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Project Omega

A

NGUS SCANNED THE SHALLOW valley floor with his
binoculars. Below him on the near slope were Duke
Cunningham’s forces. Out in the valley, the Champignon’s
chevaliers were charging the left side of Cunningham’s line.
That flank was made up of light infantry mercenaries from
Arcone. The Champignon commander knew an opportunity
when he saw one.
“It appears, Colonel, Duke Cunningham either has
tremendous faith in the Arconians, or zero in his own knights.”
“He’s an idiot, Commander,” Colonel Barneky spat. “It would
be better to send out the knights.”
“If he did that, then he’d have to pay the mercenaries.”
The Arconians weren’t unprepared for such an event. They
were professional soldiers and had sharpened poles waiting in
the grass to be raised when the chevaliers were too close to stop.
Others carried the formidable Lochaber ax. The stout blade on
the long pole was augmented with a hook—perfect for snaring
and pulling riders off mounts. Still, it was a contest between
seven hundred Arconians and three hundred heavy cavalry with
lances.
Angus stroked his beard as he studied the tactical situation in
front of him. His four battalions of legionnaires were being kept
in reserve. It appeared Cunningham’s plan was to sacrifice the
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Arconians and counterattack with his own knights. Which would
make logical sense if the Arconians could hold the flank. Angus
didn’t think they could. The Arconians would fight to the last,
but Cunningham’s flank would be exposed and the
Champignon’s light cavalry could roll up the flank into the
center. Then Champignon would commit the bulk of their forces
and Cunningham’s army would be fighting on two sides. Losing
the battle to save some coin didn’t seem like a wise strategy to
Angus.
“Well, Colonel, I don’t see any way this will go well for the
duke.”
Barneky chortled. “I’m surprised Captain Logine agreed to
this. I thought he was better.”
“I think he is, but he must obey his lord’s orders.”
“I’d like to see Cunningham explain losing to save a coin to
King James, Commander.”
“Unfortunately, that shall not happen. I’m going to take
battalions one and two and reinforce the Arconians.”
“Trying to look good for that Arconian beauty?”
Angus chuckled. He had a reputation as a lady’s man. He’d
lost count of how many women he’d slept with. He’d only met
Lady Rose briefly before the battle. Bedding her would give him
a chance to obtain her DNA. He lacked samples from the
Arconians for Project Omega. This would give him a chance to
fill in some genetic gaps in his database.
“If she offers it as a reward, I won’t deny her, but we must win
the battle first.”
“Show them how it’s done, Commander. Runner! Tell
battalion one and two to move toward the Arconian line. They’re
to reinforce them and defeat the chevaliers.”
“Yes, sir.” The legionnaire ran down the backside of the ridge
to where the Legion waited.
“Colonel, when we’re done with the chevaliers, I’ll send up a
flare. You’re to bring the remaining battalions onto the field in
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preparation for a counterattack. If Cunningham orders you in,
use your best judgment. I don’t want my men wasted so he can
save some coin and spare his own soldiers.”
“Yes, Commander. I’ll punch Cunningham in the nose if he
tries anything as idiotic as this stunt.”
Angus chuckled. He didn’t mind if he had to smooth over an
incident, it would be worth letting Barneky loose. The man was
a combat soldier through and through—dependable, courageous,
and intelligent. He wasn’t afraid to wade into the thickest
fighting and he always came out on top. “Alright, Colonel. I’m
off. I’ll see you on the other side. Private Mickelson, let’s go.”
“No sweat, Commander. Smash those Champignons in the
nose.”
Angus and his aide jogged along the backside of the ridge, just
in case someone was watching, to meet the battalions marching
abreast up the hill.

A

NGUS MET HIS BATTALION commanders between the
battalions as they crested the ridge.
“Danny, George, we’re going to reinforce the left flank.
Champignon has sent their chevaliers against them. Attach a
halberd team to each squad.”
“Will we use a firing line?” said Major Herbert.
“We’ll see when we get down there. I’ll give the order.”
“Yes, commander.”
Both men hurried to their commands as the battalions
marched forward. Nothing like preparing a battle plan on the
move.
Angus marched between the battalions as they marched down
the hill. The battalions reshuffled themselves as they marched.
Every legionnaire was a veteran with decades of experience.
Angus only took the best and he expected the best. There were
those outside the Legion who wondered why he took men at the
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end of their service. The Legion had many secrets, including
how to extend the life of a man and make him feel young again.
