even healed us from anything but major wounds, so strength enhancement never occurred to him. We could lift a car. He really thought adding all the features in our uniforms would give us advantages too. He said the uniforms might be more valuable than all our other weapons, but I had ideas about new weapons too.
I asked him if we could make nanite grenades that would disassemble matter – we’d be able to use them without oxygen, or gravity. He said the hard part was making the nanites, so they wouldn’t disassemble the user too. I suggested a friend-foe mechanism. He came up with a design. I didn’t want to be the one to try it first though, because, what if it didn’t recognize me as a good guy. Corey came up with great ways to integrate all the components, using a suit made up of self-assembling nanites…not to be confused with the nanite grenades. I wasn’t sure about it ‘til we were able to manufacture, and program, a prototype uniform.
The uniform simply flowed on over your nude body. It looked like black silk, and looked painted on. I couldn’t wait to see Joey with it on – whew. We’d have to program it to downplay certain features, or the troops wouldn’t get anything done. It was bioelectronics – nanite technology. Corey called it MORPH, and we had to start another couple of facilities making the stuff. Once we got the machines to grow/manufacture the stuff – it just had to be programmed to become everything. It was like having programmable matter. It could be programmed to show country, and unit insignia too. We gave that design to the Asian countries – they saw it, and how it worked – they literally fell in love. 
Weapons – interstellar space ships with force fields that accelerated time – they’re cool, and all, but those uniforms – that was it for the Asians. They couldn’t get into them fast enough. They kept the wearer clean, and comfortable, and you couldn’t get them dirty – they tried. We couldn’t damage the stuff, and we tried. In four months (4 days normal) we had everyone in those uniforms. There was soon a bit of rivalry with the insignia – they looked stunning. Yaloo said he had never imagined such a uniform, and really fell into his role as a ship’s captain. Having a uniform with four arms was cool. Imagine asking a tailor to make one. I told him we were going to give him command of one of the original ships. He thought I was kidding. It took him weeks to realize that he was really going to be in a command position. We would sit, talk about his planet, and people, but he seemed reluctant to go into great detail. Even Cort didn’t volunteer information. 
I got the impression that some of his people had fought the Horde while others made an escape. It seemed that refugee settlements of his people would be discovered every odd century, or so, and they’d fight, and flee, again. I asked him how he had been captured, and he would not tell me. I figured it was too painful, but he did explain more about the Horde, and how they used their victims. It wasn’t pretty. They would insert a small device in the back of the brain stem that could cause pain, or pleasure. I foolishly said that the pain would be horrible. He called me idiot, fool, and other names I couldn’t translate.
I asked him what I had done, and he explained – like you would to a child. He said the Horde conditioned their captives with pleasure – not pain. Victims would orgasm at their presence, and every time they did anything that pleased the serpent beings. Soon, all the captives needed no controls because they ‘loved’ their captors. Small jolts of pain were used to reinforce ‘bad’ behavior. He asked if I could imagine loved ones, and friends willingly submitting to their deaths while I watched. He admitted that he had nerve blocks that prevented any electronic stimulation. He said the Horde would activate the pleasure stimulation whenever they touched a victim to make them docile. They often ate their victims alive. I shuddered at the thought, and moved on to another topic. Corey agreed.
We finally got some nanite disassembly grenades to test. They weighed about 150 grams – about the same as a baseball so many countries felt comfortable with the weight on Earth. Our first tests were with remote detonation, and monitoring. We were doing okay until the camera dissolved. We modified the design so you could adjust the destruction radius in gravity. We were worried about the friend–foe feature so we stayed behind shields, and tested in microgravity. The results were shocking in space. Unprotected metal looked like a sieve afterward, or collapsed completely. The suits, and fields, would protect our people, but we would use concussion, and conventional shrapnel grenades when we didn’t want to kill everyone. We could set off one, and it wouldn’t hurt any of us in suits, but destroyed everything else.
We were never able, yet – I hadn’t given up yet – yet able to keep our fields from collapsing after two shots through our own field with the heavy projectors. I posited to Corey that the coalition ships could take turns firing just like the Horde did when they faced opposition they couldn’t handle. Our shipboard computers were getting more, and more savvy – just to handle positioning, maneuvering, and weapons control. Figured they could handle rate of fire. We had to give commanders the ability to override anything though – you never knew what you’d face.
The coalition started manufacturing porcupine mines, and we soon had several hundred thousand built. We would also have apparent duds set up as booby-trapped bait, for the Horde to analyze. We even put a shuttle hull with a matter-antimatter explosive floating near the Kuiper belt’s two massive planets that had been discovered in 2035. It was a massive explosive booby-trap for inquisitive aliens.
We only had a couple of ships in orbit so any scouts would think we had no real protection. We were correct – the aliens didn’t think we had any protection, and we were very surprised when three Xeeg ships appeared on our sensors. We thought we had prepared for everything – we were so wrong.



