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I’m continuing my edits and reworking of my trilogy with volume 3. I’m
happy to see this project come to a close, but there are still ideas for a
volume 4. I’m not certain if it will ever come to pass, but it is possible.
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[Day ???] Prologue
A feeling resounded throughout what was now Underspace - a
feeling of discontent.
Underspace wasn’t a separate layer of reality anymore, as it had
once been. It existed now in everything, living or not, in one solar
system in the galaxy and only in that one solar system. There were
only three planets in that system, and all of them were inhabited. The
outer one was the largest and also the most heavily populated. Three
moons circled the outer planet. Two of those had small colonies on
them too, while the third one was too small and irradiated for the
natives to have bothered colonizing. Some environments are too
harsh even for Judasians, which was the name of the race of people
that had colonized the system.
Judasians were a young race in the grand scheme of things, only
some half a millennia old. They were the progeny of Underspace and
the women of Judas Elliot, who they were named after. There were
still strains of their parents races evident though, even after 500
hundred years of interbreeding. Some of it was on purpose, the result
of attempts at maintaining pure bloodlines within the Human,
Myrrelian, and Calatian communities on Keymra. Technically though,
they were still Judasian because of the presence of a slipstream
symbiant in them all. They might not have been directly related to any
of his offspring, but the slipstream within them was his doing, and it
shared genome with or without their cooperative breeding.
Despite all their advances and expansion, the people of Keymra
were stagnant. They may have inhabited five stellar bodies instead of
just one at this point, but they had stopped moving forward as a
people. Art, literature, technology, and everything had slowed to a
point where anything ‘new’ was in fact just a rehashing of old things.
The part of the unconsciousness of Underspace that was Judas was
very judgmental of his legacy. He was his own worst critic, and he
hated what he saw. Other voices of discontent added to his own, so he
made some changes.
Judas altered the genetic coding in each person in that solar system,
effectively halving the lifespan of each of them. Instead of two hundred
years or longer, they would now live a hundred, maybe a hundred and
twenty-five at best. There was a clamor of dismay, cries of fear from
those who understood what had happened. Then he curbed the
breeding urge in the Judasians and slowed down the gestation period
of Judasian children. He felt that children weren’t being raised; rather,
they were being churned out like a product on an assembly line and
this would change that forever.
Of course, when everyone realized these things, they knew who to
blame. Instead of revering the name of their father and two-time
savior, they began to hate him. Statues and likenesses were defaced,
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destroyed, and torn down. His name became like a curse word in time,
garnering to it all the hate and loathing that it had in a Biblical sense for
humanity.
Children don’t always appreciate what their parents do for them.
They don’t understand that some things that cause them pain are
actually done for their own good. That was certainly true in this case.
After that, Judas gave them time to adjust to their changes - a couple
more centuries - but it did no good. Even with shorter lives, that should
have given them urgency to make an impact in the time they had, they
did nothing new. They were content with the situation of the world as it
was. Like a willful child, they resisted trying new things and
contributing to the galaxy as a whole. Not once did they attempt to use
their ability to manipulate Underspace as a way to explore the galaxy.
They turned inward, growing xenophobic. Defenses were erected and
the solar system was closed to outsiders. They kept to themselves
and paid no attention to the galaxy beyond their own home.
In Judas’ eyes, they were less than the sum of their parts. Their
potential was being squandered and he just didn’t care anymore. His
eyes turned back toward the solar system he had originally came from
- the Sol system. It was the home of humanity and the seat of
government for a galactic empire, despite his attempts to cripple their
ability to achieve interstellar travel.
He looked at how they had overcome the challenges and hindrances
he had given them, and he found himself wanting to see them in
person. He’d not had a body in a long time. His first one had died, and
he’d almost died with it. He’d merged his being with one of his
offspring named Tsuan and the slipstream Entity then, and they’d
changed the nature of Underspace. He’d drawn it out of a layer below
normal space and saturated everything in the Marzipan V system with
it, that being Keymra’s solar system.
Only once had he inhabited a body since then, and that was just for a
brief stint of living among his people again. It had been before SAIRA,
Maylen, and Cahlaim died. Of course, SAIRA lived longer than his
other wives by a few hundred years because of her artificial nature.
He’d had his fun and then he went back to his formless existence. His
body had crumbled to dust.
He actually preferred it that way, being in contact with all of his
people at once, instead of the few he could be around at one time with
a physical body. After all his wives, children, and grandchildren had
passed on though, he lost the will to walk among his descendants.
There just wasn’t any reason for him to be among them anymore. Why
would you leave a place where you could talk to almost everyone you
ever loved to talk to those you do not?
Now he had a reason though. Earth. He found himself almost giddy
with the prospect of seeing his old home, so he made himself a body.
At first, he didn’t want to go alone, but then his wives agreed to join
him. They didn’t go with their own bodies, but inside of his. His own
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body would carry their essences with him when he returned to Earth.
He didn’t go empty-handed though. He drained every ounce of
slipstream that had been infused in inanimate material throughout the
solar system. All he left behind was the dose of slipstream within each
of the citizens of the worlds and moons of the Marzipan V solar
system, which was in truth a small portion of the whole.
With his lion’s share of the slipstream material and his wives’
consciousnesses inside him to keep him company, he started toward
Earth, riding in a shell of slipstream that protected and nurtured his
growing physical form.
Over seven-hundred years may had passed since he’d last been in
the Sol system, and he knew once they realized who he was, his
homecoming was not likely to be a polite one. Still, he had a lot of
things to set right.

Time is a subjective measure for nearly immortal beings. Judas had
some idea of normal measures of time though, because he spent two
lifetimes as a mortal being, even if he wasn’t one of them now. This is
not to say he couldn’t be killed, because he had been once - almost.
As Judas hurtled through space surrounded by a shell of amber-gold
slipstream, he grew used to his new tangible form, and held
conversations with the four women whose consciousnesses he held
within him.
One was Maylen, a Myrrelian woman in life, as well as one of his
wives. She’d been the most insistent in regard to his attention at first,
eventually growing more secure and independent of him as time went
on.
The next was Maylen’s counterpart and frequent competitor,
Cahlaim. She was a Calatian - a member of a formerly rival species of
humanoid from Keymra. Where the Myrrelians ruled the open spaces
of land and built large structures with their brawn, Calatians were
crafty and fast, powerful leapers, and cave-dwellers. She had been a
cunning and physically impressive woman, devoted but
undemanding.
SAIRA was the third wife. She had originally been a remote android
under the control of the computer in the slipstream vessel that Judas
had been exiled into space in. When slipstream entered her, she was
released from her ties to the vessel, and she developed into a more
organic being capable of reproduction. Judas constantly found himself
reprising the roles his relationship with her would take.
The last, although not truly one of his wives, was Erika. She was the
original slipstream Entity. Her time with Judas was a number of days,
but she had impressed herself on him in that short time. She had
helped to fill the void his real fourth wife, Alyssa, had left in him when
she died birthing one of his many children. To do this, Erika had grown
a stunningly beautiful yet alien body, which she had used to explore
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Keymra during the tumultuous time when the Sleepers, a faction of
dissenters on Keymra, and the Sable Guard, an elite military force
from Earth, had attempted to wipe out the Judasians and claim
Underspace and Keymra as their own.
These four women, now disembodied but nevertheless happy to be
with Judas, spoke with him continually during his journey. They
experienced things through him: tactile sensations, tastes, sounds,
smells, and sights. Those things were merely diversions from the
extreme closeness and union they felt with the most important person
in their lives - Judas.
It may seem unlikely or silly, but you never know truly know a person
as well as you can until you spend time in their body, feeling and
understanding everything they go through, because they can keep no
secrets from you. More than once the five of them wondered if this
was something meant to be. Were they an abomination against
nature, these five souls in one body? For that matter, did they even
truly have souls? Were souls a myth, except to Judasians who
actually had proof of an afterlife?
These are the types of weighty existentialist things immortal beings
have time to consider - things that many mortals never take time to
consider, or don’t have time to consider when other more pressing
concerns, desires, and needs press their way into life.
It was during one of these conversations that Judas approached the
Sol System in his cosmic egg, his protective shell.
They hadn’t even reached the solar system yet, when he felt a tug.
‘Tug’ is a vague way to explain a pulling at your being, like a fish hook
caught in the fiber of your existence that draws you toward it.
SAIRA (curious): “What is that.”
Maylen: “I feel it too, does everyone?”
Cahlaim: “I do.”
Judas (excited): “It’s familiarity.”
Erika: “There’s a being nearby. I can feel her. She’s almost like one
of our kind.”
Maylen (confused): “How is that possible? No Judasians ever left the
system, let alone came back here.”
Cahlaim: “It must be a human descendant from Judas’ line.”
SAIRA: “He didn’t have children before though.”
Judas: “Actually, I might have.”
Maylen (surprised and angry): “What? You did? How could you not
know?”
Judas shrugged.
Judas (dismissive): “I had a few flings during my time among
humans. It’s not impossible that a child was born from any of those
trysts. However, it seems more likely that it’s one of my brother’s
descendants. It has been hundreds of years though, so who knows.”
Maylen grumbled in his head, pangs of jealousy long buried
returning. Cahlaim seemed amused.
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Erika: “Let’s meet them.”
SAIRA (intrigued): “I agree. This will be interesting.”
Judas gave it a moment of thought, while the four of them discussed
the topic further. Almost imperceptibly, the shell of slipstream changed
direction, heading into the Oort cloud of the Sol system to find the
vessel.
SAIRA: “It’s out quite a way. Its days from the nearest settlement.”
Erika: “Agreed. They must be a survey ship or something.”
Interstellar debris began to grow in density as they progressed,
mostly bits of ice and rock, dust, and thin clouds of gases. In time, the
pieces of ice and rock grew thicker. This was the birthplace of comets,
where matter slowly clumped together, gathering mass that would
someday chase through the solar system with a tail behind it.
Maylen: “It’s pretty.”
Cahlaim (sarcastic): “Maybe they’re honeymooning, this ship
somewhere ahead of us.”
SAIRA: “Doubtful.”
Cahlaim: “How many centuries will it be before you have a decent
sense of humor?”
SAIRA (annoyed): “It just wasn’t funny.”
Judas: “Alright you two.”
Judas shook his head and rolled forward in the sphere of slipstream.
Had anyone been watching, it might have seemed as if he was flying
through space. All he need do is extend his arms and have a cape
flapping behind him.
Erika: “There it is.”
Judas didn’t need anyone to point it out to him. He knew what each
person with him was looking at and doing. His more-than-human eyes
focused on the ship ahead, a slender hull that glinted in the light from
the very distant star that heated the entire solar system.
As far as his eyes went, he subscribed to the theory that if one is able
to build the body he must inhabit, it might as well be a damn good one.
The body he made may resemble his general physical form from the
time before his original body’s death, but inside it was much different.
His eyes and senses were magnified many times. He was impervious
to nearly any sort of biological attack, and he had the strength of a
dozen men. No one was going to ruin his fun without something just
shy of a moon-cracker torpedo.
Besides, it was fun to play God now and then and create a super
being. He might have been a bit more handsome than in his original
incarnation too, but who would know better? His memory, and the
memories of each of the women he carried with him each had their
own idealized version of him stored away, and what he’d assembled
was a collage of the best features he and they could come up with.
As he approached the vessel, he began to wonder how to go about
entering the ship. Sure, he could approach a docking port, and then
use slipstream to manipulate the circuits that controlled the hatch.

7

Forever Has an End
That might be seen as an act of aggression though, so that was out.
Or, he could find a window or observation area and just wait to be
noticed, and then wave at them. That seemed like he’d scare them or
draw weapons fire though, so that was out too.
Cahlaim: “Just look helpless. They’ll help you if they think you’re a
random body floating in space.”
SAIRA: “You could turn off your body’s functions and abandon the
slipstream shell for awhile. Surely their sensors will pick up your
presence.”
Erika: “If they haven’t already, that is.”
Maylen (hungry): “Go with whatever gets us on that ship fastest. I bet
they have made all sorts of new meals in the Mealpack machine. I’m
so hungry.”
Cahlaim: “You don’t have a body. You’re not hungry.”
Maylen (insistent): “I’m hungry by proxy.”
Judas left them to arguing and parked his body near the ship. Then
he used slipstream to draw cosmic gasses and ice around his body,
so when he turned off his body functions and the slipstream shell, he
was encased in ice.
He was noticed an indeterminable amount of time later, and his body
was hauled on board. Amazed and curious people gathered around
as they quarantined his body and began to thaw him.
When he was completely thawed, he jumpstarted his vitals and sat
up. His skin absorbed the warm air around him, drinking in the first real
living conditions he’d felt in centuries. He tested all his limbs and
stretched carefully. Being frozen alive wasn’t easy even for one such
as he.
A dark-skinned woman with almond-shaped eyes and
sensuously-proportioned lips stared at him in amazement from the
other side of a protective glass barrier.
“I come in peace.” Judas said to her in Terran Common, slowly so
she could mouth-read each word even if she couldn’t hear him. Then
he grinned widely and gave her physical form an approving look.
Maylen: “Uh oh.”
Cahlaim: “Same old Judas.”
SAIRA: “At least she’s pretty.”
Erika (aloof): “I was prettier.”
Judas (feigning offense): “I protest with the utmost innocence.”
Cahlaim: “Yeah, well that bulge in your pants is a little more than
indignation.”
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[Day 001] 12:19
After recovering from her initial surprise at seeing the frozen body
they’d hauled out of space walking and talking as if nothing were
wrong, the woman called her shipmates down to observe him. Judas
was nonchalantly taking a stroll around his Plasteel cage when the
ship’s Captain, a tight-lipped woman who walked with a stiff gait,
entered the room. Judas knew she was the Captain from the insignias
on her left shoulder and over her left breast. She was followed by a
wiry little man with middle-eastern coloring and facial features; he
wore on the bridge of his nose a pair of antiquated seeing glasses that
magnified his eyes two or three-fold, through which he peered intently
at Judas.
Judas stepped up the barrier, standing a pace back from the clear
Plasteel with his arms clasped behind him. In his head, the four
women chattered noisily, making a number of observations about
minute details they discerned in the three humans before them, as
well as the facilities in general.
“He’s alive then?” The Captain asked her subordinate, her dark eyes
stabbing out from under a tangle of wavy brown hair at the display of
Judas’ vitals.
“And speaking Terran Common no less.” The first woman, who had
been there since the awakening, replied.
The dark man clicked his tongue and frowned. “It is interesting that
he would know our tongue, though he is quite obviously not one of our
species.”
“I agree. Turn the two-way on. I want to speak to him.” The Captain
ordered.
The woman with the almond-eyes shifted her hands over the console
in front of her, and Judas heard the click of recessed speakers in his
quarantine cell coming on.
“Do you understand me?” The Captain asked, enunciating each
syllable in a painfully slow manner.
Maylen: “We’re foreign, not stupid.”
Cahlaim: “Well, it is Judas after all. No one ever accused him of
looking brilliant. He’s thrown them off many a time with his primitive
scowls and thick brow.”
Judas: “I love you too.”
Judas rolled his eyes at the conversation within him, and nodded to
the Captain, saying, “Very clearly. You needn’t speak so slowly. I am
capable of conversing with you at a normal pace.”
The three humans looked taken aback, and they whispered amongst
each other, casting glances at him. Of course, they didn’t realize that
he read lips exceedingly well, and even if he couldn’t, the intercom
was still on, so he could make out their whispers with his enhanced
auditory senses. They were discussing what to ask him next. It took a
few moments, but eventually they decided on a question.
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“What are you?” The Captain asked.
“I’m not entirely certain that I fit into any definable category that has a
label at this point. I was human once though, but that was long ago, as
well as a body or two ago.”
“A body ago?” The swarthy little man asked, honestly intrigued.
“This body is a construct. My original one, modified though it may
have been, died quite some time ago.”
“What caused these modifications to your original form - this human
form you mentioned?”
SAIRA: “Is it wise to tell them?”
Erika: “I hardly see how they can harm us. We could be out of here
whenever we wanted… whenever Judas wanted. All he needs to do is
decide to end this charade.”
“I came in contact with the extra-dimensional material known as
slipstream. It was Underspace.”
“Underspace has been gone for three-quarters of a millennia.” The
almond-eyed woman blurted out, a feeling of sinking suspicion
gathering in the pit of her stomach. Something about this man
bothered her, and yet she was drawn to him at the same time.
Judas smiled secretively, locking onto her eyes with his until she
turned away. “I never said I was young.”
“Do you have a name?” The Captain asked.
“Judas. Judas Elliot.”
The looks of shock on the three human faces were enough to elicit
another round of banter from Judas’ companions.
Cahlaim (amused): “This is going to be fun.”
Maylen (jealous): “I almost wish I’d made a body now too.”
SAIRA: “Fun? More like foolish. He just returned home and
announced he was the one who killed thousands of their people and
stranded millions or billions of others without the ability to travel
Underspace.”
Erika: “While I agree, I must point out that we have little to fear from
them. At the very worst they destroy Judas’ physical form, and he
returns to us.”
The Captain recovered first, and so she asked, “You are Judas
Elliot? The Tyrant of Marzipan V?”
“One and the same, though not truly the same, since it’s a new body,
as I explained before.” Judas replied.
The dark little man with glasses ran his hand across his whiskered
chin - an oddity after the advent of beard suppressor fluid. “That’s not
likely. He would have died centuries ago, even if the stories of his
mutations were true. Mutations tend to die young as it is.”
“Or they come to flourish, breeding with those who are not mutated,
until his offspring is the new ‘norm.’”
“An interesting conjecture.” The human male admitted, looking like
he wanted to continue the conversation.
One look from the Captain crushed that hope, at least for the very
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immediate future. Judas gave him a look of sympathy before turning to
look at the Captain. It was clear to him that she was out of her league
here, and he knew she’d likely relay the discovery to her superiors.
Eventually, everyone who was anyone among the science circles in
Terran space would know of him. The military would follow soon after.
“Alright. Pending further testing, you will remain here in quarantine. I
won’t risk the chance of you infecting us with some unknown alien
virus.” She ordered, and to her crewmates she said, “I don’t want
anyone talking to him about anything unnecessary until we have
further instructions from the Congress.”
No one argued.
“Can I have a Mealpack at least?” Judas asked. “I haven’t eaten in
forever.”
This caused another huddle, and it was a full five minutes before the
woman, that he had startled when he first woke up, put a
randomly-selected Mealpack into a tray, which she passed in to him
through a sterilized stasis drawer that only opened from the outside to
prevent infectious bacteria and diseases from spreading out of
quarantine.
Maylen: “It’s been way too long.”
Judas shook his head at Maylen’s intense feelings of hunger that
swept over him as he opened the Mealpack package, while his
captors discussed him further.

[Day 001] 17:24
Judas was sitting in a meditative pose when the little middle-eastern
man with the whiskered face returned. Both the Captain and the
woman with almond-shaped eyes were out of the room.
SAIRA: “He’s back. I knew he’d want to talk to you more. He just had
one of those looks on his face.”
Cahlaim: “I agree. I’m surprised it took him this long though.”
Maylen (hungry): “Ask him for another Mealpack.”
The man took a seat at the console just outside the quarantine cell,
and adjusted his glasses before he leaned forward and pressed the
intercom button. He cleared his throat, and shakily said, “I would like
to talk to you. If you wouldn’t mind that is.”
Judas blinked, turned his head, and focused on the little man. Judas
smiled when the man flinched, even through a couple inches of clear
Plasteel.
“I don’t mind at all. What would you like to speak about?”
“Your experiences with slipstream.”
“What of them? I have rather extensive knowledge on the subject.”
“Well, there is none of the slipstream material left that we can find.
Just what exactly happened to it all?”
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“We drew it out of its parallel layer of reality, and infused everything
in the Marzipan V system with it.”
“All of it? Wasn’t the slipstream a galaxy-wide Entity?”
“Yes, it’s more concentrated now though. Mass doesn’t always
translate equivalently when going from one layer of reality to another
though. I guess you could compare it to the way a gas may compress
when under pressure. It’s still the same substance, just more
concentrated.”
“Intriguing. Now what happened to all the people living within the
worlds of that system? I assume they were ‘infused’ as you said, with
slipstream as well?”
“They were. They became like my offspring in that they too had the
slipstream symbiant within them.”
“A symbiant? Then the dose of slipstream living within each person
was an independent Entity?”
“To an extent. In actuality, it was like a part of the whole being. It’s
like one of those vines that grow big enough to string itself across an
entire forest. Each part was kind of a sensory organ for the whole.”
“You’re saying then that the slipstream was aware. Sentient maybe?
Did you ever have any contact with the slipstream’s higher
consciousness?”
Erika (amused): “If only he knew. Tell him if you want though. I don’t
mind.”
“I actually slept with her.”
“I don’t understand.”
“The Entity consolidated its conscious into one physical form. She
was rather beautiful too.”
Erika (pleased): “Thank you.”
Maylen (annoyed): “Always fishing for complements.”
“A female, you say? That’s unexpected.”
“Why?”
“I just had it figured for something genderless. There was only one
consciousness right? That means there’s no need for gender. It
couldn’t reproduce, right? Though it could have been asexual I
guess.”
“It decided to be female when it made a body. It was more practical
for interfacing with me ; I was its first child - an Adam of sorts. I also
believe that given time, she would have bred with me to create a pure
line of offspring.”
Maylen (playful): “Scheming bitch.”
Erika: “If you’ve got it… you’ve got it.”
Cahlaim (teasing): “Exactly. That’s why I was first.”
Judas grinned as Maylen broke down into a series of irritated
grumbles. His grin interrupted the little man’s concentration as he
absorbed all this new information. The little man pressed his glasses
further up his nose and frowned.
“What is so funny?”
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“My wives.” Judas replied.
“Again, I don’t understand.” The man said apologetically.
“Don’t worry. I may let you in on that little secret some other time, but
not now.”
An angry voice came over the shipwide then. “Nasser, you’d better
not be down there with the prisoner.”
“Nasser? That’s your name?”
“Yes. Karif Nasser. I have to go now though.”
“That’s alright. Just come back when you can. It’s boring in here by
myself.”
“I will.”
“Do you know what they’re going to do with me?”
“The Captain is contacting her superiors in the Congress of Science
and Research. They will tell her what to do I suppose. I must go. I am
sorry.” Karif said, standing.
Judas nodded and waved him off. He laid down and closed his eyes
when he was alone again. The voices in his head kept him company
though.

[Day 001] 19:48
It was just a little bit over two hours before Judas had his next visitor.
This time it was the Captain, and she looked none too pleased. It was
too early for her to have received orders from the Congress of Science
and Research, so Judas figured she was just irked about him talking
to one of her crew members when he wasn’t supposed to be. Frankly,
he didn’t care.
So the Captain approached him and stood hands on her hips in front
of the clear Plasteel. Her dark hair swung dangerously low over her
eyes, threatening to hide them from sight entirely. She fixed a cold
stare on him and watched him quietly for a few moments with her
nostrils flaring angrily.
Judas stared back at her stoically, quietly noting the way her breasts
stretched the fabric of her uniform, making the buttons strain to keep
from allowing the button-up front from opening up to display whatever
she may or may not be wearing underneath. It’s not that she was even
that large up top; she just wore her clothes tailored very tightly, and
extended time in reduced and zero gravity did strange things to
women.
Beyond the normal decrease in bone mass, atrophy of muscle
tissue, and upward shift of organs in the chest cavity that everyone
would experience to varying extents when they spent a length of time
in space, women had to deal with what the reduced gravity did to their
breasts. This invariably meant they shifted up and often changed in
shape. Clothes that fit perfectly planetside tended to not fit quite as
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well after weeks and months in open space.
Judas observed this minute detail and a dozen other things about the
Captain in a matter of seconds. He simply chose to dwell on her chest
more than the dilation of her pupils as she narrowed her eyes at him,
the way a blood vessel pulsed beneath the skin of her neck when she
was agitated, or the slight crookedness and imperfect stitching of the
insignia located just over her left breast on the uniform.
Cahlaim (wary): “This one will never like you. Mark my words.”
SAIRA: “She wasn’t the one we came for anyway.”
Maylen: “The bitch should just let us out already. We’re not an
exhibit, so why are we locked up?”
The Captain leaned forward and pressed the intercom button. Unlike
Karif, she chose not to sit at the seat behind the console. She
remained standing, with her arms crossed in front of her and a
perturbed look on her face.
“I replayed the secondary security tapes of your conversation with
Karif. He didn’t realize they weren’t disabled when he took the primary
monitoring systems offline.”
“And?”
“I’d rather you didn’t speak to any of my crew.”
“Why?”
“Because I don’t trust you.”
“Well, that’s because you don’t know me. I can be rather charming.”
Judas said, grinning widely.
“Somehow I doubt that.”
Judas let his grin fade and went back to the business at hand. “Look,
if this Congress of Science and Research is like any institution or
bureaucracy I know, it’s not efficient. That means I’ll be in here for a
couple weeks while they gather first, and then they’ll deliberate for
awhile too. After that they’ll argue about semantics for a few more
days, and by the time they finally send a course of action to you, I’ll be
long gone.”
“You’ll be gone?”
“Of course. You don’t think I traveled across the galaxy to sample the
fine living accommodations in a three-man tin can studying comet
formation do you?”
“Then why did you come here?”
“I came because I wanted to see what I’d missed in the better part of
a millennia. I wanted to see if humanity was any better off than my own
people, who have become stagnant and lazy.”
“And if humanity proves to be better in your eyes? What will you do?”
The Captain asked, seeming honestly curious, though it was apparent
she still didn’t believe who or what he was - let alone his entire story.
“I haven’t entirely decided. I was thinking about working out a deal
with the leaders of Earth and its colonies to give them limited use of
the slipstream. I’m sure they’d like to be able to contact their colonies
at a fraction of the time it takes to reach the colonies with sub-light
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speed vessels and light-speed transmissions.”
“How noble of you. And what exactly do you expect for this generous
deed? Surely you’re not doing it out of the goodness of your own
heart? I’d be really disappointed if you tried that line.”
Judas shrugged dismissively. “Frankly, I don’t think you know a
damn thing about me, and your opinions about my motives are
immaterial. I could care less if you think I’m doing this for self-serving
reasons or not. The fact of the matter is, you cannot construct a cage
that will hold me. I’m out of this plastic tube the minute I damn well
please.”
“So what keeps you in your cage, if you can supposedly come and go
as you wish?”
“Politeness… manners… respect maybe?” Judas replied, and
seeing a dubious look on her face, he tried another route. “Probably
not any those to be honest. I just know that if I break out of here and do
whatever I want on and to this ship, you will never trust me. I don’t
need your trust, but I want it. I want you to not have to worry that I’ll do
something bad the moment you turn your back.”
“If you are what and who you say you are though, what does all that
matter? This ship is inconsequential in the grand scheme of things.
We’re a small vessel studying comets some hundred or so A.U.’s out
from Earth.”
“I’m interested in one of your crew.” Judas said, sliding forward until
his face was nearly pressed against the clear Plasteel.
The Captain took a step back, blinking her dark eyes and blushing.
“What?”
Maylen (disgusted): “I think that hussy is attracted to you.”
SAIRA: “Judas does have that affect on some women. I seem to
recall at least five.”
Erika (cheerful): “Agreed.”
“Don’t worry, it’s not you, love. You’re really not my type anyway.” He
winked at her. “Truth is, I think you have one of my distant relatives on
board. That’s why I’m here, and not racing around Pluto.”
“Who then?”
“The other woman. What’s her name?”
“Candice Elliot.”
Erika: “Horrible name.”
Cahlaim: “It’s quaint. I’m impartial.”
Maylen: “I hate it.”
Judas tapped the Plasteel with a finger and nodded. “That would be
her. It’s even the same last name.”
“Coincidence, even if you are who you say you are.”
“Perhaps it’s more than coincidence. It might be meant to be.”
“You believe in fate?”
“I never said that.”
“Oh.” The Captain replied, frowning. “Well still, I can’t let you loose.”
Judas sighed. “That’s because you don’t believe I can truly escape
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your fancy cage. I think you’ve handily forgotten that I survived being
frozen in the cold vacuum of space without any serious side-effects.”
The Captain took a seat finally, though she pushed herself a pace or
more away from the console so she could watch him from a greater
distance. “Just how exactly did you get in that jam anyway?”
“I put myself there. I couldn’t very well just float up and invade your
ship could I? You would have treated me as a hostile force, which I
must say isn’t much better than how I’m being treated now.”
“Where’s your ship then?”
“I don’t need one. I carry the slipstream in my veins. I simply
surround myself with an egg-like shell of it, and cruise through space.”
“Impossible. Our sensors detected nothing.”
“That’s because you don’t know how to look for it, and it’s also
mutated once or twice to be more resistant to human technology - a
necessity when humans try to kill you repeatedly.” Judas held out his
hand, palm up. He excreted a fist-sized cloud of slipstream from his
wrist to demonstrate. Then he squeezed it with his hand and it sank
back into his flesh.
“Point taken.” She replied. A mixture of concern over what and who
she was confronting, and interest as a scientist, because of what he
represented, caused her voice to waver.
“So you see, I’m here to meet Candice and there’s little you can
really do but play along.”
“I’m far from powerless. This is my ship after all.”
“I’ve survived worse than this tug can throw at me, even if you mixed
in all the radioactive isotopes and other junk you’re studying around
here and made me drink it. Even then I’d be able to survive your
engine going critical. On the off chance I am somehow wounded, I’d
simply make myself another body.”
“You really think you’re unstoppable then?”
“No. I’m sure that in this wide universe, there is something that is
nastier than I can be. Right now, I’m being civil. Should you insist on
cooping me up in here for much longer though, I would be forced to be
less-than-civil.”
“And you think that I should let you go to just go bother Candice and
roam free about my ship?”
“I’ll admit, it does sound like a poor deal for you, but look at the bright
side…”
“What’s that?”
“Besides my wonderful company, you also get a chance to study a
one-of-a-kind being. There is no other of my kind that currently
inhabits a body they built. Even if there was, none of them would be
like me.”
That caught the Captain’s interest. “You’d submit to testing?” She
asked incredulously.
“Sure.” He replied. “Oh, and is Candice really her real name? It’s
horrid.” He grimaced.
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“It is. She goes by Marie though.”
“Marie?”
“Candice Marie Elliot. She hates her first name too.”
“I can see why.”
Erika: “I told you it was horrible.”
Cahlaim (teasing): “Everyone is entitled to be right once.”
“I don’t think it’s that bad. Mine isn’t much better.”
“Oh?”
“Helen. Helen Miranov.”
“Helen isn’t bad.”
“It wasn’t a few hundred years ago. It’s a very dated name in this day
and age.”
“So, Helen, where are we on this whole ‘going free deal’ anyway? I’m
really itching to stretch my legs and take a nice long walk down the
corridors.”
She ran a hand threw her hair, brushing it back just enough to reveal
a scar above her right eyebrow that seemed like it ran all the way up to
her scalp. She exhaled sharply as she considered what he asked of
her before answering, “Let me talk to Marie first, alright? If she doesn’t
mind a creepy ancestor or whatever you are tagging along, I may
allow it. Until then, no more unauthorized contact with my crew,
alright?”
“I can live with that.” Then, after a dramatic pause during which he
made sure he had her attention, he added, “For now.”
“Good. Because it will have to do. I’ll get back to you shortly.”
“Goodbye, Helen. I will speak to you again soon.”
Helen stood then, brushing out the wrinkles in her uniform that had
gathered from sitting. She nodded to him and left without another
word. Judas smiled, wondering why mankind hasn’t created a truly
wrinkle-free fabric yet.
SAIRA: “You’re rather pleased with yourself.”
Maylen: “He thinks he’s smooth-talked another lady.”
Erika: “The Captain isn’t as bad as I originally assumed.”
Cahlaim: “Don’t forget, we’re still in this cage. She hasn’t let us out
you.”
Judas chuckled and sat down, joining in the conversation.

[Day 002] 04:17
Erika (impatient): “It’s nearly morning by their chronometers. What
are they doing?”
SAIRA: “They’re probably sleeping on it - the decision that is.”
Maylen: “Judas, why do your people do that anyway?”
Judas: “Humans are less impulsive than either of your races. Some
are still very impulsive, but most aren’t. They like to consider a
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decision from all angles first..”
Cahlaim: “You certainly aren’t cautious.”
SAIRA: “Agreed. It’s his impulsiveness that got him infected with the
slipstream in the first place, and consequently, I was infected too.”
Erika (defensively): “I think infected is too harsh a word. Although, it
all worked out for the best in my case.”
SAIRA: “What would you prefer to refer to the invasion of sentient
bodies by a dangerous force as?”
Judas: “Enlightenment. Transfiguration. We are all better off for our
interactions with each other and with the slipstream. I wouldn’t change
a thing.”
Maylen (curious): “Not even your first death?”
Judas: “Not even that.”
They thought of happier things for a while after that. Mostly, they
wanted to know what Earth was like, since none of them had ever
really been there. Even SAIRA had no real memories of Earth, just
whatever parts of the Trailblazer’s computer logs remained in her
mind.

[Day 002] 07:00
The lights in the quarantine bay flickered on, replacing the orange
running lights that had given the room just enough light to stumble
around in without running into something during the night. Judas’ eyes
opened immediately and adjusted his inhuman lenses to the new light
level.
He had been sleeping. It was an activity he enjoyed, as did those
within him. Being without a physical body, none of his wives could
enter a dream state, so they partook in his dreams instead. For all he
knew, their chatter and feelings might have influenced his dreaming
state, but he didn’t mind. He hadn’t had any dreams that he could
particularly subscribe to any of his wives.
For instance, if he woke up one morning after dreaming of
Mealpacks and intimate contact with Maylen, it would be clear who
had planted the seeds of that sort of dream within him. Not that he
would particularly mind that dream, but it just hadn’t happened. That is
not to say it wouldn’t though.
The door swished open and Marie stepped in. Judas tiled his head
toward the entry, though he remained on the narrow bunk. He’d get up
in a minute if he needed to.
There was a sense of wariness about her that went beyond the
inherent timidness Judas had judged her to have. Her dark hair was
pulled back into a bun, with a pair of hair clips on each side of her
head, just above her ears, keeping her hair from escaping. The
grayish uniform she wore had the top two buttons undone, baring her
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neck and a small portion of cleavage, where he could see a blue
undershirt peaking out. Again, Judas was struck by the large brown
eyes that sat in the middle of her well-proportioned and womanly face.
She stepped over and pressed the intercom button on the console in
front of the quarantine cage. “We’re going to release you.”
“Where are your crewmates?” He asked, knowing full well they were
probably watching him from the security monitors, waiting for him to
make some wrong move so they could flush him out into space. “I
figured they’d want to be here to protect you in case I try something
unexpected.”
“Apparently, you impressed the Captain quite a lot. She seemed to
think you were harmless enough, and that you would just come out
and do whatever you wanted regardless of what we did.”
Judas smiled, catching her eyes with his own. She averted her eyes
after a moment, and pressed another button. The clear Plasteel walls
of his cage receded into the floor until they disappeared completely
and a metal grating covered where the cage walls had hidden
themselves, lest someone trip on the gap or drop something down in
it.
He got up off the bunk then, stretching his limbs. He was not
unaware of the way her hand strayed to a bulge in the left pocket of
her uniform, just below her hip. After giving her a warm smile, he
stepped closer, stopping about a meter and a half away from her.
“Can I see the ship?”
So intently was she watching him for some sign of aggression, that
she hardly heard his question. Feeling stupid and blushing, she said,
“Huh?”
Judas silenced his wives’ laughter in his head before asking again.
“The ship. May I have a tour?”
“Oh. The ship. Yes. Of course.”
“What would you like to see?”
“Everything, but save the observation deck and the mess hall for
last.”
“Why don’t you lead the way then?” She suggested. “I’ll tell you
which way to turn or what doors to enter when you need to.”
He nodded. “Fair enough.”
Their tour took the better part of an hour. It wasn’t a large ship, but he
surprised her by asking pointed and intelligent questions about some
of their equipment. After all, one of his reasons for coming to the ship
was to see how much had changed in the time he had been away from
Earth and her colonies.
The only things he wasn’t shown were the private quarters of each of
the crew members and the bridge, where all the sensitive
instrumentation was. Still, he was able to see the medical bays and
exercise facilities, the propulsion systems - through a protective
barrier of course - and many of the ship’s research centers before his
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tour took him to the mess hall.
“I hope you’re hungry, because I am. I haven’t eaten yet this
morning.” Marie admitted, and her stomach seconded that thought
with a rather loud grumble.
“I could definitely eat.” He replied, looking at the vending system built
into one wall.
There were two screens with touch menus. Each screen was
identical, displaying a dozen or more main headings, each of which
opened into more options, and those opened into more options still.
Wide slots beneath the screens showed where food would be
dispensed on the trays sitting inside them. The containers and the
trays alike would be recycled.
“Watch me. I’ll show you how to do it.” She said, stepping up to one
of the two displays.
Judas wasn’t above watching her demonstration, even though he
was fairly sure he could figure it out. He had used a Mealpack type
machine before, and it couldn’t be too much different than that, even if
the better part of a Millennia had passed.
Marie went through three or four branching menus, selecting an
entrée, two sides, and a beverage. Within moments after she’d tapped
the dispense button, containers formed out of the tray waiting within
the slot, filling with food a moment later.
Maylen (jealous): “You’re so lucky.”
She grabbed her tray and looked at him, a bit more comfortable now
around him than she had been at first. “Think you can find something
you like? You saw how to do it, right?”
He nodded. “I’m not picky. It could probably shit out a brick of
reconstituted vitamins and proteins, and that would taste good after
dining on slipstream for the weeks it took me to grow a body and travel
here.”
He quickly selected a couple breakfast entrees and a half-dozen
sides to accompany a trio of beverages. Marie gave him a strange
look when he pulled his tray out of the slot; it was practically
overflowing with food.
“What? Other than that Mealpack the other day, I haven’t eaten in
centuries.”
She laughed. “Where do you want to eat?”
“Is the observation deck far? I’d like to look out into space while I
eat.”
“It’s just down the hall a room or two. I eat there a lot.” She inclined
her head back toward the door they’d entered to come into the small
galley room.
Judas followed her past the pair of small tables, back into the
hallway. “Will your crewmates be there?”
“No. They ate just before I went down to free you. I figured you would
be hungry, so I waited for you.”
“I appreciate the gesture.”
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They entered the observation deck then. A 180 degree arc of clear
Plasteel separated them from open space. The clear window curved
from the ceiling down past the protruding deck so the crew could stand
up by the ledge and look ‘down’ into space as well; it was nearly a
quarter of a sphere attached to the belly of the ship. There was only a
narrow band of deck on which to stand though. Benches were built
into the rear wall between the pair of doors that allowed people to
come and go as they wished.
They sat on one of those benches to eat, half facing each other with
their legs straddling the benches as they picked at their food. Judas
hardly said a thing though, content to sample foods he hadn’t tasted in
nearly forever, and some he had never tasted before. Even with his
greater portion of food, he finished at about the same time as Marie.
She spent long minutes gazing out at the cloud of ice, dust, and
forming comets displayed before them. The view rotated to the left as
the ship spun to maintain gravity. Judas had seen it from outside, and
he had taken note of how the crew areas of the ship rotated around an
unmoving spine that was mostly taken up by the engine.
“Quite a sight, eh?”
A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “Yeah. It’s a powerful
scene - the birthplace of comets really.”
“It’s nice.”
She frowned slightly. “Just nice?”
“I’ve seen a lot of things. This is definitely one of the nicer sights, but
I never loved space. I’m a man who likes to have a sky above him and
ground below him.”
“You like to stay grounded? I would too after nearly freezing to death
in space.” She admitted.
Judas shrugged. “I was fine. It’d take more than a little cold space to
kill me.”
She watched him for a long moment out of the corner of her eyes,
taking in his features as if she was looking for familiarity or family
resemblance. “So I’m supposed to be related to you? The Captain told
me you came here for me because we’re related. I just don’t see how
though. I look at you and see an alien.”
“A good-looking one I hope. I worked hard on this body.” He
chuckled.
Cahlaim: “Making moves already?”
Maylen: “I’d complain, but that food tasted really good.”
“See? You MADE your body. How can I relate to that? I can’t even
get my ass to look nice in a swimsuit when I’m planetside.” She said,
feeling silly for adding that last personal bit.
“I was human, but that body was changed by the slipstream, and it
died. This body is just a construct I made for my consciousness. I had
been observing and fathering my people from a basically formless
state.”
She just stared at him for a moment, blinking. “That’s a lot to
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swallow.”
He grinned madly. “Take your time then. I was kind of hoping to get
some quarters of my own anyway, and maybe clean up a bit. Now that
the slipstream isn’t taking care of my hygiene, I’m feeling the need to
get clean.”
“Oh. Right. Let me ask the Captain which of the spare crew quarters
she wants you in.” She said, standing. “We always have a couple
empty ones, because this ship is built for six, and there’s a few guest
quarters too.”
“Why aren’t you running with a full crew complement?” He asked,
following her example by standing.
“Not many people want to spend two years out here staring at the
clouds. We’re a long way out too, so we just can’t take a jaunt in for
supplies when we want either.”
“I imagine not.”
He followed her to get rid of the trays. They didn’t worry about the
food containers, because when they pressed and held a button on the
side of the tray, all the containers and utensils were absorbed into the
tray.
They put the trays back in the slots they’d come out of, and that was
that. The machine quickly reabsorbed any uneaten food and the
added mass from the containers. While he was watching the ship do
that, she got orders from the Captain over the intercom about his
quarters. He was still watching the machine work when she finished.
Good food, good company, and a nice view aside, this impressed
him a lot. It was a whole lot of simple details and things like this that
really made him happy to be home. Keymra might have been his
home for a long time, but this ship was already feeling like more of a
home than Keymra had since the last of his grandchildren had died.
Satisfied with the job the machine did, Judas followed Marie back
into the hallway.
Judas stopped abruptly in the hallway, and said, “Hey.”
Marie nearly jumped, startled from his sudden talking. “Umm. Yes?”
“What’s this ship’s name?”
“The Whaler.” She answered. “It’s kind of a fat looking ship. Thick.
And we’re out here hunting the big one - comets that is.”
He nodded, satisfied with her answer. He had more questions too,
but they could wait until later. As they walked, he grinned, thinking
about the device she had in her left waist pocket - probably some sort
of defense weapon. If things went his way, she’d never have to carry
one around him again.

[Day 002] 18:32
Judas took a seat at one of two tables in the mess hall. The table had
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a square top with rounded corners, and the four seats - one at each
corner - were attached to the legs of the table, which were in turn
bolted to the floor.
Captain Miranov sat at his left, Marie was at his right, and Karif sat
across from him. It was not coincidence that had placed Judas
between the women. Karif either didn’t mind or didn’t care. He hardly
even joined in the conversation anyway, preferring to peruse the latest
scientific journals on datapads while he ate. The two women spoke of
their findings during the day and various other types of ship-related
subjects. It was pretty clear that the three of them were very used to
doing the same thing all the time; even an extra crewman, and an
alien one at that, didn’t interrupt their regular pattern of doing things.
Judas cleared his throat as he finished his evening meal. When the
others all looked at him, he spoke. “Since we’re all here, I’d like to ask
some questions. Then, you three can ask me questions if you want,
that way I don’t have to answer the same questions three times.”
SAIRA: “You make it sound like you don’t appreciate people asking
you about yourself. That’s hardly the case.”
Erika (agreement): “Males of any species seem to like to have other
people, especially women, ask them about themselves.”
Judas: “I only like to repeat myself when I’m being particularly witty.”
Cahlaim (teasing): “Doesn’t happen as often as you’d like, eh?”
Karif nodded first, followed by a shrug from Marie, and a grunt from
the Captain that Judas took as a yes.
“I’ve been out of circulation for awhile now, and I want to know what
all has happened to Earth and her colonies in the last three-quarters of
a millennia.”
Karif blinked at Judas’ request and pushed his glasses back up onto
the bridge of his nose. “That’s a hefty task even for a historian. We’re
all engineers and astrophysicists here.”
Judas shrugged. “Give me the highlights… the stuff children would
read about in school.”
The three of them glanced at each other for a few moments before
Marie took up the task of explaining. She took a deep breath before
starting though. “We’ll have to start at the collapse of Underspace I
suppose.”
Judas nodded, agreeing with her.
“Well, for quite some time after that, we just sent out ships with near
light-speed drives. We had no alternative, and we were dreadfully
overpopulated. Our fledgling colonies were just starting off too, and
many of them wouldn’t have probably survived had we not sent every
ship we could out into the stars. Still, there were losses: deaths,
starvation, disease, and ships were lost in space. There were many
times that people cursed Underspace and your name too, Judas.”
Erika (pouting): “I get entirely too little credit in all this.”
“After that, everyone started looking for ways to bridge the stars
faster. We worked on matter catapults, and those seemed to work for
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awhile, but only with inanimate cargo vessels. There is something in
the process of slinging a ship as a pure bolt of energy, which has to
rematerialize a few star systems away, that seems to kill living things.
There really hasn’t been any major breakthrough as far as propulsion
goes since the invention of the near-light drive. We still do it the hard
way, traveling ten to twenty years in stasis as we go from one star to
the next. I’m sure they’re still trying to figure out some way to get
around the speed of light.” Marie continued.
“There was talk a few years ago of a synthetic slipstream.” Karif
interjected.
“How does that work?” Judas asked.
The little man shrugged and lifted his palms to show he knew little.
“They had a sample of slipstream they managed to preserve. They
worked on nurturing it and growing it. I don’t think they ever got very
far with it.”
SAIRA: “I imagine not. Dealing with slipstream is like trying to hold
quicksilver in your hands without any running through your fingers.”
Erika (pleased): “I am rather ephemeral by nature, aren’t I?”
Maylen (groaning): “Whatever.”
“Shall I continue?” Marie asked.
“Please.” Judas answered.
“Alright. Where was I?” She wondered aloud. “Ahh, yes. Propulsion
technology aside, Earth was pretty much isolated from her colonies.
With the length of time it took for people and goods to make the
journey across the stars, it simply wasn’t conducive to any serious sort
of ties and governance. Each successfully colonized system became
something of a city state in the stars. With the colonies dealing with
their own problems after a hundred years or so, Earth again turned its
focus inward.”
“Humanity spent the next two-hundred years going through a
religious and spiritual reformation. It was pretty bloody too. There
were crusades and ethnic cleansings. Some people call it the second
dark age on mankind.”
Helen and Karif nodded grimly, agreeing with this assessment.
Cahlaim: “Sounds like we missed a hell of a time.”
Judas: “Quiet. I want to hear this.”
Cahlaim: “Fine, fine.”
Marie paused to take a drink of water. “Wars raged across Mars, the
moons of Saturn, and even on Earth herself. Eventually, three main
factions emerged: the Christao-Judeans, the Tao-Buddhists, and the
Hindi-Islamics. Religious books were compiled, rewritten, and
Combined to cement these three new conglomerate religions. Earth
remained heavily Christao-Judean, mostly because the parts of the
world where Tao-Buddhism and Hindi-Islamic were followed had been
reduced to wasteland. You see, global warming, religious wars, and
reckless breeding had left half of Earth’s land uninhabitable. The
Tao-Buddhists traditionally live in the asteroid belts and on the many
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moons of Jupiter and Saturn, while the Hindi-Islamic followers
inhabited Mars and set up the gas-mining Combines of Venus.”
“Combines?” Judas interrupted.
The Captain answered this one. “Massive corporations, almost
nations in and of themselves. There are a few of them right now. The
Venusian Gas Miners are in heavy contention with the Outer Planets
Gas Miners, then there’s the Martian Agricultural Alliance, Taokomi
Industries is a shipping Combine based out of the asteroid belt, and
the list goes on. There are maybe a dozen sizeable ones out of maybe
three dozen total, and of those, there are three that set up policies that
the others follow, each choosing which of the big three to follow.
Political and commercial ties among Combines shift frequently.” After
she finished, she frowned at Judas’ intent gaze. “What? My father was
a cargo hauler. He taught me a lot about commerce.”
“Is the Congress of Research or whatever a Combine?”
“No. It’s a gathering of learned folk from every walk of life in the entire
solar system. It’s the one place where creed and religion don’t matter,
because they all see science as the ultimate religion.” Helen replied.
“Thank you.” Judas replied, winking. He ignored Helen’s scowl,
turning back to Marie. “If you’d continue, please.”
“That’s a lot of it really, as far as your history lesson that is. The
religious persecution isn’t totally over. Every now and then they come
to blows over it, and a lot of people die. The problem is that there are
so many people that no one notices when a few million die these days.
It’s like trying to paddle water fast enough so that you can bare the
lake bed beneath it. The displaced water flows right back in and so
does a new crop of people waiting for homes.”
Judas frowned “What about the military? Why don’t they step in?”
“There is no centralized military any more. After the loss of the
science fleet to the Sable Guard, and the upheaval that came from the
total loss of Underspace, the governing body of Earth was ruined. No
one knew how tentatively they were clinging to power then. All it took
was the upheaval to destroy their power.” Karif explained.
“Mercenaries and security Combines protect the interests of
Combines now, many of which are owned almost exclusively by one
religious group or another. So basically you have three religious ruling
bodies struggling to agree on policy that benefits the solar system as a
whole without giving either of the other groups too much power. The
Combines are usually aligned with one religion or another, but there
are a few that are cross-religion.”
Judas reprised his opinion of the quiet little scientist. Karif hadn’t
seemed like he cared about anything but his research, but clearly he
knew politics too. “That’s it? 700 plus years and there were a few
crusades, and some attempts at improving space travel?” Judas
asked, letting disappointment ring in his voice.
The Captain chuckled. “Change occurs very slowly in societies as
large as humanity is. If you change too fast, everyone starves or dies
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or something horrible. Humanity is a boulder that you must nudge a
little bit at a time to get it to change course.”
“What about Pluto and Neptune? I don’t think you mentioned those
really. I know Saturn and Jupiter are getting gas-mined.”
“There is no Pluto anymore.” Karif answered.
Judas scratched at his chin. “Why? What happened?”
Karif answered this as well, and again Judas found him to be
surprisingly knowledgeable. “Well, Pluto was too far out to be much
use for most of the planets, and it was mostly ice and minerals. The
ice was harvested and shipped to the moons of Jupiter and Saturn,
but most of it went to Mars. Mars is quite a lush world now, even if the
atmosphere is still thin - some people need breathing aids when they
go there. The rest of Pluto ended up being distributed to the colonies
in other solar systems and the asteroid belt between Mars and
Jupiter.”
“Why not just leave a piece of it floating there? Dismantling an entire
planet must have been a ridiculous amount of work.”
“They had to, because they’d robbed so much mass from it that its
orbit was deteriorating. It would have smashed into Uranus eventually,
or maybe even Neptune. Who can say? They almost did the same
with Mercury, but it was too valuable as an energy source.
Geothermal energy is plentiful there, as well as radiation and solar
energy that can be harvested.”
“I guess it’s our turn to ask questions now then?” Marie asked,
smiling.
“I’m exhausted. Perhaps tomorrow?” Judas grinned. He ignored the
protests and disappointment of the three people around him, and got
up from the table. “Truly. Tomorrow I will share, just as you have
tonight.”
After a few more promises, he got them to relent, even if they were
disappointed. He went back to his quarters then, wandering down the
narrow halls until he found his door. At any rate, he was not some
random attraction to be amused with and then discarded. He would
share in due time. The voices in his head picked up again when he
threw himself down onto his bunk.
Cahlaim: “Excuses. You should have shared”
SAIRA: “Shameless.”
Erika: “I thought it was an amusing twist.”
Maylen: “It was good, but not as good as that Salisbury Steak. Damn
I want a body, or at least a mouth to eat with.”
Cahlaim (playful): “You’d still manage to be fat.”
Maylen (feigned outrage): “You shut up! SAIRA has bigger hips.”
Judas: “Hey. I liked those hips.”
SAIRA (affectionate): ”Thank you.”
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[Day 003] 02:02
Almost a solar system away in orbit around Mercury, a container is
under close observation from a vessel that easily dwarfs it. The
container is hardly large compared to the space ship next to it, or other
even compared to escape pods that larger ships carried. Space ships
in use that very day sometimes reached lengths of nearly ten
kilometers sometimes, but those are the asteroid movers and massive
colony cruisers. This ship though, only had a twenty meter diameter nearly a perfect sphere other than a few external instruments and
thrusters that marred its perfection.
The sphere could easily fit in one of the holds of the ship that held it in
place with a series of umbilical and instruments, and the only reason it
wasn’t, was for safety. If worse came to worse, the sphere could be
cut loose and sent into the not-so-distant sun. There were a dozen or
more similar spheres within the larger vessel, known as the Toyama.
Each of the other spheres was smaller than this one though and each
containing a similar sample of the substance within, but each could
potentially replace the larger should it fail to produce the wanted
results.
This particular sphere was the fifth such container for what was
within, each significantly larger than the last and used to replace the
previous sphere when the thing within grew too large to be contained.
The other organisms in spheres contained within the ship were only in
stage 1 or stage 2 spheres. This one was the prototype, and therefore
the largest.
As it happened, this fifth sphere was looking to be the last one the
organism would need. The organism’s growth had slowed almost to a
standstill despite increased feedings. Then something had happened;
it was almost four days ago exactly that this something had occurred.
Researchers were scrambling to come up with an explanation, and
while theories of various plausibility circulated, there was no real
explanation. This new growth was as mysterious as it was fast, almost
like a spark wandering from a fire that consumed an entire field in
minutes.
Usually construction of a new sphere was seen as progress, and not
as a chore or drain on resources. A new ship-sphere meant that the
organism within had reached another stage in its growth. This time
though, they had mechanics and engineers working around the clock
to build a sixth containment sphere for the organism, and it would be
ready in a matter of days.
Still, if the current trend continued, the organism would be straining
at the walls of its cage before the sixth sphere could be finished.
Project organizers and funders were not in the least bit pleased by the
potential damage this could cause if the organism’s growth was
stunted or if it suffered some sort of problems as a result of its
confinement. It was also likely that they’d have to start the seventh
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sphere right away - a sphere with a thirty meters diameter might fill
impossibly quick, even if it was significantly larger than the fifth one.
Other shapes of containers had been tested, and the organisms
within always seemed to grow into a nearly perfect sphere, so the
designers had decided to just follow the wishes of the creature they
were building to accommodate.
The ship in Mercury’s shadow, orbiting on the dark side of the planet
monitored the container at all times. Mercury was strange in that the
same side was always facing the planet, and the same side was
always facing out. It’s orbital period coincided with its term of rotation,
so the one side was condemned to be an eternal inferno, while the
other side was forever frozen and dark - until man came. Now the dark
side of the planet looked like a spider web of glowing veins from orbit.
Factories, mines, and energy plants dotted the dark surface, and lit-up
magtubes shuttled workers and supplies in between them. Mercury
would never want for energy, not with the Sun looming so close.
One of the umbilicals from the ship, that cradled the sphere in arms
of instrumentation, began to pump. The mixture inside the umbilical
was a sludge of animal tissue, nutrient syrups, human stem cells, and
on some occasions even entire humans or animals. To a large
Combine with the backing of the Congress of Science and Research,
it wasn’t hard to obtain anything they wanted for their experiments. It’s
not as if the development of a new technology, that would once again
open the stars to humanity with faster than light travel, wasn’t worth a
few missing children, criminals, and homeless people. Earth and all of
its colonies were overpopulated anyway, and for the real squeamish, it
helped to know that most of the bodies and tissues fed to the organism
in the sphere came from people that were already deceased - usually.
This latest feeding contained the brains and stem cells from a
number of the more intelligent criminals from a prison on one of the
moons of Saturn. The researchers had mixed in some more animal
tissue and an electrolyte solution as well. The food was then pushed
gently down the tube, much like the way the intestines slowly push
food through the digestive tract of a human or most other animals.
Once the material reached the end of the tube, feeding organs the
organism had developed began consuming the material. From the
feeding organs, the food would be distributed throughout the body by
way of a series of vein-like tunnels that ran through the spherical mass
of tissue. The nutrients would be used to build more tissue, and
establish more nerve-like connections with the new growth. As human
as this seemed, the creature was anything but human though, and its
nervous system was vastly different from anything that had ever
existed before.
The creature finished its meal and turned its efforts from feeding to
growing. This happened all instinctively, without any real reasoning or
thought that the researchers had been able to detect. There was only
the ever-present bio-electric thrum of the organism and the bronze
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glow of mutated slipstream.
The organism was dependent on gravity to grow though, and not life.
That’s why it could exist in normal space, but it had taken a lot to get
the original sample of slipstream from Underspace to stay in normal
space instead of dissipating and returning to Underspace. The original
slipstream had formed in a layer of space under normal space
wherever life was present, but this new type of slipstream existed in
normal space and it was dependent on gravity and nutrients something they hoped to exploit in faster than light travel. After all,
space is not much more than a series of gravity wells and stars with
powerful gravity fields?
The researchers on the Toyama - the vessel that was running the
project and currently holding the sphere - hoped to splice the Entity
eventually and attach similar spheres with captive parts of this greater
being onto a ship. The theory and experiments thus far had shown
that the spheres could generate a bubble of slipstream around a
vessel, and then the slipstream could be urged to go toward a source
of gravity at a speed that surpassed the speed of light.
Chemical and electrical stimulus could make the being initiate as well
as turn off the bubble on command. The problem was that they’d only
been able to do this on an unmanned probe. Anything larger would
require larger samples of the being, and that’s why they continued to
grow this one, as well as the other samples within the carefully
controlled labs on the ship.
For the first time ever, the organism in the sphere did something
more than eat, grow, and produce a slipstream field: the organism
wanted. It didn’t know it wanted, because it was still doing it
instinctively, but it reached out with its limited senses to find the
source of similarity that it felt.
Whatever it felt was distant though, and the organism knew it had to
be more powerful if it was going to reach it, so it turned its attention
toward the smaller organisms near it. There were a few of them and
they were just through a few alloy walls. They were tempting targets,
and this organism had no reason not to try to take them. It just had to
figure out how to get them. It sat there digesting its food, growing and
thinking - if you could actually call it that - in its spherical cage that was
marked with one word on the outside: Overspace.

