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CHAPTER ONE

MARTIN LEONIDAS
FIVE WEEKS, SIX DAYS POST DECLARATION OF WAR
JANUARY 27, 2575

They were no longer children in appearance or action. If they ever were.

Her name was Eirene Leonidas.

She stood two inches shorter than her elven mother’s five foot eight frame, and weighed in at only one
hundred and seventeen pounds, but every part of her was womanly curves and head turning beauty. Her bright
golden hair, falling almost to the middle of her back, was tied into a single pony tail with a simple leather tie.
The exceptionally tight, dark gray color workout clothes she wore did absolutely nothing to hide the tempting
curves of her lithe, tanned half elven half Lycavorian body, and she was not in the least bit shy about showing
what she had. It was a trait that the vast majority of Lycavorians embraced. They were unafraid to show their
sexuality in the way they dressed, acted and talked. It was a trait that was shared by the elves who were born
and raised on Earth and it was a cultural oddity that was quickly gaining vast popularity on the elven
homeworld of Elear and many of their colony worlds. Her breasts were extremely firm, topped with small but
pert nipples. Her flat abdomen was tightly muscled and her waist narrow. The dark gray knee high pants
conformed to her supple, yet maddeningly taut ass cheeks and long, power packed legs. She was barefoot on the
training mat as she snapped her right foot forward with confidence and incredible power. Strength that was
packed into her half elf, half Lycavorian body, granting her increased speed and additional physical power over
normal elves and even some Lycavorians. Eirene’s dark brown eyes, exact duplications of For'mya’s intense
dark orbs, were determined and alert and focused. She had her mother’s high cheekbones and luscious soft, thin
lips, but most surprisingly to those that saw her was the fact that her face bore the resemblance of her mother
but also the man who stood in front of her. A man who was watching her movements intently. A man who was
more a father to her and her twin brother Fedor than anyone could possibly imagine. A commanding man whose
Mindvoice essence filled her just as much as her beloved mother and the one who was her brother.

Eirene’s confident movements matched exactly the graceful movements of the six foot one,
exceptionally muscled young man to her left.

Her beloved twin brother Fedor Leonidas.

Fedor was dressed only in loose fitting workout pants similar to the man in front of them. His darker
golden blond hair was cut short with his hair spiking to the middle of his head in a unique style he liked. His
broad, tanned chest and thick arms bore semblance to the exquisitely muscled man in front of them. Fedor’s
abdomen rippled with superb definition, the “V” cut of his back nearly matching that of their instructor. Their
tanned skin was slick with sweat from the grueling intensity of their work out, but neither of them would have it
any other way, and this pleased the man in front of them.

That they were brother and sister was obvious to even a casual observer. That they were fraternal twins
only required a simple question to be asked for them to begin their rant. Neither of them was shy about the
other, nor were they the least bit hesitant about bragging in relation to each other, though Fedor seemed to be
the more reserved of the duo. Since their accelerated birth only six weeks ago they had never been apart and
while this had been mostly because of the distinct circumstances surrounding their birth, it had instilled in both
of them the love of paternal twins. Their accelerated growth, caused by the drugs injected into their mother, also
had a side effect of making them much more attuned to each other. When Andro touched them within
Mindvoice he unknowingly amplified this sensation two fold, as well as bestowing awareness of life and their
surroundings to them while they were still in their mother’s womb. They now did nearly everything together,
whether it was instruction with one of the six women they called mother, or the man they called “Father of their
Hearts”. And they were never very far from the two they called Bonded Brother. Kdan and Dnom had grown
fast as well and in the nearly six weeks since they had hatched they had grown close to fifteen feet long and
almost the same in height when they stood on their hind legs. While this was unusual for dragons, Arzoal had
said it was not unheard of. They were filling out into rather muscular Firespitter dragons with near identical
light green scales. At the moment they were undergoing just as strenuous and demanding a training regime with
Torma and Aurith in the ARC ROYAL 'S port landing bay.



Eirene and Fedor Leonidas’s movements were fluid and precise as they completed the turn and front
kick motion, Fedor’s leg going much higher than his shorter sister. The music that played in the background
was their instructor’s idea and it was very loud and carried with it a thythmic balance that flowed with their
movements. Eirene and Fedor Leonidas had decided together to go against their mother in the first and only act
of defiance of their parent’s wishes. Well... more five of their six mothers really. They had done it to honor the
man who they called father without hesitation or doubt. They convinced Pablo Gomez, a very talented tattoo
artist from Martin’s SEAL Team, to decorate their bodies with his art. When they had done this, For'mya finally
decided to stop trying to control what they did to protect them and allow them to grow as she had Arrarn and
Bryon. Fedor now sported a large black and red cross like image on his upper right arm and an ancient Chinese
symbol that meant Honor on his upper left arm. Eirene had the image of a sun setting over a black ocean
tattooed at the small of her back. Both had been inspired because of the tattoos adorning the body of the man
they called father and the elf female they called mother. Dysea Leonidas was the only one of Martin’s Queens
to have tattoos and she considered them superb pieces of work and the symbolism of the designs quite
meaningful. Martin also approved of them and this pleased both Fedor and Eirene and quickly caused For'mya
to turn her mild anger on Martin. That anger didn’t last long Fedor and Eirene knew, for they had stood and
watched as the Father of their Hearts simply touched For'mya with his aura of love and she could not stay mad
at him for more than a few seconds before she was melting into his embrace.

Martin watched as they both turned slightly after executing the front kick and then thrust their hands
forward as if executing a double chest strike. It was a technique that he had seen only one other person execute
with enough force to shatter ribs and that was Androcles. He nodded his head approvingly, knowing that his
oldest son had passed to them quite a bit of his fighting style, believing they would need it. Martin knew
Androcles was one of the most lethal hand-to-hand fighters he had ever known, not only because Martin himself
had taught him almost everything he knew, but because he absorbed everything Danny and Nayeca and even
Lynwe had taught him as he was growing. What used to be called Kenpo, mixed with gutter fighting and Drow
training had made his son a most lethal combatant. As Fedor and Eirene executed this final ending move they
came to a halt in defensive positions with the knife edges of their hands facing forward and ready to strike once
more.

Martin nodded his head and stepped forward. He too wore just a pair of work out pants, his powerful
upper body decorated in the black flame tattoos he had gotten long ago and his Talon Guardian Brand above the
right side of his pectoral muscle. It was the branded talon of the long dead Dragon Elder and very first Talon
Guardian Gorath, a brand that signified his position as a Talon Guardian for the dragon species.

“Excellent!” He spoke as he moved to the panel on the wall and ended the music. He turned back to
them. “As strange as it may seem, dancing is almost identical to fighting. It uses the same muscle groups and
tones them in the same way. Use it when you can because it can turn the mundane into something interesting. |
see you have adapted some of what Androcles passed to you into your forms.”

“It... it came almost naturally MedwanGai.” Eirene spoke first calling him the name they had given him.
(Father Heart.)

Fedor nodded. “Like it was part of us.”

Martin moved up to them and nodded. Looking at them he could not help but be filled with the same
pride as he felt for his other children. That Eirene and Fedor were not his blood children never entered his mind
anymore. Yes they were his foul brother’s children, but Pusintin had been away from their people for so long
that he had forgotten how to pass on his Mindvoice essence to his children with a Lycavorian female, or one
who had been turned as For'mya had. The twins had reached for such an essence of their father within their
mother For'mya and instead Eirene and Fedor had found his essence burning ever so bright. He had been the
one to turn For'mya so long ago and because she was his mate, his Mindvoice essence resonated within For'mya
like a beacon of light, and this is what they had used and reached for. This is what had shaped them in those
first few hours after they had been conceived, and that resonance is what would shape them going into the
future. It is why they both looked more like For'mya and oddly like himself than they did his brother Pusintin.
The differences were not something you could notice instantly for they were subtle, but they were there
nonetheless. It was also something that pleased Martin to no end. When Pusintin did finally see them he would
be enraged to say the least.



“Your brother Androcles is one of the deadliest close quarters fighters that lives today. His style is
unique for he has combined several different techniques from those who instructed him.” Martin told them. “He
passed some of his basic knowledge to you because he knew you would need it. It gives me and your Uncle
Danny a solid base to build from like we have been doing. The learning never ends though... remember that.”

“It makes us feel powerful.” Fedor said with a smile.

Martin nodded his head. “Just remember Fedor, it does not make you indestructible and you should not
call on these skills unless they are necessary to defend yourselves or others.” He stated with an even voice. “We
are Spartans yes... but since the time of my father, we have never begun a fight out of anger or greed or the
desire to conquer. Our wolf nature sometimes drives us to... but our minds harness that urge. Always fight as a
last resort. Never seek conflict for that is what you will become known for, and then people will not respect
you. They will fear you... and that fear will lead to hate. That is what will ultimately destroy you.” He clasped
his hands behind his back. “You have Lycavorian blood and elven blood within both of you. It allows you to
harness the wild nature of one species and direct it with the calm nature of the other. Those of us who are true
purebloods sometimes have to struggle more to harness it, like your brothers Andro and Deni, but it should
come naturally to both of you.”

“I would never use my skills to hurt others MedwanGai.” Fedor spoke softly.

Martin smiled and reached up to place his hand on Fedor’s neck and squeeze. “I know that kefo.” He
spoke seeing Fedor’s eyes smile back at him. Martin directed them to the floor mat and all of them settled lotus
style to the mats. “As time passes both of you will come to discover what it is you are meant to do. What path
you are meant to walk.” He spoke to them. “But neither of you should wish for power or wealth or influence.
These things always corrupt and change you.” (Son)

“But don’t we... won’t we have that anyway MedwanGai?” Eirene asked. “Because of the name we
carry?”

“Yes you do.” Martin said. “And as you learn more you will see how the others in your family blend that
with who they are so as not to let it corrupt them.”

“We will always be your children though MedwanGai.” Eirene said.

Martin nodded with a smile. “Yes you will. Always. Nothing that happens will change that now.
Nothing. Ever. Your mothers and I will not allow it.”

“Why did it happen like this father?” Fedor asked softly. “We look like mother and some say like you
even more than him. That is not normal. Mother said it is because you are stronger. That you are the strongest
Alpha wolf within the Union. The entire galaxy!”

“Mother says your aura makes her melt.” Eirene spoke with a knowing glint in her eye.

Martin shook his head with a smile now. “No it’s not normal.” He took a breath. “I love your mother.
Just as intensely as I do all your mothers. She is the Voice of my Heart. Part of who [ am.”

“Your Kinsoaurgai.” Eirene said softly.

“Yes.” Martin said. “I was the one who turned your mother, so a part of me, a part of my essence will
always reside within her. In her blood, mixed with her own essence. When we as Lycavorians have children,
pureblood and turned wolves alike, our children instinctively reach for the Mindvoice and Etheric essence and
core that is their parents within a few hours of being conceived. He forgot that part of how our people influence
our children within the womb. He forgot that we can control it to a point. When you were conceived you
reached for that essence and you found your mother. You found me.”

“We do not look like him at all MedwanGai. So mother is right isn’t she? Your resonance is more
powerful.” Eirene asked.

Martin met her eyes and shook his head with a lopsided grin. “No you do not look like him.” He
answered her question with a modicum of pride. “Thankfully both of you got your mother’s looks. I'm uglier
than a hundred year old mole rat. And to answer your question Eirene, yes it would appear I am stronger.”

Eirene laughed. “I don’t think our mothers agree with that father.” She exclaimed.

“How did mother Aricia put it Eirene?” Fedor asked with a smile on his face now. “That MedwanGai is
the perfect specimen of a man and they love to eat him up.”

Eirene nodded with a chuckle. “Yes... that is what they said.”

Martin grinned as the faces and luscious bodies of his Queens flashed through his mind. “Well... let’s
hope they continue to think that for a lot of years. And I think the same about them.”



“You have never... you have never desired another woman MedwanGai. Outside of our
mothers?” He asked.

“Fedor you igord!” Eirene gasped. “That is none of our business!”

“I was only curious!” He defended himself.

Martin shook his head. “Never. Not since the day each of them came into my life and made me part of
who I am. Their Mindvoice and Etheric essence is part of me as [ am part of them. What I feel for them, all of
them, it comes from deep within me. I could not feel for another what I feel for them. I would be unable to find
any other attractive enough to pursue in that way even if I wanted too. And I most certainly do not.” He said
instantly. “Trust your instincts and your nose... but most of all trust your heart. Most of the time it will not let
you down. It hasn’t for me.”

“But not all of the time?” Eirene asked softly.

Martin smiled again as he shook his head. Martin had found in the last weeks that both of them were
always full of questions.

“No. Some people can mask their scents to a degree. Kavalians have this ability in a limited fashion, but
they are also like us in a way with enhanced senses. Their senses are not as acute because they do not know how
to process the myriad of smells they come across in their lifetimes. Your sense of smell will never be as acute as
a pureblood, but you are half wolf and you can train your elven senses to make up for that difference.” He spoke
reaching our to stroke Eirene’s two and a half inch pointed ear in the way a father would stroke her ear. She
leaned into his caress lovingly. “Your brother’s Arrarn and Resumar and your sister Normya have done this and
your brother Bryon is beginning to master the nuances as well. Never rush things. It will only lead to you
hurting yourself or others. You must master one skill before moving on to the next and it will make you
stronger. Patience. As you train with Kdan and Dnom, use the patience you master with them to train yourself in
other areas as well. When you finally meet your sisters Zarah and Carina they will tell you the same thing. They
had to learn patience as well. We all do.”

“Uncle Danny and Aunt Jules say you have not always been patient.” Fedor said with a smile.

Martin chuckled. “No I have not.” He answered. “But I also paid for those instances in pain and blood.”

“They said that too.” Eirene told him with a bright smile.

“Yes... and I’'m quite sure they used much more colorful metaphors to describe it as well.” He said.

Fedor and Eirene both laughed at that and nodded their heads. “Yes.” Eirene said.

Martin nodded. “Always remember you are a Leonidas. That blood flows within you as your mother’s
royal elven blood flows within you. The blood of the First Elven King. As your Pralor blood flows within you.”
He told them, meeting their attentive gaze. “Never forget that our blood and what it represents to others is what
makes them follow us. It makes them believe in us and themselves. When they are better... it makes us better.
When they honor us it make us honor them more. No matter what... try as hard as you can to never inflict harm
on innocents. People look to those with our blood to lead and as my father taught me...”

“Fight with your head...” Fedor spoke.

“But lead with your heart.” Eirene finished.

Martin smiled. “Yes.” He spoke.

“He will find us won’t he father?” Eirene asked softly after a moment.

Martin lifted his eyes to her and nodded his head. “Probably... yes.” He answered them honestly. “We
haven’t been able to determine how he found you the first time and it stands to reason he will do so again.”

“Mother Anja says it is probably something so simple we are not thinking about it the right way.” Fedor
spoke.

“More than likely. Your mother Anja is a brilliant doctor.” He told them. “The finest in the universe...
but she is not perfect. None of us are. And we can not think of everything. That is also something you will come
to discover.”

“Do you hate him father?” Eirene asked.

Martin met her gaze. “I don’t hate him... no. I don’t think so. I hate what he has done.” He answered.
“What he did to your mother... what he did to the both of you. I hate what he has done to our people. His
actions can never be forgiven. And he needs to be stopped.” He looked at them. “That is not something you
need to concern yourselves with at the moment.” He spoke getting to his feet. “We still have two hours before
your mothers return from the planet... and you need to get you history instruction with your mother Dysea in



before they come back.” He watched them rise up. “Same time tomorrow. We’ll continue with advanced
weapons training then.”

Fedor nodded his head and Eirene reached up on her toes to kiss his cheek. She turned quickly and took
Fedor’s hand before they both began to jog across the ARC ROYAL’S training gym.

[Why didn’t you tell them the truth brother?] Torma’s voice filled his mind from the landing bay. [Your
true feelings and intentions?]

[They do not need to know I hate him with every fiber of my being Torma. They do not need to know that
I will take his head from his shoulders for what he has done.] Martin spoke. [There has been enough hate to
begin their lives brother, they do not need more of it going forward.]

[Perhaps. But I believe they are stronger than you know my Bonded Brother.] Torma spoke with
wisdom. [Androcles did not just impart his some of his skills upon them. He gave them part of who he is.]

Martin nodded. /I know. And that is what frightens me.]

Martin held Anja with one arm and Aricia with the other as For'mya walked down the ramp of the
STRIKER DT IIA wearing her flight suit and laughing softly with Endith and Tina. There was a reason the three
of them were considered the finest flight crew within the Union. Their skills intermingled almost magically and
they knew what the other was thinking almost instantly. Four weeks For'mya had been back flying with them
and the happiness that gave to her could be seen in her face and eyes. And it made Endith and Tina
exceptionally happy as well. Endith was the more naturally gifted pilot, For'mya the more experienced and
tactically sound and Tina was a master engineer and excellent pilot herself. They meshed together like fingers
and gloves.

Martin watched her share a friendly kiss with both before moving towards where he stood with Anja and
Aricia. She stepped right up to him, Aricia's and Anja’s arms circling her waist and pulling her close to all of
them as For'mya and Martin shared a kiss of passion, devotion and love.

“Nothing useful I take it?”” He asked finally.

Anja shook her head. “Not at all. We were able to gather a hundred tons of fruits and vegetables that
were growing wild.” She answered. “lama was thrilled when we discovered the fruit patch. Once I cleared it
medically she had all of us eating something that tasted similar to an apple. You’ll like them.”

“She is proving to be invaluable Beloved.” Aricia spoke looking at him. “Her skill at cooking is
amazing... and she has a talent for making even the rations taste good. She is quick witted and far more
intelligent than we suspected the Kavalians allowed their females to become.”

“No doubts about her?” Martin asked knowing that because she was a Kavalian there were many among
the crew who still did not trust her.

Aricia looked at Anja and For'mya and then shook her head. “There are always doubts Martin, you know
this better than us. But none of us have detected anything remotely like a lie coming from her. She speaks
openly of her past without hesitation, though she does harbor an incredible amount of hate and anger at her
family for giving her to the biogenic process. She does worry that no man will want her now because of what
she was forced to do and that is why she has thrown herself into her cooking skills. No... I firmly believe she is
relishing the second chance on life she has now.”

“The Kavalians were training their biogenically altered females to do just what she is doing.” Martin
said. “To infiltrate and confuse. That is where the smarts come from. Resumar says they schooled them
mercilessly in many areas to give them more options as spies.”

Aricia nodded. “Yes. But she was being used as a common whore for the troops at that facility Beloved.
You saw and heard the same thing we did.”

“Lift the surveillance on her Marty.” Anja said to him softly. “She’s proven she is not our enemy, and if
we stop trusting our instincts where does that leave us? We are not like them and that is what makes us
different.”

“Kinsoaurgai?” Martin asked.

For'mya nodded. “I concur.” She said.

Martin nodded. “Consider it done.” He spoke.



For'mya looked around, her dark brown eyes searching. “Where are Eirene and Fedor?” She asked.

Martin motioned over to the other side of the massive landing bay and For'mya cut her eyes. She could
see them standing beside the large dragons Kdan and Dnom, their Bonded Ones. All of them were listening to
whatever Arzoal and Helen were imparting to them within Mindvoice. Kdan and Dnom were her grandsons and
Arzoal was taking a personal interest in their teachings and what they learned. She had spent most of her days
instructing the hatchlings that filled the port landing bay, many of them almost the same size as Kdan and Dnom
now. Arzoal believed their rapid growth had something to do with the amino acids that the drones were
providing to them in their eggs. She and Helen worked tirelessly with the hatchlings, devoting most of their
time to them.

For'mya smiled. “Good.” She said.

“Good?” Martin asked with a smile.

For'mya turned back to look at him. “They are beginning to fit in.” She said. “They no longer greet us
every morning and they are doing things on their own. They are making friends and that makes me very happy.”

Aricia smiled and leaned over to nuzzle her elven ear. “I told you Kinsoaurgai.” She said.

For'mya leaned into the nuzzle with a smile of her own and nodded. “I know.” She said. She looked at
Martin. “Can they come with us to Twelve Alpha Martin? It’s three days away and the experience could be goo
for them. They need to get off the ship.”

Martin nodded his head. “I don’t see why not.” He answered her. “Akemi says the indigenous humanoid
life signs are on the far side of the planet from where we will get the meat. According to Wayonn, who seems to
have found a niche working the sensors on the bridge if you ask Akemi, his extensive planetary scans have
determined they are a pre-light drive society.” He looked at Anja and Aricia. “Comparable to Earth during the
20™ century before they began to explore Mars and the other planets. Not exactly primitive... but not very
advanced either.”

“Humans?” Anja asked.

Martin shook his head. “More reptilian in outward appearance but very close. They are confined to the
southern continent it appears. We are going to the northern continent. That’s where the big beasts are. I saw a
picture of one of these things we’re going after and it looks damn close to a Wooly Mammoth from ancient
Earth.”

“What are we taking?” For'mya asked.

“Danny and I will put the finishing touches on the security team tonight, but lama says she will need at
least a hundred men and women to help her slice and dice the meat that Torma and the others bring to her.
Another hundred to load the KADENs. We’ll have thirty-six hours to gather as much as we can carry. If we get
enough, lama says she can make it last for two maybe three months at least.”

“As long as it is medically sound.” Anja said immediately.

Martin nodded. “Yep.”

“We should insure our footprint on the planet is well covered Beloved.” Aricia said. “This will be the
first planet we have landed on that has humanoid indigenous life.”

“Hey! Who handles the tactics around here?” He asked defensively.

Aricia grinned. “I’m just saying...”

Martin leaned over quickly and softly bit her ear lobe causing her to giggle in delight. For'mya looked
around once more. “Where are Bella and Cirith?” She asked. “And Melda Min?”

“Bella and Cirith should be on their way back with Miseo.” Martin answered. “They have spent the
entire day on DAYRIDER instructing the Monitors and those who have come forward to volunteer to be
trained.” DAYRIDER was the name of the ship Muton and his people had built. Half of the thirty-three Worker
Drones that had been discovered with the dragon eggs were now working on her all of the time. She was a solid
ship and the drones had begun tweaking her systems to make her even more efficient. “Wayonn caught Dysea
as she was coming down. He wanted to show her something in regards to a schooling program for the twins.”

“Schooling?” For'mya asked. “In what?”

“Andro passed more to them than we first thought.” Martin said. “It was his way of trying to insure they
and you survived in case we did not reach you it seems. Wayonn would like to develop a training regime aside
from what they are already doing. He seems to think that Andro may have affected them similar to what happen
with Zarah.”



“Etheric power?” Anja asked.

“In a manner of speaking. He wants to test them.” Martin said. “He’s going to discus it with all of us at
dinner. He wanted to run the organization part of it by Dysea first to make sure they were not overloaded.”

“What do you think Martin?”” For'mya asked him.

Martin shrugged his shoulders. “I say we hear what he has in mind. They have pretty full schedules right
now and trying to squeeze something else in may be more harmful than good.” He answered.

For'mya, Aricia and Anja nodded. Anja pulled them both away from Martin. “Come on.” She said.
“Let’s go change out of these field uniforms and get ready for dinner.”

Martin watched with dark brown eyes as they began walking across the bay, his eyes lingering on their
asses as they walked, Eirene’s words coming back into his mind. Even with her flight suit and their body armor,
Aricia, Anja and For'mya looked delicious.

[Pervert!] Anja called over her shoulder at him. [Stop looking at our asses!]

[Hey! If you got it... flaunt it!] Martin barked back. [And you ladies certainly have it! Yum... yum!]

[That is the best you can come up with?] For'mya asked without turning as they continued to walk.
[Yum. Yum?]

[I’ll show you my best tonight!] Martin snapped playfully.

[Promises... promises!] Aricia called as they all laughed softly and kept walking.

Martin caught the movement out of the corner of his eye and turned as Tony waved to him casually from
the back of the DT. He didn’t hesitate and made his way to the bottom of the ramp and he saw Tony standing
near the COM panel at the top of the ramp and Cody sitting on midway up the ramp, his P190A4 resting across
his knees.

“Master Chief?” Martin asked as he came up.

Tony motioned to the COM panel. “It’s Yuriko Skipper.” He said.

Martin moved up the ramp to stand in front of the screen where he saw the face of his adopted pureblood
vampire daughter Yuriko. Unknown to everyone but Andro, Danny and the members of his personal team and
Captain Akemi, Yuriko and OMEN THREE were tailing them by a full day, remaining under Shroud and
covering their rear. It had been a last minute decision by Martin and one he trusted fully with Yuriko. The crew
of her ship adored her, not only because of her name, but because she was truly a commander who cared for her
people. Of all his children, adopted or blood, Yuriko was the one he trusted the most behind Andro. She was the
most experienced and like his son, she had a darker streak to her that she could call on if it was necessary to
escape a situation they were in. If he was doing something on the ARC ROYAL when she called then Yuriko
would contact Tony or Danny directly.

“Yuriko?” He spoke warmly, smiling as he looked at her image.

“Tony said you were busy so I was going to fill him in but then he saw you were free.” She spoke.

“What do you have?”” Martin asked.

“We are clear.” She told him. “No sign of pursuit... but then again we are only scanning the current
sector we are in father. I think we are following too close. If Pusintin is following us then he will be very
cautious and not close within range of the ARC ROYAL ’s sensors. He will assume we have eyes and ears out in
the way of fighters and such. He would not know we do not have this luxury. He would remain as far back as
possible depending on how he is tracking mother.”

Martin shook his head. “He’s following us, bet on it, but their gear is not as advanced as ours you’re
right.” He told her. “I don’t want you dropping back more than five light years though Yuriko. No more. You
and OMEN THREE are too important to us and we have no idea what we could encounter out here. Akemi
would normally have RAPTOR s out doing what you are doing... so right now you are our eyes and eyes
outside this sector. ”

Yuriko nodded. “Very well. Five LY limit. I will order the adjusted course. We are cross decking our
sensor scans to the ARC ROYAL every hour via secure link. I’d like to start sprinting up to your group and
letting my people spend some time on the ARC ROYAL father. Civilian clothes so no one catches on easily, and
only in twos and threes.”

Martin nodded his head. “They can hang with The Master Chief and Team Twelve in their area. Less
chance that they will be noticed. No one goes down there.”



Cody chuckled and turned his head to look back up the ramp. “We seem to be these big bad warriors
that no one wants to get close to.” He said from his spot on the ramp. “Can’t figure out why though?”

Yuriko smiled from her ship. “Perhaps because you tend to kill everything before asking questions
Cody.” She said.

Cody turned his head and looked at her image. “Yeah... that could be it.” He said.

“Could be that you are just plain fugly!” Tony spat. “Ever think of that?”

“That hurts Master Chief.” Cody grinned at him.

“Yeah... my ass!” Tony grunted. “Insulting you is like trying to insult a rock.” He turned back to the
monitor. “We can set your people up Yuriko.” Tony spoke. “We got room for five more in our barracks and we
have our own mess and recreation area. We’ll watch out for them.” Tony looked at Martin. “That means lama
will see them Skipper. She skips down to the small mess lounge on that deck at different times to check stocks
and stuff.”

Martin nodded. “I’m going to talk to her but I don’t believe she is a threat of any kind. Aricia and the
others concur.”

Tony nodded. “Danny, Jules and I were talking about that as well. She seems genuine enough.”

“I’m lifting the surveillance on her.” Martin said. “She’s becoming valuable to everyone and it’s time
we began to trust her.”

“Father... why the secrecy with us?” Yuriko asked.

Martin met her gaze. “Laustinos could have influenced more people than we know.” He stated. “Andro
told me as much when we spoke last week. If by some chance one of them did manage to infiltrate Dreamland
and get involved in the Arizona Project and they are on this ship I don’t want to reveal all our cards.”

“That’s a big if father?” Yuriko said. “You know Uncle Ben is ruthless with his security at Dreamland.”

Martin nodded. “I know... but even Ben would say better safe than sorry. Until we finish the checks on
the crew this is how I want to play it.”

“We’re about half done.” Tony told Yuriko. “But it’s a slow process without any of Armetus’s people
and not alerting anyone.”

Yuriko nodded. “I understand.” She said.

“You haven’t detected anything that could be used as a trail I suppose?” Martin asked her somewhat
hopefully. He could feel his brother following them, but that didn’t mean he wanted to engage in combat against
a Kavalian fleet.

Yuriko shook her head. “We are using every spectrum we can think of father. So far nothing. Whatever
they are using to track mother... it’s either more advanced than anything we have or it’s too simple and we just
haven’t thought about it. I’'m leaning towards the latter. The Kavalians don’t strike me as very open to new
ideas or sophistication. Hell... they have five hundred year old ships in their front ranks.”

Martin nodded. “Me too.”

“I have my people beginning to shift to older communication and scanning means to try and sweep
areas, but the unique possibilities are nearly limitless father, and I don’t want to limit our sensor arrays.” Yuriko
told him. “If we happen to stumble across it, it would be a miracle. We’ll keep at it though.”

Martin nodded again. “I know. Try your best... but maintain your normal sweeps and sprints ahead of
us.”

Yuriko nodded. “Tony... I’ll let you or Uncle Danny know when we make another sprint and drop our
people off.”

Tony nodded. “Will do.” He said.

“I love you father.” Yuriko said.

“And I you.” Martin told her. “Tell Filrian I send my regards.”

Yuriko nodded and the transmission ended. Tony looked at Martin. “You want to keep these
transmissions on the DT Skipper?”

Martin nodded. “For the moment.” He answered. “We keep Yuriko and the others out of the main net of
the ARC ROYAL for as long as possible. If we do have a traitor on board... I don’t want to give my foul brother
any advantages.”

“You really think he is coming after us Skipper?” Cody asked.



Martin nodded his head slowly. “He’s following us... yeah.” He answered softly. “I can feel his slimly
ass.”

“Skipper... next time we meet him... gut the motherfucker will ya.” Tony said. “Save us all a lot of
aggravation in the future.”

Martin nodded. “I intend to Master Chief. I intend to.”