SURPRISE
 
Three Xeeg ships appeared unexpectedly, went right into orbit, and started destroying ground installations. The first unlucky victim was Avano Air Base in northeastern Italy. The Xeeg ships had seen a ship land from there, and triple-teamed it. Their Philon beams totally destroyed the new ship, and then the rest of the base. It wasn’t long before Venice was destroyed. Nice, and Marseille, were being leveled, ‘til we got a few ships in the battle. We were able to destroy two with two blasts of our new weapon. We punched a hole in the third ship with the more powerful version of their weapon, but that third ship was able to escape…again. We knew we were in for it now.
Recriminations flew, and the French were incensed that the US, the coalition, and I didn’t have enough in orbit. They said they blamed me personally…okay…they wanted everything we had in orbit, but I recommended the French put two of their own ships in orbit immediately while the rest of the coalition stocked up on food, and personnel. We knew we would have company soon, but the accelerated time fields would give us days – unless you were French. I hoped the French had to drink domestic sparkling wines, and canned mushrooms. I really love France, and I was going to make these Xeeg pay, but I wanted to be prepared, and not rush to judgment. I did start getting a lot of ‘advice’ from the commanders from EVERY country. We were just able to keep it all in check with Yaloo’s help, and Corey intercepting all the secret takeover messages.
It took about twenty hours normal time before anything showed up on our sensors. We had placed a few sensors out 150 AU – way beyond our Net, and started getting sporadic readings, and it was alarming. The readings showed large masses of objects approaching from many directions. They would mass outside the system, and then literally jump in closer.
 
 
       Horde Flagship Cruiser near Neptune
 
“Master,” a Xeeg said. “We were right. Two of our ships went to their planet, and were immediately destroyed. The third ship escaped with major damage.”
“You fool,” said the Horde senior commander. “You have alerted them. We have seen an array of sensors ahead that have become active. Some are defective. Send your people to retrieve a defective one, and tell me their level of technology. Also…another of my ships has detected one of their shuttles with an emergency beacon. See if it can be retrieved.”
The Xeeg sub-commander ordered retrieval of one of the small globes that had been moving in mass. This one wasn’t working, and the other globes showed no transmissions on long- range sensors. It was a wonder they had been detected at all. A team would soon have the sensor buoy back at the flagship. The derelict shuttle was drawn into the flight deck of a peripheral cruiser. An engineering team opened the…
The antimatter explosion of the booby-trapped shuttle destroyed five nearby cruisers, and crippled three more. The damaged cruisers contacted the flagship to warn them. The engineers in the cargo bay had just forced open the ‘defective’ porcupine mine. The explosion destroyed all life within the flagship. The remainder of the ships sped past the activated porcupine mines. Some ships were close enough to be cut through by the dimensional cutting planes. Another twelve Horde, and Xeeg cruisers were lost.
 
        Horde Cruiser Alternate Command 
 
“Stay away from those things. Leave alone anything that appears damaged. These beings know we are coming. They are more advanced than we thought. This may be another pocket of Graloc. Send in ships in two groups from night, and dayside, of their planet. Start destroying population centers until they are forced to engage. Destroy ships that try to flee. We need to clean up this infestation,” said the senior commander.
 
