Chapter 13

Maista, 11 Kiraa, 4402, Faey Orthodox Calendar


Thursday, 13 August 2015, Terran Standard Calendar


Maista, 11 Kiraa, year 1327 of the 97th Generation, Karinne Historical Reference Calendar


Foxwood East, Karsa, Karis

Yawning, Jason walked in circles around the nursery calming down his son Walter, who had woken up very cranky.  Yana was on an exercise with the KMS, training mindstrikers while on a deployment to RG-118, and Jason and Jyslin were looking after Kyri and his infant son while she was off planet.  Walter looked so much like Jason that it was almost like he’d been cloned, at least if Jason had Faey ears, but everything else was spot-on.  Although he didn’t have them anymore, the baby pictures of Jason from the family albums were almost exactly how Walter looked.  The face, the eyes, the hair color, everything was the same, what Yana jokingly told him was him stamping his fatherhood all over his youngest son, with only Yana’s Faey ears giving any hint that Walter was half Faey.  Walter, or Walt as Yana called him, was a healthy four months old, and unlike his sister, he hadn’t been born with his talent expressed.  He’d been very sensitive when he was just born, like Rann had been, but it had faded after about a week, which hinted that Walt would have very strong ability…just not as strong as Kyri’s.  Walt was a very easy-going, mellow baby most of the time, watched everything with his lucid green eyes, acting much like Danelle had when she was that age.  Something told Jason that Yana was almost glad that Walt wasn’t as unique as Kyri was, that he was a normal, happy, healthy baby boy.  He was certainly easier to raise in some ways due to the lack of attention, but since he wasn’t expressed, it was harder for her because he couldn’t just tell her what he wanted the way Kyri could at that age.  Sure, she could listen in on his surface thoughts, but the primitive instinctual motivations of an infant sometimes weren’t easy for an adult to decipher.  Jyslin was actually fairly good at it, but not all women were quite as adept as Jyslin.  But as Walter started to develop rational thought, it would be easier and easier for Yana to tell what was bothering him when he was fussy.

While he soothed his cranky son, his mind was on business.  Having finished her 40 day initial observation period nearly two weeks ago, Cyra had been slowly and carefully taking over Cybi’s workload over the last ten days.  The two of them couldn’t just flip a switch due to the interconnected way many of the planet’s operations worked.  The two of them had been moving them over block by block, section by section, Cyra taking over responsibility with her beefier external support equipment in her facility and disentangling Cybi from the entire planet’s operation.  Cybi was glad to be rid of the responsibility, truth be told, because that was never what she was meant to do.  They had finished that process last night, as Cybi transferred over the final block of processes to Cyra, and Cyra had officially become the CBIM running the planet…at least until they built new CBIMs to take over the other continents, leaving Cyra to run the Kargan continent.  The transition hadn’t been entirely bug-free, and Siyhaa and Myleena had had to all but ride jockey over both Civnet and the biogenic network to keep things tied together until Cyra could establish firm control over all processes and get things back to their normal seamless, smooth operation.

And that meant that by tonight, Cybi’s core would be in its new home across the campus from the White House, in a dedicated CBIM facility built just for her.


The facility they built for her core was big.  It was housed in a very, very large building that contained even more external equipment than Cyra’s did, but Cybi’s new external equipment stacks weren’t for running the planet, they were for protecting the planet from invasion or attack.  Operational process stacks were replaced by biogenic amplifier stacks, and there were ten cascaded hardcore biogenic generators and an amplifier system in the building that Cybi could use directly to defend Karis.  Cybi did still have quite a bit of processing equipment, just in case she had to take over operation of the planet from Cyra if she went down, which she would also use in her secondary role as primary science and military CBIM.  Cybi’s new role encompassed three tasks:  serve as the personal CBIM to the Grand Duke or Duchess and the executive department, serve as the primary CBIM in service to the KMS and the KES, and serve as the primary CBIM in service to the Department of Science and Technology.  Cybi would, in a way, be taking over the role of the CBIM that had been at the original Academy, because she was the CBIM that would be serving all the research labs, 3D, and Myleena’s other think tanks and scientific endeavors.  Cybi was uniquely suited for that task, because unlike Cyra, Cybi thought creatively and had imagination, indications of how much she had evolved from the day her core had come online.  Cyra would eventually start to demonstrate creativity and imagination, but it would take time as she grew and learned.


Moving Cybi’s core would be easy.  They’d already rigged her modular core chamber for the move with biogenic transceivers and five different broadcast power receiver modules, and it would be as simple as picking up her core with the frigate KMS Jivanne using an external grapple harness assembly attached to its belly, flying it to Karsa, then setting it down in the cradle built for that core chamber at the new facility.  It was built to the exact same specifications as the cradle holding her core chamber in Kosiningi, so it would take about an hour to move the core, then about ten hours to reconnect the hardlines in the new facility in Karsa and shift her core back onto hardlines.  They were using a frigate because it had a power plant strong enough to power Cybi via an emergency power cable if she lost broadcast power and still fly.  Cybi would then download all her unique requirements into the external support equipment, and then she’d just settle into her new, much less stressful job as a military and science computer.

Her core was already running by remote, as a test of the viability of it before her core was actually removed from its facility.  After Cyra finished taking over all operational processes, Siyhaa and Myleena had gone in and severed all the hardlines to Cybi’s core chamber as Red Horn removed most of the Disaster Recovery Center to give the frigate access to the modular core chamber.  They’d finished about an hour ago, so for the last hour, Cybi had been operating purely on remote communal links and broadcast power as they waited for Red Horn to finish getting the core exposed for transport.  Red Horn would rebuild the center and do quite a few upgrades on it as they did so, but they would change the building to make the next core easily accessible.  If they needed to remove the new CBIM core they’d install in the building, they’d have Red come in and remove a series of bulkheads and blast doors, and deactivate hard shields to get at the core module, a process that would only take a few hours.  There would be nothing but empty space over the core chamber except security doors and hard shields, to make it even faster and easier to remove the core.  Red Horn would more or less be rebuilding the Disaster Recovery Center around an “elevator shaft” from the roof to the core with installed security measures on each floor to make it hard for someone else to come along and try to rip out the core module using said access shaft.  They would build a new modular core chamber on the cradle holding Cybi, and when the new CBIM core was ready, they’d take it in and install it through the service corridor.


Cyra’s facility was designed for her core module to be removable, but not from above.  It was built to be removable laterally, from the side along a long access tunnel with some pretty heavy-duty blast doors and hard shields to protect the core chamber, which made it easier to defend but harder to remove themselves.  Cybi’s new facility would have the same design, but her old facility made that impossible because the core chamber was in the basement, underground.  Unless they excavated to create a lateral tunnel to the core chamber, getting at it from above was the only real option.  Not even a spatial tunnel system like they’d used at Cheyenne Mountain would really work because of the fact that the core chamber wasn’t really designed to be self-mobile in a lateral direction.  Red Horn had decided that the best way to do it was to rebuild the Disaster Recovery Center to give them access to the core from the roof. 

So, Cyra was now running Karis, and Jason hadn’t noticed any problems so far.  Everything was running exactly the way it was supposed to, Kosigi was purring, and Cyra was only running at 38% capacity if she did no other work but keeping the planet running…but that number was realistically more like 49% since she did do a whole lot of other things.  That was how she was different from Cybi, who had been running at 66% capacity running the planet with activity spikes up to 90% when the shit really hit the fan, since her external equipment on Kosiningi hadn’t been designed to run an entire planet full of people all doing stuff that required her attention.  Cyra had been built with an eye on the future, when Karis was supporting 5 to 6 billion inhabitants and all five habitable continents were fully populated.  At those projections, Cyra would only be running Karga, and she’d be at 31% capacity.  Cybi was running at 3% capacity at the moment, mainly doing processes for the KMS and the Science Department, and running completely by remote with biogenic communal links to her external equipment and broadcast power keeping her core running.

Cybi was with him at the moment, standing—hovering actually—to the side as Walt calmed down.  Her hologram was rock solid, and her communal thought didn’t seem unusual.  [They should be done in about a half an hour,] Cybi informed him.  [They’re opening the final floor between my core and the outside now.  I estimate they’ll have my core moving by 9:00.  Are you coming to Kosiningi?]


[Of course I’m coming to Kosiningi,] he replied.  [I trust Myli and Siyhaa to do it right, but I’m not going to be there for them.  I’m gonna be there for you.]


[Ever thoughtful,] she smiled.


[What’s it like running by remote?]


[Laggy,] she replied.  [There’s a delay in my dataflow that I find most irritating, and I’m restricted to a third of my usual bandwidth of dataflow, choking all my data down to a narrow pipe.  Outside of that, I’m operating under more or less nominal conditions.  If I had real work to do, I’d find it nearly intolerable.]

Jason chuckled.  [That’s why we waited until Cyra was running things,] he replied.

Cybi drifted up and looked down at Walter with a gentle smile.  [He looks so much like you,] she observed. 

[I know.  I get the feeling that Yana wasn’t going to be happy til she got a mini-me, so I’m glad she got what she wanted on her second try,] he replied, which made Cybi laugh softly.  [You ready for your cushy new job of indolence and freeloading?]

Cybi swatted him gently on the shoulder.  [That is your doing,] she accused.  [I could easily do some of the work, but you put everything on Cyra.  I will have almost nothing to do.]


[After 1,300 years alone on the planet followed up by two years of nearly being overworked, you deserve to have your workload reduced,] he answered.  [Besides, you may not be doing as much as before, but what you will be doing is far, far more important.  You’ll be the last line of defense for Karis, Cybi, and we’re gonna make sure you’re well armed if it comes down to it.  And when you’re not being Supergirl, you’ll be helping Myri run the KMS, the twins run the KES, and riding shotgun over my office and the science department.  Trust me, having all your processing power more or less at her beck and call is almost making Myli’s panties wet.]


[So, I’m management now,] Cybi noted lightly.


[Middle management,] Jason replied with a sly smile.  [You don’t rate a key to the executive bathroom quite yet.  But there’s potential there.]


[Is that so?] she asked archly as Cyra manifested her hologram in the nursery.


[Morning, Cyra,] Jason nodded to her.  [What’s up?]


[Nothing of great importance, Jason.  I thought you might want to get an early jump on your day, before you go to Kosiningi.]

[I never go looking for work this early in the morning, Cyra,] Jason grinned as Walter closed his eyes.  [Sec.]  Ayama, is Jys taking the babies to work today or are you watching them?


I’m watching them this morning, she’ll be taking them to work after lunch, she answered.  Speaking of Jyslin, you should wake her up.


I’m already up, Jyslin called.  I’m about to get in the shower.


Breakfast will be on the table when you come down, Ayama promised.  I’ll be up in a moment to help you bring the twins and Wally down, Jason.


Don’t call him Wally, that’s almost undignified, he said as Amber padded sleepily into the nursery, which meant that Rann and Shya were up.  Amber was doing her morning rounds to check on the twins.  “Morning, mother hen,” Jason said lightly, reaching down and picking the tiny vulpar up his free hand.  “See, this isn’t the girls, this is Walt.  The girls are in their cribs.  Satisfied?”


The vulpar licked Walt’s face, making him smile, then Jason set her in Bethany’s crib.  [I should relate that the compatibility tests are complete, Jason,] Cyra related.  [The last five were conducted yesterday evening.  The only adult Generation not tested was Saelle, because she is off planet.]


[And?]


[Jezzi shows the greatest compatibility with me,] she answered.  [Jenn comes a very close second.  I could easily merge with either of them and get optimal results, but my merge with Jezzi is slightly stronger.  Sadly, I must inform you that you ranked 138th in the compatibility tests.]

Jason laughed.  [That’s actually a relief.  I already get enough grief from this one, I didn’t need to be shackled to a second CBIM,] he replied, pointing at Cybi.  [That means we’ll have to pull Jezzi out of her job over at KFM for a couple of weeks and give her some additional combat training.  She knows how to merge to a tactical fairly well, but merging to a CBIM is an entirely different animal.]

[I’ll schedule some training sessions,] Cyra told him.  [I will also schedule the sessions for Jenn, since he’s also compatible.  We’ll begin them this afternoon, after Cybi’s core is installed in its new building.]


[Sounds good, take care of it, Cyra,] he nodded as Ayama stepped quietly into the room.  She walked straight over and picked Siyae up from her crib, then set her in a hoverstroller for the trip downstairs.  Thanks, Ayama, he sent as she put Bethany in the other seat.


Want me to take Wally too?


Walt, he corrected immediately, which made the corner of her mouth twitch.  She was calling him that on purpose just to tweak his nose, Jason realized.  And I’ll carry him down myself, thank you very much.  You don’t deserve to carry him.


So you say until you go to work, she replied lazily as she started pushing the floating stroller out the door.


[Bitch, I am so gonna get her one of these days,] he communed in a surly mindset as he watched her saunter out.


[You’ve been saying that since the tanning bed incident, Jason,] Cybi noted slyly.


[That’s the problem, she hasn’t done anything since then big enough for me to justify spanking her.  She’s very clever about being just annoying enough to bother me but not so annoying I retaliate.]