It had been decided shortly after they had begun this journey that Muton and Miseo would remain on the
ARC ROYAL to better facilitate joint operations between the two ships and their crew. In the ensuing five plus
weeks they had grown accustom to the corridors of the ship and the Union crew. They also took note that many
on the crew looked at them in an elevated manner for their actions in rescuing their elven Queen and her
children. They were greeted with friendly smiles and waves almost everywhere they went on the ship now, even
though they were Kavalians. Whatever caused the crew to act differently with Iama apparently did not carry
over to Miseo and Muton. The entire crew was polite and open with them and even inquisitive in some respects,
wanting to discover about them all they could. Training under Isabella and Cirith Leonidas was no easy feat by
any stretch of the imagination. They were taskmasters to the extreme, but Miseo and his fellow Monitors and
those who had volunteered to be trained relished in the sometimes harsh training. Sixty-five of the younger
Kavalians had joined the thirteen monitors with a desire to learn all they could from the Union vampire Queen
they knew to be nearly as deadly as the King. Cirith Leonidas was also exceptionally skilled as they were
discovering, and in five weeks they had begun to shape a fighting unit that could rival a Union company.

It had been odd for Miseo and the others to take orders from vampires at first. Though none of them had
ever fought against the High Coven, they had heard stories passed on by others about vampires, none of which
were turning out to be true. All of them found Isabella and Cirith both to be patient and extremely intelligent.
They worked one on one with someone if it was needed and it did not matter to them that they were Kavalian.
This only reinforced the idea of many of them in regards to King Leonidas. If you were not his enemy, then he
would go to great lengths to insure you could reach the potential that nature intended for you. The Worker
Drones were the primary example. They skittered all over the DAYRIDER now tweaking this system or
repairing that system and the ship ran better now than it ever did. He had sent them over to the DAYRIDER
before anything else, holding out the hand of friendship without even a breath of hesitation.

Muton enjoyed the discussions he had with Wayonn while they were on the ARC ROYAL; while Miseo’s
primary reason for remaining was far different. He had not intended for it to happen but he could not help
himself or the direction his heart was obviously taking him in. He had felt something the moment she touched
his tail on Nefoa, what seemed like a lifetime ago already, and up until a week ago he had done everything
within his power to try and suppress these new feelings and sensations she brought out within him. Each time he
had seen her she had grown more and become more beautiful in his eyes. Each time he had seen her he wanted
her even more. She was fully grown now he knew and if one looked at her they would see she was now a
twenty-four year old half elf, half Lycavorian Princess who could turn heads no matter she went. However it
had happened, since he did not delve much into the intricacies of Mindvoice, her mind had matured right along
with her body. Miseo tried to think and see the small girl who he had seen first on Nefoa. The same one who
was fascinated with his tail. That was becoming far too hard over the past weeks and it became downright
impossible as of last week.

Miseo stepped quickly through the door to his quarters and caught her in midair before the door was
even fully closed, her body moving with all the speed and grace of her elven nature. He held her in midair then
as she laughed softly, turning quickly to the side as his gear dropped to the deck and he pinned her to the
bulkhead and covered her wonderful tasting lips with his own. His two meter long tail twitched madly as it
snarled around her waist and her long legs curled around his back, her combat boots locking at the base of his
spine. Her arms went under his, her hands spreading across his broad back as their kiss smoldered in its
intensity and his powerful arms drew her tighter to him.

Eirene groaned in blissful delight as his arms crushed her lithe form to his wonderfully powerful body
and she ground her hips against his, making sure her firm breasts were crushed against his chest. She could feel
his cock, even through the layers of clothes between them and this only made her hotter. The nipples of her



breasts strained against the thin fabric of the shirt she wore as she allowed a small portion of her Coming of Age
fever to engulf her as she kissed the man she desperately desired with ardor. Miseo’s large hands gripped her
firm ass cheeks and he pulled her tighter against his body caught up in the moment, causing her to coo out her
enchantment within their kiss. Her Coming of Age fever was upon Eirene, but unlike her other half sisters and
even pureblood females, Andro’s touch within Mindvoice had gifted her with the power to suppress it entirely.
She didn’t know how, but it was how she had hid it from her mothers, making sure it did not come out in her
scent which she knew her MedwanGai would detect instantly no matter how slight it was. His nose was keener
than any living wolf Andro had passed to her and Fedor and nothing escaped his notice even though it may have
seemed that way. Fedor helped her as much as he was able, adding his own abilities to help her mask her fever,
but there was no way he could help her when she allowed it to come out as she did now.

Eirene had known shortly after coming to the ARC ROYAL that Miseo was the one she had wanted. She
may have been fifteen at the time during her growth cycle, but she was sure. The awareness that Andro had
granted to her and Fedor had allowed them to do much more than others thought. Now that she was fully grown,
with all the needs and abilities of a female wolf, she knew with no doubt in her mind. His juniper like scent
drove her mad whenever she caught a whiff of it, setting her body on fire unlike anything she had ever felt in
her short life so far. It was so similar to what she had witnessed with her mother on Enurrua when she was
reunited with her MedwanGai. Her mother’s scent of sweet orchids had spiked unbelievably and her desire and
want for him poured forth in buckets from her very pores. Just as it did with Eirene for Miseo. None of the
pureblood or turned wolves on the ARC ROYAL had even caught her nose in interest, and there were many who
were even more attractive than Miseo. None of that mattered to her. She wanted him and no other. She knew he
had been fighting it for so long and last week she had grown tired of waiting. She had thrown herself on him
one evening in his quarters just like this and during their passion filled kisses they had professed what they both
felt for one another.

Miseo finally pulled his head back to stare into her changed wolf eyes and he saw the tips of her dual
wolf fangs protruding from beneath her lip. Smaller than the fangs of her brother but fangs that were unique to
the Leonidas bloodline he knew. Miseo had spent the last weeks using the computers on the ARC ROYAL to
discover as much as he could about the family of the woman who had so captured his heart and soul in such
little time. Trying to find some way that he could fit in. His body vibrated with need for Eirene and he blinked
several times as his heart pounded away in his chest. He leaned forward finally to nuzzle the outer ridge of her
half elven ear, drawing a gasp of delight from her as he fought his own raging emotions and hormones.

“I have... I have missed you so Miseo!” Eirene rasped out the words as her hands came up to his
beautifully handsome face and his tail tightened around her waist.

“I have only been gone a day Eirene.” He said with a smile.

Eirene grinned and rubbed her lips across his cheek. “A day is too long!” She exclaimed. “It will always
be too long until you claim me!”

Miseo met her eyes as he was finally able to gather enough control of his emotions to keep from
ravaging her right here. “Your fever burns hotter Little One?”” He asked.

“Yes damn it! And it burns only for you!” Eirene pleaded.

Miseo pressed his forehead to her silky throat and allowed his own lips to brush against the skin just
above the valley of her breasts. “I do... Eirene I do not want to deny you choice.” He stated. “I do not want to
keep others from...”

“I have been on this ship for almost six weeks Miseo! The fever has become so strong. I have gone to
every area on this ship... looked at every man! Just as you wanted me too!” Eirene gasped pulling his head up
so she could look at his face. “’You are who I want Miseo! You! No one else! Why... why do you resist? I know
you want me as much as I crave you. I can smell it coming from you Miseo!”

“I can barely control myself Eirene.” He told her. “But I have read about your people. You are
suppressing your fever... I don’t know how... but you are. It is not fair to others if they can not prove to you...”

Eirene snarled and nipped his jaw with her fangs, the slight pin prick of pain causing Miseo to grin.
“This is not a competition!” She growled at him. “I am suppressing my fever because I want you damn it! I
have always wanted you! I don’t want to be bothered by others who wish to claim me because of who my
MedwanGai and mothers are! I have seen how some of them look at me.”



“Listen to her Miseo.” Fedor’s voice broke in and Miseo turned his head to see him walk out of the
small bathroom area of his quarters. “You aren’t going to change her mind. She’s a stubborn upaee.” He spoke
as he settled to the couch.

“Shut up Fedor you midaeus!” Eirene snapped at her brother.

Miseo pulled his eyes back to Eirene and her dark brown orbs smoldered at him as she tilted her head to
the side in a ‘I told you so’ manner. Miseo knew that Eirene and Fedor were tied together in a very unique way
for a brother and sister. That they shared everything with each other, holding nothing back from one another,
didn’t bother him in the least. Miseo liked Fedor immensely. They were closer in age than any of Miseo’s own
brothers and they shared many of the same values and interests.

“Your... your MedwanGai would not approve Eirene. I am Kavalian no matter that I have Pralor blood
within me.” He said finally looking at her. “He would not approve after what...”

“Why don’t you let me worry about what I would approve of?” Martin’s voice carried to them and all of
their heads snapped around as the door to Miseo’s quarters slid fully open and Martin stepped into the room,
For'mya beside him with Anja.

“Sibfla!” Fedor gasped as he shot to his feet. “Father! Mothers!”

Miseo’s eyes were wide as he quickly retracted his tail from around Eirene’s waist and lowered her to
the deck. His father had raised him to be true to his individual nature and not to act differently for someone’s
approval. In that instant Miseo decided he would not hide his feelings for Eirene Leonidas any longer. Eirene’s
dark brown eyes were wide as well and they flashed with anger at him when he withdrew his tail, but they
instantly changed to adoring love when she felt him grip her hand tightly, refusing to let go.

“King... King Leonidas!” He rasped as the door closed behind them.

“Would any of you care to explain what is going on here?”” For'mya asked sternly.

“Mother...” Fedor began. “We...”

For'mya held up her hand. “I’m not looking for an answer from you young man.” She spoke turning her
eyes on Eirene. “I want one from your sister.”

Eirene gripped Miseo’s hand tightly with one hand, her other grasping his arm as she pressed her body
close to his side. “Mother I...”

“Eirene... you didn’t really think you could suppress your fever from your father did you?”” For'mya
asked.

Eirene’s eyes cut to look at Martin as he crossed his hands behind his back. “You... you know
MedwanGai?” She asked in a stunned voice.

“I’ve known for a week.” He told her. “I don’t know how you have learned to suppress it as you have
Eirene, a talent that many of our females would like to learn I’m sure, but it leaked out ever so slightly in your
training. I told your mothers immediately.”

“What else has your brother Androcles taught you?” For'mya asked looking at Fedor now too. “He
certainly did not tell us about this. Or many things for that matter. He showed you how to do this didn’t he? He
has passed to both of you far more than he told us. As he has done with all of his siblings.”

Martin nodded his head. “Something I will address with him when we speak again I can assure you.”

For'mya stepped up to Eirene but made no effort to pull her away from Miseo. She let her eyes drift
from Miseo’s face and she looked at Eirene. She brought her hand up and touched her daughter’s cheek, feeling
her warm skin and easily smelling her heightened arousal in her sweet musky amber and orchid scent. Eirene
closed her eyes in delight at the touch of her mother and she leaned into her touch. “You should have told me
Eirene. You should have told us. Your mothers and I do have a little bit of experience in this you know. You did
not have to do this on your own.”

“Stop suppressing it Eirene.” Martin told her. “We know... so you no longer need to hide it.”

“MedwanGai... 1... 1 do not wish to become the object of interest for every male wolf on the ARC
ROYAL!” Eirene spoke passionately. “They will smell me and I will be shooing them away like flies from food.
And it disrespects my Miseo having to do this.”

“They would not get near you.” Miseo growled softly.

Martin moved up beside For'mya and Anja with a sly grin at Miseo’s response and he looked at her. “It
is part of who you are Eirene. You can’t hide it.” He said softly. “What have I told you in our classes?”

Eirene met his eyes. “Be... be who you are and not what others want you to be.” She said softly.



“So be who you are daughter.” Martin said. “It is nothing to be ashamed of Eirene... our people,
Lycavorian and turned wolf alike, this is something we all deal with. Well... the ladies anyway.”

Anja moved behind Eirene and pressed close to her as For'mya inched closer as well. For'mya felt her
mother’s auras wash over her and surround her and she smiled. “Do not be afraid Eirene.” Anja spoke softly
into her ear. “Be yourself.”

For'mya nodded as she continued to look at her and Eirene finally lowered all of the Mindvoice shields
she had been using to hide her scent. The intensity of her scent spiked five fold when she lowered her shields
and For'mya, Anja, Martin and Fedor all detected it immediately. It did not affect them because they were her
family, but surprisingly enough it did affect Miseo. He inhaled deeply, his eyes wide and he looked at her with
astonishment and a new pride.

“Eirene... my love... you have... you have been suppressing this?” He gasped as his body began to
vibrate being so close to her. Kavalians did not have as keen a sense of smell as Lycavorians, but it was strong
enough to detect heady scents and right now Eirene’s pungent fever induced scent was maddening to him.
For'mya and Anja could detect the intensity of her aroused female scent and who exactly it burned for. And they
could also detect the response it was receiving from Miseo, and if they could detect it they knew Martin could
as well. For'mya felt him come up behind her and stand between her and Anja.

“This could be a problem.” Martin said softly.

“See!” Eirene protested vehemently. “I told you! I will attract every unmated wolf on this ship now
MedwanGai! 1 didn’t want that! I only want Miseo!”

“Milord... King Leonidas... this is my fault!” Miseo began to speak doing his best to try and shield
Eirene anyway he could.

“Damn right it is!” Martin snapped looking at him. “I’ve smelled your scent on her for nearly a week!
That’s not the problem I was talking about though...”

“MedwanGai please!” Eirene spoke frantically reaching out to take his hand with hers thinking he was
going to deny her what she wanted so much. “I am... I want this father! I know what I feel and...”

“You should have claimed her days ago!” Martin finished with a snort looking at Miseo.

Miseo’s eyes mirrored Eirene’s as they went wide and looked at him. “I thought... I did not...”

Martin shook his head quickly. “Never think that because you are Kavalian I lump you in with a single
group Miseo. You, your father, the others, they have Pralor blood within them. You are not fully Kavalian and
therefore you do not share the same values. And even if you were pure Kavalian, your actions have more than
shown all of us that you are different. That is and has been very clear to me from the moment you and your
father began helping For'mya. Pian, Jalersi, all of them. They think and feel like you and that is why they are on
our side. I could care less if you were Kavalian, Kochab or Algolian. If you loved our daughter the way your
scent says you do then that is all that matters.”

For'mya took Eirene’s hand in hers. “You are a woman Eirene. No matter how quickly that came to
be... no matter how much I hate that it happened the way it did, you are fully grown and I can not deny that.
Your desire for Miseo pours from you in waves and his for you.” For'mya said. “We have never denied what the
hearts of our children want and that does not change with you and Fedor.”

“The ways of your people...” Miseo stammered looking at For'mya. “I have... I have nothing to offer to
you Milady. Nothing to give you for...”

“Do you love her?”” Martin asked simply.

Miseo’s blue eyes darted to him once more and then they turned on Eirene. “I... more than I have ever
loved anyone in my life.” He said seeing Eirene’s eyes become moist and her face beaming in its beauty. “I
have never felt these things that I feel for her within me. I...”

“Then love her Miseo.” Anja spoke moving around to stand beside Martin and wrapping her arms
around his waist as his arm curled around her back and he drew her close to him. “Love her. Honor her. Protect
her.”

For'mya looked at Miseo. “Respect her above all else.” For'mya said. “And love her so much it takes her
breath away. Just be sure it is what you both want. If you do this... if you do this... you will be together for
eternity.”

“Lycavorians and elves become mates and husbands and wives for all time.” Anja said. “Especially
when the decision is made during a Coming of Age fever or a first Phase. Be sure. Both of you.”



Eirene watched as For'mya stepped back and did much the same as her mother Anja, pressing close to
Martin, and her arms going around his waist. Her eyes were wide in disbelief. “That’s... that’s it?” She gasped.

Martin chuckled and looked at her with love and warmth. “What? Did you expect us to be a bunch of
raving lunatics?”” He asked her. “I can still do that if it makes you feel better. Run up and down the decks
screaming my head off and ranting like an idiot with foam coming from my mouth.”

“Like that is any different than how you normally act?”” Anja quipped up into his face with an adoring
smile.

For'mya laughed and smiled at her daughter. “We vowed to each other long ago to never try and
interfere in the lives of our children.” She spoke. “Why should that change for you or Fedor? All we ask is that
you share it with us Eirene. No matter what it is? You and Fedor are... you are special in many ways.”

Anja turned her head and looked at Fedor who had crossed his arms over his broad chest with a smile.
“Don’t let that go to your head young man!” She quipped. “It’s not a free pass to get away with murder!”

Fedor’s smug look disappeared quickly and Anja smiled at his expression.

“Ok... enough of this mushy stuff!” Martin barked. “I’m hungry and that’s where I was going before
this little detour.” He looked at Eirene and Miseo. “You two will join us for dinner no matter how much you
want to stay here. You don’t have anything to worry about Eirene. You are saturating Miseo with your scent
daughter... given that and his own scent on you... no one will bother you.”

Eirene couldn’t help but blush and she giggled softly looking at her mothers. “I can’t help it.” She said
as For'mya and Anja reached for her and drew her away from Miseo.

“When you are done eating... then you can return here.” For'mya spoke. She looked back to Miseo. “I
expect that her fever will no longer be a problem for her come morning.” She said sternly.

Miseo shook his head quickly not really understanding what she meant. He just said the first thing that
came to his mind. “No... no!” He stammered.

“Good!” Anja echoed. “We didn’t want to have to get ugly.”

Martin chuckled as For'mya and Anja began to lead Eirene out of Miseo’s quarters.

“We will see you in the Mess Lounge.” For'mya called over her shoulder as they led Eirene out.

Martin looked at Miseo his face calm. “You need to let Muton and your mother know what is
happening.” He said. “I clued your father in a few days ago.”

Miseo’s eyes grew wider. “He knows!” He gasped. Miseo shook his head slowly. “Then everyone
knows.”

“Miseo...” Martin said softly and Miseo lifted his eyes to look at him. “You, your father, the others, you
are not part of the Kavalians that we left behind or that are probably chasing us. You are different and never
doubt that I trust all of you with my life.” Martin moved closer to him. “One thing though... if you ever hurt
her... even a little bit... pray someone finds you before her mother’s and 1.”

Miseo didn’t back down or look away and that told Martin all he needed to know. “I would die before
ever hurting her. I would kill myself before that happened.”

Martin nodded and reached up to pound his shoulder. “Good. Now let’s go get some food. As intense as
her fever is... you’re going to need it. Have you ever...”

Miseo shook his head slowly embarrassed. “No. No... no woman has ever affected me like Eirene. And
with all my training as a Monitor, I never had the time. This is what... this is what For'mya meant?”

Martin nodded with a smile. “Yep!” Miseo looked somewhat concerned and Martin grabbed his arm. “I
will give you a tip or two that always works with her elven mothers. Once you claim her tonight, the fever will
recede and she will be your mate.” Martin said with a grin. “The rest is up for you to figure out. And for fuck’s
sake... don’t tell Eirene! She’ll just turn around and tell her mothers and then I’ll be in deep shit!”

Miseo looked at him and then Fedor who stood behind him. He looked back to Martin and then began
laughing as they headed out of his quarters.

KAVALIAN GREAT SOUL DREADNOUGHT
PUMA’S PRIDE
FOUR DAYS BEHIND ARC ROYAL



“Noooo! Not there! Noooooo! You bastard nooo! Ahhhhhhhh!”

The female voice grated against Kalis’s ears as he approached his father’s room. Kalis stared at the door
of his father’s private quarters as the whimpers of pain and humiliation from the Hadarian Healer he now knew
as Ceale reached him even through the thick steel door. His father had been abusing the woman every few days
ever since they had left Nefoa, her cries of defiance and pain reaching into the corridor of the ship even as his
father forced himself upon her, sometimes violently.

Kalis lifted the data pad he had brought and looked at it before dropping it to the floor in front of his
father’s door and turning to move down the corridor. He almost reached the lift when he came to the large view
window and he looked outside to see the Kavalian warships they had taken from Nefoa on this stupid chase
across unknown space. They were going into their sixth week of chasing his Uncle and still they were no closer.
The trail was there as his father had hoped, half of PUMA’S PRIDE sensors being used to keep tracking it. The
LSD jumps took a toll on their engines and they had to stop every few days to reinitialize the engine cores and
make minor usage repairs. His grandfather Keleru had ranted over the COM at what his father was going to do,
enraged that he would conduct himself in such a manner when the Kavalian military needed him. He had
relented in the end, both he and his father still believing that somehow recapturing the elf female and her
bastard children would give them some important leverage against the Lycavorian Union.

Something that deep down within himself Kalis did not believe for an instant.

His father had largely ignored him for the entire trip so far, barely speaking to him even when they sat
down together for dinner in the Mess Lounge with the other officers. Kalis could see the disappointment in his
eyes that he had not performed better on Enurrua. That he had somehow not fought better and helped him to
defeat his Uncle. He had come away with only half his ribs broken and two severe lacerations of his abdomen
from sharp rocks where he had landed. It was almost as if his father didn’t care about that. How do you fight a
man who could do the things his Uncle had that day. Kalis was by no means helpless. He was a cunning warrior
himself who had fought the vampires on many different occasions with Special Operations. He was a skilled
hand to hand fighter and perhaps the finest shot on PUMA’S PRIDE with any weapon. How do you fight that
kind of rage over a woman though? How do you fight a man who can do things you could not explain? It was
not an ideal Kalis could comprehend.

Now they were off on this wild chase through areas of space that they had no idea about. They did not
know what awaited them and part of Kalis was frightened of this. Frightened yes but so very interested as well.
The other officers on the bridge of PUMA’S PRIDE were wary and unsure, but to Kalis this was an opportunity
to see what no one had ever seen. He just wished they weren’t doing this because of his father’s misguided
belief that the elf female For'mya had feelings for him. Kalis knew there was no chance of that being true. He
had tried to tell his father this calmly but he would have none of it, slapping him repeatedly in front of other
officers on the ship to demean him and show others he was weak and did not know what he was talking about.
None of the other officers would say anything to him, or do something that showed the disrespect they felt for
him, for he still held the rank of Colonel. Who his father was insured this and the fact that Kalis was
exceptionally deadly all by himself and he would not hesitate to kill in order to discipline someone. But the lack
of respect was there Kalis knew. And it was growing. Especially among the Puma Bane troops.

Kalis had tried for years to become the same son that his younger brother Leruk was to their father. Even
when they were small, he never paid much attention to him or Karun once Leruk had been born. It was almost
as if they no longer existed. This did not bother Karun as much as it did Kalis. Karun was always closer to their
mother and sister than him and Leruk. It was something his father hated, but there was nothing he could do
about it. When first Karun and then his mother betrayed them and defected to the Union, his father reacted as he
expected with outrage and threats of retaliation if they were captured. When they discovered that Leruk had
been killed by his cousin Androcles however, his father seemed to lose a small portion of himself. He became
crueler and harder and silently he swore vile revenge on Androcles. Of course it never occurred to his father
than he had to capture Androcles to fulfill that oath. A possibility that had no chance of ever happening Kalis
knew for some reason. And that was before they discovered that his Uncle was not dead and was indeed very
much alive. Kalis had seen his father fly into a rage unlike anything he had ever seen when that was confirmed.
Now they had an entire and fully modern Fleet Group and a division of Kavalian troops and they were chasing
his Uncle and For'mya into the unknown.



It was stupid Kalis knew.

He had read the reports of what that lone ship had done to their Task Force and they had no idea if that
ship had gotten reinforcements before departing Union space. For all they knew they could be facing a much
larger Union force because his Uncle was King and they would not allow him to go off unprotected. Kalis
turned away when he heard the Hadarian female bellow in painful humiliation once more and he stepped onto
the lift trying to push her cries from his head. No doubt his father was punishing her for losing For'mya. He had
been using her as a fuck toy since they had departed Nefoa, and it seemed he was becoming more and more
cruel when he took her. Her felt sorry for her really. What was happening was not of her doing and she had been
the one to heal his father and save his life. This is how his father repaid her. By turning her into his whore and
hurting her at every opportunity. Her family was being kept in separate locations on the ship, her fool husband
by himself.

Kalis didn’t know what sort of arrangement the man had made, but he had made some sort of deal with
his father to insure he was not harmed in any way while his wife and children were kept in one large cell and his
father raped his wife almost daily. The man was a pig as far as Kalis was concerned. To leave his woman and
children to the mercies of others while he kept himself safe was the purest form of cowardice that Kalis could
think of. Kalis didn’t even realize that was his wolf blood within him or how similar that made him to many
others who thought like that?

Kalis exited the lift on deck twenty-six, the second lowest deck of the ship and where his quarters were.
He had chosen this location because it was quiet and far from the relentless scorn his father now looked at him
with. Only the Kavalian engineering crew stayed on this deck and it was easy to avoid them as he moved to his
quarters and punched in the code for entry. Kalis had changed the entry code and added an additional layer of
security after the events on Enurrua had finished. He didn’t know why, but a looming sense of personal security
had overcome him and he feared what some upstart Kavalian trooper might attempt in order to get on his
father’s good graces. When the door closed he secured it in the same way, engaging the security system almost
as an afterthought. Anyone who attempted to breach his quarters now, whether he was in them or not, would be
carved in half by the security laser beams he had installed in the door and floor frame.

Kalis looked around his large quarters a moment, a main room, large kitchen area and then a separate
bedroom area. He had spent quite a bit of time making the quarters try to reflect who he wanted to be, statues
and pictures of famous Kavalian warriors decorating his walls, everything in its exact place. Looking around the
room now something was very different. It was missing something. What Kalis had seen on Enurrua was unlike
anything he had ever witnessed or heard about. The ferocity of his Uncle was almost beautiful in its depiction.
The look in his eyes, even knowing he was outnumbered more than three to one. It was inspiring for lack of a
better word. The glow from those yellow/gold eyes he had never seen on any other man. Not even his father in
the wake of one victory or another. Those eyes were so confident, so brilliant and so methodical. His father’s
eyes were always so cruel and emotionless.

Kalis moved to his desk and reached down to enter the code to unlock it. He opened the small drawer
and pulled out the data disc his Uncle had given him. Kalis didn’t know what had possessed him to keep it and
tell no one but he had. As he lifted it out of the drawer, the memories of that day flashed back to him.

Martin lifted his hand with his palm towards Pusintin and you could clearly see the pulsing of the
psychic power radiating from his palm. Without any warning Kalis was yanked from his feet and rocketed
through the air towards Martin. He covered the sixty meters in four heartbeats and then he was gasping for
air in Martin’s armored fist as his fingers closed around Kalis’s throat. Not enough to crush his windpipe or
larynx but enough to make it very difficult to breath and cause Kalis to claw at his hand with strong fingers.
Kalis could feel the intense heat radiating from the psychic shield around his Uncle, only the part of his arm
Jfrom the elbow up to the hand squeezing his throat now free of that shield.

Pusintin took three steps towards them but stopped.

“So nephew...” Martin spoke softly gazing at Kalis’s dark blue eyes. “Your father stands there. He
will not come for you Kalis. He will not try to protect you from me. In truth... he does not care what happens
to you!”



“Ido... Ido not believe you! You... you do... not frighten me!” Kalis gagged on the words even as he
continued to claw at the armored fist that held him suspended two feet off the ground. The grip was far too
powerful for him to even get the tips of his fingers under the armored grasp.

Martin drew him closer, Kalis’s blue eyes growing wide the closer he came to the searing psychic
shield and he stopped struggling with both hands wrapped around his Uncle’s wrist. “I see within you Kalis.”
Martin growled softly loosening his iron clad grip on Kalis’s throat ever so slightly. “Like I saw within your
brother Karun. You have never seen the things Karun has discovered Kalis. Never experienced them.”

“Karun is a traitor!” Kalis hissed. “He betrayed us! His people!”

“Did he?” Martin asked him, his voice softer now. “Or did he just embrace the things your father has
never spoken of with you? That he has never showed you? The things that it was his duty to show you! The
things you could be still.”

“You lie!” Kalis spat once more.

“Do I?” Martin asked calmly. “Your brother Leruk was a lost cause Kalis. He spent too much time
around your father. It twisted him beyond help. I saw this in my son’s mind after what happened. That is why
you have tried so hard to gain his favor. He always regarded Leruk as his favorite. You have a chance
Kalis... you have a chance he did not. You have a choice.”

“I will never betray my father!” Kalis hissed. “I will never betray my people! I am... I am not afraid
of you!”

Martin smiled up at him, but there was no joy in that smile. His wolf fangs prevented it from being
anything but a smile of death. “I am not the one you should be afraid of Kalis. It is not my mate that you
disrespected by doing what you did. You would be dead already if it was. It is only another crime that your
father bears the shame for. Not teaching you what you should know as a wolf.” Martin told him.

“He... he killed my brother!” Kalis snarled.

Martin shook his head. “Androcles killed a cancer. Not your brother.” He spoke softly still. “I see
that cancer growing within you as well... but you can stop it Kalis. You can choose to stop it. You can open
your eyes and make a choice.”

“Never!” Kalis growled.

“You are on a collision course with fate Kalis.” Martin spoke softly and he drew a thin data pad from
a small pouch on his belt, keeping his movements hidden from all those around him. “Open your eyes
nephew... open your eyes to what you could be. It will be your only chance. You will survive this day Kalis...
and I will leave you with a gift. Do with it as you wish.” Martin pushed his other hand through the psychic
shield and shoved the data pad into the folds of Kalis’s loose fitting clothing and partial body armor. “And
remember my words to you now... Androcles Leonidas is my son... and there is not a merciful bone in his
body nephew. For what you have done he will carve you up and spit you out. Your only chance is to read
what I just gave you. Read it! And then make your choice. My son will not give you a second chance
nephew.”

“I do not fear him!” Kalis growled.

Martin smiled. “You should boy. He is the instrument of your death or your salvation.” He spoke.
“Now... no more words. I have other things to attend to. Think for yourself for once Kalis! Think for
yourself and become a Leonidas! It is the choice your grandfather wants you to have. Try to land without
breaking too many bones.”

Kalis stared at the data disc for a long moment. What harm could there be in this piece of material.
Perhaps he could learn something from it that would establish himself back in his father’s eyes and good graces.
He closed the draw and sat in the chair, pressing the disc into the slot of his computer and making sure all the
security protocols were in place so that no one could access his personal computer. The monitor flashed and
Kalis sat back in shock as the pad ejected by itself and flopped on the desk top, a thin beam of light projecting
from the thin front side. And then suddenly standing before him was the figure of his Uncle in the holo
projection. Instinctively he rose to his feet prepared to defend himself, but then his mind recognized it was
simply a holographic portrayal of his Uncle. The man who had nearly killed him almost six weeks ago.



“I see you have finally worked up the courage to view this nephew.” Martin’s image spoke. He was
dressed in simple clothes, not the glittering armor Kalis had seen him wearing on Enurrua. The tunic was a dark
blue color and cut low around his neck, the pants black in color and he wore a simple pair of boots. “That
makes me glad.”

Kalis looked at his image with wide eyes. “How...?”

