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 "All warfare is based on deception. Hence, when able to 

attack, we must seem unable; when using our forces, we 

must seem inactive; we are near, we must make the enemy 

believe we are far away; when far away, we must make him 

believe we are near." 

~ Sun Tzu, The Art of War 

 

C h a p t e r  O n e  

 

The Draconian Emperor, Tyrant Dracos, sailed through space in his personal 

starfighter. The ship was a Wyvern Class heavy fighter painted a glossy black with a 

stylized golden dragon painted along the fuselage. Its golden wings stretched out over 

the ship's wings.  

This particular stretch of space had remained long abandoned by Tyrant's 

enemies, the Commonwealth Star Alliance. His spies had searched out this passage for 

the main attack route of his Armada. As with most space it was dark, with few points of 

navigation. Normally, navigation was provided by the ship's Com system. But that was 

impossible now. His hated nemesis, The CSA Regent, Diane Ravenhold, had done 

something to interrupt all Com systems in the quadrant. The Ravenholds had long 

claimed to have some control over the technology that they alone provided for over a 

century, since Twilight Space, faster-than-light, travel had been introduced by Victor 

Ravenhold. Without the Com system, navigation was impossible, let alone Twilight 

Space travel.     



Crushing fear haunted Tyrant's mind. He feared that his enemies pursued him. 

He feared capture. He feared being alone. Most of all, he feared that someone had 

witnessed his cowardice as he fled in terror from the utter destruction of his proud 

armada by his enemy. His fears grew wilder with each passing hour.  

Tyrant was a large, powerful man with close-cropped black hair, and an 

insatiable appetite for violence. Like all Draconians, he had adopted a name he hoped 

reflected how other Draconians viewed him. In his lifetime, Tyrant had seldom 

restrained a violent impulse. His reputation for extreme violence, many times using his 

bare hands to maim or murder his victims, provided a fear-based platform for his 

absolute control of his empire.     

However, for the first time in his life, having fled the terrible destruction of his 

powerful armada in blind panic, he quickly discovered how little he knew about how 

things worked. All his life, he had taken for granted the services performed for him each 

day by the minions who catered to his every whim. He had mercilessly demanded 

perfection and ruthlessly punished those he considered lacking.  

Tyrant considered the mundane tasks of preparing for a journey or plotting a 

course through enemy space beneath his lofty station. He fled in mindless desperation 

without thought of the consequences of traveling through the vast expanse of 

unforgiving space between him and his distant Empire. He had no escort, no one to 

help him navigate back to his Empire safely, and now he had no food or water. His 

fighter’s fuel and air supply continued to dwindle. 

At first, Tyrant had flown apprehensively through enemy territory trying to avoid 

capture by any remnants of the now non-existent CSA fleet. The horror of the last few 

days replayed in the emperor’s dread-filled mind. The CSA Regent’s overwhelming 

counter-attack with Tranquility's planetary defense systems had literally vaporized his 

magnificent armada and his son, Prince Rage. Thousands of valuable slaves had 

escaped, destroying his occupation forces on the CSA capital planet. Worst of all, he 

was stuck in this tiny ship without a break.  

His hated nemesis, the Commonwealth Star Alliance Regent Diane Ravenhold, 

was dead. That was the good news. It had taken a decade to finally silence her. Since 

that fateful day, Tyrant had received no word of the results of her terrible counter-attack 



against his armada, but he feared the worst. The Regent had attacked his force directly 

with her planetary defense system, which his engineers had assured him was 

completely inoperable. She had mobilized his slaves against the Empire with her 

powerful oratory.  

Even now, he sought to blame someone else for the calamity. Tyrant refused to 

accept the fact that he was the cause of his own downfall. He convinced himself that no 

one could stand against him. It irked him that a woman had stood up to him as Diane 

Ravenhold had done. He had assassinated her husband, destroyed her fleet, captured 

her realm, enslaved her people, and still she refused to accept defeat. Even in death, 

she had delivered a crippling blow to his Empire. The victim of his own hubris, Tyrant 

faced the extinction of the Dracos family legacy as leaders of the evil Draconian Empire.  

Several days after fleeing from the disaster, Tyrant’s greatest concern revolved 

around his own survival. He’d consumed the ship’s emergency supplies in the first two 

days, forgetting he faced a long trip back to the safety of his empire.  

Tyrant had chosen this particular route back to his territory since it was the secret 

corridor his ships had used to infiltrate the CSA. He hoped to meet at least one of his 

ships on the way back, perhaps a latecomer for the planned victory celebration over his 

enemies. He could not accept the possibility that she had destroyed every ship of his 

vaunted armada. He reviewed the list of ships that hung as derelicts in orbit around 

Tranquility over and over in his mind, but he knew that none had escaped those terrible 

weapons.  

Although he understood the fundamentals of navigation by dead reckoning, and 

he knew the course from the Draconian Empire to the CSA, things always looked 

differently on the return trip. Becoming unsure of his course, Tyrant had panicked, 

rather than rely on his instruments. He abandoning his initial course and set off in what 

he reasoned was the right direction. Assuring himself of his new course’s safety, Tyrant 

dozed while continuing the seemingly endless trek back to the safety of his empire.  

Three days without food and water, and his physical distress exceeded his ability 

to cope. His mind had blanked out several times, and now he was totally lost. No longer 

navigating with dead reckoning, he wandered alone in the darkness of space. Terror 



and fatigue numbed his mind. In desperation, he flew his private fighter at top speed 

hoping to get back to the Empire before he lost consciousness. 

Tyrant spotted the massive black shape in his ship’s path when his befuddled 

mind realized through his blurred vision of the sudden absence of stars directly ahead of 

him. Swerving his speeding fighter hard to port as a dark shape loomed suddenly in 

front of his ship, his starboard wing and engine pylon struck the side of the long black 

shape and sheared away with a stunning jolt. His fighter spun to starboard and nosed 

into the side of the obstruction with a deafening metallic clang, slamming him forward 

into the seat harness.  

Forcing his body and mind to work, Tyrant shut down his remaining engine, and 

watched as the nose of his shattered fighter scraped sparks along what appeared to be 

the side a large ship. He could not understand why they could not see him? Why they 

traveled without standard running lights? He switched on his fighter’s spotlights. Only 

the port spot light remained operational after the crash. His ship continued scraping 

down the side of the mammoth ship. From inside his fighter's cockpit, it sounded like a 

giant hack saw screeching on sheet metal.  

The black ship lumbered slowly past his fighter. Tyrant frantically attempted to 

contact the ship, “Tyrant to ship, respond.” His dry throat croaked. No response came in 

return. “Emergency, respond immediately,” he commanded, but he heard nothing but 

static. For the first time in his life, Tyrant uttered the desperate phrase, “Please, 

someone, anyone, help me.”  

For a moment, Tyrant thought he heard someone laughing derisively, but the 

static continued in his helmet. Scraping along the length of the dark ship, he could see 

the stern fast approaching. If he failed to get help before it passed, his ship would 

continue drifting through space as a derelict. He tried restarting his port engine, but the 

control wiring harness shorted out, filling the tiny cabin with showers of sparks. The 

canopy fogged over with thick smoke, and the ship’s power failed. His ship was on fire.  

In a panic, Tyrant disconnected his flight suit from the shorted-out console and 

manually opened the canopy of his dead ship. He stood dizzily on his seat and gazed 

up at the darkened ship’s bridge wing as it passed overhead. He tried to judge the 

speed and distance. In desperation, he flexed his knees and launched his body toward 



the point where he hoped the wing would be when he arrived. As he sailed along, 

helplessly waving his arms, his helmet lights illuminated the silent ship’s name painted 

in bright red on the bow, Midgard Serpent. It was one of his newest battleships. He 

wondered why they did not answer? “Tyrant to Midgard Serpent, respond at once,” he 

ordered. His voice sounded shrill. 

The bridge wing loomed above him. Using his forearms to protect his flight 

helmet, he slammed into the bottom of the protruding bridge wing. He managed to hang 

on to a thick conduit strapped under the structure. It took him ten minutes to make his 

way to a nearby hatch and cycle the air-lock manually. As he entered the battleship, he 

glanced back to see his fighter spinning away into the forsaken darkness of space.  

Inside the darkened Midgard Serpent, he breathed a sigh of relief and made his 

way onto the bridge. There he discovered several of the bridge officers floating like 

ghosts - their bodies horribly beaten. Unknown attackers had destroyed every console 

on the bridge. The ship’s Com access panel stood ajar. A bloody sledgehammer lay on 

the bridge deck surrounded by shattered crystals from the delicate Com core. Tyrant did 

not need to look to determine the condition of the mighty ship’s delicate brain. He 

looked out the forward blast screens to try to determine the course on which the ship 

drifted. Directly ahead, lay a not too distant star. 

Disheartened, Tyrant worked his way through the ship. Someone had 

systematically destroyed everything of value within the ship. He found none of the 

Draconian crew except for the dead bridge crew, but plenty of evidence of a terrific 

battle. Bloodstains and blood trails, fire damage, and blaster scorches covered much of 

the ship’s interior surfaces. Although the interior of the ship indicated a bloody battle, 

the exterior had displayed no signs of damage. Someone had attacked the ship from 

within. 

Tyrant’s fears heightened when he checked the galley for food or drink. Every 

storage container lay ripped open and empty. Trash and debris were everywhere. 

Droplets and globules of liquid floated in the weightlessness of the ship. The desperate 

Draconian Emperor sought in vain for an active connection to restore his suit’s 

dwindling air supply, but the battleship’s atmospheric generation unit no longer 

functioned. His dehydration headache returned with a vengeance.  



Dizzy and starving, Tyrant remembered the battleship’s hangar bay. He hoped at 

least one of the mighty ship's escorts remained in which he could escape. Weightless, 

he groped his way along the corridor toward engineering and the hangar bay beyond in 

the stern of the ship. He noticed the bloodstains trails seemed to increase along the 

corridor toward engineering. Shaking his head in exhaustion, Tyrant reasoned that 

perhaps it was his imagination. 

Something had jammed the heavy engineering hatch shut. Tyrant used the last 

of his once impressive strength to force the metal hatch dogs to release the hatch. He 

wedged his shoulder against the hatch forcing it open a few inches. He thought in 

confusion that it looked as if someone had piled bolts of cloth or rags against the hatch.  

Forcing the hatch open slowly, he slid his foot and shoulder through the tight gap 

and worked his suit and helmet carefully into the engineering bay. Narrowly getting his 

helmet into the bay before the hatch slammed shut, something pressed hard against 

him, and mashed him face-first against the metal wall. The stale air in his sweat-slick 

flight suit reeked with body odor. He squirmed around to get his back against the 

bulkhead trying to determine the nature of the obstruction. Tyrant screamed as the dead 

face of the ship’s commander, whom he recognized, pressed against his helmet’s 

faceplate. The black uniformed bodies of the mighty Draconian battleship’s crew 

jammed every cubic meter of the Midgard Serpent’s cavernous engineering bay.  

