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He was almost tired of talking.

For two days, that was all they’d done, going through a wide range of topics that all centered around the current crisis, yet for all their talking, they’d made no decisions on anything.  They’d talked about aiding each other through the transition.  They’d talked about Krazrou’s different plans for dealing with the spread of the virus through the galaxy, either accidental or intentional.  They’d talked about the intentional release of the virus in Sha’i-ree and Grimja territory (which Jason was definitely feeling buyer’s remorse over consenting to it).  They’d talked about various scenarios where they ended up in a war with someone, either over the virus or because of the virus.  They talked about how to deal with races in the Milky Way that they hadn’t yet contacted and wouldn’t be affected because the virus would be dead by then, and they even talked about how the virus would affect their dealings with the Syndicate.


That was an issue.  The Board knew that something major was going on over here, mainly because Jason had Gen relay a very vague warning that the Karinnes and the Confederation would be out of communication for a while as they dealt with a viral outbreak.  The Syndicate was too far away to do anything about it, so that wasn’t a worry, but he didn’t want them wondering why the Karinnes suddenly went silent.  Kraal and his people over there were running Galaxy Express just fine without him looking over their shoulders, so that wasn’t a problem either.

Gen was sincerely worried about him.  He’d sent a message yesterday to see if he was alright, since he hadn’t merged to his bionoid over there in over a month.  Gen was his friend, his very good friend, and his concern for Jason showed one of the ways that Gen was very much unlike most other Benga.  Jason had sent a message back promising to come over when he could find the time and catch him up on things, which was the best he could do right now.  Right now, the distraction of sitting in their favorite pub in the Wheel and just chatting very much appealed to Jason, because that conversation wouldn’t feel like it had the weight of the world pressing down on his shoulders.


He didn’t see this conference ending anytime soon.  Thus far, they’d made about zero decisions or breakthroughs since signing the Accords, and Jason could admit that he was one of the reasons why.  His feeling that giving the virus to Kreel and Enva had made him almost contrary in the talks over the last few days, looking for ways to contain the virus whenever and wherever they could.


Until about an hour ago.


The news hit him like a sledgehammer, and drove Krazrou’s stance on this right through his soul.


A new virus had appeared on Makan, and it was not related to the two current known strains.  It was a spontaneously occurring retrovirus.


It originated from a recently transitioned Makati, according to the reports, and currently could only affect Makati that shared a specific genetic marker, which made it easy to isolate.  The genetic test on it showed that it was new, wasn’t a mutation of the existing viruses, and was completely harmless to anyone that didn’t share that genetic marker or was already a Generation.  Just as they were immune to the two current strains of the virus, they were immune to this new one.  And if Songa was to be believed, they’d be immune to any other Generation retrovirus, either naturally occurring or engineered.  Even if the virus had a different RNA sequence, the fact that the cell it was trying to infect already carried enough of the virus’ RNA sequence meant it couldn’t hijack the cell’s DNA to replicate itself, which meant that the virus couldn’t affect the cell.  The virus couldn’t attach to Generation DNA because the virus was fooled into thinking that the cell’s DNA was another virus.

That was one of the quirkier aspects of Generation biology. In a way, their cells were both cellular and viral in structure.  Their cells were indeed cells, but their DNA confused quite a few viruses and viral structures, rendering them extremely resistant to their effects.  That was no surprise given that Kimdori were viral-based organisms, and had given Generations certain aspects of their viral biology when their DNA was used to create the Generations.  Generations weren’t only highly resistant to any radiation, they were also much more resistant to viral infections and diseases than most other forms of life.  The conversion of the entire Terran species to the Generations would allow them to finally and ultimately conquer the common cold and the influenza virus.

And it was a good thing that Generations were immune to the retrovirus, else they would be eternally and endlessly affected by every single tiny mutation and variation of a retrovirus, having their DNA rewritten over and over and over until it killed them.


The Makan virus was complete validation and vindication of Krazrou’s position.  It was naturally occurring, proved that the large number of Generations now drastically increased the chance that a virus could appear, and made it abundantly clear that the only protection from the Generations’ potential for producing retroviruses was to become a Generation or have a medical technology even more advanced than the Confederation.

Jason sat in one of the small conference rooms off the main meeting room with Zaa, where the two of them had been discussing the Makan virus and the implications.  Jason hadn’t told the others about it yet, and in a way, he dreaded doing it, because it meant that he couldn’t hope that Krazrou was wrong and they could find some way out of this any longer.  But there was no denying it now, not after this news.  No holding on to the feeble hope that they could find some way to stop it, change things.  This was the reality, and he had to accept it.  And that meant that now more than ever, making Karis an absolute fortress was the single most important thing he could do, or ever do.  They had to do it to protect his people, protect the Confederation from itself, and protect God knows how many people in the future from the possibility that some other empire got their hands on biogenic tech and used it to try to conquer the universe.

And that was in no way an exaggeration in his mind.  The combination of biogenic tech, Stargate and bridge technology, nexus technology, and translight drive technology, which that empire would acquire if they could get biogenic tech in the first place, would potentially unleash a highly aggressive empire upon the entire universe.


They were waiting for Myleena and Miaari to arrive.  Jason had called them to Oasis on finding out about the Makan virus and finally accepting a truth he had tried with all his heart to deny, so they could discuss potential ways to protect Karis using the technology they currently had while 3D worked its ass off to develop new ones.  Zaa was sitting opposite him reading a report one of her aides had delivered a moment ago, causing a pause in their conversation.

The truth he had to admit was that the spread of Generations across the galaxy couldn’t be stopped.  He knew it in his head, but now he knew it in his heart, and that no amount of hoping or wishing was going to change that.  So now, what he had to decide was how to allow that to happen while simultaneously keeping Karis and its secrets safe and minimizing the disruptive impact of an empire’s population being turned into telepaths.  To prevent absolute chaos across the galaxy, the spread of the Generations had to be slow and tightly controlled, maybe even going as slowly as one planet at a time, so they weren’t looking at a scenario where they’d have more students than teachers.  The logistical nightmare of the current seven empires having to deal with a sudden massive number of new telepaths showed them what a complete catastrophe it would be for a large number of entire empires to be affected at the same time.  But the spread of the virus itself would be a contentious issue that might start wars, so they had to be very careful.  There were so many things that could go wrong, Jason felt almost helpless about it.

Zaa set the handpanel down on the table, her eyes thoughtful.  “What news, cousin?” Jason asked.


“It seems that the initial meeting between the two Jirunji males was successful,” she replied, referring to Sovial’s experiment.  “The two males have spent nearly a full day in the same room together and have yet to become aggressive towards one another.  It seems that them becoming cousins has altered or overwritten the sense they have that allows them to know when a male is not of their bloodline.  The two males see each other as family, so they aren’t reacting with aggression.”


“In that narrow respect, I’m glad,” Jason said.  “It’s comforting to know that at least someone doesn’t want the virus for the power it gives them.  So, they’re going to start the next phase of the experiment?”


She nodded.  “The two will spend the next month in close proximity to one another to see if they can handle extended contact.  If that is successful, they’ll expand the number of test subjects and introduce males who are strangers to one another.”


“We really need to have a long talk with Sovial,” Jason said.  “Maybe the Karinne Medical Service can help, though not by much.  Jirunji medical tech is highly advanced, almost on par with the Medical Service.”


“It surpasses them in some ways,” Zaa amended with a nod.  “Most of the galaxy overlooks just how intelligent the Jirunji are.  I wonder if it would be prudent to invite Sovial and Holikk to this conference.”

“Not yet, and particularly not Holikk,” he replied.  “I’d like us to have some concrete plans in place before we kick the Coalition hornet’s nest.”


“I fear those are plans that must be made,” she sighed.  “The appearance of this spontaneous retrovirus makes it clear that we must face reality.  I was somewhat skeptical of Krazrou’s conclusion, but no more.  Much as I will find having people like the Prakarikai as cousins distasteful, it will come to pass.”

“Amen, cousin,” Jason said grimly.


Miaari and Myleena entered the room, and along with them were Cybi, Cylan, Coma, and Coran, in their bionoids.  The two CBMOMs had brought their ship bionoids down to the planet.  “Cousins, friends,” Zaa greeted as the door closed behind the Dreamer bionoid that Coran used.


“We were talking with Myli on the way over,” Cylan said, “and there are a few suggestions we want to make to this discussion.”


“So you know why we’re here?”


Cylan nodded.  “The most immediate solution, Jayce, is to let us get involved,” he declared.  “I know you don’t want us to fight because you don’t ever want us to feel like we’re weapons, but this isn’t about what we feel, it’s about what the House needs,” he said adamantly, which made Coran and Coma nod in agreement.  “We’re short on personnel to crew ships, and there’s not much we can do about that.  But what I can do, and what Coma and Coran and the other CBMOMs can do, is back up what people we do have.  Let us take over some of the unused tactical assets,” he proposed.  “We can train alongside the manned squadrons, and if we’re needed, we can cover the manpower shortfall.  With us helping, we can put every single tactical asset we have in the field if we need it.”


“I can easily control two squadrons of fighters or exomechs in addition to my usual duties on board the Pegasus,” Coran said strongly.  “And my ship has the available bay space to carry them.  I just don’t think we should be the only ones that go out.  We lack the instincts of the fighter pilots and the riggers.  We should go out with them to support them, but not replace them.”


“I can control every tactical asset on Karis that’s not being manned by a pilot,” Cylan continued.  “And I’ve trained for this, Jason.  Between Vanguard and my advanced tactical training, I can be effective in a real fight.”


“I can’t deny that you’d be effective,” Jason said.  “But it’s the last thing I ever want to see you do, Cylan.  You are not a weapon.”


“I am a sentient being capable of making my own choices,” Cylan said strongly.  “And I choose to protect my home.”


“He has you there, cousin,” Zaa noted dryly.


Jason was quiet a long moment, then sighed.  “Alright,” he said with a nod.  “But you’ll be restricted in certain ways so the KMS doesn’t depend on you or feel like you’re replacing them, and you have to convince Myri.”


“I’ve already talked to Myri, Juma, and Sioa,” he replied.  “They can work me and my external assets into the defense plan, but I’m going to need more training.  Juma wants to see if I can operate a frigate, and if I can handle it, she’ll let me try with a destroyer.”

“From a merge or with bionoids?”


“Bionoids.  I can remote operate a line vessel, but I still needs hands inside to do the maintenance and other tasks.  That’s what the bionoids are for,” he replied.


“I’ll be doing the same,” Cybi finally said.  “I have more than enough extra power to handle remote operations, since I don’t have any real duties outside of the KMS and research.  But I’ll need some hands-on training.   I haven’t spent the last four years training for combat the way Cylan has.  I’m not ready.”


“I can help you with that, Cybi,” Cylan said.  “Between the two of us, we can put more ships on the line until we can find crews for them.”

