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Time…what a relative thing. We live every second, traveling through time itself. We never have enough of it, and never too much. I don’t have that problem. Time is irrelevant for me. To me, time isn’t my enemy, it’s my only weapon. That and the other gadgets I get from them. Them? Yes...Them. You might have a clue about who I am. I‘m Mario, I work for the Denzi, more specifically: Project Timekeeper. Nice to meet you. What you’re about to read is my personal log file.

I’m not really sure when I joined the Denzi, I guess I’m with them all my life. I was teached time had no meaning, so when is irrelevant. I had Elite-combat training which was created from all combat-sports from all the different times and timelines. My purpose is simple: I have to protect the timelines at all costs. From who? I don’t really know. Actually nobody exactly knows. That’s one of my prime objectives: to find out who keeps messing with what we’re trying to protect.

It’s quite an interesting job I have. I get to travel through time and space, save people on the most remarkable ways and protect the past, present and future.

The NTA crisis: 

Chapter 1 <:> Intervention from the future

This was actually my first assignment. Since I had absolutely no intel about the time this took place,  they would have me briefed. I had no idea what lied ahead. Briefing was going to take place at the next morning. I sat in my room, on my bed, thinking about what was going to happen. I was excited, my first mission. I was actually going to travel through time. It might seem normal for someone who does this all the time, but that first time. I couldn’t wait. I turned of the light and went to sleep. 

I opened my eyes and I got up. I looked around. I searched for the light. I turned it on. I blinked...what the? This...this isn’t my room! I jumped out of bed. This....this...how? I searched for my wrist-pad on what appeared to be somesort of computer-terminal. This...? What kind of technology is this? I found my wrist-pad. What...time...? I stared at the display on my pad. I couldn’t believe it. 2246...Suddenly, the holo-transmitter was activated. A dark figure appeared. “You might’ve found out already, you’re in the time you were supposed to go. I know this may be all overwhelming, but think of the task that lies ahead.” I was stunned, I wanted to ask all kinds of questions, but I couldn’t bring out one single word. “The relevant data regarding this particular time is stored on the neurochip in your pad. Put it in your neurolink and your data-implant will be automatically updated.” A small chip was ejected out of my pad. It was a small, green and round chip with three metal dots on it. There was a small opening behind my right ear, I put the chip in there. Suddenly...my mind, it was like a waterfall of information was being uploaded in my mind. What a rush! I blinked two, three times and I shook my head. “Wow.” I said astonished. Suddenly there was a knock on my door. “You’re not going to keep them waiting, are you?”My transmitter shutted off. I walked to the door, entered a 6 digit number, which I had never used or known before. The door opened with a vague whoosh-sound. A man was standing in front of my room. He had a square, bearded face, was almost bald and had green eyes that looked like they’ve seen hundreds of battles. “Are you Malone?” He wanted to know my name. “Er....yes.” I replied. “I’m Sergeant Berman, it was about damn time we had some new guys over here. This place is a mess.” He looked at his wrist-pad. “Says here, you’re a special. Trained in Spec.-Ops. and stealth-missions. Nice and all, but this is my section. Down here you work under my rules!” “Yes sir!” I replied. “Now move your ass to Intelligence!” “Sir, yes Sir!”

I walked in the central-hallway. There was somesort of oily smell throughout the whole building. It wasn’t strong, but very penetrating. For some reason I knew exactly where everything was. I looked at my right, Cafeteria. At my left, a park. Like the whole blueprint of the building was uploaded in my mind. I turned left, like I was supposed to do. Walked up the stairs and stopped. In front of me there was a door that said Intelligence HQ. This must be it. I entered the room. There was a clean smell in the room. All kinds of computers were humming, people were drinking coffee. Outside you could see the park. The sky was blue with a few white clouds hanging. It was almost like a movie, with perfect landscapes. 

“Nice isn’t it?” I turned around. I saw a man standing, looking outside. With a smile on his face. He looked a bit like Donald Sutherland. “Yeah, it sure is.” I said, while looking outside.

“You’re Fleet-General Marcus Imir, aren’t you?” I asked. “Hmmm? Ah yes. Come to my office.” I followed him to a large, grey door that said NTA-commanding officer. It was at the end of the central-hallway. The door opened automatically. We walked in. It was a big room, large windows at the right, a wooden desk standing in the middle. The floor was white, marble I guessed. The walls were painted in the NTA-colors. There were paintings hanging on the walls: Rembrandts, Picasso’s, Van Gogh’s. On the desk was a small computer, a wrist-pad, and somesort of ID-card. “Have a seat.” He said. I sat down in a comfortable, leather, black chair. He also sat down, behind his desk. With a small grin he started talking: “I knew you were coming.” “You did?” “Yes,” he went on, “the Denzi contacted me.” I looked at him like a THUG looks at an oncoming Decimator. “They contacted me, because they knew they could trust me.” “I took care of your cover and such.” I was completely stunned. “You see, the Denzi have noticed an anomaly, we have a mole in our rebel alliance. Or atleast, will have.” I wanted to know more of this: “You...er....Do you know who?” 

“No...not yet, that’s where you come in. I understand there is a future enemy that keeps messing with the timelines. Or atleast, tries to.”

“Yes...that’s true.”

“Your supervisors think that it’s one of them.”

I looked at him, wow...my first mission. And I immediately get one that must play an important role! 

“What are my objectives?” I asked him.

He looked at me, he had a slight grin on his face.”I knew you were going to ask me that. Well first you have to find out with who and what we’re dealing with. You neutralize the threat and return to your own time.”

I nodded: ”Okay...er...I’ll begin immediateley.” I got up from my chair, shook hands with Marcus and walked to the door. “Remember, search where you wouldn’t search.” He said.

Chapter 2 <:> Quantity makes up for a slow start...

The next morning I woke up. Well...it was the knocking on my door that woke me up. Yet again I walked to the door, entered the 6 digit number and the door opened, once again, with a whoosh-sound. Sergeant Berman stood again in front of my door. Talk about dejá-vu. 

“Malone,” He said,” You’re assigned to a mission. Briefing starts at 0615 hours.” He turned around and walked away. My sleepy eyes followed him until he went around the corner.

I looked at the clock that was hanging above my bed. 0600 it said. “Oh great...” I said.

I turned on the water and washed away the sleep from my eyes. I looked at my face, I hadn’t shaved in days. I dressed up and got out of my room. The door closed behind me automatically and I locked it with the 6 digit number. I really needed some coffee. I looked at my pad. 0607 it said. Plenty of time to get a cup of hot, creamy coffee. I walked down the central hallway. I entered the cafeteria. I looked around, same white floor and NTA colors like in Marcus’ office. On the right there were somesort of replicators, old models. On the left there were seats, 5 computer-terminals, a game-corner, and seats. I walked up to the replicators. Pressed a button and said: “Coffee, hot, with cream and sugar.” That was another thing that I never knew beforem how to use one of these old replicators. A big cup of coffee was replicated. The red cup said NTA. Man the whole place just screamed NTA. I picked up my cup and walked to an empty seat. I sat down and tasted some of the coffee. It had a really strange taste, a little...old...atleast it was better than the crap they serve at the Starbucks. I looked at the clock hanging near the window. 0609...I finished my cup and was about to get up. Then I saw him. Him...I knew him only from history-pads. And he just walks in. Fleet-General Joseph Vladimir Varageva. “Good morning!” He said. “Good morning...Sir...” I was amazed. I couldn’t believe my eyes. The man that was known as the liberator of the universe was standing right in front of me! “I...I....need to get to Briefing...” I walked away, astonished. 

0614 said my pad. Oh damn!! I need to hurry. I began to run, turned right, nearly stumbled over a mechanic that was repairing the lights and made it just in time to Briefing. 

The door swooshed open. Marcus turned around: ”Ah...there you are, I thought you Denzi were always on time?” 

“Good,” Marcus began the briefing, “Your mission is to infiltrate NTA HQ on Ivarageva...”

“Sir...?” I interrupted.

“Hmmm....yes?” He asked.

“What is the exact date?” I asked.

“Well it’s 2246, 6 November.”

“That’s 4 months before the end of the revolution...” I mumbled.

“Hm? What’s that?” Marcus began to get curious.

“Sorry, can’t tell. 1st Temporal Guideline.”

“Well..Okay...anyway, where was I ? Ah yes...” He walked up to me, with a data-pad in his hand. 

“This is for you...”

He handed me the pad, it said “Denzi:> classified:> Intrepid Protocol ”.

“They said it was for your eyes only,” Marcus added, “I’ll be in my office if you need anything.”

“One more thing,” I said, “how do I unlock it?”

“You already know the code.” Marcus left the room. The door closed with that same whoosh-sound.

I looked at the pad and entered a code. The code seemed to work, because the pad began to hum. A chip was ejected. “Another?” I thought. The chip was going into the same opeining as the other one. When I was about to insert it the other one was automatically ejected. I inserted the new one and waited for the data to be uploaded. The old one began to melt in my hand. I looked quite surprised at what was left of the old chip. Suddenly, the new chip was being analysed and the data-stream flowed into my data-implant. Waves of information. I shook my head and blinked. “I’ll never get used to that.” I thought. 