Tyrant struggled in vain to force his way through the macabre body jam, but his 

strength and air failed him. His suit’s lights flickered and went out. Dead bodies pressed 

against him from every direction. In his mind, he heard taunting laughter and wild 

screams. With his last breath, he choked out hoarsely, “Curse you, Ravenhold!” 

 

 

C h a p t e r  T w o  

 

The pirate's worn-out ship seemed to shudder along a secret route through an 

asteroid field passing through the Alaska Sector as he headed for the distant Mohave 

Sector in the Rim. His pitiful ship showed signs of recent battle damage. The scorched 

red paint on the nose of the craft made it appear even more dilapidated. The frightened 



pirate had fled from one pirate base to then next with words of warning ringing in his 

head. His mind built a picture of his encounter with the angry Commonwealth Star 

Alliance commander, James Truelove, on the bridge of the captured Draconian 

destroyer Fire Serpent.  

The angry CSA commander had promised to destroy all pirates, raiders, slavers, 

and even the Draconians from the sector. The little pirate didn’t doubt it. The 

cadaverously-bony pirate trembled as he remembered his encounter with the most 

powerful person he’d ever met. Truelove was a tall man, well over six feet, with a 

powerful build that his baggy uniform could not hide. The pirate felt as if the 

commander’s gray-green eyes had bored into him. 

Truelove’s mysterious CSA force had appeared magically and systematically 

obliterated every pirate base in the sector, leaving him the sole survivor to tell the tale. 

After years of living life as a merciless pirate, he shivered with fear at the ferocity of the 

surprise attack on the main pirate base. He’d barely escaped the station in this rattletrap 

ship when the station had detonated. A cold chill ran up his spine as the nightmare 

replayed vividly in his mind.  

As a pirate, he had witnessed many power-hungry evil people, but no one near 

as powerful as the man before whom he stood. Truelove had said, “The CSA is coming 

for you and your kind. Your days are numbered. Be elsewhere or be dead.”  

The pirate followed Truelove’s directions and relayed the warning message to the 

pirate bases he visited. He’d been met with skepticism in both cases and both had 

speedily evicted him as a kook and coward. He had expected the response. When he’d 

finally left the bases, he felt relieved. He had no doubt that those bases could expect a 

visit from the new power in the sector, and he wanted to be far away when it happened. 

 

 

C h a p t e r  T h r e e  

 

A few days earlier, the armed luxury yacht Tiara sailed through the darkness of 

Twilight Space. In the technological vacuum brought about by the Regent’s Operation 

Sudden Eclipse, which had disabled computer or Com functionality within the quadrant, 



only Tiara, who held the codes to re-activate technology, had access to Twilight Space, 

faster-than-light, travel.    

Tiara was a unique, state-of-the-art ship designed expressly to protect the 

Regent’s young son and his guardians during their escape when the Draconian Empire 

attacked their peaceful neighbors, the Commonwealth Star Alliance or CSA. The 

Regent had ordered Tiara fitted with the latest technology. She had imprinted her own 

memory engrams on the ship’s prototype artificial intelligence. Tiara was a thinking ship. 

Over their year together, Tiara's crew had grown to consider the ship as another 

valuable member of their team.  

Tiara’s uniqueness extended to her unusual hull design. Her stealthily-shaped 

charcoal-gray hull avoided detection by most scanners. In the darkness of space, she 

was almost invisible. Her hull coating was a new fractal-based technology that absorbed 

energy like a sponge. Nevertheless, when she was noticed, her flowing lines made her 

appear elegant.  

In the luxurious commander’s stateroom, newlyweds James and Madison 

Truelove lay under the satin sheet of their honeymoon bed spoon-fashioned. It was  

early in morning the day after their wedding, and he nuzzled her neck and caressed her 

smooth skin with his strong hands. With a moan of pleasure, Madison nestled back 

against him. They couldn’t get enough of touching each other's bodies.  

James gazed at his lovely wife. She stretched her long body out beside him like a 

cat. Her jaw-length blonde hair was barely mussed. Her blue eyes sparkled as she 

looked up at him with a lazy smile on her full lips. Madison had a natural beauty and 

grace that made her instantly attractive. James observed that she looked perfectly 

happy. There was no sign of the melancholy tinge that had etched itself on her face 

since he'd known her. It seemed their short time together had erased the last vestige of 

the nightmare that surrounded Madison’s first marriage.  

As he leaned down to kiss her lips, an odd alert tone sounded that James didn't 

recognize. He had been around Tiara for more than a year and thought he knew the 

ship well. At first, he wondered if they were under attack. Then he remembered they 

were totally alone in Twilight Space traveling toward the secret Crow’s Nest base. 



Tiara announced over the ship's Com, “I apologize for interrupting, sir, but I have 

a priority Com message for you from the Regent. It is standing-by on the bridge.”  

James and Madison hastily wrapped their fluffy blue robes around their bodies 

and rushed to the bridge hand-in-hand. Since Tiara’s escape from the old CSA 

destroyer, Thunder, over a year ago, James hadn’t heard from the Regent. Recently, 

he’d heard rumors of the Regent’s immanent capture from a slave that he had rescued 

from the Draconians. Since that time, he’d dreaded receiving this next communication.  

The newlyweds sat in the bridge command chairs watching the main monitor that 

displayed the Ravenhold Regency Seal. James took a deep breath and set himself. 

“Tiara, establish the Com link with the Regent,” he ordered. The vid changed to a 

picture of Regent Diane Ravenhold in what must've been an underground bunker.  

She looked tired and much older. During the time he’d known the Regent, she 

had always appeared perfectly dressed. Now she appeared slightly disheveled. Her 

brunette hair showed some gray. Dust clung to her clothes. Her green eyes had dark 

circles under them. Yet, she still had the same look of steely determination that James 

had noticed each time they met. 

“James, I see you’ve met Madison Winger.” The Regent stated noticing their 

robes and smiling.  

“Regent, it is my pleasure to introduce you to Madison Truelove. We are on our 

honeymoon.” 

“Congratulations to you both. I’m pleased to see you again, Madison. I had a 

feeling you’d be honored for your bravery some day. I couldn’t have picked a better 

woman for James’ wife. I’m sorry I missed the wedding.” 

Madison replied, “The pleasure is mine, madam Regent. James and I’ve heard 

some disconcerting news about your situation.” 

The Regent nodded sadly, “I must confess it’s bad here, but it will soon be over.” 

There was a note of finality in her voice. She continued, “James, I need to discuss the 

situation here with you. While we speak, I want Tiara to display the vids I’ve selected 

from the atrocities the Draconian have perpetrated upon our citizens over the months 

since their attack.” Side windows opened on the screen, and they watched the trail of 



death at the Regent’s palace. The vid displayed horrifying incidents of abuse of CSA 

citizens as slaves of the brutal Draconian Empire. 

Nodding his head, he said, “We've witnessed the same problem here, too, 

madam Regent. The Draconians are attacking and enslaving everyone. I’m sorry to say 

I’ve only been able to free a couple hundred people, but I’ve set the process in motion 

to stop the slavery in this sector and continue the fight against the Draconians.” 

“I, too, have some thoughts in that direction, James. But first, how’s my son, 

Nathan, doing?”  

Madison responded, “He’s doing fine ma’am and has some friends his age, the 

victims of Draconian slavery. He’s well-behaved, and well-loved by everyone who meets 

him. He’s a natural leader.”  

“It’s been my experience children don’t last long around the Draconians,” the 

Regent commented, referring to Nathan's new friends. 

“Ours too, ma’am, these were fortunate, if you can call it that,” James responded. 

“They’re fortunate, James, never forget that. I shudder to think what might’ve 

happened. When the opportunity arises, please remind my son that I loved him very 

much." She paused, seemingly in reflection.  

"Now,” the Regent said pushing her shoulders back, “my time is at an end, 

James. I’ve ordered Tiara to display the tactical situation above Tranquility. You can see 

the situation on the vid now.” They watched the scans of the Draconian Armada of in 

parking orbit above Tranquility. “I think we should execute our plan for this eventuality. 

Do you concur?” 

James noted the armada clustered around the planet. “According to this scan 

your bunker is within the kill radius of the weapon when it strikes the Draconian ground 

forces headquarters, ma'am." 

"It cannot be helped, James. I have no where else to flee. I cannot delay any 

longer. If we do not act at once, I shall be killed or captured. That simply cannot 

happen."  

James studied the scarred knuckles on his wide fists. Reluctantly he said, "I 

concur, madam Regent. Your plan should set the Draconian Empire's plans for 

conquest back a hundred years.” 



“Yes, but I’m more concerned about all the slaves, James. None of our tactical 

models considered this possibility. We must reverse this state of affairs immediately. My 

next step should serve as a catalyst for halting the easy enslavement of our people. 

Please promise you’ll make this a high priority.” 

“I will continue to do so, Regent. I discovered that we must attack the enemy 

using completely different tactics knowing they have our people as slaves. A direct 

assault would result in many innocent victims, which I find intolerable.” 

“I’d hoped you would say that, James,” she said, pausing as if making sure she 

forgot nothing, “Tiara, open your log,” she commanded.  

“The log is open, Madam Regent,” Tiara answered.  

"Effective immediately, I, Regent Diane Raven promote Captain James Truelove 

to the Rank of Admiral-of-the-Fleet of the Commonwealth Star Alliance Navy. 

Congratulations, Admiral Truelove." James was now in charge of the CSA Navy, which, 

except for Tiara and the ships captured recently, no longer existed.  

Madison patted his hand with a gleam of pride in her eyes, she whispered, "You 

deserve it, sweetheart."  

Before he could respond, the Regent continued, “Admiral James Truelove, raise 

your right hand and repeat after me,” she commanded. 

James raised his right hand, feeling uncomfortable to be performing this solemn 

duty in a bathrobe. 

The Regent must have noticed his reluctance. “Don’t worry about your robe, 

Admiral. It happens more often than not. The Regent dies unexpectedly, and the chief 

justice of the CSA Supreme Court wakes the successor up in the middle of the night. 

The media presents the staged version the next day, but the actual oath took place in 

far less ideal conditions.”  

“James, repeat after me. I, state your full name, do solemnly swear--” 

“I, James Edward Truelove, do solemnly swear--” he repeated. 

The Regent issued the swearing in of James Truelove as the Acting Regent of 

the CSA. When they finished, she continued, “I, Regent Diane Ruth Ravenhold, 

recognizing that I can no longer perform my duties as the legally sworn Regent of the 

Commonwealth Star Alliance, do hereby transfer my authority and power to Admiral 



James Edward Truelove, as Acting Regent, upon the event of my death. To hold in trust 

until my son, Traveler Victor Nathan Ravenhold, also known as Nathan Talon, shall take 

the oath of office and assume his duties as Regent. May God Bless James and Nathan, 

and may God Bless the Commonwealth Star Alliance.” 