“That’s the short term.  In the long term, I’m working on a new idea—well, and old idea out of the research archives that Cybi told me about,” Myleena said, sitting beside Zaa, putting her across the table from Jason.  A hologram appeared over the table between them, showing an orbital shield module.  Jason would recognize it anywhere.  “We already have the planetary shield, but what Cybi has in the archives that I think we can adapt and use is this.  This is an ionized neutrino field generator,” she told him.  “Since everyone uses plasma power tech now, we can attack them through that.  What this module does is create a charged neutrino saturation field so strong that it affects any plasma power systems that enter the field.  Simply put, cousin, a ship enters this field and its shields come down, its IP comes down, and it overloads its entire power system and leaves it dead in space.”


“How the hell are you polarizing neutrinos?” Jason asked.  “I thought that was impossible!”


“Not easily,” she replied with a wry smile.  “Since low-energy neutrinos pass through most coherent energy fields and matter, they’ll enter the ship and wreak havoc with its power generation systems, even their batteries.”

“Wait.  I’m confused.  “How are they passing through matter if they’re charged?  It’s the neutral charge of a neutrino that lets them do that.  They’re not affected by the EM field of protons and electrons.”


“The neutrinos exist in two separate quantum states simultaneously,” Cybi answered.  “To matter, they’re uncharged.  But they interact with high-energy ions in a plasma state is if they are charged.”


He tried to wrap his head around that, and it gave him an immediate headache.  What they were describing was impossible according to the laws of physics.  “I’m not even going to try to figure that out,” he said, which made Myleena grin.  “Bottom line it.  Can you make it, and make it work?”


“Give me some time, and I will,” she promised.  “The old Karinnes did some successful tests of the theory, we’ll just need to refine and upscale it, industrialize the process to put the neutrinos into the right state and keep them from straying too far, keep them inside the field volume. If the neutrino density falls too low, they won’t blow out power systems.  The only downside is that when the field is up, it’ll burn out our power systems too.  So we can’t leave it on all the time.  But the upside is, the math says we can raise the field and have it at full strength within seconds of activation.  So we can leave it down until it’s needed, then wham, nail invaders with it.”

“That, or we can build the field outside the orbital track of Kosigi, just outside the Stargate ring, which we can leave up at all times,” Cybi proposed.  “It will take much longer, but doing it that way puts the field between the planet and any fleet that tries to jump in.  The field is useful, Jason, because it will affect ships in a translight state, but won’t affect ships in hyperspace.  We can use it against ships that try to circumvent the interdictors by using Hrathari translight drives, while the interdictor prevents ships from jumping past the effect.  But our own ships will be able to jump through the field.”


“Okay, that has potential,” Jason said with a nod.  “How long would it take to build enough field generators to cover a sphere outside the Stargate ring?”


“Years, so it will be a long term project,” Cybi admitted.  “But we can use the near field version Myli described until it’s ready.  We place the field generators just outside the planetary shield and project it forward, which protects the planet from any ship that tries to cross the field to bore through the shield.”


“The fun part is that the generators themselves will be in a singular quantum phase while they’re operational, it’s how they charge the neutrinos,” Myleena smiled.  “That means that only multiphased weaponry can hit them while they’re operating.  Most of the Confederation relies on rail cannons as their long distance heavy hitter weapons, which won’t hit the generators.  The slugs will just pass through them, because they’re not in the same discrete quantum phase as the generators.  The field will be large enough so that if they want to destroy the generators with multiphased energy weapons, they have to come into the field effect to do it.  And when they do, zappo,” she said grandly.


“Cute,” Jason said.


“We can have that up in a few weeks after we perfect the field generator design,” Myleena finished.  “We can probably crank out four or five generators a day, so it won’t take us long to build enough to protect the planet.”

“Can we use these offensively?” Jason asked curiously. “Carry them on a ship and throw them at opposing ships in combat?”


Myleena shook her head.  “The generator can’t set up a sufficiently dense field to affect ships if it’s moving too fast,” she replied.  “We’ll be pushing that limit by putting them in orbit around Karis.  The trick will be to have them in the same orbital tracks so each passing generator reinforces the field as it passes through.”

“It has potential, Jason,” Cybi said eagerly.  “I think this is what we’ve been looking for.”


“Alright, run with it,” he nodded.  “But don’t stop the translight interdictor program.”


“The Kimdori are going to take over that project,” Zaa told him.  “Our scientists know enough about translight theory to continue the work, especially since the design is based off our light scramblers.”


“Yeah, they know way more about light scrambling tech than I do, so I’m sure they’ll figure out where I’ve gone wrong with the program,” Myleena admitted.  “I’m gonna pull most of 3D for the field project, Jayce, just to warn you.  We think this is our best bet, so I want some solid people on the team.”


“Do what you need to do,” he assured her.  “If you’re right about this, it is what we’ve been looking for,” he added, looking at the hologram.  “The only way through the field is using low tech energy, which won’t be able to put out enough to power weapons that can bring down the shield.”


“Exactly,” she nodded fiercely.  “We stack weapon platforms behind the field generators to protect them, and that should make it ridiculously hard to get at them.  Even if a ship using a low tech power system could get close enough to threaten the generator, the platforms will take it out.  The field doesn’t effect weapon fire that passes through it, well, everything except missiles,” she amended.  “All of our standard energy weapons and rail weapons can fire through the field without being affected by it.”

“What about plasma weapons?”


“The field does reduce the range of hot plasma weapons, MPACs, and plasma torpedoes,” Cybi answered.  “They lose coherency as they pass through the field, causing the plasma or MPAC blast to diffuse and the torpedo to explode prematurely.  It also reduces the range of ion cannons fired through the field effect, but we don’t use ion cannons on our platforms.”


“We can work around that,” he said.


“Yeah, most of our platforms are loaded with rail cannons for long range and pulse weapons for close range,” Cylan supplied.


“The newer ones are carrying particle cannons and reflex cannons,” Coma added.  “I doubt those are affected by the field.”


“Nope,” Myleena agreed.  “In a weird bit of quantum interaction, the field increases the range of a reflex blast that goes through it,” she chuckled.  “It holds integrity longer within the field, extending its range by nearly ten percent.”


“Not enough to fire through the effect, is it?”


“The big girls on Subrian command ships might be able to do it,” she admitted, “but to pull it off, they’d have to shunt every iota of power in their entire ship to the cannon, and fire from the very edge of the field.  I’m not sure they’d think of that.  Either way, if the Subrians attack us, the job of the KMS is to keep their command ships away from the planet.”


“So it’s not absolutely perfect, but it should be good enough,” Jason mused.  “Alright then, we’ll go with the field.  Any other news from the warehouse you care to pass along?”


“Actually yeah, Leamon’s almost got a new weapon ready.  He found a way to super-charge an archaic laser weapon,” she told him.  “I’m seriously fuckin’ impressed,” she added with a laugh.  “He built a unit about the size of a destroyer rail cannon that fires a laser hot enough to vaporize Adamantium.  It can even burn through Neutrounium if it’s given enough time.  It’s not as powerful as our other energy weapons, but it does have line of sight range, so it will definitely be useful.  It gives us a line of sight energy weapon to pair with the rail cannons.”


“We could use it for planetary defense,” Cylan said.  “An extreme range missile and high velocity mass killer.”


“Build a few test units, let’s see what it can do,” Jason said.


The meeting broke up, and he and Zaa went straight to another one.  The others were waiting for them in the conference room, and from the looks on their faces, they already knew about the new retrovirus…which wasn’t a surprise, since Dahnai was there and it happened on Makan, one of her planets.  That suspicion was confirmed when they sat down, and Dahnai turned to him.  “I take it you and Zaa were discussing the Makan situation?”


He nodded grimly.  “That tears it.  Krazrou is right,” he declared.  “We have to plan for the entire galaxy becoming Generations.”


“I take no pleasure in being right, cousin,” Krazrou said soberly.  “And this development means we need to rethink our approach.  Instead of creating a plan to protect us, we should consider a plan that makes the transition for the rest of the galaxy as painless as possible.”


“We need to plan for both,” Sk’Vrae injected.  “There will be races, empires, that will reject becoming Generations, those who see being changed as becoming something less than what they are.”

“You mean the religious wingnuts,” Kreel said.


She nodded.  “Much as I admire Quord, I am honestly not sure how the Jun will react to this news.  They may close their borders once again, and keep them closed permanently, to protect themselves from the virus.  It might have the potential to tear his entire civilization apart.”


“You’re underestimating the resilience of the Jun, Sk’Vrae,” Jason told her.  “I don’t think they’ll have too many problems with it.  I think the race that’s going to have the most problems with this are going to be the most xenophobic.  The Jun aren’t exactly xenophobic.  They’re not afraid of other races, they’re just fiercely protective of their territory.  I think the Moridon might have the biggest problem with the virus, but not from a personal viewpoint.  If everyone is a telepath, they’ll see it as a threat to the security of the secrets they keep on their homeworld.  They may very well turn Moridon into a closed planet to protect their customers, and might restrict just which Moridon are allowed to transition.”


“So, we need to create two plans, “Krazrou spoke up.  “The first plan builds on the Accords, ensuring our protection and survival as the virus spreads through the galaxy.  The second plan will entail ensuring that transition is as peaceful and smooth as possible,” he announced.  “Where those of us who have already transitioned assist those who have yet to transition as best we can, with training, support, even financial assistance.  I think the key to an orderly transition is to not try to go too fast,” he said.  “A comprehensive plan that takes place over years would be best, so as not to stress our resources and prevent a feeling that things are going too fast, which might incite aggressive responses from more volatile civilizations.  We’ve been very lucky so far in that the races affected by the virus are mature in their outlooks and have stable governments,” he said with a nod to them all.  “It’s a further boon that the Faey are in this group, since they’re already telepathic as a species.  That creates a pool of experienced instructors on which we can draw as needed.”

“I think you’re right, Krazrou,” Elrin agreed.


The discussion went the entire day, and stretched on into the next, and the next, where the ten assembled rulers and ex-rulers, the CBIMs, and several aides and advisors contributed to create two new plans upon which they all agreed.  The first was an addition to the Accords that created a comprehensive plan of mutual support, helping each other along as their populations transitioned.  The second was the plan they intended to present to the summit of all galactic rulers that would be held on Imbiri, which was coined the Ten Year Plan.  It was a plan of intentional infection and transition of the other galactic races using Terra as the main hub of activity for the transition process, at least in the first three years of the plan.  People would come to Terra, be infected, transition, and then be trained by Generations that were skilled in what they could do…mainly Karinnes and Faey.  That training would be completely transparent, done in public, to ensure that everyone knew just what they were being taught so as to avoid any accusations of the Karinnes trying to plant spies in other empires.  They would then return to their home empires and train others as each civilization executed its own internal transition plan.  The Ten Year Plan would ensure that those empires had competent native Generations to train the rest of their population, and would have control over the process, which would ensure that they wouldn’t think that the Karinnes were somehow interfering in their internal affairs.  The ten year span of the plan would, they hoped, spread out the transition time to prevent putting undue stress on any empire as it had to disrupt its economy and production to train its work force in how to control their telepathy, as well as not overwork the instructors.