My head felt heavy. Man, how much data was that? I realised what exactly that data was. Suddenly I knew what my mission, objective and enemy was. Intrepid Protocol...I can’t really tell what that is, not entirely, but none of my supervisors is going to read this:

Step 1 : Drop into enemy territory,

Step 2 : Analyse environment.

Step 3 : Uncover identity/locate objective.

Step 4 : Analyse objective and come up with a plan to neutralize it.

Step 5 : Neutralize objective.

Step 6 : Get out of enemy territory, neutralize any enemy forces left.

That is Intrepid Protocol. I turned my pad on, and entered a 8 digit code, which I also had never used before. “This is Mario Echo to Echo-base, Step 1 and 2 complete.”

“Roger that.” A voice cracked back.

Chapter 3 <:> Silence pays off...

Since I had no idea with who or what I was dealing it was time to get some intel. about this time and place. Sure, my supervisors gave me some info, but I would have to need more if I were to find and...neutralize my objective. So intel needed to be gathered, and what place better to start then NTA-HQ located in London. 

Getting there was easy, Taxi. I was amazed with all the antique technology. They still used hover-cars rather then MTT (Molecular Transport Technology). The Taxi entered the city-center. It was very busy, hover-cars/trucks flying by, people walking on skybridges, huge holo-billboards. The lights contrasted nice with the sky that was littered with clouds. “We’re here, that’ll be 4.30 Credits.” Said the driver with a British accent. I gave him the money, said “Bye, have a nice day.” And got out of the cab. In front of me was a huge, square building, bearing the NTA logo. It kinda looked like the 2nd Empire State Building. It had all kinds of com-antennas on the top and there were cameras on every corner. Guards walked in and out of the building. I walked in. The door opened with that whoosh-sound and I looked around. Same NTA-colored walls, same white floor. I walked up to a computer-terminal that said: Authorized only. I entered my authorization-code, or so I think it was. “Welcome to NTA Headquarters London what do you wish to do?” The machine said. “Hmmm...is this touchscreen?” I thought and I held my finger onto the monitor. It was, I  pressed on “get info”. Somesort of browser-window opened. I started browsing through hundreds of files. All useless and irrelevant. I couldn’t get any usefull data drom this. I needed to get into the mainframe. I looked around the hall, all the hallways had laser-defences, cameras, and there were atleast 2 guards near one hallway. No, I had to get inside through a different way. I exited the building and looked around. The building stood right in the middle of the city, I couldn’t possibly enter the building through the roof. Way to suspicious. Suddenly I knew it. I once again entered the building and walked up to one of the guards. “I need to take a leak, could you tell me where the toilets are?” I asked.

The guard looked a bit suspicious at me: “Right down the hallway on your left.” He answered in typical British. It worked. In what place do they not place cameras? Exactly! The toilets.

I ran to the toilets, pretending my blatter was about to explode, opened the door and entered one of the toilets. I looked around to see my supicions were correct. Yes, no cameras. I turned on my wrist pad. Luckily it had a build-in cloak-generator. I engaged cloak-mode and walked silently out of the bathroom. 

Rather then bending the light like old cloak-generators, mine was much more advanced. It actually lets light pass right through my body. The light would move a little slower, but that isn’t noticable by the untrained eye. 

I walked silently past the guards, and entered the hallway they were guarding. There was a laser-grid. The red lights were placed diagonally. I could just walk through. My cloak was sophisticated enough for things like this. I was however being a bit carefull, so I wlaked slowly through the laser-grid. No alarm went of. I sighed. Relieved I searched for a terminal.

I found one at the end of a long hallway. I needed to hack in to their system. I placed my  right-palm at the screen of the terminal. I pushed the so called “jack-in” button and my onboard download system started downloading all the relevant data from their mainframe. I heard a beep indicating that the download was complete. Suddenly the terminal turned to the news channel: 

“This is Holonet-reporter George Watashki. I am following an NTA craft which just flew

into a courtyard of a military base and picked up somebody. It appears there was somesort of execution going on. Wait...they are being pursued. And...OH NO!!” 

I heard the roar of engines starting up. I looked outside the window behind me and saw 5 Mantis Gunships lifting off. A red dropship screamed by and the 5 ships went in pursuit. 

“That must be...The Revolution, it has begun.” I said.

“Krgk...Who goes there...Krgk?” A voice cracked.

I turned around and saw 3 NTA soldiers looking around, probably searching for me.

I freezed, if I made a sound I would be caught for sure. 

“Kgrk...turn-on Infra-red vision...krgk.”

Oh damn, my cloak was sophisticated, but not that sophisticated. They still could see my body-heat. I didn’t move a muscle. They turned on their IR (Infra-Red) visor and started looking near where I was standing. I could feel the sweat pouring out of my skin. I could hear my heart pounding. Suddenly they looked in my direction. I could feel my heart-beat in my head. This couldn’t be happening.

“Kgrk...Looks like we have an intruder...Krgk.” 

End of part one>>>

Chapter 4 <:> Small advantages...

“Blast the living daylights out of him!”

The soldiers charged their blasters and fired. I jumped to the floor and looked up. Time seemed to slow down. The red blaster-shots stopped in front of me. I touched one of the red lasers. “Ouch!” Still hot. My cloak suddenly turned off. I got up, still a little cautious “I knew this was going to happen sooner or later.” I slowly turned around. My eyes caught a strange light. A figure was standing in the white glow. It was completely white “Who the hell are you?” I asked. “I am not yet at liberty to say,”the figure said, “ I can tell you that I am not one of your supervisors, nor am I one of your enemies. I can tell you that Augustus set forces in motion that are way out of his league, he must be stopped at all costs.” “I know that already, well the part of Augustus that is. You said something about “forces”?” The figure looked at me, well atleast, I think he did. It seemed to think about what it was going to answer. “Mario, do you believe in The Force?” He asked (assuming that is was a “He”). I looked at him, questionable. “Excuse me? The...Force, that thing the Federation Advance think so much of?” “Yes...” He replied with an acknowledging tone. I laughed a bit.

“You don’t believe me?” He asked. “There are two things in live that I believe. The first one is me, and the second one sure as hell ain’t you.” “You’ll find out soon enough, as will the others.” The figure seemed to dissapear. “W...Wait! How do I...turn...”I pointed at the soldiers, “this off?” “You don’t know?” He asked. “N...o?” I replied. “I triggered your     

onboard-safeguard. I am surprised your supervisors didn’t brief you about this.” He explained, pointing at my wrist-pad. A small, blue icon was bleeping, and a countdown-timer was nearing 40 seconds. “I have to leave, you will soon find out that I was right.” The figure dissapeared and the hallway returned to it’s normal colors. “Warning: Normal Temporal Matrix is to be restored in, 20 seconds.” My pad warned me. “Oh man.” I rushed out of the hallway, into the lobby and out on the street. For a moment, everything stood still. It seemed to last a lifetime. People standing still, cars floating in the air. Then time speeded up, first slowly, then faster until everything was going at it’s normal speed. I still couldn’t grasp what exactly just happened. I stood there for about a minute. Then I realised, I had to get out of London. I turned left and called for a cab, still a little dizzy from all what had happened. But I had to evaluate the data I recovered.

The cab took me to the Moon, more specifically: Imir-station. It was a huge intergalactic mainport, which provided half of all the traffic flying from and to earth docking-space. From there I would take a flight to Ivarageva, to Marcus . Right into the lion’s den. But it’s atleast safer then Earth. Especially after that stunt I pulled at their HQ in London. There would go a civilian mammoth-cruiser (not from Mammoth Inc., it’s called mammoth for it’s sheer size) monthly, the next one was scheduled for over 2 weeks from now. Plenty of time for me to explore the station. I wandered into the mall, it was HUUUGE. All kinds of different colors were coming from the lights placed on the windowed ceiling. Huge billboards filled the walls. From the platform where I was standing you could see thousands of shops and cafeteria’s, and down there you could see tens of thousands of tiny little black-dots crawling. Ironically, the shopping-section of the station was named “The Hive”. The whole station was painted in white, typical I know, but there was something with the color that was relaxing, warm.

But it was also very busy and cramp. No matter where you looked, people were going on with their daily things like work, shopping and other things. I needed some peace and relaxation. I elbowed my way to the main-hall. This was even bigger than the shop-section. This was the center of the station. From here there were hallways and metro’s leading to all the different sections. One leading to the shopping-section, another to the docks, another to the residents/Hotels, the 4th  to the companies and the bussiness-center and the last one was solely meant for the NTA Moon-base. 

