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  Description




  A day of fun descends into a day of fear.




  Liam Taggert hopes a trip to one of the big amusement parks on the planet of Mydore will take his children's minds off their mother's situation. It worked… until Kevin disappeared, kidnapped by unknown abductors.




  While his father and the Galactic Patrol race to find him, Kevin awakes in a strange place, unsure how he got there...




  ...With his life hanging on the very desires hidden in his heart.




  Copyright




  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




  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.




  
Part 1: Bad News




  [image: Image]




  NOTE: THIS STORY is presented in the same format and divisions as the original serialized version.




  





  "Vespa Angel retreating to point two. Morde closing in on all vectors. Regroup! Regroup!" The female voice was urgent, but far from panicked.




  He heard the words, but did not respond. It would do no good. Besides, he needed to see about keeping himself alive. With every second, he knew it would take everything he had. That they had.




  "Vespa Force, regroup and target secondary attack force. Protect the base," a male voice from the Galactic Patrol Alpha Centari base ordered.




  "What about-" Angel started asking.




  "You have your orders. Protect the base."




  They would have a better chance of doing it now that the attentions of the main Vordac forces were diverted.




  Diverted to his position.




  "Who sent the crazy mech in this fray, anyway?" Vespa cowboy demanded, the twang in his voice more pronounced than usual. Must be pulling some G's.




  Good question. Answer: no one.




  No, he came himself, knowing the odds of everything working right the first time was low. But, the cost of losing this base? Even worse.




  The base and Vespa Force shouted back and forth as the battle continued to rage.




  In another position, space glowed with one explosion after another. All aimed at one point.




  The pilot inside forced down a cringe at each one. He would fight to the last. Even if it meant his end before it all really began…




  ***




  Strange how life suddenly changed, and then settled into boring routine again.




  At least, that's how Kevin Taggert saw it. Last summer he survived a Vordac raiding attack and ended up diving head-first into robotic design, repair, and modification.




  This summer, it was old routine. Working away on his summer projects in his corner in the basement, some of which didn't include robotics thanks to the intermediate electronics summer program he'd done earlier in the summer. He hadn't minded it as much as he thought. The information came in handy. He wanted to be versatile anyway.




  He heard activity on the main floor of the house. Steps, then more steps, someone coming down the stairs. He knew all the regular sounds. A few moment later, Nanny-Bot called down the basement stair, "Kevin, your grandmother is here."




  Kevin paused in the act of reaching for a tool. Did she say Grandma?




  He left the parts and tools where they sat and headed upstairs. Grandma had already settled herself in one of the big oversized recliners in the living room. His father sat at the edge of the couch, leaning in towards her. Christy leaned over the armrest of Grandma's chair, trying to give her a hug. Kevin quickly joined her.




  "I have the tea!" Greg said, running into the room. Kevin didn't know how the cup didn't spill from the jostling. It must be only half full.




  "Everyone come in and sit down," his father called. Sean appeared a moment later with crackers and cookies on a plate.




  Grandma Nina smiled, taking the plate from him. "I've taught you well."




  "How long are you staying?" Sean asked as he joined Greg and Kevin on the couch.




  "I need to show you my new robot," Kevin said. Not a great robot, but he was rather proud of it, considering he'd built it from scratch all by himself.




  "Later, dears. We have news," Grandma Nina said, turning her attention to their father as she sipped on the tea.




  Kevin tensed, not liking the serious expression on his father's face. Now that he thought about it, his father hadn't smiled a bit since coming off-duty from the Galactic Patrol.




  "You got called out on a mission?" Greg asked. Something Kevin really hoped hadn't happened. He'd just gotten home!




  "Is that why Grandma is here? To watch us?" Christy asked, wriggling her way onto Grandma Nina's lap.




  "Not quite." His father straightened, his fingers tightening on his knees before relaxing. "We have news about your mother."




  Sean groaned. "The Galactic Patrol wants her on Mars longer? Are they going to keep her there all summer?"




  "I thought it was supposed to only be for a couple weeks," Kevin said. He didn't like the thought, either. A summer without his mother helping him learn more about robots? They didn't get much time together during the school year. Now they would miss the last part of summer?




  Grandma Nina put down the tea and then hugged Christy. "She is going to be there for a little while longer."




