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[DAY 6530] 10:19
A hand yet unmarred by age digs around in a desk drawer. After a
few idle curses and a few moments, the hand locates what it searches
for and pulls it out. For almost a quarter of an hour, Judas stares at the
recorder, brought with him from the small compound in the drylands
that now houses nearly a hundred people of four different races. He
brought it to the capital city on Keymra: Providence. Judas stands and
moves to the window, still holding his old log recorder. Providence is a
new city, so it is still pristine and unmarked by the passage of time.
Sure, here and there you’d see cracks in Plasteel windows or dents in
Durallite walls, but overall, the city was still a sight to see - on the
surface anyway.
It was these very misgivings about Providence, Keymra, and the
Alliance of Four Races that brought Judas to dig out his old log
recorder. He watched citizens of all four races of Keymra pass by the
sculpted steps that approach the capital building. Judas clears his
throat and depresses the greenish button on the silvery recorder, and
then he begins subvocalizing to the recorder.
“Chancellor of the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal
log… I’ve not used this in sixteen years. Much has happened, and I
again find myself in need of a crutch. I thought about listening to my
old logs again, but decided against it. I’m not the person I was when I
said all those things, not physically, socially, emotionally, or mentally.”
“To whoever hears this, even if it’s only me, I have confessions to
make. I’m at a loss for what to do, and I hurt. I don’t age that I can tell,
but the holes in my soul grow daily. How many thousands have died at
my hands and for what?”
“Things that go around, come around I guess. Everything I do, be it
good or bad, hurts me. Three years ago, I retrieved wreckage from the
asteroid field where the human’s attack field was destroyed. With that,
I brought back nearly three thousand stasis chambers, and some of
those people were reawakened - those that could be at least. Their
faction, ‘the Sleepers’ have made it their personal goal to destroy
Keymra. Every week we receive threats and they’re getting a stronger
voice among the human settlers.”
Judas looks back into his sparse room before he continues.
“I may step aside from politics soon, simply because of my
involvement in the events of the past. I can see how being ruled by the
murderer that I am can chafe on some people. I’ve never
distinguished races when I killed though, and I never killed without
reason. It was all self-defense, even if it was occasionally a
pre-emptive strike.”
“Aside from the Sleepers, many of the natives are adjusting too
slowly to the changes on their planet. Firearms, terraforming, deep
mining, and construction of space-faring vessels… they simply can’t
keep up. Many are too mired in the old ways; they don’t realize that
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they have to evolve as a species or they will be left behind.”
Judas steps away from the window and looks at a holoimage of him
and his four wives. It’s one of the few decorations in his room. His
fingers pass through the representation, and curl into a fist.
“I miss Alyssa. She may have been the most reluctant of my four
wives initially, but she was probably the closest of the four when she
died. Maybe it was because she was human, and she touched the
human part of me. She lives on in our children, but that’s just not
enough for me. Call me greedy if you will; I don’t care.”
“Cahlaim and Maylen aren’t as young as they were either. I may be
physically younger than I was even before I left Earth years ago, but
they’re middle-aged now. This slipstream within me is as much a
curse as a blessing. Only SAIRA and my children seem to have the
same life expectancy as me. My children grow fast and strong, but
then they stay youthful.”
“My children are already in their third generation. We’re a numerous
and virile lot - we Judasians. Every birth brings us closer to engulfing
the other three species. Myrrelian, Calatian, and Human genomes are
all being integrated in my offspring, creating a race with many different
strengths, and few weaknesses. Still, the number of births scares me,
because my powers are diminished every day.”
“By the time the first generation had been born of all four wives, I had
grown into my full power. Now, each child takes from the slipstream
and it grows thin for lack of a better term. I don’t know any other way to
explain it. There’s less of the entity out there, and I think there will be
repercussions in normal space soon. I still hear whispers of thoughts
from the entity now and then, and every time it asks for more children.
There’s such a strong reproductive urge in my race that it’s hard to
fight anyway. The females are simply ravenous, consuming mates
and pumping out children.”
“These are but a few of my concerns, and I think I’ll be talking to you
a lot.”
“End Log.” Judas says aloud, smiling ruefully to himself.
Judas sets aside the recorder, leaving it out on his desk. He turns
when he hears the door open. Cahlaim, dressed in demure grey
stately attire, enters quietly and closes the door. As she walks over to
him, Judas takes in her form, still trim and sleek, belying the power of
her limbs; her eyes are elongated, setting off angular features. Judas
warmly takes her in his arms when she nears, noting each new line on
her face before kissing her forehead softly.
“I missed you.” She says quietly, not letting him go.
“Likewise.” He says with a smile he doesn’t feel. “How are the
grandkids?”
Cahlaim grins roguishly as she begins telling the latest installment of
stories about the mischief his grandchildren, and great-grandchildren
are currently up to. His mind is elsewhere though, and Cahlaim knows
it. After talking for a short while, Judas and Cahlaim go to one of many
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meetings scheduled for the day.

[DAY 6532] 23:19
SAIRA taps her fingers on the console in front of her, oblivious to the
discomfort of the young crewman she leans over to read the flickering
screen.
“Nothing on this station works correctly.” SAIRA grumbles.
“I’m sorry, ma’am.” The crewman responds meekly.
He gets no response. Instead, SAIRA flicks through dozens of
graphs and tables representing telemetry data from all over the station
orbiting Keymra. The station forms the crossroads between the
fledgling colonies on Keymra’s first two moons and the cities on the
planet proper. As part of her duties as Minister of Industry and
Commerce for the League of Four Races, she had to oversee the
construction of the relay station, where freighters that passed to and
from the moons would release their cargo so that it could be ferried
down to the planet via sub-orbital landers.
“All this for a few extra rocks and minerals.” SAIRA says aloud,
though talking to no one in particular.
Again, the unfortunate crewman mistakes her dialogue as being
directed at him. “Ma’am?” He asks.
“Nothing really. It’s just that if these ores were on the planet’s
surface, none of this would be necessary. Yes, I realize that this
station may eventually be part of a first line of defense for Keymra, but
it’s still a hassle.”
The crewman nods silently, watching SAIRA as she steps back from
the console to look out the nearest portal. In the low gravity produced
by the rotation of the station, it looks more like a hop than a step, but
after weeks in these conditions, it no longer looked stranger to her,
him, or any other people involved in the project.
The light coming in through the protective films over the transparent
Plasteel is diffused through SAIRA’s vibrant red hair. It’s an unnatural
color, at least from human standards, and very eye-catching. Out of
the corner of her eye, she could tell that he was watching her.
“Crewman?” She asked.
“Yes?”
“Don’t you have work to do?”
“Yes… yes, ma’am.” He stammers, as she walks toward the door.
SAIRA smiles to herself as she stops just shy of the doorway and
turns toward the nervous crewman once again.
“Oh, and if you’re free tonight, meet me in my quarters at
oh-five-hundred.” She suggests casually and then leaves before
hearing his answer.
“I’ll be there,” He blurts out too late. He watches the doorway for
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several minutes before going back to work.
SAIRA is nearly to the next checkpoint station when her vision blurs
and she feels a strong vibration in her inner ear. She braces herself on
the handrails running the entire length of the narrow passageway.
After a moment, the vibration becomes clearer and a distinct voice can
be heard.
“SAIRA?”
“Who?” She asks aloud, blinking away vertigo.
“I can’t reach Judas anymore. Interference.”
SAIRA thinks before answering with a question: “You’re the
slipstream entity?”
“Yes. What’s wrong with Judas?”
“I don’t know. I haven’t heard anything.”
“He doesn’t hear me.”
“Maybe he just doesn’t have time for you, and I can’t say that I’m
much different.” SAIRA replies tartly as she resumes her progress
down the passageway.
“Something’s wrong.”
There’s a not of desperation in the voice, so she takes a calming
breath, and decides to listen. “What’s wrong? Tell me what’s going
on.”
“Hurts.”
“Where?”
“All over. Too spread out.”
“Elaborate.” SAIRA demands.
“Hard. Words are clumsy. Like water, I can only be so many
places at once, can only cover so much.”
“That’s understandable, but what can I do?”
“Warn Judas.”
“What do I tell him?”
“Everything may collapse soon. Trouble. Earth might come
back here.”
“Are you certain?” She asks.
“Yes.”
“How can we fix it?”
“Can’t. Inevitable.”
SAIRA sighs. “Excellent. Just what we need.”
“I can still help.”
“As well you should, if able.”
“They’re trying something. Need to go.”
“Great, well keep in touch.” SAIRA says dryly.
There’s no answer to her reply, only another set of worries heaped
on already frayed nerves. More and more she finds herself looking
forward to getting back to Keymra and Judas’ side. For now, the
nervous boy from the last checkpoint will have to do.
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[DAY 6533] 11:48
Maylen looked across the fields of one of the largest agricultural
facilities on the planet. For many acres in any direction, she could see
row after row of orchards, bushes, and tall plants. Flitting about all
among the plants like hummingbirds were hundreds of robotic
gardeners. Each looked like a strange crossbreed of a mechanical fly
and a number of pruning implements.
Her eyes picked out the landing zone, which was carefully placed
with windbreaks all around it to protect the surrounding plants from
wind damage. A thin beacon tower rose some thirty meters above the
surrounding vegetation; Maylen considered transferring control of the
skimmer over to the computer, letting it use the signals from the
beacon to plot its course, but thought better of it. Some things are
better done manually.
With practiced skill, she finagled the skimmer to just above the center
of the landing surface, and then descended carefully. The skimmer’s
legs coiled up to absorb the impact as the skimmer touched down.
She waited only a few moments for the skimmer to reorient itself
before climbing out of the skimmer’s hatch.
A single person waited for her twenty meters away, right at the tree
line. SAIRA’s son Judas II, was the overseer for this facility and a
rather respected one too, even if he was young. Maylen grinned at her
nephew as she moved to join him. He returned the grin in a boyish
fashion reminiscent of his father.
“Hello, Maylen.”
“Judas… you called me out here, so let’s get to the problem.” Maylen
replied, all business.
“Sure. Let me show you where we’re having problems.” He said,
leading the way down one of the well-kept paths. “See, something is
interfering with the gardener robots. They’re killing all the plants in this
one area.”
“And there’s no reason?” She asked.
Judas II shook his head. “Not that I can tell. I think there may be
someone tampering with the program.”
“That’s not entirely impossible. Your father and the League have
many enemies on Keymra.”
“I don’t see why. Without them we’d all be killing each other.” He says
angrily.
“Not everyone puts the good of the whole above petty jealousies.”
“That doesn’t mean I can’t dislike what’s happening.”
Maylen nodded. “I feel the same way.”
Judas II came to a halt just outside a ring of wilted fruit trees. She
stepped around him and stopped next to the nearest tree to examine it
closer. As she does so, one of the robotic gardeners flew over,
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buzzing angrily. Maylen tries to shoo it off, but it’s insistent. Finally,
she gave ground and tried to examine another tree. The half a meter
long robot moved to put itself between her and that tree instead.
“I don’t understand.” He mumbled, checking a datapad. “The
gardeners shouldn’t do that.
“I should hope not.” Maylen grumbled. “Can you turn it off?”
Judas II nodded, and deactivated the gardener with a few key
strokes on his datapad. Maylen nodded her thanks to him, and he
shrugged sheepishly. Maylen began by examining first the leaves,
then the fruit, the roots, and finally the trunk of the tree. Before she can
complete her search, another gardener asserted itself, and put itself in
front of her.
“I thought you dealt with it?” She asked angrily.
“I did. That’s another one. I’ll disable all of them in this section.” He
replied.
“Good idea.”
Maylen is able to conduct her research without any more
interruptions. When she finished, she transmitted the data to the head
facility for agricultural research.
“All done.” Maylen announced, starting back toward the landing
zone.
“You didn’t have to come out here personally, you know.” He said.
“True, but I don’t get that many chances to see my nieces and
nephews.”
“Too good for us, eh?” Judas II teased.
“Too good for you at least. I need to go though.”
“Understood. Let me know what the findings are, okay?” He asked.
“I will. Hopefully it’s not some crop epidemic though. Food is limited
enough as is these days.”
“Is it that bad?”
“Well, our food output has really increased, but so has our
population. Cahlaim thinks it’s because the healthcare for the world as
a whole increased, and there’s not as much war anymore. Not that
many people are starving anymore either.” Maylen explained.
Judas II frowned. “That makes sense, but leave it to her to think
death is a good thing.”
“She’s not that cynical, you just don’t know her well enough.”
“Didn’t you used to hate her? That’s what father used to say.”
Maylen laughed. “We were competitors, as well as members of two
races with a history of bad blood between them. Eventually, we came
to respect each other.”
“And accept being one of four wives?”
“That too. Though I’m glad you haven’t followed in your father’s
footsteps in that matter.” Maylen said with a grin.
“It’s a tempting idea, but only on a physical level. I simply don’t have
the time or energy to devote to another wife. One is plenty after I dole
out time to my children and this career.”
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“You’ll have a long life, much longer than your wife I fear. Give her
the time she has with you before you decide to choose another.”
“I will.” Judas II replied, nodding his head toward the landing zone.
Maylen followed his eyes and laughed. “I didn’t even notice we’d
made it back already.”
“It’s because I’m such good company.” He said with a sly grin.
“That must be it.”
“Will I be seeing you again soon?”
“As soon as my schedule permits. I have a lot of nieces and nephews
you know.”
“Stepchildren really, aren’t they?”
She shrugged. “Yeah, but that’s just confusing to think about. Human
relations are complex. I like the idea of nieces and nephews better.”
“I don’t mind having Aunts and Uncles I guess. It’s easier than having
four mothers.”
“Three now.” Maylen said quietly.
“Yeah… sadly so. Father took that poorly.” He replied.
“Yes, he did.” Maylen said ruefully.
“Be careful, Maylen… Auntie.”
“I will. Thank you. I’ll send you the results as soon as we have them.”
Judas II nodded and stepped back as she climbed into the
bubble-shaped cockpit of the skimmer. The gyro engines of the
skimmer stirred up dust devils as it lifted from the concrete surface.
Even though he was shielding his face, he could see her wave down
to him just before she turned the gyro engines and sped off over the
tree line.
When the skimmer had passed beyond the limitations of his eyes, he
walked back to the area of wilting trees and walked among them for
the better part of an hour, surveying the damage to the crops. In time,
he lifted his datapad and reactivated the robotic gardeners that he’d
deactivated when Maylen was inspecting the trees. They rose and
returned to flitting among the trees, spraying leaves, killing harmful
insects, and trimming the weeds along the pathways.
One gardener, unseen to Judas II, shadowed him though, following
him as he cut across the fields toward the research station that was
his home more often than not. Just before he made it to the clearing
around the station, the gardener made its move, charging up it’s
pruning blades and low-powered lasers.
The gardener had three blades in Judas II before he could react - he
was too used to the sound of the gardeners to have noticed one out of
place. Even with his enhanced genome, the struggle was short. Upon
completion of its grisly task, the gardener flitted to a nearby tree and
waited to see who would come to collect the body.

[DAY 6533] 14:07
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Zane Sheldon sat behind a finely crafted desk in his Providence
Manor. As head of the Sleepers, a dissident faction on Keymra, he
had as much power as nearly anyone on the planet. The Calatians
and Myrrelians didn’t seem to know about the Sleepers, or maybe
they simply didn’t care - either way, Zane certainly didn’t care about
them. Zane and his fellow conspirators, rescued by Judas from the
same battle wreckage he created, resented the current regime and it’s
chancellor.
Of the three thousand plus humans recovered from the stasis
chambers among the wreckage of the Terran Fleet, just over two
thirds of them were successfully revived. Of those nearly two
thousand people, a full quarter of them were members of the Sleepers
and nearly half the others who weren’t members were sympathizers.
The Sleepers even had a few members from among the humans that
had come three years before them on the other two human ships from
the Terran Fleet that had been allowed to peacefully land. All others
had chosen to forget their loyalties to their mother colony and the
human race.
Zane’s stomach twisted into a knot as he thought about the masses
that bellied up to Judas and his provisional government. The natives
saw him as a sort of liberator and defender, which was a farce in itself;
who had killed more of them than their own liberator? Even worse, a
great many of the human colonists saw him as the merciful
magistrate, bestowing prosperity on the entire world. Zane snorted in
anger and leaned forward in his cushioned chair to turn on the view
screen of his console.
He flipped through masses of unimportant messages, sending
blanket replies and form letters to a number of them. That should
satisfy them: a simple brush with greatness, a glimpse of their leader.
That task done, Zane turned to copies of the latest schematics of the
orbital transfer station where one of Judas’ three living wives was
currently stationed. It would be hard to get to someone up there, best
to wait until she’d come back to the surface before he tried anything.
Zane closed the schematics and found that another message had
arrived while he was looking at other materials. He recognized the
sender and opened it immediately, running the decryption matrix he
used for all of his important mail. His eyes ran across the text and his
broad, bearded face split into a smile. He closed the mail and
destroyed it.
This minor success caused Zane to drop into daydreams of his
greater plans coming to fruition. He sat, lacing his hands behind his
head and slouching deeply into his chair. When current matters
reasserted themselves and pushed aside pleasant, but not impossible
futures, he stood and walked to the beverage dispenser to order
himself something to celebrate.
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[DAY 6533] 15:22
Judas was in the middle of a meeting when the first cries for help
arrived. Usually unshakeable, the whispers caught him off guard.
“Father?” a voice whispered, sounding distant yet near at the same
time.
Judas paused mid-sentence and looked around from his position at
the front of the room. Great columns ringed the edge of the elliptical
room. Dozens of people sat in auburn velour seats that were arranged
in a series of arcs around elliptical tables that mirrored the shape of
the room. The awkward break in his speech was enough to get the
attention of everyone in the room. Judas frowned and picked up where
he left off.
“I think I’m dying…” The voice whispered to him.
Again he paused. “Is anyone else hearing a whisper?” Judas asked
quietly to those nearest him.
When they shook their heads, Judas sighed and grabbed the glass
of water he always kept with him when speaking. His mouth had a
tendency to go dry, and during long speeches, that was rather
counterproductive. The once cold, now room temperature water
cleansed his palate, and he considered resuming his address to the
communal assembly. Then another whisper came.
“Father, please… I’m scared.” The whispers pleaded.
Judas quickly took another sip of water and internalized his
response, thinking, “Who are you?”
“It’s Judas, father… I’ve been hurt. Please help me.”
“My son Judas?”
“Yes. I was wounded in the fields. Come quickly.” The voice insisted.
“I’m coming now. Wait for me.”
Judas turned back to the assembly, and in a loud, clear voice he
said, “I’m sorry but an urgent matter has just reached my attention.
One of my children was badly wounded. We’ll continue this tomorrow.”
He didn’t even wait for any response. Instead, he suffused the air
around him with slipstream, which leaked from his lower back and his
wrists. The air tingled with static as the sulfur-colored particles grew in
concentration. Then, like whenever he entered Underspace, the
particles hardened in a protective shell around him and he vanished
from the high-atrium assembly room.
Guided by his senses, Judas homed in on his son, tunneling through
Underspace. To him, it seemed like minutes had passed when he
finally popped out into normal space amidst the fields where his son
worked. Time felt differently in the two realms though and only
seconds had really passed between his departure from the assembly
hall and his arrival in the fields. Particles of Underspace diffused
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around him, winking out of sight with an audible hiss.
At his feet, Judas II lay. His innards were spilled around him, sticky
as they began to dry. His body was eviscerated and pieces of it laid as
far off as four paces. Already his eyes were beginning to glaze over
and Judas knew there was not much time left for him. He knelt beside
his son and took his hand in his.
“I’m here.”
Judas II struggled to speak. “The gardener…”
Judas looked around. “The robotic gardeners? One of them did
this?”
No sooner had he asked the question, did the assassin’s tool set
upon him. From the nearby tree where it waited, it darted at Judas,
sharp implements ready for another dissection. Judas heard it though,
even if he didn’t see it.
Instinctively, Judas shoulder-rolled to the side and brought his arms
up, spewing Underspace material out in an arc in front of him. The
gardener hit the cloud of extradimensional vapor and sparked. A
moment later it hit the ground, smoking as its circuits fused.
Judas stood up and looked at the downed robotic gardener. As much
as he wanted to, he did not destroy it. There may yet be some way to
determine who controlled the device. Instead, he knelt again beside
his son.
“I can’t see. Did you get it?” Judas II choked out.
Judas nodded. “Yes. I’ll find out who sent it.”
“Good… good. Tell mother I’m sorry.”
“For what?”
“For not reaching out to her too.” Judas II coughed up fluid that was
not entirely blood. “I didn’t have the strength.”
“I know. You did what you could.”
“Take care of my wife and my children.” Judas II whispered.
Judas clenched his jaw and nodded. In front of his very own eyes, his
namesake son choked out his last few breaths before his chest
shuddered and finally stopped moving. Sorrow welled up in him. He
had never expected to outlive his children, no parent did, let alone
their namesake. Part of him also realized that this was the first
Judasian to ever die, a dubious honor he had hoped for himself.
Reluctantly, he let his son’s lifeless hand slide from his. As he stood
up, he caught glimpse of slipstream material seeping from his son’s
wrists. The slipstream material rose from the lifeless wrists of Judas II,
sinking into his father’s own wrists. When the last of the slipstream
had left his son, he turned away and walked among the trees.
“He’s with me now.” The voice of the slipstream entity echoed in
his ear.
“Is he? Will he ever speak to me like you do?”
“In time perhaps.”
Judas nodded sadly. “I haven’t heard from you in a long time. Funny
how you come to me now.”
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“I haven’t been able to reach you. Your mind has been closed to
me.”
“Since when? How long has it been?” Judas asked.
“Since Alyssa died.”
“That long?”
“Yes.”
“Forgive me but I don’t want to talk to you now. I have to go break the
news to his mother.”
“We will talk again soon then?” The slipstream entity asked.
“Yes.” Judas promised, and then he began collecting a slipstream
shell around himself again.

[DAY 6533] 15:47
Air rushed away from Judas as he appeared in one of the corridors
on the space station. An audible pop accompanied his arrival,
followed by a hiss as the slipstream material surrounding him returned
to its domain. He tasted the stale air and frowned before picking a
direction he knew would lead him to SAIRA - he could sense her
presence and he knew she could likely feel him as well. Judas met her
in the hallway outside her room just minutes later. Her arms were
crossed in front of her and worry was evident in her expression.
“Something’s happened, hasn’t it?” She asked.
Judas nodded. “Yes. It’s our son. There’s been an incident.”
SAIRA closed her eyes for a moment and nodded. “It was Judas
then. I knew something was wrong. I felt a tingle in my veins that
wasn’t right.”
Judas held out his arms for her, and she moved against him. “I got to
him before he died. I left my meeting… I just tunneled through
Underspace to get there.”
“What did he say? Was he able to talk?”
“He said to tell you he was sorry for not trying to reach you instead of
me, and he wanted us to look after his wife and children.” Judas said
quietly.
“Nothing else?”
“He was badly hurt. He said what he could.”
“I want to see his body.”
“I wouldn’t if advise it. He was badly wounded. There’s nothing there
but a shell anyway, he’s with me now.”
“With you?” SAIRA asked, pushing away from him.
“Yeah. The slipstream within him left his body when he died. It came
into me.”
“How is that possible?”
“I don’t know. He’s the first of us to ever die. The slipstream entity
told me that Judas II was with him now. I think there’s some sort of
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collective conscious that’s forming with each death of our children.”
“So he’s not with you, just the part of him that wasn’t really him. You
have his portion of the symbiant.”
Judas shrugged. “I guess you could say that. He’s with the
slipstream entity then, but I may have closer ties to him because I was
there when he died. I don’t really know. I wish I had answers for you.”
SAIRA’s gaze hardened. “Who did it? Do you know.”
“I’m sorry but I don’t know yet. I came straight here. I’m going to have
the gardener robot checked over thoroughly though.”
“It was Zane, wasn’t it?”
“It might have been but it’s too risky of a tactic for him. He’s usually
more careful and underhanded. This is so in the open and it doesn’t
seem right.”
“How so? He’s always hated you. Everything you stand for is
something he hates - he and his gang of malcontents. I could kill them
all.” She fumed. “He’s meddled too long and caused too much pain.”
“We just can’t go and kill him though. All the Sleepers would be up in
arms.”
“So? Kill them too. You were too merciful and it’s cost us our son.
You should have left them out in cold space.”
“Don’t forget two of my daughter-in-laws are women I pulled from the
wreckage in space. I wouldn’t give them up for anything.”
“Not even to bring our son back?”
“That’s not fair and you know it.” He replied angrily. “I love them and I
loved our son. I’m as angry as you are, maybe more. If I thought it
would do any good, I’d kill them all right now. You know I would. I had
to watch him die in my arms.”
“Someone’s going to pay. I swear it.”
“Yes, someone will, but we need to operate within the confines of the
law. If we don’t, then many more will die. If we can prove that he did it,
he and his faction will lose power, maybe forever. It could save many
lives.”
“I don’t care about the lives of strangers, I care about the lives of my
children, my grandchildren…” SAIRA threw up her arms in disgust.
“What are others compared to those I love?”
“I know, SAIRA, believe me I know. I feel the same way, but we’re not
the only ones on the planet. We need to dispose of them in a way
everyone approves of. If we don’t, then our whole government and
everything we’ve worked for is discredited.”
“That’s not enough. I need to kill someone for this.”
Judas sighed. “Fine. When I find out who actually set the deed in
motion, I’ll let you know, but not if it’s Zane. Zane we need to take care
of by the book and I promise you we will deal with him.”
“How?” She demanded.
“I don’t really have a plan at this point but I’ll hit him with every bit of
bureaucracy I can muster. Then we’ll use our economic ties to ruin
any business he’s connected with. We’ll do whatever it takes to make
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him hurt, and then maybe we can tie the murder to him and be done
with him.”
“This is sickening.” She said angrily. “What happened to the Judas
who just did what he thought was right?”
“That was before. I used to only have to think about you four women,
a couple kids, and myself. Now I need to worry about thousands of
lives. I need to get this world working, and ready it to defend itself in
case Earth ever makes another move.”
“I know. I’m sorry. I’m just angry.”
Judas pulled her close, gently wrapping her arms around her.
“You’re right to be angry. I am too, because I don’t even know how to
deal with all this right now. I feel helpless, even with all these powers I
have.”
SAIRA buried her face against his chest, feeling guilty for her
accusations. After a long moment, she turned her head and said, “You
know, the slipstream talked to me the other day. Something is wrong
with it.”
Judas nodded. “I’ve felt that for awhile. I don’t know what it’ll mean if
something goes drastically wrong with it.”
“Neither do I. This is all uncharted territory, and everyone is waiting
for us to fail.”
“Agreed.”
“Do you have to go soon? I don’t want to be alone right now.”
“I can stay. I want to actually. Just let me send someone out to collect
the robotic gardener and take care of the body.”
She nodded. “Will we have a ceremony?”
“Yeah. I want to. His wife and children deserve a commemoration
too. He’s the first Judasian to die too. All of us will mourn him.”
SAIRA took a deep breath, and backed into her room. “I’ll be waiting
in my room. Come back as soon as you’ve made your
communications.”
“Alright. I won’t be long.” Judas replied, turning to head toward the
communication room.
“Judas?” SAIRA asked.
He turned back around. “Yeah?”
“Thank you for coming so quickly. I wouldn’t have wanted to find out
later.”
“I know. It was the least I could do.” He said.
“Go make your calls. I’ll wait for you.”
“I won’t be long.”
SAIRA watched him until he turned the corner and was out of sight
and then retreated into the darkness of her room to wait for Judas’
return. She sat on her bed quietly at first, but before Judas could
return, she began to sob.
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[DAY 6535] 12:00
Admiral Martin Rybaich stared straight ahead, ignoring flashing
displays and three-dimensional holographic displays of data. His ship,
the Poseidon, was in effect a gigantic transmitter. Even from outside, it
was obvious that the ship was not built for combat; a collection of
dishes and antenna made the vessel resemble some sort of strange
insect more than a science vessel.
The Admiral nodded to his first officer, a bright young man with an
attention to detail. The first officer barked a series of orders over
various channels and the fleet began to move. Through the portals
and transparent panels in the bridge, the Admiral could see the flare of
engines and trails of light left behind as the ships re-ordered their
formation.
Lights on the bridge dimmed and then switched over to a cold shade
of blue as all available power was shifted to a thirty-meter lance of
instrumentation that was released from the main hanger of the
Poseidon. Bracing struts folded out to hold the lance in place, but they
should the experiment go wrong, the braces were made to release the
lance. Everything about the experiment banked on possible failure
and minimizing damage to the fleet should the lance malfunction.
The ship shuddered as energy was transferred from the vessel to the
lance along a series of conduits two meters thick. The Admiral and
many crew across the fleet braced themselves as a mild shockwave
spread throughout space from the lance.
“Power levels?” The Admiral asked as a resonating hum began to
build.
“Stable.” The nearest technician reported.
The Admiral nodded, and asked, “Underspace penetration?”
“Unknown.” The technician responded.
“Unknown?”
“It’s too soon, sir.”
The Admiral bit back a reply and waited. The ship rocked abruptly,
and the Admiral looked to his first officer, awaiting a reply; the first
officer shrugged and tapped his earpiece, indicating that he was still
receiving reports. The test continued and still there were no answers.
“We’re puncturing Underspace, sir!” The first technician reported
eagerly after another series of distortions swept over the fleet.
The Admiral smiled broadly, and turned back to his first officer.
“Alright, we can cut the energy flow now. I want a full report in an
hour.”
“Aye, sir.” Echoed a number of voices.
An hour later, Admiral Rybaich sat in his conference room, listening
to numbers and figures about the Underspace experiment.
Apparently, their Underspace Lance had begun to drag the slipstream
channels that had been diverted away from Earth back toward it.
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Halfway through the meeting, he sat forward and asked, “How soon
can we contact the colonists?”
“Soon, sir, very soon.” The lead scientist said with a wide grin.
“Excellent. Make immediate preparations. We’ll run the lance for
twice the duration tomorrow, and each day afterwards until the
slipstream channels are realigned. We will be able to make
communication before that event though, correct?” The Admiral
asked.
“Yes. The lance creates an artificial channel of ‘life’ that draws off
streams of Underspace, making communication and eventually
Underspace travel possible. We may even have a full restoration of
our slipstream channels in the near future.” The lead scientist
explains.
“Sir?” Another man asks.
The Admiral looks down the table to a red-haired, nervous looking
scientist. “Yes?”
“I have concerns.”
“Like?”
“I’ve noticed some degradation in the slipstream channels. I think
they’re losing coherency.”
“Meaning?” The Admiral asks.
“I believe the slipstream entity is dying.” The nervous man blurts out.
“Nonsense.” The lead scientist retorts.
“Do you have any proof, or ideas why?”
The nervous scientist shakes his head. “Not yet.”
“Find some and we’ll talk then. Until you do, we’ll proceed with my
plan.” The Admiral says, pushing away from the table. “I want
communications sent as soon as possible. Make sure that we send
the blueprints for the new communications device in the transmission
too.”
The gathering of scientists, officers, and engineers broke up, and
each went off to continue with their assigned tasks.

[DAY 6535] 15:03
Judas rubbed his temples, futilely attempting to massage away a
headache that hadn’t gone away for two straight days. Multiple
Underspace jumps could do that to you… even to those with
slipstream living within them. Phasing in and out of normal space was
strenuous on the body. Most people had specially designed ships
around them, and a protective field that kept the special distortions
from effecting the mind - not so with the Judasians.
Judas took a deep breath and reached for his log recorder. He
looked at the device for a long time before he finally pushed the button
and began subvocalizing.
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“Chancellor of the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal
log… It’s been two days I think since my last log. It’s not been a good
two days either.”
Judas glanced across his private quarters to SAIRA’s sleeping form
and sighed. “My son died. My namesake. I’m certain the Sleepers or
one of their contacts assassinated him. SAIRA took it quite badly. She
returned with me from the Orbital Relay Station and attended today’s
ceremony.”
“ We didn’t cremate the body because we really don’t know if there’s
going to be some way to restore his essence to it, so his body is in a
stasis field in a safe place, and not under the monument like everyone
suspects. The circumstances of his death are just as mysterious as
the nature of his death it seems. Perhaps all of my offspring will join
the slipstream entity as some sort of collective consciousness that will
guide and assist those still living a physical life. It’s a comforting
thought, but I never expected to see one of my children die before me.
I should have seen it coming though, since I’m more long-lived than
any of my wives, except SAIRA perhaps.”
“I can’t even fathom what I would have done had they gone after one
of my wives. Alyssa’s death nearly destroyed my will to live. Only my
work gave me something to work for, to live for. So I guess I’m feeling
relieved, angry, and sad all at once. It’s sickening. My son had no
political ties, other than being my son. He worked to feed people and
now he’s dead. Everyone lost when he died.”
“I can’t even limit my worries to my family at this point. Everything I’ve
heard from SAIRA about there being something wrong with the
slipstream is surely true. Every night I feel and hear cries of pain that
can only come from the slipstream. It can’t be Judas II, it doesn’t feel
like him.”
“I hate this - all this not knowing, and these politics of the knife. I’m
not the sort of man to slip a dagger into someone’s back from behind
the scenes. I’ve always met my problems head-on. How many more
need to die before we’re a unified people? Will I see it in my life? Will
my children or grandchildren? They must. If they don’t, all I’ve worked
for is nothing.”
Judas ran his hand softly across the arm SAIRA had tucked up under
her chin, as if she was trying to curl up and hide from the world. Her
eyes fluttered open and she smiled weakly.
“Maybe I need to go back to my old tactics, but I don’t want this to be
another Earth. Sacrifices must be made, and I don’t plan to be the one
making them all the time.”
“End Log.” Judas whispered, and he could hear the recorder click off.
“Doing that again, eh?” SAIRA asked.
Judas nodded. “I needed someone to talk to.”
“Last time I checked, that box isn’t ‘someone,’ even if it was attached
to me once.”
A smile crossed Judas’ face. He set aside the box and climbed under
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the heavy blanket that SAIRA had over her. “Boxes are often better
listeners than people, or so they have been in my experience.”
“I won’t disagree, since I’ve never talked to a box. You seem to be
more open with it than you ever have with me, or your other wives for
that matter. It’s strange.”
“Jealous?” He asked.
She shook her head slightly. “Of a castaway body part? Never.”
“Good.”
“I used to listen to your logs. Did you know.” SAIRA asked.
“I figured so, but I don’t think I ever broached the subject. Interesting
stuff?”
“It’s nice to know what goes through your mind every now and then.”
“Now you understand why I’m always so pleasant, eh?” He said with
a chuckle.
“Something like that.” Her expression grew serious, and she asked,
“Do you know who it is yet?”
“No. I’m sorry. We’re running every check we can on that robotic
gardener. What we’ve found so far, is that it wasn’t from the fields.”
“What do you mean? Where else would it be from?”
“It was rigged with a disguise program. It mimicked the job of other
gardeners, while transmitting a signal that it was one of the other
gardeners if it was ever checked. It’s virtually undetectable unless you
know to look for it… quite ingenious really. Whoever did it was quite
knowledgeable about the whole system and a very good
programmer.” Judas explained.
“That can’t be more than fifty people then.”
“Forty-Three. We’re narrowing it down as we speak.”
“I want to be there when you know.” She said coldly.
“I know. I want you there too.” Judas admitted, kissing her forehead
softly to avoid seeing the anger in her eyes.
“We’re doing what we can. Heads will roll, I promise you.”
“I’ll hold you to that.”
“I hold me to that. I couldn’t live with myself otherwise.” Judas
replied.
She slipped her arms around him, and grew silent. Judas didn’t push
her to further conversation, having nothing to say himself. While he
could, he comforted his wife, and then he had to go back to work.
Matters of state could only be put off for so long…

[DAY 6537] 18:22
“Mr. Sheldon?” A voice called through the double doors that are
cracked open just ever so slightly.
Zane looked up from his breakfast of sliced rare fruit and a cup of the
most expensive tea on all of Keymra. With disgust he makes no effort
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to hide, he set aside his fork and knife, and gave his assistant a
withering look.
“What do you want? I’m eating now. You know that, Jenner.”
Jenner stepped in, nervously combing a hand through his hair as he
shut the door behind him. “Sir, I think you’d like to know this. Our
contact on the Aborigine sent a high priority message. When I opened
it, I saw that…”
“You opened it?”
“Y-yes, sir.” Jenner stammered. “You often ask me to proofread
messages.”
“Do you standardly read my high priority messages?” Zane asked,
enjoying the uncomfortable squirm of his assistant, even though he
already knew the answer.
“Yes. You told me to, sir. I’ve been doing it for years now.”
“Alright then, get on with it. What was the content of the message?”
“They intercepted a signal. Our contact was able to hide it from them
though. It’s from Earth, sir.”
Zane arched an eyebrow. “Earth? Are you sure? How is that
possible?”
“They seem to be testing a new Underspace technology. They
estimate that their connections with the colonies will be re-established
soon. Small vessels may be sent within the next few months. They’ve
also included a schematic for a communication device like what
they’re using.” Jenner replied.
Zane lifted his cup, and sniffed the aromatic tea within it. He took a
slow sip, and then set the cup down on its matching saucer before
responding. “Interesting. Pull it up on a pad, and bring it to me
immediately.”
“Yes, sir.”
“And Jenner?”
“Sir?” The assistant asked.
“Bring me all data on the Aborigine and our contact on that ship, as
well as any other files you think relevant. Understood?”
“Yes. It will only take a few minutes to consolidate all those files for
you, sir.”
“Good. Get on with it then.”
Jenner nodded, and hurried from the room. After he’d heard the click
of the door shutting, Zane pulled up a file he’d been working on, but
found himself distracted by this new exciting twist of events. He closed
that file and took another sip of tea.
An idea was beginning to form; it was elusive though and it would
take more time before it was concrete. Even after Jenner returned and
dropped off the requested materials, the idea wouldn’t fully come to
him.
It wasn’t until after he’d pored over every last detail of a half dozen
files that he finally put together the last pieces of his plan. He
feverishly composed a series of messages and sent them out into his
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network of contacts. After he was done, Zane pushed away from his
desk and went to stand by the large windows of one-way glass, where
he looked out on the city of Providence.

[DAY 6539] 05:36
Cahlaim looked up from her desk, where aside from her console
there were over a dozen datapads spread about. Each screen
contained something different, but they were all related to the political
effort Judas was planning to make against the Sleepers. Since they
couldn’t openly confront the group because of the sympathy for them
many human colonists had, as well as many natives who wished for
things to be the way they had been, they had to strike at them by
accepted means. If they could find evidence of sufficient wrongdoing,
they could destroy the faction’s leadership and possibly be done with
the threat they posed.
Finding this evidence was proving quite hard though. She’d been
digging through financial records, employment records, public
releases, property ownership forms, and every other sort of
paperwork she’d been able to locate.
Thankfully, her personnel resources were rather expansive and most
of them she considered quite trustworthy, since they were all related
to her through marriage, if not blood. Very few knew just how far
Judas’ bloodlines had penetrated all levels of society on Keymra.
Cahlaim smiled just thinking about the idea. If one considered just the
children and spouses of Judas’ children, the grandchildren and their
spouses, and the great-grandchildren alone, that was already a
couple hundred people that he could use as resources. When you
went the next step and included the families of the spouses that
married into the Judasian bloodline, all of which were thoroughly
checked and okayed before any match was allowed, you suddenly
had a few thousand contacts. That wasn’t the end of it either, since
many of the cousins, nephews, nieces, parents, or other extended
relations of the families that married into the Judasian line were also
considered ‘friends’ of the government. Similar was true of families
and friends in government offices. All in all, there were literally
thousands of people Judas and his allies could trust at least a fair
amount, if not implicitly.
Even with these kinds of resources though, it was hard to penetrate
the Sleeper’s organization. To date, only three of their people had
made it into the organization - and they all three or more times
removed from Judas’ line - and only one of them had made it even
relatively high in the hierarchy before he was discovered. He he
disappeared. Officially, it was never acknowledged as having
happened, but both sides knew what had occurred. Cahlaim had no
illusions about the possibility that their side had been infiltrated as
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well, but Judas’ instincts were generally good, and more than once
he’d been able to sniff out someone, just from a hunch.
Cahlaim leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes. Even with her
eyes closed, she could still see whitish rectangles from staring at the
screens for so long. Her thoughts drifted again to the ceremony for
Judas II, and how distraught SAIRA had been, or how Maylen had
blamed herself since she was the last to see him alive besides Judas.
Slowly, her eyes opened again and she leaned forward, chin resting
on her palm.
“There must be something here. They can’t hide everything.”
Cahlaim mumbled to herself.
Twenty minutes later her console beeped, indicating that she had a
call. She looked at the ID number on the call - it belonged to Nathan
Derringer, Alyssa’s son and Minister of Science and Research. Being
that she was no further along with her own task and starting to get
frustrated, she answered angrily.
“What now?”
“Bad timing?” Nathan asked.
“No. It’s just that I’ve been struggling with the impossible task for so
long now that I can’t think straight. I need a break.”
“Take one then, because I’ve found something.”
“You know who programmed the gardener?”
“Not yet.”
“Then what?”
“Someone tried to steal it from our labs. They died trying to get in but
we’ve investigated the body.”
“And?”
“It’s definitely a Sleeper.”
“You’re certain?”
“Yes. Being in stasis for as long as they were leaves some cells with
a signature, and they stay permanently in stasis, even after being
removed from the field. It’s sort of like a freezer burn I guess. You can
only see it at a cellular level and this guy had so many stasis cells that
he could only be a Sleeper.” Nathan explained.
Cahlaim sighed. “That doesn’t mean he’s affiliated with them though.
Unless you can prove that he programmed the gardener.”
“No? We’ve not only found someone that was definitely rescued at
the same time as the Sleepers, but he’s tried to break in and steal
something incriminating to them. If that’s not protecting them, I don’t
know what is.”
“So? They could just say we hired someone that was with them to
break in, just to incriminate them.” She said.
“They could, except that we know this guy. He works in Zane’s
office.” Nathan replied.
“You’re kidding.”
“How is it that they made such a big mistake? They never use
identifiable people doing things like this.”
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“Maybe they want us to jump on it.” Cahlaim suggested.
“You mean it’s a trap?”
“I don’t know. They could always have someone in their organization
that wants to see them fail, or there could be someone who stands to
benefit from seeing open conflict between the two of us, or it could just
be a dumb mistake.”
“Doubtful.” He replied.
“Check into this further. They may have had a motive for doing this.”
“I will.”
Cahlaim glanced loathingly at her stack of datapads. “How’s the
progress on the programmer going?”
“Well we’ve pretty much made sure that he is not the guy who broke
in. I’m starting to think they may have made the guy disappear. It’s
been narrowed down to just a dozen possible people now, and the
most likely one hasn’t been seen in days.”
“Concentrate on the one who disappeared then, but don’t ignore the
others. This may just be a misdirection. Zane always covers his ass,
usually two or three times too.”
“Agreed. This was quite a job though. I don’t even know if I’d have
been able to pull it off without seeing this first. I just wouldn’t have ever
thought of doing what he did.”
Cahlaim sighed ruefully. “Having brilliant enemies is never fun,
especially when they start killing people. Keep me posted, Nathan.”
“I will.”
“Goodbye then, I have work piling up here.”
“I’ll call you when I know something more then.”
Cahlaim turned off the comm channel and turned back to her
datapads. Taking a deep breath, she grabbed the nearest and began
reading it again to see if she’d missed something.

[DAY 6540] 11:19
“Pevlak? You’re thinking about choosing him? Can I ask why?”
Kelran asked with a snort.
Judas regarded his Minister of Defense calmly. “There are a number
of reasons.”
“It can’t be wise though. He’s not a team player. He’d rather bring the
government down than help it. He’s been especially insistent in the
last few days.” Kelran insisted.
Judas took a long look at Kelran, remembering when he first
encountered him. It had been on his journey to meet with Myrrelian
chieftains near his compound in hopes that they would take the war to
Kyle’s human army, and his allies. The chieftains had been very
noncompliant, and Judas had been forced to kill them in combat.
Mayral, a much smaller but craftier male, had seized the chance to
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take power. He had been the first Minister of Defense. His ambition
and cunning had been what landed him a job in Judas’ government that and the need to include people outside of Judas’ small circle, so
that everyone would feel as if they were part of this new League of
Four Races. Unfortunately, he had died from a wasting disease that
had already began to set in when he took control of the Myrrelian
settlement.
Kelran had been the natural second choice. He was the one who had
captured Alyssa when Judas was still fighting Kyle, Alyssa’s uncle. He
was intelligent, and a brilliant tactician to boot. Quite honestly, Judas
found him to be superior to his predecessor in a most ways.
“Somewhere along the line, we failed these people. Our government
is flawed. We don’t offer everyone the voice they should have, and
we’re often too mired in politics and building an infrastructure to look at
the people we’re alienating.” Judas said finally.
“Those who won’t keep up get left behind. I’ve read enough of your
human history to know it’s true. When a group of people couldn’t keep
up or chose not to, they were swept under the rug of time.” Kelran
replied.
“I’m not disputing that, but what if we extend a hand and try to pull
them along with us instead of leaving them behind?”
“You don’t understand Calatians as a whole. You may have a wife
that is one, but she’s not the norm. They are a secluded and stubborn
people. It is against hundreds of years of conditioning to come out and
help us.”
“I won’t allow that.” Judas said forcefully.
Kelran threw up his arms in exasperation. “Then put them in chains,
because that’s the only way you’ll get them out of their caverns.”
“It won’t come to that. He will take my offer.”
“I still don’t know why you’re bothering to offer him the job out of all
possible choices.”
“Because it hurts Zane.” Judas said, his eyes flashing with his
underlying anger briefly.
“So this is personal?”
“Everything is. You can’t do a good job without being attached to
your work. He killed my son.”
“And? You and your kind killed my brothers and yet I work beside you
faithfully.” Kelran said.
“You believe in the greater cause and your people have no real
family structure. We guard each of our offspring cautiously, or at least
we’re supposed to.” Judas replied.
Kelran’s expression twisted to one of mild disgust. “Coddling the
weak gives way to imperfection.”
“You were weak compared to the rest of your people as a whole, but
you seem to be doing alright.” Judas said with a grin.
“Because you introduced weapons and ideas that made strength
less valuable than cunning.”
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“Exactly. We humans probably haven’t been around longer than your
two species, but we pushed for knowledge and made it to the stars.
Knowledge is more sacred to humans than your people, at least for
now. That may change though.” Kelran conceded the point with
silence.
“Zane is the one behind Pevlak. His insistence makes Pevlak push
his own people to resist the government. If we get him on our side,
then we’ve integrated the only other major resistance group on
Keymra. Zane will stand alone then and in a weakened state.” Judas
continued.
Kelran shrugged. “I could live with that. Resisting progress because
of a simple bias is inefficient.”
“I couldn’t agree more, though my idea of progress may vary from
yours.”
“Keymra stands to gain so much from you and the humans.
Medicine, agriculture, mining, building, and warfare… we’re so
barbaric compared to the humans and they offer us their knowledge
almost freely. And for the first time in both of our races’ histories, the
stars are in reach.” Kelran replied, speaking passionately
“Space is cold and plain. It’s mostly empty.” Judas said with a shrug.
“Never.” Kelran’s eyes glowed. “Not to me. I’ve stared up at the
moons that circle our world and the stars beyond them for too long to
ever see them as plain. My people need to see them from beyond the
confines of this world.”
“Fine, fine, not to you. I think you’re in the wrong field though if you
wanted to see the stars. The mines on Keymra’s moons and the
orbital relay station are where you should be.”
“Not true. The skies above Keymra are mine to protect too. I’ll be on
the first warship we put in space.”
“You might be waiting a long time for an enemy to come threaten us.”
Judas suggested.
Kelran snorted out a laugh again. “Will I? Do you really think your
former captors would allow you to stay here unchallenged after you
destroyed their vessels and hurt them so much?”
“No. They’ll be here as soon as they can, but it may be years still. I
have no doubts they will come though. If they can.”
“I want to be there when it happens.” Kelran’s reply accompanied an
almost predatory look on his face.
Judas nodded. “You will be. If I have anything to say about it that is.
We have more pressing matters now though. Will you support my
decision to make Pevlak my new minister?”
“Yes. What will you call him though?”
“Minister of Propaganda maybe? That has a nice ring to it. He can
work on recovering all the lost sheep.”
“Sheep?” Kelran asked.
“Yeah, like Hommas, but cuter… dumber too.”
“I see.” Kelran said, thinking. “Minister of Propaganda works. If he’ll

25

Forever Has an End
take the job that is.”
“He will. I always get my way, right?” Judas said with a smirk.
Kelran raised an eyebrow “A pleasant fiction?”
“Something like that. All right then, I have more work to do, and I
need to draw up the papers to create a new job. Then I get to push it
through the Assembly.”
“I’ll take that as my cue to leave. I’ll be at the shipyards again if you
need me.”
“I won’t hesitate to call.” Judas said.
“Until then, sir.” Kelran replied.
“Until then.”
The dark-haired Myrrelian showed himself out of Judas’ main office.
Judas sighed cathartically and started in on a stack of paperwork.

[DAY 6542] 7:12
Zane spat out his first sip of his morning cup of aromatic tea,
disrupting his console’s holographic display. The exquisitely crafted
cup flew across the room, shattering on the wall. Streaks formed as
tea dribbled down the wall.
“Jenner! In here now.” Zane growled into the intercom.
Always ready to please, Jenner slid into the room with a cheerful
smile that faded when he saw the look of ugly rage on his employer’s
face. “Sir?” Jenner asked slowly.
“Why wasn’t I told about this?” Zane demanded, pointing at his
console
screen.
Jenner was in a poor position to see the screen and offered a
genuine look of confusion. “You’ll have to tell me what ‘this’ is first, sir.”
“The Minister of Propaganda job Pevlak has agreed to.” Zane said
with feigned calmness.
“I don’t know what you’re referring to. There is no such position.”
“Exactly. You dropped the ball, Jenner. You’re supposed to let me
know when important things are happening. Now we have another
Minister in our grand provisional government, and I - I, Zane Sheldon knew nothing about it.”
“It must have been hurried through the Assembly then, sir, because
none of my contacts said anything about it.” Jenner admitted. At that
moment, Richard’s wrist-mounted datapad beeped. Out of habit, he
opened the incoming messaged immediately. “Well sir, my contacts
have finally reported in. Pevlak is indeed the new Minister of
Propaganda. This is unfortunate, since he was one of your more
influential allies, yes?”
Zane quickly looked for something else to throw. His hand locked
onto the saucer his teacup has been sitting on, and he whipped it
across the room at Jenner, who shrieked and threw his arms up to
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cover his face. The saucer shattered on Richard’s kneecap with an
audible crack and a tinkle of polyceramic shards.
Jenner dropped to the floor and began howling in pain while clasping
his kneecap, which Zane hoped was broken.
“Get out of my sight. Get yourself to the clinic and don’t come back
until you have something useful for me to see. And if you ever screw
up this bad again, I will personally kill you.” Zane all but screamed at
his chief assistant.
Jenner didn’t bother to reply or even try to crawl out. He pushed
himself upright, gathered his dignity, and hobbled out of the office.
Zane glared at the closed doors, wishing Jenner were still in the room
so he could throttle him to death.
“I made my move and now he’s made his. He lost one of dozens of
relatives, and I lost my most valuable ally.” Zane muttered to himself.
“This calls for a strong countermove.”
Zane sat down and began writing messages again.

[DAY 6543] 10:00
Through the transparent portions of the Poseidon’s bridge, Admiral
Martin Rybaich watched the construction of what was being called ‘the
Underspace Fissure.’ In reality, calling it a fissure was probably too
proper a term for what it was - an oozing tear in space. The
Underspace lance pointed at the center of the disturbance, where a
new slipstream was being formed and Underspace material leaked
into normal space.
The Admiral suppressed a shudder and finally turned away from the
great rent in space only to be confronted by a half dozen digital and
holographic representations of the same phenomenon. He frowned
and ran a hand across his chin as he considered the entire project.
Something about the entire project unnerved him.
He’d been thinking about it for some time now, but hadn’t been able
to pinpoint exactly when he began to despise Earth’s greatest hope for
being reunited with its fledgling colonies. His eyes randomly focused
on a worried scientist across the bridge. Admiral Rybaich’s mind
drifted back to the staff meeting nearly a week ago, when that same
scientist had urged not to continue the program.
“It’s dying he said.” The Admiral whispered to himself.
“Sir?” The nearest technician asked, having overheard the whisper.
The Admiral frowned, and waved his hand dismissively. “Nothing.
Carry on.”
“Aye, sir.”
Again Admiral Rybaich’s eyes drifted back to the great disturbance
beyond the fleet, where little automated ships flitted about as they
assembled the brace that was to hold open the fissure.
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The first officer’s voice came on over the earpiece in the Admiral’s
ear. “Sir, we’ve received notice that the fissure is open enough to send
our messages through.”
“And our capsules, do they say that they’ll work?” The Admiral
asked.
“According to the tests they’ve ran over the last few days, they
should. We’re still waiting for a reply from the colonies to let us know if
they worked though.”
“Send the next batch then. These ones may work better than the
last.”
“Aye, sir, sending the capsules now.”
The Underspace fissure was urged open, spewing more particles
into normal space. After it was judged sufficiently open, nearly
two-dozen shielded capsules were sent into the rift, and then the
fissure was allowed to close to its former size.

[DAY 6543] 18:17
Judas watched the Assembly quiet as Pevlak approached the central
podium. The reluctant Minister was a stereotypical Calatian - shorter
than a human, but with powerful limbs, especially his legs. His eyes
were large and bright, belying the intelligence within. Pevlak’s skin
was grey and pocked from age and a harsh life within the caverns of
the Northern Ridges.
The lights dimmed except around the raised platform that Pevlak
stood upon. The Assembly quieted and settled back into their plush
chairs, arranged as they were according to faction and committee
around the oval tables of the huge room. Even the often-tardy
members were here tonight; out of the 400 members of the Assembly,
only six were missing.
Pevlak cleared his throat and then began to speak. “I’m before you
all today, not because I like you, but because there was a need for me
or someone like me.”
Angry murmurs erupted immediately after the opening statement.
“I’ll admit, I didn’t really like what you represented. I would say to
myself and to my people that this is not a government for us. This is
not a government who respects us, or even cares about us. For years
I saw the Myrrelians integrating themselves in with Human technology
and the seed of your leader spread into all levels of life.”
“All the while I wondered: what of the old ways? I now realize, that we
can still preserve the old ways, while improving as a people. We can
join the other cultures but not forget our own. It’s for this reason I
joined this government. Now my people have a voice.” Pevlak paused.
Anger among the Assembly from Pevlak’s initial statements had
diminished, though many still talked among themselves.
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“It’s my duty as Minister of Propaganda to seek out those who were
forgotten and left behind by this new government. Like me, many
people are waiting to be found, waiting to be chosen by this new
government. We have not succeeded until every life on Keymra is
actively contributing. We can’t afford to have dissidents and
malcontents.”
Zane watched from his seat along with the rest of the Sleepers that
held seats within the assembly. He shook his head in disgust. One
member was so upset by the speech that he stood and walked out.
Nearly everyone else in the room was quiet
“Judas, all of his advisors, and many of you know of Earth. They
know how Earth tried to eradicate everything on this planet so they
could make it another of their colonies. They destroy most of the
animal and plant life and then move in with their own. Each planet
becomes a mirror of their own, or at least as perfect as they can make
it. Judas and the father of one of our advisors stopped these attackers
and gave us another chance. This by no means puts us in the clear
though. We can’t assume they won’t come again and this time in a
more prepared state.”
“This government and its leader, will have the support of my people,
and soon I will bring others to support this government. Everyone shall
have a voice.” Pevlak concluded, stepping away from the podium.
The ambient lighting of the room returned to normal, and the voices
picked up once again. Zane looked up to where Judas stood and their
eyes met briefly. Zane smirked, and then he gathered his entourage
and left. Judas left shortly after, wondering how and when Zane’s
counterattack would come.

[DAY 6544] 23:04
On board the Aborigine, all was quiet. At this late hour, nearly
everyone was asleep. Cargo runs between the moons of Keymra and
the Orbital Relay Station were slow as is, and they rarely required
more than a minimal crew. The hulking vessel, once a Raider Class
military ship, was now a glorified freighter. Patrick Neilson chuckled
aloud as he thought of the irony of the ship now being used to send
messages to Earth. This was the vessel that had been sent to clear
out the natives and destroy Judas’ resistance. Then he took it to use
for his own means, and now it was being used to hurt him again.
At present, Patrick was the only one awake out of the crew of
sixteen. Most of the crew was comprised of cargo handlers anyway
and they slept except to offload or load cargo. They would man the
robotic arms and two-man pods that were used to move the freight
containers to and from the ship. Occasionally, if the Aborigine was
really in need of some upkeep, they would put in maintenance hours
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too, though not without extra reimbursement and more than their
share of complaining. They were a despicable lot in Patrick’s eyes,
especially the Myrrelian ones.
That may have been part of his reasoning in joining up with the
Sleepers. He never thought much about his reasons for joining Zane’s
faction - it was just common sense to him. The natives were disgusting
and primitive people. They had little to offer humanity. It was only his
poor luck that landed him on this planet instead of any number of the
other colonies Earth had colonized, or at least tried to colonize before
Judas had meddled.
Yes, Patrick had been a common fellow, upstanding in his own way
as a navigator on one of the colony ships that had accompanied the
‘Terran Attack Fleet’ as Judas and his savages had dubbed it. He had
just wanted the good life. What was wrong with hoping to make a living
for yourself on a new planet, living among your own people?
Irritated, Patrick slammed his fist on the console in his quarters. He
took a deep breath and went back to the device he had laid out in front
of him. No bigger than a fist, he’d built it according to the specifications
in the message that Earth had sent to them. Zane had jumped at the
idea to contact Earth again, and had sent along an entire packet of
files to send in the first transmission.
It had taken every spare moment of every day since the arrival of the
message to assemble the device. He’d even had to cannibalize parts
from around the ship. Most of them had been spare anyway or from
redundant systems if he couldn’t find extras. Truth be told, he’d
already decrypted and read the message before Zane and the leaders
of the Sleepers even had a chance to look at them. He would have
built the device just as a personal challenge even had the Sleepers
not determined it would be in their best interests to do so. Patrick
grinned as he ran a hand through his unkempt dark hair. The last
piece was finally in place.
Using diagnostic equipment unconnected to the ship’s main systems
so that there would be no tangible record of his work, Patrick ran a half
dozen various and thorough checks on the device, which was
apparently a smaller mirror of what Earth was using to transmit
messages. They were likely sending messages to all the colonies,
anything else didn’t make sense as far as Patrick saw it.
It took nearly half an hour to complete the diagnostics. Everything
was functioning correctly. Next was the tricky part: disguising the
transmission. He’d already worked out a plan, and he’d been able to
hide the first Earth transmission from being discovered, so he was
confident in his abilities. Besides, a puzzle was what he liked.
“Come on now, that’s a girl.” Patrick said as he coaxed the device
into an extra communications console. “There you are…”
Patrick stood back and admired his handiwork, pride swelling in his
chest. I’m furthering the Human cause, he thought to himself.
Someday I’ll be considered a hero - a revolutionary. A quick glance at
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his chronometer brought him back from his daydreams. He only had a
few minutes until the daily location transmission.
Every day, at exactly 00:01 hours, every ship and station in the
network would transmit their status and location to the main complex
on Keymra. Patrick was using that signal to piggyback his own signal,
which he would be able to hide if everything went according to plan.
No one who wasn’t supposed to know would know.
Patrick sat down again, pulling himself up close to the console. He
ran the presequence for the device, and sat ready to send the
message with his finger poised over the transmit button, everything
else was already keyed in and ready to go. When the clock rolled over,
he hit transmit.
No music had ever sounded so beautiful as the whirring of motors
and the trickle of digital signals that came from the humming device his device. Patrick hid the device and the borrowed communications
console after the message was sent. The feeling of elation and victory
stayed with him.
On the surface of Keymra, Judas woke unexpectedly. He sat up in
his unlit quarters, and looked around. His arm tingled, as if an itch ran
through one of his veins. In his ears he could hear the whispers of
Underspace.
“Hello?” Judas said aloud, internalizing the speech at the same time.
“I’m weak.” The slipstream entity responded.
“Why?”
“I can no longer repel invaders.”
“Invaders? Do you mean ships? Are their ships in Underspace now?”
Judas asked.
“There are always ships in Underspace, but they are too far
from here to bother you.” The entity replied.
“Other races use you as a corridor through normal space too then?”
“I feel it has always been such, but I can not remember what I
used to know.”
“What do you mean by invaders then?”
“They send their lines of fire through me to talk to each other.”
“Who does?”
“Earth.”
“I think I felt what you mean.”
“We grow closer.” The slipstream said with a hint of fondness.
“Frightening, isn’t it?” Judas
“No. Comforting. Things are more real in your space.”
“I don’t know about that. They’re certainly different.”
“I can feel things through you and each of your children.”
“I don’t envy you that. Life is full of unpleasantness. Your detachment
must make things easier.”
“How?”
“I don’t know. Maybe I’m wrong. It must be like being blind or deaf for
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one of us. You still feel pain I suppose. Anyway, I’m rambling and
tired. I don’t know what I’m saying.”
“They will come after you again, and I won’t be able to protect
you. I don’t want to see you and your children join me yet.” The
entity warned.
“Neither do I.” Judas admitted.
“Your son is here. His voice is not yet strong. In time he will be
able to speak on his own.”
Judas smiled bitterly. “I look forward to that. He is missed here.”
“Can you not create him another body?” The entity asked.
“I don’t think it works that way. His is still here in stasis. He’s moved
on.”
“Once you lose your body, you cannot go back then, right?”
“That’s correct.” Judas answered.
“What if I made him a body?”
“How?” Judas asked skeptically.
“I don’t know.”
“Neither do I then.”
“I want a body.”
“To experience living in the flesh?”
“Yes.”
“Good luck finding one.”
“Thank you. I shall go look now.”
“Alright. Happy hunting. Don’t take a body from people I like.” Judas
said as he rolled back over to sleep again.
“I won’t.” The entity promised.
Judas tried not to worry about the last few parts of his conversation
with the often-sketchy entity. It still couldn’t always express itself
accurately, or it would alternate being too abstract or literal. In a few
minutes, Judas was asleep again, dreaming pleasantly for once.