I needed to lay low for a while. The NTA would be searching for me, especially here. I walked to the Hotel-section. Surprisingly this was one of the most quiet places. Most people were working by now, so almost no one needed to be here. Only a droid-cleaner, a pizza-delivery boy and a strange man were going about their daily affairs. I wwantd to enter the section when the man began to whisper to me: “Psst, hey you.” I turned around, looking at the man. He looked a bit dirty, he had a square, unshaven jaw and there was a...criminal look in his dark-brown eyes. He had a dark-green coat on and a black cap laid on his head.

“Interested in buying some dope?” He asked, smirking. With a low voice.

“Dope?” I said.

“You know, crack, cocaine. Stuff that gets you flying.”

“You mean drugs?”

“Ofcourse I mean drugs. Now are you gonna buy some?” He got agitated.

I had absolutely no interest whatsoever in what the man was selling.

“No, I’m not interested.” I answered. I turned around and continued my way.

Then I heard a yell, I turned around and saw the man being beaten down by a 2 man NTA-patrol. 

“Looks like we got ourselves a nice find.” One of them said.

“So, tell us, who were interested in your dope huh?” The other asked while he was holding the man at his collar. The man pointed at me. One of  the soldiers ignited a shock-stick. “Wow, wait just a minute...” I tried to explain what happened. But the soldier came rushing towards me with his stick ready to hit me. I hesitated not a moment. The soldier swung his stick at me, I ducked and plowed my fist in his stumach. His armour was useless against my strength. Another advantage, so I discovered. My blow caused the soldier to make a front-flip. He flipped on his back. Groaning, he got up. He was hurt, but he wasn’t going to give up this easily. I was surprised of how resilient and strong these soldiers were. Usually, one punch would knock any living being unconscious, but then again, I never fought any NTA-soldier.

He picked up his stick. He tried to switch it on, but the electric mechanism was broken. He was really pissed now. “Looks like he’s kinda tough ey?” The other said. “Don’t push me Miles!” The soldier I floored grabbed his blaster. “That was a nice trick, unfortunateley I seem to get the upper hand in this fight.” He smirked. “It appears so.” I said calm. A small icon appeared on my PAD indicating that my onboard-safeguard had recharged. “But what if you were unable to hit me?” I tried to get him to fire his blaster.”What are you blabbering about? Is this a joke?” He laughed. “C’mon, hit me.” A grin appeared on his face.”Alright, if you’re so eager to die.” He aimed at my head. He pulled the trigger, and the blaster fired the deadly bolt of light straight at my head. I immediately turned the safeguard on. The laser stopped right in front of my right-eye. “That was close, almost too close.” I stepped back and wiped of some burned hairs from my eyebrow. I continued my way to the residents, leaving the patrol and the drug-dealer stopped in time for the next 2 and a half minutes. Then time would resume it’s normal course and they would never find out where I went. I was actually quite proud of my stunt. Call it, an ego. 

Chapter 5 <:>  An ego could get you in lots of trouble...

I had booked a room by some backwater hotel in a dark ally, I was on my way to the city. A little sightseeing wouldn’t hurt anybody, right? It had rained that day. Rain? In a moon-base?  That’s right, the designers of the base had special sprinkler-type installations placed on the ceilings to simulate a normal world. Normal according to NTA standards that is. 

I was aware of the fact that I was now wanted but I really didn’t care at all. Because, well, with nice gadgets like mine, I couldn’t be caught. But...I was wrong. Because when I turned the very first corner on my right, five, no six NTA soldiers were sitting right in front of me. 

They immediately noticed me.”Hey, isn’t that the guy that kicked your butt?” One said laughing. “Why yes it is! That’s the one that wanted to buy dope, and got away somehow.” That was the soldier who tried to “arrest” me, which didn’t work. “Well he’s not getting away now!” They grabbed their blasters and aimed for my butt. What could I do? I tried to turn my safeguard on. “Oh no, you’re not gonna pull that trick again.” The soldier stepped forward and aimed for my head. “Maybe I should just fire.” He smirked. “No, let Sarge handle this.” Another soldier said. There was something about that man that was, I don’t know, almost friendly. Which was the last thing I thought before I was knocked unconscious. 

I woke up, I blinked twice. There was a bright light shining right into my face. I wanted to put my hand in front of my face, but then I noticed that my hands were tied.  “Who are you?” a voice said. I was still dizzy from the punch but I could see a dark figure sitting in front of me.

I looked around, it appeared I was sitting in a square room painted in NTA colors. I couldn’t see much because of the light. I was punched in my stumach. I coughed. “I said; who are you?!” The voice sounded angry, impatient. Suddenly there was a knock on the door. The light was turned off and I could see clearly around the room. The man who asked me all the questions was apparently a Lieutenant, because another voice from behind the door ordered him to open the door. The door was unlocked and a man walked in. It was the same man I saw before, with the other NTA soldiers, who practically saved my life. Only now he had put on what seemed like somesort of Admiral-uniform. He ordered the Lieutenant and the man who had punched me to leave the room. I was really curious and wantd to know every detail of this matter. “Who are you?” I asked. “I’m not gonna tell you...” he replied. “Oh great, the last thing I need is another one of those ‘need to know’ things.” I mumbled. “What’s that?” He asked. “Oh nothing, when exactly, are we?” I asked again. “About a week after you were arrested.” He answered. “Wait, that means the next flight to Ivarageva is...tomorrow!” 

“I know, but lucky for you, I’m here to help you out of this...predicament Mario.”

“Wait, how do you now my name?”

“You lost a few hairs.”

I thought of the hairs I wiped off my face after that blaster shot almost hit my right eye.    

“You work for Marcus?” I asked.

“Yes.” He shortly replied.

“A..nd, you’re gonna get me to Marcus?”

“No I’ll get you a flight to him.”

“Don’t you have a personal ship?”

“Yes, but Ivarageva is now a no-fly zone after the Federation invaded the planet.”

“But that means no ship is entering that system.”

“Only military, which is the one you’ll get on first thing in the morning.”

“Does the Federation know of my little mission?”

“No, but I’m sure Marcus will inform them.”

I had no more questions left, except for one:” How exactly are you planning to get me out of here?” 

He handed me a blue capsule.

“Swallow this.”

I was a little suspicious. But I realised that this my only choice. I swallowed it. 

I began to feel dizzy and suddenly, I blacked out. 

Not again...

Chapter 6 <:> Stowaway...
I woke up in what seemed like somesort of cargo-hold. My eyes got used to the darkness. 

I checked to see if I had my equipment, and by my surprise, I wore my wrist-pad and everything like nothing ever happened. I turned on the flash-light and looked around. Crates with the NTA logo on the side filled the whole storage-compartment. It was about 15 feet high and almost 60 feet wide. A faint emergency-light illuminated the whole section. Above me there was a steel walkway. This had to be the ship that guy talked about. I wondered about how on earth he got me on this ship. This had to be somesort of troop transport. There was a window on my right. I looked outside and saw how the stars were being stretched to long, white stripes. The ship blasted off into hyperspace. I heard the rumbling of the engines throughout the ship. After that, the lights turned on. Apparently the ship needed auxillary power to make the hyper-space jump. That could mean that the engine-core wasn’t refilled fully. So we left in a rush. The NTA forces on Ivarageva needed reinforcements. This would be the aswer to their prayers. The ship could very well be a Nebulon B-2 Frigate. It was used mainly for troop-transport and it also served as a hospital-ship. I walked around, curiously, full of questions, which, I’m certain of, won’t be answered. Atleast, not now. I had this somewhat, certain feeling that everything would be unfolded soon. There was a light shock throughout the ship. I looked outside, we had arrived in the Ivarageva sytem. The ship seemed to ne heading for Ivarageva. I saw a Federation Scimitar blasting holes in a NTA-frigate. The ship broke in half and the front blew apart followed by the rear. Pieces of metal flew against the window. The Federation ship turned, showing it’s lethal port-side cannons. At first I thought: No, it’s not going to fire at this ship. But then I realised this was also an NTA ship. 

The cannons opened fire at the small Nebulon. The whole ship began to shake. 

“Attention! This is Captain Parker, we are under attack by Federation forces, we will not surrender! Return fire at o....” The message broke up. The intercom had been destroyed.