[You did hire her because she’s smart,] Cybi smiled.


[Too smart,] he complained, which made both CBIMs chuckle.  [Anyway, Walt’s ready for some activity, so let’s get this day going.]

After breakfast, Jason headed out to Kosiningi as Jyslin headed for the Paladins front office.  Most of the 3D crew was already there along with Siyhaa and her Moridon team, and Myleena was sitting on a large hoverplatform talking to Siyhaa, which put her head around Siyhaa’s robed thigh.  The frigate assigned the task was actually on the ground, sitting on its landing skids in the open area in front of the building; the frigates were the only KMS line vessels in the inventory capable of making a ground landing.  Destroyers and cruisers could make a water landing, but the frigates could land on land or in water, further increasing their versatility.  “About time, Jayce,” Myleena chided as he approached.  “We’ve been ready to go for almost half an hour.”


“I know, Cybi’s been keeping me up to date.  She’s about ready to be moved, she finds running by remote to be annoying.  The Jivanne ready?”


“Yup, it’s just waiting for orders,” she answered.


“Then let’s get this bachi match going,” he declared.

The frigate took off as Jason went inside and locked himself down within the core chamber, in the same chair he used when he merged to Cybi, but he didn’t do that this time because if Cybi somehow lost power while Jason was merged to her, nobody was entirely sure what would happen. Most of the crew were aboard the frigate, and Myleena was out on the roof of the modular core chamber directing the frigate’s grapples to get them in place and annealed.  [Here we go,] Jason communed as he heard the first of the four grapple lines hit the roof.  [You nervous?]


[A little, but that’s because this is something I’ve never done before.  At my age, new is bad,] Cybi replied, which made him laugh despite himself.  [I’ve been running on remote uplinks and broadcast power for nearly two hours, so that part of this does not worry me too much.]


[As long as you don’t lose power to your core, we can live with you losing remote uplinks,] Jason grunted.  [That’s why we’re using the frigate, when we could have easily used a KC-190 cargo dropship to do this.  Myleena’s attaching an external power cable so you can draw power right off the frigate’s power plant in case your broadcast power goes down.]


[I’m not complaining.  Redundancy will ensure I get to my new home in one piece.]


[Amen.]


About half an hour later, the core chamber shuddered as the Jivanne picked it up, very slowly and very carefully lifting the cylindrical core chamber out of the building, hologram feeds from multiple cameras showing around Jason’s chair as he kept close watch on everything.  Makati engineers directed the frigate’s pilot as they lifted it and retracted the grapple cables simultaneously, and once the core chamber was clear, the engineers and Myleena cleared off and let the frigate pull the core chamber up against its carrying array.  The entire core shuddered a bit when they made contact with the carrying array, and Jason saw the Makati and Myleena anneal the carrying prongs directly to the housing to make absolutely sure that the core chamber could not possibly be dropped.  Jason brought up a series of graphs that showed Cybi’s data transfer rates and broadcast power levels, and they remained stable and steady as the frigate turned towards Karsa and started a 41 minute cruise, moving slowly and steadily so movement between broadcast power transmission fields too quickly didn’t cause power spikes or dips for Cybi’s core, an effect Myleena called a crossfield spike and was caused by the fact that they were using more than one broadcast power antenna for this operation.   If they only had one antenna, then there would be no chance of a crossfield spike.  Myleena had set a speed limit of 817 kathra an hour for the trip to remove the risk of a crossfield power spike, which would make the trip to Karsa take about 40 minutes.

Those 40 minutes passed both quickly and slowly for Jason.  Every minute seemed to crawl by as he watched Cybi’s feeds like a hawk, but they melded together to the point where he was honestly surprised when the Karsa skyline came into view on his forward view hologram.  [Ten more minutes, guys,] Myleena called from outside.  [I see everything’s running fine in there.]


[We’re just fine, Myli,] Jason answered.

[We should have your core seated in about an hour, Cybi.  You doing okay?]

[I’m fine, Myleena,] she assured him.  [I’m starting to experience some cascading data decay, but we were expecting this.]


[Yup, cause you’ve been running on remote commune uplinks for so long,] she affirmed.  [We’ve got a good 17 hours to get your hardlines reconnected before you start experiencing cascade corruption, and that’s more than enough time.  Getting your primary hardline trunks installed is first priority, even over the power feeds.  You’re doing just fine on broadcast power.]


[It’s been completely stable,] Cybi agreed.


Jason felt the core chamber start to slow as they moved over the city, quite a few Karsa PD hovercar units and Wolf fighters surrounding the frigate to keep civilian traffic out of its way, then they came to a stop over Cybi’s new large, extravagant, expensive facility.  The Makati and Myleena unannealed the prongs from the core chamber, then the whole thing jolted a bit as the frigate started lowering it towards a large industrial hoverplatform, which would pull Cybi’s core chamber inside and into place on the cradle, preserving her core’s ability to withdraw into the mantle.  They’d built an even more rugged bunker for Cybi’s new facility, even deeper in the mantle and encased in a compressed Neutronium carapace with its own internal power plant for additional protection.  To get at that bunker, an enemy would have to virtually blow up the planet.

With a thud, the core chamber came down on the platform.  Siyhaa’s Moridon and Myleena’s 3D techs boiled out of the following skimmers, anchoring the chamber to the platform as the massive access doors on the rear of the facility opened, revealing an access corridor that was just big enough for the core.  “We’re seated and ready to tractor it in,” Tom called, his voice coming over the external speakers as he pointed towards the facility.  “Bo, get your team in there and get ready to get the core off the carry-all.  We’re connecting the dataline trunks first, so get it ready to go.  Jenny, that’s your team’s responsibility.  I want the primary trunk ready to be connected before we have the anchors annealed.”

“You got it, boss,” Jenny called.


“Mahja Siyhaa, I’d like your team to monitor dataflow throughput while we connect the dataline trunks and keep things nominal.”


“Easily done,” she nodded in reply.  “Cizarak, your group has responsibility.  My group will be assisting with the trunk installation.”


“Yes, Mahja Siyhaa,” the male Moridon replied with a sharp nod, his horns bobbing with the movement of his head.


[I’m getting replies from the external core equipment, I’m already downloading my personal operational parameters into them,] Cybi relayed to Jason.  [They’re close enough for me to commune without need of the transceiver.  They should be ready for initialization by the time I’m physically connected.]

“Cybi’s downloading her data into the external stacks by direct communion,” Jason called aloud.  “So you know why things in there are turning on before you get to them.”


“Yeah, that’s good to know,” Bo chuckled as he and six other 3D techs hurried into the facility.


Although completely installing Cybi’s core would take about ten hours, the most important parts of it was getting the core on its cradle, anchored down, the dataline trunks and power cables reconnected, and the cradle assembly seated on the elevator brackets and the evacuation shaft unsealed and tested so the core was capable of withdrawing into the bunker in the mantle.  That would take about five hours to complete.  Everything else was mainly Cybi personalizing the external support equipment to her specifications, since she had her core chamber external systems like her I/O tree with her in her core chamber, but all that new equipment out in the rest of the facility she had to initialize and then set up the way she wanted it.  She’d be functionally operational in three hours, they’d have the vast majority of the physical work done in five hours, but she’d be optimized for ideal performance in ten.  Once they had all the physical connections finished and the cradle assembly was fully operational, they’d withdraw the core into its bunker in the mantle to make sure everything worked, then most of them would pull out to allow Cybi to finish setting up her new external systems to her liking.

Jason didn’t just supervise, he was right down there with Myleena and the rest of the installation team as they connected Cybi to her new facility.  The great height of the Moridon also lent them great strength, and that strength came in very handy as they hauled bulky double-metaphased power conduits and dataline bundle cables around.  They also helped with the physical manhandling as they pulled the cure chamber off the carry-all using hoverpods, moved it out of the way, and carefully set it down in its new cradle, Myleena using a micrometer to make sure it was exactly where it had to be.  Once she was set properly, one of Siyhaa’s teams annealed her into place as Siyhaa and Myleena started connecting the first and most important dataline trunks, the main I/O tree dataline trunk.  The two of them carefully annealed the 250 individual datalines in the trunk to their receiving sockets, one by one, but they both moved with a speed that belied their vast experience in such matters.  They’d both been annealing datalines for years, so they moved through the entire trunk in about an hour.  After they finished the most important connections, Jenny and her team started with the other trunks, 15 trunks in all connected to various parts of the top and bottom of the core chamber.  Bo’s team started on the power connections as they finished up the trunks, while Tom’s team started preparing the core chamber for its test evacuation.

Two hours later, they had the final connection made as Siyhaa annealed the casing of the last power cable.  “Alright, your Grace, we’re ready to switch over to hardline power,” Siyhaa called from the top of the core chamber, looking down through a maintenance hatch.  “Cizarak, begin initializing the power management system to switch us to primary power,” she called.


“Yes, Mahja,” he shouted from the power management console.


“Cybi, we are prepared.  Are you prepared?” Siyhaa called from above.


“The phase match filters are in place and ready,” she answered.


“Alright, let’s do it,” Myleena called.  “Cizarak, bring up the primary power in five percent increments, and make sure it’s phase matched to broadcast power feeds.  At twenty percent, start decreasing broadcast power by the same five percent increments.  I’ll start taking down the internal broadcast power nodes as they come unloaded.”


“Yes, Duchess.  I am prepared,” the Moridon called.


“Alright, let’s do it.”


It took about twenty minutes, and went flawlessly.  They slowly switched Cybi back to primary hardline power 5% at a time, and as each broadcast power node was removed from supplying power, Myleena took it down and off the network.  Once the last broadcast node was offline and Cybi was running on her own internal singularity plants, they then tested the very expensive power management system that would allow Cybi to run off planetary power but switch to one of three independent internal singularity plants if planetary power went offline.  If by some miracle all three of her plants failed, she had her own broadcast power receiving station to run off the planetary broadcast power grid.  If that also went down, there were two more independent singularity plants in the emergency bunker that could supply power to Cybi when she was on the surface.  If even those failed, she had another set of broadcast power receivers in the receiving station running on a tightbeam carrier from Kosigi, along with three relay satellites that orbited in a way so that at least two satellites or a satellite and Kosigi were aligned with Karsa to supply power to Cybi at all times.  With eight independent power systems to supply power, the chances that she would lose power were remote at best.

Once she was on planetary power, they only had one more task to perform.  Everyone gathered in her core chamber, and Myleena conducted a test of the evacuation system.  She watched several free-floating holograms like a hawk as the cradle anchors disengaged, then the entire core chamber began to descend the 10 kathra down the shaft and into the upper mantle of the planet.  The entire thing was built of Neutronium and kept cool using hyper-endothermic materials, with blast doors every kathra and force screens every 500 shakra, each of which activated as the core chamber.  Every door and shield activated exactly as it should, and once they reached the bunker, the super-heavy blast doors closed over them and the bunker systems went into active mode, putting Cybi on her emergency systems.  Cybi initialized those as they were in the bunker, and after about an hour to make sure everything was working properly, they raised the core chamber back into the facility above.

And with that test complete, their part of the job was done.  Cybi had all her hardware connected to her new facility, and the rest of it was Cybi getting all her new external support equipment just the way she liked it.


“I believe we are done, friends.  The only thing left to do is to configure my new systems, with which I fear to say you cannot really help.”

“Not a problem, Cybi, I’m hungry anyway,” Bo said with a grin.


Myleena slapped Bo in the back of his head.


“Let’s gather up our tools and clean up after ourselves, then steal a swim in Cybi’s pool while she’s busy.”


Jason laughed when Cybi drifted over and smacked Myleena lightly on the back of the head.


With that, Jason left Cybi’s new home, walked across the campus, and entered the White House.  He had to do the major paperwork of the day before going home, which meant he’d be super-busy tomorrow catching up on everything he blew off to install Cybi in her new facility. Cyra’s golden hologram was waiting for him in his office when he entered.  “Good afternoon, Jason.  I take it Cybi’s installation went well?”

[Of course it did, and like you didn’t know.]


[I am practicing my smalltalk.  Was it suitably small?]

He had to laugh.  [Small enough,] he replied lightly as he flopped down in his chair.  [I’m actually tired.  I think I need to get more exercise.  What’s going on?]


[Nothing of tremendous importance,] she answered.  [However, you told me to alert you personally whenever the Parri extended an invitation for you to visit their village.  They have done so,] she declared.  [They made the request through the biogenic interface we keep there, that garners my attention.  I am not sure how important you rate this event—]

[I rate it highly important, important enough to drop everything and go right now,] he answered.  Dera, we’re going to the Parri village, he called through his office door.


I’ll prepare your skimmer for departure, she affirmed.


[Did they make any specific requests?  Anyone that needs to go as well?  Any special materials?]


[No, Jason.  They asked only that you come to their village at your leisure.  They didn’t seem very serious about it.]


[They never do, but the Parri never do anything without a reason.  It’s just usually a reason we don’t understand at the time.]


[How so?]