The chevaliers reached the Arconian line before Angus’
battalions reached position. Many of the first wave of chevaliers
met the sharpened pikes of the Arconians. The upset horses
reared and threw their riders. Still, other chevaliers found their
way through the pikes into the Arconian ranks. Once the
chevalier had expended his lance from the charge, he drew his
sword and hacked at the men around his mount.
“Mickelson! Sound melee arms!” Angus ordered as he
strapped on his own shield and drew his sword. Mickelson was
Angus’ aide and bugler. The man sounded the order and the
battalions drew their swords and shields.
The second wave of Chevaliers reached the Arconian line.
Only half the pikes remained and many more Chevaliers plowed
deep into the Arconians.
The Arconians were skilled and took down the chevaliers with
practiced precision teamwork. Once on the ground, the chevalier
often found himself facing five or six Arconians and his heavy
armor became a liability.
Angus knew the Arconians couldn’t bring all the chevaliers
down and those left on horseback would reap massive casualties.
“Sound the charge!” Angus yelled. He broke into a run as did
his battalions down the rest of the hill and into the back of the
Arconian line just as the final wave of chevaliers penetrated the
Arconian line. A few chevaliers had reached the back of the
Arconian ranks. “Take them down! The rest of you move
forward. Push them back!”
Around Angus, his legionnaires pushed forward, working to
dismount chevaliers with their halberd axes or helping Arconians
dispatch those already dismounted.
Angus maneuvered through the melee looking for Lady Rose.
He expected her to be near the front. He thought he spotted the
wily commander when a chevalier stepped in front of him. The
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man was bleeding from a wound to the shoulder. He swung his
longsword. Angus blocked with his shield and countered with a
thrust that the chevalier parried and then slammed Angus’ sword
arm with his shield.
The armor plates on Angus’ arm and shoulder absorbed the
blow. The Legion didn’t wear traditional armor like plate and
chainmail but wore composite pieces that covered strategic areas
of the body. The plates were nearly impossible to damage and
much lighter and less bulky than traditional armor.
Angus slammed the edge of his metal shield against the
chevalier’s breastplate, leaving a dent and knocking the man
back. He thrust his sword up into the chevalier’s armpit. The
chevalier’s arm and shield hung limp. The chevalier tried to drop
the shield, but couldn’t get loose. As he struggled a group of
Arconians fell on him.
Angus moved on toward the front in search of Lady Rose. He
found her taking on two chevaliers at once. She was armed with
a black katana and wakizashi. An odd set of weapons for her to
have when none of the other Arconians wielded such swords.
Lady Rose parried and dodged attacks from both chevaliers,
before stepping forward and slashing a chevalier across the front.
The katana cut the plate armor like paper. She spun, cut the other
chevalier’s shield in half—including his arm—and slashed
through his neck. The head hit the ground and rolled coming to a
stop at Angus’ feet.
“Lady Rose, I presume?” Angus smiled as he kicked the head
aside.
“Commander Angus, what a pleasant surprise. I was under the
impression Duke Cunningham was letting us have all the fun.”
She said it with a practiced smile that looked good framed by
the rose tattoo that covered her face. Her eyes told a different
story. Angus had seen it before in soldiers that had seen too
much combat and death. It was a forlorn, far off stare. Like she
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really wasn’t seeing the world around her, just going through the
motions.
“I evaluated the duke’s plan and I felt victory was anything
but assured.”
“No faith in us?”
“I have every faith, my lady. But I wanted there to be more of
you for the counterattack.”
“To get to counterattack, we must first get rid of what’s in our
ranks.”
“Yes, my lady. My legionnaires are exterminating the
chevaliers with due diligence.”
“It’s glad to know you’re not as big a fool as Cunningham.”
“I am a fool, my lady, but I do not compound it with ego or
greed.”
A genuine smile crossed Lady Rose’s face. Her eyes lit
making her beautiful, even covered in mud and blood.
“Maybe you’re not such a fool after all. What is your plan?”
“To defeat the chevaliers and use our combined forces to
counterattack. I’ll signal the rest of my forces and we’ll march
toward their lines. My legionnaires will draw them out and as we
switch between weapons your forces protect us.”
“How do you plan on drawing them out?”
“With this.” Angus sheathed his sword and drew his light
pistol. “My legionnaires are armed with larger versions. They
fire a beam of light that can burn flesh and melt through metal in
a few seconds.”
“What shaping is this?”