I heard the sound of metal being twisted, the ship’s hull was not going to last long. I heard a loud explosion. Metal being torn apart, twisted, bend. Suddenly I saw the bridge of this ship drifting ouside the window. I could see a man, struggling, trying to breath, desperately. The bridge was blown apart by the Scimitar. I was...sorry for that man, he was dead now. Maybe he had a wife...and children...No training could’ve prepared me for this. The ship drifted to the planet, pulled by the strong gravity-field. It was now steerless, without the bridge. I had to get off this frigate. Maybe the escape-pods. I saw a ladder at my left. I climbed up to the walkway. I approached the door, thinking that it would slide open with that annoying “woosh”-sound, but it didn’t. The door struggled to get open. But it was jammed. I checked to see if I had any weapons. I pulled out a M/A-8 Fusion-rifle. It looked a bit like an old M-16, only then black, a large square clip with plasma stored inside and a large scope on top. I aimed at the door, pulled the trigger and fired a lethal bolt of superheated plasma. The door blew open. One half was completely blown away while the other half was somewhere down the hall. I made my way to the central walkway in the ship, stepping over burning pieces of metal, puddles of plasma and bodies. The red emergency-light was on and the entire ship was filled with flames and smoke. I looked at the map in the walkway, which was half burned, and found the escape-pods. I turned around and wanted to make a run for the escape pods when suddenly the whole ship began to accelerate at an enormous rate. It was entering the atmosphere of Ivarageva. If I didn’t hurry I would go down with the ship, literally. I continued my way for the escape-pods. I ran straight on, turned right, nearly stumbled over a body and I entered the pod-room. To my surprise there were no pods gone, no one left. Another proof of how loyal the NTA-followers were. I pressed the ‘open’-button of the nearest pod, and the door opened, slowly, with a metally ‘clank’ sound. I hopped in and pressed the launch-button. I heard the clamps letting loose of the pod and felt how it was influenced by the gravity of Ivarageva. I looked outside the window and saw how the Nebulon blew apart in two. The two remaining pieces almost immediately exploded. The Scimitar turned his attention to a squardon of Triplions. I was save, for now. It was getting hot in the pod, drops of sweat were pouring down my face. The heat-shield was busted. I wanted to break the window for some fresh air, but then I would be sucked out. Not a bright idea. So I waited for the land-thrusters to kick in. Suddenly the whole pod began to tremble. It seemed to slow down. The thrusters were doing their job. I lookd outside, the surface was getting closer by the second. The heat was becoming unbearable. The pod slowed down and the heat began to fade away. Suddenly I felt the pod accelerating again, an alarm went off: “Warning, Thruster fuel depleted.” 

“No not now!” I looked outside, the pod was atleast 35 meters above the surface. I strapped myself in and braced for impact. This was just getting better and better. 

Chapter 7 <:> Right side of the river...

It was quiet, I could hear nothing but a tranquil sound of violins playing their peacefull notes. But it was getting...darker, the strings were slowly turning in to a long beep. I opened my eyes and got up. The beep was an alarm. Someone’s heart stopped and a doctor and 2 nurses rushed in to save the person. I looked around, this was...a military hospital. It was surrounded by brick walls, this was in some kind of civilian building. In the room there were all kinds of medical equipment. I lay in a bed covered with a white sheet. On my right there were 3 beds with wounded and on my left two. This place was horrible, the man right next to me had his arm blown off and was waiting for his robotic replacement. The man next to him was completely covered with plasma-burns.  The beep stopped, the man had died. That was the first time the doctor noticed me, he walked up to my bed: “Well atleast one patient has a certain chance of survival. You all raight?” The doctor had this Australian accent, he had a kind look in his eyes. Sweat was dripping from his head. His black hair was soaking from the sweat and he had a pocket in his white doctor-coat with magnifying glasses.“Er...yeah.” I answered. 

“Good, good, you know that you had three fractures in your arm. Not to mention the rest.”

I tried to get up, but my body was as stiff as a metal pole. 

“The nano-bots are still doing their job, but your bones will be healed in no time.” He took a look at my face, he especially paid attention to my right ear. “Are you gonna explain that opening behind your right ear?” He asked. I was a bit stunned by that question, I searched for a suitable answer. “Never mind,” he said, “I know that Denzi are told to unveil nothing about their job.” I looked at him, curious. He only smiled. He turned around and walked to another bed. Then I noticed this opening behind his right ear, just like mine. 

Things were restless outside. I could hear explosions and weapons-fire and a wounded soldier was now and then brought in. The rumbling of hover-tanks, soldiers yelling, you could hear it all from here. Two days passed when I was finally discharged from the field-hospital. I was ordered to report to the commanding officer. My belongings were brought to me and I hurried to my appointment. I got outside the hospital and looked around. The Federation base was situated in the downtown area of Harlingen, one of the mayor capitals of Ivarageva. The buildings were brown and one or two trees popped up now and then. The street was littered with tanks, artillery, burned out cars and soldiers going at their daily business. The sky was grey, not normal grey. Almost as if the sky was feeling remorse over the battle that was fought down here. I noticed this sign that said ‘FA- HQ’. That was the place I was going to. I followed the sign to a hotel. I walked in. The hotel had been transformed to a command-post: wires were laying across the floor and computers were filling the walls. You could tell this was once a hotel by looking at the gold-colored floor, the lights at the ceiling, and the black walls. I saw this man, by the looks of him a lieutenant and walked up to him. “I was told to report to the commanding officer.” I said to him. He looked at me like I just came crawling out of a dustbin. “Who wants to know?” He asked, but it didn’t sound like a normal question, more like an order. “Mario...” I replied. “Oh you’re that Denzi?” He interrupted. I was about to say ‘yes’ but he didn’t wait for me to open my mouth.”Elevator on your right, fifth floor.” He continued his way. Man, he had a bad temper. I turned around and walked to the elevator pressed the button with the ‘5’ on it and watched how the doors closed. The elevator began to move. It stopped and the doors opened. I walked out adn looked around. This floor was also transformed to a proper military installation. Wiring across the floor, an improvised armory in the right corner, officers standing over an holo-table discussing their latest strategies and radio chatter cracking out of the com-speakers. You could hear the explosions and weapons-fire here too, but not as loud as in the field-hospital. “Hey you!” I turned around, a soldier was calling me:” You’re supposed to meet with Major Jennings, he’s standing over there.” He pointed his fingere at the officers who were standing around the holo-table. “Thank you.” I said. “No problem.” He replied. I walked up to the table.”I’m supposed to report to Major Jennings?” I said. A man turned around, he was almost entirely bald and the hair he had left was grey, he had a serious battle-hardened look on his face and green eyes that looked like they were made of steel. He wore a white uniform with red stripes on them. Medals shimmered on his chest and his rank was displayed by the golden stripes on his shoulders. 

“Who wants to know?” He said. “Erm...Mario Malone...the Denzi?” I answered. “Ah yes, Marcus said you’d be arriving here,” He said, “I don’t know exactly what you’re mission is but Imir mentioned something about evaluating data from the NTA?” 

“Er...yes.” I said.

“Because this planet has plunged into war, you’re not gonna evaluate anything.” 

“Why?.” I asked

“Well, we haven’t got any NTA system in our base and our scientists are still working on decoding the damn command protocols. ”

“Then where...?” I didn’t know exactly what to say.

“Marcus told me that you should keep that disc to yourself until further notice.” He explained.

“Then how am I gonna get out of here?” 

“You don’t, NTA has got Plasma-Flak installations scattered over the whole city, if one ship were to take off, you wouldn’t see one atom of it ever again.” He replied.

“But I can’t just sit here and do nothing.” 

“We’re currently short on snipers. Have you ever fired with a sniper-rifle?”

“Standard Denzi training...”

Chapter 8 <:> Life through a lens...

I was given permission to head out of the neutral zone. I had been given a crash-course of the sniper held firmly by my both hands. It was a Dragunov Particle Acceleration Rifle, PAR for short. This was the Mark 17, lightweight but extremely powerfull, this could rip through anything. The long scope would magnify up to 16 times. My job was to cover Federation forces as they were chasing NTA personnel to the shoreline. I headed to my sniper-point. A large, grey office-building with black windows. It was virtually untouched by the battle. A voice cracked over my radio: “This is Tango Leader, Tango-6 are you near your sniper-nest?”   

“This is Tango-6, over, entering sniper-nest.” I replied as I walked into the office-building.

The stairs would lead me to the 6th floor. I entered the 6th floor, took a suitable spot, opened a window and deployed the sniper. I looked down the scope and saw Tango squad waiting behind a burned out hover-truck for the advance-order. I searched for any NTA soldiers. I noticed NTA personnel rushing down the stairs of the building across the street. “This is Tango leader, hold your fire, I repeat: hold your fire, bombers are on their way to bomb the three buildings at the end of the street.” Tango leader’s voice sounded familiar this time. I heard the rumbling of engines. It began to overpower all the other noises and a pair of Y-Wings were coming in low. The fired their lethal, high-explosive payload and punctured a massive hole in the building. I thought that was all until a second explosion ripped through the building’s structure. The shockwave caused the windows in the office-building to shatter.