[Review Cybi’s archives about the Parri.  They’re mystics, Cyra, they live in their own little world that rarely seems to intersect with the world we live in, but there are many mysteries they conceal.  I don’t understand how they do what they do, but I trust them.]


[I believe I understand your expression,] she said, tapping her index fingers together.  [You mean to say that they have a radically different culture that makes little sense to logical science.]


[More or less,] he said as he headed for the door.  He opened it and poked his head out.  “Chirk, I’m going to the Parri village.  Just move everything to tomorrow, I won’t be coming back.  Tell Brall I’ll meet with him in the morning instead.”


“I will rearrange your schedule, revered Hive-leader,” she answered.  “Then I will be finishing my duties in the office for the day.  I have several conferences to attend on Kirga about office efficiency techniques.  Jr’thk will be assuming my duties.”  Usually, Chirk would be going home after her 18-20 hours at the office, but the office was never empty.  She had other Kizzik that worked the nightshift in the office that were pulled from the larger executive office down the hall that handled the less important paperwork, but any time Jason came to the office, day or night, Chirk came back to be there to keep her immaculately organized office at peak efficiency, an efficiency that Jason often disrupted with his unpredictable ways.  Jason didn’t entirely like the hours Chirk worked, but she was a Kizzik.  Kizzik had few leisure activities as he would define them, and if she wasn’t working or eating, most likely she was sleeping…what little she slept.  Kizzik only had to sleep about two hours a day, their natural circadian rhythm ran around 27 hours which was very close to Karis’ day, and they were capable of extended periods where they got little or no sleep.  To a Kizzik, work was life and life was work, and that attitude didn’t only extend to their drones.

Dera and Ryn boarded with him as he got in his skimmer, then they flew to the northwest corner of the continent.  Gigantic, golden-leafed oye trees were the first thing they saw as they came over the scrub-grown hills, one of the most extensively terraformed parts of Karsa with the least amount of population, and Jason expertly threaded his skimmer through a gap in the canopy and landed on the outskirts of the sun-dappled village.  The Parri shaman and only one of her apprentices, the female, ambled out on all fours to meet him as the hatch opened and the stairs lowered.  She rose up on her legs and patted him on the shoulder, a smile on her muzzled face.  “It is good to see you again, Jason Karinne,” she told him in her rich voice.


“Either one of your apprentices graduated, or you’re keeping him busy,” he said as he patted the top of her paw-like hand.


“He has learned the ten lessons of the shaman and no longer requires my guidance,” she replied with a proud look.  “He has been assigned to begin his advanced training, where the trees themselves teach him what is needful.  He will spend many moons listening to the trees, learning from them, and often re-learning what he had once learned before if the trees succeed in tricking him.”


“What do you mean?”


“The trees may guide us, but they often deceive us intentionally,” she replied, motioning towards the village before dropping back to all fours.  “It is the responsibility of the listener to discern truth of deception, even in the words of one whom they trust.”


“Why would they do that?”


“To test us,” she answered immediately.  “A wise shaman knows when to listen to her own heart over the words of another. As a shaman grows into her jaingi, she can no longer be tricked by the trees.”


“Ah.  So, why did you call me, shaman?”


“Let us share tea together first, Jason Karinne,” she replied calmly as the female apprentice followed behind them.


They sat around the communal firepit and enjoyed a large cup of oye-bark tea, engaging in the Parri custom of talking of nothing in particular, which was custom for them.  Jason had to wait for her to get to business, in her own time, which didn’t work for her the same way it did Jason.  She rarely if ever showed any sign of being in a hurry, even when what she was doing was important, he’d noticed.  Eventually, however, she finally got around to the reason she’d asked him to come, bidding him to stand up and walking with him away from the village, leaving Dera and Ryn at the village.  And as usual, she began with a question that baked his brain.


“What is hatred, Jason Karinne?”


That almost brought him to a stop.  It was easy to identify, but it was hard to explain, he realized.  He struggled with a way to put the emotion into words, then gave a rueful chuckle.  “It’s one of those things that you know when you feel, but have trouble explaining to someone else,” he admitted.


She glanced over and up at him; when she walked on all fours the way she did, her head came up to his lower chest.  “Hatred is the most extreme example of the consequences of having no love in your heart,” she replied.  “In its way, it is the opposite of love, but in reality, it is not.  The true opposite of love is the absence of emotion.  At least with emotions like anger and hatred, there is a response.  The absence of emotion, the disassociation of the self with others, that is the true antithesis of most that we hold dear.  What does hatred mean to you, Jason Karinne?”

“How do you mean?”


“Is it a good thing, or is it a bad thing?”


“I’d almost say that’s a silly question,” he replied.  “Hatred isn’t a good thing.”


“Even when it serves your purposes?”


“What do you mean?”


“Did hatred not incite the peoples of your allies in their struggle against the loveless ones?” she asked pointedly.  “From what I heard, they did great evil against your friends.  Is there ever a time when hatred should be nourished?”

“I don’t think so,” he replied immediately.  “You can’t change how others feel, and while it may be useful to you, you don’t want to fan the flames.  There’s no telling when that hatred may turn on you.”


She glanced over at him and gave a single nod.  “You understand a very important truth, Jason Karinne.”


“I’m almost wondering why you keep asking me these questions, shaman,” he said.   “First you ask about fear, now hate.  I’m almost feeling like you’re secretly a Jedi.”


“What is this Jedi?”


He chuckled.  “Nevermind, it’s something of a Terran inside joke,” he answered.


“Understanding negative emotions is the first step to preventing them from causing you grief, Jason Karinne.  The first step to controlling a thing is to understand the nature of the thing.  You control many forms of energy and can shape metal, even space itself, because you understand its nature.  You achieve great feats of technological prowess by understanding the nature of the way the universe works in great detail, at least the parts that you can see,” she noted lightly.  “You even make inroads into the parts of the universe you cannot see because you understand the nature of those places.  There is a very real danger of losing yourself and seeing your friends lose themselves to hatred when engaged in war, Jason Karinne.  You should guard against allowing hatred to cloud your good judgment.”


“That’s good advice no matter what the reason,” he noted.


She came to a stop and reared up on her hind legs, coming to a vertical base   “It is something that you should keep in mind as events unfold, Jason Karinne.  Making your decisions based on the hatred you have built in your heart for the loveless ones will poison your future.”

Jason gave her a sober look.  She had never been so direct, and for that reason, he took her words seriously.  “So, you’re saying that I should think carefully about what we do when the loveless ones return with their civilians.”


“Yes.”


“But that’s not for four years.”


“What is time, Jason Karinne?  Is a warning less heedful because it was delivered early, or does the early nature of the warning give you more time to heed it?” she asked calmly, though there was amusement in her eyes.  “Time is what you make it, Jason Karinne.  It is not as set as your kind believe.”

“I know that.”


“Truly?  Do you truly know the nature of time, Jason Karinne?” she challenged with a slight smile.  “Would it surprise you to find that everything you believe about time is wrong?”


He laughed.  “I know what science says about time,” he replied.  “Which I think you would find boring.”


“Knowledge is never boring, Jason Karinne.  So, tell me, what is time?  What is the nature of it?”


That drew him up short.  Again, though he knew what time was, he found it difficult to quantify it in rational terms he could express to another.  “It’s…” he trailed off, scratching his chin.  “It’s a sequence of events that flows like a river,” he finally said.  “Time is in motion, it moves at a speed determined by the speed of space, and it’s not set.  Time can flow faster or slower depending on the velocity of the space that matter occupies.”


“A very scientific explanation,” she said in a manner that sounded just slightly patronizing.  “Time, Jason Karinne, is your perception of the universe.  As you change your perception, you find that your perception can alter time.  Does time not move faster when you aren’t concerned about it, yet it seems to crawl when you pay most keen attention?”


“But that’s just the way the mind works,” he protested.


“Is it?” she asked.  “Does your perception of time mean that your perception cannot change the nature of time?  Is the time it takes for an oye fruit to fall from the branch to the ground any faster or slower if your perception of it changes as it falls?”


“You’re talking about how we perceive time, not what time is.”


“All things are exactly what you perceive them to be, Jason Karinne,” she said immediately and forcefully.  “That is the tenth lesson, and when you learn that truth, I think you will be a fine shaman.”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” he protested.


“It makes perfect sense to the eye that sees what is without preconceptions clouding its vision,” she told him.  “The world is not as set in stone as you believe that it is, Jason Karinne.  You yourself prove that.  Do your psychic abilities not defy the rational science upon which your perception of the world is based?”


That made him blink.  That was actually correct, science had no rational explanation for why psionic powers such as telepathy and telekinesis seemed to ignore the fundamental nature of time and space.  Telepathy was not constrained by time.  Telepathy was capable of communicating in real time across any distance, even from one galaxy to another if one of the telepaths was strong enough to reach that far.  The physical energy behind telekinesis was also undefined by rational science.  It was a form of physical energy that could affect matter and space, but the energy itself was virtually undetectable, unstoppable, and ignored time the same way telepathy did.  But, telekinesis did obey some physical laws.  A telekinetic lifting an object had a portion of that object’s weight exerted against his body, and a telekinetic pushing against something with his power was himself pushed back if he did not brace himself, examples of Newton’s third law of equal and opposite reaction.  But telekinetic power itself seemed to exist in a manner that made rational science tear out its hair trying to explain it.  Psiologists simply said it existed, and that the exact mechanics of it were a mystery.


“There is more to the world than what you can see, Jason Karinne,” she told him, putting that huge hand-paw of hers on his shoulder.  “I have told you that before, as I recall.  But, that is not the matter that bade me call you.  Look there.”


She pointed at one of the towering oye trees in front of them, a monster of a tree that was a tall as some of the skyscrapers in New York City back on Terra, and whose thin canopy of golden leaves shaded entire acres.  “It’s the biggest of the oye trees, I think,” he said, looking up its titanic trunk.  He then gasped.  “It’s got fruit!”


“Yes, the first of the trees to fruit.  You are to collect them, Jason Karinne, and hand them out on the streets of your city to all who wish them.  The bounty of this harvest will be yours to deliver, but they will be given without expectation of anything in return.  It will be your hand that harvests them, and your hand that provides them.”

“You want me to go all the way up there?” he protested, looking up.


“Do you fear heights, Jason Karinne?” she asked lightly.


“Not really, but I’m definitely going to need some equipment for this,” he chuckled.  “I don’t have your claws, shaman.  I wouldn’t even be able to get up there without a hoverplatform, or maybe my armor.”


“So long as it is your unclad hand that picks them from the tree,” she said easily.


“Just mine, or can I have help?”


“Just yours,” she replied.


“No sweat, shaman,” he said easily, shielding his eyes from the sun as he looked up.  “I can pick the entire tree, so long as I have help moving the fruit once I pick it.”

“That is perfectly fine.”


Dera, he called.  Ryn.


What is it, Jason?


I need at least half of my armor, enough so I can use the engines in it and control myself.  Oh, and you’ll need yours on as well.


What are we going to do?


Farm work, he answered.  One of the oye trees has produced fruit, and the shaman is sending me on one of her little errands.  We can have all the fruit we can pick, but I have to pick the fruit myself, no one can help me.  Once I get it off the tree, anyone can handle it, and after we pick all the fruit, we’re taking it back to Karsa and handing it out on a street corner.  So congratulations, ladies, you just became fruit haulers.  I’m going to call back to Karsa for a dropship with lots of baskets, and maybe a few extra helpers.

Oye fruit?  Can we keep some? Ryn asked hopefully.


Yes, but no hoarding an entire Stick’s cargo unit full of them, he replied.


Why in Trelle’s silky hair are we handing them out on a street corner? Dera protested.


Because the shaman told me to.  Besides, this is the first fruit produced on Karis, and I think it’s only fair that it’s given out for free.


Alright.  We should have your armor ready by the time you get back to the skimmer.

By the time he had his armor mostly on, only missing the arm greaves and gauntlets, a KC-70 landed beside his skimmer, one of the smaller cargo dropships.  They must have screamed over here at top speed to get here so fast.  Inside were nearly half of the Dukal Guard, and they were all carrying large baskets, as Aya and Hara pulled out two large hoverplatforms from the cargo doors.  Jason had to laugh at that scene, as much as the look of eagerness on a few faces.  Getting oye fruit right off the tree was almost impossible for most Faey, since the trees only grew on Imbria and Karis, and there had long been rumors about how heavenly the fruit tasted when it was fresh off the tree.  Alright ladies, the Parri are letting us take all the fruit that I can personally pick off the tree, Jason told them as he approached.  Nobody else can pick any fruit, is that clear?  We only get what I can pick myself.  They all nodded in acknowledgement as they got ready.  Two girls stay close to me and hold the baskets, I’ll pick and drop into the baskets, and you girls bring the baskets down to the dropship.  And at least try not to eat all the fruit on the way down, he added, which got him a few grins in return.  The shaman asked me to hand out the fruit to the citizens, and I think it’s a pretty nice thing to do.  These are the first oye fruits grown on Karis, and I think it’s a nice gesture  that we hand them out for free to anyone who wants them.  But, I also think it’s fair that everyone who helps gets to take some of the fruit home with her.  Just not a whole bushel basket full, he warned.  How many you get to keep depends entirely on how many we manage to pick.