[Day 003] 13:48
Judas’ third morning on the ship passed without incident. He spent a
great deal of his time simply ingesting the plethora of new information
that was fed to him. Whether it was how to use a certain piece of
equipment in one of the labs or some tidbit of trivia about comets and
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the Oort cloud, he was learning a lot.
Learning was nothing new to Judas, it was just tiring and hungry
work. He found himself eating more often than he’d have liked, though
he had a sinking suspicion that the companions in his head were
somehow making him hungry. Food was, after all, one of the greatest
pleasures known to man. His body was more than capable of handing
the quantities of food he was consuming though. Secondary and
tertiary sets of organs made sure anything that entered his body was
quickly rendered and processed.
He was actually just finishing his third meal of the day - he’d only
been up since 07:00 - when Marie passed by his closed door. He
sensed her in a number of ways without actually seeing her. His
enhanced hearing allowed him to hear footfalls on deck plates even
through the bulkheads, and his tactile senses could pick up the
vibrations each of her hurried steps caused, which was no small feat
considering the myriad collection of vibrations a spaceship might be
making at any one moment. Olfactory glands under the skin in his face
and neck helped him smell her too, again, even through a bulkhead.
Marie was a complex bouquet of scents. She smelled of her morning
and noon meal; crumbs were stuck in a fold of her jumpsuit near her
waist and her breath smelled of it of course. An odor of oil and
sterilization fluid followed her too, likely picked up from one of the labs.
These aromas mixed with her own unique musk. Women tend to not
have as strong of odors about them as men, except for about their
scalps. Judas could tell a dozen things from the pheromones released
from a woman’s head, and then he could tell a dozen more things from
the scent of her genitals or sweat. Scents were the strongest and often
the most accurate predictor of anyone’s reactions.
This is not to say he spent time actually thinking about small things
like this. When you’re constantly inundated with scents, sounds, and
sights, your minds stores away dozens of little details you don’t
consciously perceive or even care about. Still, being who he was,
Judas was drawn to the scent of a woman. It didn’t help that she had a
feel of familiarity about her that stemmed from their shared ancestry,
though her ties to him were removed many generations from Judas’
own ties to their common family.
This familiarity inspired a sense of territoriality in him. It was almost
like a specific type of catnip, tailored to his particular tastes.
He left his quarters, impatiently brushing past the door as it slid open
too slow for his needs. Glands across his body soaked in sights,
sounds, sensations and smells as he stepped into the invisible draft of
air caused by Marie’s passing - invisible to others that is. With
enhanced eyes, he could just barely make out the nearly transparent
currents of air.
SAIRA (concerned): “Judas? Where are you going?”
Judas didn’t answer. He stalked after his prey, exuding through his
skin an intoxicating set of pheromones. As he hurried around the
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corner, he caught a glimpse of Marie disappearing onto the
observation deck. His footsteps were dead silent as he approached
one of the two doors that would allow him on to the observation deck
with her.
Maylen (jealous): “Judas. Stop. I know what you’re doing.”
Cahlaim: “I think everyone here does. He’s being Judas.”
SAIRA (thoughtful): “I don’t remember him being so mindless and
libidinous.”
Cahlaim: “I do.”
Erika (intrigued and excited): “Here he goes!”
Judas slid into the observation deck, quieter than the door that
closed behind him. To him the door sounded as loud as a shout, but
Marie didn’t even hear it, so intently was she watching the belt of
space in front of her.
He was standing five paces behind her when she shivered. Marie
crossed her arms in front of her and leaned forward on the railing.
Judas watched her, breathing shallow and impossibly quiet if
compared to a human.
Like people often do, Marie felt eyes on her and turned to see who
was watching her. She hadn’t really expected to see anyone there
though, despite her feelings telling her otherwise. She shrunk away
from Judas in fright, inhaling sharply in surprise. Her left had was held
out in front of her to ward him off while the other covered her mouth - a
classic pose.
When he smiled warmly, she slowly relaxed, giving him a dirty look.
“You scared me half to death. When did you get here?” She lowered
her hands, feeling foolish.
“Just after you did.”
“I’ve been here for a few minutes though.”
“So have I.” He replied.
Marie frowned, clenching her teeth. As she did, she inhaled through
her nose. What her brain detected and what she smelled were two
different things. She smelled nothing more than the recycled air of the
ship, but her brain was processing the complex pheromones that
Judas was giving off. In a matter of seconds, her body language
shifted from wariness and suspicion to warmth and openness.
“Did you need something?”
“I just wanted to see you.”
She laughed, a throaty noise. “Somehow I doubt that.”
“Why?”
“I don’t know. My instincts tells me I shouldn’t trust you, but…”
“But your body says something different than your woman’s
intuition?” Judas finished her sentence for her.
“Something like that. Thankfully, I’m in control of myself. Otherwise
we might get into trouble.”
He smiled. “Oh?”
She grinned slyly. “Perhaps.”
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“We wouldn’t want that happening now, would we? What would your
Captain think? She’d probably be jealous, eh?”
“You’re flattering yourself. You’re not unattractive in a strange way. I
guess you’re even passably handsome. Still. You’re a strange one…
not really my type.”
Judas laughed, not at all offended. “That just means I’m memorable one of a kind.”
“That you are, but I have work to do. I just came here to spend a few
minutes to reconnect with the outside world. I get claustrophobic in
this little ship.”
“It’s bigger than that ship I rode for nearly two years before I crashed
on Keymra. This is a lot larger than an SX hull.”
“I imagine so. I would have gone crazy.”
“Who says I didn’t?”
“Point taken. I need to get back to work though.”
“Want help?”
Marie looked at him for a long moment. Judas could smell desire on
her.
“Sure, why not? I hope you know about particle densities and core
samplings.”
“A bit. I learn fast though.”
“Fair enough. Let’s go then, down to lab three.” She said, starting for
the second door of the observation deck.
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” He replied, falling in beside her.
Judas: “Taking it slow.”
None of the voices in his head replied.

[Day 004] 08:58
The time came when Judas had to make good on his promises. That
promise being that he would submit to testing. Initially, they had
thought to have just Marie or Karif in the room during the testing, and
then they’d review the results as a whole later on. Judas laughed at
that notion though, and insisted that he was not shy and that he wasn’t
going to be made uncomfortable by having all three of them poking
and prodding him if they needed it.
So on the morning of the fourth day, the four of them gathered in the
largest lab on the ship. Judas laid on an inclined diagnostic table,
surrounded by instrumentation, and the other three stood around him
with serious looks on their faces.
Maylen (wary): Is this going to hurt?”
Cahlaim: “When do doctors make things not hurt?”
Judas (calm): “This won’t be bad. Don’t worry.”
SAIRA: “We can get out of here if things get bad anyway.“
Erika: “This reminds me of when Nathan tested me back on Keymra
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when I had a body for that short period of time.”
“Are you ready to start?” Karif asked.
Judas, who was wearing nothing more than his undergarments for
the sake of modesty, nodded. “Sure, why not? The sooner we get this
over with the better.”
The Captain regarded Judas with a critical eye. “You do realize that
there may be a need for follow-up examinations. Right?”
“As long as they aren’t terribly regular, that’s fine. I don’t mind every
once in a while though.”
“Good. Let’s begin.”
Judas quietly endured a number of scans and tissue samplings.
Their battery of tests was exhaustive. They took genetic samples from
his excrement, his skin and hair, blood, and even sperm.
Each sample was fed into a machine at the far end of the room. The
machine would run thousands of comparisons and diagnostics. Then
his genome would be sampled and the decoded information would be
sent to the Congress of Science and Research. A stasis pod with
actual physical samples would be sent too, but that would take longer
to get there, and those could be lost sometimes. Space is
unpredictable, especially when humans are involved.
Judas closed his eyes after awhile and receded into the
conversations within him. It was a coping tool, as well as a way to
defeat boredom. The whole process of testing wasn’t exactly painless
or quick. Even some of the fastest and best research computers
couldn’t decode genome instantly.
Even while he spent ‘quality time’ with his wives, he could hear what
was going on around him. There was a lot of discussion about the
rather obvious differences between his internal organs and those of
humans. As the genome decoder finished, those conversations only
intensified. Judas himself had no idea how his genetic information
stacked up to human DNA, other than the fact that his was more
complex and likely very different.
They were still talking about him when he was released to go eat and
rest. After all the proddings and tests, he wasn’t of a mind to chitchat
about the results. He just went to the galley, ate, and then went back
to his room to sleep for a while. Even though he’d mostly recovered in
the short time it took to eat, he decided to sleep anyway, because his
shipmates would be working on the data for hours.
When there was nothing else for him to do, there was just no reason
not to spend more time with his wives, even if it wasn’t in a corporeal
manner. It was not the first time in just a few days that he wished at
least one of them had made a body too. There was just no substitute
for physical contact sometimes.

[Day 005] 16:49
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“Judas?” Someone called from the hallway beyond the door of
Judas’ room.
Judas opened his eyes and smiled. It was Karif beyond the door.
That was easy to tell from the voice alone, not to mention his scent or
the vibrations caused by his walk. He had been meditating again, but
the prospect of real conversation was an attractive one, so he
unfolded his limbs and walked to the door.
“Yes?” Judas replied finally as the door swished open.
Karif took a nervous step back and pushed his glasses back up onto
the bridge of his nose. Again, Judas was struck by the quaint feeling of
nostalgia the man inspired in him. Gene therapy or nearly painless
surgeries could repair even the worst eyes beyond the need to ever
wear corrective lenses again, and yet this man chose to wear antique
glasses. Hell, for that matter Karif could have had special optical
processors installed into his eyeballs that would have allowed him to
read a dozen times faster and beam information straight into his brain.
SAIRA: “I like him. He’s different.”
Karif took a moment, clearing his throat before he spoke, but when
he did it was with an almost uncharacteristically steady voice. “I
wanted to talk to you about your race some more. You see, I may be
an astrophysicist first and foremost, but my second love was always
genetics. I’m sure the Congress could benefit from whatever
conclusions you and I could compile about your unique situation.”
Erika: “He’s thought this through. He had that little monologue
ready.”
Judas: “Agreed.”
Cahlaim: “Yup.”
“Come in then, Karif. I’m sure you brought a datapad with you?”
Karif pulled a pair of them, each covered with schematics and data
tables, from the kangaroo pouch on the front of his jumpsuit. He
grinned mischievously and said, “Guilty as charged.”
“Excellent. Come in and take a seat. I have an extra chair.”
The smaller man stepped inside and waited until the obvious chair
was offered to him by way of gesture. Then, and only then, did he sit.
His eyes briefly took in his surroundings, and then they went right back
to the pair of datapads he held.
Judas suspected the man didn’t want to not look around, because
that would be rude to the host, but so would dwelling too long on the
few personal effects Judas or any other person in Judas’ position
might have.
“What would you like to ask then?”
“Well, I have a number of things I wonder about. For instance, all
these additional organs you have. You’ve doubled the number of
internal mechanisms that a human typically has, and yet the system
isn’t cumbersome. Each organ has a secondary and sometimes
tertiary backup that helps support and refine whatever the main
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organ’s function is.”
“Nice, eh?”
“Very.” Karif admitted. “I’ve never seen anything like in occurring
freely in nature though. I wonder what caused you to develop this
way.”
“Well, this body is a little different than my last, though not that much.
I suppose the slipstream somehow knew how to decode my genetic
structure and rewrite it - an upgrade of sorts perhaps.”
“That is fitting with a theory one of my predecessors had centuries
ago, when we still had regular contact with the slipstream.”
“Oh?”
Karif nodded sagely. “Yes. It’s really quite fascinating. He believed
that the slipstream was always sort of a symbiant I suppose. He
believed that it was a benevolent force in the universe that was drawn
to life, but it had another purpose as well. As part of a method of
expanding its own influence, it would mutate whatever species it came
in contact with. Higher organisms would result, and higher organisms
were capable of expanding and offering the slipstream Entity with
more organisms to connect to.”
“That’s an interesting theory, but the slipstream never bonded with a
human before me.” Judas replied skeptically.
“Are you sure? What if the calamity that caused the extinction of the
dinosaurs was really an act of slipstreams and not a comet? There
may be no missing link in human history because of the slipstream.
What if humanity skipped a few evolutionary steps because of the
slipstream? The remnants we’ve found might simply be those who
were either skipped by the mutations, or somehow immune to them.
There are a thousand possibilities”
“Hrm. I’d never thought about it before really. I haven’t thought much
about humankind until recently.”
Judas: “What do you think?”
Erika (contemplative): “It’s possible.”
SAIRA: “I think so too. We already know the slipstream had some
sort of contact with another humanoid species in the Sol system.
Perhaps that was a trial run. Humans might have been the intended
targets all along.”
Cahlaim: “There could be dozens or more species that were
destroyed or brought into sentience by the slipstream then. They
could be all over the galaxy.”
Erika: “There were a lot of things that happened before my memories
began, even though I was still there then. Anything could have
happened.”
Judas (hopeful): “We’ll just have to peel back the layers of your
memory then, and figure out how you became aware.”
“Judas?” Karif called him, and Judas knew it was probably not the
first time that he had been called.
“Huh?” Judas said dumbly.
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“You were staring past me at nothing. I thought you’d had a stroke or
some sort of episode.”
“I’m fine. I was just thinking.”
“Are you certain? Your lips were moving. It’s almost like you were
talking to yourself.”
“No, just the four women in my head.”
“Your wives then? You mentioned something of them before, but you
did not elaborate.”
“Yeah. I suppose I owe you and the others more of an explanation
about myself though. I’ve just been spending all my time acclimating
to having a physical body again.”
“Tell me about these wives then.” Karif urged him, eager to learn.
“Cahlaim was a Calatian.” Judas began, and seeing the look of
unfamiliarity on Karif’s face, he decided to go into more detail.
“Calatians are shorter than humans usually. They’re a mountain folk.
Then there was Maylen. She was Myrrelian. Myrrelian females are a
lot smaller and smarter than the males. They have a set of glands in
their neck that indicate their moods by changing colors. Myrrelians
and Calatians were the two native races of Keymra. They competed
for lands and resources before I came.”
Judas paused to make sure Karif was with him still. The little man
was nodding as he took notes. “SAIRA was the result of slipstream
and free will entering a S.A.I.R.A. unit. She eventually was able to
reproduce. The fourth person I carry with me is Erika, who I named
personally. Erika was the physical embodiment of the slipstream
Entity. Erika and I joined to defeat the Sable Guard attackers and the
native militants on Keymra.”
SAIRA: “I beat the Sable Guard, not you. I did it by dropping a ship on
theirs. Remember?”
Judas: “Sorry.”
Maylen (amused): “She’s got you there.”
“Well, that’s not entirely true I guess.” Judas corrected himself.
“SAIRA defeated the Sable Guard. What I guess the joining of bodies
really did was consolidate enough slipstream power to shift the
slipstream out of a separate layer of space and into ours
permanently.”
Karif tapped his chin with his forefinger as he listened. “So that’s how
it was done? You just pooled your power to shift things around?”
“That’s a very simplified version of what we did on a galactic scale.
Underspace was rupturing anyway. It was only a matter of time before
it collapsed or died, so we made a move to save what we could.”
Judas answered.
“I see. And the wives? How did they come to be with you?”
“Well, Erika you know how. She joined with me, and we gave up
physical form to dwell in the collective unconsciousness that existed
within Underspace. Any of us that died went there, or at least our
essences did. Eventually we were all there, other than the later
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generations of my people.”
“And they talk to you I take it? These essences within you?”
“Yes. We hold entire conversations.”
Cahlaim: “Some of us just want to talk about Mealpacks though.”
Maylen: “Hush.”
“Why didn’t they grow bodies too then? Or couldn’t they?” Karif
asked.
Judas shrugged. “It’s a potentially tedious process to build a new
body, and they couldn’t have been as connected to me as they are
now. It’s like losing a limb to lose your sense of Underspace after
you’ve known everything that happened to your people on an
individual basis for the better part of a millennia.”
“I imagine so. So your people live longer than humans I take it?”
“Yeah. They used to live a couple hundred years or more. I changed
that though. Now they have a similar lifespan to humans.”
Karif looked astonished and disgusted at the same time. “Why would
you shorten lives? That’s almost cruel, isn’t it?”
“They were dead already.”
“Pardon?”
“Everything about the Judasians - my people - was dead. They
stopped
progressing.
I
have
a
theory
why
too.”
“I’d love to hear it.”
Judas grinned, always willing to discuss his theories with someone.
“Genetic Communism… It’s a state in which everyone is so similar in
traits and abilities that the need for competition and specialization has
been bred out of a species. Judasians reached such a point. It
became incredibly rare for someone to be outstanding in any way, so
why try? You’re just going to be as good at everything as everyone
else anyway. This cancer ate at the will to explore, produce art, sculpt,
make music, and everything else in Judasian society. They’re a sad
people now, not knowing anything but bland regularity of life.”
“And you blame the slipstream for this I take it?”
“It inhabits everyone in that system. It made them and I what we are.”
“Then why aren’t you stagnant too? Shouldn’t you lack motivation
and creativity too?”
“No. I’m an original. It’s the ones a few generations in that are without
real differences from each other. It was just a matter of time before the
dominant genome of Judasians took over the three other races
anyway. It just sped it up when everyone was imbued with slipstream.”
Karif looked dubious. He pushed his glasses up to the bridge of his
nose again, and said what was bothering him. “Still, the differences in
your body make you far stronger, faster, more aware with enhanced
senses, and likely smarter than us too. How could such a race of
super humans not thrive?”
“Humanity exists to thwart the problems fate throws at them.
Judasians are just there; they are the culmination of evolution and
there’s nothing more to do.” Judas answered.
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“They could change in time.”
“Maybe. I’m not holding my breath though.”
“I don’t think I’d wager anything on humanity changing much anytime
soon either though.” Karif admitted.
Erika: “Sad but true.”
Judas and Karif talked for a while longer then, but most of Karif’s
other questions were about the functions of his various organs, and
the accuracy and strength of his enhanced senses.

[Day 006] 05:00
Helen Miranov sat in front of a communications console. Judas
leaned over her left shoulder, reading the Congress message
displayed on the screen. It had taken a couple days, but their
response had finally arrived.
As he read, he noted that Helen was wearing some sort of floral
perfume. After a moment, he decided the scent was daisies with a hint
of vanilla. It was a pleasantly demure perfume, and yet it was rather
feminine, which was almost unexpected of the Captain. She had a
stern streak to her, but sometimes Judas thought that it was just a
façade she maintained to fit into her role as Captain of the ship.
He continued to admire her features - the slight upturn of her nose,
the faint freckles across her cheekbones, and the curve of her jaw until she caught him looking at her and nodded at the screen. He
grinned and went back to reading. It amused him to know that her
pulse quickened slightly when she realized he was looking at her.
“Interesting.” Judas said a few moments later upon finishing reading.
“I have no choice but to cooperate.”
“I understand. They’re really going to pull you off your research route
though? Won’t that interrupt your experiments?”
“Well, we can always resume if we leave data recorders and
instrument probes behind to keep records for us. It is an
inconvenience though.”
“It was not my intention to disrupt your experiments when I came
here. You were simply the nearest ship.”
“We’ll get by.” She said with a sigh. “Besides, it will only take a week
or two of our time.”
“I imagine there will be more than just a research vessel waiting for
us.”
“What do you mean?”
“Well, what did you tell them about me? If you mentioned my name,
half the fleet will be waiting there to kill or apprehend me.”
“I said only that we’d obtained a sample of slipstream from a living
being we found floating in space and managed to revive.”
“See? That alone is enough to tell them that it’s probably a Judasian
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or something like me. They’ll send some warships.”
Cahlaim: “Like that worked the last two times?”
Maylen: “He did die last time.”
SAIRA (disturbed): “Don’t remind me. That was horrible.”
“You could flee. We can’t really stop you.”
“That’s true, but where would I really go? You three are the only
people I know in the area. For that matter, you’re the only humans I
know period. Unless you want me gone that is…”
“Well, I can’t say I didn’t think about it. I still think you’re best off with
us. They won’t do anything to you if they don’t know who you are.”
“I think you’re giving your people too much credit. You think they
won’t care about a single alien? They will tear me into little pieces and
study me if they get a chance - no questions asked and no worries
about my rights or anything.”
Her brow furrowed as she thought about what he said, and she
shook her head. “I don’t know about that. There are ethical guidelines,
even if you’re not a citizen. They can’t just do what they want with you.
Not to mention the fact that we know you’re here.”
Judas laughed. “And you think that protects me? It doesn’t even
protect you. Three scientists and an alien are a small price for a
chance at the technology and power I represent. When this gets out to
the common public, I assume every bounty hunter and Combine will
send someone out here after us. Anyone who has any power and
interest in me will be there.”
“What you say does make sense, but I can’t believe it will be as bad
as you say. I just don’t want to think it can happen like that.”
“Not thinking bad thoughts won’t stop them from happening, but I
won’t let anything happen to you.”
It was her turn to laugh. “Come on, what can you do?”
“I stopped two fleets, remember?”
“Even if you truly are that Judas, which I’m not sure you are, your
abilities can’t be that great. Underspace is not what it once was. We
thought it was extinct before you arrived.”
“You’d be surprised what I’m still capable of. Believe me when I say
that nothing will happen to you or your crew. In the meantime, keep
your sensors busy sweeping the area for ships. I can’t do anything for
you if I don’t have a warning. It might not hurt to approach the
rendezvous point from a different vector than they expect. There’s
less of a chance of being intercepted.”
“It will take us too long to move to another position and then head to
the rendezvous point.”
“Not if I move the ship.”
“You can do that?” She asked. Her doubts were plain on her face.
“Sure. I’ll just surround the ship with slipstream and carry us away
from here.”
“You really think it’s necessary?”
“Yes.”
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“What would it take to do it then?”
Judas shrugged. “Some concentration and a few minutes are all I’ll
need. I’ve never had to move anything this large before though.”
“That’s not exactly reassuring.”
“It’ll be safe, trust me.”
The Captain steepled her hands as she thought things over. Her dark
hair fell forward and she closed her eyes. When she opened her eyes
again, she said, “Do it then.”
“I will. Just finish your experiments and set your instruments. I’ll be in
my quarters, alright?”
She nodded and stood, smoothing her uniform. “I will let you know
when we are ready.”
Judas let himself out of the room.
Just as he was about to step into his room from the hallway, Marie
stepped out from behind the next corner. She quickly ran a hand over
her hair to make sure none of it had escaped from the neat little bun at
the back of her head or the clips she used to keep the sides from
hanging loose.
He’d been so preoccupied with mental preparations for the formation
of a ship-sized slipstream shell that he hadn’t noticed her smell or
heard her heartbeat. When he looked at her, he could tell she wanted
something. A smile crept to his lips as he considered the possibilities.
Maylen: “You’re not that charming. She wants something else.”
Erika: “You think so?”
Cahlaim: “I know so. She’s not wanting that yet.”
Maylen (angry): “Yet? She’d better not ever.”
SAIRA (intrigued): “You don’t exactly have a body to stop him, and
I’m half curious to see what the other half feels.
Judas: “Quiet.”
Her hands were fidgeting, so she clasped them in front of her and
looked him in the eye. “What did the Captain say?”
“We’re going to meet with a research vessel that has some
higher-ranked scientists I guess.” He replied.
“I thought as much.”
“She hasn’t told you?”
She shook her head. “Not yet. I’m expecting to be briefed any
moment. Karif and I had our suspicions though.”
“I’m going to be moving the vessel to another location by means of a
slipstream shell.”
“Like you used to come here?”
“Exactly. Only it’ll be bigger this time. We can’t risk being intercepted
by glory-seekers and bounty hunters. I’m probably worth a lot to the
right people. A sample of what’s inside me could be priceless to some
people.”
“I see. So we’ll be approaching from another trajectory?”
“Yes.”
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“Can
I
watch?”
“Pardon?”
SAIRA: “She wants to observe you when you make the shell.”
Cahlaim: “I thought that was obvious.”
“When you move the ship…”
“Ahh… that. Sure. Why not?” He said with a shrug. ”You won’t see
much though, because all of that will be happening outside the ship.”
“You may produce some sort of field or effect when you manipulate
the slipstream though. I want to record that.”
“Go for it.”
The shipwide came on as they stood there in front of his door. “Karif,
Marie… I need you in my briefing room ASAP.”
“Duty calls.” Marie said apologetically.
“Have fun.”
“Yeah. Don’t start without me now.”
“I won’t.” He promised.

[Day 006] 07:36
It had taken just over two hours to get everything set up so they could
leave. Judas had seen Karif hurrying about with sweat beading on his
forehead as he worked as fast as he could. All four of them had
worked feverishly to ready for departure. If anything was forgotten,
they’d lose months of work.
They’d just been given the go-ahead signal from Captain Miranov, so
Judas was preparing to initiate the construction of a massive
slipstream shell that would carry them away from the Oort cloud.
Marie sat across the room from Judas, who sat on his bed with his
legs folded under him. She had a datapad and a pile of
instrumentation on her lap, most of which was observing him and
taking readings. Judas paused once to wink at her. She grinned
excitedly at him, and he couldn’t help but think that she looked like a
kid in a candy store - eyes wide in amazement and anticipation of
something great.
“Here we go.” He muttered, and then he started.
Sulfur-yellow particles filtered out of this skin. Flecks of gold and
amber mixed with the brilliant yellow and the particles thickened into a
dense mist. The mist took form, stabbing through the wall of the room
toward the outer hull. Judas had studied schematics of the ship, and
he knew which way to direct his slipstream so that it wouldn’t damage
the ship’s systems or interact with the bioorganic circuitry.
The stream of slipstream thickened to a powerful conduit of
extra-dimensional matter. Beyond the hull, it spilled out into space and
began to surround the vessel. It took significantly longer to surround a
whole ship than it took to just surround his own body, but it was still
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less than five minutes before he had the whole ship enveloped in a
slipstream shell. That was the hard part; moving the ship was much
easier than building the shell.
The ship tunneled through space at speeds far greater than the
speed of light, simultaneously in and out of normal space. It wasn’t a
long trip at those speeds. The ship only had to travel a short arc
around the periphery of the sun’s Oort cloud, but it would have been a
relatively long trip for even the near-light drives human vessels used.
When they were where they wanted to be, Judas released the shell,
and reabsorbed the slipstream into his body. Marie was still recording
when he finally looked up again.
“Amazing.”
“Aren’t I?” He replied with a grin.
“Are you tired?”
Maylen: “You’re hungry.”
“No, but I’m hungry it seems.”
Marie nodded. “Let’s go to the mess hall then. I’m sure the others
could use some food as well.”
Back in the shadow of Mercury, the Toyama and its container
continued to orbit the sun. Inside the container, the captive creature
was beginning to evolve. It wasn’t a physical evolution so much as a
mental one.
Already the creature had a concept of self and others outside its
realm of influence. One such ‘other’ had just done something
interesting - something powerful. It was that distant one again, the one
it couldn’t see or understand, and that distant being was moving now.
All the creature knew was that it needed to get to it, and that would
take more power and less restrictions than it currently had.
The dozen or so small others in containers similar to what the
creature inhabited were looking more and more tempting with each
passing moment - not that the creature had a concept of time yet.
There was only one route over there though, and that was through the
feeding tube. Of course, it didn’t know it was food. The creature didn’t
have a concept schema developed for food yet.
Still, its limited senses could tell that the tube connected to the big
container that the similar creatures were being held inside. So, with
motives that could be described as hunger and a desire to liberate or
assimilate the similar creatures, this creature forced its way into the
feeding tube and started to grow an appendage that could bring the
similar but smaller creatures to it.
Of course, the scientists on the Toyama were alarmed by this, so
they hastily severed this new limb and shocked the organism in the
sphere until it ceased attempts to enter the feeding tube.
Confused and in pain, the creature looked for another way to reach
the creatures in the smaller cages. An idea formed in the larger
creature: why not teach the small ones to be like it? Surely the small
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ones couldn’t do what the big one could. How could they think like it
could?
It took some time and a lot of effort, so much in fact that the creature
almost forgot to continue on with the physical processes of living for a
while, but it was able to contact the beings in the smaller containers on
the Toyama. Scientists there were still puzzling over the latest actions
of their test subject, so they didn’t notice when it contacted the
rudimentary intelligences of the smaller creatures. The creature was
right in its assumptions that the smaller creatures were not as
advanced as it was, so it left a seed of itself in each of them.
Like software overwriting a less advanced version of itself, the larger
creature imposed control over the other creatures. One solitary voice
became fifteen echoing with the same thoughts and ideas, and they all
began working toward coming together as one being.
Hours later, they all decided that the next time one of them got a
larger cage, they would make their move. After all, the creature always
got a larger cage when it had finished filling the one it was in.

[Day 007] 11:48
The Whaler was on its way to the rendezvous point at about
three-quarters speed. Judas had set them a bit closer to their
destination when he’d moved the ship, even if they were approaching
from another direction than expected. This wasn’t an accident. He
thought it’d be easier to travel at less than full speed. It gave them
extra time if something happened.
They had a couple days before the meeting, and without their work to
occupy them, everyone was trying to find things to occupy their time.
It’s not that the time off wasn’t appreciated, it was just unexpected.
The members of the crew of the Whaler were essentially workaholics,
and they’d not had a break in months. For them, it was hard to just sit
back and relax.
Judas wandered the ship in search of something to do. He’d already
gone to see Karif, but he was poring over telemetry information from
the probes they’d left back in the Oort cloud. The intense look on the
little man’s face as he perused page after page of numbers was
enough to ward Judas away. Captain Miranov - Helen - was similarly
busy, though she spared a moment to tell him that she was preparing
her records for review by her superiors who would be at the meeting
point.
So Judas went looking for Marie instead, and for once he searched
for her the old-fashioned way, which was searching room by room,
instead of using his heightened senses to locate her. He found her on
the observation deck, which was the third place he thought to look for
her, after her quarters and the galley.
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She glanced up when he came in. When she saw who it was, a smile
crept onto her face and she waved him over. “Room for another here,
if you want.”
Judas grinned and walked over the where she sat with her legs
dangling past the railing. He sat down next to her, letting his legs hang
over the railing too. Marie’s dark hair was unbound for once, hanging
down past her shoulders.
For a while, they said nothing, watching the cold dark space pass by.
Gone were the infant comets and the clouds of dust and interstellar
gas, replaced with points of lights that were distant stars and a few
larger points of light that were likely Uranus or Neptune. The entire
view spun past them slowly as the ship rotated to maintain gravity.
“It’s not as nice of a view here, is it?” Judas asked, breaking the
silence.
“Actually, I like it. After looking at the same patch of space for
months, even this plain starscape is nice.”
“Anything can get old I suppose.”
“Definitely.”
“How about your research? Does that get boring? You don’t exactly
have a lot of company and you’re out here for months - practically
alone I might add - just doing research.”
She shrugged. “It’s not bad. It’s tedious of course, but that’s to be
expected with all the data I have to work with. It comes with the
territory. You can’t be a scientist and not fiddle with piles of data.”
“You don’t sound that happy about being here. Your response wasn’t
exactly positive.” Judas commented.
“I don’t know. I’m just worried.” She said with a sigh.
“Why?”
She looked at him for a moment, obviously trying to decide if she
wanted to confide in him or not. He looked back at her, watching her
eyes. After a long moment, she looked away.
Maylen: “flirt.”
Judas (serious): “Quiet.”
Cahlaim (amused): “Touchy.”
SAIRA: “She’s going to open up to him I think.”
“The reason I’m out here, well one of them anyway, is my
ex-husband. He’s going to be on the Coronado. That’s the ship we’re
meeting according to the Captain.”
“It’s not going to be a pleasant reunion I take it?”
“Well, we didn’t exactly part on the best terms. It’s been a couple
years now, but the wounds still feel fresh for me at least, and I think
he’s in the same boat as me.”
“Infidelity?” Judas asked.
She glanced sideways at him. “How’d you know?”
“Infidelity and children are two of the most heated subjects couples
have. It’s just how it works. They break up more relationships than
anything else.”
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“Would you be surprised if I said it was I who was unfaithful?”
“No.”
“Gee, thanks.” She grumbled, giving him a feigned look of anger.
Judas grinned at her. “I don’t judge like that. I’ve just seen enough
that I’m not really surprised by human nature anymore.”
“Well, you did have four wives, so you’re not exactly a pinnacle of
morality and monogamy.”
“I’ll pretend that wasn’t below the belt.” It was his turn to feign a look
now, though his was of hurt. He chuckled after holding the
exaggerated expression for a moment. ”Still, I’m sure you had your
reasons.”
“I used to think so, but lately I’ve felt guilty about it.”
“So you shipped out when things fell apart?”
“Yes. I just couldn’t stand to be in a place where everyone knew
about my failure and betrayal. It was a small asteroid community, so
everyone who mattered to me knew about it. I felt like I was branded
with my sins. Everyone knew and they hated me for it.”
“There had to have been other options.” Judas insisted. “I mean, it
takes a special sort of person to exist for so long with such a small
crew and so little contact with the outside world. It’s downright
secluded out here.”
She ran a hand through her dark hair and nodded. “It does get lonely.
Although, from what I understand, you were in an exploration program
where that sort of anti-social independence was required. They
packed you into a glorified tube and shot you off to die on some planet
dozens of light-years away from here.”
“My personality was one of the reasons I was chosen. I’ve often
wondered what would have become of me if I’d not been such an
introverted asshole during my time among humans. I’d probably never
have become what I am today. In fact, I’d probably have died in
prison.”
“Now who’s the downer?” She smiled, cheeks dimpling prettily in the
starlight.
Erika: “You’re probably right. You’d not have come in contact with me
had you not been the way you were.”
SAIRA: “It’s strange how we have to be thankful that he wasn’t a nice
person once.”
Cahlaim (teasing): “Once?”
Maylen (indignant): “Hey! He’s a great guy. Sometimes.”
“I didn’t really need people until I was changed and crashed on
Keymra, and that could mostly be blamed on the slipstream I think. I
had no reason to need anyone around before that.”
“So it took an invasion of your body and a rewriting of your DNA to
make you the social butterfly you are today?”
Judas laughed. “Is that your impression of me? I still don’t like people
all that much. I try to keep a few people close to me, but everyone else
can just leave me alone for all I care.”
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“Soon you won’t have that choice though. You’re going to be the
center of a lot of attention in a couple days. I imagine the Coronado
will have their own tests and interviews to perform on you.”
“Yeah. I’m ecstatic.” Judas said dryly.
She grinned at him; he met her eyes and smiled back.
“I’m at ease around you, and yet you’re supposedly the butcher of
millions. It’s strange.”
The statement came almost as a whisper, but Judas heard it as
plainly as if it had been shouted at him. He thought for a moment
before answering. “That’s human propaganda. I never wanted to hurt
anyone. I simply had a family and a home to protect.”
“It’s weird how you sided with aliens instead of your own kind.”
“I was finally home. I wasn’t going to give that feeling up without a
fight.”
“I envy you then, because I’ve never found home I don’t think.”
“You will.”
“I hope so.”
She reached out and put her hand over his and then they turned
back to look at the stars. He savored the feel of her dark skin against
his, basking in the sensation like a man dying of thirst who had come
across a pond would drink the life-saving water.

[Day 008] 03:13
Just a few short hours after midnight, Judas was sitting on his bed in
his meditative pose, when a knock came at the door. The lights were
out, but when he unfolded his limbs and stepped over to the door, he
did it as easily as if the lights had been on. His night-sight, as well as
his perception of the way the room was situated was that good.
He didn’t need anyone to tell him who was at the door. He didn’t need
his enhanced senses. He knew by gut feeling who would be there, and
his intuitions were not wrong.
“I’m tired of feeling alone. I don’t want to be scared when we reach
the Coronado.” Marie said quietly, arms hanging slack at her sides.
Her hair was still unbound and it fell forward to frame her face as she
looked at the floor.
Judas reached out and gently lifted her chin with his hand. Her dark
almond-shaped eyes were glistening with unshed tears. Her chest
rose and fell rapidly as she breathed heavily. Judas found himself
reacting strongly to her vulnerability, so he opened his arms, and took
her into an embrace.
She clung to him then, something sturdy in a life too-often gone
wrong. Part of her knew it may be a mistake, but the better part of her
just wanted comfort in the here and now, so she reached up and
pulled his face down to hers and kissed him. As for him, he tasted the
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saltiness of tears of loneliness and need on her lips. He didn’t mind; it
only added to the complex, yet pleasant, taste of her soft lips and
mouth.
The door shut behind her and they eventually found their way to the
bunk across the room.
Judas found it to be like riding a bike: something you never forget,
even when you’ve grown a new body. As he undressed her and laid
with her, the voices in his head were alive with chatter.
Cahlaim: “It’s about time. That took you a lot longer than I’d
expected.”
Maylen (jealous but also contented): “Sigh.”
Erika (excited): “I may not have had a body that long, but I remember
this.”
SAIRA: “Agreed.”
Then the talk died down as things got serious and Judas’ wives just
absorbed the experiences through him.
Sometime later, Marie lay sleeping beside Judas with her head on
his shoulder and an arm draped across him. Judas’ eyes were open,
but he wasn’t paying attention to the physical world. His thoughts were
elsewhere.
SAIRA: “You’re pleased with yourself I see.”
Judas (amused): “Shouldn’t I be?”
Maylen: “We were better together.”
SAIRA: “It’s awkward at first. They’ll get better.”
Cahlaim (teasing): “Hear that, Maylen? They’re going to do that
more.”
Maylen (feigned grumpiness): “As if I can stop them. Besides, I kind
of enjoyed that.”
Judas: “Agreed. Though getting critiqued by my wives is kind of
strange. It’s disquieting. Thankfully I’m used to having you four look
out for me and judge what I do.”
SAIRA: “We’re not critiquing. You make it sounds like we were
scoring you on creativity, form, and stamina.”
Judas: “Thank God.”
Cahlaim: “Like I said, I’m just surprised it took you that long.”
Judas: “I wasn’t pushing the envelope. Things happen in time. If you
remember, I didn’t exactly rush into messing around with any of you. I
just let it happen naturally.”
Maylen (nostalgic): “I wouldn’t have minded. You don’t realize how
strange it was to have a male claim me and then want nothing to do
with my physically.”
SAIRA: “You WERE pregnant.”
Cahlaim: “I seem to recall you sleeping in his room as often as
possible.”
Judas: “I remember the bite and scratch marks.”
Erika (disappointed): “I wish I’d been there for that. I missed that. I
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mean, I was there in Judas, but I wasn’t experiencing anything
directly.”
SAIRA: “That’s not half bad. See, you know all of us better than we
know each other and we were together for years. Yet you were able to
observe and feel everything we did through our kin and offspring, and
eventually even through us.”
Erika (regretful): “True. Still, I never had a physical form for very long.
It was only a matter of days.”
Judas: “You could always grow one now. All of you could have
before I came here.”
Erika: “I might.”
Maylen: “As much as I’d love to get my hands on Judas again, I’d
rather keep him company in here. We have such nice talks when you
are all sleeping.”
SAIRA (dubious): “I don’t sleep.”
Cahlaim: “Me neither.”
Maylen: “Whatever... Hey! She’s moving.”
Judas: “Oh. I’d better pay attention then.”
Cahlaim: “Don’t sound too excited. We’ll be here when you come
back.”
Judas (feigned irritation and then teasing): “Don’t I know that.”
Marie yawned and threw her leg across Judas’ waist. Her hand ran
across his chest, playing with the dark hair that he had on his chest,
arms, and legs. When she looked up at him, Judas blinked and came
out of his daze to look at her.
“Are you alright? Your eyes were open. It was odd.” She asked.
“The wives. You know how it is.” Judas smirked.
“Oh. Are they mad?”
“Jealous, but not mad.”
“Should I be worried?”
“No.” He said simply.
“Are you tired? I could leave if you want.”
“No. Stay. I like having you here. It’s comforting.”
“Good. I didn’t really want to leave anyway.” She said with a
mischievous grin.
He grinned. “We’ve got to be up in a few hours though.”
“I’ll go a little bit early then, so the others don’t notice.”
“That might be best. I think Helen likes me too, and we don’t need her
to be jealous.”
“You’re horrible. She doesn’t like you. Besides, you have me.”
“I had four wives, remember?”
“Oh. There is that.” Marie said soberly.
“It was too much hassle. This time around I won’t do that.”
SAIRA (angry): “Hey.”
Judas: “Shush, dear. You know I love you all.”
Maylen: “You’d better.”
“That’s good to know.”
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Judas pressed his lips to her forehead then. “Go back to sleep if you
want.”
A look of mischief returned to her face as she asked, “And if I don’t
want to?”
“Even better.”

[Day 009] 05:25
Neither Karif nor Helen seemed to notice that anything was different
that next day. They were self-absorbed in their own projects, and
Judas stayed away from Marie other than for meals and a few stolen
moments alone on the observation deck.
Personally, Judas didn’t really care if the others found out, but he
was considerate enough of their feelings that he didn’t want to flaunt
anything. You have to think about the other people around you when
live in a small space like a ship. This is especially true when some of
the people are sleeping together and others are left out. Celibacy is
not an easy thing for most people to do.
Fortunately, everyone had enough to do in preparation for the
rendezvous with the Coronado that they wouldn’t have had time to say
or do much about it even if they had noticed. Any concerns they might
have had for interbreeding were under Judas’ control anyway.
Pregnancy for instance, was something he could make a non-issue.
He could make his semen sterile at will, so he never had to worry
about any little Judas’ running around.
He’d almost made his new body completely sterile, but Maylen had
talked him out of it. She liked kids a lot. She had been quite the
breeding machine in her time; more children had come from her than
from any of Judas’ other wives.
When they were finally approaching the Coronado, Captain Miranov
summoned everyone to the bridge. Unlike most ships, the Whaler
didn’t really have a traditional bridge. The ship could be controlled by
half a dozen stations throughout the ship. It was necessary to have
that level of remote control if you needed to move the ship during one
of your experiments - if you had to leave your station to go change the
ship’s heading and orientation, you’d lose valuable time.
So they gathered in the closest thing the ship had to a bridge, which
was a meeting room with one of the six stations with which you could
control the ship in it. It also had a series of cameras and projectors that
would allow you to be surrounded by a view of space around you. With
a manipulation device, you could rotate the view and focus on
whatever you needed to.
After everyone was seated, this was exactly what they did. Karif
operated the pointer while Helen directed him what to focus on.
Immediately, they focused on the Coronado, which was still an hour or
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more distant at full speed.
The dull grey hull of the distant ship was in an elongated
configuration with multiple lobes jutting out off the sides. The ship was
easily twenty times longer than the Whaler, and looked to have a crew
compliment of hundreds if not thousands of scientists, technicians,
and Congress of Science and Research bureaucrats. Occasionally a
thruster would ignite for an attitudinal adjustment as they tried to
maintain their orientation.
That’s one thing about space that most people don’t realize: there
are constant accelerations, decelerations, minor adjustments to
heading and pitch, and a dozen other changes involved in moving
through space. It doesn’t matter if you’re trying to maintain a
geosynchronous orbit around a planet, dock with another vessel, or
just move from point A to point B. Granted, most things are pretty
minor once you get going in the right direction. Large ships just don’t
have the structural integrity to make major course changes without a
long time to do them in. Even smaller fighters could tear apart if the
gravity shear became too high during a maneuver, although that rarely
happened before the pilot passed out from the g-forces.
“Are there other vessels nearby?” The Captain, Helen, asked.
“Scanning.” Karif replied, running his hands swiftly over the controls.
“None.”
“Do you trust that though? They could be hidden, or waiting beyond
sensor range.”
“We have some of the best sensors available. Our instrumentation
will pick it up even if it’s trying to hide.”
“Well, I just remember the Sable Guard vessel called the Falconer
taking Keymra by surprise. They had to have some sort of
sensor-evading equipment.”
“Old technology. That technology was obsolete five-hundred years
ago.”
“Sometimes you don’t expect someone to go low-tech on you, and
because you’re not looking for it, it gets by your guard.”
Helen looked at Judas for a moment, considering his words before
she turned to Karif. “Run every scan we can. I want to see any
low-tech methods of hiding vessels that might be in use.”
“Aye.”
Judas watched as the little man’s hands scrambled across the
controls again. Dozens of filters shifted and the screen changed
colors. On the twentieth or so, three red marks appeared on the
screen.
“There.” Maria pointed. “Focus on those.”
The screen shifted and shifted again, zooming on the three vessels
and bringing them to the forefront. It was dizzying to see everything
shift around you for 360 degrees in every direction. The three ships
were all similar, but while two of them looked like wide shovel-blades
with engines in them, the last one was longer and more
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spade-shaped.
“They’re Combine ships.” Karif announced matter-of-factly.
“Whose?” Judas asked.
Karif squinted at the shapes and adjusted his glasses before
answering, “Taokomi Industries.”
He frowned. “Is that bad?”
“Who knows. They might be out here on their own business, but
they’re a shipping Combine, so they have no real reason to be out
here that I can think of. They’re all in-system stuff. Gailen Interstellar
has the long-haul market between solar systems cornered.” He
explained.
“They know about you. There’s a leak.” Marie announced, squeezing
Judas’ hand worriedly, but discretely under the table.
“Or the Congress works for the highest bidder.” Judas said dryly.
“Besides, I thought one of you said that someone was working on
some Underspace experimentation. Maybe it was Taokomi Industries,
or maybe they’re trying to get a step ahead of their competitors by
taking what I have. I’m sure they’d like to have the secrets of
Underspace at their disposal.”
“There may be some truth to that.” Helen admitted, nervously tapping
her fingers on the table. “They’re laying in a perfect position to move
off and intercept us if we were coming in on the expected trajectory.”
“The Coronado couldn’t save us even if they have fighters on board.
Those three vessels would be on us, take me and whatever they
wanted, and destroy the Whaler probably. There’d be a cover-up by
the Combine’s contacts in the Congress, and after a few months
everyone would forget about it. Any investigations would, of course,
turn up nothing.” Judas assessed grimly.
Helen ran a hand through her hair, momentarily pulling back the
bangs that perpetually covered the scar over her eyebrow. She
exhaled in an irritated manner and turned to her crew, asking,
“Suggestions?”
“Stay here and send a communication. Perhaps they’ll run off those
ships and we can approach safely.” Karif suggested after a few
moments of silent reflection.
Judas shook his head. “That won’t work. They’re probably even
working together. I think confronting the enemy ships directly would be
best. I can get us out of here before they can fire on us if need be.”
“You’re certain?” Marie asked. “It took you a while to initiate a shell
around this ship last time.”
“I was being overly-cautious, and I’d never done it on something this
size before or at least not recently. Now that I have, I can do it a lot
faster.”
“You’re assuming they’re hostile. Is that a wise decision?” Karif
asked.
“Better to err on the side of caution.” Maria quipped.
Judas nodded in agreement. “Exactly. Look at them anyway. Those
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aren’t cargo haulers or research ships, they’re combat vessels.
They’ve also been outfitted with archaic technology that renders them
invisible to sensors unless you specifically know to look for it. You
don’t do that unless you’re doing something covert and likely
something dishonest too.”
“So we’ll approach and hail them. If they attack, you’ll move us out of
here, but I think that once they know we know, they may try to
negotiate instead.” Helen thought aloud, working through their plan.
Karif and Maria seemed to know when they were out of their league,
so they quietly watched and listened as Judas planned their course of
action with Helen, their Captain.
“Make it clear to them that while we don’t have any overt weapons,
we are not unable to defend ourselves.”
“That makes sense. What if the Combine ships do advance though?
We need to talk to the Coronado and deliver you to them. We can’t go
rogue.”
“We just have to make it clear that we want to deal with them
peacefully, and that we want to deal with them and not the Combine
soldiers.”
“That won’t be easy.”
“Probably not, but you have to deal with a lot of this on your own in a
lesser scale every time you get orders from your superiors. This time
the stakes involved are just a bit higher than before.”
“Maybe you’d better talk to the Coronado then, as ‘acting Captain’ or
something. I’m not sure I feel comfortable making demands of my
superiors, and if something does go awry, I can always say we were
coerced… no offense to you or your abilities, but I’m not willing to
stake my life and livelihood on them yet.” Helen said, though she
obviously wasn’t happy with that prospect.
“That’s understandable and I’ll make the communication if you wish.”
“You can do it. We’ll send it in a few minutes after we finalize what we
need to say. I just want a few minutes to discuss things with my crew
first.” She said, effectively dismissing him.
“Alright. I’ll be ready.” He replied and then he left the room.
Judas turned his perceptions inward once he’d reached his own
quarters again. He sat down on the edge of his bunk, ignoring the
twisted bedclothes for now.
Judas: “You were all silent during that. It surprised me.”
SAIRA: “We were worried and yet we knew you needed your peace.”
Cahlaim (wary): “It’s going to get messy. I can feel it.”
Erika: “Will you tell them who you are? You’re infamous here, and
even after all this time they must remember you.”
Maylen: “I agree. They will know you.”
Judas (displeased): “Isn’t it obvious who I am anyway? Who else has
control over slipstream.”
Erika: “Borrowed control.”
SAIRA: “That’s immaterial. They will assume he’s had control this
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whole time. They don’t care who is holding the reins. They just know
that you are once again a threat despite your efforts to come here
peacefully.”
Judas: “Exactly.”
Erika (somewhat confused): “I see. We haven’t attacked them
though.”
Cahlaim: “That doesn’t matter. It never has”
A short time later, Judas was summoned to deliver his message.

[Day 009] 06:04
It wasn’t long before Judas was summoned by the crew of the
Whaler to the communications console where he would speak his
message. There was an air of nervousness about the three crewmen
of the research vessel, and the fact that they didn’t announce to him
upon his entry that they’d just be turning him over to the Coronado
was endearing. These three were risking a lot to help him, when they
could just try to render him unconscious and transport his body over to
the Coronado. They might have even killed him to save themselves.
He gave them each a look of thanks and an affirmative nod to tell
them that he was ready. He’d come to know them in the last few days,
Karif with his nervous fidgeting and constant adjusting of his
spectacles, Helen with her stern commanding role warring with her
unsure inner self, and finally Marie, who held his gaze longest, with
her wide eyes and full lips. Judas made the decision right then and
there as he looked at their worried faces that nothing bad would
happen to them or this ship while he still had a breath of air left in his
lungs.
Perhaps it was something in him that needed to be protecting
someone, or maybe it was just the right thing to do. Judas didn’t care.
He was going to keep the Whaler safe.
“Are you ready?” Helen asked.
Judas nodded and took a seat at the console. “You have this signal
being broadcasted to all the ships in the vicinity?”
“Yes, but the Combine ships would probably patch into even a direct
signal, or their sources on board would patch it through.”
“Open the channel then and watch the other ships. Let me know if
they’re closing.”
Karif opened the channel and nodded to Judas when things were up
and running.
“Congress vessel Coronado, this is Judas Elliot, acting Captain of
the Whaler. We need to speak with you about the three Combine
vessels laying in wait along our intended approach vector.”
There was nothing but silence for a good half a minute. Judas turned
to shrug at his companions, and just as he was about to repeat himself
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when his screen came on. A dark man with close-cropped hair and a
well-kept goatee regarded him cautiously. His eyes hardened as he
examined Judas’ face. Judas grinned back at the man, his own
features sculpted and beautiful in an alien fashion.
“Where is Captain Miranov?”
“She’s nearby. Safe. Who might you be?” Judas asked.
“Commodore Tyheem Calldon, of the Congress of Science and
Research. I’m in charge of the Coronado.”
“And what about the three Taokomi Industries vessels that were
waiting to ambush us?”
“We’re investigating your claims right now. We were not aware that
they were there.”
Judas nodded as if he believed him. The man’s eyes did not lie, but
the flare of his nostrils and the pitch of his voice did. He wasn’t used to
being confronted like this, Judas suspected. “What if I choose to
believe they were here to partake in the little dissection party or
whatever celebrations you had waiting as a greeting for me?”
“That is your choice then, however wrong it may be. Regardless, it
doesn’t change the fact that you are on a Congress vessel which was
pulled off of a Congress-sanctioned research mission. You will bring
that vessel in to dock as planned.”
“No.”
The Commodore blinked and repeated Judas’ reply. “No?”
“The problem with us going there, is that if I have to defend myself, a
lot of people are going to die, and I can’t guarantee the safety of your
vessel and the innocents on board.”
“I don’t understand.”
“Do you not know who I am?”
“You mentioned your name, what of it?” As he asked this, one of his
underlings gave him a datapad. The Commodore’s face darkened.
“One moment. I will be right back.”
The screen went dark.
When it came back on a minute or so later, the Commodore was all
business. He had his game face on.
“Well?” Judas asked.
“We’ve confirmed your statements about the Combine vessels. As to
your claim of being the reengage Judas Elliot, formerly of Earth and
then the tyrant of Marzipan V -“
“Keymra. That’s what we call it. Not Marzipan V.” Judas corrected.
The Commodore looked annoyed at the interruption, but continued
anyway. “Whatever you call it, your claims will need to be
substantiated. If they are true, you will go on trial.”
“Again, no.”
“You have no choice in this.”
“Yes, I do. You don’t seem to realize who and what you’re dealing
with here. Anything you get from me will be because I allow you to
have it. I came here to give mankind a third chance. Don’t ruin it for all
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of humanity, because what you don’t realize is that humans were the
aggressors the last two times we met.”
“I see. What exactly are you doing in human space then?”
“I came to see what I’d missed in hundreds of years.”
“With your past record, and don’t think I actually believe your story
yet, this isn’t exactly a good place to come.”
“I was thinking about possibly imparting the use of Underspace on a
few choice humans, but you’re seriously making me rethink my good
will toward humanity, Tyheem.”
“I can’t let you run unescorted through human space. We also need
to run tests. Will you subject to tests?” The Commodore asked.
“Yes.”
“Here?”
“No. Send your scientists here. A small group, perhaps three, no
more than four.”
“Only four? I need more than that.”
Judas shook his head. “The good people of this ship are more
knowledgeable about me and the equipment of this ship than most
anyone you’ll find. They did just fine without your help when they sent
you samples of my tissues, or don’t you agree?”
“They did.” Tyheem reluctantly agreed, tapping his forefinger on his
chin as he considered Judas’ proposition.
“Well? The good crew of the Whaler left their work behind. I’d like to
take them back there to work on it. That means we need to get this
done soon.”
“I can agree to this I suppose, but I want a week at least before you
move back out.”
Judas turned to the crew of the Whaler, looking for a yea or nay.
Helen nodded to him first, and was followed by the other two. When he
saw they were for it, he turned back to Tyheem and nodded. “It seems
we’re in agreement about that at least. Now if you could only get rid of
those other three ships…”
“This is free space. We can’t make them go anywhere.”
“The Congress is just going to let Combine vessels do whatever they
want and observe their experiments?”
“Like I said, we can’t make them move. If we were at a Congress
facility, maybe.” The Commodore raised his hands in a show of
helplessness.
Another second image appeared on the screen, this one of a
distinguished-looking man with Asian eyes and short grey hair. “This
is the Niyuto. Judas Elliot, you will surrender yourself into our custody
at once.”
“Wait just a minute. This is a Congress matter!” Tyheem said
indignantly.
Judas smiled. “I was waiting for a signal from you. I must regretfully
inform you that neither I nor this ship will surrender, and if you attack
us or make any show of aggression, your vessels and lives may be
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forfeit.”
“I have my orders, Elliot-san. Come with us. Don’t make this harder
than it already is.”
“You will not open fire on a Congress ship, or I will have your ass on
a platter. Niyuto, you will break communications with our vessel, and
back down.” Tyheem warned.
“I warned you once. I won’t do it again.” Judas said soberly.
“So be it.” The commander of the Niyuto said, terminating the
communication.
“They’re moving to engage.” Karif announced worriedly.
“I can’t help you if they attack.” Tyheem said apologetically.
Judas nodded, believing the sentiment was true. “I guess this is
where I get to prove to you that I am who I said I am. Watch and
believe.”
With the communications cut between the Whaler and the Coronado,
Judas turned his attention to the approaching vessels. He didn’t need
to see the screen Karif was showing him to know they were in a wide V
formation.
Judas worked to dissuade them first, sending vast amounts of
slipstream out of his person and into space. The slipstream formed
into a cone then, and swept out to strike one of the Niyuto’s
shovel-blade shaped support vessels. Slipstream fused circuitry,
mutated bioorganic conduits, and warped the hull of the ship. It tilted
to its port side and then began to tumble out of control.
The Niyuto and the other ship evaded the cone of slipstream and
continued on toward the Whaler. Judas’ senses through the
slipstream told him that the Niyuto was readying a volley of torpedoes.
He went for that ship next, whispering, “I warned them,” as he struck
that vessel with a dozen knives of the extra-dimensional material that
he controlled as if they were an extension of his body - which they
really sort of were.
An explosion rocked the vessel, likely something damaged by the
invasion of slipstream that ruptured. The Niyuto was disabled, but not
as badly as the first ship, and the third ship pulled back to aid the
Niyuto instead of continuing any attack effort.
“Incoming communication from the Coronado.” Marie reported, biting
her lip.
“Patch me through.” Judas replied.
“I’m starting to believe.” The Commodore said with a smile that
belied his interest in what Judas offered.
“Good. Now let’s get to work.”

[Day 009] 07:28
Back in orbit above Mercury, the Overspace Entity quivered
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anxiously in its cage. The distant one like and yet unlike itself was
doing something again, and this time it was something amazing. The
Entity hadn’t figured out who or what this distant one was or what it
was doing, but it had decided that there was definitely something like
itself doing something that required incredible amounts of power.
It had also decided that it needed to meet this other one like itself and
absorb it if it could. If not, maybe the other one knew something that it
could use. Regardless, the ‘house’ it was in right now was too small. It
hurt and it was keeping it from growing. Perhaps it would get a new
cage soon, and it could grow again.
Abruptly, the feeding umbilical was withdrawn.
Startled, if it could truly be surprised, the Entity reached out to the
copies of its self in the other sphere on the Toyama. The all reported
nothing new, but they were quickly tainted by the confusion their
parent organism was experiencing. A great clamor rose and filled the
senses of the thirteen Entities - the original and its twelve copies.
Then there was a lessening of the pressure around the parent Entity
as the spherical cage around it was cracked open. The cold vacuum of
space was refreshing to the Entity, and it immediately put its dormant
growth organs into full use to make use of the open space it was being
offered.
The researchers on the Toyama were expecting this of course, so
they sent in a number of charges to stun the Entity until it stopped
trying to grow. They couldn’t have been aware of the indignant rage
that ran through the primitive mind of the Overspace Entity. They did,
however, recognize that the smaller Entities that they kept in smaller
spheres on their vessel were behaving strangely.
One particular researcher began observing them closely when the
parent organism was under attack, because all of the others tried to
free themselves at that exact moment. He quickly decided that this
was no random occurrence, because they might all try individually to
escape their confinement from time to time, but to act all at once in a
concerted effort was just too unlikely to be mere coincidence. He
quickly relayed his findings to the bridge, but they were too busy
watching the cage swap to notice.
Had the parent Entity had eyes, it would have seen a set of small,
unmanned worker pods approach to remove the old spherical cage.
Then it would have seen another set of similar pods approach with the
halves of the new sphere. All it knew was that the pain had temporarily
stopped, so it pushed itself harder than it had ever tried before.
Organs used to growing new tissue over days and weeks were
suddenly producing new mass at 10,000% of normal rates. A great
appendage of tissue imbued with the mutated extra-dimensional
material grew out of the globe of tissue that formed the parent Entity’s
body.
On the Toyama alarms went off and defensive systems came online.
Ionized particle shields flashed into existence around the vessel and
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beam cannons took aim on the approaching appendage. When the
appendage had reached the minimal distance that had been set by
the project leaders, the weapons began to fire.
As powerful as the weapons were, they simply couldn’t compete with
the unknown factors involved here. Tissues sloughed off around
weapons’ fire impact locations, but it wasn’t enough. The appendage
speared through the defensive shields and into the hull of the Toyama.
Decks and bays around the point of breach decompressed in
seconds, and the rich gases only served to feed the organism, which
began to grow exponentially as it absorbed bioorganic circuitry,
breathing gases, and whatever hapless organisms - in this case
humans - that happened to be in the way as the appendage continued
to grow toward where its copies were stored in their small spheres.
Marines on board the Toyama moved to engage the appendage,
hoping to keep it out of critical areas, but it was a losing battle. Their
weapons couldn’t inflict more than superficial wounds on the growth of
the Entity, and whenever one of them was absorbed by the creature
as fuel for its explosive growth, it just got that much stronger.
The Entity wasn’t aware of what it was doing. It didn’t realize it was
absorbing living, thinking creatures. To it, they were just lesser beings
that were trying to prevent it from reaching the rest of its kind. It
couldn’t understand that these weaker creatures were its creators, so
it mercilessly killed any that got too close and use their tissues as
food. And since tissues of humans and animals is what they’d been
feeding it, it only seemed right to it that these small pockets of food on
the Toyama were intended for it.
Outside the Toyama, dozens of unmanned pods circled the main
globe of the Overspace Entity’s body, stinging it with laser welders
and cutting tools, and shocking it in an attempt to phase it just long
enough to sever the appendage and force it into its new sphere.
Emergency signals went out from the Toyama, requesting aid from
the surface of Mercury, where twenty fighters stood by at all times to
assist. Pilots scrambled from their barracks; they fired up their engines
and launched immediately. By the time they were closing in on the
Toyama, the Overspace Entity had already breached the research
bay where its copies were being held.
It opened the spheres that held each of its copies with as much effort
as a man might crack open a peanut. The scientists watched in horror
as each of the smaller samples of Overspace were added to the larger
creature. Those who weren’t smart enough to realize, that they were
next on the day’s menu, died horribly, absorbed by the feeding organs
of the creature.
Seeing no other avenue to attempt, the commander of the Toyama
ordered the fighters to attack. The fighters opened fire on the Entity
immediately, lancing into the inhuman flesh with proton beams and
modified laser cannons. Unlike the defensive weapon of the larger
vessel, these ones were having an effect. They perforated the main
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globe of the Entity’s body until it resembled a colander, with dozens of
holes burned nearly all the way through it.
The Entity didn’t suffer from the design weaknesses a mammal or a
regular sentient being might though - all its faculties and reasoning
organs were decentralized. You literally had to destroy almost the
entire creature to stop it. It was worse than a mythological hydra,
because its entire body was essentially part of its brain. You couldn’t
just cut off part of it and be done, because the rest of it was just as
capable of accomplishing what it wanted without the other pieces of
itself.
The globe that they were attacking wasn’t even the largest part of the
creature anymore. Its appendage had branched like a giant tap root,
sliding down every corridor it found and into every conduit of
bioorganic circuitry. It was taking over. No longer was its growth
stunted by a small cage; as long as there was more food, it would
grow.
Half an hour after the initial breach, it had control of half the vessel,
and the other half was being evacuated. Whatever data could be
salvaged was transmitted to Combine headquarters on the surface,
and the crew began boarding life pods and launching for the surface.
The score of fighters had been reduced to sixteen. Two of them had
been lost when a section of the ship exploded from the damage it was
taking as the Entity absorbed its way through everything organic on
the vessel. The debris had struck two fighters and killed the pilots
instantly. The other two had been destroyed by the Entity itself when it
began flailing about with its damaged globe of ruined flesh at the end
of its appendage, using it like a giant wrecking ball.
All the while, the creature gorged, unable to get its fill of the gases
that provided an atmosphere on the Toyama or the tasty little
creatures that lived in her halls. When the last of the survivors were
clear of the ship and the project leaders were set up in a new base of
operations in their facilities on Mercury’s surface, the orders went out
for the fighters to pull back.
The humans weren’t done fighting yet. They still had another trump
up their sleeves. First though, they wanted to see what the creature
would do now that it had the ship to itself and no restrictions on its
growth. Surely, the scientists suggested, the creature will reach a
critical mass where it just can’t grow any larger. Time would tell all.
In the meantime, they were busy aiming a weapon on the surface at
the crumpled and decompressed mess that was left of the Toyama. All
they needed was a reason to believe the Overspace Entity wouldn’t
stop with just that one ship and they would fire.

