

     [image: Cover]
   

 

    
        Ghost of Mind Episode Six

        
    

    
        Odette C. Bell

    

    
        [image: Odette C Bell]
    

    
        www.odettecbell.com
    




    
    Copyright

    All characters in this publication are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

    


    Ghost of Mind Episode Six

    Copyright © 2014 Odette C Bell

    Cover art stock photos licensed from Depositphotos.

    

    [image: Odette C Bell]
    
        www.odettecbell.com
    



  
Ghost of Mind Episode Six Blurb

    
        

Alice is on her own. So's John. But it won't last.

When a mysterious swarm of ships descends upon Alice, she finds herself inside a waking nightmare. With no one to rely on, could this be the end?

On the other side of the Rim, the Pegasus encounters a similar mystery, and John's separated from his crew when they need him the most.

The lives of everyone aboard the Pegasus lie in the balance, and there are only two people in the universe who can save them.

But first, they must save each other.

....

Ghost of Mind follows a hidden powerful alien and a soldier tasked to find her fighting through plots, intrigue, and the past to save the modern galaxy. If you love your space operas with action, heart, and a splash of romance, grab Ghost of Mind Episode Six today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Chapter 1

    Commander John Doe

    Commander John Doe sat in the command chair and ground his fingers as hard as he could into his brow. It was all he could do not to jump to his feet and snap at the Admiral before him. There was a hologram standing approximately a meter away, and it depicted a neat-looking woman of about 50 years of age. Her hands were clasped carefully behind her back, and the collar of her Union uniform was starched and pressed neatly against her neck. She had a short brown bob flecked here and there with gray. It sat neatly around her ears, cupping close to her neck. In fact, everything about Admiral Hastings was neat. From the clothes to the expression to the tone.

    “Commander, I cannot emphasize how important this is,” she said for about the millionth time. Okay, that wasn’t fair – this was the first time John had ever spoken to Admiral Hastings. But she was repeating a message he had heard so many times over the past few weeks that it echoed in his mind even when he slept.

    Find her.

    Find Ensign Alice Doe. The last of the Old Ones.

    As he thought that, even though he had thought it so many times before, he shuddered. A mix of adrenaline and fear and other complex emotions surged through him, rushing up his spine and clutching toward his throat.

    Shifting back in his chair, he concealed his emotions by clearing his throat. Pressing forward until his elbows rested on his knees, he shook his head slightly. “Admiral, believe me, I know. We know,” he lifted his hands to indicate his crew. “We are doing everything we can.”

    The Admiral didn’t react, didn’t raise her voice, didn’t march forward, her hologram striding through the various workstations and consoles dotted around the bridge. She just stood there and stared. And that was about the most intimidating thing she could have done.

    Admiral Cole was bad enough when he wanted to blast you for some mistake. And there was nobody and nothing that could match the sheer terrifying, psychopathic ferocity of Admiral Fletcher.

    But neither of those two men could match the cool, collected, but terrifying calm of Hastings.

    She nodded her head low. “We appreciate your efforts to date. But I am obligated to pass on this message. Everybody is relying on you. We must find her.”

    Toward the end, Hastings’ voice took on a note of urgency. It was unusual, considering the woman was so controlled, and it made the import of her words all the clearer.

    It also made it just that little bit harder for John to control his own emotions.

    Perhaps out of everybody on this bridge, including the disembodied hologram of Admiral Hastings, he alone could appreciate how much they needed Alice.

    And it wasn’t just his own need speaking here: though he did want her back, he could appreciate better than anyone else how important she could be.

    She appeared to know what was going on with Old Tech – what was really happening. All those warnings she’d given him, all those times she’d intervened to destroy Old Tech that had gone awry….

    It made him shiver. It made him feel colder than an ice core pulled from the frozen wasteland of Ocra Prime.

    “Commander… John,” the Admiral said in a lower register. The fact she was using his first name was yet another sign that things were serious. “If I could beam myself there to help you, I would. The whole Union would. But the fact is, you’re the closest ship. We are sending reinforcements, but they will take time. And though we know the importance of finding her, we cannot risk sending too many ships into the Rim. To do so could start a war with the Factions and the Pirates. So we are relying on you.”

