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In Rescueplan civilian contractor Leon Verdat has been left with no choice but to help a black ops military group battle invading Grey aliens from their top secret D.U.M.B.s (Deep Underground Military Bases) underground and undersea.

With the Greys determined to take over Earth and the lives of everyone he cares about hanging by a thread, Leon knows he has to keep fighting, no matter the cost. It might mean losing his family to save the world but he must go on.

Now, the Greys have escaped through a stargate and there's only one way to find out where it goes. Leon entered the portal to save his friend and they are trapped aboard the Grey's starship, somewhere in outer space.

As rescue plans are made, Leon finds out more about the Greys and their nefarious plans for humanity. The need to stop the Greys and finally end this war are even more urgent...before it's too late.
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1.

Leon awoke to find himself still in the cage on the Grey's spaceship, but he was being moved somewhere. The cage floated in the air, guided by a Grey with a control box, floating it with some kind of anti-gravity system. The motion made Leon feel a bit sick.

Must have dozed off again...maybe they did drug me? he thought.

He propped himself up on an elbow and watched the steel walls going by, one section after another, all the same, with black ribbing, and dim greenish indirect lighting.

They sure like their green lighting!

He noticed that the only kind of lights they had in their bases, and now ships, was green. It was probably due to sensitivities of their large eyes, he had reasoned out, the last time he had been captive in one of their structures – he'd had a lot of time to think. 

Now, he was a captive again. But this time it was for a good cause, to save his buddy Frank. 

He looked down and found his clothes were gone.

Not again!

His thoughts went back to the first time he'd been captured by the Greys and he'd found himself naked in a cell. He'd gotten out of that jam, and he was determined to get out of this one, too.

Where's Frank?

He looked this way and that, out from the bars of his cage, but he could only see the walls moving by. He coughed at the stink of the Grey near him, moving his cage along. 

“Frank! You there?”

There was silence, then Frank's voice came from behind: “They took my clothes, Leon.”

“Me, too. Just like old times, huh?” Leon tried to laugh.

“Yeah.”

A Grey stuck a cattle prod-type thing in the opening of Leon's cage, threatening him with it, so he shut up.

Bastards!

The Grey's head filled the front of the cage. It tilted its head at him, blinked its big, black, soulless eyes, then disappeared from view again.

Leon settled back. He breathed out deeply, trying to stay calm. He closed his eyes and thought of his wife Mary and his daughter Jennie back home on Earth, and wondered if he'd ever get back there. 

He pounded his fist on the floor of the cage and gritted his teeth. There was no way he was going to let these Grey bastards win and rob him of all the good things in his life! He'd just have to wait for the right opportunity to escape. Then, he'd kill them all.

I escaped from them before, I can do it again!

Yes, but last time you were not on one of their spaceships...

“Shut up,” he whispered to his doubts. “This is no time to lose hope. Or, to crack up.” 

He remembered the tracking chips they were all implanted with prior to the mission. He felt around in his mouth and found the chip still there; just a tiny, almost invisible bump on the inside of one of his teeth. Since he still had the biochip in place, there was a chance he could be tracked and found. Frank probably still had his chip, too. That was double the chance then, and realizing that made him feel a little better.

***
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Mary was coping fairly well, as a mother who didn't know if her husband and father of her child was alive, or dead. She managed to get Jennie to school most days, as Jennie sometimes refused to go “until daddy comes home!” But thankfully, those days were few, and when Jennie was in school Mary was left with the house to herself for some quiet time. She would drink to dull the pain and get her through, becoming quite proficient at hiding her increasing consumption; stashing empty bottles in different places in the house. She was even getting good at hiding her buying habits by shopping at different liquor stores and paying cash. 

She'd have to slow down, she knew, once Leon got back home and things returned to normal, if they ever did. No way he'd want an alcoholic for a wife, and she hadn't been a heavy drinker before he...died? Went missing? Not knowing was the worst part for her. 

If Leon had been found dead it would be incredibly difficult to get through, but then she could mourn him and get on with her life. But not knowing if he would ever come back again left her in a limbo state, feeling like she was on life-support, just drifting along. She was becoming a shadow of herself, becoming weak with all the drinking, letting her appearance go, and it had only been a short time since the General had paid her a visit to say that Leon was missing. What would happen in a few more months, or years? 