I held my right arm above my head to protect it from the falling glass. More explosions caused the building to collapse. A wall of dust filled the street. “This is Tango Leader to Tango-6, you all right?” I coughed: “Yes..*cough*...I’m fine.” “Good, if you see any NTA soldiers trying to escape, introduce them to your sniper would ya?” He said. “I’d be happy to.” I looked down the scope. The dust had cleard out. I saw 7 soldiers deploying Plasma-cannons which would rip through Tango Squad if fired. I pulled the trigger and nailed a head shot. I watched as the soldier was thrown back by the impact of the bullet. Another immediately looked in my direction, yelling ‘sniper’. I punctured his chest. Blood pouring out of the wound. The others were getting behind the remains of the collapsed building, hiding from my scope. One wasn’t fast enough and my bullet ripped through his neck. The lifeless body fell, bleeding. Two were trying to make their way to the cannons. I missed the first shot, but the second was a direct hit in the head. He stumbled and fell to the ground, dead. The other soldier ducked behind a hover-car. I couldn’t see him anymore. I magnified to 8 times. I caught a glimpse of him in the broken mirror of the car. I guessed where he could be and shot through the door of the car. Blood splattered on the window of the car. Hit...”This is Tango-6, I’ve got 5 down, 4 are hiding in the ruins of the building. I suggest you lure them out.” I gave an overview of the situaton. “Tango Leader here, thank you. Get to the next nest.” “Roger that.” I made my way to the street. I sneaked behind a pile of bricks. I saw how Tango Squad advanced to the collapsed building. Suddenly one of them was shot in the head. He fell on his back  “SNIPER!!!!” Tango Leader yelled. The whole squad ran behind the wreckage of a gunned down Mantis. “Tango 6! Take that sniper out!” He yelled. I removed a few bricks to create an opening big enough to fit my sniper through. I looked through the scope, searching for the other sniper. It was quiet in the street, you could hear nothing but the wind and the occasional explosion. I sat there for maybe 5 minutes, looking, searching. Then I noticed a shimmer of something. Was it a window, a monitor? I magnified to 9 times. It was a scope, moving, searching for a target. I couldn’t see the man holding the sniper, he was tucked away somewhere behind a wall. He wasn’t going to get shot easily. “Tango Leader, I can’t get a clear shot!” I yelled. “Damn it! Looks like we’re stuck.” He yelled back. I sighed. I looked around. I saw a mirror. The sun was breaking through the thick grey clouds. The light was refelected by the mirror. It was blinding so I looked the other way. “Wait a second...” I said. “I’ve got an idea!” I yelled.

“This better be good...” Tango Leader yelled back. “See that mirror?!” I yelled. Tango Leader slowly turned hsi head, afraid it would be blown off. “Yeah, I see it!” “If I can get it to blind the sniper then I could take him out.” “Don’t you have any fancy Denzi devices at your disposal?” “No, your superiors were kind enough to dismantle my PAD to study some of our technology.”  “So no timestopper?” He asked. “Wait how do you...? Let’s just see if this works, get a long...stick or a pole.” I crawled back behind my sniper. I looked over to Tango leader as he grabbed a cue. “8 ball in the right pocket.” He joked. The tip of the cue was now touching the edge of the mirror. “On my mark...” I waited for the perfect moment.”Now” He moved the cue. The mirror now reflected the sun directly in the direction of the sniper. I zoomed in and saw how the sniper held her hand in front of her eyes. He was a...she. She didn’t wore an NTA uniform. I couldn’t kill her. Instead I aimed at her sniper and pulled the trigger. The bullet punctured the powercell of her sniper rendering it useless. “Clear!” I yelled and Tango squad advanced forward to the end of the street. I looked one more time through my scope. She had left. She had probably seen the squad advancing to her position and fled before they could get their hands on her. The squad cleared out the remains of the building with their weapons. We took a rest at the ruins. That’s when I took a close look on who Tango Leader actually was. He looked quite young, 26,27 perhaps. He had short, black hair. And brown eyes like a hawk “Nice job....er....” The squad leader didn’t know my name.

”Malone,” I said, “you gonna tell me yours?” 

“Heh, Mike Wilson.” He answered.

“Wait, are you family of...?” 

“Brenden Wilson? Yes, I’m his young nephew.” He already knew the answer to the question I didn’t even finish. That’s when I knew why his voice sounded so familiar, he sounded just like Brenden Wilson, only then a bit lower. I grabbed a bottle of water out of my backpack. “You want some?” I offered him the bottle. “Ah thanks, I owe you one.” He took the bottle and nipped some water.

He continued with his story: “Being the nephew of the single most greatest fighter-pilot is kinda hard. People are always expecting more than you can do. He’s our leader, I’m their leader.” He looked at his squad, a rugged and diverse assortment of soldiers. I could tell by the looks of their uniforms that two were Marines, one was a demolition-expert and the other one was maybe a fighter-pilot. “What was his name?” I looked at their dead team-member. 

“Honestly, I have no idea, he was assigned to our squad at the very last minute. Pity he died, I heard he was one of the best.” You could see it in his eyes that he was sorry for the death of his team-member and that’s when my conscience started to bother me. Was it the right thing? That I didn’t kill that sniper. Only time could tell. 

“Ou next objective is five blocks from here, Ok! Everybody grab your gear and start moving.” Mike ordered. The squad moved on. “I’ll have CP get our late team-member.” Mike said, but it didn’t sound like he was talking to me, or anybody else. He just looked at the street we were about to leave. Grey and littered with wreckage and bodies. We moved on. The streets were quiet. We saw the other squads resting at the place they had just conquered. Some would say “Hello...”, others would just laugh and brag about their kills and others were sitting on the collapsed walls, staring into the nothingness. Those were the ones who hadn’t seen any battle before. It was an interesting sight. Suddenly the streets began to get dark, like the sun had lost the will to shine. But it wasn’t the sun. I looked up and witnessed how the biggest battlecruiser I had ever seen, emerged from the ocean. It was the new Federation Decimator-class battlecruiser. It took forever for the whole ship to climb out of the ocean. It rotated it’s huge grey cannons towards a fortified building.

“Holy sh...” Mike’s last word was completely overpowered by the enormous blast of the cannon. It literally wiped the building of the face of the planet. We stood their speechless watching as the 7 km long cruiser descended from the surface. The fact that the ship had waited in the ocean made me even more stunned. “Well there goes our objective...” Mike laughed. “Wh..what do you mean?” I asked.

“Our goal was to see if there were any NTA soldiers in that structure.” Mike looked at the black crater where the building once stood. 

“Well...then I guess they made a last minute change...” I said.

Mike bursted out in laughter, it was rather funny.

“So what do we do now?” I asked my Leader.

“We wait here.” Mike sat down on the hood of a red hovercar that was surprisingly untouched by the battle. I looked around. Everyone seemed happy. There was only one NTA base left: the NTA Political Center, heart of the NTA operations here on Ivarageva. It was heavily fortified, with atleast 15 Ravager anti-vehicle turrets and Manticora assault Mechs patrolling the streets around the building. Ironical enough, that was just 25 blocks from here.

“This is Major Jennings to all squad-leaders. This is it, we’re ready for the final assault: Their Political Center. We have units on their way to surround the building on a 5 block radius. Your job is to sneak past their defences. I trust that you know the best tactics on how to infiltrate into their base. Good luck and may the Force be with you...” The transmission had ended. It was silent, we were thinking about the mission. This was the final mission, if we would succeed, then Ivarageva would be free. I could see what Mike was thinking in his eyes. If we would succeed, not only would we free this planet but he would also be recognised as a worthy soldier, just like his older nephew, Brenden. 

Chapter 9 <:> Action...
The Federation had set up small command posts near the Political Center. All the squads had been assigned to various objectives. Ours was to take out one of 6 Manticora Mechs and to destroy three Ravager turrets. Our weapons were fitted with new ammo-clips and our backpacks with supplies were also filled. We waited for the officer in charge to give us the order to advance. This was going to be a co-ordinated attack. Reinforcements had come in the form of 6 Light Task-Force Mechas (LT-FM). We would strike at the precise moment the other squads would strike. “Could I have your attention please?” A man said, he stood on top of a used hover-powercell. All the squads turned their attention to what the man was about to say. “Those of you who know that I’m Major Jonathan: Hello. Those of you who didn’t know: Nice to meet you too.” The crowd laughed a bit.”It wasn’t easy, the NTA-soldiers fought like maniacs. We have lost alot of men already. But that’s your motivation. Too many lives were lost during the reign of this megalomaniac faction. But the fallen will find their rest. We will prevail, we will restore peace in this galaxy!” All the squads began to applaude. All the squads headed out to the last NTA stronghold. They moved to their objectives. Ours was two blocks onto enemy territory. The Manticora we were about to take out was patrolling the streets. It was one of the NTA’s biggest Mechs, standing 18 meters tall and more firepower than a heavy fighter made it a formidable adversary. Unfortunately we didn’t had a  LT-FM to back us up. It was 1900 hours, the streets were getting shrouded in the twilight. Soon it would be dark. We would attack under the cover of darkness. CP had given us the patrolling routine of the Manticora. It would walk through this street. The streetlights lighted up. It was a strange sight. The whole street was illuminated by the lights, it looked like a whole different world. Hover-cars, both parked and burned out, reflecting the beams of light in all directions. I was ordered to pick out a sniper-spot while “Demolition Man”, the nickname of our demo-expert, set anti-Mech charges on the street. I entered a grey building and walked upstairs. To get a good shot at the Mech-pilot in case anything would go wrong I had to go to the fifth floor. I reached it, and exited the stairhouse. I walked into a hallway faintly illuminated by a light. “Let me see, street’s on that side so I should deploy...Here.”  I stopped in front of a door. The building was abandoned, so it seemed. I tried to open the door but it was locked. I busted the door with one swift kick. The door opened and I walked in. I heard the sharp sound of a shell being loaded right next to my right ear. “Oh...crap...”