    Though at first he had been pressed forward in his chair, like an eager schoolboy listening to their principal, now Commander John Doe receded. He found himself shrugging back into his seat, his shoulders collapsing like a man who’d given up. Because hey, he didn’t need people to keep on telling him how damn important this was. He didn’t need the weight of the universe on his shoulders. They weren’t large enough nor sturdy enough nor strong enough to hold up all of reality.

    “I know you don’t need to hear this again, but I have to tell you. It is my duty as an admiral to pass on the orders of the Union.”

    John tried to straighten, but it was hard, and he ended up half slouched and half leaning to one side. “I understand, Admiral. Thank you for taking the time to speak with us,” he began.

    She raised a hand, her fingers stiff. “That’s not all. I come with a warning,” she began.

    On the word warning, John watched his crew. Everybody stiffened, however slightly. While they were all battle-hardened, considering what they had been through on this mission to the Rim, they weren’t emotionless husks. And that tight, wavering tone to Admiral Hastings’ voice suggested whatever she would say next would mean something.

    “We now believe we have credible evidence suggesting Lieutenant Commander Rama is working directly with the Pirates,” the Admiral said.

    Nobody gasped on the bridge. Nobody paused to stare up at the hologram of the Admiral, their eyes growing wide with surprise.

    Because there was no surprise on the bridge of the Pegasus.

    Ever since those devastating and shocking events several weeks ago when Lieutenant Commander Rama had practically sold the crew and the ship to the Pirates, there had been no questions about Rama’s loyalties. Oh, the Union had had its doubts. And Chief amongst the doubters was Admiral Fletcher.

    But everything had changed.

    Everything.

    And the sole reason for that change was Ensign Alice Doe.

    For countless, countless years, the universe had labored under the assumption that there were no Old Ones left. That, for whatever mysterious reason, they had all disappeared long ago.

    But they hadn’t.

    There was one left.

    And John had seen her in all her glory. All that power, all that energy. He didn’t even need to close his eyes to remember that incredible shield she had generated on Orion Major, or the way she had lifted off the ground, her body pulsing with white light when she’d fought the Pirates.

    He didn’t doubt that she was an Old One. He knew it. He felt it. And he understood that it made oh so much sense.

    She was the woman in the hood. She’d stowed aboard his ship. All those months ago when they had docked on Orion Major, she had altered her appearance and snuck on board.

    She’d pretended to be an ensign. But if you talked to the Chief, there had been no pretense – she was the best damn engineer Parka had ever come across.

    But Alice Doe had never been to the Union Academy. As far as John understood, she had spent her whole life drifting through the universe. From planet to planet, from slum to slum, hiding.

    Fighting.

    Surviving.

    And he understood that. God knows he understood that.

    “Commander, are you paying attention?” The Admiral’s curt tone suddenly cut through his reverie, and John sat forward sharply.

    “Of course,” he muttered.

    “You must treat Rama as a credible threat. With the amount of sensitive information he has, he is a genuine threat not just to the Union, but to you specifically. He has been aboard your vessel. He has commanded your crew. He knows how the ship works, and, John, he knows how you work too. You have to be careful. Expect attacks. And expect him to go after the same goals you are. Get there first.”

    John didn’t need the Admiral to clarify which goals she was talking about.

    Alice.

    That’s what she meant.

    But Alice was no goal to John. She was no objective; she was no mission. It was cold and impersonal to phrase it like that.

    And Alice Doe was about as personal a subject as John could face.

    But he didn’t point out a word of that. He finally stood, neatening down his uniform with one firm pat of his hand. He slipped smoothly into the role of the competent commander as he nodded his head and parted his lips to say, “Of course, Admiral. You can rely on us.” He snapped a salute. He didn’t bother to say that he and his crew would do their best. That was not what the Admiral wanted to hear. She didn’t want uncertainties; she didn’t want to deal with uncomfortable realities. She and the rest of the Union high command needed a rock upon which to cling as the ground gave way underneath them.