The image of Martin smiled. “You are probably asking how I knew to say that?” 1t spoke. “Let’s just
call it a guess shall we. I know you are viewing this alone because it would not have activated if someone else
was with you. I would imagine you wouldn’t see much of this program if your father was with you, so I took
precautions to insure only you viewed it. This data disc is not something you will be able to use to gather
intelligence on me or others. Now that it has activated, it will also no longer open without your assistance.”

Kalis reached forward disgustedly to end the transmission when he heard the soft laughter and clucking
sound and looked up to see his Uncle shaking his head.

“Don’t turn it off Kalis. That’s what you were going to do isn’t it Mandri? Mandri is nephew in the
ancient language of our people in case you didn’t know. Five minutes Mandri. That’s all I ask. Listen to me
for five minutes and then make your decision.” His hands went out to the sides. “As you can see... I’'m
speaking to you from a ship. I’'m on my way to recover my Kinsoaurgai from your father. The Voice of my
Heart in the ancient language.” Martin’s image spoke. “This is kind of awkward... but after meeting your
brother Karun... I made the decision to do this. It was a decision to try and show you what your father has
not shown you. That is obvious in your brother Karun, but since he has embraced the part of himself that
your father denied him, he will learn these things on his own. You will not have that chance. I was going to
try and figure out a way to get this to you within Kavalian space but once I determined what your father was
working towards I knew I would be meeting you face to face at some point. Probably very soon too.”

Kalis looked at the image with wide eyes. “You... you knew!” He gasped.

“What your father has done Kalis... it goes against everything that is honorable in all of us.” Martin
spoke. “I do not blame you for what is happening Kalis. I blame your father. You are... you are simply a
casualty of the hate that your father has for me and your grandmother. I do not understand all of it
Mandpri... in truth... now I don’t care. I would have listened to him; I would have listened to anything he
wanted to say to me Kalis. And had he expressed a desire to return to his people, though many would have
called me insane, I would have granted him that. He was my brother and I loved him. I loved him right up
until he took For'mya from me. Until he used her, raped her, treated her as some sort of animal to further
his sick goals. He should have read the ancient laws set forth by our grandfather better and not listened to
those who said they could help him achieve what he wanted. For'mya is my mate and wife Kalis. She has
always been mine, and will always be mine. A much higher power than you or I saw to that nephew. She
knows I am alive now and I will get to her before your father. And I will do what I should have done a long
time ago. I will make her truly mine in every possible way. When that happens, your father will have no
affect on her no matter what he does.”

Kalis remembered on Enurrua when his father hit For'mya with his full Alpha Wolf aura and she simply
stared back at him with hate in her eyes.

“This disc is not about your father however. It is about you Kalis.” Martin continued. “You have
probably heard many things from your father and others about me. Hell... some of them may even be true.
But I want you to hear about them from me. I want you to hear the reasons why I did things. I want to share
with you some things I have only shared with one other. My son Androcles.” Martin began walking and Kalis
could see it was indeed the corridor of a ship. “I will tell you why I want to do this... and believe it if you



will... but it is what your grandfather wants. It is what our father wants me to do in order to try and save you.
I talk to him in my dreams sometimes...” Martin held up his hand. “I know... weird... but what can I say?”

Kalis couldn’t help the small chuckle that escaped his lips and he found himself drawn to this image.
This was so different than the vengeful warrior he had encountered on Enurrua. The man who had single-
handedly wiped out nearly a full platoon of Puma Bane soldiers in his rage and he didn’t break a sweat doing it.

“Come with me nephew.” Martin’s voice continued drawing Kalis’s eyes back to the image. “Come
with me and allow me to show you what the other part of your blood means. You are only half Kavalian
Kalis. The blood of a Leonidas also flows in your veins and there is not a single reason why that blood can
not live side by side with your Kavalian blood. I have met your mother and the man who she now calls
husband. She is strong and proud and she loves you. She just wanted more than your father and others
allowed her.” Martin’s hands went behind his back as he walked and the Vid Drone must have moved around in
front of him.

“A species can not survive if the ones who give us the sons and daughters that make us strong are
treated as if they are nothing more than animals themselves Kalis. That is one of the major differences
between our people. We view our females as the bearers of our future. We do not need to beat them down or
force ourselves upon them. Treating them as if they are precious jewels works far better my boy. It is not
wrong to show them you love them. To let them know they are your equal in every way.” Martin chuckled.
“Believe me... it can be a lot more fun and adventurous between the sheets when the woman or women in
your life knows how you feel about them. It can get downright...” Martin stopped. “Ah... I digress.” He said
with a smile as he stopped walking. “I ask only one thing Kalis. If you truly want to see things differently... if
you truly want to see what you can have... then let me show you. Let me show you what your father should
have shown you. Let me give you the ability to make your own decisions in a life that is yours, not someone
else’s. There is no information you will gain militarily by viewing this disc, none at all. I’'m not that stupid
regardless of what your father thinks. But if you wish to know what he has not told you; about your blood;
about your choices; then allow me to tell you. At least then you will have all the information you need to
decide for yourself what you want going into the future.”

Kalis found himself pulling the chair away from the desk and settling into it with almost no hesitation.

“I have talked to Androcles about what I want to do nephew.” Martin continued. “What I want to
show you. There is very little that I do not share with my oldest son. There are some things that we have
experienced together that no one has ever seen. I want to share them with you and he has agreed.” Martin
looked directly into the Vid Drone. “He also wanted me to pass on a message nephew. ‘Choose with the heart
that beats in your chest cousin and not with the false hate that flows through you because you have not seen
the truth.’” Martin smiled. “He can be very profound when he wants to be don’t you think? If you do this...
Andpro believes you would be one of the strongest of Leonidas blood, our blood and he would be honored to
stand beside you. If you do not... then history... history will never know you existed.” Martin held up his hand
again quickly. “Do not take offense at this Kalis. It is what I believe as well... and as much as it would pain
me, no matter the tears I might shed... I will kill you just as assuredly as I will kill your father. I would much
rather you have the opportunity to decide for yourself which path in this life you want to walk... because that
is the choice your father has taken from you. A choice he had no right to take away from you. I want to give
that back to you. So come with me nephew, let me show you the world of a Leonidas. A life you could have
without question if you so desired. All you need do is reach out.”

Kalis was riveted from that moment on.

Serale stared at the door to the quarters that was now their prison waiting.



Never in all her years did she imagine she would be waiting for her nineteenth birthday as a prisoner on
a Kavalian ship. Nine more days to add to the almost six weeks they had been on this ship barely surviving on
the rations they were fed and constantly harassed. What her mother was enduring brought tears to her eyes
every time she thought about it. And the hatred for her father grew by the hour.

Serale was one of the most gifted Healers her grandmother had ever seen she had been told. She was one
of the few Hadarians, like her mother, who preferred to use their power to diagnose injuries and diseases and
forgo the instruments that were available to them to do this. They would then treat the injuries or diseases with
their Healing power of metaphysical radiation. Serale had ascended only last year, feeling the ecstatic surge of
healing power as it swept through her body and infused her with the unique radiation that allowed Hadarians to
be what they were. The galaxy’s foremost medical Healers and researchers. At almost nineteen, Serale was a
vision of Hadarian beauty. Standing barely five foot three and just over a hundred pounds, her physical assets
were hard to miss. Her breasts were medium sized and very firm and she had a tiny waist to go with lean
muscular legs and an incredibly firm backside. She had spent the last few years on Talbor Seven and hated
every moment of it, just like her mother. She hated the advances of males from nearly every species regardless
of her age. A Kochab businessman had even offered to purchase Serale so that he could turn her into his
personal sex toy and doctor. She had only been sixteen at the time, her mother having to threaten her father that
she would take Serale and her brother off Talbor Seven and return to Hadaria if her father did not take a more
active role in keeping things like that from happening.

Her mother and father had fought a great deal since coming to Talbor Seven. Her mother did not mind
that they were helping others who did not normally have access to Hadarian medical means, but nearly seven
years without returning to their homeworld had taken its toll on all of them. It was on Talbor Seven where
Serale had finally seen her father’s indifference to both her and her brother. He seemed more interested in
making credits and treating less than savory individuals outside the limits of the many resorts than he was in
raising them. She had witnessed his docile attitude when the Kavalians had stormed into their clinic and
demanded that they accompany them. Her father had done very little to keep this from happening and he had
ignored the lustful looks both his wife and daughter had received from the cruel looking troops. He believed
Elder Healer Buonau’s actions in disposing Queen Anja and aligning with the Kavalians was the right one,
while her mother and Serale did not. They beat him down viciously when he protested the first time they
touched her mother, but he didn’t protest what was happening after that. Even though he knew what the
Kavalians had planned.

They had only seen him three times in their entire five week imprisonment. Each time he had looked
well fed and his clothes were clean. Serale, her mother and brother still had the same clothes on, and they had
only been allowed to bath twice a week. Serale knew what was happening each time they came for her mother.
She came back battered, bruised and sore. The Lycavorian they knew as Marshall Pusintin, King Leonidas’s
brother, was raping her mother each time he sent for her. And he was not gentle with her in the least. She would
return with dark bruises on the insides of her thighs and on her shoulders and arms. Her cheeks would be red
and bruised as well and Serale knew why. She was no stranger to men, Serale had seen her fair share of young
men that she was attracted too, but her father was of the old school and he was insistent on choosing a husband
for her. Serale had no intention of allowing that, but she would let him rant about it so he did not argue with her.
There were times that he would get truly angry with her and slap her in the face or verbally abuse her as he did
her mother.

Serale knew there was no love between her parents, if there ever had been. Their union had also been
arranged and her mother had not wanted to marry her father. Their families would have nothing of it. Her
brother Danim was only fourteen and though he was very intelligent, he did not want to believe their father was
letting this happen to them. Serale had even seen some of the Kavalian troops look at him with something akin
to a predatory glance. Danim’s eyes were being open however, and his anger at the Kavalians taking his mother
every other day was beginning to shine through. Danim was fair skinned like their father and his soft brown hair
was wavy while Serale was deeply tanned like her mother, with long, billowing rosewood red hair that fell to
the small of her back and dark Hunter green eyes. Serale knew at some point she would be taken and there was
nothing she could do about it. This Pusintin would tire of her mother and take her, or she would be given to his
men for ridiculous achievement. She knew how Kavalians treated and regarded their females, and she did not
know if she would be strong enough to fight them.



The door to the quarters opened and Serale scrambled up to her feet as her mother staggered through
slowly.

“Mother!” Serale gasped as she went to her, the door closing almost immediately.

Ceale let her daughter wrap her arms around her waist and support her weight as she guided her to the
couch. Pain wracked her body, but the humiliation was far more. Serale felt her tears come as she lifted her
hands and the soft white of her healing ability flared openly on her mother’s badly bruised face and split lips.

“Mother!” Serale gasped. “Mother this can’t continue!” She stammered drawing her hands over her
mother’s face and watching as the bruises and injuries healed quickly.

“I'will... I will endure.” Ceale hissed. “I have too Serale!”

“This pig of a man punishes you so mother!” Serale exclaimed as her hands dropped to her mother’s
midsection and she let her power flare once more over her abdomen. The healing radiation pulsed forth, healing
the bruises to her stomach and then Serale adjusted the healing radiation of her power to kill any sperm Pusintin
may have injected into her womb. When she did this she discovered what else Pusintin had done to her mother
and her eyes flew open in horror. “Momma!” She declared in horror.

Ceale shook her head slowly. “The pain... the pain is almost gone. Just check for tears Serale. He is a
bull in the cock department and uncaring of the force he uses. I thought... I thought I felt something tear inside
me.”

Serale shook her head quickly as she used her hands to smoothly run over her mother’s abdomen and
hips. “No.” She said confidently. “No tears.” She pulsed out another soothing wave of her power through her
mother, causing her body to begin to revert to its state before he had taken her this time.

Ceale shook her head quickly. “No!” She hissed softly. “Leave it! He... he rutted like a dog on my back
and he will do so again. Better to leave me accustom to his size. He puts your father to shame.”

“Mother!” Serale gasped.

Ceale looked at her daughter. “I must find... I must find something humorous in all this Serale or I will
go insane.” She stated reaching up to place her hand on her daughter’s cheek. “Better to have him spill his seed
into my ass than in my womb. I will not carry a child of that vile man! Now that he has discovered my ass,
perhaps this is where he will empty himself now. He ruts like an animal. Over and over. When he is done with
me, he forces me to... he forces me to pleasure his officers with my mouth while they sit there and laugh at me.
They are even larger than he is by a good deal. I would never survive having them inside me.”

“Oh mother!” Serale sobbed lowering her head to her mother’s abdomen and letting the tears come.
“Why is this happening mother? What... what do they want? Why are they doing this?”

Ceale rested her hand on Serale’s head as the pain in her body began to fade away with Serale’s healing
pulses. “I don’t... I don’t know.” She answered. “Something about the King and Queen For'mya I think.”

Serale lifted her head to look at her as Ceale straightened on the couch and sat up. “King Martin?”” She
asked. “I thought... I thought he was dead.”

Ceale shook her head. “No. The information must not have reached Talbor Seven before these bastards
arrived, but he is very much alive. I heard them talking when they thought I was... I was preoccupied.”

Serale looked at her. “Mother... if the King lives then... then this man forced the Queen against her will.
He tricked her somehow. You know how Lycavorian females act when their mates die. If she believed him dead
then...”

Ceale nodded. “Then her body would have reacted even if her mind did not.” She answered. “But we are
not returning to Kavalian space. We are chasing the King and Queen For'mya and the children she bore him
against her will. We are no longer in the Alpha Quadrant Serale.”

“We have gone beyond the outer border?” Serale gasped.

Ceale nodded her head. “Following a trail that supposedly leads to Queen For'mya.” She answered. “He
wants her back.”

Serale’s eyes were wide. “Wants her back?”” She rasped. “She is not his mate if the King is alive! Queen
For'mya would never betray her love of the King for that pig! None of the Queens would!”

Ceale nodded as she rose to her feet slowly and moved to the medium sized view window in the quarters
that was now their prison. “He is going after her anyway. For some reason he thinks she will come with him. He
is a sick man Serale. Twisted in his head. Beyond anger and hate now.” She turned back to her daughter. “That
is why we must keep secret that you have Ascended.”



“Mother why?” Serale asked. “I could help you!”

Ceale shook her head vigorously and moved to take her hands. “No! They would only use you Serale!”
She gasped in worry. “He has already threatened to give you to his men if I do not submit to his orders!”

“Mother I...” Serale began to protest.

“No!” Ceale insisted. “I will not see my only daughter raped repeatedly by these savages! It would kill
you Serale.”

“Father knows mother. Surely he already told them.” Serale spoke.

Ceale shook her head. “I never told your father we snuck back to Hadaria so you could Ascend.” She
spoke. “You know there is no love between us Serale. There has not been for a very long time. If there ever
was.”

Serale nodded. “I know.” She spoke softly.

“Your father is a supporter of Buonau.” Ceale spoke. “He is probably using that fact to insure his own
safety somehow. He has abandoned us Serale. All of us.”

Serale nodded again. “I know mother. And Danim is beginning to see it now as well.”

“That is why your powers must never be used in view of them.” Ceale spoke. “If they knew you had
Ascended I can’t begin to imagine what they would do to you. No... we tell no one. I will endure Serale. As
long as I know you and Danim are safe I will endure.”

“Mother you can not endure this for much longer
take you to him!”

“I have to Serale!” Ceale insisted. “Until we can discover a way to escape I have to do this!”

“Mother we are trapped on this ship and not even near the Alpha Quadrant!” Serale hissed. “I have seen
their transport ships when we came aboard. If you are correct that we are no longer within the Alpha Quadrant,
none of their ships have long range capabilities! We would leave one trap only to be stranded somewhere in
another.”

“We have to try Serale.” Ceale spoke.

“How?” She gasped.

Ceale took her hands. “Hope for a miracle.”

",

Serale complained. “He hurts you every time they

ARC ROYAL

“...already noticed that he passed to them more than he told us.” Wayonn spoke as they sat at one of the
large tables in the Mess Lounge.

In the nearly six weeks they had been on board, Martin and his queens had fallen into a routine. They
pushed two tables together when they entered the Mess Lounge and all of them sat at the single large table. At
first no one would sit near them, they were the King and Queens after all, but gradually crewmen began to sit at
the other table and soon it was a race to see who could be at their table first. Though it was well known that
King Martin and his queens were incredibly open and down to Earth, the crew of the ARC ROYAL did not begin
to see it until the laughter and jokes began to emanate from the table during meal times. Eirene had done as her
father and mothers asked, keeping her shields low and allowing all to know that she was within her Coming of
Age fever. She got several interested looks immediately from Lycavorians when she entered the Mess Lounge,
all of which quickly turned to disinterest when they saw the hulking Kavalian Miseo beside her and smelled his
scent already surrounding her. Not to mention the fact that her female wolf aura was radiating for him and only
him, making it very clear she was not in any way available. Danny and Julie always sat with Martin and his
queens as did Wayonn and Helen. At the moment Helen sat beside her grandfather listening as Wayonn
explained what he had in mind to Martin and the others. Anja and Aricia sat on either side of Martin with
For'mya to Aricia’s right and then Eirene and Miseo. Fedor sat between his vampire mothers as he always did,
his mother Isabella very nearly as skilled as his MedwanGai when it came to hand combat. He learned much
from listening to her and his mother Aricia and insured he always sat near one of them. His mother Cirith,
though the newest of his father’s Queens, was a half breed like himself and he had learned many things from
her about balancing the dual nature of himself. Now all of them were listening intently to Wayonn.



Wayonn had learned quickly that while they ate, business was not discussed unless absolutely necessary.
The time just before the meal and during was used to reconnect with each other and talk of what they had done
during the day. It was one of the reasons the devotion and love within the Leonidas family was so famous
Wayonn knew and he had long ago been swept up within that family and learned the small things. He was wolf
as well and Wayonn quickly detected Eirene’s fever when she entered, but also the intent of Miseo. He had
worked many long hours with Muton and Helen and Arzoal in the weeks prior, learning all he could about what
they knew of the people and quite possibly the dragons they were hoping to find on the target planet.

Martin nodded. “Yeah. Something I’'m going to mention to him when we talk again.” Martin spoke.

Wayonn shook his head. “Do not be angry with him Martin. Helen, Arzoal and I believe he does not
realize that he has done this.” He said.

Martin’s eyes narrowed. “Come again?”

“Andro is nearly as powerful as you Martin.” Helen spoke now. “If you were to have done the same
thing he did, you could quite possibly have taught Fedor and Eirene more than you intended or realized.
Peripheral Etheric Resonance. Information that flows through all of us but comes so naturally we do not realize
it. Certain skills and such.”

“Are you saying Andro didn’t know he passed this to us?” Eirene asked.

Wayonn nodded. “It’s possible child.” He answered. “It is not unheard of.”

Martin shook his head. “While I understand what you are saying Wayonn... this was no mistake.
Androcles knew exactly what he was doing. He passed to them the skills he thought they would need to survive
in the event [ was not able to retrieve them.”

“Which makes him more like you then he realizes.” Helen spoke. “You have a tendency to prepare for
the worst as well.”

Martin nodded. “True.”

“What kind of tests are we talking Val’istar?” For'mya asked. “They are already being bombarded with
training and schooling.”

“Dysea and I discussed this.” He said. “It is why I wanted to speak with her first. She is the closest thing
we have to a higher education administrator. We do not need to add to what they are studying now. We can
blend it in with their currents classes. They are simple tests at memory really. Most of the time they won’t even
know it.”

“As their emotions and certain things they have experienced so far trigger these instances that Andro has
passed to them, we can make it so it comes out naturally.” Dysea explained. “It may just be a spoken word or an
emotion. [ was going to use the same regime I did for Andro when we discovered he was fully aware within
Aricia’s womb. In principle it should work the same.”

“Their potential is there.” Wayonn spoke. “Reaching for For'mya’s essence and then yours Martin right
after they were conceived triggered it. You have touched all of your mates in a way most alpha’s do not.”

“That’s putting it mildly.” Anja popped from beside Martin with a seductive grin. “He’s been doing that
for years.”

Martin looked at her. “Now who is the pervert?”” He exclaimed.

“Just stating the obvious lover.” Anja answered.

Wayonn shook his head with a grin. “Touched them with Mindvoice.” He corrected his wording.

“Oh... like that?” Anja continued. “Yeah... he’s done that too.”

Cirith laughed and leaned into Anja from the side. “’You are so bad.” She hissed softly.

“Dysea’s ability of precognition.” Wayonn continued as he shook his head with humor. “For'mya’s
ability to read emotions from the life force of others around her. In some ways even Anja’s healing power has
been augmented by you. Making it possible for her to go such long periods without Ascending. These are skills
that they have acquired because of you Martin.”

“So it is his fault?” For'mya said with a smile looking at Martin out of the corner of her eye.

“It’s always his fault.” Bella chipped in.

“That’s it! Blame everything on me.” Martin declared.

Danny laughed from further down the table. “Hell... it’s always worked for us fervon.” He spoke.

Wayonn looked at Martin. “With Fedor and Eirene being bonded to dragons, it doubles the chance they
will have more of these events happen. Discovering and then unlocking that potential as it appears will be



tricky, but it can be done. They could conceivably become just as powerful as say Resumar or Eliani... they are
the two strongest of your children behind Andro and Denali. I have not seen Dorian so I can not say what his
skill level is right now, but given that he too was born aware of everything around him it stands to reason he
will be experiencing the same things.” Wayonn said looking at Isabella. He turned back to Martin. “The sooner
we are able to discover and bring to the forefront within their minds these abilities, the sooner they will achieve
the full potential for the age they now are.”

“So it’s just an accelerated Mindvoice and Etheric growth spurt. Like the serum they used to make us
grow so fast?” Eirene asked.

Wayonn nodded. “Essentially yes. Andro may have known what he was doing, but when Arrarn shoved
him away as he was biting For'mya he may not have been able to put the triggers into a cohesive pattern. That
pattern is what we need to discover.”

“Can’t we just ask him Val’istar?” Fedor asked.

“We could... but I don’t know if he would be able to answer that question.” Wayonn spoke. “There
were a few Paladins that Sumar and I knew who had this ability but we never had the opportunity to study it
closely. Sumar’s Tomes might reveal more and Helen and I are studying them but if what I have seen so far
with Eirene and Fedor stands, then this is what Andro tried to do. The patterns may be nothing more than
advanced fighting skills given how Andro views all of his siblings with such regard. A failsafe measure if you
will Martin, just as you believe.”

Martin nodded. “That would be like him.” He said.

“So what do we do to make this happen?” For'mya asked.

“I believe Twelve Alpha will be an excellent opportunity.” Wayonn said. “They are going with you to
the planet yes?”

Martin nodded. “Yeah.”

Wayonn nodded and sat back. “Outside this confined environment working with their dragons will
stimulate the patterns if [ am correct. Paladins were not used to learning in such restrictive places when they
trained. Our classrooms were always outdoors. It may very well be the same for Fedor and Eirene.”

“But they won’t become Paladins?” For'mya asked.

Helen was the one who shook her head now. “They are not Lycavorian pureblood. In order for the
Paladin gene to be present, the parents must always be both Lycavorian and descendants of the original Ruling
packs on Lycavore. They were who Wayonn and the other Pralors chose to merge with.”

“The mission to Twelve Alpha may be just what they need.” Wayonn continued. “I will remain here on
the ARC ROYAL to monitor the sensors and also to keep tabs on Eirene and Fedor. I have already tuned one grid
to stay locked on them while they are down there. Helen and Arzoal will be on the surface as well and should
any of the triggers happen they will be nearby.”

“There is no danger to them is there Wayonn?”’ For'mya asked worried.

“Mother we are grown you know.” Fedor complained.

Wayonn reached across and took For'mya’s hand before she could snap at his dismissal of her motherly
concern. “No For'mya.” He said. “If a trigger does happen, all that will result is a short period of time where
they will be confused as they absorb the trigger’s patterns into themselves. A few seconds at most.”

Martin nodded. “Ok. Danny... you, Kenny and Jules go to the collection point with Iama... keep Fedor
and Dnom with you.” He said. “Eirene, Kdan and Miseo will stay with us at the load point.”

Danny nodded. “Done.” He said.

“Wayonn... have you discovered anything with the sensors that could...”

For'mya turned her head slightly and looked at Eirene. /Go Eirene.] She said with loving warmth. /[Take
Miseo and discover what you have found daughter.]

Eirene looked at her. /1... [ am frightened mother.]

[Do not be. He will not hurt you and discovering the pleasures you can have with one that loves you as
he does will be enlightening.] For'mya told her.

[1 do not want to be rude mother. I...] Eirene began.

For'mya smiled. [You are not being rude Eirene my daughter. Trust me... having you nearby is having
an affect on all of us and that will lead to a very pleasant evening for us as well. Now go. And be ready for the
mission when we arrive at Twelve Alpha in two days.]



Eirene turned to Miseo who was chewing a piece of spicy meat. His eyes showed confusion and then
Eirene smiled and took his arm, pulling him up from the table. He quickly dropped his fork and napkin to the
table and allowed her to lead him out of the Mess Lounge to the knowing smiles of many of the Lycavorian
females within the room.

The inbred nature of Lycavorians and turned female elves did not include a shyness of their sexuality
when gripped within either their Coming of Age fever or the fever when they were in Phase. Alone in Miseo’s
quarters with him for the first time since she knew this was the man she wanted, Eirene let down all of her
Mindvoice and Etheric shields and let her fever come roaring forth. Miseo had Pralor blood within him yes, but
he was still a Kavalian. Though their senses were not as acute as a Lycavorian, the strength of her fever
combined with how he felt for Eirene made it easy for him to smell her sweet desire and feel the trembling of
her Mindvoice power against his own limited abilities. They were barely within his small quarters before they
were locked in an impassioned kiss and pulling at each other’s clothes. The fever burned within Eirene brightly,
her nipples almost painfully erect and the moistness of her womanhood easily discernible even in the low
lighting of his quarters as she quickly stripped out of her clothes. Miseo was a little more controlled in his
actions and his blue eyes grew wide as Eirene was finally exposed to him.

His hands were trembling as he stood before her, looking down into her beautiful face, and he lifted his
hands to caress the bare skin of her shoulders and neck. Her hair shimmered in the light causing his heart to race
and pound against his bare chest. Eirene for her part stared at the exquisite definition of his upper body with
ardent fervor. She had felt his chest against hers before, but never bare skin to bare skin and she stepped closer
to him with a whimper and pressed her lips to his skin. Her hands explored the hardness of his shoulders and
she fell to her knees as her lips dragged along his rippled abdomen in wanton need. Quickly she tugged at his
pants, the only remaining item of clothing he had on and with her wolf and elven strength she pulled down
mightily revealing what he had to offer her. Eirene gasped in both fear and blissful desire as his cock was
exposed for her eyes. It was far longer and thicker than she had imagined it to be these past nights in her
quarters, tapered from the tip back to the abnormally thick base. He was hairless and Eirene’s eyes gazed at
every wonderful inch before she reached up and grasped the length of his cock in her warm hands.

Miseo hissed in barely uncontrollable need now and he shook his head in scarcely controlled desire. He
would not allow this just yet. He wanted Eirene to know how much he loved her... how much he cherished her.
Miseo gripped her shoulders and quickly yanked her to her feet.

“Miseo!” Eirene gasped. “What... I wanted to taste...”

“No!” Miseo hissed as he drew her into his arms and lifted her off the floor. Her arms flew around his
shoulders and her legs locked around his waist, her passion dripping onto his cock and lower abdomen. “T will
show you what you mean to me first!”” His voice trembled out the words and then he crushed her lips with his
own.

Eirene nearly exploded right then from the force and intensity of his kiss. The waves of unabashed
pleasure swept through her like a storm, and then she was groaning deeply into his mouth as her hips bucked
against his abdomen and her sweet juices soaked his tanned skin. She couldn’t help it as the orgasm smashed
against her senses and overwhelmed her. Locked in the kiss with him as she was she barely felt him lower them
to the single bed in his quarters but when she felt his weight upon her she tore her lips from his and clutched at
his powerful back.

“Ahhhhhhhh.... Miseo!” She cried with tightly shut eyes, her long legs locked at the small of his back.

Miseo waited for a few moments as she rode the storm of her orgasm and then her changed wolf eyes
opened slowly and looked at him. “Mis... Miseo!” She gasped out.

“I will... I will show you this night what I feel for you Eirene Leonidas. This night and every night into
our future.” He stated with a husky voice. “I do not know what hold you have over me... but I will deny it no
longer.”

“Miseo... I... you...”



Miseo reached around and took her long legs in his hands. Eirene thought she knew what he wanted and
she unlocked her ankles, only to have Miseo lift her legs high into the air. She gazed at him with wide eyes,
unsure of what he was doing now. “Miseo... what...”

Miseo was beyond help now, his own desire for this exquisite woman far outweighing his own
inexperience. He brought his lips to her calf where he held her legs above him and kissed her satiny skin.

Eirene stared at him, her eyes wide and her fever burning within her body. “Miseo I want...” Eirene
suddenly saw his face drop from between her thighs and her eyes flew open in carnal delight when she felt his
lips and tongue delve deeply into her dripping center. Her entire upper body went rigid in violent pleasure as her
belly undulated with another staggering orgasm induced by his ministrations.

Eirene screamed. She screamed long and loud in utter catatonic bliss as one raging orgasm after another
smashed against her senses. This what not what she had envisioned. This was far beyond what she had ever
thought she would feel. She had no idea it was only the very beginning of a night of pleasure she would never
forget.

Martin sat on the large couch in the quarters they were using, the data pad in his hand, but his dark
brown eyes gazing upon the six women who occupied the large bedroom area of the quarters. The ARC
ROYAL’S engineers had cut out the wall between the two smaller sets of quarters making them into a large
single one for their King and his Queens. They had designed an enormous oval shaped bed that fit perfectly
within one section of wall they had cut away, leaving a meter on either side of the bed to move around. The bed
could easily accommodate all of them with room to spare. Martin Leonidas was not one to silently go around
thanking the gods for what he had. He was a man who believed deeply in faith, more so since he had discovered
long ago who and what he really was after so long not knowing. He did not often stop to reflect what he had
endured in his life to reach this point, but this night for some reason he could not help it as he gazed at them.

