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The entire Star Traveler series became a lot more work than I had originally intended. It had begun as a simple adventure story that I would write to entertain myself but instead it became a detailed work with characters who demanded to live.

This book would not have been possible without the help of Jameson Blake Schreckhise and the hard work that he poured into the book. For you see, I was only able to get the outline done and because life had chosen to take a completely different turn and took away my ability to write. For anyone who have ever written, you know the importance of getting the idea on paper before it cools too much. Atlas Gambit needed to be told and Jameson took it upon himself to take my outline and spin the tale that is about to follow.

I want to say that I love that you are reading this book. I have seen the stats on how many times my books have been downloaded and so I know you are reading them. I wish I knew who you were and what you thought. I would love for you to reach out and rate my books on the site you go it from or leave a review on your opinion of the story. Feedback of all kinds is appreciated.

So, without further ado, I’ll let you get started with Captain Barrett and his crew of adventurers.

Jonathan J. Snyder

Kentucky, March 2018
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Flight through null space was always a bit unnerving to Sinclair Barrett. Inside the torus that was created to allow them to break Einstein’s speed barrier, it was as if they weren’t moving at all. However, they were hurtling through space quicker than light. He found that the relative calmness of traveling at such a high speed kept him waiting for a disaster to strike before he could react.

The new Mark IV FTL prototype engine they used sped them through space faster than humans had ever done before. Well as quickly as we had done with our own technology. The extinct alien race, Qi, had left us many wonderful technologies that we utilize, although we still don’t fully understand them.

Traveling in this manner for his whole career and for such long periods at a time did help blunt the fear. However, it was a nagging thought that played in the back of his mind and in the pit of his stomach that could become exhausting. Worse than that blunt nagging was the sharpened apprehension that came as you prepared to come out of warp speed.

The feeling was shared by his crew members. The command room had an eerie silence as they prepared themselves to mainly appear in an unknown space not knowing who they would meet.

“What’s our ETA Commander Sutton?” Sinclair’s voice broke the silence and sounded too loud.

“Fifteen minutes to transition. The missile system is ready, hull plating is energized with deflectors on standby. The laser bank's capacitors are charged and ready to go, and pre-initialization of the fusion engines have begun.” Commander Michael Sutton replied.

"Good.” Sinclair grinned internally at the man. That was almost word for word what he said every time they prepared to transition out of warp. They had begun to anticipate each other quite well.

The bridge returned to silence. The crew worked without Sinclair needing to direct them, wordlessly the crew prepared for any eventuality.

The preparations went smoothly, and the Icarus was to be ready to fight to the best of its abilities when they popped out into this bit of unknown space. Chasing a highly advanced alien race they had previously thought to be extinct didn’t help his apprehension. For the mission to be successful, they would eventually jump right into a shared space with the Kaon.

“Five minutes to exit,” Ensign Ho called out. Then once again the silence returned.

Sinclair then activated the ships intercom system, “Attention crew, standby for the transition."

“This is all getting a bit too serious in here.” Phasia blurted out. Her practiced nonchalance coming across a bit forced as she lounged in her chair with her suit unzipped down her front much further than Sinclair would’ve liked. Even her lounging didn’t look relaxed. Instead, it seemed forced if for no other reason than to stay true to the character she had built around herself.

To put it simple, Phasia Eshevet was Xaltean. She was a rogue bond from House Shova and was originally supposed to be turned back over to the Xaltean Empire but Sinclair had enlisted her help instead. Of course, he had kept this information to himself and was the only one onboard that knew her real name.

While most in the command room ignored Phasia’s outburst, it did get a small shake from Lieutenant Bridgette Bailey, the ship’s archeologist, and linguist. It had, however, taken them out of their contemplations of all that could happen and snapped them back to the present in the small command bridge.

“Exiting warp speed in 10, 9, 8...” Ensign Ho began. The crew seemed to take the countdown as a cue to hold their breath. As the countdown came to one, they transitioned into still space. It was a very noticeable difference. Traveling inside the torus seemed to stretch the outside world around them and just made everything a little fuzzy. It was as if the windshield of the Icarus was wiped clean of Vaseline that obscured their view for all the months they spent in the warp.

Sinclair quickly surveyed what was in front of them. Then, through the compu-pad in the command chair, viewed a 360° view of the ship. The first thing Sinclair noticed was a massive white star. Other than that, all there was the space and distant stars.

“What are we looking at here?” Sinclair asked of his crew.

“According to our location in the Osha Ahova star system, it appears we would be closest to star Lagner 87-D3. Lucky for us this is a White Dwarf star at the end of its life.” Ensign Ho replied.

“What’s lucky about that?” Phasia asked.

“When a star enters the white dwarf stage it can be almost 20 times hotter than a young sun. The extreme heat could have really taken a toll on the ship even if exposed for a short time. This one is well on its way to becoming a black dwarf and probably only a couple times hotter than a young sun.” Lieutenant Bailey answered back.

The whole crew looked at her as she spoke. Noticing the attention, Bridgette trailed off and finished in almost a whisper. “We are probably safe at this distance.”

“Nothing here captain, but that little star” First officer Sutton spoke after surveying his own compu-pad that had the same view as Sinclair's.

You couldn’t say something was small or large in space, it really depended on how close you were to it. Everything in space was relative, that’s why light speed was how they measured distance because it was one of the few constants out here in the vastness of space. However, this star put off a white light, but it didn’t seem as brilliant as some of the younger stars Sinclair had encountered. Even in the last stages of life, it would still outlive Sinclair and many of his descendants.

No planets orbited the star.

“Well, what a colossal waste of time,” Phasia spoke this time and the casualness didn’t seem so forced. They all wanted to complete the mission, but at the same time, the thought of meeting with the Kaon gave them quite a fright. Missing them didn’t feel like the worst thing to happen.

Sinclair didn’t respond. He stood stoically surveying the star. He didn’t know what he was looking for, but undoubtedly this stop was not in vain. The Intel they had seemed like a good bet.

Sure enough, something caught his eye.

“Move us closer to the star,” Sinclair ordered without taking his eyes off what he had seen lest he loses it.

“Yes, sir.” Ensign Ho responded, and they lurched into motion.

Soon the white star became so broad in their field of vision that only when you compared this to another celestial body could you call it a dwarf. Sinclair had always thought these to be sort of God with their immense size and life-giving properties.

Icarus slowed to a stop. Sinclair took his eyes from the star and looked questioningly to Janet Ho. She sensed the question that was coming. “The radiation is too strong to get much closer. What do you see captain?”

“That black spec, orbiting this star to the left, can you see it?” Sinclair pointed. Every eye in the command center focused on the area Sinclair had gestured to.

First Bridgette saw it then Phasia, then finally the only one who really needed to see it, Janet caught sight of it. You could only see it with the background of the white star behind it.

“What is it?” Asked Ensign Ho.

“Let’s find out” Sinclair responded.  Without taking them closer to the star, Ho took them in the direction of the black speck. It grew until they finally came close enough to realize it was, in fact, a space station. They came as close as they could without getting closer to the star. It seemed to be wholly undamaged, but with it being so close to the sun it was awash with harmful radiation and light. There could be nothing inhabiting the station.

“Take me in closer,” Sinclair asked quietly.

“Sir the radiation,” Ho responded.

“Can someone think of a way to get us closer?” The question came a little too quickly after Ho’s excuse. Sinclair tried not to get frustrated at his crew, but he didn’t like to hear when something couldn’t be done. There was always a way. Hell, which was half the reason he had taken this mission because it wasn’t supposed to be possible to do.
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