The Regent smiled at them and dabbed a tear with her dusty sleeve, “I am 

honored to be part of your honeymoon, and apologize to your lovely bride for 

interrupting.” 

Madison assured the Regent she understood. Diane addressed her, “Keep 

James safe and keep him in line, Madison.” 

“I will, madam Regent.” Madison, too, witnessed the swearing in and official 

transfer of the Regency with tear-filled eyes. They saw a uniformed man in picture with 

the Regent. Her Chief-of-security had acted as another witness while Tiara recorded the 

event for posterity.  

“James, I’ve prepared official statements transferring the Regency to you for 

each of the Alliance local governments. Although they won’t know your identity until you 

decide to reveal it, they have a verification code that you may use to contact them 

officially.” 

Diane Ravenhold’s facial expression softened and she turned her attention back 

to Madison. “Madison, I’m sure you and James wish to have children, but my mission 

makes that unlikely. I ask that you adopt Nathan as a substitute son. Love him for me. 

Raise him. Teach him and, more importantly, stretch him. The CSA will need him one 

day. Please do this for me.” 

“I already love Nathan, Regent,” Madison agreed. 

“Well,” the Regent said with finality, flicking the dust from her blue suit, “I’d love to 

spend more time with you both. It’s been so pleasant after the recent months of 

nightmare, but to delay is to cause the deaths of more innocents. Please remember me 

fondly.” 

The couple held hands, sharing the sadness of the occasion. 

“Tiara, please protect them for me, and tell Miya I said thanks.” 

“I shall, Regent,” the ship responded. 

“Tiara, execute Avenging Storm on my mark.” 



“Executing Avenging Storm on your mark, aye, ma’am.” 

Regent Diane Ravenhold took a deep breath and stated with a strong clear 

voice, “Mark.” 

There was a pause. Tiara's Com system seemed to stutter with the enormous 

amount of processing power she used as she re-activated the Com system throughout 

the quadrant.  

Regent Diane Ravenhold began her final address. “Citizens of the 

Commonwealth Star Alliance, it is my sad duty to inform you officially that today, my 

Regency will end--” The Regent’s powerful last address continued. 

When Tiara activated the Com link across the quadrant, James and Madison 

moved to the galley and sipped coffee while watching the address on the large monitor. 

They shared the loss of the Commonwealth and all they had known. Horror gripped 

them once more as they witnessed the Draconians using living women and children as 

food for their beasts. Their emotions changed to icy anger and determination to seek 

vengeance upon the evil Draconians. Finally, they felt pride in the Regent’s powerful 

performance as the Commonwealth’s leader for the last time.  

They, like many others, determined never to forget, to strike and strike hard. 

Then they watched stunned when the Tranquility Planetary Defense Network activated 

and shredded the Draconian Fleet. The stampede of the slaves and the destruction of 

the vicious Draconian occupying forces filled their hearts with elation after witnessing 

the dreadful treatment of their fellow citizens. 

 

 

Far away, the monitors on the old starfreighter, Dove, displayed the Regent’s 

heart-wrenching message. The normally festive mood in the galley died instantly. 

People moved forward to hear better and sat down to watch. Young Nathan Talon, 

James’ ward and the Regent’s son in hiding, stood watching the vid of a woman who 

looked oddly familiar.  

Twelve year-old Nathan was a dark-eyed boy with black hair and a sad 

expression. Until joining Truelove and his tutor Miya Musashi on Tiara, Nathan had 

been a lonely little boy. The Regent had sent her son away with James and Miya in 



Tiara to protect Nathan from the imminent Draconian attack after she uncovered the plot 

to overthrow her government and murder her family.  

Back when Nathan was a one year-old, Diane Ravenhold had moved Nathan to 

a remote part of the palace to live with Miya. Diane had secretly visited her son until he 

was three, at which time she thought it would be too dangerous for Nathan to know his 

true identity. Nathan was an intelligent child. He couldn't understand why his mother had 

abandoned him.  

For many nights after his exile, Nathan had awakened sobbing, alone, and afraid, 

wondering what became of his family and his mother. The face he remembered was the 

face on the monitor. He knew this woman. He’d played with this woman back in the 

palace. He knew her.  

As Nathan watched, he was drawn toward the beautiful woman on the vid 

through the midday crowd in the mess hall. The Regent played with me. He thought. 

She hugged me and kissed me. I was never sad when she was around. The Regent 

played with me. She visited with me. I know the Regent. Nathan was almost eleven 

years old, and he knew enough to know that few people knew the Regent.  

He listened to her voice, and remembered he’d heard her voice many times. 

Sitting crossed-legged directly under the Dove's galley monitor, Nathan listened to her 

voice and tried to memorize everything about her. He heard her tragic words, but their 

meaning didn’t register at first. Drawn like a moth to flame, Nathan looked at her face, 

her eyes, her hair, her hands, and . . . her ring. The ring, the boy thought, I played with 

that ring as a little boy. I know the Regent! Nathan thought excitedly. 

Now he listened to her voice and to her words. The warm fondness in his heart 

faded to a chill. Nathan knew what she was going to do before she said it. No, it can’t 

be! No, she can’t do it. Not after I’ve finally found her. Why did she leave me? What did I 

do wrong that she didn’t want me. Please, don’t leave. Please, I promise to do better! 

Nathan agonized in his mind. 

The Regent’s powerful address came to a magnificent close, “Do you hear me 

citizens of the Commonwealth? I say strike. Strike now!” she commanded, and brought 

her fist down to emphasize her point. Regent Diane Ravenhold's image froze on the 



monitor. Another window displayed the beam of lightning that flashed down through the 

heavens and consumed the Draconian headquarters and her exposed bunker nearby. 

Nathan sat perfectly still. His dark eyes fixed on the vid of the Regent’s face. He 

said nothing. As he continued to stare at the screen, the edges of his sight turned black. 

A dark tunnel formed in front of him, and he felt dizzy. At the end of the tunnel was 

Regent’s beautiful face. The tunnel got longer as the blackness grew until he saw only a 

long, dark tunnel with her face far away. In desperation, Nathan reached toward the 

receding image of his mother, Diane Ravenhold. 

 

 

Nathan's tutor and bodyguard, Miya Musashi, watched the vid with everyone in 

the galley. She sat beside Captain Torg, who always reminded her of a Viking prince. 

Miya was a tiny woman with waist-length black hair. Today, she wore a black gi. Torg, 

on the other hand, was a giant. He was in his mid-sixties with flowing white hair and 

beard. At one time, he'd been a man of great power, but his static lifestyle had caused 

him to develop a prominent belly. 

She had noticed when Nathan walked past her without speaking, seemingly 

entranced by the image on the screen. That’s strange. The boy always stops to talk to 

us. She watched the curly, black-haired boy sit down on the floor directly in front of the 

large mess hall monitor. She was completely unprepared for the stunning end to the 

Regent’s magnificent speech. She almost missed Nathan’s head wobbling as he sat. 

She slipped up behind him as his eyes rolled back in his head and slumped into her 

arms. She heard Nathan murmur sadly, “Mom, please don’t go.” Then he fainted.  

 

 

C h a p t e r  F o u r  

 

On board the former CSA frigate Traveler, life for the remaining crew members 

was hellish. When the Draconian’s attacked the CSA, their forces had surrounded 

Traveler and detonated an EMP missile against her bridge before Captain Bill Johnson 

could activate the ship’s self-destruct. The crew fought valiantly through the ship, but 



was overcome by the Draconian borders. The Draconian boarding parties used flash-

bang grenades to keep the crew from prolonging the fight and to minimize losses on 

both sides. When Operation Sudden Eclipse had shut down the Com systems, the 

Draconians forced the remaining crew to serve the ship as slaves.  

The day the Com systems on the ship activated unexpectedly, Traveler’s 

remaining crew cheered and watched their Regent’s farewell address. Their Draconian 

captors cursed and howled in anger at the Regent's image. Captain Bill Johnson and his 

enslaved crew listened and were reminded of their duty. In a last desperate act, they 

shut down the ship’s systems. With the ship’s power and artificial gravity de-activated, 

Captain Johnson and his crew attacked in the ensuing confusion, massacring the 

surprised Draconians. Their sudden takeover of the Traveler had marooned the 

contingent of Draconians on the planet below who had planned Culling actions against 

the planet’s settlers to gather slaves for the Empire.  

With a skeleton of the original CSA crew manning their stations, the officers 

desperately attempted to get the ship back in action. The Traveler orbited helpless 

above a remote planet in the Alaska Sector with no hope of assistance. 

 

 

After their Com visit with the Regent, James and Madison decided they could 

accomplish nothing until their rendezvous with the Dove at Crow’s Nest. It might be a 

long time before they had time alone again. James suggested they stop for a day to 

sight-see. He asked Tiara if there were any places that might be suitable along the 

route. “The planet Kodiak is near our route, sir.” Tiara suggested. She played an old 

travel bulletin on the monitor.  

A strange voice announced, “Majestic mountains, peaceful lakes, rustic lodges, 

scenic tours, quaint shops, and a state-of-the-art port make Kodiak the perfect place for 

your travel vacation. Come to Kodiak, we are everyone’s friends.” 

“It sounds perfect, sir.” Tiara offered. 

“Too perfect,” Madison countered, “never believe the brochure, but let’s try it 

anyway. Now I wish we’d brought some credits.”  



“I have a few credits, darling. I think we’ll be all right, unless you want to buy a 

villa.” 

“How much is a few?” Madison asked, looking at James’ sly smile. She turned 

toward Tiara’s image and asked, “Tiara?” 

“My vault has two million credits, Madam Regent.” Tiara responded. 

“Two million credits. . . ‘Madam Regent’? I think I like that. What do you think, 

James?” 

“I like it, but that’s the last time you get to hear it. You’ll just have to settle for 

Madison Truelove, sorry.” 

“There is nothing wrong with being Mrs. Truelove. I love it.” She kissed him 

passionately, suggesting James would soon be busy, again. They caressed each other, 

and she grabbed his hand heading back to their stateroom. As she kicked the door shut, 

she ordered Tiara to head to Kodiak.  

Two hours later, they sat, clean-showered in the galley and dressed for sight-

seeing. Tiara announced they would exit Twilight Space in five minutes. “Area scans 

indicate no unfriendly ships. However, I am getting some strange readings, sir. I 

suggest we activate stealth mode and approach with caution.” 