“Not shaping, just technology. The Legion has many secrets
as, it appears, so do you.” Angus motioned to the katana.
“Dusk and Dawn have been in my family for generations.
Passed from mother to daughter. I hope to give them to my
daughter someday. They are perfectly sharp.”
Angus eyed the head on the ground. The cut was perfect.
“They are very impressive. I hope you can tell me more later,
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Lady Rose.”
“I think I would enjoy that, Commander. Now, let’s clean up
this mess. We are itching to go on the offensive.”
“Hopefully, Captain Logine will recognize an opportunity
when he sees one.”
“He seemed like a sharp one, if not a little gloomy.”
“I would be gloomy, too, if I had to work for Cunningham.”
Lady Rose laughed. “Maybe he’s different when you get him
alone. Come, let’s clear these barnacles.”

Angus surveyed the battlefield. The fighting was done. The last
of the chevaliers were retreating or being dealt with. The
Arconians were tending their wounded, smearing a red balm on
the injury that appeared to heal the deepest of cuts in minutes. So
that’s how they survive for so long. Lady Rose has her own
secrets. I’ll need to get a sample of it. “Mickelson! Sound
formation.”
Mickelson blew his bugle and those legionnaires not helping
the wounded fell into battalion blocks. Angus took a flare from
his belt. Twisting the end ignited a charge that sent a green flare
high into the sky. Satisfied Barneky would soon be here, Angus
sought Lady Rose. He found her organizing what was left of her
forces.
“Lady Rose!”
She turned and the sun caught her black armor. With the silver
trim she looked stunning. The juxtaposition of beauty and the
carnage of the battlefield wasn’t lost on Angus. She was like a
flower on a cactus.
“Yes, Commander?”
“How are your troops?”
“I’m still getting a headcount, so far I have twenty-three dead
and seventy-seven too wounded to fight on.”
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The numbers were shockingly low for what the unit had
endured. Angus would have guessed the dead to be in the
hundreds and the wounded just as high. “That’s good to hear. I
was afraid your losses would be staggering.”
“It’ll take more than a few chevaliers to break us. As soon as
my rank is formed, we’re ready to go on the attack.”
“Excellent. My other battalions are marching to meet us. We
will march to within range of the Champignons, deploy, and
draw them out. Once they commit, you can join my rear
battalions in the charge.”
Lady Rose frowned. “They besmirched our honor by thinking
we are the weak point. We should be in the front. The Arconian
charge is as intimidating as it is deadly.”
“I understand, my lady, but we’re not attacking their lines.
We’re drawing them out from behind their fortifications. Trust
me. Once they attack, you can be the first to charge; my forces
will follow.”
“Alright, Commander. We’ll—”
The sound of men yelling caused Angus to turn in their
direction. In the middle of his formation, white and yellow
banners flapped in the wind. Under them, a group of horseman
were pushing their way through his men. That arrogant bastard.
Has he no respect for anything? “Let them through,” he yelled to
the battalion under assault. His men made a hole and Duke
Cunningham and his military commanders rode up to Angus and
Lady Rose.
“Commander Angus! How dare you defy my orders! You’ve
made a mockery of Captain Logine’s battle plan. Now we will
have to withdraw!” Yelled Cunningham as he pounded his fist
against the shiny plate on his thigh.
Angus refused to be intimidated by the nobleman.
Cunningham was a high noble, but as a duke, he was the lowest
of the high nobles. Angus didn’t fall into Yorq’s political
structure. Instead, the Legion had its own and he answered to
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one man, Commandant La Forge. Not even King James, the
King of Yorq, could order the Legion to do anything.
“I’ll remind his lordship that the Legion does not fall under
your command. We are here to uphold our own mission—to see
the Champignon invaders removed from Yorq, nothing more. I
will do my utmost diligence in making sure that happens. I will
not let you lose the battle to save some coin.”
Angus glanced at Lady Rose. She looked furious.
“How dare you dishonor us! We promised to bring you victory
and you try to have us slaughtered, so you don’t have to pay?”
“Shut up, exotic,” snapped Cunningham. “You’ll do as your
told. I pay you to fight, that is all.”
“Sacrificing them is a coward’s way out,” said Angus. “I can’t
believe your own captain would go along with this. He must
have known it would lead to defeat.” He glanced at Logine on
Cunningham’s left, the man looked embarrassed.
“Enough!” barked Cunningham. “I’m in command here, not
you, Commander.”