To make it as transparent as possible, the training program would be attached to the Academy and its contents and the training classes would be completely open, so everyone could see exactly what was going on and exactly what was being taught.  The Ten Year Plan training course would take about eight takirs, and would encompass basic telepathy, the kind that was taught to newly expressed Faey students in school, teaching the mental exercises the Pai used to unlock telekinesis, communing, merging without using a jack, and splitting.  The Academy already had a telepathy program for those that wanted to advance their telepathic skills beyond their prep and primary school education, and that would be vastly expanded to take on more students, those that wanted to learn more than the basics of telepathy.  Ayuma would add a new program for Generation abilities to the Academy course offerings, creating a new major that would focus on the other aspects of Generation abilities, creating an Academy-level program in “advanced Generation applications.”  That would be for those who wanted to know more than the basics, who wanted to learn the advanced skills, tricks, and abilities possessed by Jason and the other “original” Generations.

Jason didn’t entirely like the idea of training people in things like that, but it had to be done to make sure that the abilities of the Generations were accepted into the myriad societies and cultures of the galaxy, and became not only mainstream, but normal to everyone.  It was important to their survival that everyone think it completely natural to have those abilities.  They would become the common denominator that they all possessed, which Zaa hoped would foster a new age of peace in the Milky Way.


On the evening of the third day, Cybi presented the final draft of the Ten Year Plan to them for their final vote.  It passed unanimously, and Jason felt almost a little hopeful that this wasn’t going to explode in their faces and become a war of such scope and horror that it rivaled the Consortium-Syndicate War.  “And now we have something concrete to present to the summit,” Krazrou announced.  Jason wasn’t entirely sure exactly when and how he’d become the leading voice in this conference, but he was certainly in charge of it now.  “Any word on when that will happen, Denmother?”


“Mesaiima is still organizing it,” she replied.  “But so far, every empire or race she’s invited has accepted.  Even races like the Chezari are going to attend.”


“Oh boy, that’s going to be tense,” Jason muttered.  Everyone hated the Chezari, because they were a race and civilization built entirely on slavery.  Just about every race in the Jirunji sector and the sectors abutting it had been victim to Chezari raiding parties, capturing their citizens to sell into slavery.  The only reason they hadn’t been wiped from the map was because they had a very large and powerful navy that would make war with them an expensive proposition.  They were similarly lucky in that they’d never crossed an empire that would pay that price to wipe them out, like the Jirunji, Urumi, Skaa, or the Jun.  The Chezari had been smart enough to never mess with the Jirunji despite them being within range of their slaving raiders, which was the only reason they still existed.

“I think the Chezari will crumble once the virus hits their slave populations,” Kreel said with a malicious little smile.  “The first slave that suffers a schism and melts a guard’s brain is going to be all it takes.”


“Then we’d be looking at an act of genocide as the Chezari execute the slaves to protect themselves,” Jason sighed.


“Which is exactly why the Chezari will do everything in their power to keep the virus away from their territory,” Zaa predicted.  “Their entire society is built on the premise that their slaves can’t fight back.  They will forego becoming Generations to protect everything they are.”


“It will put them at an eternal disadvantage against the rest of us…which I see as just fine for us,” Krazrou noted in satisfaction.  “And it will stop the slave raids on their neighbors, because they will know that any Generation they pick up will be an intolerable threat to them.  In about fifty years, the Chezari will be nothing but an isolated backwater clinging to a system that will inevitably destroy them.  And I see that as justice for the crimes they have committed.”


“I would estimate that the summit will take place within a month,” Zaa said, getting them back on track.  “That will give us more time to get our plans into motion, get more trainers where they need to be, and solidify our support infrastructure.”

“Then I think we can consider this conference successfully concluded,” Krazrou prompted.  “All of us have quite a bit of work ahead of us, and we need time to prepare for the summit.”

“Yeah, I have to get with the Congress and we have to decide what to do with the virus,” Kreel said.


“You already know what you’re doing with the virus, Kreel,” Dahnai noted.


“Well, yeah, but we need a plan so things don’t go crazy,” he replied.  “I might be borrowing Cynna, Jayce,” he said, looking over at him.


“I’m busy with the Imperium.  Cyvanne can do it,” she answered from the speaker.  “She doesn’t do much but screw around in her game anymore anyway.”


“Gee, thanks, sis,” Cyvanne said tartly.  “If you’ll give me access to the Congress mainframe, I’ll draw up a plan and propose it to you by the time you get back to Grimjar, Kreel.”

“I’m gonna need Dahnai’s help anyway with some additional trainers, so I think you just earned yourself some cold shoulder, Cynna,” Kreel grinned towards a camera.


“I’ll save that for Karis,” Cyvanne said threateningly.


“You’d better change the access codes for your facility, Cynna,” Jason warned.


“My facility is on Kosigi, I’ll see her coming,” she replied cheekily.


“That sounds like a challenge, sis,” Cyvanne observed lightly.


“Game on, sister, game on,” Cynna challenged.


Jason was exhausted from the conference, so he flopped into the seat of the dropship that picked him up.  He scrubbed his hand over his face as the hatch closed, Aya sitting down beside him, Dera and Ryn in the opposite seat in the row, and Shen and Suri took their seats in the cockpit.  He related the entirety of the day’s events to them.  [I think it went rather well, all things considered,] Jason summarized.


[You had three days with some of the smartest members of the council there,] Aya told him with a nod.


[Sure as hell not me you’re talking about.  Zaa, Kraz, and Kreel most likely.]


[Don’t discount yourself, Jason, or Dahnai,] Aya replied seriously.


[Whatever.  Take me home, Shen, I think I want to sleep about ten years.]


[I think you need a couple of days on Tir Tairngire, Jason,] she replied, glancing back at him as the dropship lifted up off the sandy beach.  [You need to rest after all the stress you’ve dealt with the last couple of months.]


[Usually I’d say hell no, I have too much work, but not this time,] he communed, his weariness and mental exhaustion evident in his thought.  [So send it ahead to Jys and Ayama that we’re going to the vacation house for a day or two.  I can do my work from there.  Besides, I’d like to see the wolves and see how they’re adapting to being back home and back into their routine after their transition.]


[I’m sure they’d love to see you, Jayce,] Dera told him.  [They really like you.]


[I really like them,] he returned with a smile over at her and Ryn.  [But I talk to them almost every day, so it’s not like we’re not keeping in touch.]


[They figured out how to access the house biogenic network, eh?]


[I taught them how to use it,] he corrected.
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Joint Base Beta, Karga, Karis

It was a return to something approaching normalcy for him, though it wasn’t going to last the day.


Blowing out his breath as he lifted up out of the cockpit of his Cheetah, Jason took off his helmet and looked over at Sirri, who was parked in the spot beside him.  The wind was a constant here at Joint Base Beta, which was on the flat grassy plains of northern Karga, just south of the Atali Mountains.  The Parri village was on the other side of those mountains, almost due north of them, only about half an hour away by skimmer…and since he was so close, he’d paid them a visit before coming here..


Things were slowly settling back into the new normal here on Karis.  Over 70% of the population had completed transition, and over half of them had already expressed.  The training courses and procedures they’d put in place were doing what they hoped they would do, and things were moving at a very smooth pace.  There had been no reports of a schism on Karis for over a takir, and everyone was doing what was asked of them, watching out for their neighbors and helping as they could.  It was that camaraderie, that sense of community, that was making it work here on Karis, and had allowed Jason to relax enough to go back to some of his activities that took him out of his office.

This was one he’d wanted to do for a while.  Effective about one minute ago, Jason had passed the final tests and was fully combat rated on a Cheetah, which returned him to the somewhat unnecessary distinction of being fully combat rated on every fighter and exomech in the KMS.  Sirri, who had had her training interrupted by the viral outbreak, was back, and the two of them had finished up the training program together.  Since Karis was no longer quarantined for other members of the Accords, Sirri was back to spending more time on Karis than she did on Draconis, continuing her exomech training and doing it where she didn’t have cameras following her around everywhere.

The citizens of the Imperium did finally know about her pursuits, however.  She didn’t keep her interests in exomechs a secret, but it had been a secret that she’d been training as a rigger, since she didn’t have a jack.  That secret got exposed about a month ago, with the cover story that she was training using the interface technology developed by the Karinnes that didn’t require a jack..  Since her secret was out, she’d admitted that she’d been in secret rigger training for nearly two years, which explained why she’d been out of the public eye for long periods of time.  She’d also made it abundantly clear that she would do her conscription in the Imperial Marines as a rigger, not the usual five year stint in the command staff inside the palace.  Her professed goal was to have sufficient training and experience to command her own rigger company when she began her conscription.  And not just any rigger company, either.  She wanted to build a comparable organization to the KBB.  She wanted the best riggers in the Imperial Marines to be assembled into an elite company, led by her, that would be the pride of the service.  But to do that, she knew that she not only had to be a skilled rigger, but be able to lead them in combat.  Titles and nobility meant shit in the cockpit of a rig when shots were flying, and she was smart enough to understand that.  If she wanted the loyalty of her riggers, she had to be a good leader, like Kyva or Justin Taggart were.


Jason had to admit, he had the feeling she was going to pull it off.  She was a damn good rigger already, and she would only get better and better given that she was being trained by some of the best riggers in the CCM.  Even Kyva was taking her out on training runs now, and getting personal training from Kyva was major.  Jason could attest to that; he wouldn’t be half the rigger he was now if not for Kyva’s involvement in his training.  Kyva was the best rigger alive, but she was also an exceptionally good teacher, which was why the KBB was so absolutely fucking scary.  She had trained up her girls to where they were the most feared military unit in three galaxies.  Sirri’s skills would earn her the respect of her future company, and the time she spent with her mother, Jason, Kyva, and other experienced leaders and commanders would teach her how to lead her company with skill.

As far as Jason was concerned, it was a good thing.  Sirri would be the next Empress, so learning how to lead her company would be good experience for her, allowing her to make her mistakes on a small scale before her decisions had the weight of the Empress behind them.


He’d had to seriously juggle his schedule to do this, because the summit was scheduled to begin in about eight hours, and he did still have tons of other stuff to do.  He was still training classes of transitioned KMS ship captains and high-ranking officers, but now he was also the primary tactical applications instructor for the elite mecha companies.  Jason was the most skilled rigger in Unit Alpha, and belonged to one of the elite mecha companies himself as a reservist, so he was the one teaching the elite companies how to use their new abilities in a tactical situation.  Jason felt it was only right that he pay back Kyva and the KBB for training him, because now it was his turn to train them, mainly in how splitting could be a powerful tool for them in combat situations.  Jason’s ability to split in a rig made him virtually impossible to surprise, allowed him to see everything around him at once, and made sure he was always right on top of every change in his rig and his surroundings without losing focus on the fighting around him.  Jason had been doing daily training sessions with the elite mecha companies, including his own Storm Riders, every afternoon after he did his classes with KMS officers.  There were four of them doing them, him, Jenn, Jezzi, and Vella, the four highest-rated riggers in Unit Alpha, which was kinda necessary given the four elite mecha companies had 200 members.  Jason couldn’t easily train them all, so he’d brought in the twins and Vella to help.