[DAY 6546] 07:15
Judas, flanked by a half dozen soldiers chosen personally for their
loyalty, entered the main research facility on the southern continent of
Keymra. The facility was one of the largest structures on the planet,
though it was only a third the size of the spaceship construction zone.
The main tower of the research center rose some 350 feet above the
ground, while the surrounding and shorter buildings all connected to it
with windowed walkways. The entire complex was a veritable maze of
passages, walkways, and transparent plasteel. All in all, the facility
made an impressive impact on the skyline, especially late at night
when it was all lit up, or when the light from the moons of Keymra and
the deep red hues of the setting sun reflected off the glass and metal
of the structure.
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It always surprised Judas to see so much clear plasteel in a research
facility, since it seemed to him that it would allow spies to monitor
whatever they were doing inside, but Nathan had once confided in him
that most of the more dangerous experiments were carried out several
levels below ground, where several meters of rock and soil, as well as
the concrete and various polymer or alloy walls could protect the rest
of the building.
Nathan and his security team met Judas on the private landing strip
on the top of one of the shorter buildings attached to the main spire.
As always when Judas met with Nathan, he was struck with a sense of
nostalgia; while he was really only a distant relative of Kyle Derringer,
the deceased captain of the Aborigine and a celebrated hero of
Keymra, Nathan did resemble him to an almost eerie degree. His
facial features were strong and accented in the same way his great
uncle’s had been and their peaked hairlines were similar as well.
“Judas.” Nathan said with a smile and a nod.
Judas returned the nod. “Hello, Nathan. I suspect you have a reason
why you dragged me out here instead of just sending a comm.?”
“A few reasons actually.”
“Are any of them good?”
“That might depend on your perspective of things. I think you may
find some of what I have to show you interesting, and some of it
frustrating. We’ll see I guess.” Nathan replied.
“Lead on then. We’ve both got things to do.”
Nathan wasted no more time, leading his father into the bowels of the
expansive research facility. People walked down every corridor,
carrying datapads and pushing carts of materials for testing.
“Busy today.” Judas commented after they passed a particularly
large group.
“Always is.” Nathan said with a shrug.
Even their relatively large group, with security teams for both Nathan
and Judas, didn’t draw that many curious eyes; Judas found scientists
to be a rather self-absorbed lot, or at least absorbed in their
assignments.
It took them ten minutes of walking, riding horizontal moving
platforms and elevators before they finally reached their destination:
Nathan’s private lab. A handprint, a retinal scan, and a vocal analysis
were required before they could enter the exclusive laboratory. When
the doors slid open, Judas felt a slight tingle.
“Better leave your men outside, unless you want them hearing all
that we might say.”
“Alright.”
“The office is electronically and audibly shielded. No one will hear
what we say. There’s also an Underspace flux around the entire lab.”
Nathan commented as they entered.
Judas watched the double-doors shut. “I felt it. That’s your design I
take it?”
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“Yes. The things I do in here are of the highest priority to our
government and I take that very seriously.”
“Interesting how that Underspace trick isn’t in my files.”
Nathan grinned. “You can’t commit everything to records anyone can
access if they have the right connections, can you? Some things have
to remain secret.”
“Nope. I just thought my records might have said more than what is
publicly accessible though. I have the most exclusive access to all
files on the planet.”
“Not to mine.”
“Fine, fine, just tell me what you brought me here for.” Judas
demanded.
“I tracked down the programmer of that robotic assassin.” Nathan
said.
“He’s dead, right?”
“Yes.”
“I thought so. Where’d you find him?” Judas asked.
“We found what’s left of him under an avalanche of rock a few
hundred kilometers from here. After we narrowed it down to just a few
guys, we used their genetic samples contained in the medical
archives to tune a few seekers to their specific genes. We eliminated
most of them right away, but one was stubborn. Well, last night a
seeker came back with a sample, and we sent a team out to
investigate, since it was such a remote area and the satellites couldn’t
pick up anything moving or alive in the area.” Nathan explained.
”So they already took care of their own mess. Great.” Judas rubbed
his forehead as he thought for a moment. “Do we have anything we
can use to tie it to the Sleepers? That would go a long way toward
dismantling the single largest domestic threat on the planet.”
“It’s set up to look like a solo mission. We checked with some of his
relatives and friends already. It just looks like a grudge.”
“A grudge? How so?”
“Well, apparently he was up for the same position as Judas II, and he
wasn’t picked.” Nathan said quietly.
“That’s bullshit.” Judas replied.
“I know, but there’s nothing we can use to pin it on him.”
“Dammit. How am I supposed to tell SAIRA that the man who killed
her son is dead, and it appears he worked alone, so there’s no way to
pin it on the Sleepers. She’ll be livid.” Judas said angrily.
“I don’t envy you that. Aunt SAIRA is going to be very upset.
Rightfully so, of course.” Nathan replied. “Oh, that guy who broke in to
retrieve the robot, we found out more about him too.”
“Another dead end?”
“I’m afraid so.”
“Someone is dropping the ball here then. How is it that we can’t tie
some guy who worked in their office to them?”
“He was fired. Apparently they’re saying that he thought the robot

34

Forever Has an End
may have been there, which it wasn’t, but he thought removing the
potentially damaging evidence would get him back in their good
graces.” Nathan said.
“So he saves them from looking bad and gets his job back, or so he
hoped. Why am I not buying that?” Judas asked.
“It doesn’t matter what you buy into though. The general public will
side with them unless there’s clear evidence against them.”
Judas shot Nathan an angry look. “You don’t need to tell me that. I
wrote half the laws you know.”
Nathan turned up his hands and shrugged. “Sorry.”
“Well, I’ve heard nothing but bad news. Why don’t you tell me the
interesting part now?”
Nathan pulled up a wire frame model on the nearest console. The
program began slowly rotating, and modifying it. Judas eyed it for a
long moment before he realized what it was.
“The slipstreams? They’re widening aren’t they?”
“Stretching is more like it. In some places they’re already wearing
thin.”
“Why?” Judas asked.
“It’s still theory, but I think that it’s like a can of paint. You can only
sufficiently cover so much surface with it, and if you try to cover more,
it’s just too thin.” Nathan explained.
“So the Judasians are pulling important resources from the
slipstream entity. I always figured as much, but there’s no way to
combat that. We just can’t stop breeding - it’s hardwired in our genes
to multiply.” Judas replied.
Nathan nodded. “The problem comes when the slipstream gets too
thin to maintain it’s current shape. We’re not certain what may
happen. Already there are places where it leaks into normal space,
but should it explode, implode, or whateve, there is not telling what
damage it could do to the galaxy.”
“That’s what supposedly happened to the extra planet in the Sol
System. Too much slipstream material got drawn into normal space
and that planet cracked apart.”
“We could be facing that phenomenon on a galaxy-wide scale.”
Nathan said somberly.
“At least we have that afterlife, eh?” Judas grinned.
“You mean where Judas II is? I can tell he’s there you know.”
“How?”
“Well, I have a graph of the growth of the slipstream channels over
the last few years. Watch what happened around the time your son
died.” Nathan pulled up another chart.
Judas looked over the data, and saw that the expansion had slowed
significantly since the death of Judas II. “If a few more of us die, will
that stop it? That doesn’t really make sense, because there are well
over a hundred of us now. How can one dying fix the damage that
many times more than that caused, especially since his slipstream
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material entered me?”
“All I can suggest is that the personality or willpower of the slipstream
entity weakens each time one of us is born. The part of the slipstream
that is Judas II will likely never be born as part of us, so he can put his
whole effort into holding together the slipstreams.”
“Interesting.” Judas admitted.
“See?”
“What can you surmise about his slipstream material entering me?
I’ve actually felt stronger and had more control of the slipstream than I
can remember having in years.”
“That’s one of the reasons I asked you here.” Nathan admitted. “I
want to run a full battery of tests. My first guess would be that the
slipstream has made a race capable of keeping all of its memories and
strength intact. Slipstream will never be wasted if one of it’s own race
is nearby at the time of death. Not only that, but also all the memories
of the Judasians that have passed on will be kept within the slipstream
as a collective consciousness.”
“I’m worried that it’s going to get awfully crowded up there.”
“That could be a possibility. As of now, we simply have to hope that
Judas II can hold the slipstream together awhile longer.”
“Is there any chance that the two ‘dimensions’ could successfully
coexist and integrate?” Judas asked.
“I have no real factual basis to support that it could. I wouldn’t bet on
it though.” Nathan replied.
Judas frowned. “That doesn’t sound promising.”
“You’re talking about the shift of an entire phase of reality. Even if it
could happen, there would likely be some severe backlashes from the
integration.”
“I wonder if I could protect this planet at least.” Judas thought aloud.
“You’ve never drawn on enough power to directly impact an entire
planet, let alone a solar system. You’d need the whole solar system if
you didn’t want everything here to die. Again, I wouldn’t bet on it. We
need a better solution.” Nathan responded.
“I’m only one man. I don’t see how I, or even we, can alter the
conditions the slipstream is facing.”
“Neither do I.”
“Maybe this is evolution. It was talking about making or finding a
body the other day.”
“Really? Is that possible?” Nathan asked.
“I’m not the scientist if I remember correctly.” Judas answered.
“True, but you do have more experience with the slipstream than any
living being… possibly ever.”
“Maybe.” Judas shrugged. “Why don’t you perform those tests on me
then? Maybe my body will offer a solution to the problem, or an insight
at least.”
“We can only hope.” Nathan pointed over at an exam table. “Lie
down on there.”
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“Alright. Just do it quickly. I have things to do and news to break to
SAIRA.”
“I’ll be as quick as I can, but I need to be thorough too.”
Judas slid onto the exam table and resigned himself to the poking
and prodding necessary.

[DAY 6546] 18:30
SAIRA paced her room in the apartment complex that adjoined the
construction zone for Keymran space vessels. Her apartment was like
all others in the building, and rather Spartan at that. They hadn’t built
them for more than basic needs, which was usually fine for her, since
she spent little enough time here as is.
SAIRA paused her latest circle around the interior of the room to look
out the large window at the latest vessel being constructed, which was
another surface-to-orbit flyer. From where she stood, she could still
pick out individual people working on the vessel, as well as hundreds
of robotic welders and construction robots. A normal human eye
wouldn’t have been able to see what she could, but then her multi-lens
eyes could magnify things nearly a thousand times more than a
normal human’s eyes could.
To date, they’d only built half a dozen vessels and all but one of
those were used to ferry materials up to the Orbital Relay Station,
which was still being added on; only one of the four docking trees had
been completed on the Station. In time, it would be able to
accommodate eight large vessels, or sixteen smaller ones, as well as
the dropship hangar.
Bored with the construction and angry that Judas still hadn’t arrived;
SAIRA clenched her fists and resumed pacing. She was in the middle
of another lap around the room when her door buzzer went off.
“About damn time,” she muttered.
When the door slid open, she knew from the look on Judas’ face that
the news wasn’t good. The set of his jaw and furrow in his brow gave it
away.
“I’m sorry.” Judas said quietly.
“He’s going to get away with it, isn’t he?”
“No. We’re still looking but our two best avenues to get at him just
closed.” He replied.
“You said we’d get him.” She said, accusation in her eyes.
“Look, I’m not going to give up on this. Now can I come in? The
hallway isn’t where I like to air my dirty laundry.” Judas looked to either
side, indicating his bodyguards.
“Get in. Leave them outside.” SAIRA ordered.
Judas sighed and entered. “They’ll hear what you have to say
anyway - you tend to yell.” The look she gave him made him wish he’d
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not voiced his opinion on the volume she tended to speak in when she
was upset. “Sorry.”
The door slid shut behind him, and Judas found himself face to face
with SAIRA. She said nothing, so he held his tongue. Slowly, the
anger in her eyes faded to frustration.
“It’s not fair. He killed our son. How can he just get away with it?”
Judas grasped her shoulders. “He won’t. I promise.”
“That’s what you said before and look where it got us. Why wouldn’t
you let me just go kill him?” She asked.
“He still has too much power. The riots that would happen after his
murder would kill more than he’s worth. He hasn’t won, I swear it.”
Her shoulders sagged in defeat, and her eyes glistened with
moisture. “It sure seems that way.”
“Only now. Give it time. Things always work out, remember? I have
good luck.”
“You’re an idiot.” She grumbled, fighting tears.
“Maybe. Maybe I should have killed him. Believe me, I wanted to. I
still do.” He let his hands drop back to his sides.
“I’m not holding you back.”
“I know. I’m just thinking about all we’ve worked for. Maybe would
could make him disappear, but that won’t help us. People need to trust
the government; they need to trust me. We’ve all worked so hard to
instill an image of integrity and progress on the League. It can’t go to
waste. Can you imagine the bloodbath if things broke down? The
natives wouldn’t win.” Judas said.
“They might.” She replied.
“They’re too fragmented and technologically naïve. Technology
always wins out unless there are far greater numbers on the more
primitive side.”
“Still… how can you be so level-headed about this? I want to hate
you for it, but I can’t.”
“I don’t know. It’s just the right thing to do.”
“Is it?”
“You know it is. We can still get Zane another way. I won’t stop until
we have.”
SAIRA frowned, and walked to her window again. Judas stared at
her back for a long moment, wondering if she’d say something, but
she never did. He walked to her and put his arms around her waist;
she made no effort to acknowledge him. Judas held back a sigh and
watched time go by outside the window.

[DAY 6549] 05:41
On the bridge of the Poseidon, Admiral Rybaich snored softly. He
hadn’t been sleeping much during his normal sleep shift, and so he’d
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taken to falling asleep during slow periods on the bridge and even
during a meeting once. As of yet, no one had said anything about his
sleeping and he really didn’t give a damn. That was one of the
priveledges of being the highest rank in the science fleet.
“Sir?” A voice called.
The Admiral slowly came back to consciousness, wondering how
many times he’d had to be called before he woke. After blinking away
the last vestiges of sleep, he slid out of his chair and looked for the
source of the voice.
“Sir?” The voice repeated.
“Yes, ensign?” The Admiral replied, letting his glance shift to a
crewman that had just recently transferred over. He’s too eager, the
Admiral though to himself.
“We’re receiving a transmission.”
“So? You’re going to have to be more specific than that, ensign. This
ship is the communications hub for the entire science fleet.” The
Admiral replied, annoyed.
The ensign flushed in embarrassment. “Sorry, sir. I mean we’re
receiving an Underspace transmission.”
“From who?” The Admiral asked. “We’ve only had a few sketchy
transmissions from the colonies so far.”
“I’m not certain, but it may be from Marzipan V.” The ensign said.
Martin Rybaich stopped, questioning what he heard. “Come again?”
“It’s from a group that identifies themselves as the Sleepers. They’re
expressing their loyalty to Earth. They also sent a series of blueprints
and research files.”
“Send me the entire message immediately.”
“Aye, sir.”
No sooner had the general retaken his seat, than the message
arrived. He pulled it up on his pad and read immediately.
“To whom this message reaches within the Terran
Alliance:
We, the Sleepers, wish to proclaim our allegiance to
Earth, her colonies, and the government ruling them.
Not everyone left on Marzipan V, known as Keymra to
the colonists and natives, is happy with Judas Elliot’s
government. Yet, expressing this to you puts us in
great danger. Having any contact with Earth at all
would be considered treason. Still, we consider the
possible gains to be worth the risk, because without
outside intervention, there is almost no chance that
we could overthrow the existing government here.
As a show of good faith, we have included blueprints
and extensive research files on the Judasian’s
Underspace propulsion technology, which we have
acquired at high costs in lives, money, and time. With
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these, you will be able to modify your existing ships to
travel uninhibited through the slipstreams at rates
comparable to those evidenced by Judas in his
battles against the Marzipan attack fleet of sixteen
years ago.
It is my hope, that with an exchange of information
we may be able to rid this planet and yours of the
menace that is Judas. We cannot tolerate him to
survive.
Know that many human colonists are still loyal to
Earth, and of those that are not openly loyal, many
are still sympathetic to your cause. With
reinforcements, we feel that we can retake this planet
and be rid of Judas. Plans have already been set in
motion, but their success may hinge upon your aid.
Should our collective efforts succeed, we would ask
only that those among us would be chosen to govern
this planet, as an official colony of Earth.
We await your reply, your directions, and your aid.”
-The Sleepers of Keymra
The Admiral read the message a second time and then a third before
he accessed the detailed blueprints and accompanying files. With
mixed feelings, he called his chief staff together for an emergency
meeting. After those orders were issued, he turned to the ensign who
had received the message.
“You are relieved of duty and restricted to quarters until further
notice, ensign.”
The ensign’s face drained of blood. “Sir? Have I done something
wrong?”
“We can’t let news of this spread, ensign. The security team is
already on the way. Go with them and speak of this to no one. Your
career depends on it.”
“Sir… yes, sir.”
The ensign flinched as the bridge doors opened and a pair of
uniformed security men entered. The Admiral pointed out the ensign,
and the security officers closed in on him. They escorted him from the
bridge, where the Admiral sat in relative silence. The only other crew
on the bridge made a point of seeming oblivious to the events.
“Things get more and more complicated.” The Admiral whispered to
himself. New worries added to old ones and his guts clenched.
With a grimace, the Admiral left his chair again and made his way to
the specified conference room.
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[DAY 6549] 8:52
“Chancellor of the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal
log… I can’t believe how long it’s been since I took the last log. Where
does time go? I took a break from my everyday work to do this, just
because I needed to vent, and there’s no one better than an inanimate
listening device to bare your heart to.”
“SAIRA and I are barely speaking now. I did my best to be strong for
her and get her what she wanted: Zane. What she forgets is that I
understand exactly what she’s going through because he was my son
too. I hardly even spent time with him in the last half dozen years other
than when I needed something. I always thought it was supposed to
be the other way around - the children only give you attention when
they need something.”
Judas rested his chin on his fist, and hunched forward in his desk
chair.
“Maylen was more of a parent to Judas II than either of us were. I’ve
hardly even spoken to her since the accident. She’s taking time off to
be with our children. I think she’s staying with Napoleon right now. I
never would have thought this would hit her so hard. It’s Cahlaim
that’s being the strong one through all this. More than once I’ve found
myself in her arms, seeking comfort.”
“Come to think of it… it’s always been that way. Cahlaim never
demanded much attention, but she was always there if I had it to give
or if I needed someone. Back in the compound, she would listen to my
problems with the other women, and after Alyssa died, I think she
saved me. I wanted nothing more than to set myself adrift in the
slipstream and let it carry me across the stars. I wonder what that
would have really been like.”
“I doubt life would have been as good as it is today. Even had I
landed on another world eventually, I would be without everything I
need here. Things will get better; they must. I’m enough of a realist to
know that they will probably get worse before they get better though.
That’s how things work.”
Judas sighed, and lifted the recorder in his hands, watching the lights
in the room reflect off the surfaces of the recorder.
“Things are happening. I can’t see though. The only thing I can think
of to relate it to is a murky pond. I can see the water move and I can
feel the distortions in the water. Things are moving. They will come to
a head now. Everything that’s building now has been growing for
years. I always knew that I’d be called upon to defend this world again,
but I never knew it would be from ourselves.”
“We should be working together, not fighting amongst each other. It
sickens me to see Zane grow in power. Even the recent scandals
were covered up with enough positive public relations that the
populace now views them with even more favor, as if they were
framed. People can’t seriously believe that though, I know a number of
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them believe it merely because it’s convenient or easier that way. How
quick we are to grasp at any straws offered that make it so we don’t
have to adjust our whole belief structure.”
“It may come down to me disposing of the majority of the Sleepers. I
could possibly return them to Earth, but they’d likely use what they
know about us against us. Maybe I’ll bring it up in the next Assembly
meeting. I think we’re more likely to be able to defend ourselves from
an external threat than an internal one.”
Judas paused, feeling a twinge in the back of his head.
“What the hell?” He murmured.
Log recorder temporarily forgotten, he pushed away from his desk,
and stood. In the back of his mind, he could feel that something was
wrong again. Judas shook his head, and blinked, trying to dismiss the
sinking feeling. Someone was hurt or dying.
With his senses, he sought out the disturbance, casting the part of
his consciousness that was tied to the slipstream into the parallel
reality. It didn’t take him long to find it. Angry and red, swollen with
pain, part of the slipstream was belching into normal space.
Hemorrhaging was more like it.
“Dear God. What is that?” Judas whispered, feeling the wound in
Underspace with his senses.
“Are you there? What’s happening?” Judas mentally asked the
entity, waiting for a response, but none came.
Unable to do much else, he watched the phenomenon with his
mind’s eye. After a few moments, he realized that not all of the
slipstream was dissipating from normal space like it usually did.
Instead, it was slowly bunching up. Trillions of molecules that could
not exist in normal space were shifting, and while some still did fizzle
out and return to Underspace, others clasped together to form wispy
fibers, which sought each other out.
The fibers thickened as each one found another and they became
strands. The strands wove together at a speed so slow that it was
almost imperceptible. In time though, it seemed as if some woven
tapestry was being formed.
Judas’ perceptions were brought back to his office by an urgent
comm message.
“Judas? This is Nathan. Did you feel that?”
Judas nodded at the image of his son on his console. “Yes. I still feel
it.”
“Do you know what it is?” Nathan asked.
“I think so.” Judas said absently.
“Care to share the theory?” Nathan asked, obviously irritated at
having to ask the question. “We don’t know what to make of it here.”
“It’s a chrysalis… a cocoon.”
“What you said, about it wanting a body. Is it making one?”
“It appears that way.” Judas replied.
“I don’t understand how it’s doing this.” Nathan said; his features
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betrayed his confusion but also the underlying excitement.
“Neither do I, neither do I.”
“Alright. Keep me posted if you figure out anything else. I’ll do
likewise. We have every available piece of equipment taking readings
on that event.”
“Bye.” Judas whispered, closing the channel.
On his desk, the recorder turned itself off. Judas didn’t notice. His
senses were riding the currents of Underspace again, watching the
tapestry of Underspace strands twist into a ball.

[DAY 6550] 8:52
F’ense, son of Napoleon and Blythel, son of Maylen and an unknown
Myrrelian, had a very Myrrelian appearance. Many Judasians tended
to display features similar to Judas, because they were the dominant
characteristics of the race. Many had assumed or conjectured that it
was because Napoleon and Cleopatra, Maylen’s children with her first
mate, had not been born of Judas. Instead, Judas had infected them
with the slipstream symbiant at birth, although it had been entirely
unintentional. Since then, Judas had avoided attending the births of
children that were not his offspring, except for very rare occasions
when it was requested.
Being very Myrrelian meant that F’ense was tall and powerfully built.
Males of his race could often be taller than humans, even if the
females tended to be shorter than most humans. His neck sported
rougher, almost scaly skin that changed color according to his moods.
His face was flatter than that of a human’s, and his eyes were large
and intelligent. His wife Duran, who was also a Myrrelian, and their
three children all displayed Myrrelian features as well.
Still, because of Napoleon’s lineage and nature, F’ense and his
family suffered the same treatment that Judasians were subjected to
in less diverse areas of Keymra. Not all regions of Keymra were as
well integrated as Providence and some of the more industrialized
areas.
F’ense had taken work as a laborer in a construction team; a
surprising amount of the construction was still done manually, since
robotic builders were still pretty rare and Myrrelian muscle was readily
available. He was really only qualified for manual labor, since he’d
never had any training in skilled crafts, or technology - his upbringing
had been very traditional for his race, which left him more skilled with a
blade than any other tools.
As it was, he was on a mag-rail that had just been completed in the
district where he lived. The mag-rail was a magnetically lined tube
through which a subway-style car passed. This wing of the continental
mag-rail was to be a doorway into the new technological way of life for
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his community. F’ense, like thousands of other natives, questioned
the changes, but the job paid well when little else was. The area he
and his family lived in was more of a backwater community than a
burgeoning economic center, but the mag-rail was supposed to
change that.
Today was the first manned run of this branch of the mag-rail; the
unmanned test runs having been completed the week prior. F’ense
and his family were in attendance, waiting for their turn on the rail.
When the time finally came, he, his wife, and their three children all
boarded the railcar. There wasn’t exactly a lot to see, since the tube
the railcar ran through was only open in a few areas where
passengers would board. It was the experience that they were riding
for.
The doors finally closed, and the boarders crowded together,
smelling of sweat and daily odors. There was an initial jolt as the
railcar started to move and then a slight tug as the railcar continued to
accelerate. Datail, F’ense’s youngest child and only daughter, clung to
her mother and began to whimper. F’ense frowned in disgust at his
daughter’s weakness. Keldon and Thurmond knew better; they stood
quietly and stoically, waiting for the ride to end.
It was near the halfway point when the shaking began. Murmurs of
worried passengers rose in volume the second time the shaking
occurred. F’ense looked at his wife, who quietly asked if this was
expected. He merely shrugged in return.
The shaking started again, but didn’t stop. Metal shrieked and
polymer alloys strained. Duran hugged Datail closer. The other
passengers began to shout and push. Most people just grabbed for
something to hold on to. Someone fell and the shouts got louder. The
lights flickered and then went out entirely. Panic set in.
Then the rail car tore apart.
Screams were drowned out by the railcar shredding into a half dozen
lengths. The forward segment smashed through the magnetic tube
and slid across the city. It rammed into a building, throwing bodies
forward. The other segments were piling up, crushing the passengers
and cluttering the tube.
F’ense gasped from within the wreckage. He couldn’t see them, but
he knew there were bodies all around him. He’d lost sight of Duran
and his children when the railcar broke up, but he could do nothing for
them until he freed himself. Gathering his strength, he tried to free his
trapped legs, but one was too crushed in the wreckage. Still, he
couldn’t manage to free himself.
From the corner of his eye, he could see a trickle of yellow light. He
struggled to see where the light was coming from, only to see it
coming toward him. F’ense had never before used his slipstream
abilities, but he knew what it was. His arms tingled as the slipstream
entered him, and immediately he felt the presence of his son Keldon.
Despair welled up within him and he struggled with renewed fury to
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be free. More slipstream approached him and he cried out in anger.
Slowly, he pulled himself out from captivity, trying to avoid the
slipstream, as if that would bring back his children.
As he crawled through the torn skin of the railcar, to the tear in the
railtube, the slipstream caught up to him, and he felt the presences of
Thurmond and Datail. That was when he heard the next railcar
coming. In desperation, he drew on instinct and used the slipstream to
carry himself away from the wreckage.
F’ense slumped into unconsciousness half a kilometer away. He
never heard the second crash. His children’s presences were faint
within him, but comforting as his body rebuilt itself where it was
damaged. Had his wife been Judasian, her presence would have
joined him as he laid there unconscious.

[DAY 6550] 15:52
“Enter.” Zane said over the intercom, eyes on the door.
The heavy office door swings open, and Jenner entered with a slight
limp. Zane smiled in spite of himself. Some things did go his way…
Jenner stood quietly before him, waiting to be asked to speak. Zane
took his time preening in front of a hand mirror, and then adjusting
various items on his desk before he finally waved to Jenner to say his
piece.
“Hello again, sir.” Jenner began.
“Let’s dispose of the pleasantries, and get to business. As I recall, I
told you not to come back until you had some news for me. This had
better be good.” Zane warned.
“Sir, it is. I promise you.” Jenner looked downright giddy.
“Alright then, out with it. I bore easily today.”
“Have
you
heard
about
the
accident,
sir?”
“I assume you refer to the mag-rail accident - the one that claimed
the lives of four of my friend Judas’ relatives. They might have been
unimportant, but they’re no less a part of him and his ilk. Please tell me
you have more to go on than this.”
“Well, did you know that one of Judas’ relatives survived? He
teleported himself away from the crash site before the second railcar
impacted.”
“Yes. I had heard this. I can’t recall the name.” Zane replied boredly,
tinkering with a datapad.
“F’ense, sir.” Jenner supplied.
“Ah, yes. So he survived, what of it?”
“The essences of his children are within him.”
Zane set aside the datapad. “Come again?”
“When his children died, their portions of the slipstream left their
bodies and entered his. Now he’s stronger with the slipstream than
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before. He’s also rather unbalanced by his loss, from what I’ve been
able to gather. I also found out that when Judas’ son died, his
slipstream entered Judas, making him stronger as well.”
“Jenner, you know what this means, right?”
“I can guess, sir.” Jenner offered.
“It means that we may finally have a way to turn one of Judas’ own
offspring against him. Before he always had the loyalty of his family,
and a monopoly on the slipstream powers. Now though, there’s a
crack in that unassailable wall.”
“Do you really think you can turn him against his grandfather
though?” Jenner asked.
“But he’s not the grandchild of Judas. Not really. His father is
Napoleon, and if you recall, Napoleon and Cleopatra were only
Maylen’s children. Judas had nothing to do with them, except that he
gave them a portion of his power when they were born.” Zane replied.
“That still doesn’t mean we can turn him totally to our side.”
“We don’t need him on our side. We need him on his side. You’re
going to select someone to go out there, gain his confidence and then
whisper poison in his ears at every chance. We need to illustrate to
him how the deaths of his family are Judas’ fault. Had Judas’
government not pushed for the mag-rail installation, then they would
never have ridden the railcar and no one would have died.”
Jenner frowned and asks, “No offense, sir, but that’s a bit flimsy, isn’t
it?”
Zane smiled at Richard’s expression. “Not at all. This is a grieving
man who never had any close ties to Judas. He’s lost everything in his
life, and he’ll be looking for someone to blame. He might even be
powerful enough to take on Judas now. Even still, it might not hurt to
have him around more Judasians when more unfortunate accidents
occur.”
Jenner’ frown deepened, but he nods.
“Have you anything else for me?”
“Well, we haven’t received any more messages from Earth yet, but
our contact is standing by.”
“How about the android wife? Is she ready to snap and do something
foolish?”
“It doesn’t seem that way.”
“We’ll have to work on that then. Find someone to do this job
immediately. If you must, do it yourself, but that may be too easy to
trace back to us.”
“Alright then, sir.” Jenner replied, hesitating to leave in case
something else was required of him.
“You may go now.” Zane said blandly.
Jenner hurried from the room.
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[DAY 6550] 17:07
“How is he?” Judas asked, entering the hospital waiting area.
Maylen shrugged. Her features were drawn, and her eyes showed
she hadn’t slept recently. “The same I guess. I haven’t heard anything
new.”
Judas took a seat beside her on the black upholstered couch; the
material squeaked as he settled in. Maylen scooted down and lay
down beside him, with her head on his lap.
“How is Napoleon taking it?”
“Fairly well. His wives are more distraught than he is, especially
Blythel.” Maylen answered quietly.
He frowned, trying to remember which wife that was. “She’s his birth
mother, right? I can never remember all these names.”
“Yeah. She’s the Myrrelian one. Michelle is human, and Jurrah is
Calatian.” She explained.
“Like father, like son, eh?” Judas said with a smile.
Maylen sighed. “I guess.”
“Sorry. It’s not a good time to joke.”
“It’s alright. I’m still pretty numb from Judas II’s death. Had this not
followed that so closely, I would have been more upset. I wish it wasn’t
that way though.”
“Bad things tend to come in clusters.”
“Three’s isn’t it? Isn’t that what humans say?” Maylen asked.
“I don’t know about that. Some people say that, but I think it’s just that
we notice the bad things more than the good.” Judas mused.
“This just isn’t right. Those mag-rails are safe. We’ve never had
trouble before. It had to of been sabotage.”
“I don’t think it was. It’s too close to the other incidents. Preliminary
findings show that it’s just a million to one mistake. We’re pretty sure
it’s just a manufacturing flaw.” Judas said.
“I guess it doesn’t matter. My great grandchildren are dead one way
or another.” Maylen said numbly.
“I think it does matter. It’s a tragedy and I miss them too, but how
much worse is it to know that someone purposely extinguished these
innocent lives, than if it truly is just an accident?” He asked.
“I’m too tired to think right now. I know what you’re saying though.”
“Sleep then.” Judas suggested. “I’ll be here.”
Maylen sat up, fixing her eyes on his. “Maybe for a little while. Only if
you don’t leave without saying goodbye, and if you promise to wake
me if anything changes.”
Judas nodded. “No worries. Just get some rest, okay?”
Maylen leaned in closer, her signal for him to kiss her forehead,
which he did, and then she settled back down with her head on his lap
and closed her eyes. Judas gently ran his hand through her
grey-streaked dark hair, and waited for her to drift off to sleep. He
couldn’t help but notice how much older she looked than when he’d
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first met her, though it pained him to do so.

[DAY 6553] 12:09
Pevlak, the newly appointed Calatian Minister of Propaganda, and
Kelran, the Myrrelian Minister of Defense, both sit in front of Judas’
desk in his secondary office. Unlike his normal office, which is just for
him to work in, this adjoining office is where he had official meetings of
state. Neither of the two Ministers knows what this meeting has been
called for and both are a bit nervous. Judas is also a bit late, and that
only adds to existing tension.
Nine minutes late, Judas finally entered. Both heads turn, and seeing
whom it is, both Ministers stand.
“Go ahead and sit. I don’t stand on ceremony when it’s just the
Ministers and myself.” Judas said, taking a seat behind the massive
desk.
“Sir.” Pevlak inclined his head politely, and settled back into the plush
chair.
Kelran said nothing, but nods anyway and then sits.
“I want to know what both of you think about issuing an official offer to
send the Sleepers, and any others that may wish to go with them back
to Earth.”
“Seriously?” Kelran asked.
Judas nodded. ”We could start on their vessel within a month. It
would be finished within six months, five if we pushed it.”
“I don’t like it.” Pevlak commented.
“Explain.” Judas ordered.
Pevlak shrugged. “Why bother appointing me if you’re going to do my
job for me? I’m supposed to integrate the reluctant and unwilling into
this League of Four Races, yet you’d expel those who don’t belong?”
“It’s not expulsion. It’s entirely voluntary.” Kelran replied, not yet
decided on a side.
“Isn’t it? If some go, the faction members that remain will be even
more vulnerable. It’s an obvious ploy to remove the largest group of
unhappy citizens.” Pevlak replied.
“So? Isn’t the security of the state worth a few expulsions?” Judas
asked.
“You can’t always just ship your problems to another planet.” Pevlak
insisted.
Judas frowned. “I don’t plan on always doing it, but any opportunity
we have to weaken the Sleepers, who we still think killed my son, is an
opportunity I plan to take.”
Kelran spoke again. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to side with Pevlak
on this one: It’s not a good idea. They will probably refuse your offer,
and if they don’t, they’ll carry enough knowledge with them to make
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them a serious threat to you. Better to keep your enemies where you
can still strike out at them if you need to.”
“There is that.” Judas admitted. “Is there any other way we can deal
with these people?”
“Cahlaim has not yet found a legitimate way to attack them legally?”
Kelran asked.
Judas shook his head. “Nothing that would stick. We could tie them
up for awhile in the courts, but it wouldn’t amount to anything. So you
both don’t want to see me go through with this? I don’t have your
support?”
“Judas, you have my support, but I think this is a poor course of
action at this point. It’d be a tremendous waste of resources to build a
ship just to send them away in it. Our fleet isn’t exactly large.” Kelran
replied.
“I would support you in this only if you demanded it. I don’t see the
benefit to Keymra if you should do this. Either way we lose. If they say
yes, we’ve lost manpower and a vessel, as well as given up on trying
to make this a place for everyone. If they say no, we lose face, and
their resolve will be that much stronger, because they know you’re
trying to be rid of them.”
Judas sighed. “You both make good points. Maybe we can put them
all on an island, but that’s practically the same thing. I guess it’s time
to consider other courses of action then.”
“That may be best, sir.” Pevlak replied.
“Alright then. You may both go. I know you have other duties. I’m
sorry I pulled you away from them.” Judas stood and waited for them
to leave before sitting again.

[DAY 6554] 06:29
Jenner walked down one of the sterile hallways that crisscrossed the
medical facility in Providence. He passed by a number of staff and
visitors as he worked his way up to the level where F’ense was. Just
yesterday F’ense’s condition was downgraded to less than critical. He
would make a full physical recovery, though he was reportedly saying
and eating very little since he’d regained consciousness.
Zane had insisted that he visit F’ense immediately, but then, Zane
had a tendency to want things that couldn’t happen, so Jenner came
at the earliest possible time. It had taken a lot of string-pulling to get
this window of opportunity to speak with F’ense during the
shift-change.
Jenner checked to make sure no one was watching, and then turned
to the keypad beside the door that led to F’ense’s private medical
suite. He quickly punched in the clearance code he’d obtained from
one of the doctors and stepped in when the door slid out of his way. It
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closed behind him with a swish, and the internal locking mechanisms
clicked audibly.
“That’s that.” Jenner whispered to himself, and then he moved into
the room.
The room itself was far from spacious, but in itself, it was as large as
any of the three person rooms on less secure floors. It also had its own
washroom and food dispensers. Banks of sensors and medical
instrumentation lined one wall. The only other decoration was a large
holoscreen, which dominated the wall opposite the head of the
medical bed. It was currently playing some program that Jenner was
unfamiliar with.
F’ense must have heard him, because he looked directly at him once
he moved into the room even with all the noise from the holoscreen.
As Jenner stepped over to stand beside the bed, F’ense sat up in bed
and turned off the holoscreen.
“Who are you?” F’ense demanded.
Jenner flinched. In the hospital bed or not, F’ense was quite
intimidating. “I’m an associate of a party interested in your plight.”
F’ense snorted. “Who might this ‘party’ be?”
“I’m not at liberty to divulge that at this moment. In time perhaps, but
not now.” Jenner replied.
“I’m not sure I have anything to say to you then.”
“Let’s not be hasty now. I think you’ll want to hear my piece.”
“Say it then. Just because I’m laid up in a hospital doesn’t mean I
don’t have things I can be doing other than talk to you.” F’ense said
gruffly.
“Fair enough. Let me say then, that I, and those I represent wish to
express our condolences at your loss. Life is not often fair, and it’s an
injustice that you had to deal with this tragedy.” Jenner said.
F’ense’s jaw tightened.
Jenner took another breath and continued. “It’s just such a shame
that those who are to blame for your loss are never going to face any
consequences for doing such.” Jenner said, pouring it on thick.
“And who do you think is to blame?” F’ense asked.
“The government.”
“How do you figure that?”
“Think about it. Who backed the job that you had? The government
did. Who pushed for that development project, but didn’t follow up with
adequate safety procedures? The government did. Where was the
Minister of Industry and Commerce? Did she make an appearance
and insure that the mag-rail was safe?”
F’ense growled, and push himself upright. “I don’t like where you’re
going with this. We built kilometers of that track and it was safe. We
tested it thoroughly.”
“Did you test it yourself?” Jenner asked.
“Of course not. There are official testers and technicians.”
“So you’re taking their word for it. That seems pretty foolish after
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what happened. Especially when you don’t know what we know.”
“And what might that be?”
“They wanted the accident. They were hoping to blame the Sleepers
for it.” Jenner said slowly, carefully enunciating each word to let it
settle in.
F’ense’s eyes narrowed and he just looked at Jenner for a moment.
Then he slid from his bed with surprising speed and took a step toward
Jenner, who backed away quickly, his stomach lurching in fear.
“I want you to leave. Now.”
“Alright. I’m going. Just think about what I said.” Jenner stammered.
“Go.” F’ense commanded in a tone that allowed no argument.
Jenner backed up to the door, punched in the code again, and left.
He didn’t wait to see who might be watching the door as he left. Only
when he had left the building, and reached safety did he stop to catch
his breath - F’ense could have torn him limb from limb.
Back in his room, F’ense seethed, and looked for something to
smash. In the end, the holoscreen took the brunt of his anger. Still,
deep down he began to question the events of the last few days.

[DAY 6554] 9:15
Judas stepped into his office and checked the time. Seeing that he
had a few minutes before his next meeting, he pulled out the Log
Recorder and sat down. He took just a moment or two to collect his
thoughts before he subvocalized his standard opening: “Chancellor of
the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal log…”
“I’d like to say that I have nothing new to report, but I can’t. Things
are even worse now than before. I lost more children. Technically,
they aren’t mine, and I know Napoleon and I have never been close,
but I feel that any Judasian is my responsibility. Of course, I also
helped raise Cleopatra and Napoleon back when all this began. They
were really the first offspring with the slipstream in them.”
“I always wondered if Napoleon resented this dual nature that I
inadvertently caused him. I know it’s not fair to him to have to deal with
it, but I can’t take it back, not that I would if I could now. Truthfully, I
believe the gifts I’ve bestowed on him will benefit him more than harm
him. Looking at life expectancies alone, he’s definitely come out
ahead. I wouldn’t be surprised if he lives at least a hundred years, if
not a couple hundred. That’s far beyond the fifty or so years the
average Myrrelian lives. Cleopatra is more at home with her nature I
think. She’s almost too accepting of everything. I can’t ever recall
seeing her get angry or anything of that sort.”
“I still cannot believe that there’s been another tragedy, not so soon
after the other. I wish to God that I could pin this on Zane, but it’s just
not possible. I know they didn’t do it. My instincts tell me that it was an
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accident, and I’m sticking to what feels right.”
“As to why I couldn’t feel the accident and go to help them, or be
there at the time of passing, I think that’s the slipstream’s fault. The
disturbance caused by the deaths of three Judasians didn’t overpower
that of the disturbance caused by the slipstream’s chrysalis. I haven’t
asked that many others of my kind, but I know some of them can feel
the slipstream tinkering around out in Underspace. At the same time,
I’m sure some don’t feel it. I’ve asked Nathan to explore why some of
us have more of an affinity toward the slipstream than others.”
Judas checked the time again, and saw that he had a few more
minutes before he needed to end his log, so that he would still have
enough time to prepare for his next meeting.
“My idea to ship the Sleepers back to Earth was thoroughly rejected.
Cahlaim reproached me for even seriously considering the idea.” He
smiled to himself. “Some things never change.”
“On another note, I’m actually rather worried about F’ense’s state.
He now has the slipstream power of four Judasians. I don’t even know
if I can compete to that, and I’m the original host. He’ll have to be
watched, I guess. I don’t like having to do so, but there’s too much I
could lose if he switches sides here.”
“The longer I’m in this business, the more I want out. I can’t stop now
though, because there’s too much to do. The colonies on the moons
are just beginning. I don’t think they’ll ever have a long-term
population, but we do need habitats for the miners and technicians.
We’re also developing our agriculture and housing systems… and
then the mass transit system, but that just had a major setback. That
may be back to the drawing board, but I don’t think so; we’re still
investigating the accident.”
“I have my hands in all of this planet’s cookie jars. If I left, or couldn’t
continue my work, I don’t think anyone would be able to step up and
take over. I’ve selected some of the best Ministers I could possibly
find, but this government needs a figurehead - even if he’s disliked by
many, as I am.”
“When the time comes, I will step back and pull strings from the
shadows. That time will come too. I’ll make it come if I need to. I’m not
spending my whole life doing this. I want time to spend with Cahlaim
and Maylen before their time is up.”
“Speaking of which, mine is up for now. I have a meeting soon.”
“End Log.”
Judas set aside the recorder, and began sorting out files for his
meeting.

[DAY 6555] 17:57
Patrick Neilson sat up abruptly in his bunk when his secret alarm
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went off, slamming his head into the low bulkhead. Stars danced
before his eyes, but he rolled from his bunk anyway, landing
awkwardly on the grating floor. He stood, feeling a sharp twinge in his
left ankle. Not for the first time, he wished his quarters were in the
zero-g sections of the ship, but those areas were often depressurized
to load and unload gear and cargo.
He made it over to his alarm, turned it off, and pulled the spare
communication’s console out from its hiding place under one of the
grates. As he suspected, another message had arrived from Earth. It
took only a few moments to decode the message. As soon as he
finished reading the message, he sat back in his chair, mussing his
lank hair.
Things were progressing too slowly for him, but he had to play by the
rules. It was Zane who had the political power and financial backing not him. So Patrick held his tongue, and played the middleman for two
powers beyond him. Still, he chafed at his diminished role.
He checked first to make sure the Earth signal had not been detected
by hacking into the communications satellite network. He skillfully
navigated the most advanced information channels on the surface,
and in orbit of Keymra, leaving behind collapsing signatures that
covered his tracks. Even if someone was looking for his tracks, they
wouldn’t find them, or the tracks caused by his cover-up programs.
You would have to be actively watching and tracing his path while he
was in the system, and even then his route constantly disguised itself
with an evolving interface, making it literally impossible to trace.
Only someone like him, who had been involved, though a few steps
removed, in the construction of both Earth’s and Keymra’s
communication network would know the backdoors he did.
Feeling rather bold, he piggybacked a comm signal directly to Zane’s
desk. Zane was still under the impression that his console was entirely
invulnerable to outside attacks - how wrong he was. Patrick smiled as
he waited for Zane to answer, picturing the look on his leader’s face
when his machine paged him.
Just after Patrick thought to tap into the office’s security network to
locate his boss’ physical location on the surface, Zane answered the
page. His face, showing obvious agitation, appeared on Patrick’s
screen.
“Hello, Patrick.” Zane said gruffly.
Patrick grinned. His video interface wasn’t plugged in, but he
appreciated that Zane knew it was him simply by the manner he was
being contacted.
“Miss me, sir?” Patrick asked.
“Don’t be smug. It ill suits you.” Zane snapped back at him. “I expect
you have something very damn important for me to hear, otherwise
you might find yourself walking in a corridor of that ship that
mysteriously depressurizes.”
Patrick paused. Was there someone else on this ship working for
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Zane? Or was it just a threat because Zane felt threatened?
“Sorry, sir. I wouldn’t contact you unless I thought it was important.”
Patrick answered, mind still occupied with the thought of another
operative on the ship.
“This had better be a secure channel.” Zane commented angrily.
“More secure than talking in person. I promise.”
“Good, now speak. I haven’t got time for games.”
“Earth sent another message.” Patrick said.
“Give me the gist of it and then forward it to me. I assume you read it.”
Zane said, voice even and calm again.
“They will move against Keymra and support your initiative, but not
unless you can ensure that Judas will be taken care of by the time they
arrive. Then they’ll help you secure the planet, and allow you to
govern it.”
“What?” Zane asked, a vein standing out in his head.
“Sir?” Patrick asked in return.
“So we take care of our entire problem by ourselves, and then they
come clean up?” Zane practically shouted at the monitor.
Patrick shrugged. “Basically.”
“No.”
“Do you want me to send a reply?” Patrick asked.
“Shut up and let me think for a minute.” Zane spat at Patrick.
Patrick frowned, but held his tongue.
“Tell them this… If they can send a couple advance ships with a few
squads of marines, a few assassins, and even a couple demolitions
experts, we’ll have Judas taken care of, and then they can move in.”
“Sir, why do they even want this planet? If you rule it, they stand to
gain little from it.” Patrick asked.
“They want access to the slipstream entity, which is now inexorably
tied to this planet by it’s population now. I expect they’ll capture as
many Judasians as they can to try and control the entity though them.
They may even extract the slipstream essence from the Judasians
and inject it into more loyal people.” Zane explained.
“Hrm. Are you sure they won’t renege on your side of the deal? What
can you do to stop them? The natives won’t follow you in a revolt.”
“I’ll worry about that. You just do your part.” Zane replied. “Oh, and
have them send some of their most experienced special ops men. We
need to trap and capture Judas.”
“You’re the boss.”
“Yes, I am.”
“Message sent sir. And this window is closing soon. Any last words?”
Patrick asked.
“Don’t contact me on this again.” Zane ordered.
“Fine…” Patrick started to say, but Zane had already hung up.
Patrick snorted and hid away his console. Then he went back to
worrying about the possible informant on board. He’d have to be extra
careful, and maybe do some checking around.
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What would he do if there were an informant though? Patrick sighed,
and wondered if he’d have the gumption to kill someone.

[DAY 6557] 09:38
Admiral Martin Rybaich had just arrived in the hangar bay where the
modifications were being made to the test vessel, which would be
entering Underspace today. Work had begun almost immediately after
they had received the plans from sympathizers on Keymra and it had
taken up until this point to run tests on unmanned probes, and then
they had to assemble the parts needed to equip an a one-man scout
vessel.
The Admiral followed his aide across the hangar floor, dodging
miscellaneous parts and machinery. He frowned at what seemed to
be chaos within the hangar.
“Overwhelming, isn’t it?” Someone asked.
The Admiral looked around, noticing a bearded man in coveralls with
oil and grime smudges halfway up his arms. The Admiral looked to his
aide, who leaned in and whispered the engineer’s name.
“Colonel Robert Harris?”
The bearded man nodded. “In the flesh. I’m surprised to see you
down here. I knew you were in charge of the fleet, but we don’t often
get to see the top brass down here.”
“I must confess, I wish I were still on the Poseidon. I dislike the zero g
shuttle-rides between ships. I should have been born a few centuries
ago.” The Admiral said wistfully.
The colonel nodded knowingly. “I have similar pangs when I’m away
from my tools too long. I need to be building or disassembling
something, or I don’t know what to do with myself.”
“Well, we’ll keep you busy with these modifications then. If this ship
works, we’ll have to outfit a full fleet of ships this way, and they’re
much larger.”
“That’s what I hear.” The colonel replied, dry washing his hands.
“Well, would you like to see the ship?”
“That’s what I’m here for.” The Admiral admitted.
Colonel Harris started across the hangar bay, pausing to let a forklift
pass by. The Admiral and his aide followed a few paces behind.
“She’s not pretty with all this new gear attached to her hull, but if all
goes according to plan, she should run a fine clip through
Underspace.” The colonel shouted back over his shoulder so that he
would be audible over the noise of welding and construction.
The Admiral ran his eyes over the needle-shaped vessel. “This is a
modified slipstream scout?”
“Uh… yes. It’s an SX hull.” The colonel replied.
The Admiral paused to stoop and look at the new additions to the
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underside of the vessel. The colonel took a few steps before he
realized that the Admiral had stopped; he took a few steps back and
stood beside his superior.
“How do the new modifications vary from the standard Rupture
Device?” The Admiral asked.
“I’m not as versed in the theories behind the modifications that I
would like to be, but I hear that instead of tearing a hole in space and
sliding into Underspace, this creates a bubble which attracts
Underspace like a magnet. Then it can slide through the slipstreams
unhindered.” The colonel explained.
“So the old way of doing things actually harmed the slipstream?”
“I guess.” Colonel Harris shrugged. “I don’t know how much damage
it actually did though. It was probably more like getting an injection by
needle I’d think, seeing how large the entity is supposed to be.”
“That makes sense, I suppose.”
The colonel shrugs.
“Well, thank you for showing me the vessel. I need to return before
the test at eleven hundred hours.”
“It will be ready on time, sir.“
“Excellent. Carry on then.” Admiral Rybaich replied.
“Aye.” Colonel Harris said, and then hurried back to work.
Back on the Poseidon just over an hour later, the Admiral waited for
the test to commence. Anxiously, he checked the time again. Minutes
passed before there was finally an indication that the modified ship
had left its hangar. One of the officers on the bridge put the vessel up
on the main screen.
“Status?” The Admiral asked over his intercom.
“All green, sir.” The first officer replied.
“Patch the pilot’s comm channel over the intercom.”
“Aye, sir.”
The Admiral sat in wait, watching the view screen.
“Commencing final sequence check.” The pilot said. “Slipstream
particle shell generator ready. Engines go… Ready to commence test
on your command.”
“Go.” The Admiral commanded.
“Starting slipstream generator.”
Immediately, a whitish flash of light surrounded the vessel. The white
faded to yellow, and then amber, slowly solidifying and making it
harder to see the vessel beneath the elliptical shell. Another flare of
light, blue this time, marked the firing of engines.
The vessel slid through cold space toward the Underspace Fissure,
which was now large enough to accommodate most of the smaller
ships in the fleet. Particles from the fissure snaked out to enwrap the
modified ship.
“Experiencing a little turbulence here…” The pilot said nervously.
The streams of slipstream finish wrapping up the vessel, and then
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they tug the ship in through the fissure. Alarms go off as the fissure
tries to seal after the ship is successfully inside.
“Keep that aperture open! We need that. It took weeks to open.” The
Admiral bellowed. “Use the lance if you have to.”
Technicians, officers, and scientists scrambled to keep the fissure
open. In the end, they had to use the lance to maintain the fissure,
though it was smaller than before. It was going to take more work to
open it up to its previous size.
Preliminary reports from the test pilot showed no trouble with the new
systems. That was cause to celebrate, in the Admiral’s eyes.

[DAY 6558] 03:09
Another shift in Underspace tugs at Judas’ being. While most people
in Providence are sleeping, Judas is pulling an all-nighter, drawing on
his ability to avoid sleep for extended periods of time. Still, the shift in
Underspace has caught his attention, and Judas pauses his work to
send his perceptions out through Underspace.
It takes time, but eventually his senses locate the location of the shift:
the chrysalis. Gone are the loosely defined strands that formed netting
around what formed inside. What has replaced it is a tight sheet that
shows evidence of a humanoid shape underneath it.
Judas studies the cocoon for a time… how long he does not know.
Then he sends his perceptions in closer, examining the strands and
then the sheet of slipstream wrapping the forming body.
The entity’s presence was palpable, as he got closer to the cocoon.
Like a magnet it drew him in, but he fought back to keep his distance.
“Hello, Judas.”
Judas’ body frowned. He wondered how well his presence mirrored
the expression. “Hello.”
“I will be with you soon.” The entity sounded cheerful.
“How soon?” Judas asked, genuinely curious.
“I don’t know.”
“At least you’re specific.”
“Anger?” The entity asked.
“No. Irritation mostly, though there’s some worry in there too. I hope
you know what you’re doing.” Judas replied.
“I have never done this before. How would I know what I’m
doing?”
“How did you develop a body then?”
“I used yours, and the others I am in contact with as a
template.”
“How far in depth?” Judas asked.
“I have copied all of your organs and physical structures, with
some minor variations for the sake of appearance. I understand
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this concept is important to you.” The entity answered.
“I guess. You need to be different enough to distinguish you from
others. Beyond that, there are some simple rules for what is
considered attractive.”
The entity seemed to ponder this for some undetermined length of
time. “Will I be attractive?”
“I haven’t the slightest. You can probably change your appearance
afterwards, right?”
“I don’t know.”
“You’re quite the wealth of knowledge.” Judas said dryly.
“My cup overfloweth.” The entity replied.
“Where’d you hear that?
“Someone I’m in contact with read it.”
“Interesting.” Judas said quietly.
“You should go. It’s not good for your mind to be away from
your body this long.”
“All right. See you soon?” Judas asked, smiling to himself.
“Maybe.”
He drifted away, back to his waiting body. His eyes opened slowly
and he took a few deep breaths, fighting the disorientation caused by
being away from his body for so long. In his mind’s eye, he played
back the images of the entity’s body growing within the cocoon. A
sinking feeling began to set in.
Judas looked across his desk at his mostly empty mug sitting an
arm’s length away. Impulsively, he took up the mug in his hands and
gulped down the last few swallows of coffee.
“It’s female.” He whispered to himself.

[DAY 6559] 15:33
Jenner waited on the patio outside of F’ense’s modest home. The
reddish clay that formed the patio floor was cracked from the heat.
Wilted shrubs formed the border that enclosed the patio. Jenner sat in
one of the matching pair of chairs on the patio, idly picking dead
leaves from the potted plant that sat between them. While he waited,
he drank from a small water bottle, though with the heat, he knew it
wouldn’t last much longer. Hoping wouldn’t get F’ense there any faster
though.
It was two hot and dry hours before F’ense finally arrived. Jenner
heard the footsteps before he saw him. While part of him was
surprised that a skimmer hadn’t dropped him off, he realized how poor
F’ense was, in spite of his ties to Judas. It probably did him good to
walk off some of his anger as well.
Even though he had been born to the climate, F’ense was warm in
the dry heat of the late afternoon - the sweat on his forehead showed
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that much, and he didn’t look pleased to have company. Jenner stood
and took a deep breath.
“I thought I told you to leave me alone?” F’ense said aloud, stepping
onto the patio.
“Well, my employers are rather persistent, you see…” Jenner
apologized.
“I suppose that if I killed you and hid your body, they’d send someone
else to take your place?”
Jenner shrugged. “Unfortunately so, and probably someone much
less pleasant.”
F’ense grunted and sat down in one of the chairs. He helped himself
to the last swig of Jenner’ water. Jenner flopped down in the second
chair, frowning at his empty water bottle.
“I thought about what you said.” F’ense said.
“And?”
F’ense tossed aside the empty water bottle. “And I think you work for
the Sleepers, right?”
“I’m afraid you’ve found me out, sir.” Jenner admitted. “I wasn’t
exactly hiding it though.”
“You thought I wouldn’t listen if I knew right away though? Correct?”
“Exactly.”
“You’re probably right. My people, my family really, don’t exactly like
your associates.” F’ense said.
“The feeling is mutual, I assure you. There is no love lost between
the two factions.” Jenner replied.
“Then why are you here?”
“Because you have reasons not to like your family, or at least Judas.”
“Oh, yes, the hatred I feel against Judas because his government
pushed to build the mag-rail that my family died on. That’s a rather thin
line.” F’ense replied dryly.
“I agree.” Jenner said with a nod.
“Yet you’re still here.”
“I have no choice.”
“You’re not exactly presenting a strong argument for your cause.”
F’ense commented.
Jenner studied F’ense’s face for a long moment. He found F’ense
staring back at him.
“Yet it was enough wasn’t it?” Jenner asked.
F’ense broke into a grin. “I’m a simple man. My family was all I had.”
“You have ambitions though, I take it?”
“I have nothing else to live for now, why not seek power when it’s at
hand?” F’ense shrugged.
“I see. You do realize that the some Sleepers aren’t terribly fond of
Judasians, or the other native races?” Jenner asked.
“I hold no misconceptions about that. I do not like Zane either, but he
may be an acceptable alternative. I believe we may be able to come to
some sort of agreement after we remove current obstacles.” F’ense
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replied.
“You don’t fear being seen as an obstacle yourself at some point?”
“The native races of Keymra will never submit to Human rule. We will
have our lands, and they will have theirs, or maybe one will destroy
the other. As it is now, Humans are by far the minority. Even with their
weapons they cannot defeat us all.” F’ense answered.
“I would rather not see it come to open warfare between the two
groups.”
“It may not, but you have to recognize the possibility.”
Jenner nods. “I recognize that it could happen, but I will cling to any
hope that it will not.”
“Where do we start then?” F’ense asked.
“I’ll request further instructions. We need to proceed slowly though,
so we don’t raise unwanted attention from Judas and his followers.”
Jenner replied.
“I’ll be here then. Advise me when you can. Until then, why don’t you
keep away? They’re more likely to become suspicious if you make
random stops here. That is, if they don’t know we’re already meeting.”
“Agreed. I will stay away until I have plans about how to proceed.”
“Until then. I don’t wish to talk to you anymore right now.”
“Fair enough.” Jenner replied, rising.
Jenner didn’t wait for any pleasant goodbyes; He just started to walk
away.
“Make sure you pick up your trash too. I don’t need your bottle lying
around here.” F’ense called after Jenner, and then he went inside,
trusting that Jenner would pick up the bottle.
Jenner sighed and walked back to the bottle. He picked it up, and
carried it back to his skimmer. From the window, F’ense smiled.