Then we’d better pick the tree clean, Jason, Aya declared as she started up the hoverplatform and lifted it into the air.


I think we can do it, but it’s gonna take a while.  That’s a whole lot of fruit.  Maybe five thousand.


We have all day, Hara declared with a smile.


It took nearly all day, but Jason did manage to pick the entire tree clean.  They quickly had a nearly assembly-line style system going, where Jason picked fruits nearly as fast as he could reach them and dropped them into baskets below, and the guards rotated in and out like a well-oiled machine, with a nearly constant stream of black-armored guards carrying baskets down to the dropship.  After about two hours, Jyslin, Tim, Symone, and most of his kids arrived as well, Ayama along to babysit the infants and show them off to the Parri a little bit. They’d heard what he was doing, and they helped out…or at least pretended to.  The kids spent more time eating the fruit than they did carrying them down to the dropship  Oye fruit was fairly large, the size of a grapefruit, roughly oval in shape, and the skin was a deep gold color while the flesh within was pinkish, and what was odd to Jason, the fruit had no seeds.  The trees seemed to produce them purely for the intent of providing nourishment with no expectation in return.  They were also very easy to pick, coming off the stem with a gentle tug, and they grew in clusters at the ends of the smaller branches.  Each cluster had around 20 fruit in it, growing in pairs close together, and all of them hung underneath the branch, making most of them very easy to reach due to the fact that the tree’s branches weren’t tightly packed.  He did have to reach through branches and leaves here and there to reach some of them, but all in all, it was quick and easy to clear out an entire branch and then move on to the next one.  The fruit at the edge of the tree’s canopy were the easiest to pick, and they cleared that out within two hours, but then they had to go up into the canopy a little to reach the higher branch ends, all the way up to the top of the tree.  Because Jason only had to pick and drop them, he moved very fast, picking over 300 fruit an hour since they grew in clusters and the clusters were fairly close together.  He could pick an entire cluster in a minute, and most of his time was taken up with getting from cluster to cluster to pick them, a task made very easy because of the grav engines in his armor.  Since he wasn’t moving very fast and was mostly hovering, it was within the engines’ operational parameters.

Crusader armor engines had improved over the years.  They were no longer the simple glide drives they were when they began, as the military engineers endlessly tweaked and adjusted them.  Even the original version glide drives were real grav engines, just with software interlocks to keep the wearer close to the ground.  Even in the original version engines, the wearer could actually get into space using the engines, they’d just have very, very poor control over their trajectory and their maximum speed was only 200 kathra an hour, which was around 160 kilometers and hour or about 100 miles an hour.  The newest version of the armor had engines with much more control thanks to small directional control units in the boots and gauntlets, almost Iron Man style that helped control the wearer in all three axes of movement involved in flight, and all military members took flight training to control the armor at altitude.  The armor still needed external flight pods to do any serious high altitude activity because the engines still couldn’t go very fast and it took a lot of training to really handle controlling the armor’s direction, but for something as simple as picking fruit, the armor was just fine.

Jason did exactly what he promised, he picked the tree clean.  He got the last of the fruits at the very top of the tree about 11 hours after starting, with the sun already set and them using lights to see what they were doing, and his arms felt like lead weights as he dropped the last one into the waiting basket.  That’s it, what’s the count, Tim?


4,371, he answered.


Damn, that’s more than I expected, Jason replied as he drifted down and landed on the hoverplatform.  We can keep them in the dropship overnight and hand them out in front of the White House tomorrow morning.  So, Aya, I’d say that 40 fruit per guard is a fair cut.  That should last you girls a while.  I won’t even take them out of the fruit you guys already ate, he sent dryly.  I was keeping count.


The rumors are so true, Hara sent richly.  They do taste better right off the tree.


I’ll say, I ate so much I can barely move, Rann nearly complained.


You already had your dinner, young man, so don’t go asking for it when we get home, Jyslin chuckled mentally.


I couldn’t eat another bite, he assured her.


Me either, Shya agreed.


I might have to put you two on a diet, given how much you ate, Jyslin teased.


Jason greeted the shaman, who approached them as they loaded the last of the fruit on the dropship.  “You will give them out tomorrow?” she asked.


“Tomorrow morning, outside my office building,” he assured her.  “I think it’ll be fun.  We already put out a notice over Civnet, and so more people get some, we’re limiting everyone to one fruit each. We also warned them that we only have about four thousand, so it’s first come first served.”

“That is entirely fair,” she agreed.  “Soon, I think, the other trees will start to fruit.  If you wish to have them for your people, we must discuss a means of harvest.  We will allow your people to come pick them, but only certain people will be allowed to come in contact with our trees.”


“I’ll talk to a few people, and send prospective harvesters out here for you to inspect.  You have final say on who works here and who doesn’t, shaman.  This is your village, those are your trees.  I’ll keep the entire operation a Dukal matter, so I have control over it.  I think Kumi was anticipating this, and she already has a company formed to handle oye fruit harvesting and production.”


“So long as she remembers that we are the ones that dictate the price, Jason Karinne.”


“I’ll make sure she adheres to it,” he assured her.  The Parri allowed Faey companies on Imbria to pick the fruit from the trees for free, literally giving them away, but they weren’t allowed to make a big profit off of them.  The Parri were very firm about that, for it was they who set the price for oye fruit in the Imperium market, and that price was based on production costs.  That allowed the oye companies to make a modest profit, but not gouge anyone, and in a weird way, it worked very well.  Oye companies were some of the most dependable investment opportunities in the Imperium, because while one didn’t make a fortune in the investment, the return on that investment was virtually guaranteed.  That policy also kept the price of the fruit and its products surprisingly low.  The Parri showed that they were much more savvy than they pretended to be, because their primitive society could clearly and concisely read economic trends and set prices in a galactic market that allowed the companies that profited off the fruit to make steady money.


And that market was now pan-galactic, since one of the biggest exports from the Imperium to the other Confederate empires was oye products; raw fruit for consumption, processed fruit for consumption and cooking, juice, and tea made from the dried peel of the fruit rather than the bark and mixed with other ingredients to produce different flavors.  The Faey weren’t the only species that went crazy over them, they seemed to be loved by virtually every species that could eat vegetables.  The Grimja in particular went nearly as crazy for oye as the Faey did.

When the trees on Karis began to produce, and oye trees produced a lot of fruit, Kumi would have an executive-controlled company handle harvesting and distribution of the fruit directly to market or to other companies to use to make oye products.  And Jason would ensure that Kumi didn’t succumb to her baser nature and try to jack up the prices of the fruits after she got her hands on them…which wasn’t much of a worry anyway.  If she tried to jack up local fruit prices, people would just buy them from the Imperium at the much lower price.


But, it was a good sign, he supposed.  If the oye trees on Karis were going to start to produce fruit, he supposed it meant that the trees were healthy, and he had the feeling it meant that the planet was improving.  He remembered the shaman saying something about the trees mirroring the state of the planet, so if they were starting to fruit, then the planet must be doing well.  At least he hoped so, both the terraforming of the northern continent of Virga and the wildlife restoration projects had been making good progress over the last year.  The plankton and krill introduction to the oceans had taken hold, and they were now starting to bring in coral from Terra and Menos, transplanting several entire reefs from Menos that the Menodans wanted removed, and they’d been doing well off the coast of Karga, not far from Karsa in fact.  They’d started introducing a series of small feeder-style fish into areas of rich plankton and krill that would grow in population over the next few years, then they’d start adding larger fish that would prey off the feeder fish.  They’d also introduced several market fish with the feeder species, mainly anchovies and sardines.  On land, they now had 137 different species of animals living in the wild, on the grasslands and in the forests of Karga and Kirga, which had formed small but sustaining ecosystems.  They’d been receiving them from other planets by the thousands and introducing them into the wild, captured from the wild on their home planets, all parasites and communicable diseases removed or cured, then transported to Karis and released into their new home in an environment conducive to their natural habitat.  From earthworms up to apex predators like Terran wolves and Goragan rock cats and Arcturian bloodbats, large carnivorous bat-like creatures, there were now animals living under the ground, on it, and flying above it.

But the one thing that Jason was going to make sure of was that no annoying insects would take hold on Karis.  There were 307 different species of beneficial insects on the planet, but he would allow no biters, no parasitic insects of any kind onto the planet.  He liked his beach and his planet flea, tick, and mosquito free, and he was going to keep it that way.


It was a good sign, he was sure of it.
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Jason held Kaelan Karinne as Aura nursed Kevin Karinne, his twin sons, and like every other child of his except Raisha, they had his caucasian skin but Aura’s pointed ears.  Aura had delivered them some two months ago, and she’d taken the rather dramatic step of returning to Exile after they were born, so they could spend time on the planet of her birth and she could visit old friends during her maternity, and maybe stick her nose in village business a little bit.  Jason had found that a bit weird, but had allowed it, and had spent quite a lot of time going back and forth to Exile to see Aura and his sons.  She’d returned home to the strip about eight days ago, and had returned to work yesterday.  She’d taken the opportunity of her maternity to arrange more training in her new job as a pusher pilot, moving ships around in Kosigi.


That was a hot job at the moment.  Kosigi was absolutely cranking out the ships now, with at least two ships of varying classes coming off the docks every day, not counting smaller dock-built ships like gunboats and corvettes.  Dellin was focusing on frigates and destroyers as per Navii’s plan, but they were also building the medium sized ships to maintain balance in planned task force allocations as well as big ships in larger numbers.  Those ships now included the new Mark II battleships, which were larger and carried more firepower than the original battleships.  That gave them three different variants of the battleship class ship, and each would fill a role in the task force.  The Mark II battleships would be the big guns, the moon-ship killers as well as being the task force flagship when a command ship wasn’t present.  The original battleships would be more defensive, mainly using their firepower in support of the task force, and the tactical battleships were the purely offensive battleships, the ones that broke formation and went out there and kicked ass, living up to their name of bulldog.

The Karinnes weren’t the only ones going into overdrive in Kosigi.  All their allies were producing their heavy ships at a brisk clip, with battleships of multiple empires sitting in reserve in orbit around Kosigi waiting for activation, because they were building them so fast that they were having problems crewing them.  That was the main problem Juma had at the moment, trying to staff her big ships without stripping all the talent from the smaller ones.

You getting back into the swing of things at work? Jason asked as he rocked Kaelan a little bit, who was getting sleepy after his feeding.


Yes, but I felt a lot of anxiety yesterday.  It was the first day I’ve left the boys for that long, she replied with a gentle smile down at Kevin, who was still nursing.  I’m just glad that Maya didn’t mind taking two more babies to watch.  How did she get stuck with being the strip’s babysitter?


Maya adores children, Aura, and nothing makes her happier than watching the children of her friends.  But, with this many, she had to conscript a few guards to help change diapers  and hire a couple of outside nannies to help her, Jason chuckled, which made Kaelan regard him curiously before closing his eyes.  I think I’ll talk to Aya about building Maya an extension on her house just so she has the room for this.  She’s babysitting seven babies over there, in addition to watching the older kids when they come home from school.  that’s gotta be a strain on her living space.

Build a daycare center in the strip just for the residents, Aura told him.  I’m sure we can find room somewhere.


There is no more room, at least if we put it on the ground, he replied.  But I might be able to come up with something.  I think we might take some lessons from the Kimdori when it comes to living space.


How do you mean?


The Kimdori are partially subterranean, he answered.  A Kimdori house is half above ground and half below ground, with the most important parts of the house below ground.  I’m sure we could build Maya a very large and luxurious daycare center under her house, then just rig it with holograms and such to make it look like it’s above ground.


That’s an idea, Aura nodded in agreement.


I think I’ll talk to Maya about it later today, he sent, mainly to himself.  Besides, I’ve been kicking around the idea of expanding my own basement by adding another level under the current one.  Red Horn could just knock both projects out at the same time.

Whyever for?


More space, he answered.  I was thinking of building an even bigger workshop under the current one and converting the current one into a play area for the kids.  They’re gonna need more space when the girls get older, especially when we get into the rainy season.

So, this is either about you wanting something for your kids, or you wanting something for yourself using your kids as a convenient excuse, Aura reasoned giving him a playful smile.


I’m the Grand Duke around here, woman, I don’t need a convenient excuse to get what I want, he replied haughtily, which made her giggle at the false arrogant texture of his thought.


Speaking of what you want, I thought you might want to come over for dinner tonight, she invited, giving him a coquettish look.


Tonight no, tomorrow yes, he replied.  I’m already taken tonight.


Then tomorrow it is, she smiled.


After spending some quality time with both Aura and his sons, Jason started his day.  Shen and Suri piled into his skimmer just before he took off, but instead of heading for the White House, he instead pointed the skimmer’s nose almost straight up and accelerated.  Kosigi was his first stop for today, with a scheduled meeting and conference with several members of 3D up in the top-secret dock they had in the lunar base.  The invitation and reports only hinted that they needed to see him today, which meant that they had something pretty important to discuss with him, or to show him.  Given they were doing it up in the drydock, though, that threw him off a bit.  He hoped it was so he could look at some diffuser tech…maybe they made a breakthrough on the diffusers.