    An Old One existed, and a lieutenant commander from the Aurora Project was a traitor. Though the universe was a big place and strange things were always afoot, news like this hadn’t broken in centuries.

    And the stress of it was etched over everybody’s faces and vibrated deep within their voices.

    So John lied to the Admiral. He promised that she could rely on him and his crew.

    He had no idea if she could because John had no idea what would come next.

    There was only one thing he could be sure of, though. He was going to do everything within his power to find her again. And this time, he would lock Alice Doe in place long enough to ask her not one question but every question – every single question that tumbled through his mind. Who was she? Where had she come from? Why had she lied? What was Old Tech? Had she felt anything as a member of his crew? Had being part of the Pegasus meant anything to her?

    Again, he didn’t breathe a word of what he thought. He snapped another salute, politely said goodbye to the Admiral, and then stood there as her hologram disappeared. For several seconds he enjoyed the silence, though there was never true silence to be had on the bridge of a spaceship. The beeps of consoles and the ever-present soft hum of the ship’s engines were constant. But nobody spoke, and for those few precious seconds, he enjoyed that fact.

    “Before the Admiral signed off, she sent us some data,” Foster said as he half turned around in his chair. The kid’s cheeks were smooth and slack. His eyes were wide, and his lips were thin and pressed close to his teeth.

    He was nervous.

    Everybody on the bridge was nervous, though some of them were hiding it better than the rest.

    John had been in dangerous situations before. Wars, skirmishes, bar fights. Heck, he had grown up in the slums – he knew danger better than most. But that was immediate danger. That was a present, tangible threat.

    And that was wholly different to what he was facing here.

    The buildup. That pause in the fighting where you look off to the horizon and see a great big cloud looming. You don’t know what it will bring, and all you sense is the menace.

    So much could go wrong from this point on. Rama could get his hands on Alice, or the Pirates and Factions could. Or perhaps the Union would come in blazing with every ship it had and start a war.

    Maybe Rama would attack the Pegasus. Or maybe Alice would.

    There were no certainties, just the promise that what would happen next would be far worse than what had come before.

    But John Doe didn’t buckle at the knees and sit back down in his command chair. He stood as straight and tall as he could and surveyed his crew. “Nothing has changed. We all know what we have to do. Foster, send that information to my private console,” John nodded low several times as he looked directly at every member of his crew before he headed off to his room.

    As he walked, he thought of her.

    Where was she?

    Was she still in the Rim?

    Was she still alive?

    And wherever she was, would he find her again?

    Yes.

    Because Commander John Doe was willing to move the very heavens to get to her. And if that didn’t work, he would plunge deep into Hell itself.

    Considering this was the Rim, that was likely what he would have to do.

  
    Chapter 2

    Alice

    She sat and stared at the stars. She’d done that for days now, weeks even. There was no change to her daily routine, just a different view upon which to ponder.

    Helper tried to keep her spirits up. He peppered her with facts about the readings he picked up and constantly told her everything would be okay.

    She usually wouldn’t say anything. She’d just sit there with her legs up on the navigational panel and her head permanently turned upwards at that star-streaked view.

    Now she was no longer on the Pegasus, everything had changed.

    Alice had done the one thing she had spent her whole life trying to avoid: she’d revealed herself. Her true identity.

    She’d shown the world she was an Old One.

    Just the memory of it still made her shiver. It was such a visceral, violent sensation that sat lodged high in her throat as if she’d swallowed an anchor.

    Patting at her neck, she closed her eyes for the briefest of moments. As she did, she felt her energy. Though it was not chaotic, it was not far off. Ever since leaving John and the rest of the crew, she had been forced to endure a constant state of uncertainty, anxiety, even guilt. And it was playing havoc with whatever energy resided within her.

    Pressing her fingers hard into her brow, she spent a few seconds digging them in as hard as she could. She wanted the move to distract her – it couldn’t. Nothing could.