“You have no say over the Legion. I will direct my forces to
victory and to accomplish my mission. If you wish to hand over
your estate to the Champignons, that is your business. Driving
them out of Yorq is mine. I have more than enough men to drive
them from the field.”
Barneky arrived with a squad of his roughnecks, men
personally selected by Barneky to be in a special combat
platoon. Each man had his light rifle at port arms.
“I am here to win and you’ve ruined our chance,” snarled
Cunningham.
“How is sacrificing your flank any way to win?” snapped
Barneky. “You cheap arrogant prick.”
“How dare you speak to me like that! Captain! Arrest that
man.”
Angus stepped in front of Barneky. “Colonel Barneky belongs
to the Legion and is no subject of yours or the Crown. If you
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have a complaint against him, bring it to me and I will
investigate. If I decide a punishment is warranted, the Legion
will carry it out. As I was standing here when he said it, I find
nothing wrong with what he said. I agree with him. Now, if
you’re done, I have a battle to win. You can either take your
forces and go, or you can retire from the field and hand over
command of your forces to Captain Logine. I will instruct him
on my battle plan.”
Cunningham’s face was red. “I will not be upstaged by
common rabble. My forces will lead us to victory. Captain
Logine. Tell Commander Angus and the exotics your plan. I will
see you when the battle is over.” He jerked his reigns and pulled
his horse to the right. He and his guard rode in front of the
Legion formation back up the hill.
“Well, Captain, would you like to hear my plan?” said Angus
to Logine.

“S

OUND BATTALIONS ONE AND two to form battle
lines,” Angus said to Mickelson.
As they marched, the battalions shifted from square formation
into lines three men deep. Angus let them go in front of him.
“Halt,” said Angus when they were within a hundred yards of
the Champignon forces, leaving them out of the effective range
of the Champignon crossbowmen.
Wooden defenses guarded the Champignon line. Behind them,
roughly fifteen hundred armored infantry waited. Angus planned
to draw them out by harassing them with the light rifle. The light
rifle had an effective range of over a mile, the problem was
aiming. The weapon only had ineffective iron sights. Most
Legions didn’t use the rifle above ground, but Angus had
developed a formation that allowed him to mass his men’s fire.
The first rank of the battle line took up a prone position. The
second rank knelt. The third remained standing. The battle line
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stretched from one end of the battlefield to the other. Even
though his men couldn’t individually aim and expect to hit
something, firing as a group, they had a better chance.
“Fire!” cried Angus.
Mickelson sounded the order.
There was no auditory sign that anything was happening, but
after a few seconds, men on the Champignon side collapsed.
Angus had trained his men to fire in short five-second
intervals. This was enough time to burn through most armor and
cause injury or death. The legionnaire would then lower his
weapon before raising it back up, waiting for the command to
fire.
“Fire!” yelled Angus. “Mickelson, signal fire at will.”
More Champignon infantry fell, causing confusion among the
leader. Angus was sure none had ever seen the light rifle. It
wouldn’t take long before the Champignons understood that
whatever the legionnaires were doing was causing men to die.
A chevalier commander stopped in front of the Champignon
line when a beam struck him. The strike didn’t kill him, but it
wounded him and let him understand what was happening. He
raised his sword and pointed at the Legion. The Champignon
infantry poured out from behind their defenses and charged the
Legion firing lines.
Angus waited until all the enemy infantry were on the field
before ordering, “Cease fire! Battalions three and four attack.
Battalions one and two recover, draw melee arms, and attack!”
The Arconians led the charge as battalions three and four
crashed down on the middle of the Champignon line penetrating
deeply. They were followed by Cunningham’s own forces led by
Logine. To add to the confusion, Cunningham’s knights, divided
into two groups, attacked the flanks.
The Champignon center could not hold and their line was
divided into two. Each section being attacked on three sides.
Some Champignons broke and ran, the rest threw down their
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arms. Angus let Logine receive the Champignon commander’s
sword and they started the grueling task of cleaning up the
battlefield.

A

NGUS SAT AT HIS camp table, typing out his report on
the red projected keyboard from Arcom sitting in front of
him. The device was a small computer that he wore on his wrist.
He’d had it since leaving the colony ship. The report was his
observations and achievements during the day’s battle. The
Legion documented everything it did, saw, and heard. The
information was put into computers that looked for military,
political, economic, and social trends. With that information, the
Legion could take whatever action it deemed necessary to get the
outcome it wanted.
“Commander,” called Mickelson from outside the tent.
