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  Description




  




  Pirates... out here?




  The last thing reporter Steve Gortney expects is pirates raiding the strange space-elevator on the farming backworld of Vorstogen. While he's thrilled for the exclusive on a pirate raid-in-progress, he soon finds his own life in danger from a secret the pirates are willing to kill to keep hidden.




  Meanwhile, the space-elevator has a few secrets of its own...
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  Dedication




  




  This book is dedicated to my family, who have been supportive of all my writing since I can remember. All my stories are for you.




  




  This book is also dedicated to all those who love to daydream.




  

  Chapter 1
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  The locals called the planet ‘Vorstogen‘, after an original founder of the human colony. Steve Gortney called it the ‘Eighteenth die-of-boredom back-world visited in the last three months.'




  His gaze wandered back to the viewport. Lines and squares of deep purples blanketed the planet marking the vast farms for which the colony was best known for. Gently swirling clouds covered portions of the land and blue oceans, while past the terminus line brilliant sparks of lightening lit up the clouds on the night side.




  He squinted. Okay, so a little brown and green were also in the mix, but the predominant color remained purple.




  "These worlds are my own, which is why I came to visit you today."




  Steve turned away from the viewport, looking down at the small remote in his hand. Relayed from the camera hovering nearby, the small screen displayed the wide and fatty well-practiced smile of Senator Bolstrom. At the bottom of the screen a byline displayed Steve’s name and affiliate newsgroup.




  Behind the Senator a tall piece of iron-blue technology branched out of the floor before curving and spiraling into the ceiling, a classic signature of the mysterious long-disappeared species who originally built the Vorstogen Space-Elevator in which he stood. The alien remnant held about the only bit of interest in the crowded room.




  He smothered a yawn as the speech continued, and tried not to think about the state of his career. One story about a senior politician’s mistress and banished to the Drax Outlier Worlds as a reporter assigned to cover Galactic Commonwealth Senator Bolstrom's bid for re-election and other equally disappointing assignments.




  Getting into a little hot water didn’t bother him. The fact two years had passed and not one good story, did. Not even the niggling of rebellion or unrest. That’s what happened when the economy soared. Even the back-worlds were happy with the money flowing their way.




  "Harry Grayson, from the Southern District. What are you doing to stop the pirates? We’ve had our transport-ready crops stolen three times so far this year alone."




  Steve’s ears perked up, his head immediately turning towards the source of the new voice. Finally, a little excitement.




  With a flick of his thumb on the remote, he rotated the floating camera near his shoulder to focus on the tall man standing up on the other side of the room. The man held on one hip a darling little girl of no more than six years old with curled auburn hair and a dimpled smile. An adorable picture: concerned Father with loveable daughter.




  "I am as concerned about the situation as you are," Rep. Bolstrom said smoothly even as one of his personal guards unobtrusively moved towards the two. "Be assured the Galactic Commonwealth Defense Core is doing everything in their power to put an end to these lawbreakers."




  About what he'd expected the Senator to say. All without breaking his confident in-control persona.




  Pirates? He'd heard small rumors of them operating in localized areas closer to Earth. It was to be expected. Good economic times brought out the criminals who wanted to illicitly partake in the bounty.




  In his head stirred the beginnings of a story about the hidden dark side of the Drax Outlier Worlds. A menace even the Defense Core couldn't hold back.




  The story wouldn't amount to much without more information, but Senator Bolstrom wouldn’t be able to weasel out of the footage being seen. He cycled through the menus on his remote and connected the live feed to the inter-planetary communication system.




  The little girl spotted Steve and waved excitedly at the camera as her father continued, "No one here has even seen a Defense Core patrol ship. Many of us are on the brink of financial ruin. This doesn’t affect just the farmers. The pirates take fuel and supplies needed for our hospitals and schools."




  Vorstogen Governor Dalton quickly stepped forward, "Harry, all our farms and families are in danger from the recent pirate activity. We have been in constant contact with Senator Bolstrom since the beginning."