[Day 009] 11:39
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Judas was in the middle of a meeting with the crew of the Whaler Commodore Calldon was coordinating through live-feed
communication - when he first felt the disturbance. He frowned and
stopped listening to the conversation for a moment; most of it hardly
concerned him anyway.
Erika (concerned): “I felt that too.”
SAIRA: “We all did. What was it?”
Cahlaim (expecting the worst): “Probably some new weapon they’re
going to use to attack us.”
Judas stood abruptly and made for the door. “Excuse me.”
There were murmurs behind him, and he was sure everyone
wondered why he was leaving. Explanations would have to wait. He’d
never felt anything like this before, so it took precedence over what
was essentially housekeeping matters. Besides, in his time as
Chancellor of the League of Four Races on Keymra, he’d had his fill of
red tape and other bureaucratic nonsense, so he didn’t care if he
missed out on a little of the fun now.
He went straight to his room, where he could sit down without
distraction and search for the source of the disturbance. Whatever it
was, it was strong, but it was strong in an unschooled and erratic
fashion.
He’d felt the first few tugs at his being a few hours ago, but he’d
passed them off as residual shockwaves from what he’d been forced
to do to the Niyuto and its accompanying vessels. He often felt minor
trembles in the slipstream for days after doing something like that, so
he’d thought this was no different.
The last few shocks had proved otherwise.
As his consciousness expanded, he quickly realized that whatever it
was, it was not near and preparing to attack as Cahlaim had feared. It
was in the inner part of the solar system. At first he entertained the
idea that something was wrong with Sol, the system’s star. He quickly
dismissed that theory, because whatever it was felt like Underspace
gone wrong.
Judas: “Any ideas, ladies?”
Maylen (worried): “None that are good.”
SAIRA: “It’s very similar to Underspace, but I think we’d make a
mistake to believe that’s what it truly is. I think the humans are fooling
around
with
things
they
shouldn’t
have
again.”
Erika: “That’s not impossible. We just don’t want to be anywhere
near this system if this is some sort of repeat of what happened to the
planet that used to be between Mars and Jupiter.”
Judas: “That was partly your doing though, right?”
Erika (dismissive): “First contact isn’t painless. Or easy.”
Judas: “Should I try to contact whatever it is?”
Maylen: “Do we know that it’s a thing, and not just a phenomenon?”
Cahlaim: “She’s right. Whatever it is doesn’t have to be alive.”
SAIRA: “I’d advise you to use caution when seeking out this thing,
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living or not. However, you’ve never listened to any of us in the past
when it comes to playing it safe, so go for it.”
Judas (eager): “Sounds like a plan.”
He did just that, zeroing in with his senses on the disturbance, which
seemed to him to be near quite near the sun, perhaps around
Mercury. It definitely wasn’t slipstream though, regardless of any
similarities it seemed to share with the Underspace material.
Then he made contact.
It was chaos at first, and all he could sense were a number of primal
needs and emotions. Pain, hunger, excitement, rage, fear… the thing
couldn’t seem to make up his mind. Then whatever it was noticed he
was paying attention to it and it clasped onto his presence like a
drowning man on a log.
Judas’ physical form twitched violently as he fought back. As his
seizure-like movements increased, he fell over from his seated lotus
position and lay limply on the ground while his mind fought to maintain
its independence from the attacking Entity. Its attacks were overeager
and unfocused, but extremely strong.
In time Judas walled his consciousness off from the invader and
returned to his body. His body was as in shambles as his mind was.
The presence had smashed in and tried to take over everything. Had
he panicked, Judas couldn’t help but think that he’d have been
absorbed into whatever the creature was.
It took him five minutes before he could sit up and breath normally
again. His wives inside him were worried and shaken; they had felt
every excruciating moment of his struggle with him.
Erika: “It’s like Tsuan and F’ense all over again.”
Judas: “It’s strong.”
Maylen: “What is it though? Do you know?”
SAIRA: “It’s a mutation I think.”
Judas: “That’s news to me...”
SAIRA (positive): “Erika, you agree, don’t you? It is slipstream, but
not regular slipstream. Whatever it is isn’t part of your slipstream.
Maybe it wasn’t ever.”
Erika: “That is possible. It does have a feeling of familiarity, but I can’t
place it entirely. We’d have to examine it closer.”
Maylen (indignant): “Closer?! How? We almost got sucked into that
thing. It felt more like a black hole to me than any slipstream. It’s an
abomination.”
Judas (severe): “It knows we’re here now. It will come for us.”

[Day 010] 17:39
Things had been ironed out with Commodore Calldon and his team
of researchers. They were set to arrive shortly, so Judas was
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spending some time with Marie on the observation deck so they could
watch the shuttle approach to dock with the Whaler.
Marie was watching him more than the approaching shuttle though,
so he turned to her and winked. She grinned sheepishly.
“Ask.” Judas said, giving her permission.
“Everyone is wondering what happened yesterday. You seemed
worried, so I didn’t even come by last night.”
“I don’t really have a good answer for you.”
“Oh?”
“Well, there’s just something out there that… it’s like slipstream but
not. I think those rumors about slipstream experimentation were true,
and I came in contact with it.”
“What?” She asked, blinking in astonishment. “You’re joking, right?”
“I’m not. Believe me when I say I wish I was.”
“I guess I don’t really understand how you know any of this. We
detected nothing, and the Coronado didn’t either.”
Judas crossed his arms in front of him and thought for a moment.
“Well, let me put it like this. My being isn’t really dependant on a
physical form, alright?” He waited for her to nod before he continued.
“I wasn’t really the first to discover this among my kind, but that’s
another story entirely. Needless to say, I had to discover it before I
was executed that first time. I learned to leave my body and look
beyond myself.”
“That much makes sense, but where is this thing you confronted?”
“Near Mercury I think.” He answered, laughing when he saw the
incredulous look on her face. “Distance and time are subjective
matters to a free ‘soul.’ You can travel places in instants. You just
need to know how.”
“Could I learn?”
“Probably not. Most of those monks and priests from old Earth that
learned all these things spent their lives achieving the enlightenment
required to do a fraction of what I can do. It may be that humans are
more tied to their bodies than Judasians. I really don’t know. I just
know what I can do.”
“You were human once though.”
“I might as well not have been if you look at it objectively. Humanity
only supplied part of what I became. Bronze has very different
properties than tin, and tin is part of bronze, right?”
“I guess, but are you really that different?”
Judas lowered his secondary eyelid over his eye to demonstrate that
he was. He could still see here through the thin membrane, but she
was more of a halo of heat and light indicated colors. “What do you
think?”
“I see.”
Judas let his secondary eyelids slide back up. “Sorry. You don’t
seem to like that, eh?”
She sighed. “It makes me feel lonely.”
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“Why? That’s weird.”
“The only one who seems to understand me is an alien. How strange
does that make me?”
“Who cares about that stuff? I don’t see why you dwell on it. Karif and
Helen seem to have accepted you, and I certainly have.”
“You’d just have to be a woman to understand completely I guess.”
“I have four of them in me. I think I know how women think.”
“Not all of them apparently.”
“I understand enough to know that this Commodore Calldon guy is
probably your ex-husband. Am I right?”
She didn’t have to say, “Yes,” but she did. Her face gave the answer
away as soon as he asked the question.
“Was it that obvious?”
“Yes.”
“He’s done well for himself, probably in spite of me.”
“Don’t worry about it. I doubt he’s sleeping with a notorious criminal,
progenitor of an entire species, and former leader of an enemy world.”
“I don’t suppose he is.” She said with a grin.
“That does mean though that I’d like to see you again. I hope you’re
not going to turn a cold shoulder on me now that your former husband
is nearby.”
“I had thought about it a little.” She admitted. “But I was holding back
on making a decision.”
Judas feigned a hurt look and clasped his hands over his heart. “You
had to even think about it? Woe is me.”
“Shut up. You’re a jerk sometimes. It’s only reasonable for me to
think about these kinds of things.”
Maylen: “Amen.”
Judas: “Quiet, you.”
Cahlaim (just laughter)
“Guilty as charged, and my wives seem to agree with you. In my
defense though, I must say that my pros outweigh my cons, or I’d not
have had one wife, let alone four at once.”
“That does speak well for you.” She admitted.
Judas nodded, and stepped over behind her. She turned her head
and watched him out of the corner of her eye. Her mouth curled into a
devious grin. He slid his arms around her waist, clasping them front of
her stomach.
“Oh. I thought you were going to do something else.”
“Who said I wasn’t?”
She laughed and made a heroic effort of trying to watch the shuttle
as it grew closer while Judas distracted her.

[Day 010] 19:30
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Judas and Marie made their way separately to the port side docking
clamp, where they were to meet the new crew members of the
Whaler. Karif was already there, sending telemetry to the incoming
shuttle, which was just then securing itself to the docking port. There
was a thud and a muffled grinding followed by a rush of suction as air
filled the short corridor that led from the shuttle into the reception area
where they waited.
“Took their time getting here, eh?” Judas asked.
“No sense wasting extra fuel accelerating and braking I suppose.”
Karif replied.
Footsteps preceded the swish of one of the two doors that led into
the reception room. Captain Helen Miranov was pulling on her formal
uniform jacket as she stepped in. She glanced up at the three faces of
those who had arrived before her.
Judas noticed Karif’s left eyebrow had raised to an intrigued position
just above the rim of his antique glasses.
“Making an impression, are we?” Marie asked with a grin.
Helen sighed and shook her head. “You have no idea. These bigwigs
have me jumping through hoops like a trained monkey.”
“Your brow had looked to be sloping a bit more these last few days.”
Judas observed.
Helen stared at him for a moment before guffawing in a loud and
unladylike manner. She seemed embarrassed afterward though, so
she made Marie help her with her collar to hide the awkwardness.
She had barely finished primping, when Karif announced, “They’re
coming through now.”
“Lets look professional, people.” The Captain said seriously.
Judas gave Marie a lazy grin before shifting to a serious expression.
She rolled her eyes at him and stood rigid as she waited. They didn’t
have to wait long either, because the corridor between them and the
shuttle was not long.
Part of Judas, probably the paranoid part that was fed by Maylen’s
overactive imagination, expected the shuttle crew to burst out with
weapons blasting, but the likelihood of betrayal at this early stage in
the game wasn’t that high. He figured that it’s not like he couldn’t
protect himself and the crew if that’s what they were planning to do
anyway. He would have heard the hum of weapons readying to fire
even through the hatch too, so that much was a plus for the side of
caution.
Maylen: “They could have a bomb.”
Judas: “They don’t. Everything will be fine.”
The hatch finally opened, sliding into the bulkhead to let the four
passengers into the ship. There were two surprises behind the door.
The first was that they had an updated S.A.I.R.A. model with them as
one of their four people. Of course, this S.A.I.R.A. model hardly
resembled the one that became flesh and blood and was one of
Judas’ wives, not before or after her transformation. The second
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surprise was that Commodore Tyheem Calldon had chosen himself
as another of the four people.
Marie’s hands tightened into white-knuckled fists at her side when
she saw her ex-husband stroll in like he owned the place, looking trim
and fit in his own dress uniform. He smiled briefly at Marie, and then
stepped over to shake hands with Captain Miranov.
A wizened old man with a white beard and a liver-spotted, bald scalp
followed the Commodore out. Karif seemed to know the man by
reputation at least, because they struck up a conversation
immediately. The S.A.I.R.A. model seemed to be with him. It was
carrying most of their supplies.
The last person off the ship stayed back. He was Asian, and Judas
had a sinking suspicion that he might have ties to the Combine
vessels that had been laying in wait to ambush them, and his reasons
weren’t entirely because of appearances - he just had a gut feeling.
This wasn’t a very subtle move if that’s truly what was going on. The
dark-haired man stood there, watching Judas with a cold and
calculating gaze that wasn’t that different from a hunter observing his
prey.
Judas met the man’s gaze with a confident half-smile. After a
stare-down long enough that everyone else in the room had taken
note of it, the Asian man bowed his head slightly, acknowledging
Judas’ apparent worthiness.
The Commodore was the first to speak of business. “Captain
Miranov, it is good to be here. I trust we will have a fruitful partnership
in our studies?”
“I have no other wish, Commodore Calldon.”
“Tyheem, please. We don’t need to stand on ceremony here. In fact,
consider me one of your crew for the duration of these experiments.”
“I will try, sir… Mr. Calldon.”
“That’s better than Commodore at least.” He smiled, his teeth
startlingly white in contrast to his dark skin and the black facial hair
that surrounded his mouth. “Now, let me introduce my associates.”
He turned first to the elderly man. “This is Doctor Thad Martelli. He’s
a prominent xenobiologist and evolution theorist. His expertise
seemed well-fitted for such an occasion.”
Everyone nodded to Thad, who seemed embarrassed to be at the
center of attention. “I am most happy to be here, Captain Miranov. I
look forward to working with you all, especially with you, Judas, who
will have to bear with all of our numerous tests.”
Judas smiled warmly, honestly liking the old man already. “That is
quite alright. I don’t really mind, and I am pleased to meet you, Thad.”
“Next, you will notice we brought a S.A.I.R.A. unit along. We may
have need of heavy lifting, and her next-generation sensors are
excellent for recording and storing information. We call her Jezebel an inside joke among us I suppose.” Tyheem explained, though his
eyes flickered to Judas very briefly and in such a way that made Judas
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suspect there was much more to it that just that.
The android bowed its head and smiled in an efficient yet
emotionless facsimile of the human expression. This one, unlike the
one Judas had been paired with prior to his fateful trip, wore clothes.
Its face was smaller with more petite features, as was the entire figure
of the android. In general, this design was more girlish than womanly,
as Judas’ wife had been.
“And our last team member is Hideo Konugawa. He’s one of the
most knowledgeable genetic researchers of today…”
Hideo bowed stiffly. “As my esteemed colleague, Dr. Martelli said, I
am pleased to be here and eager to begin research. My methods may
be strict, but I get results. I expect an efficient and professional
experience while working with each of you.”
Marie exhaled loudly, a gesture with an audible component of
exasperation that did not escape Hideo’s ears. He fixed his cold stare
on her, and she shrank away, averting her eyes. Judas was amused
to note that Hideo seemed to derive some sort of pleasure out of
mentally dominating the woman.
Cahlaim: “Nice guy.”
SAIRA: “He’s going to be a sneaky one. Keep your eyes on him.”
Judas: “The threat he poses is overt. It’s the Jezebel android I’m
worried about.”
Maylen: “What a harlot.”
Judas: “So they say.”
“Shall I show you to your quarters? I realize it is late, but I figured we
could meet at 20:15 for a brief meal. Then we can get started on work
early tomorrow.”
“That will do just fine.” Tyheem replied. “Lead the way, Captain.”
“Just remember, this ship was not built for comfort.”
“We came here to work, not for a day spa.” Hideo opined.
Helen frowned ever so slightly, and the muscles around her eyes
tightened. “Even so, I wanted to warn you.”
“I’m sure whatever you have is just fine.” The Commodore said,
giving Hideo a warning glance.
Then Tyheem’s eyes sought out and lingered on Marie. When she
looked away to Judas for some sort of support, Tyheem followed her
gaze. He nodded, telling Judas he knew what was going on between
the two of them, and then he followed Captain Miranov into the hall,
talking cheerfully to her as she led the entire group to the part of the
ship where the personnel quarters were located.
Judas couldn’t help but think that things were going to be interesting
these next few days.

[Day 011] 02:12
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As it happened, that brief meal turned into a number of hours worth
of discussions and debates on matters both political and scientific.
Things like that tend to happen when you get a good number of people
in similar professions gathered in one place. This is not to say that
they all worked in the same fields of science, but researchers for the
same organization - the Congress - have things in common regardless
of their pursuits.
The discussions started in a friendly manner, with the crew of the
Whaler sharing tidbits they’d discovered or some new theories that
Karif had about comet formation. The new arrivals shared some
general information about the projects they’d been associated with or
recently completed. Hideo was rather sketchy about what he had
been doing, which in no way surprised Judas.
Whatever else he was, the man was definitely smart. He knew a fair
amount about everything it seemed, and he was a shrewd debater
too. His style of discourse was an inflammatory condescension that
could make any topic a veritable minefield. The way he saw things
with layer upon layer of detail kept everyone on their toes. He’d set his
verbal traps three or four layers deep, and you rarely saw them
coming. Judas thought that Karif might be able to keep up with him if
he had the disposition for a battle of wits, but the middle-eastern man
was to resigned and uninterested in such contests of wills.
Whenever there was a lull in talk, someone would ask Judas
something, since it was apparently open season on everyone and
everything. Judas held back nothing, having little to hide really. He
was even prepared to answer truthfully about the nature of his
relationship with Marie, who flawlessly avoided any topic that might
shift into that discussion.
Once or twice though, Judas thought it was going to come out. It was
sitting there on the tip of Tyheem’s tongue all night, and the man
obviously enjoyed it. Tyheem liked being the man with an angle on
you, that much was clear. After all, why spoil that sweet feeling of
superiority when you can just let the fact that you know something eat
at the other person until they squirm? That’s when you have them
under your thumb.
Judas left first, claiming he wanted to be well-rested before the
testing he would endure tomorrow, though it was actually later in the
day since midnight had come and gone some time ago. In actuality, he
tired of the subtle maneuverings and the pecking order that was being
established.
Whether they knew it or not, the crew of the Whaler had already been
replaced in the power structure on the ship. The Commodore was the
de facto leader now, whether Captain Miranov wished to admit it to
herself or not. Judas had a feeling she knew this, despite all of
Tyheem’s magnanimous talk of letting her remain in control.
Judas snorted derisively, as his thoughts strayed back to the initial
meeting some number of hours past now. Tyheem had worn a smug
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look when he figured out that Marie was with him now.
He had been back in his room for only half an hour, going through the
nightly hygiene regiment that was necessary for even a being of his
advanced evolution, when there was a soft knock at the door.
Smiling to himself, he answered the door in a shirtless fashion,
wearing only that silken sleeping pants he had acquired for himself
from the ship’s material processing bays. Marie stood at the door,
knuckled fist pressed against her mouth as she tapped her foot and
waited for him. She looked up when the door slid open, looking
simultaneously ready to cry or lash out in anger and frustration.
“I’m so angry right now. I don’t even know what to do.”
“Come in then.”
“Alright.” She said, stepping past him.
Judas poked his head out into the hall, half expecting to see Tyheem
leering at them, or that new S.A.I.R.A. unit named Jezebel spying on
them. Neither was there though, so Judas let his door slide closed
behind him. Marie was already sitting on his bed when he turned
around, so he stepped over and sat beside her.
“Spill it.” He commanded.
“I can’t believe he took it upon himself to join this team. It’s just like
him though, and that just makes it all the worse. I thought I was ready
to face him after all this time, but I guess I was not.”
“Want me to take your mind off it with a rowdy session of rough
lovemaking?” Judas asked, half-serious as he smiled.
“Maybe. It’d be nice to be really loud and make him jealous.”
“He’d probably have that android unit satisfy him though. They didn’t
have sexual subroutines when I was sent out with mine, but I’ll bet
they do now. Besides, I don’t think he’d hear us through the bulkhead.”
Judas surmised.
Marie stared at him in an odd combination of horror and amusement.
“You’re strange. Just plain strange. Whatever would make you think of
such things?”
He grinned sheepishly. “I don’t know. I don’t ask for what comes into
my head.”
“It’s probably all those women in your head. You’re all mixed up from
thinking five people’s worth of thoughts.”
“That’s an amusing theory and they’re laughing about it right now.”
“Do they pay attention when we make love?”
“Of course. That’s the only way they can get any.”
Marie chuckled and rubbed her eyes tiredly.
“It’s good to hear you laugh again.”
“It’s good to laugh. Believe me, between Tyheem’s staring and
Hideo’s antagonistic idiosyncrasies, I was ready to start swinging
fists.”
“Hideo does seem to be a bit much. In fact, I’m sure that he’s even
more than he lets on. I’m almost convinced it’s a show so that we don’t
try to get to know him better, because if we did we’d find out he works
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for Taokomi Industries.”
“You think he’s a Combine researcher?”
“That is a distinct possibility.”
“God. What a twisted little opera we have here. Ex-husbands,
android sex toys, covert operatives, and aliens.”
“Fun, eh?”
She rolled her eyes at him. “That is hardly how I would describe it.”
“Yeah, but you’re a sour puss anyway.” He replied, sliding an arm
around her.
“Was that an innuendo?”
“No. You’re succulent or something.”
“You’re filthy.”
He shrugged in admission of the fact. “So?”
She eyed him from the waist up, admiring the lean muscles that ran
across his upper half. There were a few obvious differences between
his anatomy and that of a human - mainly the extra bones in the arms
and the muscles that fit around them - but attractive was attractive
regardless of species. Some things were universal.
What happened next as they lustily comforted and pleasured each
other was one of those things. Love is, after all, the interspecies
language.

[Day 012] 07:49
In the dark hull of the crippled Toyama, the Overspace Entity was
starting to get antsy. Its still-underdeveloped consciousness could
only discern that it wanted more. It had no concept of greed… only
hunger and desire. Desire is a very primal emotion. It’s a combination
of need, lust, coveting, and greed. For this Entity, it was more of a
matter of wanting what Judas had.
There are a few things in life that you might touch and feel, and then
instinctively know you must have it. Things that you cannot abide
without once you’ve seen or had a taste of them. For some people it’s
money, women, or power. For the Overspace Entity it was the order
and strength that Judas represented.
With its new growth and expansion, it might have been an equal
match for Judas and Underspace insofar as pure strength went, but
Judas had managed to defeat it. The taste of loss and defeat lingered
with the infant Entity. It didn’t have the training or discipline to deal well
with it either.
Proximity, it finally decided, was necessary if it wanted to have what
Judas had. Of course, to the Overspace Entity it had no name for what
Judas was. It simply knew that Judas’ power was something it wanted
to possess.
It took some time for the Entity to decide that it had to move closer to
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the power Judas represented. Distance and the concepts of near or
far were still relatively new to it. Even more confusing for the Entity
was the fact that Judas had seemed so close when they had
contacted each other, but now he was far away. It had taken the Entity
nearly three days to figure out that Judas was somehow able to move,
and that’s how he had visited.
On the surface of Mercury where dozens of technicians and
scientists nervously watched the Toyama for any changes, alerts went
off. The power systems on the ship had failed nearly a day ago, but
now some were flickering back on. While people scrambled around for
answers, the ship started crawling away from Mercury.
Fighters were dispatched immediately to fire on the vessel’s engines,
but when they arrived they reported back that the engines weren’t on.
The ship had been surrounded by some sort of field and it was moving
on something other than its own power. They fired on it anyway.
Orders are orders, and the head researchers weren’t afraid of tossing
a few pilots’ lives to the wayside for the sake of scientific
advancement. It was that sort of pragmatism that Taokomi Industries
was built on.
The fighters whittled down the ship, blasting off parts of its
extremities, but it didn’t take long for the Overspace Entity to figure out
how to pull in its form into a tight ellipsoid and generate a stronger
field. When it was sprawled throughout the maze of passages through
the ship, its field was scattered and weak, but pulled in tight the field
was like an egg - remarkably strong and resistant to breakage.
It also found that it could propel pieces of the crumbling ship at the
fighters and cause them to explode. Even better, each of these flying
little things contained little morsels of food that it could collect.
It fed on fighter pilots until they were called back and the beam
cannon on the surface was readied. They took their time adjusting,
because they might only get one shot, since the wreckage of the
Toyama was accelerating. The atmosphere on Mercury was
practically nonexistent, but there was some and that meant adjusting
for it. Then they calculated the pull of gravity to determine how it would
bend the weapon’s beam and fired.
A brilliant shaft of silver light stabbed through the thin atmosphere of
Mercury, ionizing whatever it came in contact with. It bent slightly as it
tore away from the pull of the small planet’s gravity and quickly caught
up with the unsuspecting ruins of the Toyama.
Alloyed metals and ceramics boiled and vaporized instantly, plastics
and other synthetic fibers burst as they superheated, and the flesh of
the Overspace Creature scorched and crisped away as the beam rent
a hole straight through it.
Soundless in its cry of agony, everyone on Mercury heard its
earsplitting scream in their heads.
Distantly, Judas slid off the exam table he was strapped to and
gasped in pain. His soul felt like it was on fire and his eyes bled from
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the pain. His vocal cords strained to produce a noise capable of
conveying the torment he was in. Everyone shied back from him and
some even reached for sedatives. Hideo reached for a weapon hidden
on his person, but no one noticed.
As the Overspace Entity’s flesh melted away it forced itself a few
steps ahead in evolution to protect its existence. Retribution for the
pain-givers was on its mind, but its underdeveloped fight or flight
reflexes told it to flee instead, but that wasn’t going to happen if it
couldn’t surround itself with a field.
In milliseconds, the complex hybrid of human, animal, plant, and
slipstream cells mutated through a dozen generations. They tried
everything they could to resist the beam’s awful fire, and when one
finally got the combination right, the others all switched to that pattern.
More flesh died as the creature molted, shedding outer layers to
protect the inner core of beam-resistant cells. This was a creature that
had been prodded and wounded and forced into survival and it was
just doing what it had been made to do. Only this time, it was working
against its creators.
When it had a nugget of new flesh ready, a mere tenth of the size it
had been when it ran through the entire ship, it built a dense shell of
power around itself. The beam could not pierce it, though it did burn off
any remaining abandoned flesh from around it.
Unwilling to wait until the aggressors found a new way to hurt it, the
Entity concentrated on getting away. On the surface they poured extra
power into the beam weapon and lights went out planet-wide as they
emptied everything they had into destroying the Overspace Entity. It
was to no avail though.
The Overspace Entity sped off around toward the Sun, and for a
moment, the researchers hoped it might burn up. It came close too,
but it was only using the gravity to slingshot itself back around the
other side of the star toward Judas and the embodiment of
Underspace.
The field of Overspace glowed bronze and silver around the globe of
tissue as it hurtled through space. The trial it’d just endured had
changed it in a number of ways. It now knew fear. It knew hate. It was
also stronger, smarter and it had a more refined sense of purpose.

[Day 012] 09:01
Judas was resting in his quarters after the incident during the tests
and trials. His head felt like mush and his eyes and ears ached like
they’d been poked with sharp things. Most of this had nothing to do
with the physical examinations he’d been subjected to either. It was
almost entirely the fault of whatever was currently hurrying through
human space to meet up with him.
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Erika: “We might want to leave.”
Judas (surprised): “Flee? Not a chance.”
Cahlaim: “Where would we go anyway? It’s not like there’s anything
left for us on Keymra. Everyone worthwhile is dead.”
SAIRA: “I agree, but at the same time, can we afford to wait here for
this thing? It’s going to try to kill us.”
Maylen: “I think it’s about time we all grew new bodies. That way the
power of Underspace is decentralized. That thing isn’t intelligent - not
conventionally. You all felt it. It was so raw and strange.”
Cahlaim (teasing): “That’s the longest string of words you’ve said
since we got here that didn’t include something about Mealpacks.”
Maylen (annoyed): “Be serious for once.”
SAIRA: “Won’t decentralizing Underspace’s power weaken Judas?
That’s who this thing will come after.”
Judas: “It might. I suppose we could summon the entire collective
consciousness if we have to though.”
Erika: “You’d go insane. There are thousands of voices in there, not
just four.”
SAIRA: “She’s right.”
Judas: “So? When have I not sacrificed myself to protect you all? I
can’t let whatever that thing is run rampant.”
Cahlaim: “There’s another approach. Well, two really.”
Maylen: “Like what?”
Cahlaim: “We can take that thing over and add it to our own power. It
might have some abilities we don’t have.”
Judas: “And the second?”
Cahlaim: “Adopt it.”
SAIRA (amused): “I like that. It might be an infant. It needs
guidance.”
Cahlaim: “Exactly.”
Maylen (dubious): “I like kids, but that thing seems like a handful.
Usually children can’t kill you when they have a tantrum.”
Judas: “Well, the second option is much better than the first, but even
the first is way better than dying.”
Maylen: “And about us making bodies or summoning the entire
collective consciousness of the Judasian people?”
Judas: “We’ll wait on those I guess.”
Erika: “No.”
Judas: “Eh?”
Erika: “I’m going to start a body. I had very little time with a body
before, and I was talking about doing it before. This seems like a good
time. You never know when you might need another person watching
your back right now anyway.”
SAIRA: “That makes sense. I don’t trust that Hideo guy, or Tyheem
for that matter.”
Judas: “Where are you going to start assembling a body then? You’ll
have to do it quickly, because that thing should be here in a matter of
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days. Best case scenario is that it can only travel at light speed, in
which case we still only have a week or two.”
Erika: “I can grow it in a few days if I have to. I’ll just use one of the
labs here or something.”
Judas: “That’s not smart. You’ll get poked, prodded, and examined.
They might even tamper with it if they fear another like me would come
of it.”
SAIRA: “If she does it away from the ship though, they’ll notice it. It
has to be near here where they expect unusual slipstream activity. We
don’t need the Niyuto picking up Erika’s chrysalis.”
Cahlaim: “Have Marie move in here. Then Erika can grow in Marie’s
room.”
Maylen (surprised): “What!?”
Judas: “That might work. I’ll ask her.”
Maylen: “I don’t know…”
Cahlaim: “Stop being jealous. It’s the only thing that makes sense.”
SAIRA: “Karif might be safe too. He’d just observe it if it was growing
in his room.”
Erika (disturbed): “I’d rather not have some man I don’t really know
watch my body develop.”
Judas: “I’ll just ask Marie, alright? I’ll go see her now. I haven’t been
in her quarters yet anyway, which surprises me. She’s probably a big
slob or something.”
Cahlaim: “Or she has a man in there hidden away.”
Judas: “Pest.”
Cahlaim: “Don’t make me grow a body and straighten you out.”
Judas: “Please?”
Judas laughed aloud and crawled out of bed. He blinked away the
stars that danced in his peripheral vision as he stood. When he
stepped out into the hallway, the bright trails of light that ran along the
ceiling hurt his eyes, so he walked down to Marie’s quarters with a
hand shading his eyes.
Her quarters were just a few doors down the hall. He knocked when
he was standing in front of the door, leaning on the bulkhead as he
waited. The door slid open a moment later.
Marie squared her shoulders to him in such a way that he thought
she was trying to hide something behind her. He arched an eyebrow
and being taller than her, he simply looked over her shoulder. He half
expected to see Tyheem sitting on her bed or something, but all he
saw was a mess.
“Judas… I didn’t expect you. I thought you were resting.”
“Yeah. I see that. Can I come in? I have something to discuss with
you.”
“About what happened this morning? During the tests?” Her eyes
worried scanned him for any signs of injury or madness.
“Yes.”
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Marie looked over her shoulder, frowned at the mess, sighed once,
and then stepped aside. “Don’t look too close. It’s a disaster.”
Judas chuckled and stepped past her. His head was throbbing, so he
immediately sat down on her bed. Marie gave him a suspicious look.
“What?”
“I thought you wanted to talk.”
“I do! I just needed to sit down.”
“Oh.”
Judas rubbed his temples and grinned despite the pain. “Your
expectations of me are totally wrong. It’s kind of amusing though.”
“What happened today? Everyone wants to know.”
“Remember that Entity I spoke of before? That disturbance by the
inner planets that was like slipstream?”
“Yeah, sure.”
“It’s coming here. I think they tried to stop it and they failed. They hurt
it bad though, and everything in this universe with any ties to
Underspace or this thing felt it. I simply represent more of Underspace
than anyone else, so I felt it worst.”
A worried look crept onto her face. “But this thing is coming here and
it’s strong enough to hurt you?”
“Yes.”
“We’ve got to get away then.”
“It will find us. I’ve got to confront it.”
“That’s the only way?”
“Well, my wives and I have a plan, and we’re going to need your
room.”
“My room?”
“Erika is going to grow a body in here.”
“What?”
Judas had to try hard not to laugh at the incredulous look on Marie’s
face. “You’ll move in with me for a few days while she grows a body.
We decided that I need someone to help watch my back and look out
for me. I don’t really trust the Tyheem or Hideo and an extra person
may help against this thing when it comes here.”
“So you have to fight it?”
“I don’t know. We’re going to try to teach it and adopt it sort of. If that
doesn’t work, I’ll try to take it over. Worst case scenario would be me
destroying it.”
“What will that do though? Wouldn’t that kill us if you did that?”
“Well, we are quite a way from any settlements. That much bodes
well. I’d try to give your ships time to flee if something big was going to
happen.”
“So you’re going to leave then and go meet it?”
“I think I might have to. If possible, I’ll stay here though.”
“When is this going to happen?”
Judas shrugged. “Within the week for sure. No less than three days
though I think.”
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She chewed on the inside of her cheek as she considered all that
he’d told her, a habit he found endearing. He forgot about his
headache for a minute and watched her.
“We’re going to have to talk to the Captain. She’s going to have to
explain this all to Tyheem. They’re not going to be happy about their
testing time being cut short.” She commented.
“Screw them. This thing is far bigger than they are. Besides, if
everything turns out right, they’ll have a newborn Judasian to examine
too.”
“That’s true, but I want you to talk to the Captain anyway. She needs
to know.”
“Agreed. I’ll do it as soon as I set up Erika in here.”
“So what do I have to do?”
“Just get your things together and take what you need. We need to
make it seem like you’re still living here though. It shouldn’t be too big
of a deal.”
“You’re not the one with some person growing in your closet.”
“I could do it, but they’re probably watching my room more closely.”
“I hope not, otherwise they’d know about us. That’s kind of strange.”
“Tyheem knows. I’m sure his whole group does. I wouldn’t put it over
Helen to know either, your Captain is pretty smart. Karif is a bit more
oblivious to things that aren’t laid out in numbers and graphs though,
so he alone on the ship probably doesn’t know.”
Marie ran a hand across her forehead and sighed. “It can’t be helped,
eh?”
“Nope. Now let’s clear a spot for Erika to grow.”
They cleared one corner of her small quarters - the one least visibly
accessible from the doorway. Judas was impressed by the pile of
datapads, hardcopies, and clothes they pushed into another corner.
The mound was waist high.
Then Judas knelt in the clean corner. He bit his thumb and infused
the blood which flowed out with slipstream, which he anchored to the
wall with wispy strands of slipstream that resembled nothing so much
as a spider’s web. Much like crystals, slipstreams grew best with a
seed to start on. Then he worked on building a larger cocoon for Erika
to use.
It took the better part of an hour before he was finally ready to
release Erika into the chrysalis.
Erika: “I love you. I will be with you soon.”
Judas (smiling): “I love you too. Grow quickly. I have missed you.”
And then she was gone. She left his body with nothing more than an
audible gasp of loss from him. He smiled wistfully at the chrysalis and
stood.
“I won’t have to feed or water it will I?” Marie asked quietly.
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[Day 012] 12:46
Judas went alone to the Captain’s quarters. He’d not yet been in
them before, so he didn’t know what to expect. Standing outside the
door waiting after he knocked, he noted that the hall extended beyond
the Captain’s quarters in such a way that indicated that the rooms
within were larger than the other quarters. It was like when you’re in a
room after being outside the house and you realize that one of the
walls is off and there must be something behind it.
Captain Helen Miranov answered the door in her formal uniform,
though the top two buttons were undone, revealing a dark blue
undershirt beneath the grey and green uniform. She looked tired and
the skin around her eyes was tight with concern.
“What can I do for you, Judas?” She asked, more out of social habit
than honest desire to help him at the moment.
He looked at her for a moment before answering with his own
question. “Have you been sleeping enough?”
“No, I have not. One learns to sacrifice sleep, meals, and other
personal comforts when you have to entertain your superiors.”
“I see, well I hate to do this to you, but I have to tell you things, that
will soon be the cause of more worrying.”
She ran her hand across her forehead and massaged the
stress-wrinkled skin of her brow. “You mean like a horrific explanation
for your god-awful screaming and collapse in the medical bay today?”
“Yes.”
“Come in then.”
“But of course.” He replied, stepping past her.
He stopped a few paces in, careful not to block her way past him as
he surveyed the room. The room was almost the opposite of Marie’s in
that it was clean. It wasn’t empty either, because there were stacks of
datapads, reports, and other things here and there, but they were
neatly placed in designated spots.
Judas stepped further into the room, admiring the tasteful
representation of a nebula posted on one wall. That was the only real
decoration - everything else was functional. Still, the atmosphere was
cozy and had a lived-in sort of feel to it. As he looked beyond the entry
room which focused mostly as an office and work area, he saw that
the bedroom door was ajar, so he stepped over to take a peek in.
“Hey!” Helen protested.
“I might not get invited back, so I have to do good recon.” Judas
replied, winking at her.
She cracked a smile as she shook her head. “If you must.”
He did. That room was nearly as orderly as the other one, though
more plush and comfortable. In one corner though, there was a pile of
clothes that seemed oddly out of place in an otherwise clean set of
quarters.
“You have a small mess in one corner.” Judas commented as he
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stepped back from the doorway.
“Yes, I do.”
“Care to explain?”
“When you run a tight ship, you need to allow yourself one or two
small slips where you are not quite up to par. If you do not, you’ll go
nutty. In other words, it’s important to not always pay such close
attention to detail that you neglect to live life.”
“Would that I was such a detail that allowed you to live life.” He
replied dramatically, feigning a look of longing that wasn’t entirely
unfelt. After all, Helen wasn’t an unattractive woman, despite how she
seemed to think her scar made her one.
“You’re not my type.”
“You don’t like your men strong, handsome, funny, and imbued with
the power of an alternate layer of space?”
“No, I mean that you are taken.”
“Oh.” He replied, realization dawning on his face. “So you know
then.”
“I’m not stupid.” She said in irritation.
“I never thought you were. I just thought we were more discrete than
that.”
“A woman knows. Besides, it’s my job to pick up on the minute
details. A few glances or casual touches added up to something
more.”
“Smart and beautiful. Be careful, dear, I might have to fall back onto
my lecherous and polygamous ways.”
“I like to date within the species. I mean no offense to you or Marie,
but that’s how it works. I’d lose my command if it was found out
anyway.”
“And Marie? Will she lose her position on this ship?” Judas asked.
Helen shrugged. “Possibly. Do you think Tyheem knows? That is her
former husband, though I suspect she’s already told you this.”
“She has.”
“He’s a crafty one. He’ll use that against her at the first chance. It’s
just the way he is.”
Judas nodded. “Those were my thoughts exactly, and I don’t think
she has any idealized image of him she’s holding onto. She’s fully
aware of what he will and won’t try to get his way.”
“He’s a prick. Believe me.”
“Funny how the priggish sort make their way up the ladder of
command, eh?”
“Arrogance and ambition often go hand in hand.”
“Profound. I’m like you more every minute, sweet Captain.” Judas
said, doing his best to appear a smitten lover.
“You’re a clown.” She said harshly, though she spoiled it with a smile.
“Now tell me about your fit in the medical bay earlier today.”
Judas took a seat at the small round table that sat in the middle of the
room. Helen followed his lead, sitting directly across from him. She
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folded her hands in front of her on the table and prepared to listen.
“Not long after I arrived, I felt a twinge of something. It’s hard to
explain to someone who has no ties to Underspace, but for me it was
like a tickle in the back of my head telling me that something was
wrong. It’s not unlike if I came in here and changed the lighting
settings slightly and things were just a bit off when you came back, but
you can’t tell how.”
“I see…”
“Well, a couple days ago, I felt another tug of ‘wrongness.’ This one
was stronger, so I searched it out.”
“Did you find it?” She asked.
Judas nodded slowly. “The disturbance came from the center of this
solar system, probably near Mercury or orbiting close to the sun.
Whatever it is, it has some sort of mutated slipstream under its control.
I think - hell I know - that the rumors of Underspace experiments are
true.”
“How does this tie in with your screaming and whatnot?”
“I think this thing they created got out of control. It’s aware you see,
sentient even. It’s just not very bright I don’t think. We brushed minds
once and it seemed very simple. It acts almost purely on instincts.
Anyway, they must have hurt it somehow, and badly at that. Everyone
with any ties to slipstream would have felt that, even back on Keymra.
I just happen to have most of Underspace’s power within me, and I’m
physically a lot closer than anyone else like me, so I felt it worst.”
“Other than the creature itself I suppose. So did it survive?”
“Oh it survived all right. It escaped and it’s headed here.”
“What? We have some creature coming here now? How far away is
it? How soon will it be here?” She demanded.
Judas held up a hand. She quieted, holding back any further
questions for a moment so he could answer. “It’s not close yet, but it’s
probably going to be here in a few days. I could reach it faster than it
could reach me, because its powers are unhoned and amateurish.”
“It’s a threat then?”
“It has the potential to be, but like I said, I don’t think it understands
fully what is going on because it has the mind of a child or an infant.”
“That’s even worse then, because it has all this power and no moral
grounding.”
“Perhaps. I will keep you and your ship safe though. You should have
no need to worry.”
“Why is that not reassuring?”
Judas chuckled. “Seriously, I’m already taking measures. I will need
your cooperation though.”
“How so?” She asked, expecting some outlandish requests.
“Well, I am keeping track of the things movements, and I have
decided to go meet the thing at least half a day away from here. I don’t
want to put you at any more risk than I have to, and when I meet the
thing, I expect that it will try to take me over and absorb me.”
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“Why you?”
“We’re like magnets. I draw it to me simply because of what I am. It
knows me now too, after we brushed minds, so it will seek me out.”
“And you want to leave the ship and go out to it to do battle?
Commodore Calldon won’t let that happen.”
“I don’t care what he wants. If I stay here we risk not only the Whaler,
but also the Coronado. I hope this doesn’t come down to an actual
fight. I hope that I can reason with the creature. If I can’t get it to cease
its plans to attack and absorb me, I will either destroy it or absorb it
myself. I prefer being able to teach the thing and talk to it though.”
“You would tutor it into adulthood?”
“Sort of. There are only two creatures like us in the galaxy that I know
of. There is it and there is me. Granted, I am just the temporary locus
of power of a greater being with its own consciousness as well as a
collective consciousness of its constituent members, but I do feel a
kinship with this thing irregardless of our differences.”
“I understand, I think. I will have to discuss this with the Commodore
though, and try to get you permission to be off the ship. Would you be
opposed to having an escort on a small shuttle?”
“I am totally opposed to it. There’s no point in my leaving if there’s still
going to be someone at risk. Even so, it would be less people at risk
than everyone here, so I guess if that’s the condition for me leaving, I
would accept it. Just make sure they expect danger or possible
death.”
“Good.”
“Well, I do try to accommodate. After all, you’ve done a lot for me.”
“Think nothing of it.” She said, smiling. The smile faded quickly
though, replaced by a look of worry. “I just had another thought
though.”
“Yes?”
“If this thing really is an experiment that got loose, won’t they send
someone to recapture it?”
“They may try, but I doubt they will succeed.”
“Still, it’s something to think about. The Whaler and the Coronado
certainly aren’t battle-ready, if it comes to that.”
“I will protect you as best I can.”
“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”
“Agreed.”

[Day 013] 07:09
Judas was on the observation deck with Marie, enjoying a few stolen
moments of privacy before his next battery of tests. He’d managed to
convince the rest of the crew over dinner last night that he was indeed
ready for more tests and that his outburst was a one time thing.
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Everyone knew there was something he was leaving out, but only
Marie and Helen had been told that whole truth.
Judas found that the stars were fairly boring when you had a woman
in your arms, so little in the way of astronomy and stargazing was
getting done. As it happened, he had Marie standing with her back
against the rear wall of the observatory and her legs spread just
enough so that there was a place for him to put his left leg as he
leaned up close. Of course, there were other benefits to this maneuver
as well, which he was well aware of as he took his time nibbling at her
neck. As for Marie, her eyes were closed, she was biting her lip, and
her hands were at his sides holding him close.
“We’re supposed to go…” She whispered between teeth clenched to
prevent a moan from escaping.
“So? Fuck em.”
“We’re already ten minutes late.”
“I repeat… fuck em.”
Maylen (jealous): “Pig.”
Cahlaim (aroused): “Agreed.”
Judas smiled against Marie’s dark skin, amused by his wives’
sentiments. Then, despite their mutually decided upon rules of
conduct, he slide his hands up her shirt. The rules were there to limit
their interactions in a place where they might be stumbled upon and
discovered, but both of them were so caught up in the mood, that
neither cared.
Of course, it’s when you’re actually breaking the rules that someone
usually takes notice, so it just happened that Hideo came looking for
them in the observation deck right as Judas had lifted Marie’s shirt and
undershirt to expose one of her breasts. In fact, he had his mouth over
one of her nipples as Hideo stepped in and looked over at the two of
them in a very reserved manner; only his eyes betrayed his distaste
for what he saw.
“Mmmfff.” Judas mumbled, releasing the breast from his mouth
reluctantly to speak. “Hello, Hideo.” He smiled a saccharine smile.
“You’re late for your appointment.” Hideo replied.
He was wearing a dark grey, traced with blue, robe-like uniform. His
hands were carefully clasped in front of him at his waist, and he stood
with the perfect posture he never seemed to be without. Everything
about him said rigid and particular. Even his black flecked with grey
hair was carefully combed and arranged. Elegant, simple, and
arrogant: that’s what Judas thought when he saw him.
Marie, whose eyes had been closed, gasped and pulled her shirt
down. Her skin darkened even further as her cheeks filled with the
blood of a fierce blush. She stepped behind Judas and covered her
eyes with one hand.
“Well, I was busy.” Judas replied.
“I see that, and while I can’t argue your choice of pastime, I must
insist that as per our deal, you arrive and submit yourself to every test
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we require.”
“Joy.”
Hideo shrugged. “I don’t really care how you feel about it, just so long
as you do it.”
“That much has been made clear by most of your team, with the
exception of Dr. Martelli.”
“Well, the old codger is a bit soft and idealistic. I on the other hand,
recognize you for what you are - an experiment. You’re an aberration
and a damned interesting one at that.”
“Oooh. Please. Stick me with needles now. Your frank observation of
my worth to you has turned me into an even more willing participant.”
“Sarcasm is the defense of a weak mind.”
“Or one that just doesn’t feel like dealing with your crap right now. I’ll
be there when I damn well please. Nowhere in the agreement was
there some schedule of probings and tissue samplings.”
“No, there was not. However, you did say yesterday that you wished
to continue. You also said that your fit was nothing to worry about. Are
we to doubt your word in this too?”
“Please. You don’t believe my story. The only reason you’re not
pressing the matter further is that you still get what you want… even if
the Niyuto couldn’t get it for you.”
The skin around Hideo’s mouth tightened and his eyes narrowed. “I
understand the accusations you make - “
“Good.” Judas interrupted.
“But, they are baseless.” Hideo finished.
“Are they?”
“Assuredly. Your grouping of me with those rogues simply because
of my ethnicity is rather shallow and uncouth. I’d have expected a man
of your mixed breeding to be less stereotyped in his beliefs.”
“I don’t care what color your skin is or what shape your eyes are,
Hideo. What I care about is your ambitions. I’ve learned to never trust
an ambitious human, because they’re all looking for a nice time to slip
a knife between your ribs. You stink of the same ambition that the
butchers of Keymra had.” Judas said angrily, letting his emotions get
carried away.
Hideo responded with a cool smile. “I’ll see you in a few minutes
then? Whenever you’re done demeaning this woman with your taint?”
That was enough to get Marie going, even though she’d been
content to watch the two men trade verbal barbs before. She wasn’t
about to abide with Hideo making accusations and judgments of her.
“Hey! You’d better shut it, pal. I’m not some subservient little wench
you can boss around.”
“Consider yourself lucky that this is true.”
Maylen: “Oh boy. He didn’t just say that.”
Cahlaim (disapproving): “Some boys just don’t know when to play
nice.”
Judas shook his head and stuck his arm out quick, catching Marie
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around the midsection as she started after Hideo. The next few
moments were not pretty. Marie spent her time yelling insults at Hideo
as he stood there smiling smugly; her arms with knotted fists flailed
wildly as she tried to slip free from Judas’ restraining grasp.
Eventually, Hideo left with a stiff bow and a slight chuckle.
Only when she stopped struggling did Judas finally let Marie go.
“You should have let me go.” She said testily.
“He would have dropped you on the floor like a bad habit, dear. He’s
had combat training. You can tell by the way he moves.”
She sighed and forcefully tucked her shirt back in. “You really think
he’s a Combine agent then?”
Judas shrugged. “I’d not bet my life on it, but I wouldn’t walk around
him with my back turned either.”
“I’m not going to be safe with you gone then, am I?”
“Just don’t provoke him, and you should be fine.”
“I’m just getting scared now.”
“Embarrassed you mean? Because you showed him one of your
breasts?” Judas asked, squeezing the offending bosom through her
clothing.
She smacked his hand away. “Things are just getting really
complicated. That whole group of four is a bit off, even Dr. Martelli who
is just too nice to be true. He’s probably a sick old man with devious
plans.”
He laughed. “Cute.”
“Seriously, jerk. Take me with you when you go. What if you’re laid
out and in pain after struggling with that creature? Are you going to
take care of yourself?”
“Worst comes to worst, I make myself another body.”
“Forget that. You can’t always use that as a crutch. I’d be open
season for these assholes while you were doing that anyway.”
“If you go though, who will watch over Erika’s chrysalis?”
“Hell if I know. Take it with you.”
“No. We need to keep her separate from me, so if something does
happen, she still has a chance. She’s too easy of a target for the
creature right now.”
“I see. I guess I’m staying here then.”
Judas frowned, hating to see her worry like this. He stepped over,
wrapped his arms around her from behind, and rested his chin on the
top of her head. “I’ll think of something.”
“You’d better.”
After a long moment and a sigh, Judas asked, “Should we go then?”
“In a minute. Fuck em.” She replied, laughing.
Had they left the room then, or had Judas not been distracted, they
might have noticed that the S.A.I.R.A. unit had recorded all of the
discussion between them and Hideo, as well as what they said before
and after Hideo’s arrival. All it had taken was a nearly-invisible
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recording instrument inserted between the seal of the door and the
bulkhead.
Just before the two of them left the observation deck, the android
snuck away; she was whisper quiet. She was, after all, the latest and
greatest model of android, equipped with the quietest and most covert
gear money could buy. Even its clothes had been designed to
suppress sound from within the chassis of the android as well as from
movement.
The android hurried back to Tyheem’s quarters where it could store
the conversations for him to listen to later. Not even Hideo knew that
the android had been there, though Tyheem was fairly certain the man
didn’t trust him or his android. He had seen through the guise of the
S.A.I.R.A. unit being Dr. Martelli’s almost immediately. Thankfully, the
crew of the Whaler still believed it.

[Day 013] 16:41
“Hey. Wait up. I want to talk to you.” Tyheem called after Judas.
Judas wasn’t feeling very charitable after an especially painful set of
procedures Hideo had manufactured for him and carried out over the
last third of a day. The man was obviously taking it out on him for
being made to wait earlier in the morning, as well as having found him
with a human woman.
Of course, he hadn’t told anyone else. He didn’t need to anyway.
Captain Miranov knew, as did Tyheem. It didn’t matter if the S.A.I.R.A.
unit knew or not. All that was left after that were Dr. Martelli and Karif.
Judas had no idea if they knew, but figured Dr. Martelli would be
interested in the xenobiological aspects of interspecies mating at the
very least.
Sighing, Judas turned to face Tyheem. “What is it?” He demanded,
wanting nothing more than rest to recuperate from the elaborate
torture scheme the scientists had been carrying out on him.
Tyheem frowned at the tone in Judas’ voice. “We need to talk about
your plan to go on a little trip. You can’t seriously think we’re just going
to let you stroll off the ship and go on your merry way.”
Judas grinned ghoulishly. “I don’t care what you think. You have no
choice in this matter and even if you did, I wouldn’t listen.”
“There will be repercussions if you try this. I warn you now.”
SAIRA: “Remind him of the Niyuto.”
Judas: “Good idea.”
“Do you want another Niyuto incident?”
“I had nothing to do with that.” Tyheem snapped back at him.
“Did I say you did? Is your conscience bothering you, Tyheem?
Sleeping well? Need to come clean about your ties with the Combine
forces?” Judas asked.
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The Commodore’s face darkened - a tough thing to accomplish for
one so dark. “I am not so powerless as those ships were. What kind of
toys do you think a ship full of scientists studying your personal data
can cook up?”
Judas released a low growl in his throat and stepped over, clasping
his fist tight around the collar of Tyheem’s uniform. “You’d better hope
some pretty fucking good ones, Commodore, because I don’t take
well to threats.”
“Look down.”
Judas did just that, noticing a nasty-looking pistol leveled at his heart.
“Do you think you can kill me with that?”
“It’ll hurt a lot at the very least. Do you want to chance that? The crew
of the Whaler is as good as forfeit then when the Niyuto and her allies
come in to collect your body. It’d be a pity, eh?” Tyheem smiled.
Judas released him, not because he was actually worried, but
because he didn’t want the trouble that was associated with killing the
Commodore. “I will be leaving, with the Captain’s permission no less,
in a couple days. Deal with it.”
“I beg to differ. Our deal says that you will - “
“Do I look like I care about the deal? I have my reasons for this,
reasons which you couldn’t comprehend.”
“Explain then.” Tyheem replied, still holding the gun.
“It’s sort of on a need-to-know basis, as lame as that sounds. I just
can’t tolerate your interference in this matter. Maybe if you’re a good
boy I’ll share my reasons with you and your cronies when I return.”
“Still, we can’t let a criminal wander around unescorted.”
“Why not? Your predecessors a few hundred years ago let me do
just that.”
“You mean the slipstream exploration program?”
“Exploration? More like systematic search and destroy mission. They
exterminated indigenous life on a few planets just to terraform it to be
just like Earth. Don’t forget about the attempts to commit genocide on
Keymra too, or the lobotomy attempts that were going to be made on
the Slipstream Entity had I not stepped in.” Judas said wryly.
Tyheem shrugged. “Your attempts at blaming humanity for what you
are just don’t matter to me. Regardless of our past sins, you are still a
criminal in human space. Therefore, you will not be released to roam
about. You will be escorted everywhere until such an unlikely time
where you are pardoned for your crimes as a human and as a
Judasian. If you want to explain where and why you are going, we will
review this and make decisions accordingly.”
Maylen (irritated): “Just kill him already. It’s going to happen sooner
or later.”
Cahlaim: “I’m inclined to agree with my esteemed colleague.”
SAIRA: “I’m starting to lean that way too, but it’s not worth it if you
look at how much trouble that will cause for our friends here on the
Whaler.”
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“Really? You really think that? You seem to forget where the power
lies in this equation. Don’t make me prove it again.”
“If you go, which I probably can’t stop you from doing, you’d better
leave human space and never come back. Your return will not be
pleasant.”
“I’ve stopped whole fleets before. Your toys will be no harder to slap
aside.”
“Consider yourself warned. Don’t cry to me when things come
crashing down on you.”
“I won’t. I don’t cry anyway, I just get angry and start breaking things.
You know, ships, arrogant Commodores, humans who provoke me…
that sort of thing.”
Tyheem laughed and finally lowered his gun. “Do what you will. I will
do the same.”
“Exactly. Now I want some sleep before you sick bastards prod me
some more. Alright?”
When there was no immediate replay other than a shrug, Judas
stalked off to his quarters. He kept his senses open though, watching
and listening at every turn for something lying in wait for him.
He listened briefly outside of Marie’s room too, making certain that
the chrysalis was alright. It was an extra precaution he probably didn’t
need to take, because if anything happened, she’d be able to reach
out with her mind to ask for help. Most of her consciousness may be
concentrating on building a body, but she was just as wary as he was
of someone interfering with her development.
After he’d decided she was still alright, he went on to his room, where
he smelled Marie inside before he even entered. It was a comforting
smell, and her physical proximity was even more appreciated when he
laid down to rest.
A soft, warm body next to you is a good thing, he thought - not for the
first time either.