The grin on Sirri’s face was almost infectious as she took off her helmet herself, her hair falling out of it to fan over her shoulders as the other members of the training group started exiting their mecha.  The entire class passed certification, so there was quite a bit of congratulatory commune flying around the tarmac as the ground crews moved in to do post-op maintenance.  Their training group was comprised of riggers from about ten different heavy companies from both the Army and the Marines, as well as several reservists like Jason.  The outbreak had murdered their usual training schedules where a company trained together, so Jason and Sirri weren’t training with the Storm Riders.  Only five Storm Riders were in the certification class.  Tara was one of them, parked in the tarmac space behind Jason, with Trika, Jake and Mol’Vek, a Terran and an Urumi.  Tara had one of the most racially diverse units in the Marines.

[You owe me a Cheetah, Uncle Jayce,] Sirri communed victoriously.


[A deal’s a deal,] he replied with a smile.  [The next one off the assembly line is yours, so make sure you tell them what colors you want it painted.  But you can’t let Imperial ground crews work on it if you take it off planet.]


[No problem,] she answered.  [I’ll have them park it at the summer palace like my other KMS rigs.  You already have yours?]

[Yeah, I’m standing on it,] he replied, tapping his foot on the metal below him.  [Just about all the others are going in for a refit to add a tactical.]


[They’ve already recalled ours,] Tara injected.  [Both my Titan and my Cheetah.  I’m using training units until I get them back.]


[Ew, I hate using training units,] Sirri replied.  [Having to adjust to a new computer is always a bitch.]


[You’re standing on a training unit, girl, and I’m surprised it’s not bucking you off,] Jason warned.


She laughed audibly.  [But I’ve used the same trainer through my entire course, Uncle Jason.  Me and this computer get along.  I just hope the computer in my new Cheetah is as mellow as this one.  Most training computers are uptight and high strung.]


[From dealing with newbies that crash them and break their systems,] Mol’Vek noted.  [I almost feel sorry for computers in training units.]


[That’s why training units rotate into mecha companies from time to time to give them a break, as well as let them work with an experienced rigger,] Jason mused.  [Else the lattice pathways they develop will all be centered around having to deal with greenhorns.  There’s a time limit on how long a unit can be a training unit, too.  These mecha will be permanently transferred to active service after a year.]


[I’m sure the last couple of months have been enough of a vacation for them,] Tara noted as they all floated down to the ground using their grav pods.


Sirri wasn’t wrong about that.  The computers in most dedicated training mecha were a bit stiff and uptight, and it was because they dealt almost entirely with rookies.  The nervousness of the pilots caused the computers to develop lattice pathways to deal with a partner that was both nervous and made silly mistakes.  It had to be frustrating for them.  The computers in Jason’s rigs had been with him for years, they were almost like old friends, to the point where when Jason got a new rig, they pulled the main computer from his old rig and put it in the new one.  Its lattice pathway network had developed to deal almost exclusively with Jason, to the point where he’d ruined them for any other pilot.


It was one of the most glaring differences between a biogenic computer and any other computer, the fact that biogenic computers learned, they adapted, and if they had enough time to develop a rich and complex lattice network, they could even take on aspects of personality.  Units like that weren’t self aware, but they were definitely not just machines anymore either.  The computers in training units were indeed a bit stiff and uptight, and riggers often needed a day or two to adjust to their training unit’s quirks.  That was because training units had more operational uptime than just about any other mecha.  They were used hours a day every day, and the computers in them had to deal with pilots that made a whole lot of mistakes.  No surprise some of them got a bit acerbic.

[If you like that computer, Sirri, you can always request for it to be transplanted to your new mecha,] Jason prompted.

[I can?]


[Sure.  When a computer and a rigger have a good rapport, we like to keep them together.  Even non-CB units have compatibility scores with Generations, and now that you’re a Generation, it matters.  They gel better with some riggers more than others, and it seems you two are very compatible.]


[Cool!  I want that!] she declared.  The Cheetah behind her moved, surprising her a little bit, rising off its front paws and then dropping back down.


[Seems the computer likes that idea too,] Jason noted lightly.


[Awesome!  You’re gonna come with me, baby girl,] she communed openly, but mainly at the control computer in the Cheetah, stepping over, then reaching over and putting her hand on its forepaw.  [You’ll have to share time with me with my other rigs, but we’ll definitely be doing stuff together.]


[It won’t have issues getting a tactical?] Tara asked.  [Cause I’d rather keep the units in my rigs.]


[Nope, they won’t replace your computers when they install the tactical.  The control system for it is all software, they just have to upload a new control module into your computer.]


[Awesome,] Jake called as they walked away from the Cheetahs, though Sirri was lingering a bit.  She hurried after them and slowed to walk beside Jason, and he once again had to marvel at both how beautiful and how tall Sirri was now.  [I’m looking forward to tactical training.  You doing it, Jayce?]


[Yeah, for us,] he replied.  [Unit Alpha will be doing tactical training for the elite mecha units, both rig and fighter.  You guys are going to be training the other companies and squadrons once you’re rated, that way you keep getting experience by teaching others.]


[That’s gonna be fun,] Jake frowned, his thought sarcastic.


[You’ll live, Jake,] Tara told him dryly.


[I agree with the idea,,] Mol’Vek communed.  [If we have to teach it, that means we have to know it inside and out.  And each training session only benefits us.]


[Just so,] Jason nodded towards the Urumi.  [Now I hate to run, but I have to get back to the office.  The summit starts tonight, and I have some stuff to go over.]


[I’m surprised you found the time to do this,] Trika noted.


[I made the time to do this,] he communed forcefully, looking back at the rather short, young-looking Faey woman. [There was no way in hell I was going to be the only unrated rigger in the company. Besides, I promised Sirri we’d do this training together, and I wasn’t going to break that promise.  We’ve gone through it from beginning to end.]


[And I loved it, Uncle Jason,] she smiled, reaching over and putting her hand on his shoulder. [Now I just need to get Aria into rigging, and I’ll be happy.]


[Good luck with that,] Jason noted dryly.


[Doesn’t she have to do rigger training as part of being, you know, who she is?] Jake asked.

[Yeah, but it’s not her thing, really.  She’s like Dara, she wants to be a pro athlete when she finishes school.  She just hasn’t decided which sport she wants to pursue.  She loves playing just about everything, she can’t decide on just one.]


[She doesn’t have to,] Trika replied.  [She’ll be a better all-around athlete if she doesn’t specialize her skills by playing just one sport.]


[I’m surprised she’s not going into bachi.]


[She loves bachi, and she’s damn good at it, but she likes playing other sports too,] Jason replied.


[That reminds me, how is Zach doing in his rigger training?] Sirri asked.


[He’s up to PIM exercises,] Jason answered.  [Since he’s been merging to toys most of his life, he’s pretty good using a rig.  He already has the basic skills when it comes to controlling an external body.]


[He’ll never have to get a jack,] Jake mused.  [I wonder if it’s a dead technology now, at least for transitioned citizens.]


[For civilians, probably, but we still need jacks to do our jobs,] Tara replied.  [The jacks are why we can jump hyperspace without problems, after all.  That, and a hardline connection is more secure, especially in the future when we might be fighting other Generations.  A remote merge might be able to be disrupted by a Generation mindstriker.]

[Not really, but Juma and Sioa already decided that physically jacking in is the best way to go about merging for PIM, and going through a merge pod using ETC is mandatory for remote operation,] Jason replied, using the acronym for Encrypted Transmitted Commune, the long-range version of ELC.  [Well, a mindstriker might be able to disrupt an organic merge, but if you’re merging through a merge pod or your gestalt, then a mindstriker can’t really affect that.  Biogenic commune systems are extremely resistant to outside interference, because they can operate on telepathic…frequencies, to use a term, as well as at speeds that an organic mind can’t.  An organic Generation mindstriker simply can’t affect a biogenic unit that’s actively blocking them .  So yeah, jacks will still be mandatory equipment for military personnel.]

[Makes me wonder why you never got a jack,] Jake looked over at him.


[Cause when Myli and Songa came up with the implants to allow me to jump hyperspace safely, I didn’t really need one.  Besides, since I’ll never be allowed to PIM a mission, I don’t have to worry about a hardline connection to my rig.]

They split up after their debrief and a little ceremony officially rating them for combat operations in a Cheetah.  The riggers were dismissed for a few days of R&R after the training course, which was standard procedure.  Sirri rode back to Karsa with Jason, but went to go hunt down Aria so they could go pal around Karsa after they reached the White House complex.  Jason went back to his office, where he read the latest reports from Zaa and Miaari about the summit that would take place in about seven hours, which put it after dark for him…but that was life for a ruler in a galaxy where everyone had different times.  It wasn’t the first time he’d had to have a meeting or attend a conference in the middle of the night.  So far, 563 empires or independent systems had agreed to attend the meeting in one way or another, which were spread all over the Milky Way galaxy.  Many of them, the Karinnes and the Confederation had met after real time jump engines became mainstream, and none of them had joined either the Confederation or the Coalition.  The KMS had been bringing their agents to the conference over the last takir by towing in their ships or arranging A/V feeds for those who either didn’t want to attend in person or couldn’t because of environmental conditions.  Jason had been in almost constant conference with the other members of the Accords to fine-tune their presentation, which Krazrou would give, so they could explain their ideas the most efficient way possible that also didn’t scare the hell out of the attendees.

The Union and the Sha’i-ree had also begun their transition plans.  Transitioning their populations had passed their respective governments, in record time for the Union, who had a bad habit of letting bills languish in the Congress for months, and the plans that the CBIMs had helped form were being implemented.  Cyvanne was helping the Union while Cybri was helping the Sha’i-ree, and Cyman had been drafted to oversee the transition plan for the Collective.  There were billions of Faey in the other empires now, recently transitioned Generations who were there to teach the other races the basics of telepathy.  Many of them weren’t all that happy about being drafted for the operation, but they weren’t arguing about the paychecks.  The empire they were helping was paying them a very large salary for their work, one of the conditions bargained into the plan by Dahnai, and one with which Jason agreed.  Those Faey were being uprooted from their jobs and careers, and they deserved to be well paid for what they were doing.


There was one more member of the Accords as of this morning, however, and one that Jason saw coming.  The Moridon had gotten wind of the Accords and what they meant, probably through the Moridon that worked in the banks in the member empires, and they all but bribed the members to be added to the plan.  The Overseer could see that the only way to maintain the security of Moridon was to have his entire population become telepaths, so he offered some serious monetary encouragement to the members of the Accords to be included in their plan.  They were expecting that, however, so when Brayrak Kruu asked, the others accepted his proposal almost before he offered to reduce the interest rates on the loans they had through Moridon banks.  Cyra was delegated to overseeing the transition plan for Moridon, which would not follow the steps of the Ten Year Plan due to the special circumstances involved.