             Wallups Island Command Post
 
“Looks like you were right,” Major General Richard Patterson said to Captain Yaloo. Patterson was in the SHEPPARD, and watched, as almost four hundred twenty dots appeared to be dividing into two groups. “Move to Pattern King Echo, and engage at will,” Patterson ordered Earth’s seventy-one ships. King Echo was how they had practiced to form two cones, and attack in separated groups. Four ships from France remained in orbit to protect the planet with two ships dark side, and two on the daylight side.
Earth’s seventy-one ships flashed into positions navigated by computer, and formed the cones. The lightest ships were on the rim, and the two largest ships – Chinese ships of alternate design were in the center. The firing started as soon as targeting provided a solution.
 
 
Aboard the Horde Commander’s Cruiser
 
“There are about seventy ships attacking us. They have divided into two groups,” said the Xeeg commander.
“Send ten of my ships to raze their planet. They will have to weaken their forces here to protect their population,” said the Horde Commander. “We cannot pause to destroy the planet’s defenses while actively being attacked.”
“As you order,” said the Xeeg who turned, and commanded ten ships to attack the planet.
“What weapons are they using?” asked the Horde commander who was noticing the severe losses being inflicted on the Horde fleet. 
“Unknown commander,” the Xeeg said trembling with anticipation. He knew the Horde commander was angry from the way her tentacles kept curling, and uncurling. “They have Philon rays that are more powerful than ours. Their shields are stronger than ours also.”
“Have the Horde ships deploy their protective shields if threatened,” said the Horde commander.
The Xeeg was shocked because the protective shields on the Horde ships meant his ships would take the brunt of the fire.
 
                     Aboard the SHEPPARD
 
“All ships…all ships. When a Horde ship turtles up – attack that ship. No more than two shots. Alternate firing patterns so you don’t lose your own shield.
Richard noticed that many of the Horde ships disappeared behind a Delta Dimensional field – sitting ducks for his ships. More than two hundred did so, and started to draw fire from the Earth ships. The Xeeg ships began frenzied fire to protect their masters, but were themselves targeted. The Xeeg ships moved closer to the Earth ships – close enough that the large saber projectors of the Earth ships could slice many in half. Patterson ordered his boarding troops to attack when those ships got close enough. About twenty-five teams were launched, and crossed space. Crossing through the enemy fire destroyed three teams.
Twenty teams forced entry in Xeeg ships, but two teams cut their way into Horde ships. An additional assaulting team was killed by Xeeg fire directed at the surface of the Horde ship. They were preparing to cut their way in when a Xeeg commander realized his fire would not hurt the Horde ship. His fire scoured away the entry team on the surface of the Horde ship.
 
                        Aboard an attacking Xeeg ship
 
“I have no idea how they did this…who would expect this level of resistance. Stop them,” shouted the Xeeg Captain.
“They are protected by personal shields. Our weapons have to be focused at the same point to even damage them. I saw one grab one of my largest soldiers, and rip his arm off. He pulled something from his belt, and waved it in the air, and my soldiers started falling to pieces. Another threw something as I ran, and my soldiers started falling apart. I have never run so fast in my life.”
“Coward,” said the captain, and shot his own man just as the door to the bridge collapsed inward. In sprang a black suited humanoid that…the captain died before he realized his head was not still attached to his body.
Similar battles were being fought on other Xeeg ships. One Xeeg cruiser exploded when a nanite grenade inadvertently breached its fusion containment.
 
                   Aboard a Horde ship
 
The entry team had faced light resistance until they got to the engineering. The personnel there had erected a hasty barricade where they could cover the barricade from two angles. Mel nodded to his team, and tossed a nanite grenade just on the other side of the barrier. He dispatched two – two person teams to go through the adjacent walls, and flank the defenders. The grenade popped, and the barricade began to crumble away like it was melting. The two flanking teams were cutting through the last walls behind the defenders, and passed through. There was yelling, and then silence until the ‘all clear’ came from each corridor. Mel walked into engineering, and saw a couple of Xeeg old-timers – because their bare skin showed what could only be age spots. Mel ordered them to surrender, and lay down their welding equipment – he thought they might burn themselves.
The battle for the bridge was a bit different. Crew kept coming to the hatch to defend it, and being summarily slaughtered. It took a nanite grenade to clear away the stack of bodies. A Horde being, four meters of snake with tentacles had wrapped around a humanoid. The tentacles were around the humanoids neck. Joey ordered in Horde lingua franca to release the being. When that didn’t occur – Joey stunned then both, and then restunned the Horde serpent again. She told everyone later that it made her skin crawl.
The second boarded Horde ship was much the same, but the attacking Special Forces team stunned more than it killed, and there were ten Horde beings on board.
 