  Steve relaxed while the reassuring and posturing continued, knowing it would make for a good feed. He couldn’t help but smile to himself at how Mr. Grayson and Senator Bolstrom contrasted each other. Bolstrom's physique showed the results of far too much good living and not enough activity, along with custom synthetic clothing, expensive jewelry, hair, and grooming exacting.




  Harry Grayson stood with his shoulders back, lean and muscular with the natural fibers and simpler styles of the planet-woven clothing neat and tidy.




  Would Senator Bolstrom walk among the fields? Experience from the last few planetary stops told Steve it might happen for a few strategic camera shots, but not much more. A world such as this, valuable as its food products might be, didn’t have the voting power to be of much importance. Only the voters in the three most populated worlds in the region garnered true concern.




  A young woman partially stood up and put a hand on Mr. Grayson’s arm. He shook his head in disgust as he sat back down while the officials on the podium continued to blow hot air. The little girl stood up on her fathers lap and continued to wave at him. Steve kept the camera on the officials while waving back.




  But if Senator Bolstrom hoped the topic would die, the hopes were dashed when someone else jumped up from the seated crowd to shout out, "Three worlds hit in the last three months. Did the Defense Core chase after a single one of them? Why are you playing with the pirates? Take them out!"




  Three worlds? Why hadn't he heard about it?




  A piercing alarm drowned out Senator Bolstrom’s reply. Most in the audience clapped their hands over their ears. Steve cringed, but kept the camera steady. Red lights flashed above all the doors. Displays along the walls lit up, pointing the way to the nearest shelter.




  A male voice announced over the intercom system, "All personnel will immediately evacuate to the nearest shelter. Pirate docking estimated in eighteen minutes."




  Mr. Grayson shot to his feet, yelling, "And they’re back again! Where are your Defense ships now?"




  An old excitement built in Steve as he kept the camera rolling while people fled the room. Security guards surrounded Senator Bolstrom, pushing their way into the crowd. Steve followed, amused at the surprised red face of the Senator. Perhaps this time a Galactic Commonwealth Defense vessel would show up.




  The little girl wriggled away from her father, screaming as she ran away with her hands over her ears. Steve reached out to grab the little girl before she could run out of the room, but she proved far too quick for him. The parents rushed after her, yelling, "Isa, come back here!"




  His camera followed the rush of bodies out of the room. The men and women in the blue uniforms identifying them as Space-Elevator personnel remained calm, pointing the others down the halls.




  Too calm. As if they'd done this a number of times before.




  Steve pushed away from his position near the portal and joined the crowds. The camera hovered above the jostling, calmly flying along while recording the entire procession. The crowds split off towards several marked shelters.




  One of the Space-Elevator crew waved him off one side, "Already full, sir. Use another."




  Steve pushed by, pointing down the hall, "I'm with the Senator. I go this way."




  He caught up with Senator Bolstrom's entourage in the corridor as Governor Dalton assured, "You will be well protected in our shelters. So far the pirates haven’t been interested in coming after the locals. They take whatever is on our dock, refuel, and leave."




  The intercom system came back to life with the same male voice as before, "Attention, Pirate docking now estimated in ten minutes. Shelter doors will shut in seven minutes."




  "They're coming in fast!" someone down the hall shouted.




  "Isa isn’t in the safety zone!" A woman nearby yelled.




  Mr. and Ms. Grayson stood at one side of the wide corridor, both of them frantically looking over the diminishing crowds heading for the two nearby shelters.




  "She might try to get back on the elevator," Mr. Grayson said.




  "She also liked the view-ports."




  Steve glanced after Senator Bolstrom who was retreating down the left wide corridor in the same direction as a sign pointed and flashed "Emergency Shelter." No, he didn't want to be trapped in a shelter for who-knew how long with the blowhard. Better to have a great excuse to roam the Space-Elevator.
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