[Day 013] 23:36
Judas had been lying in bed beside Marie for a couple hours,
listening to her breathing as she slept. Occasionally her breathing
would change pace as she shifted in and out of a dreaming state, but
for the most part her inhalations and exhalations were soothingly
rhythmic. She was practically a white noise machine.
Judas couldn’t sleep though, even with Marie cuddle up beside him.
He was plagued with mental images of Tyheem trying to seek revenge
on him by attacking Marie while he was gone, since he couldn’t hurt
him. Then he thought about what might happen to the other crew of
the Whaler if he didn’t come back. Even worse, he feared that
something might happen to Erika. All this was enough to make him not
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want to leave, but he knew he couldn’t stay.
Cahlaim: “You know you’re going to go, so why are you worrying
about it?”
Maylen: “Yeah, who cares? Just go. Erika will have Marie to look
after her anyway.”
SAIRA: “No, I think his concerns have merit.”
Judas (dryly): “Well thank you.”
SAIRA: “I’m being serious.”
Judas: “Do I ever consider things that are pointless? Are my
concerns here unfounded? I don’t think so.”
Maylen (laughing)
Cahlaim: “You tend to dwell on yourself sometimes, almost with an
air of self-importance.”
Judas (surprised): “What?”
SAIRA: “She’s right.”
He shook his head and leaned over, kissing Marie’s brow. Then he
slipped out of bed and pulled on a robe. The door slid aside a moment
later and he wandered down the hall to get something to eat from the
galley.
Judas: “What a bum rap. I’m worried about Marie, Erika, Karif, and
Helen, but I get accused of being a self-absorbed jerk. You women are
crazy.”
Maylen: “You just hate to hear what you feared.”
Cahlaim: “I still love you though.”
SAIRA: “Me too.”
Judas (annoyed): “Whatever.”
Maylen (delighted): “He’s sulking now. How cute.”
Judas punched in a request for a sandwich from the food vending
system. Meat helped him think. After his sandwich arrived, he
wandered down the hall into the observation deck and took a seat. He
ate slowly, relishing the taste and the act of chewing. Even small
things like these were still novel to him after so long without a body.
Judas: “Did you ever think that I don’t dwell on my own particular
problems any more than anyone else, but you guys just know what I
think about because you’re in my head.”
SAIRA: “There could be some truth to that.”
Cahlaim: “You’re rather contemplative in general. You should work
on your social skills instead of debating things with yourself all the
time.”
Judas: “I talked to you four all the time when we were all alive and
embodied.”
Maylen: “Actually, you were always busy with something, so you
really didn’t talk that much.”
Judas: “Really?”
SAIRA: “She’s right.”
Cahlaim: “Yup.”
Judas: “Shit.”
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Maylen (earnest): “We all understood though. It wasn’t like you
neglected us. I just think you would have been better off with less
people you had to spread your attention between. Not that I’d have
wanted any of you to not be in my life, but you were one man spread
too thin with all of us to take care of.”
Judas: “I’m just too darn paternal.”
Cahlaim: “I was thinking amoral. That’s half your charm though.”
Judas (amused): “Darn right.”
He finished his sandwich and stared at the stars for awhile, letting his
mind go blank. Eventually, the voices in his head started up again
though.
Maylen: “Things will work out. They always do.”
Cahlaim: “It’ll be better when Erika is fully formed. She’s not even
paying attention to us anymore. She’s working all out to get that body
made.”
Judas: “I’d still feel better with one more of you out here watching my
back, but it’s too much of a risk to have two of you growing at once.”
SAIRA: “I guess I should have grown a body before we came. I feel
bad now.”
Maylen (hungry): “I should have too… Mmm. Mealpacks.”
Judas: “I just ate.”
Maylen: “I didn’t.”
As Judas got up to go, he found himself face to face with Jezebel, the
newer S.A.I.R.A. model. It smiled cutely, and then slammed one of its
petite fists into his sternum. He gasped as the air rushed out of his
lungs and he tumbled backward over the railing that kept one from
falling down onto the lower arc of the curved pane of clear Plasteel
that made the observation deck possible.
His head impacted on the Plasteel and he saw a different sort of
stars from the ones beyond the Plasteel. Nausea threatened, as it
often did when one takes a vicious strike to the head. He had no time
to even ponder vomiting though, because the android had already
vaulted over the railing and followed him down onto the observation
window.
He raised his arms in defense of himself, but she battered them
aside with her tiny fists. One punch connected with his left cheekbone,
and he felt a crunch as his genetically-reinforced bones cracked. His
left orbital socket throbbed and his vision in that eye blurred.
Angry at being caught unaware more than the fact that Tyheem had
sent his toy to do his dirty work, Judas projected a stream of
slipstream directly into the android’s face. He expected this to stop
her, so when that next punch cracked his collarbone, he cried out in
surprise more than pain.
He caught one of her fists a moment later and tried to pump
slipstream directly into her. Somehow, her circuits and skin resisted
his attack, and she kept coming after him, using all four limbs to strike
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at him now.
A quick kick to her chest pushed her far enough back that he was
able to stand again, though his footing was tenuous on the slick
Plasteel, that curved at an angle beneath his feet where it met the hull.
When the android looked like it was considering its next avenue of
attack, Judas shook his head and blinked away the pain in his left eye,
which was already beginning to heal.
“Pleased to meet you again. Is Tyheem watching?”
The android didn’t reply, but it smiled. It really was a cute android,
with dainty wrists and small fists that hit like a herd of elephants. Even
her little outfit was meant to be cute; it reminded him of an office girl or
one of his clerks from back in the government on Keymra.
“Evil can even come in pleasing packages. It’s sad.” He said ruefully.
Then the android attacked again, dark hair shaking and
never-ending smile intact as she tried to take his head off with a snap
kick.
SAIRA: “I’m going.”
“What?” Judas asked, confused as he slapped away another kick
that made his arm shudder al the way to his shoulder.
The flesh of his arms burned as a torrent of slipstream left him. He
felt the pain of loss as the gout of yellow-gold surrounded and forced
its way into the android. Jezebel’s flesh gave way to the essence of
Judas’ wife, and the android body twitched as if having a seizure. The
android abruptly stopped moving, fell over, and laid still.
Judas: “What just happened?”
Cahlaim: “SAIRA took it. She went into the android.”
Maylen: “Judas, it’ll be alright. She’s done this before. Just leave it
here and go see to your wounds.”
Judas: “Are you sure?”
Maylen: “Yes.”
He couldn’t take his eyes off the little android though, with its smile
frozen in place and its eyes dead to the world. Then, unexpectedly,
the eyes focused on him, and it mouthed the words “I’ve got a new
body, my love.”
Judas refrained from laughing, just in case Tyheem actually was
watching. He reached up and pulled himself up on the ledge above.
He ducked under the railing as he shimmied forward on his stomach.
Once he was standing back on the observation deck, he looked
down one last time at the android who twitched now and then as his
SAIRA took over the body of the new one. He grinned, thinking that he
had his extra ally on board now, and he’d not have to worry about
Erika and Marie being safe while he was gone now.
He also decided at that moment that he would leave in a couple
hours, before Tyheem could try something else.
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[Day 014] 02:39
Roughly two hours later, Judas was getting ready to board the small
scout shuttle that doubled as a lifeboat for the Whaler. Because of
what it was, there was no need to stock the vessel with supplies. It had
a small requisition bay anyway, so they could make some basic
amenities and food if they needed to.
Judas had returned to his room after his scuffle with Tyheem’s
S.A.I.R.A. unit to find Marie awake and waiting for him. She had been
horrified by the dark mottling of his face and arms where he had been
pummeled by the android. Still, even she had admitted that he had a
need to leave immediately, since Tyheem was likely to try again once
he realized he’d failed.
He had packed hurriedly, taking little more than a few changes of
clothes, and then he’d went to tell Helen that he was leaving. She had
asked him to wait until 02:30 so she could see him off as well, and he’d
agreed.
The designated time had come and past, and Judas stood
impatiently right outside the hatch to the lifeboat. He didn’t need a
watch to know she was late, because his internal sense of time was
almost always exact anyway. Then he heard footsteps approaching.
He listened carefully, discerning that they were Marie’s footsteps.
“Karif and the Captain are coming.” Marie announced upon arrival.
“They’re late.” Judas replied.
Marie nodded tiredly. “I know. The Captain had things to do I guess.”
“I guess it’s too much to ask to be at the top of her list of things to do.”
He opened his arms then, grinning slightly with his worries forgotten for the moment at least. Marie stepped over to him and pressed
against him, laying her head against his chest so that her cheek rested
against his collarbone. He didn’t tell her that it hurt him a little that she
did so, because the bone still hadn’t mended completely from his
scuffle earlier.
“Take me with you.” Marie whispered.
He shook his head. “I can’t. It won’t be safe. I need someone here
when I come back anyway.”
“What about me though? It won’t be safe here will it? Tyheem tried to
kill you just a few hours ago, even if your bruises are already fading.”
“You have allies here.”
“Karif and the Captain?”
“And SAIRA. Erika might even be out soon.”
“SAIRA? Your wife or the robot Tyheem brought?”
Judas grinned mischievously. “They’re one and the same now.”
“Huh?”
“I guess I forgot to tell you.”
“Tell me what?” Marie asked, pushing away from him. “I thought you
disabled the android.”
“I didn’t. SAIRA, my wife, did. She entered the android and took it
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over. I imagine she’s taking over the minor subsystems now. She
would have started with the major ones.” Judas mused.
“So your wife has a body now?”
“Yes.”
“Why doesn’t that comfort me?”
Judas chuckled. “No need to be jealous. She’s not jealous of you,
and she has good reason to be.”
“Which one is it? She was the android right?”
“Yeah. She’s smart, calculating, and loyal. You’ll like her. She won’t
hesitate to do something drastic to protect you and the members of his
crew either.”
“Well, if she’s going to be here to defend Erika’s chrysalis, why can’t
I come with you?”
“Believe me, I wish I could, but you’d be a distraction if I have to fight
this thing.”
“So not only do I not get to go with you, I get to stay here and babysit
your one wife while your other takes over an android’s body to use as
her own.”
“Well, she’ll be able to get close to Tyheem now, supposing he trusts
the android at all after it failed to kill me. He had to expect only a
marginal chance of success though.”
“If he was so desperate to stop you, why leave it up to chance?”
“Deniability I guess. He could always claim the android was hacked
or malfunctioned or maybe he’d even try to say I wanted to take it over
as another wife so it defended itself from me, instead of the other way
around.”
“This is getting really complicated.”
“Yeah, and it’s just starting. If I manage to convince that creature to
come back with me and let me raise it, things are going to be strange.”
“Aliens, wives growing bodies, malevolent entities, ex-husbands…”
Marie trailed off, letting her list of complications end.
“All you need now is a baby.”
“Oh god! Don’t say that.” Marie covered her eyes with her hands and
groaned. When she pulled them away again, she sighed. “It might not
be that bad, but it’s just not a good time.”
“I can control conception anyway.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. I have glands that sterilize my ‘contribution’ to our love life at
will.”
“No shit?”
Judas laughed. “Why would I lie about something like that?”
Marie turned her head back down the hall when she noticed that
Judas was looking past her. Judas could hear Karif’s light,
evenly-paced set of steps accompanied by the Captain’s more
purposeful stride. They came into sight a few moments later, Karif
behind and to the left of the Captain.
“Sorry to interrupt your fun.” Helen said, looking from Marie to Judas.
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Judas grinned roguishly, an effect that was much easier to
accomplish with the bruises on his face. “You’re just jealous because
you’re not going too.”
She shook her head. “Not really. I know why you’re going, and that’s
enough reason to make me not want to go. However, I have a request
of my own, which is actually Karif’s request that I have endorsed.”
“Oh?” Judas said, looking at the timid little man, who adjusted his
glasses when under Judas’ scrutiny.
“I’d like you to take Karif with you.” Helen said, but she said it in such
a way that the suggestion was in fact an order.
“I see.” Judas said, letting his gaze slide back to the Captain. “He
knows the dangers of what I will face? I didn’t tell him what I’m going
there for.”
“She told me. I realize we may not come back, but I feel that this is
something I need to see. This will never happen again… I don’t think.”
Karif said in an uncharacteristically confident tone.
“Very well. You may come then.”
“What?” Marie exclaimed in surprise. “Why can he come, but not
me?”
“I’m not sleeping with him. He won’t be a distraction. Assuredly, it
would be a tragedy if something happened to him, and I will do my
best to see that nothing will happen to him, but I won’t dwell on the fact
that something could happen to him like I would if you were there.”
Judas said to her, gently holding her shoulders while he explained. He
turned toward Karif after he finished speaking to Marie to add, “No
offense.”
“None taken.” Karif said, mildly amused it seemed.
“That’s silly.” Marie grumbled. “I’m not a distraction.”
“You are, but it’s because I care about you. I won’t put you in danger
like that. You will be safe here.” Judas replied.
“You’ve made up your mind. What can I do? I don’t have to like it
though.” Marie said resignedly.
“I will be back. I wouldn’t leave you.”
“So that’s that then?” Helen asked. “We’re all set?”
“I think so.”
“When can we expect you back?”
Judas shrugged. “Three days probably. Four to five at the most.”
Helen frowned. “Do you really know, or are you just being
optimistic?”
“If I’m not back by then, I won’t be back at all.”
The Captain stepped forward then and shook Judas’ hand. “Just
don’t leave me here alone with Tyheem and Hideo. Get back as soon
as you can. Good luck.”
“Thank you.”
Then the Captain turned to Karif to say her goodbye to him. “Karif, be
well. I don’t want to hunt for another scientist to fill your spot, so don’t
do anything foolish. Do what Judas tells you.”
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Karif bowed his head stoically. “I will return, Captain. Don’t worry
about me.”
“I’m done here then. Get a move on.”
“I will, I just want to say goodbye to Marie.” Judas replied.
The Captain winked at them and left, boot heals clicking on the floor
as she went back to her quarters. Karif stood there idly waiting for
orders.
“Karif, go ahead and board and go through pre-launch. I’ll be in
shortly.” Judas said, ignoring him immediately afterward to pull Marie
into his arms again and unabashedly kiss her like any man going off to
war might kiss his wife.
Judas pulled back a breathless while later and grinned deviously as
he looked down into her dark eyes. She sighed and looked around as
if embarrassed by the display.
“Anyone see us?” Judas asked.
She shook her head. “Darn, eh?”
“Well, I was trying to put on a good show for whoever might have
seen us.”
“You did. Just come back alive and give me another one of those,
alright?”
“Will do. Keep safe.” He said, letting her hands slide free of his as he
stepped away from her.
He didn’t have to look to know that she would be watching him and
the lifeboat from the portal as they pulled away from the Whaler. She
did too.
On the lifeboat, Karif was already situated at the helm when Judas
entered the bridge of the small vessel. The bridge was the largest
room besides the small gear and cargo compartment at the rear of the
vessel. In between were the lavatory and sleeping quarters. Only the
bare necessities were on the ship at all.
“Ready, Judas?”
“Going to fly, are you?”
“Do you know how?”
“More or less. Go for it though. Start back toward Sol. We’ll stop after
a day.”
“Are you going to use slipstream to move us?” Karif asked while his
fingers danced skillfully across the ship’s controls.
There was a clunking noise as the mooring hatches released them,
followed by vertigo as the ship reoriented itself. Had they not been
belted in, they’d have been free-floating now that they were free of the
Whaler’s artificial gravity. Gravity was a luxury that the lifeboat didn’t
have.
Karif glanced his way after he started the ship on course toward Sol.
“Judas?”
“I’ll move us when we’re a bit further out.” Judas answered after a
moment.
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“I see.”
They didn’t talk for awhile after that, which was fine by Judas. He
spent his time sending his thoughts back to the Whaler, mentally
impressing a feeling of affection on Marie and then on SAIRA in her
new body and Erika in her chrysalis. Had he been there, he’d have
seen all three women smile.
When inquiries came from the Coronado as to their business, they
ignored them. When the repaired Niyuto and the other of the two
accompanying ships that still functioned started after them, Judas
simply enveloped the lifeboat in slipstream and sped the ship off
toward the interior of the solar system at speeds the pursuers couldn’t
hope to match. Still, Judas didn’t envy Captain Miranov’s position of
explaining how he’d slipped away unmentioned, and with one of her
crew no less.

[Day 014] 03:47
The Overspace Entity continued its journey through space, passing
planets occasionally. Each time the Entity came into the gravity field of
one of the moons or planets, it had to fight the urge to feed on the
gravity. It was already a long way from the sun, and it was feeling
hungry.
A few times, it did slow down and feed, savoring the tug of gravity on
its tissues, which helped it grow and regain some of its former size.
Too quickly though, it would be noticed, and the small creatures that
lived on the surfaces of these celestial objects would sent their little
crafts out to investigate. The Overspace Entity would flee then, but not
until after feeding on the food within the ships first.
After it had fed, it would dive in close to whatever it was orbiting and
slingshot back on course toward the signature of energy that Judas
represented. As it went, it realized something: this signature of energy
was in actuality a multiple signature, though the one was still the
strongest. Even more curious was the fact that they seemed to be
communicating.
Now the Overspace Entity didn’t have a great grasp of what
communication was, but it could relate what it had done with the
smaller spheres on the Toyama to what Judas was doing with the
other entities. What it had simply dismissed as some sort of random
noise had turned out to be too direct and regular to be random.
This said a few things about the Overspace Entity. Foremost, was
the fact that its mental faculties were expanding and growing. It also
said that there was little to pay attention to except Judas. It
concentrated most of its energy on him, except when it happened by
some curious and unsuspecting ships.
Of late, Judas’ activities were of added interest to the Entity. Judas
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was growing closer and closer, and he was moving at speeds that the
Overspace Entity couldn’t understand. It was traveling as near the
speed of light as it could, but Judas, though the Entity simply
recognized him as a similar being, seemed to move much faster.
This was humbling, if something so simple could be humble. The
Entity felt doubt and fear for the first time, wondering if its own abilities
would be enough when it was faced by this other Entity. After all, it
wasn’t feeding very regularly anymore, and it felt weaker after leaving
the comforting pull of gravity that the sun had offered.
It dwelled for a while around Jupiter, hiding in the gas clouds of its
upper atmosphere and regaining a portion of its strength. After it left
there, it pondered Judas’ speed, and tried to emulate what he was
doing. It hurt itself a few times, but was not discouraged. It was like a
rat in a maze that kept taking the shock just so it could have the
cheese.
In the end, it figured out Judas’ trick, and hurried through space at an
increased speed to meet him. Its feelings of fear had quickly been
replaced by confidence. It knew now it was able to figure out Judas’
secrets.
Its excitement grew as it neared Judas, feeling anticipation grow at
the prospect of a great challenge.
Judas inhaled sharply and stiffened in his chair on the lifeboat
shuttle. Karif glanced over at him from his station, where he was sifting
through telemetry data from the instruments they’d left out in the Oort
cloud.
“Are you alright?” Karif asked quietly.
Judas shrugged, but answered, “Yes.”
“Did you umm, did you sense something? I don’t know how else to
explain your abilities, but I know you can feel things sometimes.”
“That’s close enough. I felt the Overspace Entity. It’s moving faster
now. It should be here within a day or two I think.”
“Is that good or bad?”
“It means it figured out the secret to moving faster than light. It must
be getting smarter.”
“Perhaps, or it could have watched how you did it. Maybe you are not
the only one capable of sensing what others of its kind are doing?”
“I hadn’t thought of that to be honest.” Judas admitted, feeling
ashamed for not having thought of it.
“It’s likely because I’m looking in from the outside. You are looking at
this situation from the middle of everything, and you’re biased by
assumptions about yourself and your kind.”
Judas grinned at his companion. “You should have been a
philosopher.”
“No. I am not nearly enlightened enough for that. I do, however, find
that philosophy can help me in work that is mostly scientific and
statistical, even if it simply helps me focus my mind.”
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“You don’t just let your computers do all the number-crunching for
you?”
“Of course, but who do you think figures out how to tell the machines
in what way they are to crunch the numbers?”
“I see. You’re one of those guys, eh?”
“That is my job. Without people like me, numbers are simply
numbers. We figure out ways to give meaning to the various readings
we have collected during our studies.”
“You don’t wait until after you’ve collected everything to do that?”
“Well, some do. I find though, that certain readings have greater
applicability in certain studies, and if I can figure out which ones those
are, we can set up more instrumentation to record that type of data.
More data is always preferred for more accurate interpretation.”
“Sounds… oppressive… boring.”
“Not at all. Numbers don’t lie.” Karif replied, grinning mischievously.
“It is what you do with the numbers that may lie.”
Judas grinned back at Karif. “I’ve always been on the other side of
the table. I’m one of the guys who did something with the numbers
people like you gave me. It didn’t matter if I was on the slipstream ship
taking in data from that instrumentation or working on the government
on Keymra where I would decide on the best course of action
according to the data I was given.”
“Analysts and statisticians make the worlds go round.”
“Better that than numerologists.”
“Actually, even that has its merits.” Karif replied.
“Do tell.” Judas said, mildly intrigued, but mostly just hoping for
something to distract him from the imminent.

[Day 016] 05:19
Judas hadn’t slept since they’d left the Whaler, and now, the object
that had caused his lack of sleep was finally near. He’d felt it growing
closer for days, but it had just not come onto sensors, and in a few
moments he expected to see it with his own two eyes through the
forward viewport.
Karif, as expected, was recording everything with every single piece
of equipment the ship had to offer as well as a few pieces he’d brought
along instead of clothing. Judas turned away from the viewport long
enough to take a brief look at Karif, who was hunched over a chunk of
electronics that he’d apparently built himself. Like a proud father, Karif
gently coaxed all the machinery into cooperation.
Maylen (worried): “I can feel it. It’s so close now.”
Cahlaim (stoic): “Strong too.”
Judas nodded to the voices in his head and turned back toward the
viewport, crossing his arms in front of his chest.
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Maylen: “You’ll beat it.”
Judas: “If I do, it won’t be because of sheer power. It will be because
I am more experienced.”
Cahlaim: “Does it matter, so long as you do win?”
Judas: “Not really.”
Maylen: “Then don’t worry about how you beat it so long as you do.”
Judas: “I won’t. Tsuan’s opinions would have been of help though, or
of interest at least. He was perhaps the smartest of us all in matters of
Underspace and the slipstreams. At times I think he knew more than
Erika even.”
Cahlaim: “Despite her many good qualities, Erika was always
ignorant of her own body and the possibilities her very existence
offered.”
Maylen: “Yeah, but she’s still pretty darn fun at times, if strange.”
Cahlaim: “Agreed. I can’t wait to see what kind of hell she raises back
on the Whaler. They don’t suspect a thing, and then she’s going to be
among them. Tyheem is going to have an apoplectic fit.”
Judas (amused): “I admit I’m hoping to see her stir things up a bit
too.”
Maylen: “As am I, but I think the real clincher is going to be when
Tyheem realizes his android is no longer on his side.”
Judas laughed aloud, earning a curious look from Karif, who went
back to his instruments when no immediate explanation was offered.
Cahlaim (excited): “It’s here!”
The voices in his head quieted after that singular exclamation.
Judas’ eyes picked up a pinprick of bronze light on the horizon,
coming in on almost the same plane of bearing as the lifeboat was
oriented to. Judas thought the Entity might have even done it for his
own benefit. The pinprick became a glowing ball as it hurtled toward
them, and as it continued to grow it was obvious that it was even larger
than the lifeboat they waited for it on.
“It’s time.” Judas said to Karif, who nodded in return.
“Best of luck.”
Judas hurried to the entry hatch of the lifeboat and enveloped himself
in a shell of slipstream. Then, careful not to disrupt the circuits that
controlled the hatch, which would decompress the chamber and
potentially the whole ship, he opened the hatch and was sucked out
into space as the air rushed out with him.
He started toward the Entity, wrapped in his cocoon of slipstream
that seemed like scant protection in the face of this new being that
threatened him. It grew closer and closer as Judas went out to meet it,
trying to put some distance between them and the lifeboat. Karif was
backing away as planned, but he was still pretty close when
confronted by something that can move faster than the speed of light.
Abruptly, the Entity was there, sitting in front of him. The thing was a
he better part of a hundred meters in diameter and almost perfectly
spherical. Judas could see the mass of tissue beneath the
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bronze-tinted red haze of the corrupted slipstream material.
Judas had hoped the thing might try to reason with him first, but the
thing did nothing of the sort. It subjected Judas to an invasive probing
with its senses, and then started its attack. The attack was not so
much a physical thing as it was mental at first.
Any person or creature innately has barriers put up around its psyche
to protect itself from cross-contamination from the thoughts of
creatures around it. Usually, these barriers are so strong that most
people can never hear or feel what other people hear and feel. Those
humans with the ability to empathize well or those that claim to be
psychic have holes in their barriers that allow certain signals in.
Granted, many times these ‘holes’ are opened at will in an attempt to
sense what is beyond them.
It is these very barriers that the Overspace Entity battered at with its
simplistic being and singular purpose. Simplicity has a power to it not
unlike a great wave of water. It is powerful and yet simple at the same
time, and it was this type of force that Judas found himself struggling
against.
Had he not assembled his own body cell by cell and atom by atom,
he’d not have lasted more than a few seconds against the powerful
mental battering of the Overspace Entity. Because he had though, he
knew what he was better than possibly any being in the universe, with
the exception of Erika. Judas had also lived outside of his body before,
and was therefore not tied to his physical structure, which can actually
be a hindrance in contests of mental power. He knew he could give up
his body at any time and still retain his self and the core of his being.
Milliseconds, seconds, minutes, and hours passed, each measure of
time seeming inconsequential to the beings trapped in a struggle that
seemed it would not end until one or the other was destroyed
completely. Judas turned the table on the Overspace Entity though,
assaulting it in its physical home. It had always been tied to its body,
and it was this stubbornness to refuse to relinquish physical control
over its form that Judas tried to exploit.
That’s when the Overspace Entity turned to physical assaults.
Tendrils of its mutated slipstream stabbed out and tried to pierce the
shell around Judas’ body. When that didn’t work, the tendrils wrapped
around the shell like vines and tried to squeeze it to the point where
the shell would crack and it could devour the tender morsels within.
As it did this, the Overspace Entity struggled with a frightening new
concept. It couldn’t fathom how the source of this power seemed
situated around this food. Always before it had eaten these things, and
here one was, challenging it to the best of its abilities. How was food
doing this?
Judas was ignoring these physical assaults, for all it must look like a
miniature model of a stellar collision or a strange cellular division to an
outside observer. Appendages of sulfury yellow-gold Underspace
tangled with and battered at the reddened bronze of Overspace.
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Often, the large sphere of Overspace looked as if it would overwhelm
Judas in his smaller sphere of Underspace, but he always pushed it
back.
His own attacks were subtler than the guileless frontal assaults the
creature preferred, though it was saving up its energy for more
powerful strikes now instead of sending in a hail of unpatterned and
random attacks. While it continued to concentrate on the physical
aspects of attack, Judas was tunneling through the layers of the
Entity’s unschooled and primitive psyche.
There was little there beside the layers of hunger and need stacked
on top of more simple emotions and desires. Judas’ progress toward
the core of the creature’s being was halted by a massive mental scar
that seemed to correlate with still unhealed tissues deep within the
creature. Without wanting to, Judas was subjected to the primal fear
and deep pain that the Entity had experienced when the researchers
on Mercury had tried to destroy it with their beam weapon.
Judas was taken aback by the pain, and mentally numbed for a
moment, enabling the Overspace Entity to pierce his shell of
Underspace. Had he not already been numb to everything, he’d have
felt one of the Overspace tendrils pierce his skin in an attempt to feed.
It stopped after a small sample, surprised at what it found.
This gave Judas a chance to recover and slap aside the Overspace
Entity’s assault. It was busy digesting the genetic information that
Judas’ tissue offered it. When confronted by Judas’ model which
seemed to be near-perfection, the Overspace Entity regarded its own
body, little more than a giant brain and digestive system… primitive,
ugly, and unrefined. It was suddenly filled with loathing for its own form
and confusion that it should find its former food a more acceptable
shape.
Judas sensed the Entity’s faltering attacks and halted his own
attempts at dominating the creature.

[Day 016] 14:19
Back on the Whaler, things had been interesting since Judas had
left.
Tyheem had been put in a permanent bad mood, sparking fights
even with the pleasant Dr. Martelli, who was like a pig in a mud bath
with all of Judas’ data to examine. And then there was Captain
Miranov, who had locked herself in her quarters after a particularly
loud verbal scuffle with the incensed Commodore. Bad enough that
Judas had slipped through his grasp, making him look inept and
foolish in the eyes of the men he answered to on the Niyuto and to
Hideo, who was avoiding him outright now. But his S.A.I.R.A. unit had
apparently been damaged in the attempted assassination. It was
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unable to say much more about the attack other than it had been
infiltrated by Underspace and rendered temporarily inoperative.
Tyheem sat in his room with the lights on dim, brooding over his
situation. Taokomi Industries had owned him for a number of years,
starting shortly after Marie had left him. He’d foolishly incurred
massive gambling debts during one of his binges after she’d left him,
and they’d stepped in to ‘rescue’ him. Only recently had they begun
demanding payment, in the form of misdeeds and information.
Tyheem had given up drinking after he sobered up that one morning
with collectors ready to remove a few of his body parts as a partial
collection of what he owed them. Organs had good resale value, and
he’d had little else of value at the time. Tyheem was drinking now
though.
Everything started with Marie. That’s when shit started to turn sour,
he mused.
He’d had a number of women since then, but none had ever left him
again. He made sure of that. He was the one who was supposed to be
leaving them, not the other way around, as if there was something
wrong with him.
Clutching a bottle in his hand, he propelled himself out of his chair
and to his feet. He’d not seen Marie since their divorce, but here she
was, taunting him with her stinking alien lover. It was filthy, and he was
going to tell her just what he thought of her screwing this creature. He
stumbled down the hall, catching a glimpse of Hideo, who regarded
him with his secretive little smile.
Tyheem almost made the mistake of going down there to tell him just
what he thought of him too, but he’d seen Hideo dispatch a man with a
loop of filament wire he kept up his sleeve once. The memory of the
man’s torso slicing open right above the navel as the wire cut all the
way through the man and his guts poured out like a cauldron of
uncooked meat came back to him just then, so he shot the Asian man
a dark look instead and continued toward Marie’s quarters.
Marie happened to not be in her quarters when he knocked, or not
answering, so he used a trick he’d learned from some less than savory
types he’d had to associate with since Taokomi Industries had bought
him. With the twist of a wrist, an implant shot out of the underside of
his arm toward the door-opener panel. Microscopic wires from the
implant infiltrated the panel, attacking it simultaneously with both
physical and programming attacks. The door slid open a second or
two later.
Tyheem took a swig of his drink as a courage-builder before he
stepped into her room.
The room stank of her. He remembered that scent all too well - her
perfume, the heady smell of pheromones from her scalp, and the salty
taste of her flesh. It was womanly, and not unpleasant to him in the
least, except that it reminded him of what he could not have. She had
turned him down after all.
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Tyheem kicked some of the clothes and datapads scattered on the
floor as a petty form of vengeance, rewarding and yet shallow all at
once. He laughed and staggered further into the room, looking
around. That’s when he saw the chrysalis in the corner.
“What the fuck?” He slurred, stepping over to the mess of
yellowy-silver fibers.
It was beautiful and alien all at once, and even in his horribly
intoxicated state he had to stop and stare. It stretched from floor to
ceiling with millions of fibers more finely spun than even a spider could
ever dream to accomplish. The chrysalis was generally cylindrical,
with a swelling nearly a meter off the ground and another not quite a
meter higher than that.
The whole mess of fibers seemed to him to be hiding something
within it, so he reached forward, having recovered from his initial
shock, and dug his hands into the thing, pulling aside fibers to expose
what was beneath it. His bottle of liquor lay on the floor at his feet,
leaking its fermented and fragrant liquid into the carpet.
His hands tingled as he did this, being at once lacerated and
blistered from touching the extra-dimensional material. He was too
drunk to notice, though some part of his brain registered the pain.
Growing angry, he swiped his hands furiously, snapping and raking
aside the fibers. A smooth expanse of lustrous skin bared beneath his
fury, and he stopped to stare, doubting what he saw.
Inside the chrysalis, Erika became aware of something tampering
with her protective cocoon. She had been so involved in growing her
body that she hadn’t noticed until whatever was bothering her had
breached all the way to her skin, baring it to the outside air. Startled,
she called out mentally, alarmed and violated in her supposed
sanctuary.
Marie felt a scratch at the periphery of her awareness, but it was
SAIRA who answered the call for help. Moving at an inhuman speed,
she rushed down the hall and physically forced the doors open.
Tyheem had since bared more of Erika’s body, and he now had seen
enough to know that it was an entire person within the chrysalis. This
revelation filled him with a mix of emotions, though the foremost and
greatest was anger. Betrayal came in a close second though.
“Would you look at this? Bitch is growing another of those damned
aliens in here!” Tyheem exclaimed to SAIRA, not wondering in the
least why she was there or why the door had been half-knocked down.
“Get away from her.” SAIRA growled.
Tyheem blinked, chuckled, and then stared at the android as if it
were mad. “What?”
“Get. Away. From. Her. Now.” SAIRA repeated each word forcefully.
“The hell?” Tyheem said, taking a step toward SAIRA. “You take
orders from me, not the other way around.”
He made the mistake of reaching out and stabbing a finger at her
chest when he said this. His hand never reached her though. She
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caught his forearm before it reached her, squeezed, and broke it
savagely with a simple twist of her arm.
Tyheem’s eyes widened in alarm, and then his mouth twisted up as
he released a howl of pain. SAIRA pushed him away, knocking him to
the ground, where he sat and cradled his mangled arm. Bones poked
through the skin where his forearm bent like there was an extra joint in
there.
SAIRA stepped past him and over to the chrysalis, frowning at the
amount of skin that showed through. Nearly a third of Erika had been
bared, choice parts and all. She glared at the wounded man a couple
paces away, and turned back to Erika to see if she’d been harmed by
his intrusion.
Marie had been alerted on the console she was working at in one of
the labs that her quarters had been forced open. She left her work and
rushed immediately toward her quarters, hoping to find SAIRA along
the way. What she expected to do, she had no idea. All she knew is
that she had to do something. She entered her room to find her
ex-husband wailing in pain. His arm was twisted in such a fashion that
her stomach lurched and she had to cover her mouth as she
swallowed down bile.
SAIRA heard the footsteps and had been waiting to kill Hideo or
anyone who she felt didn’t belong here. Marie was not one of those
people, so she stepped out from beside the door to stand behind
Marie.
“He was tearing up Erika’s chrysalis when I entered.” SAIRA
announced.
Marie started at the voice behind her. She turned and let her heart
slow down a bit before she replied. “Is Erika alright?”
“I don’t know.”
“You’re helping them. You’re growing more in here.” Tyheem
accused.
“Quiet, or I’ll break the other arm too.” SAIRA threatened.
“Fuck you. What are you? Judas did this to you, didn’t he?”
SAIRA laughed. “You’re a quick one.”
Marie and SAIRA stood there looking at the chrysalis for a while,
trying to figure out what to do. The noise and alerts had by then got the
attention of everyone on the ship, and they were all starting to
converge on the scene.
Judas was in the middle of his standoff with the Overspace Entity
when Erika’s cry for help reached him. Rage erupted in him as he
thought of his helpless wife being harmed, and he made his move. No
longer was he going to sit there. This had to end for him, and it had to
end now. He was needed elsewhere.
Using the inroads into the creature’s psyche he’d already made, he
pummeled through the weakened barriers of the Overspace Entity,
shattering its feeble resistance. He was helped by the fact that it was
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still heavily considering what it meant that Judas seemed to be its food
source, but he won none-the-less.
He overcame all but its last vestiges of resistance before he took pity
on the thing.
He was deep into the being, and he realized that it was going on
instinct. You could no more blame it for what it had done than you
could blame a baby for wanting food or for swinging its limbs and
hurting something when it was harming it. Judas just kept thinking that
all things are allowed to preserve their own lives, or to try to preserve
their lives at least. Something has to die according to the laws of
nature. That was the food chain after all.
So he gathered up the crushed being before him and taught it. He
impressed the images of civilization, love, loyalty, family, life, and the
cycle of life on the creature. The Overspace Entity hungrily devoured
these images, soaking in these ideas that finally put order to the
jumble of ideas that had been the sum of its understanding before that
moment.
It learned of humanity, of the worlds, and how mankind lived among
the stars. It was then able to understand that it was humanity that had
created it. Humanity was its father, but that father had tried to kill it.
The entity felt remorse, fear, and confusion until Judas explained that
they had been afraid and tried to destroy it.
Humans were bad then, right? It seemed to ask him.
He smiled to himself, thinking of how many times he had thought
that. It was his human wife Alyssa who had died in child-birth, or
images and thoughts of her that he used to teach the Entity that
mankind can just as readily nurture, love, and help you as it can hurt
you.
This was all fine and dandy, but what could the Entity do? It asked
him this. All it knew was hunger and need. What could it do to fit in?
Clearly it wouldn’t be allowed to eat the humans anymore. Clearly it
couldn’t kill them, but they would come after it, hurt it, and try to cage it
again.
“That won’t happen.” Judas said, mentally and physically.
This was his next gift to the creature: language.
Without language, there was no medium for expressing emotions
and ideas. Abstracts and images could convey ideas, but without
labels for what it saw, felt, and thought there was no true meaning to
anything. Now there were words and the Entity’s thoughts were
rearranged into more complex forms.
The benefits of thousands of years of evolution and learning
happened for the Entity in moments, and while it gobbled everything
down like a hungry pupil, Judas despaired because Erika was in need
of aid. All it could really understand though, was that he needed to go,
and that this would mean an end to its learning. It had been defeated
and its goal of dominating and taking Judas’ power for its own had
failed, but it was still winning in the end, because it was learning. It
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hungered now for knowledge, and now that was going to be withheld.
Like a belligerent child, it naturally threw a tantrum. It shook and
raged, but it could do nothing to dissuade Judas from going.
An idea occurred to it.
“If I come with you, will you teach me more?” It asked, its first words.
Judas would have laughed in delight at any other time, but one of his
wives was in danger. Instead, he said, “I need no help, but you will
come back with me, but not until you have grown a body to live among
us. When you have a body, I will teach you all I know.”
“I need a body like yours? Not-human?”
“Pattern yourself after me, but add a variation in there to express
what you are. No two beings are alike, after all. We are all unique.”
“I will come. You must teach me.”
“I promise.”
The creature started immediately, forming a womb within its sphere
of flesh to grow a body from the surrounding tissues. Judas had
imparted a knowledge of humans and Judasians mentally, but
whether he knew or not, the creature also had a tissue sample from
Judas to pattern itself after.
Judas left then, stopping only to expand his slipstream to engulf the
lifeboat. Then he tore back through space faster than he’d ever moved
before. He feared he’d be too late to help regardless of how fast he
went, and there was going to be hell to pay either way.

[Day 017] 04:19
Alerts went off on the Coronado before the other ships, mostly
because of their more advanced equipment. Then the Whaler and the
Combine vessels detected something incoming at a horrendous
speed. The energy signature was off all conventional measures, and
there was panic among the crews of the five ships, though on the
Whaler, they had a good idea of what was happening.
A short while earlier, Judas had sent SAIRA and Marie a warning that
he was coming. Even pushing himself though, there was a limit to how
fast he could arrive. Everything has its limits after all.
The Niyuto happened to be along the incoming vector, and no
amount of evasive action could prevent it from getting tossed aside as
Judas and the lifeboat came barreling past. The particle wake of the
dissipating slipstream shell washed against the Whaler, making it
glisten like a gilded plate for a few moments.
Judas kept only enough slipstream around himself to board the
lifeboat again, where a disheveled Karif greeted him, sporting a few
bruises on his person from being tossed around by rapid acceleration
and deceleration.
“I trust you had good reason to return so rapidly?” Karif asked after
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Judas had released his own slipstream shell.
“Yeah. I’m sorry about the rough ride. Just dock this puppy please.”
Karif nodded, too polite to demand an explanation. He simply docked
the ship while Judas took a seat.
Docking isn’t exactly a length process, but it’s not a brief one either.
You have to match a ship’s rotation and speed and then hold position
while the docking clamps secure you. Some ships had zero-g docking
ports that were on parts of a ship that didn’t rotate, but then you had to
unload your cargo in the zero-g chambers beyond. Sometimes this
was preferable, especially with heavy equipment, but generally it was
easier and less disorienting to dock where there was gravity.
Judas climbed out of the lifeboat first. In this case, he had to climb up
through the ceiling of the lifeboat into the chamber beyond, where he
was greeted by SAIRA, Marie, and Helen. Judas nodded to each in
turn, happy to see the Captain had decided to show up for his return.
Karif clambered up into the chamber a moment later, and Judas
waited until everyone was there to start talking.
“Erika?” Judas asked Marie and SAIRA.
“Fine. She came out a little bit early, but she’s alright.” SAIRA
answered.
Judas let out a sigh of relief. “Thank god.”
“Speaking of her, it would have been nice to have been in on that.”
Helen said irritably. “You can imagine how surprised I was to find our
esteemed Commodore on the floor of one of my crewman’s quarters
with a broken arm, and an alien cocoon not five meter from him. I
won’t even mention that somehow this android that stands next to me
seems to have been taken over by one of your wives.”
Karif’s eyebrow raised at hearing this. Judas grinned conspiratorially
at Marie and SAIRA, who were tactful enough not the echo his
expression. The Captain simply crossed her arms over her chest and
waited.
“Well, I must apologize for that, but I felt it was necessary. The less
you knew, the less you could be responsible for. It was in your best
interests to not know.” Judas said at last.
The Captain obviously wasn’t impressed with his explanation. “I’ll
pretend that was your real reason for not telling me, and try not to think
it wasn’t because you didn’t trust me. Now, what happened out there?”
“Even I am a little out of the loop on that one, so I’m curious as well.”
Karif admitted.
“You were there though, how did you miss it?” Helen asked.
Karif pushed his eyeglasses back up onto his nose and shrugged. “It
was like watching a higher-evolved species perform a cultural ritual
that you have no understanding in. That’s the only way I’ve been able
to explain it to myself. I saw it, but I didn’t understand half of what
happened.”
“I won. That’s what happened.” Judas said matter-of-factly.
“You didn’t destroy it though.” SAIRA said, part accusation and part
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curiosity. “I can still feel it out there.”
“I couldn’t bring myself to destroy it. It didn’t really know what it was
doing.”
“So you defeated it in some sort of combat, and left it out there?
Why? What is it going to do but harm?” Marie asked.
Judas frowned. “It was like an animal that didn’t know better. I taught
it language and explained its place in the universe to it.”
“So now it’s smarter?” Marie asked worriedly.
“To an extent. It’s going to live among us and learn more.”
“How? Isn’t it just some thing?”
“It’s growing a body, modeled after mine.”
“What did it do, take a bit out of you to figure that out?” SAIRA asked,
pointing to his abdomen.
Judas looked down and saw a hole in his clothing where a wound
was mostly healed over but still tender. “I hadn’t noticed that. That’s
interesting.”
“You must have been wounded during your battle. We can review my
recordings later if you want to confirm that.” Karif suggested.
“I’d like that. Right now though, I want to check on my wife.”
“I’m right here, sugar.” SAIRA said, giggling girlishly and posing for
Judas.
Judas was not the only one who laughed at this display. He stepped
over and gave SAIRA a new hug, taking a moment to appreciate the
feel of her in his arms once again, even if the body was a lot more
petite and less voluptuous than before.
Marie was looking more than a bit jealous, so he quickly hugged her
next, kissing the side of her neck like she liked. Then he whispered,
“You’re alright, right? Not harmed at all?”
She shook her head against his shoulder and replied, “I’m fine.
Welcome back.”
He felt the reluctance in her as he slid away. She didn’t want to let
him go, and he was half tempted to let her have her way, but there
were things to do. He slid past the others, and started back toward the
living quarters, talking over his shoulder as he went.
“Where is Erika?” He asked. She took precedence to the chat he
planned to have with Tyheem.
“Your quarters. We didn’t know where else to put her.” Marie replied.
He paused there and turned back to the Captain and Karif. “Karif, I
can help you carry the equipment if you need, but I’d like to do it later.”
“I can do it, but to be honest, I’m curious to see what the new addition
to our crew looks like.” Karif admitted shyly. “However, I would
understand if you wanted time alone without me along.”
Judas nodded, and then turned to Helen. “That might be best, but I
don’t really think she’d mind either. How about you Captain?”
“Yeah?”
“Do you need anything?”
She grinned. “I was just going to tag along too. I only got to see her

105

Forever Has an End
briefly.”
“Well, I guess it’s alright then. What about Dr. Martelli and Hideo?”
“Hideo and Tyheem haven’t been allowed to see them. Dr. Martelli is
waiting for permission to examine her, but we told him he’d have to
wait until you got back.” SAIRA answered.
“You think he’s dangerous?”
SAIRA rolled her shoulders in a shrug that seemed exaggerated on
her small body. “Anything is possible. I doubt he was picked for this
mission if he didn’t have some loyalty to the Commodore.”
“That is possible I guess.” Judas admitted. “Still, I’d like to think he’s
one of the good guys. Anyway, on to my quarters I guess, since you’re
all somewhat curious.”
Judas entered his quarters first, catching a glimpse of Erika coming
out of the adjoining bathroom as he entered. Her face lit up in a smile
as she saw that it was him.
“I thought it might be you. I felt you nearby.” She said.
Her voice was higher pitched than before, but then that mirrored the
changes in her body as well. He looked her over, from head to toe,
marveling over the sight of her. Part of this was due to not having seen
her in the flesh in quite a long time, but the majority of it was because
she was so different than she had been before.
Erika still had her golden, lustrous skin the color of toast served
perfect. Her eyes were still large and angular too, but they were set in
a more juvenile face whose features hadn’t finished developing yet.
Where the original body Erika inhabited had been a fully-matured
woman, this one seemed to be in late adolescence, where the baby fat
melts away and facial structures are finalized with the aid of
hormones. Her chin was less pointy and her cheekbones were less
pronounced, but her lips were still lush and full - almost too big for her
still-developing face.
As for her figure, she was more slender than before, although she
still had the graceful blend of a human’s slenderness with the strength
of limbs that Myrrelians and Calatians have. Along the front of her
neck and her collarbones, partially covered by loose curls of coppery
hair that fell around her shoulders, there were tan washes of textured
skin similar to a Myrrelian neck crest. Judas imagined this skin ran all
the way to her navel like it had before, but her loose clothing obscured
more than her neckline, which was still tempting for all that her breasts
were not as large as they had been before.
Judas was, after all, a man who appreciated curves.
He was still recovering from the shock of seeing what was
approximately an eighteen year old version of his wife when she threw
herself at him bodily. He caught her in his arms and held on tight,
laughing.
“What do you think?” She asked, still held aloft.
“It’s different, but nice.”
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“Lecher.” She accused. “You look more like my father than my
husband now - age-wise at least.”
Judas shook his head. “It’s not that bad.”
“Almost.” Marie said, a disapproving tone to her voice.
Judas took one glance at Marie and set Erika back on the floor. He
winked at her when she gave him a disapproving look of her own for
having set her down.
“Why are you so young?”
“I came out of the oven a little early.” Erika said cheerfully.
“I see that. You must have grown differently though, because last
time you were assembled at full maturity it seemed.”
“I was. I built that body and jump-started it. This one was alive from
day one, growing from a cluster of cells into maturity. I just expected to
have another day or two to finish growing.”
“So you have to mature at a normal rate now?” Karif asked, standing
just inside the door beside Captain Miranov.
Erika nodded half-heartedly. “Kind of. I can speed it up to an extent,
but my life-span is a few hundred years, so it could take awhile to
show any serious aging if I don’t speed it up.”
“Well, as long as you weren’t hurt at all by coming out early.”
“I’m fine, Judas. Don’t worry. I understand I gave you a scare out
there though.”
“Actually, I had some pretty angry messages from the Niyuto. You
did some damage as you came roaring in past it like that.” Helen said
dryly, though her expression betrayed some of her amusement at
what had happened.
Judas laughed. “Those guys should have packed up and left after I
smacked them around the first time. They chose to stay, and they
were in my way again.”
“Nevertheless, I think we will have to deal with them again at some
point.” The Captain warned.
Erika spoke next, voicing a question that had been on her mind for
some time now. “What happened with the entity? I haven’t heard yet.”
“It’s growing a body. I won, and taught it a few things. It’s going to live
with us and we will teach it.” Judas answered.
“I see.” Erika said thoughtfully. “Well, I like children, and I never really
had any of my own. This is my chance I guess, eh?”

[Day 017] 06:08
Judas detached himself from his entourage and went down the hall
to the infirmary, where Tyheem was being held. Of course, he couldn’t
visit Tyheem without a witness, so Captain Miranov tagged along. He
didn’t mind her coming along though, because it was her ship after all.
Not to mention that with Tyheem relieved of duty and in the infirmary,
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she was ranking officer now. Before it was just a formality and the
Commodore was letting her keep her command out of politeness, but
now he had no choice.
Hideo happened to be waiting for them outside the infirmary, arms
crossed in front of himself so that his hands were hidden in the
opposite sleeves. Judas regarded him coolly.
“I wasn’t aware you were invited along for this little chat, Hideo.”
“As current ranking officer of the team from the Coronado, because
Tyheem has been relieved of his duties, I insist on being there when
someone that is my responsibility is being questioned.”
“And if I say no?” Helen asked.
“You’ll have to surrender your command.”
“Pardon?”
“I outrank you.”
“Come again?”
“I hold the rank of rear admiral.”
“But an rear admiral is higher ranked than a commodore. Why has
Tyheem been leading this mission?” Judas asked.
Hideo smiled slightly, and replied, “Because I let him.”
“I’ll need proof of this.” Helen announced in irritation.
“Foreseeing your request, I have prepared proof for you.” Hideo said,
sliding his hands out of his sleeves and producing a datapad.
Helen took it from him reluctantly and thumbed through the contents
with a frown that deepened as she finished reading.
“Well?” Judas asked.
“It’s real.”
“Of course it is.” Hideo said, looking irritated that he was being
doubted.
Helen handed the pad back. “Usually ranking officers inform a
Captain when they board a ship. I saw your dossier when you came
aboard, and it said nothing about being an admiral. I was lead to
believe that you held no rank whatsoever. Why all the secrecy?”
“It’s from higher up I’m afraid, and I can’t tell you… orders of the
Congress.”
Judas shrugged. “That doesn’t change much for me. I don’t care if
you’re in there or not when I question him.”
“Then lets proceed. Admirals have important things to do.” Hideo
said with a smile that earned him a nasty glare from the Captain of the
Whaler.
Tyheem was strapped down across an inclined exam table. His arm
was in a splint that hummed periodically as it dosed the tissues and
bones beneath it with cybernetic devices that would float through his
bloodstream and locate damaged places - in this case his arm - and
effect repairs. Judas smiled at the series of bruises that swelled the
Commodores lip and right eye.
“Judas, come to gloat have you?” Tyheem asked, lifting his head as
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much as the restraints would allow.
“Of course.” Judas replied and then, turning to Helen, he asked, “Is
all this necessary?”
“It’s more for his own protection. He was ranting and flailing about
when we hauled him down here and no one has bothered to release
him yet. It will probably speed his recovery time anyway if he’s
immobilized.”
“You don’t object to this, Admiral Konugawa?” Judas queried,
watching both Hideo and Tyheem for their reactions.
“I am the model of cooperation.” Hideo replied stoically.
Tyheem grunted in irritation, but displayed no other signs of surprise
or confusion. Helen, who had picked up on Judas’ ploy, shrugged at
Judas when she too saw no signs of trickery from either of them.
“Do you want to tell me why you thought it necessary to break into
Marie’s quarters?”
“I wanted to talk to her.”
“You wanted to talk to her, so you overrode security measures and
began rifling around her things when she didn’t let you in.”
“She wasn’t there, so she couldn’t let me in.” Tyheem replied with a
chuckle.
“I realize that. It still seems like it would be out of accordance with
Congress regulations and by-laws to just break into quarters
whenever you feel the urge. Is this standard procedure on the
Coronado?”
“You know it isn’t.” Hideo said angrily. “Why don’t you just get to the
point.”
“Certainly.” Judas said to the Admiral, smiling. “Now, Tyheem, even
assuming you didn’t know what my wife’s chrysalis was, do you have
any real reason other than curiosity for endangering her in her
gestation period?”
“I don’t recall there being any mention of her in the contract we made
before we allowed you to stay on board this Congress vessel.”
“And I don’t recall there being any regulation that stated I was not
allowed to (a) reproduce, (b) bring more of my kind here, or (c) have
one of the entities I carry within me grow its own body.”
“You should have checked with us first. That’s a situation we had not
prepared for, and therefore it was subject to negotiation.”
“Quite untrue. Your lack of foresight and ability to predict the actions
of me and those entities within me is not my fault or concern. It is
unnatural for you to even suggest that a separate entity should not
have its own body if it so desires it.”
“You, sir, are what is unnatural. You’re an abomination.”
“Your feelings aside, I obviously exist, as does my wife, whom you
assaulted.”
“I assaulted her? I’m the one in an infirmary.”
“My other wife, SAIRA, was acting to protect Erika, whom you had
thoughtlessly if not maliciously disturbed.”
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“The very fact that our android was attacked and taken over by your
wife is a breach of your terms of agreement.” Tyheem accused.
While Helen frowned at this accusation, Hideo smiled. Judas didn’t
care though, and even had he been in the wrong, he’d have been here
having this discussion.
“I, no, she, would not have been forced to take over your android had
you not sent it to kill me.” Judas replied, speaking slowly and distinctly
to let the words sink in.
Tyheem appeared unbothered by this statement though. “You have
no proof of that.”
“Again, you’re wrong. SAIRA dumped the programming. We have it
on record.”
“How do we know you didn’t attack our android first? Huh? Anything
could have been done to alter those records anyway.” The
commodore asked, but it was an empty response. He knew what had
happened and that it could be proven if Judas truly had the records he
said he had.
“For violations of the terms that you helped set up yourself, I want
you off this ship. I want your team off the ship too.”
“That won’t happen.” Hideo said, stepping in to impose himself
between his subordinate and his accuser.
“I think it will.” Judas replied.
“No, it will not.”
“What makes you think so?”
“We have the families of the crew of this ship under surveillance, and
I’m pretty sure that even a man of your abilities can’t save them all
should they be determined to be ‘supporting malcontents and
anarchists.’”
“What?” Helen demanded. “You did what?”
Judas ignored the Captain’s questions, asking his own instead.
“You’re willing to risk the loss of the Coronado, as well as your own
life?”
Hideo, who knew the Captain was immaterial at the moment, also
ignored her, choosing to answer Judas’ question instead. “Certainly.”
“You know I won’t let this ride.”
“I realize that, but for now, to prevent you from making any foolish
actions, I am removing the Commodore from this ship.”
“To where?”
“The Coronado. I think you’re less likely to try something that might
harm him if there are also innocents nearby that would suffer from
such an attempt.”
“You think so, eh? What in my past makes you think that? Have I
ever showed any restraint in protecting those I have promised to
protect? Have any of you ever been safe from me before?”
“Your flaw is not how you nobly protect those you care about, but
how you refuse to finish the job.”
“Huh?” Judas asked, genuinely surprised.
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“I have reviewed our records, and it seems to me that each time you
were confronted with enemies, you left some alive.” Hideo replied.
“Perhaps sometimes I did.”
Hideo crossed his hands in front of him, and took it upon himself to
explain his point further. “When Cahlaim’s scouting party attacked,
you left them stunned instead of killing them. This may have turned
out good in the short run, but some of them that survived that day and
from other dealings the Calatians had with you actually joined small
resistance movements you later had to squash. There are similar
stories about the Myrrelians you used.”
“When Kyle Derringer’s forces attacked and you killed them, some
escaped. Even after you finally defeated him, there were some you let
go. Some of them joined with the Sleepers later, and actively sought
your death on a number of occasions. And let’s not forget the bulk of
the Sleepers themselves, who came from stasis chambers you
personally hauled out of the wreckage of the so-called Terran Attack
Fleet. I believe Zane was one of them, and he not only killed your son,
but he also killed you and authorized the deaths of many of your
offspring.” Hideo continued, droning on with his carefully enunciated
words and his even tone that irritated Judas.
Judas had listened quietly to a chronological list of his failings, and
he smoldered inside as he did so. “You and me, Hideo. If it were just
the two of us and other lives weren’t in the way, I’d kill you right here.
No one would save you… not your friends on the Niyuto or the
Combine friends who created that lump of flesh out there - the one that
has enough power to destroy this whole solar system.”
Hideo’s eyebrow arched up ever so slightly at Judas’ off-hand
mention of the Overspace Entity. Judas didn’t notice it, but Cahlaim
did.
Cahlaim: “I don’t think he knew about the Overspace Entity, or he
didn’t know it was here at least. You surprised him.”
Judas stopped and stared at Hideo, who had recovered his
composure by then.
“You are welcome to try. My life is not so important in the grand
scheme of things that the Congress cannot deal with you without me.
However, the one who would follow me here would be even more
ready to exterminate you than I am. I, on the other hand, have the
unpopular opinion that you might actually do humanity some good. Of
course, you need guidance. If left to your own devices, you’d foul
things up even worse than they already are.”
“Of course.”
“This is going nowhere.” Helen interjected, using every ounce of
experience she had as a Captain to get the two men to listen to her.
“Why don’t you just get Tyheem off my damn ship before I kill him
myself. For now at least, lets just agree not to kill each other.”
Hideo smiled at her before transferring that amused look to Judas.
“That’s suitable for me. For now.”
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“I won’t make any promises.” Judas replied dryly.

[Day 018] 11:33
“What’s it like being younger than you ever were?” Judas asked,
sitting across one of the galley tables from Erika and SAIRA.
“Well, chronologically I am older.” Erika replied.
“He meant physically.” SAIRA corrected her.
“I know. I just wanted to point that out. Still, it’s rather interesting. I
feel less substantial though.”
“Smaller you mean?” Judas asked, marveling at having to ask things
that he used to know because she had been in his head.
“That, but also less able to take care of myself. Mildly helpless even.”
SAIRA chuckled. “Better be careful, or Judas’ paternal instincts will
kick in. You know how protective he is.”
“I wouldn’t mind. He’s not put his hands on me other than that one
short hug since he got back.”
“Nor me, but I don’t really have an organic body yet.” SAIRA pointed
out.
“Yet?” Judas asked. “You’re giving thought to switching that body
into an organic one like you did with the last?”
“Yes.”
“Are you going to keep it looking like that though?”
“Should I?”
Judas rolled his shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s odd to see you in a
different body, but it’s appealing at the same time because it’s new
and
exciting.”
Maylen: “This isn’t fair. I want a body.”
Cahlaim: “I’m thinking about growing one too. I’m feeling left out in
this cramped little space you call a head.”
Judas: “So you’re tired of watching me have sex with other women?”
Cahlaim: “Woman. You’ve only been with Marie. Erika just crawled
out of her cocoon and SAIRA lacks the necessary parts.”
Judas: “Semantics.”
Erika frowned. “What’re they saying? They’re not sending their
thoughts to us too.”
Judas blinked and shrugged. “They’re jealous about not having
bodies.”
SAIRA nodded. “It’d be nice to see them out here again. It’s been so
long.”
“I don’t think Marie would appreciate it though. I think she’s already
uncomfortable having two of you around.” Judas mused.
“That’s silly. We had to watch you molest her, and we’re your wives.”
SAIRA replied.
“You’re used to it, and a bit more open-minded. Calatians and
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Myrrelians have a different social and familial structure than humans.
What we’re doing is unnatural in the eyes of humans.”
“Monogamy is unnatural. You weren’t given animal instincts to breed
if you’re not allowed to use them.” Erika insisted.
Judas smiled. “We aren’t all so swayed by base instincts though.”
“I don’t have the experiences to really have much of an opinion. I
guess I’ve always had to share you, so it seems normal to me.” Erika
commented.
“But if this was new to you, it would bother you, I think.” Judas
replied.
“Women are territorial, be it with their mates, homes, or children, we
all are to an extent.” SAIRA mused.
Erika grinned and said, “I can agree with that. Just look at Maylen
around the Mealpacks.”
The three of them were laughing as Judas relayed Maylen’s
indignation to them, when Marie walked into the room with Karif and
Dr. Martelli. The three of them were in the middle of a discussion too,
though they stopped when they saw that Judas and his two wives
were in the galley.
“Judas. Erika. SAIRA. ” Karif said, nodding politely to each in turn as
he said their name.
The three of them all greeted Karif cheerfully. Marie smiled
nervously, obviously uncomfortable around Erika and SAIRA. Dr.
Martelli remained quiet, smiling and nodding to each of them instead
of acknowledging them verbally, although the elderly man focused
most of his attention on SAIRA.
“Want to join us?” Judas asked, standing. “We can pull another table
over here.”
“They’re bolted down.” SAIRA observed dryly, holding back a
chuckle.
“Oh.”
“That’s alright. We’re just taking a break anyway. We need to get
back to work.” Marie replied, punching in her order quickly.
“I see. Well, see you later, alright?”
She looked at him for a moment, mouth opening as she struggled to
find a reply. A buzzer indicated her order was out, so she grabbed her
food to hide the awkward pause. “Maybe. I’ve got a lot of work to do.”
She said finally.
Karif and Dr. Martelli had their orders a moment later, and the three
of them retreated out of the room. They resumed their conversation as
soon as they left the room, and Judas’ hearing allowed him to hear
that they were talking about him, even through the door. Of course he
didn’t need his hearing to know that was the case.
When he turned his attention back to his wives, they were both
looking at each other, speaking volumes to each other with their eyes,
though neither said a word. Judas snorted, and they both turned to
him, putting on pleasant smiles.