The biggest of those circumstances was that the Moridon would have to be vaccinated against the bio-agent that still lurked on their planet, or it would kill them when they transitioned.  The other was that the Moridon demanded that only Karinne Generations train their people, because the Moridon trusted the Karinnes to keep secret any information they may accidentally come across as the Moridon population was in training.


There was one other empire that had gotten word of what the Accords were and what they meant, and were all but beating down Jason’s door, and that was the Ruu.  They’d found out about it from the Ruu that lived on Karis, most of which were infected by the virus and were now or would soon be Generations.  And Jason could admit, he wasn’t opposed to the idea.  The Ruu were pacifists and the Karinnes had a great deal of trust in them, to the point where quite a few Ruu lived on Karis, and Observer A believed that his people being Generations would drastically increase their efficiency and their ability to conduct scientific research.  They’d jumped all over the jacks when they went public, and now they were jumping all over the virus.


Jason couldn’t make that decision himself, but he rather doubted any other the others would object to giving the virus to the Ruu.  If there was one race he would implicitly trust with the power being a Generation entailed, it was the Ruu.  And Jason would prefer to handle their transition outside of the Ten Year Plan.

He went through several meetings with both house officials and the other members of the Accords, clearing out his inbox after shirking his duties for the morning to go play in his Cheetah, then read over the final report that Krazrou sent to his office, going over their plans for the summit.  He sent back his approval of it, then leaned back in his chair and sighed audibly.  He was glad that Krazrou was going to be the public face for this.  His experience with the end of the Syndicate war taught him that not everyone entirely trusted him—with good reason, he could admit—and the reputation of the Kirri would put a whole lot of weight behind their plan.  He had the feeling that most of the empires would jump all over the Ten Year Plan no matter who was presenting it, but the fact that it was Krazrou that would be the public face of their plan would make it much more palatable.  And as the other rulers read into the plan, saw that Karinne involvement in it was mainly through hosting the transition facilities and training through the Academy, it would make them even more amenable to the idea.  They would see that they wouldn’t be chained to the Karinnes to get access to the virus, but they would also see a powerful unified front that would protect biogenic technology from them.  The combination of the Karinne, Imperium, Collective, and Grimja militaries was an exceptionally formidable force that would give just about anyone pause to try to take on.

Chichi jumped up onto his desk and padded over, and he gave her a scritch behind the ears.  Jason had found out yesterday that his treacherous little tabi had gotten herself pregnant, and it was just starting to show on her.  He’d already made arrangements to bring her home so she could have her kittens in a much better environment than his office, which had caused virtually no friction with Amber.  She liked Chichi, and Amber always adored having babies of just about any race or species around.  She was a mother hen at heart, and Chichi would have a nearly annoying little helper hovering around her as she raised her babies.

It would be another year or two before Amber was mature enough to have her own babies.  Vulpars had extremely long life spans, and they didn’t reach sexual maturity until they were about ten years old.  Amber was eight, nearly nine, so she had a little ways to go.  But it seemed that she would be doomed to be eternally tiny.  She was from a strain of “domesticated” vulpars—as in vulpars who preferred to live with people rather than in the wild—that was smaller than the wild vulpar variant.  Wild vulpars were about the size of a small coyote or fox, where Amber’s breed of vulpar was more the size of a small dog.  But Amber was about the size of a toy poodle, and it didn’t look like she was going to grow much more before she topped out.  Chichi herself was rather small for a tabi, but that was just genetics, not the fact that she was a different breed of vulpar.  Besides, he rather liked Chichi just the way she was.

“And what are you up to, little girl?” he asked, scratching her behind both ears with his fingers.


She gave a little chirp.


“You’re always hungry anymore,” he accused.  “But then again, I’m hungry too.  I haven’t had dinner yet.  But I’m not done with these reports,” he sighed.

She gave him a stern look.


“Alright, alright, I’ll have Chirk order us something,” he mollified her, “now move a little so I can get this done before the summit.”


She gave another chirp as he asked Chirk to send in some food for Chichi by commune.


“I know, but it was the most convenient time for the majority of the attendees,” he answered.  “It’s just my bad luck this first day will stretch nearly til morning for me.”


She looked up at him.


“Yeah, but I had too much stuff to do to sleep,” he answered.  “I have six hours set aside for later when I’ll get in a nap.  I just hope I can actually get to sleep.  Kraz keeps sending me revisions and amendments, which we all have to approve.  That jackwagon doesn’t realize that it’s late afternoon over here, and I’m going to be up all night.  I may have to go to Kirri’arr before the summit just to whack him.”


She gave an amused little chirp.


“Good idea,” he nodded.  He looked to the side and issued some commands to the computer, and a moment later, Krazrou’s face appeared on a flat hologram over his desk.


“What is it, Jason?  I’m trying to get these last points ready for the summit.”


“I’m about to go to sleep so I don’t pass out during the summit,” he said.  “So stop sending me revisions.”


He gave him a curious look, then chuckled.  “I didn’t realize the time difference.  I think you’re the only one of us in the Accords that will be doing this overnight.”

“Exactly,” Jason said firmly.  “It’s fine as it is, so stop it.”


“I have one more revision to send you, then I promise, I’ll be done.  After all, we all need to get some rest before it begins.”


“I’m gonna hold you to that,” Jason threatened, which made a slight smile grace Krazrou’s muzzle.


“Did they deliver the bionoids yet?  I haven’t gotten an update.”


“They’re on a Jirunji ship, which will jump to Imbiri just before the summit to keep the bionoids secure,” Jason replied.  “We’ll merge to them on the ship and ride down in a shuttle.”  Since they were all quarantined, including all cargo being quarantined from infected planets, Jason had contracted with the Jirunji to build moleculartronic bionoids for them.  The factory was owned by Yila, so there was no issue there with patent infringement, part of the major expansion she did about two years ago to meet the demand for bionoids.  She had 87 bionoid production facilities in 14 different empires, which produced bionoids for sale and shipment all over the Confederation.  Every factory had the specs for every style of bionoid produced, so all they needed were images and physical stats for Jason and the others to make them.

 The door opened, and one of Chirk’s pages brought in a platter, dinner for him and more food for Chichi.  He read through the revision that Krazrou sent him as he nibbled on his dinner, then had Chichi steal nearly a quarter of it as he conferred with the Kirri over them.  After that, they were basically ready for the summit.  After finishing his dinner, he stood up and stretched, then leaned down and petted his tabi.  “Well, little girl, think it’s time to get some sleep.  I’m going to have a very, very long night.”

He opened eyes that were not his on a ship light years from where he was.


He didn’t entirely like merging to moleculartronic bionoids.  They were more, well, more sterile than biogenic units, they didn’t have the same richness, the same sense of welcome that biogenic units had.  Merging to a moleculartronic bionoid felt like merging to a machine, where merging to a biogenic bionoid felt like he was merging to something that enjoyed having him along for the ride.


He found himself in a well appointed stateroom on a Jirunji command ship, which was carrying the bionoids of the rulers that were all quarantined.  He was already dressed in copies of his formal robes, laying on a comfortable bed.  The lights came on as he sat up, no doubt motion activated, and a soft bell chimed just before the viewscreen on the wall facing the bed activated.  He found himself looking at a mature Jirunji female with an elaborate feather headdress, which told him that she had to be the captain of the ship. She was wearing a fairly elegant duty uniform, showing off the very underrated Jirunji sense of style.

The stateroom reflected that.  It was richly appointed with elegant furniture, but it was the cloth buntings and tapestries that defined it as Jirunji.  Jirunji liked to hang cloth buntings from the ceiling to drape along the tops of the walls.  The buntings were embroidered with swirling designs.  Hand woven tapestries depicting the history of the ship hung at spaced intervals along the walls, with feathers attached to their edges, the size, shape, and color of which telling the story of the victories the ship had won and the awards it had been given.  He could tell from the tapestry that this ship had fought in the battle to take Atrovet, and had been awarded the Jirunji equivalent of the Order of Sora because of their performance and valor during the fight.  The tapestries told a history that revealed that this was one of the ships built in Kosigi in the military buildup just before the Syndicate War, and its first battle had been fought at Q2DA-108 as part of a task force that took on two Syndicate super-ships and their escorts.

“Your Grace,” the captain said in a gravelly voice, which was normal for Jirunji.  “I am Captain Venria, commander of this vessel,” she said in Jirunji.


“Captain,” he replied in Faey.  “Are we there?”


“We just dropped out of hyperspace a hikta before you activated,” she answered.  That was a measure of time about equal to 40 seconds.  “We are currently cruising to the planet at sublight, and should arrive in four chukta.”  That was about 20 minutes.  “We will arrive precisely on schedule.”


“Very good, Captain,” he answered, having a bit of trouble swinging his legs out of the bed while wearing his formal robes.  They’d perfectly copied his robes, even down to the wooden crest of Karinne he wore around his neck, and to his bionoid body they didn’t feel heavy at all.  “Are the others online?”

“Not yet, your Grace.  You’re the first to arrive.”


“Well, that’s different,” he said wryly, flexing his hand.  He had to admit, the third gen simsense they were running in these moleculartronic bionoids was pretty awesome.  His sensory feed was almost as rich and lucid as biogenic simsense.  This bionoid was built by Jirunji, and they made everything with precision and skill.  But it still lacked the feel of a biogenic bionoid.  “I guess I’ll wait here until we arrive.”

“Very good, your Grace.  An officer will escort you to the landing bay so you’re in the dropship and ready to go as soon as we’re in stable orbit.”


“I’ll be waiting,” he nodded.


He only had to wait about five minutes for a Jirunji officer to arrive, a rather young female with tan fur, who was taller than most Jirunji…which put the top of her head about at his neck rather than at his collarbones.  Jirunji weren’t very tall as a species, only a little over 4 shakra tall on the average, or around a meter and two thirds or around five feet tall.  He was led down to a giant bay holding a variety of Jirunji mecha and transports, including ten of their new and quite formidable Warclaw mecha.  They were massive, but their design made them look sleek and agile, and he knew that they were every bit as agile as they appeared to be.  They were as fast and agile as a Titan, and they were equipped with Jirunji multiphased tachyon cannons and Coalition disruptors, which gave them some major firepower.


The Karinnes weren’t ready to produce their own version of the Warclaw quite yet, but they were fairly close.

He was joined by Krazrou’s bionoid only a moment after he was seated inside the shuttle, the two pilots in the cockpit and preparing to launch.  They’d done a fantastic job reproducing his fur and making it look realistic, thanks to advances in synthetic hair strands made by Yila’s bionoid research team.  “Are the others online?”

“No idea, but probably.  You ready for your day in the spotlight?”


“It’ll be no different from talking to Kirri Council.  They’re far more critical,” he said with a smile.  “I’ve already uploaded all my notes and presentation into this bionoid’s memory.  That way I have it local if I need it.”