“Give me one reason not to fire, son.” The voice sounded old.

“Er...I’m with the Federation?” I tried to explain.

“So was the last NTA patrol.” He pressed the barrel of his shotgun hard against my ear.

“We are here to take out the last NTA stronghold. Please don’t pull that trigger.”

He looked at my sniper.”It would be quite stupid to send a sniper to kill me.” He threw his shotgun on his bed. I sighed. 

“Kernel Heathrow’s the name, you gotta name son?” He sat down by his table, his eyes were nice, but experienced. He had white hair and a small beard. 

“Malone, Mario Malone...” I answered. I grabbed a seat. I looked around the apartment. He was apparantly a weapons collector. His walls were filled with all kinds of weapons. An ancient Steyr Aug, a Kalashnikov, MP 5 and all sorts of other weapons. “Nice...collection.” I mentioned. 

“Why thanks, that’s a nice sniper you’re carriyng. Mind if I take a look at it?” He asked.

“Er...no.” I handed him the sniper.

“This is nice, Dragunov PAR-17...” He looked through the scope.”Infra-red?”

“The works.” I said.

“You can use my balcony if you like.” 

“Thanks, I’ll do that.” I stood up and walked up to the window. Outside the street was still illuminated by the streetlights. I saw how my squad got into position. I opened the door leading to the balcony and deployed my sniper on the floor. The barrel through the steel fence. I turned on Infra-Red vision. This would help me finding my target. “Radio silence from now on.” Mike said whispering through my earpiece. It was very quiet in the street, you could hear a feather caress the ground. Sweat was making it’s way down my face. Suddenly the ground began to shake. It stopped. It was quiet for maybe two seconds. The ground shook again but this time more violently. The lights on the ceiling began to tremble, and a cup on the table fell on floor. It broke, but you couldn’t hear it because of another shock. “It’s here...” Heathrow whispered. I looked through the scope and held my breath. Suddenly a hoverbike just flew through the street. It crashed into a building and exploded. The wreckage fell on the pavement. I heard the sound of metal joints moving. It was like some sort of machine, making it’s way from hell to this street. The Manticora had arrived. The huge Mech walked around the corner. It stopped at the end of the street. It had battle-scars all over him. And a fresh one, on it’s right foot. It probably had launched that bike by a simple kick. It’s searchlights were scanning the street, looking for any hostiles. Luckily my squad had found a perfect hiding place in the ruins of a building across the street. I magnified my scope so I could see the Mech’s pilot. I couldn’t see his face because he wore a helmet. I had a clear shot, but I wasn’t sure if my sniper would penetrate the armour of the Manticora. The explosives however, were strong enough to bring it down. So I waited. The Manticora slowly moved forward, making the ground shake everytime it set one of it’s enormous legs down. It stepped on a hovercar. It was crushed under the weight of the Mech. It exploded after the Manticora stepped off, leaving nothing but a black, burning heap of metal. It was nearing the explosives. It was about to step on one of the mines. But suddenly it stopped, one step away from the trap. “Damn, why did he stopped?” I whispered. The Mech turned it’s torso to the right, like an enormous dinosaur searching for a meal. On his right was nothing but the remains of a building, a large heap of bricks and metal. But the pilot didn’t turn his cockpit this way for the ruins of a building. Beyond that you could see the ocean reflecting the clear heaven. You could see the stars in the water. The clear sky was breathtaking. You could look for hours at the stars. The Manticora simply stood there, for maybe ten minutes. It was getting tense there. Time was running out for us, The Manticora was supposed to get destroyed in just 3 minutes. The full front assault would begin on a specific time. What was that pilot thinking? Maybe he thought about his family. Then something extraordinary happened. I watched through the scope as the Mech powered down and how a ladder was deployed from the cockpit. The pilot climbed out and set foot on the pavement. “Mike...Tango Leader, what are your orders.” I was stunned by what the pilot just did. “Cover our backs.” Mike replied. I saw my squad coming out of their hiding-place and heading for the pilot. Apparently the pilot wanted to surrender. “You can come down now.” Mike said through my radio. “Roger that.”

I got up and picked up my rifle. “Thank you for your hospitality.” I said to Kernel Heathrow.

“Don’t mention it, it’s been a pleasure.” We shook hands. “Good luck! Oh one more thing...” He grabbed a MA-254 three barreled plasma-gun from the wall. It was a weapon no bigger than a M-16. Despite its enormous firepower it was surprisingly light. The dark grey color reminded me of one of my weapons I had while I was on a training mission in the Atomic Age (1945-2012) “Thanks.” I said

I walked down the stairs, through the door and to my squad. The pilot already left to Federation CP. “He already knew he was fighting  a losing battle.” Mike said, watching the pilot as he made his way into Federation territory. “So now we’re gonna take out those Ravagers?” I asked. “Yes we are.” Mike answered. We walked out the street. The Ravagers were about 5 minutes from here. We passed through the battle scarred streets. Close to the location of our last targets Mike ordered me to scout the area. All the other squads had already completed their objectives. I climbed up a escape ladder on top of a large dark-brown building. There was a massive hole blown in the front of the structure, probably done by one of the Ravagers. I reached the top and deployed my sniper on of the airvents sticking out about a meter above the roof. This gave me an excellent sniping position. I could see the three turrets standing at the end of the street, guarding one of the entrances to the last NTA base. 

I informed Mike of the current situation: “This is Tango 6, I got a clear view on our targets, looks clear.” “This is Tango leader, roger that, stay alert, we don’t want any surprises.”

“Let’s get this show on the road.” I said to myself and I positioned myself on one knee, the sniper resting on my shoulder and my eye behind the scope. I saw my squad sneaking their way to the Ravagers until they were close enough to attack. They prepared their anti-tank PPGs (Plasma Propelled Grenades). Suddenly something caught my eye. A red-black uniform. Then two, three, nearing Tango Squad ‘s position “This is Tango 6, You’ve got multiple hostiles coming at your position, I repeat: Hostiles coming in at your position.” If this was gonna go wrong, Tango Squad would be literally blown apart by those Ravagers and then the whole attack would go wrong. “This is Tango leader, we’re completely surrounded. Cover our backs would ya?” I aimed at one of the soldiers. I was about to pull the trigger. Suddenly one of the Ravagers fired. I looked where the target might be. It turned out to be a LT-FM, which blew apart. But the Ravagers continued firing. A whole squad of LT-Fm was making its way through the streets. This was my chance to pick of those soldiers who were surrounding my squad. I zoomed in and fired at the first NTA-soldier I saw. The bullet pierced his torso. He was running so he stumbled over his own feet. I shot another one in the head. Suddenly Tango Squad emerged from their hiding place, firing their PPG at the Ravagers. The three turrets blew apart and the way to the base was clear. The remaining NTA soldiers fled to the last NTA building. “This is Tango leader, nice work. Stay there and kill any soldier until further notice.” It was a relief to hear his voice. “This is Tango 6, roger that.” I answered. The Federation would make its final move now. All the pieces were in place...

Chapter 10 <:> ...reaction.