 

 

C h a p t e r  F i v e  

 

Kodiak appeared to be a scenic planet from orbit. Tiara reported her planetary 

scans indicated a large object in orbit on the dark side of the planet, and weapons fire in 

the settlement below. Madison sat in the co-pilot’s chair. Her expert hands danced over 

the scanner controls, James stood watching over her shoulder.  

“Madison, can you zoom in on the action on the planet’s surface?” James asked. 

The monitor zoomed in until they could see a crowd of people chasing uniformed 

men through the settlement. He directed her to tighten up on the uniforms and the 

picture zoomed down again. “Those are Draconians. Let’s see where they’re headed.” 

The view panned down the street and displayed an ambush. “Tiara, can we get in 

weapon’s range?” 



Without taking time to answer, Tiara tilted forward, slicing through the 

atmosphere.  

“Tiara, execute the Bear maneuver, weapons free,” he ordered, indicating one of 

her pre-programmed King Fu attack modes in which she hurtled straight ahead in an all-

out attack.   

 

 

Tiara blazed down through the Kodiak atmosphere like a meteor toward the 

settlement. The pursuing crowd noticed the shooting star approaching from ahead and 

naturally halted their pursuit. It looked like the asteroid fell directly toward them. The 

small group of Draconians who led their pursuers toward the awaiting ambush, watched 

in confusion as their pursuers slowed and stopped. The rest of the Draconian attackers 

waiting up the empty street remained completely unaware of the danger from above 

until flaming blue balls of plasma blasted through their flimsy cover and barricades.  

Tiara hovered above the ambush streaming blue death into the helpless 

Draconians like a spitting cobra. Her hull slowly cooled down from bright orange back to 

dull red and then back to her normal charcoal-gray. When her scans indicated no 

surviving Draconians, Tiara’s four turrets rotated back into her smooth hull, and she 

pirouetted to land in the middle of the rustic town square. Waves of heat still streamed 

from the ship’s super-heated hull. The excited townsfolk ran to greet the visitors as 

Tiara’s gangway opened. 

James Truelove walked down the gangway with his lovely wife to meet the 

expectant crowd. The people in the town gave them the same keen appraisal that they 

gave any strangers. The couple’s open, friendly manner brought smiles to the waiting 

crowd of townsfolk. A stout woman with her iron-gray hair stuffed under a floppy 

western style hat in her sixties approached with a wide smile on her friendly face. 

Dressed in everyday work clothes, she walked up to them and offered to shake their 

hands. “Don’t know who you folks are, but you’re a sight for sore eyes.”  

The townsfolk cheered and applauded.  

“I’m Nancy O’Toole, but most people call me Nance. This here’s Moose Jaw, and 

I’m the mayor. You all are mighty welcome.”  



Madison smiled stepped forward shaking the woman’s hand first, “Hello, we are 

the Trueloves, I am Madison and this is James, we are on our honeymoon and read 

your nice travel brochure.” She said, acting as if the battle hadn't happened. 

“Yes ma’am. Alf here read the ‘Just Married’ sign in your ship’s window when you 

landed.” Nance stated, indicating the town maintenance man, a skinny, pimply faced 

young man with a wide grin and big ears that stuck out comically. She continued, “We 

ain’t had a lot of tourists lately, but maybe our luck’s about to change. We don’t have 

much to offer at the moment, but give us an hour and we’ll treat you to a couple great 

steaks and the best wine in Alaska Sector, Kodiak Blue.” 

Everyone in Moose Jaw had crammed into the quaint diner. The atmosphere was 

loud, yet friendly. The townsfolk toasted the Trueloves with the fruity wine, and soon 

were sharing stories about what had happened in Alaska since the Com systems failed.  

Nance explained that life on Kodiak had been hard during the technological 

vacuum, but the people of Alaska were a resilient, hearty bunch who could still fend for 

themselves.  

James and Madison sat eating two-inch thick steaks with fresh salads, while 

listening to her story. James ate most of his tasty steak, but Madison focused on her 

salad.  

The Draconians had arrived soon after the Regent’s Vid, and the townsfolk 

refused to be taken as slaves. When the town moved to drive out the Draconians, the 

Truelove’s had arrived.  

“That’s quite some ship you got there, Captain.” Nance complimented. “We seen 

a lot of ships and no one here ever heard tell of one like that, she’s a pretty thing. But 

man she can be mean.”  

Someone at a nearby table asked, “What is your ship’s name?” 

Madison smiled, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mention it. She’s called Tiara.” 

“Well I’ll be, Tiara, now ain’t that a pretty name for a lady.” Nance smiled. 

After dinner, James and Madison walked around the town watching the folks 

clean up after the battle. They learned what they could about the Draconian ship in 

orbit, but it wasn’t much. They enjoyed the scenic beauty of the mountains surrounding 

the lakes and the tall trees. The townsfolk left the young lovers alone to explore. When 



they walked back to Tiara, Nance and the townsfolk met them with a case of Kodiak 

Blue. “You all come back, you hear? Before you leave, Alf would like to take a vid of you 

two and Tiara.” 

James and Madison posed beside Tiara for pictures. They asked Nance to join 

them. With a cheerful wave, they said their farewells and lifted off. 

 

 

C h a p t e r  S i x  

 

Tiara floated out of scanner range of the strange ship in the deep darkness on 

the backside of Kodiak. Planetary dawn slowly rotated around until the gleaming white 

shape of a CSA Super-frigate appeared clearly before them. Two flights of Cerberus 

Heavy Fighters patrolled around the frigate.  

“I know that ship,” James said excitedly. “Tiara, pull up the Traveler's specs.” 

A view of the ship popped up in the Vid. “James, you are correct. I read the IFF 

code for the CSA Super-frigate, Traveler.” 

“What do your scans indicate, Madison?” James asked his co-pilot. 

Madison's hands moved deftly over the Tiara’s Com controls. “I hope you don’t 

mind me doing this, Tiara.” Madison said as the monitor displayed information from her 

scans. 

“Not at all, Madison, I record every move and process, and find that I’m learning 

better ways to perform scans than my original programming. You might say I’m your 

best pupil.” 

Madison smiled, happy to be a vital part of the team. “The scan indicates 122 

people on board. All have some injuries, as if a recent battle took place. I detect several 

implant locators among the crew. The ship’s Com system and several key systems are 

off line. The weapons systems are on line, but the ship engines are down. The patrols 

use hand scanners and two-way Com units. One pair is in the ‘z’ axis and other in the ‘y’ 

axis.” One of the implants identified on their screen indicated “Captain William Johnson, 

CSA Navy”.  



“That ship is under the command of what is left of its CSA crew. I believe the 

Draconians held Traveler until recently, but we see the standard security measures for a 

ship in distress. The Draconians have no such protocols. Tiara, open all CSA Com 

channels, let’s hope someone is listening.” James ordered. 

“Channels open, James.” 

“This is the Commonwealth Star Alliance Naval Yacht, Tiara, calling the frigate 

Traveler. Please respond.” 

“This is Traveler, go ahead, sir,” a melodic female voice responded immediately. 

“May I speak with Captain Bill Johnson please? This is Fleet Admiral James 

Truelove calling.” 

“Standby, please, Admiral.” 

“We’d better get ready to visit the Fleet, Madison. Do you still have a dress 

uniform?” 

“I do, James, but I haven’t been in the Navy since they mustered me out.” 

“Tiara, open the log.” 

“The log is open, James.” 

“Effective this date, Commander Madison Truelove’s commission is reactivated 

in the CSA Navy with all rights and privileges related to her commission, note this rank 

is a ‘Command’ rank, enabling Madison to act as Command staff when needed. Please 

make the official entries as needed, Tiara.” He turned to his wife, “Congratulations 

Commander Truelove. May God have mercy on your soul.” 

“All entries made and the log is updated, sir.” 

“Commander Truelove, you are out of uniform.” 

“But James,” Madison smiled at the unexpected promotion. 

“But nothing, I need your assistance and you need to have the rank and authority 

required to help me. Let’s get dressed. The ‘Fleet’ is waiting.” 

The Trueloves stood half-dressed in their suite ten minutes later when Tiara 

reported Captain Johnson was on the Com. James stepped in front of the vid and 

slipped on his dress uniform jacket. He had no pants on, but the camera wouldn’t 

notice. Madison scurried back to the dressing area in her underwear. “Open the 

channel,” James ordered when his wife had disappeared with a coy grin. The monitor 



displayed Captain Johnson’s smiling face with a few bruises and much more gray hair 

than James remembered. “Captain Johnson, it’s good to see you, sir.” James smiled. “I 

didn’t expect to meet any friends in the area.” 

“My God, it is you. Did my Com officer hear you right? Did you say ‘Fleet 

Admiral’, sir?” a surprised Captain Johnson responded. 

“She did, and I am. I wonder if you’d mind receiving a couple guests, Bill.” 

“Admiral, you’re welcome, of course, but I’m embarrassed to the say the 

Traveler’s not in the best shape, sir. We just got her back from those barbarians.” 

“That’s excellent news, Captain, perhaps I and my crew can assist you. Please 

notify your patrols to expect an unusual ship in twenty minutes. I am transmitting all 

clearances with my personal ID verification for your security, Captain Johnson. Truelove 

out.” Tiara automatically broadcasted the official Commonwealth Star Alliance Seal after 

James' message.  

 

 

Captain Bill Johnson stared at the once-familiar seal on the monitor for the first 

time in over a year with tears in his eyes.  

Marcus Miller, his long-time friend and Executive Officer or XO said, “It looks 

mighty good. Doesn’t it, sir?”  

“It does indeed, Marcus. Let’s get ready for some VIP’s. Activating the ship’s 

intercom, he announced, “Attention all crew, prepare for the arrival of CSA Fleet Admiral 

Truelove in twenty minutes. Please make yourself presentable.” He paused as if in 

thought and added, “Honor guard report to the hangar bay.” Closing the intercom, Bill 

ordered his Com officer to tell the patrols to expect the Admiral’s ship and provide an 

escort. 

 

 

Madison took a few minutes to touch up her hair and add subtle makeup. 

Standing behind her at the mirror, James nodded approvingly. He placed his hands on 

her shoulders. “You look great, darling.” He playfully let a hand drift lower over her back, 

and she slapped it, grinning playfully. 



“Why, James,” Madison looked shocked. “What are your intentions? I’m a good 

girl.” 

“You sure are, but we have a duty to perform first. Hold that thought, we’ll get 

back to it.” He smiled and kissed her cheek.  

When they were ready, Truelove stood on Tiara’s bridge gazing fondly at the 

Traveler. There were blackened scorch marks on her blue hull. He found the frigate’s 

sweeping lines were something he’d missed. For a moment, he considered the CSA 

ships on which he’d served. With a deep sense of loss, he considered that most of them 

no longer existed. Madison put her arm around his waist. He looked at her with a smile, 

but she seemed to notice the sadness in his eyes.  