“Yes?”
“King James requests your presence at his tent at your earliest
convenience.”
“Alright. Send a runner and tell His Majesty I will be there
shortly.”
Angus stood and pushed the stool he sat on under the table.
He strapped the Arcom to his arm and went to his bed. The bed
was one of the few luxuries he allowed himself. It was
moderately sized with pillows and plush blankets. Not that he
needed to sleep often. His body contained nanites, special nanomachines, that regulated his body’s biochemistry and systems.
One benefit was not needing to sleep but once a week. Another
was the ability to heal at an accelerated rate.
From the bed he picked up his uniform jacket and slipped it on
over his shirt. After strapping on his belt, he went to a corner of
the tent and combed his hair and beard. He’d leave his arms and
armor here. Unlike the men of Yorq, he didn’t judge his
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masculinity with his skill with a sword. Angus had been
wielding a sword much longer than these men had been alive.
As a finishing touch, he took his Chain of Command from
under his shirt and displayed it prominently over his jacket.
Satisfied he looked the part of Legion Commander, he exited his
Nylon tent into the cooling evening air.
Angus walked by the row of Legion tents, all smaller than his,
informally inspecting the camp and the men. From the laughter
and loud voices, the victory today had raised morale. There had
been some worry that the Champignons would challenge the
Legion’s might, but that fear had been put to rest.
The King’s camp was in stark contrast to the Legion. The
Legion had all the best modern equipment supplied by secret
Legion supply depots underground. The Legion’s needs were fed
into a computer and the supply depot’s machines made what they
needed by a process of material printing. This worked for many
things, but there were some complex components that couldn’t
be made by the machines and the knowledge of how to make
them had been lost in the War of Cleansing. A stupid war that
had set Angus’ Project Omega back five millennia.
Angus approached a large canvas tent with banners flapping in
the evening breeze. The flaps to the tent were pulled back,
revealing King James sitting on a campstool as his abbreviated
war court gathered around him. To one side was Duke
Cunningham. Captain Logine stood to one side, his arm in a
sling. Angus wasn’t aware the man had been injured, but
Cunningham’s forces had left the battlefield in a hurry.
Apparently, to spread word of their lord’s victory.
“As we proved today, Your Highness, the Champignons are no
match for my forces,” said Cunningham. “I spotted their
weakness and exploited it swiftly to bring us an easy victory. We
lost a mere two hundred men, most of them exotics. Expendable
rubbish. We’ll crush the invaders in short order.”
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“And what was their weakness, my lord?” said Angus as he
entered the tent. “We surprised the Champignons today, we
won’t have that advantage again. It’s not wise to judge the
outcome of a war by the outcome of a single battle.”
“Commander Angus,” said King James. “As usual, your
words are wise. I will not underestimate the Champignons. This
was not their main force. Scouts have discovered three columns
marching into Yorq. I understand Duke Cunningham’s men
made your day easy.”
Angus raised an eyebrow. “Yes, Duke Cunningham’s plan was
a masterstroke in true military strategy. Like a snared fox, he
gnawed off his own leg to save himself. Captain Logine is the
true hero of the day, he showed that a three-legged fox has bite.”
James bowed his head at Logine. “High praise indeed, Captain
Logine.”
“I was unaware you were injured, Captain. Stop by my tent
and I will have one of my medics look at you.”
“He will be fine,” said Cunningham. “Captain Logine has
already been seen by our best surgeon.”
“At least come get an antibiotic. Conditions like these are rife
with infection.”
“Yes,” said James, “You should be seen by the Legion. They
have attended to me and my court on occasion when my best
healers couldn’t provide a cure.”
“Thank you, Your Highness, Commander. If I find the time I
will,” said Logine looking like he was stepping into a bear trap.
“I’ll command it,” said James. “I can’t afford to lose my best
officers to sickness. A short visit to the Legion is better than
weeks with a fever.”
Angus glanced at Cunningham and kept his face rigid.
Cunningham was red and chewing on his lower lip.
“Commander Angus, I’m so glad you could join us,” said
James. “I wanted your opinion on our current strategic
situation.”
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A path opened in the men who made up the court. A map was
spread on a table. Red markers denoted Yorqian troops. Some
blue chips formed three columns coming from Champignon.
“I don’t know how long Philippe has been planning this, but
he must be committing all his forces. I fear he has more men
than I do.”
“I still have three thousand legionnaires below ground.”