“Always smart,” he nodded.


They were joined in rapid succession by all the others stuck behind quarantine, and then by Sovial, who was also in a bionoid. She was wearing a copy of her royal headdress, which reminded him of a Native American chief’s headdress, feathers on both sides of it that trailed well down her back, the last, largest feather nearly touching the top of the base of her tail.  She wasn’t alone in what she was doing; nearly every ruler that had a jack and a bionoid was using the bionoid for this conference.  It was easier, and it was safer.  Only a few rulers would be here in person, the rest were either attending using bionoids or by galactic crypto, beamed to them in real time using Karinne biogenic comm relays.  Those relays were designed to stay in hyperspace so they couldn’t be captured, moving about randomly while staying in range to relay the transmission to its destination.

The mood on the shuttle was quiet and a tiny bit tense, since Sovial wasn’t being chatty and the others were going over the presentation notes Krazrou sent them.  Krazrou would be the face of the Accords—Jason made the mistake of being the face of something once, and it scattered the Confederation after the war—so he would do most of the talking, but if any of them were asked questions, they wanted to all be on the same page with their answers.  Most likely, Dahnai would be the one asked the most questions, since it was her people that would be doing the training for anyone that took them up on their offer.

He certainly didn’t mind the venue.  When the shuttle landed and they filed out of the hatch, he found himself looking, quite simply, at a paradise.  Imbiri was one of the most beautiful planets he had ever seen, from its gorgeous cerulean sky to its pristine ancient forests in the distance, trees that reached hundreds of shakra in the air.  The city of Imbiria, the only large city on the entire planet, was built to complement nature rather than supplant it, its buildings and structures woven in among the forest.  The effect was a city that looked to be part of the forest, grown along with it as if the metal and stone buildings were plants themselves.  The landing pad was built high over the city, on a platform built atop the main diplomatic building in the city, so shuttles and dropships could easily land.  They would then ride down a glass elevator down into the building, down to the main conference room in the building below.  Mesaiima was waiting for them on the platform, hovering with her toes just over the landing pad, her chitinous wings fanning behind her to keep her aloft.  She did land when then approached her, then took Sovial’s hands in greeting.  “Welcome to Imbiri, my friends,” she said in her soft voice, an earnest smile on her lovely face.  Mesaiima was truly a very beautiful woman.  “You’re the last of those attending personally to arrive, and the conference will begin once you’re properly seated.”


“I didn’t realize we were late, I’m so very sorry, Mesaiima,” Sovial apologized.


“You’re not, Queen Sovial, the others decided to begin as soon as everyone was here, that’s all,” she smiled.


“At least Sovial won’t be looking for someone to blame,” Kreel said playfully.  “Who was last to link up?  Sk’Vrae?”


“It was you, furball,” Dahnai accused.


“Oh, well, that’s no biggie.  I’m used to being in trouble,” he said grandly.

“You ready for this, Kraz?” Jason asked one last time.


“I am,” he replied.


“Ready for what?” Sovial asked curiously.


“You’ll find out, Sovial,” Krazrou replied evenly.


Mesaiima brought them into the conference room, which was their largest auditorium in the building.  It had curved arc tiers holding long desks behind which the attendees sat, or a hologram either of them or a flat hologram holding their face was in the place of a live person.  The attendees, either live or bionoid, were spaced apart more than the holograms, since they didn’t require personal space.  A chandelier consisting of three silvery metal poles hanging from the ceiling, each one with a soft globe of light attached to the end which were at different heights.  The speaker’s lectern was facing the tiers, with a long table behind it holding six of Mesaiima’s aides.  Mesaiima flew over to the lectern and landed before it, and the conference officially began.


It was much different from a meeting of the council, which often was a little rough and tumble.  It began with a ceremony conducted by Mesaiima, welcoming them and then going over the topics that would be discussed at the conference, which was the pandemic that was currently affecting six empires and Terra, and the fact that many empires had students at the Academy that were quarantined to prevent being infected.  She, and nobody else for that matter, knew about the proposal, which Jason was sure would completely derail the conference.


It had to, since any plans they made would get upended once Krazrou stood up and started explaining it. That was why Krazrou was going to try to go first once open discussion began.


After the ceremony came the presentations.  A series of experts were brought in to explain what the virus was, what it did, and why it could be potentially dangerous despite turning the victim into a Generation.  It was someone from the Faey Medical Service that gave that presentation, and Jason had to keep himself from glaring at her the entire time. There was some unfinished business between the Karinnes and the Medical Service, and Jason would be concluding that business by hanging the director’s head on his wall once he had the time to tie up that little loose end.  Other doctors got up to present information about quarantine efforts, and one of Ayuma’s people got up and explained the steps the Academy was taking to protect the students.

It took them nearly two hours to go through the presentations, until finally, Mesaiima opened the floor up for general debate about the situation.  Krazrou immediately stood up.  “If I may be recognized, Madam President, to take the lectern to discuss a matter that may take some time.”


“You are recognized, Moderator,” she replied with a gracious nod, lifting up and backwards to sit at the table behind her with her aides.

Krazrou stepped down, across the floor, and up to the podium, putting his hands on the sides of it.  “I am Moderator Krazrou, leader of the Kirri Council,” he introduced.  “Our civilization is one of the ones currently under quarantine due to the outbreak.  The empires currently being affected by the virus have had their own conference about the situation, and we have come to a mutual agreement about the situation that affects the entire galaxy as a whole.


“Firstly, a more detailed explanation of just how the retrovirus is created needs to be explained, which forms the foundation of this entire presentation.  The current retrovirus affecting our worlds was artificially created,” he announced, which caused some whispering and surprised looks across the conference room.  “We don’t know who made it, or for what purpose, but we know for a fact that the retrovirus was engineered by highly skilled geneticists.  Its ability to evade quarantine protocols, its ability to evade medical scanners, and its nearly invulnerable resistance to any and all attempts to kill it make it abundantly clear that the virus was created in a lab and deliberately released into the Faey population.  That was where the virus originated.  It then infected the Karinnes, Terra, the Urumi Collective, the Kirri, the Pai Kingdom, the Muri Federation, the Grimja Union, and the Sha’i-ree.  It spread through our empires due to the extensive trade deals that exist between us, carried to each empire through cargo freighters before quarantine protocols were put into place.


“But what I am here to reveal is that this pandemic would have been inevitable even without someone engineering an artificial retrovirus.”  He looked up, and a hologram appeared in the well between the lectern and the tiers, one of his prepared images for the presentation.  “The Generations were the product of genetic engineering that began by introducing a retrovirus into the Karinne population that rewrote their DNA to give them their abilities,” he explained.  “But within that DNA is the process by which they were created in the first place.  Generation DNA is highly reactive and can, under the right circumstances, hijack a compatible virus and alter it to turn it into the retrovirus that created them in the first place.”


There was complete silence in the room, and almost everyone there in person was staring right at  Jason.


“The probability of this occurring is almost infinitesimal, which is why the Karinnes never shared this information.  After all, there were less than three hundred of them, and they do not leave their home planet.  But the release of this artificially created retrovirus has brought this information into the forefront, because it does the same thing,” he stressed.  “Those changed into Generations by this artificial retrovirus also have this aspect of Generation DNA inside them, that their DNA might hijack a virus and transform it into a retrovirus that can infect other people, turning them into Generations.  Why this matters is that, while the chance of it happening was virtually nil with only three hundred Generations, the chance of it happening spontaneously goes up significantly when there are three hundred billion Generations.  That means that, quite simply, the Generations themselves are a potential source of future outbreaks.  And each outbreak carries the same risk as the current one, that the virus may mutate into something that kills rather than alters.

“There is one final piece to the puzzle of which you should be aware, and that is that Generations themselves are immune to the retroviruses that they create, or are artificially created from them,” he finished.  “The virus cannot affect them, which means that the virus will die out before it has a chance to mutate into something deadly.  If it has no one to infect, it cannot reproduce, and thus doesn’t have the chance to mutate. 

“It is this final aspect of the situation that brings us, those who are or who have become Generations, to this conference,” he said, as another hologram appeared holding the main points of his presentation.  “We, the infected empires, have discussed the problem in detail and have come up with a proposal, a plan, to protect the rest of the galaxy from future outbreaks and not imprison us inside our own borders, as well as remove the possibility that, in the future, other empires may attack us for fear that we may cause another retrovirus which may kill instead of alter.  Simply put, we offer forth for debate by this body a plan that will introduce the virus to the other empires of the galaxy in a controlled manner that will allow your people to become Generations, with a minimum of upheaval in your societies from your population gaining telepathic capability.  In effect, esteemed rulers of the galaxy, we all become Generations to protect ourselves from the virus,” he declared.  “It means that your populations will become fully telepathic like the Faey,” he motioned towards Dahnai, “and gain telekinetic capability, which can be quite useful to your people “

There was loud calling out, even some shouting, and a few people who were attending in person stood up when Krazrou made that declaration.  He waited for them to settle down, his expression calm, and then continued once it was quiet once again.  “This solution solves the three major issues brought about by this pandemic.  Firstly, that the original Generations have had to isolate themselves on Karis to protect themselves from others trying to gain samples of their DNA to genetically engineer their own people to become Generations.  This was attempted several times by various empires over the last ten years, and we suspect that the current retrovirus is the result of one of those attempts succeeding.”  That sent a lot of hot gazes in Dahnai’s direction, which made her fidget a tiny bit.  “With us agreeing to give other empires access to the virus, it protects the Generations from such future attempts.  After all, it will be a moot point.  Second, it protects the galaxy as a whole from another retrovirus.  If a spontaneously occurring retrovirus is created by a Generation, it will die out before it has a chance to do anything, because it cannot infect anyone.  Thirdly, it removes the possibility that, in the future, the galaxy tries to exterminate the Generations due to them seeing as some kind of threat,” he finished calmly.  “Either because of another retrovirus or because of the abilities that we have.  We have decided that the best way to protect ourselves, and the galaxy as a whole, is to offer this gift to everyone, and allow you to take it in a controlled manner that minimizes any detrimental effect it may have on your society or your economy.

“We have created a detailed plan that will allow this process to carry out, which takes ten years,” he said, as a new hologram entitled [The Ten Year Plan] appeared above the well.  “The crux of this plan is Terra and the Academy.  Summarized, the plan will allow each empire to rotate students through the Academy that will be transitioned to Generations and then learn about their new abilities.  Those students will then return to their home empires as instructors, teaching the rest of your population how to use their newfound abilities.  Each empire will be responsible for the transition of its own population using samples of the retrovirus that will be provided to you and the native instructors trained at the Academy.  The plan is, of course, far more detailed, which I will elaborate upon later if this body decides to continue debate on the plan.