She didn't want to think about it, didn't want to face it, so she poured herself another screwdriver and sat down to watch some bad TV. School wouldn't be over for hours yet, and she had a full bottle. “It's happy hour in France!” she lifted her glass to the people on TV who looked like they had perfect lives, who never aged and always smiled. But her life wasn't like that. 

Drink in hand, she wandered over to the display case with the gemstones she and Leon had collected over the years. Some were gifts and some they had bought together; even a few they had dug out of the Earth themselves.

She opened the case and took out one of the purple amethyst pieces, getting a kick out of its name, which was from the Greek word amethystos, meaning a remedy against intoxication. If that was the case, it wasn't working, and she slurped more of her drink. She had always liked the stone, and it brought back many memories of when she was younger and had just met Leon. That was when he had given her the stone, and she had kept it all these years. 

But now, the tears were starting to come, and she put the stone back and closed the display over. She didn't want to break down again; she'd been crying too much these past days. 

"I wonder if you can cry all your water out?" she asked herself. She had her drink though, so there was little chance of that. 

She lay down on the couch and dozed, and waited until it was time to go pick up Jennie, hoping she would be sobered up by then.

***
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After a short break topside, General Simpson returned on the maglev line to Oceandeep to supervise the operation studying the Grey's stargate, which allowed near-instant travel over vast distances via "tunnels in space", more commonly called wormholes. It would eventually be moved to Oceandeep, but only if it were determined safe to do so. He exited the maglev car and saluted the guards on the platform, then headed into the command center to be briefed on the latest progress since he'd been away visiting Leon's wife. 

It was a slow process to take apart and study a piece of alien technology, but by then the secret military unit headed by the General was getting quite practiced at it. And if there was something they couldn’t handle, they could always call in help from one of the other black projects that had more experience with these matters, plus he had lot of friends who were very experienced in these areas. 

It was a delicate operation, as the team studying the device could not take it apart if it were not clear what the function of the parts were, or if they had any doubts about how to get it back together – not with civilian lives at stake. The General knew how much trouble it could stir up if Leon and Frank didn't return, and he couldn't risk any more scrutiny coming to him. There was already enough suspicion in the minds of the public about these secret operations and rightly so he knew. After all, their tax money was paying for it. 

Secrecy had to be maintained if the government had any hope of continued relevance, and it was the General's job to make sure, in events such as these, to obtain a positive outcome. Plus, he genuinely liked the men under his command and felt a bit like a father to them. Every time he lost a man on a mission he felt it personally. 

He sighed as he walked through the hallway to the kitchen and grabbed a cup of coffee to fortify himself with, as it was late at night and he still had a lot of paperwork to do before bed. "We better get those boys back home," the General said under his breath, hoping that the clicks of his expensive shoes on the highly polished floor would cover his voice from any listening ears, electronic or not. 

He went to his room and worked until his eyes started to water, then he fell into an exhausted sleep, in his room deep under the Earth.

2.

The team down in the tunnels studying the Grey's stargate consisted of a mixture of scientists and technicians, along with soldiers who provided security in case they encountered any Greys along the way. General Simpson had wasted no time assembling the team, and they were already on their way to the stargate when he had gone to visit Mary Verdat, so he hoped they had made some progress by now.

The team worked quickly, utilizing their experience from reverse-engineering other Grey technologies, and within a couple of days of round-the-clock work they had a good idea of how to control the stargate, at least on a basic level. Sergeant Maxwell was in charge of the team.

The General's phone rang in his room at Oceandeep, waking him from a deep sleep. It was the middle of the night, though there was no actual night, or day, on the bottom of the ocean. He wanted to be close to the action until they recovered Leon and Frank, and so choose to stay at the base. It was mostly dark in his room, with only indirect lights around the bottoms of the walls casting a dim glow. His hand searched over the table near the bed until he found the phone and answered it with a sleepy voice, "Simpson here."

"Hello General. It's Sergeant Maxwell. I've got some news."

"Go ahead.” He leaned forward and massaged the bridge of his nose.

"It looks like this stargate is similar to other ones the Greys have been known to use. The team is confident they'll be able to control it."