Martin had never once imagined himself in this position. Many years ago when he had first met Anja he
would have been completely content to settle down with her at that very moment. She had called to his wolf
blood even then, before he knew what he truly was. That he would one day have six breathtakingly beautiful
women who adored and loved him to the point of complete devotion was not something that any fantasy could
have prepared him for. He watched them as they talked softly amongst themselves, sometimes giggling or
laughing, and always touching one another. It had been a long time since they had all been together and these
past five weeks had been a godsend for them Martin knew. Even Cirith, the newest and last woman that would
share his life, had quickly been accepted and fallen into a similar pattern of comfort with her fellow Queens.
She had yet to have a formal ceremony granting her the title, but they would when they returned to Union space.
Cirith wore a simple yet enticing black lace panty and bra set, her body tightly packed and rippling with muscle
and power as were all his Queens. Anja sat beside her on the bed as they discussed something from a data pad,
one of Martin’s dark t-shirts pulled down over her body hiding her straining breasts but leaving her hairless
center bared for all to see. For'mya wore a maroon colored pair of thong like panties, leaving her larger breasts
bare. For'mya was strangely thrilled to have larger breasts, apparently feeling for a long time that her smaller
breasts were inadequate compared to her fellow Queens. Aricia sat behind her completely naked as she brushed
out For'mya’s long hair with slow strokes. Dysea and Isabella were also completely naked, their legs entwined
as they laid on their stomachs, each of them reading from data pads. Their exquisitely tight and muscled assess
were exposed for his hungry gaze. As usual there was no shyness between them when they were alone together.
After all they had shared together through the years, all the times that they had pleasured one another in so
many ways; it was ridiculous to try and hide from each other.

Martin knew of the many rumors that filtered among the Union. How he had such surreal and beautiful
Queens and how he had all of them every night. Martin Leonidas had chased far more male Lycavorians away
than his mates knew about. Male Alphas who thought they could challenge him for one of his Queens. Those
who survived the encounter knew the error of their ways and quickly became devoted followers of their King.
They went on to discover equally beautiful mates that they now cherished as he did his Queens. Those that did
not survive... well at least they died well. When it came to his Queens or the Union, Martin Leonidas could and
did have a savage streak within him that he did not often unlock. In truth, most of their nights were like this,



lounging around and relishing the company of each other. If the mood gripped them, they would let it be known
easily enough. There were times, like now, when his Queens paid him no mind and concentrated on each other,
either by brushing out their hair or hot oil massages given to each other that usually led to torrid moments
between them. They kept nothing from each other or him and he could easily smell when they pleasured each
other. They would probably curl into the arms of the one they were with and sleep this night though their sexual
activity had been frequent lately because they were rejoicing that For'mya had returned to them. Looking at
them on the bed, he felt the swell of desire for all of them within him, and while all their scents swirled around
him constantly, tonight Anja’s scent was sweet and pure and called to him brightly. Her comment earlier in the
day probably had something to do with it, but like Aricia, Anja was always sexually adventurous.

He began to rise from his chair in the main room where he was watching them from when the soft
beeping of his personal data pad stopped him. His personal data pad was far more complex and advanced than
the standard one and each member of his family carried one. He settled back into the chair and lifted the pad so
he could see the screen.

-Holoprogram Leonidas One has been initiated King Leonidas- The simple typed words appeared on
the small screen referring to the computer program he had designed with Avi’s help many years ago. He had
just never used it before. Martin displayed a public distaste for computers but in private he had become quite the
expert with Avi’s help and instruction through the years.

Martin glanced up at his Queens, saw that they had not noticed, and he rose to his feet moving in front
of the view window and out of sight of them. He looked at the pad and tapped several commands into it
activating voice interaction. “Confirm time.” Martin asked softly.

-Six point three hours ago-

“External target?” Martin continued.

-Present-

“Any others?”

-Negative. Primary coded target was alone-

“Did he view the entire program cycle?” Martin asked.
-Affirmative-

Martin smiled slowly and looked up and out the view window at the stars surrounding the ARC ROYAL.
His normally dark brown eyes changed quickly to the yellow/gold color of his wolf persona. {44... Pleistarchus
my brother.} Martin whispered within his thoughts. {You have made your final mistake brother. You violated
the most sacred of our people’s laws by taking my Kinsoaurgai. For what you have done to her, how you have
violated her, I will revisit that pain upon you ten fold. And it will not be quickly either. I'm going to take
everything from you brother. [ have already accomplished that with Karun. He is seeing all he could be now.
He has a half elven woman who he worships, a woman who worships him. He is seeing what being a Leonidas
means. Leruk... the son you twisted down that dark path beyond redemption is dead... and you have lost your
daughter Nikkei.} Martin’s yellow/gold eyes nearly pulsed in brightness to his thoughts. {Eirene and Fedor are
my children now. They will always be my children now. I will raise them with my wives and mates and they will
carry the blood of our father with honor and respect. Now I am going to take everything you have left brother. 1
am going to take Kalis.} Martin blinked as he stared at the stars. {1 will teach him what you should have taught
him brother. I will give him the choice you never gave him. And should he choose the path I hope, I will be the
father you should have been to him. If he does not then he will die just as you will.} Martin looked at the pad.



{And when we meet again brother, when we stand face to face you will know how big a failure you truly are
before I spill your entrails before you and take your head.}

Martin tapped on the pad. “Initiate Leonidas Protocol Three Four Six. Activate upon target’s physical
touch with transmitter and initiate interactive program.” He spoke softly.

-Initiating Leonidas Protocol Three Four Six. Parameters set. Activation trigger set for interactive
program utility-

“Inform me when next program cycle is complete and then automatically activate follow on Protocols
until they are all complete. Insure no activation if primary target is not alone.” Martin spoke.

-Commands understood-

Martin allowed his eyes to return to normal as he smelled Anja come up behind him and he deactivated
the data pad.

“Lover?” Her whisper reached his ears. “Are you ok?”

Martin turned and looked down into her bright jade green eyes. He quickly tossed the data pad discretely
behind her back as he leaned over and collected her into his arms, lifting her up so her face was even with his
and she could see his smile of intense desire. Anja looked a little surprised when his lips came down on hers
with wanton need, but as his unshielded aura quickly wrapped around her like a warm blanket and she felt his
love come pouring out, she quickly forgot everything else and returned his kiss with equal fervor as he carried
her back to the bed.

The howls of delight from six voices began soon after.

Eirene was beyond overwhelmed.

The last few hours had been nothing but pure, unadulterated pleasure on a plane she had no idea existed.
Her mothers had told her that making love to a man who consumed their soul was the most powerful and
blissful feeling in the world. They had this with her father, and Eirene now had this with Miseo. There were no
doubts in her mind, no questions of her heart. Any fears she may have had quickly disappeared with her shyness
when his lips and tongue dove into her center and brought the world crashing down around her. She had very
nearly screamed herself hoarse as the staggering orgasms followed, crashing upon one another with no end in
sight. These feelings only doubled in intensity when Miseo had poised himself to fill her and then, with an
inexperienced yet eager plunge, he sank the entirety of his fourteen inch cock into her depths in a single soul
shattering drive. It was all Eirene could do to keep from passing out at the devastating sensations of uncharted
bliss that ripped through her. She thought there might be some pain at least, given his enormous size and her
petite figure, but the only thing Eirene had felt was an all unbearable need for more.

Miseo gave her everything she wanted. And so very much more.

Now Eirene found herself atop him, his swollen cock buried within her and causing ripples of ecstasy
every time she ground her hips upon him. Her breasts were crushed against his sweaty chest, her own skin slick
with sweat, as she showered his handsome face with kisses and his hands continuously stroked the flesh of her
thighs and lower back. His fingers tickled the sensitive spot of her tattoo, causing jolts of pleasure to shoot
through her. And then there was his tail. Never did she think his tail could do what it did. It never seemed to
stop rubbing her body in different locations, wrapping around her waist, dragging deliciously across her breasts
to intentionally brush over her super sensitive nipples and drawing ragged gasps of unabashed delight from her.
It delved over and between her perfect ass, never ceasing to explore every minute portion of her flesh. Her hips
were a blur of motion as she rode him, striving to reach the pinnacle of pleasure. Each time their loins crashed
together it brought joyful cries from her and groans of intense pleasure from Miseo.

Eirene had experienced countless orgasms up until this point, but she didn’t understand why Miseo had
not yet exploded. Why he hung on the edge for so long and did not let his passion fill her as she so desperately
wanted. When his hands clamped onto her ass cheeks and he began slamming into her with fervor she knew he



was close. She met his upward thrusts with downward smashes of her hips, wanting him to fill her and make her
his. She gasped in unearthly bliss when with a growl of arousal he sat up, causing her to fully impale herself on
his wonderful cock.

“Eirene!” He gasped between clenched teeth. “I... you don’t... what will happen
looked at her enchanted face, gripped in intense pleasure.

Eirene’s eyes were half shut as dominating tremors of another building orgasm from deep within her
belly and the base of her spine began to surge upward. “Give me all of you!” She rasped out the words.

“Eirene... I am Kavalian!” He gasped with another upward thrust of his hips. He watched her face twist
into a dreamy smile as he pierced her so deeply. “I will... we will... Eirene!”

Eirene’s eyes grew wide when she felt it. She was fully speared upon his massive cock, his strong hands
pulling her down even more and then she felt the base of his delicious cock swell even larger, stretching her
around him and sealing their bodies together over a sizeable bulb at the base of his cock. She gasped in
devastating pleasure as the length of his cock also swelled thicker and then his lava hot passion was rocketing
up the length of his shaft to erupt into the depths of her womb. His soft lips wrapped around her right nipple and
he nursed on it almost painfully as she screamed in utter, cataclysmic heaven. His powerful body went rigid, his
hands holding her ass tightly to his hips insuring she could not move and the bulb at the base of his cock
insuring they were locked together. His explosive release into her quivering body sent Eirene cascading over the
edge of the pleasure abyss and Eirene couldn’t help the screams of enchantment then as her whole body
rumbled in out of control ecstasy.

Miseo fell back on the end, dragging her with him as his hot passion continued to erupt into her. Four
times. Five times. Six. Seven. With each eruption Eirene cried out in glee as another orgasm rocked her own
body. It was almost too much as her body responded to his, her mind awash in catatonic bliss. Three full
minutes, what seemed like an eternity, and finally Miseo’s body relaxed and he rolled over on the bed, covering
her petite figure with his and finding her lips in another breath stealing kiss of desire and need and love. She
could feel him within her depths still filling her with his essence. Eirene’s arms wrapped around his powerful
back, his tail twitching madly as it danced across the flesh of her outer thigh, until finally they drew apart and
his head fell to the crock of her neck mewling out words of love and devotion as he nibbled the skin of her neck
and shoulder. His breathing was coming in great heaves and Eirene couldn’t stop the tears in her eyes from
forming as his words reached her elven and wolf ears.

“I love you Eirene Leonidas.” Miseo hissed in a whisper. “More than I have ever loved anything in my
short life. I do not know how this came to be... but ... I can’t live without you now.”

Eirene shuddered in delight as he nuzzled the outer ridge of her two and a half inch half elven ear and
she gripped him even tighter.

“My... my Miseo!” She gasped into his cheek her voice filled with happiness. “With all that I am... I
love you.”

Miseo pulled his face back to gaze into her beautiful dark brown eyes. He leaned over and kissed her
quivering lips, relishing in the taste of her lips and skin. “Forgive... forgive me.” He said finally. “We will... I
will not soften for at least an hour... if not more. We are locked... we can not separate until I soften Eirene.”

Eirene’s eyes twinkled in delight and she shook her head as she squeezed the shaft of his cock as tightly
as she could with the inner muscles of her womanhood. She watched his face contort as she did and she
chuckled. “Who says... who says I want to separate.” She hissed softly.

Miseo looked at her with adoring eyes. “If you continue to do that it will be longer.” He told her.

Eirene drew her hands from his back and took his face in her palms. “Hold me Miseo my love. Crush me
to you and hold me and never let go.”

Miseo did exactly as Eirene asked him, wrapping his powerful arms around her body and rolling to his
side. His tail wrapped tightly around her thigh as she curled it up alongside his hip and he pulled her against
him. Eirene relished in the feelings of his strong arms around her and his incredible cock still buried deeply
within her. She pressed her face to his chest and with much reluctance, the exertion of the last few hours finally
caught up with her. Miseo watched as her eyes closed and she was asleep in moments, a smile of blissful
satisfaction and love on her face. Miseo brought his hand to the back of her head and he held her there as his
own eyes closed and he followed her quickly into the blackness of sleep.

'9’

He gasped as he



They had found something wonderful in this crazy world. And that something was each other. There
was no going back now, and in truth, neither of them would have it any other way.

PLANET TWELVE ALPHA
STRIKER DT 114

JANUARY 30, 2575

SEVEN MINUTES FROM LANDING

For'mya turned her helmeted head and glanced out of the right side window to view the KADEN
transport that was matching their speed and descent angle. She reached up and touched the side of her helmet.
“KADEN One Four... adjust your course three degrees to starboard. You are too close to our ventral exhaust.”

“KADEN One Four acknowledged.” The voice answered.

For'mya turned and looked at Endith in the pilot’s seat. Endith smiled and shook her head slowly.
“Rookies.” She said humorously.

“Final inbound marker in five seconds.” Tina spoke.

“Final marker copy.” Endith echoed as her hand dropped to the thruster controls of the STRIKER DT
1IA.

For'mya touched her helmet again. “Martin Leonidas... we are six minutes from the landing zone.
Daniel’s team is already down.”

“Copy Kinsoaurgai.” Martin’s voice replied. A hint of a smile played across For'mya’s face as his words
filtered to her. He had ceased replying with her full name as they had begun during that time on Ukwav. Now
he simply called her Kinsoaurgai. This difference was not lost on For'mya for it showed her that his love for her
was absolute. Just as it was for all of them.

They all heard Martin’s voice fill the internal ship COM. It was his business voice now, and no one
would question his instructions.

“Six minutes people. Once we are down, Dysea and I, with Torma and Iriral will do an airborne circuit
before we begin to disembark and set up the staging areas.” Martin’s voice spoke. “Cody and the Master Chief
will conduct the ground perimeter check and establish our defenses. When we give the all clear, begin setting up
your load stations. lama will direct what is coming from the processing area so be prepared. Torma, Arzoal,
Isheeni, Miath and the new hatchlings will be working quickly. We have thirty-six hours but I want to be fully
loaded and gone in twenty-eight. The follow on KADENS will arrive in twelve hours so let’s be ready for them.
This planet is unknown to us so no one wander away from the perimeter. Science Team Leader?”

“Here King Leonidas.” The female voice answered.

“Status?”

“The site we wanted to inspect is only half a click from the load area. Once you give the word we can be
ready to move in seven minutes.” She answered.

“Good enough. We’ll get the perimeter up and then we’ll detail you out.” Martin replied. “Aide station
will be the back of my STRIKER. Designate your buddy teams and prepare for touch down.” Martin looked
towards the cockpit. “Take us down For'mya.” He ordered.

“In we go then!” She announced as Martin turned and saw Eirene standing beside Kdan as Miseo was
further back in the ship helping Cody adjust something on their cargo containers. He made his way over to them
and as he approached her heard Eirene speaking with Kdan within Mindvoice. They had forgotten to shield their
conversation and he quickly threw up a barrier for them without them noticing. He inhaled deeply and instantly
detected Miseo’s rich scent buried deep within her blood now. She was also much calmer and all signs of her
Coming of Age fever was gone. The wolf within her proudly announced to all that she was Miseo’s wife and
mate now and she would broke no insult. The elf within her had chattered away with her mothers for nearly an
hour before boarding the ship this morning, her face beaming and so very beautiful just like her mother.

[... his wife and mate now Kdan.] Eirene spoke as she stroked his cool light green scales.

[He is... he is very large sister. He did not hurt you?] Kdan asked with real concern in his voice.



Eirene smiled as she pressed her cheek to the scales on his enormous head. Kdan’s dark green eyes
closed in happiness. /It was... it was beyond wondrous Kdan.] She said slowly. /I am a little sore after two
days... but the pleasure was beyond anything I imagined or hoped for. I...]

Martin did not want to intrude on their conversation any longer and he stepped up behind her softly. Her
head turned when she smelled and sensed him, and Martin saw the brightness in her eyes.

“MedwanGai.” She spoke softly and with adoring love.

Martin leaned over and nuzzled her cheek drawing a sigh of happiness from her. “I am so very glad for
you arande.” He said softly. “But remember to shield your conversations with Kdan. Unless you wish everyone
to know about the pleasure you experienced these previous nights with your new husband and mate.”

Eirene’s eyes grew wide at his words and her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. /Oh... oh no!] She
gasped.

Martin grinned and nuzzled her cheek again. /I shielded for you.] He said. [And do not be embarrassed
about what you experienced and will experience into the future arande. There is nothing to be ashamed of.
Nothing at all.]

[MedwanGai I...] Eirene began to speak.

Martin shook his head. [Your sisters Lisisa and Eliani both have shared things with me that may seem
out of place for a daughter to tell her father. For them to share that with me is an honor. That my daughter’s
trust me enough to not be afraid to talk with me is even more of an honor. And it is a confidence I will never
break. You need not fear I will judge you arande. You can talk to me of anything you wish.]

Eirene stared into his dark eyes and felt warmth wash over her as his aura drifted out and engulfed her in
a fatherly manner. [Thank you MedwanGai.] She whispered within Mindvoice. [You... you don’t know what
that means to me.]

[You and Kdan stay close to Torma and I when we are groundside. After he is done with the collection
for the day we want to teach you some tricks that are not normally used by other Bonded Pairs. Your mother
and Isheeni will be teaching Fedor and Dnom the same skills.] He told her.

[We will.] Eirene answered.

Martin nodded his head with a smile and then moved towards the back of the ship. Eirene turned back
and looked into Kdan’s green eyes. [There are times my Bonded Brother ... there are times when Fedor and 1
wish that he was our true father. Not just of our hearts... but of our blood.]

Kdan touched his snout to her shoulder. /But he is Eirene my sister.] He told her. [You need no more
proof than to look in the mirror. He is the one who turned your mother. He is the one your mother loves more
than any breath she may take. When he turned her, his blood became part of her. It flows within her. And that
blood flows through you and Fedor as well. Never doubt that.]

Eirene looked at him with a beaming face. /I love you my Bonded Brother.] She said softly.

[No more than I love and treasure you now sister.] Kdan snorted softly as Eirene did what she had done
when she was still growing. She snuggled her body under his folded wing and placed her head against the side
of his chest to hear his heartbeat.

Eirene did not see Martin step up to Miseo.

“Miseo?”

Miseo rose quickly to his feet and turned. “King Leonidas.” He gasped.

Martin looked at this tall, powerfully built Kavalian with Pralor blood running in his veins. The biogenic
process had altered his outward appearance, his tail the only thing left from a different life, but standing before
him was a man that could have just as easily passed for a Spartan. “Thank you Miseo.” Martin said softly. “You
have... you have given her happiness after everything she has endured up until now.”

Miseo let his blue eyes look behind him and he saw Eirene cuddled under Kdan’s wing. He turned back
to Martin. “It is I who should be thanking you Milord.” He said respectfully. “She is... Eirene is like a precious
jewel to me. One I will worship for the rest of my life.”

Martin nodded. “As it should be.” He said. He leaned closer. “Did it work?”’

Miseo couldn’t help but grin at him. “Milord... she would not release my head for almost an hour.” He
answered. “I will continue to improve my technique in that regard. She... she tastes like sweet honey. I would
have... I would have never thought of that myself.”



Martin pounded Miseo on the shoulder. “Good man.” He said. “I’ve learned through the years that it
shows them that you love every little thing about them. When they know that...” Martin grinned. “Well... let’s
just say that things will always stay spicy. If more of your people back in the Alpha quadrant would try it...
things might be very different.”

Miseo chuckled softly. “That may very well be true Milord.”

Martin nodded. “You and I will have the first watch for tonight. We can talk more and I can establish a
more definitive connection for you and Eirene to use for just yourselves. You have Pralor blood within you and
it’s time you began to learn about that part of you. At least as much as I can teach you. Your father agrees”

Miseo nodded. “I will look forward to that sir.”

“And stop with this Milord crap will ya!” Martin hissed. “Sibfla... you’re making me feel ancient!”

PLANET TWELVE ALPHA
PROCESSING SITE
MID MORNING JANUARY 30

“Tell me what you see?”” Danny asked as he handed Fedor the macrobinoculars.

Fedor took them and adjusted his position on the ground beside the man he called Uncle without
hesitation. They were on the ridgeline two hundred meters north of where lama was establishing her Processing
Site on the plateau three hundred meters above the beach four hundred meters away. Three other teams of two
were out on the four corners of the perimeter, though Dnom was with them, so they counted as three.

“I see lush green forests and an ocean in the distance.” Fedor answered.

Danny rolled his eyes. “Wise ass.” He muttered. “Now tell me what you really see?”

Fedor chuckled and then allowed the wolf within him to come out. His dark brown eyes became encased
in a dark black ring as he began flipping through the different spectrums that his wolf eyes allowed him. “The
animals are plentiful.” He spoke as he observed the terrain surrounding them. “Their movements are slightly
erratic... almost as if they are spooked in some manner.” Fedor said lowering the binos and looking at his
Uncle’s dark skin and eyes.

Danny nodded. “Good. Very good.” He said taking the binos back. “I got a feeling most of them can
smell us and our dragon friends and they are being wary. Wayonn’s scans did not indicate any predators close to
the size of the dragons and they are probably worried they will become a meal.”

“How many of these beasts do we need to take?” Fedor asked shifting his Mark IV ArmorPly slightly to
be more comfortable.

“About sixty.” Danny answered. “Half today... half tomorrow.” His eyes scanning the treeline below

them.

Fedor looked at his Uncle from the side after a long moment of silence. “Do they fear us Uncle?” Fedor
asked.

Danny turned to look at him. “Fear you? I don’t follow. What do you mean?”’

“The crew.” Fedor asked. “Sometimes I can sense their confusion and distrust of how Eirene and I came
to be.”

Danny lowered the binos and looked at him. “Last time I checked you came to be just like every other
child.” He spoke. “Just at a little faster pace is all.”

Fedor nodded. “That is just it.” He said. “They question if we will be like our brothers and sisters. Like
Andro and Deni and Eliani. They fear us because of how we were conceived and what Eirene and I could do.”

Danny shook his head. “They don’t fear you Fedor.” He said. “They are timid because of who they
know you are. Of the events surrounding how you and your sister came to be. It’s not that they fear you... they
don’t know you.”

“Don’t know us?” Fedor asked.

“Your father and mothers have been keeping you two pretty secluded these last few weeks. Only
recently have you begun to get out among the crew and mingled. They... they are feeling you and Eirene out.”
Danny said.



“Why?” Fedor asked.

Danny shrugged his broad shoulders. “It’s what we do.” He replied. “You are the son and daughter of
the King and For'mya. That makes you larger than life in some respects. Most of them have never ever seen the
Royal family in person and now there is a shit pot full of you on their ship. It will take some getting used too.”

“Then they know who he is?” Fedor asked with distaste in his voice.

“Everyone knows who he is boy.” Danny said. “Kind of hard to miss the biggest asshole in the known
universe. Not to mention he is uglier than sin.” Danny shifted his body. “You are worried that they see you and
Eirene as his children and not Marty’s?”

Fedor nodded his head slowly with a trace of a smile at his Uncle’s words. “I some ways yes.” He
answered.

Danny shook his head. “You and Eirene can put that right out of your head Fedor. None of them believe
that for an instant. Especially not now. I’ve seen his ugly mug up close and personal. Neither of you looks
anything like him. You look like your mother and Marty as strange as that seems. I’m sure you know why that
is by now?”

Fedor nodded. “Because MedwanGai is much more powerful than him.” He said. “When Eirene and |
reached for the essence of our father... we found his.”

“That’s part of it yes.” Danny said. “The other part... the larger part of it is that Marty’s essence comes
from in here!” Danny stabbed his fingers into his chest. “The heart pumping in your MedwanGai’s chest is pure
gold Fedor. He loves without question, and when he trusts, he trusts without hesitation. Somehow... somehow
he has found the perfect balance between compassion and violence. Between anger and peace. He is a very
unique man. A man that in many ways is closer to me than my own brothers. I would die for him in a blink. Not
because of his name... but because I know deep down he would die for me just as quickly.”

“How old were you when the Guardian of the Line brought you to live with him?” Fedor asked.

Danny shrugged. “A year maybe. Me and Jules.” He replied. “We’ve been together since the very
beginning of everything. In all that time he has never given up, never left any of us behind and he has loved us
all despite our flaws. And we have loved him. No doubts. No regret. None of us would be here today if not for
him at one point or another.” Danny rolled onto his back. “You know the difference between your MedwanGai
and Pusintin?”

Fedor shook his head. “No.”

“Martin has never wanted power.” Danny said. “He’s never wanted power or control or any of that shit.
You could take all of this away from him tomorrow and he’d be happier than a pig in sibfla. He would take your
mothers, retire on some lush planet like this and never look back. If he knew we would never have to fight
again. And I’d take your Aunt Anuk and Aunt Nayeca and be right beside him.”

“He would give it all up?” Fedor asked.

Danny nodded. “In a nubous heartbeat.” He said. “And you would be hard pressed to get Andro to take
his place. That boy is scary like his father and he’d probably be on the same ship with him as they ran away.”

“But he is King?” Fedor said. “Andro is Crown Prince?”

Danny nodded his head. “Yes they are. And believe me when I tell you there is not a power mongering
bone in either of their bodies. They hate to fight. Hell... we all do! It just so happens that we are very, very
good at it. I’d much rather be home nuzzling my Anome and your Aunt Nayeca and partaking of their beauty
and gifts than out here.” Danny smiled. “I’ll give you a piece of advice your MedwanGai shared with me when
we were still very young. We had just completed our second mission and we were watching the moon in our
wolf forms. Damned if I can remember where though.” Danny shook his head. “Marty told me if anyone offers
me power... if they offer me something that seems to good to be true on the outside... then run away. Run away
just as fast as I can. Those who want power are the ones who are dangerous. Those who want power are easily
corrupted. Those who have no desire for power... those are the men and women who are usually the ones who
make history as the leaders of others. Mainly because the whole time they are in power, they are trying to get
back to their normal lives. Your MedwanGai has three... four rules really. He drilled them into our heads as we
were growing. Has he told you them?”

Fedor shook his head. “No.”

Danny smiled. “He can be very profound when he wants to be you know. First rule... the Pack comes
before the individual. He hates being King but he does it because he considers the Union his Pack. And as the



Alpha, it is his duty to insure everything he does is good for the pack. Second rule... Blood before all else. Your
blood is your strength... that is where your power lies. Never betray your blood for any reason.”

“But we are not...” Fedor began but stopped himself. “No... we are his blood.” He said looking at
Danny. “We are of grandfather’s blood. His blood and essence.”

Danny nodded. “Yes you are. You and Eirene both. You are his blood and you are his children. Nothing
and no one can ever take that away from you. Either of you. The third rule... never for any reason disrespect the
ones who bear your name and your future.” Danny said. “Love your wives and mates with everything that you
are. Show them that they are everything to you. Do that... and they will love you back with a fervor and many
happy times will be had by all.”

Fedor nodded his head slowly and then looked back up to him. “You said he had four rules Uncle.”

Danny nodded. “The fourth rule... well that is simple. Kill anything and anyone who tries to keep you
from fulfilling the first three rules.” Danny’s head tilted slightly as he caught the scent on the slight wind. He
turned back on the ridge. “Show time.” He said. “Torma and the others are bringing back the first load.”

Iama stood near the center of the Processing Camp they had established, ready for the work to come and
completely relishing the new life that she had discovered here among those who she had been raised to believe
were her enemies. Her short conversation with King Martin the previous night had released all her doubts and
inhibitions about making the decisions she had in the recent weeks into the void of space.

Her family had forsaken her. Her Pride had forsaken her. These men and women had embraced her.

All in an attempt to become more powerful within the Kavalian hierarchy. An attempt that to this day
had not born fruit to the best of her knowledge. So they had given her away for nothing. They had allowed the
Kavalian leadership to turn her into a biogenic whore for their troops. When the biogenic treatments had not
taken completely and left her with her tail, all the schooling and training they had given her was for naught.
They shipped her off to Nefoa to be used as a sex slave within the brothels there. The only thing that had gotten
her away from Nefoa was her willingness to do anything sexually that got her free from the sometimes six times
a night she had to lay with rutting Kavalian troops. Troops that she was only an object to. lama had proven
stronger than that, and the day the Lycavorian King had come to her on that planet and offered her a new life,
Iama had jumped at the chance to have something different. Even with an enemy.

Yet what lama had found was not the enemy she had been raised to distrust and hate. This was an enemy
that offered her whatever she wanted and asked for nothing in return. This was an enemy that was not an enemy
at all. The Lycavorian King had given her the chance, and with every day that passed and her future appeared
brighter, lama began to fit in. Everyone knew her to be a biogenic Kavalian female, but only those who had
been on the planet knew of her tail. It was the one thing she kept hidden. She had no idea how it would make
others react to her. Twice now in the last eight weeks she had caught the eye of a Lycavorian male and when
they had discovered she still had her tail, twice they had politely told her that was not something that they could
deal with. lama understood... she might find it hard herself. It was the reason she kept her tail tightly wrapped
around her waist like a belt that was part of her uniform. No one questioned it, and no one got close enough to
her backside to see that she had cut a small slit in her uniform to allow this to happen. Cooking had become a
desire for her, an outlet to make her forget her life. That she had become incredibly good at it never really
crossed her mind until that day on the planet.

The day Martin Leonidas and his Queens set her free.

As she looked at the ridge where she knew Daniel Simpson was she saw Julie Collins move across in
front of her. She darted forward to Julie, the one time female wolf and now vampire clone with all the memories
of the Lycavorian female who had died long ago and that she had replaced. She felt a kindred connection to
Julie for the woman had endured almost the exact same thing as she had, just in a different form.

“Julie?” Iama asked casing Julie to stop and turn to face her.

“I think we are in good shape Iama.” Julie said.

Iama nodded. “We are just waiting for the signal that the King’s dragon and the others are returning.”
She said. “I wanted to ask something.”



Julie nodded her head. “Shoot.” The young Kavalian female was very inquisitive and none of the
questions she had asked her up to now had been military in nature.

“The half breed with Daniel Simpson?” Iama asked. “I have... I have never seen him before. Who is
he?”

Julie smiled. “Fedor?” She asked. “He’s really cute isn’t he?”

Iama shrugged her slim shoulders far too quickly in dismissal. “I had not noticed really.” She lied and
not noticing the slight crook in Julie’s mouth that indicated she knew [ama was lying. “Only that he has never
been on one of our gathering missions before. I wanted to make sure he was properly trained and would not be a
burden. The King was very specific in his instructions.”