It took him almost an hour to get into the dock, since Kosigi was on the far side of the planet from the strip, then get to the dock once he was in Kosigi, then get into the dock.  Half of 3D was in the drydock working on the diffuser project, whose current incarnation was installed into an uncommissioned but completely finished and operational frigate, the third such frigate they’d had as a test ship.  The first two…well, there was a reason they were test ships.


Rebuilding a portion of the dock had taken nearly six days.


“Hey guys,” Jason called as he walked up the gangway to the large work area annealed to the hull of the frigate’s top.  “So, what did you want to show me?  Something about the diffuser?”


“I wish,” Myleena replied as she rose up from having her head stuck in a hatch on the hull, which before she did so made her butt stick way up in the air.  “We still haven’t managed to get much further than the last meeting, Jayce.  We just wanted to have this up here so we didn’t waste time going back down to the warehouse.”


“Okay, so, if it’s not the diffuser, then what do you guys got for me?” he asked.


One of their newest 3D members stepped forward.  Her name was Emia Whisperbreeze, and she was quite the coup for Myleena.  She was a young firebrand of a hyperspace physicist.  She was only 27 years old and with lots of crazy ideas, ideas she’d never been allowed by the Federation to pursue.  But in 3D she was allowed to use her bent for thinking outside the box in an environment where that kind of thinking was a job requirement.  Emia was tall and willowy, her aqua-colored hair a bit unkempt, and she had grease smudged all over her face.  Emia was the kind of woman who lost track of almost everything when she was working, like the last time she ate or slept.


Emia touched her interface almost reflexively as Jason leaned back against the rail behind him, and a hologram appeared in front of him.  It almost looked like a Stargate, but it was much smaller and had a different ring construction.  “This is half of what you’re here to see, your Grace.”


“Jason,” he corrected.  “When we’re in private company, don’t call me that.”


“Yes, you—Jason,” she smiled.  “This is a hyperspace catapult that we’ve just perfected, with help from the KMS engineering research division.  This catapult allows any ship to jump hyperspace in real time.”

Jason stood straight up and gave her a startled look.  “Woah, you finished it?”


She nodded.  “We applied modern technology to the original Strath design and came up with a catapult that allows a ship with virtually any hyperspace jump engine to jump in real time, just as you wanted,” she declared as the hologram changed to a detailed schematic of its internal workings.  “It works exactly like the original Strath catapult.  Once the ship is in hyperspace, it can travel as far as it wants and stay in real time because it was the catapult that got it up to that velocity.  The ship’s engines only have to hold the ship in hyperspace and allow it to coast to its destination, to use a Terran idiom.  It wasn’t very difficult to upgrade the science behind the device with current technology to give any ship the ability to jump in real time, and we made sure to do it using standard Confederate technology rather than Karinne technology.  Now that the Imperium can jump in real time, we simply used their engine algorithms and their equipment to build the catapult, that way we can simply release the specs and allow any empire with real-time level engine technology to build their own catapults.  We’ve even worked up the specs for the various empires and their unique technology, since we knew you’d need it,” she smiled.  “We actually finished that two months ago, but we’ve been holding onto it because we’ve conducted further research, and we didn’t want any distractions.”


“And?”


“And we’ve come up with a different version of a catapult that I think everyone will desperately want, Jason, but something that only we can build.  Our own version of the catapult works almost exactly like a Stargate, with a catapult on each side.  These two catapults create something of a stable tunnel in hyperspace through which any ship can travel in real time, and they can do so through an interdiction effect.”

“Holy shit,” Jason gasped.


“I know.  The two catapults form a tunnel of sorts through the interdiction effect, but a tunnel that no ship can enter unless it enters it through the catapult.  It means that no ship can get into a position where it jumps into hyperspace within the tunnel effect.  Any ship that tries immediately gets knocked back into normal space, and its engines also tend to explode,” she noted dryly.


“And that explains what happened to that corvette you guys borrowed,” Jason laughed.


“It was pretty messy,” Myleena grinned.


“Ships in this tunnel can jump in real time through interdiction, which I think solves quite a few logistical problems the Confederation is dealing with at the moment,” she told him.  “And what’s even better, Jason, is that these units aren’t all that difficult to build.  It only requires three destroyer-class hyperspace jump engines linked to catapult field generators and governed by a Stargate’s link control system.  The catapult field infuses the stage link to create a tunnel of sorts in hyperspace, and the three engines provide the ability for the tunnel to penetrate the interdiction by keeping the tunnel stable through the interdiction effect.    There are two distinct modes of operation we can use, dedicated and temporary.  Dedicated forms a stable tunnel through which ships can travel, but only in one direction,” she explained.  “In this mode, the catapults almost act like Stargates by being dedicated to a sister catapult and forming a permanent bridge that ships can use to get to the other system in real time.  Ships using this system still have to use their own jump engines or they drop out of hyperspace, but the tunnel gets them to the destination in real time no matter how obsolete the engines are.  It only requires that the ship’s engines are able to hold it in hyperspace, and the tunnel gets the ship there in real time.  Because the tunnel formation only allows travel in one direction, from source gate to destination gate, we’ll need two sets for a destination if we want two-way traffic if we use this operational mode, one set for each direction of travel.  The other way to use them is to send a ship to another system without the two catapults being dedicated, forming temporary bridges between two catapults for the express purpose of sending a single ship through.  In that operational mode, the tunnel only lasts as long as the ship is inside it,” she continued.  “The two catapults only hold the tunnel open to let the ship traverse.  The main drawback to this system in this mode of operation is that only one ship can pass through at a time.  The next ship has to wait for the ship in transit to drop back into normal space before it can enter the catapult.  Once it does, the next ship enters the catapult, the two catapults bridge, and they send the ship through in real time.  But, the advantage of this system is that one catapult can link to multiple catapults, one at a time,” she smiled.  “The catapult might have to move a little to line up to the desired receiving catapult, but they aren’t required to be dedicated to a sister catapult the way Stargates are.  A catapult can send a ship to Shio space, then shift its orientation a little and send the next ship in line to Alliance space.  Put five or six catapults in a system, regular catapults for non-interdicted destinations and these bridging catapults for interdicted systems, and they can give any ship the ability to jump in real time, virtually anywhere they need to go.”

“That is absolutely fucking brilliant,” Jason breathed, nearly whispering, as he looked at a holographic illustration of the two catapults linked together to form a tunnel through hyperspace.


“Thank you, Jason,” Emia said with a quirky smile.


“Have you built prototypes?”


“Of course we have, and they work,” Myleena replied, motioning.  A flat hologram appeared showing a catapult gate hanging in deep space not far from an interdictor, a huge ring large enough for a capitol ship to pass through.  “We have interdictors up on both sides of the catapults, one in the home quadrant and one in the Q quadrant, and we’ve sent both Karinne ships and stock Faey freighters with normal jump engines through.  We didn’t have a single hiccup, the Faey freighters not only crossed the quadrant in real time, they got through both interdictors without any issues.  No damage to the ships, no adverse medical problems for the volunteers that took it through, no astro-environmental issues either in real space or hyperspace caused by the bridging tunnel.  These are ready for production, Jayce.  That’s why we’re talking to you now.”


“Talk to Dellin,” he said immediately.  “I want as many of these as fast as you can possibly build them.  We need these things fuckin’ yesterday.”


“We can build the components for the bridging catapults in a factory, Jayce, then just assemble them on site.  They’re not that complicated,” Myleena told him.  “Emia fuckin’ outdid herself designing them.  They’re almost simplistic, with a modular design that’s cheap to build and easy to assemble.  We can use these instead of Stargates in most systems, and only use Stargates at the important hub systems.”

“Then I’ll get Kumi and Trenirk on it,” he said immediately.  “You have the technical data for both catapults?”


“I uploaded them to Cyra and Cybi about ten minutes ago, you can get them from them. Like I said, for the standard catapults, we’ve already worked up building techniques for every Confederate empire with real-time engines, so they can produce these catapults themselves.  But they won’t do them much good in systems that are interdicted,” she chuckled.


“May be, but they’ll still be pretty fuckin’ useful,” he nodded.  “With these, the others won’t have to upgrade every single ship they have to new engines.  It’ll save them absolute fortunes.”


“They’ll eventually upgrade anyway, but given what’s coming in the next four years, it’ll take a lot of pressure off of them,” Myleena corrected.  “And I think the Merchant Marine will suck your dick fifty times a day for reducing their workload,” she added with a dirty grin.


“I think we should differentiate them,” Emia noted.  “We’ll call our bridging catapults just that, bridges, and that way the original catapult won’t be confused with it.”


“Sounds good to me,” Jason said.  “So, I’m gonna like go right now and talk to Trenirk and Kumi, then release the catapult specs to the Academy.  I’ll announce it to the Confederation at our council meeting this afternoon.”

“We figured,” Myleena grinned.  “It’s probably for the best, we’re still working on this piece of shit,” she added with a sigh, stomping her armored foot on the hull.  “We haven’t solved a single problem yet, and now I have most of 3D on it.”


“Well, they’ll have to live without you for about an hour, Myli.  Come with me, I wanna talk to you.”


She gave him a tart look, then sighed and nodded.  “Alright, let’s get going.  I really need to be here, Jayce.”


“Just ride down with me and come back up.”


Once they were back in the skimmer, Shen and Suri sitting behind them with Myleena in the copilot’s chair, Jason pulled the skimmer off the landing platform and angled it towards the smaller doors, which were closer to the dock.  [Alright, first off, the catapult?  Totally brilliant, Myli,] he told her.  [That was more than I was even hoping we’d get out of it.]


[Yeah, me too, but Emia’s like seriously good, Jayce,] she nodded.  [I’m glad I got her away from the Federation.  She knows more about hyperspace than about anyone that’s not a Karinne or a Kimdori.  It didn’t take her long to get up to speed on what we know about hyperspace, and she was the one that developed the bridges.  Eraen and Anva were the ones that primarily worked on the regular catapult, with Emia’s input.]


[You guys just made things a whole lot easier, for like the entire Confederation.  It’ll really open up supply lines and clear out the bottlenecks formed because we have to move everything around.  Once we get bridges up and running at every system, we’ll have a full network of transportation that will let them move a lot of ships and material in a short time.]


[And that’s why we got it to you as soon as we were certain it was viable.]


[Good.  Now, tell me what your deal is with the translight drives.  Why are you so obsessed about it, Myli?  You’ve been fixated on them for months, and I’m not letting you blow me off this time.  You’re going to explain it to me, or I’ll stop this skimmer right where we are and make you walk home.]

Myleena laughed.  [Alright, alright, I wasn’t saying anything because I didn’t want to get your hopes up.  I’m still not entirely sure it’ll work, but I’ve done enough research to at least have a theory, and Cybi agrees with me that it’s viable.]


[And what theory is that?]


[I think we might be able to adapt the translight drives to move at translight speed in hyperspace, Jayce,] she told him, looking him in the eyes.  [Light exists in hyperspace, as you know, just in a highly energetic and erratic state, but it’s a state that we can mathematically express.  And because of that, it means that we can theoretically design a translight drive engine that can modulate light in its hyperspace state.  If the theory holds, we might be able to achieve something of an FTL state in hyperspace, vastly increasing the speed of a ship in hyperspace.]

Jason gave her a long look, so long that he almost missed a zip ship nearly cutting him off as he entered traffic.  [You’re serious.  FTL speed in hyperspace?  How fast is that?]


[Yeah, that’s what the math suggests, but so far I only have the theory,] she nodded.  [I don’t have any specifics yet, but if the theory is proven and the equations I’ve formulated are close to correct, it would let a ship with a hyperspace translight drive cross the entire galaxy, to the very edge of the P quadrant at the most distant point possible from Karis, in about 33 seconds.]


[Holy shit, seriously?]


[I think that’s close to correct, but I haven’t refined the equation, Jayce, and remember that it’s still an unproved theory,] she warned.

[What about the Flat Space Effect?]

The Flat Space Effect was the reason why their current real-time jump engines needed five years to get to Andromeda.  If not for that, their current engines would be able to reach Andromeda in about 60 days, but things weren’t quite so simple once one left the galaxy.  Because of the curvature of space, when one left a galactic gravity well and the spatial curvature that created, space became very, very “flat” as compared to inside the galaxy.  That didn’t sound all that important, but it really, really was, due to how hyperspace behaved in the presence of a gravity well and how it behaved outside of one.  Because hyperspace was made up of ten dimensions, the three visible ones and the seven upper dimensions, the effect of gravity on the curvature of space on those upper dimensions was radical.  That effect drastically compressed distances in hyperspace within a strong gravity well, like a piece of streteched elastic that was relaxed and allowed to shrink.  The stronger the gravity well, the shorter the distance was compressed in hyperspace, due to the non-linear way gravity affected the curvature of space in the upper dimensions

Space between galaxies, outside of any significant gravity well, lacked significant spatial curvature, thus it was called flat space.  In flat space, the distances between points in hyperspace expanded exponentially as the curvature of space lessened, due to how the curvature of space affected distances in hyperspace  In hyperspace, the distance between to two edges of the Milky Way, 186 thousand light years, was actually shorter than  a point 50,000 light years away from the edge of the galaxy in intergalacc space when viewed in three dimensions, which was a bit of a paradox.  It was hard for learning hyperspace physicists to fully comprehend the idea that the distance between two points in hyperspace could change, and change drastically, depending on the effect of gravity on the space through which one traveled between those two points.  The old theory of folding space from the Dune series was actually a pretty good metaphor for what was going on out in flat space compared to space inside a galactic gravity well.  Spatial distances in hyperspace within in a gravity well was compressed, almost folded, compared to space being stretched out like a rubber band out in flat space.