The General gripped the phone tighter, "That's wonderful! Can the setup be moved?"

"Yes, it should be no problem, though it will take more time."

"That could be a problem," the General sighed.

"Yes, sir."

"I don't want those boys out there for any longer than they need to be. If we wait, we may not have anyone to save. Who knows where they might be moved to, or what may become of them?"

"I understand, sir. Shall we send through the rescue team from here?" Maxwell's voice cracked with stress, as he well knew the risks of using a technology that was not fully understood.

"We have to. And try not to worry down there. Tell the team that you're with some very good soldiers and the Greys almost never return to the same spot in short order. When will you be ready?"

“We're getting close. Just a few more hours to calibrate the co-ordinates. We're working through the night, and should be ready by morning.”

“Good, then I can get some more sleep before you begin.”

"Yes, sir."

“Keep me posted. I want to be there when you get it all running. You have yourself a good night.”

“You as well, sir.”

The General hung up the phone and lay back down in the darkness, thinking. 

Finally, he turned on the light and fished a poker chip from a Las Vegas casino out of his wallet. He'd gotten it years ago, when on a big winning streak, and had kept it as a good luck charm. He turned it over in his fingers. “I've been lucky before, but would I bet on this one? I dunno!” 

He flipped the chip in the air and slapped it down on his hand. Then, he uncovered it and took a look. “Still got it!” he smiled.

He put the chip away, then shut off the light and was snoring again in a few minutes.

***
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There was no night or day for Leon on the Grey's ship, either. He realized it was very much like being underground on Earth, and he felt the same sense of disorientation. He didn't know if he should be awake or sleeping, though it was hard to get any sleep considering his conditions. Still, his body made its demands known a few times, and he found himself nodding off despite his fear. 

A noise somewhere in the ship, a deep, clanging sound, made him snap his eyes open.

Sounds like they're moving something big around...I should be getting used to being their captive now, it's the second time, right?

He shook himself and tried to wake up, as he wanted to get the defeatist thoughts out of his mind. 

No, I won't get used to it! I survived their imprisonment once and got away. I'll get away again!

He pulled himself up to a sitting position and held onto the bars, like a monkey in a cage. He looked at the stumps on his left hand where he used to have a couple more fingers, but had lost them in a past battle with the Greys. He swallowed hard. “Dammit,” he whispered.

A Grey had left a milky protein solution in a plastic container, with a hose dangling from it inside his cage. He looked at it, then disgusted, pushed it away.

Are they fattening me up for dinner? And what are they fattening me up with?

He glanced over to his right and Frank's cage was there, facing away from him. It looked like they had been moved into a small, more secure holding room. He didn't see any Greys. 

“Hey, Frank! You still with us, buddy?”

“Yeah. Where are ya, man?” 

“I'm behind you, well, my cage is. But I'm here. Are you ok?”

“Yeah. Yeah, I think so. You?              

“As well as can be expected,” Leon sighed.

“I'm sorry I got you into this. I don't know what's wrong with me, why I jumped through that thing!”

“Don't worry about it. I couldn't let my buddy go alone, right?”

A pause and then Frank said: “Sure.”

“Anyway, don't worry, we're gonna get out of this, alright?”

“Alright,” Frank sounded weak, already a bit defeated.

“We will! We escaped them once before, didn't we?”

“I know. But this is different...”

“Why's that?”

“Because we're not on Earth anymore,” Frank said, then fell silent.

Leon didn't have a response to that, and he was glad they had been moved into this smaller room, so he didn't have to see the view screen and just how far away from home they were.

A moan came from Frank's cage, then, “What are we gonna do, Leon? I don't want to die here, with these...things!”

“Just relax we're gonna get home. You hear me?”

“They're gonna eat us!”

“They're not going to! Not as long as I'm around. You hear me?”

“Yeah,” sniffled Frank. “Yeah.”

Leon balled up his fist and hit it against the side of the cage, “These bastards are gonna be sorry they messed with us. I guarantee it!”

He pulled at a bar of the cage with all his might, trying to work it loose.