    “Oh Great One, we have just passed through the Andarak Sector. Nothing of significance to report. However, with time, I feel the current bacteria residing on the comet belt surrounding the Sector could yield a curious form of life,” Helper said.

    Perhaps he was trying to start a conversation. It didn’t work. There was nothing left to say.

    The only thing left was to do something.

    Find the Old Ones. Finally track down that elusive signal and figure out if what it supposedly depicted – live Old Ones in stasis pods – was real.

    There was nothing else left to do.

    Or was there? Ever since leaving John, she’d been pondering her promise.

    To destroy Old Tech.

    Should she carry through with that promise? Should she take that as her sole goal?

    Of course when it came to destroying Old Tech, she didn’t mean devices like Helper. She couldn’t even stomach the thought. There was something so real and alive about him, it was tantamount to murder. But those other machines. The soldier robots, the device they had found on that asteroid… those could be destroyed without any feeling of regret on Alice’s part. For they were unnatural. That fact had wheedled its way into her soul ever since her mission to the Rim had begun.

    They didn’t belong in this galaxy. In fact, they didn’t belong anywhere in the universe at all.

    Perhaps Helper could sense that Alice was now deeply lost in thought, because he came bobbing up to her shoulder, finally drawing to a halt just an arm’s length from her face. “Old One… Alice, I suggest that whatever you are thinking of, you stop.” It was such a simple and odd statement for Helper to articulate. He gave no reason, no statistics to back up his claim – just simple advice.

    “Nothing more can be achieved by thinking,” he said, repeating a fact she had already concluded, but one it seemed she couldn’t enact. For every time she decided that indeed analyzing  the situation further would lead to nothing but grief, she just couldn’t seem to stop herself anyway.

    The thoughts flooded in right behind the emotions.

    “We know our mission. We will go after that signal. We will find Old Ones if they exist. And if not, we will search out their technology. We will do what we can to stop further damage.” As Helper spoke, his tone took on a strange quality. It was no longer emotionless and monotone but wavered just like that of a child’s.

    She couldn’t forget that she was not the only one emotionally invested in this. While she could hear the ghosts trapped in the machine whenever she came too close to a large cachet of Old Tech, she had no idea what Helper experienced, but she could conclude that whatever it was, it was truly horrifying.

    So she allowed herself to connect to him. She pushed back the barriers that had kept her separate, kept her leaning in the command chair with her feet on the console as she stared at the stars. She reached out a hand, spreading her fingers wide until finally Helper zipped over and landed right in her palm. He felt warm, light, and alive with electricity.

    She smiled.

    “I continue to sense out Old Technology. I continue to look for that signal. As soon as I find anything, we will act,” he promised.

    She nodded. She smiled. But the smile couldn’t reach as far as it should, and her eyes remained half narrowed with a cold detachment. Because though the promise of finally acting was a welcome one, she wasn’t entirely sure it was what she wanted to do. Yes, of course she understood the importance of finding her own people, and she could simply not deny that she had a responsibility to deal with Old Tech. But that wasn’t the point – the Pegasus was, and more than that, John. Like it or not, over the time she had spent with him, she had grown accustomed to him. No, more than that, attached. Connected. She sensed in him a kindred spirit, somebody who had faced the same life she had, and if not exactly the same, then similar enough that she could appreciate he understood her.

    She could hardly turn around, command Helper to find the Pegasus, and go back to John, though. While she wanted to believe he wouldn’t sacrifice her to the Aurora Project, she was also wise enough to know it ultimately wouldn’t be his decision. Even if John and the rest of the crew tried to protect her, they would soon face the full might of the Union. So there was no way she could go back. And if she couldn’t go back, then she would have to go forward, leaving what was behind behind, no matter how hard it was to see it go.

  
    Chapter 3

    Commander John Doe

    He sat on the edge of his bed, his head angled to the left as he stared out of the massive windows beside him. The view, as always, depicted the deep blues and blacks of space streaked with stars and constellations. Little streaks of color against the shadowy nothingness of the vacuum.