“This is our offer to the rest of the galaxy,” he declared.  “To give you the chance to become Generations, if you so wish it, and have that happen in a controlled manner that does not disrupt your empire’s day to day operations as it has ours.  We know that not every empire in this room will agree to such a thing, and that is why this plan also includes how things will work for those who don’t want to be changed.  It is not our desire to force this on anyone, and that includes making detailed plans on how those who choose not to be Generations can interact safely with the Generations, without fear of them carrying a new retrovirus back to their home planets.”  He took a step back from the podium.  “I now yield the floor back to President Mesaiima.”

And that, naturally, created a near firestorm in the conference chamber.


Simply put, Krazrou set the entire conference on its ear, but not for the reason Jason would have expected.  For the next six hours, Jason had to have members of the Karinne Medical Service testify about how Generations could spontaneously create retroviruses.  Songa herself was the primary witness, testifying via hologram from Karsa, and she released redacted records about the Jaisho-T virus incident and how they learned it could happen.  She didn’t reveal that it was Dahnai that was affected by the virus, but released some detailed information about how the virus was formed from the DNA of a Generation child whose mother was not a Generation to attack other members of her family.  She then revealed a good amount of their research on the matter, and showed how a Generation’s DNA could hijack a virus to recreate the original retrovirus that created them.  “It was a design flaw in the genetic engineering that created the original Generations,” she surmised after her presentation.  “Generation DNA is self-repairing, but that aspect of it causes it to be volatile when exposed to viral structures, since their DNA is partially based on a viral structure.  Generations are cell-based organisms, but part of their genetic code is viral in nature.  It’s a bit hard to explain, but in effect, the retrovirus that created them wrote in the entire retroviral RNA into their DNA, including how the retrovirus behaves and works.  When that segment of the DNA is isolated and copied into another viral structure, it becomes a retrovirus, and under the right circumstances, rewrite the RNA of the virus to match the original retrovirus that created them.  That was how whoever it was that made the new retrovirus did it.  They isolated the original retroviral RNA that is part of a Generation’s DNA and transferred it into a viral structure, then made modifications to that RNA to make it do what they wanted it to do.”

“And what is that, Doctor?” Mesaiima asked.


“From what we’ve researched, the original virus was only meant to infect one species,” she replied.  “It was tailored so it could only attach to the DNA of that species.  But the virus mutated to become generic, to be able to attack any species with a sufficiently evolved brain to be able to accept the new DNA segments.  That’s why the virus doesn’t affect animals, because they don’t have a sufficiently evolved brain to become telepathic.”


“Didn’t the virus originate in the Imperium?” someone asked.


“Yes, your Majesty, so we suspect that it was a rogue element within the Imperium.  It was not done by Empress Dahnai,” Songa replied.


“You’re damn right I didn’t authorize this,” Dahnai said hotly.  “We’re in the process of hunting down whoever is responsible, and when I find them,” she said, closing her fist and holding it up ominously.  “This virus has shut down the Imperium, cost us billions in trade revenue, and wrecked our economy for at least the next three years.  There’s no way in hell I would do that to my empire willingly.  I mean, think about it.  The Faey are already telepathic.  We don’t need to genetically engineer ourselves to gain what we already have.”


“The Generations are more than telepaths,” Holikk called.


“Yeah, well, Jason doesn’t share biogenic technology with anyone, and trying to get it would start a war with him, which would devastate the Imperium,” she said, looking over at him.  “And he’s part of my family.  He’s my amu dorai and our children are married to each other.  So I have personal reasons to keep the peace with the Karinnes as much as I have political reasons.”

“I’m absolutely positive Dahnai didn’t do this,” Jason spoke up.  “We have solid intelligence that it was done by a rogue element within the Imperium.”


“That is correct,” Zaa said from her hologram.  “The Kimdori have unearthed that much from our investigation.  The Empress had nothing to do with the virus.”


“So, the Karinnes will still hold back biogenic technology despite being part of this plan?” Magran asked.


He nodded.  “The oaths of Karinne are still binding, Grand Master,” he replied.  “We agreed to the Ten Year Plan because I could see that it was necessary for the survival of my people, and necessary for the galaxy as a whole.  And in a way, I don’t mind people gaining my abilities so long as they use them for peace,” he added.  “But releasing biogenic technology could lead to wars of conquest and the subjugation of as yet undiscovered civilizations, and I will not be party to that.  The Karinnes will not allow our technology to be used for conquest, only for self defense,” he said adamantly.  “That has been our position since I reformed the House and became its ruler, and that will always be our position.  The Karinnes are neutral.  The Karinnes do not engage in wars of conquest, nor do we allow others to use our technology to do so, for it becomes our responsibility should it occur.  Who we are will not change, even if the galaxy changes around us.  Yes, I’m aware that making other races telepathic increases the risk of them using their telepathic abilities to attack and conquer non-telepathic species,  much as my own Terran race was subjugated by the Faey,” he said simply.  “And I’ll feel that I broke my vows as the Grand Duke Karinne if that happens.  But the basic survival of the people of my house and the people of this galaxy trumps that oath,” he said in a powerful voice.  “I can’t sit back and let people die from a mutated retrovirus created from us, because it violates the foundation of the morality of who I am.  To protect the spacefaring galaxy from a lethal pandemic, to save as many lives as possible, and to protect the Generations from a future war against those who are not Generations, I’m willing to give you the virus and help your empires transition to becoming Generations with a minimum of disruption.  And if one of you uses your telepathy to make war, I’ll know that it was my fault that happened.  But I’ll live with that remorse knowing that your people are still alive,” he said intensely.  “I’ll live with that shame on my soul content with the fact that I didn’t cause an even greater tragedy by refusing to allow the release of the virus here and now, when it’s the safest to do so, before the virus has a chance to mutate into something deadly.  If we do this in a carefully controlled manner, we can safely transition those who are willing and render them immune to future retroviruses, which will make them die out before they can mutate.  That drastically reduces the chance that the virus can spread into a population that it can affect, mutate, and turn into a plague that threatens the entire galaxy.  That is the greater good, and I must not stand in the way of the greater good, no matter what it costs me personally,” he declared.


There was a very long silence after his impromptu speech.


 When they did restart the discussion, the subject matter changed, which made Jason feel a little better.  Nobody was going to press that point or try to badger him into making biogenics part of the deal.  The assembled rulers instead went back to discussing the danger the virus posed and what could be done to prevent spontaneous mutation…which was really nothing.  They discussed it for hours, to the point where Jason started splitting so he wasn’t bored, until it was clear that everyone was either getting tired or needed a break.  Jason left his bionoid in the conference room and delinked, then had the cafeteria send something up for him before he so much as opened his eyes.  When he did so, he saw that Chichi was curled up in her bed inside his office, and the pale light from Kosigi was filtering in through the window behind his desk.  It was 03:58, which was more or less the middle of the night when one lived on a 29 hour cycle.  The night shift was working out in the outer office, which was a small crew of Kizzik administrators that organized information that came in over the night, which would allow Chirk, Verra, and Brall to go through it more thoroughly when they came back in the morning.  Since Kizzik didn’t require much sleep and abhorred not working, they didn’t much mind working overnight.  For a Kizzik, work was life and life was work.  Jason knew the five Kizzik out in the outer office, but he also knew well enough not to bother them unless he needed something.  If he wanted to talk, he could talk to the three Imperial Guard that were sitting in his office, two girls from the night watch, Sila and Revi, and Lieutenant Hara.  They’d replaced his usual guards while he was merged.

[How did it go?  Did Krazrou reveal the plan?] Hara asked as soon as he stood up.


[Yeah, and it went about as good as you’d expect.  Chaos.]


[Did they go over the plan?]


[Not yet, right now the conference is hung up on the potential lethality of the virus.  We haven’t gotten around to discussing the plan yet.  But I can tell that more than one ruler is waiting for exactly that.  The look on Holikk’s face made it clear that he’s very interested in it.]


[So he can conceal the fact that he has samples of the virus.]


[No doubt,] Jason agreed as the door opened, and one of the Kizzik clattered in carrying a tray.  [Thank you St’Vrk, you beautiful Kizzik you,] he communed to her interface gratefully as she brought the tray up to the desk.  It held a sandwich and sliced wafers of a root vegetable that grew on the Koui homeworld, which was more robust than a potato, called a dumo.  It tasted like a cross between a potato and popcorn, but also had a buttery texture, like it was grown pre-buttered.  It was served either raw or toasted like bread, which made it crispy on the outside and fluffy on the inside, and made it taste more like french fries than anything else.  Jason loved it, but the rest of the family didn’t, so he saved eating it for work to avoid the leftovers.

Terrans loved dumo nearly as much as Faey loved strawberries, and was a good example of how the empires of the Confederation had become nearly dependent on their extensive trade network…a network that had been disrupted by the quarantines.

[They had it waiting for you, revered Hive-leader,] she replied with a nod of her mantis-like head, setting it on the desk.


[I am not complaining,] he replied, picking up the sandwich and taking a bite.  It was loaded with Terran cold cuts, lettuce, and tomato…or foods that tasted like them.  Sometimes it was hard to tell, and he’d learned to not worry about what it was and only worry about how it tasted.  Besides, enough Terrans worked in the White House complex that the assorted cafeterias and food courts all had quite a bit of Terran food available.


The rest of the day’s conference went much the same as the beginning.  Again, the assembled rulers almost completely dominated the conference time with discussions about the virus itself, not about what they were going to do about it.  Jason couldn’t understand why they were so fixated on what seemed to him to be a nearly trivial part of the conference…unless, he realized, they were stalling the proceedings to give them more time to go over what Krazrou said and formulate a response to it.  That was entirely possible..  They may want or need time to consider Krazrou’s summary, and didn’t want to come out and ask for it.

Which was silly.  Put rulers in the same room together, and they all had to act like they were paragons of perfection, never made mistakes and never needed to research things.  They didn’t want to look less than perfect in front of other rulers.


The discussion dragged on for hours, as the rulers called for testimony from several doctors from various empires, none of which had any actual experience with the virus itself, until finally, mercifully, Mesaiima called the day’s deliberations complete.  They adjourned with plans to reconvene in 17 standard hours, which would again put the conference in the middle of the night for Jason, but there was little he could do about that.


He saved the discussion about the first day of the conference for after breakfast.  The CBIMs and Miaari were tapped into the sensory feed of his bionoid so they could observe the proceedings—and no doubt he wasn’t the only ruler sharing his sensory stream with others—and they all came over to his house as he ate breakfast with Jyslin and the kids.  School was back in session for the kids, so they were preparing to get their school day started while the twins prepared to go to work with Jyslin today.