        Aboard the alternate Horde Flagship
 
The Horde commander had waited the customary time within the protective shield, and emerged to chaos. She was horrified to see her fleet had been decimated with many of her ‘protected’ sister ships in ruins. The area around her was littered with the debris fields of both Xeeg, and Horde ships. Her communications became jammed with desperate calls for guidance. She ordered her forces to immediately retreat. Inadvertently they retreated through the porcupine mines as they reversed course, and lost another three ships. There were only sixty-two Horde, and forty Xeeg ships remaining. The ships sent to attack the planet could not be reached, and a Xeeg commander said they had been destroyed though they were able to destroy two of defending ships.
The Horde commander had her Xeeg liason come to the bridge, and lie down as she stimulated him into bliss. She stripped away his flesh, and devoured him in her distress. She always ate when she was stressed, and stimulated Xeeg were, at least, filling.
 
 
                   On board the SHEPPARD
 
There were seventy-one ships that went out on this battle – not counting the four defending Earth. Those four had destroyed ten enemy ships. Two of those four survived. One French ship put itself between Paris, and the Earth, and died defending its heritage. Tijuana, Mexico was razed, but that enemy ship was shot out of orbit, and crashed in Alberta somewhere. Thirty-nine of the original seventy-one were flight worthy. Ninety of the 750 assault troops were killed, and over 8,000 Earth personnel were killed in our destroyed ships. A few ships were able to evacuate personnel, but space battles were like every other modern battle – brutally damaging. Our new uniforms, and nanites saved hundreds.
Richard looked around the command center, and Corey reported results. He said it was a stunning victory – capturing seventeen alien ships – two of them Horde. I thought it was certainly stunning, and remembered why I hated battle. I thought about all my comrades that had died instead of me…for all my many decades. Corey showed me scenes of whole devastated planetary systems to give me a better sense of scale – it still hurt. 
We sent results back to Earth, and headed back with our fleet. We flew back the captured ships, and prisoners. It didn’t take long before the two captured Horde ships with the fifteen others, were landed at Wallups Island. The humanoids were easy to secure with flexcuffs, but we had to hold the Xeeg, and Horde at gunpoint – hard to flexcuff a snake. We were moving all the prisoners to a hastily erected quarantine facility. The US was getting good at erecting temporary holding facilities – for humanoids…not for serpents. We had a reinforced glass building enroute to us, but we had to hold the Horde beings on their ship at gunpoint. We could see their hate, and I’m sure they knew we’d burn them in a heartbeat if they friggin’ twitched.
 



ESCAPE
 
The Xeeg prisoners had been segregated from others, and were being interviewed. They ate fish, which was good because we had lots of bottom feeders handy that Earth people wouldn’t eat anymore. I hoped those alien bastards developed tumors from all the toxins in the fish. Not that I was feeling vindictive, but they’d killed a lot of my men, and we didn’t have any Geneva Convention agreement with aliens…screw ‘em.
The Horde beings were held by Special Forces soldiers in a couple of compartments on the second ship. We had removed one from the first captured Horde ship because we had an ‘interview’ room that would serve as a holding cell for that one, but the other ten in the second ship had to be held there ‘til a containment facility was moved on base. Those suckers were big, and quick. Only our accelerated reflexes, strength, and weapons held them in check. A smaller one had tried to overpower one of our SF troops. The SF soldier grabbed behind its head, slammed it to the deck, ‘til it was unconscious, and threw it across the room. The other friggin’ serpents – so I’m told – looked at each other, and did nothing.
Carole had ten sets of adhesive disks to hold the serpents’ tentacles in check. Carole took over ten sets, and dog muzzles that would just fit. She had placed them on the largest Horde being in the room when it happened. She felt a shock when her exposed skin touched its flesh. The room went dark, and she lost consciousness.
 