The Federation was advancing to its final target. I was covering everyone’s back as they were marching towards the gate of the final NTA stronghold. I was expecting a massive final fight to take place within the base but it was surprisingly quiet...almost too quiet. But everything went as good as possible. We were ordered to set up camp in the base. The base itself was almost completely deserted. We only captured 15 officers and took 12 soldiers out. Way too few to support a large structure like this. But no one didn’t really care, everyone was just glad the war was over. So was I. This did gave me the oppurtunity to figure out what the heck I actually downloaded from the NTA base in London. I walked into the base, watching Federation soldiers cheer and some remembering their fallen comrades. ‘Main Command’ a sign said. There had to be a compatible computer in here. I walked through the doors and I looked around. The place was empty, some computers were still running and some were blown to bits. A large Holo-emitter in the middle of the room and cold coffee on one of the desks. Someone left in a hurry, couldn’t blame them. I saw a computer with a compatible disc-drive. I retrieved the disc from the opening behind my right ear and was about to eject the disc that was still running in the drive. “Hello there Malone.” A male voice said from behind me. But there was something else...A woman? “Turn around...slowly...” The voice ordered. I slowly turned around until I faced the man that was talking to me. The man wore dark shades, hiding his eyes. Brownish, military style hair and a smirk on his face you couldn’t wait to remove with your fists. He held a weapon I had never seen before against the head of a woman. It was the sniperwoman. This time I could see her up close. She had long black hair and her face showed signs of an asian mother or father. She was about a head shorter than me and she surprisingly didn’t wore an NTA uniform, neither did the man holding her hostage. “Who are you?” I asked. “Malone...Malone...hehehe...I’m from the future, just like you. But only a somewhat different future, And I’m here to undo what you accomplished.” “What...you mean you’re gonna...?” He aimed his weapon at me and pulled the trigger. The laser was fired. This couldn’t be happening...This shouldn’t be happening. I closed my eyes and waited for the laser to hit me. My life flashed before my eyes. The intensive training, my first simulated mission, until the point where the laser was fired. From there on the pictures in my mind couldn’t move further. They stopped. I saw myself standing before a laser that never moved. Frozen in time. I opened my eyes. Everything stood still. I looked around. The man and the woman were frozen. This...how could this ever...I didn’t activate my PAD, there was no Denzi around here, so did I...? Impossible, it was very unlikely that I triggered this. Suddenly I heard a voice: “I told you you would find out, you are one of three Mario. The future lies within your hands.” I turned around and saw this white light. It filled the whole room. It was blinding so I held my hand in front of my eyes. “The Force does exist Mario...You simply found out.” It was the same figure that saved my life back in London. “Who the heck are you?” I asked it(?). “I am part of The Collective, we are the guardians of the galaxy. We have been given the use of The Force. It flows through us. We control everything around us. We have chosen you and two others to prevent the galaxy from total destruction. The answers to you questions are in the path that you must follow.” The figure disappeared as quickly as it came. I looked around, full of questions. Was I supposed to believe all this? Was I part of some higher goal? What different future was that man telling about? But first things first. “How do I...undo this...” I mumbled while looking at the man and woman who were still frozen. I walked to the side of the room. Away from the laser. I saw in my mind how time resumed its normal speed. Time was speeding up in real life. The laser began moving forward faster and faster until it blasted into the wall leaving a burnmark. The man was surprised and looked around. He saw me:”How did you...?” He stumbled over his own words. The woman watched at me with a look that said: “What the...?” I walked up to the man. He dropped his gun and released the woman. The woman fell to the floor. “This could be interesting.” The man said. He grabbed for something. I stopped walking to see what he actually grabbed for. It was a short metal plated, hilt of somesort. The hilt of a....! He pressed a button and the lightsaber he held was activated. A dark-red beam of light emerged from the hilt. He smirked. “I’m gonna rip that smirk of your face...” I said. “Is that a threat?” He laughed. “That’s a promise.” The smirked disappeared and he was getting really mad now. He charged at me with his saber. I closed my eyes, I could hear the songs of birds echoing in my head. It was all so silent in my mind. I opened my eyes to find out that I had stopped time again. But only the man that had charged at me. The girl was still amazed by what she had just witnessed. I walked up to her. “I’m Mario nice to meet you.” I introduced myself. She looked at me like I was saying something really odd. “Lucy Li...” She answered. I gave her my hand so she could get up. “Mind telling me why you tried to kill me a while ago?” I asked her. 

“L...Long story...” 

“I’ve got plenty of time.”

We walked out of the building and she told me her story. About that her sister was held hostage by the NTA and that she was forced to kill Federation forces to get her back. She started crying when she told that she never would see her back. I held her close. She looked up to me.”Why didn’t you shot me when you had the chance?” She asked.

“I....I...I couldn’t kill you, you’re so...I don’t know.” I didn’t know how to answer her question. We stood there in the middle of the Federation camp. Her head was resting on my shoulder. Suddenly she opened her eyes. “Down!” She yelled. She pushed me down and grabbed her laser pistol. She fired. I turned my head. The man who was supposed to be frozen in time stood still. He looked down at his chest. A large hole was blasted in his heart. He dropped his saber and fell to the ground. “Woah...thanks...Lucy...” I said. Mike came to see what was going on. “Who is she?” He asked. I got up to give him the answer. “That’s Lucy Li.” I said. “Where did she come from, and where did he come from?” He looked at the man that was shot by Lucy. “The..erm...from inside the building.” I answered. “Oh..ok...nice shot.” He said to me. “She shot him.” I pointed at Lucy. “Oh...ok nice shot then.” He said to Lucy and he walked away. “I..erm...I have to go now, I’ve got some things to attend to.” I said. “No don’t leave me here. You’re the only I’ve got right now.” She begged me to stay. “You can come with me if you want to.” I invited her. “Ok...that’s good.” We walked to the Command post where I would report to Major Jonathan what happened in the NTA building. 

I told him everything I knew. So did she. She was granted a visum so she could stay with the Federation. Everything had been cleared out and now I finally had the chance to figure out what was on the disc inside my head. We walked to the building. She right beside me. I looked at her. God she was gorgeous. Wow, what was I thinking? As a Denzi I wasn’t allowed to have a relationship with someone from a different time. But I couldn’t resist her. 

First things first. We entered the ‘Main Command’ room. I ejected the disc from the back of my right ear. “What are you doing?” She asked. I showed her the opening behind my ear.        ”Oh...right...” She said. I uploaded the data from the disc to the computer. “Let’s see what this is.” I said while looking at Holo screen in the middle of the room. Pieces of information wre shown on the screen. You could press on of the pieces to magnify it. “Hey what’s that, Sphere of Regret?” She pointed at a small piece tucked away somewhere on the right. I opened the file. We saw the design-plans of somesort of sphere. “Look at this: Diameter...10.000 kilometers. Highly classified superweap...” She didn’t complete her sentence. On the screen it said that it would be launched tomorrow. “Where is this thing?” This weapon could destroy entire solar systems, it had to be found. “Deimos, the moon...this moon?” Lucy read the text displayed on the screen. “That can’t be, Deimos is a...moon.” She said. “Wait a second...Deimos is this Sphere. The Sphere is located IN Deimos.” I had to get on that moon. “Lucy, I have to go now.” “What? Don’t go! Stay!” “Don’t worry, I’ll be back.” She kissed me on the lips. I held her close to me. “Just promise you won’t try to kill me ok?” I joked. 

I left the room, leaving her alone. “Be careful!” She said. 

I left the building. I saw Mike and walked up to him. “Mike, I need an NTA unifrom and a ship.” I said. “What fo...” He didn’t finish because he already knew what was going on.”Oh..I get it, secret Denzi stuff huh? Don’t worry. I’ll get it for you  in no time.” He promised. “One thing,” I said, “could you look after Lucy till I get back?” “Oh...you and Lucy...?” He smirked. “Yeah...” I replied.

Chapter 11 <:> Final assault

Mike had granted me a captured Integra shuttle. The uniform he had given me was a little too small for me, but that was no big deal. The Federation was kind enough to give me my PAD back. “Thanks...”I said to them. I was ready to leave for the moon. There was no goodbye between me and Lucy, only a long hug. She had already informed Major Jonathan about the Sphere. Questions were still swirling through my head, but most of them had been answered. The rest would be answered in the future. I knew that. That and the fact that I had a solid chance of completing my mission. I didn’t think I was some Semi-god or something, but I had...faith in myself. I knew I could and would succeed. I entered the small support shuttle and closed the hatch on the rear-end. I saw Lucy standing near the landing-pad. She waved. I returned the favor. I would see her soon. I punched in the start-up sequence and the engines were activated with a loud roar. I entered the co-ordinates and ship lifted off. The planet shrunk as I flew to the moon. I’d read the data thoroughly. You could enter the base by transmitting a special code. Once transmitted you would be transported directly into the base. If this didn’t work nothing would. I also discovered that there was this Kralo working with the NTA as a spy. He had already infiltrated the Rebel-group. But I had a feeling he was going to arrive on the base sooner or later. I entered orbit around the moon and began transmitting the code. I awaited an answer but it never came. Instead, my whole ship was transported to the base. I was a little disoriented when I turned the ship’s systems off. I opened the hatch and walked into the hangar. The place was strangely enough deserted. I guessed the crew was needed elsewhere. I walked out of the hangar. As I did I turned my cloak on. They knew I had entered their base. Though they didn’t see me as a threat, yet, I thought this would keep me out of trouble. I didn’t came unprepared; I had a syringe with a neurotoxin and a M/A-8 Fusion Rifle. Just when I was about to enter the elevator the whole base began to shake. It caused me to fall to the floor. The shaking lasted for over 4 minutes. When it stopped I got up. “Now what?” I mumbled. I entered the elevator and the doors closed automatically. I pressed the button saying ‘Bridge’ and I fellt how the elevator began to move. A few seconds later the doors opened and I entered the Bridge. No one didn’t even notice I had come here. It seemed like everybody was amazed. I looked outside through a window on my left. Space? I thought this was in the moon. The moon had...broken up. Debris was floating everywhere. And in the corner of the system, was a large fleet, ready to engage. A man was talking to the fleet: “This is Fleet-General Augustus Phillipus, stand down your weapons or you WILL be destroyed.” 