“Yes, and I know one is worth more than three, but I’m afraid
Philippe is sending almost forty thousand men.”
Angus stroked his beard. From his reports Yorq only had
twenty-two thousand men spread around the region. Even with
favorable terrain and the Legion it would be costly, if not
impossible to throw them out. But, the Yorqians could trade
space for time. The longer Champignon wagon trains had to
travel the harder it would be to keep their forces going. Two
columns looked to be headed for New London, the capital of
Yorq. If Champignon captured the city the war would be over.
Champignon could resupply by sea. The other column looked to
be moving toward Leedings. Another port city and second
largest in Yorq. Champignon’s commanders weren’t stupid. Yorq
couldn’t defend both. Unless…James is young and progressive.
He’s just beginning to mold his region into his own and might be
open to a unique solution.
“It is a serious situation, Your Highness. The Champignons
are forcing us to defend two key locations at once. The only
good news is: they have to cross the region to do it. If it were
me, I would fortify New London for a long siege and take the
bulk of my forces against those moving south.”
“We don’t have enough men to do that,” snarled Cunningham.
“Not enough men, but you do have enough if you conscript
women to fight.”
“You must be joking. Women can’t fight!”
“In sister Legions, women do fight and they do it with
distinction, bravery, and honor. A woman is not as strong as a
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man, but what they lack in strength they can make up for in
finesse. I would conscript women if I could find some trained.”
Angus crossed his arms and glared.
James stroked his beard as he studied the map. “He’s right. We
can’t win, otherwise. We’ll have to delay the southern column
until we have time to train up the women, but it can be done.”
“Your Highness, what will they do? Chase the Champignons
with brooms?” said Cunningham.
“No,” said Angus. “A crossbow is quick to learn. Teach them
basic sword forms. They can wield axes and spears. We must
start immediately if we are to succeed.”
“I will dispatch an increase in arms and armor from The
Forges,” said James. “We will find every able-bodied woman
and have her join our ranks.”
“This will doom us,” said Cunningham.
“A blade wielded by a woman is just as effective as if wielded
by a man,” said Angus. “Same for an arrow and a bolt.”
“I agree,” said James. “I will not surrender Yorq without a
fight, even if I have to have women fight for me. Champignon
has women in their ranks, why not us?”
“Commander Angus?”
Angus looked up from his Arcom. “Ah, Captain Logine, I’m
glad you could come. I’ll be out in a moment.”
Angus strapped on his Arcom and put on his jacket. He
unzipped his tent and found the young captain waiting for him.
“What happened, Captain? Follow me. We’ll get you patched up
in no time.”
“A lucky strike from a halberd pike struck me between by
plates and punctured my mail. The surgeon said my elbow might
never work right again.”
“Well, you’ve come to the right place. My medics can heal
most battlefield injuries. I would hate to send you home to the
mistress with an injury that could easily be healed.”
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“You are most kind, Commander. Unfortunately, no one is
waiting for me when this is over.”
Angus raised an eyebrow. Logine was a tall, good-looking
man that should attract the attention of many of the young ladies.
“I’m sorry to hear that. Is his lordship Duke Cunningham
hoarding them all?”
Logine laughed. “No. I’m finding it hard to find the right girl.
They’re all the same. I want someone unlike the rest. Someone
who will constantly surprise me.”
“If I find such a girl, I will send her your way.”
“…If you don’t keep her for yourself.”
Angus laughed. “I’m married to the Legion, Captain. My
mistress is demanding, as she is beautiful. I’m impressed with
your ability to adapt to changes on the battlefield. It is a great
quality in a field commander.”
“Your praise is most gracious, Commander. To be honest, my
lord’s plan was not very good. We had more cavalry and should
have met theirs on the field. The exotics are excellent shock
troops and could have led the charge.”
“I was unaware of the abilities of the Arconians. I was
impressed with what I observed today.”
“Yes, Commander. If they continue to fight like they do and
take such few casualties, they will be more than worth their
price.”
“I can see them becoming an integral part of your forces. Ah,
here we are.” Angus pulled back the flap of a large tent. Inside
men lay on cots, in the corner was a circular platform with blue
light around the base. Legionnaires with white coats over their
uniforms attended those on the cots. “Doctor Husser!”
A tall, lanky man in a white coat came over. “Yes,
Commander? I’d like to report all those we were unable to treat
here were sent back to Outpost Eleven. Those here will make a
full recovery over the next several days. We had fifty-four dead,
officially.”