Truelove sighed and shrugged off the ponderous thoughts. “Tiara, activate our 

spot lights and landing lights. Let’s show the neighbors we’re friendly, but let’s meet 

them at Action Stations. It’s always better to be safe when approaching another ship.”  

In a few minutes the tactical display showed both patrols moving toward them. In 

Action Stations the ship was ready in all aspects for battle, except its weapons were not 

deployed. They remained in standby mode ready for instant activation. 

The Com squawked with, “CSA Tiara, please be advised, Traveler Flight One 

and Two arriving to escort you, Admiral. Welcome to the Alaska Sector.”  

Tiara acknowledged the call. 

Tiara’s four escort fighters flew in perfect close formation with her to the Traveler, 

where she landed in the frigate’s hangar bay.  

“Tiara, begin to interface with Traveler, and see what you can do help. Well,” 

James stated, “Let’s meet the Travelers.”  

 

 

Tiara’s gangway opened, and the Traveler’s crew stood at attention. The 

intercom announced, “CSA Tiara arriving, Admiral of the Fleet arriving,” followed by a 

flourish of the traditional boson’s whistle. Captain Bill Johnson stood on two canes with 

a wide smile on his face as he recognized the famous hero from the Firedrake Incident. 

James walked down the gangway first, saluted the CSA flag and the troops, and shook 

Captain Johnson’s proferred hand.  



The Captain said, “Admiral Truelove, I can’t tell you how happy I am to see you. 

May I assume this is your lovely bride?” 

Truelove looked at the older man wondering if he could read minds, and then 

remembered the “Just Married” sign in Tiara’s blast screen. "Captain William Johnson, 

may I present to you my wife, Commander Madison Truelove. Madison, this is Captain 

Johnson.” 

“Please,” Johnson said, “Call me Bill. We’re proud to have you aboard, Admiral. It 

would mean a lot to me and my crew if we could have the honor of serving as your 

flagship, while you’re on board, sir.” 

Truelove nodded, and stated aloud, “Tiara, transfer my flag to the Traveler.” In a 

lower voice, he asked, “What do your preliminary scans of the Traveler indicate?”  

“I’m spinning up her Com now, sir. Give me five minutes,” Tiara reported over his 

aural implant. A set of spot lights came on the bridge superstructure proudly displaying 

the insignia for the Admiral of the Fleet’s flag. It was the first time the frigate had 

received the high honor. 

“Admiral, this is my XO, Commander Marcus Miller, my chief Engineer, Lt. 

Commander Keith MacGowan. My Tactical Officer, Lt. Commander Helena Delwyn, has 

the Con. Unfortunately we lost the rest of my commanding officers in our actions against 

the Draconians,” Captain Johnson stated with a grim expression. 

“We’ve all lost friends and comrades, Bill. Today, we start something together 

that should bring hope to you, your crew, and to this sector,” Truelove encouraged. 

“Why don’t you show me around? We won’t mind the mess, let’s see the bridge first, 

then engineering, and after that, we are your guests.” 

James and Madison shook hands with the crew. The recognition helped elevate 

the Traveler’s morale instantly. Before they left the hangar, Truelove stopped and 

addressed them. “Today marks a new beginning for the CSA Navy. No longer will you 

be a lone ship fighting our enemies. No longer will you think the situation is hopeless. 

No longer will you need to stand your watch in fear." Truelove looked at the bruised 

faces looking back at him with hope, probably for the first time in a long time.  



He continued, "Today, you are once again part of the greatest fighting force in 

the quadrant. You’ll be the model for the Fleet. Your long struggle to survive is over, 

now the work to bring back our great Commonwealth Star Alliance begins.  

“We shall permit no slavery, and no terrorization of our citizens by any faction. 

You will be the point of the spear that we drive into our enemies. Today, the name, 

Traveler, becomes legend in the annals of CSA naval history. I’m proud to know that the 

Traveler’s are the first of our mighty Fleet. May God save the CSA and may God bless 

the Traveler.”  

While some of the frigate's crew cheered with joy others wept in relief. The tall, 

handsome couple waved and followed the Captain to the bridge. The command staff 

trailed in their wake. On the bridge stood the lone officer of the watch, Lt. Commander 

Helena Delwyn, the Traveler’s Tactical Officer. Bill struggled into the command chair 

and sat down with a fatigued sigh. James and Madison introduced themselves to 

Helena. She’d received a terrible beating, but her strong spirit shone in her dark brown 

eyes. She'd cut her brunette hair in the jaw-length military style.  

The control access panels on the bridge hung open evidently from the engineer’s 

desperate attempts to get the systems operating. Truelove turned to Captain Johnson 

explaining that Tiara had some unique abilities. She was in the process of running a 

diagnostic of the Traveler that should prove helpful. As he explained, James and 

Madison walked around the bridge switching the systems from manual to auto.  

Tiara announced over the bridge intercom for everyone’s benefit, “Admiral, the 

Com system is functional, weapons, tactical and navigation are coming on line. When 

you are ready, the engineering systems should complete the process. I see no major 

problems with any of the Traveler’s systems. There are a few minor systems that are 

bypassed with hard wiring that must be restored before all ship’s functions return to 

normal.” The Traveler’s bridge crew looked flabbergasted.  

Chief Engineer Keith MacGowan explained, “We’ve been working for several 

days without a break, and were afraid the Traveler might never fly again. We had shut 

down every system, as a distraction. Then we attacked the Draconians left aboard while 

most of their crew were on the planet below. We feared we’d damaged something 

irreparably during the battle. None of the primary systems worked, except in manual 



mode. We couldn’t find anything wrong with the systems, but nothing worked in auto 

mode.” 

Truelove explained that Operation Sudden Eclipse disabled all Com controlled 

systems. Tiara could restore them, but needed the systems switched to auto to transmit 

the access keys. He suggested that Chief MacGowan take him to engineering while 

Madison remained on the bridge with Bill to monitor the systems. 

As they walked through the ship to engineering, the crew stopped and smiled. 

Truelove smiled and spoke to them as was his custom. Smelling a tasty odor in the 

galley, he asked Chief MacGowan to pause a moment. He walked into the kitchen to 

find the cook, Master Chief Ken Rogers. The old chief and his staff were cutting up 

some chickens for a fried-chicken dinner. There were a row of cherry pies cooling along 

the serving line. He commented on the delicious aroma. The cooks seldom received 

praise, and appreciated the Admiral noticing and taking time to comment. It’s always 

best to make friends with the cook. Truelove remembered as one of his personal laws. 

He directed Chief MacGowan to switch all the Engineering controls from manual 

to auto, beginning with the engines. In moments, the dull throb of the Traveler’s engines 

winding up vibrated through the ship. Truelove heard the crew cheering when they 

realized their ship was finally operational again.  

As the engines activated for the first time in several days, Keith checked them 

with his scanner. He explained they ran the engines without the instruments and had 

tuned them by ear since the Traveler’s capture. At the time of Traveler’s capture, slaves 

were a premium, and the Draconians put forth a special effort to save as many as 

possible. That is far from what the Thunder experienced. James recalled, remembering 

the merciless murder of the crew and the pounding of the helpless ship. The Traveler 

was indeed fortunate. Truelove commented on the accuracy of the engine’s operation. 

“You must have a pretty good ear, Lt. Commander."  

The tired engineer smiled gratefully. 

In an hour, the Traveler was almost fully functional. Truelove walked back onto 

the bridge with his sleeves rolled up, his collar unbuttoned, and his uniform jacket 

draped over one arm. “Bill, looks like your ship’s almost ready.” Truelove stated, draping 

his white jacket on a clean console.  



“Yes, sir, you’ve been a godsend." Captain Johnson replied, "We’ve been 

struggling along for three days. It’s good to have the engines back up and running. I just 

wish we could fix the main gun as easily.” 

“Your engineer didn’t mention the gun, Captain. Standby a moment. Tiara, what’s 

the status of the ship's main gun?” 

“My scans indicate the gun won’t rotate, Admiral. The servos that drive the gun 

rotation are fine, but the turret doesn’t move, sir.”  

Looking at Madison, he signaled for her to follow while he picked up his jacket. 

“We will be right back. Meanwhile, Captain Johnson, why don’t you scan for any 

remaining Draconians on Kodiak? Please have Commander MacGowan meet me on 

board Tiara in his E-suit," he said, referring to the bright yellow Extra-vehicular suit 

engineers used to work outside the ship. 

On the way to the ship, James explained what he wanted to do. He needed 

Madison to standby in her SC suit. They were both glad to get their dress whites off. 

The Traveler wasn’t ready for a spit and polish inspection. 

 

 

Tiara welcomed an awed Traveler’s Engineering Chief, Commander Keith 

MacGowan aboard and stated the Admiral would be with him shortly. She invited him to 

look around. The young engineer looked at the bridge packed with the latest high tech 

equipment. Tiara’s monitors mirrored every major system on the Traveler. This ship 

knows more about my ship than I do. Keith thought. The rich appointments on the 

spotless ship impressed the engineer. As he stood on the bridge, the gangway closed, 

and Tiara taxied through the hangar bay hatch. No one piloted the ship, but Keith noted 

the image on the monitor seemed to be watching him. “Do you have a question, Lt. 

Commander?” Tiara’s image asked. 

“Please call me Keith,” he said. “Where do I start? This ship, you . . . wow.” 

“Thank you, Keith.” Tiara explained briefly, “I am a top-secret prototype design 

and contain many state-of-the-art technologies. We’ll have time to talk about me later. 

The Admiral and Commander are ready. Good luck, sir.” 



“Thanks Tiara. I look forward to it. You’re like a dream come true.” He noted they 

had taken a position directly adjacent to Traveler’s main gun turret housing. 

Tiara’s image smiled and waved, and he turned toward the sound of a footstep 

on the bridge deck behind him.  

When he turned to leave the small bridge, he noted the Admiral and his wife 

dressed in silver-gray, form-fitting space suits of a style he’d never seen before. In his 

bulky yellow E-suit, Keith felt underdressed. As he noticed his own reflection in Tiara's 

polished bridge wall panels, he mused sadly that if the Admiral's suit was equivalent to a 

tuxedo, he wore worn-out pajamas.  

Truelove stated, “Tiara, open the gangway please.” The gangway opened and 

the end stopped within an easy step of the turret housing hatch. Both men grabbed their 

tool pouches and walked out into space. Keith opened the hatch, and both men moved 

into the heavily-armored main gun turret. 

 

 

Inside the dark, armor-plated turret, Truelove selected Lights on his Star 

Commando (SC) suit helmet’s Heads-Up-Display menu. High-intensity lamps, built into 

the sides of his helmet, illuminated the turrets interior. The problem with the main gun 

became immediately evident. “It looks like the starboard gun stabilizer strut worked 

loose and dropped onto the ring gear, sir.” Chief MacGowan commented. “It’s wedged 

tight. I don’t think we can move it, sir, and there’s no space dock nearby.” 