***
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The General's eyes popped open at 0530 hours on the dot, without an alarm clock; his body long ago programmed to rise when the sun did, and when the bugle sounded. There was no bugle anymore, at least not on the kinds of bases he worked on now, but in his youth there had been a bugle player that greeted God's dawn. The General himself had carried that duty for a year, and he became very proficient on the instrument, so much so that he was called on to play Taps at a few funerals, too.

He glanced at the green numbers of the digital clock on the bedside table. “Right on time! It's going to be a good day!” He snapped on the lamp and swung the covers off, then slid his feet into his waiting slippers. 

A knock rapped at his door, making him jump.

“Who is it?” he called.

A young, female voice came from behind the door: “General? It's 0530. I have your breakfast.”

“Yes, I'm up. Just a moment!” He slipped on his robe, fixed his hair a bit in the mirror, then opened the door to find one of the most succulent young women to ever be squeezed into a uniform, and squeezed she was, with an ample bosom bursting at the buttons. Her lips were full and a lovely shade of subdued violet-red, her eyelids slightly smoky, and her blond hair hugged her face to her chin. He smiled, genuinely happy to see her, and was glad that the regulations allowed women to wear make-up if it was subtle, and to have their hair slightly long, if desired. She wore it all very well, he thought! 

“Good morning!” he fairly roared, looking her up and down.

“Good morning, sir,” she smiled back, and blushed a little. She handed the tray over to him, glad for a chance to be of service to such a powerful man. She felt herself getting a bit aroused. 

“Why, thank you! What's your name? I don't think we've met before.” He looked over the tray: a French press of steaming coffee, with cream and sugar, and a large plate covered with a metal top, like hotels used.

She pulled her chest up, then saluted, “Private Jones, sir!” He took notice of the lovely bounce and smiled. 

“Ah, very good, private.” He saluted back.

“Thank you, sir.”

He put the tray down, then lifted the cover to reveal bacon, whole wheat toast, and eggs, sunny-side up. “And your first name?”

“Jessica, sir.”

“Private Jessica Jones, thank you for this. Breakfast looks, and smells, wonderful!”

She blinked and smiled, “I'm glad you are happy with it, sir. Will there be anything else?”

His mind spun to imaging inviting her into his room and having her for dessert, but instead he said: “No, thank you. Dismissed!” He saluted her.

“Yes, sir!” She saluted, then spun on her heels and quickly walked away. 

He watched her behind dance for a few steps, then sighed, stepped back, closed the door, and ate breakfast. 

He thought of his big day ahead and knew he couldn't afford to dilly-dally too much. He was due back in the tunnels to attend the sending of the rescue team through the Grey's stargate after Leon and Frank. He had wanted to relocate the machine inside the Oceandeep base, and then send the team through, but that would take several more days to complete, at the very least. There was no time to wait for that.

Then, there was the question of whether or not the stargate would even work once it was disassembled, moved, and then reassembled. He had seen it done several times before, but sometimes they didn't work after they were put back together. He didn't want to take the chance, or waste the extra time. Also, there was a chance the Greys had put a blocker on the machine, so it would not terminate its pathway through a wormhole at the intended location, but someplace unknown –even in deep space. But that was something he didn’t like to even consider. The sooner they knew what they were facing, the better.

So they were going to try and send the rescue team through the portal with it still in place, deep inside the Grey's territory. 

“I hope we're doing the right thing,” he sipped the coffee, looking at his weapons and body armour piled on a chair.

After breakfast, the General showered and dressed, then made his way down to the control room. “Commander Peters here?” he asked, returning the salute of the officer on the bridge as he entered.

“He's down in the submarine dock, sir.”

“Thank you.” The General looked over the screens in the control room, seeing two blips tagged with the names of Leon and Frank amid a field of stars. “Good God! Are they still alive?”

“Sir, their ID chips are sending bio data, so we think so,” the officer replied.

“Amazing!” The General shook his head, thinking it would be a miracle if they got them back, but a miracle is what he needed. He fingered the poker chip in his pocket, having been transferred there from his wallet, so it was available to him at any time during this critical mission. 

He saluted the officer and left the room, nearly stumbling out with the heavy thoughts in his mind and the stress he was feeling. He entered the hallway and flagged down a passing golf-type cart, which was decked out in camouflage and military electronics, and hopped aboard when the driver stopped. 

“Morning, General. Where to?” the driver saluted.