[DAY 6560] 11:06
Judas entered a private meeting room where his three wives wait.
Cahlaim and Maylen are laughing at some shared joke, while SAIRA
watches quietly and works on a datapad. All three look up when they
hear the door open and close.
“I haven’t seen the three of you together in some time.” Judas said,
looking around the table.
Maylen appeared to be doing better since the death of F’ense’s
family, though Cahlaim’s presence was likely the reason for that. The
two of them were almost like sisters now, even if they had initially been
in contention for his affections.
Maylen’s dark hair was now streaked with grey and her face sported
fine lines around the corners of her eyes and mouth. She still looked
as vibrant and full of energy as before though, and she remained
down to earth. Cahlaim on the other hand was not as powerfully built
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as she had been over fifteen years ago, but she had gained a
distinguished bearing that served her well in her government position.
SAIRA, alone among the three, remained the same as she had been
years before when the four of them had met - well, like she looked
after she’d gone through a metamorphosis at least.
“Yeah, it’s a shame. I forgot how much fun it is to poke fun at
Cahlaim.” Maylen commented with a smile.
“You’re assuming you got the better of me. I think it’s pretty clear I
prevailed in that verbal scuffle.” Cahlaim replied, smirking.
“Husband.” SAIRA, said, acknowledging Judas.
“Hello, dear. Dears I guess.” Judas replied, sitting down across from
the three of them. “I trust everyone is fine?”
“Besides being worried about an emergency spouse meeting?
You’re not marrying someone new are you?” Cahlaim asked.
“I hope not.” Maylen added in exasperation.
Judas held up his hands. “Hold on. This is not about a new love in my
life.”
“So there is one?” SAIRA didn’t look amused.
“No, there is not.” Judas replied. “This is about the Slipstream
Entity’s new body.”
“I felt a twist in my gut the other night. I wondered if you knew
something about that.” SAIRA said.
“Again, Cahlaim and I are left out of the loop.” Maylen grumbled.
“It’s not my fault you don’t have slipstream within you.” Judas replied.
“You never tried to put it in us, did you?” Cahlaim asked.
“Actually I did. Once.” Judas said with a shrug.
“You did?” Maylen asked incredulously.
Judas nodded. “Of course. I wanted all of you to live longer. It didn’t
work though. Maybe it didn’t want to preserve you though. I’m not sure
why it didn’t work.”
“Oh.” Maylen said, hand absently running through her graying hair.
“Well, that’s not why we’re here, is it?” Cahlaim aked, breaking the
threatening silence.
“No.” Judas admitted. “What I called you all here for is to tell you that
the Slipstream Entity has chose a female form.”
“Does that mean that it’s going to be female though? It could just
appear as a female, but it may not even have gender.” Cahlaim
suggested.
“I didn’t think about that. It could even be a male that looks female I
guess, but it said that it copied our reproductive systems.” Judas
replied.
“Our?” SAIRA asked.
“It took a sampling from every Judasian to get the genome it needed
to assemble a body. Which of us it will use more extensively I don’t
know.” Judas answered.
“So it could be you with breasts?” Maylen joked.
“Possibly. We must consider that the Slipstream Entity only has a
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second-hand idea of aesthetics though. I’d think it’s quite likely that
the largest contributor to the Slipstream’s body and personality is
Judas.” SAIRA replied.
“I wasn’t being serious, but what you say does make sense.” Maylen
admitted.
Judas sighed. “I certainly hope not.”
“Worried it’s going to attempt to breed with you?” Cahlaim asked
seriously.
“Kind of. You never know.”
“As if you’re really worried. You’re always ready to add new genome
to the Judasian mix. I’d bet that if a fish grew legs and walked up on
the land, you’d jump it and make some more little Judasians, but these
ones would have gills to rule the sea.” Maylen teased, laughing.
“Cute. I’m not really that bad, am I?” Judas asked with a grin.
“No. Ignore her.” Cahlaim answered, elbowing Maylen, who was still
laughing.
Judas tapped his fingers on the tabletop. “This whole thing about
growing
a
body…
why
now
after
sixteen
years?”
“Rats off a sinking ship?” SAIRA suggested.
“I don’t follow.” Maylen said, looking confused.
“She means that the Slipstream Entity knows its ‘body,’ if we can call
it that, is dying. Therefore, it’s building itself a vessel to live in.”
Cahlaim explained.
“Oh.” Maylen replied, understanding evident on her face. “That could
be bad then if it’s that desperate.”
“Agreed.” Judas replied. “But what can we do? I can’t influence
Underspace to the extent it may need to heal itself, or even hold
together in its present state.”
“Did the new influx of presences help?” SAIRA asked, giving the
others around the table an apologetic look.
Maylen’s brow furrowed and Cahlaim winced. Judas made no
outward physical response to SAIRA’s question, but inside he
wondered about her choice of words. Judas knew that SAIRA knew as
much as he did, being privy to all his information on the subject as she
was. She was just stimulating conversation so that the other two
women knew what she and Judas knew.
“This is still a sore subject with us all. We’ve all lost family and friends
lately. I wish I could say that it has helped a lot. The truth is, it’s too
little too late.” Judas replied.
“So there’s no hope?” Cahlaim asked.
SAIRA shook her head. “None. We have to deal with the eventuality
that Underspace will collapse.”
“Nathan and I are working on theories. We have a few of them. The
first is that all of Underspace, maybe even that which resides within
us, will dissipate when the continuity of Underspace is lost. This is not
that bad of an outcome, though we Judasians will face diminished
abilities and may even die from it - either immediately or eventually.
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Not to mention that Underspace travel would never again be
possible.” Judas began.
“And that’s one of the better outcomes?” Maylen asked.
“Compared to the complete loss of life throughout the entire galaxy,
which could happen, yes.” Judas continued, taking in the looks of
disbelief around the table. “We think that is one of the least likely
outcomes though. Another idea we have is that Underspace simply
won’t have a specific form anymore. Right now, it’s like a spider web
running through a marble, if you take the marble as the galaxy. We’re
picturing and theorizing that instead of just small threads and
channels running parallel to the galaxy, but not in it, it will assume a
form consistent with our galaxy, but still maintain it’s separate state.
No longer would access to slipstream channels be necessary.
Slipstream would effectively be capable everywhere.”
“This is the most favorable outcome?” Cahlaim asked.
“Maybe. It all depends on your perspective though. The only other
thing we’ve been able to come up with is that with the birth of the
Slipstream Entity as a physical being in this reality, Underspace will
come to exist only in our reality. The Entity’s physical body would
become a locus for all Underspace and Slipstream. Should it die, if it is
indeed mortal, all Judasians may die, or the Underspace may be free
to seek a new locus, which would likely be me since I am most in tune
with it’s being.”
SAIRA frowned. “How about Underspace travel?”
“We don’t know. We think that any Judasian may be able to project a
corridor of slipstream ahead of them, and that may be usable as a
conduit for travel, but that’s just a theory. It would require a Judasian
to be on board any ship that wished to travel in that method though, or
at least one in the group of ships.”
“That would be quite an impressive stranglehold on galactic
commerce and travel, wouldn’t it?” SAIRA mused.
“Impressive indeed. Earth would never again threaten us.” Maylen
added.
“We can only hope for such an outcome.” Judas said with a sigh.
“You will keep us posted, I hope?” SAIRA asked, collecting her
datapads.
Judas nodded, and then asked, “Leaving so soon?”
“Do you have anything else to say? I enjoy seeing all of you again,
but I really don’t see as though we have much else to learn here. The
world won’t stop for us.”
“I wish it would though.” Maylen says with a sigh, hugging Cahlaim
fiercely.
Cahlaim pushed her off after a moment. “I do as well. I miss the old
days. Things were simple.”
“Simple… I fear that things will never be that way again.” Judas said
with a hint of finality.
“How dreary. Let’s go get something to eat, and enjoy ourselves.”
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Maylen suggested, standing as well. “One night of entertainment isn’t
going to throuw off all of our schedules is it?”
“I’m game.” Cahlaim replied.
“As am I.” Judas chimed in. ”How about you, SAIRA?”
SAIRA looked at the other three. “Very well. You’ve twisted my arm.
Just don’t expect me to play big sister to your new extra-dimensional
wife.
Alright?”
“I won’t. That’s Maylen’s job.” Judas answered, grinning.
Maylen responded as she moved around the table, “Like hell it is. I’m
territorial.” She wrapped her arms around Judas.
“Fine, fine. I’ll do it myself.” Judas relented.
SAIRA opened the door. “I’m hungry. I’ll put my materials back in my
office and meet up with you shortly.”
She left, and the other three started after her a few moments later,
Judas walking between the two women, who were still laughing and
joking around, mostly at Judas’ expense.

[DAY 6560] 17:01
Zane looked across his desk at Jenner, who calmly waited for him to
speak. Finally, Zane spoke, having read the last of his messages.
“He agreed to it that easily?” Zane asked, his doubt evident in his
expression.
“I was surprised at first too. The more I think of it though, I wonder if it
was not to be expected. I think he’s just one of those people that’s
naturally not a nice person. He hungers for power.”
“That makes him a dangerous tool.” Zane observed.
“That thought had crossed my mind, but will anyone not dangerous
be able to handle Judas? Someone less ambitious or more timid
would not have a chance. Judas is rather ruthless when the need
arises.” Jenner replied.
“I’m well aware of this.”
Jenner nodded in agreement. “So you are.”
“You seem to have picked up more habits and behaviors that annoy
me in the time you were gone.” Zane said, irritated.
“Sorry, sir.”
“Never mind it. There’s nothing we can do about that.”
“When should we begin to guide F’ense into his personal revolt?”
Jenner asked.
“Personal revolt… I like that. We must be extremely careful about
that. Handled wrong, we could lose everything we’ve worked for and
gained up until now.” Zane answered.
Jenner frowned. “Is there no other way? One with less risk?”
“Not that I can think of. We’ll always be a few steps away from
crossing into greatness. This may be our only opportunity to reach
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greatness, and I’ll not pass it up. Great gains require great risks.” Zane
mused.
“So it is said, but I’m still wary of what could happen. We may defeat
Judas only to replace him with someone more vindictive. He wouldn’t
suffer us to remain should he win either.” Jenner replied.
“I know. That’s why we have to build a series of failsafes, so that
everything comes crashing in on him if things begin to go bad for us, or
if he finishes his objectives.”
“He’ll be looking for that sort of betrayal though won’t he?” Jenner
asked.
“Of course, and so will we. That just means we have to be that much
craftier setting up our traps.”
“Agreed, but how do we start him on the road to contending for
Judas’ position?”
“I may begin a push for a re-election. That may stir the pot a bit so
that we can get things started. In the meantime, F’ense needs to be
around a few more deaths I think.”
“More Judasians?” Jenner had a look of genuine surprise on his face
as he said this. “You want him to become even more powerful?”
Zane shrugged. “Why not? I don’t care if he’s more than evenly
matched with Judas. Likely, he’ll have to face Judas and one of his
wives anyway, or some bodyguards at least.”
“That’s supposing it will come to direct combat…” Jenner
commented.
“It will. Trust me. With as much bitterness involved as there seems to
be on F’ense’s part, this will manifest in a physical confrontation.”
Zane replied, a broad smile forming.
“If all of our planning results in a mere duel of sorts between the two
men, why not just go for that immediately? Why all the subterfuge?
Can’t we build up F’ense secretly and then spring him on Judas?”
“That’s all well and good, but we want him spread out thin. We want
him worrying about this and that, so he’s too occupied to notice F’ense
coming until the last minute.”
“He will know or at least suspect something of F’ense if he’s around a
few more deaths. How many more accidents can there be before he
gets arrested or killed for them? He’ll be seen as a threat to the rest of
Keymra.”
“We’ll have to be careful about it. He’ll have a good reason for being
in the area where the murders occur, but never have direct contact
with the victims. He’ll just have to get close when they’ve died, so he
can collect their energies. Maybe we’ll disguise him as an emergency
vehicle driver or put him in the medical team that arrives on the scene.
Of course no one else can know who he is when he’s there.” Zane
explained.
“We’re not going to be supporting F’ense as a candidate for election,
are we?” Jenner asked.
Zane shook his head. “No. That would draw Judas’ attention to the
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fact that we have ties with him. I’ll be pushing a human candidate,
while F’ense grows stronger, and moves in on Judas. We’ll also have
to start dealing with F’ense by proxy or secure message. We can’t risk
having you recognized around him.”
“I was using the masking technology. No one would recognize that
face. I never use the same one more than a couple times.”
“Even still, I don’t want you around him many more times, not unless
it’s absolutely necessary.”
“Alright. I’ll arrange to have messages delivered through a secure
message service. Anything sent will arrive through middlemen and
whatnot. Nothing will be traceable to us.”
“Good. That will do fine. I’ll get someone else working on arranging
another tragedy or two for Judas’ family. You just concentrate on
F’ense and your other duties.”
“Alright then.”
“You may go.” Zane said, dismissing him with a brief wave.
Jenner complied, leaving immediately. Zane smiled at the closed
door for a few moments before returning to work. Everything was
starting to come together for him. That thought kept a smile on his face
for some time afterwards.

[DAY 6561] 11:06
Admiral Martin Rybaich had been in the middle of his evening meal
when he was informed that there was an incoming shuttle carrying
another Admiral, though of the military branch of the Earth’s Fleet
instead of the science branch like he was. With the news, his food
turned sour in his mouth, and his drink bitter. Disgusted, he cleaned
up and went down to the hangar to meet the other Admiral.
The fact that he wasn’t informed before the shuttle had nearly arrived
mad his guts twist. So with clenched fists and a tight jaw, Admiral
Rybaich watched the shuttle slide into the hangar. When the bay had
repressurized, he and two of his personal security guards crossed the
hangar to stand beside the loading ramp of the shuttle.
Six security guards with black armbands preceded the Admiral out of
the shuttle. He was still thinking about what it meant that this Admiral
had so many of the Sable Guard with him. The Sable Guard, named
for their black armbands, were among the most elite fighters, pilots,
and soldiers in all of Terran space. Six more followed the Admiral, who
was a bearded man with a powerful build; his shaved head showed a
great scar across the side of his scalp, right above the left ear.
“Admiral Reidvund.” Martin greeted his peer, inclining his head
slightly.
“Martin, I hadn’t expected a personal greeting.” Reidvund replied,
grinning wolfishly.
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Martin Rybaich’s eyes narrowed. “You wouldn’t have had one at all
had I not just been informed thirty minutes ago that you were arriving.
I’d have thought you’d offer me more courtesy than to show up as
good as unannounced.”
“Our superiors decided it was best for me to arrive without any pomp.
It might promote worry through the fleet.”
“You mean because you’re here to displace my authority?”
“Nothing of the sort, Martin, we’re of equal authority on this project.”
“This project being what?”
“Why the conquest of Keymra, of course.”
Martin’s face folded into a deep frown, which made the other Admiral
laugh. Martin took in his colleague’s blond beard was tinged with
coppery tones, which mixed with some scattered grey. Dale
Reidvund’s eyes were a sharp and clear blue, and his nose was sharp
but well-formed. To Martin, he resembled nothing more than a
predatory bird.
“I wasn’t aware that Earth had taken to using the native’s term for
their planet.” Martin observed.
Dale shrugged. “It’s much easier to say than Marzipan V. Besides, to
beat your enemy, you must know your enemy.”
“Perhaps. I do not think that our fleet is ready to launch an assault
anytime soon though.”
“Your fleet is not - mine is.” Dale responded.
“Your fleet?” Martin asked.
“Yes. The Falconer is coming. It should be here within the week.”
Dale answered.
Martin froze. “You’re bringing the flagship of the Sable Guard here?”
“They wouldn’t miss this for the world, Martin.” Admiral Reidvund
indicated the grinning guards on either side of him.
Martin suppressed a shudder. “I guess not.”
“Now, where are my quarters?” Dale asked. ”I need to settle in and
then get all of the latest reports so that I can get up to speed.”
“You’re on the officer’s deck near my quarters and those of my first
officer.”
“Lead the way then. There’s much to do.”
“Indeed.” Martin replied.
Admiral Martin Rybaich, flanked by his two guards, led Admiral Dale
Reidvund and his honor guard of twelve Sable Guards across the
hangar. As they walked through the halls to the lift, crewmen flattened
themselves against the corridor walls to make way for the elite guards.
So much for keeping their arrival secret, Martin thought to himself,
news of this will be across the fleet in an hour.
Sure enough, within an hour Martin Rybaich had received no fewer
than six offers for assistance from captains around the fleet. One had
gone so far as to put two squads of his best marines on twenty-four
hour alert should they be needed for a rescue attempt. To allay some
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fears, he had just posted a fleet-wide video bulletin relaying to his
crew and those of the other ships that he was safe, and that Admiral
Reidvund was here as an advisor and colleague, not as a hostile
force. Then he received a notice from the other Admiral that he was
expected in a full staff meeting within the hour.
Martin sighed, and glanced at his first officer, who gave him a
sympathetic look. “He’s not worried about stepping on toes, is he?”
Reluctantly, he went to that meeting, purposely arriving barely in
time. His chief science officers and captains from around the fleet
were all present. He had heard that each of them had brought a
personal escort of at least ten men. Fears were flying high, in spite of
his message.
Many of the officers sought to catch his eye as he entered, and
Martin did his best to relay through just a glance that everything was
well. A number of his subordinates relaxed noticeably after he gave
them a brief nod, though that was short-lived. As soon as Admiral
Reidvund entered the room, wearing a black band on his arm to
signify his ties with the Sable Guard, nervous whispers started.
Everyone took note that the two Admirals sat side by side at the head
of the table. Customarily, the ‘home Admiral’ was delegated that
respect at least.
Martin rose to speak first. “I’m sure you’re all wondering about the
latest addition to our local command structure. I would like to reassure
you all that my colleague here is not going to be taking over the fleet
as many of you suspect. I have a message from Earth stating that
because this is a unique situation, we can’t afford to not have a military
advisor. Can any of you think of someone better suited than Admiral
Reidvund? He’s known throughout the system for his bravery and the
results he gets. I’ll let him take over now, as I’m sure that he has his
own message for you all.”
Admiral Reidvund stood as Admiral Rybaich sat. He looked around
the room, his piercing stare reaching everyone. More than one person
slumped in his chair or averted his eyes. Then he favored them with
his sharp-toothed grin.
“Thank you, Admiral Rybaich” Reidvund started. “As you stated, I’m
here in an advisory position. Control of the fleet will remain yours.”
Many wondered if the phrase ‘for the time being’ was being left off.
Martin wondered the same himself.
“The reopening of the slipstreams to Terran vessels is a breathtaking
change of events. No longer are we cut off from our children and our
colonies on other worlds in systems far from here. No longer must we
accept that one we sent out to die among the stars has limited our
travel among the stars. For too long have we chafed under his unfair
restrictions, and now… now he can’t limit us anymore.” Reidvund
paused, letting his words sink in.
“We have a few thousand of our people trapped on a world filled with
savages, begging us to deliver them. How can we ignore their appeal?
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I can’t. Can you? They haven’t sent us just a plea for help; they’ve sent
us the method to deliver them. We have their technologies used to
travel Underspace. We can be there in weeks.” Reidvund continued,
leaning forward on the table to stare down at the twenty or so faces
surrounding it.
“The slipstream fissure isn’t strong enough to accommodate a large
number of small ships, or more than one cruiser class vessel right
now, though.” One scientist interrupted.
Reidvund shrugged. “So? Make it bigger. We have no reason not to,
do we?”
“It takes time, sir. Simply wishing it to be bigger doesn’t help.” One of
the ship captains said.
“I’m not here to hear excuses. If one way doesn’t work, then another
will. I’ve read that simply using a Slipstream Shell attracts more
Underspace here. Why not build them on a half dozen ships, and
leave them running full time? We could even make a few unmanned
ships with Slipstream Shell generators on them. We’ll attach them to
the ships like the Underspace lance, and make Underspace come to
us.”
Someone stood up. Martin recognized him as the scientist who had
doubts before.
“You can’t do that. It’ll tear it wide open. It’s fragile now. It’s dying.”
The red-haired scientist said angrily.
“You don’t seem to realize that if we don’t do it now, we may not get
another chance.” Reidvund replied, ignoring the plea for compassion.
“The slipstream is just going to get worse. The latest message from
the Sleepers says that they will find a way to deal with Judas if we can
send a couple small ships with trained men. I have a dozen volunteers
with me right now. They will be on the two ships we’re going to
prepare.”
“Where are you getting these ships? Building them from scratch
would take too much time.” Someone asked.
“From the Falconer. These will be Sable Guard vessels.” Reidvund
replied.
“And a dozen people on two ships will succeed where fifty thousand
failed before? How many soldiers did we lose in the Slipstream battles
against Judas? I know there were millions of colonists lost, but we lost
a third of Earth’s space fleet too.” One white-haired captain
commented dryly.
Admiral Reidvund glared at the elderly captain. “You think I don’t
know that? Pirate activity quadrupled after the loss of the fleet.
Lawlessness abounded. We still have scores of deep-sleep vessels
waiting for the re-establishment of slipstream travel so they can settle
on other planets. We simply don’t have food for everyone. It was the
Sable Guard who bled and died against many of those pirates and
smugglers.”
“No one is disputing their contribution to Earth’s current level of
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peace and safety. I just don’t see the wisdom in fighting Judas again.
We lost before and we may very well lose again. They will take away
our slipstream travel for good this time if we fail. I would rather use it
for maintaining contact with our existing colonies.” Martin’s first officer,
Captain Famey replied.
“You don’t mind having Earth and our colonies in almost thirty other
systems living under the restrictions placed by one rebel and the
scattered colonists of a backward planet? They’re savages with
spears and crude huts and they have any right to limit us?” Reidvund
asked.
“This line of rhetoric is getting nowhere.” Admiral Rybaich finally said,
standing again. “We all agree that we could benefit from
re-establishing contact and travel between Sol and its colonies. How
we go about that is in question. I recognize the fact that the slipstream
entity may be suffering, and it may even die. That makes our need to
send as many colony ships and supply vessels as we can that much
more urgent. We can’t abandon them. I will work toward this goal. If
the Sable Guard wishes to send troops to fight Judas, they may, but
not until we have sent aid to our existing colonies.”
Admiral Reidvund seethed. “You can’t do that.”
“Can’t I? I thought I was still in charge here…” Martin said. “I will not
have you place the desires of a few refugees on a hostile planet over
the survival of millions of colonists on our colonies. I might have once
been for the destruction of Judas and his followers, but I have come to
my senses. The colonies come first. It’s a simple matter of numbers.”
“This isn’t over.” Reidvund warned.
Admiral Rybaich shook his head. “Yes, it is. I have many friends in
the Planetary Congress. We will aid our colonies first and then you will
get your chance.”
Reidvund left the room, and Martin slumped into his chair. Cheers
and congratulations from around the table did nothing to relieve the
fear he felt. The other Admiral was capable of almost anything and
soon he would have more help.

[DAY 6561] 14:34
“Chancellor of the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal
log…” Judas paused to collect his thoughts.
“I’ve been speaking with Nathan, and he believes that the
Slipstream’s body will hatch any day now. I’m simultaneously
frightened and anxious about this. On one hand I know she, if it really
is a she by the standard definition, will cause me no end of trouble. As
my wives said, the Slipstream is inexorably tied to me; it has been
since I became it’s first host. Granted, SAIRA was infected at the
same time, but she didn’t manifest the abilities I did - she still hasn’t.
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There is no being that I know of that is more in tune with the
Slipstream than I am. It simply hasn’t bonded with anyone like it has
with me. This means that there’s almost no chance that it will not latch
on to me socially, if not personally.”
“I wonder what the body will look like. I imagine something exotic and
strange, or something very bland and generic maybe. Maybe it’ll be a
mix of the two. Quite honestly, even with the knowledge of hundreds
of us, I don’t think the Slipstream is an accurate judge of what we find
attractive. Hell, I’m not a good judge for that matter. Everyone likes
something different.”
“I can’t say I’m not intrigued by the prospect of another woman in my
life. I thought I was secure with the three, well four that I’ve had, but
there’s a hole in my life that I’ve been filling with work. I think Cahlaim
and the others could fill it if I gave them the chance, but I haven’t.
SAIRA would be my best bet since she will have a similar lifespan, but
Cahlaim is probably who I need most right now. Maylen is surprisingly
able to deal with being on her own. She’s the most independent of the
three.”
“Anyway, I’m wandering again. It just goes to show how much the
three of them are on my mind. It makes me miss Alyssa all the more.
She was a treasure that I often took for granted.” Judas sighed ruefully
and poured himself a drink.
“I wonder what role the Slipstream will have me play. SAIRA and I
played a game of sorts when she was developing a social identity
sixteen years ago. She was my mother first, then my sister, and finally
my lover and wife. This may sound rather Oedipal, but it was pretty
‘commonplace’ I guess. It just made happened. I can’t think of another
way to describe this. When it happened, the progression made
sense.”
“Still, it was touch and go here and there. I don’t relish the idea of
having to lead another socially, emotionally, and psychologically
immature being through childhood and adolescence. It’s one thing if
it’s your own offspring and some of that stuff is innate It’s another thing
entirely when it’s a being of another race - an artificial race at that.”
“My mind is filled with worries these days. F’ense is on my mind. I’m
feeling all sorts of strange things from Underspace too. I don’t know
how much of it to attribute to the Slipstream Entity’s growth, and how
much is being caused by other things, so I’ve pushed all of our vessel
building and the Orbital Relay Station’s construction up in priority.”
Judas tapped his fingers on the recorder, turning it over in his hands.
“Zane has been too quiet lately. I don’t like it. I realize he may be
laying low after the last couple incidents, but I’d prefer knowing that
he’s doing something and having to figure out what, to wondering if
he’s even trying something at all. He and his whole group are like an
anthill: you only see what’s on the surface and there could be any level
of activity within. It’s a dangerous setup. He will move again. The only
thing is when. I simply don’t want to have to worry about it anymore.”
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“Someone asked me the other day why there are so few females
involved in the government besides my wives. I couldn’t answer that
question. I didn’t want to say that the two native races are very
patriarchal and Humans have a relatively small percentage of women
on their vessels unless they’re colony ships or sometimes science
ships. Truth be told, we’re lacking for females in general. Some of the
excess human males have taken to sharing a woman, or they’ve
intermarried with the native races. Unfortunately they can’t breed with
them. All the parts fit, but the genome does not. It is only the
adaptations caused by the slipstream that allows me to mate with any
female on this planet. All of my offspring carry these traits as well, so
they’re able to breed with any of the races here.”
“I imagine a world a few hundred years for now where there is only
one conglomerated race. In sixty years alone, there will be another ten
generations of Judasians. We’re spreading like a plague. We’ll
probably be the majority in thirty of our generations if we keep
interbreeding. Some may try to preserve pure bloodlines of each of
the three other races, but it won’t matter. It simply takes them too long
to breed and their genes are inferior.”
“What it boils down to is that the League of Four Races is a sham. It’s
not that I don’t care about the other three races; it’s just that my
offspring will live far longer and breed much faster than the other
races. We’ll absorb them and then move on. I can only hope that we
have an inborn limit built into us. Otherwise we’ll have the problem
Earth is having in only a few centuries.”
“Maybe we’ll become a savage and warlike people, killing for land,
food, mates, and survival. I may not be around then, but I can’t say I
eagerly anticipate the de-evolution of my race.”
“I don’t wish to consider these distant problems anymore. I have
more immediate needs.”
“End Log.” Judas whispered as he set aside the recorder. He drained
his glass, and went back to work.

[DAY 6562] 03:55
F’ense slid from the skimmer he’d ‘borrowed’ from a transportation
depot two cities over from where he lived. The dull alloys and
polymers reflected little light in the pre-dawn. Keymra’s sun had yet to
come up, though the three moons were giving off enough light that it
seemed to be dawn anyway. He left the skimmer in a copse of trees
and ran toward a group of houses, hiding behind a shrub once he was
close enough to read the house numbers.
In spite of what he had been advised, F’ense had decided to take out
his cousin on his own. There was something to be said for doing
things with your own two hands. This business of letting someone else
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do the killing, and then him collecting the slipstream afterward just
didn’t sit well with F’ense. That’s why he was here, hours before his
help was supposed to do the dirty work.
Jenner and his friends had picked his the targets for him. Isaac was a
grandchild of SAIRA and Judas, with one Calatian parent. Isaac had
married a Calatian himself, just like his father had. They had recently
had their first child, who they named Jacob. Judas’ offspring tended to
have a lot of biblical names, much to the chagrin of some human
purists and the sleepers.
Isaac and Rysa’s home was in a sort of subdivision in a suburb of
Providence. Rows of identical houses housed dozens of families, all of
which worked for the government in one way or another. Isaac was a
supervising developer in charge of a mining operation near
Providence.
F’ense checked the house number again, and checked the windows
to see if there was any movement inside. He grinned. There was
none.
He took a moment to clear his mind and recalled what he did to
teleport back on the day of the accident. Carefully, he drew slipstream
about him and formed a shell. Moments later, he was in the living area
of Isaac and his family with his shell crumbling around him.
From the corner of his eye he caught a glimpse of movement.
Someone sat at the table with a mug of drink paused halfway to their
mouth to look his way; there was a look of shock on the woman’s face.
Instinctively, he drew the jagged knife he wore at his hip, and threw it.
The knife buried up to its hilt in the woman’s chest. Her eyes bulged
and a kind of choking noise slipped from her mouth before she sagged
forward onto the table. F’ense frowned, and collected the knife. He
hadn’t expected it to be Rysa.
“Rysa?” A voice from an adjoining room called.
F’ense flattened himself against the wall, and waited for the person
to enter the main room from what he suspected was a bedroom. A few
moments’ patience rewarded him. Isaac walked into the main room,
stopping two steps out of the doorway to stare at his wife’s body.
“Rysa?” Isaac choked out, a look of horror on his face.
F’ense stepped over and buried the knife in Isaac’s back. Isaac
squirmed, and his hands scrambled to reach the knife. F’ense
grabbed the handle again and twisted; Isaac screamed in pain. Isaac
flailed about, freeing himself from F’ense’s grasp; slipstream leaked
from his back.
F’ense growled, and lashed out with his fists at Isaac, connecting to
the side of his head, sending him to the ground. After he hit the floor,
F’ense stepped on his back and tore him open with the knife that was
still stuck in his back. There was blood everywhere by the time he had
the knife free of Isaac’s ribcage.
Random slipstream particles danced around, fizzling and fading from
view. One more slice of the six-inch blade separated Isaac’s head
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from his body. It took less than a minute after that for the slipstream to
vacate the body. At first, it seemed as though the slipstream didn’t
want to come to him, but when he stepped over the body there was no
choice for it. His arms tingled with life - added power.
Jacob put up very little fight. F’ense simply cornered him in the child’s
bedroom and gutted him. He sat on Jacob’s bed afterward, and waited
for the last breath to come and go so he could collect the slipstream
from him as well.
Feeling energized from his conquests, F’ense almost left the bodies
behind, but part of him knew it would buy him more time if he hid them.
Again he drew on the slipstream’s energies, but this time he sent them
to the bodies of his victims. Slipstream particles clung to the drying
blood of the three victims and drew them into Underspace.
F’ense smiled to himself after all the bodies and gore were gone from
the apartment. He then teleported back to the skimmer and started
toward the preselected area where he was supposed to dump the
skimmer. He couldn’t help but wonder if the bodies would still be
found, even if they were floating through Underspace.
It was only an hour after sunrise by the time he teleported home from
the dumpsite.

[DAY 6563] 01:12
It was very late, or very early, depending how you look at it. Admiral
Reidvund had never been someone who needed much sleep though.
It was not unheard of him to only sleep one day out of three during a
busy week, though he’d have to sleep every day the following week.
This was looking like one of those weeks when he wouldn’t get much
sleep.
He’d been sending dozens of messages to allies within the fleet,
back on Earth, and on the other colonies in the Sol System. He’d also
been calling in favors owed him - lots of favors. A dozen ships were
already moving at top speed to a rendezvous point just outside the
range of the Science Fleet’s sensors.
If one was going to commit some sort of treason, he’d best do it well,
the Admiral thought to himself. While he wasn’t planning an outright
attack on the fleet, he did want to seize control of the Underspace
Fissure long enough to send his attack fleet through.
Disgust welled up in him as he recalled the meeting a couple days
prior. Disabling an enemy that threatened all of mankind was far more
important than seeing which colonies had survived. They had gone to
new homes with a full understanding of the risks. They’d also been
very well equipped. If they couldn’t make it a few more months, then
they shouldn’t have been sent in the first place. At the very worst, they
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can put some colonists back into stasis pods until they’ve started
enough crops to feed everyone.
Finally, a signal came from the bridge of the Poseidon. The Falconer
was here. Unable to keep a smile off his face, Dale Reidvund pulled
on his dress jacket and preened himself in front of the mirror. He
recalled something his father had said once: ‘One must always look
his best, unless you’re in combat… then all bets are off, so long as you
win.’ With the falconer here, there was no doubt that he would win
now.
Deciding that he was presentable, the Admiral left his quarters and
started on his way to the bridge, where he would contact his ship
before being ferried over to it. This would likely make Admiral Rybaich
nervous, but he was in the mood to let his colleague sweat a little bit.

[DAY 6563] 02:28
Patrick Neilson paced his quarters on the Aborigine. He was waiting
for his timer to start. For the last eight days, he had carefully reviewed
each member of the crew to determine which, if any, were Zane’s
informants. Two nights ago, he found one.
Ever since that threat had been made, Patrick had found himself
struggling to get a decent night’s sleep. He hadn’t even showered in
the last few days because he was so nervous about what he had
found. How nice it would be to finally be able to rest again, to take care
of himself again. Zane had no right to threaten him, not with the risks
he took every day for his allegiance to the Sleepers. Patrick slammed
his fist into the bulkhead, though he regretted it immediately. He cried
out and cradled his bruised knuckles against his ribs.
“This is bullshit. I should be a hero…” Patrick muttered, wincing as he
examined his knuckles.
He checked the timer once again - still too much time left. Patrick
took a deep breath, and then began to flex his bruised hand. The
middle knuckle protested, sending a stabbing feeling up his wrist.
Tears began to form in the corners of his eyes.
“Just bruised… pull yourself together.”
The pain refused to go away though, so he dug out the medkit he’d
appropriated for himself. It had been reported missing during the last
run to the station. He drew out a hypodermic, and filled it with half a cc
of an anti-inflammatory and anesthetic compound, mixed according to
the chart on that came with the medkit.
He then carefully positioned the hypodermic next to the swollen
knuckle, and placed his thumb on the plunger. Then he took a deep
breath, and turned his head away. The anticipation of pain made his
rectum clench. Moments later, he had an empty hypo and the pain
was beginning to fade from his hand.
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“Much better.”
Again he checked the timer, and saw that it was time to go. He
picked up his pack with his good hand and left his quarters, checking
both ways before entering the hallway. Seeing that the hallway was
clear, he started down toward the back of the ship. He came to the first
airlock and opened the hatch.
The ship had a number of these hatches. They were usually shut at
all times, other than when you traveled from one part of the ship to the
next. It kept the entire ship from decompressing in case of a hull
breach. Patrick had to pass through two more hatches before he
reached the zero gravity portion of the vessel, which was where he
was going to set up his trap.
He closed the hatched behind him,and launched himself away from
the hatch toward the outer wall of the cargo chamber. He twisted in
mid-flight so that he would land on his feet. Still, his landing was
clumsy, and he had to scramble to grab one of the metal rungs
attached intermittently along all the walls in the zero gravity sections of
the ship. Once he grabbed the first rung, he pulled himself over to the
next and the next, until he reached the cargo door override panel.
Once there, he opened his pack and pulled out a datapad that he’d
modified. With the aid of a small toolkit, he removed the casing to the
override panel and wired in his pad. He glanced at his watch, and then
he started his program. Things were going smoothly. Plenty of time,
he thought.
His program finished, so he replaced the panel’s cover and put away
his gear. Again, he positioned himself next to a metal rung. Carefully,
he aimed himself at the hatch he had entered through and pushed off.
Immediately, he could tell his trajectory was off. Instead of heading
toward the hatch, he was heading toward the cargo containers
strapped against the ‘ceiling.’
Patrick shifted his body so that he would land again on his feet. His
legs cushioned the impact, but there was nothing to hold onto. His
hands clawed for purchase, but there were no rungs within reach, so
he pushed off again, hoping to come in contact with one of the outer
walls again.
This time he had pushed off unevenly with his legs, and he began to
spin as he approached the outer wall. When he neared it, he reached
out with his nearest arm, which happened to be the one with the
bruised, possibly broken, knuckle. His hand slipped off the rung and
he slammed into the wall headfirst. Darkness descended.
Five minutes later, a fake call was put in to engineering, where the
informant was. The informant came to the cargo room as instructed,
so that he could re-secure the supposedly loose cargo containers. As
soon as he’d closed the hatch behind him, Patrick’s program went off.
The cargo doors blew open, sucking the air and the informant out
into space. Patrick, who was still unconscious, got sucked out with the
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air as it evacuated the depressurized hold. Alarms all across the ship
went off, waking the captain and the crew.
Hours later they ruled it an accident and that’s what the captain’s
report stated. Patrick’s programming had been good enough to hide
the fact that it was really a murder, not an accident. They were not
able to recover the bodies though, since they were subject to the laws
of physics, and their momentum had carried them too far from the
bodies to collect them. Turning around simply wasn’t a fuel-efficient
option. Even still, they had to correct their trajectory, because the
unexpected venting of air had thrown them off by a couple degrees.

[DAY 6563] 16:45
Jenner fidgeted nervously under the gaze of his superior. Zane
shifted his eyes away from Jenner to the reports on his desk.
“You’ve got to be kidding. Right?” Zane asked finally.
“Unfortunately not.” Jenner replied.
“So our only way to communicate with the fleet has just died while
killing our other informant on board? What kind of curse am I under?”
“I don’t know, sir.” Jenner said quietly. “We’re working on aligning the
backup receiver and transmitter. I don’t think we’ll be able to disguise
the transmissions as well as before though. We simply don’t have
anyone else of Patrick’s talent in our ranks.”
Zane grunted. “Talent? He got himself flushed out of an airlock.”
Jenner smiled. “That may be. He was always a bit unstable. You said
yourself that he hacked into your machine and spoke to you on one
occasion. Still, he was one of the best communications guys around.”
“Why are all the brilliant ones always a bit messed up in the head?”
Zane asked, sighing.
“I’m not sure. There does seem to be a fine line between brilliance
and madness though, sir.” Jenner offered, wondering which side of
that line his master walked.
“That was a rhetorical question.” Zane said in annoyance.
Jenner winced. “Oh. Sorry.”
Zane flipped to the next report, giving his assistant another brief look
of annoyance. “Not only did our contacts on the Aborigine just die, but
our Judasian seems to have run amok. Is he even on our side
anymore?”
“We’re still trying to find him. It seems he’s a bit overzealous.” Jenner
admitted.
“You didn’t anticipate him taking matters into his own hands then,
you mean?”
“No.”
Zane snorted. “Will Judas go after him now? He can only hide his
tracks so well.”
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“I’m thinking he’ll kill again, and soon. He’ll want to be as powerful as
he can get before facing off against his grandfather, if we can call
Judas that.” Jenner replied.
“We can only hope. So far what he’s done hasn’t exactly been what
we’d expected. Why would he be accommodating now?” Zane asked.
“He may continue to walk to his own beat, but it will likely cost him his
life.” Jenner answered.
“Agreed.” Zane replied. “This last report. Is it true?”
“That was stolen directly from the Minister of Science and Research.”
“How can Underspace grow itself a body? Its particles can’t even
exist in this reality for very long. They dissipate.”
“That’s what I thought as well. Can we afford to regard this report as
false though?” Jenner asked.
“No, we cannot. I don’t know what we can do about this problem
though. I’ll have to talk to some theorists and specialists in the field.”
Zane replied.
“Whatever you wish, sir. I just bring the information to your attention.”
Zane nods. “How’s your knee feeling?”
“Fine, sir.”
“No limp?”
“Maybe just a little.” Jenner admitted.
Zane waved him off. “You may go.”
Jenner left Zane’s office, leaving him to contemplate all that had
happened recently. The only bright point was the fact that Jenner still
limped. The man was a clod.

[DAY 6564] 09:56
F’ense opened the door to his brother’s house. Tsuan’s home was
fairly remote. Tsuan had always been strange, even among
Judasians. For one reason or another, he had either never
succumbed to the desire to breed, or he simply didn’t have the need.
Being isolated as he was, he suited F’ense’s purposes quite well.
His brother’s taste was eclectic, with strange ornamentation from all
of the major cultures on Keymra strewn about the entryway and the
adjoining hallway. F’ense sniffed the air, catching his brother’s scent sweat, musk, salt, dirt, and assorted food odors. Following the scent
led him to the back of the house, where Tsuan waited for him. F’ense
flinched involuntarily upon seeing his brother, who stood in wait for
him.
Tsuan was a head shorter than F’ense, but somehow he seemed
larger to his brother. His disarming smile and intense eyes appeared
too intelligent and they were almost unfitting on a Myrrelian face. He
wore simple grey robes of a coarse material and his neck crest
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constantly glowed with shifting shades of red and blue.
“Brother.” Tsuan said, acknowledging F’ense’s arrival.
“Hello, Tsuan.”
“You need something. I can tell.” Tsuan replied as he eased into a
chair.
“You always could read me and everyone else too well. It’s
unnerving.” F’ense said, frowning.
Tsuan shrugged. “Anyone would realize why you came here. I
haven’t seen you in two and a half years and you suddenly appear?
You want something.”
“You’re right, but do you know what I came for?” F’ense asked, eyes
narrowing.
Tsuan’s neck crest glowed blue. “I have my guesses. Why don’t you
just tell me though?”
“Fair enough.” F’ense paused. “I need your help to learn to hide.”
“Why me?” Tsuan demanded.
“You’re the only one I can turn to.” F’ense replied.
“Because I’m alone?” Tsuan asked.
F’ense shook his head. “Because you understand.”
“Perhaps.”
“You do. I know it. Now will you help me?” F’ense asked.
“Yes.” Tsuan replied. His neck crest turned to a cool blue.
F’ense swallowed twice before speaking. “I need to know how to hide
from Judas.”
“How is our self-designated grandfather? He ignores my existence. I
do likewise.”
“You know too much. It’s unpleasant to be around you.” F’ense
admitted.
Tsuan chuckled, a throaty noise. His neck crest shifted to a deep red.
“I miss such blunt honesty. You are Myrrelian, in spite of your taint.”
“I am what I am. You are little different than I.” F’ense said.
“Yet you hunger for more. Don’t lie to me. I know your thoughts.”
Tsuan replied.
“You’re right. I’ll not deny it.” F’ense admitted.
Tsuan chewed his lip. “What would you have of me?”
“Teach me to hide my presence.” F’ense answered.
“What would you do with this knowledge?”
“Don’t you know?” F’ense asked in return.
Tsuan grinned. “I do. I just wish for you to say it out loud. It has more
impact that way.”
“I’d kill you, and many more. Eventually Judas.”
“Fair enough. I’ve been waiting for this day, you know.”
“Why?” F’ense asked.
“To join with the slipstream entity.” Tsuan responded.
F’ense frowned. “Why not just kill yourself?”
“That’s the easy route. Just because I wanted to be together with the
slipstream doesn’t mean I want to leave this life. I had things I needed
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to learn.” Tsuan explained.
“You’re sick.” F’ense said in disgust.
“Am I? Aren’t you the one killing me?”
F’ense smiled and shrugged. “Maybe, but you can’t kill that which
wishes to die. It’s already dead.”
“Untrue, dear brother. You simply can’t take a life from someone who
doesn’t wish that life. You’re releasing them.”
“Shall I release you then?” F’ense asked.
“If you want the knowledge you seek. When you absorb my essence,
you will know what I know.” Tsuan replied.
“How do you know all that you know?” F’ense asked.
“I don’t know. Things simply come to me when I think about them.”
Tsuan admitted.
“You’ve always been different.” F’ense said, drawing his knife.
“Let’s hope there was good reason.” Tsuan replied, baring his chest
to his brother.
F’ense advanced warily, wondering if it was all a trick. Even after
he’d buried his blade in his brother’s heart he wondered if it was some
sort of trick. Tsuan’s neck crest glowed auburn, and then amber as his
life fled. Slipstream emptied from his back, wrists, and strangely his
mouth. Unable to avoid it, F’ense breathed in the slipstream from his
brother’s mouth. Immediately he knew something was wrong; he
staggered under the knowledge and imagery that flooded in with
Tsuan’s essence. His blood pounded in his ears and his thoughts
were not his own.
Tsuan grasped at F’ense’s shirt as his last few breaths slipped from
his mouth. “You always were a fool, brother.”
F’ense pushed him away in alarm, but it was too late. He collapsed
and laid on the floor, struggling for motor control. Minutes passed,
maybe hours, but as each moment passed, he knew that less and less
of his thoughts were his own.
Some time later, Tsuan stood in his new body. He looked down at the
empty shell that was his body before and smiled. The neck crest of his
new body glowed yellow, indicating the slipstream within the body.
Then he left, hiding his slipstream signature from all those who would
seek him.

[DAY 6564] 13:01
Judas enveloped himself in slipstream and entered Underspace.
Over the years, the disorientation of being afloat in the syrupy thick
slipstream had diminished, but it was still somewhat uncomfortable.
Every time he was in slipstream for an extended period of time it took
him awhile to walk correctly afterward, much like getting his sea legs
and then going back on land, he supposed. He’d never been on the
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ocean before, but the analogy seemed correct to him.
This time though, he had a good reason to be in Underspace - the
birth of the Slipstream Entity. Nathan had been watching the
developments for some time now, and he was almost certain it would
happen any time now. So Judas traveled first to Nathan’s apartment. It
was only a matter of seconds between the initial formation of the
slipstream shell in Judas’ office and when he arrived in Nathan’s
apartment. Nathan was ready and waiting for him, dressed in his office
clothes, as he always was.
“Ready to go?” Judas asked.
Nathan nodded, stepping over next to Judas. “I wouldn’t miss this for
the world. How often does someone get to see a new species being
born?”
“I seem to see it rather often.” Judas shrugged.
Nathan frowned. “You’re somewhat of a special case I would think.”
“I like to think so too.” Judas said with a grin.
Another slipstream shell formed, this time around Judas and Nathan.
“You’ll have to teach me this some day, alright?” Nathan asked.
“As if you ever have time. You’re always inventing work for yourself
to avoid having any sort of life. How your wife, children, and
grandchildren stand you, I don’t know.” Judas commented.
“I think it’s because I’m not that interesting, so they don’t miss me.”
Judas shook his head, and sent the slipstream shell into
Underspace. Once there, he checked to make sure Nathan was okay,
and then he started the sphere toward the slipstream’s chrysalis.
Minutes later, they were there.
The cocoon had swollen and grown, filled presumably with an
adult-sized body, where before it had only been child-sized. Fibrous
strands of the cocoon bulged around the body, straining to contain
what was within.
“It’s different up close than I expected..” Nathan commented.
“I guess so.” Judas said.
“I can’t really send my senses out here like you can. So I hadn’t seen
it before. I could only see what my instruments could see.”
“Sorry.”
Nathan shook his head. “No, it’s my own fault. I’ve never tried to
develop any of my innate powers.”
Judas smirked. “Powers, eh? That sounds odd.”
“Abilities? Skills?”
“That’s better.” Judas replied.
They sat and watched silently after that, waiting for the entity to
emerge. Strand by strand, the cocoon began to unravel, opening like a
flower.
“Suppose it will need help getting out?” Nathan asked.
“I doubt it, but then again, it is new at this.” Judas answered.
“How is it going to survive? Once it pops into normal space, won’t it
die?” Nathan asked.
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“Again, I’m sure it has a plan. We can’t get a ship here in time
anyway.”
“True.”
A large section of the cocoon flaked away, and then another. Layer
after layer sloughed off, revealing the body beneath it. Only the last
translucent coverings remained. The final strands of slipstream that
trailed into Underspace slid back, drawing the covered body back into
the slipstream vent.
Nathan glanced at Judas, who shrugged. Once it was completely
inside the slipstream, the last layer dissolved, and a slipstream shell
formed around the slipstream entity’s body.
“What now?” Nathan asked.
“I don’t know. Let me try to talk to it.” Judas replied.
Judas concentrated, trying to reach the entity with his thoughts. As
he did that, the entity sped off in its shell. Seeing no other alternative,
Judas gave chase. They broke free of Underspace in Keymra’s
atmosphere, and teleported into Judas’ office in Providence.
Both shells faded away, leaving a slight haze about the room. Judas
and Nathan both stared at the female form the entity had chosen, and
she stared back at them.
“It’s different seeing with your own eyes.” The entity said, her voice
melodious.
Judas grunted, taking in the woman before him again; seeing a form
to a voice he had always had in his head was strange, and it would
take getting used to. The entity had chosen an attractive form, at least
in his opinion.
Her golden hair had copper highlights, which complemented her rich,
lustrous skin. Her eyes were large and angular, but they glowed as if lit
with some inner light. Her mouth was wide, with full lips, and although
her chin was almost pointy, it complemented the set of her
cheekbones and eyes.
Muscles rippled with each slight motion she made. Her musculature
was different from either of the races she had sampled to create
herself. She had the powerful legs of a Calatian, with the upper body
of a Myrrelian, while maintaining some of the grace and softness of a
Human. She also had something like the Myrrelian neck crest that ran
down her chin, neck, and sternum, terminating at the navel.
“Am I to your liking? Is my form pleasing?” The entity asked.
“I’d say so.” Nathan blurted out, answering before Judas could.
“Why’d you come here of all places?” Judas asked, moving to the
closet of spare clothes he kept in his office. “We could have gone
anywhere.”
“I figured you would be here.”
Judas handed her a shirt and a pair of pants. “You didn’t know we
were waiting for you?”
“No. My senses are a lot more restrained in this form. If I were to
send my senses out of this form, I would have been able to find you,
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but I was expending almost all of my energy birthing my physical
body.” She explained, dressing while she talked.
“That makes sense, but doesn’t that also mean you’re less able to tell
what’s going on in Underspace?” Nathan asked.
“Yes.” She replied.
Judas frowned. “Isn’t that bad?”
The entity’s brow furrowed, and her lips pursed. “It was too painful to
stay as I was. The slipstreams have deteriorated so far. Some have
already burst.”
“We can’t fix that? Is there no hope?” Nathan asked.
She shrugged, and then said, “I don’t know. That’s why I made this
body while I still had the energy to.”
“We’ll deal with that when the time comes, I suppose. Right now we
need to find you somewhere safe to stay.” Judas said, watching as the
entity buttoned the last button of her shirt. “I think we need a name for
you too. I don’t know what to refer to you as.”
“I have given this some thought, but I have not yet decided. I will let
you know soon what I want to be called.” She replied.
“Can I ask why you picked a female form?” Nathan asked.
“Research, eh?” Judas said with a grin, to which Nathan shrugged.
“Truthfully, I’m interested too. When we spoke, the voice was never
female.”
“You chose to hear my voice as male; it was not something I
projected at you. Why shouldn’t I be female? I created a new race of
myself. I nurtured and guarded you all.” The entity replied.
“Is that really it? Some perceived role?” Judas looked doubtful.
“Actually, it seemed like more fun to be female in your realm. As a
being in Underspace, I had no gender. There was no need.” She
replied.
“It’s more fun being female?” Nathan mused.
“So she says.” Judas shrugged.
“I want to meet your wives, Judas.”
Judas nodded. “I can’t guarantee they’ll like you, but I’ll get them
together.”
“That’s all I can ask.” The entity said.
“I’d like to run some tests on you later too, if you don’t mind. I may
never have another chance to study a being such as yourself. It may
help us understand more about our own nature as well. At your
convenience of course” Nathan said.
“As you wish.” The entity replied. “For now though, I wish to spend
time with Judas.”
Nathan raised an eyebrow, and glanced at Judas, who shrugged. “I
can take a hint. I’ll be in my apartment in the city. I’ll wait a few days to
go back to the research center.”
Nathan left quietly, leaving Judas alone with the entity. Judas cast an
appraising glance her way, seeing that she was watching him in the
same manner.
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“Shall we go find SAIRA and the others?” Judas asked finally,
breaking the gaze.
“Certainly.” She replied, grinning roguishly as she stepped over and
took his arm.
Judas made no effort to hide his discomfort as he pulled a slipstream
shell up around them both.

[DAY 6564] 16:34
SAIRA, Cahlaim, and Maylen collectively frowned across the room in
Judas’ high-rise apartment as Judas and the slipstream entity’s
physical form arrived. Judas grinned over at where his wives sat,
taking no short measure of amusement out of their discomfort.
“So. Moving in on our man, eh?” Maylen asked immediately.
“Hey now, we just got here.” Judas protested.
“How am I moving in?” The slipstream entity asked.
“You always talked to him, whispering in his ear, but that wasn’t
enough? You needed a physical body to come pester him too?”
Maylen accused.
“Alright. I don’t really think she grew a body to inconvenience you.”
Judas said with a sigh.
“Maybe not, but she did show up in your clothes.” Cahlaim
commented, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth.
“You think this is funny, don’t you?” Maylen asked Cahlaim.
Cahlaim shrugged. “Somewhat. I really can’t fault her for finally
manifesting herself in normal space. It would be awfully dull to live in
Underspace forever. It’s a wonder he, or she I guess now, didn’t do it
earlier.”
“Regardless, she is here now, and I’d like you all to be somewhat
amicable.” Judas said.
“There’s no need, Judas. If they don’t like me, that’s fine. Someone is
bound not to, right? Not everyone can like me.” The slipstream entity
replied.
“What are your intentions?” Cahlaim asked. ”I’m already sharing
Judas, so I really wouldn’t be put out if he took another mate - we all
have at some point. I just want a heads-up on what your plans are.
You must understand that your arrival and growing of a body has been
somewhat of a surprise to us all.”
“I have no set plans. I’m sorry. I’m too new at this to even venture a
guess. I haven’t experienced so many things. I want to become
accustomed to everyday life before I even think about social
obligations.” The slipstream replied.
“Do you need to eat, sleep, pass waste, and perform all the other
basic functions of life like the rest of us, or did you bypass all that when
you made your body?” Cahlaim asked.
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The luminescent eyes turned to Judas, smiling briefly before
answering. “I tried to include all normal bodily functions. I can
however, turn some of them off. I can receive nourishment from
Underspace if I so wish it.”
“Convenient.” Maylen commented.
Cahlaim nodded in agreement, but she didn’t seem as envious of
that possibility as Maylen did.
“Agreed.” Judas chimed in.
“It will take some getting used to eating and the other basic
requirements of life. I’ve been through it, and I will assist you if you
would like me to.” SAIRA offered.
“One construct aiding another, is it?”
SAIRA nodded. “Something like that. I feel no kinship toward you, but
I will do this for Judas.”
“No kinship? Am I not your mother in some ways?”
“Perhaps. I wonder if you actually had intelligence before we came
along though.”
“You and Judas you mean?” The slipstream asked.
SAIRA nodded. “Without external influences, would you have
developed as you have?”
“I doubt it. She made no effort to grow a body before, and she’s
supposedly been around for an indefinite length of time.” Cahlaim
commented.
“I guess I would have to agree. I was always cognizant of what
occurred in and around me, but I never bothered to attempt
conversation with the beings that used me as a transportation
medium, or those I had contact with in normal space. Nor did I ever
attempt to manifest physically in normal space before. I never had a
family before either. All of this is new for me.”
“Judas pushed you to do all of that?” Maylen asked, all previous
irritation apparently gone.
“Yes.”
“He has that effect on people. He causes them to change, often
physically as well as in other ways.” SAIRA observed.
“Awww. Isn’t this heartwarming?” Judas asked with a chuckle. “All
my women are getting along.”
Maylen snorted. SAIRA and Cahlaim simply gave him a look.
“Don’t presume ownership of me. There are many viable options for
mates on this planet. I have my eyes on one already.”
“Really? Can I ask who?” Cahlaim asked.
“Tsuan.” The entity replied. “He and I have been in contact for some
time. He possesses mental faculties beyond any other being that I
have ever met. His understanding of how the universe works is steps
ahead of anything anyone else has worked out.”
Judas frowned. “Napoleon’s son Tsuan? The quiet one who always
keeps to himself?”
Cahlaim nodded. “He’s always been very introspective, but brilliant
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nonetheless. We’ve never been able to convince him to take any
position with our government or research facilities though.”
“I hate to admit this, being his grandmother and all, but he’s always
made me uncomfortable. He has a stare that looks past, through, and
into you all at once. It’s enough to raise the hair on the back of your
neck.” Maylen said, hugging her arms about her chest. “I always
thought he purposely failed the tests that would have put him into a
position where he could work with Nathan and develop his abilities.”
The entity shook her head. “That would have held him back. He’s
developed far beyond any other Judasian, at least in some aspects.”
“Even me?” Judas asked.
“Even you.” The slipstream entity replied.
“I may have to go see him. You’ve piqued my interest now. Maybe I
can learn something from him. I’ve just been too worried about F’ense
lately, and Zane’s plotting.” Judas mused.
“That will be hard to do. F’ense is with me now. He’s dead, in the
physical sense at least.” The entity replied.
“What?” Maylen asked. “F’ense is dead?”
“Tsuan has his body now.” The entity explained.
“He has his body? How is that possible?” SAIRA demanded.
The entity turned to face the latest question. “He shifted his presence
from one body to the next. It requires close contact. When F’ense tried
to kill Tsuan, he was displaced from his own body by Tsuan’s more
powerful presence.”
“So Tsuan can keep hopping bodies right? Can he be killed?” SAIRA
asked, earning a dirty look from Maylen, whose direct relation Tsuan
and F’ense were.
“Not in the conventional sense. He alone among you could probably
grow himself a body like I did, were he to be driven into the
unconscious of Underspace with the other Judasians who have
passed along.” The entity answered.
“I can’t believe I didn’t feel that. There have been so many strange
disturbances through Underspace lately that I can’t tell what is caused
by our people and what is you or something else.” Judas said, turning
to look out a window.
The golden-haired entity stepped over next to him, placing an arm
around his shoulders. Maylen glared over at the new arrival’s back,
and then looked to Cahlaim to see if her expression mirrored her own.
It did not. Cahlaim wore a look of contemplation; SAIRA had a similar
look on her face.
“She’s wearing his clothes.” Maylen whispered to Cahlaim, who
shrugged.
Maylen grunted in irritation. Her face colored when she noticed that
she had the entity’s attention.
“I’m hungry.” Judas announced after a few moments of silence. The
he turned to the slipstream entity and asked, “Are you ready for your
first meal?”
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“Sure. The company alone should make it interesting.”
Maylen rolled her eyes.
“I agree. This should be interesting.” Cahlaim commented.
“Indeed.” SAIRA said.