    He tried not to think, but it didn’t work. His thoughts, as always, returned right back to her. She really was the only thing he could think about these days. And before he could reprimand himself for being obsessive, he had to realize that in all fairness to himself, most other people in the Union who knew of her existence would be obsessing over Alice too. She changed everything. Absolutely everything.

    Old Technology underpinned the modern universe in every way imaginable. Without it, there would be chaos. For countless centuries, civilization had labored under the belief that the Old Ones were dead or had mysteriously disappeared, leaving the universe with nothing but their technology. And now that myth had been blown apart: there was one left. She could change everything. She could finally reveal the secrets that had haunted the universe for so long.

    If, of course, she could be found. And that… that was why John’s brow was so furrowed in consternation as he stared out that window. He wanted to find her, but should he try?

    Now he knew for certain that she had always been the woman in the hood, he wanted to talk to her, find out her story, find out why she had run. But what would finding her mean for Alice? She clearly didn’t want to be captured by the Union. Everything she had done had been in aid of keeping her secret. As Parka had already pointed out, Alice probably had a very bloody good reason for doing that. When or if Alice was captured, she would be studied within an inch of her life. She would be used. Though John liked to think that the Union would give her the dignity of choice, he knew enough about how important she was to realize it wouldn’t. Either Alice would comply, or she would be forced to comply. So in finding her, even if it satisfied his own burning curiosity, it may cost her everything. He could hardly refuse his mission. He couldn’t exactly call up Admiral Hastings and tell her that he’d had a change of heart. Still, nothing would free him from the doubt.

    “Stop self-indulging in thought,” he suddenly commanded himself in a voice that shook and echoed around his empty room. “Get up and do something,” he added. Though his voice echoed and boomed, it didn’t force him to jump to his feet, race down to the bridge, and redouble his efforts to find her. He just sat there, waiting. Because, in all reality, what else could he do? Alice had likely spent her whole life hiding. On the few missions he’d accompanied her on, she’d proved how good at survival she was. She knew the game, perhaps better than he did. So John knew that unless Alice made a dire mistake, or had an incredible change of heart, it was highly unlikely the Pegasus would come across her.

    So yeah, as hard as it was to admit, maybe he did just have to wait. Sure, he’d put on a good show for his crew, and assure every admiral that called him he was doing his best, but at the end of the day, John couldn’t make the first move.

    He just sat there, staring up at the stars, thinking of her. It was trite and pathetic and indulgent, but he wondered whether she was doing just the same.

    Though he couldn’t know it, she was.

    And though he couldn’t appreciate it, she was coming closer to him. But so was something else. Something he had not yet faced, and something that could change his life forever.

  
    Chapter 4

    Alice

    It was when she was sitting there with her half-closed eyes fixed on the viewscreen that Helper gave an alarming beep.

    It had been hours since they had spoken, and he had returned to softly scanning their environment and managing the day-to-day operations of the ship.

    But now he practically did a loop around the small bridge, causing Alice to snap her eyes open as he let out a high-pitched hiss.

    “What is it?” she asked as she flung her legs off the console and jumped to her feet.

    “I am picking up ships entering the system,” he noted as he raced up to her side.

    Her eyes widened. “What kind of ships?”

    “Preliminary analysis indicates they belong to the Pirates,” Helper practically squealed.

    “Fine, we’ll get out of here,” she said as she turned from Helper and leaned down toward the navigational console, getting ready to chart a new path.

    But Helper squeaked even louder. “They are coming from multiple directions.”

    Alice stopped.

    Ever since revealing herself to the Pirates, she had known that a day like this would come. They would be after her, far more violently than the Union. And they would be willing to sacrifice more to get their hands on her. Still, to date, with Helper’s assistance, she had managed to chart a path far away from their space.

    This would be the first time they had managed to get so close to her – the first time they had managed to track her down.

    Though she stood there for a single moment trapped in fear, she quickly pushed past it. As she did, she realized the only reason she could do that so easily was that her time aboard the Pegasus had taught her that lesson. Her time with John had reinforced it until it was second nature.