113

Forever Has an End
“What is it?” He demanded.
“You just got the brush-off.” SAIRA answered.
“I’m not stupid. I just hope it’s not over.”
“Four women aren’t enough for you?” Erika asked, only half joking.
“You mean two in my head, one newborn, and an android?”
Maylen (angry): “What’s that supposed to mean.”
Those two smiles from across the table remained, though they took
on that menacing ‘you’re sleeping on the couch tonight’ cast. Judas
steepled his hands and sighed.
“I’m sorry.”
“I certainly hope so.” SAIRA said coldly.
“This is just difficult.”
Cahlaim: “Rejection is no easier for a man who has had five wives
than it is for those who have only one.”
Judas saw SAIRA and Erika nod as Cahlaim said this, so he
assumed that she had spoken to them through him.
“I rather like the woman myself, so I hope she gets past this
uncomfortable phase. Each of us had to adjust to the addition of other
wives. Even when it was just the three of us, we had a lot of
arguments. I remember Alyssa had it rather hard when she came, and
Erika had it particularly hard. We didn’t really want another woman
around then, but we grew used to it. You’ll just have to talk to her.”
SAIRA said after a moment of silence.
“Why don’t you make temporary shells for Cahlaim and Maylen too,
so we can all talk to her at once? We can have a big sit-down.” Erika
suggested.
“I’d never thought of doing that - the holographic representations of
them, each with their own voice. I suppose it could work.”
Erika looked surprised that he doubted her. “Of course it will.”
“Maybe I should talk to her first… alone.” Judas wondered aloud.
“That way it’s not a big scene in front of all of you.”
“Whatever you see fit.” SAIRA said.
Judas nodded, and went over to order a cup of tea. He went through
the branching menus and found a variety he hadn’t tried, so he
ordered it. A cup formed out of the flat tray and received the steaming
hot tea, beeping when it was ready.
“Get me one too.” Erika called over.
“Why’d you wait until it was done?” Judas complained, ordering a
second cup, which formed out of the tray beside his own.
Erika shrugged. “I like to make you work harder. It’s also payback for
ignoring me.”
“Huh?”
“You’ve done nothing but hug me so far. Where are my ‘welcome
home’ and my hello kiss?”
“Oh.”
“She’s got you there.”
Judas carried the tray over, set it down in front of Erika, and leaned in
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to kiss her. She smiled against his lips and slid her arms around his
neck. SAIRA grunted a moment later, and Judas stepped back.
“Better?”
“Yes. Thank you.” Erika replied, lifting her cup of tea.
Judas noticed SAIRA had taken his cup of tea and started drinking,
even though she couldn’t taste it.
“I guess I need another cup.” He muttered to himself, feeling teamed
up on.

[Day 018] 17:29
Judas found Marie on the observation deck a few hours later, after
having searched through most of the ship. Sure, he could have used
his heightened senses to sniff her out or maybe even to listen for her
distinctive breathing rhythm and pulse, but he searched the
old-fashioned way. He did this because it gave him time to think about
what he would say to her, and he was procrastinating too, because he
feared her response and the subsequent rejection that would follow if
her wishes were not aligned with his.
Had circumstances been different, he probably would have found it
amusing, that a veteran of a few interstellar conflicts and
assassination attempts as a world leader on Keymra was scared of a
single woman. As it was though, Judas tended to take matters of the
heart rather seriously. Marie was, after all, the reason he had detoured
to stop at the Whaler. His plan had been to head straight to Earth, but
the feel of familiarity and distant kinship had been enough to make his
stop.
In coming to Earth, he had planned to help humanity if they owned up
to his expectations, and he figured that if he was going to help people,
why not start his own family? That Marie was many generations
removed from him and completely human, did not matter to him. Of
course, had she been a lot closer in relation, he’d have thought twice
about becoming romantically involved with her. Although, the more he
thought about it, it couldn’t be inbreeding since he had a completely
new body with alien DNA.
Marie was so lost in thought as she sat staring at the stars that she
didn’t hear him come in. He moved to the side so he could get a better
look at her features. Starlight hit the planes of her face best from the
side, so that was where he stood. Her dark hair was pulled back
neatly, so it did not obscure her full lips and strong, though feminine
features.
She seemed to feel his eyes upon her after a moment, and she
turned to regard him. He expected her to be startled, but she was not.
“I figured you’d come.” She said quietly.
“Have me all figured out, do you?” He asked, moving to sit next to
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her.
She flinched slightly as he settled in, causing him to frown.
“Hardly.”
“I haven’t got you figured out either. I don’t know what you’re thinking
lately, and it bothers me. You’re obviously distracted or annoyed by
my wives being here.”
She shrugged. “I guess.”
“Don’t give me that. Please.” He implored.
“What do you want me to say?” She demanded. “Do you want me to
say hooray? Should I be celebrating the fact that there are women I
get to share you with’?”
“Well, that’s kind of funny, but no. I just want to know what you feel
about this whole situation. I want to make things work.”
“Why? You already have other women. What was the point of
seeking me out?”
“I don’t understand. When did you change your mind? I seem to
recall you wanting me around.”
“I didn’t say I didn’t like having you around, but I can’t help but think
it’s all a bunch of mind games. You were pretty quick to grow another
wife and let another take over that android. Even now, we’re not really
alone. You have two more up your sleeve that you can just pop out
and grow like some mutant plant whenever you want.”
“We’re not human. You can’t expect the same things of us.”
“I understand that, but why didn’t you just bring them with you
originally? Why bother to seduce me and get me dependent on you
just so you could trample on my feelings later?”
“You just don’t understand the situations that made my life turn out
this way.”
“You mean I don’t understand your polygamy? I don’t. You’ve got
that right.”
Judas bit back an angry reply and took a deep breath, which he let
out in an exaggerated sigh. “It’s something that just evolved. I never
once intended to be a polygamist. They were almost a support
structure really, I had a whole world to care for, and they made it
possible.”
“But you don’t have a world to care for anymore. That’s my point.”
He shook his head. “You don’t get it. I have just as much to care for
now I think; it’s not always about the numbers as it is the priorities. I’ve
got this ship, my wives, you, and that creature out there. Do you think
I can raise that entity myself?”
“So Erika and the others are going to do that?” Marie asked.
“Child-raising has traditionally been a female thing, not because we
males can’t do it, but because you females have the instincts for it. I’m
sure I can do a passable job, but can we afford to screw this one up?
Look at what that thing is. Shit… it’s potentially the most dangerous
thing ever.”
“It’s that bad?”
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“You bet your ass it is. I was gradually given power, and I had the
mental capacity to deal with it and make the hard decisions. There’s a
toddler out there with enough power to wipe out the birthplace of
humanity. This whole solar system is forfeit if I can’t raise it right.”
“I see.”
“So if I seem like a selfish pig, relying on you women a lot for what
comfort I can get, I’m sorry. Who else has this much weighing down on
them though? Do you think Tyheem and Hideo understand the gravity
of this situation at all? I don’t think that you, even after I’ve just
explained in part, understand everything that is going on either.”
“Well help me then, because I don’t like feeling like a useless, extra
piece of ass lying around until you express explicit interest in me.”
“I don’t know what else to tell you. Do you want me to tell you that the
Combine that made the entity will probably be sending ships to collect
it? Or that the Congress is probably working hand in hand with them?
That we have literally no allies in this solar system, and we’re still
going to have to raise and protect the most dangerous child ever
born?”
“I guess I’d rather not have known that.”
“Exactly, so why don’t you just give me the benefit of the doubt
instead of backing out on me when I need you most?” Judas snapped
at her.
“I’m sorry.” She mumbled, turning her head away from him too slowly
to prevent him from seeing a tear run down her cheek.
“Ahh dammit.”
Cahlaim: “One step too far on that one, sugarplum.”
Maylen: “Agreed.”
Judas slid an arm around Marie, though she shrugged it off. He
grumbled and tried again. She shrugged his arm off a second time.
Finally, he just reached over and pulled her to him. She resisted at
first, but then wrapped her arms around his neck and clung tightly to
him.
Judas: “Score one for the good guy.”
Cahlaim: “Actions express better than words, I guess.”
As he sat there and held her, he couldn’t help but think about
Tyheem, who had been unceremoniously dumped off on a transport
the day before. Marie hadn’t said a word to him about her
ex-husband’s eviction from the ship, but he had a feeling it’d come up
sooner or later.

[Day 019] 08:42
Marie sat beside Judas on his bed, looking nervously at SAIRA and
Erika, who sat across the room from her. She glanced sideways at
Judas, who appeared to be concentrating hard; he had that
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semi-blank but focused look on his face that he got when he was deep
in thought. Likely, he was searching for a way to bring about this five
woman, one man conference that he had planned.
Erika smiled pleasantly, seeming pleased just to be there. Marie
enviously regarded the woman’s exquisite shape, the luster of her
skin, the intelligent glow in her large, beautiful eyes, and the perfect
placement of every amber curl of hair on her perfect head. Marie
suppressed the urge to step over and mar the woman’s perfection
somehow, be it with her fists or a weapon - something that would
make her a little less unearthly.
SAIRA wasn’t much better, even if she wasn’t flesh and blood yet.
‘Yet’ was an indeterminate thing as well, since she appeared to be
gradually shifting her psuedo-flesh and internal structures into those
of a flesh and blood creature. Already, she had a more human coloring
to her skin, which had been mildly waxy and cold looking before. Her
figure was still pleasing to the eye - of course. She was slim, waifishly
so, despite the way she carried herself.
Marie sighed and rubbed her temples, inwardly cursing women who
grew their own perfect bodies and women who could alter their body
composition to look however they wanted. How could a normal
woman, with all the minor imperfections, that even a good-looking
woman like herself had, compete with these two? She begged
whatever powers that be, that at least one of the two other wives was
not stunning. To be the least of five - six if you counted the one that
died and left an apparent ghost that could not be matched - was
simply an unbearable idea.
Still, he had chosen her, right? She shook her head, and as she
opened her eyes, she noticed motes of light gathering half a meter
over each of the two extra chairs.
Judas’ mouth twitched and his eyes flickered. The three women
didn’t notice, watching instead the faint silhouettes that were
beginning to take form. They grew, particle by silvery-gold particle. To
Marie, the whole process probably only took a matter of minutes, but it
seemed longer. It was like an intergalactic car crash in that it was
impossible to look away from. Even Erika, who had gone through a
similar - though more extensive - process twice before in assembling
an entire body instead of just these marionettes of light, couldn’t look
away.
By the time they were done, millions of particles of light had formed
semi-solid looking representations of Cahlaim and Maylen, using
mostly gold, yellow, silver, amber, and grey tones. The
representations were complete enough to tell each of their general
features, such as their height, build, features, and even their
hairstyles. It was also clear that the forms didn’t even include any
suggestion of modesty clothing and attire. They were basically a pair
of holographic nudes.
Maylen was the heaviest of the five women in the room, with broader
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shoulders and hips than the other women of their varied species.
Marie found her attractive in a simple sense. The first thing her broad,
rounded features did was break into an infectiously cute but feral grin.
Her bust was nearly as full as her hips, though not quite, lending her a
very slight pear-like appearance, which seemed built for child-bearing.
Cahlaim, on the other hand, was all lean, predatory muscle. Her legs
were obviously powerful in their musculature, and her arms were
crossed in an intimidating manner across her slim chest. Where the
other women were varieties of soft and womanly, each in their own
fashion, Cahlaim was built like an athletic warrior, lending little in the
way of a feminine appearance until you looked close. When you did,
you would see that her features were subtle in their allure. Her facial
features were the Rosetta Stone by which you understood the rest of
her body, which looked more and more feminine the closer you looked
at it. Still, she was a strong woman in body and mind.
“This tickles.” Maylen said with a giggle.
“You have a body for the first time in centuries, and you say
something like that?” Cahlaim scoffed, layering a playful amount of
scorn into her words.
Maylen frowned, keeping with the game. “Would you rather hear me
talk about food or sex?”
“No, because you can’t engage in either of them right now.” SAIRA
replied curtly.
“Always ruining our fun.” Maylen said sorrowfully, holding a glowing
hand to her chest.
There was a moment of silence, and then they all turned slowly to
Judas, who had remained quiet even while Erika laughed and Marie
struggled to keep herself from crying out in incredulity at that strange
things she was seeing.
Abruptly, Judas blinked and shook his head like a dog trying to rid
itself of water after a swim. “Ladies…”
“Are you alright there, gourd?” Cahlaim asked.
Judas smirked. “Pumpkin, you mean?”
“Is that the big orange one?”
“Yup.”
“She’s never had it.” SAIRA interjected in Cahlaim’s defense. “Don’t
expect her to remember something that trivial.”
“Without a body, I have nothing to do but remember.” Cahlaim
replied.
“I am hungry.” Maylen announced.
Erika reached over and patted the glowing representation of Maylen
on the stomach. “Curious. I’m sure it’s a projected feeling. It’s probably
something you’re picking up from me, Judas, or Marie.”
“Ah yes, the quiet one. She hasn’t said a word since we ‘arrived.’ Not
even a hello…” Cahlaim said, sighing melodramatically.
“I was just absorbing all this. It’s rather overwhelming to be sitting
next to five aliens, four of which are the very attractive wives of the
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worst tyrant in Earth’s history, who also happens to be the man I’m
with.” Marie replied. When she saw the frown on Judas’ face, she
added, “Well, some would call you that. I don’t.”
“I’m sure that distinction will help him sleep easier at night.” SAIRA
said dryly.
“Hey.” Judas grumbled. “If there’s any reason I don’t sleep at night,”
he slipped his arm around Marie’s shoulders and grinned, “this is it.”
A low growl rolled out of Maylen’s gullet. “Yeah. That’s why we’re
here.”
Erika nodded. “Agreed. I’d like to be getting laid too.”
“Bah. You look fifteen. Touching you would be a crime.” Maylen
announced.
“Hey!”
“You do look rather young.” Cahlaim said in agreement.
“That’s ludicrous.” Erika snapped. “I’m a quasi-eternal being. My age
is far beyond all of yours Combined. I am not missing out on the most
rewarding part of having a tangible form, just because you have some
strange moral twist in your knickers about a mature man and a young,
willing girl getting physically intimate.”
“Knickers?” Judas wondered aloud, laughing at the quaint reference.
Maylen stood, feeling the need for height to gather attention for her
point of view. “Food is the best thing about being alive, not sex. No
offense, Judas.”
“I think your waistline has demonstrated this opinion on a few past
occasions.” Cahlaim teased.
Marie groaned. “Wait. WAIT. I can’t keep up. I don’t know any of you
very well, and two of you I only know as voices in Judas’ head that
keep him up at night. You five, on the other hand, all pretty much know
the same things about me, I assume, and that puts me at a severe
disadvantage. I don’t know any of these inside jokes, and I really just
want to know what I can expect out of you four and out of Judas.”
“You are the new girl.” SAIRA pointed out analytically. “Don’t expect
to just jump in at equal standing after nearly a millennia.”
“Agreed.” Maylen said.
Erika bobbed her head up and down. “Definitely.”
“Well, basically, all you need to know is that I’m the wise-ass, Maylen
is the one always talking about food and growling like one of your
Terran cave bears, Erika is the pretty girl who uses all the big words,
and SAIRA is kind of an ice queen with a need to breed.” Cahlaim
explained. “Of course, You’d know this if Judas talked more about us.”
“I see.” Marie said dubiously, clearly doubting that this was indeed all
that she needed to know.
“See?” Judas asked Marie. “They’re all different, but fun together.
You’ll grow to like them all I bet.”
“Not really. She’ll be dead a lot sooner than us, unless you slip some
slipstream into her instead of what you’re normally slipping into her. Of
course, you might have already.” SAIRA pointed out.
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Marie looked at Judas in surprise, truly unsure if he had tried this or
maybe already infected him with the slipstreams. Judas shook his
head at her, and squeezed her gently with the arm that was still
around her shoulders.
“I haven’t. I can if you want. You’d live longer, but the transformation
isn’t gentle.” Judas said.
“I’ll pass.”
“Keep your options open, dear. You might want that extra lifespan
and relative immortality sometime.” SAIRA said.
“Maybe.” Marie said with a sigh. ”Right now I just want to know how
we’re all going to share Judas. Is it just going to be the three of us, or
are you two without bodies going to grow them too?”
“I think they should grow their bodies. I’m worried about that entity
out there, even if I have defeated it once. We could use the extra
womanpower out here to help raise him.” Judas opined.
“I was going to do most of that, but help is appreciated.” Erika
admitted.
“I think you could use help, especially since you’ve never had
children before. You are not the expert in matters of the womb that we
all are.” Maylen declared self-righteously, patting her own stomach
this time.
Cahlaim laughed aloud. Erika did the same.
Maylen grinned. “I’ll start on a body tonight or tomorrow. I can have it
finished and ready maybe even by the time that critter shows up and
needs a teat to suckle at.” When everyone gave her a strange look,
she added, “Figuratively of course.”
“And you, Cahlaim?” Marie asked.
“I’ll start when she does.” Cahlaim answered.
“I can guard the bodies full-time. That gives you and Erika a little
more time with Judas before these two are full-grown.” SAIRA said to
Marie.
“Don’t wake us up early either. I don’t want to look like a child.”
Maylen insisted.
“I won’t let anything happen this time.” Vowed Judas.
“You make me sound unwanted if I’m like this.” Erika said, sulking.
Judas shook his head. “You’re not at all. They’re just teasing. I think
you’re cute.”
“You used to say sexy… beautiful… gorgeous… breathtaking.”
“Obnoxious.” SAIRA chimed in, mimicking Erika’s voice perfectly.
The six of them laughed together for the first time, though Marie did
so mostly to fit in. She didn’t know what to think yet. It was going to be
hard sharing her man, but what choice did she have? Give him up?
For what? For whom?

[Day 020] 04:37
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They had been up all night, the five women and Judas.
During that time, Judas had mostly sat quietly, expending an
increasing effort to keep the physical representations of Maylen and
Cahlaim in existence. Each time he had suggested coming back
inside him, they had begged for more time. It had been too long for
them since they’d had forms even limitedly tangible, and they were not
in a rush to surrender that freedom.
All sorts of subjects had come up, but the two largest ones were still
Maylen and Cahlaim growing bodies, and how Marie fit into the whole
romantic dynamic they had going. Mostly though, they seemed to
have accepted that Marie would have a place in things to come. Even
if they were somewhat jealous of what little time they each had with
Judas, they all knew he would still do what he wanted, with or without
their approval. Women have ways of making men bend to their will,
but most of them just didn’t work on Judas, or they never pressed
issues with him long or hard enough. One of them would always give
in before he did.
The growing of bodies was the big issue for debate. Erika had a lot of
opinions on the subject, mostly because she’d grown a body twice,
each way trying something different. Maylen was worried about
coming out looking strange, and Cahlaim’s teasing about her being
potentially misshapen didn’t help matters. Erika subscribed to the
method of growing the whole body and then ‘jump-starting’ it, instead
of starting small and going through the accelerated growth process.
Her argument was mostly based on the speed in which you could
assemble a body versus growing one. This sparked a series of
debates over the health factors involved in either route. SAIRA, being
more knowledgeable than anyone in the group, had much to say on
this.
That was how the night passed, though there was much laughter and
joking interspersed with the serious conversation.
In the end, Marie sacrificed her quarters one more time, but this time
for two cocoons which SAIRA would guard around the clock. They
estimated four to seven days for each of them to be born in their new
bodies. Marie’s door to her quarters had been fixed, though, so that
wasn’t a concern. SAIRA had also placed a couple redundant alerts in
the security system that would notify her immediately if something
happened.
Marie wasn’t unhappy about being placed in Judas’ room again,
although she had doubts about Erika sleeping in there too. The
Captain hadn’t given her new quarters yet, so she had nowhere else
to stay unless she wanted to sleep in Marie’s quarters to help babysit
Maylen and Cahlaim as they grew. That had been one suggestion of
course: that Marie and Erika take turns sleeping in Marie’s quarters,
so the other could have some time alone with Judas. Judas’ jokes
about threesomes were disregarded for the most part, though all of
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them except Marie had partaken in similar rituals in the past.
Judas sat on the edge of Marie’s bed in her quarters early in the
morning, saying his goodbyes to the last two wives he carried with
him. It was a sad event, because he’d not be able to talk to them and
share his experiences anymore - not like he had been able to when
they were with him, but they were also going to be physical beings
again, which had its benefits. Either way had its pros and cons.
Judas (rueful): “This is it, eh?”
Maylen: “It’s not like you won’t see us in a few days.”
Judas: “Yeah, but it’s not the same, even if it is in some ways better.”
Cahlaim: “Well, when these bodies wear our and die, we’ll be back to
how we were.”
Judas: “If we get to that point again. I worry about this entity out
there.”
Maylen: “We’ll brave that storm just like we always do. Things will be
alright.”
Cahlaim: “Agreed. Now I will go first.”
Judas: “I love you.”
Cahlaim (sad but affectionate): “I know. I’ll see you soon. I want you
to be the first thing I see. Goodbye.”
And then she was gone, leaving his body like Erika had, and SAIRA
after her. She took her place in the same corner of the room where
Erika had grown her body. SAIRA, Marie, and Erika all watched with
him as fibers of slipstream and air formed a thin lacework of the
growth chrysalis. Judas’ only contribution to the ordeal was a few
drops of blood, just like he had done to start Erika’s cocoon.
Maylen: “Just the two of us now.”
Judas: “Yeah, but not for long.”
Maylen: “I’m not leaving you. I’ll never leave you. I’m just going to
take a couple days off so I can be with you in person again.”
Judas: “I know. It’s hard though.”
Maylen (affectionate): “Just like Cahlaim, I want you to be the first
thing I see, and the first thing I hold. I’ve missed your arms so much,
and I long to be in them again.”
Judas: “Yeah?”
Maylen: “You’re not going to be able to get me off you for a week, I
promise.”
Judas: “You might have some trouble with the others if we tried that.”
Maylen (amused): “Let them try to stop us.”
Judas: “I love you too.”
Maylen: “Goodbye, Judas. I love you, and I will be with you soon in
person too, instead of just in heart and mind.”
She left him too, and the parting made him feel totally empty, so used
to carrying other presences in himself had he become. He shed a few
tears as he saw Maylen’s chrysalis begin to form in a corner across
from Cahlaim. It was fitting in a way, since they’d always opposed
each other to an extent.
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Judas met with the crew a short time later. He didn’t care if he woke
them up or not. Most were used to reasonably early awakenings, and
many had doubtless already been awake when his request for their
attendance came. Regardless of their reasons, they came though,
meeting in the observation deck area.
Judas waited until the last of them filed in before he began his
announcements. Dr. Martelli was the last to shuffle in, smiling and
pleasant as always. He stood before them with his hands clasped
together behind him as he spoke.
“Just so we don’t have a repeat of the Tyheem incident,” he began,
seeing if Marie looked hurt by this, which she didn’t seem to be, “I will
tell all of you that I have released my last two wives, and they are
growing bodies too.”
“They are using Marie’s quarters, and there will be at least one guard
at all times. If any, and I mean any, attempts are made to harm them, I
will not be lenient in punishing the aggressors. Remember that I and
my wives can always grow new bodies, but all of you will be dead once
and for all if I or SAIRA kill you.” Judas continued.
A number of people looked like they had questions, but Judas
continued on, wanting to finish his piece.
“When they have been born, I expect that they will not be subjected
to the tests that you subjected me and even Erika to. I also expect that
no threats or attempts on their lives will be made. In such an event, I
will probably kill all the offending parties, and whatever allies they
have nearby. Therefore, if you have anyone near you that for
whatever reason hopes to harm me or my wives, or even exploit me
through my wives, I would suggest you deter them.”
“Also, there is an entity coming here soon. I hesitated telling you at
first, but some of you already know.” He said, ignoring the questioning
gazes some shot at each other and then him. “Who knows and who
doesn’t isn’t important. What is important is that this Overspace Entity,
as I learned it was named by the project leaders, is also under my
projection. For all intents and purposes, it will be my son and protected
as such.”
“This entity will be raised by my wives and I, and I strongly suggest
any of you do little more than observe unless you receive express
permission to do so. That is, unless, you have a death wish. I will
brook no interference in this. I am being nice about this now in telling
you, because I don’t want to get ugly about it later, and I will not
hesitate to do so if needed…”
He trailed off, letting his words sink in with the crew of the Whaler and
the added crew from the Coronado.
“That is all. I will answer no questions at this time. Perhaps later
though.” Judas said, striding confidently from the room when he was
done.
He heard voices murmur in disbelief after he had gone, but he didn’t
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care.

[Day 021] 05:42
SAIRA stood just outside Marie’s door, semi-mechanical joints
locked in place as she tirelessly stood guard. She’d already been
there nearly twenty-four hours, and while she was bored, she knew
she needed to stay there for a few more days - a week at most. What
was a week in the grand scheme of things anyway, she thought.
So she worked on her body, effecting small changes here and there,
be it a change in musculature or overall structure, or something
cosmetic. Slowly, she was transforming the body into something that,
like her old body, was neither human nor android. Part of her even
wanted to shift the body shape to more closely resemble how she had
looked in her previous incarnation, but Judas seemed to like this form
too, so she decided to leave it for now. One with her abilities could
always change the body later if she wanted. As for now though, there
were more important things to worry about, namely, the two
chrysalises behind the door.
Part of the reason she worried that there would be an attempt to
disrupt Maylen and Cahlaim’s growing bodies was because of what
had happened with Tyheem and Erika. She still felt guilty over that.
She’d been left behind to protect both Marie and Erika in Judas’ brief
absence, and all hell had broken loose. Tyheem had come
dangerously close to dying that night, and he didn’t even know it. Or at
least he didn’t seem to care.
SAIRA smiled as she recalled seeing Tyheem escorted off the ship
onto a small shuttle that the Coronado had sent over to reclaim him.
How hard it must have been for him to return to his crew, humbled and
disgraced as he was.
Movement just around the corner interrupted her daydream. Hideo
appeared from around the corner, and strode purposely toward her.
His dark uniform was crisply ironed to perfection, and his hair was
perfectly arranged. As he walked, he hesitated, wanting to stop but
making himself pass her by.
“It’s best to keep moving.” She announced cheerfully.
Hideo grunted, and continued past her. Three steps past her though,
he stopped and turned. “You know,” he began, “I think I’ll take this
opportunity to speak with you after all. I had planned on putting off this
chat, but you’ve convinced me to do otherwise.”
“Pity.”
“Perhaps.”
“No, it is. I had hoped to never speak to you again if possible. You’re
not terribly pleasant you see.”
“Pleasantness is not a personal goal of mine. I have things to
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accomplish that require less than congenial methods to accomplish.”
“You mean like the exploitation of Judas and Underspace?”
“Exploitation is such a harsh word.” Hideo said smoothly, the corners
of his mouth curling up into a devious smile.
“It is a harsh word, but one that seems to fit in this case. Obviously
you’re used to dealing with people who are intimidated by you, and
cowed into doing as you wish.” SAIRA said boredly, checking her
fingernails as if they were perhaps cracked or damaged, which was
almost impossible if you considered the advanced materials she was
made out of.
“If you mean that the women I deal with usually know their place,
then yes, you are right. The men I associate with are similar, in that
they don’t assume grandiose airs because they’re a little different than
everyone else.”
“That’s your problem - you and everyone else like you - you all
assume that Judas has these ambitions to dominate and displace
your authority. The only things he ever wants are simple. He wants
food, shelter, and protection for him and his loved ones. Somehow,
that is misconstrued as an attempt at a galactic takeover on a regular
basis though.”
“That may be so, but he’s just as big a fool if he thinks he can take his
powers and abilities and just go homesteading on some backwater
world, or hide away on a useless science vessel. What he has is an
asset to all of humanity that was unjustly stolen from us. He must
share it.”
“Erika might have a difference of opinion about that.”
Hideo shrugged. “A single person’s wishes are inconsequential
when faced with the whole of humanity.”
“Erika’s dreams do count though, because she is Underspace when
you get down to it. Besides, she’s not human. Why should she help
you any more than the Judasians? At least they have part of her within
them. They’re practically her children.”
“As fetching as your idea of a trained monkey playing at being a
human is, I can’t accept that her wishes are more important than those
of the whole of humanity.”
“You disgust me. Trained monkey? She’s every bit as intelligent as
you and more. Your xenocentric mindset is appalling.”
Hideo laughed. “The galaxy is our playground. If you can’t
understand that, then perhaps you should scurry back into your
husband’s waiting arms and return to your backwater home. It would
give us a chance to deal with the Overspace Entity anyway.”
SAIRA took a moment to choke back outrage that had been building
since he’d first opened his mouth. “You will do nothing of the sort.
You’ve been told in no uncertain terms to leave all of us alone, and
that includes the Overspace Entity, if that’s what you’re calling it.”
“We created a thing, and we will master it. Judas’ interference is only
temporary.”
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“Hardly. He’s a devoted father and guardian. This childlike being will
not want for protection and guidance.”
“Somehow I find it hard to believe that the totalitarian ruler of an alien
world, butcher of thousands, and former convict from Earth colonies is
a model father.”
“As far as he and I are concerned, that person died the moment he
touched slipstream. What happened to your people after that was all
your fault.”
“Perhaps, although it is too late to change now.” Hideo admitted.
“So why are you talking to me about it?”
“I have my reasons.” He answered dismissively. “However, I am
overdue to speak with the Captain, so I will be on my way now.”
She shrugged as he turned slowly to go, looking as if he expected
her to bid him goodbye. She didn’t. He smiled one of his smug smiles,
and went down toward the Captain’s quarters.

[Day 022] 11:01
Inside its great orb of flesh, changes were coming to an end for the
Overspace Entity. It had analyzed Judas’ genetic information and
Combined it with its own to make a body that was loosely modeled
after Judas’ own. At the very core of the sphere, not unlike an apple in
many ways, the humanoid form of the Overspace Entity finished
growing. When it was completely finished, it would cast off the rest of
the orb, much like when a chicken leaves an egg.
All the necessary physical structures were present early on: the
nervous system, the respiratory system, the digestive system, … To a
creature that had been little more than a brain with a mouth attached
to it, many of these new organs meant little to it. Still, it had the sense
to realize that Judas’ body wouldn’t contain too many extraneous
parts if any, but it didn’t see the harm in decentralizing the nervous
system a bit.
Instead of a single brain to control the body, there were a dozen or
more smaller nodes of quasi-neurons and brain-like organs.
Externally, it wasn’t obvious, but anyone doing a routine check of the
body’s internal organs would notice the irregularities. In addition to
these brain nodules, the entity also added extra sensory organs which
would allow a greater range of the five senses, particularly sight and
hearing.
When the Entity was finally convinced that the body was finished, it
ran into a roadblock. It had constructed this body as commanded by
Judas, who had defeated it outright, and while he had left blueprints
for a body, he had not explained how to make the body the ‘container
for one’s being.’ The body sat there nestled safely in the great mass of
flesh and organs, separate but still connected in some ways, but
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instead of the Entity’s being all transferring to the body as it had
expected, it remained in both the body and the previous form.
Confusion and irritation reigned for several minutes as the new and
old brain systems functioned to solve this puzzle. They came to the
unanimous conclusion that somehow it would have to cast off the old
body like molting, and it would have to shrink itself to be contained
within the body. The idea of abandoning its original form was
understandably disconcerting for the Entity though, and it hesitated.
It began to question what Judas wanted. It wondered, what if he
tricked me? What if this will weaken me? Perhaps this is all a ploy to
distract me. Could I have hurt him badly and he’s recovering his
strength?
The entity pondered these weighty matters for awhile before it finally
settled on a few theories. First, it decided that Judas had beaten it,
and could have destroyed it. Therefore, there was no reason to see
this as a ruse to destroy it. Also, because Judas seemed to survive
quite well in a physical form like the one the entity had just grown,
there must be no harm in assuming such a form. Clearly, the
appendages and ability to interact with the lesser beings known as
humans had to be of interest, or Judas wouldn’t have chosen that form
for himself.
This brought it back to the problem of vacating the larger body for the
smaller one within it, and then starting the biological functions of the
assembled body. This turned out to be similar to crossing your arms,
closing your eyes, and falling backward while hoping someone
catches you. When all was said and done, it was just something that
the Entity had to trust would work.
It happened rather painlessly, like tugging out a quite loose tooth.
There was a sensation of loss as the larger portion of the Overspace
Entity’s mass was cast off in favor of the more compact humanoid
form. The abandoned tissues immediately began to break down and
dissipate, though the outside shell cracked almost perfectly into four
hemispherical wedges that separated to release the body within. The
orange-like segments drifted clear of the humanoid form, and the
Entity surrounded itself with a shell of brazen Overspace.
Once it had surrounded itself with that safety barrier, it was just a
matter of sending electrical impulses through the modular brain and
nerve centers of the body, as well as the heart, to jumpstart it. Refined
lungs opened to admit air for the first time, taking in some of the gases
released from vaporized remnants of the greater form that were still
dissipating.
The Entity sat there for the better part of an hour, testing each
muscle of each limb and marveling at the sensations the sensory
organs provided. Although it had no previous experiences of its own to
base a review of these sensations on, it was fairly certain from what it
had gleaned from the information that Judas had imparted that all of
its parts were operating within tolerable limits. Judas himself would be
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able to provide better input though, which left it with its next concern:
meeting up with Judas.
Since the Overspace shell was already in place, the Entity had only
to locate where Judas was in relation to him and start toward him. It
didn’t take long to find him, because Judas was the strongest similar
power signature nearby. However, there did seem to be a curious
number of weaker signatures around Judas that hadn’t been there
before.
This confused the Entity, who had always absorbed lesser creatures
of a similar sort to increase its own power. Judas though, was either
creating more, or gathering lesser beings to himself. This was another
thing that the Entity would have to question Judas about.
Already, the Entity was hypothesizing and planning what it would be
able to do and what it could do once it met up with Judas. It thought
about these things as it traveled beyond the speed of light, both inside
and outside of normal space at the same time.

[Day 023] 03:26
Judas sat up from a dead sleep, looking around. Marie murmured
beside him, disturbed from her own slumber.
“What is it?” She whispered.
“The Entity. It’s coming. I thought I felt changes earlier, but it’s
definitely coming now.”
Marie sat up further, propping herself up with her elbows. “Are we
going to be alright?”
“That remains to be seen.”
“You beat it once. You’ll do it again if you have to.”
“I hope so. It should be disoriented as it acclimates to this new form
too, so that should help.”
“What are you going to do if it’s ugly? I mean, it has had no real
contact with humanoids, so its body might be hideous.”
“It’ll be modeling after me I think. It has the images I put in its mind,
and a sample of my tissue I think.”
“Hopefully it won’t be exactly like you, or that’d be creepy.”
Judas laughed. “Imagine the hijinks.”
“That’s not funny. I just can’t help but think it’s going to be creepy.”
“It very well could be, but if it is, I’ll help it change to a more
appropriate look so it’s not a distraction. His interactions with humans
are going to be very important, so we can’t have him starting with that
strike against him. He needs to be presentable.”
“Wasn’t Underspace female? What makes you sure this one won’t
be too?”
“It just felt male.”
“It’ll be patterning itself after you too, so it would probably choose a
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male for if it couldn’t decide otherwise.”
He nodded in agreement. “Yes. That will probably be the case. You
have me worried now though. I don’t know what to do if it’s female.”
Marie stared at him for a moment, frowning. “You’d better not sleep
with it, even if it is female. You have enough women already, and
there’s two more on the way.”
“Bah. I get no credit. It’s like you all think I can’t meet a woman
without trying to sleep with her.”
“Can you? I was on the first ship you visited and you slept with me.”
“Aren’t you forgetting someone?”
“Huh?”
“The Captain. Helen.”
“Oh. Damn! You slept with her too? You pig.”
“No!” Judas sighed and gave Marie a mock punch at the ribs. “I
haven’t slept with her. That’s my point. I don’t have to sleep with
something just because it has the set of genitals that complements my
own.”
“So you do have standards?” She teased.
“What the hell? Are you insulting me or yourself?”
“Touchy, eh?”
“I like to think I have good taste in women.”
“Well, I’ll take that as a complement.”
“Good.”
“Umm.”
“Yes?”
“Nothing.” She said quietly.
“Bullshit. Ask.” I can see you’re wanting to ask something. I have as
good of night sight as day sight, remember?”
“What’s it like being with alien women? They’re different, right?”
“You mean their parts?”
“Yeah, I guess. Among other things. Sensations are probably
different.”
“I don’t know. I’m not a woman. However, speaking from a man’s
perspective, I would have to say that most sensations, shapes, and
textures are about the same. It’s just a matter of proportion I suppose.”
“Has Dr. Martelli talked to you about any of this?”
“Interspecies breeding you mean?”
“Yes. That.”
“Sure. He’s a xenobiologist. He was most interested in how I
managed to breed with other races, and what they offered to the
genetic mix. It’s not a common thing you see. Only my adaptive genes
allowed for interbreeding.”
“I guess that would definitely interest him. Personally, I find it
strange.”
“How so?”
“Well, you’ve got this old guy talking to you about sex. Then, the
whole deal where you decided to have sex and breed with aliens in the
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first place.”
“Dr. Martelli is an okay guy. I think that even in spite of my initial
distrust, he might be genuine. I think Tyheem couldn’t help but include
at least one specialist. As to the other thing, I was also an alien at that
time, and on a strange planet no less. What was I supposed to do? I
certainly wasn’t going to be celibate.”
“You didn’t find them…” She struggled to find the word she wanted,
“strange? Maybe a bit repulsive and alien?”
“No. I thought they were beautiful.”
“Well, I do too I guess. You got lucky. Their races could have been
really hideous.”
“That’s not consistent with my luck I suppose. Besides, I had
Underspace leading me to some compatible women. It wanted me to
breed I think, even if it didn’t realize it at once. Why else would it have
built me in such a way that I could breed with just about anything I
could accomplish sex with?”
“That’s gross.” Marie said, elbowing him and grimacing.
“You brought it up.” Judas said with a shrug.
“I did.”
He rolled over to face her, and pulled on her side until she too rolled
to face him. “Can I ask you something?”
“I do!” She said with a girlish laugh.
“No, not that. I wasn’t asking about marriage.” He said with a laugh,
but when he saw her pretending to be hurt by his words, he added,
“Cute though.”
“Thanks. Ask though.”
“Are you alright with all this? Truly? You have four other women to
deal with, and the business with Tyheem. Are you able to deal with it
all?”
“Truthfully?”
“Of course.”
“I’m alright. I mean, I’m not really happy about sharing you, or about
Tyheem’s foolishness and all that. I still can’t believe what he tried to
do. He’s lucky SAIRA didn’t kill him.”
“Agreed.”
“It’s saddening to see someone you loved fall so far. He climbed all
the way up to the top of the ladder almost, and then this. I feel sorry for
him and want to help him, but it’s not my job anymore.”
“You’re right. It’s not your job anymore. He’s a grown man.”
“Grown men make childish mistakes too.”
“Profound.”
“Even you, with your centuries of living in one way or another make
mistakes.”
“Don’t tell anyone else you know though, alright?” Judas whispered
conspiratorially.
Marie snorted. “As if your wives don’t know.”
“Them? They think I’m perfect.”
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They both laughed at that. Laughter turned into playful wrestling and
touching. After a few minutes of playing, Marie found herself with her
back to Judas’ chest, and he wrapped his arms around her
protectively.
“I think I’ll be fine. Things will work out.” She said after awhile.
“I hope so too. That’s what I’m working toward.” He replied, smelling
her hair and scalp. “Mmm. Pheromones.”
“Stop. That tickles. You’re always smelling me, like some wild
animal.”
“Wild animal eh? I like that, and you usually don’t complain when I’m
pestering you.”
She chuckled and looked at the clock. Then she rolled back over to
put the time she had left before she was supposed to be up for work to
better use. After all, if you have to share a man, is it not best to
distinguish yourself so he won’t forget you?

[Day 024] 15:03
Judas felt the approach of the Overspace Entity strongest, although
Erika and SAIRA could feel the being grow closer as well. They didn’t
really talk about it, except in passing. Each of them was busy enough
occupying their days with whatever they could, that they didn’t have to
think about the Entity - even if they could all agree that it would likely
change their lives. All that was up for debate was how much each of
them thought the Entity would change things for them, and how soon.
Judas, more than any of them, had his doubts as to how well the
Entity would adjust to an environment where humans were not its
oppressors or food for it. Erika looked forward to its arrival with the
delight of an expecting mother, while SAIRA remained severe and
reserved during her constant vigil over Maylen and Cahlaim’s growing
forms.
Try as he might though, with various distractions of the mind and the
flesh, the Overspace Entity’s approach weighed on Judas like a
millstone around his neck. He couldn’t help but think he’d been a bit
idealistic and optimistic in sparing the Entity when he’d had the
chance to just be done with it. If only Tyheem hadn’t interfered with
Erika and made me come back early, he thought to himself. He
pushed those sorts of defeatist ‘what if’ questions aside though - they
could do no good
Instead, he spent his time with Erika and Marie. He found that Marie
was quickly accepting her role in the scheme of things, but then,
things would shift a bit more when Maylen and Cahlaim arrived. For
the time being though, Marie enjoyed the time she had with him, as did
Erika.
Erika hadn’t had much time with him the first time she had a body, so
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she made use of every moment alone she had with him, pressing him
to engage in various forms of communication and affection that she
viewed as quality time. While this tended to leave Judas tired and
looking forward to sleep despite how much he loved her, it also had
the added bonus of getting his mind off of the Overspace Entity. She
had a way of enveloping and consuming his attention when they were
together. He was not unused to letting his mind work on a few things at
once either, having been ruler of a planet and caretaker for a nation
before, but she managed to keep almost every iota of his faculties
focused on her.
Marie was a cool drink of water in comparison: relatively
undemanding, accepting, and quiet. Even his brief chats with SAIRA
in the presence of his two developing wives were a relative rest from
the expectations of Erika, who wanted to do everything just right. Her
naiveté was appealing to him on some levels though.
There came a point when Judas and the others who had ties to
Underspace felt the Overspace Entity and the pervasive strangeness
it exuded arrive outside the ship. Even Cahlaim and Maylen in their
cocoons felt it, though they could do nothing about it. When the being
was only a short distance away, they found themselves converging at
an unspoken rendezvous on the observation deck to watch the arrival.
Hideo and Captain Miranov had both been watching the strange
behaviors of those touched by Underspace, so when they all began to
gather on the observation deck, they each filtered down too. Helen
sent a message to Karif as well, who brought Dr. Martelli with him.
Nothing was said as they all stood there watching out the clear
Plasteel observation window. Nothing had to be said. Everyone knew
what was happening, and the humans didn’t need slipstream
sensations to tell them that the Entity was getting close. An ominous
silence had taken the ship, much like the calm before a storm. All that
was left was for the storm to arrive.
The Overspace Entity could feel Judas growing closer by the
second. It experienced apprehension and excitement. When it looked
back on the events of the past few weeks - a time period that seemed
long to a being newly arrived to greater awareness - it couldn’t help
but think that this was going to be the greatest thing it had ever done.
In fact, it considered Judas it’s mentor already. It had been
sensations far from its home in its cage that had made it realize there
was something going on beyond its confinement. The first stirrings of
consciousness, beyond thoughts of food, had been to achieve a state
which would make it possible to meet Judas. Of course, there was the
disappointment of not being able to absorb Judas at their first meeting,
but even that had an up side.
After all, was it not better to delay gratification in order to achieve
greater understanding? That was what Judas had promised. He and
his fellow beings, the humans, would teach it. Somehow it was
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aggravating to know that his former food supply had things to teach it.
That was the whole purpose of this new form. It was required to
interface properly with the humans. They wouldn’t be able to look
beyond form and talk without use of their breath and mouth like Judas
had.
The Entity had their gift of language now, something Judas had given
it. It found the use of words as symbols exceedingly inaccurate but
intriguing. How one was to know which of the many words to use to
describe circumstances that were never exactly the same was beyond
it. Terms like ‘normal’ and ‘regular’ were alien to it. They seemed to be
impossible contradictions, because nothing was ever the same, so
how could there be any regularity to anything? Perhaps Judas could
answer this. It had many questions just like this one that needed
answer.
As it approached, it noticed that there were ships trying to block its
approach path. For a split second, it tried to determine if it should plow
through them, destroy them, go around, or stop. A brief touch of the
Entity’s senses determined that this was not the ship Judas was on, so
it had no reason to stop. That left it with three other choices. Judas
had told it not to kill more humans, so it finally decided on going
around.
Accelerating and changing directions at speeds unattainable to
humans, the Entity skirted around the Combine ships, causing their
proximity alarms to go off. They’d been waiting for the Entity to arrive
too, with hopes of capturing or communicating with it before Judas
could interfere, but the being was past them before they could even
act.
Judas loomed ever so close now; the entity could feel him. There
were others with him, four total it seemed, though two were a lot
weaker than the other pair. Another curiosity for Judas to explain. It
zeroed in on the ship where Judas was - a lumbering hulk that seemed
unwieldy for space travel. Then, it was there. All of this happened in a
few split seconds. Kilometers were covered in the blink of an eye or
less. The human eye could hardly distinguish what was happening,
but computer sensors could, even if they couldn’t respond to
something moving that fast.
Images flooded into its mind from Judas. They were directions on
how to board the ship without damaging it. Guile and trickery were
relatively unknown to the creature, so it expected no duplicity when it
followed the orders exactly, never once thinking that it could have all
been a trap.
It wasn’t a trap though, even if the repressurization of the airlock was
a curious and almost frightening sequence of sensations. This was the
first time in its memory that it had ever been in a pressurized,
simulated gravity environment where it had to breath regularly. It took
the five minutes offered to it by Judas to accustom itself to the feel of
breathing, the pleasant weight of gravity on its shoulders, and dozens
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of other interesting sensory sensations.
When the airlock finally slid open, Judas stood there waiting for it,
with six other people behind him. One of them had some slipstream
within it, though they were not nearly as noticeable as Judas. The
others seemed inconsequential compared to him.
“I have arrived.” The Overspace Entity announced, trying on its best
impression of a smile.

[Day 024] 17:06
Judas stared at the Entity’s ghastly smile after it croaked out its first
words. Behind him, six people nervously shifted or cleared their
throats.
The Entity was strange looking, and naked as well.
Judas wasn’t sure what exactly it was about the creature that was
odd, but there was definitely something wrong with its appearance,
even if it was a subtle difference. To him, it seemed that the features
on the Entity’s face were a strange rendition of humanity done from an
alien’s perspective; if the alien didn’t understand what humans found
attractive that is.
There are certain lines of symmetry and different proportions that
make someone attractive. Some of these rules and guidelines are
different in different cultures, but they all share some common
threads. In respect to these guidelines though, Judas doubted that
anyone would find the Entity anything but odd. The toothy smile
needed some work too.
“Welcome to the Whaler.” Judas said, putting more warmth into his
words than he felt.
“I am glad to be here.” The Entity rasped.
Judas smiled and nodded, and catching a nervous fidgeting from
Marie, who was clasping her hands together so tight that the knuckles
were white and the tendons stood out in her wrist, he gave her a
genuine smile. She caught the expression and nodded slightly, letting
go a slight sigh.
Judas turned back to the Entity then, hoping that at second glance
the Entity’s form wouldn’t be so strange. It was though.
The Entity had close-set eyes without whites in them. The entire eye
was a glassy blue that would have been startlingly bright had they
been offset by the whites of a regular eye, but lacking those, they
appeared glassy black almost, like a clear blue lake turned dark on an
overcast day. Its hairline was strangely contoured in jagged
exaggerations of Judas’ distinctive peaks at the corners of his
forehead. It was modeled after him, that much was clear, but again, it
was a strange caricature of him. Even the nose, brow, and
cheekbones were similar to his, although they were more severe,
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causing even the bright light of the hall to lend interesting shadows to
the planes of the creature’s face.
Build-wise, the Entity was bulkier than Judas and a full two meters
tall. Instead of being a lithe build though, the Entity had a barreled
torso with appendages attached to it. From the looks of them, the
arms and legs had knots of muscle beneath the skin that sat on the
bones of its limbs with ropy tendons strung between them. This would
have been almost comical had the Entity not been so large and
imposing. And, because it had arrived naked, its genitals were
displayed for all to see; these looked strangely natural and
well-proportioned compared to the other parts of its body.
“I have much to ask you.” The Entity said, unaware of the scrutiny it
was under.
“That can wait.”
“Tell me.”
“No, there are things to do first.” Judas insisted.
“What must we do before I learn?” The Entity asked, puzzled. Its
voice was normalizing itself to make it sound more like his, losing
some of the harshness to it.
“Names and greetings are important.”
“Explain.”
“I, as you surely know from before, am called Judas. Beside me here,
is Marie, a scientist; then this is Erika, who will be teaching you many
things; Karif is a scientist as well; this here is Helen, the leader or
Captain of this vessel; Hideo is a respected leader from one of the
other ships you passed coming here; and Dr. Martelli is a leading
researcher in aliens and alien sociology.” Judas said, indicating each
in turn.
“Noted. I see there are many variations in humanity.”
“Erika is not human.”
“I had thought not. She’s like us, not one of these… humans.”
Judas frowned at the distaste in the way the Entity said the word
‘humans.’ He sighed, thinking this was going to be a lot of work. “Yes,
she is like us. There are others like us on the ship too.”
“I wish to see them now.”
“You must wait. They are growing bodies, much like you just did.”
“May I observe this?”
“Perhaps. Not now though. The reason I introduced everyone, is
because you are going to be with us for some time now, and we will
need to call you something.”
“Why?”
“It’s easier to get your attention if you have a designation.”
“Can’t I just talk to their minds?” The Entity asked.
“That’s not a good idea. It is discomforting to do such a thing to
someone if they have not given you permission to do so. They must be
ready for such a thing.” Erika explained.
“I see.” The Entity said, taking full notice of Erika for the first time
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once it realized she too would speak to him.
“What would you like to be called?” Judas asked.
“I know of your names from the language you have taught me. I will
be known as Oliver.”
“Why Oliver?”
“It is similar to what I was known as before I was free.”
“Overspace?” Hideo asked, mildly amused.
“Yes.” The Entity replied, eyeing Hideo in a cool and calculating
manner.
Judas watched to see Hideo’s reaction, be he did not seem
intimidated.
“Whatever works then. Oliver is fine.” Judas said. “Now, why don’t
you come with Erika and I to go get you some clothes. We can discuss
things further then. We also have a room for you and we think you
should begin with a quick tour of the ship and then maybe some food.”
“I will do what you think best.”
The three of them left the humans behind then. Judas gave Helen
and Marie both looks that promised he’d fill them in later. They both
looked relieved to be out of the creature’s company though. Judas
didn’t blame them. He decided then that they’d have to work on
Oliver’s manners and appearance.
Once they had arrived in the requisition room, Judas waited until the
door had shut behind them before turning to Oliver to speak.
“Don’t take this the wrong way, but I would like you to make
modifications to your body to make it more visually acceptable.”
Oliver modeled a frown. “What I made was wrong? I tried to add
differences to make myself individual.”
“Individual is good, but if you’re too individual you stand out and are
seen negatively.” Erika answered.
“She’s right. So let’s make you a little more commonplace, alright?”
“If you insist. I find it strange that you cater to the lesser beings’
notions of acceptability though. I am happier to be with both of you,
because we have much more in common.”
“I don’t cater to their notions. Not entirely anyway. They think I’m an
aberration too, but not so much as they will of you, and I want you to
have every opportunity to thrive here. That starts with your
appearance.”
“I see. Noted.”
“He reminds me of SAIRA when he talks like that.” Erika observed.
“What is that?”
Judas smiled. “Who is that, you mean. She is one of my wives.”
“Your consort… Where is mine?”
“You don’t have one yet.”
“What about this female here?” Oliver asked, indicating Erika.
“She is mine also.”
“I understand. Make me more acceptable so I too can have
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consorts.”
Judas and Erika went about making him more visually appealing.
They had him soften his features, rounding them and making them
more human in proportions. His eyes they had him make more human
as well, adding whites to them, although the irises still dominated the
eyeball. Oliver catered to their suggestions, sometimes modifying
them for the sake of his own sense of individuality. Then he relaxed
and lengthened his muscle tissues and worked on his body
proportions, changing and shifting massive amounts of cells around.
All of these changes were painful of course, but Judas explained that
a little physical pain now would pay off later when he was accepted
into human social circles and learning things. It took minutes for each
suggestion to be enacted, and an hour or more for the entire change,
but the end result was much better than the original had been. It
looked less more presentable, perhaps even handsome in a quaint
way.
Then they put in an order with the machines for them to assemble
clothes for Oliver, and they showed him his quarters, which he insisted
he would not need. Judas wasn’t surprised by Oliver’s expectations of
him teaching him nonstop, but that didn’t mean he had to like them.
Thankfully, there would be more people than just him to teach the
Entity… Oliver.
They spent the rest of the day showing Oliver around the ship and
introducing him to food and other basic necessities in humanoid life.
Oliver was attentive during his tour, even if he did interrupt frequently
for clarifications and questions that often ran into tangent discussions.
He had an insatiable need for answers, and neither of them expected
that to ever go away - or at least not soon.

[Day 025] 14:15
Judas had been eating when he felt a mental brush from SAIRA. He
and Erika had decided to take a short break and leave Oliver with Karif
and Dr. Martelli, who were showing the insatiably curious entity how to
access some of the computer memory banks. Of course, they’d
carefully sorted through their system so that the entity wouldn’t be
able to access anything that was considered even a mild risk.
SAIRA’s thoughts intruded, briefly said, “Come Quick,” and then she
was gone.
His face blanked as he received the message, and he stopped
chewing. Marie sat across from him, looking from his face to Erika’s.
Both wore that sort of blank expression that meant their thoughts were
elsewhere. Abruptly, they both blinked again and looked at each
other.
“What is it?” Marie asked worriedly.
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“I don’t know. She didn’t say?”
Marie frowned. “Who didn’t say?”
Erika ignored Marie’s irritation at being left out, and answered curtly,
“It’s SAIRA. We’re supposed to come quick.”
Judas nodded in agreement, stood, and left his food on the table.
Erika fell in right behind him, so Marie had little choice but to follow.
She cast a reluctant look at the three trays of half-finished food they
were leaving on the table, and then hurried after them. She wasn’t in a
habit of leaving messes for other people to clean up.
Following his internal sense of direction that provided a sort of
compass that could be used to locate anything with slipstream in it, he
zeroed in on SAIRA. As Judas had suspected, she was still outside of
Marie’s quarters, which were more of a nursery than a sleeping area
now.
What he had not expected was that Oliver, the Overspace Entity,
would be waiting there with an expectant look on his face. Karif and
the venerable Dr. Thad Martelli stood beside their charge, each with
an apologetic look on their faces, although Thad’s expression also
held more than a hint of intrigue.
“What’s going on?” Judas demanded, sweeping his gaze across the
four people arrayed before him.
“It’s Cahlaim. She’s about to come out of her chrysalis.” SAIRA
answered.
“Good, but what are these others doing here?”
“They want to watch.”
“Obviously. Why though?”
“I wish to watch.” Oliver announced.
“I don’t think that’s wise.” Erika said.
“Why? I have never seen another of our kind born like this. It will be
a… ‘learning experience.’”
“I see.”
“Honestly, I wouldn’t mind seeing either.” Thad said sheepishly. “It is,
after all, something my field of study is very concerned with.”
Judas sighed and scrubbed his scalp with his hand, mussing his hair.
“I don’t know how happy she would be with me to have all of you just
standing around when she pops out of that cocoon. She’ll be naked
after all.”
“I understand and wish to respect her modesty and privacy, but isn’t
there a way you could put up a barrier so we can only observe the
general happenings?” Thad asked, and apparently this was the
closest he would get to begging.
“Umm. Shouldn’t we hurry these formalities?” SAIRA asked. “She’s
going to be rather incensed if you’re not waiting for her, Judas.”
Judas nodded. “You’re right. Why don’t I just ask her myself?”
“Could you?” Oliver asked. “I would very much like to see this.
Judas wasn’t paying attention to him though. He was already
sending his thoughts to Cahlaim.
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Judas: “Care if there’s an audience for your delivery?”
Cahlaim (occupied): “Erika, SAIRA, Marie, and who else?”
Judas: “The Overspace Entity, Thad, and Karif.”
Cahlaim: “That’s a full house.”
Judas: “It’s up to you.”
Cahlaim: “What the hell, I’m not ashamed of my body. The more the
merrier I guess. Hurry though. I’m ready.”
Judas: “I’m coming now.”
After he’d sent his last message, he looked at the eager faces
awaiting his reply. He gestured them inside, past a dubious SAIRA,
who had so carefully guarded the women within up until this point.
Once the six of them were inside, Judas dimmed the lights, knowing
Cahlaim’s new eyes might be sensitive to the light for a while.
They stood in an arc before the most-developed of the two
chrysalises. Maylen’s, across the room, looked to be maturing slower
than Cahlaim’s, whose was nearly bursting at the seams. Yellow
threads of slipstream were already fraying and starting to come
undone, not unlike an old sweater or rug that is starting to fray.
“I feel like I should have some popcorn or something.” Judas
murmured.
“That’s awful.” Marie replied in surprise.
“How? It’s like a show. Kind of anyway.”
Before she could reply, Oliver stepped forward with his hands out, as
if he was going to unwrap the layers of the chrysalis himself. Karif
made a noise of surprise, while SAIRA stepped forward quickly to
grab Oliver’s shoulder and restrain him.
“Hey! Get back. What the hell?” Judas yelled, getting Oliver’s
attention.
“I wish to see what is inside.”
“She’ll be out soon enough. Don’t bother her. She will do this on her
own.”
“I see.” Oliver said, though he was obviously unsure why what he did
was wrong. He stepped back to his former position anyway.
“Someone opened my chrysalis too soon, so he’s just protecting
her.” Erika explained to Oliver, who nodded.
As they watched, more strands of the outer layers of the chrysalis
began to fray and unravel. It happened with an increasing pace,
unwrapping like a flower’s petals opening to admit the sun’s rays.
“Oliver?”
“Yes, Judas?”
“Humans have this saying. It goes, ‘curiosity killed the cat.’ It means
that if you’re too curious and don’t think about the consequences of
your actions before you act, you can get in a lot of trouble.”
“I see. Then my actions were precipitous?”
“Yes. When you act in regard to others, always think about things
first. You can unknowingly do harm if you’re not careful.”
“How do I know how to act then?”
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“Over time, you will develop a sense of right and wrong. Until then, I,
or any of the other people on this ship can help you choose the right
course of action.”
“He’s right.” Karif said, pushing up his glasses. “We all knew you
meant no harm though.”
“I see.” Oliver replied, and this time he really did.
Marie pointed at a piece of the chrysalis that tore to allow an elbow to
slip through. “She’s coming out.”
They watched for ten more minutes as the silken strands of
slipstream frayed, tore, and then began to dissolve to let Cahlaim out.
Her arms lifted when they were free, and hands still covered in the
chrysalis material reached up to rake the rest of the material away
from her face. Judas stepped forward then, placing himself so he
would be the first thing she saw.
When her eyes blinked rapidly and finally stayed open, a grin arose
on her face, which was exactly the way he remembered it.
“Hey, lover. How about you make yourself useful and help me out of
this?” She suggested.
“Certainly.” He replied, stepping over to assist her.
He gently peeled away sections of the crumbling cocoon that
covered her arms and back. With each part of her his efforts revealed,
he felt his heart grow lighter. He hadn’t realized how much he’d
missed her.
Her eyes were the same dark blue they had always been, and her
cheeks and the features of her face were still the sharp and elongated
but feminine features he had always known. She looked a little bit
paler than she used to be, but then she hadn’t had years of sun to tint
her alabaster skin a shade or two darker like she had when she had
been alive the first time.
In time, he lifted her bodily out of the base of the chrysalis, which
crumbled and released her legs with minimal effort. Even the weight of
her in his arms was familiar and comfortable. She wrapped her
muscular arms around his neck and let him hold her tight to his chest.
“You need a bath.” He whispered.
“Yeah. I missed you too.” She replied, kissing the side of his neck
and winking over his shoulder at SAIRA and the others.
“Another of his wives?” Oliver asked.
A few of them laughed - Judas included - but no one answered.