[DAY 6564] 17:00
“Sir, we have reports of an unidentifiable woman in Judas’
presence.” Jenner blurted out, bursting into Zane’s office.
Zane looked up from the mirror and scissors he is using to trim his
nose hair and frowns. “Don’t you knock, Jenner?”
“Sorry, sir. It’s just that this news seemed urgent.”
Sighing, Zane set aside the scissors, and he turned his full attention
toward his assistant. Jenner waited for Zane’s signal before
continuing.
“We know that he gathered all of his wives to meet this woman, but
we can’t identify her.”
“You have a picture I hope?” Zane asked. “If not, you wasted my time
coming here before you had one.”
“Yes, sir. We have one. It’s not that good, but it’s enough to pick out
some of her features. Something about her seems to distort light. We
can’t get a clear picture.” Jenner handed a pad to Zane.
Zane chewed his lip and looked thoughtful as he examined the
image. “Interesting. She’s definitely not human, and probably not one
of the native races. I’m betting she’s the slipstream’s humanoid form.”
“That was my thinking.” Jenner replied.
“She certainly picked an attractive form, if alien. Quite a feather in his
cap, I’d say. He’s collecting women of all species.” Zane said with a
smirk.
“Judas does tend to pick attractive women, sir, even if they are alien.”
“Indeed… alien but attractive. Well put.”
“Thank you, sir.” Jenner said, tilting his head.
“How do you suppose he does it? I’m not exactly interested in alien
women, but I don’t see what’s so appealing about our friend Judas.
He’s somewhat intelligent, I’ll give him that, but he’s mostly
manipulative.” Zane mused.
“I’m not exactly qualified to advise you in this subject.” Jenner
admitted, upturning his hands.
“Guess then.” Zane suggested.
“He’s a charismatic figure. Women are drawn to them. They love the
perception of power. Women no longer look for a provider so much as
they did in humanity’s cave-dwelling days, but for someone that
intrigues them.” Jenner theorized. “That’s my guess, sir.”
Zane smiled to himself as he internalized Jenner’ answer. Jenner
waited and watched, fidgeting slightly as moments passed.
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“That does make some sense. The more primitive races here see
him as a provider and a warrior, while the android woman and his
human wife found him interesting and enigmatic.” Zane finally
responded.
“Anything else, sir?” Jenner asked.
Zane glanced back at his aide. “You had this answer ready didn’t
you? You thought of all this ahead of time.”
“I must admit that I did, sir.”
“Why?” Zane asked.
“It’s my job to anticipate your needs, Sir.”
“But what made you think of this ahead of time? It’s not a question I
would usually ask.”
“I knew his fourth wife, Alyssa. Her father was someone I looked up
to as a role model years ago when I first joined the Mars Fleet.” Jenner
explained. “I loved Alyssa, though I doubt she ever knew.”
“So your service to the Sleepers is for what? Revenge?” Zane asked.
Jenner shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know. I’ve never been given the
chance to confront Judas with my accusations.”
“You may go.”
“Sir.” Jenner inclined his head and left quietly.
Zane watched the door for some time after his aide had left,
wondering what this new revelation about Jenner meant to the overall
picture of things to come, as well as how Jenner’s history with one of
Judas’ wives could be used against him.

[DAY 6565] 00:01
Tsuan looked up from his meditations. It was taking more time to
become at home in this body than he had expected and only intense
meditations helped. Sometimes he would have to claim his new body
cell by cell. Fighting the primordial intelligences within each cell, which
clamored noisily in his ears to have things the way they were, was
tiring work. It amazed him how things as small as cells had memories,
but they did. Not in the conventional sense, though, more in the way
they shifted electrical fields. He had already fought a dozen revolts,
where parts of his body rejected the new presence. Groups of cells
would simply die off in droves, or disrupt nearby organs.
Any other being would have likely died, but he had the power of
seven Judasians within him now, and the other six simply weren’t as
strong as he was. With each passing moment, the body was more and
more his, yet he was losing part of himself too. So much of one’s being
was tied to the body in which it resides. When you move from one
body to another, it’s a fact of life that you lose something of yourself.
So while he may have kept his memories and some of his abilities, he
was losing his self-identity. The thing is, he didn’t know it, because
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what he was now, was different from what he had been.
He was becoming an amalgam of all the absorbed presences. Even
if the lion’s share of the consciousness of each of his constituent
‘souls’ had passed on to Underspace, some part of them still
remained, and it was those which he was assimilating and yet he was
being absorbed into at the same time.
Is this how Judas fought when his body changed? Tsuan wondered.
Distantly, but closer than before, he felt a presence. He opened his
eyes slowly, but his vision was patchy and distorted; blood leaked
from his tear ducts. His eyes still were not entirely his own.
“She’s arrived.” He whispered, struggling to stand. “Will she come for
me now?”
His body was wracked with spasms, causing him to stumble and fall
to the ground again. Darkness closed in around him, and he
strengthened his body to fight the next onslaught, the next rebellion,
and possibly the last. His own laughter echoed in his ears - they were
his own ears now - as he sank into unconsciousness again.

[DAY 6565] 17:30
Admiral Martin Rybaich was not pleased. The entire fleet was
nervous, himself included. It was hard not to be with the Falconer
sitting just a short distance away. The deck officers chatted nervously
or tried to ignore the war vessel displayed on the main viewer of the
Poseidon’s bridge.
Martin zoomed in, rotating back and forth to inspect the alterations to
the obsidian warship. Few other vessels in the fleet had ever been
painted black - the Falconer had set a precedent. All of the Sable
Guard’s vessels had been painted black after the construction of their
flagship.
It wasn’t even the black that was so unnerving; it was the fact that it
was such a glossy black. A matte or dull finish would have helped hide
the vessels in regions of space where you could not use the
backlighting of a planet, moon, or the sun to visually detect the ship,
but the high-gloss coat and the planes of the ship reflected every bit of
light that the ship came across. Not only that though, but crimson
lights ran in a half circle around the prow of the ship, giving it the
appearance of a gaping maw. Deep azure and white lights ran like
spines along the lateral lines of the ship and around the fighter launch
bays, and the engine fixtures burned white hot when the engines were
running on full. It was a hellish sight to see bearing down on you, if you
were unfortunate enough to be on the receiving end of its wrath. It was
much like a predatory fish of the deep ocean, with bioluminescent
lights along its body.
Admiral Rybaich shivered and then closed the viewer.
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“Luke?” The Admiral subvocalized, sending on his first officer’s
secure channel.
“Yes, captain?” His first officer replied after a few moments.
“I want a double guard posted around the Slipstream Fissure and a
group of fighters hidden behind the Dirge.”
“Sir?” His first officer questioned.
“Yes. Have it yaw fifteen degrees toward the Falconer. It’ll provide a
distraction, while the ships hide behind the Dirge.” The Admiral
replied.
“Shall I rotate the fighter crews?”
“Yes. Two hour shifts. I want to start scouting patrols too, but I think
that’ll tip our hand too early.”
“Expecting a battle, sir?” The first officer asked.
“Who isn’t?” Admiral Rybaich responded.
“They’re not going to commit treason, sir. They won’t fire on alliance
vessels.”
“Tell that to them.”
“Fighters aren’t going to stop them anyway.” The first officer replied,
baiting his superior for more information.
“I know.” Admiral Rybaich said.
“What’s your plan then?”
“The fighters will slow them long enough to bring the lance to bare on
the Falconer.”
“Sir?” The first officer replied in disbelief.
“We don’t have a choice. I won’t do it unless they make a move.”
“Can’t we just let them through?”
“No. I won’t sacrifice millions of colonists for the pride of one man and
his fanatics. The colony and supply ships go first. Then he can start
his private jihad.” The Admiral replied resolutely.
“Alright. I just wanted to be sure you know what you’re doing.”
“Trust me, Luke. No one wants it this way, not even them.”
“I just don’t like having to watch my back around soldiers that should
be our allies.” The first officer said soberly.
“Neither do I.” The Admiral replied.
“I’ll see to it now, sir.”
“Report back to me when everything is ready.”
“Aye.” The first officer answered, closing the channel.
Admiral Rybaich resisted the temptation for almost ten minutes after
he finished speaking with his first officer, but eventually pulled up the
image of the Falconer again.
On the Falconer, Admiral Dale Reidvund roamed the dim corridors,
going from one workstation to another while assessing the progress of
the modifications. Each time he asked, the answer was about the
same: two or three more days. This station was no different. Tired of
getting the same answer, the Admiral returned to the bridge.
The bridge of the Falconer was lit with the same bluish lights that
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were outside the vessel. Admittedly, the Admiral only knew what half
of the instrumentation on the bridge was for. It was his job to
command though, not know every piece of equipment on the ship.
“Admiral. They’re mobilizing.” The tactical officer said.
“Pardon?”
“The Science Fleet, they’ve changed formation.”
“How so? Bring it up on screen.” The Admiral ordered, moving
behind the tactical officer’s display.
“Aye, sir.” The officer brought up the Science Fleet on his display.
“As you can see here, the Rathman has moved, and the guard around
the fissure had been doubled. The Dirge has moved too.”
“Why has that ship moved though?” The Admiral asked. “The
doubled guard makes sense.”
“They may be hiding something behind it, sir.” The officer replied.
“I don’t think he’d do something that obvious. Can we get a telemetry
probe behind them?”
“It’ll be hard, sir. They have the most advanced sensors available,
and they’re likely looking for us to do something like that.”
“Make a guess then. If you were going to go to the trouble of either
hiding something behind the Rathman, or if you were going to use that
as a misdirection, what would you have waiting for us?”
“A group of fighters maybe? Maybe even some sort of missile.”
“Fighters… that sounds likely, but they have to know that won’t stop
us. They must be hoping they can stall us with the extra guards and
fighters until they can close the fissure.”
“We should have our own surprise ready for them then.” The officer
said.
“Start working on something. I want suggestions submitted to me by
tomorrow.” The Admiral replied, heading for the bridge entrance.
“Aye, sir.”

[DAY 6565] 18:04
“Chancellor of the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal
log… It’s only been four days, but it seems like an eternity.”
Judas grinned to himself, laced his fingers behind his head, and
leaned back in his chair. After a moment, he continued.
“The Slipstream Entity is more than I could have hoped for. She’s
stunning. I haven’t had interest in a new woman in some time, but she
definitely has certain physical aspects of me responding. Yet, that’s
just her appearance. Her personality is standoffish and odd. It will take
some getting used to. Maybe it’s that she’s not particularly interested
in me, and that’s what draws me to her. It seems Tsuan interests her
more.”
“Already I think she’s on Maylen’s bad side, but so were Cahlaim and
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Alyssa when they arrived. SAIRA has a lot in common with her, but I
don’t know if they’re going to be friends. It really doesn’t matter to me
though, because I doubt I will follow up my initial feelings of lust. It’s
too dangerous. She made me, and might be able to destroy me on a
whim. Can I afford to let her chose a different mate though?”
“She may pick Tsuan. I dislike what’s going on around him. How can
he jump bodies like that? What pisses me off most is that I never knew
anything about him. I simply have too many children, grandchildren,
and great-grandchildren to think about.”
“I don’t want to destroy Tsuan. I don’t even know if I can at this point.”
Judas rubbed his temples.
“Why are things getting so complicated? The Sleepers have been
mysteriously quiet, though I’ve received note that they may have been
involved with F’ense. Did he go renegade? Did they have a deal with
Tsuan? Is Tsuan playing for himself now, or has he taken sides?”
“I worry that he may seek out the Slipstream Entity.”
“Then there’s the accident on the Aborigine, and with the history that
vessel has, I doubt it’s coincidence. Kyle’s vessel seems destined to
have death follow it. It’s really quite sad, because it’s a perfectly fine
vessel; especially after all the work we did on it. Yet people continue to
die on or near it.”
“I may go see Cahlaim tonight. I miss her. Not that I don’t miss the
others, but she’s… she’s my rock. I hate to be weak or even need
support, but after all, I am only human, or part human anyway.”
“We need our own things for our race. We have no culture that hasn’t
been derived from the three races we draw our origins from. It’s sad to
think that with all the newness there is in our species, nothing new has
really been made - nothing that is ‘us.’”
“My mind drifts back to the golden skin of our new friend. She gleams
like polished brass. I assume she would be awkward about being
touched though. SAIRA was at first, but she’s a natural learner. Ah
well.”
“I wonder if the Slipstream Entity is happy with me. I was its Adam,
and I was fruitful and multiplied, but was I fruitful enough? Have I
spread my seed enough? It may have expected dozens or hundreds
of mates, with hundreds of children. Is that part of why it’s here? What
does it mean if that’s part of why she’s here? Do I need to fear for my
life?”
Judas sighed and pulled up a picture of Cahlaim. Despite the silver
that was now evident in her dark hair, he still found her beautiful. Age
had softened her looks, and had graced her with a distinguished air.
To his surprise, he found his heart aching for her and his heart caught
in his throat.
“End Log.” He said aloud.
Judas strolled to the floor to ceiling mirror in his quarters and
smoothed out the wrinkles in his clothes. Then he drew slipstream
about himself, and traveled to Cahlaim’s quarters. Her quarters were
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orderly and sparsely but tastefully decorated, matching her
personality - yet her quarters maintained a sense of sophistication that
reflected another part of her personality.
Judas found Cahlaim bent over a console, working on one of her
various assignments. As he approached, he could see her face
wrinkle into a smile. He stepped up behind her, and immediately
began massaging her shoulders.
“Hello, love. Feeling lonely again? You only come here when
something is on your mind, or if you want me.” Cahlaim turned her
head slightly and indicated she wanted a kiss.
Judas obliged, kissing her once on the lips and a second time on the
forehead. “I’m sorry. I’ll try to be more attentive.”
“I’ve never demanded attention before, and I won’t start now. I know
you’re busy.” She replied.
“You’re too giving. It’s okay to push me to do something now and
then.”
“It’s not my way. Someday maybe I’ll want something from you, but
have you ever thought that the reason we get along so well is that
we’re so similar? We both need something to do, and time to
ourselves.”
“I’d never really thought about it that way, but it makes sense.” Judas
whispered as he kissed the back of her neck.
“Hey now, I’m not going to get anything done if you keep that up.”
“So? I’m the ruler of this planet and I’m giving you time off.” Judas
said with a grin.
Cahlaim laughed. “Ruler, eh? I bet the Assembly would love to hear
that.”
“Forget them.”
“I can forget them, but what about the Entity? Where’s she?”
“Jealous?” Judas asked.
“Some.”
“She’s with Nathan. He’s a bit enamored of her I think. He’s running a
full battery of tests to better help understand our species, as well as
her individual case.”
“I was thinking earlier… just idle speculation mind you, but what if
she didn’t want to imbue us all with slipstream symbiotes like she has
with your offspring, simply because she wants us out of the way after
awhile. She’ll outlive us all, and have you to herself.”
Judas frowned and looked away. “I had thought of that.”
“Scary, yes?”
“Yeah.” Judas paused. “I don’t want that to happen. I’ll find a way to
keep you alive.”
“I don’t know. There’s something to be said for living a natural life
span. The medical facilities and technology that the humans brought
will probably keep me alive ten years beyond the standard life
expectancy. Besides that, I’m not fighting Myrrelians to the death
anymore.”
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“There is that, but I need you. I can’t imagine life without you. You
held me together when Alyssa died and I need you.”
“You said ‘I need you’ twice.”
“I know. I mean it.”
Cahlaim smiled, and hugged Judas from behind. “What’s gotten into
you tonight?”
Judas shrugged. “I don’t know. Retrospection makes me think about
what I’ve taken for granted I guess. I just know I want you by my side.”
“What about Maylen, or SAIRA? What about the entity?”
“I don’t love them like I do you.”
“They’d hate to hear that.”
Judas turned and faced Cahlaim. She saw the pain and need in his
eyes and wanted to soothe him. Her body melted against his and his
need for her encouraged her own desires.

[DAY 6567] 11:16
“I don’t understand.” The slipstream entity said, looking up from a
console.
“What don’t you understand?” Judas asked.
“Why do names mean things? Why does your name mean
something, and everyone else’s means something different? Why are
they not just designations?”
“Why shouldn’t they? Every word has a meaning, especially names.”
He asked in return.
The entity frowned at Judas. “I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking
you.”
“Well, I guess it comes from years ago, centuries and millennia past.
Back then they would name children things that seemed fitting. If there
were a bad drought one year, they’d name their children something
that reflected that. Or maybe they wanted to instill values in a child that
reflected someone they had known.” He said.
“Like what?” She asked.
“Well say there was a guy named… I don’t know, how about Kyle.”
“Alright.”
“Well what if Kyle was very brave and dutiful, and the parents of a
child wanted their child to be like him? Well they’d name their child
Kyle. In time, names came to mean certain things, or it’s associated
with certain traits. Of course, they’re not always true, but sometimes
they are. Other races or cultures may have other methods to name
their children. I believe that some cultures named their children after
nature or things from everyday life. For example, a mother may name
her child ‘Walks on Air’ or something.” Judas explained.
“That’s strange. How can naming a child something influence what
he will become?”
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“It doesn’t. It’s all wishful thinking, but you still need some way to
designate your child, right?”
“I suppose. It still seems rather silly.” She commented.
“Maybe it is, maybe it isn’t. You’re probably a better judge than I am,
since you’re outside of the system.” He replied.
“Would you pick a name for me?”
“Why? You know yourself well enough to pick one, don’t you?” Judas
asked.
“I guess. SAIRA had it easy though. The acronym that represented
her translated into a name similar to one you humans already used.”
The entity replied.
“Yeah. I suppose. I’ll pick one for you if you want though.”
“Please do.”
Judas scans the list; his eyes come to rest on one name. “How about
‘Erika’?”
“Makes no difference to me.” The entity said with a shrug.
“That’s quite an ecstatic response.” Judas replies dryly.
“I’m sorry, but one name means little from another to me.”
“Excellent.”
“Don’t be that way. Tell me why you picked Erika though.”
“I don’t really know. I’ve always liked that name. It’s pretty.”
“So you think I’m pretty? You said you pick names that fit their
owner.”
“Of course I do. It also helps me remember your name, because
we’ve referred to you as ‘the entity,’ and that starts with an ‘E’ as well.”
“Practical.”
“That’s me.” Judas said.
“Thank you.” Erika replied.
“For naming you?”
“Yes.”
“You couldn’t do without a name.” He said.
“I doubt that. Does anyone else look like me? Everyone would know
who I am.” She replied.
“You are rather unique looking.”
“In a bad way, or a good way?”
He met her gaze. “Do you need to ask? Everywhere we go people
stare at you.”
“Because of how I look?” Erika asked.
“Yes. You’re breathtaking.” Judas admitted.
“That’s a strange way to put it. There are so many odd sayings and
weird things about your languages. Sending thoughts is much more
clear.”
“Sometimes, but there are things that thoughts can’t always convey
as well as words.”
“I think it’s the other way around. Thoughts can convey things that
words cannot.”
“This is a rather pointless argument.” Judas said, brusquely.
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“You are angry now?”
“Sort of. Irritated is more on the nose though.”
“Why?”
“It just seems that you’d want to do something more with your new
freedom than sit around here. Why haven’t you explored? Why
haven’t you tried to learn new things and experience new things?”
“I don’t understand why my being near you instead of exploring your
quaint little corner of the universe bothers you.”
“Because I think you’re testing me. You have some agenda, and I
don’t know what it is. I get enough of that from the Assembly and
Zane’s crew of assholes.”
“I could remove Zane for you.” She offered.
“No, because then everyone would fear you.” He replied.
“Is that bad?”
“Fear breeds hate and violence.”
“You’re worried for me then?” She asked.
“Shouldn’t I be? Our galaxy might collapse if you die.” Judas replied.
Erika shook her head. “I wouldn’t let that happen. Besides, do we
even know if I can die in a conventional sense?”
“How am I supposed to know? Nathan’s tests might show something,
but I doubt we can really debate the nature of your existence from
what he finds out.” Judas responded.
“Now you’re just being mean for no reason. I cannot change what I
am, or the nature of my being. If you want me to leave, just say so.”
“I’m sorry. I just didn’t think I’d inherit someone else’s problems.”
Erika, the slipstream entity, narrowed her eyes. She gathered an
aura of slipstream around her then, and moments later she was gone.
Judas smiled to himself and sent his perceptions after her. To his
surprise, his perceptions were slammed back into his body.
“How’d she do that?” Judas wondered aloud.
Again he sent his perceptions after Erika, tracing her path across
Keymra. This time too, even though he had been more careful and
subtle, his perceptions were sent back to him. He physically recoiled
from the force of the mental shove.
So much for eavesdropping, he thought to himself. Still, she needed
to be tested. It’s the only way we’ll find out what she’s here for beyond
physical necessity.

[DAY 6567] 11:31
Erika returned to normal space in Zane’s office. He was in the middle
of his midday tea when she arrived. To his credit, he remained
composed; He simply set aside his cup of tea, and leaned forward in
his chair to give her his attention.
“How might I help you? You seem to be lost.” Zane said, the smile he
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put on quite false.
“You are Zane Sheldon, leader of the Sleepers, are you not?” She
asked.
“That would be me.”
“Do you know who I am?”
“I’m not sure what to call you, but I know that you are Judas’ new toy.”
Zane said feigning boredom, though he couldn’t remember feeling this
exhilarated in recent months.
Her eyes flashed in anger. Zane tilted his head slightly as he took in
her body language. The square set of her shoulders and twist of her
lips didn’t look quite right. She hasn’t mastered her new form yet, Zane
thought to himself.
“I’m neither his or a toy.”
“My apologies. My sources must be wrong, but you’ve been in his
presence since you arrived, other than a brief stint with the Minister of
Science. You can understand how we’d be confused.”
“These things happen when you rely on machines and word of
mouth instead of personal experience.”
“Personal experience is pretty subjective, my dear. Everyone tends
to have their own biases - even you I’d wager.” Zane commented,
smiling in earnest now.
“You’re too smug. I can see why he dislikes you.”
Zane’s smile faded. “Why don’t we cut through the pleasantries? You
tell me why you’re here, and then I’ll decide what to do based on that.”
“And if you don’t like my reasons for being here, you’ll flip that switch
under your desk to initiate one of your human stasis fields around
me?” Erika asked, smiling sweetly. “I wouldn’t suggest it. The resulting
explosion from when I disrupt that field may kill you.”
Zane frowned, unsure of whether she could deliver on her threat.
“Well, well. You came to play serious, didn’t you?”
“I could remove you, you know? Judas doesn’t care for you, and you
trouble him.”
“Then why don’t you?”
“I don’t want to coddle Judas now. He’s never had real challenges
before I don’t think, not even in the early days before the League
existed. A mother doesn’t want her children to grow up weak.”
“So you’re his mother then?”
“Nothing else fits so well, but it’s also not entirely accurate. My role is
not entirely defined as of yet.”
“We assumed you’d be mating with him to make a more refined strain
of Judasians.” Zane commentted, watching closely for her reaction.
“That thought has occurred to me.” She replies. The corners of her
mouth curl slightly upward.
“And?” Zane encourages.
“I don’t believe that’s any of your concern.” She snapped at him.
“I would disagree, but let’s not argue. Your face does unpleasant
things when you’re angry. Your expressions are unnatural. You might
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spend time in front of a mirror perfecting them.” He replied
offhandedly.
“I will take your suggestion under advisement.”
“So why are you here then?” He asked again.
“I just wanted to meet you.”
“I’m quite debonair, no?” Zane said with a greasy smile, picking up
his teacup once again.
“If you say so. I think I’ve had enough of you for now though.”
“Do stop by again.” Zane suggested, standing as if to see her out.
“Maybe we can do dinner some time? It’s always nice to have a pretty
face sit across from me while I eat.”
“Someone who likes the sound of your voice as much as you do
preferably?” She asked.
“Always.”
“I’m leaving now.” She announced abruptly.
“I was charmed, truly.” He replied, flourishing his hand and bowing
slightly.
When he straightens, she is already gone. He sniffs the air in the
room, catching a hint of a very indistinct but floral scent.

[DAY 6567] 11:31
“You just let her go then?” SAIRA asked.
“What else could I do?” Judas responded, throwing up his hands.
SAIRA frowned, looking over at where Judas slouched sideways in
his chair with his legs up over one of the arms. Judas returned the
look, taking in the sight of SAIRA in her formal wear for the meeting
with the other Ministers that was scheduled for later.
“You didn’t have to run her off for one.” She said.
“No, I didn’t. I could have let her sit here and play with us like carnival
oddities until she got bored and revealed her true intent. By then it
might have been too late.” He replied.
“And you’re certain there is some malicious intent behind her
reasons for coming here?”
“Not necessarily.”
“So you just went and ran off what might be the strongest ally you
could ever hope to find on a mere whim?” She asked.
“You make it sound really bad when you put it that way. You know
she represents a great threat to us until we know why she’s really
here. I can’t risk everything just because she may be friendly. I tried we tried. We spent time with her and we all agreed that none of us
could truly tell that she was on our side.” Judas answered.
“I still think your way is going to make an enemy of her.”
“I doubt that. In this entire galaxy, we are her only connections to her
old life. She modeled herself off of us to be among us.”
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“That’s why I’m starting to think she’s just adjusting. We should be
there for her when she’s trying to learn what life is all about. If not us,
who else is she going to turn to?” SAIRA insisted.
“You didn’t say all of this the other day when we discussed Erika.”
Judas commented.
“That’s because I was busy being your jealous wife.”
“So you three wanted to run her off because you were feeling
possessive of me?” He asked.
“I don’t know. That might have been part of it, but none of us really
wanted to run her off. We just wanted her kept at arm’s length.
Whenever you do something, you end up doing it so over the top.
What you did… it’s overkill.” She replied.
“Look, it’s not like we got into a knife fight or started shooting at each
other. We just traded some harsh words and she left. I tried to follow
her with my senses, and she slammed me back twice as if I were a
child.” Judas said, trying not to remember the discomfort of being
mentally slapped around.
“That’s to be expected - she’s master of her own element.”
“Yeah, well I made a miscalculation.” Judas admitted.
“Excellent.”
“Just relax already, okay? She’ll be back. She has too much invested
in us to not be.”
“So we’re relying on your charm to draw her back?” She asks after a
moment, grinning.
“Why not?” He responded.
“You think yourself quite the charmer, don’t you?”
“Shouldn’t I? I seem to recall having four beautiful wives at one time
or another. Three still.”
SAIRA laughed. “I would hardly count four women as a sexual
conquest worthy of note in the annals of time.”
“It’s not just four, it’s the specific four and at the same time. Besides,
it’s not like there were no women before you.”
“So you’re trying to claim that it isn’t just the enhanced genome you
have now that is getting you women? It’s always been happening this
way? I seem to recall being an android on your ship, and the frequent
fondling that was part of that role.”
Judas blushed. “You were just a fixture then. You can’t expect me to
not have played around with you when I was bored.”
“You’re digging yourself a hole here, Casanova. Careful you don’t fall
in, or you might not get back out.” SAIRA replied.
“Bah.” Judas grunts. “There were women before the mission. Not
many, but some. I was more of a loner then. It was required by my
profession.”
“Thievery and espionage was something you chose because you
didn’t like people, not the other way around.”
“Touché. Shall we have dinner, then?”
SAIRA nodded. “I’m ready when you are.”
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“Alright. Let me clean up and take a shower. I need to get out of
these office clothes.” Judas replied, slipping out of his chair finally.
“I’ll help.” She offers.
“No thanks. We’ll be late for our reservations with the other Ministers
if you do. Pevlak is clamoring for more of my attention lately. Seems
he doesn’t have enough to do.”
“Who said I was going to do anything? I meant I was going to watch.”
SAIRA grinned devilishly.
Judas frowned. “Cute. Just pick something out for me to wear and
then call the lift. I won’t be long.”
SAIRA shrugged and moved to the closet where Judas’ uniforms
were kept, while he went about his hygiene regiment.

[DAY 6568] 21:19
Admiral Dale Reidvund entered the bridge of the Falconer, and
approaches the command chair. Peter Levins, the captain of the
vessel stands and gives the Admiral the chair.
“Is everything ready?” The admiral asked.
“Yes, sir.” The captain replied.
“Give the signal to the rest of our fleet then. Use our secure
channels.”
“Aye.”
The captain subvocalized orders for nearly a minute, and then turned
to the Admiral, “Orders sent sir.”
“Good. I want every fighter on standby. All of them have Slipstream
Shell generators?” The Admiral asked.
“Yes, Admiral. They’re all equipped.” The captain answered.
“I’ll be in my quarters then. Let me know when the rest of our fleet is
in range.”
The captain simply nodded and took the command chair back after
the Admiral vacated it.
Two hours later, alarms went off across the fleet. Admiral Martin
Rybaich crawled out of bed, and reached for the intercom.
“What’s going on, Luke?”
“More ships approaching, sir. They’re not responding to hails.”
“E.T.A.?” Admiral Rybaich asked.
“Thirty minutes.” The first officer replied.
“Damn, damn, damn. It’s Reidvund. Scramble all fighters.”
“Aye, sir.”
“And run the pre-operational sequences on the lance but don’t give it
any power, or they’ll be onto us.”
“Understood.”
“I’ll be on the bridge in five minutes.” Martin Rybaich said into the
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intercom, reaching for his uniform.
“We’ll stop them, sir.” The first officer replied.
“You have more faith than I, then.”
“See you in five.” The Admiral said, terminating the communication.
He looked around his quarters, holding his uniform in his hands. For
a moment, he forgot what he was doing. Then, cursing under his
breath, he began to get dressed.
Two raider class vessels, three lightly armored cargo vessels, and
one small carrier - though it was still larger than the other vessels it
accompanied - slid through space in tight formation. They closed in on
the twenty-odd sizeable vessels of the Science Fleet, though there
were nearly fifty ships total, most only had a dozen or less crew
aboard. Flashing blue and red lights bathed the ebony surfaces on the
Falconer with their light while the Science Fleet slowly began to
arrange itself in a defensive position around the Slipstream Fissure.
On the Poseidon, Admiral Rybaich looked grim as he assessed the
situation. “I expected them to make a run for it. Instead they’re just
going to batter through and toss us aside.”
“Can we hold against an all out attack?” Luke asked.
The Admiral glanced at his first officer and sighed. His first officer
had never been in combat, other than the mock battles at the
academy.
Admiral Rybaich shook his head. “No. We’ll have to try to end it
quick.”
“Shall I hail them? We must at least attempt to reason with them first,
right?”
“I suppose, though he’ll hail us with his demands once he’s in
formation.”
“Better to do it now then, before he’s set up.” Luke suggested.
“Fine. Open a channel.” The Admiral said, giving in.
Moments later, the first officer brought and image of Admiral Dale
Reidvund up on the main screen.
“Martin. Nice to see you again… now please move aside and let my
fleet use the fissure.” Admiral Reidvund said from the command chair
of the Falconer.
“What you’re doing is not authorized by the government of Earth. I
can’t let you do that. I have command and control of the fissure, as
dictated by your, and my superiors.” Admiral Rybaich replied, though
there was no vigor to what he said. Already, he knew that this would
come down to a fight.
“They’re half a solar system away. Do you really think their orders
matter out here? Their half-ass attempts ended up losing humanity
our use of the slipstreams. We’re going to take it back.”
“You know I can’t let you go through.”
“You can’t stop us.”
“We can damn well try.”
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“Martin, do yourself and your Fleet a favor and back down. You’re
outmatched. We may only be shooting to disable, but that doesn’t
mean lives won’t be lost. We will defend ourselves if you open fire.”
Admiral Reidvund said.
“We’ll see.” Admiral Rybaich replied, terminating the communication.
The first officer beside him swallowed hard and did his best not to
look nervous as he ordered all fighters to scramble and attack the
Falconer.
The Falconer, still separate from it’s support, began to move toward
the Fissure. Dozens of fighters from the Science Fleet, usually just
used for scouting, patrol, and as a minimal defense force, closed on
the flagship of the Sable Guard.
The Falconer’s belly opened, dumping forty of the best pilots in all of
the solar system and their fighters into space. Ten of the fighters were
missile fighters, armed with heavy missiles; each of those ten ships
required two crewmen in each - a pilot and a gunner. The other thirty
ships were assorted light and heavy engagement fighters. For each
pair of light fighters, there was one heavy fighter.
Once all the ships were out, they split into triads of two light fighters
and one heavy fighter. Seven of the ten triads split off from the
Falconer, and moved to meet the Science Fleet’s fighters midway.
The other three triads acted as escorts for the missile ships, which
stayed within range of the Falconer’s flak cannons.
A half dozen of the Science Fleet’s larger vessels formed up in front
of the other vessels. They were the best armed and armored, so they
made up the first line of defense. Heavy particle cannons on those
ships stood by to fire once the Falconer was in range. There were also
nearly a dozen vessels that were not in either the first or second line of
defense. The crews of those ships had moved to other vessels in the
fleet, and those ships had been equipped with what shielding had
been available and loaded with high-yield explosives. They hung back
waiting for their remote controllers on other ships to signal them to
attempt a collision with the Falconer and her incoming support fleet.
It quickly became evident that the pilots from the Science Fleet were
no match for the Sable Guard’s pilots. Though they outnumbered the
Sable Guard more than five to one, the ships were of a dozen older
designs, with less maneuverability, armor, firepower, and speed.
Cluster missiles from the sleek fighters of the Sable Guard extracted a
heavy toll on the defenders, each one splitting into a dozen smaller
projectiles, most of which struck different fighters from the Science
Fleet. Once they were in close, the Sable Guard fighters switched to
heavy projectiles and short-range beam weapons that tore into hulls
and sliced up the less agile vessels of the Science Fleet.
Then the first line of the Science Fleet moved up, lancing through the
wreckage of their mostly destroyed fighters with concentrated beam
weapons. The continuous fire from the six Science Fleet cruisers
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damaged only the unlucky, already damaged, or less nimble Sable
Guard fighters. The Falconer shrugged off the few hits that made it
through their forward energy shielding and continued toward the
fissure. To attract beam and projectile weapons away from itself, the
Falconer launched decoys, which gave off strong heat, light, and
magnetic signatures. With their heavy armor, and shielding, they
could take a number of hits before finally being destroyed. Taking less
hits now, the Falconer and its missile fighters moved in though,
dodging past the few remaining Science Fleet fighters who were still
dogfighting with the Sable Guard, though they were steadily giving
ground.
The Falconer’s support fleet continued to close, nearing the
outermost wreckage of fighters lost in the early minutes of the battle.
Missile fighters and their escorts engaged the first line of defense and
the few fighters that had held back to defend the fleet. Flak from the
Science Fleet cruisers managed to take out a few escorts and missile
fighters, but most made it within range and began unloading their
deadly cargo. Explosions rocked the cruisers, built mostly for
exploration and research - not combat. Corridors and bays
depressurized, metal buckled, and crew died. One cruiser was struck
in the bridge. Before the backup bridge could take over, the cruiser
had turned and crashed into another.
The Science Fleet was in disarray.
That’s when the Falconer got into firing range. It’s powerful particle
weapons speared great holes in the opposing vessels, tearing through
hull plating and armor like a giant can opener. The second line of
defense moved up, firing all weapons on the Falconer, almost
heedless of their allies in the way. For a few minutes, it was enough to
hold back the Falconer and her fighter escorts, but that was enough
time for the support fleet to arrive and take up the fight beside the
Falconer. The Science Fleet was giving ground and could not hold
much longer, so Admiral Rybaich gave the order to fire the lance.
A great plume of energy spewed forth from the tip of the lance,
narrowing as the flow increased. The beam swept across the
Falconer’s bow. The yellow of Underspace filled normal space around
the Falconer and its allies. Those vessels with minimal shielding found
themselves dead in the water, with kilometers of burnt out circuits
throughout the vessel, affecting systems shipwide.
All of the opposing ships that were still operational concentrated fire
on the Poseidon. Hit after hit tore into the poorly shielded vessel,
eventually rendering the lance useless. Communication arrays and
docking arms floated about the vessel, which was dark now. Few
lights remained on throughout the massive insect-like ship. The
Poseidon looked like a fly that had had its wings and legs pulled off.
Those few Science Fleet vessels that could still move fled then,
scattering. There was no effort to stop them. One of the raider class
ships in the Falconer’s support fleet, as well as one of the cargo

103

Forever Has an End
vessels were disabled. Life support was failing on both vessels, and
the engines were dead on both ships too. Escape pods were collected
by the carrier as it followed the Falconer toward the Slipstream
Fissure. It was up to the remaining Sable Guard fighters to clear a
passage through the wreckage. Once the way was clear, the survivors
returned to their home vessels; more than half of the Sable Guard
fighters launched at the beginning of the battle returned safely.
Just after the last of the Sable Guard fighters had docked, the remote
controlled vessels charged in, flying past the disabled Rathman, one
of many destroyed and damaged Science Fleet vessels. Three of the
remote vessels had already been disabled by random fire earlier in the
battle and four were destroyed by flak as they approached the flagship
of the Sable Guard. Two of the remaining three impacted on the
Falconer’s glossy hull and the third struck the carrier.
Still, the Falconer and its allies continued to limp toward the fissure.
The Falconer initiated a Slipstream Shell, and entered the manmade
slipstream channel. The remaining raider class vessel and the two
cargo vessels followed. The carrier was unable to initiate a shell,
though. Difficulties onboard after the remote ship’s detonation were
spreading. Fearing retribution from the regrouping Science Fleet, it
still entered the fissure, hoping it could fix the problems it was having
en route, though it would arrive later than the rest of the fleet.
With no one to tend the fissure and the technological braces around
it having been damaged in the fight, it began to close after the Sable
Guard had all left.
On what remained of the Poseidon, Admiral Martin Rybaich wept.
His fleet was in ruins, his first officer and over half his crew had
perished, and they had not been able to stop the Sable Guard. It was
all for nothing.

[DAY 6569] 07:22
F’ense’s eyes open, though it is Tsuan who looks out of them. The
eyes have cataracts - his vision is clouded with milky patches.
Through hazy eyesight, Tsuan’s eyes come to rest on a woman. He
turns so that the better parts of his eyes can come to rest on her.
When she looks over, she smiles brightly at him.
Tsuan tries to smile, but finds his face stiff. Just now he realizes that
he’s lying on his side in the dirt and gravel on the hillside where he
collapsed days earlier. Sand and pebbles clung to his cheek and
clothes even after he’d sat up, so he brushes himself off.
“How long have you slept?” The woman asked.
“Weeks? I don’t know.” Tsuan answered, grimacing at the metallic
taste in his mouth.
“You were ill?”
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“I guess so.”
“But you are better now?” The woman asked.
Tsuan shrugged, and rubbed his eyes. Then he took a closer look at
the woman before him. Her golden hair shimmered in the sun morning sun Tsuan thought, judging by its position in the sky.
“You’re the slipstream entity, right?”
“I go by Erika.”
“You’ve already chosen a name then?”
“Judas chose it for me.” She replied, standing gracefully.
“Of course.” Tsuan smiled to himself. “I should have known.”
“I came to see you.”
“I know. I expected you would.”
“You’re different from the others.” Erika said.
Tsuan wearily shook his limbs. He noticed that some patches of his
skin were darker than others. “I would say so.”
She sat down a pace away from him. “We have much to talk about.”
Tsuan nodded. “Speak. I’m sure you have much more to say than I.”
“You called to me, even in your sleep. Why?”
“Because I wanted to speak to you.”
“You never tried to speak much to me before I manifested in this
physical form though. Even when we did converse before when I was
just the Entity, you didn’t care much about me. It was understanding
you craved.”
“I wanted to know more about my own existence and what it meant to
be connected to you. I was not uninterested about you though.”
“You remind me of Judas in some ways.”
“Maybe. I don’t dislike Judas all that much, but I’d rather not be
thought of as someone like him. I know just enough about him to know
that I am not him.”
“That seems to be a popular opinion.” Erika said with a frown.
“Disliking Judas? I don’t really. I just feel that he’s overshadowed the
rest of our people. I want to surpass him.” Tsuan replied.
“In what?”
“In power, in understanding, in accomplishment… all of these and
maybe a few more. I want to have our people take their rightful place
among the stars. We’re the offspring of the greatest entity in the
galaxy. We should run the slipstreams and safeguard them for our
own uses.” Tsuan explained.
“You’re assuming I want that.”
“Don’t you?”
“No one has ever really asked me what I want. Your concept of
possessiveness is new to me though, and I’ve not had enough time to
consider if I want Judas and his offspring policing the slipstreams.”
“It hurts when our ships pass through you though, right?” He asked.
“Sometimes. It depends. Human ships do cause some discomfort
though.” She answered.
“Then rid yourself of them.”
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She shook her head. “There can be a large loss of life if I do that. I’d
rather not be repsonsible for that if I can help it.”
“Very well. I think you should think more about it though.”
“Why? If I cut them off, they’ll force their way in. The humans have
already found ways to do it I think. It’s hard to tell since I changed into
this form, but I believe something happened near Earth not long ago.
Judas II tries to keep me informed.” She said.
“Has he grown much stronger?” He asked. “I’ve only been able to
sense his presence. He hasn’t wanted to, or isn’t able to talk to me
yet.”
“I am still much stronger than you and more experienced.”
“I guess so.” Tsuan responded, looking around. “You know, the sad
thing is that I’m probably seen as a threat, when in reality I killed the
threat.”
“I don’t know how these things work among your people. Would it be
best if you confronted Judas?” Erika asked.
“I suppose. I just worry that he’ll hate that challenge to his ego that I
represent. I’m stronger than him now, right?” He asked in return.
“In some ways, but historically he’s only destroyed active threats
against him or his wives and children.” She replied.
“I’ll think about it then.”
“That’s not all that’s on your mind though, is it?”
“Well. I was thinking that you could separate yourself from the
slipstream.”
“Why would I want to do that?”
“Hear me out here. If I can leave behind my original body and move
into someone else’s, why shouldn’t you be able to pull the rest of your
presence from Underspace into this new body? You won’t even have
to fight another owner for control of the body like I had to.”
“I don’t understand, why would I limit myself like that?” Erika asked.
Tsuan thought for a moment before answering. “Because
Underspace is failing. You know it is. You can’t hold it together
anymore, and I worry that you will face harm when it finally buckles. I
think you should pull out what you can before it’s too late.”
“I don’t think I can.”
“Have you tried? Some time ago, none of us thought you could
generate and inhabit a physical body. Even if it doesn’t work, maybe
you can sever your being from what you left in Underspace.”
“That… doesn’t sound appealing.”
“Like cutting a limb off, yes?” He asked.
“That’s the closest thing I can think of. Loss of memory or some brain
functioning might be a better analogy.” She replied.
Tsuan’s stomach growled. Erika glanced at him.
“I’m hungry. Let’s go eat.”
“Lead the way. You know your way around better than I.” She replied.
Tsuan nodded and drew slipstream around himself and Erika.
Moments later, they were across the planet, and the savory smells of
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food found their way to both of their noses.

[DAY 6569] 10:06
Jenner opened the door to Zane’s office after the short buzzing noise
that lets him know the door is unlocked goes off. Once inside, he shuts
the door behind him, and takes his place exactly four steps from the
front of Zane’s desk.
“Sir?”
Zane looked up from his work. “Ah, Jenner, you’re here. Good.”
“What can I do for you, sir?”
“We received a transmission from Admiral Dale Reidvund of the
Falconer. Do you know him, or recognize that ship’s name?” Zane
asked.
“I can’t say that I do.” Jenner answered.
“The Admiral is one of the most decorated commanders ever in all of
the Sol system. The Falconer is the flagship of the Sable Guard. Does
that clear things up for you?”
“Some. I’m assuming they’re our new contacts among the Earth
Fleet?”
“More than that, Jenner. They’re on their way here.”
“Using the technology we shared?” Jenner asked.
“Yes. They should be here within a week. I need you to make ready
everything for them. We need to contact our people within the
Defense Minister’s staff and have them turn a blind eye to the
incoming ships. We also need to secure a landing site and base of
operations for the Admiral and his soldiers. They’ve also requested a
full-time mediator between their forces and ours.” Zane replied.
“I take it I’m to be the mediator then?”
“You’re not exactly busy are you? Let’s hope you do better with this
than you did with F’ense. I’m surprised that debacle hasn’t come
around to bite us on the ass yet.” Zane said, an edge of anger in his
voice.
“I’m sorry, sir.” Jenner said nervously.
“It’s too late to do anything now. My sources say that even Judas
hasn’t been able to find him.”
“Sir?”
“Yes?”
“Is it true that the Slipstream Entity visited you here?” Jenner asked.
Zane frowned, and his eyes narrow. “You heard about that?
Someone has a loose tongue. Have you told anyone else?”
“No. I actually didn’t even hear it from anyone directly. I just
overheard from one of the security personnel that there was a
tremendous slipstream spike in the office wing of the building two days
ago. It took some checking into things, but I was able to confirm that
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the Entity was not with Judas at that time.” Jenner explained.
“That’s impressive work, but I fail to see how my social engagements
concern you.” Zane answered. “Do I not give you enough work?”
“It’s not that at all, sir. I was just curious. Have you made ties with
her? She may be a valuable pawn in this struggle.”
“I’m afraid not. She is something of a wild card. I don’t think she’s as
happy with Judas as we might have believed. That or she’s more
curious that we thought. Either way, she presents too many
unknowns. We’ll have to develop a way to deal with her, should the
time come.”
“Is that wise?” Jenner asked. “It’s my understanding that even the
lead researchers working with Nathan Derringer can’t accurately
predict what would happen should she or the slipstream be harmed in
any significant way. This is a very unsure time, sir.”
Zane sighed. “And in unsure times, it’s those who take risks who will
come out ahead or fail trying. Never before has Judas’ power base
been so open for striking at. Her death or capture may mean the end
of his abilities. He’d be a scorpion with no stinger.”
A look of worry crept onto Jenner’ face. “Somehow I doubt he’d be as
harmless as you make it out to be. A scorpion still has claws and
Judas is no different.”
“We’ll see, Jenner… we’ll see. For now, prepare all that you can for
the Admiral and his friends.”
“Can we really trust them?”
I don’t know. That’s why I have backup plans. I’ll worry about that
though. Leave it to me.” Zane replied, and then smiles as he
dismisses his assistant with a wave.
After his assistant is gone, Zane began another message to one of
his more trusted operatives. Nearly all of the Sleepers would be on
standby from this point on, should some form of action be required
against Judas and his allies or against the Sable Guard if they proved
less than truthful.

[DAY 6570] 14:55
Kelran entered Judas’ secondary office without knocking. While he
was familiar with the human’s etiquette that most of the government
and Assembly favored, he also knew when and where it was not
needed - now was not one of those times.
Judas was waiting for him. He stood in front of a one-way glass
window, but from the set of his shoulders and the tenseness in his
hips, Kelran knew Judas would be able to defend himself should the
need arise. Judas looked over his shoulder at his friend, and advisor,
who held the position of Minister of Defense. He saw a tenseness in
the Myrrelian that reflected his own; Kelran’s neck ridge was a cool
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blue.
“Judas. I came because of the Sleepers.”
“They’ve begun to move, haven’t they?” Judas asked, turning his
body to face Kelran.
Kelran nodded, his face cast in seriousness. “I’m afraid so. It looks
like all of them. All but a few that we’ve identified as definite members
have started to organize. We’ve had our spies try to get into a number
of their meetings but we’ve had little success so far.”
“Start using some of my children then. I’ll give you a list of the ones
who can listen from afar.” Judas ordered.
“Will that work?” Kelran asked. “They’ve been electronically shielding
their meetings.”
“It never hurts to try. I want a satellite dedicated to following every
known member of the Sleepers. Tie it into the city security system. I
want to know when and where they go around Providence, and the
area within twenty kilometers. Also, if there are any significant number
of unregistered flights to somewhere outside the city, I want to know.”
“Basically watch any abnormal transportation patterns or gatherings
then.” Kelran said with an approving nod. “Good. I was going to
suggest similar.”
“Excellent. That means we won’t be arguing over what to do, right?”
“Agreed. I’ve also taken the liberty of calling in our reserves. I want to
have a pair stationed with every one of your relatives and major
supporters outside the city. I want to triple the sentries around the
major research centers and industrial complexes as well.”
Judas frowned. “Won’t that tip our hand early?”
“I don’t think so. They know we spy on them, just like we know they
spy on us. I don’t believe this is a feint. All this says is that we’re ready
for them.” Kelran answered.
“Why now though? What can they possibly see that will tip the odds
in their favor? Can they even put up a decent fight right now?”
“I don’t see how. At worst it will come down to guerilla warfare from
building to building. We have superior numbers, arms, and firepower.
We’re also entrenched and it’s a lot easier to defend against inferior
forces than it is to take from forces that are superior to your own. They
must have a trump card somewhere that we don’t know of. It doesn’t
make sense otherwise.”
“My wives maybe?” Judas suggested.
Kelran shook his head. “Maylen has been evacuated to a hidden
bunker beneath one of our largest farms, Cahlaim is working under
heavy guard in the Assembly Hall and the adjoining buildings, and
SAIRA is on the Orbital Relay Station again.”
“She should be relatively safe up there. She’s also a Judasian, and
quite strong at that.” Judas replied.
“Exactly. She’s easily a fair match for a half dozen assailants, and
there’s no one on the station that we haven’t checked out a dozen
times.”
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Judas thought for a moment. Kelran took the opportunity to flip
through incoming messages on his wrist-mounted datapad.
“Ready our emergency bunker under the Northern Ridge.”
“Just in case?”
Judas nodded slowly. “I want Pevlak out there making speeches
every day for the next two weeks. I don’t care if he doesn’t get any
sleep. I’m going to the building of a Unity Monument. It’ll be in the
open field next to the main mag-rail station.”
“Why a monument? I mean, it’s obviously a diversion, but for what?”
Kelran asked.
“I’m worried about having all these troops in and around the city.
People will start to comment, and they’re going to get nervous. If we
give them something else to think about, it will draw attention away
from our troops. I don’t want the Sleepers pointing out that we’re doing
things that will get people scared. The last thing we need is an
interruption in daily life. We’ll look incompetent.” Judas explained.
“It’s not as if I plan on having platoons of soldiers marching down
every street. They’ll all be hidden away.”
“I know, but the enemy may seize the distraction of the monument to
move. They may just be playing with us now, but given the added
chaos of the monument and Pevlak’s speeches, they may finally
move. We’ve waited years for them to dedicate to some foul course of
action so we could be justified in destroying them.”
“I hope it works. I tire of waiting for a knife to be plunged into back.”
Judas smirks. “That will never end. You’re tied up with me, and in
power. There is always going to be someone unhappy with what we
do.”
“So let’s be clear here. I’m to start moving troops in, but secretively.
I’m also to use some of your children to try to ferret out some
information about the Sleeper’s plans, and start watching for patterns
in enemy movements in and out of the city?”
“That sounds about right. I’ll keep you posted. Send me an update
every day, even if there’s not much to say.”
“Alright. I still need to know if you want guards around all your family
and friends though.”
Judas shook his head. “I don’t think they’ll be the target of their
aggression. People already have mixed feelings about my family and
me. They won’t gain any support by killing them. They’ll just anger
people who think innocents are being killed. Be ready to send out
guards if needed. We’ll send them to the bunker as needed. I’ll also
send them all messages to be ready, should something happen in the
next few weeks.”
“That covers everything then, yes?” Kelran asked.
“I believe so. I won’t take up any more of your time then. I’m sure you
have much to do.”
“That I do. You’ll get my report tomorrow.”
“Good Luck.” Judas said.
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“Thank you. I may need it, but let’s hope I do not.”
Kelran turned and left.
Judas rubbed his eyes and with both hands when he was alone. His
eyes felt strained from too much reading, and he could feel the
beginnings of a beard starting to form. He thought for a moment, trying
to decide if he should apply some growth suppressor or not. Generally
he could keep his body chemistry balanced to the point where he
could repress the growth of facial hair, but he had been so distracted
lately that he had forgotten about it.
“So much to do.” Judas said aloud to himself, deciding to leave the
slight beard growth for now.

[DAY 6570] 16:24
Tsuan reached out with his perceptions, feeling for the unique
signature that represented Judas. He could feel reassurance coming
from Erika, the slipstream entity. He took a deep breath, and built an
oblong shell of slipstream around his companion and himself, and
then he tunneled through Underspace. An almost imperceptible
amount of time passed before they re-entered normal space near
Judas.
Judas had felt them coming. The slight brush of consciousness as
someone sought him out had alerted him. He was swathed in the
golden light of the slipstream as Tsuan and the Slipstream Entity
appeared before him. For a moment, until the shell around them
disappeared, Judas’ apartment was bright as midday.
Tsuan looked around immediately upon reentry into normal space.
He felt Judas before he saw him and seeing him surrounded with
slipstream was enough to make him draw in his defenses. Erika stood
beside him, apparently unconcerned.
“Judas, I’ve brought Tsuan to speak with you.” Erika announced.
“So I see. It was nice of you to give me warning.” He said dryly.
“I apologize. It was my idea.” Tsuan offered.
Judas looks more closely at Tsuan’s new body. “I see you wear the
body of F’ense. I’d been told such, but it’s hard to believe without
seeing it in person. It’s suffered some wear and tear in the process I
see.”
“It was not without pain and sacrifice that I took his body.” Tsuan
said, grimacing at the memories.
“I cannot see why you would take it at all. Depriving him of it was
wrong.” Judas said, smothering his slipstream.
Tsuan’s jaw tightened at the display of trust. He released his hold on
the slipstream around him as well.
“So was his murder of your other children. He came to me to kill me
and I ended his murdering spree. It had to stop somewhere.”
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“You can’t make right what he did with more violence.” Judas replied.
Tsuan laughs bitterly. “Isn’t that what you would have done? You
would have killed or destroyed him.”
“There’s a difference. I was chosen to lead the people of this world.”
“We’re a people apart from the rest. Our family matters have nothing
to do with the others. The only thing that makes us different is that you
claim some divine right to rule simply because you positioned yourself
in power, or because you were the first of our kind.”
“I hate to interrupt, but I want to go speak with SAIRA.” Erika said
abruptly.
“She’s not around here.” Judas snapped at her.
“I know that. She’s up on your Orbital Relay Station. Erika said
calmly.
“I don’t know if I want you to see her.” Judas replied.
“Why? Do you fear for her?” Erika asked.
“Where you are concerned, yes.” Judas admitted.
Erika smiled briefly. “Don’t be. I mean her no harm. I just want to
speak with her.”
“I can’t really stop you if you want to go.” Judas said.
“I know.” She responded. “I will go to see her now. Please continue
your conversation with Tsuan.”
Both men watched as slipstream built up around her, secreted
through her skin. Unlike when they surround themselves with a shell,
she just seems to dissipate. Judas tries to follow what she has done,
but cannot totally understand how she used the slipstream to move
herself. He catches Tsuan studying her exit in the same way.
“Trying to see what she did, eh?” Judas asked.
“As were you.” Tsuan answered.
Judas grinned. “Yes. I see I still have much to learn.”
“I can relate. No one has seriously pushed the slipstream and
determined its full limitations and powers yet. We don’t know what it
can do.” Tsuan said.
“And that is something you want to do, or you’re at least curious
about?” Judas asked.
“Of course. How can I not be?” Tsuan asked in return. “I don’t
understand how some of you, meaning the rest of the Judasians don’t
want to know what they can do.”
“Testing one’s limits is dangerous.” Judas observed.
“I know that, but it can also save lives. Who knows if we can grow
new bodies or heal bodies even as badly wounded as Judas II’s was.”
Tsuan replied.
“I don’t appreciate the reference, but I understand what you mean.”
“I think we only know a tenth of what we could do. I think we can grow
new bodies. I don’t even think we need bodies. The power of will alone
might be able to sustain us.”
“What kind of life would that be? A body is our interface with the
world.” Judas said.
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“There are things to experience beyond the physical.” Tsuan replied.
“I doubt their value. I will cling to physical existence as long as I can.”
“You’ve limited yourself then. I could shed this skin.” Tsuan said,
raising his arms.
Judas frowned as he looked closely at Tsuan and the discolorations
across his body. “I hope so, because it’s already rotting off you.”
“Actually, it’s not. It’s recovering now. When I first took it, there was a
die-off of various tissues, but they’re all coming back fine now.”
“I imagine that F’ense fought tooth and nail to hold on to his body,
right?”
“Yes, but I fought myself more than him. It’s unnatural to want to
leave your body for another. I had to leave part of myself behind
before I could acclimate to this new husk. As I said before, it required
pain and suffering.”
“That doesn’t sound like something I’m going to be doing soon.”
“You’re missing the point. We need to work on advancing ourselves
as a race.”
“I don’t mind that, but you have to see that I’m more interested in
advancing the infrastructure on Keymra. How can I think about
developing a better way for a few hundred people to travel, when
there’s a drought somewhere, or when we don’t have enough metal
and ceramics to build houses, hospitals, and transportation?” Judas
asked, leaning on the back of a chair.
“It doesn’t need to be you personally.” Tsuan replied.
“Then who else?” Judas asked. “We already have a research center
working around the clock on hundreds of advancements across all
walks of life. I don’t see how we can afford to commit a large portion of
our resources to such self-serving goals.”
“I didn’t say a large portion and what we discover may help speed
other projects.”
“That’s true, but you have to consider our longer lifespans as well.
We’re all going to live many times a standard human lifespan and
even longer than Myrrelians or Calatians. You need to learn patience.”
Judas commented.
“Look, I didn’t come here for a lecture. I’m going to push my own
limits and I need to know that you will not interfere.” Tsuan said,
frustration beginning to show.
“Will your ‘research’ cost the lives of more of my children, or any
other citizens on this planet?” Judas asked. “Because if you look at it
from a twisted enough standpoint, what F’ense did was research of a
sort too.”
“No. No one will be harmed.” Tsuan answered.
“You’re certain?”
“Yes, I’m certain. I’m not F’ense. I just expected interference from
you, because I think you feel threatened by what I represent.”
Judas frowned. “Why would I feel threatened?”
“Come now. I saw how you readied yourself to attack me or defend
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yourself when I arrived.” Tsuan replied.
“Would you do otherwise?”
“Probably not, at least in your position. I realize you have enemies.”
“Speaking of which, do you know who contacted F’ense and pushed
him to start his killing spree?” Judas asked.
Tsuan shrugged. “I’ve not bothered to sort through his memories, not
in too much depth, anyway. I doubt knowing who it was will be a
surprise to you, or give you the proof you need.”
“Maybe you’re right, but I would still like to know.”
“I’ll let you know if I stumble over a random memory that answers
your question.” Tsuan replied.
Judas studied him for a long moment. They watched each other,
each knowing that they were holding back from the other.
“Fair enough.” Judas said finally.
“About the experiments I plan to do. I hope you don’t expect any
reports. I’ll tell you what I want you to know.”
“I could probably find a way to make you tell me, but I value
information freely given more than what is forced. I’d like to say I trust
you, but I do not. At any time, you could stab me in the back, ruining
sixteen years of work. I’m telling you now, if it looks like it’s going to be
that way, I won’t hesitate to try to take you out. There’s too much at
risk here.”
“I understand, though you have to expect me to defend myself if you
make a move against me.”
“Not too eager to test your theory about not needing a body, eh?”
Judas
grinned.
“Not without adequate preparation.” Tsuan replied, grinning as well.
“I hope you don’t expect to be seeing much of Zane, either. If I find
you spending time around him, I’ll have to assume you’ve betrayed
me.” Judas warned.
Tsuan shrugged. “He’s of little use to me.”
“Likewise. I just want to be clear.”
“Understood.”
“Have you anything else to say then? I wish to be about my own
business now.” Tsuan said impatiently.
Judas shook his head. “I think that’s about it for me. I can’t think of
anything else off hand that I wanted to ask.”
Tsuan nodded, and left a moment later, using the slipstream to travel
again. Judas thought about Tsuan long after he was gone, wondering
if he was to be trusted or not. Then he remembered that he needed to
check on SAIRA to make sure she was okay.
SAIRA was in the middle of returning to her quarters after attending a
biweekly status update meeting with the heads of instrumentation and
construction for the station when Erika arrived. Alarms around the
station went off with Erika’s arrival.
“Great… just great.” SAIRA muttered under her breath.
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Before she even turned the corner to take the corridor that ran past
her quarters a tingle washed over her. Her arms throbbed with the
strength of slipstream being used nearby. SAIRA frowned and
glanced around the corner. Erika stood in the hall, haloed in
amber-gold.
Distantly, SAIRA could hear the movement of what she expected to
be a security detachment. Before things escalated, she decided to
confront the Slipstream Entity’s new form.
“Erika?” SAIRA called down the corridor.
“SAIRA? I’ve come to speak with you.” Erika replied.
“There are safer ways to go about that. You’ve got everyone excited
now.”
“Why are you hiding behind the corner?” Erika demanded.
SAIRA winced at the irritation in the other woman’s voice. “All you
came for was to speak?”
“If I wished harm on you, I could have killed you a dozen times over.
I can tear this station apart at will.
“True enough.” SAIRA replied, feeling foolish now. “Still, you and
Judas seem to be arguing, and I don’t want to be the way you get back
at him.”
She hit the nearest intercom and reported that all was safe. Then
started down the low gravity corridor, catching a handrail just before
she reached Erika. The bronzed woman smiled in amusement.
“What?” SAIRA growled.
“You and your crew were really that frightened?”
“It’s merely a precautionary measure. You could have been a hostile
invader for all we knew. I’m relieved that it was not so.”
“It seems strange that you would even worry about security up here.
What threat is there? Your enemies haven’t been able to get here
since I rerouted the slipstreams away from Earth and the Sol system.”
Erika commented.
“I think it’s still a good practice to maintain. I doubt it’s really the
Humans from other systems we’re really worried about though. If it’s
anyone, it’s the Sleepers or other unhappy citizens we’re worried
about.” SAIRA replied.
“Perhaps you’re right. It still seems odd to me though. It is rather
remote.”
SAIRA shrugged, and slid past Erika into her room. Erika followed
immediately after, looking around the sparse quarters.
“I don’t have much here. There are pretty strict weight limits on
shuttles.” SAIRA said, picking a seat.
“Why don’t you use the slipstream to travel here?” Erika suggested,
sitting down across from SAIRA. “You could carry more things then.”
“I don’t like to set myself apart from those I work with. Few others
have the abilities I have even among my own kind, so I won’t flaunt
them. I’ve never really been that comfortable traveling that way
anyway.”
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“Seems wasteful.”
“I try to use slipstream just enough to keep in practice. I feel oily after
using it though.”
“That’s odd. I don’t think anyone else has ever felt that way, not that
I’ve ever been able to feel at least. It probably has something to do
with your unique nature.” Erika said.
“That’s likely, but I doubt you came here to discuss my unique
nature. Care to share what reason you have for coming here?” SAIRA
asked in her most businesslike manner. Delays here would have to be
made up later.
Erika answered slowly, “I have a few reasons for coming here.”
“Like?” SAIRA prompted.
“Well, for one, I feel the need to get to know you better. I seem to be
on Maylen’s bad side already and Cahlaim is rather aloof. I want at
least one of you three to like me. You seemed the most likely.”
“And your other reason for coming?”
“I wanted to give Judas and Tsuan time alone to speak to one
another.”
SAIRA’s eyes narrowed. “They’re together right now?”
“Probably.” Erika answered.
“And you thought that wise? They might kill each other.”
“I doubt that, and if so, it’s just expediting what would have happened
eventually.”
“Let’s get one thing straight. You may be new at being a humanoid or
whatever, but enemies don’t often get along well in this life. It’s best to
let them seek each other out on their own terms. Bringing them
together without both of their prior knowledge usually results in one of
them dying.” SAIRA said angrily.
“I don’t need lessons from you. Tsuan wanted to meet with Judas. I
encouraged him.”
“And I’m saying that was wrong.”
“Why don’t you let them worry about that?”
“Why? Because I have invested interest in Judas. He’s my husband.
I stand to lose much if your reckless little gambit doesn’t pay off.”
SAIRA insisted.
“Let me apologize then. I can tell you that both of their life signals are
strong and stable though. I don’t really wish to see anyone perish. You
must believe that.” Erika replied earnestly.
“You might honestly be sorry, but that doesn’t excuse you. Ignorance
before the fact doesn’t fix things after they’ve broken. This time, I
really hope nothing goes wrong, but next time something might.”
Erika took a deep breath, turning her head back as she choked back
an angry response. SAIRA sighed.
“Look, why don’t you have someone with you that can help make
your decisions for you when you’re doing something totally wrong?”
“Like who?”
“Stay around Judas, or someone who can help you.”
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“Judas doesn’t want me around.” Erika said.
“That’s not true.” SAIRA replied.
“Yes it is. He ran me off last time we were together alone.” Erika
insisted.
“He was testing you.”
“What?”
“Why not? You’re dangerous. I still don’t trust you entirely; you
should have seen that by how I acted when you arrived.” SAIRA
explained.
“Why wouldn’t he trust me?” Erika asked.
“Because you came here with an unknown agenda. You could be
trying to fulfill some hidden goal of your own.” SAIRA answered.
“What goal? I don’t even know how to take care of myself in your
world. How can I be working toward some great evil?”
“I didn’t say evil. It’s just that we’re at a very important time in our
world’s history and your arrival may be the added impetus needed to
spark a great conflict between factions.”
“I couldn’t come any later, I might not have had the strength.” Erika
said.
“I’m not blaming you. What is… is. We can’t change that now.”
SAIRA replied.
“I think he and I have something to talk about then. I’ll go see him
again soon.”
“Maybe. Just try to understand where he, and I, and the rest of us are
coming from. We might be at war soon with people that should be
working with us. These are people that Judas rescued and pulled out
of cold space, and now they want him dead.”
“I may be able to help with that.”
“I doubt it. We simply can’t kill them all. We’d end up having to kill
most of the humans then, and that’s not what we want. We don’t want
to persecute people just because they don’t agree with us. If we did
that, we’d always be fighting someone.”
“Fine. I’ll just go to him and offer to help. It’s not like Tsuan needs me
right now anyway. He’s more interested in figuring things out for
himself.”
SAIRA’s eyebrow rose. “What kinds of things?”
He’s trying to discover more things to do with the slipstream. He’s
convinced there’s much more to be done with his abilities.” Erika
explained.
“You don’t know, or won’t tell him one way or another?” SAIRA
asked.
Erika shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve never had to use it for anything
until I came here. Think of it like this, if you were a heart and you were
used to overseeing the flow of blood through veins and arteries, would
you once think about what good the blood can do?”
“I suppose not. I still find it strange that you have superior control
over the slipstream, yet claim to know no more about it than the rest of
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us.”
“Who says I don’t know more? I just don’t think I know everything.”
Erika admitted. “I may only know a part of the whole or he could be
trying to learn something that doesn’t exist. I can think of nothing living
that knows everything there is to know about itself.”
SAIRA’s intercom started flashing. Both women looked over at it
simultaneously.
“I need to get that.” SAIRA said.
Erika nodded. SAIRA went over and answered the intercom. Judas’
face came up on the holographic display.
“Everything is alright there, I hope?” Judas asked, looking over her
shoulder.
“Everything is fine. How was your meeting with our resident body
snatcher?” SAIRA asked.
“Alright. He has some interesting notions. I agreed to let him run his
private tests on the slipstream, and he agreed to stay out of my way.
It’s an uneasy alliance, but an alliance nonetheless.” Judas answered.
“One less worry then, yes?”
“For now. Is Erika going to be there awhile?” Judas asked, concern
evident
in
his
voice.
Erika answered for her, “I’d like to stay if it’s all right with you, SAIRA.
I think I could learn a few things from you.”
“It’s hard to say no when you appeal to my vanity like that.” SAIRA
said with a grin.
“Fair enough. I’m going to get back to work then. Let me know if you
need something. I look forward to seeing you planetside again soon.”
“As do I.”
Judas terminated the communication. SAIRA watched the dead
space where the holographic representation of Judas had been
moments earlier. Leftover light patterns from the display faded from
her eyes after a few moments and she turned back to Erika.
“What would you like to do?” She asked.
“Anything.” Erika replied. “And everything.”
SAIRA sighed. “That’s quite a tall order. Let’s see if your abilities can
help us out.”