“Let’s not give up so quickly, Commander. We’ll try to move it ourselves.” James 

flexed his knees and grabbed the eight-inch thick, ten-foot long steel angle. Although 

Truelove knew the beam weighed more than five-hundred pounds in normal gravity, 

here it would be weightless. However, its mass was significant. Somehow the support 

had wedged itself tight. 

Wanting to avoid the risk of damaging either part, since there were no spares, 

Truelove carefully increased his strain against the wedged support. However, the steel 

strut didn’t budge. Keith watched the powerful man strain to no avail. He added his own 

strength to the task, but the result was no better.  



Truelove used his boots in magnetic mode to walk up the metal side of the turret 

housing. He inspected the top end of the strut where it wedged against the rounded 

head of a rivet inside the turret’s armor-plating. “I think I can pry this loose from up here, 

but you’ll have to keep the strut from kicking out across the turret and damaging the 

gun's delicate electrodes, Commander.” 

Keith braced himself and gripped the steel support at its base. James squatted 

with his knees under the beam and his feet on the turret side wall. He appeared to be 

holding the angle on his lap. “Are you ready?” 

“Aye, sir,” Chief MacGowan responded. 

“The beam comes free in three-two-one.” Truelove activated the thrusters on his 

boots. The sudden shock of the powerful thrusters against the rounded rivet head 

pushed the angle free. He shut down the thrusters immediately, but the massive angle 

accelerated straight toward the ceramic electrodes at the base of the weapon like a 

huge baseball bat.  

Chief MacGowan leaned against the beam with all his strength trying to stop its 

momentum. He felt the thick steel strut scraping along the side of his helmet.  

At the top of the beam, Truelove immediately performed a flip over the end. He 

now perched perpendicular to the top like an upside-down “L.” With his shoulder against 

it, he re-activated his thrusters, and the strut slowed to a stop just before it contacted 

the huge electrode.  

“I’ll put it back in place, if you can secure it, Lt. Commander.” Without waiting for 

an answer, Truelove used his thrusters and eased the ten-foot angle into place. He 

worked one end onto the thick bolts. Chief MacGowan grabbed the other end and 

guided it into place. Truelove held it still while the young engineer recovered the missing 

nuts that laid in the base of the housing.  

“I don’t understand it, sir,” Chief MacGowan commented. “Those nuts must have 

been loose from space dock. The constant vibration of the ship coupled with the final 

battle must have vibrated them free, sir.”  

“Well, it’s a lesson learned, young man. I suggest we check the three other 

struts. My experience suggests, if they made that mistake on this one, the others 

probably have the same problem. We’re here, so we might as well take care of it. I don’t 



want another one to come loose while attacking a Draconian battleship.” Truelove 

grinned and the young engineer laughed. The real joke was that a small frigate would 

never attack a battleship. The result would be suicidal.  

“Yes sir,” Chief MacGowan agreed. “We wouldn’t want to give them too much of 

an advantage.” 

When the struts were secured, Truelove ordered Tiara to test the turret’s rotation. 

The big gun rotated smoothly. The engineers watched as the servo motor gear meshed 

with the turret ring gear over the spot where the angle was jammed, and detected no 

damage. “Let’s head back, Commander. Good work.”  

 

 

C h a p t e r  S e v e n  

 

Truelove stood behind his Flag Captain’s seat on Traveler’s bridge. James had 

changed to his normal blue naval uniform. Madison stood at the Com station. The 

tactical display showed another group of Draconians attacking a settlement on the 

planet’s surface far below. He wanted to observe the Traveler in action. He’d ordered 

Captain Johnson to direct the counter-assault on the unsuspecting Draconians on the 

surface.  

Traveler sailed inverted in low orbit to bring every gun to bear. Four of the 

frigate’s fighters attacked the ground troops and directed fire missions against the 

Draconian’s hastily-erected shanty-town. Another four fighters patrolled in pairs 

supporting the frigate against a possible counter-attack. Lt. Commander Delwyn, the 

tactical officer, monitored the long-range scan on one monitor, keeping watch for any 

arriving ships. Another bridge monitor displayed the action below from an orbital satellite 

perspective. 

 

 

The Draconians had massed for attack at the edge of the settlement. They hadn’t 

yet detected the counter-attacking CSA ships. Before the operation began, Captain 

Johnson had dispatched a shuttle with twelve Marines and their Gunny to the planet’s 



surface. Truelove issued to the Gunny a number of Tiara’s intrusion devices to place on 

the Draconians ships parked near the shantytown. When the small Com links attached 

to the ships, Tiara quickly disabled them.  

The Marines approached the town from the left flank. They used the cover of a 

thick woods growing there to gain access to the town square where they set up a two-

pronged base of fire designed to halt the Draconian advance. The Gunny coordinated 

with the town’s folk who wisely pulled back to the other end of town. Every citizen had 

armed themselves with a mixed bag of hunting rifles. All of them could and would shoot. 

 

 

The Draconians had spent most of the previous night drinking as a preliminary to 

their attack on the town. When the townsfolk pulled back, the Draconian commander 

assumed they retreated in fear. His fifty heavily-armed thugs staggered up the main 

street toward the town square. 

 

 

“All right now teams,” Captain Johnson reminded, “I want heavy ordinance fire to 

stay well clear of the buildings with people in them. Our scans show the population is 

not near the attacking force. I prefer not to destroy any of the town, but the shanty-town 

is fair game. We wait until the attackers are fully within the square. Air cover will attack 

the rear to move them forward. The Marines attack on the Gunny’s command. Traveler 

will handle the remaining attackers in the center of the killing field, standby.” 

As they approached, the Draconians bellowed threats and insults at the settlers 

huddled behind the barricades at the far end of town. At least they didn’t give up. 

They’re trying to protect themselves. Truelove thought. The Regent’s message must’ve 

gotten through to them. The Draconians fanned out across the town square without any 

plan or pattern. 

“Fighters attack in single file on my mark. Five. . . four. . . three. . . two. . . one. . . 

mark,” Captain Johnson commanded. The fighters circled high above the shanty town. 

They aligned and started the run timed with the Captain's execute order. Clearly marked 

CSA Cerberus Heavy Fighters fired their guns into the rear of the attackers. The 



Draconians ran toward the Marines who waited until they were within close range, then 

released withering fire at the closest targets with flankers to keep the Draconians 

bunched. The fighters blazed away over the cheering settlers and set up for another 

run. As the Draconians turned to find cover back toward the shanty-town, the Traveler 

unleashed her hellish fire. Lt. Commander Delwyn used the first volleys to calibrate the 

big gun’s targeting after months of disuse.  

The battle lasted ninety-four seconds. There were almost no CSA casualties. 

Captain Johnson became so excited he tried to stand without his canes while observing 

his crew’s performance, and fell, receiving a nasty cut on his forehead. Madison ran to 

the Captain’s aide, holding his head on her lap while they waited for a medic.  

Truelove noted the older man enjoyed lying in his wife’s lap. “I wouldn’t get too 

comfortable there, Bill.”  

“I thought I’d died and gone to heaven, sir.” Bill grinned as the medic took over 

for the Admiral’s pretty wife. He groaned when Madison returned to her station.  

“Bill, I hoped you would accompany Madison and me to the planet’s surface to 

meet the settlers. Will you be all right, sir?” 

“I wouldn’t miss it for anything, Admiral. Are we taking Tiara?” 

“That’s the plan. Perhaps you’d like to invite one of your officers to accompany 

us.” 

While the medic finished bandaging the Captain’s scalp, Bill turned to his tactical 

officer and said, “Lt. Commander, grab a jacket and meet us on the Tiara in five 

minutes.” Captain Johnson grabbed a jacket from his day room and waddled down to 

the Tiara with his canes clicking every step.  

 

 

Tiara touched down in at the edge of the town square carefully avoiding the 

smoking craters from Traveler's heavy guns. The fighter escort circled slowly overhead 

like shining eagles. The Marines quickly formed a barrier around the sleek ship. The 

gangway opened, Truelove disembarked, followed by Captain Johnson, Madison, and 

Lt. Commander Delwyn. They fanned out, greeting the well-wishing settlers. It was good 

for the Captain and Lt. Commander to receive the glad appreciation for their efforts in 



saving the town. The town’s folk had suffered from the lack of business, and from the 

enemy’s attacks, but in their need, they wanted to give the Traveler’s an expression of 

their appreciation.  

Truelove stepped up on the gangway to address the small crowd. “Ladies and 

gentlemen, we’re honored to serve you. We’re setting up routine patrols to rid the area 

of these thugs. We ask that you continue be watchful, and let our patrols know if you 

notice anything strange.” 

A man at the back of the crowd stated aloud, “What about that ship? It’s pretty, 

and it’s strange.”  

Everyone laughed.  

A woman in the front hollered, “Yeah, but we really want to know who are the 

newlyweds?” The crowd laughed a little louder when James and Madison held hands, 

and cheered when they kissed. 

Truelove continued, “I suggest you maintain open communications with the other 

settlements on Kodiak, and develop a response protocol. We can provide you with 

additional weapons. Learn how to use them. The CSA is working to bring safety and 

security back to this area, but we need your help. We can’t be everywhere, but we’ll be 

back.”   

While he spoke, Truelove considered how his speech-making was like the 

ancient times before mass communication, when travelers brought word of events 

around the world. The townsfolk seemed hungry for news and listened intently. 

He went on, “Life has changed. If we’re to survive, we can’t expect others to 

protect us. There are evil people out here that want to hurt us. They have stolen our 

friends and families, and destroyed our lives. We may never see those wonderful days 

we used to enjoy, but we can commit ourselves to make certain our children see those 

better days. I ask that you work with us to rebuild what has been lost." He paused for a 

moment. The settlers stood quietly, and Madison heard some sniffles and watched 

many wipe their eyes, including several Marines.  

Truelove stood tall and said in a loud, clear voice, “As the late Regent, Diane 

Ravenhold, stated so eloquently, we must never forget and never give up. Ladies and 

gentlemen, it has been an honor to meet you. Farewell and God save the 



Commonwealth Star Alliance.” The crowd cheered and applauded. The town's folk 

shook hands and wished the sailors and soldiers well as they loaded up and flew back 

to the stars.  

 

 

C h a p t e r  E i g h t  

 

Truelove and Madison sat in the Captain’s mess with the officers of the Traveler. 

The chicken dinner had been filling and excellent. There were warm fresh-baked dinner 

rolls with butter, mashed potatoes with gravy, and green beans. It seemed that Kodiak 

had a surplus of potatoes. The chicken breading had a delicate nutty flavor of some 

local spice that he could not quite identify. Truelove brought a bottle of Kodiak Blue wine 

to the mess for a toast later.  