Julie nodded. “You don’t need to worry about Fedor lama. He can more than take care of himself.”

“The last few days I have seen him and a young blond woman sitting at the King’s table.” Iama spoke
looking at her. “Are they the children of friends perhaps? Is that why they are here? Some sort of reward for
being faithful.”

Julie looked at her for a long moment. “That is not something we do Iama. No... if you must know...
they are the children of For'mya and the Skipper’s brother.”

Iama’s eyes grew slightly wider. “The twins?”” She gasped. “I... I heard about them when they came
aboard! I saw them even! That... that can not be them! They are fully grown now! When they came on board
they were just children!”

Julie nodded. “It is true.” She said in response. “The same accelerated growth serum that your people
use was for your infants and the clones was used on the twins while they were in For'mya’s womb. It was part
of Pusintin’s plan to use them to try and take control of the Union. He’s as dumb as he is ugly for thinking that.

“Then they... they are Prince and Princess?” lama asked.

Julie nodded. “Yeah. Why don’t you talk to him?”

Iama shook her head quickly. “Oh no. I could not. He is a Prince.”

“Prince is just a title.” Julie said. “And like his MedwanGai and his brother, I’m thinking he will not
really care for the title.”

“MedwanGai?” lama asked.

“It’s what Fedor and Eirene call Marty.” Julie said. “Father of our Hearts. They don’t recognize Pusintin
as their father.”

“How can they do that?” Jama asked.

Julie smiled. “It’s actually very confusing. Has to do with Mindvoicing and Etheric power and such.
They’ve been training and staying mostly with their dragons when they eat. Martin and the others decided to
acclimate them slowly. I think that part is over now and they’ll be around more now. Eirene just took Miseo as
her mate and husband. You should talk to Fedor lama. He’s really very interesting.”

Iama looked at her with wide eyes. “Miseo? He is... he is Kavalian? He is... she is just a child! He is
just a child!” She gasped.

Julie nodded. “What difference does it make if he is Kavalian? And believe me, Eirene and Fedor are
not children any longer.” She asked. “When two are meant to be together you can’t fight it. Eirene didn’t fight it
and neither did Miseo. They make a cute couple really. He’s so much taller and wider than her that it looks silly
sometimes.”

“I thought...” Iama began to say something but that was quickly pushed from her mind as Danny’s
voice echoed in both of their ear implants.

“Tally Ho! You got inbound!” His voice spoke. “Torma and Isheeni are bringing back the first batch

“How many Danny?” Anja’s voice filled their ears and they turn as her five foot three figure walked up
to them wearing similar Mark IV ArmorPly.

“Looks like six Red.” He answered.

Anja nodded as she stopped next to lama. “We’re standing by.” Anja reached out and squeezed lama’s
hand. “Ready?”

Iama smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

Anja grinned. “I clear them, you dice them.”

“That’s original Anja.” Julie quipped.
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Anja looked at her and smiled brightly. This Julie Collins didn’t remember what they had shared all
those years ago. She probably knew about it now, but she didn’t remember it. It didn’t matter to Anja, Julie and
Danny had been the catalyst to her finally discovering and most importantly accepting her love for Martin and
for Anja that had been the most important part. This Julie was still discovering memories, but as far as Anja was
concerned, this woman was the friend she had been way back then.

Anja shrugged her shoulders as she looked at Julie. “Marty and Danny are the one liner experts not me.”
She said.

Julie laughed and shook her head as she mocked punched Anja in the arm. “As if anyone will believe
that.” She spoke.

Anja smiled at her as they heard Torma’s trumpet and they turned to see him carrying the enormous
beast in his talons.

“Time to go to work.” She stated.

PUMA’S PRIDE

“...Fighter group is ranging out ahead two light years.” Popal reported to Pusintin as they sat in the
officer’s lounge. “Their modified sensors are detecting the Borellum trace, barely, but it is on a constant
course.”

“Can they estimate how 0ld?” Pusintin asked as he sipped the wine.

“Given the dissipation, the Flight Leader estimates three days... four at most.” Popal answered.

Pusintin nodded. “They must be stopping every few days.” He said. “Why though?”

“The other ship with them did not appear to be a warship Marshall.” Popal spoke. “The design is nothing
we have seen, but it appeared more like a transport of some kind. A large one.”

“They’re looking for supplies?”” Pusintin said.

“It’s a possibility.” Popal spoke. “We were able to replenish our stores before we left Nefoa. There is no
indication they returned to any Union planet to do the same. They could have replenished by ship, but they
could not have received much.”

“It is out of character for my brother.” Pusintin said as he rose to his feet. “And why run in the opposite
direction into unknown space? They could have made it back to core Union space easily. What else Popal?”

“Captain Korua has the reports you asked for.” Popal spoke motioning to the Kavalian officer that
occupied the table with them. Kalis sat quietly at the other end of the table.

“What took so long?” Pusintin asked.

“Marshall... I wanted to be absolutely sure about my conclusions before I presented them to you. It took
some time to trace all the information within the ship’s data bases.” The man answered.

Pusintin nodded. “What did you find?”

“The report from the outpost that was struck by the Lycavorian King and his men stated that all were
accounted for except one of the females that was sent there to entertain the men. lama’Juturi was not among the
dead. Biogenically altered, but her tail remained. She was given to the brothels of Nefoa because of this.” Korua
spoke evenly. “It just so happens that her father commanded a DIATAGA assigned to Nefoa Marshall. He is
among the fleet even now. He knows of his daughter’s betrayal and he has been asking to speak to you since we
left.”

“Really?” Pusintin asked.

“Commander Koguth Marshall.” Korua answered. “He has served the Empire since he was a small boy.
He commands the RAVAGER with his son who is his executive officer. He is highly spoken of by even Prefect
Keleru. Commander Koguth’s father is one of the Prefect’s most strident supporters.”

“Interesting.” Pusintin spoke. “Set it up Korua. Now... tell me why this attack on the outpost was
significant.”

“Well... aside from the fact that they killed everyone and stuck their heads on staffs, we believe they
were able to somehow tap into our command channels Marshall.” Korua told him. “Nothing truly secure but
enough access to give them deployments and numbers for a sizeable number of our fleets. I believe that is how



they determined you had only a short Task Force with you. I am not completely sure... but much of the
evidence indicates this.”

“I don’t care about that Korua.” Pusintin said. “I care about anything you have discovered about Muton
and the others that helped For'mya escape.”

Korua nodded and held out the data pad to him. “This is everything Marshall.” He stated. “I cross
referenced his name over nineteen different data bases. He is part of a group that the prefect ordered destroyed
nearly a thousand years ago.”

Pusintin looked at him. “That group on Cabelir? The Watchers... the seers... something ridiculous like
that.”

“They called themselves Monitors.” Korua spoke. “A religious sect of some sort that Prefect Keleru
ordered wiped out as I said. It is actually the second time he has done this, the first being some five thousand
years ago.”

Pusintin looked at him. “Same group?” He asked.

Korua nodded. “Yes Marshall.” He answered. “I have nothing to base my...” Korua stopped talking and
looked down.

Pusintin glanced at Popal and then back to Korua. “Captain Korua... I may be a mean sonofabitch, but
I’m not completely foolish. Do not be afraid to tell me what you have found and what you think. Intelligence is
your field... not mine.”

Korua looked at him. “Thank you Marshall Pusintin.” He spoke. He lifted his copy of the data pad. “I do
not believe Muton was what he made himself out to be.” He said. “Yes... he was your doctor for nearly four
centuries Marshall, but he was far more than he deceived everyone into believing. I believe he was one of these
Monitors. His age alone indicates that he was alive at the time Prefect Keleru first ordered their religious cult
destroyed. He is nearly as old as the Prefect if the records we have are accurate. Which leads me to my next
point. The records are incomplete.”

“Incomplete?” Pusintin asked. “In what way?”’

“They only go back five thousand eight hundred years.” Korua answered. “His age alone indicates that
we should have records going back nearly ten thousand. We do not.”

Pusintin looked at him. “And when did Keleru first order this Monitor Group destroyed?”” He asked.

“It was before you came to us Marshall. The exact date is lost to our historians, but it happened five
thousand eight hundred years ago, give or take a decade.” Korua answered.

“You think he was part of the group that Keleru took out?” Pusintin asked.

“As I said Marshall... I have no proof.” Korua said. “But that is what I believe yes. And he has been
among our midst all of this time planning for something just like what they have executed. A mass exodus out
of Kavalian space.”

“Why?” Pusintin asked as he returned to his seat.

“I’m not entirely sure Marshall... but I believe it has something to do with these Pralors that have been
mentioned in recent Union broadcasts. A race of highly advanced species of humanoid persuasion that have
incredible mind powers and I dare say, are the species that built the ship that butchered so many of our brothers.
I would even go so far as to surmise that the old woman Demahra is of this species.”

“The one who tried to guide Keleru into different areas?” Pusintin asked.

Korua nodded his head. “One and the same. He ordered her immediate execution after Athani defected
but she was never found. The Prefect blames her for twisting Athani’s thoughts and manners. There may be
more to that than we know.”

“She disappeared months ago.” Pusintin said. “And if she has stayed hidden that suggests she has quite a
following.”

Korua nodded. “Yes. No record of her having been found or her death has ever been produced.” He
spoke. “I believe she is somehow tied to this ship. Somehow tied to the obvious technological advances the
Union has made in recent years that we did not know about.”

“Korua... where have you been assigned before you came to PUMA’S PRIDE?” Pusintin asked.

Korua lowered his face. “I was a minor analyst within the Intelligence Division sir.” He said. “No one...
no one believed any of my theories.”

Pusintin looked at Popal. “Popal what do you think?”” He asked.



“Had we not seen and experienced what we did Marshall I would say he is crazy as a mole wasp.” Popal
answered. “Now... now his theories actually make sense.”

“Korua... I want you to draft a secure message to Keleru. Lay out everything you have and tell him it is
my belief that my brother is after something else out here.” Pusintin spoke as he leaned back. “Put it all together
for him and I’ll sign it.” He looked at the wall. “I may have come out here after her, but it’s entirely possible
he’s not running away from us and running to a place we know nothing about.”

“For what?” Popal spoke.

It was Kalis who leaned forward now. “More of those ships.” He stated.

Pusintin looked at his son across the table with some distaste but some new respect for what he had just
said. At least he wasn’t as ignorant as Pusintin thought. “Kalis is right.” He said. “Can you imagine what we
could do with ships like that Popal? Two or three of those ships under my command and we could rule the
entire universe.”

“They would fight us.” Kalis spoke again. “And they already have an advantage in their engine designs
or else we would have caught them by now.”

“Let them try to fight us!” Pusintin said. “We have detected no other Core Plasma Traces from different
engines since we have been out here which tells me they have that one ship and the transport we saw at Enurrua.
We have an entire Fleet Group!” Pusintin got to his feet and smiled. “Oh this is beautiful! I’'m going to rescue
For'mya, fuck his other Queens to death in front of him and take whatever it is he finds before I kill him. When
we return to Kavalian space we’ll be hailed as heroes.”

Kalis looked at his father silently as he paced the room at the other end of the table. {Rescue For'mya?}
Kalis thought to himself. {She would carve your nor from your body before she ever allowed you to have her
again.} Kalis blinked several times in surprise as he realized he had just used a word from the Lycavorian
language. He also realized then that his father was twisted beyond his ability to reason with him.

His hate for me and your grandmother drives him now. His Uncle Martin had told him in the
Holoprogram. He is beyond reason. Beyond redemption now.

For the first time in twenty-five and a half years, Kalis realized just how true that really was.

Kalis was walking down the deck towards the lift, his mind adrift in thought, when he heard the
desperate female cry. He had been deep in thought as he went from deck to deck simply walking and trying to
bring things into focus within his mind. Nothing had deterred him until he heard that voice.

“Stop it! You’re hurting him! Stop it!”

“Shut up wench!”

Kalis stopped when he heard the distinct sound of a hand hitting flesh and he altered his direction. He
was on deck nineteen, and he realized this is the deck where they were holding the Hadarians. He quickened his
pace, winding around the corner until he came to the open door and saw three Kavalian troops. One was
standing in the corridor laughing at whatever was taking place inside the quarters. He heard the deep thud of a
fist hitting a body and he moved quickly towards the quarters. The Kavalian in the doorway did nothing as Kalis
stepped into the quarters and his blue eyes grew wide.

The teenage Hadarian male was on the floor beneath the much larger Puma Bane troop as he pummeled
the young man. The second was looming over both Hadarian females menacingly with one hand holding the
front of the younger female’s shirt. Kalis had seen the older Hadarian female before but he had not seen the
younger one and his dark blue eyes grew even wider as the scent reached him. It was a delicious cinnamon and
cherries scent but it was also mixed with fear and something inside Kalis told him that was not right. The scent
should not have the fear in it. Kalis did not know what possessed him to do it, but he would eventually discover
it was the Lycavorian male within him that acted upon Serale’s female scent touching his nose and igniting
something within him. The sweet and pungent scent of cinnamon and cherries assailed Kalis’s senses,
overriding everything else in the room and his blue eyes suddenly and quite instinctively changed to that of his
wolf persona. The thick black ring appeared around his eyes shifting between different spectrums without aide



until they stopped and he was looking at the Kavalians and Hadarians in the room with a bluish hue to them. He
felt the splash of his salvia inside his mouth as the long dual wolf fangs burst forth from his gums. His hands
went to his mouth as he felt the long powerful fangs fully extend, his eyes going ever wider. This had never
happened to him before. His father had never delved very deeply into the Lycavorian half of his blood, never
taught him anything and because of this fact Kalis responded in a very instinctive manner. A most instinctive
and painful manner.

His keen mind determined he had three seconds before the Kavalian straddling the young Hadarian male
would hit him again and Kalis moved. He moved with all the inbred speed of his wolf and feline blood
combined and he struck viciously and without mercy. He snatched the raised arm of the Puma Bane troop and
twisted savagely to the left. The trooper yelled in pain as his arm dislocated and then Kalis’s knee ended his
conscious thoughts as it crashed into his jaw with terminal velocity. His head snapped back roughly and he
exploded off the floor to land against the wall unconscious and out of the fight. The Puma Bane troop hovering
over Serale and Ceale whirled instantly; lifting his arm to strike Kalis in the head. A blow intended to kill. A
blow that would not strike anything but air. Kalis simply sidestepped the soldier’s weak blow and hit him with a
ridge hand just above his nose. That part of his face crunched and ground together as blood erupted and the pain
caused his eyes to tear up as he staggered back. As he reached for his face, Kalis continued to move. He stopped
behind the dazed trooper, gripped the back of his head and brought it smashing into the bulkhead with
devastating force, shattering the man’s cheek and staining the bulkhead red with blood as he slumped to the
deck befuddled and completely out of it.

The Kavalian from the corridor was entering the quarters by now and reaching for his assault rifle. As
the Puma Bane troop got it unclipped and was about to bring it up, the Kavalian Industries ARSOC 11 12.7mm
sidearm that Kalis always carried was out and jammed painfully into his cheek stopping the Puma Bane soldier
in his tracks. Kalis wasn’t even looking at him as he slowly turned and the Puma Bane soldier saw those wolf
eyes focus on him. His dark eyes grew wide as he saw Kalis snarl and expose the vicious looking dual fangs.
The Puma Bane troop did not know the significance of those dual fangs. He did not know now and he would
never know before his death came to him.

“I will give you five seconds to explain your actions Senior Sergeant!” Kalis growled savagely. “Then I
will pull this trigger and scatter your ignorant brains all over the bulkhead for what you were attempting to do
here!”

“Colonel!” He gasped. “You... your father sent us to bring the Hadarian bitch to him! The boy got in
our way and struck Sergeant Greno! Then the younger female struck Hendi! Your father has decreed the
Hadarian bitch is to be left untouched but not the children! They struck us! Greno and Hindi were only going
to...”

Kalis rammed the barrel of the ARSOC tighter into his cheek in savage anger that he did not understand.
“Going to what?” Kalis snarled at him. “Beat the boy to death and rape the female! Rape her in front of her
family! In front of her mother and brother!” Kalis’s wolf eyes were wild with unbridled and overwhelming
anger.

“She struck Hendi!” The sergeant growled back.

“My father sent you to collect her mother!” Kalis snarled at him. “Not to force yourself upon her
daughter and beat her son while she watched! He has told her they will remain unharmed if she does as she is
instructed! You will not violate that decree! Collect your men and leave! Now! Send another detachment to
collect the woman!”

“Colonel we...”

Kalis reached up and jerked back the slid action of his ARSOC. “Do not make me repeat myself or you
will be dead for disobeying the orders of a superior officer! You and your men may not care for me Senior
Sergeant, but you will follow the Kavalian Order of Command or I will execute you right here!”

Kalis could see the hate in the man’s eyes but he also knew the Puma Bane soldier would comply. He
watched as he lowered his rifle and moved to help his fellow trooper to his feet. Together they got their
unconscious comrade between them and hauled his inert form out of the quarters.

Kalis lowered his ARSOC, his entire body shaking in a combination of fear and resolve. He slowly
turned his wolf eyes on Serale, gazing at her tanned face and wide dark green eyes. He stared into her face for a
long moment, studying the contours of her cheeks and her lips, the way her deep rosewood colored red hair



cascaded around her face and over her shoulders. The depth and brightness of those eyes. To the surprise of
both himself and Serale, his eyes never once moved lower to gaze upon her womanly body. They remained
locked on her face and the way her eyes moved and her lips quivered in fear. Finally, after what seemed like
several minutes, Kalis blinked.

“Tend... tend to your brother. Before... before more of them come.” He spoke finally in a soft whisper
of a voice.

Serale didn’t hesitate and didn’t think. She dashed to where Danim lay on the floor, her hands flaring a
soft white.

“Serale no!” Ceale gasped seeing this.

Kalis turned his head quickly and saw the shimmering glow of her hands vanish instantly at her
mother’s warning. Serale’s face was locked in an expression of horror as she realized what she had done and
stared at Kalis. He turned his head and looked back to Ceale and then to Serale once more, his wolf eyes wide.
His father did not know the younger Hadarian female had this ability yet, of that he was positive. The mother
had told his father that her daughter had not Ascended... yes that is what she had called it. Kalis looked back to
Ceale and he could still see the minor bruising of the woman’s face and the state of her clothes. His mind
suddenly pictured the younger woman like that and terrible anger surged though him. In another act he would
not fully understand until later, Kalis turned back to Serale and nodded his head.

“Heal him. Heal him quickly.” He hissed at her softly. “Do not let them see you doing this. Hurry!”
Serale didn’t move from her position, her eyes now filled with confusion as she looked at Kalis. “I will tell no
one! But you must hurry! Take care of your brother!” Kalis insisted jarring Serale out of her daze.

Serale didn’t hesitate and she brought her hands to her brother and began to heal his painful injuries.

Ceale stared at Kalis from the floor and pushed herself into a sitting position against the wall. “Wha...
why?” She gasped.

Kalis returned his ARSOC to its holster and met her eyes. “I... I do not know.” He spoke softly. The
words poured forth then and to Kalis they were the most truthful words he had ever spoken in his entire life.
“I... I am not like... I am not my father.”

“Your father?” Ceale rasped with wide eyes.

Kalis didn’t answer her and moved for the door and let it close behind him as his wolf persona finally
left him and he took several deep breaths before locking the door. Her scent was not as powerful here in the
corridor and it did not affect him as potently as when he was in the room. He shook his head gently as a two
member team of Puma Bane soldiers came rushing up to the door. One of them the man Kalis had leveled his
weapon at. The other man was the Senior Master Sergeant of the Puma Bane detachment and a man who had
trained Kalis when he was younger. A harsh Kavalian instructor but one who had taught him well and always
seemed to take interest in what Kalis was doing.

“Kalis... what is going on?”” He demanded.

“They were beating the woman’s son in front of her Mata!” Kalis hissed angrily. “They were going to
rape the younger female in front of her mother! My father told the woman they would not be touched if she
cooperated with him.”

The Kavalian looked at the second soldier. “Is this true?”” He snarled.

“They are Hadarian!” The man hissed back. “Prisoners! We should be able to use the younger wench as
we see fit! There are many of us who wish to use her! And she struck Hendi Senior Sergeant!”

Mata’s large hand snapped out and struck the Puma Bane soldier in the head savagely. “We do not
disobey the orders of the Marshall or his son! No matter the reason!” He growled. “She is a tiny thing... her
blow would have been no more than an insect hitting him!”

“She must know her place!” The man insisted.

“You would take her against the Marshall’s wishes?”” Mata growled.

“Why not? She is female and many of the others agree. She is ripe and she has a lush body for fucking!
She could entertain many of us!”

Mata lifted his hand again to strike him but held back. “The Marshall would see you flayed for
disobeying his orders. Is that worth some young Hadarian wench? Is it?”

The younger Puma Bane trooper finally shook his head. “No.”

“I will discipline you for this!” Mata snarled.



“No.” Kalis said quickly looking at him. “It is done Mata. But they are not to transport the female
prisoner anywhere on the ship and they are not allowed to come near this room again. Is that clear?”

Mata bowed his head. “I will see to it Kalis.” He spoke.

“Allow them a few minutes to recover from this fool’s actions and then you may collect the mother to
take to my father.” Kalis spoke the words even though they left a foul taste in his mouth. “I will be in my
quarters.”

Mata watched him turn and head down the corridor. When Kalis was out of ear shot the other spoke.
“Why do we listen to him Senior Master?” The man hissed with contempt dripping from his voice. “He is not
the Marshall.”

Mata looked at him with angry eyes. “He is the Marshall’s son and he defeated you and your stupid
friends with ease. He is not to be trifled with. I am the one who trained him and he would make short work of
you and the others” Mata snapped. “He will be obeyed because of the rank he wears! Do not make the mistake
of thinking him weak. He is not weak. And he will kill you if you press him too far.”

“Him? Kill me? Not likely.” The Puma Bane soldier said. “He is not Leruk!”

“No... he is not Leruk! And that is what makes him more dangerous than his brother. Who is now dead
in case you have forgotten?”” Mata hissed.

The man shook his head. “No.” He answered meekly.

“Return to the barracks and send the Watch Sergeant fool!” Mata hissed. “If the Marshall catches wind
of this he will punish you regardless of his son’s orders to leave you be. You heard his orders... now go!”

“He is no Kavalian.” The man spoke before turning and heading down the corridor.

Mata turned to see Kalis’s back as he rounded the corner of the corridor heading for the lift and he
nodded his head. “No. He is no Kavalian.” Mata said softly. “He is something... he is something different.”

Kalis entered his quarters and waited for the door to close before he released the long sigh he had been
holding in. He stood with his back to the door for an enduring minute as the memories of what had just
happened raced through his mind. The wolf blood within him had never come out like. When her scent had
wafted around him, drawn deeply into his lungs so that it filled his head, Kalis had felt the incredible surge of
anger at what the Puma Bane troops were doing. He wanted to slaughter them all, his entire body filling with
the strength of the wolf inside him. His father had never told him anything of the wolf blood within him. He had
never taught him how to shift his form, how to track with his nose or use the many different spectrums of vision
he had when his wolf persona gripped him. What had occurred today had been instinctive to him, his mind
reacting without thought.

Kalis liked that feeling. It was a feeling of power and control. A feeling of confidence and... honor.

He pushed away from the wall quickly and moved to his desk to unlock the Data Disc. He had already
viewed it three times in its entirety, listening to his Uncle’s voice as he walked the corridors of the ship he had
been on, telling him things he had never known. Part of the Holoprogram had also had him walking within
some sort of modern village where he had seen Immortals in the background, as well as dragons and elves and
other Lycavorians in great numbers. All of them working together, talking and even at one point laughing. True
to the very purpose of the Union his Uncle had said. His Uncle Martin spoke with patience and even humor as
he told him of many things Kalis had never imagined. It was mostly about the men and women in the Union.
How they had built what they had. Towards the end his Uncle had spoken of his grandfather and grandmother
and a longing had filled Kalis to meet her just as his brother had. Kalis had hoped for more from the data disc,
but he knew you could only put so much information on one, no matter how sophisticated it was. And the one
he had was exactly that Kalis knew. He had tried to take it apart to study it, but decided against it for fear of
damaging it in some way and losing the program. The technology was far beyond him and would be far beyond
any technician on PUMA’S PRIDE. Not that he would ever give it to any of them.

The last two times he had viewed it, he had fallen asleep with his Uncle’s voice in the background. A
confident and warm voice, always interjecting humor whenever he could into his words. During that sleep he
had dreams unlike any he had ever experienced. So vivid and lifelike. Places and people he had never met.
Events he had never experienced. Images of so many of his cousins as they grew, laughing and smiling. So



many things that he had never experienced yet they were events he wanted to experience for himself. Seeing the
Holoprogram had awakened the wolf within him and Kalis wanted more. He wanted to know so much more. To
experience more than what he had now. The craving was growing stronger by the hour and he found himself no
longer fighting it. Even knowing that it would be the same program again Kalis reached for the data disc
wanting to watch it again. As he lifted it, the data disc beeped twice and activated on its own. Kalis looked at it
wide eyed as he had not hit the button to begin the program. He stood there amazed as a different image of his
Uncle suddenly appeared from the tiny holoprojector in the disc’s front edge. This time he was dressed in a
different set of clothes than Kalis had seen him in before, and he was standing before a monument of some kind.

“Hello Mandri.” Martin’s voice spoke. “Have I surprised you again?” His image smiled and looked
around. “The Data Disc you have is a unique device Kalis. It is not of Lycavorian design, nor High Coven. It
is a technology that is not widely known and only my family and one or two friends have them. Primarily
because we don’t know how to build more just yet. Each Data Disc is encoded to its user. The one you now
hold in your hand is the last of twenty-one of these devices and it is now yours. No one else will be able to
access the information on it, or utilize the other options it can facilitate. That Data Disc you have is now
encoded to you nephew. It is linked to your life signs. If it detects that your life has ended it will self destruct.
Use it Kalis. Store your thoughts and wishes upon it. It will only activate by your touch and it will not work if
there is someone else in the area with you unless you have activated and entered a biometric scan of that
individual that you want to be able to access the information into the Disc. Something I don’t believe you can
do just yet. You know as well as I Kalis that a biometric scan is very thorough and takes several minutes to
complete and it is my hope that after viewing the previous Holoprogram, you have at least decided to see for
yourself what your Lycavorian blood gives you. The history it gives you.” Kalis saw him hold up an identical
Data Disc. “Every one of these pads is linked to mine. Given the nature of the men and women who designed
them, they are... powerful to say the least. Wherever I am at the moment, a message has been sent to me and
1 know that you have seen the previous holoprojection.”

Kalis’s eyes grew wide as he heard this and he looked at the Data Disc.

“It is I who has activated the additional programs within the disc’s memory Kalis. As before... they
will reveal no military information useful to your father or anyone for that matter. I am of the hope that now
you would not share that information with others. At least until you have seen what I am showing you. These
programs... they are meant only to give you knowledge Kalis.”

Kalis pulled his chair out quickly and sat down.

“As you can probably see I am not where I was previously. These programs I made weeks prior to
whatever event led me to get this Disc to you. This is Thermopylae Kalis.” Martin waved his hand behind him
and to the sides. “This is where your grandfather fought and died for the freedom of so many against the
High Coven. His remains are interned here in the tomb behind me. I come here often when I want to focus
and think of things. I thought it would be the best place to teach you. To give you the knowledge your father
should have given you. Each Holoprogram that is now active within this disc is a separate training and
history program. It is... using an expression I learned long ago... it is a poor man’s tool. A way for me to
give you at least the beginnings of your Lycavorian and Spartan history and possibly the future you could
have. As I have told you, I do not wish to influence you Kalis. What I want is for you to see the other side of
your blood. Only then will you be able to make a definitive decision on the path you wish your life to follow. 1
will not plead or beg for you to turn against your father or those you have come to call your people. That
would be wrong in every way. I am going to give you the means to follow your instincts in what you feel you
want for your future. Something they will not do.”

Kalis watched him turn and face the monument in the background.



“I remember the first time I came here.” Martin spoke. “It was nighttime and the moon was high in
the sky. I was with my Melda Min. My first elven mate Dysea. It was the night I discovered who I really was
Kalis. The night I discovered the true blood that runs in my veins. The blood that runs in your veins Mandri.
Somehow your grandfather’s essence had been lying dormant here until I arrived. Over three thousand years
since his death and it had remained within the circle of power of this place. He appeared to me that night
Kalis. In front of those who were with me.” Martin turned back to the vid drone that was recording the
message. “As crazy as it seems, I have been able to speak with him or an image of him if you will, in my
dreams ever since. I wasn’t kidding when I told you that before. Not directly mind you, but in the form of a
dream and whatever event that dream is depicting.” Martin began walking now and Kalis waited patiently
until his Uncle reached what appeared to be some sort of bleacher benches and sat down. Martin looked up as
the vid drone shifted again.

“There are six programs available to you now Kalis. Each of them about three hours in length. The
first two are simple history files. The history of our family and the history of Sparta and the Union. These
were put together by a man who fought beside my father during that time. He is called The Guardian of our
Line. The man who is responsible for raising me in many respects. For saving me. He will be the one
conducting the classes since he is the one who knows the most about it. Assisting him will be another man
who I have come to trust with my life. You probably know him already; he is your grandmother’s current
mate, Fleet Admiral Riall. The second two programs are given by two of my wives and mates. Anja is
Hadarian. And she is as fiery as the color of her hair. I turned her long ago and it is she who can tell you all
you need to know about what you can do and cannot do as a child of two species. She will also be able to tell
you many things of the species you call your people that you probably did not know. The fourth program is
where you will meet my Melda Min. She is as supremely intelligent as she is beautiful and she is also an
exceptionally skilled warrior. She can answer almost any question you may have in regards to the Union
now. Our politics, our education system. Anything. The fifth program is much more recent... and it took a bit
of arm twisting mind you after what took place on Hadaria... but that is by your cousin Androcles. He does
not yet trust you Kalis and he thinks this is a bad idea but he will allow you to begin to view the world using
your wolf blood. He will show you how to shift, how to run and turn and fight in wolf form and how to use
many of your senses. He does this regardless of his feelings because of your blood Kalis.” Martin smiled at
the vid drone.

“Androcles is... he is as passionate as he deadly. Like his brothers and sisters, he honors the blood in
his veins with all that he does. The sixth program is by me and you will only discover what it is about when
you complete the others. It will remain locked until you have completed each instruction block. Only then
will you understand what I will tell you.” Martin sat back on the bleachers.