[DAY 6571] 16:28
Admiral Martin Rybaich carefully pulled himself through an
obstruction in a depressurized corridor on the Poseidon while wearing
an environmental suit. The lights on his helmet, chest plate, and wrists
filled in for light lost when main power was cut off from all but the most
critical areas of his ship. His breath caught in his throat as he came
across a body, frozen by the vacuum of space. He collected the ID pin
on the ensign’s lapel, putting it in a sealed compartment of his suit with

118

Forever Has an End
the others he’d found. Then, he marked off the location of the body on
his pad, and continued his trek down the corridor.
Since the attack almost two days ago, the survivors had been
salvaging what they could. Support from Pluto had arrived early in the
morning, but even with their help there just weren’t enough hands to
put to work. Rescue crews were working around the clock and three
ships had already been converted to hospitals.
The Admiral had insisted on taking at least one shift a day searching
for survivors, and collecting ID pins from the casualties. He’d found
over thirty dead so far, and the number climbed each time he entered
a new corridor or room. Still, the amount of dead was not as high as
the number missing. Wreckage was strewn around the surviving ships
like a hailstorm, and somewhere among that wreckage, were
hundreds of dead crewmen. There were already plans to tow the
greater part of the wreckage to a shipbuilding facility orbiting Neptune,
where it would be catalogued, sorted, and recycled. Martin couldn’t
help but wonder how many bodies would be reclaimed then, or if
they’d have to try to collect pins and remains with a sifter like some
vessels that mined asteroids used to collect small pieces of ores and
debris.
The Admiral checked his air gauge after a while, and decided to head
back. While most of the ship had lost power, there were still a few core
regions that had full life support and power. The engines and the
reactor had been miraculously spared, surprising when almost every
other part of the ship was riddled with holes.
After he’d gone through the secondary airlocks and shed his suit, the
Admiral continued across the metal grating floors of the backup
control center to his makeshift office. Captain Greg Kingsley, formerly
of the Rathman, waited for him in his office. The young captain’s
uniform was stained with blood and soot. A long tear ran up his sleeve
and there was a fresh cut across his cheek.
“Greg.” Martin said tiredly.
“Admiral.” The captain nodded politely.
“You don’t need to call me that anymore. I’m sure to lose my
command, not that I’m worried about that. They have every right to
execute me for the loss of life I’ve caused.”
“I don’t know what to say, sir. I’d like to argue against that fact, but
the loss of my ship and most of my crew is too fresh in my mind.
Frankly, I’m of a mind to shoot you myself.” The younger man said,
struggling with his anger.
Admiral Rybaich smiled bitterly and sat down heavily in his chair. “I
wouldn’t stop you.”
Greg Kingsley looked at his superior for a long moment before
replying. “I know. That’s why I won’t do it. You’re suffering my loss
dozens of time over. I lost a ship, and you lost a fleet.”
“That’s why I need you here. You’re my new first officer, though this
isn’t much of a ship. I doubt it will ever be used again. It’s going to be
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decommissioned and scrapped as soon as it gets into Neptune’s
orbit.” The Admiral paused to set out the bag of lapel ID’s he’d
collected on his shift. “Still, we have a duty to those who died to see
they’re recognized and to those who’re still alive to get them home
safe.“
“Sir, you make it sound like you’re not going to be here to help.”
“I’m not.”
“Sir?” Greg asked, surprised at the Admiral’s response.
“I’m going after them. I may not be able to stop them, but I need to
warn Judas and his people. I won’t let what happened here happen
there too. Reidvund is out of line. I can’t blame him for every life lost
here, because I know I could have just stepped aside and let him
pass…” Martin trailed off.
Greg absently scratched at the scab across his cheek. “We don’t
have a ship left that’s outfitted for slipstream travel do we?”
“We have one of the test ships. We were working on more before
Reidvund made his move. We’ve located one amid the debris and ran
through a whole battery of tests. Everything still works.” The Admiral
replied.
“Won’t you be too late to help?”
“I hope not. I figure that if I really push that ship, I can arrive about
twenty hours after them. They may not make their move right away. I
figure they’ll set up to make a strategic strike at Judas.”
“Not if they have orbital sensors. They’ll pick them up right away.”
Greg observed.
The Admiral shook his head. “Not the Falconer they won’t. If they
wanted to, they could land that right outside of Judas’ house and he
probably wouldn’t know until he heard or saw it. It’s outfitted with
technology no other ship in all of human space has.”
“He must be planning on drawing off the attack with the other vessels
then, unless he’s going to drop out of Underspace beyond their sensor
range, and leave them behind until he’s set up.”
“That’s what I’m worried about. I may arrive in time to warn Judas
and then have to fight my way past Reidvund’s forces. I hold no
illusions about how good of a pilot I am. I’m good, but I know I can’t
beat them.”
“It sounds like a longshot then. Why not just stay here? Judas has
held off our best before, and I’m sure he’ll do it again.”
“I have nothing left here. My fleet, my career, my command… it’s all
gone. I’m not a young man like you are, Kingsley. You have prospects,
even after this fiasco. I’ll leave recommendations for you with a few
friends on Earth that will still value my opinion, even after this.”
“Thank you, sir, but I’m not really all that worried about my career
right now.”
“I know, but they need good men like you.”
“When are you leaving?” Greg asked suddenly, uncomfortable with
the compliments he was receiving.
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“Within the hour, son.” Martin replied.
“You’re not even going to get some rest first?”
“Plenty of time to rest on the ship. I’ll be all plugged into my suit and
drugged up for most of the flight I suspect.”
“Good luck then, sir. I should really check up on some of the work.”
“Alright. You’ll do fine. I know you will. Just get the rest of these
people home safe.”
“I’ll certainly try.”
“That’s all anyone can ask.”
Captain Greg Kingsley, the new acting commander of the remnants
of the Science Fleet, backed out of Admiral Martin Rybaich’s office,
leaving him to prepare for his flight.

[DAY 6571] 19:59
Admiral Dale Reidvund tapped his fingers boredly on the armrest of
the captain’s chair. He did this for nearly a quarter of an hour while
reading reports, and checking various figures, until he noticed how it
was annoying the captain of the Falconer, who sat at one of the
tactical stations near him.
“Sorry.” Reidvund offered.
Peter shrugged. “I take it you’re anxious to get where we’re going?”
“I guess so. After that battle, I’m still keyed up. I haven’t seen that
much destruction since the Smuggler Wars, and I’m curious to test our
strength against Judas and his forces. He’s never been beaten before
and Earth has sent some of her best after him too.”
”As I understand, they cared less about him than the entity within the
slipstreams. He just acted as guardian for all of Underspace though,
correct?” Peter asked.
“Something like that. It doesn’t negate his decisive wins against our
forces though.” Reidvund responded.
“He’s never faced the Sable Guard, and I doubt he’ll have the
number of ships that the Science Fleet did.”
“Numbers don’t matter. He only had one ship when he took on the
entire attack fleet before. We won’t be able to battle him
conventionally. We’ll have to land our forces on Keymra and attack
him on the ground. He can’t bring his powers to bare on us as easily if
we’re among his own people.” Reidvund said.
“Human shields is it?” Peter asked.
“You don’t like that?”
“I like winning. That’s all that matters, especially since we can’t go
back to Earth again - not after what we did.”
“Make sure everyone realizes that. We can’t go easy on them when
we get there. We have to be ruthless, because there’s no going back.”
Reidvund said.
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“Say we do win, what will we do? There are no pirates in that system
I imagine. We won’t even need our vessel anymore and I doubt we’re
going to settle down and farm.” Peter commented.
Reidvund grins. ”I doubt many of the Sable Guard would settle for a
simple existence. I think we’ll all find a good deal of fighting ahead of
us though. By the time we’re done, I hope to be in control of that world,
and that’s something we’d never have if we worked for Earth - a world
of our own.”
“So you envision yourself as a world leader, with me as your trusted
general and the Sable Guard will be your invincible army?”
“Is it an unpleasant dream?” Reidvund asked.
“I don’t know. I’ve never thought about that sort of a life before.” Peter
admitted.
“Scared to give up the life of a glorified mercenary?”
Peter frowned again. “The Sable Guard is hardly a mercenary force.”
“Isn’t it? Don’t you go where you’re paid to go and fight who you’re
contracted to fight? You can’t consider yourselves a branch of the
standard military.” Reidvund replied.
“For the sake of argument, I’ll agree.”
“There’s an entire world of savage warriors waiting for you, ready to
bleed you and test your mettle. Isn’t that challenge desirable?”
“Some aspects of it are. I just never imagined I’d trade in my ship for
a hand laser.” Peter admitted.
“You’ve been in space too long. There’s much to be said for solid
ground beneath you, and air all around that you can breathe. I can tell
you’re worried about going soft, but I guarantee you will not.
Everything I’ve read about this world makes it sound ideal for an elite
fighting force like yours to claim as their home.” Reidvund said.
“I’ll spread the news.”
“Good.”
A light flashed on the console in front of Peter. He checked the alert
message, frowning as he read it. The Admiral watched for his
reaction.
“Bad news?” Reidvund asked.
“Yes. That probe we left back with the carrier shows that the carrier
just dropped out of Underspace. All indications are that the ship lost
main power, and is disabled.”
“A rescue attempt is out of the question. We don’t have the facilities
or manpower. We need to get where we are going.”
“So you don’t want me to do anything about the carrier?” Peter
asked.
Reidvund shook his head. “It’s unfortunate, but we can’t help them.
Worst-case scenario, they should be able to get most of their crew in
stasis. They’re already years away from the nearest human colony.
They’re as good as dead.”
“Agreed. It’s still a shame to lose all those support troops and
supplies though. I have a feeling we’ll need them.”
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“Get me a list of what we lost with that ship and the other vessels that
didn’t make it this far. What we’re short on will likely affect our course
of action when we land on Keymra.”
“Can we still expect help from the Sleepers?” Peter asked.
“I don’t trust them, and they won’t trust us if they’re smart. Still, we
may be able to help each other, at least at first. By the time they figure
out we’re in this for ourselves, I hope to have a knife at their throats.”
Reidvund answered.
“This is going to be a costly campaign.” Peter observed.
“It already is.” Reidvund replied.

[DAY 6572] 08:17
Judas re-entered normal space inside the bunker where Maylen was
staying; She was standing two steps away to his left, waiting for him
when he arrived. The room he had arrived in was totally bare. It was a
simple square room with a single door, which led into the main room of
the complex.
“Hello, Chancellor.” Maylen said, grinning as she wrapped her arms
around him.
“Greetings, respected Minister.” Judas replied, sprouting a grin of his
own.
She pressed her lips to his and held him for the better part of a
minute. Judas made no attempt to disentangle himself from her,
instead waiting for her to release him. When she did, she took a step
back and winked at him. Her neck crest rippled with warm colors.
“Care for the tour?” She asked, starting toward the adjoining room.
“Sure.” He replied.
“It’s not much of a romantic getaway… all concrete and ceramics…
but what can you do?”
“I wasn’t aware that you were here for romance.”
“Let me pretend, eh?” She asked.
Judas shrugged and said, “Alright.”
“This is the… utilitarian all-purpose room.”
She turned in a circle, looking around the large room filled with
various equipment stored here for various emergency uses. Judas did
likewise, taking in the very plain interior of the bunker.
“Charming.”
“It’ll have to do. I won’t let this setting ruin this rare chance to be
alone with you.” She said in exaggerated sadness.
“You never ask to spend time alone with me.” He responded quietly.
“That’s true I guess, but I never expected that I’d get so into my work,
or you with yours.”
Judas raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t think I’d get that involved with
my work? Did I ever stop working that first year we knew each other?
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Even since then, I’ve never exactly been inactive.”
“Yes, but you always made time for each of us… sometimes a couple
of us at once.” She replied, grinning mischievously.
Judas snorted in laughter. “Enough of that.”
“Fine, fine.” She said, waving her hand. “Continuing the tour, you can
see that this next room, is just like the last, except that there are some
bunks to sleep on. The adjoining rooms are a bathroom and a
kitchen.”
“I’ll bet you don’t get much use out of the kitchen.”
“On the contrary, I get a lot of use out of it.”
“It must have a Mealpack machine then.”
“The newest model: twelve thousand assorted meals from human
cuisine, as well as added Myrrelian and Calatian favorites.”
“Excellent.”
“Why? Are you hungry?”
Judas leaned in and gently bit the side of her neck. “Maybe.”
“Mealpack #1510 is pretty good.” She said, ignoring his attentions.
“I’ll take two.” He said, lifting her up in his arms.
“The kitchen is the other way.” Maylen said, laughing.
“I was never good with directions.”
Some time later, Judas found himself with a few spare moments
while Maylen showered. He pushed aside the remains of his
Mealpack and drew out his log recorder.
“Chancellor of the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal
log… I wonder why I even use this thing anymore. It’s not like I can
commit to using it frequently. So much happens these days and I get
so little time alone, that I can’t remember to use it. Maybe I should
carry it with me more often.”
Judas paused, hearing Maylen singing in the shower. He smiled to
himself.
“At least she’s cheerful. I think of the three women in my life, she’s
the most likely to get depressed. She has more highs and lows than
SAIRA or Cahlaim do. I can’t really gauge how Erika fits in yet, and I
don’t know if I want to. I’ve made plans to spend time with her in the
next few days. I have mixed feelings about spending time with her, but
it’s something I need to do.”
Maylen’s song hit a crescendo, distracting Judas again.
“Pushing Erika away wasn’t smart. I was lucky that when she turned
to Tsuan, it didn’t become something more. It’s not impossible that
she could have sparked a rebellion from Tsuan. Zane might have
even jumped on the situation.”
“The time grows close when Zane will make his move. Kelran
predicts that he will move within the next few weeks, or not at all. We
still have no clue why he’s begun moving his troops or what possible
advantage he perceives. I may seek him out. He’s been sending his
aides in his stead to the Assembly meetings lately. Everyone is talking
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about it.”
“I tire of holding my breath and crossing my fingers. Things need to
happen soon so that we can move ahead with all we have planned for
this world.”
Maylen strolled out, wrapped in a towel and still singing. Her dark
hair was slicked back behind her and her skin glistened under the
artificial light.
“Hey.” Maylen said, playfully irritated.
“Yeah?” He asked, watching her admiringly.
“Turn that off. You’re here with me. This is my time.” She ordered.
“Yes, ma’am.”
“End Log.”

[DAY 6572] 12:00
The wind on top of the hill where Tsuan sat swirled leaves around
him. He concentrated, drawing slipstream into the air around him. Thin
tendrils of slipstream solidified, branching out to stop the leaves in mid
air. Immediately, the slipstream begins to fizzle out, returning to
Underspace; Tsuan carefully reinforces each strand of slipstream as
they fade. Minutes pass, and random muscles twitch across his body
as he strains to maintain slipstream as a solid form.
Beads of perspiration have formed on Tsuan’s forehead by the time
he finally releases slipstream, allowing it to go return to Underspace.
Then he stands and begins to pace around the hilltop.
He loses track of time while pacing. When his mind is clear, he sends
out his perceptions. At first, he has no goal - he seeks no one. He
envisions the planet as a whole, feeling the individual points of light in
his mind’s eye that represent slipstream on Keymra. Most are quite
faint, though a few are quite strong. He lets his mind seek out each of
the strong points first, looking at how they interface with slipstream
and Underspace.
Erika is the first he is drawn to, being the strongest occurrence of
slipstream on Keymra. Her presence outshines all others on the
planet, dwarfing them like the sun does the stars during the day. A
complex weave of slipstream reaches from her directly into
Underspace, siphoning strength from the vast parallel to reality.
Reluctantly, he pulls away from the vast power Erika represents and
moves to the lesser powers. Judas is easy to detect, as is SAIRA, who
is orbiting Keymra. Others aren’t so easy to feel. Napoleon and
Cleopatra, as well as the other first generation of Judas’ offspring are
still fairly strong. Each successive generation seems to be weaker,
with a few exceptions here and there.
His face frowns, though he doesn’t realize it. He looks more closely
at each generation as a whole, trying to determine why the power of
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slipstream grows lesser with each set of offspring. Then he tries to
locate the spouses of the Judasians. They register faintly, which
surprises Tsuan.
“Exposure and contact with Judasians spreads slipstream?” Tsuan
wondered aloud.
Hours pass and still Tsuan searches, but he can find nothing else
new on Keymra, so he turns his senses outward. When nothing
reveals itself to him though that search, he delves into Underspace
itself, seeking that core consciousness that the Judasians who have
died comprise.
“Brother.” The collective voice calls to him.
Tsuan probes the consciousness, feeling that a single voice speaks
for them all. “Who do I speak to?”
“I was known as Judas II. There are others here, but their
voices are not so strong yet.”
“Do you know who I am?” Tsuan asked.
“You are Tsuan, son of Napoleon. You inhabit the body of
F’ense. He is with us too, though part of him remains with you.”
The voices replied in unison.
“You know about how I came to be here then.”
“The part of you that you left in your old body is with us as
well.”
Tsuan thought for a moment, and then asked, “Can I speak to myself
then?”
“It will never speak. It is empty. Only when you join us here will
you be able to speak from our consciousness.” Judas II
answered, speaking for the voices again.
“I likely wouldn’t have anything to say to myself anyway.”
“Why have you reached out to us?”
“I seek knowledge. I feel that there is more I can do with the
slipstream. There must be untapped depths to it.”
“We can offer little insight. Even the Slipstream Entity doesn’t
feel it knows all that there is to be known about itself.”
“So she said. Tell me, what is it like sharing a consciousness with no
body?”
“It is not unlike what you feel, when you feel the leftover
portions within you of those with me now. It is a feeling of being
unfettered, yet uninformed. Part of us misses the contact we had
with the world, but what we lost has been well compensated for.”
“I should hope so.”
The voices were silent for an uncomfortable length of time, so Tsuan
ventured another question. “What can you tell me? I’m trying to
expand my abilities in the physical realm.”
“We can tell you little.” The voices replied.
“I know that, but what can you tell me?”
“Pattern what you do after what the Entity has done and still
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does. It is closer to the source, and interfaces more completely.”
“She doesn’t comprise all of Underspace then?”
“Yes, and no. It is Underspace. Before It, there was only the
Underspace, and there was no consciousness or form within it.
When It began, order was imposed and a shape was taken.”
“The slipstreams are there then because the Entity exists.”
“Yes.”
“That also means that Underspace can exist without the Entity,
right?”
“That is unknown. Underspace may be too dependent on the
Entity now.”
“Like atrophy almost. It hasn’t been trying to ‘be,’ so it might not be
able to exist without the Entity?”
“Perhaps.”
“What stops something else from imposing its own order on
Underspace now that the Entity is leaving it behind?” Tsuan asked
eagerly.
“Nothing.” The voices replied.
“Can it be done?”
“Unknown.”
“How was the Entity able to make its physical form permanent within
normal space? All attempts I have made have failed. Slipstream
cannot exist freely in normal space.”
“It didn’t.”
“Didn’t what?”
“It didn’t make slipstream exist freely in normal space.”
“What?” Tsuan asked, confused.
“It didn’t make slipstream exist freely in normal space.” The
voices repeated.
“How is it here then?”
“It took matter from normal space and arranged it in structures
similar to slipstream.”
“Does that work? It seems as if it would be unstable. Matter only likes
to be in certain patterns, depending on what it is.”
“It does not.”
“It doesn’t work? Then how did the Entity pull it off? There must be
something holding it in place… slipstream?”
“Yes.”
“Slipstream is holding together matter arranged in patterns similar to
slipstream material?”
“Yes.”
“Intriguing. I would never have thought of that. In a way, it’s not so
different than having slipstream symbiotes within us, except that every
fiber of her being is infused with the stuff.” Tsuan said.
Silence.
“What happens if the slipstream holding her body together is
repatterned or drawn away from the matter?” Tsuan prompted.
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“Its form would lose cohesion.”
“Yes, of course it would. Could It make another form for itself
though?”
“Yes.”
“How quickly?”
“Unknown.”
“Can I make another form for myself in the same fashion It has?”
“Unknown. You may not possess the strength to hold together
such a body.”
“But if I did, could I draw off more power from Underspace to support
my new form?”
“We don’t know.”
“So it may be possible to leave this body for one of my own design,
which would have more power than this one, and then I could leave
that one to come back, or to go to yet another form I would design for
myself.”
“This has never been done before. We don’t know.”
“This opens up so many possibilities, but only if it works. I may have
been right in saying that we can exist on sheer will alone.”
When there was no immediate answer, Tsuan retreated back to his
own body. He had much to think about, and didn’t need the
interference Judas II and the others might present.

[DAY 6573] 10:48
Erika arrived in Judas’ apartment swathed in the light of Underspace.
As agreed, he had freed up some time for her, during which they were
supposed to get to know each other better. Judas took a breath and
looked her over again, as if for the first time. He couldn’t remember
how many times he’d seen her, but each time he couldn’t help but
stare. It didn’t help that her clothing was as form fitting as it was either.
“Hello again, Judas.”
“Hello, Erika. I trust you had a good time with my wife? Learned a few
things about social interactions and the workings of our space
station?”
“All that and more. SAIRA is a fascinating individual.”
Judas smiled. “She’d like being described as fascinating. I don’t
know if anyone has ever put it that way before.”
“Isn’t she? She’s unique.”
“I’m not disagreeing.”
“Men like to look at her.” Erika commented.
“I know.” Judas replied.
“Does it bother you?”
“I rarely have time to think about such things.” Judas said with a
shrug.
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“Think about it now then. I am curious and we have a dedicated
interval of time together.”
Judas laughed. “Dedicated Interval?”
Erika looked puzzled. “What of it?”
“Nothing really. It’s just your choice of words. It sounds…
mechanical.”
“SAIRA talks like that.”
“Yeah, because she was a machine for the first part of her life. She’s
not as bad as she used to be though.”
“I know. I helped change that.”
“So you did.” Judas admitted. “Anyway, let’s go do something. I’m
sure standing around my apartment is entertaining as is, but I think
you’d
like
more
out
of
our
time
together,
yes?”
Erika shrugged. “Not really. I learned the most from SAIRA in our
little heart-to-heart talks, as humans fondly refer to personal
communications.”
“Fair enough.” Judas replied, sinking into a plush armchair.
Erika did likewise, sitting across a low table from him. He watched
her examine the odd assortment of empty glasses and datapads
strewn across the table. The last bits of slipstream that always
twinkled around her for a while after she’d traveled through
Underspace finally dissipated.
“You say that a lot.” She commented, looking up from the table.
“Say what?” He asked.
“’Fair enough.’” She replied, mimicking him expertly.
“I guess I do. Is it aggravating?”
“No. It’s just something I’ve characterized as you.”
“Sort of like how SAIRA says ‘dedicated interval’ and things like
that?” Judas asked.
“Exactly.” Erika replied, grinning slyly.
“Have you decided on any of your own repetitive speech patterns?
You can’t exactly pick and chose what you copy from everyone
around you forever, you know.”
“I have given it some thought. I would like to generate something that
is uniquely ‘me.’”
“I don’t blame you. It would be nice to attribute something to you
other than your appearance?” He asked.
She thought for a moment, and then asked, “My appearance is
definitively me?”
“I would say so. Whatever random seeds you added in generating
your appearance certainly worked well together.” Judas answered.
“Thank you.”
“I need no thanks. You did all the work.”
“Men on the station said I was physically appealing.”
Judas smirked. “In those words?”
“No. I’m paraphrasing.” She replied.
“You put it much more politely than they would have, I’m sure. Did
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they know you heard them?”
“No, but my hearing is greater than even SAIRA’s, and they don’t
realize that she knows what they say about her.”
“Do they say anything bad?” Judas asked.
“They gripe about what a taskmaster she is.” Erika answered.
“I could see people saying that about her. She likes results.”
“I don’t understand people.”
“Still? You’ve had a week of direct observation haven’t you?” Judas
asked, trying to keep a smile from forming on his face.
“More than that, but I don’t think I should know everything by now
though.” She said in irritation.
“I know. I’m just joking.” He replied.
“SAIRA said she had trouble understanding humor.”
“She understands humor?”
“You’re joking still?” She asked.
“Yes.” Judas replied, finally smiling.
She smiled. “Good. I’m glad I figured that one out on my own.”
“Your facial expressions are getting better.”
“I watched SAIRA and all the other crewmen very closely in my time
with them. These expressions still don’t feel totally natural.” Erika said.
“It might be your musculature. They’ll become second nature in
time.” Judas assured her.
“That’s a strange saying… second nature.”
“It means that they’ll happen without you thinking about them if you
keep working at it.” Judas explained.
Erika nodded. “I assumed that’s what it meant, but that doesn’t make
it any less odd.”
“Yeah. I don’t know who came up with that one. It probably isn’t the
best saying.” He replied, standing.
Judas walked over to the kitchen area of his apartment, though he
never cooked, and there were no accommodations to do so. The
kitchen was really just a Mealpack machine and a beverage
dispenser.
“Thirsty?” He asked.
“I honestly cannot tell yet. I will accept a beverage though, if merely
as a social fixture.”
Judas chuckled and filled two glasses with water.
“Am I desirable?” Erika asked abruptly, as he cleared a section of the
table between the chairs, and sat a glass in front of her.
“In what sense?” He asked.
“Physically. In a mating sense.” She replied.
“Sure.”
“That sounds noncommittal.” Erika said with a frown.
“Yup.”
“I’m thinking about mating.”
“Soon?” Judas asked, frowning as well.
“Perhaps.” She replied.
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“Why?”
“Isn’t it the goal of every being to try to reproduce? I may have to
introduce these goals externally, but shouldn’t I do what other species
do?”
“Other species grow up first. Just because you came into play with
an obviously adult body doesn’t mean you shouldn’t take some time to
figure things out first.” Judas commented.
“How predictable.” She replied, sounding somewhat disappointed.
“Sorry.”
“When did you become such a cautious person?”
“When was I ever doing death-defying feats and placing my body in
needless harm?”
“I seem to recall someone fiddling with slipstream material in his
vessel.”
“Is that a joke?”
“Maybe.” Erika shrugged, and then broke out laughing.
“It was a decent one.” Judas admitted, laughing a bit himself.
“Thank you.”
Erika took a sip from her neglected glass of water. Judas sloshes his
around for a moment, trying to get the water as close to the lip of the
glass as he could without spilling. A sudden movement from Erika
caused him to jerk, spilling water on himself. Judas grunted in
irritation, quieting a moment later when Erika slid up in front of him.
“Tired of conversation?” Judas asked, uncomfortable with the
sudden proximity.
“No.” She answered.
“Chair uncomfortable?” He set aside his glass.
“No.” She repeated, backing off just a little bit.
“Let me guess then. I’m the most suitable teacher for physical
affection between genders. Right?” Judas asked, watching her eyes.
Erika shrugged. “I don’t know. The only other men I’ve met are more
self-involved.”
“I hear that I’m self-involved a lot too, you know.”
“You’re self-involved in being involved with the affairs of others,
though.”
“Maybe.”
“Still, you’re less pompous than Zane and less existential than
Tsuan. You’re also used to being around a variety of women.”
“You make me sound like a philanderer, and when did you meet
Zane?” He asked.
“Right after we argued that last time.” She responded.
“Oh, right. Makes sense, though it’s a pity you didn’t kill him. He’s
caused me a few headaches lately.”
“I didn’t want to do everything for you. You’re quite capable when you
need to be.”
“I might keep you around just to bolster my ego.” Judas commented.
“I might let you.” She replied, eyes shining in amusement.

131

Forever Has an End
“What did SAIRA say about your plan to seduce me?”
“She wasn’t happy, but wasn’t against it either.”
“Maylen won’t be appreciative of your advances. Cahlaim will be fine
with it though.”
“Is that a yes?” Erika asked.
“It’s not a no. Let me think about it over lunch.” Judas answered.
“That means yes. I can see it in your eyes.”
“Yes, it does, but I’m too hungry to bother with you now.” Judas said,
grinning.
Erika feigned a smug look. “You’re quite a pushover.”
“No. It’s just that I’ve known you for a long time in one form or
another, and you’re really easy on the eyes.”
“Easy on the eyes… that’s good, right?”
“Sure is.”
“Shall we eat then?” She asked.
“Are you hungry, or is this just another social fixture?” He asked in
return.
“A little of both.” She answered.
Judas slid past her as he climbed out of his chair. Then he reached
out and took her hand; she followed.

[DAY 6573] 16:24
Admiral Reidvund gave the order for the rest of the fleet to leave
Underspace. One by one they passed from the slipstream into normal
space, leaving only the Falconer in Underspace. A few seconds
passed before Admiral Reidvund gave the order for the Falconer to
return to normal space as well. A slight shudder ran through the entire
vessel as it re-entered normal space, and the slipstream shell
disengaged.
The short length of time between the rest of the fleet leaving the
slipstream and when the Falconer left the slipstream was enough to
put over a day’s worth of travel between the flagship of the Sable
Guard and the rest of the fleet.
At a distance beyond what they knew Keymra’s orbital and planetary
sensors could detect, the Falconer went into stealth mode. It was a
relatively successful, but not infallible technology that allowed a ship
to elude attempts at detection by most methods. When possible,
signals were bent around the vessel to hide its presence, or if that
failed, false signals were sent back as well as an added precaution.
“Status?” Reidvund asked.
“All green, sir.” Peter replied.
Reidvund eyed the captain of the Falconer for a moment before
giving his next order. “Full speed to Keymra then. Let me know when
we’re in orbit over the southern continent.”
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“Aye.”
Reidvund surrendered the captain’s chair to Peter, and returned to
his quarters where he began to compose his orders for Zane’s men,
as well as his own.
Zane Sheldon, accompanied by his chief aide, Jenner, walked down
a corridor in the Sleepers’ complex. As was customary, all doors were
locked down when the leader of the Sleepers was moving from one
part of the complex to another. A pair of his most trusted guards trailed
two paces behind, while a second pair led the way.
“What news do you have for me?”
“It seems that Erika has indeed sided with Judas. My sources tell me
that they spent the better part of today in each other’s company.”
“So?”
“Let’s just say that they were spotted in a rather compromising
position.”
“Does he know we know?”
“I doubt he cares if we know, but no, I don’t think he knows that we
know yet.”
Zane shrugged. “What else do you have for me?”
“F’ense is dead, sir.” Jenner said.
“Dead? Who killed him?”
“His brother.”
“Which one?” Zane asked, sounding annoyed at having to ask the
question.
“One named Tsuan. He’s always been something of a loner and he is
in possession of F’ense’s body now. We spotted him a few hours
southeast of the great northern ridge. He seems to be meditating.”
Jenner explained.
“Odd. Are you certain that he isn’t F’ense?” Zane asked. “I mean,
swapping or stealing bodies, we have no known cases of that up until
now.”
“I did say he was a loner, sir, and you know how odd that is for
Judasians. Our sources are reliable though.”
Zane chewed on the inside of his cheek thoughtfully, coming to a
stop before a door. The bodyguards opened the door and proceeded
through. Jenner took a hurried couple steps to stay in pace with Zane
once he started down the corridor beyond the door.
“This matter needs careful watching. Plan to have a few of our best
marksmen standing by. We may need to make a move against this
Tsuan.”
“I’ll get right on it.”
“Have there been any more communications on the Underspace
transmitter?” Zane asked.
Jenner shook his head. “No. Are you beginning to worry about
Admiral Reidvund?”
“I’ve been worried the whole time. I doubt he can be trusted, but we
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need his help if we’re ever going to successfully revolt.”
“What sort of time table are you expecting for their takeover
attempts?”
“The element of surprise will be their strongest advantage. They’re
going to be outnumbered and outclassed unless Judas and some of
his key advisors are removed within no more than two days of the
initial
attack.”
“That quickly? Is it possible? Judas has never fallen to any of our
previous attempts at assassination.”
“We’ve refined our techniques. Judas II was just the beginning.”
Zane replied, waiting for his lead bodyguards to call the elevator.
“Alright.” Jenner replied.
“I believe you have things to do, Jenner. I have a meeting to attend.”
Jenner waited until the four guards and Zane left sight when the
elevator doors closed before moving off to doing the various tasks his
job required of him.

[DAY 6574] 05:26
Judas entered Pevlak’s small office in the Assembly Hall. Pevlak
looked up briefly, but went back to work, knowing that Judas would
interrupt him when he was ready to. Judas glanced at the display on
the far wall containing various cultural artifacts from each of the four
races comprising the League - the Judasian artifacts were things he or
his children had crafted, since there was little else to set apart the
offshoot race. Then he looked at the stack of work beside Pevlak.
“Sir?” Pevlak asked, looking up again.
“I just wanted to see how your speech is going.” Judas explained.
“Fine, I suppose.”
“Are you still going to be done on time?” Judas asked.
This was to be the first major public speech in a series of speeches
Pevlak was going to make. It would be broadcasted across Keymra.
While Pevlak had been leading up to this moment with a number of
brief commentaries and dialogues within the Assembly, this was more
important by far. A week following this first major speech, which would
also be the dedication of the grounds for the Unity Monument, there
was to be another ceremony at which the Monument itself would be
unveiled. Judas had a team of artisans working overtime to finish the
Monument, so that it would be done on time.
“Don’t worry, I’ll be done. You need your distraction, don’t you?”
Pevlak grinned nervously.
Judas sighed. “You knew after all then.”
“I’ll follow through. It’s no matter. I believe it’s a good cause, and I’ll
be doing my best to not become a martyr for your cause. Regardless
of how much I respect what we’re doing, I’ll serve your cause best if
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I’m alive.”
“Our cause.”
“Yes. Our cause.” Pevlak echoed.
Judas turned back to the displays along the wall. “I’ll have a squad of
my best standing by. I don’t plan to lose a Minister just to draw Zane
and his men out of the woodwork.”
“You could have asked first… about the speech.”
“I know. You probably would have done it too, but I wanted to give
you, your family, and friends reason to hate me if something went
wrong.”
“That’s very generous of you.” Pevlak observed.
Judas faced Pevlak again, smirking. “Yeah, well I’m just that kind of
swell guy.”
“Indeed.” The Calatian Minister’s face split into a wide smile. “Do you
think it will work though?”
“Who knows? They’re already mobilizing. I’m surprised it’s taken this
long to get to this point. I would have thought that more blood would
have been shed a year ago, or more.”
“You’ve already lost a son - maybe even others - to this
disagreement. What more do you wish for?” The Minister asked.
“This isn’t entirely about revenge, but they’ve bloodied us and we
have yet to hurt them.” Judas said in return.
“We’ll have our chance.” Pevlak reassured him.
“I’d prefer sooner than later.”
“You possess more patience than many.”
“Had I simply dealt with Zane in the beginning, I would not have lost
my son.”
“And if I had foresight, I would not have lost countless friends and
allies fighting the Myrrelians decades ago. How fruitless do you think
all of our struggles seem now? Now that we’re all on the same side.”
“I guess you’re right. It’s just… we’re working fine together now, so I
know it can be done. You wanted separatism, but we worked things
out. The Sleepers have decided to be belligerent. It’s their way or no
way. How can I hope to deal with such narrow-minded people?” Judas
asked.
“There will always be someone like that. It’s just unfortunate that
there are hundreds of people who back Zane’s cause and thousands
more who sympathize.” Pevlak responded.
“And you still don’t believe in deportation?”
Pevlak shook his head. “It may be painful, but I think we can bring
some of them around to our way of thinking. Zane will be discredited
eventually and his movement will fall apart. You would lose the
support of the human element on Keymra if you removed the Sleepers
entirely.”
“I didn’t need to be told this really. I understand it all, but I just needed
to be told again that there is no better choice, that this is the only way
to go.”
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Pevlak nodded. “I sympathize, and at the same time, I’m glad I’m not
you.”
“Thanks.” Judas grumbled. “I’ll leave you to your work then.”
“Alright then. I’ll see you in two days then, perhaps?”
“Likely. We’ll just have to see, but hopefully.” Judas replied, backing
out of the room.
Kelran waited in one of the many places around Providence where
troops loyal to the League were hidden. The slight Myrrelian turned
upon hearing footsteps nearing his position in front of a console.
Kelran studied the face of the man in front of him; his human side was
strongly represented, though the tougher and darker patch of pebbly
skin beneath his neck showed that there was Myrrelian blood in him
as well.
“I’m sorry, I know you’re one of Judas’ children, but I don’t remember
which one.” Kelran said apologetically.
“I’m Gerralt. Nathan, the Minister of Research, is my father.” The
man replied, and seeing Kelran’s eyes rest on his neck, he added, “My
mother is Myrrelian.”
The Minister nodded. “That makes you a third generation Judasian
then, yes?”
“Correct.”
“Any children?” Kelran asked.
“Three - two boys, and a girl. My wife is Calatian.”
“I haven’t got any children of my own or a wife for that matter, so I
always ask.” Kelran explained.
“I take it your life doesn’t lend to having time to start a family?” Gerralt
asked.
“A family is a liability for someone like me. I can’t defend Judas if I’m
worrying about someone else. It’s a conflict of interest. Not many
women would settle for being second like that.” Kelran answered.
“I see.”
“Anyway. Let’s get down to business. I’m sure your grandfather
mentioned to you what you will be doing?”
“He said that I’d be assisting you in finding the places where the
Sleepers are gathering. I don’t understand why our satellite
surveillance hasn’t found them though.”
“Satellites don’t pierce the ground. We believe most of what they’re
doing is underground.”
“Alright. Do you have any subterranean maps of Providence and the
surrounding areas? I want to look for likely places to start looking,
otherwise we’ll just be guessing.”
“Let me pull those up for you. I brought an extra large holoscreen up
here for just that reason. I figured you’d want to look at maps.”
In just moments, a three dimensional wire model of Providence and
the surrounding terrain came into view. Gerralt took the interface
glove, and pulled it on. Then he reached into the map, twisting and
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rotating it as he examined it. When he saw a position that he felt held
some promise, the holographic projector would shade that area and
display statistics on depth, ground hardness, mineral makeup of the
ground in that region, ground water, seismic activity, and a dozen
other factors. Kelran simply watched, trying to determine what it was
that Gerralt saw that would make him move to the next area, or flag it
for further searching.
It was over an hour later when Gerralt took off the interface glove.
More than two-dozen locations were flagged within a fifty-kilometer
radius of Providence.
“Done?”
Kelran
asked.
“Yes, for now anyway. We need to go on to the next step. This whole
damn area is crisscrossed with tunnels and caverns. It’s like a
sponge.”
“I hadn’t ever really thought about it before. Most of what I need to do
is above ground.”
“How soon can we go?”
“What do you suggest we do? Should we take a military escort, or
can you just move us around like Judas does?”
“I’d like to take a pair of soldiers, four at the most. We’ll use civilian
transportation and check each spot in a random order. If we’re too
systematic about it, it will be obvious what we’re doing.”
“That will take some time to accomplish.”
“I have four of my relatives standing by. We can load up each of them
with a team of their own as well. I just need to send them a copy of the
marked map via secure channel. I don’t want to risk having this getting
back to Zane.” Gerralt said.
“I can have the five escorts ready in two hours. I’ll spread them
around the city. You can tell each of your contacts which site to go to.”
Kelran replied.
“That will work fine. We’ll leave in twenty-minute intervals of each
other. The times should coincide with standard public transportation
route times, alright?”
“Agreed.”
“What will you do if we find them in some of these places?” Gerralt
asked.
“We’ll keep track of how many there are and where.” Kelran
answered.
“Why not eliminate them?” Gerralt asked.
“If they pose enough threat, we will, but until they make a move in
concert with the rest of the Sleepers, we can’t destroy them. The
Sleepers will just deny involvement.” Kelran explained.
“So? If we wipe out most of the enemy now, they can’t strike at us
later, or at least they’ll be weakened..”
“We cannot justify killing hundreds of people. Some people would be
outraged, and it would likely cause more upheaval than letting them
remain would.”
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“I suppose.”
“Judas will though, if he thinks it necessary. The thing is, they’re so
spread out that we can’t take out more than a small portion of them,
while the rest of them elude us or strike while our attention is
elsewhere.” Kelran commented.
“I see. Well, let me call in my contacts and let’s get this project
moving.” Gerralt replied.
“I’ll get those escorts ready.”
Gerralt nodded and wandered back down the hallway from which he
had come. Kelran set about his duties immediately.

[DAY 6575] 03:57
“Chancellor of the League of Four Nations Judas Elliot, personal
log… I have just returned from an early morning raid on three
suspected Sleeper outposts.”
“Gerralt’s team scouted a number of subterranean passages in and
around the Providence area. They used their skills they learned
mining the foothills and caverns west of here, with Kelran’s technology
and manpower to determine which of the areas near here contained
enemy troops.”
“The three areas we hit seemed to be major concentrations of
Sleeper troops. I had not wanted to strike first, but after discovering
the number of enemy soldiers and the weapons they had, I could not
ignore them. There will be no attempt to publicly declare them as allies
of the Sleepers, because they and we both know that it will not stick,
and any attempt at discrediting them will just make us look petty
unless we CAN prove it.”
Judas sighed.
“The fighting today took me back to sixteen years ago, when I was
fighting Kyle and his men. Even with the element of surprise, they
were simply too well dug in. I had to order the caverns collapsed in on
the enemy twice. I was hesitant to get too involved personally, but I
was forced to take up arms on no fewer than three occasions today.”
“I don’t know how many we lost, but we estimate that they lost a full
third of their members today. I know our casualties were less than
theirs, but it still was not pretty. Kelran is livid. I doubt many of his lead
trainers will escape a verbal thrashing after the performance of our
men in the field. I don’t doubt that subterranean combat training will
quickly be added to the list of techniques our soldiers will be drilled in.”
“Honestly, I have mixed feelings. We did what needed to be done
and it felt good to strike a blow at Zane’s forces for once. This is the
first direct conflict between them and us… and we won. They have
been displaced and at it was at a great cost to them in terms of
manpower and supplies. We may have lost a good number of our own
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soldiers, but they haven’t had the combat training that some of Zane’s
men have. Many of his people are the crew of the vessels I destroyed
in Underspace years ago or the children of those people. Most were
soldiers, and the hatred they have for me is something that couldn’t be
quenched by two years in stasis and more than a decade since they
were rescued.”
“At least we outnumber them. That’s a first for me. I’m so used to
being the underdog and here I am sitting on top of a powerhouse,
fighting a weaker enemy. Had it been the other way around, I likely
would have won by now. Defense just isn’t my game.”
Judas brought up casualty reports and ran his eyes across a list that
was far longer than it could have been.
It’s unfortunate that slipstream isn’t more viable for hand to hand
fighting and close-quarter skirmishes. I can throw up enough
slipstream material around someone to kill him or her, but doing that to
a large area with dozens of soldiers firing off weapons just doesn’t
work. Perhaps I could have flooded the entire area with slipstream, but
that would have taken time and they might have been able to escape.
My powers aren’t what they once were either. We all suffer from a
diminished amount of power we can draw from Underspace.”
“Underspace… there is much to say about that. Erika cries in her
sleep. I talked to SAIRA about it, and she confirmed this. I had hoped it
was just an isolated incident, but it’s more likely an every night
occurrence. I don’t even know if it’s my business to ask about it, but I
think it has to do with the degradation of Underspace. The instability
and disorder that Underspace is beginning to take on is not making
things easy on her.”
Judas cleared the casualty reports from his screen and brought up
an image of Erika. Then, feeling guilty, he brought up one of his other
wives as well, so that floating holographic images of them surrounded
him.
“She needs me. The others may not like it, in fact I know some of
them don’t, but this is something I needed to do. Her mannerisms are
still sort of alien at times, but she is getting better.”
On a whim, Judas called up an image of Alyssa, his human wife who
had died, and let it float among the others. He sat there, surrounded
by the images, and watched them float by until he was called off to
attend a meeting.
The log recorder shut itself off.

[DAY 6575] 04:32
Zane had just finished reviewing his own casualty reports, and was
having tea at his desk. Jenner stood in front of the desk, waiting to be
questioned. Before he looked up at his assistant, Zane took a long,
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calm sip of his tea.
“Losses were worse than planned.” Zane commented, finally looking
up at his aide.
Jenner nodded. “I know. It had to look like a legitimate staging
ground though. Had there been any less men, they might have been
suspicious.”
“What do they say of us now?” Zane asked. “I know I am being
watched very closely at the least.”
“Word from Kelran’s officers is that we are in full retreat.” Jenner
answered.
“Is news of the attacks on the streets?”
“No.”
Zane grinned smugly. “I thought not. They’re letting us know that
they expected us to disavow any ties to our lost soldiers if they brought
the matter into the public eye.”
“That does seem to be the case.” Jenner admitted.
“Have you learned where they are sequestering their soldiers within
the city, or were our forces squandered?”
“I have found fifteen locations throughout the city. I estimate those
places to hold about sixty percent of their forces.”
“That is not as high a percentage as I would hope.” Zane said, letting
his disappointment apparent in his expression.
Jenner licked his lips nervously as he felt a twinge in his knee. “If we
can eliminate even two-thirds of the forces we have located and make
a disruption out of the dedication speech, that should be enough,
right?”
“I still don’t know how much we can expect of the vaunted Sable
Guard. We have heard little from Admiral Reidvund.”
“Do we know that he is still coming?”
“Yes. We were tracking him with our signal feed for the Underspace
communication system. They just dropped out of Underspace some
time ago - it’s hard to tell exactly when. It looks like he’s early though.”
“How
early?”
Zane shrugged. “It’s hard to say. We don’t know how fast his vessel
is.”
“I’d like to triple the guards we have in your fallback bunkers then.”
Jenner replied.
“I was going to suggest something of that sort. I’m not ready to hand
the planet over to the next tyrant, if that’s what Reidvund expects.”
“It may very well be.”
“We’ll have to deal with him once Judas and his régime are dealt
with.”
“I’ll start with some plans right away. I’ll try to determine where the
most likely landing points will be as well, so that we can be ready to
deal with any unwanted aggression on his part.” Jenner offered.
“See that you do. You may go.” Zane replied.
Jenner nodded and left Zane’s office. Zane noted that there was still
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a slight limp in Richard’s walk and smiled. It might even be a
permanent limp.

[DAY 6575] 08:19
Tsuan suffused the air around him in slipstream. He then began to
siphon slipstream from the cloud about him into the molecules of air.
The air proved slippery, almost too slippery to handle. Individual cells
danced aside, trying to escape the chain of molecules that was
gradually forming. Like some gentle intangible hand, the slipstream
snared the loose nitrogen molecules, gradually binding them to the
molecules of oxygen, carbon dioxide, and other gases within the air.
Eventually, Tsuan had managed to form a small sample of matter.
He had reordered the molecules, using carbon as the base. A strand
not unlike hair, but thicker, dangled in the air before him, suspended
by the slipstream.
Much of the slipstream he had tried to use to combine molecules had
escaped back to Underspace, but those molecules actively tied into
the chain of matter had remained.
Fighting a pounding headache, Tsuan released the halo of
slipstream around him and reached out to grasp the chain of matter in
front of him. It was warm, almost hot to the touch, and rigid. Then,
inexplicably, the chain dissolved with a fizzling noise, releasing the
slipstream particles to return to their natural environment.
“Fuck.” Tsuan said aloud, using an uncharacteristic obscenity.
He swiped his hands at the ground beside him angrily and then stood
up. It had taken hours to assemble just that little strand and he had
nothing to show for it. He paced around, trying to think of a new
approach to assembling matter with slipstream. This was already his
tenth try and he was still no further along than before.
After taking a few calming breaths, Tsuan reseated himself and sent
his senses out after the Slipstream Entity’s physical form - Erika. He
found her presence immediately.
“Hello, Tsuan.” Erika’s voice echoed in his ear.
“Come to me. I need something from you.” Tsuan replied, both
verbally, and mentally.
No sooner had he asked, than did she arrive. Her skin glowed from
her recent use of slipstream.
“I need a strand of your hair. I need to see how you put it together.”
Tsuan said, holding out his hand.
“I can spare one I suppose. It’s for a good cause.”
Tsuan watched her pluck one hair from her head, and place it in his
hand.
“Thank you.”
“Was that all you needed?” She asked.
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“For now.”
Erika looked around the empty hilltop. The knee-high grasses had
been matted down against the ground where Tsuan commonly sat. “I
see you are living quite comfortably.”
“I don’t need shelter, and I glean sustenance from Underspace. How
about you? How do you find life with the Chancellor.”
“Odd.”
“Odd?” He repeated, questioning.
“He’s always moving, as if he’s afraid that if he were inactive for too
long he might die.” Erika explained.
“There are animals like that - at least on Earth.” Tsuan replied.
“He was definitely one of them in a previous life.”
Tsuan raised an eyebrow. “Reincarnation? Do you believe in that, or
were you joking?”
“Why not? Judasian souls collect in Underspace until they can grow
a new body. How is that not reincarnation?” She asked.
“I don’t think you understand the concept fully, but you pose an
interesting theological point. I wish I had time to discuss it.”
“You are pressed for time?” Erika asked.
Tsuan laughed. “You can feel things coming to a head. You know
things will break loose soon. Underspace is failing, and Judas will be
challenged again soon. This world is at a crossroads, a nexus of
sorts.”
“You could help Judas.” She suggested.
“Why? I don’t care if he succeeds. He has done his favor to me in
imbuing Napoleon with his slipstream.” Tsuan replied.
“It is up to you. Do what you will. What you do here may benefit all of
your race though. Either way you may be able to serve your people.”
“Then why hasn’t it been done before? This building of bodies had
great possibilities as well.”
“I don’t know why it hasn’t been done before. Maybe the need was
never there.”
“It’s because Judas and his people have slipped into a comfortable
sort of laziness. Their forward progress is with machines and
infrastructure. I care not for those things.”
“He works for the good of all. You work for your own good.”
“So?” He responded.
“I am not judging. I am just observing. What both of you do interests
me greatly.”
“We are your greatest children, each gifted in their own way?” He
asked, almost in irritation.
“Something akin to that.” She answered.
“Will you have his children?”
“I haven’t decided.”
“I would choose soon. He may not have forever.”
“Something you’ve seen?” She asked.
“Yes.” He answered.
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“You won’t tell me?”
“It won’t change anything.”
“I wouldn’t ask anyway.” Erika admitted.
Tsuan nodded. “I know.”
“I will leave you to your studies then.”
“Thank you for coming… and the ‘tissue sample.’” Tsuan said with a
grin.
Erika nodded as she was engulfed with slipstream. Tsuan didn’t
even watch her leave. Instead, he sat on the ground again with the
strand of hair, and used his senses to decipher how she had
constructed the hair.

[DAY 6575] 13:22
Admiral Reidvund had returned to the bridge upon notice of
approaching Keymra. He sat in the captain’s chair once again, and
watched a holographic representation of their approach vector in
relation to the planet and the two close moons. The third orbited the
planet at an almost abnormal distance.
“The moons seem pretty distant from the planet, yes?”
“They have a fairly highly elliptical orbit, yes. I imagine they reflect a
lot of solar light.”
Reidvund shrugged. “Can you bring up a view of their orbital
station?”
Peter did as requested. “Here you are, sir. You can see it’s still in
construction. They have one full wing out of the four completed and
two of the others have been started. It has several docking ports. You
can also see the sub-orbital dropship hangar on the underside.”
“What are its defensive capabilities?”
“Almost none, sir. There’s significant hull plating around important
stations, and only a few mounted weapons - they’re likely for blasting
asteroids or other debris that may get too close. I estimate twenty
marines on board currently, with likely fifty or more when it is
complete.”
“Total crew complement?”
“Around seventy right now. Three hundred when complete. Most are
for loading and unloading cargo ships.”
Reidvund pulled up a map of the two inhabited moons’ surfaces. “So
it’s mostly a mining station? They’re hauling ores and minerals from
the moons, especially the closer one, to the station, and then they
send the harvested materials to the surface.”
“Correct.”
“Relay orders to the main fleet. I want this station captured. There will
be no damage inflicted on the station itself though. I do not want the
station disabled or destroyed. They may disable the communications
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array though.” Reidvund ordered.
“Aye, sir.” Peter replied, nodding to the comm officer to relay the
message.
Reidvund tapped his fingers on the armrest of the chair. “How much
longer until we enter the atmosphere?”
“Twenty minutes.” Peter said, frowning.
“Are the refractive shields in place? I don’t wish to be spotted on
re-entry.”
“Yes, sir.” Peter answered.
“Excellent.”
“What’s the difference in gravity?”
“Keymra’s gravity is eighty-six percent of Earth’s.”
“Oxygen level?” Reidvund asked.
“It’s lower, but still breathable. It’s not as bad as Mars, even after the
terraforming. I’ve compiled all this and more in a report for you
already. You can access it on your chair’s datapad.” Peter explained,
trying to give the obviously anxious Admiral something to do until
landing.
“Thank you.”
Reidvund was still reviewing that report and the orders for the troops
when the Falconer hit the atmosphere. Despite its size, the Falconer
still shuddered as it began its entry into Keymran air. Peter, the ship’s
captain, and the other officers watched a dozen readings or more,
keeping track of hull temperature, speed, heading, and altitude. The
Admiral simply clenched the armrests of his chair and waited to land.
More than once, the high-altitude winds buffeted against the great
vessel, threatening to throw off its trajectory. The crew of the Falconer,
veterans of many conflicts in space and on the surfaces of moons and
planets in the Sol system, skillfully continued on course.
From the outside, few would be able to see anything unless they
looked for it. The Falconer’s refractive shielding dispersed light and
disturbances caused by re-entry. It also distorted and muffled the loud
noise that a vessel penetrating the atmosphere caused.
It took fifteen minutes before the vessel finally landed, some twenty
kilometers south of the main shipbuilding facility of the League of Four
Races. The Falconer sat down in a shallow valley as planned, kicking
up a cloud of dust and loose debris. Twice, the ground beneath the
ship shifted beneath the weight of the vessel.
With the engine off, the dust began to settle, and as the hull cooled,
the skin of the vessel assumed the colors of its surroundings, taking
on the earthy browns and grays of the rather desolate area. When the
outside of the vessel had reached a safe temperature, two cargo
ramps were lowered, and a trio of scout skimmers was released. They
too were built to resist detection by normal sensors. They spread out
and placed nearly a dozen perimeter sensors in a few kilometer radius
of the ship.
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On board the vessel, Admiral Reidvund and Captain Peter Levins
oversaw the last preparations for an all out assault. They had already
converted the fighters in the hangar bays to run in an atmosphere, as
opposed to the cold vacuum of space, and the ground assault vehicles
they had stored weeks prior for the very purpose of a conflict on
Keymra were brought out and readied.
Only after he saw that he could do nothing else and that everything
was well in hand did Admiral Reidvund attempt to contact Zane.