What the Flat Space Effect did was introduce a non-linear, changing increase in the distance between two points in hyperspace incurred by anything traveling through flat space, an effect that no hyperspace jump engine could avoid no matter how advanced it was, since it had nothing to do with the engines.  As a ship traveled deeper into intergalactic space, the distance to the destination actually increased instead of decreased, as the traveling vehicle entered uncurved space and the hyperspace math calculating distances changed.  Karinne science called it the Flat Space Effect, but it was also known by some civilizations as the Hyperspace Paradox, where one traveling into flat space was getting further and further away from the destination point as they went deeper and deeper into flat space.  The effect was mathematically expressed as a the ascending quadrant of a sine wave, with near exponential increase at the start that slowly reduced to a maximum at the peak of the wave.


From the point of view of a ship traveling from Andromeda to the Milky Way, the ship would see a generally static distance that reduced as they traveled within Andromeda towards the Milky Way, but once they left the galactic gravity well, they would see that distance increase, getting further and further away as they traveled towards their destination  The distance would skyrocket at first, but the rate of increase of the distance would slowly start to reduce as the ship went deeper and deeper into flat space.  The greatest magnitude of the effect happened at the midpoint, the greatest distance between the two galactic gravity wells, and thus the area of “flattest” space where the distance between the ship and its destination was at its maximum.  As they moved past the midpoint, the distance would begin to shrink at an accelerating rate, then would suddenly become linear again once the ship exited flat space and entered the gravity well of the Milky Way. 

From outside the effect, how they saw the effect was on the apparent velocity of the ships traversing flat space.  Ships would seem to slow down as they traveled into flat space, reaching the slowest apparent velocity at the point of flattest space, then begin to accelerate once they passed the midpoint.  The Consortium and Syndicate fleets that traversed that flat space would look to outsiders as if they were moving over a hill.  They moved very fast as they left Andromeda but slowed down more and more as they reached the apex of the hill, the midpoint between Andromeda and the Milky Way, and then once they crested the hill, they’d move faster and faster as they approached the Milky Way.  The fleets hadn’t moved with constant velocity during the trip as viewed from the outside because of the Flat Space Effect, but from inside, they appeared to themselves to have constant velocity, yet that constant velocity was being applied to a destination that seemed to get further and futher away, reached the maximum distance when they passed the midpoint, then raced towards them as if they were moving faster and faster.

Since it wasn’t a function of relativity, the ships that had traveled to their galaxy from Andromeda had taken five years both to those outside watching them come, and also to the ships undertaking the journey.  It was real time in both instances, which was why they had to put their crews in stasis for the journey.  Five years of exposure to hyperspace would drive virtually any unprotected three dimensional being utterly insane.

The Flat Space Effect also affected three dimensional physics in some ways, but not nearly as drastically as it did hyperspace.  Time dilation was exaggerated in flat space, where the perceived flow of time was more greatly exaggerated than if the dilation was being observed in a gravity well.  That was due to the greater disparity between the relative velocities of the two objects observing each other, which created a greater time dilation effect.  To ships in intergalactic space, which had little to no actual velocity as observed from inside the galaxy, transmissions from inside the galaxy would almost be like a video in slow motion.  To the people in the gravity well, it would look like the people on the ship in flat space were a video in fast forward.  To effectively communicate with a ship deep in flat space, both comm units would have to receive the transmission and sync it to local time for it to be intelligible.

[That’s the beauty of the theory, babes,] she grinned.  [The translight effect will detach the ship from hyperspace physics, so once it enters the translight state, the distance it sees to its destination will not change due to the Flat Space Effect.  It inherits the physical state of  relative distance to the destination it saw before entering the translight state, locking it into a specific quantum phase where relativity can’t alter any aspect of the ship’s velocity vector.  When the ship detaches from hyperspace physics, it inherits all physical aspects of its quantum state before detaching, so time, distance, velocity, they all become immutable constants.  The big drawback is we have to be careful not to let the ships drop out of the translight state deep in flat space, or they’ll inherit the relative distance to their destination they’ll see out there when they return to the translight state, but just about every other aspect of the theory is a win for us, cousin.  Basically what it means is, if I can actually make this work, the Karinnes will be able to get to Andromeda in about nine minutes instead of five years.  Nine minutes, babes.  Nine minutes.] 


Jason could barely wrap his mind about that.  What Myleena was suggesting was that she could theoretically design a new engine that would give the Karinnes intergalactic capability, and on practical terms.  Not the style of intergalactic capability the Syndicate and the Consortium employed, years-long transits with their crews in stasis, but realistic transits that would be actually feasible and practical, especially when combined with the fact that their crews wouldn’t suffer from hyperspace sickness or jump shock.  They would be able to make the entire nine minute trip in one jump, provided that the translight state in which the ship would be in was more or less the same as being in standard hyperspace.  But in a more local sense, it would make getting virtually anywhere in their own galaxy ridiculously fast.  Anywhere in the galaxy in 33 seconds.  33 seconds.  As it stood now with current engine technology, 33 seconds would get a ship just barely past halfway through Urumi territory.  That would mean that a Karinne ship could get anywhere in the galaxy in such a short time that it seemed almost inconceivable.

It was a quantum leap in propulsion technology that might have profound effects on the very foundations of the house, like how the automobile and the airplane revolutionized nearly every aspect of the economy, society, and culture in America back in the early 20th century.  If Myleena could make it work, it could have the same impact, opening up the entire galaxy to the Karinnes, making every corner of the galaxy reachable by Karinne ships in a ridiculously short period of time.  But even more importantly, it would open other galaxies to the Karinnes, and what Jason found the most important, giving the Karinnes the theoretical ability to hit back at the Consortium and the Syndicate in their home territory, if it became necessary to prevent them from continuing to send wave after wave of invasion forces into their galaxy.  They’d be able to prosecute the war if it became needful, not react to an enemy that was unreachable to them and could just pound them with endless reinforcements until they succumbed.

And if the translight drives were for some reason extremely hard to refit into the KMS, or were so insanely expensive that they could only afford to build one of them, well, only one ship had to make that journey…a ship towing a Stargate, or if it couldn’t tow one, a ship carrying all the equipment inside it to build a Stargate.  Once a Stargate was operational on the other side, conventional Karinne jump engines would give Karinne ships the ability to take the war to the Syndicate…but if they had translight drives on those ships, they could cross the entire Andromeda galaxy in under a minute and strike anywhere.  Anywhere.

They didn’t even need a base over there if the ships had translight drives.  They could leave from Karis, cross over to Andromeda, attack, and then return to Karis when they were done.  With such an insane advantage in mobility, a single task force could harass the entire Andromedan galaxy for years before the Syndicate finally managed to make them stop.

Anywhere.


Jason put the skimmer on autopilot after feeding it a destination and a vector, then he leaned back in his seat and crossed his arms, leaning back and looking at the ceiling.  Myleena watched him as he thought furiously, his brows furrowed, a little frown on his face, then he blew out his breath and looked at her.  [Myleena, I want you to suspend everything else you’re doing and devote yourself fully to proving the theory, finding out if it’s viable, and if it is, building a prototype.  Find someone else and put her in charge of the diffuser project.  That’s critically important, but it’s not as important as this.  I want you to pull everyone with any scientific expertise in the subject in the entire research department and put them on your team, and I’ll talk to Denmother and see if some of the Kimdori’s best propulsion specialists can come help.  I’m going to set it up with Kumi that your new research project has a blank check.  You get anything you ask for, no matter what it costs.  Find out if it’s possible.  If it is, figure out if you can make it work with our technology.  If it does, build it.  That project now has beyond top priority.  The future of our entire galaxy might depend on your success.]

[Wow, you’re serious about this.]

[This is what we’ve been needing, Myli,] he answered, looking at her.  [No matter how good we are, no matter how many allies we recruit, eventually either the Syndicate or the Consortium is going to say fuck it and send over a few million ships.  Even if they don’t, every new wave they send over is going to have more ships, and more ships, and more ships, and they’ll try to beat us through sheer attrition.  The Syndicate especially has nearly an entire galaxy’s worth of resources, I don’t think they’d bat an eye over sending over a million ships or so to start conquering our galaxy once they defeat the Consortium.  That’s what they do, and they won’t stop until someone stops them.  If your translight theory pans out, then we don’t have to just build walls around our castle like some medieval noble house and endure siege after siege after siege from enemies we can’t reach.  We’ll be able to cross over into Andromeda and take the war to them,we become the attackers, attacking with complete impunity as they struggle to defend themselves against us, and maybe make them start thinking that we might not be worth the trouble.  That’s the only way we’re going to break the cycle, Myleena, when we can prove to them that fucking with us carries more risk than just losing ships and soldiers they don’t care much about.  When they find out we can hit them anywhere, at any time, and they can’t do shit about it, it might start changing some minds.  When those corporate plutocrats that run the Syndicate see smoking craters where their mansions used to be, when they find out that war with us will be fought on their front door instead of in another galaxy, they just might decide that peace is the better option.]

Myleena grinned at him.


[The diffuser may be critically important in the short term, but if we can develop those engines, they’ll help out the most in the long run.  I don’t think I have to tell you that this is beyond top secret.  You tell only your team, me, Cybi and Cyra, and the guys in 3D what you’re doing.  I’ll tell Denmother as well, we can trust the Kimdori, and no doubt they’ll send their best propulsion experts to help.  They’d kill to get their hands on these engines, and we could use their help finding out if they’re possible.  Nobody else can know, Myli.  Not the girls on the strip, not the other Generations, not Kumi, not Danelle, not Jyslin, not anyone.  A secret unspoken remains a secret.  If word got out to the Confederation that we were developing a new engine that would let anyone jump anywhere in this galaxy in thirty seconds, it’d be a nightmare.  Miaari would have to completely seal off the planet.]


[Not a problem, babes,] Myleena nodded. [I sorta figured you’d respond this way, so I’ve already got a list of people I think can help.  Gravology scientists, Karinne hyperspace experts, the best propulsion engineers on Karis, and some power generation experts.  I want to move it to a dedicated facility.]


[You name it, it’s yours, even if we have to kick people out.]

She laughed.  [Actually, I want to build it.  I want to put it on Skeyai Island, it’s an isolated good-sized unterraformed island about 250 kathra northeast of Karsa where nobody has any business being unless they belong there.  Red Horn can put it up while I’m assembling my team, the facility doesn’t have to be exceedingly fancy.  Just one of their warehouse prefab-style buildings with plenty of space, a class two mainframe we can yank out of storage, all the tools we need, and an attached automated mini-factory for fabricating our own equipment.  I figure they can have it up in about twenty days, if you tell them you want it now.  It’ll take me that long to assemble my team.]

[Done.  I’ll call them as soon as I get back to my office.  You putting Jenny back in charge of the diffuser project?]

[May as well, she started it.  But I will go back and at least finish what I was doing before I abandon them.  We had an idea we were testing, and I want to see if it works.]

[Good enough, just don’t dawdle too much.  Start gathering up your team as soon as you’re ready, and I’ll call Denmother and have her find some Kimdori experts to come join you.  The Syndicate will be here in about two years, hon, the clock is ticking.  We need both the diffusers to be viable and by then at least know if your theory can be translated to a working prototype.  If I have to put you on only one project, I want you on the engines, since that’s your baby.  It’s your theory, so it’s all you.  As of right now, those two projects are on the top of the board.]

[I love it when I’m important,] Myleena grinned at him.


[Don’t let it go to your head. I still sign your paycheck,] he teased.


She made an audible snorting sound.  [I could wipe my ass with the paycheck I get from you and never notice the loss of income, Jayce,] she taunted.


[Well, then, I guess I’ll just stop paying you.]


[Try.]

He laughed audibly, but the guards didn’t pay much attention.  They were having their own private conversation.


Myleena had a military V.I.P. skimmer used by the admiralty waiting when Jason landed at the White House, piloted by none other than Aura.  She gave Jason a kiss before putting Myleena aboard and taking off, and that let Jason get to work.  He went inside and got straight to business, almost jogging straight to Trenirk’s office as he communed with both CBIMs to tell them what he intended to do.  It was like any Makati office, heavily staffed with aides but everyone busy as Trenirk managed all the factory and replicator production on the planet.  Trenirk’s secretary let him straight in to his inner office, a large but cluttered affair where the Makati had quite a lot of personal junk and knick-knacks.  Trenirk had taken a page from Dellin’s playbook, Jason saw, for a wall-sized flat hologram behind Trenirk’s desk listed every active factory on the planet, what it was producing, and its average production capacity.  Dellin’s board had caught on with quite a few people.  “Your Grace, what can I do for you?” Trenirk asked as both Cyra and Cybi manifested holograms in the office.