“The really cool thing about this particular Data Disc is that it is interactive.” Martin told him. “It will
allow you to ask questions within a specific set of parameters. I am doing this Kalis... I am doing this to give
you all the pieces you need to make a decision on your future. You may hate me now... hate your cousin and
all of us because that is what your Kavalian blood and your father no doubt tell you, but you deserve to have
all the pieces of knowledge Kalis. All the parts your father did not tell you. That he did not let you experience.
It is your choice nephew. It is my hope that you will make the best one. Do what you will now Kalis. I have
given you the means to discover everything about who you are. And perhaps explain to you some of the
things you have experienced but do not understand. What you do with them is now up to you. If you take
nothing from these programs then know one thing. You are of my blood Kalis. Your grandfather’s blood. 1
will love you without question until the moment you give me reason not too. Then... then we will be enemies.
And you have already seen how I deal with my enemies. I hope that does not turn out to be the case my boy.
Learn all you can Kalis. Only then will you be who you are truly meant to be.”

Kalis sat there as the holoimage froze at the end of the message. He looked down at the Data Disc in his
hands and stared at the metallic surface for several long moments.

“What I could have?” Kalis whispered to the silence around him. “What I could have?”

Kalis lifted his thumb and without hesitation he stabbed down on the control board. “Activate first
Program.” He spoke in a firm voice.



PLANET TWELVE ALPHA

It was primitive given the technology they had but without proper facilities and tools, they made the best
of it. And it moved quite smoothly even without proper tools. Twenty-nine of the enormous beasts had been
captured by the dragons, killed with quick but savage twists of powerful jaws and snapping of the necks.
Torma, Isheeni, Arzoal and the others were careful to cull only the older looking beasts from the herds that
dotted the plains below. The six week old hatchlings were able to participate to an extent as well, refining their
flying skills as well as their hunting skills. None of them were able to actually make a kill, but Torma and the
adult dragons allowed them to track and direct the hunt in little ways.

Iama and forty others were the ones assigned to process the animals and they were efficient and quick
after the first two beasts were processed. lama wasted nothing, even keeping the huge bones of the animals for
the dragons to gnaw on and keep their teeth strong and sharp. This was something that did not escape Arzoal’s
notice and unbeknownst to lama, she earned many dragon friends that day. For a Kavalian, lama seemed very
comfortable around the dragons. She did not go out of her way to pet them or go near them, but the inbred fear
she had of dragons had been harnessed long ago on Kranek. While Iama and the others processed the meat and
bones and skins, the remaining personnel packaged them with equal efficiency and within six hours the dragons
were lifting off into the air to bring the cargo down to the loading area in the valley beneath them.

As darkness began to stretch across the sky and the land, a huge table was set up and Iama and the cooks
from the ARC ROYAL began to put together a generous meal of fresh meat, vegetables, orange colored potatoes
and spicy green salad. Within an hour, the men and women were sitting on the ground in twos and threes or
larger and enjoying a night under moonlit skies and a delicious meal. Portable lights were set up all around the
camp making it easier to move around among the many transferable soft metal tents that had been set up.

Iama was proud of herself at what they had accomplished. As she drew in a deep breath of fresh air she
knew she had found her niche in this life. She had found a place where she was respected and treated well and
above all else liked. The skills her mother had passed to her in cooking she thought useless at the time. Now
they were paying huge dividends and carving her a place among those she now referred to as friends and
comrades. As she sat at the table on the far end of the row of tables, her keen feline eyes detected the large
dragon first as it swooped down from the security positions above and then she saw General Simpson and the
boy Prince appear from the darkness walking casually. They appeared to be talking quietly between themselves
and smiling as they did. lama was surprised at this for she assumed the boy Prince would be the first to arrive to
eat his fill. As he and Daniel Simpson stepped up to the table weighed down with food she realized they had just
returned from their posts. Her light green eyes were able to watch him easily even as the portable lights cast an
eerie glow across them. They had actually waited until everyone had eaten before even leaving their posts
above.

He was tall lama saw, much taller than her five foot four frame, and even under the Mark IV ArmorPly
he wore she could tell he was fully developed and incredibly muscular. She heard him laugh at something
Daniel Simpson said and he turned to toss a large chunk of meat at his dragon, which the beast easily snatched
from the air and gulped down. As lama watched he withdrew an odd looking knife from his right leg and
stabbed another piece of meat. The way he twisted the blade and twirled it in his hand before stabbing the meat
told Iama he was very skilled with it in some form of combat. Most soldiers she knew did not prefer knives
because they were hard to master, but this boy Prince seemed to be equally as comfortable with a knife as he
was with the cut down version of the P190A3 that dangled from quick release straps. lama had to admit to
herself, he was incredibly handsome. Even more handsome than many of the Lycavorians she had seen since
joining them. Her ears detected soft laughter and she turned her head to see several Lycavorian and elf females
watching him as well and giggling to themselves as they watched him. Iama shook her head in disgust. How
could they desire someone who would no doubt have the mind of a child? When Kavalians finished their
growth cycles they had to undergo months of strenuous mental conditioning to be able to catch up to their fully
grown bodies. This boy Prince was only six or seven weeks old. He would not know the difference between
anything lama knew.



Iama turned her head once more when she heard Julie call out for Daniel from the COM tent. Her eyes
went back to where they stood and she saw Daniel and him leave their plates on the table as they turned and
began moving towards the tent. lama saw an opportunity then to make additional points with the King. She
knew that Daniel Simpson was widely regarded as the only brother of the King. His status among the
Lycavorians and others was nearly equal to the King. Though they were not brothers by blood, she had learned
that they had been together since both were a year old. They had seen and done things together, bled together
and fought impossible odds together. They were brothers in the truest sense lama found out and that is how
Daniel Simpson was viewed. She rose from her table and moved to where he had left his plate of food,
retrieving it. As an afterthought she also grabbed the plate of the boy Prince, seeing several thick slabs of meat
but hardly any greens on it, and shaking her head at his unhealthy diet.

She quickly moved after Daniel Simpson towards the COM tent.

“...looking good here Skipper.” Julie spoke as they stood around the holoimage of Martin from the
valley below them.

Danny stood next to Julie, Fedor sitting on the table to their right flank and scratching Dnom under his
massive jaw with his head extending into the tent and his huge body outside the tent.

“We’re settling in for the night.” Danny told him. “Security is out and the perimeter is activated.”

“Portable Gun Platforms and sensors?”” Martin asked.

Danny nodded. “One Avenger PGP on every corner and two inside the perimeter facing all avenues. I do
know my job you know?”

“Well... excuse me for asking.” Martin quipped playfully. “You know... you’re getting ornery in your
old age.”

Fedor chuckled from behind them and Danny snickered. “Careful oh great and ugly King Martin. You
gave your son to me remember. [ might just get him to spike your coffee in the morning. Give you the runs for a
week.”

Martin laughed in the transmission. “Ignore him Fedor.” He said. “He’s always been angry that I am so
much better looking.”

“Shiit!” Danny grunted. “That will be the day.”

“Ok...” Julie announced. “Enough testosterone!”

As it had been so long ago, Julie was the one who had always ended their banter back and forth. Even
though she was a vampire clone, she still had that power over them it seemed and it was the main reason both
Danny and Martin had welcomed her with open arms upon realizing it was truly her regardless of what Aikiro
had done to her body.

“First two birds are away.” Martin told them as the tent flap opened and Iama entered carrying the
plates.

She glanced quickly to the side of the huge dragon and saw Fedor sitting on the table. Her eyes rolled
slightly as she saw him, though up close as she was now, she had to admit he was even more handsome than she
first thought. She thrust out his plate to him with barely a pause. “You should eat more greens.” She stated
sternly. “It will stimulate the growth of your mind.”

Fedor looked at her with wide eyes as he took the plate she had shoved at him. His nostrils flared wide
as her sweet kiwi scent crashed against his senses and he watched her turn to his Uncle.

“You... you left your plate General.” She spoke in a much more friendly tone.

Danny looked at her and took the plate. “Thank you lama.” He said.

“lama... you did an outstanding job today.” Martin told her from the transmission.

Iama looked at him. “It was a team effort King Leonidas.” She told him honestly. “All of us deserve the
praise.”

“Think we can do it again tomorrow?” Martin asked.

Iama smiled. “We’ll do better.”

“Science team find anything interesting Marty?” Julie asked.



“Last time I checked they were giddy over some samples they found in the soil of their site.” Martin
answered. “Something about exponential growth or some shit like that. Gives me a frigging headache if you ask
me.”

“Maybe a colony planet in the future?” Julie spoke now. “We could start marking any promising ones
we find you know.”

Martin nodded. “Maybe.” He said. “If I know you Jules... you are already doing that.”

Julie grinned and held up her data pad. “By the numbers.” She replied waving the pad back and forth.
“Makes me wonder how you and Danny ever got by when I went on vacation for a quarter century.”

Martin and Danny both laughed. Julie had begun referring to her death and reincarnation as a vampire as
an extended vacation.

“We muddled through pretty good.” Danny told her. “But we got you back to pick up the slack now
sister!”

Julie looked at him. “Fuck you Simpson. I ain’t carrying your tight asses any longer. Both of you are
going to carry your weight!”

“Here! Here!” They heard Anja’s distinct voice in the background of Martin’s end of the transmission.

“Cute!” Martin said. “Danny... we’re going to close out for the night. I got two techs on duty
monitoring any calls from the ARC ROYAL. Stay at Condition Two. We still don’t know enough about this
world to let our hair down all the way.”

Danny nodded. “Will do.” He stated. “Tur anzen fervon.” (Be safe brother)

Martin nodded in return. “Mornar forn.” (And you)

Danny looked at lama as Martin’s image faded. “You done good Iama.” He said. “Damn good.”

Iama smiled sweetly at him. “Thank you General.” She said. “All of us had a hand in it.” She said.

“This meat is really very good.” Fedor spoke from the table. “What spices did you use?”

Iama turned her head to look at him. Fedor’s dark brown orbs blinked several times at the look of near
distain that came across in her eyes. “You would not understand if I explained it to you.” ITama spoke almost
harshly though only Julie caught the true inflection in her voice. “You should pay more attention to your
training and less to your stomach.” Iama looked at Danny who had a surprised expression on his face. “I will
see you in the morning General. We will be ready.”

Danny nodded his head. “Ok. Sure.” He said as lama turned and glanced at Fedor once more before
pushing past Dnom’s bulk out of the tent.

Fedor got up off the table and looked at him. “Uncle... did I do something wrong?”” He asked.

Danny shrugged his shoulders and looked at him. “Beats the hell out of me.” He turned to Julie. “Know
anything about that Jules?”

Julie shook her head as well. “Caught me by surprise too.”

“Wow!” Danny said. “Be careful where you tread boy, maybe you stepped on her tail when you were
smaller.”

“I’ve never seen her before tonight.” Fedor complained even as her kiwi scent still drifted to his wolf
nose and aroused his other senses.

“Don’t worry about it Fedor.” Julie told him. “She doesn’t know you.”

Fedor looked at the tent flap. “Treating me with contempt is not right though.” He said. “I have done
nothing to her.”

Danny put his hand on his shoulder. “Don’t sweat it.” He said. “Grab some more chow and then get
some rest. Tomorrow will be just as busy.”

Fedor turned to look at him and nodded his head. “I will be ready.” He said.

Danny nodded. “Good.”

Fedor looked at Dnom. “Let’s go brother.” He said. “I found a good spot for us this morning. And I want
to say goodnight to my sister.”

[... would she say these things Fedor?] Eirene asked softly within their sole connection. Eirene was
tightly wrapped within a sleeping Miseo’s powerful arms; her lithe body conformed to his and swallowed up



within his embrace. She had fallen asleep like this for the last three nights and to Eirene, nothing could ever
compete with the sensations this caused within her.

[ do not know sister.] Fedor answered from the processing site above them. [She spoke to me with
contempt in her voice. Like I had wronged her in some way. Like [ was a child!]

[Did she smell good?] Eirene asked him playfully.

Eirene heard her twin chuckle softly within their private connection. Only Kdan and Dnom could access
this connection if they wanted, though Eirene knew their father and mothers were strong enough within
Mindvoice to intrude if they so desired.

[She smelled very good Eirene. Like sweet sugary kiwi. Her eyes are fascinating and her skin...] Fedor
spoke with more truth than humor in his voice. Something his sister detected right away.

[Enough Fedor... I get the idea!] Eirene told him with a laugh. /So you do find her attractive then?]

[That does not make up for her attitude towards me Eirene.] He said. [I did nothing to her to deserve
that tone or her harsh words.] Eirene heard Fedor sigh and dismiss it. /My heart sings for your happiness
sister.] He told her. [He is good to you?]

[Carians Fedor... he is even bigger than our mothers say father is.] Eirene answered with no shame.
She and Fedor were tied together so closely that it made no sense to try and hide from him anything. /He was so
gentle and caring. And when he kissed me [ thought I would explode. I did explode!]

Eirene could feel her twin brother’s smile of love even from above her on the plateau. [Finding the
Father of our Hearts has brought us so much more than we would have ever had sister.] Fedor told her. [We
must never let that be taken from us.]

[We won’t fervon! We won'’t.] Eirene agreed. [As Miseo affected me because of my fever, perhaps this
lama is affecting you in some way.]

[Perhaps... I will ask father when we are alone but it doesn’t matter right now. She is being an upaee!]
He said. /I did nothing wrong to her and we have taken the trait from our mother that makes us dislike arrogant
people.]

[Yes we have.] Eirene said.

[I will ignore her.] Fedor spoke. [She knows nothing about me and to act in such a way is far more
arrogance than I want to deal with. I do not wish to become angry.]

[Then stay away from her fervon.] Eirene said. [You will find someone just like I have. It just may not...
it may not happen so quickly.] Fedor heard the sadness in her voice and he shook his head where he was.

Fedor hissed softly within their connection. [Never regret what you have found because of me sister!]
He scolded her. [You are right. I will find someone someday. But I will always love you first.]

Eirene smiled dreamily in Miseo’s arms and nodded. /4nd I will love you first always.] She answered.

[Sleep well in his arms my arande. I will see you tomorrow.] Fedor spoke.

ARC ROYAL

Akemi read the last report for the day and signed off on it before getting to her feet. “How are our
people?” She asked out loud.

The Tactical Officer turned from his post. “The King reported in ten minutes ago. They are tucked in
tight for the night.”

“Sensors are clean.” Wayonn spoke as the second shift officer stood behind him waiting to relieve him.

Akemi smiled. “I like it when things go smoothly.” She stated out loud. “Makes my job a lot easier.”

Wayonn got to his feet and looked at her. “Considering Martin’s propensity for finding trouble I have to
agree Captain.” He said.

Akemi moved up next to him. “Recalibrations are complete for both ARC ROYAL and DAYRIDER.
We’ll be able to make jump seven as soon as they are aboard. Which also makes me very happy.”

Wayonn looked at her. “Worried?”” He asked.



Akemi shook her head. “Not really I guess... but the King’s sense of things is sometimes scary. Ben and
Miranda both told me that if he feels something it is usually correct. He believes the Kavalians are following us.
If he believes it, so do I. I don’t like staying in one place too long knowing that.”

“Then that makes you concerned?” Wayonn asked.

“We can outrun anything those Kavalian space scavengers have in their inventory and we won’t have to
get out and push.” Akemi snarled proudly. “Even with DAYRIDER attached to us. And if they drop from LSD
operation anywhere within sensor range we’ll have plenty of time to react even if they do see us. Our sensor
range is three times what theirs is.”

“Then why feel so anxious?” Wayonn spoke.

Akemi looked at him. “I’m human Val’istar.” She answered. “Being anxious is part of our nature. We
react better when we are prepared for the worse. That has always been the case with us.”

Wayonn tilted his head to the side. “Ah... I see.” He spoke. He took her arm. “Well let’s go to the Mess
Lounge Captain. We can be anxious together. That is part of Pralor nature too you know.”

Akemi grinned and allowed him to lead her off the bridge.

“...do you think we’ll find Val’istar?” Akemi asked Wayonn as they sat at the table drinking two
steaming mugs of Aricia’s coffee.

Wayonn met her gaze. “To be honest I don’t really know.” He answered. “Muton’s calculations are
correct and Anja has medically confirmed he and all of his people have different Pralor genes within him. Some
stronger than others like Muton and his sons. That matches with the memories he has as well as those the others
possess. The DAYRIDER might not look like much, but they built it from memories passed to them from their
ancestors. And then the way his memories and dreams led Muton to the map on Enurrua? There are only two
species within the known universe that I know of, that can imprint their children with memories and images like
that. Pralors and Lycavorians. I can only take so much coincidence before I have to start to believe.”

Akemi nodded her head. “Same here.”

“Those Pralors that left with Arzoal’s dragons are probably dead by now.” Wayonn spoke sadly. “I don’t
imagine we will find much of them left after so many years no matter how much I wish otherwise. It would be
nice to know that Shiria and I are not the last connection to a lost species. Whether any of Muton’s ancestors
survive is up for grabs to be honest. The dragons... if they flourished... they would probably number in the ten
thousands by now. Perhaps more. If they have survived, will they recognize Arzoal as the Elder Mother they
left behind? An awful lot of questions is what I think we will find.” Wayonn looked at her. “But I have known
to be wrong in the past as well.”

“How often did that happen?”” Akemi asked him.

Wayonn chuckled. “Only twice.” He said.

Akemi smiled. Her face became serious then. “Tell me of the Scourge Val’istar?” She asked.

Wayonn looked at her surprised that she knew of them. “How did you...?”

Akemi smiled once more. “I can tell you the biggest reason why the military of the Union would follow
the King to hell and back Val’istar. They trust him. He doesn’t keep information from those who he knows
needs that information. He gave me a pad when he first came on board. Not a whole lot of information mind
you, I think he was holding a lot back that he has seen in his mind, but it was enough to nearly make me wet my
panties. He told me you would have more.”

Wayonn nodded slowly. “They are not a kind species Akemi.” He said softly. “They can not be reasoned
with. They can not be communicated with. They can not be trusted. I watched to many civilian settlements burn
under their weapons during our first war to believe that they even have a soul. They exist now only to conquer
and kill anything or anyone with Pralor blood or those who have helped them.”

“They never took prisoners?”” Akemi asked.

Wayonn shook his head. “No... they took prisoners.” He answered. “Only they weren’t prisoners for
very long. Those they did not feed on they turned into warrior vermin. Their basic soldiers. The cannon fodder
as Martin calls them. They altered them genetically to become like them in many ways. It was not a pretty sight.
Sumar and I were leading a small unit at one point. We stumbled upon one of their conversion chambers. I was



sick for a full day at what I saw and I could not eat for two more.” Wayonn leaned across the table and set his
mug down. “Martin is right. It is time I began to share what knowledge I have. I will tell you all I know Akemi,
what Martin and Andro already know, but promise me that you will tell no one until the time is right. When it
becomes time to reveal it to everyone, then you may tell anyone who needs to know. Until then... it is better if
the whole did not know.”

Akemi nodded her head instantly. “Done.” She said.

Wayonn took a deep breath. “It was our fault.” He told her. “Xaxon’s fault. In reality, the Scourge are of
our own creation. Xaxon just did not know the entire scope of the species he wantonly began to slaughter one
day. It began on...”

The Sensor Watch Officer was leaning back in his chair sipping a mug of tea. It was the only comfort
that Akemi allowed while on duty. She demanded perfection from her crew and for the most part she received
it. As with all the ARIZONA-Class ships, most of the crews were hand picked by the Captains, and just being
part of a crew of one of these ships was an honor. An honor he would preserve for the sake of his name and his
family. The crew on the third watch would banter back and forth, but all of them maintained constant attention
to their duty stations. This constant attention is what allowed him to see the row of small white blips on the
sensor screen that was monitoring the ground team. He blinked and leaned forward, sitting up in his chair to
insure he hadn’t seen a glitch. On the next sweep they were still there and moving. He set his tea aside and
adjusted his sensor array slightly to bring the contacts into focus more clearly. His eyes grew wider when he
realized that the contacts were in open water and moving towards the position of their King and the ground
crew. He didn’t hesitate for a moment.

“Contacts!” He barked out causing all heads on the bridge to turn towards him. “I have unknown surface
contacts! Bearing three six one and closing on the Ground Team’s position!”

The Third Watch Duty Officer was beside him in five steps. “Confirm!” He snapped.

The SWO nodded his head. “Already confirmed sir.” He spoke confidently. “Thirteen surface contacts.
Now bearing three six two. Range fourteen klicks from the Ground Team. They are on the water.”

“On the water?” The DO asked.

“Coming in from the southern islands.” The SWO answered.

“Tactical! Immediate realignment of the lateral array to sensor coordinates. Lock onto the contacts and
show me what we got!” He barked. “Put it up on the main monitor!”

“Shifting array!” The Tactical Officer barked. “Locked. Magnifying!”

The Nodon JCN Type 71 Tactical Sensor Array was the most powerful the ARIZONA-Class carried, the
most powerful in the entire fleet to be exact and it could cut through pea soup like clouds on its worst day.
Clouds was not something they had to worry about however as the night on the northern continent was clear and
star filled. As the DO turned to the main screen he saw the picture of the ocean focus and zoom three times to
align on the thirteen contacts. His eyes grew a little wider.

“Water ships!” He hissed.

“Confirmed.” The Tactical Officer echoed. “Thirteen water ships. Estimate sixty meters in length for
each ship. Target closing speed is one hundred and fifty KPH constant. Current speed and course will put them
on land only two kilometers from the Processing site. On the beach to the east!”

“Give me a picture of the deck!” The DO barked. “Set Condition One and get the Captain and Wayonn
up here now!”

The screen zoomed once more and they could all make out the figures standing on the deck of the ship.

“Not good!” The Tactical Officer snapped. “Not good! Looks like about thirty to forty indigenous
personnel on the deck of each ship. They appear reptilian in nature as per the Op order. They are jammed pretty
tight and it’s hard for the sensors to distinguish! They... Commander they appear to be armed!”

“Fuck me!” The man snarled. “This isn’t good! Have the spare KADENS spool their engines and prepare
for immediate Evac! Do it now!”




Akemi burst onto the bridge three minutes later still pulling her uniform top on, Wayonn just behind her.
“Report!” She barked.

“Thirteen surface contacts! On the water, bearing three six three! Closing on the King’s position! Range
twelve point two klicks! Speed one fifty-eight steady!” The ARC ROYAL’S Tactical Officer called out.

“They appear to be part of the indigenous population from the southern continent.” Akemi’s XO told her
as she settled into the command chair. “Approximately forty per contact. They appear to be on some sort of
water ship.”

“Doing over a hundred KPH?” Akemi snapped. “Wayonn... I thought this was supposed to be a Pre-
LSD drive society?”

Wayonn stood next to the sensor operator now and he turned to look at her and nod. “My preliminary
scans indicated no Plasma or Fusion Matter power sources. They would need these for space flight!”

“Power source of the Water Ships appears to be some sort of fuel induced turbine.” The XO said.
“Wayonn would not have detected it without a Gamma Spectrum scan. Our gear isn’t tuned to detect power
sources we haven’t used in over ten thousand years Captain.”

“Fuck!” Akemi exclaimed loudly. “Wayonn get on the other sensor station! Reconfigure the operational
parameters and give me detail! How the hell did we pick them up in the first place?”

“I was utilizing a lateral sweep of the ocean around the continent Captain.” The Sensor Operator replied.
“Adjusted for surface temperature variants. It detected the ships because they were an abnormal heat signature
with no base variables!”

“I have the KADENS spooling for an evac.” Her XO said. “We can launch in another three minutes.”

“How soon before they reach land?”” Akemi asked.

“At current velocity they will reach landfall in seven minutes. Five hundred meters from the processing
camp and two hundred forty meters below them.”

“Shit! Get me base camp! Wake the King up if you have to!” She snarled. “And tell the KADEN crews
to fucking hump it!”

PLANET TWELVE ALPHA
JANUARY 31, 2575

Fedor was leaning up against Dnom’s broad chest, his Bonded Brother’s neck and head resting on the
ground beside him, one of his large talons draped across Fedor’s lower leg. His long tail was curled alongside
his body. They had chosen to forgo setting up a tent because of the clear skies and fresh air. Fedor wouldn’t
know until later that what he and Dnom were doing was something his brother and Elynth often did, and it was
a minor twist of information that Andro had passed to them.

Dnom’s eyes popped open when he detected movement and he saw Danny moving towards them with a
purpose. A simple nudge of his talon against Fedor’s leg and Fedor came fully awake and looked up as his
Uncle appeared beside them.

“Uncle?” Fedor asked.

“Up and at them Fedor.” Danny spoke. “We got company. Bring your toys too. You may need them.”

Fedor was moving instantly as his Uncle Daniel turned to head back to the COM tent. He adjusted his
MARK IV ArmorPly and secured his combat vest. He yanked a belt from the large duffle bag next to where he
and Dnom sat and then pulled it over his shoulder and chest like a bandolier before snatching up the most recent
P190A4 from atop his gear. The Lycavorian A4 was very similar to its PI90A3 predecessor, but it was a cut
down version, and fully four inches shorter than the original. It also kept in line with his father’s mentality
about stealth, as it had a integral silencer built into the barrel. It was a weapon that had been specifically
manufactured for the Durcunusaan and the Omega Teams his MedwanGai had told him. Light, accurate, and
providing a powerful punch with it’s Kavalian based 12.7mm caseless round. The war with the Evolli had
brought to light the Kavalian 12.7mm kinetic round and Martin had quickly seen the excellent stopping power
and accuracy it provided. He ordered it adopted for all the covert units within the Union.



Fedor didn’t need to tell Dnom to follow him as he turned and bolted for the COM tent. He covered the
distance in seconds, pushing aside the tent flap to see his Uncle, Julie and the Kavalian female lama already
inside. The image of his MedwanGai was once more active within the holoprojector. “... where they came from
or how they got so close but we got about four minutes to get ready.” Martin said.

“If Wayonn was only scanning for modern power sources Marty, it’s no wonder he missed them.” Julie
said.

Martin nodded. “I know. The ARC ROYAL is retuning her sensors to detect non-Plasma and fusion based
power sources, but that ain’t our problem right now.”

“Where are they going to land?” Danny asked.

“About two hundred meters west of you Dan, down on the beach no doubt.” Martin told him. “I want
you to pull your people in tight Danny. Take Fedor with you and eyeball them from the ridge. Use Dnom if you
have to since it is still relatively dark.”

“Hostile?”” Danny asked.

Martin shrugged and shook his head. “I don’t know... but there’s a whole lot of them and they appear to
be armed with older projectile weapons according to Wayonn.” He replied. “That doesn’t imply friendly in my
book.”

“Mine either.” Danny said.

“We are half a click east of you in the valley. The backup KADENS are inbound for a fast Evac if
necessary.” Martin told him. “Looking at the terrain... they’ll have to go right through your camp to get to us.”

“Oh... ain’t that convenient.” Danny remarked sarcastically. “I’m always the one out in front protecting
your fat ass!”

“You’re a bigger target!” Martin exclaimed.

“I should go with you Daniel!” lama spoke quickly.

“There’s no need for that.” Fedor spoke calmly.

Iama’s eyes flashed angrily at him. “I was not talking to you!” She snapped. “I have been trained in
close combat! I have seen combat! I am the better choice!”

Fedor met her eyes. “I wouldn’t be too sure.” He said. “I’m pretty good.”

“You are a boy in the body of a man!” lama barked causing even Martin to take notice of her reaction to
Fedor.

Fedor’s eyes darkened at the obvious insult and he glared at her moving a step closer to her. “You
don’t...”

“Tama you stay with Julie and help to get the others ready here.” Danny ended the heated discussion
before it got out of hand. “We don’t have time to argue! Fedor goes with me. Jules... break out the old faithful
backups and get a perimeter established.”

Julie nodded. “Will do.”

Danny looked at the monitor. “If their hostile fervon?” He asked.

“That’s why Tony and Kenny are on their way up to you.” Martin told him. “With a few surprises.”

“Nice.” Danny spoke.

Martin’s expression didn’t change. “Do not engage unless they engage us Danny. If they do... all bets
are off and we beat feet, but I ain’t losing people over the fact we don’t know them right now. They want to
make nice... fine. But we lose no one.”

“Understood.” Danny said. “Be ready if we come barreling down the hill brother.”

Martin nodded. “We will.” Martin looked at Fedor. “Kefo... listen to your Uncle and stay close to
Dnom. That is your strength.”

Fedor nodded. “I will MedwanGai.” He spoke. “Eirene?” He asked.

“She’s helping your mothers establish a secondary perimeter here. Kdan is never more than ten meters
from her, and neither is Miseo. She will be fine. You and those with you will be in the most danger if this goes
to shit.”

Fedor nodded. “We will be fine.”

“Marty... we’re out of here.” Danny spoke once more.

Martin nodded. “Watch your six.”



“Always.” Danny answered taking Fedor’s arm and exiting the tent quickly. Martin’s image faded from
view on the monitor and Iama looked at Julie.

“I should be the one going with him.” She stated. “The boy Prince will be of no use to him Julie!” She
stated.

“I wouldn’t take bets on that.” Julie said.

“He may look like a man, but his mind is like a child! He has not grown anywhere near enough!” Iama
insisted.

Julie shook her head. “Not our problem now. Let’s get that perimeter set up.”

Dnom rolled over in the warm air and cut silently back inland. He had stayed at five hundred feet as he
passed over the Water ships as they began to land on the beach below. This allowed him ample time to view the
figures below easily with his dragon eyes.

I count over four hundred Fedor. Dnom spoke as he turned once more and shot over the tree below him
where he knew Danny and his Bonded Brother rested. A/l of them armed. They are exiting the Water Ships with
speed. As if they have done this before.

What else brother? Fedor asked.

They are reptilian in nature as the reports said... but there is something different about them.

What do you mean different Dnom? Danny asked as he was listening in on Dnom and Fedor’s
Mindvoice connection.

Their skin appears scaly like my own, but it is also similar to your skin Daniel. Dnom answered.

Similar to ours in what way? Danny asked confused.

Supple and not as rigid as normal scales would be. Darker in color as well. They have clawed hands
and feet, and they move with a hunch in their gait, but it seems natural to them. Dnom explained.

Danny looked at Fedor. “Scales. Hunch in their gait. Dark color. What does that equate to you?” He
asked.