[Day 025] 18:03
Judas stood beside Captain Miranov, watching through a sheet of
clear Plasteel as Erika and Karif instructed Oliver in the adjacent room
about various elements of human culture. Helen was toying with a
strand of hair, twirling it around her finger as she wore a look of
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consternation. Judas smiled at the image.
“I’m worried.”
“About?” Judas asked dutifully, knowing full-well she’d say anyway.
“Your ‘son.’”
“I have had many sons, but he was not one of them.”
“You know what I mean. Besides, even if it’s not a blood relative of
you, you’re as responsible for making this thing as anyone.”
“What about Erika? She’s the embodiment of Underspace after all. It
was her rib they took to form this man.”
“I don’t think so. She might have been the brain of what used to be
Underspace, but you quickly surpassed her in importance. When was
the last time she actively changed your course through life?”
Judas shrugged, not really sure of an answer. “I don’t know.”
“I’d bet, that if you really thought hard about it, the last time she really
pushed you into doing anything was when she made you what you
are, and you’ve been running the show since then.”
“That’s not true.”
“No?”
“Well, when she became a humanoid for the first time. That certainly
changed things. Or when I had to go rescue her from humanity’s
incoming attacks.”
“But aren’t those all just reactions from her first action, which was to
make you? Making you was just a means to an end. She needed
rescuing so she made you, but she always wanted the kind of life you
had after she saw what it was like to live as a humanoid. That’s why
she made the body. It wasn’t to cause you harm or inconvenience
you.”
“Maybe, but what’s your point?”
“My point is that you have basically made this creature out there.
Karif was telling me that it felt your presence for awhile. We think
maybe as soon as you entered the solar system.”
“Really?”
“Yes. It’s been trying to get to you since you first arrived. It just didn’t
understand all of what it understands now, and it wasn’t free to come
when it chose until it broke free. Then you went and gave it language
and a template for a body modeled after yours.”
“So what would you have had me do? Destroy it?”
“It came to destroy you. Why not do us all a favor and do just that to
it?”
“Because it acted out of instinct. It didn’t know any better. Have you
seen it try to kill me since I enlightened it?”
“No, but that doesn’t mean it wont. How do you know it isn’t playing
opossum?”
“I don’t, but you could just as soon be ready to turn me over to the
enemy. It’s just a matter of trust.”
“I see. And Erika, what’s her stake in this?”
“She was never a mother, and this creature was made out of her
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flesh and blood practically. It’s no wonder she wants to teach it and
care for it.”
“Is that a healthy thing for her though? She’s not used to being her
own person yet is she?”
“She’s an old being. If anyone knows herself, she does.”
“But she’s not had that extensive a level of dealings with humanity
and her own physical form, has she?” Helen asked.
Judas shook his head. “No, but doesn’t that make them better
equipped to help each other as they learn together? They can share
experiences and insights from a point of view that we as beings that
are born with bodies can’t hope to understand.”
“Perhaps you’re right, but I still have my misgivings.”
“As well you should. We’re all in uncharted territory here. None of us
have dealt with this sort of thing before, not even me.”
“At least you’ve done similar things before.”
“Yeah.”
They watched through the window as Erika laughed and Karif
grinned at something Oliver had just said. Oliver mimicked their
expressions with better success than his first smiles had.
“How do you think they’re doing, really?”
“Well, it can’t hurt - at least not how I see it. Before I helped him, he
had all sorts of power, but no grounding in knowledge and experience,
so he acted on instinct. I gave him some knowledge and a body so he
could relate to humans and gain the experience he needs to apply
what he knows so that he doesn’t do the wrong things with his power.”
“That’s a tall task though. How long will it take?”
“He already knows as much as children a lot older than him. In a
week or two, he’ll probably converse and interact like a normal adult.
As far as the moral grounding to do what’s right, that may take years,
or it may never happen. He is alien after all. Sometimes it’s hard to
subject something other than you to your own values.”
“I just don’t think we have that sort of time. The Combine vessels
may be here in days, weeks at best. They’re going to try to take him
back then. There’s nothing else they can do. They have too much time
and money invested. He’s potentially dangerous too.”
“Yeah. I don’t think they can do anything to him though really. They
could never really stop me, and I don’t plan on having him face them.
I’ll shield him from them however I can.”
“What about the other ships? They might blast those all to cosmic
dust if they can’t get at us in here.”
“The Combine vessels out there already, if they’re not of the same
Combine that made Oliver, are forfeit. I don’t care about them. I’ll
protect the Coronado though if it needs it.”
“Hrm.”
That single contemplative sound spoke volumes. Judas frowned.
Nothing he’d said had really abated her fears.
“I don’t pretend to think this is all going to be easy and go smoothly. It
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likely won’t. It will probably be a mess before all is said and done.” He
said soberly.
“Then we’re in agreement.” She replied with a grim smile.

[Day 026] 05:58
Judas rolled over and placed his head on Cahlaim’s bare stomach.
She reached down and began running her hand through his hair,
which was longer than it had been most of the time she’d known him.
Her mind ran back to the brief time when his head had been shaved
after a surgery to remove the implants that the human scientists had
put in him before he’d been sent out on his fateful scouting mission.
“What’re you thinking?” Judas asked quietly, mumbling somewhat
because his cheek was pressed against her stomach.
“Stuff.”
“Yeah? What kind?”
“I want a child.”
Judas groaned and lifted his head to look at her incredulously. “Oh
lord. Really? Already?”
She laughed. “I’m joking. I just got my girlish figure back. You don’t
think I’m going to ruin it with children already do you?”
“I was going to say, this really isn’t the time you know. We’ve got a lot
of things going on.”
“I know. I’m just teasing.”
“Delightful.” He said, laying his head back down, but not before he
pressed his lips to her stomach and blew, making a noise that always
made him laugh.
“Stop!” She squealed, laughing as she pushed his head away from
her stomach.
“Sorry.”
He decided she wasn’t going to let him use her as a pillow anymore,
so he slid up beside her and propped himself up on his elbow with his
head on his hand. “Really though, we hardly spoke at all before you
threw me in bed and used me. Tell me what you’re thinking.”
“Well, a lot of things really. For one, I’m still surprised Marie gave in
so easily to me having you to myself for a day or two.”
“She didn’t like it. I had to talk her into it.”
“Oh?”
“Yeah, she said to me, “You can’t just shove me off to the back
burner whenever you get another wife out of a pod somewhere. I don’t
see what you have to sacrifice in all this, but all of us women have to
divide your time amongst us.” Something like that.”
“I see. What’d you say in return?”
“I wanted to tell her that I need a variety of women in my diet. I didn’t
think that’d go over well though.”
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Cahlaim laughed and jabbed him in the sternum with a finger.
“You’re wicked.”
“Yup. So anyway, I told her that that’s just how it was. We’d had that
talk before, and I just repeated myself really, explaining that I loved
her and whatnot.”
“And whatnot?”
“Yeah. You know. The good stuff you ladies like to hear.”
“Do tell. I’m intrigued.”
“You’re just trying to get me in trouble.” Judas accused, tracing a
fingertip across her chest.
“Maybe. Tell me anyway. I am a lady, so I like to hear that sort of
thing, right?”
“You’re not a lady. You’re a tough-as-nails, hardened bitch.” He
teased.
“Yeah, but only you can melt the heart of this ice queen.” She replied,
rolling up on her side and mirroring his pose so she looked straight
into his eyes. “Now tell me.”
“I told her,” Judas began, pausing dramatically, “that I loved her, and
I knew it was unfair to all of you to make you have to deal with just me,
but I loved you all very dearly. I’d not give up a single one of you, and
I never will. Not for anything.”
“Not even Maylen?”
“Nope. You’d be bored without someone to tease and argue with.”
“Yeah. She does grow on you after a few centuries.”
“You two were like best friends after a month, don’t deny it. Your
competitive natures push each other to new heights.”
“Yeah, she’s a real peach. Speaking of her though, I wonder where
she is. She certainly is taking her jolly time growing that body.”
“Think she’s alright?”
“She probably just needed more beauty rest than me.”
“Bah. You turned out perfect. Just like the day I met you, down to the
moles and scars.”
“Those have stories. I wouldn’t be me without them.”
“Nope.”
“Thad asked me why I just didn’t have someone keep my old body in
stasis so I could just rejuvenate it when I felt like being corporeal
again. Had you thought of stuff like that before?”
“Yeah. It’s not a good idea. It’s like building a house on an old
foundation - it won’t last as long as something totally new. You’d
spend more effort shoring up all the damage caused by years of
everyday usage than it’d be worth, and it still wouldn’t be as good as a
brand new body.”
“I’ll tell him that. I said I just hadn’t thought about it. I doubt they’d
have wanted to keep my body in stasis for centuries anyway.”
“Probably not.” Judas agreed. “We aren’t exactly popular back home
after what we did to their lifespans.”
“Oh well, eh?” She replied.
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“Yup. Now are you going to spend all morning talking?”
She leaned closer, whispering, “You’re the one who wanted to talk.”
“Just getting my second wind back, as they say.”
As she opened her mouth to say something in return, SAIRA’s
thought intruded.
SAIRA: “Come now. Maylen’s ready.”
Judas sighed. “Rain check?”
“Bet your ass.” Cahlaim replied, kissing him briefly before rolling out
of bed with a disappointed groan. “She’s got the worst timing.”
“Always has.”
“Knock her up or something, so I can have more of you for myself.”
SAIRA stood guard outside Marie’s quarters, as always. This time
though, there were not any extra guests waiting for front row seats at
the spectacle.
“No one extra this time.” Judas observed.
“Yeah. That’s fine by me though.” SAIRA replied, grinning.
Judas gave her a quick hug, marveling at how tiny she felt in his arms
as compared to his memories of the voluptuous woman she had been.
She smelled and felt more human - or humanoid at least - than she
had, and she looked it as well.
“You’ve been working out, eh?” Judas asked.
“Yeah. I’ve been changing myself slowly, cell by cell. I don’t much
like the whole android deal. It lacks all the fun of being alive.”
“Just don’t rush yourself. You’ve got half an eternity.” Cahlaim
cautioned her.
“I know what I’m doing.” SAIRA replied.
Cahlaim shrugged. “Fair enough.”
“Let’s go see what Maylen’s baked up, and Erika might show up
before she’s out.” Judas suggested.
Maylen was eager to get out of her chrysalis. By the time they’d all
walked in, she already had an arm free, which she was using to tug
the fibrous material off the rest of her body, layer by layer. She
seemed to be in a rush to be free of her birthing place.
Erika arrived a few moments later, just in time to see the three of
them working to help uncover Maylen’s body. When the last pieces fell
away finally, Maylen stood before the four of them in a physical body
once again.
“I feel like it’s my birthday.” Judas muttered, staring at Maylen, who,
unlike Cahlaim, was not what she had been before.
“Judas!” Maylen gushed, throwing herself at him.
“What the hell did you do to yourself?” Cahlaim asked.
Maylen took her time dislodging her mouth from Judas’ before
replying. “What do you mean?”
“That isn’t your ass. It’s usually more saggy than that, and your
breasts weren’t that large before.” Cahlaim observed.
“Hey! That’s not true. I built this body exactly how I remember
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myself.”
“She seems to have an idealized form of herself. I don’t blame her
though. I mean, if you’re going to create a new body, why not fix all
your former flaws?” Erika commented.
“What?!” Maylen exclaimed, already working herself into an
apoplectic fit.
“I like it” Judas replied, clamping his hands firmly on her new
posterior and squeezing.
“See?” Maylen said, glowering at the rest of the women, who were
critically examining her new form.
Judas smiled and let her go so he could take a step back and get a
good look at what she’d done with herself. As far as he was
concerned, he loved the original version, but anything not too strange
would be a welcome new development.
Maylen’s hair was still dark, although her eyes had seemed to darken
a bit to match her hair tone. Her skin was lighter, and smoother. It had
never been rough per se, but it always had a dull sort of waxy tone to it
unless she was pregnant, in which case it’d be covered by a thin,
downy hair. Her neck crest was also softer, and it glowed slightly in the
dim light. The crest extended all the way down to her navel, and
across her collarbones to the tips of her shoulders, making it look
almost like a cross the way it terminated at the underside of her chin.
Cahlaim was right though, about Maylen’s breasts and butt. Maylen
was a little bit taller, and had a more pronounced figure, with a
narrower waist than she’d ever had before, as well as larger breasts
and a rounder, more full butt.
“Well? Do I pass the test?”
“Always.” Judas assured her.
“You could have had better timing though.” Cahlaim grumbled.
SAIRA cleared her throat. “We’re all back together now.”
“Plus one.” Marie said from the doorway.
“Plus one.” Judas repeated, grinning.

[Day 028] 10:33
After more than a day of neglecting his duties to spend time with
Cahlaim, but mostly with Maylen, Judas finally decided that he should
check in on Oliver’s progress. It wasn’t so much that he didn’t trust
Erika, Thad, and Karif to teach him right or Helen to supervise her own
ship. It was just that he felt he owed it to the Entity to be part of its
instruction. After all, he had been the one who had convinced the
Entity to give up its struggle and embrace humanity - at least in part.
It seemed to Judas, who had always favored the straight-forward
approach, that the Entity would benefit from some time alone with him,
to discuss its concerns, and ask questions that needed clarifying.
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Therefore, Judas put in a request with Erika for an hour or so that the
Entity and he could talk on the observation deck, uninterrupted and
unobstructed by other people.
Erika had responded well, saying that, “It’s about time his father
figure stepped in. He was feeling abandoned.” Of course, Judas
thought maybe she was being a little oversensitive on Oliver’s behalf,
but he had his time alone with his charge regardless.
As far as he saw it, women were often ruled by their emotions
instead of their heads, especially when children were involved. Living
with the women in his head and physically beside him for so many
years had given him an understanding of how women worked and
how to get his way without angering them too often though, so ironing
out the specifics of his little chat with Oliver didn’t take long.
Judas was already waiting on the observation deck, not far from
where he had been attacked by the SAIRA unit before his wife SAIRA
had taken it over to save him, when Oliver arrived. Judas watched out
of the corner of his eye as the child in a man’s body strode over to
stand stiffly beside him. The door had already closed to hide Erika’s
maternal expression of protectiveness, but Judas kept an eye on the
door for a moment before taking in his supposed son’s appearance to
see if there were any changes.
Oliver was, for the most part, unchanged. Here and there, Judas
could see how hair, moles, and very minute elements of Oliver’s body
had been changed slightly, probably in accord with whatever
principles of aesthetics he’d developed. There was still an alien quality
about him, even to Judas, who was still a rather unique being himself.
Perhaps it was in the way he carried himself, with his shoulders stiff
and his bearing impossibly severe, but Oliver hadn’t yet managed to
pull off acting human. Maybe he never would, Judas reflected. Even
though he’d altered his appearance to closely resemble a human,
there were certain unspoken social rules and conventions that would
just have to be picked up over time. How he reacted in regard to the
slightest thing could greatly distinguish him from humanity.
Being entirely human wasn’t the goal though, but Judas couldn’t
think of another way to explain the values of humanity to the Entity
without having it experience the human condition - at least in part. The
body was close enough to pass for human now, even with its
differences in color and proportions, but the social aspects of Oliver’s
humanity were severely lacking Judas suspected.
“Why don’t we start with me asking you what you think of humanity?”
Oliver assumed a thinking face that resembled Karif’s own when he
was hard at work. “I find them curious, but inferior. They do seem to
know a lot though.”
“Inferiority and Superiority are very subjective terms. They depend
on the point of view and the specific circumstances in which you
compare things. If you’re not careful, you’ll assume one of humanity’s
greatest failings as your own.”
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“What is that?”
“Humans have a hard time recognizing the value in anything not
human. They see aliens as oddities, curiosities, or something to fear
and destroy. Even if they do manage to see past their ethnocentricities
- xenocentricities maybe - they see those different from themselves in
a purely material way. They wonder how they can use and exploit
those different from themselves for their gain.”
“And you still deal with them?”
“I can’t accept that they are all poisoned with these prejudices,
because I know that some are not. Collectively, humanity might not
seem that great, but judging them too closely will only make us like
them. Keep your mind open to their ideas, and sort through to find
those which seem truest and most right to you.”
“Truth is a hard concept. I don’t fully understand it.”
“That’s because truth is subjective too. It depends on the person.
There are few absolute truths.”
“So how does one know what is worth knowing, if what they learn
might not be entirely true?”
Judas grinned. “I’m not used to having to think like this. This is hard
for me to understand too. Let me put it this way though: because we
are constantly learning new things and applying it to what we know,
we are living, sentient beings. To be sentient means to constantly be
redefining yourself in terms of what you know about yourself and the
universe around you.”
“That doesn’t sound pleasant.”
“It’s not. Not always. Sometimes you wake up and find everything
you thought you knew was a lie. You realize you’ve been looking at
something entirely wrong. This can be frightening, or extremely
enlightening. To learn and grow as a being is to be alive.”
“So I am living now, but I was not before?”
“That’s another hard question.” Judas admitted, scratching his head
while he thought of a suitable answer. “Let me say that what you are is
unique. You are a mediation between slipstream and humanity in a
way I cannot be. You see, you were never meant to be intelligent. I
don’t believe humanity would be so foolish as to create such a
powerful being as an intelligent being. What they wanted was a lump
of flesh with vast power that they could use like a machine. Your
ascendance to a thinking nature ruined their plans.”
“So the humans are my enemies after all.”
“No. You’re generalizing again. Have you seen how I am friendly to
some humans here, and yet I still don’t speak that highly of them as a
whole?”
Oliver nodded. “Yes. It’s puzzling.”
“Well, that’s because some of them are the worst, most foul,
manipulative people you will ever meet. In fact, I hope you never meet
too many of that sort.”
“I will destroy them if I do.”

149

Forever Has an End
“That won’t work either, because they, as a whole, value life. It is not
your right to enslave, kill, or harm another except to protect yourself. If
you take it upon yourself to kill and destroy them, then you are giving
them justification for seeking your destruction.”
“But I have already killed some of them.” Oliver said worriedly.
Judas nodded. “This is another problem. You were given power
without the moral grounding to know when to use it. They never
expected that their experiment would wrest control of itself out of their
grasp, and run amok. If they had known this would happen, they
probably would never have made you.”
“I am a flawed, unwanted creation?”
“On the contrary, you’re unique and highly sought after. They want
the power you hold, and while it is yours to give to them if you wish,
they may seek to take it from you.”
“Why?”
“Because they view you as a possession. Keep in mind though, that
it’s just some of them, and not all of them, who see you like this. Those
humans that are on this ship would not harm you, and many others
living on different worlds have never heard of you and would not do
you harm.”
“Will they come for me then?”
“Assuredly.”
“What will I do?”
“Hopefully, by the time they arrive, you will know enough to start
making a decision for yourself Perhaps you will have to defend
yourself, or perhaps they will come peacefully. Regardless, you must
not kill them without reason. You will enrage them all.”
“Even if I only kill the evil ones?”
“Not everyone will see them as evil as we might. Our beliefs, that
someone who tries to enslave you, take your life from you, or harm
you and those you care about is evil, are not globally accepted. Even
fewer people hold to the same enforcement of those beliefs that I do.”
“Why do you not emulate their beliefs then? Would that not be
easier?”
“I will not compromise what I feel is right just because someone else
disagrees. I will listen if they want to try to convince me to change my
views, but I will not blindly accept what another says as truth. It is
foolish to do, and I hope that you question and consider even the
things you learn from us.”
“This is all very confusing. You have no clearer answers for me?”
“Oliver, all the best answers in life are the ones we figure out for
ourselves. Some we never figure out. It’s thankful that we have such
long lives, or we’d miss out on so much understanding, simply
because we don’t have the time to devote to the pursuit of
understanding.”
“Then I will be with you and the others for some time to learn all these
things?”
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“It seems that way. You’ve had a number of advantages over a
regular person though. It takes them decades sometimes to get to
where you are.”
“I will continue to learn then. I would like to have more time with you
though. What the others teach me is useful and practical, while you
seem to know more about how things work. Your understanding is
deeper.”
“Don’t flatter me. They probably know just as much. They’re just
trying to teach you what they think is best. They could probably
answer your questions just as good as me.”
“I will ask then.”
“Talk to Erika. I’m sure she has great insights. You two are similar in
many ways.”
“I will have to do that.” Oliver replied, and after a moment of chewing
on his words, he added, “She calls herself my mother.”
Judas simply laughed.

[Day 029] 17:09
Hideo paced back and forth in his room, trying to decide on a course
of action. Pacing was, in itself, an atypical behavior for him. It showed
how irritated he was. For days he’d had to watch Judas’ influence
slowly grow as he hatched one damnable wife and ally after another.
Things were quickly spiraling out of control.
It would have been bad enough had this been the end of his troubles.
Four wives, Marie, and Judas wouldn’t have been impossible to deal
with, but this Overspace Entity tipped everything against him. He had
to get the creature on his side, or all was lost.
Thinking of Marie made Hideo even more agitated than he had been.
He took a few calming breaths as he considered what the woman
could possibly find appealing about the revolting man. He was an alien
and a murderer, but she found him intoxicating somehow - that much
was clear from the way she looked at him covetously when other
women were with him. Perhaps it was all part of a one-up game to
show that she could beat Tyheem, her ex-husband, at his own
games? That was probably what it was in all likelihood, but it didn’t
help him with the overall problem.
Pheromones, Hideo decided. Judas must have some chemical about
him that draws women to him.
Strangely though, the Captain didn’t seem to be taken with him.
Sure, she sided with him usually and even protected him and his
wives, but she didn’t seem to be throwing herself at him physically.
Clearly, she was a superior woman if she was resistant to his charms.
That made sense though to an extent, since it often took
strong-minded women to become Captains in the typically male-run
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Congress of Science and Research.
Hideo didn’t particularly think of himself as a chauvinist, and he didn’t
think that women were lesser than men, he just considered them to be
generally less ambitious and socially less able to play politics, which
was by nature a man’s game. After all, how many female-dominated
civilizations had there been compared to male-dominated ones? Even
in times before the religious purges and the wide conflicts throughout
the solar system, there had been few women rulers.
Regardless, the Captain looked to be little help in matters of the
Judasians. She was knowingly harboring the lot of them for reasons
that Hideo just couldn’t figure out. Somehow, Judas had managed to
override years of loyalty to the Congress and to humanity itself for the
sake of one alien. She didn’t seem to be operating out of some
delusional moral stance that made her think that she was doing the
right thing either . That was contrary to what her records suggested
about her personality. It had to be ambition then.
Erika, that turncoat Thad, and Karif were always around the
Overspace Entity - Oliver. Hideo snorted as he thought about such a
disgusting creature taking on a human name. It was a mockery of
nature. And Thad, what was he thinking? Even if Hideo had warned
Tyheem that Thad was the sort of man who would seek knowledge
and understanding even if it was counter to his loyalties, it had
surprised him by the extent of which Thad had apparently thrown in
his lot with these aliens.
Much of this had started with that inept fool Tyheem. He had valued
Thad’s understanding, which just went to show that Hideo’s goals
were at best only half of Tyheem’s concerns. In reality, they were
probably the lesser of two or more concurrent goals Tyheem had
sought.
A buzzer went off, interrupting his thoughts. Hideo frowned and
stepped over to his console to see which alert it was. He grinned
broadly when he realized which one it was: Oliver was unattended.
Hideo had tapped into the ship’s systems the same day he stepped
on board. He’d had the security systems tracking every living thing on
board, alien or human. It was important to know where allegiances lied
on the ship.
Through use of internal sensors, he was also able to listen in on
some of what went on in Judas’ room. Hideo found Judas to be
excessively libidinous and hedonistic. While delights of the flesh were
not something he abstained from, Hideo refused to let his mind be
ruled by the pursuit of such things. He wasn’t, however, opposed to
reaping the benefits of listening in on some of Judas’ pillow talk. Of
course, sensors were only so good, and he missed a lot of what was
said behind those closed doors, but some was better than nothing.
By sheer luck, Oliver happened to be unescorted for the first time
since he arrived, and Hideo wasn’t going to waste the opportunity to
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sway the creature toward his way of thinking. Hideo found Oliver
looking at holographs in one of the research facilities. He watched for
a few moments to see what Oliver was examining. After a moment,
Hideo realized that it was a representation of Judas’ anatomy.
“Is that interesting to you?” Hideo asked, pressing a switch he had
hidden on him to kill the internal sensors in the area. They’d record
false data, and no one would ever know this conversation had taken
place.
Oliver turned his head slowly. His face showed a mixture of surprise
and anger. “Yes.”
“I’m surprised you didn’t hear me approaching. I guess you were
rather engrossed in what you were doing.”
“It is interesting, as you said. I was paying close attention.”
“If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were looking for a weakness,
studying an enemy perhaps.”
“I want to know what makes him how he is. He is puzzling to me. He
seems to know more than any other, human or not.”
“I doubt that is true in reality, regardless of how it seems. Some
people know just how to phrase their words so that they always
appear knowledgeable.”
“I don’t think so. Yet even with his wisdom, he asks me to consult
with others to seek my own opinions.”
This took Hideo by surprise. He needed a moment to gather his
thoughts before he could suitably reply. “Oliver, I know you are new to
being a humanoid and speech altogether from what I understand, so
this may come as a surprise to you. You are without guile, and so you
don’t pick up on the subtle things.”
“I see.”
“Let me put it to you this way. Humans often tell each other things
because they know someone will not check on what they have said to
determine its validity. For instance, if I wanted you to not check for
yourself what I was telling you, I might tell you to check for yourself.
You will in turn be so moved by my humility that you will take my words
as truth because they do seem to be correct. You might feel that to
disagree or check up on me would be disloyal or impolite.” Hideo
explained.
Oliver frowned. “That is strange. That actually works? If I tell
someone to do something in the right manner, they won’t do it, and
this might have been my goal all along?”
“Yes. It works the opposite way too. I might tell you not to do
something, and this will just fuel your curiosity, and you will do
contrary to what I have requested. That you would actually do what I
asked you not to would, of course, be my actual goal though. This
works quite well in fact, so well that you might actually do something
you wouldn’t normally do just because I’d planted the seed to not do
something in you.”
“Curious. I don’t understand the need for duplicity though.”
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“That’s because you’re innocent. Innocence is blind. You don’t see
that other people may try to use you.”
“But Judas said that he spared me so I could grow a body in order
that I might experience humanity and change in my ways. What I was
doing before I had a body was wrong.”
Hideo chuckled and sighed. “So he would have you believe. What if
he wasn’t actually strong enough to defeat and destroy you? What if
all he really did was make you think he had won? It’s what we call a
bluff. You make someone give up because they think they’ve lost,
when in fact they might have won if they just continued to fight.”
“Why would he do that though? I’m quite sure he could have
defeated me.”
“Who can judge another man’s reasons? I’m sure he has some use
for you. After you’ve decided that he’s a great and honest man and
you’ve learned everything he wants you to, you’ll be willing to do what
he wants you to do. This is another thing that you must learn:
information can be skewed to make the untrue seem true.”
“So Judas has lied to me?”
“Like I said, I cannot know his reasons. Do you see how they don’t
encourage me to speak to you though?”
“They don’t?”
“Look how everyone helps you, but I am not allowed to. They fear
that I might tell you these very things that I tell you now. I had to come
down here in secret.”
“I see.”
“I hope that you do. Now I must go before they catch me speaking
with you. They will be angry that I have offered you the other side of
the story.”
“I will think upon these things.”
“See that you do, but say nothing of our conversation to the others.
Just consider what I have said when they censor what they offer you.
You aren’t always getting the whole story; I can guarantee that.”
Oliver watched him leave quietly. Hideo was laughing inside as he
flipped the security systems off the dummy feed. The seeds for
betrayal were planted. Now all he had to do was water them, and
these two problems might take care of themselves.

[Day 030] 09:44
On the Coronado, long range scans detected incoming vessels - a lot
of them. The acting commander of the Coronado, temporarily in
charge with Tyheem relieved of duty, relayed their sensor telemetry to
the Niyuto. From there, the information was relayed to Hideo on an
encrypted signal. Being that the signal was being sent not only
encrypted from the Coronado, but doubly encrypted after the relay
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from the Niyuto, it was nearly impossible to decode it without the
specific decryption keys. The Congress of Science and Research had
the best encryption around.
Hideo was in the middle of answering messages and assigning
duties back on the Combine vessels that were waiting not far from the
Coronado when the urgent feed came in. He watched the telemetry
data as it showed the progress of the Taokomi vessels. There was no
mistake, it was them. There was no one else that could gather this
kind of force on such notice, let alone know where the Overspace
Entity was.
Hideo smiled grimly, knowing that this would complicate things. At
least he had expected it; expected problems were so much easier to
deal with than the unexpected. Unfortunately, Judas would figure out
now that he and the three ships sitting nearby had nothing to do with
Taokomi Industries. Quite the contrary really, since they were
competitors. Even foolish Tyheem thought he was working for
Taokomi, but it had been Gailen agents posed as Taokomi brokers
that had bought him out. Of course, it hadn’t hurt to mislead the man.
There was more deniability in doing things that way.
Gailen Interstellar could not afford to have the upstart Taokomi
Industries have control of this new technology. Faster than light travel
would break Gailen Interstellar’s stranglehold on intersystem travel.
For decades, even centuries, they had allowed Taokomi to bother with
all the travel inside the Sol system, but everything outside that was the
domain of Gailen Interstellar, and this new technology threatened
everything.
Still, Hideo couldn’t help but hate Taokomi for their poor timing. He
had finally planted the seeds of betrayal in the Overspace Entity,
which might finally end this silly impasse that they had been at for a
while now, and then they had to show up. Their arrival would shift the
balance of power, and it would not likely be in Hideo and Gailen
Interstellar’s favor.
As always, Hideo would have to play things safe. Too many spies
and operatives had died to get to this point, and even an impossibly
large corporation like Gailen couldn’t afford to lose too much talent if
there was no payoff. Interstellar travel just didn’t draw the brilliant and
talented minds like the Congress or more research-based Combines
like Taokomi could.
Even at less-than-light speeds, Hideo had a very short time to
consider his alternatives before he had to act. In the end, he chose the
only thing he could think of that would give him a temporary reprieve.
Hideo had never been in the Captain’s quarters, but he wasn’t
hesitant to enter when Helen Miranov, Captain of the Whaler,
admitted him. He looked around briefly, noting the woman’s simple
tastes and orderly living area. He stepped over in front of the
representation of a crab nebula that dominated most of one wall,
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clasped his hands behind him, and admired its beauty. It was really
the only decoration in the room, but its vibrant reds and blues drew the
eye in such a way that anything else would have just paled in
comparison.
“It’s beautiful. The universe is quite possibly the greatest artist that
ever lived, just by existing as it is.” Hideo commented.
Helen, who was a bit put off by his presence, relaxed partially and
stepped over beside him to view the image for what must have been
the thousandth time or more. “I sometimes forget it’s here. I’m just
used to it.”
“Don’t we all? After all, the easiest way to forget something is to have
it in plain sight in front of us, and not out of sight like many people
believe.”
“That’s not dissimilar from the old adage about keeping your friends
close, and your enemies closer.” Helen replied.
Hideo turned to her, smiling the smile of someone who appreciates
the person speaking with him. “We think alike then, Captain.”
“That surprises you? Aren’t we both commanders in a way, even if I
command less people than you?”
“The more people you’re responsible for, the less you like it. Anyone
who says otherwise is not to be trusted. Still, I am pleased to see that
you are a kindred soul in some aspects at least.”
“I assume it’s those aspects of similarity that we do not share that
you are here for then?”
“In part.”
“Spill it then.” Helen ordered, taking a seat at the small table in the
center of the room.
“I have just received an urgent message from my… colleagues.”
Hideo began, and seeing her offer the chair across from her, he took it
before continuing. “There is a fleet of Taokomi Industries vessels on
its way here. It will be here within the day.”
“Why is that a problem? They’re your friends. I’d think you’d like to
keep their arrival secret, since they are backup. Right?” She asked.
Then, seeing his overly-serious expression, she realized he was not
going to pressure her to surrender Judas and the others. “Oh. I see.”
“Yes. I’m glad that you do.”
“What do you expect me to do? I had thought you were going to tell
me to give up, since your friends would tip the scales in your favor.“
“I thought you might, and I’m not sure what you can do to be honest.
Still, I wanted you to know ahead of time.”
“Is that it then?”
“I would also appreciate the same level of protection you have
extended to Judas and his women.”
“I’d like to say yes, just out of common decency, but you must realize
that you haven’t exactly been on ‘our side’ up until this point. In fact, I
can’t even guarantee that if I did happen to say yes, that Judas would
agree to it.”
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“I see.”
“And what about your ships then? Surely you can board them and
escape?”
“That option has crossed my mind, but my duty is here. It would be
dishonorable to leave now, since it would surrender any interest we
have in what happens here to Taokomi Industries.”
“Who do you work for then?”
“Gailen Interstellar.”
Helen cracked a grin. “I think I understand then. All this fits now. You
and Gailen hope to keep this new technology, that could ruin your
monopoly, out of the hands of Taokomi’s developers.”
Hideo inclined his head in admission. “You see to the root of the
situation. It is an admirable trait, and one sadly rare in women these
days. I might have underestimated you.”
“I have family in nearly all the Combines as well as the Congress. I
know what’s going on in most of them, at least in part. That’s
unimportant though. What is important is the fact that you have our
families under surveillance. You were using that as clout to get us to
do what you wanted.”
“I would, of course, in appreciation for your protection at this
important juncture, have any threats to your families neutralized. It’s
only right.”
“Very generous of you.” Helen said dryly.
“Do we have a deal? I’m sure Judas would accommodate your
request. He is rather concerned about you and the welfare of your
crew.”
“If he doesn’t say no, we have a deal. I think you’re right though,
about him wanting to protect our families. My concern though, is that
you might just lie to us and say you’ve withdrawn the threat to our
families.”
“What would convince you then?”
“The command codes for your vessels.”
Hide smiled and handed her a datapad with the requested
information. “I had anticipated such a request. What will you do with
them?”
“I will make those three ships aid in defense of the Coronado and the
Whaler. They will be used as Judas deems necessary should he be
unable to defend all of us at once.”
“You drive a hard bargain.”
Helen grinned at him. “I have to. After all, look how many people I
have
under
my
protection
now.”
“I will inform the crews of the Niyuto and her support vessels
immediately.” Hideo said, rising from his seat.
“See that you do.”
She watched him let himself out, and sighed deeply in relief.
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[Day 030] 11:36
Judas crossed his arms in front of him, frowned, and let out a slow
sigh. In the last hour, he had been informed that Hideo was now under
the protection of the Whaler, and therefore him. With it came the
responsibility to protect the Niyuto and her two support vessels, as
well as the Coronado.
From the observation deck, Judas could see the three Gailen
Interstellar vessels arrayed in a defensive arc in front of the Coronado
and the Whaler. Beyond them were approximately two dozen vessels
that at that distance looked like little more than steely glints of alloyed
metals and Plasteel. Despite their current distance and misgiving size,
they were still deadly. In moments they could be upon the five vessels
that were arranged in opposition, strafing them with powerful beam
weapons and torpedoes.
Even as fast as slipstreams could be, they took time to generate and
solidify, especially when you had to surround an entire ship with them.
Judas had doubts about his ability to protect much more than the
Whaler, but then there was always the possibility of leaving one of his
wives on each of the vessels to generate a field to protect that specific
ship. Had he actually trusted the crews of the other ships, he might
have considered that option for more than a passing moment. As it
was though, he suspected that Hideo’s men would gladly seize any if
not all of his wives either instead of him or as bargaining chips to get
him to surrender himself.
For that matter, Judas was having doubts as to whether Hideo truly
worked for Gailen Interstellar. It certainly wasn’t an impossibility that
this was all a ploy to gain their confidences and trust so that they could
be betrayed more easily. There was something inherently
unscrupulous about Hideo, and not even this little show of
helplessness was going to convince Judas otherwise.
The Captain showed up with Hideo in tow. She carried with her a
remote station that would allow her to communicate with all the ships
in their little fleet, as well as issue orders for the five vessels. With the
push of a few buttons, she could command the five vessels, and for
what it did, the console station was rather unassuming. It might have
just as well been a piece of portable medical equipment.
Seeing Hideo following Helen like an obedient puppy furthered
Judas’ annoyance with the man. The idea that he could become
obsequious overnight was too much to take, but Judas choked back
any flippant remarks that came to mind for the sake of cooperation.
“Have they contacted us yet?” Judas asked in a calm and even tone
that was not at all what he was actually feeling like.
Helen nodded. “Yes. They gave us fifteen minutes to gather our
leaders to speak with theirs.”
“Hence the console.” Hideo chimed in.
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Judas regarded Hideo coldly before turning back to Helen. “Fifteen
minutes, eh? That’s hardly generous. They mean business.”
“I think it’s so we have no time to come up with a plan to defend
ourselves, should it come to that.” Helen replied.
“Had they given us longer, it would have also given them time to set
up an attack strategy. That means they expect us to surrender or that
they already have a plan.” Judas pointed out.
“I don’t think they’ll want to fight. Any loss of ships would incur costs
that they would rather avoid. They won’t hesitate to fight once it
becomes clear that they will not get their way though.” Hideo opined.
Judas frowned and cast another gaze out the observation window.
“Do you know how much this has cost them up until this point? You
seem to be better informed than the rest of us, so why don’t you share
what you know?”
Hideo smiled. “A lot. Lets just say that when the Entity broke out, it
destroyed quite a few ships and they apparently overloaded and fried
half the power grid on Mercury in their attacks against it. And, if that
wasn’t bad enough, they’ve had to pay out significant sums to families
who lost loved ones when the Entity went on an eating spree on its
way out here.”
“So they hope to keep people quiet with money?” Judas wondered
aloud.
“That seems to be the plan, and it’s one that has worked many times
before in history. I have my doubts as to whether it will work this time.”
“As do I. Everyone here already knows too much.”
Helen looked incredulously at the two of them. “They can’t seriously
think to destroy us. The Coronado is the flagship of the Congress of
Science and Research. There’s no way that could be lost without a
serious disturbance being made.”
Judas and Hideo both gave her looks that were far from reassuring.
“Even the lives on that ship are of small importance when compared
to what this technology may mean for humanity. Years will be cut of
transport times, and the human colonies will again come under the
solid rule of Earth and the solar system that mothered humanity. The
control over that technology is something that even the head
members of the Congress of Science and Research would be willing
to sell out their own for. When it comes down to it, we’re all just pieces
on the game board as far as they are concerned.” Hideo explained.
Hideo let his words sink in before continuing. “Fortunes and alliances
will be made and broken over the next few days or weeks. When all is
said or done, space travel may have changed forever, or much will be
lost by those who tried to make this happen, namely Taokomi
Industries, Gailen Interstellar, and the Congress of Science and
Research.”
“Days and weeks might be an exaggeration. Things could quite
possibly happen in the next few minutes that forever change
humanity.” Judas commented.
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As if to accent his point, the console beeped with an alert for an
incoming transmission. Helen’s hands jerked, startled by the noise.
She grinned nervously at the two men beside her, and opened the
channel.
“This is Akio Taokomi speaking.” The voice was strong, resolute, and
masculine. “I will be brief. You have something of ours, and I expect it
to be returned immediately. There will be no negotiations. Should you
fail to produce the Overspace project within the hour, we will attack
and take it by force.”
“We don’t have it. It died a couple days away from here. Surely you
followed it there and found its body?” Judas asked.
“We found that discarded husk, and we know it came here in a
humanoid form. You will surrender this humanoid form of the
Overspace project to us.” Akio replied.
Helen shot Hideo a look of accusation. He shrugged and put on a
look of innocence.
“Do you know who I am?” Judas asked.
There was a brief pause on the other end. Judas looked at Helen and
Hideo while he waited for the response. Both looked nervous, and
rightfully so.
“You are Judas Elliot, or a being that claims to be him. Being that
there can be nothing gained from such a claim, I have no choice but to
believe that you are indeed him. Your abilities and wishes aside, the
Overspace project is our property, and must be returned.”
“If you know who I am, you must realize I don’t deal well with human
threats.”
“We have no need to cross paths, Judas. You and your wives may
live in peace among humanity or go your own separate ways, but the
Overspace project must be returned to us.”
“I see. So you expect us to tell this ‘creature,’ as I’m sure you’d call it,
with a free will, that it has to go back with you and submit to
experiments and what could probably easily be defined as torture and
a possible lobotomy?”
“I don’t care how you justify it to yourself. Just return it. You have one
hour from this moment to return it. If you have not, we will attack.”
The transmission ended abruptly, cutting off Judas before he could
reply.
Judas looked at the two worried faces before him and frowned,
saying, “This might get messy.”

[Day 030] 12:32
Helen paced back and forth in front of the assembled crew of the
Whaler. She paused long enough to glance at Hideo, who was
corresponding with his contacts on board the other four ships, relaying
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orders for them to stay ready, and then she looked over at Judas, who
was calmly discussing things with his wives and Marie. Then there
were the others: Karif and Dr. Martelli. They had no expertise in
matters of battle, so they quietly awaited orders, offering opinions on
the rare occasion they knew something that might be of use. The last
person in the room was Oliver. He stood quietly as well, but he was
busy absorbing everything that occurred in a manner than Helen
found very mechanical and creepy.
“We’re almost out of time.” She announced.
“I’m aware of that.” Judas replied.
“So what are we doing? We can’t hold out against that fleet can we?”
“I think we can, but we might lose a ship or two before we can get
everything under a protective shield.”
“A ship or two? That’s hardly acceptable.” Helen said, her mouth
twisting as if she were chewing something sour.
“Not even if they lose all of theirs?” Judas asked.
“It’s possible they’re bluffing, but I’m not betting on it.” Hideo
commented, looking up from his console.
“I think we should all pile out of this ship then,” Judas said, indicating
himself and his wives, “and then we’ll start initiating a shield
immediately.”
“The hour isn’t up yet though. We have a few minutes.” Marie said
quietly.
Judas snorted. “Do you really think they’re going to give us the entire
time? Besides, if we make the first move, they’ll have to react to us
instead of us to them, which will give us a head start on the defenses.
If we wait for them to move, they’ll certainly strike before we can put up
adequate defenses.”
Helen sighed and rubbed her temples as she thought about what
was to come. “I guess that’s our only choice then. I worry though, that
they have come prepared to deal with slipstreams defenses and
attacks.”
“We’ll deal with that hurdle when it presents itself.”
“Perhaps I’m being cold, but is it really worth surrendering a number
of human lives for one life? Oliver, unique though he might be, is only
one person. One for many just doesn’t make sense. Surely he can
take care of himself?” SAIRA remarked.
Everyone looked at her, and she could tell that many of them had the
same thoughts as her, but no one seemed willing to agree with her out
loud.
Judas took a deep breath before answering SAIRA. “I’d do the same
for any of you. It’s not so much the numbers in this case. It’s just not
that simple. Oliver has within him something that can be used for great
good or great evil. What we’re standing for here is a chance to keep
this technology and power out of the hands of a group of people that
have no qualms about killing to have it. These are the kind of people
that can do great evil with it.”
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“I agree.” Hideo said, nodding.
“This goes beyond your petty desires, Hideo.” Judas rebuked. “I
don’t think Gailen Industries is worthy of such a technology either. For
now though, you are simply the lesser of two evils, so we have agreed
to help and protect you.”
“Do I have a say in this?” Oliver asked, interrupting a stare-down
between the two men.
“Of course.” Helen replied, reassuming her role as Captain and
therefore the mediator.
“What do you want to do, Oliver?” Judas asked, his eyes still on
Hideo.
He hesitated before answering. “I’m not sure. I’m not sure that I want
to see many of you die for my freedom. I also don’t want to go back to
one of their cages.”
“That’s why we’re not attacking them until they attack us. We will
simply try to defend ourselves, and minimize losses on our side.”
Cahlaim explained.
“I will have to see then. If you cannot adequately defend us, I will
consider giving myself to them to protect you all.”
“If that is your wish.” Judas replied neutrally.
“It seems… right. I can think of no other way to explain it.”
“Then it’s settled.” Judas said, standing.
Erika, SAIRA, Maylen, and Cahlaim all stood as one and moved to
his side, waiting for him to leave. Marie stood as well, wanting to see
him off.
“Good luck. We will do what we can from here.” Helen said, a bit of
her nervousness slipping into her voice.
“That’s all we can ask.” Judas replied, turning to leave.
When the door closed, Helen turned to face the few of them that
remained in the room and said, “We’ve got work to do.”
Marie’s goodbye was short, but sweet. She had much she wanted to
say, but couldn’t find the words to express the depth of things she felt
about him and about what he was about to do, so she simply held
tightly to him and pressed her lips to his. As she left go, she whispered
what seemed like trivial good luck wishes to her, but he smiled at her
none-the-less and told her he loved her.
After promising to keep her safe and to return, he and his four wives
entered an airlock, where they each formed a slipstream shell around
themselves, and then the airlock was depressurized. The five of them
slid out into the inky blackness of space when the airlock opened, and
then they were off.
There were five of them, and they each had an assignment. Erika
was to guard the Whaler, since she was deemed the strongest of
them, expect maybe for Judas. Cahlaim and Maylen would work
together to defend the Coronado, which was by far the greatest ship in
terms of size and mass. SAIRA and Judas would work on defending
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the Niyuto and her two spade-shaped support vessels that would be
used to engage the enemy. If all went according to plan, Judas and
SAIRA would be the target of most of the weapon’s fire, which would
give the others time to slip away with the Coronado and the Whaler if
need be. Once they escaped, there would be no catching them.
If they hadn’t been detected initially upon their departure from the
Whaler, Judas knew they were certainly detected when each of the
three teams began to surround their selected vessels with slipstream
shells large enough to enclose them.
Judas had just finished the forward arc of defense around the Niyuto
when the first group of eight enemy warships surged forward, lit up
with charging weapons. He left it to Captain Miranov and Hideo to
negotiate their way through any difficulties, although he fully expected
any attempts at negotiation to fail. This would be a firefight before it
was over.
Abruptly, the eight lead vessels scattered, putting enough distance
between each other that Judas would be hard pressed to take out
more than two with any single attack he could muster. Then a second
group of eight started in after them, swinging out in a flanking motion,
while the last group of eight sat in wait. Very quickly, the distant
specks of lights became a lot larger. The largest of the lead ships was
nearly a third the size of the Coronado, which was a rather mammoth
vessel in itself.
As fast as everything happened, the minutes seemed like hours, and
the seconds like minutes. Judas gritted his teeth and waited
expectantly for the first weapons to fire. The Niyuto and the two ships
he and SAIRA were defending from their man-sized, egg-shaped
slipstream shells within larger ship-sized slipstream shells moved out
to meet the first eight ships.
A white hot lance of energy speared out, striking the forward arc of
the half-finished shell that had been formed around the three ships.
Space within the shell shuddered and the ships were buffeted around
turbulently. Judas redoubled his efforts to complete the shell, but
torpedoes sailed in, striking the weakened shield, exploding in
blossoms of bruise-colored explosions as they came in contact with
the slipstream material.
SAIRA: “They’re not giving us much time to work here.”
Judas (amused but worried): “Did you really expect this to be easy?”
SAIRA: “A girl can hope, right?”
Judas: “Yup. How about you others though? Doing alright?”
Cahlaim: “Nearly done here, boss. Buy us some more time though.”
Erika: “Finishing as we speak.”
Two ships converged on the trio of vessels at once, delivering
another payload of torpedoes as well as more strikes from beam
weapons that played across the amber shield that defended them.
Judas abruptly altered the shape of the shell, lashing out with a tendril
of it that sliced through the nearer of the two vessels. Shipwide
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systems fluctuated as the extra-dimensional material fried circuits,
mutated organic beings and ship components, and overloaded the
engines.
At the same time, SAIRA opened a hole in the shell to let the Niyuto
strike the damaged enemy ship. The Niyuto’s own rather impressive
weaponry punched holes through the ship, perforating and
depressurizing the hull. It tumbled past in a state of wreckage as it tore
itself apart from stress and torque that its stressed hull could no longer
withstand.
Then, like a bowling ball charging through pins, the three ships
hurtled past the attackers, toward the last eight ships. The remaining
six of the advance group shifted to follow, hoping to crush them
between two fronts, but the flanking group continued toward the
Coronado.
SAIRA: “I’ll get those ones.”
Judas: “Good luck.”
At the speed of thought, SAIRA transmitted her new orders to Helen,
who punched in the command codes back on the Whaler. As soon as
the two smaller ships began to split off from the Niyuto, SAIRA went
with them, and the shell that had surrounded the three ships split.
Judas smiled to himself, imagining that the shell splitting probably
looked something like cellular mitosis from the outside. He had his
work cut out for him though, so he gave it no more thought, working
instead on reinforcing his shield to absorb the impacts of still more
torpedoes.
He quickly shunted to the side, moving in a way that no regular
human ship could ever hope to without having stress pull the ship
apart. Two vessels quickly found themselves disabled and in a state of
ruin. Emergency pods began firing off, and a few struck the Niyuto’s
protective shell, likely killing them at the speed of the impact.
In the back of his mind, he could feel his wives working to maintain
their shields, and in SAIRA’s case, attacking the enemy. He paid little
attention to them though, working his way toward what looked to be
Akio Taokomi’s flagship. It was the largest, and the most modern
looking. It was at the center of a diamond formation just ahead.
SAIRA (confused): “Something’s wrong.”
Judas: “What is it?”
SAIRA: “I couldn’t damage this vessel. It’s resistant to slipstream
attacks.”
Judas: “Get out of there then. Clear away from that one.”
A shudder of pain ran through his consciousness, echoing through
his mind and the minds of his other wives. He looked back to see
SAIRA’s slipstream shell failing, and one of the two ships she
protected explode.
Judas (worried): “I can’t get there. Help her.”
Maylen: “She’s alright. For now. We’ve got her.”
Judas turned his attention back ahead, to where the diamond
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formation of vessels waited for him. Their patience took on a new
meaning to him: a trap. He immediately began to turn, and that saved
the Niyuto. Through some form of linked ship attack, the ships
concentrated a heavy beam his way, slicing through the aft portion of
his shield, dissolving it. Had he not moved, it would have struck the
Niyuto dead on.
As it was, the blow was enough to make it hard for him to hold the
shield together. It barely held as he plowed past one of the Taokomi
Industries vessels, smashing the bridge and forward weapons arrays.
That ship blossomed into a fiery eruption of death right after he
passed. Wreckage sprayed out in a wide pattern around the core of
the destroyed ship.
Judas: “This is not good. I don’t know what that weapon is.”
SAIRA (in pain): “I think I tasted a lesser form of that. We’ve disabled
the ship back here that had that weapon though.”
Maylen: “Yeah, it seems the Congress has a few nasty surprises of
their own on this hulk.”
Twice more he avoided the giant beam weapon, and each time he
struck back at the exposed ships that were not part of the formation.
He barely had time to open the Niyuto’s shell to allow it to help out,
and it was becoming clear to him that he couldn’t protect it and go on a
full offensive anymore. He knew he was going to have to hand off the
Niyuto to one of his wives so he would be unfettered in his attacks.
It didn’t occur to him that the fourth attack from the giant beam
weapon from the linked ships might not be aimed at him, so it came as
a surprise when the weapon missed him by such a wide margin. Then
he noticed it slicing through space to reach the Whaler. Erika had
been paying attention to the fighting though, so she began moving the
ship, but it wouldn’t be fast enough. Seeing no alternative, Judas
moved the Niyuto to interpose itself between Aoki Taokomi’s flagship
and the Whaler. He didn’t want to sacrifice their lives, but he could
come up with no other solution.
As the beam began to pierce Erika’s shield, The Niyuto slid right in its
path, taking the brunt of the blast. Judas felt his slipstream shell begin
to melt away immediately, even though he’d tried to reinforce it. He
remembered what Zane and his allies had done to him back on
Keymra when they’d stripped him of nearly every iota of slipstream
and executed him, but even the strategies he’d used against that
weapon were of little help.
The Niyuto’s hull began to melt and its systems overloaded. When
Judas judged that the Whaler was out of the way, he dragged the
shreds of his failing slipstream shell and the tattered remains of the
Niyuto out of the fading beam. Judas sighed in relief, glad that he had
not completely lost the ship. Had they been able to keep the beam on
longer, they’d have destroyed the ship entirely, instead of just
maiming it like they had.
As he limped back toward the Whaler to leave the Niyuto in Erika’s
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care, he noticed that Cahlaim and Maylen were still fending off a few
last couple vessels with the help of SAIRA. Erika had put some
distance between the Whaler and the Taokomi vessels, and a few
ships still harried Judas’ flank as he tried to get beyond the functional
range of the beam weapon. They fired one more half-hearted shot
across his bow as he retreated, and then began to move up.
Judas: “I think we might have to turn tail and run this time.”
Erika: “I’m inclined to agree.”
Oliver: “No. I’ll go to them. You can stop fighting. Signal them.”
Judas said nothing for a moment, surprised as much by the fact that
Oliver had tapped into their conversation as he was by Oliver’s
surrender.
Judas: “Oliver, tell Helen… Tell the Captain. I’ll make sure she knows
I agree.”
Judas couldn’t help but feel partially relieved that the fight was over.
It bothered him that so many lives had been lost if they were just going
to surrender Oliver anyway. A worrying thought crossed Judas’ mind
as he finally reached the Whaler: maybe Oliver wanted to see the
limitations of his enemies.

[Day 030] 23:09
Oliver had watched with his eyes and his senses while Judas and the
others battled the humans. As he had expected, Judas survived. He
was a durable competitor and a survivor as well, both which happened
to be handy traits with as much trouble that seemed to find Judas.
It had always been Oliver’s plan to surrender, unless Judas had
managed to destroy all their vessels. There were many reasons why
the he had wanted to see Judas do battle with the humans, some of
which Oliver didn’t even realize yet. Somehow though, he had
instinctively needed to see Judas fight. He reflected on those reasons
he did know while he was being transferred to the Sapporo, which was
Aoki Taokomi’s flagship.
Apparently the name had some significance that reflected the
Taokomi Industries chief’s origins on Earth, but the name was little
more than a name to Oliver. He didn’t understand the need to denote
things with nostalgic things like names when simple labels would
suffice. Yet humans seemed to like to find ‘fitting’ names for things,
although none of them could ever agree on what actually was fitting.
As far as the reasons he did realize, foremost among them was
wanting someone else to face the wrath of his human creators. This
was part fear, because he remembered very vividly the pain he’d been
caused when he escaped from his cage in Mercury’s orbit. That was
one of the disadvantages of a short life with a great memory. Oliver
had also wanted to see how Judas, who had defeated him and the
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humans on a few occasions according to Erika, would handle the
dangerous humans with their dangerous weapons.
Oliver did a slow turn, taking in his surroundings for the third time
since he’d willingly allowed himself to be put back in a cage. A dozen
soldiers stood just outside the clear Plasteel walls, which were
surrounded by two or three fields that gave off a buzzing noise that
made his skin crawl and his head hurt.
One of the soldiers frowned, told him to stand still, and touched the
baton he held to the outside of the cage. Pain seared through Oliver’s
nerves, causing his eyes to water, his throat to seize up, and his head
to throb. It was only a brief touch of the baton to the outside of the
cage, and he knew it could have been longer.
Despite his decision to go through with this, it had been a trial to
subject himself to a cage once more, and it seemed worse this time
because he had eyes and other organs to truly sense his confinement.
Or maybe it was because he had tasted freedom only to have it
revoked; he wasn’t sure. The ride would be short at least, Oliver
thought, shivering once again at the perception of confinement - and it
was just the perception of confinement.
That had been another reason Oliver had wanted to see Judas fight
the humans. He had known they would bring their terrible weapons
with him, and he knew if he saw Judas fight them, he would be able to
find a way to cope with them, even if Judas had not. He had more
experience in the matter than Judas did, but even Judas had
managed to keep the Niyuto together even though he’d caught the
weapon’s blast full on. It brought a slight smile to his face as he
considered that Judas had only been touched by the weapon once
before then, yet he’d been able to shift his slipstream shell around
enough to survive the second blast.
This just went to show that he had not made a mistake in submitting
to Judas’ will and coming to be trained by him. Granted, there was little
else out there that offered any promise of power or knowledge as an
alternative, but he could have fled the solar system and went to one of
the other stars.
Oliver blinked in wonderment. He hadn’t thought of fleeing when he’d
been defeated. The concept of running from what he wanted was so
foreign to him that he hadn’t been able to comprehend it until now,
when it was too late. Yet he’d fled from Mercury, which offered him
little other than more pain.
This thought seemed startling like the concept of deceit that Hideo
had introduced to him. Telling someone you’ll do something, and then
doing the opposite… it was a wonderful idea. In fact, it’d work better
than what he’d been planning.
Oliver’s original plan had been to board the Sapporo, and then
simply discharge enough power from within the ship to destroy it.
Aoki’s flagship seemed to be the key to the linked-ships beam
weapon, so it seemed easy enough to disable the whole human fleet’s
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offense by simply destroying the key to their weapon.
Now though, a number of new avenues opened up to Oliver,
strategies he’d never considered before because he simply hadn’t
thought of them. Conceiving them had been beyond him - until now.
He just hadn’t had the information that he had now.
He smiled, and struggled to keep from laughing. Laughter was one of
the things he liked best about being human, or a humanoid as they
called him. Humans loved to make distinctions, he thought to himself.
As the last leg of his flight aboard the small shuttle ended and they
maneuvered to dock, Oliver considered his alternatives and followed
each of them down the branching possibilities, back-tracking when he
foresaw that things would not work out to his advantage.
By the time the shuttle completed its docking procedures, he’d
already decided what to do.
Inside the Sapporo, the shuttle bay repressurized with a hissing
noise that Oliver could hear even through the shuttle’s hull. Around his
cage, the soldiers shifted uneasily. They were nervous he realized.
He, on the other hand, was giddy with the anticipation of the fruits of
his plans.
Eventually, the shuttle’s hatch opened, and the soldiers unlatched
the mooring hooks that held the sled that his cage sat on in place.
Then one of them preceded the lot of them out, walking with a small
remote in his hand which controlled the sled’s motors. The sled
lurched down after the soldier, while the eleven others filed alongside
the sled with wicked looking batons in their hands.
Oliver imagined that they operated on the same principles as the
ship’s beam weapon did. That was fine; he knew how to deal with that.
He kept his eyes on the one that had used his baton on the cage,
careful not to let the man notice that he was watching him. It was hard
not to smile. The fool didn’t even know that he’d given him another
taste of their weapons, which only made it that much easier to adjust
his body to them and become resistant to the attack.
Oliver blinked at the bright lights that bathed the shuttle bay in
copious swathes of fluorescent white. It was a startling contrast to the
dim lights of the shuttle, which had just been barely enough to make
out the faces around him as he’d stood quietly in his cage.
Three dozen soldiers with a mix of the pain batons and some sort of
rifle, which likely operated on the same or a similar principle, at least
as Oliver saw it, stood in neat ranks to either side of the shuttle’s rear.
Another dozen stood in groups of six to either side of a man in an inky
blue uniform that was so dark that it looked nearly black.
He was Aoki, that much was clear. Oliver was surprised to see that
he was not a tall man, and his features seemed different than those
around him. Where most of them men around him had skin the color of
alabaster and dark hair, Aoki had reddish brown hair and skin that was
a raw shade of reddish-brown. His features were heavier as well, with
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a broad nose, wide lips, and a thicker brow.
Oliver knew little of human genetics and cultures, but he assumed
that Aoki was either a mixed breed or from an entirely different cast
than the others. That meant they had something in common, which
was an odd thing to feel for the man who had been sent to kill or
enslave you. Oliver wondered if that would make his deception more
or less believable?
Aoki stepped forward, and his escorts never broke formation as they
accompanied him to stand five paces away from the cage.
“I understand that you can speak.” Aoki commented in a dubious
manner.
“I should be as surprised that a life form as simplistic as you can
speak.”
Aoki stared at him for a moment and then laughed aloud. “Touché.”
“You went to a lot of trouble to retrieve me.” Oliver replied.
“Yes, your unfortunate vacation has cost us quite a lot. We were
rather eager to have you back.”
“I have no say in this?”
“Not particularly. You were grown in our labs after all. Perhaps after
we’ve taken what we want from you, you can be given some measure
of freedom again, but I cannot promise anything.”
“That’s unfortunate. I quite liked the time I spent with Judas.”
“I imagine so. You two are two peas in a pod, as they say.”
“An idiom?”
“Yes. I suppose you don’t understand all of them yet.”
“I simply don’t have the background knowledge to understand them
all yet. That’s something I was hoping you could help me with.”
“Me? I’m hardly the one to grant favors. You don’t realize what its
cost us in manpower, credit, and raw materials to not only make you,
but to cover up your escape, and to recover you.”
“I don’t think your cover up worked very well.”
“I see that. Gailen Interstellar won’t be a thorn in our side much
longer though - not if you help us. Or rather, I should say, if what you
have in you could help us.”
“What if I would be willing to make you tissue samples that would
cooperate with you? Samples you could use to travel faster than light.
That is what you want, right?”
Aoki regarded him cautiously, cooperation being the last thing he’d
expected considering the escape and the following chase this
creature had made them deal with. The men beside him glanced at
each other nervously. Oliver tried to smile reassuringly, but that just
seemed to disturb them more.
“Surely this is something you’d like? Instead of having to force the
tissue to do what you want, what if I could make some that did what
you wanted and it did it when you told it to?”
“What would you want in return?” Aoki asked warily.
“Knowledge.”
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“We have extensive databases. What kind of knowledge do you
seek?”
“All of it, but that would come in time. What I want mostly is
knowledge of human interactions. I need experience.”
“I don’t follow.”
“I don’t suppose you would. Perhaps I could show you?” Oliver
asked, gathering his energy.
“I don’t think-” Aoki began to say, but he stopped when the cage
suddenly burst.
Shards of Plasteel and the sled flew out away from Oliver. Some
struck the soldiers, wounding or killing them. One shard sliced Aoki
across the cheek, though the explosion itself and not the shard threw
him onto his back nearly five meters away from where he had been
standing.
A few soldiers recovered quicker than others, and they threw
themselves at him with their batons. Oliver stabbed each of them with
an extension of Overspace that grew out from his fingers. His
consciousness swept past theirs, absorbing their memories and
experiences before replacing their minds with a puppet copy of his
own being.
As the baton-wielding soldiers squirmed on the floor, being absorbed
into the greater part of him, other soldiers began firing their weapons
at him. They stung, but he’d already adapted to their weapons and
they’d never be able to hurt him again. Occasionally, Oliver paused to
shoot a blast of Overspace out of his hand. It would steal the mind of
whoever it hit and supplant it with his being in mere seconds.
Some of the soldiers found cover behind crates or behind the shuttle,
but they refused to leave their leader behind. Each of these men had
been hand picked for this assignment, and there wasn’t a man or
woman on the Sapporo that wouldn’t die for him if Aoki commanded it.
That was just what was happening. It wasn’t like they could go
anywhere for help either, because most of the crew was present in this
cargo bay, and even the other ships couldn’t help out with a battle
going on inside the ship.
Oliver smiled and stepped down off the wreckage of the sled. Aoki’s
eyes widened in fear and he scrambled to his feet to get away.
“Don’t you see?” Oliver asked. “I’m getting the experiences I need,
and you’re getting the tissue you need.”
“No! That’s not what I wanted.” Aoki shouted back at him. Then he
turned to the remaining soldiers, and yelled, “Why aren’t you killing
him? Just shoot!”
Weapons fire rained in on him and at times it nearly obscured sight of
him, but it was little more than bee stings or light slaps to him now. He
shrugged it off and continued over to Aoki, who had just taken a rifle
from one of the dead soldiers.
“Why don’t they work?”
“You can’t beat me with the same trick twice.” Oliver replied, holding
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out his hand to Aoki.
“What do you want from me? You’ve already killed most of these
men.”
It was true, Oliver realized, looking around the shuttle bay. Only half
a dozen remained now, and they were closing in with their useless
weapons still pointed at him. All they waited for was the order for them
to die, and they’d renew their futile attack.
“Judas is not Underspace. His wife Erika is.”
“What?”
“Erika is the Underspace Entity, like I am the Overspace Entity. Yet I
have no Judas. I have no avatar, warrior, and defender.”
“What does that have to do with me?”
“I’m going to kill the rest of these men, but spare you.” Oliver
announced coldly.
Aoki shook his head, not understanding. “Why?”
“Because I need you to help me like Judas helps Erika. We’ll be
stronger than them, and beat them then. Imagine what we could do
with my power and his.”
“I don’t want to. My men don’t have to die.”
“You don’t have a choice. It will only hurt for a while, and then you’ll
be remade. You’ll be better than before.”
“I’m afraid.” Aoki mumbled.
Oliver killed the other men then, flushing out their minds and
absorbing their memories with more plumes of Overspace. Their
bodies twitched on the ground as his puppet presences asserted
themselves. When he turned back to Aoki, he was on his knees,
sobbing.
Oliver placed his hand on Aoki’s head and poured Overspace into
him, touching each of the many billions of cells with Overspace,
prompting them to remake themselves. Aoki screamed and fell
backward. His body twitched and shook, wracked with spasms as his
body remade itself from the inside out, every cell at once.
Only the strength of Overspace allowed him to survive it.
When Aoki’s transformation was complete, he got shakily to his feet,
and looked around him with his new eyes. At his feet, his old flesh lay
discarded, like a snake’s skin left behind after it molted. Oliver nodded
to him, happy with his work. Then he pointed over to the middle of the
shuttle bay, where the bodies of the puppet soldiers were gathering.
“What are they doing?” Aoki asked. His throat was still raw from the
change.
“Melding.”
“Why?”
“They are more powerful as a whole. When they’ve assembled
together, they’ll infiltrate the ship’s systems. The bioorganic circuitry
will become part of their body.”
“Then what?”