  "But, not because the retrofit of the Galactic Patrol base there is behind. Far from it." Still no smile from his father. 




  Somehow, Kevin knew this wasn't going to turn out to be good news. His mind flashed to last summer and the Vordac raid. "Not a raid?"




  "A raid, of a sort."




  The words from his father impacted the Taggert kids in different ways. Christy froze, her eyes going wide. Greg yelled a protest. Sean stiffened, demanding to know what they did.




  Kevin felt a cold stone grow in the pit of his stomach, growing colder and bigger with each passing nano-second. He knew first-hand the terror of one of their raids. Of knowing that at any moment his entire life could disappear.




  "What did they do?" Kevin shouted over his brothers.




  "The Vordac attacked Elysium Domed City," their father started, confirming Kevin's worst fears. "The attack was rebuffed, with no citizens taken, but the Vordac left behind a present. An unknown virus."




  Their father took a deep breath before adding, "The city and base is now quarantined. We don't know how long your mother will have to remain there."




  
Part 2: Grandma Nina's Visit
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  FOR A TIME everyone went silent. As if afraid to break it.




  Kevin didn't have any choice. He had to know. One simple question would answer it. "How long is Mom trapped there?"




  "We don't know yet," his father said, clasping his hands tightly together. Not the answer Kevin hoped for. "Scientists are working on the problem. They think they should have a solution soon."




  Sounded like words to make him feel better, not because they were true. He'd done plenty of research on the Vordac the past year. Knew how the main organization and its allies used firepower, intimidation, and outright fear and terror to gain and keep control of worlds.




  Biological weapons? Just another tool to the Vordac, but one they didn't use very often. Not after that flu on Vega mutated and the Vordac transported infected soldiers back to their home worlds. Biological weapons could slice both ways. Elysium Domed City and the attached Galactic Patrol base provided an enclosed and isolated target to use such weapons on. Made sense they would use them in a place like that.




  But why did they have to do it while his mother was there?




  "Maybe she's in an area that didn't get the virus," Greg said.




  Sean straightened. "Yeah. Doesn't the base have its own life-support systems?"




  Kevin nodded. "Yep, and they would have locked it down the moment the systems detected the virus."




  "Right now we just don't know. They aren't sharing the information," his father said.




  "Not even with you?" Kevin asked.




  His father shook his head. "No, not even with me."




  Kevin didn't like that at all. His father was a Captain in the Galactic Patrol. Keeping that kind of information away from must mean the situation was pretty bad.




  His stomach clenched tighter at the thought.




  Grandma Nina hugged Christy around the middle. "Now, you know your mother. She has a good head on her shoulders. While we're all worried, we can't let it take over our lives. She wouldn't want us to."




  Sean cleared his throat. "Right. And the Galactic Patrol will send the best people to help. They don't want to lose an entire base and city."




  Greg nodded. "They'll figure it out."




  They may say the words, but their faces didn't say they were convinced. Kevin wasn't. He wasn't about to lie to himself about the bad situation. Even worse, they couldn't talk to her. With her mission top secret, officially she wasn't even there. Even for her family.




  Grandma Nina set Christy down to her feet. "Now, why I'm here."




  Greg groaned. "To take care of us? Dad? You have to go out again already? I thought you had another week!"




  "No, I'm not going out yet." He watched Grandma Nina. "Are you sure?"




  "I'm sure." Grandma Nina stood and regarded the children. The fact she remained so calm helped Kevin a little. But then, nothing much phased Grandma Nina. "We are not going to mope. We are not going to stop living. Your father and I agree that we need to do something to get your minds off the situation."




  Sean collapsed back against the back of the couch. "Great. More summer programs. Can't we have a little time off to enjoy the summer before school starts?"




  "No, not quite, and stop interrupting." Grandma Nina smiled. "Your grandfather is off visiting your uncle, which means you have me for the week, and I don't want to sit around in the house for an entire week. I think we should do something a lot more fun."




  Kevin looked at his brothers and Christy. They all looked right back at him. Have fun? With what?




  "So, we're taking a trip, just for a few days. Somewhere fun, where there is plenty to distract us." Grandma Nina smiled down at them with a smile everyone in the family had learned over the years to be wary of. "Mydore."