“I need as much factory space as you can find, Tren, and I need it now,” he replied.  “The girls over in research just certified a new invention we need yesterday.  I have all the production specs you need.  Cyra should be uploading them to your panel right now.”


“I just finished,” she nodded.  “It should be in your priority message queue.”

“Got it.  Barka’s pillar!” he gasped when he saw the production summary on the front page, which told the reader what it was and what it did.  “A hyperspace bridge?”


“It works,” Jason nodded.  “That’s why we need as many as you can produce as fast as you can possibly produce them.”


Trenirk tapped his fingers on the desk.  “The engines, we have plenty of those in stock now,” he mused.  “The stage link control system, I already have a factory uploaded with the specs for the Stargate ones and tooled to produce, so that won’t be a problem.  This version of it isn’t as complex as the ones we use for Stargates.  These two new major modules, they don’t look exceedingly complex, and the superstructure won’t be that hard to make either.  Once I get the production specs uploaded and a factory tooled, I could probably get one of these built about every day per factory.  How many do you want me to produce?”


“We need three thousand of them minimum,” Jason replied.  “But as of right now, we need 1,830 to place one pair at every Confederate system that doesn’t already have a Stargate, plus the extras on the other side at hub systems.  Cyra already figured it out.  I want the others in reserve so we can deploy them immediately when necessary.  I have no doubt we’ll eventually use every single one.”

Trenirk frowned.  “I’m going to have to do some major juggling to pull that off, Jayce.  We’re going to have to pull some other production orders.”


“Do it,” Jason said immediately.  “I’d like to see ten of these coming off the line every day.  We need these bridges, Tren, I can’t stress that enough.”


“Ten per day?  I can do it,” he declared, turning in his chair and studying his board.  “We’re going to run behind schedule in a few current production orders, but I can get these in and produce ten a day without us falling too far behind.”


“When are the new block of factories slated to come online?”


“In about ten days,” he replied, pointing at a row of red text in the lower left corner, the factories under construction.  “I’ll have 26 more factories and four more major manufacturing complexes available when those come online.  I’ll need complexes to build the superstructures for the modules of these bridges, that’ll be the main bottleneck in this.  They’re too big for most line factories to produce.  I can take those four new ones and dedicate them to bridge production, but I have to get them on the board first.”


“I’ll send Brall up there and see if he can’t get them on the board faster,” Jason said, making a note of it and sending it to Brall’s interface as a text message.  “That Makati can motivate when he needs to.”


“I’ll have ten of these coming off the lines per day once I get the factories tooled for them,” he promised.  “Give me two days to get everything set up and the schedules juggled, and I’ll start production.  Things’ll be a bit messy until those new factories are on the board, but I’ll make it work, Jason.  I guarantee it.”

“I can always count on you, Tren,” Jason said sincerely.  “I’ll leave you to it, I have some other things I need to do.”


“I’m going to be busy anyway, Jayce,” he grinned.


Almost as soon as he sat his chair in his office, he was trying to get hold of Zaa.  He told Kumi he wanted to see her in his office as soon as she could get there while he waited, and as usual, he didn’t have to wait long.  “Cousin,” Zaa nodded.  “What did you need?”


“I need you to come to Karis, Denmother.  Now,” he replied seriously.


“I can be there in an hour.”


“Then please do so.  This is very important.”


“The good kind or the bad kind?” she asked with a slightly winsome look.  Zaa was currently pregnant, and it made her just a little more mellow than usual.  Jason recalled that she’d be delivering her cubs next month.


“It’s the good kind,” he replied.  “Just nothing I’ll discuss any way but face to face.”


“Prudent,” she nodded.  “I’ll be there within an hour.”


“I’ll be waiting,” he replied, and her hologram vanished.


Kumi strolled into the office a moment later wearing her workout clothes, tying her hair back behind her head.  What is it, babes?  I was doing a quick morning workout before a meeting with Tri-Con Industries.


The kind with or without clothes? he asked with a slight smile.


She leered a bit.  You want the kind without clothes?  I can do that, she offered, taking hold of base of her workout haltar.


Later, I’m busy, and you’re about to be busy, he replied as she flopped down in one of the chairs facing his desk.  Jason leaned forward and motioned to her, reaching his hand across his desk, and she sighed and reached out and took it  I want you to set up a new expense account, under Myleena’s authority, he instructed, sending privately, using the skin to skin contact to send in a way that no one would pick it up, not even Dera…if she were here.  This account will have no limit.


No limit?


None, he nodded.  Whatever Myli needs, she gets. Period, end of story.


Trelle’s pubes, she must be working on something big if she’s not doing it through the normal 3D account..


It’s so big we can’t tell anyone what she’s doing, Kumi, he told her seriously.  What she’s doing will involve people other than those in 3D, so I want her to have a separate account for this.

You know I hate it when you do that, she accused. Kumi was a naturally curious woman, and not telling her what it was about would needle at her for a while.

That’s the way it’ll have to be this time, hon, he told her.  Just get it set up.


And you called me out of my workout to tell me that?  You coulda just sent me a memo.


No, this has to be done face to face.  Nobody else in your office will know about the account, Kumi.  Not even Temika.  You set it up personally, and Cyra will make sure nobody else is gonna find it.


Okay, I’ll take care of it as soon as I get back to the office, she told him.  But now I think I’m gonna be back after lunch for the kind of workout I like best, she sent, lust staining her thought.

I have a council meeting after lunch, so afraid not today, he replied.  And I can’t miss this one.


Then you better set aside an hour or so this afternoon before you go home, she leered as she stood up, sending more openly.  That’s my fee for doing this favor for you.


Favor?  I’m your boss, woman.


So you think, she sent with a grin and a playful flip of her hair, then she sauntered out of his office.


That woman was going to need another good taking-down, and very soon.


Zaa arrived only about twenty minutes later, just as Jason was finishing up some paperwork Chirk had sent him.  She had Denfather with her today, which was very unusual.  Grun rarely left Kimdori Prime, but when he did leave, more often than not it was to come to Karis.  Denmother seemed to not mind him visiting Karis, often without her.  When he did so, he spent most of his time over in Jaxtra.  “Denfather, it’s good to see you,” Jason greeted, stepping around and allowing Grun to put his hand on his neck in the traditional Kimdori greeting.

“I decided to tag along this time, and Denmother didn’t mind,” he smiled.


“I told him to come,” Zaa sniffed as both Cybi and Cyra manifested their holograms.  “Cybi, Cyra.  How goes things?”


“It goes well, Denmother,” Cyra replied.


“I’m enjoying my new role,” Cybi related.  “I have much more time to help research, and I find the work interesting.”

“I’m glad you’re not having separation issues,” Jason chuckled.


“I was never designed to run the planet, Jason,” she replied.  “My current operational parameters are more in line with my original purpose.”

“Myli’s gonna be straining your brain for a while, Cybi,” Jason said as he went back around his desk.  Everyone else took a seat, the Kimdori on the chairs and the two CBIMs on each side of his desk, leaning on their hands and looking on.  “That’s why you’re here, Denmother.”


“Explain.”


“Myleena thinks she can build a new version of the RK sector’s translight drive that operates in hyperspace, making a ship go at FTL speed in hyperspace,” Jason said, which made Grun’s eyes widen.  “If her theory is right, it’ll allow a ship to jump completely across the entire galaxy in about forty seconds.  Denmother, I wanted to ask if you could locate your most advanced and brilliant hyperspace scientists and propulsion specialists to come to Karis and work on this, as well as perhaps a scientist that has studied translight technology.  I know the Kimdori have seen them before, so maybe an expert in translight theory and application will be useful to Myleena.  If Myleena can turn this theory into a working engine, it’ll revolutionize space travel.”


“I…I cannot argue that,” Zaa breathed.  “Cross the entire galaxy in forty seconds?”


“More or less, if Myleena’s math is right,” he nodded.  “but all she has right now is an unproved theory.  She’s building a team of the best engineers and scientists in both hyperspace science and propulsion to try to prove the theory, and if it’s proven, try to create a prototype engine.  I’ve given her a blank check for this,” he declared.  “I don’t care what it costs for this research.  If this engine can be built, I want her to build it.”

“I will be devoting a significant portion of my available processing power to the project,” Cybi declared.  “The equations she’s already devised for the theory are so complex that even I had to work to do the math.”

“I wouldn’t doubt it,” Zaa said, giving Jason a sober look.  “I will send our very finest research scientists in the fields, Jason, and the Kimdori will share in the cost of this.  This is something that is of the most critical importance.”

“I know.  If this theory is proved and we have the technology to build the engines, it means that we don’t have to endure decades, even centuries of endless war with the Syndicate.  We can get over there and convince them to leave us alone.”


“You see only one aspect of what these engines will mean,” Zaa told him, which made Grun nod knowingly.  “But your idea of them is certainly a very important one.  How long would it take a ship with this engine to reach Andromeda?”


“Nine minutes of travel time, give or take,” he answered.  “Think about that, Denmother.  Nine minutes.  It just seems implausible, but…shit.  That’s provided that the theory is viable, Denmother,” he warned.  “And we can actually build it.  It might be beyond our ability.  If just the theoretical math strains Cybi’s processing power, and she’s one of the most powerful computers in existence, then the engines just might not be possible.  So, don’t get your hopes up too much.”


“I will remain cautiously optimistic, cousin,” she told him, tapping her muzzle as she thought.  “I do hope that you’ve made this a top secret project?”


“Only the people in this room and Myleena know about this project at the moment, Denmother,” he replied.  “If the Confederation got word that we’re researching a pan-galactic engine, an engine that would give someone the ability to jump anywhere in the galaxy in less than a minute, the entire Confederation might declare war on us to get it.  Even Dahnai would turn on me.”


“She would,” Zaa agreed.  “Cybi, has Myleena postulated how these drives will behave against an interdictor?”

“Not as yet, Denmother,” Cybi answered.  “As of right now, we’re simply trying to validate the theory.  Applying the theory to outside influence will be the next step.”

“Speaking of interdictors, 3D has taken the Strath hyperspace catapult and built a working device that allows any ship to jump in real time through an interdictor,” Jason added.  “I’ve already got Trenirk on producing them.  They’ll make it easy and practical for every Confederate system to be interdicted, since the bridge system will let ships in and out.”


“That is another matter, Jason,” she said brusquely.  “Cybi, explain to me what you can of this theory.”


Jason listened as Cybi meticulously went over the theory, in more detail than Myleena had, explaining exactly what Myleena theorized the engines would be capable of doing based on modulating light in hyperspace to produce FTL speed while in hyperspace.  She showed several graphs and diagrams showing light behavior in hyperspace and how they hoped they could modulate it to produce the translight effect, the metaphysical state where matter was encapsulated in a bubble of modulated light, which then allowed everything within that bubble to exceed the speed of light…while in hyperspace.  The fact that it was hyperspace introduced thousands of extra variables into the equation, which was why it took Cybi to crunch those numbers.  “At this time, Myleena’s roughest drafts of the theory hints that this is possible,” Cybi concluded.  “An engine built using this theory would have two stages, the hyperspace stage and the translight stage.  It still requires hyperspace jump engines to enter hyperspace, then the translight stage would take over to provide actual propulsion.  Because of this, it would be possible to build crude hyperspace stage engines, just enough to get into hyperspace, then utilize the translight drive to provide actual propulsion while within hyperspace.”

“That might be possible, but it would be prudent to use standard engines that provide real-time hyperspace travel, in case the translight drive fails,” Zaa said professionally as she studied one of the graphs.


“We believe the same, but since it is possible, I felt it important to note.  My roughest estimates of this theory against current technology is that it is theoretically possible to build an engine based on this theory.  It will require major upgrades and refits to a ship’s power system and the installation of more plants to power both the jump and translight sections of the engine, but my calculations suggest that we have the technology to build this, so long as the theory is proven valid.”

“That is all I needed to hear,” Zaa said.  “I’ll return to Kimdori Prime immediately and locate the best and brightest in hyperspace science and hyperspace propulsion, Jason.  I will also send one of the Elders with knowledge of translight drives to serve as a consultant.  His expertise might be needed.”


“That’s why I asked for one, Denmother,” Jason agreed.  “You can directly contact Myleena with the list of names, and the two of you can discuss who you send.”


Zaa stood up.  “I will do so immediately.  I will contact Kumi and discuss the Kimdori’s share in the cost of research.”


“Just be careful, Kumi will lie through her teeth to make you pay as much as possible,” Jason warned.


Zaa chuckled.  “She will try,” she said with a toothy grin.  “Part of my role as Denmother is negotiating, Jason, and that little infant has no inkling of what true negotiation is.”


Jason laughed.  “I think you’re going to enjoy that, cousin.”