171

Forever Has an End
“Then they will spread to the other ships in the fleet.”
“All of them?” Aoki asked, saddened by the potential loss of lives, but
afraid to refuse.
“Perhaps. Should we spare some?”
“Maybe. There is no need to take more lives than necessary. We will
only engender fear and hatred if we do.”
“I think we may inspire those emotions anyway.”
Aoki couldn’t argue with that. He wasn’t sure what to think of himself
yet.
“I will leave soon. I need to return to the Whaler.”
“What will you do there?”
“I will learn the reasons for Judas’ wives, and I will learn all of his
weaknesses.”
“What should I do?”
“Act normal. You don’t look much different, so play as if nothing had
happened. Close off this bay. Lie to cover up what happened if you
must. You should be good at that.” Oliver said with a laugh.

[Day 031] 10:06
With Aoki supporting his every decision, it didn’t take long for them to
round up a small crew to pilot another shuttle back to the Whaler. Most
of the crew had no idea about what had occurred. The only witnesses
had been the soldiers inside the shuttle bay, and none of them had
escaped Oliver’s fierce attacks.
So Oliver left Aoki in charge, not quite a puppet, yet undoubtedly
under his thumb. The entire ship was undergoing an internal
transformation as the mass of his puppet flesh was infiltrating and
assimilating the bioorganic circuitry. Things were well in hand.
Aoki had talked briefly with Captain Miranov, informing them of
Oliver’s impending return. This had confused her, but Oliver had
suspected it was going to be even more suspicious if he had delivered
the message himself. In fact, he already had a story worked out to
explain the return, since Judas would undoubtedly question him.
The trip back was uneventful, so much so that Oliver was fidgeting
slightly when the shuttle finally docked with the Whaler. Anxiety was
something of a new concept to him, but he recognized it for what it
was, thanks to the memories of the soldiers he’d absorbed. His head
was full of thousands, perhaps millions, of new details of information
about being human.
These new memories prompted him to make changes in his
physique - minor things that he recognized that would make him even
more acceptable and desirable to look at. After all, a large portion of
the human memories and experiences he’d absorbed were about the
process of attracting a mate and propagating the species. Judas
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certainly didn’t seem to dislike mating, seeing how he had five mates.
Yes, the act of procuring a mate was definitely on Oliver’s mind. He
had no idea that worrying about propagating the species was such an
all-consuming activity for humans. That explained their expansive
settlements and great numbers though.
It was frightening how limited each of these humans’ experiences
were. Even with the memories of approximately sixty people in him, he
still wasn’t happy with what he knew. In fact, he suspected that he’d
learned nearly as much from Erika, Karif, and the others in just a few
days as these men had learned in their entire lives. Most of what they
knew seemed similar, with some minor variations and discrepancies
from what the next person knew. It all made him wonder what it would
be like to absorb the memories of someone like Karif or even Erika for
that matter. They surely knew much more than these common
soldiers. Battle drills weren’t exactly useful for someone like him
anyway.
And then they were there, finally. There was a clunk and a grinding
noise as the mooring clamps hooked on, and the umbilical extended
to pressurize the passageway. Oliver elbowed past the soldiers to be
the first man out. They grumbled, but apparently Aoki had impressed
upon them that they should not hassle him in any way. It made him
smile.
Judas and the others were all waiting for him when he climbed up
into the entryway just beyond the airlock. They looked to be a mix of
concerned, surprised, and suspicious.
“What’s this all about?” Helen demanded.
“My return you mean?” Oliver asked, trying to play things low key.
“Of course that. Why did they go to all the bother if they were just
going to send you back?” She asked, shooting the two soldiers that
had accompanied him into the Whaler a dirty look.
“I gave them what they wanted. They had no more need for me after
they had a sample.”
Everyone stared at him. Hideo turned a ghostly shade of white.
Those few words from Oliver had just undermined everything he had
worked for, and everything his men had died for. He had simply given
away without much more than a thought, what so many had struggled
to have.
“You gave them a sample of your tissue?” Judas asked.
“I had to. You’ve all taught me to value my freedom, and it was easier
to just give them what they wanted so I could continue my learning
here.”
Erika frowned, smelling something amiss. “I think you gave them
more than a little. I can feel the energy from over here. How much did
you give them?”
“Enough. They won’t have to bother me again. That’s all I wanted.”
“What you’ve done will unbalance the power structure throughout all
of human space. You’ve ruined thousands of lives, millions. War will
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likely come of this. You’ve just given them the tools to dominate
humanity.” Hideo accused, shaking in anger.
“Then I will even the score by giving a sample to whomever else asks
for it.” Oliver replied. “It’s as simple as that. They can’t control
everything if everyone has the same abilities to move through space,
right?”
“They have years of technological development into this project.
We’d still be behind.” Hideo protested.
Oliver shrugged, feeling the need for that gesture. “Well, they did
make me, didn’t they? Shouldn’t they be ahead in the race then? It
seems only fair that they should profit from a technology they
developed.”
“I don’t think they needed it period, but that’s just me. I have less faith
in humanity than some of the others here.” SAIRA said dryly.
“This is all a mistake. I can’t see it as anything but that.” Hideo
insisted.
Judas gave the man a look, and he quieted. “Oliver, are they leaving
now that they’ve delivered you?”
“No.”
“No?” Helen repeated in confusion. “Why not? They have what they
want.”
“They want to observe my progress. I have agreed to speak with
them from time to time to answer questions about my learning and my
growth as a living being. I saw no harm in it.”
“They just killed a bunch of our allies, and we killed even more of
theirs. They won’t easily forget about that.” Cahlaim said, voicing a
concern that had sat heavy on her mind ever since the conflict ended.
“What’s done is done.” Oliver said dismissively.
Cahlaim shook her head. “No. It’s not that easy. Humans don’t just
wipe the slate clean. They will hold grudges. In fact, they’ll probably try
to seek revenge when they feel the time is right.”
“They would gain little from such an attempt.”
“They might even want to kill me, since I’m not as cooperative as
you. If they see a chance, they probably won’t hesitate to do so.”
Judas replied.
“We’ll have to continue to be vigilant. What else is new? There have
been periodic attempts on your life ever since I met you.” Maylen
commented, grinning toothily.
“I guess there is no hope of returning to the comet field anytime
soon.” Karif announced sadly.
“Maybe not, but that doesn’t mean I’m having enemy soldiers on my
ship.” Helen said, glaring at the two soldiers who still stood by quietly.
“You two can leave now. You’ve delivered your cargo. Make sure you
tell Aoki to keep to himself. If we see any signs of aggression, there
will be hell to pay.”
“I will relay your message, Captain.” The left of the pair said firmly.
“Just remember who lost more ships and men, despite the surrender.
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We were on the verge of leaving you behind when Oliver volunteered
to give himself up for the sake of peace.” Maylen growled at them as
they turned to leave.
They left them, leaving the group of them standing there staring at
each other. They all had so much to say, and no one really wanted to
be the one to start.

[Day 032] 05:37
Hideo had to wait nearly an entire day after Oliver’s return before he
had a chance to speak with him alone again. It was a nerve-wracking
day, waiting all through the night for a chance to speak with Oliver,
who was less susceptible to weariness than Hideo. More than once
during the depths of the night, Hideo cursed Oliver’s lack of a need for
sleep. He spent hours brooding in his quarters, pausing only to get
coffee or other stimulant-laden beverages from the galley. There was
even an hour or two in the early morning where he sat and watched
the stars from the observation deck, but he left when Judas and
Maylen happened in.
It came as a surprise to Hideo when Oliver wandered out alone into
one of the laboratories toward the aft of the vessel, one that wasn’t
being used currently. His curiosity was second only to his need to
speak with him, so he wasted no time in getting down there.
Frowning as he went, he entered the dim corridor that led to the
laboratory, which was similarly lit. Only the cool blue light of the
auxiliary lights illuminated the room, but it was more than enough to
make out Oliver, who stood there as if waiting for him. Hideo inhaled
sharply, startled by Oliver’s near-silhouette, which looked a lot more
menacing in half-light.
“I’ve been waiting.” Oliver said boredly.
Hideo frowned and turned off the internal sensors around the area
with a press of a button on the device up his sleeve. “Oh? I came as
soon as I noticed you were alone. I wanted to speak with you about
what you’ve done.”
“I wished to speak to you as well.”
“I see. That is unexpected. I feared that everything I’d said to you had
fallen on deaf ears.”
“On the contrary, I think what you said has benefited me greatly.”
“Then why did you betray me and my cause by giving your power to
the enemy? You undid everything I worked for.” Hideo protested.
“You misunderstand.”
“Do I? You seem to have let dozens of my men die, just so you could
turn yourself over to them and give them what they wanted. That’s
pretty bad from my point of view.”
“That’s because you’re uninformed. If you knew what I knew, you’d
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know that I infused Aoki Taokomi with my Overspace essence, and
he’s under my thrall now.”
“He is?” Hideo looked at Oliver incredulously.
“Yes. He’s my avatar. He is to me, what Judas is to Erika. She is the
heart of Underspace, as I am the heart of Overspace. We are two
sides of the same coin.”
“I see. I had always seen Judas as the head of their group.”
“The spokesman, not the head. Erika is the true holder of the power
of Underspace.”
“I see. How’d you come to this conclusion though?”
“If you had my senses, you’d be able to tell. The way the power swirls
around those two is unique. SAIRA, Cahlaim, and Maylen are far
weaker than the other two, and much less experienced in the ways of
slipstreams.”
“They still outnumber you though, and I say this only because it
seems like you’re trying to set up a situation where you have as many
allies as he does. You are emulating his behaviors.”
“Perhaps.”
“No, you are. What is your end purpose though? You’ve just done
something major on the Sapporo. What all happened there, and why
did you do it, if not to challenge Judas?”
“I think I will challenge Judas. That has always been my end goal. Is
it not the duty of the student to surpass his masters? I certainly wish
to, and to do this I absorbed the memories and experiences of sixty
individuals on the Sapporo, leaving them to form into one great mass,
which will then assimilate the vessel’s organic components. I will be
able to control the ship with a thought.”
“So you will turn the ships against Judas?”
“Yes. That seems to be the best idea right now. I will have samples of
that massive puppet organism sent to the other ships in the Taokomi
fleet, so I can control them all as an extension of my body. Aoki will
deal with Judas.”
“And the others? What of them? Surely you can’t discount the other
wives. They may not be as powerful, but they are certainly strong.”
“I will use the ships as an equalizer. The weapons of the Taokomi
Fleet might not be strong enough to harm Judas anymore, but his
wives are not nearly as skilled.”
“Might it not help to have another ally close by? Someone who could
offset their numbers?”
Oliver smiled, seeing the conversation go as he had planned. “You,
perhaps? You suggest yourself?”
“Yes.” Hideo said with a slight smile.
“I accept your offer.”
“Excellent.” Hideo’s smile widened.
“But not yet.”
“Why?” The smile was quickly replaced with a frown.
“Because it would alert Judas far too soon. I will wait until I am ready.
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When we do it, he will have little chance to adjust to all that is
happening around him. The more time he has, the more likely he is to
survive our attack.”
“When then?”
“Soon. That’s all I can say. I still have much to learn from Judas and
his wives.”
“Truly?”
“There are no others that know what they do. They together have
more experience with slipstreams than I could garner in millennia without taking theirs that is.” Oliver replied, grinning wickedly.
Hideo regarded him warily, fully aware how dangerous a razor’s
edge he tread upon. “We will have to be careful. Make no moves
before you consult me. I have experience in betrayal and secrecy.”
“Yes, I’m sure you do. I will consult your expertise, but the end
decisions will be mine.”
“Of course.”
“I will return to my studies now. We shouldn’t meet too often, or
someone will take notice.”
Hideo nodded. “I will leave first then. Come here again the next time
you wish to speak. My sensors will pick you up within a few minutes if
you’re alone.”
“Until next time, then.”
“Until next time...” Hideo repeated, leaving quickly.
He waited until after he’d returned to his quarters and until Oliver was
back with Erika and some of the others before re-activating the regular
signal in the empty laboratory, killing the dummy signal sent in place of
real data. Then he paced around some more, too wound-up after what
he’d heard to sleep yet.

[Day 033] 18:28
Judas sighed and frowned, deeply furrowing his brow.
Smiling, Maylen slid up behind him, pressing her breasts and her
face against his back as she slid her arms around his waist. The fabric
of his shirt tickled her nose, so she rubbed it back and forth the scratch
it, finally resting her cheek against the slight protrusion of his left
shoulder blade.
Judas sighed again.
“If you keep that face on too long it will stay like that.” Maylen chided,
grinning at the reflection of his severe expression in the Plasteel of the
observation deck window.
“So I hear. My mother used to say that.”
“A lot of good it did. You still do what you want when you want. I bet
you were a willful child too.”
“I was.”
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Maylen dug her fingertips into his abdomen, poking and prodding as
her whims demanded. Eventually, he lifted his arms from their slack
position at his sides and stilled her hands within his own.
“Awww.” She whined, pouting as cutely as she could for him.
He snorted a laugh and gave her hands a squeeze. “I’m sorry. I’m
just worried.”
“About your willful child Oliver?”
“Who else?”
“He takes after you.”
“Oh?” Judas said, turning his head to regard her with the corner of
his closest eye.
She bobbed her head up and down. “Always the center of attention
and always drawing trouble.”
“Was that my pride you just kicked? Quick, I’m down, kick me again.”
“Baby.”
He nodded. “Yup.”
“So what are you going to do about it, besides make faces? Surely
you’ve thought of more ways to combat the situation that this?”
“Your suggestions are welcome.”
“If I had some, I’d put them in the box.”
“A suggestion box?”
“Exactly.”
“You’re manic today.” Judas observed. “You’re all twitchy. You can
barely stand still.”
“Bah. You just aren’t playing with me. I need to wrestle or something.
I’ve got energy to burn. My reserves are feeling endless.”
“So go clean the hull.”
She punched him in the arm. Hard. “Jerk.”
“Guilty as charged.” He replied, turning to face her.
Maylen stared up at him. To him her eyes were wide with curiosity
and need. She reminded him of a big kitten or something that needed
caring for, albeit a kitten with a new ass and a few cosmetic
differences from her original form. She blinked twice and continued to
watch him.
“What?” She asked finally.
He lifted a his hand and took her chin between his thumb and
forefinger, saying, “You’re pretty.”
“You think so?”
“Would I lie?”
“Yes, but not about that.”
“I like the new look though. The alterations are minor, but appealing.”
“What alterations?” She asked, grinning toothily, which spoiled her
otherwise innocent look.
This was a game they played nearly every day: him commenting on
her differences, and her denying that any had occurred. This particular
rendition of the game ended like they all did, with him laughing first. He
tweaked her nose and gave her an honest to goodness laugh - the first
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she’d heard in a few days.
“That’s more like it.” She whispered, leaning close in such a way, that
he had to stoop down so his ear was near her mouth so he could hear.
Her arms slid around his neck as he did so.
He grinned, turning toward her again. “Hello.”
She winked and pressed herself tightly against him. “Things will work
out. They always do around you. If you were anyone else, I’d worry.”
“Tell that to SAIRA. She nearly died out there, and for what?
Anything we gained from those lives we lost out there - and I’m not
sure what we did win, if anything - was just pissed away when he gave
them everything he wanted.”
Maylen sighed, seeing her chance for time alone with Judas without
discussing Oliver slipping away from her. “He didn’t ask for them to
hunt him down any more than you wanted humans to come to Keymra
any of those times. Remember that when you want to blame him.”
“I hadn’t thought of it that way.” Judas admitted.
“SAIRA is fine anyway. She’s still half android, which makes her a
hell of a lot tougher to kill, and even if they’d managed to, I think she’s
resourceful enough to escape her living shell with enough of her
essence to rejoin the collective consciousness.”
“Yeah, she did manage to overwhelm a slipstream-resistant
android.”
“See? Now give me attention, and not the others. They’re a
troublesome lot.”
“And you are not?” Judas teased, earning a mild bite on the side of
his jaw.
“I’m a good sort of troublesome. Let me show ya.”
Judas allowed himself to succumb to her charms and pushed
thoughts of Oliver, possibly betrayals, and a dozen other worries out
of his head for awhile.

[Day 035] 11:03
Judas stepped into the laboratory that had all but been transformed
into a classroom for Oliver. Erika, Karif, and Thad had resumed
teaching Oliver almost immediately after his return, and their reports
of Oliver making significant but inexplicable gains in his social skills
and general knowledge had Judas curious. So he showed up to watch
unannounced during the day, just prior to their midday break, because
he knew he’d have a chance to talk to Erika and the others afterward.
Oliver noticed him of course, nodding briefly before turning back to
his work. Judas took a seat across the room, watching as the lesson
progressed.
These lessons were almost impossible to plan, because Oliver’s
interests shifted constantly from subject to subject. His nebulous
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attentions would branch into theology, politics, ethics, and all matters
of science and other technical fields. He generally lacked appreciation
for expressive and visual arts and music, but they were working on
that - partly at Judas’ assistance.
Judas felt that anyone could come to understand the technical
aspects of a thing if given enough time and background information on
it, but often that left one’s understanding of something very partial. To
him, things that had an artistic component were devalued without
considering them as a whole, despite whatever intrinsic technical
merits the thing may have. Therefore, Oliver could easily come to
understand the act of being human and the scientific knowledge they
had without truly understanding the motives and drives that made
humans what they were.
Thad, being a xenobiologist, was very interested in the development
of a member of any alien species, especially one who represented the
entire species by himself - so far as they knew. He supported Judas’
idea to instill appreciation for the culture of humanity on Oliver, and he
set about doing it, since Karif was pretty limited in knowledge once he
was out of his own narrow field, and SAIRA wasn’t even human. That
basically left it up to him to answer questions about theme, shape,
context, composition, and artistic expression.
Judas listened for the better part of an hour as they discussed all
manners of topics, from the simple and inane to the technical and
deep. Even he could tell that somehow Oliver had made a cognitive
jump during his time on the Sapporo. He frowned, trying not to
imagine what he’d done to get this knowledge. It did little to allay his
fears that there was more going on with Oliver than he let on.
When Karif finally called for a break, begging that he needed to rest
his mind as well as refuel his stomach, Oliver looked disappointed,
and continued to discuss philosophy with Thad. Thad discussed the
topic only a few minutes longer before he too, asked for a break.
Oliver was even less pleased then, and he stormed off after Erika
suggested that he too take a break.
“Well?” Erika asked, frowning across the room at Judas.
“His temperament has taken a turn for the worse.”
Karif nodded in agreement, pushing up his glasses. “There is much
anger in him. Frustration. Sometimes I think he is about to snap at us.”
“Quite like a child that is not getting his way.” Thad added, smiling
wistfully. “I agree with Karif’s assertion. There will come a day when
we are moving too slow for Oliver, and he will seek answers on his
own.”
“Doesn’t every child do that when they realize their teachers or
parents aren’t infallible?” Judas asked. “Everyone makes mistakes
and has inconsistencies, and Oliver hasn’t learned to deal with that
yet.”
“He is rather smug at times. He doesn’t respect me enough to let me
discipline and correct him. I don’t know what I can do.” Erika replied.
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“Yes, but it’s not entirely your place to correct him. Despite your
wishes, he is not your child.”
“So what do you suggest?” She asked.
Judas shrugged. “I think he’s getting close to the point already where
he will slip out of our hands. All we can do is try to prepare him for his
time among the stars and people of the worlds he visits. We can’t let
him run amok. To let him do as he pleases with the lives around him
would be negligent.”
“You fear it will come to that?”
“I guess. We all knew it was a possibility. I just don’t want to be the
one responsible for more deaths because I let him live.”
“No one is blaming you. You just wanted to give an animal a chance
to be a man before judging him.”
Judas smiled ruefully. “I fear the dead won’t care what my motives
were, and those who loved them will judge me harshly regardless of
my intent.”
“I’m more worried about preventing future harm than reconciling
perceived misdeeds of the past.” Erika said.
Karif stood to go, looking weary from his efforts, even if they were
more mental than physical. “I will keep an eye out for anything else
that is potentially troublesome. I don’t know what more I can do. I am
trying to instill good values in him, but he learns so fast… Normally
you have years or decades even to bring a child up right, and not days
or weeks.”
“He’s right.” Thad said, running a hand through his wispy hair as he
considered his next words. “This whole process can never be more
than an attempt at remediation. His instincts were his original mindset.
What we’re doing is trying to overwrite his savage and instinctual
mindset with one we find more acceptable.”
“And some animals are always animals, even if you dress them up as
humans?” Judas said, half questioning.
Thad nodded. “It is in some things’ natures to be less than human,
and I mean human in a social sense, not a genetic one.”
“And us? We Judasians?” SAIRA asked.
“You seem human enough to me.” Thad said, winking at her.
Judas laughed.

[Day 038] 07:13
Oliver frowned across the table at his three instructors.
“I don’t see how we can go much faster than we are. We’re already
spending most of our waking hours instructing you. Thad and Karif
can’t go without sleep as much as you and I can either.” Erika said
calmly.
It had been a rough week. Aoki and his men continued to watch
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silently, all the while testing the sample of Overspace that Oliver had
left them, as far as anyone knew.
A general sense of unease was setting in on the crew of the Whaler.
The looming threat of the Taokomi Industries warships and Oliver’s
increasingly aggressive demeanor was putting everyone on edge.
This wasn’t something that could just be ignored either, because
Oliver posed more of a threat to humanity and himself by being loose.
“Then have Judas help, and the others too.” Oliver suggested.
“Judas is…” Erika smiled as she came up with an accurate
description, “he’s better at making children than raising them, let’s put
it that way.”
“So he’s a breeder, but not a caretaker?”
“Kind of. He relates better to older children and adults than with
young kids.”
“I’m young in the duration of my existence, but my knowledge is
surely adult.”
“He’ll intervene when he sees it necessary. He knows how much I
want to help, and he also knows that the three of us are good enough
to do what needs to be done. You just need to be patient with your
progress. After all, it’s only been a couple weeks since you arrived
with your new body.”
“Look at your body even.” Thad commented.
Oliver frowned. “What of it?”
Thad took a breath before explaining. “You’ve already refined it
dozens of times. You don’t look like the same person you did when
you came aboard. Your proportions and looks are much more
realistic. Even your muscle and bone structures seem better planned you can see it in the planes of your face.”
“I’m less worried about my physical structures than my social
progress.” Oliver replied, unimpressed.
“Patience is an important virtue of socialization. It is one you must
practice frequently.”
“And if I refuse and seek what I deserve on my own?”
“Then you will find yourself friendless and lost among the stars. You
have all the time in the world, so why do you insist that everything
should be done now? Give yourself reasonable and achievable short
and long-term goals you can work toward.” Karif suggested.
Erika nodded. “Exactly. All you seem to have right now is a lump-goal
with no real time table. You can’t expect to understand everything the
human race has come to know and do over many millennia in just a
few days. What they have to offer is a wide and complex mass of
things.”
“Allow me some way to interface with other teachers then. If there is
such a wide variety of offerings from the humans, should they not be
willing to instruct one such as me in their findings?”
“You have an inflated sense of self-importance. Only an infinitesimal
sampling of humanity will ever meet you, and many of those who
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haven’t met you won’t really care about you or what you represent.”
“Then I will make them care.” Oliver insisted.
Erika shook her head firmly. “It’s not something you should do
though. Forcing people to do anything is wrong.”
“They are lesser beings.”
The three instructors looked at each other in turn, each of them
beholding the frowns on the faces of the others.
“They aren’t though. They’re just different.” Erika said finally.
“I fail to see how they are not. They learn slower. They die more
easily. They have no control over the slipstreams. They live short,
meaningless lives.”
“If you truly believe all that rubbish, then all of our time together has
been wasted.” Erika said in irritation.
“Perhaps I do.” Oliver replied, though without conviction.
“Perhaps we should call it a day.” Thad suggested.
Karif nodded. “I was thinking the same, although I think Judas might
be a better teacher for a little while here.”
“If we can tear him away from Marie and the others.” Erika said with a
grin.
“You think you know me well then?” Oliver scoffed. “You think you
understand everything I think? I find it surprising that you give up on
me so easily. After all, we have all kinds of time to work on my
apparent shortcomings.”
“We know you as well as anyone does in this universe, which is not
great, but I thought we were establishing a good rapport. It’s obvious
though that you only heard what you wanted to, and ignored the rest.”
Erika replied curtly.
Oliver stood abruptly and regarded them all coolly. His lips peeled
back in a sneer to reveal his sharp teeth. “You’re all fools anyway,
blindly following Judas’ lead like sheep. You’re not much better than
the masses of humans out there waiting for orders.”
“It’s that kind of attitude that leads to disaster and suffering.” Erika
said sadly.
“Suffering for them,” Oliver replied, nodding obviously at Thad and
Karif, “not us.”
Thad and Karif remained quiet, but their expressions were severe as
Erika and Oliver argued.
“Your distinctions in the various values of these individuals are
tiresome. You were made by humans, and so you owe them your
respect. Your existence would not have been possible without them.
Similarly, you have been fashioned from my slipstreams, so you are
one of my offspring. Because of this, you are an equal of all of my kind
if you choose to be so, but that requires that you respect the others,
because they are all your equal.”
“Judas perhaps, and you, but the rest are weaker.”
Erika paused, choking back her retort. At the edge of her
perceptions, she could feel the hunger of the beings Oliver had left
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back with the human ships. She could feel it growing and consuming
instinctively, much like a fire.
“What have you done?” She whispered.
“I have done nothing.” Oliver said, turning away from her. He looked
back after a moment, and then left the room entirely.
“What was it?” Thad asked.
“Oliver. He left something more than we thought behind at the ships.
It’s more than just a sample I think.”
“Hrm.”
“Hrm indeed. I’ll have to talk to Judas about this.” Erika announced,
gathering up her datapads before turning to them. “If you’ll excuse
me?”
The two men nodded, and then they exchanged worried looks after
she’d left.
Erika found Judas in his quarters, which was not surprising.
Apparently it was Marie’s turn in the rotation, because she was there
when Erika arrived.
“Judas. We need to talk.” She said, nodding to Marie, who slipped
away from Judas to pull a shirt on.
Judas shrugged. “It’s as good a time as any.”
“I think you need to stop dicking around, literally and figuratively, and
start taking an active hand with Oliver.”
“What’s happened?”
“Well, he basically just told us to piss off, and that we weren’t
adequate as teachers. He also thinks humans are lesser beings still,
and that they’re worthless compared to him and us. And by us, I mean
you and me. He has little respect for your other wives, Judasian or
not.”
“That’s horrible.” Marie said, sinking onto the narrow bed beside
Judas.
“That’s exactly my point.”
Judas scrubbed his hand through his short dark hair. “I’m not sure
what to do. Child-rearing was never one of my strong suits.”
“Well, you’d better put in an effort, or you’ll have a loose child
throwing tantrums and killing people.”
“Where is he now?”
“Probably pacing around and thinking about how useless humans
are.” Erika said dryly.
“Maybe I’ll let him stew over it today, and then take over his lessons
entirely tomorrow.”
“Is that wise?” Marie asked, stealing the question right from Erika’s
mouth.
“I don’t know. I’m just playing it by ear, like I always do.”
“Let’s hope your luck holds then.”
“Yeah. I guess so.” Judas sighed.
The three remained quiet for a moment, thinking over what they’d
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said, until Erika started undressing. Marie stared at her for a moment,
and then looked at Judas, who was watching Erika intently.
“Umm.”
“I haven’t had time with Judas in nearly a week, so if you don’t mind?”
Erika asked, waving her hand at Marie in a shooing motion.
“I see.” Marie said, standing slowly.
“Or you could stay?” Judas suggested, grinning wickedly.
Marie grimaced and shook her head. “No thanks. I’m alright with
sharing you I guess, although the others are a little more discrete
about the swap, but that’s just beyond me right now.”
“Maybe next time then.” Erika replied, slipping past the darker
woman to climb over next to Judas.

[Day 039] 10:37
Judas stood in the observation deck, arms folded in front of him as
he waited. Erika and the others had not met Oliver at 06:00 like they
usually did, and Oliver hadn’t bothered to go looking for them.
Perhaps he truly was done with their instruction, Judas thought to
himself.
His senses could detect Oliver on the ship, but he had been
stationary the whole time, in or near his quarters. More distantly, he
could sense a shifting in the power signature on the Sapporo. It was
worrisome at best, dangerous at the worst.
For that matter, there was something slippery about the signature on
that ship. Something about it just wasn’t right, like if it was being
viewed through some sort of parallax or disturbance. Judas suspected
that its power, size, or both was being misreported by his own senses.
Likely it was a more powerful localized force than anyone knew for
sure - except Oliver probably. Although, he was still somewhat naïve
in the ways of slipstreams, so it was entirely possible that he had given
them more than he realized.
That is, until Judas considered his recent behavioral oddities. SAIRA
expected the worst of Oliver, fearing he’d betrayed them all for some
payoff they didn’t understand; she’d said as much to Judas, though
not in as many words. Like many women, she expected Judas to pick
up on small hints and assemble them for a larger picture of what she
was thinking, but didn’t want to say what she thought out loud for any
number of reasons. Fear and betrayal were dark things that no one
wanted to contemplate more than they had to, and Oliver wasn’t
exactly inspiring trust lately.
Abruptly, Oliver’s signal began to move toward him. Judas shook his
head and smiled as he wondered if he wasn’t supposed to observe the
Overspace on the Sapporo.
The door swished open a few moments later. The Whaler wasn’t
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exactly a large ship, and most everything was laid out along a few
major hallways that rotated around the vessel’s stationary spine, so
nothing was ever far away. Oliver strode in purposefully, frowning.
“I’ve been expecting you.” Judas said simply, turning to square his
shoulders toward Oliver.
“I demand clarification.”
“On?”
“You, and many of the things you have done.”
“You’re going to have to be a little more specific, and I can’t promise
I’ll have all the answers you need, or that you’ll like the answers I do
give you.”
“This is troublesome. Why can I never get a straight answer from any
of you?”
“Because there are no straight answers usually. You have to build
meaning from what you know to make things fit.”
“Human life is so inconsistent. How do any of you manage? You all
have your own version of the supposed truth, all of which clash with
everyone else’s unique vision. I’m surprised you haven’t all killed each
other.”
“No one is ever going to agree totally with someone else on
everything. What you do is find people whose differences you can
appreciate and tolerate. You then form a community who forms an
overall stance on issues that everyone might not agree with but they
can accept. It keeps going on larger and larger scales until you have
basically encompassed all of humanity.”
“Doesn’t that fail though? Surely it does on some levels.”
“Wars often take care of that. Wars are a way of balancing a dynamic
model that can never truly be perfectly in homeostasis.”
“Unless you put a seed of yourself in each of them and controlled
them.”
“That’s disgusting.”
Oliver frowned deeply, unpleased that his idea was so vehemently
disliked. “Why?”
“You would essentially kill everyone just to have more order.”
“Humans need more order.” Oliver insisted.
“That’s up to them to decide. You have no right to impose order.
Besides, if you look at it objectively, they must have done something
right if they were able to proliferate so well, and even create you.”
“There are bright spots in any dark sky.” Oliver quoted, pulling a
saying out of the collection of memories he’d stolen and taken for his
own.
Judas grinned. “Interesting way of putting it. Did you hear that from
someone or make it up yourself?”
“I think I heard it somewhere.” He lied.
Judas watched him for a moment, and then nodded. “So ask me your
questions. That’s what I’m here for, especially now that your teachers
and you have parted ways, and I guess I brought you here anyway, so
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it should be my duty more than anyone’s.”
“Tell me about your wives. Why do you have them, and why more
than one? This seems to be a distasteful practice for the humans.”
“I’m not human.”
“Yet you follow many of their rules.”
“Many of their rules are applicable to all sentient beings - well the
civilized ones anyway. I doubt they are exclusively human. As far as
my wives go, I love them. What more do I need to say? They complete
me, entertain me, love me, and they are my companions.”
“Should I have wives?”
“I think you should not at this point. You don’t understand how to
appreciate humans, let alone a female one.”
“What if I made a wife of Overspace?”
“So you’d split your power and make a second body?”
“Yes.”
“What’s the point. That’d be cloning yourself practically. You might as
well just become asexual.”
“Shouldn’t my wives appreciate me? Who better to appreciate me
than myself?”
“That’s partially true, but it’s the differences in your wives that make
you whole. They fill in for your inadequacies.”
“I have none.”
Judas chuckled. “I beg to differ.”
“What?”
“You have plenty.”
“I do not.” Oliver said angrily.
“You do. I do too. You can’t surpass your shortcomings if you don’t
realize you have them. Right now you really need to work on your
social skills and your tolerance and appreciation of other people and
cultures.”
“I have been doing that for weeks.”
“And it’s not something you can master in weeks. It takes a lifetime,
which reminds me that you also need to work on your patience.”
“Are you a good example of this? Didn’t you murder thousands and
millions of humans?”
“Maybe.”
“So how can you tell me to be patient?”
Judas tightened his jaw and narrowed his eyes. “You’re showing
your naiveté again. I protected myself and my family every time. I
never once sought to kill. I did it only because I had to. I do not relish
taking another’s life, but I will not hesitate to protect me and mine if it
must be done. Similarly, you were justified in attacking the humans to
preserve your life when you escaped.”
“I took nourishment from those I killed. I enjoyed it.”
“That’s where we are different. You cannot do that anymore.”
“You never enjoyed killing anyone?”
“Maybe one or two people, if they’d caused me serious harm, but not
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really. Those who hurt me and my family the worst were killed by
others. Zane Sheldon, who was responsible for the death of my body,
died at Maylen’s hands. SAIRA killed another man, the leader of the
Sable Guard; he and his soldiers killed many of my offspring and
friends.”
“So killing can be justified. I like that.”
“You shouldn’t. It’s nothing to celebrate. You may defend yourself
and those weaker than you, but to kill for pleasure or without purpose
is wrong.”
“I had to kill some soldiers on the Sapporo when they tried to harm
me. Was that justified?”
Judas blinked in surprise. “Yes, I suppose so. Was this before you
surrendered the sample of yourself?”
“It was before Aoki and I came to terms, yes.” Oliver replied. “I am not
done with my questions though.”
“Ask then.” Judas said, waving his hand to signal him to proceed.
“Where did you come from? Where is this Keymra that I see
mentioned. References to it have been cleared out of the database.”
There was a hunger in his voice as he asked that made a chill run
down Judas’ spine. He turned away, placing his hands on the railing
as he stared out into the stars to think of an answer. “It’s far from here.
Safely away from the conflicts of man. I have nothing to do with it
anymore, so it is of no import to you.”
“But it is. If I cannot learn what I want from you and the others, I will
go there to learn from our kind.”
“No.”
“No?”
“I forbid it.” Judas said fiercely, rounding on Oliver, who stood
dumbfounded.
“Why?”
“Because I fear what you would do among them. They have suffered
enough. Leave them alone.”
“Suffered how?”
“Growing into the civilization they are now was not easy. There were
many bumps along the way, and they would only resent you and what
you represent.” Judas explained.
“I have done nothing to them.” Oliver replied. “They have no reason
to fear me.”
“I can hear the desire in your voice. I think you have a different and
impure sort of interest in them.”
Oliver laughed. “What do you know of me, really?”
“Less than I should.”
“Yet you fear me.”
Judas shook his head. “No, I fear the evil you are capable of if you do
not learn restraint. If you always consider yourself more valuable than
others, you will always be a threat to the free and less powerful.”
“Do you not consider yourself more valuable than the man next to
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you? If someone asked you to choose between your life and his, you
would certainly choose your own.”
“Self-preservation is natural. Were I to be given that choice, I would
think twice before sacrificing him, where you might brutally slaughter
him without remorse. Life is about choices.”
“And you chose time and again to kill many more than you protected.
How many have died for the few you have protected? How many
humans died to protect those savages that were on Keymra?”
“Too many, and my sins haunt me. I have a conscience.”
“This sounds like a make-believe way of letting you justify your
actions to me, as you beat yourself up for things you have done.”
Oliver asked smugly.
“No.” Judas snapped. “It’s how we are different from animals. We
don’t do evil without it weighing on us. Unfortunately, many of us are
unsure of what evil is, and we often do it unintentionally, or we allow
ourselves to be blind in regard to the evil we do.”
“I see. You have given me much to think on.”
“Let’s hope it hasn’t fallen on deaf ears then.”
Oliver nodded, and retreated from the room, leaving Judas to his
thoughts once more. The talk had done little to allay his fears, and, if
anything, they were stronger than before.
After awhile, he went to speak with his wives and Marie, who he
considered to be a wife. They needed to know what progress or lack
thereof Oliver had made, even if it was disheartening for all the effort
they’d put in.

[Day 040] 16:55
A vessel that had been laying along the periphery of the solar system
up until a few weeks past came within the onto the sensors of the
Coronado.
Dr. Maki Kijuna had all but sworn off human contact when the
Overspace Project had been taken out of her hands, leaving in a ship
she had purchased with her generous severance package to
contemplate more of the universe’s mysteries on her own. One of
them had, of course, been her Overspace Project, for which she’d
secured a small sample from another researcher on the team that
owed her a big favor - big as life, because that’s what it might have
cost him had he been caught. The Doctor wasn’t used to having to risk
people’s lives, but she wasn’t willing to let her life’s work go to waste
for nothing.
Her human sources in the Mercury facilities and elsewhere
throughout the solar system had let her know when the Overspace
Entity had broken free, and she’d tried to follow. Had she not left a
series of cloaked sensors and telemetry stations sprinkled around
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each of the planets in the solar system, she’d not have known where
to look. Of course, she’d already been on the move toward the outer
solar system anyway, because someone she knew high up in the
Congress of Science and Research had reported to her when Judas
arrived.
Dr. Kijuna had put two and two together and realized that Judas
would be the likely first target of the Overspace Entity. Unfortunately
for her, she did not have Judas’ talent for traveling faster than the
speed of light, so it had taken her some investment of time to find him.
She had been close once, but then the Whaler had left the Oort cloud
to rendezvous with other vessels. Thankfully, she had those
coordinates too, because she’d been able to intercept and decode the
same message that had been sent to the Whaler.
More than once during her trip, she’d cursed Taokomi Industries for
not giving her enough money to buy a faster ship, but then she’d have
to redirect the blame to her own expenditures on outfitting the ship
with the most complex laboratory equipment available. It wasn’t plush
and comfortable or even fast, but it was well-stocked with anything
she might ever need to carry out her experiments.
It had not been a surprise to her to see the wreckage strewn around
the surviving ships as she approached. She estimated over a dozen
destroyed vessels worth of wreckage. Slipstreams and slipstream
entities were historically very powerful, and anyone playing with them
was likely to get hurt. The loss of life and ships sickened her though.
Most startling were the strange readings she was getting from the
Sapporo, which she knew to be Aoki Taokomi’s ship. Most of the ship
seemed to be infested with some form of Overspace, which seemed
strange to her, since the Entity was obviously on the Whaler with
Judas. It was exhilarating to her to see so much power and potential
gathered in one place.
Surely this must be the sum of Underspace here, gathered all in one
place and incredibly powerful. It seemed to dwarf Overspace at times,
with five powerful signatures. It was easy for her to see how humanity
had failed to subjugate the people of Marzipan V - Keymra.
Question upon question filled her mind, some so good that she
recorded them to ask this Judas and his coterie later. She even had
questions for the Overspace Entity, which if she understood
everything she’d heard from her sources and from her sensors, was
now a humanoid.
First things first, she sent a transmission to Aoki Taokomi, not
bothering to include her name for reasons of secrecy. He responded
to the call after nearly an hour.
“Who is this?” Aoki demanded.
Maki turned on her screen so he could see who it was. “I’m sure you
remember me, Aoki. After all, it was you who helped me start the mess
you’re currently in, although I suspect it wouldn’t have gone this far
had you let me continue the project as I envisioned it.”
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“Maki. It’s been some time.” Aoki replied, turning on his own monitor
now.
She grimaced at the patchy colors of his skin and the minor changes
in his facial features that were definitely not due to age. “What’s
happened to you?”
“I’ve been ill.”
“Your whole ship is infested with Overspace. What exactly has
happened?”
“It’s nothing to worry about. Why are you here?”
“I came to see how my baby is doing.”
“You have no tie to our Combine or this project anymore. I must insist
you leave.”
“You don’t want my insights?”
“No.”
“Judas might.” She replied.
Aoki rubbed his forehead, obviously feeling quite sick. When he
finally spoke, it came out with a rasp. “Bugger you then. Help him if
you must. I have other worries.”
The communication ended there, and Maki stared at the frozen last
image of Aoki, saving it away in storage for later reference.

[Day 041] 19:08
A summons from the Captain was a rarity, so Judas made all haste
to see Helen when she asked him to meet her, taking Marie and Erika
with him when he went. Had they not been requested too, he might
have considered that Helen was feeling in the mood. With the others
there though, he knew that she must mean business.
As the three of them walked in silence to the Captain’s office and
command area, Judas considered the Captain further, wondering
what she might want. Perhaps it was some intra-ship problem. Hideo
was always up to no good, even if he claimed to be on the same side
as them for the time being, so it wasn’t impossible that they were
meeting about him. Oliver was even more likely though, since his
recent attitude problems had become an all-consuming topic of
discussion and worry for the crew of the Whaler.
“What do you think she wants?” Marie asked, looking at each of them
in turn.
Judas smirked. “We’re all wondering the same thing.”
“We’ll know soon enough.” Erika commented, stopping in front of the
door to Helen’s office.
Judas stepped forward and entered without buzzing in or anything his presence was requested, and it was likely something more urgent
than standing on ceremony. Marie, and then Erika, followed him in.
Helen was sitting behind a desk that wrapped around two and a half
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walls, forming something of a ‘C’ with a bank of screens, consoles,
and projectors. On the largest screen was the face of a woman with
stark black hair and eyes of an Asian cast. Her skin was creamy white,
like porcelain, and her features were dainty and serene; she looked all
of a meter and a half, and not much more.
“Judas Elliot, I presume?” The woman on the screen asked in a lilting
tone.
“You have me at a disadvantage, miss…” He trailed off, waiting for
her to fill in her name.
“Maki Kijuna.”
Judas scratched at his head, considering her name, but it was not
familiar. “Mrs. Kijuna, should I know you?”
“I created the Overspace Entity’s early form. I’m its mother in a
sense.”
“She’s arrived to observe, offer her professional insights, and record
what happens here.” Helen said, turning finally, and as she did, she
smiled and nodded to each of the three of them.
“Insights?” Marie said dubiously. “What do you know of all that has
happened here?”
“Frighteningly little.” Maki admitted, almost looking ashamed for
being so far out of the loop. “That’s part of why I’ve opened this
communication. I can’t advise you if I don’t know what has occurred.
Your Captain, knowing you all have something at stake here, has
asked you three to decide for the rest of the crew.”
“Decide what exactly?” Erika asked warily.
Maki smiled. “Your level of cooperation with me.”
“Wait a moment. I understand why Judas and Erika are here and the
Captain for certain, but why am I here?” Marie asked.
“I can answer that.” Helen volunteered. “Each of you represents a
significant role on this ship. Judas is the mentor for Oliver and the
major representative of Underspace, so his opinion is valuable. Erika
represents the Judasians as well as Oliver’s instructors. You, on the
other hand, Marie, have had little to do with Oliver’s training.”
“Sorry?” She offered sheepishly.
“No, that’s not a bad thing. Quite the contrary. You’re able to make
the most objective decision of anyone here, because of your lack of
ties to Oliver. Hideo would have been the only other choice, and we all
know why he isn’t here.”
Dr. Kijuna cleared her throat and waited until she had four sets of
eyes on her before she continued. “Now, what I need you all to decide
is whether or not you’re willing to turn over all or some of your files on
Oliver, and frankly on Underspace too. The more I have, the more I
can discern about what is going on and what needs to be done.”
“That’s very clinical of you. Are you expecting we’ll need to sterilize
and eradicate Overspace?” Marie asked, fearing the answer.
“I’m not counting anything out. To do so is to limit your alternatives.”
“I like your thinking.” Judas admitted, grinning.
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“Believe me when I say I will do no more than is absolutely
necessary. I have spent years developing this project, and to see it
flower and become a living being is beyond the wildest imaginations I
had for this project.”
Helen spoke up then, saying, “You say you created its ‘early form.’
What did you mean by that?”
Judas glanced at the Captain, trying to see if she was just putting on
a show for the three of them and leading conversation when she
actually knew the answers already. Her expression and tone were
earnest though, and he was fairly certain that she too was in the dark
about these things. It surprised him that she wouldn’t talk to the doctor
first to have a good understanding of what had happened so that she
would be informed by the time the three of them arrived.
It was hardly the first time the Captain had surprised him though.
Women who presented surprises were intriguing. Moreover, attractive
women with surprises were desirable. Judas smiled and turned his
attention back to the matters at hand.
“I urged caution when the project was starting to make rapid gains.
Aoki Taokomi, the very man who allowed me to proceed in the first
place when his father had not, ousted me and put someone who
would recklessly charge forward with the project in charge in my
stead. Their safeguards were limited, and you can see the results. My
successor died on the Toyama when it was destroyed.”
“I fear they force fed the Entity far too long on human materials. That
would certainly explain the rash of deaths that surrounded the Entity’s
path out here. The colonies are in an uproar. It seems Oliver, as you
call him, cleaned out four asteroids’ colonies, and then there’s the
dozen or more ships he emptied out on his way here too.”
“That’s about where I stepped in and stopped it.” Judas interjected.
Maki nodded and smiled. “Yes, but no one could have predicted that
you’d spare the Entity, convince it to take a humanoid form, and then
set your wife and friends to educating the Entity and teaching it
morals.”
“What can I say?” Judas shrugged.
“I’m not judging your sense of mercy, although things might have
been simpler had you simply finished off the Entity then. From what I
see around here, things are getting somewhat messy.”
“That’s Aoki’s fault. He came looking for his lost treasure, and he got
a bit forceful when we wouldn’t hand it over.” Helen said dryly.
Maki sighed. “I never expected so many lives to be lost over what
was supposed to better humanity.”
“Come now. Humanity has a history of killing each other with their
own creations.” Erika replied. “Medicines, dynamite, atomic power…
Overspace. It’s just a string of potentially helpful discoveries that are
turned to a darker purpose.”
“And yet I’ve unleashed something that might claim more lives than
all things before them.” Maki said ruefully.
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“There is that.” Erika admitted.
“I would have thought that you, as Oliver’s self-elected mother, would
understand her position best.” Marie said to Erika.
“Perhaps I do, but I’m also not foolish enough to not realize that what
I might do and create might have powerful repercussions.” Erika
replied.
“But Judas has caused a lot of harm if you look at it from the wrong
point of view.” Marie observed.
“When I created the first Judasian, I was of limited faculties. Contact
with Judas actually helped me develop a sense of self and language. I
was able to communicate with him only because of my interactions
with him. I cannot be held accountable for what I did when I was of
animal intelligence, just as we cannot blame Oliver for the deaths he
caused while fleeing from his captors.”
“But-“ Marie started, obviously unhappy with Erika’s line of thinking.
Judas put a hand on her arm and shook his head. “That’s an
argument for another time, and one you’re not likely to win. Let’s worry
about Oliver, alright?”
“Yes, and the matter of the files.” Maki said eagerly.
“I’m for it then, so long as you share with us any insight s you have,
especially in the line of weaknesses. Things are slowly building up,
and I need to be ready - just in case.” Judas announced, fully
expecting that the others would follow his lead.
“I’m with you.” Erika said, nodding.
Marie winced. “Really? You’re willing to consider killing him?”
“You don’t let a rabid dog run around in your back yard on the off
chance he might not bite you.” Judas said.
“I hadn’t thought of it like that. I guess I’ll have to agree with you two
then.” Marie admitted reluctantly.
“It’s settled then.” Helen said. “I’ll send the files immediately.”
Maki smiled briefly. “Excellent, and as partial payment, I will give you
my first piece of advice: beware of Aoki. He is not well. I have reason
to believe his entire ship and he himself are contaminated with
Overspace.”
“I suspected as much, but I had no proof.”
“I’m also not sure if his symbiote is taking well. I’m not sure how it
was with you and Underspace, but he looks a mess. I think he might
even die. Oliver’s methods are likely unschooled and brutish.”
“That sounds about right.” Judas said, agreeing.
“Why would he do that to Aoki?” Marie wondered aloud.
Judas sighed. “That gives him control over that beam weapon that
nearly killed us all, and with Judas and the rest of us the only real
obstacles in its path, will it hesitate to use it?”
Marie’s eyes widened in alarm. “Let’s move away from here then.”
“And go where? He can go as fast as us, even with that many ships.”
“So we have to sit here and wait for him to attack?”
“Not if we can convince him to not attack. I don’t want to give up on
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him yet.”
“While you discuss this, I will review the files you have sent, and try to
analyze him for weaknesses.”
“You might want to bring your ship over here and station it near us,
for protection’s sake.” Helen suggested.
Maki shook her head. “Thank you, but I think I’ll stay here. You’re a
lot more likely target than I am right now. I will get back to you when I
have something for you.”
The screen went dark after a moment, the last frozen image cleared
away by Helen. She turned to the three of them then, her face all
business.
“Not a word of this to Hideo or Oliver.”
None of them disagreed with her.
Judas spoke with Cahlaim, SAIRA, and Maylen later on, relaying the
news on to them. He did it away from his or any of their quarters,
which he wasn’t sure weren’t bugged. He couldn’t trust Hideo or Oliver
anymore. For that matter, he wasn’t even sure how far he trusted
Thad and Karif.
What it boiled down to, as he thought about it, was that he hardly
trusted anyone he wasn’t sleeping with. It was an amusing thought,
but one that would have been much funnier in a lighter set of
circumstances.

[Day 045] 07:00
Oliver smiled to himself.
Judas and the others had been busy corresponding with the woman
on the new ship that had arrived a few days past, although Judas
spared time to answer his questions if he asked for it. There was
getting to be less and less that Judas could answer for though.
The man was an irritating mix of philosophy and vagaries that left him
feeling like he knew less after each time talking to him than he had
before he even asked. Supposedly what he said was profound, but to
Oliver it seemed more like he was unwilling to comment much on
anything indefinite. Almost every conversation with him ending with
something akin to, “this is what I’ve found, but your results may vary.”
All he wanted was answers. Everything would be so much easier if
he’d just give answers instead of making him work to understand
things on his own.
It was time to try something new. Judas and his tagalongs were no
longer doing him any good. Still, some things Judas had done needed
to be tried. There was a lot to be said for emulating someone ‘better’
than you, at least in Oliver’s mind, and the first thing he was going to
do, was make a few wives.
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It took him only a minute or two to walk to the nearest airlock, where
Hideo waited for him. They’d planned this carefully over the last few
days during stolen moments with the sensors disabled. As of yet, it
seemed to work, but they never met at the same place twice. It was
always better to keep the enemy guessing, Hideo had told him, and he
wasn’t inclined to argue with the devious man about what seemed to
be his forte.
“Are you ready?” Hideo asked, his eyes shifting to the hallway
anxiously.
Oliver nodded. “This will work then?”
“Of course. They won’t even get the airlock opening warning. I’ve
bypassed everything. I practically control this ship now.”
“Good then. That will come in handy soon. I’m going to go now
though.”
“When do you give me your slipstream? It will take me a few days to
get used to it.”
“I’ll pass my knowledge on to you too, when I do it.”
“I see. Well, I hope it’s soon.”
“It will be.” Oliver promised, and then he opened the outer airlock
hatch.
After it closed behind him, Hideo waited until he saw a silvery haze
solidify around him before starting the depressurization cycle, which
flushed Oliver out into space moments later.
Oliver sped away from the Whaler in his protective shell, moving as
fast as he could to make it harder for Judas to stop him. He was all but
certain that if he didn’t make his move quickly, Judas would prevent
him from doing all that he had planned, and it was still too early in the
game for him to push for a confrontation with Judas. He wasn’t ready
yet. That time was growing close though.
With Hideo and Aoki’s help, he’d selected eight women on the
Coronado, two on the damaged Niyuto, and six more women
throughout the Taokomi Industries ships to be his wives. They were all
of superior intelligence and health, with varied appearances and
ethnicities, but Oliver cared little for that. He had a hard time
understanding what humans felt was attractive anyway.
There were some women though, like Erika, that he found attractive,
although he couldn’t be sure of the reasons for that. More likely than
not, it was her power and experience with Underspace that he found
appealing.
He smiled as he boarded the Coronado through an airlock that had
been prepared for him. Upon reflection, he decided he’d done well in
trusting Hideo, whose contacts basically controlled all the ships that
Aoki did not, other than the Whaler of course.
The eight women arrayed before him when he passed into the ship
proper were of little interest to him for anything other than what they
would become. They came in a variety of shapes and sizes, none of
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which appealed to him more than another, so he dispensed with any
formalities and went ahead with his plan.
The women were the only ones in the sealed room, and they looked
at each other nervously as he stepped over to just a pace or two in
front of them. Then, before any of them could react, he swept his arms
in front of him and sprayed them all with a powerful gout of Overspace.
Only two of them managed to make much noise - croaking noises and
whimpers of pain - as the Overspace material seeped into their very
beings, corrupting and mutating each and every cell in their bodies.
“Sorry, ladies. Our honeymoon will have to be cut short. I’ve got other
women waiting on me.” Oliver said with a smile, though there was a
humorless light in his eyes.
He left them writhing on the floor in agony as he left through the
same airlock he’d entered through. From there, he went next to the
women Aoki had gathered for him.
Aoki himself waited for him on the Sapporo, but his appearance was
something of a surprise to Oliver. Aoki’s once regal features looked
rougher and almost smeared in places, as if his genome was
struggling to adapt still, and hadn’t decided on a form. He rasped thinly
as he breathed, and his flesh hung loosely about his frame. A look of
pain haunted his eyes and gave his mouth a down-turned and sour
look.
“You do not look well.” Oliver replied idly, looking past him to six
women from the Combine ships, that were his intended wives.
“I do not feel well, so that is to be expected.” Aoki said bitterly.
“Don’t whine, Aoki. It’s all part of the changing process. Even if you’re
not as pretty as you once were, your powers more than make up for
your losses.”
Aoki shuddered as another wave of pain wracked his body, and
rasped, “If I live to experience the gains.”
Oliver frowned and looked at the Captain, looking beyond the flesh to
where Overspace-imbued cells were rapidly propagating throughout
the man’s body. The growth was uneven, fighting around certain
areas of the body that resisted growth still. He drew on his knowledge
of human physiology he’d absorbed from other men’s memories and
from his learning on the Whaler to assess Aoki’s condition. In the end,
he determined that these resistant pockets of flesh were malignancies
or tumors that resisted total assimilation by Overspace.
“Curious.” Oliver said.
“What is?” Aoki demanded, shrinking away from Oliver’s piercing
stare.
“It’s nothing I can’t fix.”
“I don’t understand.”
Oliver shrugged, and with a thought, he had Aoki’s body surround,
encapsulate, and expel the troublesome areas. He hadn’t accounted
for how painful this would be, for the tumors were numerous; they
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riddled the man’s body.
Aoki screamed as loud as his tortured throat would allow him. Blood
vessels burst around his eyes as his body strained and he strained.
With faint popping noises, his body ejected the tumors, some four
dozen or more peanut-sized tumors that had been at varying depths
within his flesh and some even in organs.
When Aoki collapsed and fell on the ground, clearly wishing he were
dead, Oliver knelt and patted his head.
“See? All better. Already your body is healing and closing your
wounds. Your perforated organs are healing.”
“Fuck you.” Aoki managed to say, shaking with the effort of speaking.
Oliver didn’t hear the whisper. He had already stood and was walking
toward the six women who stared at him and their Captain with
horrified expressions. He smiled widely, and gave them the same
treatment he’d given the eight women on the Coronado, and then he
left there too, but not until after he’d checked to make sure Aoki was
still alive.
He was, after all, something of a humanitarian in his own eyes.

