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They are an army unlike any other,

traveling the stars and

looking for their new home.

Change has happened within them

They are Necromancers,

worshipers of the Dead.

Desiring nothing more than a glorious death.
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Chapter 1
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The President was sitting in his main office, thinking of how messed up Earth was. He had gotten into politics to try to make the planet a better place. David recalled when he’d first met Lord Marshal. He’d been on the campaign trail. He was known to be someone who tried to keep his word no matter what. Getting up he went to stretch and went outside for a breath of fresh air. Looking at the sky and wishing he had been able to travel the stars with the Necromancers. His last encounter with Lord Marshal provided him the knowledge that he was needed here. Lord Marshal had assured him they would be close by. He was given a small lapel pin so he could contact Lord Marshal for help if needed. David wanted to get the hell off this messed up world and had no way to do it unless he had the Lord Marshal was close and willing to take him with them.

The President wondered if they were close and then a knock on the office door got his attention. Returning to the office he found that there was a small cube on the desk. He took it into the bathroom and shut the door. Carefully opening it he saw the message, ‘We are always nearby due to the prophecy that is close at hand.’ He didn’t know what prophecy that the Lord Marshal spoke of but it was a comfort. Sealing the cube back up he went out into the office.

It gave the President a calm feeling, knowing that they were nearby somehow was more comforting. The knowledge of understanding that a species more advanced watched over them, allowing Earth to deal with things in their own strange way, brought him a sense of peace. It was a calming feeling with all the hell his life had been as of late.

One of his aides entered. “Sir, I have the budgets for the next year.” He placed the two documents on the Presidents desk. He waited for a moment then went to leave. The aide was clearly concerned about something as he was fidgeting with his wedding band. It was one of his habits that David knew all too well.

“Wait a second Steve, what is it? I can tell you have a serious concern. I can hear it in your voice. That and you are playing with your wedding ring.” David said. He trusted few and knew that if Steve had something on his mind he would speak it when asked about it.

Steve continued to fiddle with his wedding band, rolling it back and forth on his finger. “Sir, you know that I am an accountant as well, and I would like to be able to see some of this. The weight of it worries me.” 

“Steve it’s me, David, I trust you and that is why I brought you on. Let’s look at them shall we? I could use your assistance and insight. Trust me, I have more than enough challenges including dealing with the budget. I’ve already started the paperwork to get your security clearance upgraded.”

The two men sat and began to go over the regular budget. Both could see that Senators were trying to get tax breaks for their friends and make the lower class pay for it. They started making notes to where things could and needed to be changed. The fact that the Senators were trying to take medical away from the middle and lower class people, made both of them angry. They were both swearing softly under their breaths at some of the stuff they saw. Also the Senators wanted to give tax cuts to the larger companies when they wouldn’t even pay the workers a decent livable wage so people could make ends meet without the sacrifices they currently had to do in order to live. People should be able to pay the rent, get food and medication if they need it. They should also be able to have some savings that they can use to be able to take a break when needed. The notes that they made showed how the corporations would have to make in order to make things work better. 

An ornate clock began to chime. It went six times and the President looked at the clock. “Steve, go ahead and go home. I am going to keep working on this.” The President realized it was 6:00 pm and dinner time. “Tell your wife that I am sorry for keeping you so late tonight.”

The President needed time alone to try and figure this mess out. He felt that there was too much being hidden from him. Looking at the budget that he had, there were too many questions. Questions he needed the answers to. There was over a page of notes alone that needed digging. The people in the Congress were supposed to represent the people and instead they seem to want to enrich themselves and their friends. So many things didn’t add up. Seventeen and a half billion in military black budget projects. Ten billion in black budget projects for the NSA and CIA combined. He needed more information. Information from outside the normal scope to get the raw data that he wanted. There was only one group of people he could think of that would have the ability to get the information ... the Necromancers. The Lord Marshal and his people were better at hiding their digital footprint better than even the best hackers. They had been willing to help before and knowing that they were close gave him a tiny bit of hope.

Congress had never known of them. They looked like everyone else but they had the skills to get the job done. They’d been able to hide their tracks on the last job so well that the government still didn’t know of the breach. The Necromancers had been so efficient with the information dig that they had helped get three Senators kicked out of Congress and arrested for major criminal offenses. The former Senators were currently doing time in Federal prisons. They would be there for a long time with the amount and types of crimes they were in for.

The President went to the balcony and took a breath. A small transmitter under his collar that would send the message to them. He pushed the button to activate the transmitter. “I know that you are close, Lord Marshal. I need your peoples’ help urgently. I am willing to make a deal if you can assist me.” He lowered his voice and spoke softly. “Things are getting out of control here on Earth, and I beg you for assistance.”