       Outside Hangar Six – Wallups Island
 
The second captured ship disappeared from the base. It was off screen very quickly as it literally blinked through the sensor net in an odd direction. I was crazed, and mad as Corey reported that Carole had been on that ship that escaped. I worried that all our technologies would be laid bare to the Horde. They would have examples of our tech, and beings to manipulate. I was distraught with worry. I feared the worst while my fellow soldiers celebrated their victory. Yaloo came up to me afterward. 
“You are right to worry, but you must prepare. We need new weapons for what we will now encounter. The Horde will not allow a victory to become known – they will throw everything they have at us. It will only be a matter of time. They will know us – know our tricks, and have new technology. It will not be long before they interrogate their prisoners, and break them.”
“Do you know where they will take them?” I asked.
“I have some idea – are you thinking…no…really? I am – as you say – in on it. I really like this Jack Daniels, and your women are inquisitive. I am in…when do we go?”



If you liked this book, or others (search Amazon) – please leave a favorable review. For those of you that want your name immortalized in print – well, at least on Amazon – please email me at ken.pence@vanderbilt.edu, and I will try to add a character in your name if possible – please let me know if you want to be good, or evil. I take suggestions, but do not make characters like the red shirt security guys (who always get killed on Star Trek). Love to hear any comments. Have to get back to my regular job shortly – teaching, and research, and yes – I really am building a levitating vehicle as a research project over the next two years on a grant – only 5 cm so don’t picture it flying…
 
 
Please read further in the exciting conclusion with ODYSSEY.



ODYSSEY
 
 
“I thought you said you knew where they would be taken,” I said.
“This is where I knew we needed to go to find succor,” he said. “I was trained to fight the Horde – to find allies. I definitely think you are an ally.”
“Succor…never should have taught you English. I thought I rescued you. I understand you were bred to resist conditioning, but we have to do this fast. You know we can contact Carole through our personality core clones no matter where she is?” I said.
“I did not. Cort never told me.”
Corey thought – Richard. I can sense everything she sees, and hears, but I cannot sense where they are. They could be anywhere. The dimensions I reside in cover more than this galaxy. I hid details from Cort.
Well fine – she can be anywhere…great help. What is her status?
Are you sure you want to know?
Yes dammit. I need to know. 
You’ll just get upset, Corey related.
Too late Corey…I’m already upset.
Richard felt the impact of Corvette’s link to Carole.
Oh Richard. I thought you couldn’t hear me. I’m so alone. They’ve stripped us of our armor, and they ate one of the soldiers. They implanted some device in my neck near the rear base of my skull. They can project electrical impulses through flesh-to-flesh contact like an eel. That was how they shocked me unconscious, and turned my weapons on the soldiers. Those soldiers killed all, but three of the snakes, and those three are taking us somewhere. They control the remaining two soldiers with the implanted device. It makes them feel pleasure, or pain. It doesn’t work on me because of my nanites. I am trying to give some of my self-replicating nanites to the other soldiers so they can fight the conditioning. 
Those soldiers are still being uncooperative, but I saw the Horde looking at a display of stars when they first questioned me. We are headed to Sagitarrius somewhere according to Corvette. Come get me Richard. Ah oh – here they come. Lucky they like the males for some reason – guess they’re saving me for last. I will let you know what they’re planning if I can – they talked about gathering a fleet, and then another argued, and said they should just destroy our sun.
Corey suddenly cut off the contact. I will summarize what she says, but you cannot function listening to the pain of others. It looks like there are so few that they are struggling to control their ship. They must have had others do it for them before. They seem like they are not skilled in navigation. We have to find out when they will return, and in what numbers. Carole may be the inside link to see if they can duplicate our weapons. Your link to Hamilton is the only way to let them know on Earth what is happening here…
 
 
Odyssey is the final part of this series – find out what happens on Earth, and the galactic conflict.
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