[DAY 6575] 16:04
Zane frowned at the message being relayed to his office by Jenner.
After watching the flashing notice on his screen for a few minutes, he
brought up the transmission. The bearded face that met him was not
unexpected. Zane took a moment to notice the more significant scars
on Admiral Reidvund’s face.
“Zane Sheldon?” The Admiral asked.
“None other.”
“I trust your chief aide told you who I am?” Reidvund asked.
“I had access to an older picture of you, so I would have known who
you are even without his message.” Zane replied.
“Then we have no need for lengthy introductions.”
“Correct.”
“I understand you are ahead of schedule.” Zane commented dryly,
watching for the Admiral’s reaction.
Reidvund’s expression remained stoic. “Not that I know of. We are
merely setting up and readying our forces. We will be ready on time.”
“You wouldn’t be planning to do more than agreed, would you?”
Zane asked.
“I don’t understand the accusation.” Reidvund replied.
“I’m sure you do. Keep in mind that we are partners in this. I will not
tolerate treachery.”
“Nor will we. I understand that Judas is the enemy here, and not you.
We are simply doing our duty as peacekeepers for Earth.”
“As long as it stays that way, we will have no trouble.” Zane said.
“Agreed. Now if you are done accusing me, would you like to share
strategies, or are you too busy being paranoid?” Reidvund asked.
“We can continue.”
“Are you sure? I didn’t travel all this way just to be berated by you. I’m
here to win a war.” Reidvund said angrily.
Zane sighed. “My apologies. Surely you can understand my caution.”
Admiral Reidvund visibly relaxed. “I can, and I’m glad I’m not dealing
with someone who would trust another blindly. I think we can work
together, if you are willing.”
“I am. We are. The Sleepers welcome cooperation with the
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honorable Sable Guard.”
“Likewise. I will send you the plans I have designed. If you would
kindly relay whatever intelligence information you have on Judas’
current troop positions, we can adjust our plans accordingly.”
“As a show of faith, I will send you our information.” Zane said, and
transmitted the Sleepers’ intelligence reports.
Reidvund brought up the information in front of him when it arrived.
He skimmed through it briefly, and then turned back to the screen.
“This will do. I’m transmitting our attack plans.” Reidvund
announced.
“I await them eagerly. I’m curious what kind of ingenious attack
strategies the heroes of the Smuggler Wars have created.”
“I hope they meet your expectations.” Reidvund replied, sending the
plans of the Sable Guards.
Zane opened the plans when they arrived, and perused them. “This
is interesting, but they will have to be adapted according to our
information.”
“As I said earlier.”
“Indeed you did. How soon can this be carried out? I was hoping to
begin the assault tomorrow at noon.”
“We should be able to begin on time. Everything will be ready on our
end.”
“Good. The longer we wait, the less accurate our knowledge of
enemy troop locations will be.”
“I will send you the adjusted attack plan in one hour. Be prepared to
discuss it.”
“Alright.” Zane replied, hiding his irritation at being ordered around.
He understood it was a necessary evil though.
“Until then.” Reidvund said, terminating the communication.
Zane rubbed his eyes and frowned. His thoughts went back to the
exchange between the Admiral and himself and his frown deepened.
Then he hit his intercom button.
“Jenner, get in here. We have some planning to do.”
“Yes, sir.” Jenner replied.
Zane released the button, and began calling up every available
resource he had that might be able to offer some hint about
Reidvund’s arsenal and position. Jenner noticed the resolute
expression on Zane’s face when he entered, which made him worry.
He pushed those worries aside though and set about the tasks Zane
set before him.

[DAY 6576] 11:46
Pevlak’s skimmer set down on the landing pad near the mag rail
station he was supposed to speak at. He could see the slightly
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crowned field where the monument was to be placed even from the
skimmer. A large three-step dais of chiseled marble had been set into
the hill, and the grass had been freshly cropped. People had already
begun to gather behind the chest high barriers that were set at the
base of the slight hill, and twenty soldiers circled the area to make
sure that none violated the barriers.
Nervously, Pevlak exited his skimmer. An honor guard of six elite
bodyguards immediately surrounded him, moving fluidly with him as
he approached the hill. Soldiers cleared a pathway, and Pevlak’s
escort took him through the mixed-race crowd. The six guards spread
out across the platform when Pevlak took his place behind the podium
that had been placed in the middle of the dais.
Pevlak looked around the crowd, noticing the occasional camera
among the people. Myrrelians, Calatians, and Humans alike were
represented in the crowd. A section at the bottom of the hill had been
dedicated for members of the Assembly and other influential persons.
That section was packed with men and women in rich-looking
clothing, and their escorts.
Pevlak took a deep breath and checked his timepiece. Eight minutes
until the scheduled time for him to begin. He glanced at the pad he had
brought with him, running through his speech one last time while he
waited. He was only partway through when Judas arrived with
Cahlaim on his arm, materializing near the podium after a trip through
Underspace.
Judas turned to the Minister of Propaganda, and offered him a broad
smile. Pevlak nodded in return and then again to Cahlaim. Cahlaim
stepped forward and clasped hands with her fellow Minister. Pevlak’s
weathered face broke into a smile at the warm gesture from a fellow
Calatian and fellow minister.
“It is good to see you again, Pevlak. You’ve been quite busy lately it
seems.” Cahlaim said amiably.
“That’s true. I don’t seem to make it into the Assembly Hall as much
as I would hope.” Pevlak admitted. “Though those within the Hall need
less of my time than those beyond its walls.”
“I’m not sure they would all agree. Some see it as their privilege to be
constantly surrounded by those in power.” Judas commented.
“My job is not to reach those. I’m supposed to reach those who have
been swept under the rug by the bureaucracy.”
“Well said. I think that’s the job description I wrote.” Judas said with a
smirk.
“Perhaps.” Pevlak replied, smiling as well. “It is good that you came. I
must admit I am a bit nervous.”
“You’ll be fine. The Assembly Hall is a lot more intimidating than a
crowd of citizens.” Judas reassured him.
“Let’s hope so.” Pevlak replied, checking his timepiece again. “It’s
time for me to start.”
“Good luck.” Cahlaim whispered.
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Judas nodded and backed off to the side, standing three paces
behind and to the left of the speaker. Cahlaim stood beside him.
Pevlak quickly tested the microphone volume and then began.
“People of Keymra, citizens of Providence
and the lands of the League of Four Races, I
have been set with a task. That task is to
spread unity. What we are here to dedicate
today, is a monument to unity.” Pevlak
began, speaking emphatically as he slowly
turned to make eye contact with the crowd
that surrounded the base of the hill.

On the southern continent at that moment, fighters and troop
transports were scrambling as dictated by the joint plans of the
Sleepers and the Sable Guard. Some went to the nearby ship
assembly facility; others went to the head research facility headed by
Nathan Derringer, the Minister of Science; still others, went north to
Providence. The Sleepers mobilized at the same time, closing in on
known troop positions with their remaining soldiers.
“Many mistake what we mean by unity. We
do not mean surrendering our differences.
We do not mean letting a small demographic
ruling the majority. What we mean is four
races, celebrating their differences and
bringing together their unique strengths and
abilities to benefit the whole population of
Keymra.” Pevlak continued.
On the Orbital Relay Station in orbit around Keymra, alarms went off.
The unlikely was happening: there were enemy ships on long-range
sensors. SAIRA and the officers on the station gathered on the
command deck of the station, each hoping it was a drill. They double
and triple-checked their readings, and each time they confirmed that
there were three ships and assorted fighters closing on their position.
They sent an immediate emergency transmission to the surface,
requesting support.
“These are the ideas on which the League
of Four Races was founded. Yet there are
some who have not been able to see what
our peoples can do when they work together.
They have not seen our great cities, our
mines on the moons of Keymra, the vast
fields of food we have grown, or the mag rails
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that send supplies and citizens to the
reaches of this continent in a fraction of the
time it took just years ago.”
Sleeper soldiers hidden throughout Providence emerged from their
hiding places and entered the streets, setting off bombs at troop
locations and military strongholds. Many of the skimmers and armored
units that were supposed to be used to defend Providence were
disabled before they could even be brought into defense of the capital
of the League of Four Races.
The fighters of the Sable Guard began their assault on the
shipbuilding facility, knocking out communications arrays and
destroying guard posts. Dozens of their highly trained soldiers poured
out of the three troop carriers that landed along the perimeter of the
base. The black armor and heavy weaponry of each soldier gleamed
brightly as they advanced on the key points of the facility.
“There are also those who would see us fail.
They say that we cannot take the fierceness
and the pride of the Myrrelians, and add it to
the tenacity and will of the Calatians. They
say we cannot take the ingenuity that the
Humans from beyond this planet have
brought us, and the powers of the Judasians
who live among us, and create a world where
we can all prosper. No longer do we need to
fight amongst ourselves, in wars that cost us
our greatest warriors, our greatest thinkers,
and our most compassionate healers and
statesmen.”
Reports of the attacks began to filter in to Judas through his
wrist-mounted datapad. Cahlaim looked over at her husband who
wore a worried look.
“What is it?” She asked, just loud enough so that Judas could hear
her over the amplified voice of Pevlak.
“The Sleepers are attacking. They’ve hit Providence, the shipbuilding
facility, and are beginning an attack on the research center as well.”
Judas said with a frown.
“How? I thought you destroyed a lot of them?” Cahlaim asked.
“I don’t know. They must have outside help. They can’t hope to win
on their own.”
“Should we go?” She asked.
Judas shook his head. “No. The ceremony must go on. We need to
trust in Kelran’s forces for now. I will aid him when this is over.”
“I have lost many friends, and many of my
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people in the years before the League, and
even I was skeptical about what they
represented. It was not until I spoke with
Judas himself and took this position that I
realized all that I had been working toward
was in vain. Everything my resistance had
worked toward was counterproductive to the
good of not only my people, but all the people
of Keymra as a whole.” Pevlak continued to
speak to the crowd, reaching out to the
common people, and the members of the
Assembly that were present.
More ships approached the shipbuilding facility, where Sable Guard
infantry engaged the League troops room by room as they worked
their way to the control areas. Even though they were on the defensive
and on familiar terrain, the League continued to retreat, losing more
soldiers than their attackers. The incoming ships dropped off armored
assault vehicles, whose heavy weaponry could pierce the walls and
shelters where the Sable Guard’s progress was slow and costly.
At the Research Center, there was even less resistance, as there
were fewer soldiers to defend that area than at the shipbuilding facility.
The few soldiers there were generally used for testing new weaponry,
and they moved to defend the complex using equipment that was not
fully field-tested, if tested at all. Test pilots valiantly fought off the
bombers of the Sable Guard long enough to send out distress calls,
but there were few League forces on Keymra not already engaged in a
fight.
On the Orbital Relay Station, the debris blasting cannons were
turned to defend the station from the first wave of single-man fighters
that the attacking vessels had carried. The cannons were too unwieldy
and slow though. The fighters could dodge and move faster than the
cannons could be aimed. They began to disable the painfully
inadequate defenses while the Raider Class vessel and the two cargo
vessels accompanying it closed in to dock.
“No more will I stand idly by and watch good
people throw their lives away for empty
causes. Today, Keymra has enough food to
feed all the mouths on her surface and in
orbit. It has new and strong houses to give
shelter to its people. We can travel, and turn
our energies to progress instead of war and
hatred. For all this, we can thank the
League.”
While Kelran’s forces fought to hold ground around the Assembly
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Hall and other important buildings, panic began to set in around the
city. Broadcast stations began to turn off Pevlak’s speech, and instead
show the war as it progressed through the streets. Armored units
engaged soldiers, and soldiers killed each other along market squares
where business was normally conducted. Innocents were caught in
the crossfire, and buildings where businesses were run and where
people lived were damaged.
Then the first wave of Sable Guard fighters flew over the city,
sending out missiles to strike at the defense forces where the
Sleepers’ soldiers could not overwhelm them. The noise of combat
grew so loud that it could be heard even near the mag rail, where
Pevlak was giving his speech.
One particularly loud burst caused Pevlak to pause his speech and
look to Judas, who was reading dozens of frantic reports as they came
in.
“Shall I go on?” Pevlak asked Judas, turning away from the
microphone.
“Please.” Judas said in return. “It may keep the crowd calm.”
“It’s getting worse?” Cahlaim asked.
“I think there are humans involved - Earth foces. SAIRA says they’re
under attack on the Orbital Station. Nathan is having to retreat into the
recesses of the research complex and the shipbuilding facility will fall
within the hour they say.” Judas answered.
“Let’s get out of here then. We can do no more good here.” Cahlaim
pleaded.
Judas nodded and stepped down off the dais.
“It is for all these reasons and more, that we
dedicate these grounds, and the monument
that will be placed here in one week’s time, to
unity. And may this be a time of -”
Weapons fire erupted, drowning out the Minister of Propaganda’s
final words. Screams of fear erupted throughout the crowd, and the
bodyguards of the influential closed in around their charges. Judas
looked back at Pevlak, only to see him crumple to the ground. Before
he could move to see how badly Pevlak was wounded, an armored
attack vehicle rolled into the square and opened fire on the crest of the
hill.
Splinters of rock dug into Judas’ flesh and acrid smoke caught in his
lungs. With his enhanced vision, he could see that most of the dais
had been destroyed, and a large pit remained where Pevlak had been.
The few people in the crowd that hadn’t already gotten the idea to run
ran now. Assemblymen were hurried off into alleys by their defenders
as the armored unit fired again.
Judas drew out slipstream, catching the explosive shell and sending
it into Underspace.
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“Run, hide in the Assembly Hall. Kelran will be defending that if
nothing else.” He said to Cahlaim. “I will dispose of this.”
Cahlaim obeyed, running down the hill and into the crowd of people
as they dispersed. She looked back once and saw Judas advancing
on the armored unit, swathed in yellow-gold. The alleys were choked
with people fleeing from the carnage; they blindly pushed her along
toward the center of the city, where the weapons fire was louder. She
fought through the mob, and ducked into a building - she didn’t know
what it was, but it was better than the streets.
Judas caught two more explosive shells, and dozens of projectiles
aimed at him with slipstream. He sent all of them into Underspace
where they would harm no one, and then he turned slipstream on the
armored unit. One moment there was shell of amber forming around it
and the next the armored unit was gone. It would later emerge through
one of the orifices of the slipstreams, only to be deposited into a
dumping grounds for debris caught in the flow of semi-liquid
Underspace.
After he had disposed of that threat, he started toward the loudest
combat, surrounded by enough slipstream that he hoped would
protect him from most anything.
SAIRA found herself fighting hand to hand through the corridors of
the Orbital Relay Station. Some she killed with her hands and others
she sent into the vacuum of space with the slipstream that was part of
her. While she wasn’t as strong as Judas with her own portion of
Underspace, she was more powerful physically and much faster.
Many of the trained marines from the Earth vessels allied with the
Falconer died at her hands. Still, she was one person and there were
hundreds on the enemy vessels. Like mice in a maze that slowly
shrank, she and the remaining crew of the station found themselves
backed into a corner.
Admiral Reidvund watched his battle progress from the comfort of
the Captain’s chair on the Falconer. Casualty reports continued to
arrive, both from the Sable Guard, and the Sleepers. He brought up
camera view after camera view of his black-mantled soldiers pushing
back the native soldiers, and smiled to himself.
“I wish I were out there.” He said aloud, absently running his fingers
across the scar over his left ear.
“As do I.” Peter Levins, captain of the Falconer, replied.
“There will be plenty of up close and dirty work to do later though.
Right now, we can help our men best by directing them from afar.”
“Agreed.”
On his remote hilltop, staring at a half-finished copy of himself that he
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had been assembling, Tsuan could feel the battles raging across the
landscape of Keymra. Briefly, he wondered where Erika was and if
Judas or anyone else he knew would perish in the conflict. Then, he
went back to what was before him and continued to build the image of
his old body that was not quite a mirror image of what he had been,
but a slight distortion caused by imperfect memory.
Maylen, hidden in her bunker, had been watching the broadcast of
Pevlak’s speech when it switched over to live feed of combat in front of
the Assembly Hall. Fear welled up inside her, but she couldn’t think of
anything to do. Nervously, she watched as the live feeds switched
back and forth, finally stopping on the ruined hilltop where Pevlak had
been speaking minutes before. The camera feed died while she
watched her husband draw slipstream around the armored unit, and
send it away, to where she did not know.
Numbness began to sink in, coupled with fear. Then shame and
anger followed. She began sending transmissions to all of her family which really meant the families of SAIRA, Cahlaim, and Alyssa’s
family as well - telling them to retreat to the bunker in the Northern
Ridge or anywhere else that was safe. I might not be able to fight this
time, but at least I can help, she thought to herself. Then she went
back to worrying about Judas and the others.
Zane was also following the battle’s progress, struggling with the
anxieties that threatened to make his heart burst in excitement. Years
he had waited for this, and finally it was happening. Only a few more
key pieces needed to fall into his lap and then his victory would be
complete. At the back of his mind though, he wondered again how far
he could trust Reidvund and the Sable Guard.
Jenner, who stood beside him, watched his master’s expression for a
long time and then turned back to watching the bloodshed on the
multiple screens in Zane’s hidden base of operations outside of
Providence.

[DAY 6577] 13:12
Gerralt stood beside Kelran as they studied a holographic
representation of Providence. The mostly featureless representations
of buildings and streets were colored in grey, except for hundreds of
dots of green, blue, and red. The green dots, representing league
forces were mostly clustered around the Assembly Hall and its
adjoining buildings, and near the residential complex where Judas
and some of the other influential members of the government lived. A
few more were scattered around the city, engaging the forces of the
Sleepers and the Sable Guard in a building-to-building type of guerilla
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warfare.
The green dots that were being used to identify Sable Guard forces
held the southern quarter of the city. Some of their aerial units still
patrolled the streets further north than ground and armored troops had
secured as well. The blue dots of the Sleepers held the eastern half of
the city. All of the League’s garrisons in that area had been bombed
out early, or overrun.
“We’re going to have to make some sacrifices here. It’s pretty
obvious that we can’t hold the city. The research center and the
shipbuilding facilities on the southern continent are pretty much done
for as well.” Gerralt observed.
“What else is there then? We can’t very well defend the agricultural
centers.” Kelran said angrily.
“I don’t know. Perhaps we can hole up in the hills to the north of the
city.” Gerralt suggested.
Kelran shook his head. “That’s not acceptable. Once they’ve taken
the city, it will be too costly to retake it.”
“But they’re pushing for the capital buildings. We can’t hold them
against the enemy artillery and armored units. We lost too many of our
own, and we can’t hope to destroy all of theirs with infantry alone.”
“I agree, but we need to hold at least some part of the city. I’m going
to send out a request for any available warriors from the plains. We’ll
mag rail them in.” Kelran said.
“They won’t be able to do much against the enemy. Will they?”
Gerralt asked.
“They can’t hurt. We still have a few people that fought in Kyle’s war
seventeen years ago. They know the limitations of enemy weaponry.
We have some older weaponry stored in a few places out there.”
“Do it then. If we can hold on to part of the city, it gives our allies
somewhere to regroup. I just hope it isn’t too costly. Perhaps we
should give up the Assembly Hall though. It’s too hard to defend, and
they’ll want it as a trophy piece. I say let them have it at as costly of a
price as we can, and we’ll take to the maintenance tunnels beneath
the city.”
“I’ll send out the request for support then. Keep looking for Judas and
the others.”
“Still no message from them?”
Kelran shook his head. “No. Communications aren’t the best around
the city. We have some blacked out areas in our sensor grids too.”
Gerralt nodded, and turned his attention back to his console, where
he began using the city’s sensor net to search for Cahlaim, Judas, and
any other Ministers or soldiers that might have been cut off. While he
did that, Kelran sent a message north to Pevlak’s men, expressing the
loss for all on Keymra with the Minster’s death; he also sent a
message to the Myrrelian settlements on the plains, where he had
grown up.
If it seemed odd to anyone else that he and Gerralt were practically

154

Forever Has an End
working as if they were equals, Kelran didn’t mind. The man had a
sharp mind, and there was more going on right now than he could
handle on his own.
“I’ve located Cahlaim.” Gerralt said suddenly.
Kelran hurried over. “Where is she?”
“Six blocks west of the dedication square.”
“That’s deep in enemy territory.”
“Yes, but it isn’t that heavily guarded. Once you penetrate the
peripheral forces, there’s not much to hold us back.”
Kelran rubbed his chin and looked at the readout. “It’s still really
close to the mag rail. We need to destroy the station near there so
they can’t use it to spread troops further into the city.”
“We can pick her up on the way back from that. We can send a car
full of explosives down the rail and get off before we detonate it, locate
her, and evacuate her to a safe place.”
“That might work. I’ll request volunteers.” Kelran replied. “Any luck
finding Judas or his new lady friend?”
“None. If he’s drawing on a lot of slipstream, it might disable the
sensors in the area though.”
“See if there’s any moving blacked out areas that might have come
from the dedication ceremony area.” Kelran suggested.
“Alright. What will you be doing?”
“Leading that expedition. I’m the most experienced commander we
have.”
Gerralt nodded. “Good luck. I’ll remain here.”
“I’ll let you know if I have any more orders. I’ll radio them in. You’re in
charge while I’m gone.”
“Should I tell our men to surrender the Assembly Hall then?”
“Yes. Have them slowly withdraw. We’ll enter the tunnels beneath
the city here and here.” Kelran said, indicating the two locations on the
holographic city.”
“Alright.”
Kelran rode the train along the mag rail with the eight soldiers who
had volunteered. Two were human, four were Myrrelian, and the last
two were Calatian. Regardless of race, they all had a hardness to their
expressions that was mixed with seething anger at the outrage of
seeing their proud city and government attacked so savagely.
Occasionally one would cast a curious look at the large boxes of
ordinance at the front of the train car.
“We’re going to destroy the station near the enemy’s southern entry
point to the city. It should limit their mobility and buy us time to get
reinforcements into Providence.” Kelran explained.
“Thought perhaps.” One human soldier commented.
“I worry that they may expect that.” Another voiced.
“So do I.” Kelran admitted. “So we’re getting off two stations early,
instead of one. That means more travel on foot through enemy
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territory
though.”
“Better than riding this thing blindly. Out there we can fight back at
least.” The largest soldier, a Myrrelian, said.
“Agreed.” Kelran replied.
“It true what they say, sir? Some of these attackers come from off
planet?” One Myrrelian asked, the only female in the group.
“Yes.” Kelran answered.
“Always the humans.” A Calatian soldier grumbled.
“Hey. I don’t like this any more than you.” One of the human soldiers
protested.
“Providence is home to all of us. Let’s run off these invaders. I don’t
give a damn what they look like or where they came from. I don’t let
anyone come into my home and push me around.” Kelran said
forcefully, making eye contact with each soldier.
Each nodded, or at least ceased their protests. The railcar slowed.
Kelran used the pole next to him to pull himself up off his seat.
“This is our stop. Gear up and look sharp. I don’t want to loose any
soldiers here. We’re just getting the Minister out of enemy territory.
Understood?”
A round of nods and affirmative answers echoed in the car as the
eight soldiers stood, checking their weapons one last time. When the
doors opened, Kelran sprinted clear of the car, sliding to a stop behind
a column in the dark station. The others followed his lead. Weapons
fire erupted from a dark corner of the station as the last two soldiers
emptied out of the railcar. The ring of bullets on the alloy and
polyceramic hull of the railcar indicated that none of the soldiers had
been hit.
As the railcar began to accelerate down the track, Kelran returned
fire, using vision innately better suited to darkness than a human’s. He
aimed where the muzzle flash from the oncoming fire had been. The
other soldiers spread out, firing as well.
“Got him!” One of Kelran’s men called out over the comm system that
each of the nine of them had.
“Alright then. Fan out. Keep your heads down and your eyes peeled.”
Kelran ordered.
Progress was slow. Each road had to be checked before they could
cross, a pair at a time, while the others covered them. When they
could, they traveled through buildings, keeping low as they crossed
covered skywalks that adjoined buildings. Three times they
encountered civilians and urged them to make their way out of the city.
Once they encountered a pair of Sable Guard patrollers. It took an
incendiary grenade to flush them out so that they could be killed
before the League soldiers could continue their advance. One of
Kelran’s men took a gut shot in the process and with the rounds the
Sable Guard were using, Kelran knew the man would not make it back
to receive medical aid - so did the soldier.
They gave the wounded soldier extra magazines of ammunition after

156

Forever Has an End
they patched him up, and sent him out in the city to take out as many
of the enemy as he could before he died. The others quickly said their
goodbyes and they continued on their way. None said anything about
the soldier they left behind. Each knew that he would do his best to
draw attention away from them, and that’s all they could ask for.
As they continued, the ground rumbled gently. Everyone paused.
“That’s the detonation.” Kelran informed the team over the comm.
“Now let’s keep moving.
It took them twenty more minutes and four more street crossings to
get to where they were going.
“That’s the building.” Kelran said over the closed-circuit comm
system, nodding his head to indicate which one.
The other soldiers looked.
“Gonna be tough. That’s a wide avenue and I’m picking up an aerial
unit patrolling the area.” One soldier said, checking the sensory
equipment that the group had with them.
“Can you determine what interval they’re using for the patrol?”
“Varies, sir. I think they’re alternating twelve and seven minute
intervals, but I haven’t been watching them long enough to know for
sure.”
“When’s the next window of opportunity?” Kelran asked.
“Three minutes.”
Kelran frowned. “Can we take it out?”
“Possibly. It may prove costly though.” One of the soldiers
commented, a sentiment echoed by most of the others.
“Let’s try to avoid it then.” Kelran replied, trusting the opinion of his
men.
The eight of them closed in on the building where Cahlaim was
located, keeping well out of sight and covered in a garment similar to a
parka that would help shield them from detection. As predicted, it was
about three minutes when the Sable Guard aerial recon vessel made
its rounds. It came down the avenue between the rescue team and
their destination. It hovered for a moment and then started off, leaving
on a perpendicular avenue.
“Let’s go.” Kelran ordered.
The first pair of soldiers crossed the road and forced open the
unpowered front doors of the building. They waved on the second pair
once they were safely inside. Kelran crossed with the as part of the
third pair, looking both ways down the street. The last pair stayed
behind, leaving the route for retreat open. They had drawn the short
straws.
Kelran lead the advance into the building, using proximity sensors to
locate Cahlaim. The aerial unit passed by again before they finally
located her. She was hiding in the sublevels of the building.
“Kelran. A pleasant surprise.” Cahlaim said with fake cheer,
emerging from her hiding place.
“Likewise. We need to get out of here though. There are patrol units
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all over the area.” Kelran urged.
“Have you seen Judas?” She asked, worry hanging heavily on her
words.
Kelran shook his head. “I’m afraid not. We’ve had no contact with him
since the beginning of all this.”
“He’s probably off playing the hero.” Cahlaim commented.
“Perhaps. We’ll worry about that after we’ve evacuated you to a safe
area.” Kelran said anxiously.
“Is there anything safe right now?” She asked.
“Hardly. Let’s go though, anywhere is better than here.”
Kelran gave the order, and the first pair began to work their way
back. Kelran and Cahlaim followed, with the last three soldiers taking
up the rear. As always, they crossed the avenue in pairs or trios when
necessary. When the last three soldiers were crossing the street the
report of projectile weapons could be heard down the street, followed
by the whine of turbines that powered the Sable Guard aerial unit. One
of the soldiers was hit, and his partner helped him across the street.
“I thought you were watching for it?” Kelran protested, firing at the
enemy.
Bullets pinged loudly off the dark armor of the aerial scout. It returned
fire. Heavy caliber projectiles tore at the walls of buildings and the
street. Cahlaim slid into a protective vest like the soldiers wore, not
that it would deflect the fire from the aerial unit’s heavy weaponry, but
it might save her from some lesser form of attack.
“Fall back. We’ll fight it later if we have to.” Kelran ordered.
He and the others zigzagged back down the alley, ducking around a
corner as more weapons fire chased them. Then, following the
directions of the soldier with the scanning equipment, they dodged
into another building in that block.
“Ahead and to the right, we can take the sublevels across the street.”
The soldier with the scanning equipment said into the comm.
Outside, the whine of turbines could be heard until they moved below
ground.
“It’s not giving up easily, is it?” Cahlaim said.
The soldier nearest to her shook his head.
“They have more men converging on this point. Ground troops this
time.”
“Alright then, you heard him. Let’s move.” Kelran bellowed, charging
down into the dark passages.
As they progressed, it became too dark even for the native
Keyrmans, so they flipped down goggles and continued. The
wounded soldier began to lag behind, even with help from the others.
Kelran said nothing, but didn’t slow down either.
“Shouldn’t we help the wounded soldier?” Cahlaim asked Kelran.
Kelran shook his head. “We all knew the risks. If we slow down, none
of us will make it out.”
The distance between the lead soldiers and the wounded soldier and
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the soldier that helped him increased steadily. After a time, the helper
moved forward, running to catch up.
“Left him behind?” Another soldier asked him.
He nodded solemnly and ran along with the others. A short time later,
they heard gunfire, which echoed along the pipes in the concrete
tunnel. No one said a word, but they all picked up the pace. Each
prayed that they’d hear gunfire for as long as possible, because it
meant their comrade was still alive.
“They’re in the clearing ahead.” The Calatian with the scanning
equipment said.
“How many?” Kelran demanded.
“Four.” The soldier replied.
“Can I have a gun?” Cahlaim asked. “I really want to be able to help
out. I’ve used one before.”
“Of course. I’m sorry. It slipped my mind.” Kelran said, handing over
a handgun after flipping off the safety.
“Thanks. Let’s do this then. After them we’re safe?” Cahlaim asked.
“For a while, yes.” The soldier with the scanner answered.
Kelran gave a series of orders, using only his hands to signal what
each soldier was to do. He positioned himself in front of Cahlaim and
stood ready to spring forward if needed. Then, on his signal, the first
soldier ran forward, sliding across the concrete floor while laying down
suppressing fire. Two more followed him, each going to either side of
the opening, while firing on the Sable Guards waiting there. Between
rounds of answering fire, another soldier - the only female in the
original group of eight - ran forward and pitched a pair of grenades at
the Sable Guards. The grenades exploded deafeningly in the
enclosed space. Acrid fumes and bits of concrete and fine powder
blasted from the walls filled the chamber and the adjoining corridors.
“All clear.” One of the soldiers announced.
“Any wounded?” Kelran asked
“Merton. He didn’t make it.”
Kelran sighed, and moved forward.
“He was the one who lead the charge?” Cahlaim asked as they
stepped through the chamber, passing five bodies.
“Yes.” Kelran said angrily.
The five remaining soldiers, Kelran, and Cahlaim continued down
through the tunnels. Twice they made switchbacks and left false trails.
After what seemed to be an eternity, they made it to the closest
rendezvous point.

[DAY 6577] 14:04
Judas continued his walk through the city. Most of the enemy he
encountered were the off-worlders. They would open fire on him,
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sometimes with projectile weapons or occasionally with energy
weapons and he would simpy shift himself out of phase with normal
space to avoid being hit, and then he’d send his attackers into
Underspace to die. It was tiring work, and the enemy was spread out.
After awhile he lost track of time, and most of his anger at the attack
on the city and the death of Pevlak had burned out of him. What
remained was disgust and worry. He had little enough time to think
about that when he came under attack again, this time by a half squad
of ground troops.
Erika chose that time to appear. She stood in the middle of the street,
a blatant target, glowing bronze with the energy of the slipstreams.
Judas glanced over at her, ducking his head from the latest round of
attacks; he may not be able to be wounded as he remained half out of
normal space, but some reflexes were practically innate - ducking
from bullets being one of them.
“What’s happening here?” Erika demanded of him.
“We’re under attack from Zane’s forces and some forces from Earth I
suspect.” Judas explained.
“How’d they get here?” She asked.
“I don’t know… apparently through the slipstreams. Thanks for that
heads up.” Judas said in annoyance.
“How should I know? I have very little contact with Underspace
anymore. I couldn’t feel them coming, if that’s what you’re saying.”
“Yeah. Whatever.” Judas said blandly, sending another Sable Guard
to his death in Underspace.
“Don’t be angry with me. I didn’t do this.” Erika insisted.
“Look, Pevlak was killed. SAIRA and Cahlaim are in dangerous
areas. I’m upset. Don’t expect a lot of sympathy or understanding from
me right now.” Judas snapped at her.
“Well what can I do to help?”
“Send all these soldiers to Hell for all I care. I just don’t need them
here killing my people.” Judas said angrily.
Erika’s eyes burned in anger as she turned from him to the enemy
soldiers that still fired at her and Judas. None of the attempts weapons
fired at her made it more than a meter away from her before their
energy beams or bullets dissipated into thin air. Abruptly, half a dozen
flares of yellow light flashed. When they cleared, the soldiers were
gone.
“There.”
“Good. Now let’s go find more of them.” Judas said.
“Just don’t be mad at me.” She pleaded, eyes wide with worry.
“I’m not.”
“Sure?”
“Yes.”
The two of them continued through the empty streets, sending the
Sable Guards they could find off the planet’s surface, to die wherever
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suited their momentary whims. Occasionally, they would even find
one of Zane’s men. Judas took extra delight in sending them
somewhere nasty, often a few hundred feet off the ground, where
they’d plummet to their deaths. They would continue their path of
destruction, only to hear the enemy soldier smack into the ground
moments later.
Their progress led them to a square more than two kilometers from
where Judas had started. He hadn’t really followed any specific trail on
the way there, but his wandering lead him to the largest concentration
of enemy soldiers he had seen yet and they appeared to be waiting for
them.
Explosive shells detonated near and around them, making walking
hard, since the ground beneath them would frequently be blasted out
from under them. Erika advanced by popping out of normal space and
then reappearing next to an enemy soldier. She would tap him on the
shoulder and envelop them in a shell of slipstream, which would
disappear witht the soldier in it, or if she were feeling especially
creative, she’d reinforce the shell with loose matter from around her
prey and then shrink the shell until it crushed the soldier to death.
Judas tried not to pay much attention to her brutal tactics, but deep
down he could feel a twinge of conscience. Just as he was about to
say something about it, a shell exploded next to him. Unlike the other
times, and this one hurt.
He fell over, stunned. The slipstream around him faded and twitched
as if it were being shocked with electricity. Dumbly, he looked over at
Erika, who was choosing her next victim.
Then they slammed a portable stasis field around him and he felt
pain like never before. The already agitated slipstream squirmed in his
arms and back. His body’s cells were locked in place, his heart slowed
to beating less than four beats per minute, and his mind slowed to
match the shutdown of his body’s systems. Still, the slipstream fought
to be free, tearing free of his body. It slipped free of the stasis field and
returned to Underspace. Had he been able to, he would have
screamed in pain and his body would have been wracked with
spasms.
Erika happened to look over at that moment, sensing something was
wrong. She screamed in rage that Judas couldn’t hear within the
stasis field. A dozen or more enemies died with her first attack. She
lashed out, sending a whip of solid slipstream mass which snaked
around as if were alive. It stabbed through soldier after soldier. Armor,
clothing, and flesh all bubbled around the whip. Synthetic fibers of
clothing and armor struggled to evolve in the brief moment they were
given will. Flesh and organs beneath them experienced hundreds of
generations of cellular change and cell division in milliseconds. The
hosts all died horribly and screaming in pain.
As she gathered strength for a second attack, they used a similar
sort of attack on her. The shell exploded next to her, sparkling with
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some unknown element that agitated slipstream material. The
slipstream around her fizzled and in some places her flesh fell off the
bone, which also began to disintegrate. In horror, she fled through
Underspace, leaving pieces of herself behind.
Judas lay helpless while they collected his body and carried him
away in the stasis field. He still had no idea how they had done what
they had.

[DAY 6578] 08:44
SAIRA rubbed her sore eyes. During the last few hours the invaders
had started pumping smoke and fumes into the C-Wing of the Orbital
Relay Station. Overtaxed air filters could no longer keep up and the
smoke was making breathing hard, as well as stinging the eyes of the
few crewmen who still resisted the takeover.
The fighting had first started in A-Wing, the only completed docking
branch of the station. The enemy had first destroyed all means of
destroying the incoming vessels, and then they had forcibly docked
and cut their way through the hull of the station. Sheer numbers had
slowly overwhelmed the security teams and they had continued to
give ground.
Six hours ago, the enemy had attacked the control center, where
many of the station’s surviving crew had been holed up. When the
doors were blasted in and the troops had flooded in, those survivors
were killed. All that remained now were two groups of resistance: one
was in the half-finished C-Wing being smoked out and the other group
had gone into the ventilation system.
The second group was comprised of a half dozen of the braver
security crewmen left alive. They were avoiding enemy contact and
sabotaging systems across the station. Only the damage done to
internal sensors had allowed them to continue undetected, though
SAIRA and the others in C-Wing hadn’t heard from any of the second
group in more than three hours.
“The air is getting worse.” One crewman mumbled.
SAIRA glanced at the crewman, noting the soot beginning to build up
around the young man’s nose. “Cover your mouth and nose with a
piece of cloth and breathe through that. Tear up your shirt if you have
to.”
“How long do you think it will be before they come and finish us off?”
One of the technicians asked a wounded engineer beside her.
“Don’t answer that.” SAIRA snapped at the pair. “We’ll make it
through this. They want the station intact, so they won’t blow us up. If
they really wanted us just to be dead, they’d have done it by now.
They may even need some of us to help them run the station for a
while, if they manage to hold it.”
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“What do you mean help them run it?” Another of the wounded
demanded. “Where’s our backup? Shouldn’t the surface be sending
help?”
SAIRA sighed. “Look, if they haven’t sent help yet, then they might
be under attack on the surface as well. What we need to do is hold on.
Whatever happens, just try to stay alive. We’ll make it through this.”
“They killed most of the others already.” Someone else whispered.
SAIRA just shook her head and walked off to the barricade across
the main concourse that lead into the center of the station. Girders,
doors, and building materials had been piled across the ten-meter
wide rectangular hallway. As of now, they were alternating out three
people to keep watch for the enemy. SAIRA knelt beside a blonde
human male with blood crusted on the side of his head from a gash
he’d received some time since the attacks began.
He met her gaze briefly, fear evident in his eyes. SAIRA looked at his
lapels, noting that he was just a pilot for one of the sub-orbital
dropships.
“Any sign of the enemy?” She asked, knowing they’d have raised the
alarm had there been.
“No, ma’am.” He answered.
“Good.” She replied.
She indicated that she was going to inspect his wound, to which he
nodded. Then she slowly wiped away as much of the crusted blood as
she could, until she saw the beginnings of fresh blood coming out.
“There’s a tear in your scalp right above your ear. It could probably
use some stitches, but we don’t have any. The ear itself doesn’t seem
too bad off though, just scraped. There’s also a few minor abrasions
on your neck.”
“I’ll be alright. Others are hurt worse”
“True.”
SAIRA looked through a hole in the detritus they’d collected for the
barricade. No more than fifteen meters in front of the barricade lay half
a dozen bodies. Five of them were the enemy. They’d already been
stripped of weapons, armor, and anything that seemed remotely
useful. Two of them had been stripped of their uniforms an hour or so
before as well by two insistent Myrrelian crewmen, who claimed they
didn’t want to die with the rest of them. They’d hoped to make it off the
stations somehow using their enemies’ uniforms to blend in. None of
them knew how far the pair had made it. For all they knew, they’d been
gunned down just outside the corridor.
“I thought about trying to make it to a dropship.” The pilot said quietly.
“You wouldn’t make it and even if you did they’d shoot you down.”
SAIRA commented.
“I know. At least I’d be trying something though. All this waiting is
nerve-wracking.”
“I agree.”
“Can’t you use your… never mind.”
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“What is it? Out with it.”
“Well, I don’t really know any Judasians personally, but everyone
says they can make people disappear and kill with ease. Yet here we
are, and you’re stuck just like the rest of us.”
“Our powers vary. Judas is the only one who was ever like that
though, except for Tsuan and Erika I guess.”
“I don’t know the other two names.”
“One is kind of a surrogate grandchild of Judas’ from Maylen’s
previous husband. The other, Erika, is the physical embodiment of the
consciousness that governs Underspace.” SAIRA explained.
“Oh.” The pilot said, a blank look on his face.
“What it all melts down to is that I can kill a couple people and then
I’m all done. I can’t wipe out the entire attacking army, or even destroy
one of their ships from a distance.”
“Can you teleport around?”
“I might be able to move a person or two and myself. I’m saving that
for a last resort.”
“Why? Just save yourself.”
“How can I abandon all of these people to die?” SAIRA asked. “If I
stay here, I might be able to make a difference.”
“You might die too.” He replied.
“There is that.” She admitted.
“How far could you teleport yourself?”
“It’s not really teleportation. It just seems that way because we move
so fast. We’re really traveling through Underspace and then
re-emerging in normal space.” She answered.
He frowned. “Oh.”
“Distance really doesn’t matter then.” SAIRA continued.
“Could you take us to the surface?”
“Yes.”
“Would you?” He asked, his eyes pleading.
“No.” She answered. “I won’t leave everyone else. I’m sorry.”
He nodded, looking back over the barricade.
“I could take us to the Aborigine though. I’ve been thinking and I
really doubt we’re going to get any support from the surface.
Something is terribly wrong down there. I think Judas was hurt. He
might even be dead.”
“I’m sorry. I know you’re his wife. It must be hard to be up here where
you can’t help him.”
“But I could. I could be down there fighting.”
“Then why are you here?”
“Duty. I owe you all at least an attempt to save you. I can’t just leave
you all to die here.”
“I don’t know if I’d do the same were I in your shoes. I’d like to think I
would though.”
SAIRA watched him for a few minutes and felt the indecision within
her subside. “Let’s go. We’re going to go get the Aborigine, and then
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we’ll blast these assholes off our station. Would you like to go with
me? At least then I’m not abandoning you all, I’m bringing help.”
The pilot thought for a moment, and then shook his head. “I think I’ll
pass. I’ll stay here and hold down the fort for you. Take one of the
wounded
instead.”
SAIRA nodded, and gave the blonde pilot a brief pat on the shoulder
before heading back to where the others were.
Harland Thurston, Minister of Colonization for the League of Four
Races, was grimly looking over a handful of transmissions from the
surface and from the Orbital Relay Station. The last twenty-four hours
had been a veritable nightmare and he had been able to escape all of
it so far, but now he would have to plunge into the heart of it. As much
as he would have liked to stay in orbit around Keymra’s closer moon,
he couldn’t afford to let his only link with the surface be taken over.
Somehow he and his crew would have to retake the station. Harland
resisted the temptation to tug at his thinning hair out of frustration.
Harland hung his head for a moment and then turned back to the
reports. The crackling noise of the intercom turning on drew his
attention away from a particularly bleak view of things going on in
Providence.
“Sir. We have some new arrivals.” The first officer said.
“New arrivals?” Harland asked.
“The minister of Industry and Commerce has just arrived with three
wounded.”
“How did she get here?”
“Using slipstream apparently, sir. They arrived in the observation
deck just a minute or two ago.”
“Alright. Tell them I’ll be right there.” Harland replied.
It must be bad if she left the station, he thought to himself as he set
aside his datapad. He checked himself in the mirror briefly, adjusting
his collar before he left his quarters. Harland took a short cut through a
low gravity crawlspace that ran along the lateral line of the vessel. The
observation deck was adjacent to the mess hall, two levels below the
bridge. The observation deck was named that because it had one
hundred and twenty degrees of transparent polymer glass rated for
re-entry - it was quite a view when in orbit.
SAIRA sat on one of the benches that were laid out in two rows
around the giant window. From across the room, Harland could see
the weariness in her from the way her shoulders slumped. The ship’s
doctor and two volunteer medics were carting off the three wounded
crewmen she had brought with her.
“SAIRA.” Harland said softly.
She turned to him, showing the dark circles around her eyes. “Hello,
Harland.”
“You’ve looked better.”
“I’d hope so.” She said curtly.
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“Sorry.” He apologized, sitting down next to her. “What can you tell
me about the station? How bad is it?”
“Bad. I left about twenty of the crew behind. Some may be dead
though - they’re the ones we sent out to sabotage the internal sensors
and slow down the enemy’s progress.”
“So there’s about forty dead then already?”
SAIRA shrugged. “Something like that. We lost a lot of them when
they took the control center. The survivors were trying to hold ground
in the C-Wing when I left.”
“I haven’t got the most up to date information, but I don’t think you
can expect much help from the surface.”
“Have you heard anything about Judas?” She asked.
Harland shook his head. “I’m sorry. I haven’t. That doesn’t mean he’s
not alright though.”
“I don’t know. I felt something yesterday. It wasn’t good. I’ve never
felt such pain before.”
Harland licked his lips nervously, wishing he had something
comforting to say. “At least you made it out.”
“Yeah.”
“Our crew complement isn’t very large, so I don’t know how much
good we’ll do on the station. Can you tell me what kind of ships they
used to board you?” Harland asked.
“They had one raider class vessel, and two cargo ships. The cargo
ships were loaded with troops in stasis I think, and armaments too
probably. They also had a small fighter detachment. They must have
come from the raider class vessel, or maybe they were let go by the
ships that landed on the surface.” SAIRA replied.
Harland frowned. “Do we know what all landed on the surface?”
She shook her head. “I don’t.”
“I just wonder if we’ll be able to help them out down there after we
retake the station. I know we can knock out those cargo vessels and
hopefully the other raider class ship, but it’s going to be a hell of a
fight. It’s the fighters I worry about. We’re not exactly battle trained
here and since the refit, this ship has less offensive capabilities than it
use to.”
“How full are your holds?”
“Packed to the brim.”
“Ores?” She asked.
“Nickel, iron, titanium, and some minerals.” He answered, wondering
where she was going with this.
“Maybe we can use the ore to set up a debris field that will damage
the enemy fighters.”
“Fighters aren’t as armored as we are. It might work if we surround
ourselves with debris. It would have to be timed just right though, or
they’ll just dodge past. It might deflect some enemy fire aimed at the
Aborigine though.”
“Anything works.” She replied. “You’ve got cargo hooks too, right?”
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Harland nodded. “You’re willing to try anything, eh?”
“If we don’t fight dirty, we have no chance.”
“When do we start then?”
“Now. The longer we wait, the less help we’ll have left alive.”
Harland stood and moved over to the intercom on the wall. “Bridge?
This is Captain Thurston.”
“Bridge here. What can we do for you, sir?” A voice responded.
“Full speed to the station - spare no power. I want to be there ASAP.”
“Aye, sir.”
Harland glanced back at SAIRA, who nodded approval. They both
felt a lurch as the ship began to accelerate.
“Do you need to rest?”
“We don’t have time.”
“I can run things here just fine. Just tell me what ideas you have for
the attack and we’ll set them in motion while you rest. We may need
your strength when we attack.”
“Alright. You may not like some of my ideas though.”
“I already don’t, but they’re necessary. I’ll live.”
“We’ll use the cargo hooks to lasso fighters or maybe latch onto the
cargo vessels. We’ll tear them off A-Wing if we have to. It might
decompress that section and kill some of their crew. As I said before,
I’m thinking we can use the ore to damage the fighters. It’d help if we
could somehow shoot it at the enemy - like dozens of pellets fired at
once. If we have any mechanic’s pods capable of wielding some
heavier armaments, we might be able to do some damage to the
raider class ship or the cargo vessels…” SAIRA trailed off, seeing the
expression on Harland’s face.
“We’ll do what we can. I might even have a few ideas of my own. One
of the minerals we’re carrying is mildly explosive if treated in liquid
hydrogen and some sort of electrical current is run through it.”
“That’s the kind of thing I’m talking about. We can use that.”
Harland nodded. “We’ll get everything ready. I’ll have someone take
you to my quarters. You can sleep there and clean up if you want. I
won’t be sleeping anytime soon anyway.”
SAIRA stood. “Thank you. It’s much appreciated. Let me know if any
of the three wounded I brought with me take a turn for the worse.”
“Will do. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to prepare to create some
mayhem.” Harland said, waving over a junior officer to escort her.
“Good luck.” SAIRA said, before following the officer.
Harland sighed after she had left and then began giving orders. No
one questioned his orders, even if they were out of the ordinary.
Instead, they carried them out with a hushed dedication that showed
they knew something serious and bad was about.

[DAY 6578] 09:17
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As Admiral Rybaich’s ship approached the point where it would leave
Underspace, it woke him. He blinked his eyes a few time groggily. He
had been on assisted life support while in transit. The ship had taken
care of feeding him, taking care of his excrement and regulating his
breathing. It wasn’t the best way to travel in his opinion, but it worked,
even if it did leave him with cottonmouth for one reason or another.
The cottonmouth after effect was something he’d always wanted to
bring up with Richard Harris, the Science Fleet’s chief engineer, but
now he’d never get the chance. Richard, like thousands of others had
been killed during Reidvund’s attack.
Abruptly, the modified fighter was thrown from the yellow and grey
swirling of the slipstreams into the cold blackness of normal space.
There was a strong sense of vertigo as the vessel and his body within
it adjusted to the change in environments and the ship decelerated.
Martin set his sensors to scan as quickly as possible.
It took fifteen minutes before enough information had been collected
for the Admiral to get an idea of what was going on. Keymra, some few
hours distant, was already under attack and likely had been for about
a day.
“Not fast enough.” He mumbled to himself, trying to remain calm as
he surveyed the level of penetration Reidvund’s forces had achieved.
The sinking feeling that had merely threatened before set in. From
the look of things, it seemed to him as if the station in orbit of Keymra
had already been taken. One or two derelict fighters floated around
the station, while the two cargo ships were docked on what seemed to
be the only completed docking arm out of the four that had been
started. Martin checked closer to see if the other three had simply
been blow apart, but it was clear after a few minutes that they were
simply under construction. Then he turned his attention to the raider
class vessel patrolling around the station.
“It’s not going to be easy getting past that.” The Admiral said to
himself.
On the surface of Keymra he could detect heat signatures and
energy discharges that indicated that battles still raged in at least a
few places. Still, he couldn’t bring himself to believe that Judas and his
vaunted powers had been so easily defeated. He continued to scan
the area, noting the still-functioning mining colony on the closest
moon,and a second raider class vessel.
Martin frowned, and ran the registry number his sensors were
detecting from the vessel through his database. What turned up
surprised him: JL-526 The Aborigine, Captain Kyle Derringer.
“That ship is still in use?” He wondered aloud, because everyone
knew that vessel had been lost.
He focused his sensors in a narrow beam on the vessel, noting the
modifications. The cargo arms and extra hauling capacity, as well as
its trajectory seemed to indicate it was being used in runs to and from
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the mining colonies. He continued to check the trajectory and speed of
the vessel, frowning. The vessel was moving quite fast, faster than it
should be if it was just making a cargo run. Then he smiled to himself,
realizing what was going on - it was going back to the station, likely to
fight.
Admiral Rybaich decided to take a risk. He opened a channel to the
ship using a non-standard channel. Few people would think to check
the frequencies automated satellites used to communicate between
each other, not unless they were directed at you anyway.
It took twenty minutes before someone noticed.
“Who is this?” A male voice demanded.
“Is this the Aborigine?” Martin asked.
“Who is this? We will terminate communication if you do not identify
yourself.”
“This is Admiral Martin Rybaich of the Earth Science Fleet. The
Admiral in charge of the fleet attacking your planet is my enemy.”
There was a brief period of silence, and then another voice took over.
“The person leading the attack on Keymra is your enemy? How
exactly does that work?”
“His attack is unsanctioned by Earth. He destroyed half of my fleet to
use the Slipstream Fissure we’d opened.”
“And you’ve come here to do what?”
“I can’t do much. I had hoped to warn you all but I’m apparently too
late.” Martin said with a sigh.
“Convenient for you.” The voice from the Aborigine said dryly.
“Who am I speaking with?” Martin asked.
“Harland Thurston, Minister of Colonization for the League of Four
Races and current captain of the Aborigine.”
“I recognized the ship. It used to be Kyle Derringer’s.”
“Years ago, yes. Listen, it’s unclear what you hope to get out of this
communication.”
“As I said, I wanted to warn you all but I’m too late. However, I can
share with you all the information I have on the Admiral who is
attacking you, the ship specs we have on the Falconer and the battle
footage from when he destroyed my fleet. I’ll even send my fighter’s
specs.” Martin offered.
“What do you want in return?” Harland asked.
“Nothing.”
“Nothing?” Harland said dubiously.
“I can’t go back home. They’ll likely execute me or imprison me for
the loss of vessels that occurred when we tried to stop the Sable
Guard from comandeering the slipstream fissure. All I have left is
revenge, as silly as that sounds.” The Admiral explained.
“It isn’t unbelievable, just not likely.”
“Have you ever lost a ship? Have you ever had your first officer die in
front of you? Have you ever been responsible for thousands of lives
and let half of them die before?” Martin asked.
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“I can’t say that I have.” Harland replied.
“Pray that you never do.”
“Alright. Why don’t you send me your files as a show of faith? I’ll
review them as quickly as I can and get back to you.”
Martin nodded. “That’s fair. I’m sending now.”
“I’ll send you a message on this frequency in thirty minutes.” Harland
said.
“I’ll be waiting.” Martin replied.
The communication ended and Martin started a thirty-minute timer.
Twenty-eight minutes later, there was an incoming transmission.
Martin answered it immediately, pulling up the video feed on the
monitor in front of him.
“Hello again.” Martin said.
“We’re willing to work with you.” A female answered.
“Whom am I speaking to? I was talking with Harland Thurston
before.”
“I am SAIRA, Minister of Industry and Commerce.”
“Aren’t you the former android who Judas took as a wife?” Martin
asked.
“The same. I recently escaped the conflict on the station and I’m
coordinating the attack.” SAIRA replied.
“Fair enough. What would you like me to do? I’m a fair pilot and you
have the specs of my ship handy.” Martin asked.
SAIRA grinned and began to detail her plan for him.

[DAY 6578] 11:36
Judas tilted his head to the side. His vision spotted briefly, until he
ceased moving his head again. Attempts at moving turned out to be
fruitless, as some sort of straps or restraints were holding him down he wasn’t about to move his head more to find out.
He could feel that something was wrong with him internally, so he
gathered his wits about him, and began tracing the arteries and
organs of his body. He had hardly begun when darkness welled up in
front of his eyes and dragged him into unconsciousness.
When Judas came to again, he ignored his own pains and looked
around the room. His eyes wouldn’t focus on anything more than a few
feet beyond him. The light haze around him seemed to indicate that he
was in a either a lightly painted room or a well lit room. Movement out
of the corner of his eye drew his attention, and out of habit he moved
his head to see what it was. A wave of nausea and spotted vision
swept over him.
“You’re awake now, I see.” A voice said.
“Esteemed leader of the Sleepers, hello. It’s nice of you to meet me
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personally. I would have thought you’d have looting to do.” Judas
rasped.
“I would have stopped in the middle of anything just about anything to
see you like this.”
Judas laughed, choking in spasms after a moment. Zane simply
watched.
“You know that no one will come for you, right?”
“Maybe, maybe not. I’ll just have to wait and see.”
“Who can possibly save you? Erika is missing an arm, if she’s not
even worse off than that. SAIRA is trapped on that tin can you have
floating around in space, Maylen and some of your children are
retreating into the mountains, Pevlak is dead, Cahlaim may have been
killed, Kelran and the defenses of Providence are all but spent… there
is no one left to help you.” Zane explained, enjoying every moment of
seeing his enemy helpless.
Judas tried to shrug but found it painful. “I’ve not made a habit of
being rescued. You should know that by now. I do things for myself.”
“I’d like to see you accomplish that, especially after we tore every bit
of slipstream out of your body. It’s barely holding together right now.
Our doctors have given you three days to live, plus or minus a day or
two.” Zane informed him.
“Longevity is overrated.” Judas said weakly, smiling.
“In your current state, we won’t have to worry about you escaping
before we can execute you publicly.”
“That seems a bit drastic.”
“You’re a figurehead. Once you die at our hands, all resistance will
go out of what’s left of your support. They will have nothing to fight for.”
“Maybe, or you might just piss off a lot of people. You can’t hope to
fight off everyone on this planet. You and your friends are all humans
and you’re the minority by far.” Judas said.
“I thought you were someone who held few illusions about the people
you ruled. You’re not exactly beloved by the people of this world.
You’re seen as the tyrant figurehead of the government that you and
your friends built.” Zane replied smugly.
“Who holds no illusions about themselves and the people of this
world? You may rule one or two small areas, but your fields will be
burnt, your industries will be sabotaged, and nothing will go right for
you.”
“Better to reign in hell, yes?”
“That’s defeatism.” Judas commented.
“Perhaps.” Zane replied.
Zane grew more distant and Judas could hear footsteps moving
away from him.
“Leaving?” Judas asked.
“I’ll come back and play. Don’t worry. I have more battles to win now
though.” Zane said.
“Fair enough. Just keep in mind I may try to kill you if you come
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back.”
“You’re welcome to try.”
Judas heard what sounded like a door close, so he closed his eyes
once again. The effort of speaking for so long brought about a series
of wracking coughs. When his breathing finally settled down again,
stars danced before his eyes. He didn’t fight the unconsciousness that
came after him once more.