Fedor met his eyes. “A species built for conflict.”

Danny nodded. “My thoughts too.”

Fedor looked skyward. Dnom... land a hundred meters behind us and wait. The sun is coming up
brother and I don’t want you caught in the sky above.

I will be waiting. Dnom answered.

Fedor lifted his A4 and sighted down the scope towards the beach. Their position did not give them a
clear view of the beach, only the thin treeline surrounding it. Fedor could make out half a dozen large vessels
that were stationary just off the shore and flashes of movement in the water.

“Left Fedor. Forty-five degrees from that double trunk tree.” Danny’s voice whispered softly and Fedor
shifted his scope.

Fedor’s heart began beating much faster than normal as he saw what his Uncle was looking at. “Sibfla!”
His hissed softly.

“Ugly fuckers aren’t they.” Danny spoke. “And watch your language boy.”

Fedor lifted his eyes and looked at his Uncle with a sarcastic gaze before bringing his eye back to his
scope. “Sharp boney protrusions from their heads. Bone plate covering half their face. Large eyes.”

“Yep. Ugly.” Danny spoke. “He’s the leader.”

Fedor focused his scope on the alien who appeared to be doing all the shouting and giving orders. His
arm was pointing in different directions and then dozens of the creatures would sprint off.

“He’s sending flanking teams Uncle.” Fedor spoke quickly.

Danny nodded. “He sure is.” Dan answered. “And you don’t send flanking teams unless you plan on
attacking a target.”

“That is the general disposition of forces.” Fedor spoke.

Danny glanced at Fedor. “Stay calm boy. Remember your training. And keep your psychic shield with
Dnom in place. Anything happens to you and your father and mothers will cook my nor if I live.”

“I... I am frightened Uncle.” Fedor stammered looking at him.



Danny nodded. “Good. Me too. It will keep us sharp. Just remember who you are. Let the fear flow
through you but not control you Fedor. Just like your father and I taught you and your sister. You get into a
bind... you send Dnom to the sky, you shift and haul ass!” Fedor took a deep breath and nodded his head.

“I won’t leave you.” Fedor said.

“Leave me?” Danny spoke. “Sibfla boy... I’ll be right behind you!” Fedor couldn’t help but grin. “Just
imagine you are chasing Iama’s ass. That will get your blood pumping. She’s got a tight little ass.”

“She is an upaee!” Fedor spat.

Danny nodded and sighted through his scope. “Yep! But she is an upaee with a fine ass! Makes you
wonder what you could do with that tail of hers too.”

“Bah!” Fedor spat softly. “She would probably still be calling me man child or boy prince or something
like that! I don’t know what I did to piss her off, but she is beginning to annoy me something fierce.”

Danny looked at him. “Yep! That’s how it starts!”

“How what starts?” Fedor asked.

Danny shifted on the ground. “Uh-oh... here they come.” He spoke.

Fedor looked at him. “Uncle... we still don’t know if they are hostile. Perhaps they think we are the
enemy.”

Danny looked at him. “Well shit... you want to stand up and fucking ask them?” Fedor met his eyes for
a moment and then rose to his feet exposing himself. “Fuck! Fedor what...?”

Fedor drew his K12 from the holster on his right thigh and fired a single shot into the air, the echo of the
discharge reverberating through the trees and hills. He made sure his weapon was pointed skyward so as to
appear as less threatening as possible. The single shot had the desired effect as all of the creatures that they
could see, including the leader, came to abrupt halts and dove for whatever cover they could find. Fedor stepped
higher on the log.

“We are not hostile!” He bellowed down the ridge, his keen wolf eyes seeing many heads looking in his
direction. “We are Spartans from the Lycavorian Union and we come in peace!”

Danny looked at him from the ground. “We come in peace? What the nubous is that?”” He exclaimed.

Fedor looked down at him. “I saw it in an old Earth movie that Eirene and I watched last week. It was
quite good.” Fedor spoke. “The villain speaks these words just before he kills his victims.”

“Christ... Marty’s got to keep you away from the Vid Room.” Danny gasped.

They could hear shouting coming from below and Danny peeked around the side of the log he was still
hidden behind. “What are they doing?” He asked.

Fedor shook his head. “It appears my presence has confused them I think.” He answered. “They...”

A single booming shot rang out and Fedor was thrown backwards.

“Fuck!” Danny nearly screamed as he scrambled to where Fedor now rolled onto his back his eyes wide.
“Fedor! Fedor!”

Fedor looked at his Uncle grimacing in pain. “Oh... Uncle Daniel.” He hissed. “That... that hurt!”

Danny looked at him wide eyed and then watched as he moved his hands away from the impact point in
his upper chest. Danny watched as the single rifle slug fell away from the outside of the Mark IV ArmorPly
leaving a medium sized dent in the armor. His heart nearly fell from relief. “No shit it hurt! You just got shot!
Have you lost your nubous mind?” Danny barked. “What the fuck was that?”

Fedor began to push himself up. “I think... I think I have just confirmed their intention.” He said
reaching for his A4.

“No shit! What was your first clue?”” Danny exclaimed.

Fedor looked up at him with a smile but that smile faded quickly when he saw one of the creatures rise
above the log they had been using for cover, the strange looking weapon leveled at his Uncle’s back.

Danny saw Fedor’s eyes change instantly, saw his whole body tense and felt his scent spike off the
charts. He didn’t have time to react as Fedor grabbed his Uncle’s shoulder pulling him to the side, his other
hand bringing the A4 up in the same motion. Three shots rang out and Danny turned just in time to see the
creature’s skull explode into a mass of red and gray as all three rounds impacted his oversized head and
punched right through the boney plate. Danny’s would be the first of two lives Fedor Leonidas would save this
day, and it would begin to build him a reputation of respect and honor that would carry him well into the future.
It would also show one individual that perhaps he was not a child after all.



“Shit!” Danny barked as he rolled away and scrambled back to the log, Fedor beside him. He risked a
glance over the log this time and could see the dozens of creatures dashing among the trees below. “They’re on
the move!” He snapped.

“Father did say not to engage them until they engage us.” Fedor spoke. “I am reasonably sure we have
established their intent and they did shoot me.”

“Fucking smart ass!” Danny spat. “No one is going to doubt whose son you are after this! Let’s stir the
nest shall we?”

Both Danny and Fedor thrust their bodies around either end of the log and began to unload carefully
placed shots downrange. The scopes on their weapons provided a Virtual Aim Assist and bodies began to fly.
Martin’s voice began to echo in their ear pieces demanding a report and Fedor tapped his jaw quickly.

“MedwanGai... we are rather busy at the moment!” He snapped as he took another of the creatures
through the chest and watched as his body flew back from the force of the 12.7mm kinetic round.

“I ordered not to engage unless they fired on us boy!” Martin shouted from his location.

“They did fire on us.” Fedor spoke. “I have the dent in my armor to prove it!”

“What? You’re hit?” Martin screamed. “Danny?”

Danny rolled to the side behind the log. “Yeah! Yeah! We come in fucking peace!” He shouted. “Not
now! We’re busy!” Danny ended the conversation and looked at Fedor. “Time to go boy!”

“T agree.” Fedor stated.

“Get to chasing that ass!” Danny barked. “I’m right behind you!”

Fedor didn’t hesitate and in a silver/white flash of light the large dark blond wolf took his place. Almost
three feet at the shoulder, Fedor was impressive in wolf form and his dark eyes watched as his Uncle shifted
into an even larger black/brown colored wolf. Then the two wolves were kicking up dirt and leaves as their
large paws propelled them with incredible speed back towards their encampment.

Iama turned from where she was positioned behind the large crates as Julie came up to her. “What is
wrong?” She gasped. “What was that shooting?”’

Julie shook her head. “They fired on Danny and Fedor!” She gasped. “Fedor was hit! I don’t know after
that!”

“I told you!” Tama barked. “I should have gone with him! I...” lama stopped talking as the large shadow
swooped over them and Dnom settled to the ground in a rustle of air and dirt. She turned her head to look in the
direction he had come from and her eyes grew wide when she saw the huge body of the dark blond furred wolf
leaping directly at her over the crate. Three steps behind him was the even larger black/brown colored wolf
following suit. lama ducked down as Fedor leaped over the top of her and the crates and she whirled around to
watch as they both skidded to stops and then two silver/white flashes of light later Danny and Fedor returned to
their normal forms.

Julie rose to her feet. “Danny!”

“Start them out of here Jules!” Danny barked. “They’re flanking us on two sides and they got us
outnumbered four to one!”

“What happened?” Julie demanded.

“We tried to communicate with them Jules and apparently they didn’t appreciate Fedor’s special
introduction.” Danny spoke with a small amount of humor. Iama couldn’t believe his tone of voice. He acted as
if nothing was happening around them. “They popped him in the chest.”

Julie looked at Fedor as he checked his weapon. “You’re hit?”” She barked.

Fedor pointed at his armor. “It did not penetrate my armor.” He spoke. “I am fine. We need to leave
Aunt Julie! Now!”

Julie glanced at Danny when she heard that command tone in Fedor’s voice and a look of
acknowledgement and wisdom passed between her and Danny. A look that told her Fedor was everything Marty
was in the leadership department.

Tama was still in shock at what she had seen. The boy prince was very large in wolf form, larger than
most Lycavorians she had seen on the ARC ROYAL with the exception of the King himself and the transition



between his forms had happened much more quickly than she had seen the others do. She glared at him
however and finally rose to her feet and moved up to them. “I told you I should have come with you!” She
popped at Danny.

“And you would be dead!” Fedor barked at her. “’You have no armor!”

“They would not have shot at me fool boy!” Iama snapped.

“This is no time for arguments!” Danny snarled. “We have three minutes tops before they are on us! Get
everyone moving lama! Head them to the Loading Site! Go!”

Iama glared Fedor for a moment longer and then turned to run across the camp towards the primary
defensive outpost.

“I will pack the COM gear and load it on Dnom!” Fedor spoke quickly before moving off.

Julie looked at Danny then stepping up to him. “Danny?”” She asked softly.

Danny looked at her after changing his magazine. “He saved my bacon Jules.” He told her seriously.
“Popped one of those fuckers in the head just as he was about to shoot me in the back. Three round burst center
mass of the ugly fucker’s head. He didn’t hesitate or blink.”

Julie’s eyes turned to watch Fedor’s back as he moved towards the COM tent. “Another Leonidas son.
Another leader.” She said softly.

“Fucking A.” Danny said. “We’re gonna need them too.” He looked around. “Tony here yet?”

Julie nodded. “Set up at the Primary.” She said.

“These fuckers are fast and shifty Jules.” Danny said as they began walking quickly. “If they get in the
perimeter they’ll be all over us. Make sure we get the crew out before they get here.”

Julie nodded. “On it.” She said before taking off at a sprint.

Danny tapped his jaw. “Marty?”” He spoke.

“Danny... what the fuck is going on fervon?” He barked immediately.

“I’'m sending our people to you Marty.” Danny told him as he walked quickly toward the primary
defensive position. “They’ll be moving fast. These things are fast and they ain’t happy to see us. Fedor took one
in the chest but his armor saved him. Then he turned around and saved my life fervon. He’s loading the COM
gear. We’re coming at ya fast and heavy brother.”

“We’ll be ready.” Martin told him and Danny could hear the relief in his voice that they were ok.

LOAD SITE

“SHOT"” For'mya screamed as she looked up from the co-pilot’s seat and listened to Martin in her
implant.

“He’s not hurt!” Martin exclaimed. “They’re moving here now!”

“MedwanGai... he was shot!” Eirene protested as they were all connected into the same channel. “We
must go to him!”

“They are evacuating now Eirene!” Martin hissed. “They’ll be here in minutes.”

“No! I must got to him!” Eirene insisted.

“Eirene don’t... Eirene!”

For'mya glanced out of her cockpit side window frantically and saw her golden haired daughter
motioning furiously with her arm. She saw a flash of light green scales and then Kdan was tearing in front of the
cockpit lifting into the air. In a silver/white flash of light Eirene shifted into a golden furred female wolf and
was speeding off into the timber, Miseo easily keeping pace with her using his inbred feline speed.

“Oh... that ain’t good!” Endith stated as she watched what For'mya saw.

“Nubou!” For'mya roared as she tore at her helmet. “Endy...”

“Go!” Endith snapped waving her hand. “Go!”

For'mya Leonidas was a pilot by trade, one of the finest in the Union, but what few people knew about
her was that she had become an exceptionally skilled fighter as well. Daily sessions with Aricia and Isabella and
Dysea had honed her combat skills to razor sharpness. Hours upon hours of instruction by Martin and Aricia
had also turned her, Anja and Dysea into true Alpha female wolves. As graceful as they were beautiful in wolf



form and just as lethal. Before hitting the end of the ramp For'mya had shifted into the large female wolf and
was sprinting after her daughter and Miseo into the timber.

Martin reached the end of the ramp just as her tail vanished into the timber. He had sprinted to the
STRIKER in order to stop her from doing what she had just done and he shook his head as he skidded to a halt.

“Shit!” He swore long and loud. “No one fucking listens to me anymore!” He tapped his jaw. “Pablo!”

“Here Skipper!”

“Up top Pablo! Unpack and launch G.O.D!” Martin snapped.

“Thirty seconds boss!” Pablo replied and Martin saw his form dash for the STRIKER from the side and
disappear into the interior.

“You kill anything that gets close to my family Pablo! You hear me?” Martin snarled.

“Consider it done Skipper!” Pablo answered.

Torma! Isheeni! Get airborne and down to the beach! Make sure more of these assholes aren’t coming
and take out those ships. Aricia, Aurith go after For'mya! Arzoal, Iriral, Helen and Dysea... get the other
adolescents on the KADENS now! Martin fired off the orders rapid fire. And god damn it... everyone better start
listening to me or I’'m going to become real agitated!

You're always agitated lover! Anja quipped.

You... just get the damn people loaded Red! Martin hissed. We are not set up to engage in an all out
battle with a bunch of reptilian looking goons!

I’'m on it! Anja answered without a sarcastic comment, realizing by his tone that Martin was very upset
about not being able to engage in the fight. She knew he hated to be out of the action.

PROCESSING SITE

“Dnom go!” Fedor shouted as he secured the final duffle of gear on Dnom’s back. “Drop it at the Load
site and get back here quickly!”

Dnom trumpeted out his answer and lifted off into the sky.

Fedor turned and began sprinting for the primary defensive position. He leaped and careened over the
stacked crates and landed next to his Uncle on the ground. Julie squatted next to Kenny with Iama beside Tony
and looking over the top of the crates with wide eyes. “COM gear is secure and gone.” He spoke.

Daniel nodded his head. “Good job Mandri.” He stated. He looked at the ground and Tony reached over
and slapped Fedor on the shoulder.

“You done good boy.” Tony spoke.

Iama looked back quickly. “If not for him we would not be in this position!” She snapped at Fedor with
angry green eyes.

Danny stabbed his knife into the ground. “Ok... enough! They’re coming from both flanks and head on.
Tony... you and Iama got left flank; Kenny and Julie right flank. Fedor and I will cover the front. They go
down pretty easy but they’re fast as shit. Once they get close enough to our perimeter the right flank will have
to close with the main body because of the cliff. That’s when we cut loose with the PGPs! We need to give our
people at least five minutes to load out and extract.”

“They could go around us to the west!” lama spoke quickly.

Fedor shook his head looking upward in the direction she had indicated. “The ridge to the northwest
impedes their movement.” He spoke. “They do not seem to like the thick timber for they are avoiding it in their
drive towards us.”

Danny nodded. “And the east is a straight drop of two hundred meters or more.” He said. “No... Fedor
is right... they’re going to come straight at us with tight flanks.”

“How many did you tag?” Kenny asked.

Danny shook his head. “Twenty... maybe twenty-five.” He spoke. “We...” Danny looked up as he saw
the flash of movement coming from the loading area and suddenly Eirene’s wolf form came into view, Miseo
keeping pace with her. Just behind them Danny saw For'mya and Aricia in their wolf forms and then the three



women were shifting their forms and skidding to halts behind the defensive crates, Miseo landing smoothly next
to Julie. Danny grinned at them. “Welcome to the party!” He exclaimed.

For'mya and Eirene ignored him as they moved directly to where Fedor sat.

“Fedor?” Eirene gasped.

“I am fine sister!” Fedor complained. “You and mother should not have come. It is not safe!”

“You were shot!” For'mya exclaimed as her hands began to roam over his upper body and finding the
dent in his Mark IV easily. The material was already beginning to return to its original shape. “Don’t tell me
about safe!”

Fedor took her hands. “Mother! I am fine!” He said.

“I told you to be careful!” For'mya snapped at him.

Iama snorted. “See?” She hissed. “It is the act of a child to not listen to his mother!”

Aricia’s azure eyes went to lama and her pureblood nose kicked in. Her eyes grew slightly wider as she
realized that lama’s scent reeked of attraction to Fedor. She glanced at Danny. “Daniel?”

Danny nodded. “Yeah... I know. Not something we can worry about now though.”

Aricia tilted her head slightly. “Kdan and Aurith say they are moving closer. A hundred meters. They
can burn the trees.”

Danny nodded. “Do it!” He hissed. “Fedor... take your sister, Miseo and your mother with you and
jump to the next position. Aricia will cover the front with me.”

For'mya looked at him. “Daniel... how many?” She asked.

Dan met her gaze. “Too many for us to do anything other than hold for two minutes and then run like
hell! Two minutes people. Then haul ass!”

The strange screams began as two Firespitter dragons swept in over the western side of the position and
cut loose with searing streams of flame directly into the thin timber and setting dozens of the creatures ablaze
instantly.

Whatever they were, they came at them with little regard for their own lives. The PGPs had a store of
three hundred rounds per gun and the 20mm chain guns could fire it all in a matter of seconds. This they did, in
short controlled bursts that chopped the creatures into hamburger. When the guns ran dry nearly two hundred of
them lay scattered about the treeline. The creatures burst over the top of their fallen brethren then, horrible
screeches filling the air as they began to rush the defensive positions.

“They are insane!” Miseo screamed as he let loose with a long sustained burst that brought four of the
creatures down.

“Thirty seconds!” Danny’s voice filled their implants.

Eirene reloaded her K14 KM and began firing around the side of the crate, picking her shots like her
mother. “They are almost on us!” She shouted.

Fedor dropped back down after emptying his A4 and ejected his magazine, ramming home a new one.
He glanced at his mother. “Medwaw!” He barked watching as she slammed another magazine into the spare A4
that Julie had tossed her.

“Down to one mag!” For'mya announced before rising slightly and beginning to pick her shots with
relentless fortitude. Anger gripped For'mya, for these creatures had shot her son, no matter that he was unhurt.

Fedor turned and was about to lift over the crates when he saw one of the creatures make an
unbelievable jump and land on the crate just above Julie who was reloading. His eyes grew wide as the creature
let out an unearthly screech and the boney plate covering half its face split open to reveal rows of tiny sharp
teeth and what could only be a tongue of some sort that was easily fifteen or sixteen inches long. The creature
reached down and grabbed Julie by her head, that tongue snapping out to graze her cheek and trying to force its
way into her mouth. Julie’s eyes went wide, but she was a seasoned soldier in every respect.

“Fuck!” She screamed reaching up and grabbing the tongue like appendage and ripping her hands
downward.



The appendage gave way easily enough and tore free from its roots showering both her and Danny with
sickly looking pasty white blood. As the creature roared out its agony Danny lifted his A4 and shot it four times
in the head flipping the creature back off the crate and three meters back.

“Fuck this! That thing just tried to tongue fuck me!” Julie screamed. “Let’s get the fuck out of here!”

“They are around us!” Tony roared as he laid down a withering field of fire with the Mini-Gatlin Laser.
“They are breaking for our people!”

“There’s too many!” Miseo echoed.

“Pull back!” Danny shouted. “Move! They’ll catch the last of our people if we don’t go now! Evac!
Evac!”

Fedor looked at his mother. “Mother go! Eirene too!” He barked. “Miseo and I will cover you as we
follow!”

“Fedor you...” For'mya began to protest.

“Mother... go now!” Fedor screamed at her his dark eyes determined and unquestioning.

Eirene could feel the resolve of her brother and the command tone of his voice and she quickly dashed
to where their mother squatted. She grabbed For'mya’s hand knowing her brother would not fail and knowing
that For'mya had heard the inflection of his voice as well. His confidence filled her as well and she yanked on
her mother’s arm. “Medwaw we must go! Now!”

For'mya met her eyes and saw the concern for her and she swore to herself. She should have seen it
coming weeks ago in the way they acted with her. They would not leave her in danger and they would face
down any enemy in order to protect her. For'mya saw it in Eirene’s eyes and it was so very evident in Fedor’s
eyes. They would die before allowing her to come to harm ever again. She gripped Eirene’s hand and nodded.
“Right behind us!” She screamed at Fedor.

Fedor nodded. “T have no desire to stay and entertain mother!” He shouted back coming to his knees and
beginning to cut loose with his A4 as Miseo moved up beside him and together they began to mow down more
of the creatures.

Two silver/white flashes and then For'mya and Eirene were tearing away in wolf form, their paws barely
touching long enough to leave a print as they ran downbhill.

Fedor! Dnom’s voice echoed in his head.

Fedor looked skyward. Burn in front of us brother! He barked out. 4s hot as you can make it!

“Fedor now!” Danny screamed at his nephew and Fedor nodded.

Miseo grabbed his arm with one hand. “Now Fedor!” He snapped as Dnom came in a hundred meters in
front of them and his stream of flame set a dozen of the creatures ablaze while laying down a line of fire in front
of his retreating Bonded Brother.

Fedor rose up and nodded. “Go! Go!” He exclaimed as he pushed Miseo ahead of him.

Miseo didn’t hesitate and began to sprint away, Fedor digging in his combat boots and beginning to
follow. He saw his Uncle and the Master Chief tearing away from their position as well as he ran and he was
just about to shift into wolf form when he noticed lama scrambling around the ground near her body as if she
was looking for something. Fedor’s eyes grew wide as he saw two of the creatures leap over the line of flame
Dnom had laid and land on the crates. lama whirled around and screamed as one leaped down upon her.

“Tama! NO!” Fedor screamed his eyes wide.

Savage fury gripped Fedor Leonidas then and with a howl of unbridled rage he ran straight for where the
creature was now beating his arms down upon an obviously stunned Iama. Fedor had no idea what came over
him, but he allowed the rage to engulf him and his wolf eyes burned with hatred as he ran. When he reached ten
meters from where she was Fedor Leonidas leaped into air and was shifting before he had even fully left the
ground.

For'mya and Eirene were racing side by side down the ridge, almost identical in size and color. Their
powerful hind muscles propelled them at great speed, so fast that they were closing on a group of five creatures
who had managed to get around behind them and were chasing the slowest members of the Processing Group



that were running for the Landing Zone. For'mya quickly spied the running figures of three females and two
male elves who were trying to keep them between them.

Mother! Eirene screamed out within Mindvoice.

1 see them! For'mya barked.

We will not reach them in time! Eirene rasped as her paws dug harder into the ground trying to go faster.

Faster Eirene! Shift just before we reach them and use your weapons! For'mya shouted out as she dug
her paws in harder and moved faster.

Even as they ran they were witness to two of the creatures dragging down two elven females from
behind. Even though they struggled and screamed trying to beat the creatures off, Eirene and For'mya watched
in horror as the bone plates on both creatures lifted, exposing those small teeth and tongue like appendages.
Those tongue appendages shot out amazingly fast and plunged into the open mouths of the two females. The
creatures faces drew close as their tongues bulged the necks of the women as they were shoved deep into their
throats. Filled with horror and anger For'mya began shifting even as those tongues began to move and For'mya
could see bulges constrict the female’s throats as if something was being pumped into their stomachs. They
were nearly inert now, quivering as the creatures continued to plunge those tongues into their throats. Her eyes
detected two creatures bring down one of the males in front of them, but For'mya was already committed.

For'mya and Eirene were shifting before they even came to complete stops. As she took her elven form,
For'mya was reaching for her K14. When she got within three feet she lifted the weapon and fired four times
point blank into the creatures head. The impact of the rounds tossed the creatures off the elven female, its
tongue appendage whipping out from between her lips as his body flew back. For'mya pumped three more
rounds into the disgusting animal before dropping beside the elf female who was holding her throat and gasping
for air.

Eirene shifted back and simply stepped up to the creature atop the female and grabbed its head in anger.
She twisted violently, using all of her inbred elven and wolf strength and the creatures neck could be heard
popping in the forest. Eirene wrenched even harder, yanking its body off the elven female, its own teeth biting
through its tongue in place. Eirene didn’t hesitate or watch as the body flew to the side and she bent over the elf
female and grabbed the slimy appendage, tearing it out of the elf’s mouth and throat and hearing her gasp for air
and begin coughing.

“Mother!” Eirene screamed out as she helped the female get to her feet. “We have to help them!”

For'mya looked up and saw the last creature had caught the third female elf. “Get her to the Landing
Zone Eirene!” For'mya barked back.

“Mother... the others are...”

“Your father and mother will save the others!” For'mya snapped as she bent down and began to haul the
elf female to her unsteady feet.

Eirene’s eyes shifted and grew wide as she saw the massive black shape racing towards them through
the trees. Eirene had seen her MedwanGai in wolf form before on the ARC ROYAL during their lessons, his
majestic size and power always captivating to her and Fedor. She had never seen him in his wolf form and
moving as he was now however. His speed was unlike anything she had ever seen, his massive paws propelling
him forward but seemingly never touching the ground. His raven black fur was glossy and shiny with health and
even now she could see the riveting muscles bunched and tightly corded within his chest and hind quarters as he
ran. With a howl of savagery the likes of which she had never witnessed Martin fell on the two creatures that
had brought the man down. One was about to stab his tongue forward into the man’s throat when a four inch
wide paw smashed across his reptilian face and black, razor like claws removed the lower half of his head in a
single swipe. His tongue appendage included. Eirene watched with adoring love as her MedwanGai skidded to a
stop, turned instantly using his bushy tail, reared up on his hind legs and shifted back to his human form.

The second creature hissed evilly at her father and leaped towards him. Eirene stared in unabashed awe
as her father simply stood there and reached out with his hand, freezing the creature in mid-leap within the grips
of his Etheric power.

“These are my people motherfucker!” Martin screamed in anger, spittle flying from his lips. “And you
can’t have them!”

Martin’s left hand rose and a shimmering psychic diamond appeared instantly. He then launched the
psychic diamond from only sixteen inches away from the creatures face, its tongue flapping wildly in the air



between them trying to reach her father. The psychic diamond struck the creature just below its large eyes and
blew its head into oblivion. With a simple wave of his hand Martin tossed the creature aside and released it
from its Etheric prison. The body sailed through the air to smash against a large tree as he knelt next to the elf
male. Another flash of movement and Eirene saw a smaller raven wolf leap through the air and land upon the
fifth creature who had injected its tongue appendage into the last female’s throat. Aricia Leonidas was just as
capable and even faster when in wolf form. She was the largest of Martin’s Queens when she was a wolf, now
easily a hundred and sixty pounds of muscle and teeth. Aricia was also the most feral and unforgiving of her
mothers when she wanted to be Eirene knew.

And that was right now.

She tore open the creature’s chest with her talons without hesitation, hearing it howl and begin to rise.
As it did Aricia slashed down with her right paw and severed the creature’s tongue from its mouth, drawing
even more howls of agony. She leaped away to land and then shifted into her human form, the psychic knife
exploding from her clenched right fist. She didn’t hesitate and stepped up to the dazed creature and drove the
psychic knife into its skull until her knuckles met its skin. She twisted her fist and Eirene watched the creature’s
body go rigid as Aricia solidified the psychic knife in the monster’s head. She yanked her arm free quickly,
leaving a gaping and smoking hole in the skull of the misshapen monstrosity, spit on the body of the creature
and turned immediately to the elven female.

Martin had pulled the man to his feet and turned to For'mya and Eirene as they rushed up with their two
elven females. “Get to the loading area!” He shouted. “Take them! Go!” He screamed. “I’ll cover the rear!” He
looked at the elf man and handed him his A4. “Go with them and cover them.”

The man nodded quickly. “Thank... thank you Milord!” He gasped as his hands tightened on the
weapon.

“From now on, all of us go armed!” Martin told him and the man nodded.

“That seems to be the prudent course of action sire.” He stated breathing heavy in a combination of fear
and adrenalin.

“Get moving! Go!” Martin spoke as his eyes turned and he found Aricia some hundred meters distant.

Daniel, Fedor and the others were right behind us Beloved! She snapped out in Mindvoice.

Saaraurano... have Anja check them when they get back! Martin told her. Something about these fucking
things has me worried.

Aricia nodded. I saw it as well.

I’ll wait for Danny and the others. Go.

Aricia didn’t question him and helped the elf female to her feet and began heading back to the Landing
Zone.

Martin looked into the distance and saw more wolf shapes moving nimbly towards him. He began
moving towards them. “C’mon Fedor my boy.” He whispered as he shifted back into wolf form and began to
sprint.

Iama was in trouble and she knew it.

The creature had stunned her when he leaped upon her, her head banging into the ground with enough
force to bring stars to her eyes. She had enough presence of mind to role onto her back and then she saw the
foul monster on top of her, its mouth opening and she saw the tongue appendage. Her green eyes grew wide and
her hands snapped up to try and hold the creature back by its shoulders as she realized what the disgusting beast
wanted to do.

“No!” She screamed. “No!”

The beast used its hands to slam down on her arms, the pain shooting through her limbs and she could
only withstand two blows before her arms gave out and she screamed in pain. With a roar of approval the beast
reared back its head and its tongue shot forward with dazzling speed.

“NO!” lama screamed knowing what was coming and suddenly unable to act. lama did not want to be
assaulted by this beast. This putrid monster. She had suffered too much in her life to reach this point. Been
tossed aside so casually by so many. Tolerated too many foul monsters of her own species that had forced



themselves on her for her to accept some reptile looking beast to have her. lama also didn’t believe she was
going to survive this encounter or have the strength to fight for long so she did the only thing she could think of.
With a last surge of strength she heaved upwards with her hips trying to throw the creature off in the hopes that
she could free herself enough o begin running.

That is when she heard the savage growl and she saw him.