Traveler’s crew returned to a pre-war routine with regular shifts and rest periods. 

Captain Johnson commented, "It's nice not to have to respond to emergencies every 

hour, Admiral. The Traveler hasn't operated this good since before the war began."   

Truelove sensed the tension in the ship's crew draining away. He thought the 

light banter of conversation in the galley reflected a healthier crew disposition.  

Captain Johnson explained, "During the Draconians initial attack against the 

CSA, the Navy had dispatched Traveler to the Alaska Sector. We were to standby to 

escort a special envoy to a secret location." 

Truelove had the feeling that the Regent had planned Traveler to escort him and 

his ship to Crow's Nest.   

Captain Johnson continued, "When we arrived on station, the Draconians 

ambushed Traveler using EMP missiles that instantly disabled my ship. From there, the 

crew fought hand-to-hand with the Draconian boarding parties. When I refused to 

surrender, the Draconians had broken my knees, curse their murdering souls. Then 

they murdered my crew one-by-one starting with my bridge officers.  

"When they grabbed Lt. Commander Delwyn, I had no doubt about her fate. She 

would be stripped, beaten, and raped to death in front of the remaining crew." He shook 

he head and sniffed back a tear. "She stood tall and proud and refused to beg for mercy 



when the beating began. However, I'd seen enough. I finally agreed to surrender, rather 

than watch my crew’s slow death, Admiral." He seemed to choke up. 

While the Captain composed himself, his first officer, Commander Miller, 

continued the story. He said, "For several months, the Draconians forced the crew to try 

to repair the ship’s dead systems. When that failed, they ordered us to operated them 

manually. Because the Traveler was a new ship with the latest hardware, the 

Draconians needed her crew to operate her. The Draconians slavers used Traveler to 

intimidate local populations into surrendering. Contributing to the enslavement of 

thousands of CSA citizens, even unwillingly, grated hard on us, sir."  

Commander Miller saw his Captain had regained his composure. He nodded at 

Captain Johnson who continued, "When we saw the Regents' final message over the 

Traveler’s monitors, I passed the word for a takeover action when the next Draconian 

Culling took place. That way the fewest Draconians would be aboard."  

Truelove knew The Draconians designated their raids for slaves and booty as 

Cullings. The Draconians cooperated by Culling Kodiak later that day.  

Truelove sat quietly sipping coffee for a few minutes, thinking about lost 

comrades and terrible times. He felt the need to change the mood. “Captain,” he said, “I 

seem to recall you had a young ensign aboard the Traveler when you assisted me 

during the Firedrake Incident. I never knew his name, but I was impressed.” 

“Yes sir.” Ensign Brian Barnes. He was promoted to Lieutenant Junior Grade 

(JG) before his transfer for special duty. We haven’t heard from him since.” 

Madison interrupted, “Oh, you mean Brian. What a nice young man. He’s been 

helping us stabilize the sector against pirates. He was terribly injured in a fight with a 

couple Wardogs. I do hope he’s getting better.” James smiled patiently at his lovely 

wife. She had just blown another ten minutes of carefully planned small talk. 

“You’ve met Brian Barnes, ma’am?” Lt. Commander Delwyn asked, obviously 

interested. 

“Yes, he’s a bit of a hero in our circles. He’s had effective surveillance missions 

against the slavers and Draconians.” Madison kept the officers thoroughly absorbed in 

Brian’s exploits for a half hour. They had many questions, and Madison answered most 

of them. “I suggest you access Tiara’s vid logs containing our missions. I’m sure your 



crew will find them enlightening, Captain. The vids will provide hours of informative 

entertainment on a number of subjects,” she said, nodding slightly at her embarrassed 

husband.  

Wishing now he hadn’t started this train of conversation, Truelove changed the 

subject once again. “Captain Johnson, I want you to know that I was impressed by 

ship's your security when we approached the Traveler. You should know we were within 

ten-thousand meters of your ship when we contacted you. The patrols were an effective 

deterrent.” 

“Ten-thousand meters,” Captain Johnson puffed excitedly, “a capital ship would 

easily destroy us at that range.”  

“We were in stealth mode. You deterred us, Captain. We have captured more 

than twenty ships with Tiara, and not a ship noticed us. One of those ships was a 

Draconian Firedrake class destroyer. Tiara has captured four fighters at a time while 

flying within a few meters of them. I say you did well. I am pleased. Usually, a Captain 

appreciates it when his Admiral is pleased, Bill.” 

The frigate’s officers looked at Truelove as if they knew he had many interesting 

stories to share. No doubt the rumors about his life as a special ops Commander had 

began to surface. “Your ship’s action this afternoon was effective and commendable. I 

encourage you to let the crew know how impressed I’ve been with their performance." 

The officers seemed pleased with Truelove's high praise. They nodded and 

smiled at each other, obviously proud with their victory over the Draconians. 

Truelove stood and said, "Now I’d like to offer a toast.” Everyone stood with 

glasses of the blue liquor. “To the Commonwealth Star Alliance, to the CSA Navy, and 

to the Traveler, May we find help in our hour of need and may we help another in 

theirs.” 

“To the Commonwealth,” the officers responded proudly. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, I have to get the Admiral to bed. He needs his beauty 

sleep.” Madison smiled graciously and took James’ arm. They made their way back to 

Tiara arm-in-arm.  

Back aboard Tiara, James ordered, “Tiara, please let Captain Johnson know 

we’re jumping to Twilight Space in twenty minutes, make best speed to the Crow’s Nest. 



The honeymooners moved back to their stateroom. When the door closed, 

Truelove's surprised grunt could be heard followed by Madison's giggle.   

 

 

“Captain, the Admiral is quite an orator,” Lt. Commander Delwyn stated as they 

stood watch on the bridge enjoying the ride through hyperspace for the first time in 

months. 

“He is that TO, but he also gets the job done. He’s the most impressive man I’ve 

ever met, and you saw him roll up his sleeves today and pitch in. Chief MacGowan said 

there’s no way we could have gotten that main gun back without him unless we were in 

space dock. I’ve seen him in action, and there is no give in him. If our little supper talk is 

any indication, he’s been busy. I’ll tell you this TO, today was our lucky day.  

"This morning we barely survived. This afternoon we destroyed our enemies, and 

now we're back in hyperspace. You do the numbers and ask yourself what changed. 

Two words, James Truelove. Pass the word, TO, Traveler better look sharp, because 

the best there is just came aboard and things are about to start jumping. By the way, he 

asked the XO to give him a report on every crewman, with recommendations for 

advancement.”  

“That sounds exciting, sir,” she said enthusiastically. 

“You're not even close, Commander. Try history-making, and we are right in the 

middle of it. I guarantee you’ll have some stories for your granddaughters. You’ll never 

have better chance for a successful career. I just wish those Draconian thugs hadn’t 

broken my knees.” He looked around and moved toward the hatch with a rare groan, 

“You have the Con, TO.” 

“Good night, sir,” the young woman said, gazing out the forward bridge blast 

screen with a dreamy expression.  

 

 

C h a p t e r  N i n e  

 



Truelove awoke from a disturbing dream. The images quickly had evaporated 

from his mind. He had looked down a dark tunnel at the face of the late Diane 

Ravenhold. As he watched, he seemed to slide dizzily down the tunnel away from the 

Regent. He felt terribly alone and his heart grieved. He reached out desperately with his 

hands toward the vanishing Regent. The hands that he saw weren't his hands, but 

those of a young boy's. He heard a familiar voice moan, “Mom, please don’t go.” He 

awoke with a start and discovered that his face was wet with tears. 

He quietly got out of bed, washed his face, and looked in the mirror. A deep 

sense of apprehension quickly replaced the sorrow of the odd dream. Truelove 

remembered this was how he felt just before the Dove's Com core had failed, and the 

Dove had nearly crashed into an asteroid field. Something was wrong. Something was 

very wrong.  

He quietly donned his uniform, trying not to awaken Madison. While he dressed, 

he considered what might be the cause of his sense that something was dreadfully 

wrong.         

Truelove made a cup of coffee, then went to the bridge. Was something wrong 

with the CSA? Was that why he saw the image of the Regent? He was the Acting 

Regent, and he had no idea of what was happening in the Commonwealth. 

He said, “Tiara, I believe it’s time to establish a connection with the 

Commonwealth Clandestine Operations. I must know what is going on around the 

Commonwealth. Can you make the arrangements?” James said as he stood on her 

bridge with a cup of coffee in his hand. 

“I can leave a message for Admiral Graham, the man in charge, sir.”  

“I need to speak to someone, Tiara. Make it happen.”  

“The process is not designed for direct contact, Admiral--”  

But James wasn’t listening. He stood stock still and looked as if he were straining 

with some great mental weight. Madison had walked up behind him in her robe. She 

noticed the straining muscles in his neck and the blood vessels in his forehead. His 

hand that held the cup of coffee lowered slowly. She caught the cup before it spilled. 

She’d seen this before, but usually it wasn’t this long. He seemed to sag under the 

strain.  



Truelove willed the fading dream back to memory. The voice. The voice . . . of 

Nathan. Of course, Nathan must have seen the vid of the Regent's broadcast. His 

dream would indicate the boy had recognized his mother. How could that be. Nathan 

was a tiny boy when his mother had sent him away to protect him. Truelove knew that 

Nathan was a bright boy, and remembered almost everything he saw.    

“Are you all right, James?” Madison spoke softly. 

“What?” He jumped, surprised at Madison’s sudden appearance. “Sure, I’m fine, 

darling. Tiara, check on the Dove right away, please.” 

“The Dove, sir? Yes, sir.” 

A few seconds later, she reported “The Com is open to Captain Torg, sir.” 

“James? This is an unexpected pleasure. We’re on our way to see you. We 

should arrive--” 

“Sorry to interrupt, you sir, but how is my nephew?” James asked abruptly. 

The old captain’s face fell. He shook his head sadly, “I’m sorry to say, the boy’s 

sick, James. He’s been in a strange state since the Regent’s address. We’re all 

concerned. Miya wanted to contact you, but we hoped he’d just wake up--” 

Truelove held up his hand to stop his friend. “Excuse me for a second, Torg. 

Tiara, how long until we can reach the Dove?” 

“If we reverse course, we can reach her in a day, but the Dove is not traveling at 

in Twilight Space sir.” 

“What if they were?”  

“Two hours, sir.” 

Turning back to the Com image of Torg he said, “Torg, I’m authorizing an 

emergency jump to Twilight Space for the Dove. The rest of the fleet may continue as 

planned. Tell Miya we’re coming. Tiara will set the rendezvous. I’ll see you in two hours, 

Truelove, out.” he ended the Com link abruptly. 