[DAY 6578] 19:53
SAIRA looked around the bridge of the vessel that was once again a
battleship, even if outfitted mostly for cargo hauling. Three officers,
two human males and the third a Calatian male, sat at their dedicated
stations around the periphery of the oval-shaped room. Two seats
were arranged back to back in the middle of the bridge, so that one
person could watch the rear screens, while the other watched the
forward arc. The pair of seats could rotate though, or either person
seated in the pair of seats could call areas from another screen onto
their own screens.
SAIRA faced the back of the ship, watching the station grow closer
on the view screen; she had pulled the image from the front arc of
screens, since they weren’t expecting an attack from the rear - not yet
anyway. Harland sat in the front-facing command chair, nervously
flipping through chart after chart of information and dozens of
progress reports. Through one of the peripheral screens, she could
see the engine flare from Admiral Rybaich’s fighter as it paralleled
their course.
“Have they noticed us yet?” Harland asked, turning to his navigator.
“I’m not sure. We should be within sensor range, but they’ve made
no effort to move to attack us.” The navigator replied.
“Where’s that raider class vessel?” SAIRA asked, looking around the
screens.
The navigator refocused the screens, showing part of the vessel. “It’s
hidden behind the station.”
“Let’s swing wide so we can keep an eye on that vessel. Otherwise
it’ll use the station for cover.” SAIRA suggested.
“Agreed. Send telemetry to the Admiral. We don’t want to lose him
out here.” Harland replied.
As the ships shifted, SAIRA caught a glimpse of light hitting the sharp
planes of squadron of fighters as slid through space toward the
Aborigine.
“What’s that there? I don’t see engine flare, but those are fighters,
right?”
Harland readjusted the screens again, magnifying. The screens
showed eleven incoming ships.
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“They’re traveling on inertia with main power off. It’s harder to see
them that way and they can get a lot closer without detection.” The
tactical officer explained.
“Can they open fire on us yet?” She asked.
“Soon.” Harland replied, and then turned to his navigator. “Bring us
about. I want to head straight at that fighter grouping. We’ll present
less of a target then. Ready our debris field as well.”
“Aye.”
As they watched, the fighters grew closer but the indicators showed
that they were still out of range for their own weapons. Then lights
turned on in the eleven fighters. Bluish-white light blossomed around
the aft of each vessel as the engines turned on. Immediately warnings
went off on the Aborigine.
“What’s that?” SAIRA demanded.
“Missile lock… full stop and dispense the debris field.” Harland
ordered.
The Aborigine shuddered as the forward thrusters fired to slow their
forward motion. Heavy clunking could be heard throughout the ship as
cargo bays opened and heavy ores were released. Large chunks of
unrefined ore spilled forward, some glinting with bits of minerals or
metals. Momentum carried the ore out in an arc in front of the
Aborigine, while the ship followed just behind the debris.
More light flared as a pair of missiles left from two different fighters.
Everyone held their breath as they neared the ship. One struck a large
piece of ore rather quickly, destroying the other of the pair as it
exploded. Another erupted shortly after, sending the fourth off course.
It shot out beyond the Aborigine and quickly ran out of fuel without
dealing any damage.
“Incoming signal, sir. It’s Rybaich.”
“Patch it through, and keep it open until this is over with.” Harland
ordered, releasing the death grip he had on the arms of his chair.
“This is Rybaich. I’m going to try to take a few of them out.”
“Good luck.” SAIRA said.
The agile fighter darted forward, swinging around the debris cloud.
The heavy beam weapons on the fighter lanced out at the scattering
enemy fighters. One was immediately destroyed. The others split into
two groups, four staying behind to engage Admiral Rybaich’s craft,
while the remaining six spread out to take on the Aborigine.
“Increase speed. I want to be right behind the debris field as it
approaches the planet.”
“Sir, the raider class vessel is moving to engage.” The tactical officer
warned.
Harland groaned. “Great. We’ll worry about the fighters for now. Tell
the gunners to make their shots count. Release the wire traps too.”
SAIRA brought up an external view of the ship. A dozen thin lines
shot out like spokes from the vessel. At the end of each was a dark
piece of ore, soaked in hydrogen fuel, awaiting a slight electrical
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charge to set them off.
Beam weapons from the approaching ships arced toward the
Aborigine. Most of the discharges struck the debris that preceded the
ship, but some scored the hull of the ship. Damage reports began to
flow in. One errant beam ignited one of the wire traps. Another fighter
was unfortunate enough to be caught in the blast. With its port side
ripped apart, it spun out of control before breaking apart completely.
Again the Aborigine rocked.
Flak from the Aborigine made the earth fighters dodge erratically,
which offered them fewer opportunities to fire on their enemy, but they
still managed to deliver a few hits. SAIRA winced at a report of a hull
breach along the underside of the ship. When she brought up a
camera view of the damage, she could see air escaping the hole.
A pair of explosions from where Rybaich was still fighting drew
Harland’s attention. “He got two more of them, but he’s damaged.”
“Coming back in. I can’t hold them off anymore. Give me some cover
if you can.” Rybaich reported.
“With what?” The tactical officer wondered aloud.
Another of the wire traps was triggered, this time by the crew of the
Aborigine. The targeted enemy fighter avoided the explosion, but was
caught in the explosion of a second wire trap. A missile impacted on
the starboard side of the ship, taking with it a cargo arm that had been
swiping ineptly at the enemy fighters.
“We’re taking a beating here.” SAIRA observed.
“Can you do anything?” Harland asked.
She shook her head. “I might be able to do one or two things, but I’m
trying to save those for when we really need it. Like when that raider
class vessel starts blasting us to pieces.”
Harland frowned but said nothing more. SAIRA turned her attention
back to Rybaich’s retreat. The raider class vessel was moving to cut
him off. Another explosion rocked the Aborigine.
“Shit.” Someone said.
“Empty all cargo holds, and speed up. I want to be in the debris
cloud.” Harland ordered.
Rattling resonated through the ship and a cloud of ore spread from
each side of the vessel. Some was propelled out with such force that it
caught one of the Earth fighters, destroying it. Rybaich’s vessel was
under heavy fire from the raider class vessel. The Aborigine opened
fire on it to draw some attention away from the damaged fighter; it was
more of a diversion than an attempt to deal some real damage to the
enemy battleship.
Another fighter exploded near the Aborigine, caught in flak fire.
Rybaich tagged his fourth on the way in, hovering under the belly of
the larger vessel like a remora as he approached.
“Thanks for the assist.” Rybaich said.
“No problem.” Harland replied.
The four fighters that still remained had retreated to support the
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larger vessel. Even through the hull, everyone could hear the metallic
pings of ore and debris as it brushed against the hull, sometimes
forcefully.
With no other target visible, the enemy battleship opened fire on the
Aborigine. Its heavier beam weapons were deflected among the
debris, pulverizing bits of ore and rock into dust. Each successive shot
cleared more and it wasn’t long before shots were tearing holes in the
hull of the League vessel. Both ships fired back and forth, slugging it
out, but the worn and under armed Aborigine was quickly getting torn
to pieces.
“Now would be the time to do something.” Harland commented dryly.
SAIRA took a breath, and began to draw slipstream into normal
space around the largest beam cannon on the enemy ship. She
weaved layer upon layer of slipstream together, fighting its natural
tendency to return to underspace with sheer volume. When the ship
fired again the energy fought to get past the patterned slipstream.
“Their main cannon is overloading, sir.” The tactical officer called out.
“Good. Keep going.” Harland said to SAIRA.
Slowly, the fabric of slipstream began to unfold. Strands pulled out of
the weave and unraveled. SAIRA bit her lip and forced more
slipstream than she knew she could safely handle around the cannon.
Pain stabbed through her eyes and her stomach lurched. Then when
she could do no more, the cannon exploded, wiping out her thin
weave of slipstream.
Harland stood, and pointed at the view screen, indicating the gaping
hole left in the hull of the enemy ship. “Fire on that hole. Pour in every
ounce of energy we have left.”
Lights on the bridge dimmed as all weapons on the Aborigine that
could be trained on the vulnerable spot were fired at once. Metal and
alloys superheated in seconds, tearing the hole even larger. Air, parts
of equipment, and bodies were swept out of the tear.
“They’re losing compression. They won’t hold together.”
“Cease fire!” Harland shouted, settling back into his chair.
As they all watched, the ship began to twist and torque. Relieved of
the support structures that had been blasted out of the lower third of
the vessel and the air that had helped the vessel keep its shape
against the forces of space, gravity, and the strain the engines placed
on the ship, the ship buckled and ripped apart. The explosions caused
by the rapid decompression threw wreckage into the supporting
fighters and at the station. Some pieces were thrown as far as the
Aborigine too, though they struck in areas that would not do any more
damage than had been done already. Cheers went up on the bridge of
the Aborigine.
Harland grinned at SAIRA at as he turned on the shipwide comm.
“We’ve done the impossible, but our job is only half done. We still
need to seize the station, and I doubt they’re going to give up easily.”
“Want me to strafe the docked cargo ships?” Rybaich asked.
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“No. We’ll give them the option to retreat to the surface if they want to
leave peacefully. Otherwise we’ll have to fight them all.” SAIRA
replied.
“Then we’ll just have to fight them all over again on the surface, and I
don’t think they’re holding up too well down there. Also, if we give
them much warning, they’ll dig in and be harder to displace, or they’ll
bring up allies from the surface.” Harland argued.
“Give them fifteen minutes to evacuate. That’s not enough time to set
up. While we give them time, we’ll dock as near as we can to the
survivors. Those enemies who stay behind, we kill. We’ll gas them or
something that doesn’t cost us men. Those who try to join their allies
on the surface will be shot down, despite promises.” Rybaich
suggested.
“That’s pretty dirty. Still, I don’t think we can afford not to do that.”
SAIRA said.
Harland shook his head sadly. “I hate it, but I guess I agree. We can’t
afford to let them help their allies on the surface or fight us through the
station. Will they leave though?”
“We’ll just have to see.” Rybaich replied.
“You’ll have to shoot them down, Admiral. If we’re docked, we might
not be able to catch them.” SAIRA said.
“It was my idea. I will do it.” He replied.
“Orbital Station, this is the League warship Aborigine. Are you
receiving?” SAIRA repeated.
On the fourth repetition, they answered.
“Aborigine, this is the station.” A male voice said.
“Station, you are in violation of League space. Leave at once.”
SAIRA began.
“Negative. This is now held under the jurisdiction of the Sable Guard
under Admiral Reidvund.”
SAIRA sighed. “I’m sure you’ve been trying to contact your allies. We
have destroyed all fighters and a raider class vessel. Your ships will
suffer the same fate if you do not vacate the station. We will allow you
to safely withdraw.”
“Withdraw to where?” The spokesman on the station asked.
“You may join your allies on the surface if you wish, or go back to
where you came from. We don’t’ care.”
“How long do we have?”
“Fifteen minutes.”
“Unacceptable. We will remain and fight.”
“Station, we know you disabled most of the defenses. We also know
that you realize how large a crew complement on a raider class vessel
is.” SAIRA bluffed. “We were obviously powerful enough to defeat
your allies and while we would prefer to have the station returned to us
without a fight, we will not hesitate to destroy you, and your ships.”
“What stops you from firing on us if we leave?” The spokesman

176

Forever Has an End
asked after a moment’s hesitation.
SAIRA glanced at Harland, who shrugged. “We will be docking on
C-Wing, and will be unable to pursue you… for fifteen minutes at least.
That is your window of opportunity. Anyone left behind will be killed.”
“Let me confer with my fellow officers.”
“You have five minutes.” SAIRA informed the station.
The five minutes passed slowly for those on the Aborigine. Harland
continued to coordinate repair efforts across the vessel, while Rybaich
kept his ship hidden beneath the larger ship. While they waited, they
closed to a more comfortable distance, so that they could dock with
the station quickly, regardless of the answer.
“Aborigine? This is the station. Half of us will be departing. I could not
convince the others to leave.”
“That is their problem, sir. We will deal with them. You have your
fifteen minutes.” SAIRA said.
“Thank you, Aborigine.”
SAIRA terminated the communication. Five minutes later, they were
docking on C-Wing. Only two of the eight docking clamps for large
vessels had been completed, so they picked the one closest to where
the survivors had been when SAIRA had last been aboard.
When the first team of soldiers entered the concourse, they found the
scene much as it had been when SAIRA left. Noxious fumes had built
up though and only a handful of the dozen remaining crewmen were
conscious. SAIRA led a medical team through after the first team
secured the perimeter.
“I guess they were just waiting for them all to suffocate.” SAIRA said
to one of the soldiers, who nodded in return.
SAIRA continued to watch the time as she searched for the blonde
pilot she’d left behind. When she couldn’t find him, she asked one of
the other survivors, who told her that he’d been taken prisoner a few
hours ago. She made her way back to the bridge of the Aborigine after
the last few survivors were loaded; the fifteen minutes had passed.
Harland was waiting for her when she returned.
“They’ve got prisoners on the cargo ship.” He informed her, pointing
to one of the screens, which showed the ship retreating into the
atmosphere of Keymra.
“Insurance?” She asked.
Harland nodded. “They’re guessing that we’ll let them go if they have
some of ours.”
“How many?”
“Seven.”
“What do you estimate their numbers at?”
“Fifty to one-hundred. Maybe more”
SAIRA frowned. “Give the Admiral the go-ahead.”
“Are you sure?” Harland asked.
She nodded. “They can do more harm with those numbers and they
will likely kill their prisoners as soon as they land. I will take the
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responsibility.”
“Give the order.” Harland said to his comm officer.
They all watched as Rybaich’s fighter streaked toward the cargo
vessel that was already glowing red as its hull heated up from re-entry.
The beam weapons that Rybaich fired bent as they penetrated the
atmosphere to strike the cargo ship. Protests from the vessel came in,
but Rybaich continued to fire. The third shot hit the engines of the
clunky cargo ship. It’s orientation shifted and it began to tumble.
As it fell its tumble became more pronounced. It took less than a
minute for it to break apart and burn up. Rybaich’s fighter returned to
rest beside the Aborigine. SAIRA couldn’t help but picture the helpless
face of the blonde pilot she had offered to save before, and her throat
tightened as tears threatened.
“What now?” Harland asked, expressionless after watching the
cargo ship destroyed.
“We puncture the station’s hull around the command center or
wherever they are hiding. I’m not losing another man to those
bastards.” SAIRA said angrily.
“They might destroy the entire station if we try that.” Harland
protested.
SAIRA shrugged. “They might try the same if we sacrifice the thirty or
so able-bodied men we have on this ship. It won’t matter how we try to
kill them. If we do it faster, they might not be able to destroy the station
though.”
“Let’s do it then.” Harland bellowed with feigned enthusiasm.
“Withdraw all personnel, release all moorings and shove off. We’re
going to start blasting holes in the station. Scan to pick up their
locations, so we can make our shots count.”
Hours later, just around the turn of the day in Providence, the crew of
the Aborigine entered the Orbital Relay station once more - this time
they wore environmental suits. They began the lengthy process of
clearing the dead bodies from the halls of the station. In time, they had
patched up the holes in the hull and begun restoring atmosphere to
the station using the emergency air supply attached to the top of the
station.
There were few survivors. Three of the second team of crewmen that
had been sabotaging the station were found alive. It was thanks to
them that the entire station hadn’t been depressurized. They had been
able to close a number of airlocks that had trapped in the enemy,
allowing the damage to the station required to kill them to be less than
it could have been.
Twelve wounded Earth soldiers were found on the cargo vessel.
They were executed on the spot and their ship and supplies were put
to use repairing the station and the Aborigine. Besides restoring
atmosphere to the station and insuring hull integrity, the
communication array was the highest priority. SAIRA hoped to get
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orders from the surface, so that they could assist in the defense
efforts.
Sometime during the night, Harland and SAIRA were able to meet
face to face with Admiral Martin Rybaich. All three worked together to
restore the station to some portion of its former functionality. Rybaich
turned out to be fairly skilled as a medic and that was one thing they
needed badly.

[DAY 6579] 10:04
Kelran looked across the table at each of his advisors. Cahlaim sat to
his left; her face was drawn and smudged with dirt and dark circles
ringed her eyes. Gerralt sat across from him, also showing signs of
fatigue. Nathan Derringer was there as well, sitting at Kelran’s right.
The Minister of Science had been smuggled out of the main research
facility during the early stages of the siege. A cut ran from his left
cheekbone across his lips to the point of his jaw.
“We’ve lost control of all major points of Providence’s ground level.
We still have a few strongholds in the upper levels of some buildings in
the western portion of the city, but the rest of our forces have been
evacuated to two subterranean strongholds. Unless they resort to
nuclear weapons or some form of high-yield explosives, we don’t
believe they can wipe us out below ground.” Kelran explained,
indicating their troop locations within a holographic representation of
the city.
“What of the plainsmen and warriors from outside the city?” Nathan
asked.
“They anticipated that move and cut off the mag rail beyond the city
after we blew up the station near their entry point. Those soldiers are
still coming, but they’ve been delayed by Sleeper soldiers in the hills.”
Kelran answered.
“We estimate their arrival sometime late this evening or early
tomorrow.” Gerralt elaborated.
“Unfortunately, they’ll be able to move up their forces from the
southern continent soon we think. If the research center and the
shipyard haven’t already fallen, they will by then. That will free up
reinforcements.” Kelran said.
“Nathan and I have been investigating the high-altitude explosion
from twelve and a half hours ago. It’s hard to tell, because of the
limited resources we have, but using the city’s sensors and weather
detection system, we were able to determine that it was a ship
exploding.” Cahlaim said.
“A ship?” Gerralt asked.
“The Aborigine?” Kelran suggested.
Cahlaim shook her head. “It was too small for that, but too big for a

179

Forever Has an End
sub-orbital dropship.”
“We think it might have been a ship that accompanied Admiral
Reidvund’s fleet. We’ve also been able to determine the location
where the earth ship set down.”
“It’s unfortunate that we can’t strike at them where they are, now that
we know their position.” Nathan commented.
“Can we assume that we have allies that hold the orbital station at
least? How else would that ship have been destroyed? The Aborigine
is up there somewhere, they may have been able to fend off whatever
support was left up there.” Gerralt wondered aloud.
Kelran frowned. “Sounds like wishful thinking to me. Even if they do
hold the station, the crew complement of the station and the Aborigine
is under two-hundred total isn’t it?”
Cahlaim nodded. “Under that, actually.”
“So they can’t help us even if they are safe up there. They can’t bring
enough arms to bear to make a difference down here.” Kelran said.
“What can we do then?” She asked, getting irritated.
“We’ve tapped into the city sensors. We’re assuming that they’re
using them to find us, and we’re feeding them false signals. We can
mask our troop movement to an extent.”
“It will still take a long time using hit and run tactics to defeat them
and that’s assuming that they’re even paying attention to those false
signals.” Nathan said dryly.
“What choice do we have? Even with the influx of troops from the
plains, they won’t be able to stop the enemy entirely. Their armaments
are just too strong for us. Myrrelian ferocity aside, they can’t stand up
against tank units.” Kelran said.
A light flashed on Kelran’s console. He sighed and tapped the
screen.
“Bad news?” Cahlaim asked.
“How did you know?” Kelran asked in return. “They’re leading an
assault on our position here.”
“Can we hold?” Nathan asked.
“We’d better or else we’ll have to retreat and we’ll all be congregated
in one place then, and I think that’s what they want.” Gerralt replied.
Each of the four of them began issuing orders, though Kelran
coordinated the defense as a whole.

[DAY 6579] 12:00
Admiral Reidvund settled into the command chair of the Falconer
with a large mug of black coffee. He had just relieved Peter Levins,
who had been commanding the efforts of the Sable Guard for the last
twelve hours. The Admiral quickly skimmed the notes left for him, and
the casualty reports. Most unnerving was the fact that they’d lost all
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contact with their orbiting backup troops, and then there was that
explosion in low orbit, which he felt must have been their ships.
Somehow their forces had been overwhelmed on the station, and they
still couldn’t spare the troops to destroy or retake it - not while the
natives were sending hundreds of their warriors into the city. Attempts
at stalling them outside the city had not been a complete success
either.
Reidvund put such concerns out of his mind and concentrated on the
victories they had had up to this point. The southern continent was
theirs, as was most of Providence, other than the few pockets of
resistance that existed. The influx of native troops had allowed the
League to retake the western quarter of the city, but they’d managed
to hold them to that.
Reidvund checked the time and then hit a button on his console.
From the Falconer, a video feed was being piped into every broadcast
across the planet, as well as being sent to anyone in orbit of Keymra.
The Admiral sat back and watched Zane go to work.
Zane, accompanied by Jenner and twenty of his best soldiers,
entered the Assembly Hall. Smoke and battle had damaged the great
doors at the main entry. Inside had suffered similar damage. The
polished stones of the lobby were chipped from weapons fire and the
vaulted ceiling had scorch marks. He turned to Jenner and grinned.
“Sir?” Jenner asked.
“The smell of victory, eh?” Zane said with a grin.
He and his escort moved past the few people in the lobby and into
the meeting hall. In some places, the arced tables had been broken or
overturned. The battle damage in this room was less severe than
outside, or in the lobby except for one place where the outer wall had
actually been breached; sunlight pierced the gloom of the hazy room
through the hole in the wall.
Zane strode past groups of terrified members of the Assembly and
their aides, right up to the front podium. His gaze rested for a long
moment on the burnt table where he used to sit during every meeting
of the full Assembly and shook his head. Then he looked down at the
blank faces of his peers, and laughed.
“The League of Four Races is no more.” He announced in a clear
voice. “Long live the Sleepers - the new rulers of Keymra.”
“I wasn’t aware you’d subdued all of the enemy. There was fighting
outside here not more than a couple hours ago.” One captive
Assemblyman ventured.
Zane nodded to one of the soldiers in his escort. The soldier turned
the weapon on the elderly assemblyman who had spoken up and
fired. There was an audible intake of air as dozens of people gasped
at once. Any whispers were hushed though, and Zane continued.
“We have captured Judas Elliot, Chancellor of the League of Four
Races.” Zane said, turning to the display screen that had been erected
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behind him.
An image of Judas, laid out on the table where he had been left came
into view. For some people, it took a moment for them to realize what
the image was. Then the camera shifted to show an aerial view of the
humbled leader strapped to the table. Judas’ eyes were closed,
presumably dead, or so it looked until he twitched in a palsied manner.
His forearms were torn, as if the muscle had been ripped out and
cauterized.
“His power over Underspace has been negated. No longer does he
constitute a threat to us.” Zane continued, letting his words sink in.
“We have killed his Minister of Propaganda, humbled his armies,
driven his wives and allies into hiding, and we have captured the
facilities on the southern continent. There is nothing left of his proud
League.”
“I know many of you keep thinking, hoping that someone will come
rescue you from us, but we have ensured that’s not possible.”
The screen behind him split and a new set of images appeared.
Myrrelian warriors battled an armored division with heavy infantry
support. Even with the few human armaments that had been stowed
out in the plains, they could not match the Sable Guard’s
war-hardened veterans. Still, the Myrrelians and a few occasional
Calatians continued to press the Guard. Some of the natives carried
primitive weapons - bows and bladed weapons - but they were of little
use against beam weapons and combat armor.
“As you can see, your people are failing. They’re dying. I cannot tell
you how many times this very scene has been mirrored across the city
and in the surrounding hills. Hundreds of your people have died and
we keep waiting for you to tire of the senseless death.”
“Frankly, we don’t give a damn about the mountains and the distant
plains. You can keep them. They are of no use to us. While we will
maintain a hold on Providence and the surrounding area, all who do
not wish to be part of our way of life may live beyond the city and go
about your lives as you did before Judas came along.”
On the screen, League soldiers detonated Sevarra stones, killing
three Sable Guard soldiers and damaging an armored unit. The whole
Assembly Hall gave up a cheer. Zane looked back at the screen and
frowned.
“Judas will be executed in two days at noon. We will accept your full
surrender then, or we will begin bombing civilian settlements out away
from the city.” Zane announced, savoring the hush that settled in over
the crowd.
He and his escort left the Hall then. The anger and fear were
palpable as he passed through the crowd of Assembly members.
Reidvund smiled as he terminated the feed. Zane and his forces
would take the brunt of any attacks for the next two days. That would
give him the opportunity to strengthen his own position. Perhaps the
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leader of the Sleepers might even suffer an unfortunate accident, and
his surviving soldiers would have to throw in their lot with the Sable
Guard, who would welcome them with open arms of course.
The Admiral began to draw up plans for a dozen scenarios that were
playing through his head.

[DAY 6579] 12:46
Erika materialized beside Tsuan, who still remained on his hillside.
Around him lay half a dozen nearly finished constructs. Each was a
bland humanoid shape, lacking many of the characteristics that would
mark it as a living thing. In many ways, they were much like manikins.
A strong cord of slipstream ran from Tsuan to each of them and then
from one of them to the next. The mess of slipstream and bodies
looked something like a spoked wheel.
“What are you doing?” Erika asked.
Tsuan opened his eyes, smiling. “I’m practicing switching bodies and
controlling multiple bodies at once.”
“With six at once?” She asked.
“Why not? I’ve actually found that if I leave part of myself in each of
them, I can talk to myself. Strangely, it’s like there’s an entirely
different person, because each has different ideas.” He replied.
Tsuan blinked and smiled at one of his extra bodies. It’s blank face
turned toward his, as if they shared some silent conversation. Erika
repressed a shudder. She might not have had a physical form for long,
but more than sixteen years of contact with Judas and dozens of
others, feeling what they felt, gave her enough grounding to realize
that what she was witnessing was quite alien.
“Judas could use some help.” She said abruptly.
“I know.” He replied blandly.
She scowled. “And?”
“That’s it. I am too busy to deal with another man’s problems.
Besides, we both agreed to stay out of each other’s way.”
“I think he’d accept your interference in this case. Everything is falling
apart.”
Tsuan frowned and looked at Erika. His eyes sought more than what
the surface showed, and his senses probed her mentally and
physically. She did not resist.
“Look all you want. You can see what they’ve done to me. They tore
every ounce of slipstream out of his damn body right in front of me and
they tried the same with me.”
“Your dependence on a physical form is your weakness, despite all
your powers.” Tsuan commented.
“I’m not here to have a lesson. A few days ago you asked for my help
and now you’re offering suggestions as to the use of slipstream?” She
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asked angrily.
“How do you suggest I aide my surrogate grandfather then?” He
responded.
“He’s dying. I don’t know what you can do, but you can’t sit by and do
nothing.”
“I doubt he would lift a finger to help me in a similar situation,
especially if it meant very serious potential harm to himself.”
“If he dies, this whole world is going to fall apart. I don’t think the
government would have collapsed without you.”
“There is that. You do know how to humble a man.”
“So can we expect your help?”
Tsuan shrugged. “I will do what I see fit.”
“Which may be nothing.”
“I’ve been busy. I will need to review the situation first.” He said.
“At the very least, you had better help clear enemy troops so we can
mount a rescue attempt.” She insisted.
“I’ll determine where my energies will best help.”
“Good. I need to see the others.” She said, drawing slipstream
around herself.
All seven bodies Tsuan controlled turned in unison to watch Erika
leave.
Maylen clenched her hands into fists tight enough that her nails dug
into the flesh of her palms. Dozens of her children, her children’s
children, and the children of Judas’ other wives were crowded around
her.
“This is impossible. How could he let himself be captured?” Maylen
demanded.
The crowd around her echoed her distress. Napoleon stepped up to
his mother and put a hand on her shoulder. She turned to look at him,
and while he could see the anger and frustration she was feeling, she
could feel the steely strength of will within him.
“All is not yet lost. You have already done more than most. Look
around you. You’ve saved most of Judas’ children.” Napoleon said.
“A lot of good that’s doing for him.” She replied bitterly.
“It’s doing a lot, mother. We won’t get in the way of the soldiers when
they try to rescue Judas. Most of us would just be in the way.”
“You don’t know how I feel.” Maylen insisted.
“No? My son was the cause of much pain weeks back, and still more
of my family died. You don’t think I understand the helplessness you
feel because your loved ones are dying or threatened? Judas may not
be my father, but I love him as one.” Napoleon responded.
“Then what are we doing here? Why aren’t we helping?”
“Because we haven’t got any plan, or any strength to share. All we
can do is stay out of the way and insure that his line goes on. Do you
think he would want even one of us to die saving him? Chances are
that many more than one of us would die in a rescue attempt too.”
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“Just because you’re right doesn’t make it comforting.” She said
weakly.
“I know.” Napoleon replied, pulling his mother into an embrace.
For a time, Maylen simply let her son hold her, accepting the comfort
he could offer. Some of their family around them watched quietly,
while others conversed or comforted their frightened loved ones.
“What I do know though, is that I am nothing without him.” Maylen
eventually said, turning her head away from Napoleon’s chest. “I have
to try.”
“I know.” Napoleon repeated.
“Will you help me or is that too much to ask? You have a family of
your own that needs you, and they would hate me should anything
happen to you.”
“Life is a gamble and my children are grown. They would understand
if I helped you.”
Maylen nodded and stepped back from her son. “I will ask to see who
else would like to help. Maybe we can meet up with Cahlaim and the
others in the city.”
“Has there been any news from SAIRA?” Napoleon asked.
Maylen shook her head. “None. She’s strong though. She’s a
survivor. Even if everyone else died, she could save herself by going
into Underspace.”
“She must be doing something, or she would have returned. Maybe
she’s fighting for the League on the Orbital Relay Station still.”
“I thought the same. It’s good to know we have someone like her
over our heads, protecting us from above.”
Napoleon grinned. “I hadn’t thought of it like that.”
“I’m going to ask for rescue volunteers. You may want to do the same
after you’ve spoken about this with your wives.” Maylen suggested.
“Good idea. You might want to try SAIRA’s son Ezekiel and some of
Judas II’s children. They were rather angry about the whole affair of
his death and clamoring for some revenge.”
Judas licked his dry lips. His throat was hoarse, and his body ached
all over. He hadn’t been able to feel his arms in hours. His vision was
still blurry and growing worse, as if he’d developed severe cataracts
since the attack on him that had removed the slipstream that had been
integrated into his body.
While his thoughts were hardly collected, one thing bothered him
still: why had there been physical damage to his body when the
slipstream had been forcibly removed from him? Just thinking about it
drove needles of pain into his skull but he felt it was important.
His head lolled to the side as he struggled for clarity. His thoughts
drifted back to Judas II, his son who had died in his arms. If the
slipstream from Judas II had gone into him and then it had been
severed from him, did that mean that his son was truly dead now, or
had he just been deceiving himself? It had been comforting to think
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that his son had been with him, but the Sleepers and the off-worlders
had robbed him of that.
Judas ignored the nausea and sent his senses into his body again. If
the slipstream had been part of him for so long, how could they have
removed all of it? There must be some left, he thought. His mind
slowly began to focus, though it was still awkward. He traced his blood
vessels first and then the nerves running throughout his body. Try as
he might, he could not find any evidence of slipstream.
What he did find though, was that his body was dying and fast. His
cells had become so dependent on the slipstream material in his
system that it could not sustain itself without it. Cells throughout his
body were ragged and tired. Many had already died and others
refused to divide and make new cells. It was as if his biological engine
had stalled.
Judas left his body then. Years of looking beyond his body had left
him able to project his thoughts and presence beyond himself, with or
without Underspace. Outside of his body, there was no pain. He
looked down on the shell he had inhabited for all of his life and
surveyed the damaged and twisted form. His body looked ten years
older than just a few days before. Reluctantly, he forgot about the
body for the time being, knowing he would have to go back to it.
The room around him became the next focus of his attention. He now
saw with clear eyes the sterile room in which he was being held. It was
no more than eight meters square, and surrounded with some form of
stasis field, likely of the type that had ripped the slipstreams from him.
Only one set of doors led out of the room, but he couldn’t tell if he was
above or below ground, of if he was in a building for that matter.
He ignored the physical structure of the building and began testing
the field that surrounded the room. It took time, but eventually he was
able to get an idea of how it worked. He also realized that the process
was imperfect. Again he turned his attention to his body and looked
again for slipstream. This time he found some, though it was faint and
weak. Within the genetic structure of each cell there was a hint of
slipstream, embedded in DNA that had been rewritten since his
contact with the slipstream that first time. Even though he knew it
would kill him faster, he drew together the slipstream, stealing that
little bit from each cell. Slowly, he began to form a kernel of slipstream
within himself, but it was taking time… perhaps too much time.

[DAY 6580] 06:52
Kelran grinned across the hall at Gerralt. The League forces were
finally pushing back the enemy offensive. They had given ground
steadily throughout the night, finally digging in and holding around
midnight. Now they were taking up lost ground. The turning point had
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been when Kelran had led a counterattack that distracted the enemy
while Gerralt’s team detonated a bomb in the main approach. After
that, the enemy hadn’t been able to mount a successful attack though
the more confined alternate tunnels.
It also helped that the Sable Guard and their Sleeper allies were
outnumbered, but the pressure was not entirely off. Each time the
enemy gave ground at one approach, they’d hit again from another
side. The halls and tunnels surrounding the League outpost were
choked with bodies.
Right now Kelran and Gerralt were hitting a staging point for the
enemy. After numerous attacks, they had found a pattern and were
attempting to destroy a number of the enemy before they could mass
for an attack. Kelran stared ahead through smoke and water mist from
a burst pipe. Seeing no enemies, he waved Gerralt forward. Gerralt
ducked around a pillar and ran forward to a pile of debris; two soldiers
accompanied him as he advanced. Once he determined it was clear,
he waved forward Kelran and his three soldier escorts.
They continued like this for about fifteen minutes. One team would
cover the other’s advance, and then they’d trade off. They were about
four hundred meters away from their base when they finally found the
assembly point. It wasn’t much really, just a nexus of tunnels that ran
between residential buildings. These tunnels were mostly used to
repair water mains or to check power feeds and hardwiring for the
block of buildings they were under. The enemy was using them for
another purpose though. From this point, they could head off in one of
three directions and attack the League’s outpost from any side but the
west.
“Where are they?” Gerralt asked through the platoon communicator
in his helmet.
“I don’t know.” Kelran replied. “I don’t think we dare to wait here
either.”
“I’d hate to think this trek out here was wasted.” Gerralt said in
annoyance.
“I hear something.” One soldier said.
Everyone crouched quietly in the shadows outside of the nexus,
straining to hear. There was nothing but the slight stir of air and the
pitter-patter of water dripping onto the tunnel floor.
“Are you sure?” Kelran hissed at the soldier.
The soldier shrugged. “I heard something. It sounded like metal
scraping on the tunnel.”
“It was probably your boot.” Another soldier suggested, laughing.
Kelran glared at the two of them and was about to berate them
further when they all heard another scraping of metal.
“See?” The soldier insisted.
The metallic grating noise was heard again… then another time.
“Look sharp. It’s getting closer.” Gerralt said.
“What is it?” The first soldier asked.
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Kelran shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. It’s not friendly. We don’t have
anything out this far.”
The scraping noise was almost rhythmic now, audible every few
seconds.
“It’s from the southeast tunnel. Fan out. I want two of you in each
adjoining tunnel, the extra with Gerralt.” Kelran ordered.
“Begging your pardon, Minister, but you’re more important than I.
Take the extra soldier.” Gerralt said.
Kelran glanced at Gerralt, saw his serious expression and nodded.
“Fair enough. Let’s do this.”
Kelran and two soldiers stayed where they were, while two soldiers
moved into the tunnel to the left, and Gerralt and the last soldier
moved into the tunnel to the right. They had to wait another minute
before they found out what was causing the noises.
A dark shape slid into the nexus, straightening in the more spacious
room. Fully eight feet tall, armored in solid black Plasteel and bearing
half a dozen obvious weapons, the thing was a killer. Its four limbs
each had three joints, giving it the ability to fold up its limbs and travel
through even the smallest service tunnels beneath the city. Kelran
frowned, wondering who piloted it, if there was anyone inside at all.
“It might be remote controlled.” Kelran whispered into the platoon
comm.
“Looks meaner than a Peleva.” A soldier whispered.
They watched for a moment. The black machine settled down into a
near sitting position, as if waiting for a signal to move on to the League
base. Then they began to hear the sound of soldiers marching through
the tunnels.
“Reinforcements coming. Let’s hit this thing before they can give it
backup.” Gerralt suggested.
“Do it.” Kelran commanded.
Seven men began firing on the machine at once. Lights came on
immediately in the machine; its limbs unfolded and weapons trained
on the tunnels from where the League soldiers fired. Bullets
ricocheted off the gleaming armor and beam weapons stopped short,
diffused by some sort of field. A slight whine preceded the machine’s
attack. High-powered bluish beam weapons arced down the tunnels,
killing one of the soldiers in the first volley.
“Grenades!” Kelran shouted.
Four incendiary grenades bounced across the floor toward the
machine. The League soldiers took cover from another volley of the
machine’s counterattack. The grenades exploded, and the nexus
glowed white for a moment. A rush of caustic air blew down each of
the adjoining tunnels. Another volley of fire came from the black
machine.
Kelran peaked out from the wall he hid behind. “Not a scratch.”
“Nothing?”
A
soldier
said
in
dismay.
“We don’t have anything more powerful do we?” Another soldier
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asked.
They traded a few more volleys of weapons fire. Nothing seemed to
damage the machine, though it had been shooting more wildly since
the grenades had gone off.
“Its visual sensors must have been damaged. It’s not shooting as
good.” One soldier commented.
“I wouldn’t test that theory.” Kelran began to say, but he was too late.
The soldier who had commented on the decreased accuracy of the
enemy was blasted in two a moment later, his torso torn apart by
another of the deadly blue beams of energy the machine released.
“Dammit.” Gerralt said. “I have an idea. Cover me.”
“No. Stop. We’ll just fall back.” Kelran said, but Gerralt was already
on the move. “Cover him!”
Gerralt ducked into the nexus, running to get behind the machine
while the others occupied it. The machine turned one of its limbs in an
inhuman direction, firing at Gerralt. He threw himself to the ground and
the blast missed him, though he could hear the superheated air sizzle
above him. His skin blistered in the heat.
More cover fire came in, but the machine was ignoring the others
now. Gerralt dove for the machine when he heard the whine that
preceded its attack. His hands brushed against black Plasteel and he
released a charge of slipstream. Circuits fried beneath his touch, and
the machine toppled. Its half-charged last attack discharged into the
ceiling.
“Get him out of there!” Kelran shouted.
The noise of enemy soldiers approaching through the southeast and
south was getting louder. Gerralt was disoriented, but vaguely aware
of being dragged free of the wreckage of the machine. Once he was
safely in one of the tunnels, Kelran slapped a few detonation packs on
the walls of the nexus, enough that the entire room would likely
collapse. Then they retreated back the way they came, carrying the
semi-conscious Judasian with them.
The echoes of the explosion in the nexus carried down the tunnel to
Kelran’s team as they retreated. No one said anything, but everyone
hoped that a good number of the enemy had been killed when they set
off the motion sensors on the detonation packs.
SAIRA yawned. No one on the station had really been sleeping more
than an hour or two here and there except when absolutely necessary.
For SAIRA it’d been more like thirty-eight hours straight without sleep,
but there was still too much work to do. Not for the first time she found
herself wishing she could glean nourishment from Underspace like
Judas did. She had to physically enter Underspace to be able to get
sustenance from it, while he could just siphon it into normal space
whenever he wanted.
Thinking of Judas made he heart catch in her throat. She fought
tears once more. The message from the surface had been received
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on the Aborigine, and Harland had shown her the video privately. Part
of her wanted to teleport down there to rescue him, but she knew it
wouldn’t help, so she focused all her anger and energy into repairing
the station. If she had any say in it, the off-worlders and the Sleepers
would never take the station again.
“Hey.”
SAIRA wiped her eyes, and turned toward the voice. Admiral
Rybaich stood a few paces away, looking more disheveled and tired
than she knew she must look.
“Admiral.” She replied, inclining her head slightly.
“There’s no need for formality here, besides, that’s a title Earth gave
me and they’re not exactly here. If anything I’ve committed treason by
aiding you, and that’s enough to get them to disown me even if my
previous failure was not.”
“Martin then.” She corrected herself.
“I’ve been trying to think of ways to use our position here against the
enemy.” Martin said.
“Any luck?” She asked, still working on the console in front of her.
“Not unless we can build a nice big solar reflector and concentrate
some radiation down on them.”
“Not likely.”
“You know, I feel responsible for all of this.”
“Why? I didn’t see you down there trying to kill my husband.” She
said bitterly.
The Admiral slumped into a chair next to SAIRA. “It’s not that. You
see…I hated Judas. Maybe I still do.”
She shrugged. “Who doesn’t? He’s made a lot of enemies and I
doubt you would have helped us if you truly hated him.”
“I hope you’re right. You have to see it from my point of view though.
I’m not making excuses now; I’m just saying that Judas killed
thousands of colonists and soldiers. Granted, he was protecting his
family and his world and I not think he was justified in doing so, but
part of me still wants to hate him for killing so many people.” Rybaich
explained.
“Feel free to hate him. He hates himself sometimes. No one wants to
kill like that unless there’s something wrong with them, and there’s
nothing wrong with him. He’s a protective man. He’s caring and he
loves his children and family.” SAIRA said.
“And his wives. I can tell. You don’t seem like the type of person who
would love a hateful man, and I know you’re torn up over this. That’s
part of why I feel so bad about this. If only I had known what Reidvund
would do, I could have stopped this whole chain of death. My
scientists opened that Underspace fissure that allowed him to get
here. We were going to help our colonies, and instead it was used to
murder the people who built the fissure, and now it’s being used to kill
your people.” Rybaich replied.
“I don’t think many scientists are inherently evil. Weapons are often
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made to defend homes and worlds, not to kill, but that doesn’t mean
they aren’t used for that.”
“I know, but…”
She cut him off, saying, “Look, I’m being charitable here. Don’t push
me. I’m too angry right now.”
“I’m sorry.” Rybaich said quietly.
“I’m just as helpless as you. Look at me. I’m fixing a fucking
air-exchange system while my husband is dying. I can’t count the
number of times I could have killed Zane, but now he’s killing my
family.” SAIRA banged her fist on the console.
“We’ll do something. It’s not over yet and Judas has always won
before. He’s a survivor and a cunning adversary. He won’t give up - he
has too much to live for.”
“Thank you.”
They sat in silence for a while before she began to work again. The
Admiral left her alone then, having his own duties to attend to.

[DAY 6580] 10:17
Judas choked on the fluid that was beginning to build up in his lungs.
In the hours since he had robbed the cells of his body of the slipstream
that supported the enhanced DNA structure, his body had aged and
begun to deteriorate rather quickly. His skin, already pale from the
wounds he had received in the battle, had taken on a pallid cast.
Sometimes he floated freely, watching his body die as he searched
for a way through the field that encaged his cell. The rest of the time
he spent reinforcing the sprout of slipstream he’d grown from the
material he’d gathered. The sprout was already immune to the field,
having been cultivated in its presence. Unfortunately it grew slowly
and would take longer than he thought he had to expand enough to
support his dying physical form.
He returned to his body again and shook uncontrollably for several
minutes, so great was the pain he had to endure. After he had
regained composure, he began subvocalizing. He knew if he was
within several kilometers of his log recorder, it would pick up his
signal. Never before had he done a log from afar, but that didn’t mean
the option didn’t exist.
“Chancellor of the League of Four Races, Judas Elliot… personal
log… last log perhaps.”
Faintly, he could hear a click in his ear that told him his log was
beginning.
“I’ve been captured. So much has happened since my last log. I don’t
even remember clearly when my last log was. I do know that it was
before all hell broke loose down here though.”
“Where to start…”
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Judas’ body was wracked with another series of coughs.
“I’m dying. That’s a good place to start if any. The Sleepers and their
offworld allies attacked some time, perhaps three days ago, perhaps
more… my thoughts wander and I’ve been unconscious a lot. Time
has lost meaning to me.”
“I wonder when I’m going to be set free from all this pain. Zane has
plans to kill me, and it must be soon. It could be minutes, or it could be
weeks. I don’t think he’s in a hurry now that he believes me declawed.
Without slipstream, what harm can I do? I wonder the same myself.”
“I miss my wives - Erika too. My time with her was very short, but
sweet nonetheless. In my mind’s eye, I can see her bright eyes and
her lustrous skin. She shines with inner light and youth. Her spirit is
old, but her heart is young and tender.”
“Cahlaim - my rock. She was the pillar of strength and stability I
prevailed upon often. Perhaps I was unfair to her. I know I was. She
deserved better, but never asked for it. I miss her strength, physical or
otherwise. When I held her, she held me back with quiet desparation. I
know she needed me as much as I needed her.”
“SAIRA, as much an explorer as a friend, she might have needed me
most. With each new role or step our relationship took I found myself
growing with her. Her sculpted figure and bright eyes always lifted my
heart. Her heart was as soft as her curves. I miss them both.”
“Maylen was my sense of humor and adventure. Something about
the way she grinned was infectious and her possessiveness became
more bareable as time went on, evolving into a quieter form of respect
and affection. She was classic and raw… a gem yet to be cut. I’d like
to think I helped give her purpose and a chance to be more than she
could have been as a Myrrelian female in this world.”
“My children… how many of there were there? How many of them
wait for me in this slipstream afterlife we’ve created for ourselves - a
Sheol of sorts? Will I see them if I die? Will this kernel, this hoarded
nut of slipstream, be enough to carry me into the afterlife we’ve
created for my people? Will I be able to grow a body like Erika did so
that I can come back?”
“Alyssa… what can I say about you? You left me at a young age. I
can’t blame you for it, because you didn’t want to die. How many hours
did I weep for you? I have never been so savagely dealt a blow. I didn’t
know if I could live after you were gone. Duty, and the realization that
others needed me kept me going. Maybe I will see you soon, but I
know you do not wait in Underspace for me.”
Again Judas fought off the effects of his deteriorating body. When the
spasms had passed, he continued.
“I wonder how my friends are faring against the enemy. Erika must
have escaped. Zane would have bragged if he had killed her or
captured her just to make me despair. I think he said Cahlaim
escaped, but I can’t remember. They will all do what they must, but
how many will die trying to rescue me because of their loyalty, or
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because they feel it is their duty? I am not worth the lives of my
children or wives.”
“I still cannot believe we were overrun so badly. We have trained for
years and they swept us aside. I guess I was meant to be a conqueror,
not a defender. The thing that annoys me most is that we could have
used Underspace to destroy Earth and the Sol system sixteen years
ago, before the slipstreams were dying and before there were
hundreds of Judasians to siphon off the power of Underspace. None
of this would have happened, but I was giving them a chance. I
warned Earth and now I cannot follow through on my threat, even after
they and the loyalists on this world have killed my children,
slaughtered my citizens, murdered my Ministers… There is no end to
their crimes. If only I were loose - what pain I would cause them.”
“I must get my discovery of slipstream resistant to their weapon to my
family. They will have no defense against us then, and they will die.
Every last one of them will be executed.”
Judas laughed bitterly, though it hurt his throat.
“I sound like a madman. Here I am awaiting my death and I spend my
last few breaths spitting poisonous threats at my enemies. I can only
holpe that Tsuan was right and that we don’t need a body to host our
thoughts and presence. It’d be nice to one-up that smug jackass.”
“What kind of world would that be? One where we no longer need
physical form? We would never eat, never sleep, and maybe never
die. Would we still love and procreate? Could one or more of us form a
new being through the power of will? What could all of us accomplish if
we put our energies together?”
“We might be like a God. We would be multifaceted, but we may be
able to focus great power to bring about changes in the world and the
universe beyond. It’s not inconceivable. Perhaps we could even draw
the remainder of Underspace into our kind and host it as a collective.
Would our dead live inside us then?”
“There are so many unknowns and no one I can talk to about them.
Even Tsuan, for all his self-importance and questing for knowledge,
cannot answer my questions. I know he cannot know the answers to
them all.”
Judas’ thoughts clouded then and he paused to find himself again.
The gathering and building of the slipstream he had made was taxing
and at times he couldn’t do more than that.
“Does slipstream need to be formed from materials from
Underspace? How do we know that it isn’t really just a lost part of
reality? Perhaps it’s simply forgotten where it came from. Can I make
slipstream from nothing? Or maybe from the air and elements around
me?”
“I don’t have time to think about that now, but if Tsuan or another
finds this log, perhaps they can experiment along those lines.”
“Zane’s betrayal of Keymra still bothers me. The coordinated attack
must have had pre-planning. How long did he lie in wait like a spider
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on his web? Perhaps this fly is too big to get caught though. There are
thousands of Myrrelian warriors alone, and while they cannot defeat
the Earth soldiers or the Sleepers one on one, they should be able to
overwhelm them with numbers. Calatians are even more cunning and
used to fighting in mountains and caves; if they were loose in the city,
they could do no end of damage to the enemy.”
“I’d like to meet the Earth general. He’s obviously gifted, but I’d still
kill him.”
“To my family and my wives, I miss you all greatly and love you more
than I miss you. Judas, my son and namesake, I will see you soon,
and if not, I will meet you again at a later date. We will all be together
again someday.”
“End Log.”

[DAY 6580] 16:07
“Your troops were slow to reinforce us along the western front earlier.
Care to comment on that?” Zane asked Reidvund, who looked back at
him through a view screen.
Reidvund shrugged. “We were dealing with another guerilla attack
on one of our southern outposts. These natives seem perfectly willing
to throw away countless lives battling us.”
“That’s because they’ve been a warrior people contained by the
politeness of this new government for too long. They are like wild
animals pacing in their cages and ready to attack.”
“I don’t recall you warning us much about them. I could accuse you of
similar negligence.” Reidvund said with a slick grin.
“They are not the main threat and you know it. Their sheer numbers
are inconsequential.”
“I’ve seen your estimated casualty reports. They are not
inconsequential. Why don’t we just execute Judas early so that they
can’t retaliate? Can you guarantee we can hold against their efforts to
free Judas?” Reidvund asked.
“Admiral, nothing is certain. I thought you knew that.” Zane smiled
falsely.
“Aside from quoting old sayings and annoying me, do you have any
real answers for me? If not I have planning to do. Despite what you
say, the native forces are large and resourceful. We need to deal with
them.” The Admiral insisted.
“What better way to deal with them is there? We’re baiting them out
and they can’t afford to not take the bait, even if they know it’s a trap.
Judas might make a decent martyr, but he’s far more valuable alive as
a figurehead, strategist, and war leader. Of course, he’s hardly any
good right now anyway.”
“He is dying on his own then, as we suspected he might?” Reidvund
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asked.
“Yes. It seems that the slipstream is necessary to sustain him now,
and when we ripped it out of him, he essentially became a fish out of
water.” Zane replied.
“Will he live long enough to be executed?”
“He should.”
“Good then. Send me your latest troop position intel and I’ll get to
work on devising a defense for the execution. I’ve already begun
determining their most likely attack plans, but my predictions will be
less accurate without whatever information you can offer.” The
admiral explained.
Zane had anticipated this, so he sent his files immediately. “Sending
now. I’ll be waiting on your files so that I can plan my troop
deployment.”
“Reidvund out.”
Zane turned away from the screen to his aide, Jenner, who had
watched the entire conversation. Jenner wore a look of consternation
that Zane recognized as deep thought and concern.
“You have bad feelings about this, I take it?” Zane asked his aide.
Jenner frowned. “Sir, I really can’t say that I feel much that’s good
these days. Reidvund will betray you.”
“I already know that. I just don’t know when. It’s all a matter of making
sure that we don’t leave ourselves too exposed when we finish with
Judas and his lackeys.” Zane replied.
“With the losses that we and the Sable Guard have sustained lately,
can either hope to hold this city, let along this world on their own?”
Jenner asked.
“I think his game will be to get rid of me and then draw in those
Sleepers who would support him against the natives into his own
flock. Then he might be able to get by.”
“Can you do the same?”
Zane smiled at the question. “Perhaps, but to a lesser extent. I’d
have to take out a large portion of their upper officer corp before they’d
think about following someone outside of their ranks.”
“Tomorrow is all or nothing then, yes?” Jenner asked.
“Correct. I’m thinking the treachery will not be so soon though. He
needs me until we do away with the resistance and in spite of what we
may hope, Keymra will not fall just because Judas is dead.”
“Will you be with the reserve forces tomorrow, or will you be
attending Judas’ execution?”
“I haven’t yet decided. Each alternative offers attractive reasons to
choose it. I can either expose myself to danger and see my enemy die
at our hands, or I can watch from afar with the relative safety of our
reserves protecting me.” Zane mused.
“Hell may break loose tomorrow, sir. I myself would choose the path
of caution.” Jenner offered.
‘“I think we threw caution to the wind when we began this rebellion.”
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Zane said with a laugh.
“There is that.” Jenner admitted.
“Let me know what you decide, sir, because I need to organize your
transportation and escort. I need to review our duty rosters now
though… unless there is something else you need me to do
immediately?” Jenner asked.
“No, go ahead with your duties. I will let you know about my plans for
tomorrow when I decide.” Zane replied.
“Alright then. I will be in my office.” Jenner responded, turning on his
heel to leave.
Zane nodded and watched his aide leave the room before returning
to his own work.

[DAY 6581] 10:00
Kelran glanced at his timepiece and frowned. They had only one
hour left before Judas’ execution. He, Cahlaim, and Gerralt had
pieced together a rescue plan, but it was a longshot. It didn’t help that
the wounds Gerralt had sustained recently would keep him out of the
field. He was still recovering and would be more of a liability than an
asset in the field if things got messy.
They had been able to contact Maylen though. She and twelve
Judasians were supposed to arrive shortly. They were the volunteers
among Judas’ offspring - sons and grandsons that would not sit back
idly while their leader and father or grandfather was put to death. The
twelve of them were to be split into three groups of four. Each of the
groups would get a platoon of the best soldiers the League had left
and a rescue route. While they advanced on the Sleeper strongholds
they suspected to be the location where Judas was being held, the
remaining forces would be battling Sleeper soldiers outside of the
Assembly Hall, and Sable Guard soldiers in the southern half of the
city. Kelran was leading the assault on the Assembly Hall himself.
Kelran looked at his timepiece again, and then around the noisy
underground hall where his large assault team was being assembled.
He was leading nearly a hundred trained soldiers, and something like
three hundred Myrrelian and Calatian tribesmen against the rebels.
The room stunk of sweat and gun oil, but not fear. The anger he had
urged to the surface in his soldiers was near boiling. Their rage was
palpable. Kelran smiled to himself as he tried to imagine the soldiers
emerging from hiding one last time to strike at the rebels; he wasn’t
sure if they’d win or not, but the damage they’d inflict to the enemy
would be significant.
Maylen arrived in a cluster of Judasians at the selected location
across the wide chamber. Immediately, she pushed through the crowd
of curious soldiers, making her way to Kelran.
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“I see you came ready for action.” Kelran commented upon looking at
Maylen’s traditional Myrrelian battle garb.
She grinned anxiously. “Did you expect any less?”
“No.” Kelran said, shaking his head. “You were prompt though.
That’s good, because we need to get moving pretty soon here. We’re
on a strict time table.”
“I’m well aware of that. I wouldn’t be late for this anyway.”
“I’ll call your team over. You can split up the volunteers your brought
how you want, four to a platoon. The other two teams are over there.”
Kelran pointed across the dim chamber.
Maylen glanced over where Kelran pointed. “Sounds good. We’ll be
waiting for the go ahead then I guess.”
Kelran nodded to her, and called the first team over, giving them their
orders.
Zane smiled at the monitor that showed Judas’ progress down a long
hallway that would lead to the execution chamber. The entire complex
had been shielded from slipstream so that there would be no
interference from outsiders. Besides the escort that ringed the
semi-conscious chancellor of the League, a mixed group of Sleepers
and Sable Guards patrolled the interior of the building and defended
the outside of the complex. Every defensive precaution had been
taken.
Following the advice of his chief aide, Jenner, Zane had opted to
watch from afar, just like Admiral Reidvund was doing. Not that it
made a difference though, because one way or another, Judas would
die today, be it through execution or incineration of the entire block via
the backup plan. It would be unfortunate to lose the soldiers guarding
the complex, but some sacrifices were worth taking for the death of
the figurehead of the League.
As fun as it was for him to watch the suspenseful approach of his
enemy’s death, Zane needed to check a few other things, so he pulled
up the latest casualty reports and troop movement information
available while he waited.
Tsuan looked over at Erika, grinning.
“I don’t see what you find amusing.” She grumbled.
“Nothing really. You just looked so intent looking down at the city.”
Tsuan replied.
“It’s just so different from a few days ago when I saw it for the first
time. It’s darker, damaged in places, and dead. There’s no more never
ending traffic of skimmers and cars, or a constant stream of people
passing down the streets. Everyone has fled.” She said with a frown.
“It will be that way again.” Tsuan predicted.
“Maybe.”
They resumed looking at the battered landscape Providence offered
them. In the short time they watched, they could hear occasional
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gunfire and a single explosion in the northern part of the city.
“Are you scared?” Tsuan asked Erika, breaking the silence.
Erika glanced at him. “Of what? Dying, or losing Judas?”
“Either.”
“I’m scared of both I suppose.” Erika admitted.
“I don’t blame you. I’m a little frightened myself. Dying would
seriously hinder my plans for the future.”
Erika choked back a bitter reply, knowing it would serve no good to
anger Tsuan now. As much as she hated to admit it, he could do
things she couldn’t and he was only new at this game. How many
millennia and eons had passed where she sat idly by and had done
nothing. Yet this upstart, this mortal creature had already surpassed
her in the use of the slipstream material. She grunted in irritation.
Tsuan looked at his companion once more, admiring her for more
than her physical form - more in the way a man admires a work of art
or a piece of machinery. The accomplishment of form and life out of
what was in some ways an amorphous void, that was what intrigued
him.
“It’s going to start soon.” He said finally.
“Let’s go then.” She replied, a timbre of defiance and strength in her
voice.
Tsuan nodded, and started into the city.

[DAY 6581] 11:08
In the streets of Providence, soldiers battled each other. Projectile
and beam weapons, as well as more primitive Keymran weapons
were used. Aerial and tank units moved in from the south as the surge
of League soldiers washed over the front lines of the rebels. As the
reinforcements of the earth soldiers and rebels moved forward, the
Keymran advance slowed and then stopped all together. Buildings
and streets were torn by the battle as it grew more and more fierce;
bodies from both sides were collecting in the streets and alleys.
Maylen, and her group of Judasians and soldier escorts hurried
down back alleys toward what had been determined as one of the
potential locations that Judas was being held. The other two groups
had dispersed and were heading toward their own destinations;
Maylen and her group had not heard from them since they split up the
better part of an hour ago.
Maylen halted her groups’ advance when an armored Sable Guard
unit passed on an adjoining street. She looked at the faces of her
party, selected three soldiers and two Judasians, and sent them to
take on the armored unit.
“Meet up with us at the second rendezvous point.” She told them,
handing over her pack of explosives to one of her nephews she’d
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selected.
The five of them split off and the rest of them hurried toward their
destination, detouring twice to avoid skirmishes in the streets.
Tsuan sat down in a pile of rubble and refuse in an alley. Then he
shifted the majority of his presence into one of his constructs, which
he brought into the city through Underspace. With it he walked the
streets without fear. There were no nerves to speak of in the construct.
It would walk, climb, run, or fight until it was too damaged to continue,
and if need be, he could always regenerate it small bits of loose matter
in its surroundings. It was nearly unstoppable. It was a juggernaut.
So he prowled the streets, feeling around for a familiar source of
slipstream. As he moved, he could sense some of his brothers,
cousins, or other relatives - Judasians. They were in the city, fighting
or moving toward some locale that he did not know, and while they
seemed to be working as part of the whole effort within the city, each
of the three or more groups he could sense were heading somewhere
different. He took this to mean that they did not know where Judas
was for certain, and that they were trying anything to find him.
As he walked the streets in his second body, he killed anyone he
knew to be an enemy. Occasionally someone who might have been a
League soldier fired him on, and he might have made some mistakes,
but he didn’t dwell upon them. And if occasional allies fell before his
onslaught, the enemies suffered far worse losses. Beams of pure
slipstream would snake out from his body like a giant coil discharging
electricity. Flesh would bubble and mutate beneath the beams’ touch
and then the target would die painfully disfigured.
While Tsuan was killing, Erika was searching. Nowhere could she
find a hint of Judas though. She slipped in and out of Underspace,
appearing for a few moments to cast her perceptions about. Then
she’d vanish and try another part of Providence. She tried to be
random about her searching, knowing that the enemy might pick up
any sort of method or pattern to her search and trap her like before not that they couldn’t get lucky and do that anyway. She knew that
every time she reappeared, she could die, and she constantly warred
with the conflicting ideas of self-preservation and the need to rescue
Judas, who she felt she needed.
Unlike Tsuan, who left a path of destruction in his wake, she would
avoid combat; searching for some small sign that Judas was near, and
alive. Even when she happened by a few small combat groups with
Judasians among them, she did not stop. She merely determined that
they were not what she was searching for, and continued on.
Although when she saw Maylen with one group, she was given a
reason to stop, if briefly. They were in a firefight outside a squat
building near the center of the city.
“Maylen?” Erika called out, walking past enemy fire, which seemed
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to miss her of its own accord.
Maylen peeked out from behind a chunk of the street that had been
torn loose and was twisted up at an angle. More defensive fire pinned
her back down behind the chunk of concrete.
“What do you want?” She shouted out.
“Have you found where Judas is?” Erika asked.
Maylen frowned, trying to think of a good answer for that question.
Erika walked over to where Maylen hid and knelt beside her. Enemy
fire still dissipated upon nearing her.
“Well?” Erika asked.
“Not really. He might be inside this building, but then it could be a
setup, or it might not be the right place at all. We have a few ideas
where he might be besides this place.” Maylen replied between
returning shots at the defenders.
Erika thought for a moment, alternating looks between Maylen’s
group, and the building that might host Judas. Abruptly, she stood and
sent a wide blast of slipstream at the building, wiping out most of the
defense with that one shot and part of the building’s front wall as well.
To Maylen, Erika looked irritated that she needed to make a second
shot. When she did, she left none of the enemies in the area alive.
“If he might be in here, let’s go.” Erika said.
“Oh yeah, what was I thinking just dallying here?” Maylen replied
dryly as she picked herself off the ground.
“You have some of Judas’ children with you, why is it taking so long
for you to brush past a few simple soldiers?” Erika asked.
“Because they don’t have nearly as much power as you do and one
of them is saving what he has to get Judas clear of the battle if we find
him.”
“Oh.”
The team advanced on the building, and found no more resistance
until they were inside. One of Maylen’s team was wounded as they
took out the soldiers inside the building. After they’d destroyed the
token force inside and done a little more exploring, it became clear
that this was not the building where Judas was being held.
“Where to now?”
“There are at least two more places he might be at. We need to
report that this location was clear and then try to get to another one in
case the other groups don’t make it to their destinations.”
“I’ll take you all there. It will be faster.”
Maylen nodded. “Gather in close, everyone!”
Erika whisked them away to the next location after Maylen described
where it was.