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“Thank you, Doctor. That’s good to hear we’ll lose so few. I
have with me Captain Logine, commander of Duke
Cunningham’s forces. He sustained an injury to his elbow and
I’d like it to be treated.”
“Of course, Commander. Follow me, Captain.”
Angus followed the pair to a corner behind a privacy screen.
“Let’s have a look at you, Captain,” said Husser. He undid the
sling and the bloody bandage, laying them on a stainless steel
tray. Husser made a tut-tut sound. “It’ll never do any good over
the clothes.”
Angus smiled. His doctors and medics spent a year or more
training at LCom, where they learned advanced medicine and
how to work the medical equipment. He retrieved Logine’s
bandage and put it in his pocket. “Let me know when you’re
done, Captain.”
“Yes, Commander.”
Angus left the medical tent and returned to his tent. He zipped
the door shut for privacy and took out the bandage and laid it on
the table. From his belt, he took a biometric scanner. He cut out a
piece of the bloody part of the bandage and placed it in the
scanner. His Arcom beeped after a few moments. He pulled back
his sleeve so he could see the screen.
“I’ll be damned.”
Logine contained more than half the mutant genetics required
for Project Omega.
“Computer, scan the database for possible matches.”
«Yes, Dave,» said his Arcom. «No direct biological matches.»
Angus stroked his beard. He had never found someone with so
much of the puzzle, but it still wasn’t enough. Omega, you
cunning bastard. I’ll get you yet. His genetic library went back
nine thousand years and contained millions of samples, but The
Mass, at its peak, contained thirteen billion people. People with
the right combination had to be out there. Or had those idiots
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wiped out a needed gene during their stupid war to eradicate the
vatborn? He may never know. All he could do was keep looking.
He opened his desk and took out a pair of scissors and a glass
vial. He cut a large piece of bloody bandage and put it in the
vial. This was now his prize sample. He knew he needed the
proper genes and he was missing at least one. What he didn’t
know was if he could engineer a human with the proper genes or
if the genes needed to be in a specific order. Or do they take care
of that themselves? He could easily grow his own humans, but
what would be the point since he didn’t know where Omega
was. Ten thousand years of searching had led him to pieces of
the colony ship, but nothing gave him Omega’s location. By the
process of elimination, he was in Yorq looking for the renegade
AI. He would have his revenge on Omega and use it to control
the colony ship and rule the world.
“Commander Angus?”
Lady Rose. Angus put his scissors and vial away and covered
up his Arcom. He unzipped the tent. Lady Rose waited wearing
a plaid skirt, a simple workman’s shirt, leather shoes with wool
socks, and her swords.
“Lady Rose. What a wonderful surprise.”
“I hope I’m not bothering you, Commander.”
“No, of course not. Just writing down my thoughts on today’s
battle. Reporting to LCom is a full-time task,” Angus laughed
lightly. “Do come in. I’m afraid I only have the stool, but the bed
is comfortable.” He took a seat on the stool leaving Lady Rose
with only the bed.
She sat, pushing her hands into the soft blankets. “It’s very
nice. A far cry from sleeping on the ground.”
“As commander I’m afforded some luxuries. I try not to abuse
my position, but when you’re as old as I am, a nice bed is hard to
beat.”
“You don’t look old at all.”
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Angus grinned. “The Legion’s training regime leaves one
looking fit and young.”
“The Legion is a marvel.”
“Our equipment is unique and not seen by most people.”
“It looks much better than sleeping on the ground.” Lady Rose
patted the bed. “I’ve forgotten when was the last time I slept in a
bed.”
Angus smiled. “Your welcome in mine anytime.”
Lady Rose raised an eyebrow. “I might take you up on it.”
“So, what brings you to see me?”
Lady Rose sat up straight and raised her chin. “I wanted to say
thank you for coming to our aid this morning. I was afraid we
were in a tight spot. My warriors are brave and fight with honor,
but even I know our limits.”
“Cunningham is a fool who doesn’t understand a battlefield.
To be fair, my mission is to see the Champignons thrown out of
Yorq and I will do what is required to meet that objective. But I
am also human and trading coin for lives is barbaric.”
Lady Rose laughed. “Cunningham calls us the barbarians. But
we have signed a contract and we will honor it…” Her face fell.
“Or die trying.”
“You don’t believe that?”
“I do. That is the problem. I’ve been fighting since I was a
child and I grow tired of burying my friends and countrymen.”