“Submarine dock,” the General saluted back. He settled into the comfortable seat and watched the rock walls pass by, with the occasional tiny rivulet of water running down them. 

Within a few minutes, the cart exited the hallway and entered a large, wide-open space cut out of the undersea mountain. It looked like a modern shipyard with underwater crafts of various sizes, from one-person vessels, to full-scale submarines in dry dock up in slings, or on supports, and an even greater number of ships docked in the water pool, which took up the far end of the cavern. 

The driver brought the cart to a stop near the edge of the pool where a large, black submarine was docked with its hatches open. Sailors moved to and from the ship, carrying supplies and equipment. The cargo bay on the sub was open and a crane lifted in a large pallet of food.

“Here we are, sir.”

“Thank you, son. Got any idea where Captain Peters is?” the General hopped out of the cart, looking around.

“I'd check in the control hut, sir,” the driver jerked his thumb towards a squat brown building with large windows.

“Very good. Carry on,” the usual salute, then the General was striding towards the control hut. 

He entered to find Peters sitting at a desk with a bunch of screens, watching an approaching blip.

“What's that?” the General asked him.

“That's one of our subs coming in, General!” Peters scrambled to stand up and salute, but the General waved him down and saluted back easily.

“At ease. What's the big event you need to watch it? You've got a few subs here already. I'd think the thrill would be gone by now,” the General dug into his pocket for a cigar.

“That's true, but this is a special one. It's our first completely remote-controlled submarine, sir. She's on her maiden voyage, and well, I wanted to be down here for her arrival. I know you're sending the rescue team through the stargate later this morning, so my apologies for being hard to find. But I knew you had a lot on your mind as it was, so I thought I'd let you get some more shut-eye and not come find you until after this test was over.”

“I appreciate that, Peters. But I'm an early riser. It's a habit I picked up in my youthful days in the service and it stuck. My compliments on your wake-up call staff, though, very punctual and pleasant!”

Peters smiled, “No problem, sir.” He turned to a video monitor and watched the live feed of a submarine approaching the base, skimming the ocean floor. “It's coming in. Shall we take a closer look?”

“Let's.”

Peters grabbed a wireless headset and led the way out the door. They walked to the water's edge, where the massive sub was just breaking surface. 

“Look at that! Just flawless! A perfect landing!” Peters started clapping, facing a camera hanging from the roof, so the team controlling the sub thousands of miles away could see him. He clicked on the microphone on the headset, “Bravo, Red Team! The bird is in the nest and looking fine! You're right on the money! Congratulations!” He clicked off the mic and turned to the General.

“That's quite something, I'll agree,” the General lit up his cigar, nodding approvingly.

“It's the first of many. And a revolution! Do you realize what this means? There’s no crew on that sub, so there’s no crew to feed, clothe, or house. We can fill up the vacant space with anything we want to. And we can keep her down for as long as we need to, with no air considerations. That's just the tip of the iceberg!”

“I hope it doesn't get near any icebergs.”

“Oh, me too, sir. Just a figure of speech! But it's amazing, isn't it?”

“It is, but I've been around a bit longer than you, and I've seen a lot that has blown my socks off that went to shit later, so perhaps I'm a bit jaded. Still, I'll give them kudos for this. It's a wonder to be sure, if nothing goes wrong. Me, I'd still like to have a few hundred ears, eyes, and hands onboard if anything were to go wrong. Much better chance of coming back that way.”

Peters looked at the General, “You're worried about the rescue mission.”

“You're starting to know me well. Wouldn't you be?”

“Yes, of course. But if I know you, I know that you've always got that lucky streak that comes out in tight spots, don't ya “lucky”?”

“No one's called me that for a long time.”

“They just don't know you that well,” Peters grinned.

“That's true. I just hope my streak lasts.” The General touched the poker chip in his pocket.

“Come on, we better get back, and get you on your way.” Peters walked him back into the heart of the base.

Once there, they suited up in their battle gear. Then, with an escort of a dozen soldiers, they took a maglev to the entrance point of the tunnel that would lead them to the Grey's stargate. The General was visibly nervous and chewed on an unlit cigar as he rode the maglev.

“What's wrong, cat got your tongue?” Peters asked him.