That has to be Augustus. The man he had been talking to answered: “This is Captain Lucas of the Crimson Spark. Who the hell do you think you are? Some megalomaniac bastard? We have almost our entire fleet here, do you really think you stand a chance?” Things were going to escalate really soon. “I want the cannon to be ready ASAP.” Augustus ordered. Another man entered the bridge. It was Kralo: ”I have some good news sir! We have captured Joseph and his team.” Augustus grinned.”Good job, you will be rewarded for this.” He left the bridge followed by Kralo. Suddenly my cloak turned off. “Oh...crap...” I thought. I looked around, no one even noticed me. They were all amazed and speechless. They all looked out the windows. It was strange and almost surreal. I stood there waiting. I didn’t know why but I just had this feeling that I should stay here. Suddenly the elevator opened again and Augustus walked out onto the bridge, followed closely by Kralo. I began hacking into their system. They were still to busy with other things to notice me. I gave clearance to the authorization code from Joseph. “Get that elevator guarded now!” Augustus was really agitated. 7 men were told to carry out this order and they immediately responded by walking to the elevator with their weapons raised. I still hadn’t been noticed. “Sir! The enemy has infiltrated the ship-deck!” Augustus walked towards his security-officer. “What? INCOMPETENT FOOL! I TOLD YOU TO DE-ACTIVATE JOSEPH’S OVERRIDE PROTOCOL!” Yelled Augustus furious. “Sir! I didn’t...the protocol was activated, but not by me!” Explained the security-officer. “Damn we have a traitor! Who would be so damn...”Augustus walked furiously out of the command-room. “Stop the damn invaders! Stop them at any cost!” I grinned a bit. Augustus returned with a cup of tea in his right hand. Quite odd. “Sir, the elevator, it’s moving.” “Good.” The doors opened and a group of men entered the bridge with their guns aimed at Augustus. He stood right in front of them laughing. The group was severely outnumbered. “What are you going to do now huh?” He said. He ordered his men to take their weapons. The group was pushed into a corner and three soldiers were guarding them. “Sir we managed to capture one of the prisoners that had escaped.” A soldier said. “Good! Who is it?” “It’s the girl.” The soldier replied as he pushed a woman into the room. It was Alex, the girlfriend of Joseph. She looked angry, her eyes were furious. “Joseph should be arriving shortly now.” Augustus sipped his tea. He was most pleased with what was happening. He had an evil grin on his face and his eyes were thrilled. Kralo also seemed to be pleased. Since he was the one to be rewarded. “Sir, the elevator, it’s on the move.” “That must be Joseph, lets make a warm welcome for him.” A soldier was standing ready with the butt of his rifle. The elevator stopped and the doors were opened. Joseph was immediately smacked down. They dragged him to the rest of his group. Augustus threw some tea in Joseph’s face. “Wake up Joseph.” He laughed, Kralo was just grinning. Joseph opened his eyes and wiped the tea off his face. “You’re quite persistent, aren’t you?” Augustus smirked. “When I’m through with you, you won’t have a jaw left to smirk.” That was Harak as I would find out later on. 

Joseph tried to stand up, but he was immediateley punched down. “Hey I still need that.” 

Joseph wiped off a little blood from his lip. “Not for long.” Augustus laughed. “Once I activate the Sphere of Regret, all you see is the rise of the NTA empire.”

“You have ambitions.” The other Hydrakian said. That was Arais.

“You know, I would love to kill you all at once, but wouldn’t it be more fun to kill your girlfriend first. Let her die in front of your eyes?” Joseph had fire in his eyes. Alex was pushed in the command room and Augustus grabbed his gun. He aimed at her head. That’s when I made my move. I de-cloaked and pulled out my syringe. I improvised a bit by saying: “Sir, you need to see this.” “What now?” He yelled and I rammed my syringe into his arm holding the gun. I activated my cloak and ran for cover. Augustus pulled out the syringe. “Get him!!!!” He yelled. Suddenly a blue-white rupture opened. And two bright colored ships entered normal space. Suddenly a voice sounded throughout the whole ship: ““This is Captain Grit speaking, if you want to live I suggest you turn down your weapons.” Augustus quickly fled from the Bridge. 

Joseph waved at the the two ships. Suddenly Kralo pulled out his plasma-rifle. I smacked a soldier down and grabbed his weapon. Kralo aimed for Joseph’s head. “Watch it!” Harak said. Just as Kralo was about to pull the trigger I squeezed mine. The laser punctured the back of his head. He stood for about three seconds until he dropped to the floor. Mission complete. I contacted my HQ: ”This is Mario Echo to Echo base, step 5 of Intrepid Protocol complete. Beginning with step 6.” I looked at Joseph. “Wanna help?” He said.

He grabbed a blaster from one of the soldiers. They weren’t even trying to stop us. So much for loyalty I guessed. We left the Bridge with by elevator. “Harak, you and the others make stay here.” Joseph said. The doors opened and we walked out. “I would like to have a help with Augustus?” He asked. I was thrilled for I was about to help the great Joseph Varageva saving the universe. The answere was ofcourse: “Yeah sure.”

We walked into the room where the core was located. Augustus would be arriving soon holding the key to activate the Sphere. The door opened and Augustus entered the room. He was nearing the control-panel. “Step away from the panel, Augustus.” Joseph stood in the corner of the room, a blaster in his hand. “And what if I don’t?” Augustus stood still. “Then you’ll die.” I aimed my weapon at his knee. It would be wise to take him alive. Suddenly he pulled out his blaster and fired at Joseph. He was hit in the arm. His blaster went of and punctured a hole in the Core. I shot Augustus in his right-knee. He screamed. Warning, Core breaching, implosion in 1 minute 17 seconds.” I ran up to Joseph “We have to get the hell out of here. You ok?” I helped him up and we fled to the hangar. Joseph grabbed his radio: “Robin do you copy? Get to the hangar, secure a ship and start up. This station is about to blow!” Robin replied: This is Robin, I guess we think alike. We already secured a vessel. It’s the vessel that was holding the key! Quite ironic, don’t you think?” We entered the hangar aS Robin was starting up the ship. I pressed the ‘close door’ button and the ship lifted off before the door was even fully closed. “Warning: Core breaching, implosion in 30 seconds.”

“This is Captain Robin. GET YOUR SHIPS AWAY RIGHT NOW, THAT STATION IS ABOUT TO BLOW!” Robin yelled through the com. The Sphere exploded with tremendous force. The light illuminated the whole system. The ship wasn’t fast enough for the shockwave. The wave grabbed us and we were thrown away like a bug.  I don’t know what happened from there on.

Chapter 12 <:> Some public attention...and a rough ride

It seemed like we were found by a rescue team. I woke up in the sickbay of a Federation Cruiser. I was the last one to wake up. The others were relieved to see me getting up. “Thank god.” Alex said. I was discharged from sickbay and the very next day we were supposed to give a speech in front of the whole galaxy. 

We were transported to Earth to give the speech. We were told to prepare ourselves in one of the rooms backstage

“Do we really have to do this?” Alex was nervous.

“Oh, we saved the whole galaxy. We have to do some kind of speech.” Joseph was more relaxed.

“I don’t see Robin anywhere where could he be?” Harak asked while putting on his uniform.

“Don’t expect him to come, he doesn’t like to speak out loud in public, especially against 645 billion people.” Joseph explained.

“This damn uniform, it’s too small.” Arais couln’t get his arms in the jacket.

A man came in to the room: “People we start in 2 minutes, follow me.”

“Mario? Where are you.” I de-cloaked. “Sorry it’s just so much fun when your cloak is on.”

The group followed the man to the stage. “Here it is.” Marcus was already standing at the microphone. The people cheered when the group got on stage.

“Well what are you waiting for? Speak to the people!” Marcus was really happy.

“Erm...” Joseph was beginning to get nervous. He looked at Marcus. “Well go on.” He said.  

Joseph started to speak: “Hello...everyone. Well, I guess the revolution is complete. The NTA is gone and the universe is free once again. Let us keep it that way. We created a new path for us to follow. I don’t want to have all the honour. I wouldn’t stand here, talking to you, if it wasn’t for Robin, Harak, Arais, Marcus, Mario, Jag, Kapola, Grit and, ofcourse, Alex...”

The galaxy was relieved. It would be free from this point on. We walked back to our room. Suddenly the world around me started to fade to a blue-white glow. “Mario?” Joseph said. The worl was now completely faded away and I felt like falling into bottomless pit. The pit turned into some kind of tunnel that was round. There were stars flying around me. Like I was being transported to somewhere. I could see the end of the tunnel, a bright white circle. I felt like ramming through the circle and I awaited the impact of my fall. But it never came. Instead I floated in the air and I landed gently on my feet. I looked around. This was a Denzi base. The room had golden walls, and all kinds of computers were scattered all over the place. A man walked up to me: “Sorry for the rough ride. We had no other choice. There has been a recent discovery that needs an urgent investigation.” “What?” I asked him. “No time for small talk, you’ll be briefed later. You leave in 2 hours.”

And now, I’m sitting here, awaiting the order to get to the time-bay, typing this log. I don’t know exactly what’s going on. But there has been a recent discovery that needs my attention. I don’t have much time left, so I’ll just stop typing to save some space for future logs.

This is Mario signing off. 

Encrypting last message>>>

                                Shutting down>>>>

           Have a nice day>>>
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