And again, he had to look around his very large and busy table and just feel content at where his life was right now.  His kids ranged from nearly an adult in Aria’s case to still energetic toddlers in the case of the twins, as well as two that he considered all but his own in Shya and Danelle, who had come over to eat breakfast with Rann and Shya so they could go to school together.  Aria represented the culture clash he was feeling being a Terran father with a Faey daughter—Dreamer, but the same thing—and the resurgence of those issues with his older kids, who were all either on the threshold of puberty or had just stepped through the door.  They were the best part of him, the reason he woke up in the morning, and were the future of the House of Karinne.  Aria and Jon represented the reality of the virus, for both of them were transitioned Generations, Rann represented the hope of the house for the future, and the rest of the kids represented its potential.  Aria wanted to be a pro athlete.  Danelle, much to Myleena’s annoyance, really hadn’t decided what she wanted to do when she graduated primary school.  Jason rather doubted that she would go into engineering like her mother, because she had a nearly subconscious resentment of how her mother’s job kept her so busy all the time.  Rann and Shya would rule the house after Jason was gone.  Bethany and Siyae both demonstrated inordinately high intelligence, and their parents had high hopes for them.  Jon and Julia were too busy being toddlers to worry about much of anything, and the world was a grand place filled with all kinds of fascinating new things to learn and explore.

And his pride extended outside the boundaries of his house.  Kyri and Siyara, both so young yet so powerful.  Aran, who would definitely be one of the leading scientists in the house when he grew up.  Sora, who would be the most beautiful girl in the KMS; she’d started showing earnest interest in serving in the Navy when she finished primary school, having become enamored with the idea of being captain of her own ship after spending so much time on the bridges of ships while her mother moved them around Kosigi.  Zach, who would be content in whatever he did, but had shown interest in architecture and building.  He’d been playing a Terran game called Minecraft while most of his siblings were playing Citadel Online, a game where the player built structures using blocks and resources harvested from the game world, and some of the things he’d built inside the game were astounding.  He truly had a gift for both architecture and design.  Walter was growing up into quite a little man, and Jason had the feeling he was going to express anytime now, given who his parents were.  Kevin and Kaelan too were growing like weeds, and were quite mischievous, like male kid versions of Meya and Myra.  They got into absolutely everything and drove Aura crazy sometimes.  Darran was almost like Zach was when he was that age, gentle and polite, but incredibly smart.  Jana, his daughter with Kumi, was almost comically straight-laced, and as unlike her mother as was possible, like she was rebelling against her mother by being proper and polite.  The two sets of twins he’d had with Lyn and Bryn were very different from their parents, though Reni and Revi were demonstrating the twin bond the way Lyn and Bryn were.  Hera and Harae were just complete bundles of energy like Jon and Julia were.  Zaen was very much unlike his mother Myri, and that was just the way Myri wanted him.  She wanted a proper Faey boy, and so she pushed boy’s toys on him and taught him that boys were supposed to be scholars, scientists, and teachers.  Rael, unfortunately, was very much like his mother Sheleese, and would probably grow up to be a professional comedian.  Vara was a complete angel, proving once again that Ilia was a very, very good parent.  Little Sera was a bit of an outlier from his kids in that she was very quiet and reclusive, probably because her brothers Kevin and Kaelan annoyed her so much.  And then there was Terry, his son with Symone, who was just as light-hearted and carefree as his mother even at the tender age of three..

And fortunately, or unfortunately depending on how one looked at it, he hadn’t had any kids since.  There were no babies in any nursery or crib on Karis that was his.  The other girls on the strip no longer chased him—well, outside of Kumi anyway—Yana and Aura had boyfriends now that occupied their time, and neither Jyslin nor Symone had conceived since having the twins and Terry…though it certainly wasn’t a lack of trying.  He almost missed having a newborn around, since this was the first time since the baby drought caused by some chemical in the ocean that had interfered with the girls conceiving, the reason why there was nearly a five year gap between his oldest kids and the next wave.  But, he certainly wasn’t going to go out and try to have another baby.  It would come in time naturally, and either Jyslin, Symone, or Dahnai would be the one to grace him with another child to love.  And if he was missing having a baby around that much, there were plenty of them on and around the strip for him to borrow for the day.  Maya’s youngest was only five months old, a strapping boy named Hann, and Temika and Mike had a seven month old boy named Andre.

Miaari arrived while they were eating breakfast, and she sat down at the only seat left at the table and nearly got her hand stabbed when she tried to filch a piece of Shio sausage off Bethany’s plate.  That made her laugh lightly and put her hand on Bethany’s lovely hair, then nod in thanks when Surin set a plate down in front of her.  “You look tired, Miaari,” Aria noted.


“I am tired, youngling,” she replied.  “It was a long night, and I have much more to do before I can rest..”

“About the summit?”


She nodded.  “My work just begins when your father’s ends,” she said.  “There was a great deal of information to go through.”


“I’m sorry I can’t make it easier on you, Mee,” Jason told her.


“I blame the other rulers, not you,” she smiled over at him.  “Let’s at least save the discussion for after breakfast.  I am starving.”


“We don’t want your boring politics talk messing up our breakfast anyway,” Danelle teased.


“You just wait, cub, I’m going to make your father send you to my office and work for me,” she threatened with a sly look.


They spent nearly three hours discussing the first day after eating, with Miaari, Cybi, and Cyra attending in person and the other CBIMs and CBMOMs present as holograms, which was the only way everyone would fit into his home office.  It was substantially smaller than his office at work.  Besides, Cybi and Cyra were the only ones with their bionoids in Karsa at the moment.  What they talked about most was what each ruler was talking about in the summit, trying to figure out what their angles were before the next day began so they may better try to guide the direction of the discussions in the way they wanted them to go.  They were there until Jason was nearly nodding off, so they decided to call it a day and let Jason rest a while.


He was so tired, he slept almost all day and had to be woken up so he would have time to eat before the next meeting.  This time he didn’t even bother going to work, he linked to his bionoid from the merge pod just off his home office, which was what he should have done yesterday.  He settled into the merge pod with Twilight insisting on laying on his lap for a while, and he spared her a scratch behind the ears before merging to the merge pod that Mesaiima had stored in an antechamber just off the conference room.  All the other bionoids were also there, which told him he was the first to link.  That gave him time to talk to Mesaiima before the meeting began, to get her impressions on how the first day went, then they entered the conference room and began the second day of deliberations.


And things started moving fairly quickly.  It seemed that the other rulers were ready to discuss the plan now, because they had Krazrou deliver his full presentation.  It took him nearly five hours to divulge the plan in intricate, nearly exhausting detail, going over everything they had planned from transitioning volunteers from other empires to training them to train others to carefully managed transition schedules for empire that opted in to how they were going to deal with empires that didn’t want their population to be transitioned.  Their plan for that was bionoids.  People from areas where they had Generations would have to use bionoids to visit empires that rejected the plan, which would create separation to ensure that a spontaneous retrovirus wouldn’t be unleashed in their populations.  Cargo would be handled by viral scans at entry points before the cargo entered a quarantined empire, and any cargo that returned a suspicious result would be isolated and thoroughly tested before it was allowed through.

Krazrou’s office had worked non-stop on the plan for takirs, and its thorough and exacting detail proved it as he explained their idea to the others.


Once he was done, discussion about the plan began.  And right off the bat, it became abundantly clear that some empires wanted it, personified in Holikk and Shakizarr, to the point where Holikk declared loudly and adamantly that the Authority would make a private deal with the Karinnes if the summit didn’t adopt the plan.  His reasoning was simple and profound.  “I should be dragged from my office and shot if I didn’t do this,” he told the others.  “The advantages to the Authority of having a fully telepathic and telekinetic population are almost uncountable, from defense to tourism to industry to economics to simple quality of life.  Life is much more convenient for telepaths, and the usefulness of telekinesis to my people can’t be underestimated.  The Authority would become better, stronger, and more prosperous, and I will bring that to my people.  So, even if this summit rejects the plan being offered, the Authority will pursue it privately,” he called, looking right at Jason as he said it.


“As will the Verutan Empire,” Shakizarr agreed.  “Even without biogenic technology, the advantages to my people in defending the Empire and improving the quality of life for all Verutans cannot be dismissed.  For us to be the best we can be, and to compete in this modern galaxy, we will accept the offer from the Karinnes and the other empires affected by the virus to join them.  And I would ask, my friends, to have the honor of being the first Verutan to accept the gift to bring back to my people,” he finished.

“You’d be the first non-Karinne Verutan, but I think we can discuss that, Shakizarr,” Jason answered.  “The Verutan population in my house has already transitioned.”


“I’d like that as well,” Holikk said.  “If I allow myself to be infected, it will show the people of the Authority that there’s nothing to fear.”


“There’s still risk, Holikk,” Jason warned.  “There have been some instances of organ failure and tissue rejection from the virus.  But those instances are very low, most likely because the retrovirus was engineered to minimize complications.  For the vast majority of those infected, the transition was painless and easy.  They simply went to sleep after being infected and woke up as Generations.”

“It’s a risk I’m willing to take,” Holikk declared calmly.  “Because the benefits far outweigh the risks in my mind.”


“That’s a decision that every member of your empire should also enjoy,” Krazrou reminded them.  “First and foremost, we don’t want to see anyone, not a single person, forced to change against his or her will.  The freedom to choose and protecting those that choose not to be transitioned are the most important parts of the plan we developed.  I admit that it’s never a guarantee that they won’t be affected by a future retrovirus that appears within their empire, but their decision  must be honored, and we must do everything we can to protect them from future infection should they make that choice.”

Holikk and Shakizarr weren’t the only rulers that expressed interest in the offer to the point where they would accept it on their own.  They were joined by every ruler in the home sector and most of them in the sector cluster, those who had extensive contact with the Faey and the Karinnes and had seen how telepathy worked from the inside.  Empires outside the sector cluster were also highly interested, from over half of the empires in the Coalition to the Crai.  And it was also no surprise that several empires refused the offer outright, like the Zyagya, the Jun, and the Udra.  All three were very conservative empires with firmly entrenched traditions and would see such a massive wholesale change to their cultures and their cultural identity to be unacceptable.

And naturally, the Chezari wanted nothing to do with the virus.  They could see how it would destroy their society from the inside.


They discussed and debated elements of the plan for the rest of the session, the session running very long because everyone had something to say about it, and from what Jason heard during that meeting, the general inclination of the summit as a whole was favorable to the plan.  The allure of becoming telepaths had firmly gripped quite a few rulers, particularly those who already had a sizable percentage of their population with telepathic ability.  Those with experience with telepathy were most enthusiastic about expanding it to the rest of their population.  But several empires who had no telepaths at all among them were also highly interested in the idea, if only because it would make them competitive in the galactic dynamic to come, where there suddenly a whole lot more telepaths.  They understood that it would put them at  major disadvantage in both the diplomatic and business venues

All in all, by the time the session ended, nearly four hours after their planned stop time, Jason was cautiously optimistic about things.  While it may not become a galactic norm, enough empires were expressing open interest, and many of them were large and powerful, that it would create a large enough population of Generations to prevent the rest of the galaxy from trying to wipe them out.

And that was what the plan was meant to accomplish, guarantee the survival of the Generations, no matter what race or species they were.  It was why he’d agreed to this insanity in the first place, to prevent a genocidal future war when fear or distrust caused half the galaxy to try to eradicate the other half…just like what happened in Andromeda.

It gave Jason hope, and that mattered most right now.