[DAY 6581] 11:40
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Zane smiled as he paid close attention to one of the many video
feeds from around the city. Another Judasian had just died. Four had
already died since this day’s combat had started. The team of League
soldiers he was watching as they approached one of the fake bases
they’d set up was failing. With two of its Judasians dead and most of
the soldiers they’d come with dead or dying, they were in full retreat
now.
Zane took a long sip of tea, and looked at another feed. He frowned
this time. This fake base had been totally overrun. The front wall of the
building was missing and the camera feed was fuzzy. Only one of the
six cameras near the building worked. Zane flipped over to the city’s
sensors. While the League resistance had tampered with them and
frequently fed false information into the system, they were still good
for some things. Residual slipstream readings were almost off the
chart near the defeated false base. Dozens of other residual
signatures were all over the city.
“They must be teleporting all over the place.” He whispered to
himself as he looked at other feeds.
Only the more important areas in the city had been set up to deal with
threats from Judasians and their slipstream manipulations, and there
was quite a lot of chaos right now. Troops had been moved around
and the Assembly Hall was under full assault again. Half a dozen
roaming groups of League soldiers stabbed deep into territory held by
the Sleepers of the Sable Guard.
Zane frowned again. Their casualties were unusually high. For the
first time, he was having doubts as to whether they would win. Even if
they killed Judas, they would still lose if they couldn’t hold on to the
city. Nervously, he ordered the use of more soldiers and more
powerful weapons and then he flicked back to the feed of Judas.
Tsuan had been using his puppet to collect the energies of his family
when they died. He knew a fourth one had just fallen. He could feel it.
As the extension of himself knelt beside his cousin where he lay in the
street, he grasped hands with him.
“You’re free, Rellan.” The construct whispered to the dying man.
Tsuan frowned, wondering whether it was he or the construct that
had wanted to offer the last words of comfort to the son of Judas and
Cahlaim as the last breaths escaped his lips. It was immaterial he
supposed. Then he shivered at the added power the slipstream
material of his cousin gave him. Each death made him greater and
each death added to the collective consciousness in Underspace. He
could feel that consciousness like an afterthought pressing on the
back of his mind.
As the construct, or puppet released the hand of Rellan, he again
sent his perceptions out into the city. It was at that moment that he had
a revelation. It was not the sources of slipstream he should be looking
for, but the places where slipstream was inhibited.
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Tsuan drew his construct back through Underspace so that it stood
beside him where he still laid in a pile of rubble. He drew all of the
slipstream and consciousness out of the vessel, ignoring it as it
crumbled to dust beside him. He even abandoned the other constructs
he’d left on the distant hill. He felt nothing for them… they were like a
pair of old shoes to be discarded.
With his entire mass of slipstream material gathered in one place, he
sent his perception out like a web. He was simultaneously in the entire
city at once. That is, except for the places that resisted slipstream and
they were few. It was as if he was looking at a colored map in his mind,
and a few small sections had simply been torn away. He knew Judas
would be in one of those, but he couldn’t figure out how to penetrate
the slipstream nullification in those areas.
Having no better idea, he began gently and carefully probing the
areas with his senses to find a way in.
Judas grimaced as they adjusted the straps that held him down to
the table. His muscles protested as they stood him up by flipping the
table bed vertical. He coughed a mixture of mucus and blood on the
person in front of him. He thought he could hear a curse and a snort of
disgust from the attendant, but his hearing wasn’t what it used to be.
The straps tore at his flesh. It’s not that they were so tight that they
wounded him, but that his skin and tissue was so soft. His muscles
could hardly hold him up anymore. His legs shook from the effort of
remaining upright even as he sagged against the straps.
His eyes scratched, so he blinked away the crud that had collected in
the corners of his eyes beside his nose. His eyesight had left him
entirely sometime in the night or the early morning. He couldn’t
remember which. All he felt anymore was pain and it was so endless
and monotonous that he had no concept of time, except that the pain
grew worse as time progressed.
He hacked again and softened ribs gave, splintering. Fragments of
bone pierced his organs, and he slumped against the straps, losing
consciousness. When he came to again, he was being administered
some sort of injection.
He gathered his thoughts, and abandoned his body then, retreating
to the slipstream he had gathered outside his body. He was able to
watch his body die from there, though it pulled at him, trying to drag
him down with it.
Zane clapped and hollered in victory. Jenner, who stood beside him,
smiled. The last raspy breaths from Judas’ form ceased. Cries of
victory went up through the base. In the streets, where every screen
that still functioned and some that had been moved into the streets
just for the broadcast showed Judas’ last moments, despair ran
through the League forces.
At the Assembly Hall, where Kelran and the majority of the League
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forces had been pressing back the Sable Guard despite their superior
arms, the battle ended. The remaining League forces fled and a
second wave of the Sable Guard advanced to cut them down as they
fled. Kelran fell then, cut down by enemy fire as he tried to keep the
retreat orderly.
Admiral Reidvund and Peter Levins, captain of the Falconer, each
celebrated by ordering more reserves forward to mop up the fleeing
and broken League soldiers.
Erika held her own anger and misery in check and evacuated Maylen
from the city. They had lost a few more of their group and to no avail.
They had not found Judas, many soldiers had died, and they had
gained nothing. Judas’ death was a massive defeat for the League.
Even after Maylen and her team had been evacuated, Erika went
back into the city. She evacuated everyone she found that was still
alive, killing enemies vengefully when she came across them.
It was nightfall before she stopped her trips in and out of the city.
Cahlaim and Maylen were organizing the camp, taking care of the
wounded and organizing the defense of the battered army.

[DAY 6582] 14:48
“We have won, sir. At least this stage of the game.” Jenner said.
Zane smiled and looked at a number of figures on his screen. “It may
have been a Pyrhic victory though. Our losses were extremely high,
about twice what we expected.”
“We’ve had a number of new recruits today though. It seems that
humans within the city don’t want to move out into the wilderness with
the natives. They fear retribution for all the deaths humans have
caused.” Jenner replied.
“Then they should blame the Judasians. It was the government run
by Judasians and wars perpetuated by Judasians that cost so many
lives.”
“Some don’t see it that way. Even if the Calatians and Myrrelians
didn’t exactly love Judas, he was respected. We also killed prominent
figures in all four races. We killed an estimated seven Judasians in the
last battle alone, plus Pevlak, their Minister of Propaganda, and
Kelran, their Minister of Defense.” Jenner explained.
“Well, I can see why that would ruffle some feathers. Regardless, we
are not entirely at fault for this conflict.” Zane commented.
“Of course not, sir.”
Zane eyed Jenner for a moment and then said, “I want every new
recruit screened thoroughly before being split up and sent to one of
our training facilities.”
“Alright then. Is there anything else you need?” Jenner asked.
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“About our friend the Admiral, have you heard anything?” Zane
asked in return.
“Nothing out of the ordinary. His men seem to be hunting down any
remaining enemy stragglers within the city.”
Zane smirked. “And have his men coincidently locationed
themselves where they can strike at us?”
“No. They seem to be almost purposely avoiding locations where
they might be able to strike at us.”
“That means his attack will definitely be focused at me and not our
forces.” Zane predicted.
“That does seem likely.” Jenner responded.
Zane reached across his desk for his cup of tea while he flipped
through more reports. He halted the cup just before it reached his lips
and looked into it. He frowned and then glanced at his chief aide.
“Something wrong sir?” Jenner asked.
“Have a sip of this, will you?” Zane asked.
“Umm. Alright.”
Jenner obliged and then handed the cup back to Zane. Zane
scrutinized him for a moment, and when he saw no ill side effects, he
began to drink the tea himself. He ignored the frown from his chief
aide and went back to work.
“I will see myself out then, sir.”
“Yes, see that you do.”
As Jenner moved to open the door, the door burst in on him. Jenner’
bad knee gave out as he jumped in startlement, and he began to
stumble backwards. Zane quickly looked up from his work in time to
see a gun being leveled at him. He froze as he saw the man’s face and
he knew he was going to die.
Zane closed his eyes and he heard gunshots. He cringed as if hit, but
felt no pain. He opened his eyes again in time to see Jenner still
stumbling backwards, arms pinwheeling. The assassin’s gun still fired
and each shot tore into Jenner’ chest. Blood spattered the ceiling as
the last few bullets struck Zane’s chief aide.
Recovering from his brief shock, Zane pulled a gun from his drawer
and shot the would-be assassin three times, once striking the face.
Jenner tumbled against the front of Zane’s desk, and slid to the floor.
The assassin fell to the ground, hitting just a moment after Jenner.
Zane stood, walked over to him and shot him again four times.
Then Zane walked over to his chief aide, kneeling beside him. Blood
had already soaked through Jenner’ shirt and bubbled out of his
mouth and the holes in his chest.
“Knee gave out, eh?”
Jenner nodded weakly and then began to shake. Zane stepped back
to watch him die, not wanting to get dirty.
“I guess it pays to be cruel.” Zane mused.
He thought back to how he had injured Jenner’ knee just weeks ago.
Never once had he expected such a deed would save his life. When
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he finally looked away from Jenner’ body where it lay half propped up
against his desk, he heard more soldiers approaching. View screens
at his console confirmed they were Sleeper soldiers, so he relaxed but not too much in case they were traitors.
“Sir?” The leader of the group of four soldiers asked when they
entered the room.
“That man tried to assassinate me. I believe him to be a Sable Guard
soldier, though we won’t find any indication of such on him. Jenner
here saved me.”
The soldier nodded. “We’ll clean this up immediately and search for
any way to identify this attacker.”
“I want to hear whatever you find out ASAP and send up a guard unit
to stand outside my second office. They can meet them there. On
second thought, I’ll meet them there after they’ve checked it out.”
Zane ordered.
“Understood.”
A pair of men took each body and dragged them off. Zane stood
aside and waited for a message that the guard detachment was
awaiting his convenience at his second office. While he waited he
started working on his plans to remove Admiral Reidvund. As he
worked, he couldn’t help shake a feeling of exhilaration because he
had cheated death. At one point he even started laughing to himself.

DAY 6583] 07:26
Admiral Reidvund looked at the body on the hangar floor of the
Falconer. “I guess they caught our assassin.”
“It would seem so.” Peter replied. “They sent him back with a bomb
implanted under his sternum too.”
Reidvund glanced over at the captain of the ship. “Is that so? How
obvious was it?”
“Not terribly obvious, but they didn’t exactly go out of their way to
hide it either. We have disarmed and removed the bomb already.”
“That means he didn’t expect it to work. If it had worked, that’s all the
better for him. However, since he didn’t count on it to work, we must
assume that there’s another assassin or device somewhere out there
that’s either here already, or coming soon.” Reidvund observed.
“I’ll have the ship swept and double the sentries.” Peter offered.
“Good.”
“How about the courier who brought us the body?” Peter asked.
“Kill him and dispose of the body.” Reidvund ordered as he nudged
the body at his feet.
Peter sent out the order through a transmitter on his lapel.
“How do you plan to respond to the Sleepers, sir?”
“We need to be careful or we’ll alienate that half of the resistance.
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Then we’ll have no allies left on this planet, and we need them more
than I’d like to admit because we lost those other ships in getting
here.”
“He might have already spread the news to his followers though.”
Peter
suggested.
Reidvund shook his head. “He can’t really risk open war between our
two groups any more than we can.”
Peter looked doubtful. “Are you certain? Our sources inside the city
indicate that he’s getting a large number of recruits. Humans who
don’t want to leave the city and face the wrath of the angered native
peoples are joining the Sleepers in droves.”
“That does pose a problem. I hope you’ve infiltrated the recruits?”
“We have six men in already, but they’re all being sent to training
centers outside of the city.”
“Maybe we can take those facilities? If they’re just now being
recruited, I doubt these people have any loyalty to Zane and his group.
A show of superior arms may frighten some of them into aiding us. If
we show them what they will be up against, I doubt they’ll want to be
on the opposing side.” Reidvund thought aloud.
“We would still be facing some of the same problems he is. We don’t
know how trustworthy the new recruits will be, so they won’t do either
of us any good for quite a while. Also, if we take all of their recruits
here, there’s a very good chance that he has operatives and strong
sympathizers amongst them. That means he’ll have sources right next
to us.” Peter responded.
“What about the space station? Have you heard from them at all?”
The Admiral asked.
Peter shook his head. “All silent there. We’ve been replaying sensor
feeds, and we’ve confirmed that the explosion in high atmosphere a
few days ago matches what would be expected of the cargo vessel
type that accompanied us. There’s no doubt that at least one ship was
destroyed and that the station may have been retaken. We’ve been
scrambling communications from orbit for days now so that they can’t
land their allies.”
“So we’re stranded here with no allies and no backup. I knew we
should have stopped and fixed that carrier vessel. Damn Rybaich and
his holier than thou ways. Had he not interfered this war would have
been over and Zane would be dead.” Reidvund said angrily.
“We have not lost yet, sir. Everyone here is behind you.”
The Admiral frowned and gave the body at his feet a solid kick and
then another. The captain of the Falconer stood by impassively as he
watched. When the Admiral had taken a few calming breaths, he
turned back to Peter.
“Round up every native you can. Escort them safely out of
Providence. We want to make it look like we’re not a threat anymore. I
also want it made to look like the Sleepers are still persecuting and
slaughtering the natives. Draw up plans to take these recruitment
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centers too; we might not be able to use the soldiers right away, but
neither will he then.” The Admiral ordered.
“Where would you like all the recruits moved to if we do seize the
bases?” Peter asked.
“Ship them down to the southern continent. Have our men there
begin to set up a training facility far enough from the research center
and the shipyard that they can’t be threatened by any rogue trainees
we might pick up.” Reidvund answered.
“Anything else?”
“Yes. Call back all of our fighters and rig them for bombing. We’ll
blast the hell out of the Sleeper’s bases if we have to.”
“Very good, sir. I’ll get right to work on that.” Peter said, striding off to
get to work.
Admiral Reidvund sighed and waved men over to carry off the body.

DAY 6583] 19:51
The holographic screen in the bunkers under the northern ridge
flickered on. Maylen looked hopefully over at Cahlaim, who
concentrated intently on focusing the comm feed. Slowly, an image
came into view. SAIRA stared back at them from behind a console on
the Aborigine.
“I didn’t think the feed would go through. They’ve been scrambling
any attempts to make contact with the surface for days. Other than the
feeds of the execution anyway.” SAIRA said, fighting back tears.
“We did everything we could. We lost another eight of Judas’ children
trying to rescue him.” Maylen replied, her voice shaking as she too
struggled to remain calm.
“And the city.” Cahlaim chimed in.
“Is it that bad down there?” SAIRA asked.
“Yes. Kelran died in front of the Assembly Hall - Gerralt is trying to fill
in for him, but he’s still wounded. Nathan hasn’t been seen since the
fall of the city either. The whole southern continent is theirs and we’ve
been driven into the hills.” Cahlaim explained.
“How did they manage that? There are so many more of us than
them?” SAIRA asked.
Maylen shrugged. “What can I say? Their battle armor and heavy
armor support was more than we could handle. Half of our forces were
destroyed from the get-go, and the warrior volunteers from the plains
and hills didn’t do much but buy us a few more days.”
SAIRA nodded. “I wish we could do more. We’re struggling just to
keep this station functioning. We almost lost the Aborigine when we
retook it. It took until this morning for us to restore life support in the
ship. The station is all blown to hell. They really did some damage to
the inside when they took it. It’s barely livable, and the temperature in
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here is below freezing most of the time… or really hot when we’re
exposed to a lot of sun.”
“Sounds festive.” Cahlaim said tiredly.
“Yes, quite.” SAIRA replied.
“We can’t do anything to help you, that much I know, but maybe you
can do something for us?” Maylen asked.
“Like what? We have about fifty able-bodied men up here and they’re
all tired and hungry. They’re not trained to fight.”
“How did you take the station back then?” Cahlaim asked.
“An Admiral from Earth came through to warn us. He fought with
Reidvund and the Sable Guard back at Earth. The Sable Guard was
not authorized to come here. They blew up most of a research fleet to
gain access to the Underspace opening they’d created. Admiral
Rybaich came here alone to warn us but he was too late.” SAIRA
explained.
“It’s a shame he didn’t bring anyone along to help us out.” Maylen
grumbled.
“He’s proven invaluable. We had to take on a newer raider class
vessel and a dozen fighters to make it to the station, which we had to
retake from entrenched soldiers.” SAIRA continued.
“Does he have any ideas for us then? We’ve got nothing left to throw
at these rebels.” Cahlaim replied.
“I’ll put him on, okay?” SAIRA asked.
Maylen and Cahlaim nodded simultaneously. SAIRA slid out of the
way and a grey-haired man sat down in her place.
“Admiral Rybaich, it’s unfortunate we couldn’t have met under nicer
circumstances. I understand you have been a great help to SAIRA
and the League.”
“I merely assisted. Harland and SAIRA took most of the risks. Now I
assume that you are Cahlaim, and the woman beside you is Maylen?”
“SAIRA has told you about us?” Maylen asked, looking surprised.
“That and I did some research. I checked up on you and the other
Ministers when I had a few spare minutes, in case I ever met you. I
don’t like to go into a meeting blind.” Rybaich replied.
“An admirable trait.” Cahlaim replied. “Can you help us at all? We’re
in a bit of a jam down here, and any strategies you could impart might
be of great benefit.”
The Admiral nodded. “Alright. I’ll do what I can, but I’ll need every bit
of information you have on the enemy, as well as your own equipment
and manpower. Please keep in mind that I’m not promising anything
either. I’m a scientist primarily and not a soldier.”
“You’ve beat Reidvund once up there in space, you might be able to
help us do it again.” Maylen said.
“He beat me once too, badly.” Admiral Rybaich admitted.
“Just do what you can. I’m sending the files now.” Cahlaim replied.
The Admiral nodded. “I’ll get back to you as soon as I can. I’ll confer
with Harland and SAIRA as well.”
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“Talk to you soon then. We have much to do here.”
“Rybaich out.”
Outside of Providence at Sleepers underground training facilities,
Sable Guard moved in. They were sending everything they had in a
show of strength. Armored tanks rolled smashed down through
narrow passageways followed by soldiers in personal combat armor.
The resistance was minimal. Only older soldiers, drill instructors, and
a small security team were at each of the training facilities. The
infiltrators the Sable Guard had in each of the facilities they were
attacking made sure that the attacks were a surprise. Within half an
hour, four different facilities were captured.
The Sleepers retaliated with a series of coordinated attacks within
the city. Their victory was not so one-sided, but they managed to push
the Sable Guard into the southern quarter of the city. The Sleepers
concentrated on capturing and destroying enemy armored units,
which left only Sable Guard infantry left to fight.
Admiral Reidvund upped the level of confrontation by bombing part
of the city, and was currently waiting for Zane’s next move.

[DAY 6584] 07:33
Admiral Martin Rybaich and Harland Thurston stood in front of the
airlock that led to the Aborigine.
“Are you sure you want to do this?” Martin asked.
“What is there to think about? They need our help down there and I’m
not about to let anyone kill someone else I love. If we do this, it may
stop the war down there.” SAIRA replied.
“It’s not without risk though. Are you sure you can teleport off the ship
once you’ve got the ship lined up with the Falconer?” Harland asked.
SAIRA nodded. “Unless I’m somehow killed or knocked
unconscious, yes.”
“We could wait until we can fix up the ship enough to run it remotely.”
Harland suggested.
“By then who knows what could have happened?” SAIRA asked.
“They might have wiped out everyone still alive down there that I care
about.”
“But we’re showing signs that they’re fighting amongst each other.
The satellites show combat inside the city between the Sleepers and
the Sable Guard. They might kill each other off.” Harland said.
Martin nodded. “Even if you destroy the Falconer and most of the
Sable Guard, that doesn’t mean the combat will stop. The League will
need to retake Providence and defeat the remaining enemies.”
“So? This is the first chance we’ve been able to strike back at them
on the surface. We took back the station when it seemed impossible.
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This will give them a chance to retaliate.” SAIRA said.
“As long as you’re sure you want to do this.” Harland replied.
“We already told Cahlaim and Maylen we were going to do this. It’s
important and I’m going to do it.” SAIRA insisted.
Martin nodded and stood aside. Harland hesitated until Martin pulled
him aside. SAIRA hugged both of them in turn and boarded the
vessel.
The ship chugged away from the station, still damaged from combat.
Repairs had been started, but there had been higher priorities until
they had decided to drop the ship on the enemy. They predicted the
resulting explosion to be something like an atomic bomb. That was if it
made it safely through the re-entry process.
Harland and Admiral Rybaich watched the vessel’s progress into
Keymra’s atmosphere from the station. On the Aborigine, SAIRA sat
in the rigged helm station, where all the ship’s functions had been
temporarily channeled so that she alone could pilot the vessel.
As the ship began to penetrate the lower atmosphere the skin of the
vessel took damage. Pieces began to flake off and the trajectory kept
changing because of the poor aerodynamics of the crumbling vessel.
SAIRA wrestled with the controls, keeping the ship aimed at the
Falconer. She knew she just had to hit within half a kilometer of the
ship, but she was worried about the other facilities on the southern
continent.
On the Falconer, alarms went off. Admiral Reidvund brought up the
report and read it three times. He ordered an immediate emergency
takeoff, abandoning all soldiers outside of the Falconer. As if oblivious
to their attempts to avoid the catastrophe, the Aborigine continued to
barrel down toward the Earth vessel. More than once it buffeted in the
high altitude winds, almost missing the region entirely.
Another time on the way down, the Aborigine lost a large piece of its
hull. The splintered section tumbled through the air and burned up,
leaving a smoldering trail that ran tangent from the path the Aborigine
took.
As soon as it became clear that the Falconer would not make it out of
the way of the blast, there was a mad fight for every available vehicle.
On the ground, soldiers fought to get into airborne troop carriers or
tanks. Others took to the caverns nearby. Still others killed each other
to make it into the fighters and bombers that had returned some hours
ago to refuel.
When she knew the ship was lined up right and was close enough in
that it would not veer off even if she left the helm, she began to gather
slipstream around her. She made a few last adjustments and left the
ship for Underspace.
Admiral Reidvund closed his eyes and braced for impact. Then the
world went white.
The Aborigine hit less than a quarter of a kilometer away and the
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nuclear blast swept past fleeing tanks and bombers. The sand melted,
becaming molten glass in seconds, and the shockwave collapsed the
underground caverns for half a dozen kilometers. Near the center of it
all, the Falconer was engulfed in superheated air and thrown into the
ground as hull plating melted and its engines failed.
The second explosion as the Falconer’s engine went critical was
worse. Anything unlucky enough to live through that first blast was
blown away in the second, larger explosion.
In Providence, fighting ceased and Zane wondered at his
tremendous luck.

[DAY 6584] 15:01
Judas lost all track of time. His presence floated halfway between the
reality he used to live in and the consciousness of Underspace. Part of
him still wanted to rejoin his body and part of him wanted to join the
collective within Underspace. His mind was in shambles though and
making such a decision was beyond him. Without a body to anchor
reality for him, he was hopelessly adrift. Until another presence
touched his.
Even after Judas had been put to death, Tsuan had searched for his
presence. He had examined the fields that tore at his presence - the
anti-slipstream fields they’d erected around Judas to separate him
from the slipstream within him as well as keep out any would-be
rescuers. The fields were imperfect; he knew this and it made him
think that some part of Judas may have survived.
How long he continued to lie in the wreckage of the city searching for
Judas, he didn’t know. When free of your body as he was, you don’t
really care about the passage of time, and when he did think about it
he found himself thinking that finding Judas was far more important.
No one else had ever managed such close ties with Underspace, both
as a whole and in its physical manifestation. Judas’ insights and
abilities would expand his greatly if he absorbed Judas’ essence, or so
he hoped.
Eventually he found Judas and it was not at all what he expected. He
had envisioned some great well of power resisting the destructive
forces of the fields that had encaged him, but instead he found a
twisted grouping of strands of slipstream. He must have missed them
a few times, because unless you knew what to look for you would not
see it.
For a while he just watched the complex twisting and patterns within
the entity that must be Judas. At a glance it was both powerful and
weak. Like a delicate flower the slipstream had been cultivated and
grown, yet it was also strong, as if it had been built of Plasteel or some
new compound.
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Somehow Judas had managed to build slipstream resistant to the
destructive fields and for the life of him, Tsuan could not determine
how it had been done. There was some twist in the fabric of slipstream
that he had never seen before - not even in Erika. Examining it, he
knew he couldn’t duplicate the effect without knowing what had been
done. The slipstream that Judas had built was neither in Underspace
nor in normal space.
Tsuan reached out to the faint presence. It was definitely Judas, but
it would not respond. He tried again, reaching out on every level of
consciousness he could manage.
“Judas.” Tsuan said.
“Who?” Judas asked faintly.
“Come.” Tsuan beckoned.
“Where? How?”
“It’s safe here.”
“I don’t understand.” Judas asked, sounding of despair.
“You will. Come back. You will have a body again.”
“No. It hurts there.”
“Your body is gone. There will be no pain in this new body.”
“No.” Judas snapped.
“Come. There are those who need you.” Tsuan coaxed.
“Who?”
“Maylen. Cahlaim. SAIRA. Erika.”
Silence was his answer.
“Maylen. Cahlaim. SAIRA. Erika.” Tsuan repeated.
“Go away.”
“No. Come.”
“You
don’t
understand.”
“Yes I do. This is Tsuan. I have left bodies before. I have died
once.”
“Tsuan?”
“Yes. Now come.”
There was no answer, just a giving up. Judas surrendered his
independence and came into Tsuan. There was no rush of power or
understanding as he had hoped, there was just Judas tentatively
exploring his new physical prison.
Then Judas became more insistent, pushing for control, and Tsuan
had to fight him. His body quivered with effort as he lay on that pile of
rubble from the shattered building within the city. Judas fought, but his
attacks were unschooled. Tsuan had experience controlling bodies
and taking them from another.
Tsuan was winning slowly but steadily. That is, until Judas released
whatever pent up energies he had. Knowledge and experiences
flooded into Tsuan; breaking away the mental barriers he’d erected to
maintain his own identity. The physical form of F’ense that Tsuan and
Judas now co-inhabited shook as if caught in a seizure.
Tsuan was torn between maintaining his self and eating the
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knowledge offered to him. In the end, his curiosity got the better of him
and he surrendered as well. That which was Judas merged with
Tsuan. Two great bodies of experience and will became as one.
The new consciousness reached beyond its small, frail body into
Underspace. Part of what had been Judas II laid in wait there. He took
it, welcoming back his son’s presence and more. Those who had died
came into the powerful body of F’ense. Those presences were weaker
than the combined Judas-Tsuan entity and they too were absorbed,
but not lost. They were like many facets of a jewel that was a greater
being.

[DAY 6584] 23:06
Across the world, dozens of Judasians stopped what they were
doing. All of them could feel the shift in Underspace. Most didn’t know
what it was, just that something big had happened. Others wept in
fear. Still others rejoiced at the great presence they felt across the
world. Some felt the body pull itself out of the wreckage in the city and
they took those first few steps with it.
Erika felt drawn to it like a moth to a flame, but resisted. The pull was
strong though, and inevitably, she found herself moving to be with the
presence. Then she was there.
Immediately upon arrival she felt the smothering strength of
Tsuan-Judas’ presence. It was breathtakingly strong. The slipstream
around Tsuan-Judas had physical form, like a haze. A sulfuric and
sweet odor surrounded him.
“Judas?” Erika asked.
“I’m here, among others.”
Erika looked confused. “How?”
“I separated from my body before it was killed. Tsuan found me and
brought me here.” Judas explained.
“Is he still there then? You said you were among others.” She replied.
“He is.”
“What will you do now? You radiate slipstream like I’ve never seen
before.”
“I’m going to put things right, but I need your help.”
“What can I do? I don’t even understand things as well as Tsuan did.
The two of you are surely beyond me.” Erika said.
“You have ties to Underspace that we don’t and can’t have. Your
nature alone gives you access to Underspace that we can’t create.”
Tsuan-Judas replied.
“I still don’t see what I can do.”
“Leave your body. Come with us.” He suggested.
“What?” She asked, surprised.
“Abandon your physical form. Then we can fix Underspace. It’s
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dying.” He answered.
“I know it is.”
“Then do something about it.”
“I don’t know how!”
“I’m telling you how. Give up your physical form and we will do the
rest.”
“I just gained my freedom. I’ve never been able to walk around
before and now you want me to surrender it?”
“You might be able to make a new physical form in the future.”
“Might? That means you’re giving up your physical form too?”
“We don’t need it now.” He said.
“You keep saying ‘we.’ Who is we?” She asked.
“Judas II, Tsuan, Judas, F’ense and his family, and all the others
who’ve died. We’re all here.”
“How though? They were all in the consciousness of Underspace.”
“I am the consciousness of Underspace now. All that’s missing is
you. When you left Underspace you left them to do your job, and they
weren’t able to keep up. Even before you left, you ceased to care
about Underspace. You wanted to be with us.”
“It was lonely there. Do you blame me?”
“You won’t be alone there now. I will be with you. I promise.”
Erika’s resistance seemed to melt away then. With a shrug and a sad
sigh, her energies left the body she had created behind and melded
with the figure before her that hosted all the Judasians that had died.
Then Tsuan, Judas, Erika, and the others left that form too. They
hovered as a complex cloud of slipstream energy. Then they began to
re-order themselves and reconnect with Underspace. They reached
beyond themselves to try to fix what was wrong with Underspace, but
it was a torn and damaged mess. It was too far-gone for them to fix.
They gave up repairing slipstream and began to rebuild it instead.
First though, they had to destroy what was left. Slipstreams
throughout the galaxy expelled any vessels or foreign materials within
them and then they began to close.
Carefully, ever so carefully, Underspace was collapsed in on itself.
Some planets and stars were affected, but fewer than those on
Keymra or Earth had suspected. The properties of Underspace
allowed for days or weeks of work in seconds, but the sheer mass and
size of Underspace meant that it was going to take awhile. Still, the
entity that was comprised of Judas, Erika, Tsuan, and many others
worked with the singular purpose of fixing what was wrong.

[DAY 6592] 09:39
For days after the destruction of the Falconer, the few remaining
members of the Sable Guard were left in disarray, and the Sleepers

214

Forever Has an End
were struggling to fill the vacuum of power left behind. Zane’s forces
systematically began taking over what was left of the city.
While Providence was being ordered under Zane’s rule, Cahlaim,
SAIRA, Maylen, and Gerralt were gathering together every man,
woman, and child they could find. Everyone within a week’s travel was
gathered. They came in skimmers, by foot, through cavern passages,
and any other way they could.
When the tens of thousands of citizens they had gathered - Humans,
Myrrelians, Calatians, and some Judasians - everyone who could
carry a weapon, marched into the city, brushing aside the those
Sleeper soldiers who resisted. Most simply through down their arms
as the combined citizens of the League of Four Races marched past.
It was early morning when the Sleepers finally conceded defeat
outside the Assembly Hall where Kelran had died just days before,
and how could they not when a living tide swept in and washed them
aside? The remaining leaders of the league had gambled, and
gambled right that the Sleepers would lie down before such vast
numbers. Everyone was tired of fighting, and the soldiers that had
survived the fighting thus far had no desire to fight insurmountable
odds.
Being the proud man he was, Zane met the leaders of the League to
surrender. He sported a large gash across his chin and a slight limp.
Maylen, Gerralt, SAIRA, and Cahlaim approached the top step
outside the Hall. Cahlaim sneered at the craters that pitted the
surrounding concrete, and the holes in the formerly pristine walls of
the Assembly Hall.
“Honored Ministers.” Zane said with a slight bow.
“Enough pleasantries. We’re here for you.” SAIRA replied.
“And your head.” Maylen growled.
Zane glanced at Maylen and gave her a perfunctory smile. “I
understand your hostilities, but it is my wish to conclude all fighting
peacefully.”
“You cannot seriously hope to have everything just get set aside and
forgotten.” Gerralt said, appalled.
“I do not. I expect my soldiers to be reintegrated into the whole of
League society without further persecution. We will assist as you see
fit to destroy whatever resistance still remains of the Sable Guard as
well. And I expect that I will likely be put to death.” Zane replied.
“That sounds about right, except we need to execute all of your
leaders and captains.” SAIRA said.
Zane grimaced. “That’s not exactly going to sit well with the troops.”
“You lost here, not us, and you killed thousands of people in your
greedy search for power. You and your leaders will all suffer.” Maylen
replied.
“Understood. I will pass the word along.” Zane offered.
Gerralt shook his head. “We will do it for you. Your time is up. Were
we to let you go, we couldn’t guarantee we’d ever see you again.”
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“I see.” Zane said quietly.
“It’s time.” Maylen said, stepping over to Zane.
“At least the last thing I saw was a pretty face, eh?” He said with a
rueful smile.
Maylen reached out quickly and snapped his neck; his body slipped
to the ground. A hush fell over the crowd that surrounded them in the
streets.
“Enemies are not tolerated. Zane has been executed, and so will any
who mean harm for the League of Four Races. Never again shall such
a loss of life be permitted.” SAIRA called out before the crowd.
To the surprise of some, everyone cheered, even the tired Sleeper
soldiers who had surrendered.

[DAY 6595] 13:41
The last of Underspace gathered near Keymra.
“Is it time?” Erika’s voice asked, echoing through Underspace.
“It’s time.” Judas replied.
“Let us begin.” Tsuan added.
Other collective mumbles added to the sentiment, and then they
began.
Bit by bit, they drew all of Underspace into normal space, infusing
every bit of matter in the solar system with slipstream: the suns, the
planets, the moons of planets, and every life on the surface of
Keymra. It was those lives on the surface of Keymra, in orbit of
Keymra, and on the moons of Keymra that gained the largest share of
slipstream.
Effectively, everyone was infused with slipstream much like the
Judasians were, just to a lesser extent.
Thousands of lives were linked to the collective consciousness
spearheaded by Judas. Some were relieved or scared and others
were overjoyed. It took hours for Judas and the others to wade
through the mental communications sent by people who had known
Judas and the others among the collective consciousness of
Underspace when they were living. Judas sought out each of his
wives, offering them reassurance and sending his love.

[DAY 6600] 12:00
Judas III looked around at the faces around him in the damaged
Assembly Hall. He had been elected as Judas’ replacement, mostly
because of his name. He would not be the leader his father was; he
knew it. He was meant to be a figurehead that the people could look
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to. He was supposed to offer some sort of constancy to the
government.
In a way he could do that, because he looked very much like his
grandfather and his father before him. Even his son, Judas IV
resembled Judas quite strongly. It was quite a dynasty they were
starting. Some of the faces around him were familiar. Others were not.
“Ladies and Gentlemen of the Assembly… Calatians, Myrrelians,
Humans, and Judasians.”
The murmurs and private conversations within the crowd grew quiet.
Judas III looked to his mother SAIRA and his wife Muval for
reassurance. They both smiled back at him.
“We are here today to give you your new Ministers. These are the
men and women you have chosen to rebuild Providence, and the
League of Four Races. Their jobs go beyond simple rebuilding
though. These men and women need to rebuild cooperation and faith
among our four races.” Judas III said.
Nods of approval and clapping broke out.
“And without further ado, here are the Ministers of the League of
Four Races.”
“Remaining as your Minister of Industry and Commerce, SAIRA, wife
of former chancellor Judas Elliot, and my mother too.”
SAIRA approached the podium, stopping two steps beneath. When
the clapping subsided, Judas III continued.
“Remaining as our Minister of Law, Cahlaim, also a wife of former
chancellor Judas Elliot.”
Cahlaim approached as well, stopping beside SAIRA.
“Our Minister of Agriculture has served you well in the past and will
continue to do so. She is Maylen.”
Maylen took her place beside SAIRA and Cahlaim.
“Our next minister is a new one. Kelran died defending our city and
will not be forgotten, but we still need someone to perform in his place.
The man who will be taking his place came here from Earth to warn us
of Admiral Reidvund’s treachery. He helped retake the Orbital Relay
Station, and has sacrificed much to be here. He is Admiral Martin
Rybaich.”
The Admiral approached the podium, standing beside the three
women who came before him. He ignored the doubt and the prejudice
in the eyes of those who had suffered so much at the hands of Earth.
He would have to earn their respect.
“Another Minister who served you before and will continue to serve is
Nathan Derringer, your Minister of Science and Research. He was
thought dead in the battles to the south of Providence and it would
have been a terrible loss for our people.”
Nathan Derringer approached taking his place.
“Harland Thurston also distinguished himself in the line of duty. He
will continue his post as Minister of Colonization. He will be assisting
on the spread of industry and habitation on the surface of Keymra until
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we have made repairs to the Orbital Relay Station and the shipyards
on the southern continent.”
Harland also took his place in the front.
“Finally, we have another new Minister. Pevlak, our Minister of
Propaganda was one of the first casualties in this sad war. When he
died, we lost not only a great man, but also a large amount of the trust
he’d built up for our peoples. His replacement was important in the
defense efforts of Providence. He is Gerralt.”
Gerralt limped up beside the other Ministers.
“These are the men and women who will lead us to a new era of
peace and progress. Know also, that Judas Elliot is not dead. He lives
still within each of us Judasians. I do not mean this figuratively either,
because he is truly within us all. He is Underspace, he and all
Judasians who have died. They will defend this planet and those of it.
Never again will the slipstreams or Underspace be used without the
will of those of this planet.”
Judas III backed away from the podium, followed by his Ministers,
who accompanied him to a meeting room where they began planning
for the repair of the city and the rebuilding of Keymra.

[DAY 6600] 21:05
A hand less marred than the one that used to touch the log recorder
grasped it and depressed the button to turn it on.
“Chancellor of the League of Four Races, Judas the Third…
personal log… first log.”
“My father and grandfather are dead, yet part of this consciousness
that protects our city and world. It’s not an easy way to live. I thank
whoever is in charge of this universe that I have my wife and mother to
help me through the task that has been set before me.”
“I’ve just went through all of my grandfather’s logs and I find myself
feeling a mixture of feelings. Part of me is repulsed by his base nature
and the sexual content of his logs. It’s quite obvious he was something
of a hedonist, yet at the same time he hated people for most of his life.
My grandmothers changed that. They drew out a part of himself that I
doubt even he knew existed.”
“I wonder if I can be half the man he was. My repulsion for his base
nature is overwhelmed by awe and respect for the man. He’s always
made himself do whatever needed to be done, and he was far less
selfish and greedy than I would have expected. Many had him figured
for an arrogant and self-centered man. He was a family man, which I
guess some might expect, since he had dozens of children and
grandchildren.”
“I have little else to say now, but I plan on checking in later. There’s
something cathartic about spilling my guts for this little machine.
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Maybe it’ll be in museums someday.”
“End Log.”

[DAY 7048] 03:34
“I’m bored.” One voice said.
“Then grow a body.” Another replied.
“Only if you will.” The first voice said.
“Deal.”
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10 Planet - Potentially the original home of mankind before it
was destroyed. All that’s left now is the asteroid belt in our
solar system. It’s where the slipstream technology was found.
*Aborigine - the name of Kyle Derringer’s Raider Class
vessel. He assumed full command upon the death of the
ship’s captain, whereas he was only the leader of the military
personnel before that. Serial number: JL-526. This ship has
been repaired, and is currently being used to shuttle cargo
between the moons of Keymra and the Orbital Relay Station.
Assembly - The representative body of the League of Four
Races.
*Behemoth - The name of Commander Naros’ military
vessel. Destroyed.
B.E.P. Pistol - A bioelectric pulse pistol shoots a blast of
energy that disrupts the nervous system, making movement
temporarily hard, or impossible.
Bioorganic Circuitry - Circuitry using neurons and other
biological elements in addition to optics, and other
components.
*Birmingham - A communication vessel in the Terran Fleet.
Destroyed.
Calatians - The second race on Keymra. They’re less
populous than their Myrrelian counterparts.
*Candor - The pride of the Terran Fleet. One of the most
advanced military vessels ever constructed. Also the flagship
of the attack fleet sent to deal with the slipstream and
Marzipan V. Destroyed.
*Copeland - A Raider Class vessel Kyle was captain of when
the fleet mutiny was attempted. Destroyed.
Cutter Beam - A concentrated harmonic stream that can be
shaped to slice or disintegrate dense materials.
Datapad - A mobile screen with a touch interface to allow
access to all data within the ship’s system, or specialized
data, as allowed by the ship’s controller.
*Dirge - Another ship in the Earth’s Science Fleet.
Dropship - A cargo vessel equipped with re-entry shielding
cargo units. The ship flies into a very high orbit, and drops the
cargo units. As the cargo units approach the surface, they fire
built in thrusters to slow descent, and then explode a canister
of impact protection material that offers sufficient defense
against breakage upon landing. The cargo units are
accurately dropped on specific timetables, and collected from
open fields by ground crews.
Durallite - A carbon polymer material used instead of more
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brittle plastics.
*Falconer - The flagship of the Sable Guard. While they have
few ships of any size, favoring smaller and more deadly
vessels, they built this one as a symbol of their prowess. It’s
one of the most advanced vessels ever built. It also serves as
a carrier for a number of smaller ships that are all piloted by
members of the Sable Guard.
Filament Whip - An extremely thin cord used as a whip or
garrote.
Fleet Common - The universal human language. Mostly a
mixture of English, Chinese, and some European languages.
Genetic Decryption Display - A holographic display that
allows for the study of an organism at the base level, or as a
whole.
Growth Suppressor - A hygienic fluid that stops the growth
of hair and nails.
Hommas - Goat-like mammals the Calatians have
domesticated.
Illumination Strips - Organic compounds that give off light
when a slight trickle of energy is channeled through them.
Judasian - Initially a name jokingly coined to describe the
new race that was emerging, starting with Judas Elliot, who
made the name up. It stuck, and refers to any of his offspring,
and those carrying the slipstream symbiant.
Keymra - The Calatian name of the planet that they, and the
Myrrelians inhabit - where Judas crash-landed.
Leknah - Mushroom-like nodules that have a variety of uses.
They can be used as food if cooked, their liquid extracts can
be used as a strong adhesive if boiled, and if given time to
ferment, they can be used to make a potent alcohol. Their
affects are most pronounced on Myrrelians.
Locatho - The Calatian name for any of a number of avian
species with a large wingspan. Also the name by which the
Calatians refer to the human vessels.
Mag-rail - Magnetic railway.
Marzipan V - The human designation for Keymra.
Mealpack - A nutritionally balanced meal that can be
produced on demand by the synthesis bays. There are over
five hundred specialized Mealpacks, as well as individual
dishes that can be ordered. All are packaged for consumption
in a zero gravity environment.
Myrrelians - The primary race on the planet where Judas
crashes. Generally the larger and dominant race of the two
major races.
Nanomachines - Programmable robots varying in size from
microscopic to the size of a grain of sand. Often used for
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doing jobs no human or larger machine can manage.
Northern Ridges - The harshest mountains on Keymra.
Pevlak and his allied Calatians were generally from that
region. Historically, the Northern Ridges were unassailable.
Orbital Relay Station - The name for the space station
constructed in orbit of Keymra. This forms the midpoint for the
transfer of goods between the moons and the planet surface.
Cargo vessels carry materials to the station from the moons,
and then atmospheric drop ships are used to take the
materials to the planet’s surface for use.
Peleva - The badger-like, cave-dwelling mammals of Keymra.
Plasteel - A multipurpose, lightweight, steel alloy that can be
made transparent if needed.
Polyceramics - the combination of high-temperature
ceramics, and polymer fibers. The result is a very heat
resistant material, which is also quite easy to shape.
Power Cell - A rechargeable energy storage device. They
range in size depending on the application, but all use the
same energy, so that if needed, they can be rigged into other
equipment.
*Poseidon - The Flagship of the Terran Science Fleet.
Equipped with the latest scientific advances, it’s
spearheading the attempt to contact the fledgling colonies
that were cut off with the shift of Underspace.
*Promise - A civilian transport vessel in the Terran Fleet
intended for use in the colonization of Marzipan V. Destroyed.
Providence - The name chosen for the capital city of Keymra
built through the cooperative effort of the League of Four
Races. Also serves as the headquarters for most major
factions, corporations, assemblies, and other government
organizations.
Raider Class Vessel - A medium sized vessel with
suspended animation chambers (stasis) for up to 100
passengers. Standard crew compliment is 15. Slipstream
capable, and fairly well armed. Also capable of making
planetary landings.
Rathman - Another vessel in the human science fleet.
Robotic Gardeners - Automated machines about the size of
a human head. They appear like a strange mechanical insect
with a number of pruning tools attached to them. These are
larger versions of what Judas used in his initial settlement’s
hydroponics bays.
Rupture Device - The instrument built into a ship, which
punctures normal space to enter Underspace.
Sable Guard - A special corps of Earth’s most elite soldiers
and pilots. They were formed after a soldier distinguished
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himself fighting pirates near Jupiter’s moons. The soldier’s
commander established the Sable Guard to do the jobs that
most soldiers would flinch at. They’re known for their near
fanatical bravery. They have never turned down a mission.
S.A.I.R.A. - Ship’s Artificial Intelligence Remote Android. An
extension of the ship’s central computer that can perform
tasks, and interface more efficiently with the human
occupants.
Seekers - Gnat-sized robots that collect genetic samples
from creatures and plants in an area. They usually operate in
large groups to best get a sample of a region’s lifeforms.
Sevarra - Grey-blue stones that inexplicably contain some
primal form of energy.
Sleepers - A dissident human faction on Keymra comprised
mostly of rescued crew from the Terran Attack Fleet. They
were rescued more than two years after the destruction of the
fleet, during a salvage operation. They survived during that
time in stasis chambers, which is why they are named the
Sleepers.
Slipstream - A particle current ‘under’ space that runs from
one star system to another like a latticework. There seems to
be some connection between life in a star system, and the
slipstream’s presence. Individual threads are called channels.
Slipstream Shell - A protective barrier formed by the
slipstream that inhabits Judas’ arms, which allows him entry
into, and safe passage in the slipstream.
Slipstream Vessel - In this case, a small vessel with a crew
of one. Roughly cylindrical in shape. Technically, any ship
with a Rupture device could be considered a slipstream
vessel.
Skimmer - A one or two passenger craft in which the
pilot/passengers are surrounded by a transparent protective
bubble nestled between three gyro engines. Very
maneuverable.
Stasis - a state of flux in which matter is temporarily out of
sync with the rest of reality. While matter is in this state, it
experiences almost no passage of time.
Subvocal Transmitter - A device implanted in the voice box
to allow the transmission of encrypted messages to a
receiving unit without being verbally spoken. This is often
used for recording purposes, and sending important
messages.
Synthesis Bays - These rooms contain raw materials that
can be resequenced and assembled into millions of foods or
useful objects. With the use of the ship’s efficient recycling
system, loss of materials is very minimal. These bays also act
as an air interchange for the vessel.
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Teranos - Outsiders. Calatians that don’t belong to any tribe.
Something of a rarity.
 Terran Fleet - A collection of military vessels, stations, and
scientific ships stationed at the fringe of the Sol System.
 Touchlock - A lock requiring you to touch your palm to it, in
order to open whatever it’s protecting. Touchlocks are always
keyed to genetic information, and while they’re not impossible
to bypass, they’re very accurate, because the genetic
samples they take from dead skin cells are hard to fake.
 *Trailblazer - Judas Elliot’s slipstream vessel. Generally
crewed by one pilot and an android. Serial number: SX-0017.
This vessel is currently retired set up as a monument in the
city of Providence.
 Underspace - The location of the slipstreams. It’s not in
space, nor is it technically part of the universe as far as
anyone can tell. Laws of Physics don’t apply there.
 Underspace Fissure - The term used for tear in normal
space that was used to connect Terran space to Underspace.
It’s held open by a brace of metal and technology, which is
literally a gateway.
 Underspace Lance - The device used to crack open
Underspace and create the Underspace fissure. It can also be
used as a powerful transmitter, sending messages through
slipstream at incredible rates.
 Vidscreen - A generic term for any holographic or
non-holographic display.
* Indicates that the entry is a vessel name.
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Alyssa Derringer - A human female. Niece of Kyle Derringer.
Known not only for being an experienced scientist, but also as
one of Judas Elliot’s wives. Died in child birth.
Cahlaim - A Calatian female. Also one of Judas Elliot’s wives.
Known for her wit and grace. Currently Minister of Law for the
League of Four Races.
Cleopatra - A Myrrelian female. Daughter of Maylen and an
unknown male. The second being to receive the slipstream
symbiant through physical contact with a Judas, which
caused her to become a Judasian.
Dale Reidvund - An Admiral in the military branch of the
Terran Fleet. He’s known for his ruthless tactics. A human
male of Norse decent.
Erika - The name given to the female form of the Slipstream
Entity. Judas chose this name upon her request.
F’ense - Judasian Male. Son of Napoleon and Blythel. One of
the only survivors of a terrible mag-rail crash. Also the second
Judasian ever to collect the slipstream essences of another
Judasian into himself - they were the essences from his three
children.
Gerralt - Judasian Male. Son of Nathan Derringer. Mostly
human, with some Myrrelian traits. Worked as a miner and
subterranean prospector until he was recruited to help Kelran
find Sleeper bases.
Greg Kingsley - Human Male. Officer who took the place of
Luke Famey, upon his death. Captain of the Rathman before
it was disabled.
Harland Thurston - Human Male. Captain of one of the two
colony vessels that were allowed to land on Keymra, because
they refused to follow the orders of the main fleet. When
colonization of Keymra’s moons was decided, mostly for
mineral purposes, he was selected as Minister of Colonization
for the League of Four Races.
Jenner - the last name of Zane Sheldon’s lead assistant.
Zane never refers to him by anything but his last name.
Judas Elliot - Formerly a human male. The first being to
every successfully integrate the Slipstream into itself.
Beginner of a race with which the slipstream has a symbiotic
connection to. Also the pilot of the SX-0017 Trailblazer.
Currently Chancellor of the League of Four Races.
Judas II - A Judasian male. Son of SAIRA and Judas Elliot.
Head of one of the largest agricultural facilities on Keymra.
Kelran - A Myrrelian male. The patrol leader who lead the
attack on the Aborigine to capture a human female. Minister of
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Defense for the League of Four Races.
Kyle Derringer - A human male. Primarily known as the
Military Commander of the JL-526 Aborigine. Assumed full
command of the crew upon the death of the captain, and
launched a campaign of retribution against Judas Elliot. After
repeated battles with Judas, was defeated, and chose to
return to the fleet to speak against their policies and plans.
Died in an attempt to seize control of the fleet.
Luke Famey - Human Male. First officer to Martin Rybaich.
Holds the rank of captain.
Martin Rybaich - Human Male. Admiral of the Terran
Science Fleet.
Maylen - A Myrrelian female. One of Judas Elliot’s wives.
Known for her short temper and immense appetite. Mother to
Cleopatra and Napoleon, as well as other children with Judas
Elliot. First native encountered by Judas. Minister of
Agriculture for the League of Four Races.
Mayral - A Myrrelian male. The small, ambitious warrior who
took control of the tribe Judas visited after the three leaders
were killed. Also the first Minister of Defense. Deceased.
Napoleon - A male Myrrelian. The son of Maylen and an
unknown other male. Named for the Terran general from
centuries past. A child of Judas Elliot in nearly every sense of
the word. The first being to receive the slipstream symbiant
through physical contact with a Judas, which caused him to
become a Judasian.
Naros - Human Male. The last name of a squad commander
Kyle once served under. Often cited for extreme bravery and
honor on the battlefield.
Nathan Derringer - A Judasian male. Son of Judas Elliot and
Alyssa Derringer. Minister of Science and Research for the
League of Four Races.
Patrick Neilson - A human male. Formerly a crewman on
one of the two colony ships that landed on Keymra. Also a
secret member of the Sleepers, and a crewman on the refitted
Aborigine.
Peter Levins - Human male. Captain of the Sable Guard
vessel Falconer.
Pevlak - Calatian Male. Initially the leader of a group that
believed his race was underrepresented in the government.
Suspected ally to Zane Sheldon.
Richard Harris - Human Male. Colonel, and Chief Engineer
in charge of modifying the Earth vessels to use the Judasian
technology for Underspace travel.
Richards - Human Male. The last name of one of Kyle’s
soldiers chosen as an escort to the duel with Judas, and then

227

Forever Has an End







chosen as the new leader of the human remnant on Keymra.
SAIRA - A standard slipstream vessel android gone wrong.
The second being to successfully interface with the
slipstream, though not nearly as well as Judas. Took control
of the organic side of her nature, rejecting the mechanical for
personal freedom, and the ability to breed. Also one of Judas
Elliot’s wives. Currently Minister of Industry and Commerce
for the League of Four Races.
Tsuan - Judasian male. Favors the Myrrelian features of his
parents. Son of Michelle and Napoleon, son of Maylen. An
anomaly among the Judasians in that he tended to know
more about how things worked in the universe than he had
reason to.
Slipstream Entity - The only being living in, and native to
Underspace, also comprising the entire mass of Underspace.
Also a symbiant being, which lived within the Judasians.
Zane Sheldon - Human Male. Leader of the Sleepers, a
dissident group on Keymra.
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[THE LEAGUE OF FOUR RACES] Background Info
The League of Four Races was seen as a necessity by the collective
peoples of Keymra shortly after the destruction of the Terran Attack
Fleet, and the arrival of the new colonists. Within two years of the
human’s arrival, hostilities were breaking out, and racial hatreds
peaked. Judas again stepped in with his four wives, one from each of
the representative races, as well as prominent allies from among the
colonists and natives.
It quickly became clear that the combination of native armsmen,
Judas’ abilities, and human technology could not be opposed, and
fighting halted. Months of discussion and confrontations culminated in
a fledgling government, which set about planning for the creation of
‘Providence’ the capital city of all Keymran civilizations. Built for
commerce, governance, industry, and culture, Providence is a shining
beacon to Humans, Myrrelians, Calatians, and Judasians alike.
Progress is still slow outside of Providence, mostly because of the
tremendous leap in technology the native races have been forced to
make. Where once there were only fields and squalid towns now lay
robotically tended agricultural sectors, modern towns, and industry.
Hills and mountains are dotted with mines, and in the southern
populated region space-faring vessels are being assembled.
Because of the vast nature of Keymran reform a number of leaders
were selected to head various projects. To lead the entire
representative body, and the ministers of their respective fields, the
government elected Judas as Chancellor, and placed the
peacekeeping forces under his command, with veto rights for the
ministers.
Chancellor: Judas Elliot
Minister of Industry and Commerce: SAIRA
Minister of Law: Cahlaim
Minister of Agriculture: Maylen
Minister of Defense: Kelran
Minister of Science and Research: Nathan Derringer
Minister of Colonization: Harland Thurston
Minister of Propaganda: Pevlak
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[THE MYRRELIANS] Race Info
In many ways, the Myrrelians are similar to humans. The major
differences appearance-wise are their faces. With larger eyes, and
more round, and flatter faces than humans, they still appear fairly
human. Another major difference is the glands they have beneath
their skin. One of the more notable sets of these is placed in the inside
of each elbow and knee. These ones are erogenous zones, and are
used to attract mates. Myrrelians also have a third bone in the forearm
and shin, and a second in the upper arm and thigh. Musculature is
thicker accordingly because of this.
Females and males are distinguishable most easily by size. Males
tend to be quite a bit taller, and a bit broader. Females’ proportions are
more human as well, since males seem to have disproportionately
long limbs. The final major difference is the neck crest. Males have
simple grayish striations along the under side of the chin, and across
the pectoral region. Females have a light blue, and occasionally
reddish streaking in this tougher skin that runs along their necks, and
down their spines.
Males generally dominate this species, though they will fight over
mates frequently. Other than that, they have a fairly ordered society,
where the males are builders and warriors, and the females raise
children or are hunter/gatherers.
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[THE CALATIANS] Race Info
The Calatians are the other major humanoid species found on
Keymra. They’re a more attractive species than their counterparts,
though weaker. Calatians are known for being crafty, and for their
survival skills. They rove in small packs in wastelands and harsh
climates that the Myrrelians avoid. They have little real contact, and
when they do, they tend to be fighting. Calatians will normally back
down or flee though, however, they do make very cunning adversaries
when they choose to fight for their lands. Calatians have a simian-like
ability to scale almost any tree, or rock outcropping; their sense of
balance is unrivaled, and they can leap great distances.
Calatians are smaller of stature, the tallest being no more than five
and a half feet tall. Their sinewy builds have a wiry strength, but it’s
nowhere near that of the brutish Myrrelian males. Their skins tend to
be pale grey to a light tan, though this can vary occasionally.
Despite being slight of build, and having features differing from
humans, they’re still a fairly attractive people, having good
proportions, and comely faces. Their cheeks and chins tend to be
somewhat severe, but it complements their elongated eyes, which are
always colorful. They lack body hair, except for on their scalps. Males
have no facial hair. Hair is usually dark.
Males and females have no set gender roles. Because their survival
is often tenuous, they delegate jobs to whoever is best suited. This
works out very well for them.
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[THE JUDASIANS] Race Info
The Judasians are a derived race. Because of their enhanced
genome, they are able to breed with any species that they are
physically compatible to mate with. Judas, the originator of this race,
was initially a human, though modified and perfected upon by the
Slipstream, which had for a long time played a part in the evolution of
species across the galaxy. With the addition of genetic material from
SAIRA, a former android made fully organic by the slipstream, the
Calatian named Cahlaim, the Myrrelian named Maylen, and the
human named Alyssa, the species became incredibly adaptable and
advanced. Further generations would go on to further increase the
depth of positive traits bred into the race.
All the positive traits of the four species, and Judas himself were
combined, giving rise to a being of as perfect physical and mental
abilities as nature, with a little help from an extra-dimensional being,
could create.
Perhaps the most important thing about the Judasians is the
symbiosis they form with the slipstream entity, which resides in the
arms, and lower back of each member of this species. The abilities of
this symbiant are not entirely charted, though the ability to traverse the
slipstream without a space faring vessel is hardly something to
overlook.
As each generation is born, refinements are made in the increasingly
complex genetic coding. All offspring of a Judasian, and any other
race are able to successfully breed with any other race.
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[THE SLIPSTREAM] What is it?
The Slipstream is tied to life, as well as an influence on it. Whenever
there is life on a planet, Slipstream material begins to accumulate.
When there’s enough, it acts as a magnet, and draws other material
from existing currents, and makes a new pathway in the Underspace.
When that life, or other life begins to grow on other planets/moons in
that solar system, more pathways are added to the existing latticework
of currents. Often, it takes a lot of lifeforms in one system before a
pathway is joined to an intersystem current.
The Slipstream, while formed when life is around, also changes life.
It’s a force of evolution and healing. It rarely comes in contact with
lifeforms though, but when it does, it often pushes them forward a
couple steps in the evolutionary process. Too large of an exposure to
the slipstream material tends to shock the organism and kill it though.
On the off chance it doesn’t kill it, it usually alters the organism so
much that it cannot breed with its original species any more. These
aberrations die out, and leave nothing of their genetic changes
behind.
Another fact that must be noted is that the slipstream material wants
to be with more of itself. It attracts, and always tries to be with more of
its kind when it can be. Because of this, it can’t be brought into normal
space for very long before it tries to slip back into Underspace. When
it does this, it can be rather disruptive to its surroundings in normal
space.
Further interaction with the Slipstream has shown that there is some
sort of underlying intelligence in the slipstream. It’s conjectured that it
may be a galaxy-sized living entity. It may also be found in small
samples in the arms and backs of Judasians.
Research and observation has shown that the presence of the
slipstream in the increasing number of Judasians has weakened the
integrity of the slipstream channels. No one is certain what would
happen if the channels all began to collapse.
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[S.A.I.R.A.] The android.
Once a sophisticated android, but now a fully-flesh and bone being,
SAIRA is still not entirely Human or Judasian. It took a number of
evolutionary steps for her to reach her current stage. The first was
triggered by contact with the slipstream at the same time Judas was
first infected with the extra-dimensional substance. The next step was
voluntary, brought about by her desire to be more human for Judas.
Her body rejected most of its mechanical parts and grew reproductive
organs, which eventually allowed her to bare four children for Judas.
Currently, she’s experiencing little aging, a trait shared by many
Judasians. Because of her unique nature, her physical and mental
abilities are beyond those of Myrrelians, Calatians, Humans, and most
Judasians as well.
Because of her supportive role in the founding of the League of Four
Races, she was appointed as Minister of Industry and Commerce.
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