“Naw, I just hope we get those two back. One of them's got a wife and a little girl. I'd hate to think her daddy isn't coming home again.”

“You worry too much. They knew the risks when they signed up for this job, just like the rest of us. If you can't take the heat, don't play the game.”

The General squinted his eyes, thinking that Peters was a real prick at times. He watched the walls of the tunnel streak by as he was pushed down in his seat; the maglev was running at flat-out speed. “I know, but that's easy to say. Have you ever had to tell a wife that her husband was dead? Or, tell a child that their father is not coming home again, because they were lost on your mission?”

“We'll do our best to get them back.”

The General fell silent and went back to chomping on his cigar and watching the tunnel walls.

Soon, the maglev slowed and came to a stop at the hole in the tunnel wall, behind the other maglev that was already there. The General clicked on his helmet light and stepped out of the train, breathing in the warm tunnel air, pushing down any feelings of apprehension he had about entering the same tunnel that he had almost perished in a few days ago. He had a rescue mission to run and he was not going to let fear get in the way. 

The lights ahead of him bobbed as the men left the maglev tunnel and stepped through the hole into the tunnel that led to the Metal Library, and beyond that to the Grey's base with the stargate. He turned on the lights on his gun and helmet, then followed the others inside. 

Once more, he found himself in the narrow tunnel with barely enough room to walk through it. Some lights had been set up to show the way, but it was still dark in there. He let his lights play upon the smooth walls without seams; they were too perfect, even for the Grey's construction.

“Some engineering job those Greys did, huh?” It was Peters, behind him, watching as he took a close look at the walls.

“They can do a lot, yes,” the General left it at that, not wanting to tell Peters anything further. He thought it better to let Peters see the Metal Library for himself, then he might shut up about the Greys constructing things around there.

They walked forward, deeper into the tunnel. Soon they were at the doorway of the Metal Library. The General ducked in, past the team who were still photographing and cataloging the strange metal books, and the room itself.

“Wow, what's all this?” Peters stopped before a metal book and ran his fingers over the symbols.

“That's how we found the hidden passage –someone had recorded it in a book.” The General pointed to the hidden passageway, propped open by newly installed support beams and illuminated by portable lights.

“I didn't know the Greys used this sort of language? Anything I've seen of theirs has been very different. This looks almost Egyptian.”

“Or Sumerian. It's not anything the Greys have been using.”

“But...” Peters sputtered.

“The Greys didn't build this set of tunnels, or this room, or write these books! I'm convinced these things are the result of a culture far older than we know. We'll have to do some testing to get a better idea, but I think it's a real safe bet that the Greys were as surprised to find all this here as we were. They just happened to find it all first, and used the existing tunnels to their advantage.”

“This is...just amazing!” Peters looked around, sweeping his helmet with the video camera and light over the room. He clicked his microphone on. “Control are you getting this video feed?”

The speakers in his helmet buzzed: “Yes, sir. Very clear. The repeaters are taking care of that.”

“Good! I want to make sure we document every inch of this place! Incredible!” Peters clicked his mic off.

“We got a ways to go. Let's get moving,” the General said. He led Peters and the rest of the men into the hidden passageway, and on to the portal. 

They all made their way into the narrow escape tunnel, and began the trek down and down, deeper under the ocean. 

“Jesus, how far down does this thing go?” one of the younger soldiers asked after a few minutes of silent marching. “My ears are popping!”

“Don't know for sure, but I made it through before. Try not to think about it,” the General wiped the sweat from his face and kept on putting one foot in front of the other.

“Unbelievable,” Peters muttered.

When they came to the Grey's outpost and the dead aliens lying around, no one said much of anything. Work lights flooded the scene in harsh, white light. The General knew that all of them had high secret clearance levels, but he would be sure to debrief the ones who had never seen a Grey before. Groups of workers from Oceandeep were putting the Grey bodies into bags and taking readings of the area on various devices. A video crew roamed around, taking high-quality recordings. 

The General stepped across the battlefield and led them into the Grey’s building. As they walked through the metal corridors, everyone stared at the black support beams and green glowing lights; all except the General who had been there already. 