  Kevin's breath went out in a rush at the name. His brothers shot to their feet, demanding to know when they were leaving. Christy hopped up and down before launching herself into her father's arms.




  Mydore? That meant only one thing. The huge amusement parks of various sorts set up all over the planet. Strange for a people so analytical, building the most complex world-wide computer and processing center in all of the PWA. It was said the Mydorians spent half their waking life in the virtual reality of their systems.




  He'd heard that for them the parks were not just a place for relaxation, but also to rejuvenate the brain, train new mental pathways in odd and inventive way, and to learn new problem-solving skills. Whatever the reason, it made for great unusual parks for off-worlders to enjoy.




  One Kevin always wanted to visit in person. Now they were going? Not just talking about it, but going?




  "When do we leave?" Kevin asked. With so much noise coming from his brothers and sister, he probably missed it.




  "Tonight." His father stood, waving them towards the stairs. "Upstairs and pack. We want to be on the flight leaving at six-thirty."




  That answered that. Going on a fun trip, with not much time to prepare, a place of a kid's dream…




  …without Mom.




  
Part 3: Practical Matters
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  EVERYONE RAN UPSTAIRS to start packing. For Kevin, he not only packed quickly, but at the end still had lots of room in his case. Which left him way too much time to think about one thing: the news of their mother.




  Mother, stuck on Mars for who-knew how long with a possibly deadly virus rampaging through the city and base. How long before the Galactic Patrol gave them an update? How long before they knew enough to give an update? They didn't even know if she'd contracted the virus. What if she did? How long would she have?




  He couldn't just sit in the living room while everyone else banged and thudded around as they got ready. He found himself heading back downstairs to his personal sanctuary.




  Getting back to his corner of the basement felt good. The tables and shelves, the tools and lights, the newly-painted walls giving his corner the official appearance of somewhere important. It gave him small comfort, but at least it was something.




  He set to putting away the tools. The same tools his mother bought him when he started getting into robotics. He stopped to run a hand along the long point of testing probe. He'd hoped for simple tools, suitable for someone like him who was just starting out. But, no, his mother bought her the best, telling him quality tools help create quality work.




  He couldn't get past the thoughts and worry even down here. He shook his head at himself and continued to clean up. No point leaving them scattered everywhere if they were going to be gone for a while.




  Too bad he didn't finish some of the projects. He didn't like leaving things half-done. He paused long enough to make a few notes to himself on the next step for each.




  "What are you doing down here?"




  Kevin nearly jumped at the sound of his father's voice. He hadn't heard anyone come down the stairs!




  "Just putting things away," Kevin said, finishing one last note. "Are we ready?"




  "In a few minutes." His father came around the line of shelves holding robots, parts, and other projects and leaned against the edge of a table. "I thought you were trying to pack one of your robots to work on in the hotel room."




  "No way." It wasn't as if they would fit in his case. He'd graduated from the small robotic projects a while ago. As a result, he needed more and more space for his work. Not that his parents usually minded. No one really used the basement except for storage.




  "Need any help?" his father asked.




  "No. Just a few more things to put away and then I'll be done," Kevin said, turning back to the remaining tools. It didn't take long, not with each one having a special place in the tool box or a spot to hang on the wall.




  "Finish up. We're leaving soon." His father pushed away from the table, saying with a smile, "At least you keep things neat and tidy. Not like your brothers."




  Or like Christy with all her toys, dolls, books. Where did he get the tidy-thing? Grandma Nina, maybe?




  His father disappeared upstairs again, leaving him to his work. So, his father thought he was going to try to bring a robot. To think, a year ago the worry would have been about gaming.




  Kevin paused as he cleared the last tables. Under a layer of data chips and miscellaneous parts lay several flat blue boxes.




  He picked up one of them and turned it over and over. Simple things that weren't much to look at. An invention he'd put together after hearing his father talk about a crashed fighter pilot and his difficulties finding base after all normal directional devices failed. He'd spent weeks fiddling with them, and they'd worked in tests around the house and neighborhood.




  But, the ultimate test? Using them in a place where the electronics inside not lock in on normal signals to use for directional finding. Then there were the added features he'd put in just to prove to himself he could do it.
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