“I will indeed,” she agreed, flexing her fingers ominously.  “Pardon my rudeness, cousin, but this is important enough for me to leave immediately to attend the matter.”


“I completely understand,” he assured her.


“If you would, Jason,” Denfather spoke up, “could you arrange a skimmer to take me to Jaxtra?  There are things there I wish to investigate while I’m here.”


“Certainly, Denfather,” he replied.  “You’ve been coming and going a lot lately.”


“Karis is one of the few places I’m permitted to come unescorted, cousin,” he smiled.  “Denmother feels that I am safe here, so I am permitted to come and go as I please.”

“So long as he comes home at a reasonable hour,” Zaa warned with a harsh look, which made Jason chuckle.


After the Kimdori left, he, Cybi, and Cyra organized the hyperspace catapult tech specs, made sure nothing sensitive was in the data, then Cyra uploaded it to the Academy mainframe.  Jason sent out the standard “we just released something that you might find interesting, here is where it’s located” missive to the scientific departments of all Confederate members capable of building them.  He also went over the bridge specs more closely with both CBIMs, studying the theory and operation behind them, enjoying a bit of engineering work, something he wished he could do much more often rather than sit behind that desk and play Conan the Librarian.  He got Red Horn on the ball building the new research facility, telling them what Myleena wanted in it, and they promised to have it done in 19 days.  After that, he just did the important paperwork all the way up until the Confederate Council meeting just after lunch local time, but since he wasn’t done, he let Cyra sit in on it via a holographic construct as he finished up the last of his paperwork.  He had no real desire to attend the meeting, but he had to at least tell the others about the bridges so he could arrange to have them installed in Confederate systems.

He finally joined the meeting as Ojio Ro of the Aridai and Alros of the Rathii debated some issue that Jason didn’t care all that much about, the rest of the members listening.  “Glad you could join us, Jayce, since the Sha’i-ree just sent us a declaration of their intent to apply,” Dahnai said lightly, grinning at him.

“Huh, Denmother didn’t mention it,” Jason shrugged.  “But I don’t have much time.  Everyone mind suspending that discussion for a moment?  I have something very important to announce.”


“Certainly, Jason,” Magran said, banging the gavel.  “What did you have to say?”


“Karinne researchers have devised a fix for our logistics problem,” he said, bringing up a hologram of a bridge.  “This is a hyperspace bridge.  This device will allow any ship to jump hyperspace in real time from the origin bridge gate to the destination gate.  The need for real-time engines in the ship are not necessary,” he announced.  “The bridge forms a real-time bridging tunnel from origin to destination, and this tunnel will allow the ship to jump through the interdiction effect.  They’ve just finished testing of the devices, and they’re ready for production.  In about five days, these units are going to start coming off the factory lines, and I’ll need to discuss with each Confederate member a treaty to allow us to install these devices in your systems, because these units contain proprietary Karinne technology.  They’ll need the same security as a Stargate, and I won’t install one in any system that doesn’t have an interdictor.  If you’re willing to trust us to interdict the system and install this bridge from that system to a hub system, we’ll have a network of real-time travel set up anywhere in your respective empire without requiring Stargates everywhere.  We’ll maintain Stargates at the capitol system within a Confederate empire, then use the bridges to give access from that hub system to all of its outlying systems.  For the larger empires, we’ll create additional hub systems without a Stargate to create an orderly and efficient way for ships to move around in your systems without causing massive traffic jams at the capitol system.”


There was quite a bit of stares and bright looks at him.  “Babes, you start installing them in every Imperium system you can as soon as they’re built,” Dahnai declared.  “I’ll have my transportation minister talk to your Kizzik about setting up a transportation network.  You just saved us billions of credits refitting our entire freighter fleet to the new engines,” she said with a big grin.

“I don’t think there’s anyone in this council that’s going to say no,” Kreel grinned.  “Dahnai’s right.  Not only does it fix the supply line problem, it also saves all of us so many credits that I think I’d cry looking at the upgrade bill.  Now we can focus on only upgrading the ships that will need the capability, like our military warships and military freighters and support ships.  You have your people whip up that treaty and I’ll sign it as soon as it hits my desk, Jayce.”

“How large are these bridges?” Shevatt asked.


“Big enough for the largest Confederate ship on the line, a Skaa capitol ship, to pass through with room to spare, your Majesty,” Jason replied.  “They were built not only for freighters, but also so military ships can use them.  The largest ships in the Confederate inventory can fit, and we can make them bigger if we have to.”


“I think I can say that everyone at this table will be eager to sign your treaty, Jason,” Magran smiled mildly, and every face on those holograms nodded.  “Might I suggest we have an impromptu summit on Karis to peruse and sign the treaties, organize the distribution of the bridges, have our logistics specialists on hand to work out a new logistic schedule taking these bridges into account, and also discuss a few sensitive things?  Nothing formal, mind you, something of an emergency meeting without a real emergency.  I’d like to get a look at one of these bridges first hand, if you don’t mind.  I’m very curious.”

“I think I can swing it, Grand Master,” Jason said.  “I’ll be too busy to spend much time with most of you, but if you want to come to Karis and have some face to face meetings and look at the bridges, I don’t mind.  Just please keep your retinues small, you know we don’t have very much hotel space for visitors of your rank.  Be ready to rough it for a couple of days.”


“Well, then, shall we put it to a vote?  I move we meet on Karis tomorrow afternoon Confederate Standard time, at, oh, 1700.  That gives all of us plenty of time to get organized and get there,” he proposed.  “The purpose of this summit is for signing the bridge treaties, inspecting the bridge unit, arrange with Secretary Jrz’kii the layout of the bridge network for our respective territories, and also to clear some business we usually reserve only for our meetings on Terra.  All in favor?”


Every member except the Kimdori voted for it, and they didn’t vote because Zaa wasn’t there.


“Very well then, we can further discuss the application of the Sha’i-ree tomorrow when we reconvene on Karis.  I move we adjourn immediately, so we can start making preparations for our meeting on Karis.  Any objections?”  When no one spoke up, Magran banged the gavel down.  “We are adjourned.  See all of you tomorrow on Karis, my friends.”

As holograms started winking out, Dahnai took a much more direct route. [I’d better get those bridges installed in Imperium territory first, baby,] she said directly to him from Dracora, using her interface’s ability to get onto the commune network.


[They’ll be installed in order of importance for Jrz’kii, hon, and I won’t have anything to do with it,] he retorted.  [They’ll go where they need to go to take the pressure off my Merchant Marine.  So if you want them in the Imperium, you’ll have to convince Jrz’kii of that.  Good luck.]


[Bastard,] she accused playfully.  [If it was you, I’d get my way easy.]


[I’m so glad you think so,] he replied with a dry tilt to his thought.


[Pft, just blow in your ear a few times, suck your dick a little bit, and you’re as compliant as a puppy.]


[Sounds like someone’s not spending the night at my house tomorrow.]


[You’re right, because you’re spending the night over at my summer palace,] she told him purringly.  [And I’ll have Aya drag you there by the hair if you say no.]

[So sure of herself.]


[Damn right I am,] she agreed.


[Excuse me being blunt, hon, but I’m super-busy at the moment.]


[So am I, I gotta get ready to come over.  So I’ll talk to you later.]

Jason sent down a few orders and sent a message to Yila telling her to come see him as soon as possible, because he was going to be busy.  Not only would the Confederate rulers be on Karis tomorrow—which he didn’t mind all that much, it gave him a chance to catch up with Kreel and Krirara—but he had a lot of work to do with Jrz’kii to start planning for the installation of the bridges.


They were a game-changer, plain and simple.  With the bridges, they could interdict every single Confederate system without any worry over feeding the populations behind the interdictor.  The bridges would allow the full and free flow of traffic to and from the system, almost as if there was no interdictor, more like the old Interstate highways back in America before the subjugation.  The bridges would form a pan-galactic network of space highways that would allow any ship capable of getting into hyperspace the ability to move about in real time anywhere in the Confederation.   The logistical bottlenecks caused by the interdictors would disappear, and the KMM wouldn’t be so overworked because they had to move most cargo around.

It was another step closer to Jason’s ultimate goal, and that was lasting peace.  The bridges would help bring the various members of the Confederation closer together, make them more interdependent, and once the threat from Andromeda was finally dealt with, it was his hope that his friends on the council would see how much better things were the way they were and decide to keep it going.  The bridges would allow a beat-up old cargo freighter to go from the most remote Kirri system to the most remote Koui system in just a matter of hours, most of that time taken up by traveling in normal space from one bridge gate to the next, and that kind of trade and the income it generated was one of Jason’s biggest weapons in his crusade to keep the Confederation together as more than just a military alliance.


He hoped that once the others saw how profitable it was to stay in the Confederation, they would do so long after the need for it was gone.


But the bigger game-changer was something that the others wouldn’t know about for a long time.  If Myleena could build those translight engines, it would revolutionize Karinne transportation, and thus revolutionize nearly every aspect of the house.  It would open the entire galaxy to them—it would open every galaxy in the galactic group to them—give them ability to get anywhere in the entire galaxy in under a minute and give them the ability to reach other galaxies in minutes instead of years.  It was almost mind-boggling, that simple idea.  It meant that the most remote tracts of galaxy would be reachable in seconds rather than days, and it would give them the ability to contact literally every single spacefaring race in the entire galaxy.  With the drives and bridges, Jason foresaw the possibility that Terra and the Academy might become the most important system in the entire galaxy, the one place that every race could go to learn, and also to learn how to live in peace.


Beyond that, there was also the almost irresistible idea of finding out what was out there…Jason could almost imagine how Meya and Myra would all but swoon when they found out about the translight drives and what they meant.  Who knew what kind of wonders they’d find in the far reaches of the galaxy once they had the ability to get there?  Who knew what they’d discover when they ultimately started leaving their home galaxy to explore the galaxies bordering their own, such as Andromeda and Ilviros, as the Faey called the second-nearest galaxy?  The possibilities were limitless, as limitless as his imagination.  After all, there were enough wonders in their galaxy alone, who knew what kind of wonders there were in other galaxies?


There were 56 galaxies in their galactic cluster, a dumbell-shaped formation of large and small galaxies in close cosmic proximity to each other, at least when objects the size of galaxies were involved, what the Terran astronomers called the local group.  What wonders were hiding within them?

And it was all right there, almost within reach, if only they could prove Myleena’s theory and build the translight drives.


One thing was for certain…if Myleena pulled this off, her name would go down in history as one of the most important inventors who ever lived, the woman who would ultimately be remembered as the mother of practical intergalactic space travel.


That was the focus of the house for the near future, even if the house didn’t know it.  Anything Myleena needed, she would get.  It didn’t matter how much the research cost.  This was too important to worry about something like money.  The translight drives might be the key to winning the war against the Syndicate, of stopping once and for all what he knew would be endless invasion attempts from the Andromedans until they finally got a foothold in their galaxy, then started trying to conquer it.  The drives might be the exact technology they needed to put a stop to it, to take the war to the Syndicate in a way that would make them leave them alone…and if it didn’t, it would give the Karinnes the ability to go after those invading fleets in intergalactic space, far from any safe port, where a ship damaged in battle would have absolutely no means of repair if the crew couldn’t do the repairs themselves.

And it all hinged on just how smart Myleena Karinne was.


He’d go with those odds.  His best friend was one of the most brilliant engineers alive.  If anyone could figure it out, could build the translight drive, it was Myleena.


He had faith in her.


He leaned back in his chair, going over what would happen in the next few weeks.  They’d build the bridge network and link all the Confederate empires together through Terra, the hub, and turn Terra into an even more important system than it was now, since it was going to be the nexus through which all inter-empire traffic flowed.  He’d need to talk to Kim about the radical increase in traffic, get some new flight lanes planned out to deal with the increase in ship traffic both to the planet and around the planet as ships moved from one Stargate to another.  The entry stations of nearly every empire might need to be expanded to handle the increase in cargo and traffic, so he’d need to talk to the engineering school in the Academy.  They handled things like that.  And once they got the bridge network up and running, they’d be interdicting every single system in the Confederation, which meant he’d have to increase production to get the required number and have the required number of interdictors in reserve for immediate use.


And when they were done, they’d have a system of fast transportation that would drastically increase trade and bring opportunity to every corner of every empire in the Confederation.  It would increase the basic standard of living of every citizen, from the poorest street sweeper up to the richest megacorp CEO.  Remote empires like the Rathii and the Kirri would have the opportunity to grow, and large powerful empires like the Imperium and the Verutan and Skaa empires would see an increase in trade revenues from the sudden increase in trade, since their goods could get anywhere in the Confederation within hours without having to deal with the bottleneck of the KMM’s transport schedules.  Independent cargo haulers would be back in business, able to use the bridges to move their cargos where they needed to go.


It was a big step in his plan to never have to fight another war in his lifetime, and he had a good feeling about it.


Change was coming, and it would be good.
Thus ends the story of Inception.
In the next story, Conviction,

the Confederation squares off

against the Syndicate,

discovering that they

are far more cunning and

dangerous than they

ever imagined.

And there will be other stories to tell.