    There was something about being part of the crew of a Union ship that had changed her, and right now she could admit it was for the better.

    “Right, we knew this would happen,” she continued as she marched into the center of the bridge. She didn’t have any shoes on, and her feet slapped against the smooth, even floor. She was, however, still wearing her uniform.

    She could have taken it off. She could have thrown it out a damn airlock. Because it should have meant nothing to her. It was little more than a stiff collar and a set of pips.

    But no matter how hard she’d tried, she couldn’t get rid of it. It was as if it had become her second skin.

    So as she stood in the center of the bridge trying to center herself, she unconsciously smoothed it down. If she’d been paying close attention to her behavior, she would have noted she’d borrowed it from someone: John Doe. He always did the same when he was getting ready to command.

    “They are coming from all directions,” Helper squeaked.

    She didn’t bother to ask if Helper was sure the Pirate ships out there were headed this way – from his actions, it was damn near certain.

    Which meant Alice now had to think to survive. And if that wouldn’t work, fight.

    She was well aware of the fact she was in a small ship. Though it was maneuverable, it couldn’t outgun nor outrun a whole flotilla of Pirate vessels.

    She did have a secret weapon though – something that went beyond the mere functionality of this ship: Helper.

    He could out-think whatever motley crew of Pirates were headed their way. And if that didn’t work, well, Alice herself would intervene.

    She would do anything to stay free of the Pirates, even if that meant displaying her own power to disable or destroy their ships.

    “Helper, scan for the presence of any nearby Old Tech. I need to know what I can use,” she said. No, she snapped. It wasn’t cold or rude – it was just efficient. Powerful. Poised.

    She was ready for action. Whereas once she would have fled, her body filled with fear, now she faced what was coming.

    And it was all down to one single man.

    She didn’t have to say his name. Just the thought of him gave her the strength she needed to march over to the closest tactical station and start running some scans of her own.

    She quickly realized she had precious few minutes to come up with a plan. Though it would take some time for the Pirate ships to actually reach her, she had to decide what she was going to do now. Though technically she could use the scant Old Tech on her own ship as an advantage – pumping it full of energy so it could grow powerful enough to help her out – she wasn’t sure that would be enough.

    She could sure use the Pegasus right now. Not only would Parka’s forceful personality keep Alice on her toes, but the might of the ship’s omidium engine cores were exactly the kind of edge Alice needed.

    “Think,” she mumbled to herself under her breath.

    “I cannot detect any notable Old Tech,” Helper informed her as he darted down toward the main console.

    She watched him out of the corner of her eye. She noted how sharp and agitated his moves were.

    He was so much more than a machine, and that meant she had a duty to protect him.

    She’d learned about duty on the Pegasus. In fact, it was a duty that had led her into this situation now. If she hadn’t decided to reveal herself to protect the crew of her ship, then she’d still be with them.

    Duty, it seemed, sometimes came at a great cost.

    “Helper, we will get through this,” she said, listening to the firmness in her own tone.

    She could be strong.

    Stronger than she often thought herself capable of.

    And right now she was going to call on that.

    Making a soft fist with one hand, she stared at the viewscreen unblinkingly. It no longer showed the darkness of space streaked with stars – it had shifted until it switched between the oncoming ships.

    They were strange looking vessels. Lacking the smooth, immaculate silvers and whites of the Union fleet, they looked more like a stone come to life. Brown and gnarled, with gun turrets hanging off every vent and section of hull plating, they felt like the stuff of nightmares.

    But even nightmares could be overcome.

    All she had to do was find some weakness she could exploit so she could buy herself enough time to escape.

    For a flicker of a second, she thought of staying to fight them all, though. She even pondered arresting them and handing them over to the Union.

    Damn, serving on the Pegasus really had gotten to her.

    “… There may be Old Tech aboard those vessels,” Helper suddenly interrupted, “but I cannot sense any. I believe there is some kind of dampening field in place.”

    Alice didn’t even bother to nod – there was a dampening field in place. If the Pirates had Old Tech, they would want to keep it out of sight – they would have seen what she could do with it, after all.