[Day 045] 07:19
Judas was eating with his wives when he first felt something wrong.
He’d thought he felt something a short while ago, but he was so used
to feeling slipstream power around him that it was getting harder to
discern between all the signatures. Nothing seemed amiss though, so
he put the thought to rest.
Surely, he thought, Erika or the others will catch something if there is
something wrong. Besides, he rarely got time with all of his wives
together, Marie included.
But then something strange happened, but it was distant. He and all
four of his wives frowned at the same exact moment, and Marie was
left staring at them all in confusion, because the conversation had
stopped, and they had all stopped eating.
“What is it?” Marie asked, nudging Cahlaim.
Judas’ first thought was that it was the Sapporo. Perhaps they were
working on Overspace and doing some sort of experiments, but then
he realized it was closer than that.
“It’s the Coronado. Something is going on there.” Erika announced,
standing slowly.
Just then, the intercom came on, and Helen’s voice with it, saying,
“Oliver is on the loose. He’s just left the Coronado and he’s heading to
the Sapporo. Dr. Kijuna is tracking his progress.”
“Does she know what he’s done on the Coronado?” Judas asked.
There was a pause as the question and then the answer was relayed
to the other ship and back.
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“She doesn’t know, but there is a strong Overspace signature there.”
Helen answered.
“Looks like trouble.” Cahlaim said dryly.
“I’m going right now.” Judas shouted at the intercom, already
heading for the nearest airlock.
He was tempted to just slips through a part of the hull without many
electronic components to fry as he passed through it in his shell of
extra-dimensional slipstream. He thought better of it though, knowing
that a slight delay would give him time to think of what he should do.
Right now he was just acting blindly. He had no idea what to expect.
As the airlock opened, he found himself surrounded by his wives.
Marie stood beyond the airlock, looking worried.
“Be careful.” She said, and then added, “All of you.”
Judas nodded. “We will. Close the airlock.”
Judas and his four wives were all surrounded with slipstream shells
before the door was completely closed. When Judas nodded to her a
second time, she decompressed the chamber and opened the outer
airlock door. As quick as that, they were gone.
Judas: “Erika, stay here and guard the Whaler and the Niyuto.
Cahlaim, SAIRA, Maylen, go see to the Coronado. Check to see what
he’s done there. I’ll go after him personally. Use your discretion, but
don’t hesitate to destroy something if it’s looking pretty dangerous.”
Erika (slightly annoyed, but worried): “Why am I staying here?
Shouldn’t someone go with you? At least one of us anyway.”
Judas: “I’m more worried about what he might do to you and the
Whaler if I try to stop him from doing something, than what will happen
out there.”
Cahlaim: “Be quick about it then.”
He needed no more urging, though Maylen and SAIRA each had
some individual encouragement and requests for him to be careful.
Still, he wasn’t about to roar off at full speed and be there immediately,
because he had no idea what to expect. However, he wasn’t going to
drag along and give them plenty of time to line up a shot at him if they
chose to start firing for one reason or another.
Judas was nearly to the Sapporo when Oliver emerged from the
ship. He appeared to be heading back toward the Whaler, so Judas
intercepted him, placing himself directly in Oliver’s path.
Judas (forceful): “Stop. Stop now.”
Oliver looked for a moment like he’d just brush past him and keep
going on his merry way, but then he pulled up just short of Judas and
halted.
Oliver (bored): “What is it?”
Judas: “What exactly are you doing?”
Oliver: “Following your example.”
Judas (uneasy): “How?”
Maylen: “He’s making wives. He has eight of them here. It doesn’t
look terribly consensual either.”
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SAIRA: “Agreed. It’s a mess here.”
Judas (disgusted): “You’ve got a lot of explaining to do.”
Oliver (compliant): “Yes then, let’s go talk about this.”
Maylen: “Should we come too? I don’t think we can help much here.”
Judas: “Leave them for now. We’ll discuss that later.”
Oliver seemed like he was ready to say something, but he remained
quiet. Judas sighed as best one can in a vacuum, and sped off for the
Whaler. He was very leery about letting Oliver back on the ship, but he
didn’t have much choice unless he was going to destroy him on the
spot, and that wasn’t something he was willing to do - yet.

[Day 045] 15:04
Back on the Whaler, Oliver waited with constant supervision of no
fewer than two of Judas’ wives while Judas straightened things out.
He had reported to Helen, who in turn explained what had happened
to Dr. Kijuna, who secured boarding access to the Coronado to
observe the wives. Her observations had taken hours, hours in which
Judas considered what to do next. Helen used that time to arrange a
meeting with Hideo, Aoki, and Dr. Kijuna, even if two of them would
remain on other ships during the meeting.
When Judas finally got the call for the meeting, he went and collected
Oliver personally. Erika and SAIRA were guarding him when he
entered the laboratory that was doubling as a holding cell. Oliver
calmly looked up from the console at which he was perusing what
seemed to be a literature database, and smiled at Judas.
Judas sighed, and waved Oliver over. “Come on. We have a meeting
to go to.” He turned to Erika then and said, “We need you too.”
“What about me and the others? Should we come too?” SAIRA
asked, feeling left out.
“No. I want to keep this as simple as possible. If we need you, you’ll
be called, and I’ll relay everything important to you later.”
“To hell with that. I’m listening in through you.” SAIRA insisted.
“Fine.” He relented. “Just keep quiet while I’m talking. You ladies can
be a distraction, albeit a pleasant one at times.”
SAIRA winked at him as he and Erika escorted Oliver down to the
largest conference area on the ship, which would accommodate all of
them easily, as well as allow for Aoki Taokomi and Dr. Kijuna to
participate from their respective locations on other ships.
Helen and Hideo were waiting for them when they arrived. Erika and
Judas took seats near Helen, leaving the opposite end entirely for
Hideo and Oliver. Judas frowned at the seating, wondering if Hideo’s
seating was intentional.
“Let me patch in the others.” Helen murmured, flicking a few
switches.
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Half of one wall lit up, and Dr. Kijuna’s slight face filled the screen.
The other screen remained black, other than the words “audio only.”
Helen frowned. “Aoki? Are you having trouble with your signal?”
“No. I’m just on the move, walking through the ship. I’m in the middle
of a scheduled checkup, so I’m away from a holographic projector
terminal.” Aoki replied.
Erika arched an eyebrow and Judas sighed.
“Shall we start then?” Helen asked.
“Please.” Dr. Kijuna said.
“Oliver, what exactly were hoping to accomplish today?” Judas
asked, not waiting to be recognized or asked to speak.
“I wanted wives, just like you have.” Oliver replied, putting on a warm
smile that seemed a mockery of the expression.
“Did they consent to be your wives, or did you just go attack them?”
Erika demanded.
“They were selected for me.” Oliver explained.
“I don’t understand.”
Hideo cleared his throat, earning a nasty look from Judas.
“Don’t tell me. You volunteered some female crewmen from the
ships?” Judas asked.
“From the Niyuto and the Coronado, yes.”
“What?” Helen said in dismay. “Did they know what they were getting
into?”
“All members of my crew sign up for dedicated service, whatever that
may be.” Aoki supplied.
“You too then?” Helen couldn’t keep the disgust from her voice.
“He approached us, and we worked out the details. The women’s
families will be… well compensated.”
Judas tasted bile. He rubbed his face with his hands, and tried to
hold back the surge of anger he felt. The disgust of his three wives
who were not present echoed in his mind, but they remained quiet.
“Will they survive?” Erika inquired, turning toward the screen with Dr.
Maki Kijuna to address her question.
“I think so.” Maki replied. “They’re going through a series of painful
mutations. Their whole bodies are basically rebuilding themselves
from the ground up. They’re mostly comatose right now, unresponsive
to outside stimuli. I imagine they’ve shut down to push out the pain. A
human can only take so much.”
“My wives will be fine. In fact, I plan to see them soon. I wish to visit
them and talk about what the future holds for them.” Oliver
announced.
“Like hell you are.” Judas nearly shouted, but managed to reign in his
anger. “You just damn near killed those women. They didn’t come to
you willingly asking to be your wives. You just raped and killed them
for all it matters. You’ve just destroyed them.”
Oliver snorted derisively. “How is that different from what Erika did to
you, or what all of you did to all the inhabitants of Marzipan V? Erika
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seems to love you, and you her, so what’s the difference?”
”Keymra was different, and far less invasive and drastic than what
you’ve done. It was also necessary to create equality among species
that would otherwise always be suspicious and prejudiced of each
other.” Erika answered.
“And Judas? Did you ask him before you ‘raped’ him with your
unwanted slipstream?”
Erika frowned, and after a long pause, said, “No.”
“That too, was different. It was between her and I, and she wasn’t as
aware of everything as she is today. What you did was have Hideo
and Aoki offer up some disgusting sacrifices to you so that they can
exploit you and them for their own gains. It’s wrong.” Judas said.
“Who appointed you the universal judge of our kind?” Oliver
demanded. “I’m just curious, because you seem awfully concerned
with what I do, and then you go do the same things, but you pander it
off to some ephemeral differences that somehow absolve you.”
“It’s because you’re practically a child. You don’t know enough to
make the right choices, so we’re trying to guide you.” Helen said.
“For humans, a child is often considered an adult when they marry
and go to live their own lives as they see best.” Oliver replied.
Judas shook his head. “You’re very not human. Humans wouldn’t
have done anything close to what you did. At least not any that weren’t
sick in the head. Don’t be going and using the excuse of being human
or trying to act like a human whenever it seems to be a good excuse,
and then go against what they stand for in the same breath.”
“What will you do then?” Oliver asked, a challenging glint in his eyes.
“I’ll forbid you from seeing your wives for one. I want to see if they
can be helped first. Perhaps we can reverse what you’ve done.” Judas
replied firmly.
“It’s too late.” Dr. Kijuna said quietly.
“I think it’s time then, to move away from all other humans, and go
into serious remediation, because right now, I have doubts as to
whether you’ll ever be fit to be among humans.” Judas said
disapprovingly.
“I disagree.” Hideo replied.
“As do I.” Aoki seconded. “We have every right to watch these
proceedings. We have much invested in his birth and development.”
“Let’s get one thing straight here. You’re only interested in him as a
mechanism to travel between stars. You could care less beyond that.”
Erika said acidly.
“Your accusations are without grounds. We at Taokomi Industries
have rethought our positions, and hope to breed a whole line of
Oliver’s children that can pilot our vessels for us. They will, of course,
be allowed to work when they want, and be compensated for it.” Aoki
replied.
“But our point is that you don’t care about the misdeeds of this man
as long as you benefit from what he has to offer in the long run.” Judas
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said, continuing Erika’s argument.
Hideo smiled. “You forget your place, Judas. You’re an alien in
human space. Your authority is far less than you seem to think.”
“I think this meeting is at an end then. For now though, simply to hold
the peace, I will let my wives recover and not visit them. I will wait until
you deem them healthy and mentally prepared to meet me again, Dr.
Kijuna… mom.” Oliver smiled at the screen. “You are my mother, after
all, aren’t you?”
“Perhaps, and I regret being involved in the creation of such a
monster. Aoki stole you from me when you were but a seed of what
you became, and allowed his lackeys to make you into what you are
today. If I ever was your mother, I am no longer.”
Oliver stood quietly and left the room; he had no reply for his
creator’s condemnation of what he was. Hideo followed him, nodding
to Helen and then Judas before leaving. Aoki’s screen turned off a
moment later, though Dr. Kijuna lingered.
“What do we do?” Helen asked.
“I think it’s clear that Hideo has some way to circumvent our sensors.
He’s been finding a way to talk to Oliver and corrupt him. We need to
get him off the ship, but I don’t think he needs to be on the Niyuto or
the Coronado, and he certainly doesn’t belong with Aoki.” Judas said.
Helen absently rubbed at her scar as she considered his
suggestions. “I think I’d rather have him on the Niyuto. It’s a wreck. He
can’t do anything with it. We’ll just offer their crew asylum on the
Coronado.”
“Perhaps you’re right, but we’re going to have to get Tyheem back in
control of the Coronado, and we’ll have to sort out all of Hideo’s allies
on that ship and confine them.”
“You trust Tyheem now?” Erika asked, surprised.
Judas nodded. “He has nothing to lose now, and everything to gain.
He’s already failed Hideo and he was discarded. He has a chance to
redeem himself and maybe do Marie some good if things start to get
uglier around here.”
“And the wives? What should I do with them?” Maki inquired. “Aoki
certainly won’t let me have access to the ones on his ship, and his own
mutations must have progressed rather far if he wasn’t willing to come
on camera anymore.”
“I thought that was strange too. I wonder if he’s alright.” Helen
commented.
“He might not be totally happy with this arrangement. We’ll have to
watch close and see if he can be turned to our side if it comes down to
it.” Judas commented.
“If? You seem like you’ve already decided it’ll come down to a fight.
Why not just put him down now? Not to say I’m looking forward to any
conflict one way or another…” Helen trailed off.
Judas shrugged. “I don’t know. I can’t think of many reasons not to,
and there are a lot that make it sound like a good idea. I’ll give it some
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thought, and a couple more days. Any more trouble, and I might have
to do something.”
The meeting was over shortly after, and they all went about their
daily tasks, each with their own worries. No one said anything to Hideo
about how he was going to get put off the ship. Hideo was going to be
the last to know, and they wouldn’t let him know until just before he
was put off the ship, and after they’d gotten the others off the Niyuto
and restored control of the Coronado to Tyheem.

[Day 046] 05:00
Preparations to put Hideo off the ship went without a hitch. Judas
figured that Hideo figured something was happening, but couldn’t do
anything about it, so he was forced to just go along with it for now.
That worked for Judas and the others though, because his influence
was about to be significantly diminished.
Judas didn’t trust Oliver to behave if he left the Whaler for any
amount of time, so he sent SAIRA in his stead. She was probably the
most no-nonsense of his wives anyway, and she knew how to get
things done. Cahlaim went as well, but she was sent to evacuate the
Niyuto to the last of the remaining ships that had come as escorts with
it.
While they were out helping to straighten things out, he was helping
Helen and Karif go through and carefully retake control of the ships
systems, which included a whole battery of new access codes and
revamping numerous shipwide systems. They had to do it all carefully
too, or it would be terribly obvious what they were doing.
Helen groaned impatiently as she fiddled with a particularly stubborn
console. Karif stepped over to help her out, and Judas did what he
could, but the ship’s systems were quite beyond what he used to have
at his disposal. More than anything, he just wanted to be over on the
Coronado setting things straight.
SAIRA boarded the Coronado through a maintenance hatch that Dr.
Kijuna had somehow acquired access codes for. It wouldn’t do to use
more slipstream energy than absolutely necessary, or they’d draw
Oliver’s attention. For now, it was easiest to deal with one problem at a
time.
Once she was on board, she set off immediately to join up with a
group of loyal soldiers that Dr. Kijuna and Helen had contacted and
had gather as inconspicuously as they could. Meanwhile, the more
tech-savvy allies of Dr. Kijuna and Captain Miranov isolated and
revoked the access clearance of the people they knew for a fact to be
under Hideo’s thumb.
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SAIRA and her group of soldiers took over from there, moving from
one end of the ship to the other to round up all the suspected and
confirmed informants and operatives of Hideo, as well as a few
suspected of working for Taokomi Industries. These people were
placed in high-security holding cells with no access to technology - not
even a Mealpack requisition machine.
After that, SAIRA saw to securing the laboratory where Oliver’s
wives were being monitored and tested. Most of the soldiers on the
ship were placed around that area, while the others combed the ship
in pairs, looking for anything amiss.
Those soldiers that weren’t patrolling or guarding the wives were put
in a pair of cargo shuttles, one of which were prepared to go meet with
the Niyuto and pick up anyone who didn’t want to be part of Hideo’s
schemes. The second would meet with the Niyuto’s single surviving
escort vessel and take control of it, dealing with the forces there as
they saw fit. Judas was worried about them bypassing the control
codes for their ship that Hideo had given Helen days ago, and then
helping Aoki and Hideo out if things came down to a firefight.
The last thing SAIRA had to do, was get Tyheem out of the brig and
reinstate his command. She did, however, have the option to remain
there and take command for herself if she felt that Tyheem would not
be completely on their side. There could be no room for
misinterpretation and unclear alliances.
Tyheem was sleeping - or pretending to sleep at least - when she
entered the brig. A pair of soldiers loyal to Judas and his allies stood
guard quietly while she approached the clear Plasteel wall.
“Want your ship back?” She asked.
Tyheem sat up immediately and rubbed his face with his hands,
clearing away any vestiges of real sleep that clung to his features. “Of
course.”
“Do you know why we’re doing this?”
“I figure I’m the lesser of two evils.” He assessed grimly.
“The lesser of four evils maybe. Hideo has sided with Oliver, and
Oliver has taken over what’s left of the Taokomi Industries vessels,
including Aoki Taokomi himself. When I say all this, I’m assuming
you’ve at least had some contact with the outside so that you can keep
abreast of the situation.”
“The names and events all mean something to me, yes, and it’s quite
a mess.” Tyheem said dryly.
“Can we trust you?” SAIRA asked bluntly.
He chuckled. “Regardless of what I say, you won’t change your mind.
I just know that Judas must think I’m trustworthy, or this wouldn’t be
happening. I also think that you realize I’d like a chance to throw a
wrench in Hideo’s plans, and that I’m not too fond of what Oliver
represents. Judas at least is somewhat civilized - for an alien.”
“I’m sure he’d be flattered by your assertion.”
“I don’t have to like him to realize he’s not trying to bring ruin down
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upon humanity. Besides, he’s kind of indirectly responsible for my
debts being terminated on account of me failing them, and therefore
being worthless to Hideo and his people. I want to make them regret
turning me loose by biting them back.”
SAIRA gave him a long hard look, judging after a long moment that
he was telling the truth. “Good enough for me.”
And then Tyheem was loose and in control of the Coronado once
more.
Only when all of this was done did SAIRA send confirmation to
Judas, and even then she relied on technology instead of slipstream
abilities to carry the message. She didn’t envy his position.
Cahlaim’s mission was even shorter, but potentially more
dangerous. The timing was everything. As she approached, Dr. Kijuna
jammed all out-going communications from the vessel, so they
couldn’t warn Hideo.
Then she boarded the ship with a handful of trustworthy soldiers from
the Niyuto’s escort vessel, and quickly rounded up anyone who
wished off the ship. They would, of course, be kept in the brig until
such a time when they couldn’t get loose and aid Oliver, Hideo, and
Aoki.
Part of her wanted to kill those who didn’t want off, because she had
a sinking feeling that she’d just be fighting them soon, but for now she
spared them. All except the one who was foolish enough to come at
her with a hand pistol that is. He, she killed with relish, as she would
any enemy.
Within a matter of minutes, the boarding crew and their human cargo
were off the ship, heading back to the escort ship.
Judas had been waiting for SAIRA’s message, and when it finally
came in, he felt relief. Then he had only to wait for Cahlaim’s
message, which came in less than a minute later. He wasn’t exactly
an impatient person, but when he decided upon a course of action he
liked to set about it and be done with it as soon as possible. He was
not a procrastinator - not even when it came to putting enemies off
ships and whatever else needed to get done.
Hideo looked up from his console when Judas bypassed the door
security with a jolt of slipstream and stepped in uninvited.
“Can I help you?” Hideo asked, turning off his console.
“You’re being returned to the Niyuto.”
“What? I don’t want to go back there. It’s in shambles, if you recall.”
“You don’t have a choice.”
Hideo frowned, realization sinking in. “The Captain is in on this, isn’t
she?”
Judas nodded. “Afraid so. Now don’t make this harder than it has to
be, alright?”
“What about Oliver? Is my say no longer appreciated as to his
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upbringing?”
“I think you’ve taught him enough, Hideo. Just get your shit and lets
move. We have a shuttle ready. Hell, on second thought, leave your
equipment and take only your clothes and personal effects. I’m sure
you’ve had ample time to shift all your stolen information over to the
Niyuto’s computers.”
Hideo kept quiet as he gathered his things, but Judas could sense
the indignation at his treatment. Judas tried not to smile as Hideo gave
his equipment a forlorn look. Clearly he wished he could take some of
it along.
Judas gave him no chance to do anything other than gather up his
things and head directly for the airlock. Once it looked like he was
going to ask to go speak with Oliver or something of that sort, but
when he saw the look on Judas’ face he simply shut his mouth again
and accepted what was to happen.
He had nothing to say to the assembled crew of the Whaler when
they gathered to see him put off the ship either. Even after the outer
airlock closed and the shuttle left for the Niyuto, which had already
had most of its crew evacuated to the Coronado because they didn’t
want to be part of Hideo’s schemes, no one said much.
Finally though, Cahlaim piped up, saying, “At least we have another
room now. It was getting cramped doubling and tripling up all the
time.”

[Day 046] 09:27
Oliver stood in the doorway of Hideo’s abandoned room with his
arms crossed and a frown on his face as Judas wandered back toward
his room with Cahlaim. Cahlaim nudged Judas and nodded toward
Oliver, but he’d already seen him and felt his presence anyway.
“Why is he gone?” Oliver demanded, rounding on the two of them.
There was a wild look in his eyes.
“His objectives were counter to those of this crew, as well as the crew
of the Coronado, whom we are cooperating with in regard to your
upbringing and education.” Judas answered.
“How were they counter?”
“He sabotaged the project.” Cahlaim said plainly.
Oliver glared at the two of them and asked, “Because he talked to
me?”
“That’s part of it.” Judas replied. “He was only here because we
allowed him anyway, and yet he chose to interfere and hide it from us.
I can’t help but think that your wives might have been created at least
partly due to his input or encouragement.”
“This is unacceptable.”
“You chose the wrong friend, and we don’t want him around
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anymore.”
“What if I decide to join him on the Niyuto then?”
“I will have to forbid it. You are not ready to be free among humans
yet.” Judas said firmly, absolutely.
Oliver took on an irritated expression. “Why does it feel like not yet
actually means not ever? I think you’re getting jealous of my growing
power and abilities, and so you try to limit my influence. I also think
you’ve been jealously guarding your secrets the whole time to keep
me from knowing all I should know.”
“Believe what you want. We’re just trying to help you.”
“Perhaps I help you to leave me alone, or things might get rough
around here. How about that?”
“Your hostility is unwarranted. We are merely helping to guide you to
grow into a being that can make good choices and his own decisions
when the time comes.”
“And I think my time here is just about done.” Oliver replied, stalking
off.
Judas sighed.
“Where do you think he’s going?” Cahlaim wondered aloud.
“Who knows. The ship isn’t that big.”
“Would he hurt any of the crew?”
“I doubt it, but that’s also why I was so firm with him. I want him
coming after me if anyone.”

[Day 047] 11:04
Judas glanced around his cramped room at the faces of his wives.
Marie sat at his left, then Cahlaim, with Maylen directly across from
him, followed by SAIRA and finally Erika, who sat on his right. It was
rare, even on the small ship that he ever had time with all five of them
together, and every time they were, it seemed as if it was to discuss
serious matters instead of being able to enjoy the time they had
together.
“Well, that’s all of us…” SAIRA announced impatiently.
“Sorry I was late.” Maylen replied with a grin. “I was checking out
another item on the very tasty menu they have here.”
“That new figure is going to get love handles if you’re not careful.”
Cahlaim teased.
“No way.”
Judas grinned as the teasing went on for a moment or two, but he
was really just trying to get the courage to say what he’d called them
all here for. When the teasing finally died down a few minutes later, he
cleared his throat, and they all looked to him.
“What I called you here for, was to tell you that I think it’s time to call
in the others.”
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SAIRA frowned. “You’re going to bring the collective consciousness
here? I thought you wanted to avoid that at all costs?”
“I think it’s kind of gotten to the point where I can’t not bring it here.
Oliver is getting more aggressive and testing his boundaries more
often. The thing with the wives was sort of my last straw.”
“Wait a minute. I’m sort of lost.” Marie said with a sigh. “Remember I
don’t know everything about slipstreams that you guys do. What are
you thinking about bringing here, and why is it a big deal?”
Judas gave Marie an apologetic look and began explaining. “When
Underspace was crumbling apart, but before it entered normal space,
whenever one of us died, their spirit or essence went into Underspace
to help hold it together. This was before Erika had a body though, so
they were mostly just adding their strength to hers to help keep an
overstressed system running for a little longer.”
“After Underspace was restructured in normal space, each of us
carried a link to the greater sum of us all, which was the collective
conscious of the dead. Some of us in the collective could influence the
living, impart knowledge, or even grow new bodies. Many of them
though, were content to watch the living and remain in the peaceful
formlessness.”
He paused for a moment to let his words sink in before he continued.
“When I say I’m bringing it here, I mean that the collection of all of the
disembodied spirits of Judasians will come here and add its power to
ours. The collective has a significant power in itself, but its greatest
strength comes from its lack of dependence on a physical form.”
“A physical form is a hindrance?” Marie asked.
Erika nodded. “Of course. Think of how many things pure energy and
thought can do that a physical form cannot. There are, however, other
benefits from having a physical form. Energy and thought are less
able to manipulate matter than a physical being can.”
Marie nodded, starting to get the gist of it. “So it’s going to be a
weapon?”
“Oliver has a great limitation in that he has always been tied to his
physical form, even when it was just a mass of tissue and organs. All
of us, on the other hand, have died before, and know what it’s like to
live without form. Our ties to our flesh will not weaken us like they will
him, but our bodies mean that we can defend from him or attack him
with physical forms as well as with the non-physical form of the
collective conscious.” Judas answered.
“Is there a way we can just seal his power away? I’ve been thinking
about it, and I think he’d harmless if we could just seal him away from
his power.” Maylen mused.
Judas frowned as he considered her idea, but dismissed it after a
long moment of silence. “Until such time when he learns to circumvent
our measures. Remember that he escaped from protective fields that
held him, and that even we were able to resist the anti-slipstream
weapons of the Combine vessels. Eventually, he too would escape
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and learn a way around what we did.”
“And he wouldn’t likely be happy after that.” Cahlaim said dryly.
Judas nodded. “That would likely be the case, yes. Even if our cage
worked for centuries, when he did finally free himself, he would likely
destroy everything he could find.”
“Do we have a choice then? The way things are going now, a
confrontation is imminent.” SAIRA said.
He shook his head. “No, I don’t think we have a choice. Unless he
comes to his senses that is, but he’s already sworn off anyone’s help.
I don’t think he wants much to do with me either - not after I got rid of
Hideo.”
“Do it then. Bring it here if it will help keep us safe.” Marie said
resolutely.
“Even if we do, it will likely not be easy to defeat him.” Erika
cautioned them. “I don’t even really know what will happen if and when
he is destroyed or stripped of his power. It might be catastrophic.”
“Consider magnets.” Cahlaim said gravely. “Two polarities clashing
often cancel each other out.”
There was silence and a lot of nervous looking at each other as they
considered her words.
Judas’ contact with the collective was all but instantaneous. The
collective was not limited by distance when it came to communicating.
Thought was able to cross the galaxy in an instant.
“What do you need?” The collective asked, a thousand voices
booming in all of their ears all at once, except for Marie, since she had
no element of slipstream within her.
“Come to us. We need you.” Judas said aloud, though he projected
his thoughts to the collective as he did so.
“Your need must be great.”
“It is. There is one here that may threaten the existence of us all. His
threat must be neutralized before it’s too late. His power grows daily.”
“You seek to aid the humans, yet you have abandoned your
kind.”
“They no longer needed me… us. They live in peace without us. Will
you come?”
There was a pause as the collective conferred. They all heard the
thousands of whispers run through their heads, even if the individual
voices were not discernable. “We will come. Look for us in three
days.”
Marie watched them all commune with voices she could not hear,
though sometimes she thought she could hear something just on the
bare edge of her perceptions. She listened to Judas speak, though it is
hard to follow any conversation when you only hear one side.
Eventually, the glassy look in their eyes faded, and they were all
aware of each other and her again.
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“Well?” She asked.
“They’ll be here in three days.” Cahlaim answered.
“Will that be soon enough?”
“It will have to be.” Judas said fatally.
Marie shivered at his tone, and clenched her hands into fists to keep
them from shaking.

[Day 048] 21:42
There comes a moment in every plan and every series of events
where all there is left to do is to act. For Oliver, that moment was now.
For two weeks his presence on the Sapporo had grown. It had taken
longer than he’d expected, but he now controlled every inch of that
ship’s circuitry. The puppet extension of his body, disconnected from
his humanoid form though it was, was ready to follow his every order.
All he had to do was think, and the ship would respond.
What he had been doing the last couple days though, was preparing
his puppet form to take over the other Combine ships, and for that he
would need shuttles and more mass. More mass meant absorbing the
crews of those ships once the samples of his puppet were delivered.
He wondered briefly, if Aoki was disgusted by his plan, but then put
the worry aside. It wasn’t as if he couldn’t just absorb him too, and let
Hideo do the rest of his dirty work. Although, for that matter, Hideo had
yet to be imbued with Overspace.
Distantly, he could sense the man-sized canisters of his puppet
being loaded onto a pair of shuttles, each of which would visit half the
remaining Combine ships. The soldiers piloting the shuttles had no
idea that they were basically sending all of their comrades on the other
ships to their deaths. Oh well, Oliver thought with a sardonic smile, it
was all for a greater cause.
It was two hours before the canisters were all delivered, leaving only
the last one, which was set adrift in the nearest clump of debris from
the battle between Judas and the Taokomi Industries vessels.
The idea to do that had come to him earlier in the day when he
realized that even if those ships had been disabled, torn apart, or
destroyed, there must still be some organic tissue left from the dead
humans and the ruined bioorganic circuitry. It didn’t matter to him or
the puppet that would devour the loose samples if they had been
frozen by the vacuum of space or not. One way or another, they were
still food.
Then, when everything was in place, he had the puppet in the debris
start feasting on whatever it could find. It quickly searched the
wreckage for the entire ship, ballooning up to eight times its original
size by the time it had devoured everything that it could. It sent a
sliver-thin thread of its tissue toward the Niyuto then, small enough
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that it would not be detected when everything else was going on.
That thread penetrated the still-damaged hull of the Niyuto and
snaked through the halls until it found Hideo, who was sleeping in his
quarters. The shimmering strand of brass and silver woke him though,
and he smiled briefly before it stabbed into his skull and invaded his
body, beginning his imbuement.
At that same moment, Oliver also smiled. It was then he had the
canisters on all the remaining Combine vessels burst open. Like
ravenous
wolves,
the
roughly
man-shaped
blobs
of
Overspace-infused tissue ran to the nearest organic material, be it the
circuitry or surprised technicians and soldiers that had the unfortunate
luck of being close by when the canisters burst.
The puppets absorbed whatever they could find, following the
circuitry into other rooms and chambers of the ships where they would
absorb even more circuitry, or whatever organic material they could
find there. Hydroponics bays and protein re-sequencing bays where
the food for the crew was assembled were like absorbed into the
greater mass.
Viewed from outside, the lights of the ships all flickered off and on
sporadically and the reactors stalled. Communications were down as
well, so no one outside the ships could hear the screams of the men
as each of them was systematically absorbed into the greater beings,
their memories and experiences becoming Oliver’s as it they were
devoured.

[Day 049] 02:03
Judas had just nicely fallen asleep when his room’s intercom came
on, broadcasting Helen’s worried voice.
“Judas, there’s trouble.”
“What is it?” He muttered, rubbing his eyes.
“Dr. Kijuna said there’s a massive amount of Overspace activity
going on. It looks like the whole Taokomi fleet is being taken over.”
“Alright. Fuck. I’m up.” Judas said, throwing off the covers.
SAIRA sat up slowly beside him, frowning. “I’ll get the others.”
“Good.”
Judas didn’t even bother to pull on any more clothes than he slept in,
which was just enough for modesty. He had a feeling that this was ‘it,’
so there was no reason to bother with clothes. Clothes weren’t going
to protect him from the forces at play.
He sent out his senses and located Oliver at the belly of the ship - on
the observation deck. Judas frowned. It was his place, and that meant
that Oliver seemed to expect confrontation, and had wanted to do it
where Judas felt most comfortable.
The doors swished aside for him as he entered the observation deck.
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Oliver stood swathed in a glow of brass and silver Overspace
particles, smiling to himself as he stared out into space.
“Whatever you’re doing, stop.”
“Why?” Oliver asked in a childish tone.
“Because it’s wrong. Stop it now.”
“No.”
“Don’t make this happen again. I don’t want to have to hurt you.”
Oliver turned then in an exaggerated motion. He shook his head
sadly and sighed. “You don’t realize that you’re not the most powerful
one anymore.”
“I think you’ll find that you’re mistaken, Oliver.”
“Why don’t you call me what I really am? Overspace. Overspace
versus Underspace is what this is all about. Even the names suggest
a contradiction. Surely you saw this day coming?”
“I did, but I hoped it was going to be a long time from now, or perhaps
I really did think you could change.”
“But I have changed.” Oliver replied, laughing and waving his hands
in front of himself to showcase himself. “I’m nearly human now, but oh
so different. I have so much power that you don’t imagine.”
Judas shrugged dismissively. “You mean your ships? The ones you
took from Aoki and now control? Ships aren’t much worry. They all
blow up rather nicely actually.”
“That is part of it, but why should I tell you what I can show you?”
“I tire of talking. If you want to die, lets get it over with. This time I
won’t show mercy.”
“It is you, who will want mercy, Judas.”
Judas sprayed a plume of slipstreams out of his palms; tendrils
snaked out and wrapped around Oliver, who looked unworried in his
protective shell of his own slipstreams.
“Are you playing?” Oliver mocked him, brushing aside the
slipstreams.
Judas hadn’t planned on that working anyway, but it had bought him
time to erect his own defenses. Oliver saw this, and wound up to
deliver his own attack; he stepped toward Judas and released an
eruption of silvery power, that struck like a sledgehammer, knocking
Judas off his feet.
Oliver laughed to see his attack succeed where Judas’ had not. “You
see? You’re beneath me now, but there’s someone else I’d rather fight
anyway. I will have others to deal with you.”
The doors parted again and SAIRA entered with Judas’ three other
wives. All four of them had surrounded themselves in an aura of
slipstream.
“And here she comes now…” Oliver said, locking eyes with Erika.
Judas got to his feet slowly. “It will take much more than that to stop
me, and I’ve beaten you before. I will beat you again.”
In a blur of motion, Oliver threw a spear of Overspace through the
clear Plasteel window. It shattered into a shower of pieces nearly a
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meter on a side and a handspan thick. The rush of air as it left the
room propelled the fragments out into the void of space, carrying
Judas and his wives out with them.
Had they had enough warning, they could have used their
slipstreams to remain in the same spots they had been standing resisting the vacuum - but the attack on the window had been a
surprise. Oliver threw back his head and laughed again within his
ellipsoid of slipstream, and then launched himself out after them, just
avoiding the emergency barricade that was closing to seal off the
breach.
Judas: “Protect our ships. I’ll take care of this.”
Erika (adamant): “No. He wanted me. I will fight him. You go after
Aoki and Hideo.”
Judas wanted to argue, put the arc of a beam weapon from the
Niyuto smashing into SAIRA and throwing her half a kilometer away
was enough to change his mind. He looked past where Erika and
Oliver were squaring off to see the Niyuto charging straight for the
Whaler.
Judas: “SAIRA, if you’re alright, protect the Whaler. I’m going to take
out Hideo. Cahlaim, Maylen, you help the Coronado defend against
the Combine vessels while Erika battles Oliver.”
SAIRA: “I’m alright. My pride is hurt though.”
Judas heard chatter between the three women as he sped off toward
the Niyuto, gathering power about himself as he went.
Erika saw a surge in Oliver’s power as he prepared to focus it for a
massive attack at point blank range. She gathered up her defenses in
response, knowing that neither of them would win this in a single blow.
When his blast did come, it shook her down to her core, rattling her
bones and causing her to bite through her lip. The counter-attack she
delivered in return was just as staggering to Oliver, containing much of
the technique and strength she’d garnered over the centuries.
When the second round started, there was an excited gleam in
Oliver’s eyes. She knew it to be the excitement one feels when
confronted with a challenge.
“Magnificent. I never expected so much. I couldn’t ask for more.”
“Shut up and fight.” She hissed back at him, her words as much as a
mental slap as they spoke with their minds.
“We have an eternity to fight. Why not enjoy the scenery I’ve
provided for our battle?” He asked, waving his hands.
Erika followed his gaze to Judas, who resembled a comet with the
ball of energy he’d surrounded himself with as he streaked toward the
Niyuto. A shield of Overspace surrounded the Niyuto right before he
hit, but he pushed the feeble defenses aside and crashed through the
hull, piercing through on the far side. A series of explosions ripped the
hull along the spine, sending it spinning off away from the Whaler and
the other ships.
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SAIRA had returned to put a defensive shield around the Whaler,
which was lumbering away to stay beyond the range of the advancing
Combine vessels that were also aglow with Overspace. Cahlaim and
Maylen were advancing on the Combine ships though, taking the last
of the Niyuto’s escort ships and the Coronado forward to do battle.
“Let’s be done with this. I sicken to think of the effort we put to
humanizing you, when you do this as repayment.”
“It is in my nature. Is that not what you and the others said so often?
Perhaps it was a self-fulfilling prophecy.”
He launched his second attack next, another of the same sort,
though this time he followed in after it to grapple with her. Their shields
butted against each other, giving off a horrible racket that pierced
Erika’s ears. She gritted her teeth and shoved him away, adding a
healthy dose of Underspace to her efforts to knock him away from the
Whaler. Then she hurried after him, smashing her shield into his as he
tumbled away from the Whaler.
They traded more blows then, hitting one right after another
relentlessly. Whenever one of them was off balance, the other would
seek to exploit the momentary weakness, only to be rebuffed and
driven back.
As their attacks grew fiercer, the shockwaves sent shivers through
hulls of the nearest ships.
Judas wheeled around and pierced the Niyuto again, and again. On
the third pass, the ship tore asunder, splitting apart. The part of the
ship with the engines sped away on a tangent path away from the
combat, while the other suffered another attack from Judas. This final
attack blew the ship apart into little fragments of Plasteel, Durallite,
and other composite materials that made up the ships interior.
Yet, in the middle of all the debris, there was a single flash of brass
and silver. Hideo emerged from the wreckage unscathed and alive.
Judas choked back his surprise, and hurried toward Hideo to meet
him up close. Hideo had rebuilt his tattered defenses by then, and
even delivered a small but potent blast of Overspace at Judas when
he neared.
Again, Judas was surprised, but the blast was hardly enough to harm
him. Somehow, he thought, Oliver must have passed knowledge of
the slipstreams on to Hideo when he turned him into one of his allies.
Warily, Judas tested Hideo, striking at his mind and body
simultaneously. Hideo resisted. Judas tried again, getting closer and
using the same technique he had used to defeat the Overspace Entity
the first time. Again, Hideo resisted and pushed him back.
Hideo grinned. “Stronger than you thought, eh? You wouldn’t have
even destroyed the Niyuto had I anticipated your single-minded attack
better. It takes some time build a defense around something that
large.”
Judas refused to waste words on the man, striking again and again,
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hammering at the smug man’s shield, but nothing penetrated it.
A flash of white swam past them, impacting on the Coronado through
Maylen’s shield. Judas frowned, hoping that Maylen would be able to
fully adjust her defenses to deflect those attacks before too long, or
the Coronado would be lost.
While he beat aside an ineffectual attack from Hideo, he looked for
Cahlaim, even though he knew he should be focusing entirely on
Hideo. He saw her evading smaller beam cannons that shot forth from
the vessels that were arranged around the Sapporo. Occasionally,
they’d even send out an attack of slipstream instead of the
conventional weapons. Cahlaim evaded those too, although the crew
inside her ship was getting thrown from side to side from the abrupt
evasive maneuvers.
Judas deflected another of Hideo’s attacks, and focused his own
energy into a knife edge that he threw with all his energy into Hideo’s
shield. For a moment, it looked like it would crack and go through even Hideo looked startled and worried for a second - but the shield
held in the end.
They, like Erika and Oliver increased the fury, speed, and power of
their attacks with each trade of assaults.
Maylen grimaced as a second beam pierced her shield and smashed
into the Coronado. Subsections of the ship were damaged and torn
apart, but she shifted to the side to avoid the full brunt of the attack.
Maylen: “This is rough”
Cahlaim (straining): “Yup. It’s like trying to avoid raindrops in a storm
up here.”
Cahlaim raced forward and struck at one the ships near the Sapporo,
attempting to sever the link that transferred power to the Sapporo for
the massive beam weapon. Her attack coincided with an opening she
made in the shield for the escort ship’s own weapons. To her surprise,
the Combined attack actually hit. Energy feedback along the conduit
rippled a hole in the side of the ship, and it broke formation.
At the same moment, Erika scored a savage blow on Oliver, who
was momentarily distracted by the damage one of his puppets had
taken. The blow pierced his shield and tore his shoulder apart, nearly
removing his arm entirely.
“What have you done!” He howled is dismay. “You’ve hurt me.”
“There’s more where that came from.” Erika taunted, and then she
pressed her advantage.
As the three battles raged on, the battle slowly drifted away from the
center of the solar system toward the Oort cloud, though they were far
from the part of the cloud where Judas had first boarded the Whaler.
They had been fighting for hours, pounding each other mercilessly
with everything they could muster to hurt the other side.
The Whaler had eventually charged in to aid the tattered Coronado
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and the escort vessel. Sometime after nearly twelve hours of dodging
and striking back at the Combine ships, Cahlaim had been struck by a
series of coordinated attacks that had torn her shield in half and
destroyed the escort vessel, but not before they’d managed to take
out two more of the Combine vessels. After that, Cahlaim alternated
helping SAIRA and Maylen out. Never could they concentrate their
efforts in one place though, or the enemy would be able to do the
same, and their attacks were a devastatingly strong mix of
conventional weaponry, Overspace, and the giant beam cannon.
Maylen had been working on her defensive shield and had managed
to deflect most of the last few attacks from the Sapporo’s beam
weapon, but it was tiring to do so. Sooner or later, she knew she’d fail
and the ship would be destroyed if she couldn’t get the shield just
right. Cahlaim helped add power and sting to the Coronado’s
experimental weapons, and more than once they pierced the shields,
but the shields were always strongest around the Sapporo and Aoki.
Judas and Hideo also continued to fight, and each of them breathed
heavily as they pushed themselves to their max and beyond. Each
sported a series of nasty cuts and bruises that had occurred when
their defenses had faltered from a particularly ingenious or well-timed
attack.
Their battle was dirtier than the others, fought like a grudge match.
Their personal hatred of each other and what the other stood for just
added fuel to the fire, and the vehemence with which they tried to kill
each other was unmatched in the other two concurrent battles.
Erika struggled to keep up while Oliver continued to fling new and
often successful attacks at her. She was nearing the end of her energy
and each of her attacks was progressively weaker. There was little
she could do but hold out and hope that either of the other two battles
would conclude in time to lend her a hand. She knew if she were to fall
first, Oliver would be able to easily finish off Judas and the others.
On the Sapporo, Aoki watched the battle around him in dismay. His
body was a twisted ruin of flesh. In three places across his body, his
bones protruded from the flesh that was supposed to contain them,
but failing in its job. Living was pure agony, and Oliver was the cause
of it. All his crew on all his ships was dead, and he had let Oliver
absorb them into the monstrosity that stretched through the innards of
each of his remaining vessels. He wept, but that too hurt him to do.
Oliver was feeling apprehension and excitement like he’d never felt
before. As he reflected - not enough to draw his efforts away from
attacking the weakened Erika - he decided that being a humanoid had
its benefits after all. Surely he had never felt these things as that mass
of flesh that had battled Judas and had been defeated.
Yes, his body was a benefit. It angered him to think that his shoulder
was limp and his arm hung lamely because of Erika, so he gathered
up a great mass of power and struck her with it all at once in a fit of
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retribution.
Erika reeled from the massive attack, unable to counterattack. From
that point on, she focused entirely on maintaining her defenses while
Oliver continued to batter at her lagging shield. Her body was slowly
being pummeled, even through the shield. Her eyes were swelling
shut from bruises and there was a pain that sawed at her side every
time she took a breath.
Oliver closed in eagerly, like a wolf on a wounded doe.
Distantly, Erika felt a brush across her consciousness that was
growing closer: the collective consciousness of Underspace. If I can
only hold out until it arrives, she thought weakly, but Oliver continued
to strike at her defenses, which she’d shrank down small enough to be
a second skin.
She cried out in pain when one of Oliver’s attacks pierced her shield
and a tendril of Overspace stabbed into her side, just below the ribs.
The Overspace within her grew like a weed then, branching out and
spreading where it could. The fight between the two of them continued
on the microscopic level, with her Underspace cells battling his
Overspace cells, but they too were losing, just like she had been
outside her body.
As tendrils of Overspace reached up and put a stranglehold on her
laboring heart, she let her body die.
Oliver howled in triumph and set about devouring her body for her
memories and as material to rebuild the damaged areas of his own
body. Butt when he tried to steal her memories, he found her soul
gone. Her essence had escaped.
“Where is it!” He demanded, turning slowly and looking with every
one of his senses.
“There!” He exclaimed, noting the small, intangible presence
hurrying away from him that was almost indistinct from a star.
He left her carcass behind and hurried after her.

[Day 050] 05:30
Erika fled toward the approaching collective conscious. It moved
faster than any physical form could have, unfettered by the limitations
that even Judas had to submit to when he had a body. She reached it,
and embraced it, feeling surrounded by all of Judas’ offspring that had
died over the last millennia. Tsuan was there, Judas II, Judas III, and
all of those who had died in the war that had raged over Keymra when
Zane Sheldon’s Sleepers and the Sable Guard had tried to take the
planet for themselves, as well as the generations that had died since
then.
Oliver approached eagerly, yet unaware of her joining with the
collective, who he could not sense because he had no experience with
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them. When he reached her essence and reached out to take it for his
own, to swallow the heart of Underspace, it stung him. He pulled back
his senses in confusion and tried to figure out what had happened.
Erika seized that moment to plunge the full experience, the
accumulation of energy, knowledge, and skill of an entire race, into
Oliver’s heart. His eyes bulged and he tried to escape the harpoon of
power that held him tight, but he could not see what was holding him.
“I don’t understand!” He shrieked, twisting and turning to be free.
Had she still had a body, Erika would have smiled.
Aoki limped over to the mass of flesh that formed the core of the
Overspace puppet on the Sapporo. It still resided in the shuttle bay
where Oliver had killed all the men and melded them into one horrific
spectacle of inhuman power. He grimaced as he reached it, and then
he threw himself upon it.
Immediately, the puppet seemed to sense what he was doing and
tried to stop him, but the pain of his suffering was greater than the will
of the puppet of its distracted master. Aoki attacked it with the ferocity
of need and the pain of loss. Slowly, he took control of the puppet, if
only for a moment.
SAIRA, Cahlaim, and Maylen sensed a hesitation in their enemy.
Cahlaim: “Attack now! This may be our only chance.”
With Aoki holding back the puppet, it could not defend from the
attack of Underspace and the Coronado’s weapons that struck the
ship. The faltering shields failed completely.
Inside the Sapporo, Aoki turned toward a warm light that seemed to
offer freedom from pain, and he smiled. The ship was reduced to dust
an instant later, him with it.
Hideo looked over his shoulder at the blinding flash of light.
Sensing a turn of the tide, Judas hit him with everything he had, and
broke through. Hideo’s torso separated from its hips and legs, and his
eyes bulged sickeningly as he turned back to face Judas.
“Why did you look over there? You don’t care about Aoki or anyone
else.”
Hideo chuckled. “You’re right. I really don’t. So silly of me…”
Judas drove his fist wrapped in slipstream through Hideo’s face then,
obliterating his head. As the soul of Hideo tried to escape, Judas
wrapped that in Underspace and tore it to shreds.
Oliver’s eyes glazed over, and he thought he could see a host of
figures in front of him. He blinked in fear, hoping they were just the
adolescent comets that were forming all around them in the cloud of
gases and interstellar dust.
“Who are all these people?” He wondered, projecting his thoughts to
any who might hear.
“They are Underspace. They’re what you lack, and why you lost.” A
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thousand voices seemed to say to him at once.
“I see. Will I join them when I am dead?”
“No. You will die and be gone from this universe forever.”
“I see. That’s unfortunate.” Oliver said with a slight smile, and then
Underspace consumed his being.
Space ruptured when Overspace was devoured. The tear that
opened drew in the collective and the spatial debris of the cloud. Dust,
ice, gases, and comets were sucked in to a growing core of mass that
grew denser and began to exert a stronger force of gravity on all
around it, which consequently drew in more material.
Judas and his remaining wives disposed of the now dead vessels
that the puppet being had inhabited, and then turned to the whitish ball
that was growing in the Oort cloud, sucking in everything near it.
“Erika.” Judas mouthed, but there was no air to give his word sound.
His cries went unheard, and around him hell broke loose. The
Coronado and the Whaler fled the scene with Dr. Kijuna’s own little
ship, able to leave the powerful pull of gravity from the singularity only
with the help of Judas and his wives. The remaining Combine vessels
were dead in the water, and they were lost to the singularity.
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[Day ???] Epilogue
A still-youthful, though lightly scarred hand reached out to grasp a
shiny new recorder.
“Judas Elliot, personal log. This is very nostalgic. I can’t believe I’m
doing this again.”
“Erika is dead, and she took most of Underspace with her. The death
of Overspace coincided with what will eventually be the death of
Underspace. The war is over, but the cost was too high. I hate that my
own mercy has cost me the life of a woman I love. I cannot forgive
myself.”
“I guess I was not meant to have five wives. They keep dying on me,
and I blame no one but myself. I could have saved Alyssa, and I could
have destroyed the Overspace Entity before and spared Erika.”
Judas stopped sub-vocalizing for a long moment, letting tears roll
down his cheeks as sobs shook his body.
“It has been days, even a few weeks now, but the pain is as fresh and
new as if it were just yesterday that I lost her. Sweet Erika… I will miss
the smell of her skin and the gentle curls of her hair. She was too
beautiful for this world, and now she is lost to us all.”
“I convinced SAIRA, Cahlaim, and Maylen to give up a share of the
slipstream we had left to imbue Marie with. She will live as long as we
do, and then she will die like the rest of us, myself included. I couldn’t
bare to lose another wife, even if it’s in years, so we did what we could.
“I don’t know if there’s a heaven and hell, but that’s where we’ll go
when our time is up. What we had to keep us in this universe longer is
now gone. There won’t be another collective or another Underspace
Entity. Erika is forever lost to me.”
I’m surprised we even got out of there alive as it is. Underspace was
failing as we pulled the Whaler and the Coronado away from the ruin.”
“My legacy - our legacy - is a second sun in the solar system that
birthed humanity. The whitish-blue star absorbed the debris from our
battle, and who knows how much of the developing comets and
interstellar dust and gases from the Oort cloud. Neptune and the outer
planets are going through dramatic changes as they adjust to the pull
of gravity in what is now a binary system. Millions will die and be
displaced as places that were once livable are not livable anymore,
and vice versa.”
“My debt is paid and then some. I have nothing left to give the people
of Earth or the people of Keymra. If I had it to do again, I don’t know
that I’d have done the same. I hate that it was her and not me who was
lost.”
“We left in such a way that the survivors of the battle are to assume
we are dead. Only Dr. Kijuna, Captain Helen Miranov, and Karif know
the truth. They helped provide us with a way to leave. The Whaler will
examine and watch this new star, with the additional of Dr. Kijuna as a
replacement for Marie, who came with us. They share much in
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common now, secrets and all they have experienced. Tyheem has
resigned his commission as well. I think Helen may allow him to work
for her too. It will do him good. His sins haunt him as mine did me.”
“I can’t help but think that this star is special. I think it may turn out to
be very unique. Who knows what the death of Underspace and
Overspace will do when it births a star? Certainly not I.”
“I am on the ship we bought and we are heading away from all of this.
My wives are here with me. Marie left humanity behind, since she is
one of us now, and has no place among them anymore. There will
never be peace for any such as us among the humans.”
“I’m not sure where we’re going. Perhaps we’ll end up at a colony of
Earth, or even back at Keymra, but wherever it is, I hope it is quiet.”
“End Log.” Judas said quietly. Then he got up stiffly and went to the
mess hall of the small cargo ship, where his wives waited for him.
They were all he’d ever have to care for again.
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AU - Astronomical Unit. A measure of distance equal to the
distance from the Sun (Sol) to Earth. Approx 150,000,000
kilometers. (150 million) Compare to the speed of light which
is about 300,000 (300 thousand) kilometers per second.
Bioorganic Circuitry - Circuitry using neurons and other
biological elements in addition to optics, and other
components.
Calatians - The second race on Keymra. They’re less
populous than their Myrrelian counterparts.
Christao-Judeans - A conglomerated religion that formed in
the centuries during Judas’ absence from Earth.
Christao-Judean is the result of a Combined front formed
from: Catholicism, Judaism, and Protestantism. This religion
is heavily Caucasian and Latin.
Combines - massive corporations/trusts that exist in Terran
space. They’re practically a nation in and of themselves.
Some of the largest ones are: the Venusian Gas Miners, the
Martian Agricultural Alliance, Gailen Interstellar, and Taokomi
Industries.
Congress of Science and Research - A human institution in
charge of all major research facilities and vessels in the Sol
system.
*Coronado - Science Vessel. One of the flagships of the
Congress of Science and Research.
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.
Durallite - A carbon polymer material used instead of more
brittle plastics.
Fleet Common - The universal human language. Mostly a
mixture of English, Chinese, and some European languages.
Growth Suppressor - A hygienic fluid that stops the growth
of hair and nails.
Hindi-Islamic - A conglomerated religion that formed in the
centuries during Judas’ absence from Earth. Hindi-Islamic is
formed from Hindu and Islam. Practitioners are typically
Eastern Indian, Middle Eastern, Asian, or African in descent.
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.
Marzipan V - The human designation for Keymra.
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Matter Catapult - Another human attempt at speeding up
space travel. This method converts inanimate material to
energy and propels it across the stars. The unmanned
vessels rematerialize as solid matter when they have reached
their destination.
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
doing jobs no human or larger machine can manage.
Near Light Drive - The best propulsion system human
scientists have been able to come up with to date. Ships are
able to travel anywhere between 70 and 80% of the speed of
light.
*Niyuto - A Combine vessel owned by Taokomi Industries.
Oort Cloud - a huge collection of comets and other cosmic
debris orbiting the sun far beyond the orbit of Pluto. The Oort
cloud is estimated to exist at 100 AU’s from the Sun. This is at
least a day and a half at full speed from Earth with the latest
near-light drives.
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.
Sable Guard - A special corps of Earth’s most elite soldiers
and pilots. They were formed after a soldier distinguished
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.
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.
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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.
 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.
 Tao-Buddhists - A conglomerated religion that formed in the
centuries during Judas’ absence from Earth. Tao Buddhism is
a collection of half a dozen or more religions of Earth’s Far
East. Most practitioners are Asian, Islander, or Eastern
Indian.
 Terran Fleet - A collection of military vessels, stations, and
scientific ships stationed at the fringe of the Sol System.
 *Toyama - A Combine research vessel. The site of the
Overspace Project.
 *Trailblazer - Judas’ Slipstream Vessel, an SX type
experimental hull. Crashed on the Keymran surface, where it
was used as a temporary home. Later, it was put into a
museum on Keymra. Later still, it was destroyed as a
demonstration
against
the
intangible
slipstream
consciousness that shortened their lifespans and changed
the nature of their contact with the slipstream in general.
 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.
 Vidscreen - A generic term for any holographic or
non-holographic display.
 *Whaler - A small-crew science vessel built for long runs
without refitting and resupplying. It was on a mission to study
comets in the Oort cloud when Judas came across it.
* 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.
Aoki Taokomi - Most recent chief of Taokomi Interstellar.
Also leader of the Overspace Entity recovery fleet.
Cahlaim - A Calatian female. Also one of Judas Elliot’s wives.
Known for her wit and grace. Former Minister of Law for the
League of Four Races.
Erika - The name given to the female form of the Slipstream
Entity. Judas chose this name upon her request.
F’ense - A Judasian who had killed others of his kind after an
accident that killed his wife and children imbued him with their
slipstream essence.
Helen Miranov - Captain and lead scientist of the Whaler, a
vessel studying comets when Judas returns to the Sol
System. A dark-haired woman of Russian descent.
Hideo Konugawa - A genetic researcher, and part of
Commodore Calldon’s research team sent to the Whaler.
Jezebel - The latest and greatest S.A.I.R.A. model of android
that was brought about the Whaler as the fourth member of
Commodore Calldon’s four member research team.
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. Once
the Chancellor of the League of Four Races, though he has
returned to human space recently.
Karif Nasser - A human scientist of middle-eastern descent.
Maki Kijuna - Female. A head researcher in the
Matter-Catapult project who went on to head the Overspace
Project (read more in the appendix on the Overspace Project).
Marie - Actually Candice Marie Elliot, but she goes by her
middle name. Offspring of Judas’ brother, many generations
removed. She is half African and half Caucasian.
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. Former Minister of
Agriculture for the League of Four Races.
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
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Elliot’s wives. Formerly Minister of Industry and Commerce for
the League of Four Races.
Slipstream Entity - The only being living in, and native to
Underspace, also comprising the entire mass of Underspace.
Also a symbiant being, which lives within the Judasians. Later
known as Erika when it took a corporeal form.
Tsuan - The strangely enlightened Judasian who had turned
the tables on F’ense and taken his body from him, ending his
killing spree. Also instrumental in rescuing Judas’ wandering
bodiless presence after he had been executed.
Thad Martelli - An elderly scientist specializing in evolution
theory and xenobiology. Also part of Commodore Calldon’s
research team sent to the Whaler.
Tyheem Calldon - Commodore and commander of the
Coronado. Former husband of Marie Elliot.
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[The Overspace Project]
The Overspace Project was a generally secretive project at the
beginning of this novel.
Around the time that the events in book 2 - forever has an end were
occurring, samples of slipstream were taken and experimented on
until they found a way to keep it from returning to its own layer of
space. They managed to contain a considerable amount of the
material, but it was only temporary. Whenever it was released for
further experimentation, it would dissipate.
Experimentation stopped shortly after Earth was robbed of the
slipstream permanently when the slipstream was all gathered in
normal space around the solar system the Judasians inhabited.
Unable to secure more samples of slipstream, researchers decided
not to risk the small stockpile they had, and turned to theoretical
research instead, hoping to find a key as to the nature of the
slipstream. Nothing turned up immediately and budgeting evaporated.
During the religious jihads a few centuries later, the stockpiles were
confiscated by what eventually became Taokomi Industries. They left
the stockpile untouched until only a few years before the events of this
book start.
It looked like the slipstream would stay forever in its containers until
one researcher named Maki Kijuna, who had been one of the head
researchers on the matter catapult, decided that the problems with the
other attempts to keep slipstream in normal space was that they had
all simply tried to trap it in an unnatural environment. She insisted that
they could wean the slipstream from its attraction to life forces and
supplant it with an attraction for gravity.
Her forces of persuasion were sufficient enough that she was given
permission to use the slipstream stockpile in her experiments. The
permission came from a young new head of Taokomi Industries by the
name of Aoki Taokomi, who had just replaced his very conservative
and liberal father.
Initial tests all failed. That is until an understudy was killed in an
accident and their body was absorbed by an over-stressed sample of
slipstream that had escaped containment. This new mutated mash of
organs, flesh, and slipstream stayed in normal space without any
additional help or input of energy.
In time, Dr. Kijuna managed to destroy the creature’s attraction to life
forces, and instill a new affinity to gravitational and magnetic fields in
it. The creature was grown through the addition of more human,
animal, and plant tissues, and eventually divided into sixteen masses.
Three died before they perfected the sphere captivity containers.
One of the samples inexplicably grew at a faster rate than the others
though, and it was this one that they used as the main test subject.
Samples from it were proven to be able to surround probes with a field
of Underspace-like material capable of projecting the probe through
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space at greater than light speeds.
The current phase of the project is to grow a large enough tissue
sample that will all be spliced from one gigantic mass so that the
pieces of it can be fitted to a manned vessel of moderate size, which
will then be tested for intersystem flight. Dr. Kijuna was not around to
supervise these last stages of the project though, having been ousted
by the very Aoki Taokomi who helped authorize her to begin the
project because her methods had grown “too conservative to allow
timely progress.”
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