There was a slight hum from the cube. It could barely be heard, unless you knew what to listen for. David went over and looked at it. A single text message admitting from the cube on his desk, “7:45pm your office.” The message had been heard and received. They would be here. The President sighed a breath of relief. There was a second hum from the cube. A second message appeared. “More than your challenge to talk about. Urgent to your planet’s survival. The Prophecy is close at hand.” That was interesting and a bit terrifying. The Lord Marshal wasn’t known for chit-chat. The fact that he mentioned the planet’s survival made things that much more chilling for him. He shivered at the threat and began to wonder if he had made the right decision. 

Why would the planet’s survival be something that the Lord Marshal would want to talk about? Did he know or plan to do something that would cause damage to the planet, or something to protect it? The cube was a way to translate their text conversation into a regular conversation that could be read but it gave no answers. The cube was a simple way for communication with the distance between the two of them. The President didn’t want to push for answers, but at the same time wanted to know what the threat was to the Earth.

***
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The President was in his office at the time of the meeting. His wife knew that he had a lot on his mind and that he was working on the budget. She also knew that he was frustrated with the way things were going. David had a trusted few guards and they had been notified. They would handle security for the meeting. Those that were privy to the Necromancers existence were on alert that the Lord Marshal was coming. They didn’t need to know why, just that there was something of importance that they needed to talk about. Regrettably, the President didn’t trust the rest of the security detail other than the few guards that had already been notified, which was a problem. There was too much happening that he didn’t know or understand. He was hoping that the Lord Marshal could help. 

There was a knock on the door and the President stood. In walked three people and the Security Service sealed the door. The man with midnight black hair, pale skin and golden eyes moved with an animal grace. The Lord Marshal always had an animal grace about him. The distance between the doors and the desk seemed to be covered within a few steps. In fact the distance was about 45 feet from the door to the desk. They sat down in total silence. 

The Lord Marshal with his midnight black hair, pale skin and golden eyes spoke. “Mr. President, you asked for help, we need some in return,” the Lord Marshal acknowledged. He had what appeared to be a document packet in his hand. 

“What do you need our assistance with?” asked the Lord Marshal. In turn he asked his second in command, Reyes, to take notes in a battle language that David, didn’t understand.

David took a deep breath and looked down. “Congress has put together a budget. They have it broken it down to the regular and the ‘black’ budget. The black budget has all the secret things that the NSA/CIA and FBI want to do and I don’t feel comfortable with the amount that they are asking for. There is a major jump in the funds. I need someone with the ability to find the real reason for some of the requests that are in it. As you know I ran for office on a platform of truth and transparency, so I need some answers. Some of the stuff is easy to see due to the fact that there members of congress that want to give their buddies tax cuts while making the lower class suffer in the process. That bothers me in many ways.” 

David got himself some water and handed a bottle to both the Lord Marshal and Reyes. They each drank about half of the water. “There are two areas that worry me. Both are listed as ‘black budget’ items. I need to know if your computer people can help me find out what they want so much money for. I don’t entirely trust my people. There is more going on and I don’t feel safe trying to dig or have my people dig. Something is going on. I can feel it.”

“However every time I try to get close to the answers the more evasive the situation becomes. I can’t get to the bottom of it.”

“Is it how much are they asking for that worries you?” Reyes asked. Being the second in command of the fleet he would be the person who was running the data collection process. He was also the personal confidant to the Lord Marshal. 

“A total of 27.5 billion dollars. The offices that are requesting it are the NSA/CIA and the military. I know you have tried to leave us to evolve in a way that is normal for humans, but this feels so very wrong. I am trying to improve this country, yet this request of funds tells me I need to know more. It seems like they want to push for a conflict and I am trying to prevent that.” David was frustrated, squeezing the water bottle harder than normal. Realizing his temper was getting out of control, David took a deep breath. “I do apologize for asking this of you, however I’m unsure who else to trust with this. I have a feeling there is a security risk that I am not sure I can control. Anything you can do to help is greatly appreciated,” The President handed a copy of the budget to Reyes.

“Reyes, do you have the information we need to get into the systems? We’ll have to hide our digital footprint again. Get a team together and normal documentation style. Also I want ears on the internet chatter. If there is a risk I want to know it.” 

“Yes my lord.” 

The President paused a moment. “You said that you needed some assistance from me. How can I help you?” The Lord Marshal handed him a photo and waited. The President looked at the image, a young lady that was somehow familiar. He had seen her before, but he couldn’t remember where. She was beautiful in the picture. He also had the black budget book on his desk. He had a feeling that there was more to be found due to this young woman. There was also a threat file on something called ‘The Enlightened ones’. Could that be the threat that the Lord Marshal had been mentioning in their communication earlier? Lord Marshal didn’t mention there had been a threat to the planet.
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