    That being said, she couldn’t imagine the Pirates coming into battle without any Old Tech at all – their technology, like that of the Union’s, was heavily dependent on the devices of the Old Ones. In fact, considering the Pirates were largely scavengers, you could argue that they were even more dependent on the stuff.

    Drawing in a stilling breath, even though she technically didn’t need to breathe, Alice stood and waited.

    If she couldn’t outrun these ships, then her only chance would be to wait for them to come to her, then attack.

    It was a risky strategy, but the only one that made sense.

    It also brought the slightest of smiles to her lips.

    If John were here, no doubt he would look at her with that crazy awed look in his eyes, then shake his head, then stand right by her side.

    He wasn’t.

    ….

    So she would have to do this herself.

  
    Chapter 5

    Commander John Doe

    He sat in his chair, pressed as far forward as he could be. His legs indented the rim of the seat hard, and his hands were locked like vices over the edge of the table. He couldn’t quite believe his eyes.

    “What the hell am I looking at?” he asked as he pried one of his hands off the table and gestured toward the hologram floating disembodied above the conference table before him.

    Parka had been standing behind him, her arms crossed as she’d leaned heavily into the wall. Now she pushed herself forward with a worried sigh and marched up to him. Unhooking her arms and pointing at the hologram, John swore he could hear her muscles creak with tension.

    She looked very much like she was stressed.

    With good reason.

    “We think it’s some kind of fleet amassing. Like I said before, we’ve got sketchy details so far – as whatever it is, it’s too far off for our scanners to paint a particularly good picture. But the point is, whatever it is, it’s something we should be concerned about.”

    John sucked a slow breath through his teeth. “Yeah, I’ve got that.”

    Parka took a second to shoot him a knowing look. “The Rim sure is a fun place, isn’t it? If it ain’t Old Ones popping up in your own crew, it’s strange forces amassing in the dark. Why did we come here again?”

    John didn’t answer. He simply returned his attention to the hologram.

    Slipping his hands forward in a practiced motion, he took control of the image before him. It currently showed a cropped version of deep space, with a visualization of many tiny dots forming in place.

    “What’s the worst-case scenario?” he suddenly asked as he flicked his fingers to the side and finally grabbed hold of all those little dots. Or at least he tried – though the hologram wasn’t large, it was still too big to handle.

    “Really, worst case? I don’t know, John, it turns out to be some horrible Old Tech we’ve never heard of that’s going to destroy the whole damn universe. I think you should really be asking what the best-case scenario is. And frankly, that’s likely still horrible. Just taking a stab, I assume it’s some kind of fleet. Maybe ships, maybe something else.”

    “If it was ships, wouldn’t our sensors have picked that up by now?” he half turned to her again, knowing his features were etched with the fear that kept churning through his gut.

    Parka nodded then shook her head, then nodded with a sigh. “Yes and no. If we were outside of the Rim in normal space, I would say a simple yes. But the fact is, nothing is normal in the Rim. So I have no good answer for you.”

    At the words “I have no good answer for you,” John felt his frustration peak. He needed a solution right now – god knows he already had enough problems.

    “Parka, I need more,” he said as he sat back in his chair, his chest punching out in an epic sigh.

    She snorted.

    If he were a normal Union commander, he would report her for that. Instead, he just let his frustration subside as he waited for her to answer.

    “The short of it is, I think someone’s trying to hide something,” she finally admitted.

    It was an odd choice of words, and it immediately made his eyebrows descend in a twitch. “Hide something? Hide what?”

    She shrugged her shoulders emphatically. “Like I said before, John, this is the Rim. They could be hiding Old Tech, a Pirate army, the end of the universe. I have no idea.”

OEBPS/cover.jpg
Vi
\

| EPISODE SIX OF GHOST OF MIND 1Y
.tjhe last of her kind, a powerful ahen‘
"old He’s the soldier sent to f1nd

|

\
1
s I

. her and steal her power.

AUTHOR OF FANTASY

JDETTE

ACTION AND SCI FI





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
ODETTE @LL