“Tiara, notify Captain Johnson of our emergency change of plans. Reverse 

course immediately. We need to get back to Nathan as quick as possible. Do you 

understand?” 

“I understand, sir.” 

James rubbed his forehead in worry. We need to get to Nathan now. 



Traveler seemed to tilt. There should’ve been no notice of a maneuver, but Tiara 

pushed the Traveler to its maximum in reversing course.  

Truelove stated, “Establish contact with the Dove again.” 

“Com link open, sir.” The ship stated 

“Torg’s face flashed on again. “Captain, I need to speak to Miya right away.” 

“She’s on her way, James. I thought you might want to talk to her after our last 

conversation.” 

Long seconds later, the little ninja appeared in the vid with a worried expression. 

“James, I’m so sorry to interrupt your honeymoon. I was about to call you when Torg 

said you’d called. Nathan--” Her face clouded up, and she started to cry. Torg put a big 

arm around her. 

“We’re coming Miya. Everything will be all right. I’ll see you in two hours. Tell 

Nathan that, Miya. Tell him ‘Uncle James and Aunt Madison are coming to get him.’ 

Can you do that Miya?” James asked in gentle tones. 

Miya nodded her head.  

“We’re bringing some friends along, sir,” James told Torg. “Expect us soon.” 

The Com link closed, and James sat down heavily in his command chair. His 

hands were shaking. Madison laid her hand on his shoulder. They heard the clacking of 

Bill Johnson’s canes as he entered the ship. “Permission to come aboard, Admiral?” 

James didn’t answer. Madison nodded, “Of course, Bill, please have a seat in the 

galley. Coffee?” 

Bill wedged himself into the booth and grunted his thanks, “Black, please.” 

Madison poured a cup of coffee for Bill. “We’ve just had some bad news, sir. I 

must apologize for not informing you properly, but this is an emergency.” 

He sipped the hot coffee and looked at the cup as if he hadn’t tasted good coffee 

in a while. “What isn’t an emergency? But if you say this is an emergency, we’d all 

better be worried. Now what can the Traveler do to help.” 

Madison shook her head at a loss. “Do you have a doctor on board, sir?” 

“Yes we do, surprisingly. Dr. Michael Bowers, a young doctor, but good.” 

“Excuse me, Bill, but if he is so good, why are you still using canes?” 



Bill smiled and nodded, “It’s not his fault, Madison. I couldn’t take the time to 

permit the surgery. I was hoping after we get where we’re going, James would--” 

“I’m sorry for questioning your doctor’s abilities, sir,” Madison apologized. “It’s 

just--” 

“Yes, ma’am, I understand. I had a feeling about James when we first met, and 

then that business with the Firedrake. Now it seems many things are turning on his 

every action. If James needs to go somewhere, then that’s where we’ll go.” He 

struggled out of the booth. “Thank you for the coffee, Madison. I’ll send Doctor Mike to 

you right away.” 

“Thank you, sir.” She watched Captain Johnson struggled down the gangway, 

and went back to stand beside James. 

 

 

C h a p t e r  T e n  

 

James stood beside Nathan’s cot in Miya’s cabin aboard the Dove. The sleeping 

boy looked pale, and he had a mournful expression on his sweet face. The tall, black-

haired and gentle-faced Dr. Mike spoke soothing words to the young boy as he checked 

him. Miya and Madison stood to one side of the small cabin. The doctor looked at the 

medi-scanner, but there was nothing to indicate a broken-hearted little boy. “I’m sorry, 

but I can find nothing wrong. He seems to be declining, but I find no reason for it, 

medically.” He folded up the medi-pad, packed his bag, and walking to the door, he said 

grimly. “I’ll check on Nathan in a few hours.” 

James moved down and knelt beside the boy. He leaned down close to the boy’s 

cheek. “Nathan,” he said gently in a smooth baritone. “Nathan. It’s your Uncle James. 

I’m here, son. I’m here with Madison and Miya. Nathan, it’s time to wake up. Nathan, we 

love you son. It is time to wake up and come along with us.”  

James looked back at Miya. His eyes were moist. “Shut the door,” he said to her. 

It took Miya a second to realize James had spoken to her. She stepped to the 

door and closed it quietly. 



Turning back to boy he took he hand, “Come on son. We’re waiting for you. You 

know that Aunt Miya loves you. I love you, and Madison loves you. You’re not alone. 

We’re here. Nathan. You can’t quit. I won’t quit, Nathan.” James voice grew a little more 

powerful. “Nathan. It’s time to get up. I know you are sad, son. We’re all sad, but 

together we can make it better. We need you, Nathan.” 

James turned to Miya, “What happened?” 

Miya wiped her eyes and explained that Nathan was watching the Regent’s 

address with everyone else. At the end, he fainted. She caught him as he fell and said 

that she had heard Nathan say, "‘Mom, please don’t go.’ James, I didn’t think he knew 

the Regent was his mother, sir, but he’s such an intelligent child, he must have figured it 

out. I’m so sorry.” She started to cry again in frustration. 

James thought for a moment, “Tiara, I want to activate Nathan’s aural implant in 

a few minutes. I need you to use the Regent’s voice and talk to him. The boy thinks he’s 

lost his mother. That is a terrible shock to anyone, but to a child who thinks his mother 

didn’t want him, it would be too much to bear. Nathan wouldn’t understand why she had 

to keep him safe, and we never explained it. We hoped to keep this from him, but I’d 

rather he know the truth than have him die broken-hearted, believing a lie.” 

“What leads you to believe the boy thinks his mother didn’t want him James? You 

can’t be sure of that,” Madison protested. 

“Madison, figuring out what people think is what I do, I can’t explain it, but I know 

it works. Somehow the boy figured out the Regent was his mother. Some nuance, some 

word or phrase, her hair or her hands, something keyed a strong memory for a sad and 

lonely little boy - a boy too intelligent to be fooled by our deception.  

"If he worked that out, then he had to realize his mother had sent him away. 

Knowing that, he must conclude his mother no longer wanted him. He probably thought 

he did something terribly wrong to make her reject him. It was his fault, and now he 

could never get her to forgive him. He could never--” He stopped and looked at the 

boy’s face.  

“Tiara, do you think you can explain it to the boy like his mother would, if she 

were alive?” 



“Actually, sir, she prepared a message for this eventuality, meaning that he’d 

need to be told at an early age. She prepared a number of messages for Nathan. I can 

play the one for this age to see if it will help. I’ll include your aural implants so that each 

of you can hear Diane’s words to her son.” 

The Regent’s voice spoke softly in their ears, “My son, Traveler Victor Nathan 

Ravenhold, I am so proud of you. I have worked hard to keep you safe. You mean so 

much to me, but I couldn’t let anyone know you were my son. Evil people wanted to kill 

us. I remember the time we played together in our special room. Do you remember 

those good times, Nathan? My favorite time was when I could hold you on my lap and 

sing to you. You liked to play with my ring. The one you called ‘my pretty.’  

Nathan’s breathing increased slightly and his eyes moved under his eyelids as if 

he were dreaming. Miya took out her medi-pad and monitored his vital signs. 

The Regent continued, “Do you remember we read books together, son? Let’s 

see, what was your favorite story? The one you made me read over and over. I had to 

read it every night before you went to bed. What was it son?” 

Nathan moved in his sleep. His mouth moved with a slight sound, as if he were 

answering. 

“That’s right.” His mother’s voice continued, “Sleeping Beauty. I loved reading 

that story with you, Nathan. Those were the best times for me. I miss them, but I miss 

you most of all. I love you, son. I want you to know that I love you so much, that I am 

trying to take care of you even when we are far apart.  

“I’ve picked special people to help me protect you. James, Miya, and Tiara are all 

here to help you to be the best person you can be. They will take care of you and love 

you, just like I do. Listen to them and learn. They have much to teach you. Other people 

will help you too.  

“I know your father would be as proud of you as I am, darling. How I’ve wanted to 

spend time with you, but couldn’t. Nathan, I want you to know the truth. I don’t want you 

to think that your Mother didn’t love you, or that this was your fault. Our enemies, the 

Draconians forced me have to send you away for your protection.  

"Now James, Miya, and Tiara must take you to a safe place for me. I don’t want 

to send you away. I don’t want you to be sad, son. It’s a hard thing for us both, but 



someday you’ll understand. Someday your Uncle James will tell you more about our 

family and special things that you must do, but that is for later. For now, you can be sure 

that I love you, Nathan.” 

“The message ends, James.” Tiara said after a moment's silence. Nathan 

breathed normally. His color was better and his facial expression was one of rest and 

not sadness. 

I hope this works. James thought. “Nathan. Uncle James is here with Aunt 

Madison. How is my best little man doing? Come on, son. It’s time to get up, we’re 

wasting time,” James said in his big boss’ voice. 

“Uncle James? Aunt Madison? Is Tiara here too?” A sleepy voice asked as the 

boy stretched his arms. 

“I’m here, Nathan. When are you going to come see me, I miss you.” Tiara said. 

Miya and Madison rushed to the boy’s bed, hugged, and kissed him.  

“I’m hungry, Aunt Miya. May I have some pancakes, please?”  

“Why don’t we all go see if your Uncle Ernst can whip up something? I could use 

some good pancakes too. Tiara please let the Dove’s Chief Cook know the captain’s 

cabin boy needs some pancakes,” James said as he tickled a squealing Nathan.  

 

 

Varla Young, the Dove’s engineer, stood on the  bridge watching the gleaming 

Traveler moving through hyperspace with them. “She’s a beauty, isn’t she, Torg?”  

“Yes, Varla, she is. When James says he’s bringing friends, he means it.” Torg 

nodded.  

Jason Engle, the Dove’s pilot asked, “Now where do you suppose he found a 

CSA frigate out here, sir?” 

“I quit asking myself those questions when it comes to James, and just accept it 

as the norm. I’m just glad they’re back and the lad is doing better.” 

“Have you noticed Nathan doesn’t look sad anymore, sir?” Varla asked.  

“I did. The young doctor on the Traveler must be a miracle worker. I thought the 

boy was beyond hope.” 



“Dr. Bowers said there wasn’t anything wrong with the boy, sir.” Varla related. 

“When he stopped in the galley for a cup of coffee after seeing the Nathan, he told me 

he could find nothing physically wrong with Nathan. He said that he could do nothing for 

him.” 

“I wonder what happened to heal Nathan, sir.” Jason asked looking at his 

Captain. 

“I don’t know, but Miya told me James knew something was wrong with the boy 

before he called us.” Torg answered. 

“I notice these people are in the center of amazing events since we met them, 

sir.” Jason observed. 

“I won’t argue with that young man. I can only say the best place to be seems to 

be with James Truelove and his team. I can’t say what healed little Nathan, but we both 

know it had something to do with James. He came back and the boy woke up.” 
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