Angus’ smiled faded. “I understand. Leadership is heavy. In
our profession blood is the currency, and it’s our job to spend it
like we’re wealthy.” Angus moved to the bed and put his arm
around Lady Rose. “When we’re surrounded by death like we
are, it’s important to remember life and what life is about.”
Lady Rose leaned her head against Angus’ shoulder. “I have
forgotten life. Everything is death. All I’ve done is fight and I
don’t want to anymore. I don’t think my countrymen will
understand. I’m supposed to represent Arcone’s fighting spirit. Is
that wrong of me not to want to fight anymore?”
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“It is completely human. You are human. I—”
“You are the first to consider me human. To them, I am
supposed to be an unconquerable raging spirit. I would give
anything to be treated like a human, even for a night. Is that too
much to ask?”
“No, of course not. We all need an escape from our stress.
Here, I don’t have much, but food is a good start.”
Angus went to a carton next to his desk and pulled two
packages out. He popped an ampule on the side igniting a heater.
He tore off the top and pulled a spoon out of a side pouch. He
offered it to Lady Rose.
“The stew is quite good. But what makes these worth their
weight in gold are these.” From a pouch he removed a package
of chocolate candy pieces. He opened it and poured some into
Lady Rose’s hand.
She tried one and her face lit. “These are wonderful. What are
they?”
“M&M’s. They’re a wonderful treat that you can only get in
the Legion.”
“Commander, I’m beginning to think you’re trying to recruit
me.”
“I can at least make your troubles go away for the night.”
Angus woke up and gently removed his arm from around
Lady Rose. He rolled out of bed and picked up the condom off
the tent’s floor. He took it to his desk and withdrew a cotton
swab from the drawer, swabbed the outside of the condom and
then put it into the scanner. His Arcom under his jacket on the
desk beeped. He picked it up and hit the silent button. His jaw
dropped. Lady Rose contained more than half the required
genes, including three not seen since the war and one not seen at
all. The computer also noted she contained genes from Megan
Mackay, the Chief Science Officer on the colony ship.
Is that where that bitch disappeared to? Is Arcone her doing?
She always liked her fantasy novels. Megan was also a known
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associate of Omega. Maybe she knows where it is. Is the old bat
still alive?
Angus commanded his Arcom to run the genetic analysis.
«One direct match. Priatt Logine of Yorq and Marie Mackay
of Arcone. Probability of producing the correct genetic
sequence, twenty-five percent.»
That was as high a percentage as he was going to get. Much
higher odds than if he had to construct a human and guess at the
right combination.
“Angus?” Lady Rose called softly.
Angus shut off the Arcom. “Yes, Marie? I’m just taking care
of some Legion business. It’s a never-ending task.”
“The Legion has marvels beyond imagination. It must be
wonderful.”
“Technology brings luxury but is its own trap. There are many
times I wish for the simple life.”
“The simple life is hard and dirty. I think you’re just missing
something to make your life complete.”
Angus raised an eyebrow. “And what am I missing?”
“Me. Let me join you. I will make your life complete.”
Angus smiled politely. “Unfortunately, the Legion doesn’t
permit me to take a wife. My Legion is my bride and I am
forever to be loyal. What is bothering you, Marie? A woman like
yourself doesn’t throw herself at a potential suitor.”
Lady Rose sat up, pulling the blanket and sheet around her. “I
—I’m sorry, Angus. I don’t mean to dump my troubles on you.”
“I offer a compassionate ear. There may even be something I
can do to help.”
“I—I am tired of war. It’s all I’ve ever known and I can take it
no longer. My heart withers under the strain of command and the
weight of the fallen. It seems all I do is send my countrymen to
the Crushing Depths. I want to experience life. Have children
and a home. If I never picked up a sword again, it would be a
blessing.”
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Angus stroked his beard. “As much as it pains me to say this, I
am not the man for you. But I give sympathy to your plight. War
takes its toll on the dead and especially the living. But I may
know a way out for you.”
“What? I’ll do anything.”
“I know a man who is looking for a wife. Someone special,
not like the rest. I can introduce you if you wish?”
“I would be in your debt. Who is this man? Have I met him?”
“You have. It’s Captain Logine. He is looking to marry, but
the women of Yorq do not interest him. He is a knight
commander and has a house in White Sands.”
“I would be most grateful if you could arrange a meeting.”
Angus smiled broadly as his eyes sparkled. “I would be happy
to.” And with a bit of luck, in twenty years, I will have the body I
need and Omega will be mine.
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