Then, they entered the room with the stargate, to find a group of soldiers from Oceandeep scattered around the portal with laptops and all manner of electronic scanning equipment. Several men in black suits and black sunglasses stood in the corner of the room, silently watching, their clothes perfectly pressed and clean, but the style was from an older time.

Peters went up and saluted Maxwell. “About ready?” 

“Yes, sir. Anytime you are.” Maxwell met eyes with the General and saluted him.

The General stepped up and returned Maxwell's salute. “Didn't think you'd see me back in here so soon, I'll bet?”

“I wouldn't put anything past you, sir!” Maxwell smiled.

“Good. Well, let's fire this thing up, if you've got a fix on them?” the General asked.

“We do,” Maxwell nodded, “but I have to caution you that it's not known what the error rate is in the transfer. We've never had to do something like this before.”

“I'm confident in your abilities. Get it ready,” the General ordered.

“Yes, sir. I'll need a couple of minutes.”

The General walked off to talk to the Men in Black, while Maxwell and the others who had been working on the stargate made their final calculations.

“Is this thing going to work?” Peters looked over the myriad screens and controls of the Greys, and the patched in computers of the Oceandeep crew.

“It'd better, or we're gonna have a bunch more missing men,” Maxwell watched the team working away, and frowned. 

One of the screens flickered and then displayed a star map with a couple of flashing blips coming from a location in the middle of it.

“Look, we've got a fix on them! Take a look,” Maxwell called Peters over to see.

“Yes, I've seen the same thing in the control room. Can you pull in any more data from here?”

“Like what?”

“Advanced biometrics? Can you tell if it's actually them?”

“Not yet, just like you've seen; that the biochips are still transmitting from someone, or something that's alive. The blocking device is interfering. Maybe if we had more time...”

“If we take any longer, it might not matter.”

“I know, sir,” Maxwell nodded. “That's why we're doing this now.”

The General came back to the group. “Everything ready? I'm itching to get aboard.”

Peters and Maxwell both looked at him. 

“I don't think it's a good idea for you to go, sir,” Maxwell said.

“What he said,” Peters shook his head.

“Bullshit! I'm going.” The General walked over to the stargate and stood in front of it. “How do we get back?”

Maxwell stepped over to the General, careful not to get too close to the portal. “We'll lock onto your ID chips and then send a reverse beam to pull you back, when...”

“Then why can't we just lock onto those two and beam them back here, now?” the General spit out tobacco bits from his cigar.

“Because there is something preventing us from doing that. The Greys are using a blocking technology. We can see the signals of our men, but we can't pull them back, yet,” Maxwell explained.

“Then how do you know you're going to be able to get us back?” the General said, his eyes widening.

“We don't. You'll have to find a way to disable their blocker, first.”

“This is not good news!” The General reached for the poker chip in his pocket. “Do we even know what we're looking for with this blocker? Or, where it is?”

“Not really, sir.”

“Oh, shit, Maxwell!”

“That's why I don't think you should go, sir.”

The General turned and addressed the dozen soldiers he had brought with him for the rescue mission: “This might be a one-way ride. But it might not be. In any case, you'll all be heroes. And it'll be one hell of a ride! I'm taking volunteers to go with me. Who's in?”

All the dozen men raised their hands.

“Alright! Let's do this. Fire it up!” the General shouted out.

Maxwell reluctantly nodded to one of the techs and they pushed the buttons that started up the portal machine. It hummed to life and gave off a few sparks, before settling down. "Give it a minute to fully spin up."

"Sir?" one of the soldiers spoke up, a younger, skinny man named Coffee.

"What is it soldier?" the General looked back at him.

"Where exactly are we going?"

"Good question. Maxwell?" the General turned to Maxwell.

Maxwell cleared his throat and pointed at a screen, "As you can see on this star map, the portal is configured to send you to the current location of the biochips of our men, about 2 parsecs, or light-years from Earth, likely on a Grey's ship, as we have no planetary bodies logged at that location."

"You're sure we're not going to end up floating in outer space?" Coffee looked at the General.

The General stepped over to Coffee, "I understand your question, son. I'm sure Maxwell and his team have done all they can to be accurate in their calculations, but there is an element of risk here. That's why I asked for volunteers."

Coffee gained strength from the General's words and stood up straighter, "If you're confident to go, sir, than so am I. Let's bring those men home!"
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