A flash of dark blond fur and corded muscles, and then a silver/white flash of light and Fedor Leonidas
was there. Only one thing popped into her mind at that moment and that was he had come back for her. lama
watched with wide green eyes as Fedor’s hand snatched out and caught the creatures tongue centimeters before
it would have plunged down lama’s throat. With a savage cry of anger Fedor ripped upwards and the tongue
tore free from its roots, showering both of them with white pasty blood. As the creatures roared in pain Fedor
grabbed its head in his large hands and physically ripped him off lama before tossing him several meters away.
The creature was fast as it righted itself and landed on its feet, its bloody mouth opening again to let out a
screech of rage. lama watched with awe then as Fedor Leonidas reached up to the strange bandolier he wore
across his body and suddenly a slim and lethal looking knife was in his hand. In that same instant Fedor’s arm
snapped out with blinding speed and the knife covered the distance to the creature in the blink of an eye,
striking it in the eyeball. The force of the thrown knife flipped the creature over backwards, landing on its belly.

Fedor turned and was reaching for lama. “Time to go!” He screamed.

Iama’s mind cleared instantly at the tone of his voice and she was scrambling to her feet. “My pad!” She
cried out. “I dropped my pad!”

Fedor looked at her and even in the midst of the blood and gore all around them Iama shivered as those
beautiful wolf eyes fell on her. “You are not worth losing over some fucking data pad!” He screamed at her
grabbing her arm. “Let’s go!” He pushed her towards the evac point. “Go!”

Iama, still surprised at his actions, broke into a run just as Fedor looked down and saw a glint of metal.
He reached down and snatched the data pad from under the dusting of dirt beneath where she had been laying
and rose back up to see three creatures sprinting after lama. With a howl of rage he shifted once more and was
sprinting after lama. He closed quickly on the closest creature, taking note that lama had unwrapped her tail
from around her waist as this allowed her to move with incredible speed and agility. He leaped, his right front
paw smashing into the head of the closest creature and crushing his skull with a sickening sound. As his paws
hit the ground again he was running, digging his paws in lightly, propelling himself with his hind legs just as his
MedwanGai had taught him and Eirene. His wolf eyes were mindful of everything around him as he came up on
the second creature and jumped once more, stopping only long enough to drive the monster to the ground and
rake his hind claws across its back. He didn’t break stride as the creature howled and squirmed on the ground.

Iama knew the creature was just behind her and it would be upon her before she could get to the safe
area. With a burst of determination and anger for a reason she didn’t understand, she whirled around to face the
monster just as it leaped to fall upon her. lama’s tail snapped up and with vicious precision it wrapped around
the creature’s arm and wrenched to the side, slamming the smaller beast to the ground beside her. lama fell on
the monster with a scream of rage, pummeling it with her fists. lama’Juturi was not weak by any means, she
was a Kavalian after all, and her blows were incredibly painful and the fourth one shattered the creatures jaw
and one side of its face. As she raised her arm to land another blow, Fedor was shifting in front of her while still
running. His powerful arm reached out and snatched her up as he ran by without breaking his strike or slowing
down. lama was only five foot four and barely over a hundred pounds while Fedor Leonidas was easily six foot
one and two hundred plus pounds. As she felt his arm close around her waist, lama instantly released her tail
from around the creature’s and let Fedor’s momentum carry her back. With all the grace of her feline nature,
she scrambled up and over his back and her feet came down on the ground beside him in a running motion.
What she didn’t realize was that she had not released his hand in the entire motion and she gripped it tightly
even as they ran.

Fedor let his nose guide them, his MedwanGai’s strong mint smell easily pulling him forward. In
seconds he saw his father in the treeline, his eyes watching them and waving his arm frantically as he stood
beside his Uncle Danny. In another fifty meters they were beside him and they skidded to a halt.

“What the fuck!” Martin screamed at him. “You stop to sight see boy!”

“No time to scold him now!” Danny barked. “Let’s di di mau! Like right fucking now!”

They looked behind Fedor and saw more of the creatures running through the timber towards them.



“Sibfla! Move!” Martin shouted grabbing Fedor and shoving him toward the Landing Zone.
Fedor looked behind them as well and saw what had to be dozens of the creatures closing on them.
“Shit!” He exclaimed pulling lama with him as they began to run again.

“There!” Aricia screamed from the rear of the STRIKER’s ramp as she saw them running across the
huge clearing where they had set up the Loading Zone. Aricia’s azure blue eyes grew wide when she saw
dozens of those creatures burst out of the treeline just behind them. “Pablo! Now!” She screamed.

“Got it!” His voice filled her implant. “G.O.D. is on station!”

Aricia looked up into the sky at the sound of a heavy gun report and she saw the remote guided gun
platform move into sight. The Guided Ordnance Delivery platform was mounted with a mini fifty caliber
cannon and atmospheric thrusters. The God Gun Platform as it had been named was the result of a tinkering job
by Julie and Collin in their off time. It was only two meters tall and one meter long but it was a devastating
piece of armament. There were three of them on each STRIKER and everyone could operate them easily, Pablo
just seemed to have a special knack for it. Aricia watched with satisfaction as Pablo brought the God Platform
low to the ground, barely above the heads of her beloved Martin and the others and the mini chain cannon
began to spit concentrated death, mowing down the foul creatures in droves as they burst from the treeline.

Aricia turned back towards the cockpit. “Endy! For'mya! Take off now!” She shouted, though her
implant transferred the directive in a more subdued tone.

The surge of the engines told Aricia they had heard her and the STRIKER began to rise slowly off the
ground just as Fedor and Iama reached the edge of the ramp. He scooped her up and literally tossed her the last
five feet and she landed nimbly on the ramp just in front of him. Martin and Danny jumped off the ground as
the STRIKER got to three meters height and they landed on the ramp easily just as Endy fed more power into
the engines and they began to rise further. lama stumbled forward as Fedor turned to look at his MedwanGai
and Uncle. His eyes grew wide as two of the creatures landed on the ramp. They both screeched loudly, causing
Martin and Danny to turn with Fedor, all of them pulling K12 KMs. One creature sent his tongue shooting out
towards Martin.

Martin’s hand moved faster than could be followed and he grabbed onto the slimy tongue appendage
before it got close to his mouth.

“Get off my fucking ride asshole!” Martin screamed before pulling the trigger. Danny and Fedor joined
him and the two creatures were perforated with at least nine rounds apiece, their bodies flailing madly as the
ramp continued to rise and tossed them about. Both fell dead, their pasty white blood staining the deck.

“They even smell bad!” Danny snarled.

“Kick their carcasses off my ship!” Martin growled as he reloaded his K12. “Endy... get us to five
thousand feet and we’ll do an in-flight recovery of Torma and Isheeni over the water.”

“Will do!” Endith’s voice echoed in his ear implant. “Hell of a morning Skipper!”

“You got that right.” Martin answered. “Pablo... have God follow us out over the water and we’ll
recover it then.

“Already moving bossman.” Pablo’s voice answered.

“Wait!” Anja called out as she moved back to the rear with them. “Don’t kick them out!” She barked.
“Make sure they are fucking dead and then bag them Danny! Intact!”

Martin looked at her as she came up. “Red?”

“They injected several of our people with those tongue things lover and I want their bodies. I want their
carcasses as base variables to make sure I find out if we are going to have problems.” Anja said.

“They ok?” Martin asked looking at the three elf females that had those tongues shoved down their
throats. They were sitting on a bench; all of them still in shock had what had just happened.

Anja nodded her head. “They seem to be right now. I’'m quarantining them when we get back aboard.
I’ve already contacted Duewa to set it up. Just to be sure.”

Martin nodded and looked at Danny. “Do it!”

Anja turned to Fedor. “Take your armor off.” She ordered.

Fedor met her eyes. “Mother... they did not stick their tongue down my throat.” He said.



“You were shot igord!” Anja popped. “Take your armor off! I want to make sure nothing else besides
your head is broken.”

Fedor grinned and saw his sister and mother moving towards them. Eirene didn’t hesitate and walked
right up to her brother and slugged him in the chest. “Reckless fool!” She yelled at him. “What were you
thinking going back?”

Fedor glanced quickly to where lama was now sitting on a bench and one of the medics was running a
medical scanner over her. He turned back to his sister. “I... I had to go back.” He said. Eirene saw where his
eyes went and she moved closer to him.

For'mya picked up on this right away and her dark eyes went to Martin. His gaze touched hers and he
gave her a slight nod. For'mya took Fedor’s arm then. “Let’s get your armor off.” She stated.

“Mother... I can do it myself.” He complained.

For'mya met his gaze. “Just like you follow orders right?” She spoke sternly. “Your sister and I will
make sure this time. Dnom is not happy with you either! You better talk to him before we reach the ARC
ROYAL.”

Martin watched For'mya draw him to the side with Eirene and he stepped back to where Danny and
Tony were rolling one of the creature’s bodies over next to a body bag. “Danny?” He said softly.

Dan looked up from where he was squatting. “He saved my life fervon. He saved lama by going back
for her.” Danny told him knowing what Martin wanted to hear.

“You can smell why he went back for her.” Martin said.

Danny nodded. “Yeah... but what matters is he didn’t hesitate. He tried to make contact and they shot
him Martin. He’s got ice in his veins Marty. Cool under fire no matter what. Sort of like your ugly ass, he’s just
better looking.”

Tony grunted. “Seems that runs in the family.” He spoke with a grin.

Danny looked over at Fedor. “You think he realizes why he went back for her?”

Martin shook his head. “I don’t think he has a clue.” He answered. “I’ll talk to him when we get back to
the ship. Res and Arrarn had the same issue... and I’ll need to let him know what’s going on inside him.”

Danny nodded his head. “He done good Martin. He done real good. Eirene too. A lot better than most
rookie’s first time out.”

Martin looked back to where For'mya and Eirene were fawning over Fedor now and he nodded his head.
“It’s only the beginning.” He said turning back to them. He motioned to the dead creatures. “Cut that fuckers
head off. Same with his partner. I don’t want them waking up anytime soon. Anja can yell at me later.”

“Can we watch?” Tony asked with a smile.

Danny laughed. “It’s always fun to watch Red chew you out. She does it so well.”

Martin couldn’t help but laugh now as the adrenalin began to bleed off now that they were safe. He had
some things to do when they returned and he needed to talk to Wayonn about them.

CHAPTER TWO

ANDROCLES LEONIDAS
CRANAE ISLAND
FEBRUARY 3, 2575

The sun was just beginning to creep over the horizon of the Laconia Gulf, a warm breeze sweeping in
from the west and blowing across the large island owned by Androcles as men and women began to wake on
the island itself and within the city of Gytheio across the inlet. Cranae Island was now home to two hundred and
fifty Durcunusaan troops, most of them assigned to the island after the thwarted attack by the Eridiani OSG on
the villa and its occupants. Jomann and the other detail heads that he had selected had hand picked all of the
Durcunusaan, some of them coming from as far away as Apo Prime. They were taking no chances with the
lives of their Crown Prince and Princesses, especially not now with the King so far away in parts unknown.
This also applied to all of Androcles’s brothers and sisters since, as Andro’s Captain, Jomann now considered



them his responsibility as well. Cranae Island was now a fortress unto itself and because of several innovative
ideas of Jomann and others; the island had lost almost none of its exterior beauty. The white sandy beaches and
timber was still present since all of the improvements had been built around the natural makeup of the island
and this also insured the defenses were much harder to detect.

Sadi Leonidas sat on the couch in the main living room of the villa; her legs pulled under her firm
bottom as she sipped a mug of Aricia’s special coffee blend and alternately watched the Netnews channel with
the volume down low and read from the data pad in her hand on the new STRIKER DT II4 Variant. She had
been up for over an hour already, as she was never one to sleep late anyway, more so since she had become
Andro’s mate. Lu'ria and Carisia were with Lu'ria’s mother Daba in Eden City for the last day of a three day trip
and Ne'Veha had only risen a few moments ago and was in the shower. The Netnews was covering the Union
military buildup that was underway in as much detail as they possibly could while also covering the few
skirmishes that had taken place along the borders of the KFI and the Union. They were not large battles, mostly
small units or special operations forces, but there was no mistaking that the Union was now at war. The mood of
the men and women within the Union was not indifferent by any means. Countless interviews had been
conducted across the Union by the many Netnews channels and almost overwhelmingly men and women were
paying close attention to what was happening. They were also fully in support of Andro’s actions by a ninety-
six percent margin across the Union according to the last polls taken by Deia’s office.

While the Netnews men and women were obviously unable to get specifics about the buildup, all of the
channels were trying as hard as they could, even though the three owners and thousands of employees of the
three corporations that the military conversion affected were not talking. Sadi knew the two men and one
women who owned those companies, thanks in part to her father’s connections and while they were
businessmen and women, they were also totally loyal to the Union. As were those who worked for them. They
had come out of the slavery years under the High Coven with a special love for the Union and no matter what
they had been asked over the last four thousand years, whether by Resumar, Deia or Martin, they had delivered
upon without question. They were also tied to the original five bloodlines of Lycavorian people by marriages
that lasted and endured even now. Sadi was aware that Ben worked with all of them on many things of a civilian
nature, though none of them knew of the existence of Dreamland. The two men and one woman knew there was
much Riyal in it for their companies as the Union government had no problems paying them to build their
weapons or the items that improved the lives of everyone within the Union. Sadi knew of an agreement made
with Andro’s father that a small part of their profit from the Union be turned around and put back into the
Union Social System. Those three companies donated more time, Riyal and resources to aide the needy than all
remaining thirteen engineering companies within the Union combined. There would always be those who
needed help; whether due to natural disaster or whatever circumstance, no one in the Union was denied the
resources to help them get back on their feet. The Union Social System was carefully monitored so that no one
abused the structure, but it was very rare to find someone who did not want to work for what they had. It was a
matter of honor for a Lycavorian or elf and generally for all the species of the Union. Those men and women
who came across the borders to squat and live off others, of any species, were quickly shown to the borders of
the Union when it was discovered and unceremoniously kicked the hell out. They never lasted for more than a
few weeks.

There were ten out of the hundred and nineteen Netnews channels that were completely devoted to
following the Union Senate and the political situation that was always changing and these were the ones that
Sadi Leonidas watched carefully. This morning Netnews Channel 39, a longtime opponent of Deia and then
Martin and the Queen’s policies, had been interviewing one politician after the other who had voted in
opposition to declaring war on the KFI for their actions against the citizens of the Union. The same men and
women who voted against Spartan Law. All told there were a hundred and twenty-seven of them, but Sadi was
only concerned with the few who were not afraid to be outspoken about it.

Or what they felt about her, thanks to Ulana.

Sadi Leonidas was one hundred and thirty years old. She had experienced more and endured more in her
short life than most young female wolves her age. Indeed, by the very nature of their people, she was in some
ways still considered no more than a child because of her age. Regardless of the crimes she had been forced to
commit and the sexual favors she had been coerced into performing while under the thumb of the High Coven
and her vile step mother; that she had never stopped trying to protect her father and his reputation had earned



her untold respect from many of the older Lycavorians and elves who valued family above all else. Much of
what she had gone through was now public knowledge, only the parts deemed far too sensitive or private were
kept as state secrets. None of that mattered to Sadi Leonidas in the least anymore, for the day she had looked
into those azure colored eyes on the Royal Island; Sadi Leonidas had been hooked forever. Yes... she had
denied it at times during the years they were apart, until Androcles had grown into a man, but it was always
there and what a delicious man he had grown into. Just looking at him now could set her wolf blood to sizzling.
Not only was he the most scrumptious man Sadi had ever seen or smelled physically but he was the most
intelligent as well. He could carry on a conversation with scholars in one moment and cuss with the best of the
soldiers in the next. He stimulated her mind just as completely as he stimulated her body. That wonderful
feeling of belonging to him heart and soul and knowing that she commanded his heart and soul in return was
something she could not put into words.

Sadi had been given her life back after the events of that night on the Royal Island of Apo Prime. Her
father was once more safe from injury and false accusations and now thriving in his role as a civilian consultant
to the military. Her vile step-mother and step-brothers were now rotting in prison somewhere for their crimes
and Sadi was finally free of the years of High Coven manipulation. Over the ensuing twenty plus years after that
night she finally discovered what freedom was like as she did what she wanted and when she wanted. She
became a pilot and studied at the School of the Mages and finally she entered the Union Fleet Academy. No
matter what she did or who she was with, her path had ultimately already been set in motion the moment she
first saw him. After that it was simply a matter of living her life until the day when their lives would eventually
come back together. And Sadi Leonidas was so very happy when it did.

The day Androcles Leonidas returned to her on the tarmac of that Durcunusaan base on Apo Prime,
Sadi felt everything coming together into focus. He was so tall and powerful and he was all hers in every way.
She resisted briefly... the difference in their ages making her hesitate for all of ten seconds. Then she learned
that Androcles Leonidas’s mind was far older than she would ever be and when he had shared that awareness
with her their first night together Sadi had been convinced. When they found Carisia and then Ne'Veha and then
Lu'ria, all within months of each other, the pieces rapidly fell together like the missing parts of a puzzle. Sadi
knew at times that it bothered Andro that he had more than one wife and mate. He was trying to come out from
under his father’s shadow and having more than one mate was a well known signature of his father’s. But in the
end, like her, Andro could not deny the strong emotion and feelings he had for each of them or how powerfully
they were drawn to one another.

Androcles was her life now. Her center. In her eyes, he was the most beautiful man that lived and none
other could compare to him. It was no different for Carisia or Ne'Veha or Lu'ria. And no matter what had
happened Sadi knew deep down that Caliria felt the same way no matter how far away she was. Sadi and the
others had also been trying to understand what all of them had seen and felt during the Senate meeting some
weeks back. The color of those eyes and the presence they had felt within their minds was powerful and it
meshed within all of them so easily. They had talked of it with each other a few times these last weeks but with
everything that was happening around them, all of them had decided to not try and determine what it all meant
until they knew more. Sadi knew Andro almost as well as she knew herself. They all did. And he knew them
just as intimately. There was only one who might know him better than they did and that was Elynth.

Androcles Leonidas was an open book to his mates and wives but he was an enigma to so many others.
Yes... he was Crown Prince... but he had never considered himself anything other than a Spartan warrior. Like
his father, he did not want power and he did go out of his way to seek power. He only wanted to love his mates
and protect his people. He did not realize that this mentality is what endeared him and his father to so many men
and women within the Union no matter what their species. The Gods had granted him complete awareness and
the wisdom of three lifetimes while still within his mother’s womb and he had been born fully cognizant of
everything around him with Elynth acting as his only voice. It was something that even to this day no one could
explain or understand. At times it was a burden that he and Elynth hated Sadi knew. To have the memories of
three lives spanning thousands of years wrapped within their minds was stressful without a doubt. There were
times when they would awake in the middle of the night because of some nightmare or the other. Andro would
be soaked in sweat and within minutes Elynth would be screaming to the villa from the small cave like structure
on the island that was hers and Anthar’s and then they would be gone into the night sky, not returning until
morning when they had either sorted out what the dream meant or pushed it far enough to the backs of their



minds that it did not affect them. Then he would share it with his wives and mates. He held nothing back from
any of them and they shared everything with him. Sadi knew it had become easier with the birth of his brother
Dorian for he too had been blessed by the gods and been born fully aware and bonded to a dragon. Sadi had
witnessed Andro, Dorian and their sister Zarah on several occasions these last weeks walking the beaches of
Cranae island holding hands and talking within a Mindvoice connection that no one would ever be allowed to
enter without the three of them agreeing. When Andro had saved her life as a child, allowing her to feed on his
blood in the grips of the Blood Fever, Zarah had been granted a gift that only she and Andro understood. With
the birth of Dorian they had someone to share that with.

This very introverted mentality that Andro had towards others is what caused many of the
misconceptions about him Sadi knew. Those that were not a member of his family or close friends did not know
him and could only guess at what went on in his mind. He was powerful without any question, physically and
within Mindvoice, and many men and women whispered to themselves that one day he would surpass his
father. Many also knew that he had a temper as well as a dark and sinister side to him. Many of the older male
Spartan warriors who had been born and raised in Sparta and had endured the harshness of that life so long ago
knew what it was. The calling of true Spartan wolf blood. Untainted and pure. Martin Leonidas accepted the
darkness within him that came from his Spartan blood, though he did not often embrace it as his son did.

The first step in trying to lift that veil of secrecy that surrounded him, Andro had already taken by
commandeering the Netnews briefing given by Senator Icho. That three hour glimpse into the life and mind of
the Crown Prince of the Union had made everyone want more. And in wanting more of Androcles, they wanted
more of his wives and mates. Sadi being the most interesting as far as they were concerned. It was a drawback
of being Andro’s wife, mate and Anome that Sadi was well aware of and accepted without question. Sadi
Leonidas had become almost as popular as Androcles among the many older generations of Lycavorians and
elves and Algolian people most of all. And with that fame came those who either did not like her or care for
what her past involved and had taught her.

Senator Icho and Senator Ulana were the most well known among their ilk. They had tried to call into
question Sadi’s past and her association with the High Coven. They tried to push the fact that she had worked
for the High Coven as a courier of sorts as the reason she should not be trusted, among other things. They never
spoke of how she had been forced into this way of life or the circumstances behind it. They had tried to imply
she had worked as some sort of whore for the High Coven as well, but that did not go far or very well. Speaking
that outright in public would turn others against them, so they only whispered it in private. Sadi and Androcles
had laid those questions to bed when, during that briefing; they addressed her past openly and honestly, leaving
out only the most sensitive information. This had only added to the growing comparison between Sadi and
Gorgo. Many of the older Spartans born and raised on Earth in Sparta and those who hailed from Apo Prime
and other colonies saw Sadi as the reincarnation of Queen Gorgo. The intense compassion, the strength, the low
key temper and the intelligence. The comparison made Sadi blush and become uncomfortable, but that is what
people saw and felt about her. Gorgo did not help matters either by stimulating this thinking, but then again
Sadi did not know that Gorgo felt the same things when she looked at Sadi and saw herself. It was definitely
something that made her very proud.

When Icho and Ulana’s initial ploy did not work, they began to try a different tact, calling into question
Sadi’s bloodline and questioning whether she should be Crown Princess based on her PCC levels and her long
dead mother’s bloodlines. Sadi knew the only reason Ulana was taking part in all this was because she was a
spoiled, arrogant upaee who thought herself above everyone else. Ulana thought that the four or five months
that she had dated Andro gave her rights to Androcles Leonidas and the position Sadi and the others held now
held as Crown Princesses. Sadi had to laugh softly to herself at times, for if Androcles made love to Ulana with
even a fraction of the staggering passion and intense devotion he had when making love to Sadi and the others,
it was no wonder Ulana still wanted him. It was more than likely the best sex she had ever had. But Androcles
belonged to her now, and to Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria and Caliria. Ulana didn’t seem to understand she
would never get him back and all she did when she tried was to piss off Sadi and the others and make herself
look the fool.

Icho on the other hand; he was very different. Androcles and many others considered him an enemy
agent for the Kavalians, with a completely different set of reasons for doing what he was doing. He was
allowing Ulana to take the forefront of everything in order to make her the ultimate fall person. She got all of



the Netnews coverage for the most part and unfortunately for herself, Ulana was too wrapped up within herself
to see this. It only showed just how truly stupid she really was.

Sadi’s jungle green eyes cut to the kitchen as Ne'Veha appeared in just a simple white lace bra and
panties and a loose fitting, nearly transparent robe draped over that. Her long dark brown hair fell to the top of
her exquisitely shaped ass cheeks now and her lush elven body had been honed to perfection along with Sadi’s
over the last few weeks by Carisia and Lu'ria in their private training sessions. As Sadi watched Ne'Veha, she
allowed her jungle green eyes to wander over Ne'Veha’s figure with carnal thoughts and desire. In Sadi’s eyes
Ne'Veha had the most delicious ass of any of them, so firm and exquisitely shaped. Sadi had been lovers with
one other woman after her life had changed that night on the island. Teeria and she had spent that one night
together nearly a decade ago and while it had been very pleasurable to say the least, it had only been that one
night. Sadi had never pursued a relationship with a woman after that, the desire just was not there, and looking
back now Sadi believed it was because of Ne'Veha and Carisia and Lu'ria and Caliria. Now she blissfully shared
a bed with them all, but no matter the pleasure they all shared together, Sadi always found herself reaching for
Ne'Veha first and foremost when Andro was not among them. She didn’t know what it was about her elven
lover and fellow Princess that drew her to Ne'Veha more than the others but her delicious lover did it every
time. Ne'Veha’s five foot four height was lusciously curved and she tipped the scales at only a hundred and nine
pounds soaking wet. Only five pounds less than Carisia and her five foot two height. When in wolf form
however, the transformation added about thirty pounds of muscle to Ne'Veha’s frame and she was sleek and
beautiful. While Sadi desired Carisia and Lu'ria intensely at times, Ne'Veha called to her wolf blood just a little
more than her Drow Mistress and her Maya eyed vampire lover. Sadi and Ne'Veha had many things in common
since they were both pilots, and because they were the pilot’s of Andro’s STRIKER DT, they were almost never
apart. Her four inch high elven ears were delicious to Sadi and her amaretto scent was so very enticing and
intoxicating.

Sadi watched with bright, sultry eyes as Ne'Veha made her morning tea and then crossed the main room
to join her on the couch. Ne'Veha was the only one among them who did not drink coffee. She much preferred
tea to coffee, especially after getting a special blend from her grandmother. Ne'Veha leaned over and they
shared a soft, loving and lingering kiss and then Ne'Veha drew her legs under her mimicking Sadi’s position on
the couch. Her dark brown eyes went to the monitor and she saw the Netnews channel Sadi was watching and
she shook her head with a smile.

“You follow what those foolish people say too much KertaGai.” Ne'Veha told her. “You should just
ignore them.”

Sadi looked back at the monitor and nodded. “Perhaps...” She answered. “I like to know what wild
accusations they are perpetrating however. They are so predictable at times about what they assume they are so
knowledgeable.”

“Midaeus is what they are!” Ne'Veha hissed.

Sadi chuckled at her response. “Yes indeed.”

Ne'Veha Leonidas had grown much since becoming their mate and being changed by Andro, foremost
among that was the fact she simply adored hearing her name roll off the lips of other people.

Ne'Veha Leonidas.

It wasn’t arrogance or Ne'Veha thinking herself better than other people, she just adored the way her
name sounded, since only those hailing from Earth had taken the custom of having a last name. Other species
within the Union had more than one name, but only the Lycavorian Spartans and humans seemed to take the
names of their husbands or wives as their second name and this had become very common. Ne'Veha’s
childhood upbringing had been very strict even by elven standards, her father raising her to dislike and distrust
all Lycavorians because of what had happened in the past with her elven grandmother. Her father had raised
Ne'Veha and her siblings to think their grandmother was dead. It wasn’t until Ne'Veha stumbled upon the real
reasons her father acted as he did that she began to understand. When Ne'Veha discovered her elven
grandmother was alive and well; that she had left her elven husband and that she had fallen in love with a
Lycavorian and allowed him to change her, that is when Ne'Veha’s eyes were open fully. She had dismissed all
her father had taught her then and fully embraced her new life with Androcles. With all of them. Andro had
changed her during one of their more torrid nights together, giving Ne'Veha what she so desperately wanted. To
be like him. Like Sadi. Now that she was wolf herself Ne'Veha looked at things in a very different light. She



had almost lost them because she didn’t understand what she felt, but that was behind her now and she could
not imagine being without them. She loved Androcles with every breath she took. He could make her quiver in
delight with a simple caress or nuzzle of her elven ear and his wolf aura could have her crying out for more
within seconds as he did with Sadi and Lu'ria. Ne'Veha loved them all yes, but she was always drawn to Sadi
more and she knew Sadi was drawn to her just as intensely. They had a special connection between them and it
was strong and passionate and Ne'Veha relished in that closeness. Sadi’s sugar plume and spice scent was
nearly as intense as Andro’s lavender and mint scent and it made her blood churn just being near them. Nothing
would take her away from them now, no matter what her father did or said. She was a Princess of the
Lycavorian Union and now wolf. That is all that mattered to her.

“We should take the new STRIKER up today and make sure the adjustments we asked to be made are
accurate.” Ne'Veha spoke sipping her tea.

Sadi nodded as she looked at her and held up the pad. “I was thinking the same thing. The lateral
thrusters most of all.” She said thoughtfully. “Syrilth sent word that she would like to see us at Dragon
Mountain today as well.”

Ne'Veha’s dark brown eyes showed interest. “Really? Why?”

Sadi shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know.” She answered. “It may have something to do with Andro’s
position as Talon Guardian and because he is not here on Earth she will pass it to us as his mates. We could also
draft a couple of dragons to insure the harnesses in the rear are correctly fitted into the deck panels.”

“Why didn’t he take us with him Sadi?”” Ne'Veha asked.

“It was a routine pick up and he felt it would be a waste of our time SirsanGai.” Sadi said with a smile.
“You know that. He only went to get Dorian some operational experience. They have been training every day
and it was time Dorian and Ryner got real time duty in the field. Having us there wasn’t necessary.”

“Sibfla!” Ne'Veha spat playfully. “He went because he wanted to get away from all the politics. He has
been going stir crazy with all the meetings and reports and the constant calls for interviews from the Netnews.”

Sadi laughed at Ne'Veha’s words and nodded her head. Ne'Veha had taken to the ancient Lycavorian
language like a fish to water and she was extremely fluent in it now. She also liked to use the various swear
words within the ancient language for they better expressed her unique sentiments at many things according to
her. Ne'Veha’s frequent use of the ancient language had many people within Sparta that knew Andro and his
mates fawning over her whenever she and Sadi went into the city. The way the ancient words rolled off her
tongue was like music to many of the older men and women in the city and many of them conversed with
Ne'Veha in the ancient language almost exclusively.

“That is probably very correct.” She answered. “Just think of the delight we will share when he returns
after two days without us wrapped around him. He’ll last for hours.”

Ne'Veha’s dark brown eyes glittered. “I have thought about that.” She spoke softly. “And they have
been very decadent thoughts to say the least.”

Sadi laughed happily and nodded. “Mine as well.”

They both turned their heads when the door to the living area of the villa opened. Two thirds of their
villa was now restricted to family and friends, while the last third was used as the local Durcunusaan Control
Center, backing up the main center on the other end of the island. That is where the barracks and landing pad
for the island were situated. The main living area as well as the family and guest wings were highly restricted to
anyone who was not a member of the Leonidas family or the Durcunusaan. Only they had unrestricted access.
Not counting their master bedroom, the main villa could house nearly all of Andro’s brothers and sisters and
half a dozen guests if need be. The female Durcunusaan officer stuck her head through the door and searched
quickly until her eyes found Sadi and Ne'Veha sitting on the couch. Since the attack by the OSG Andro had
insisted that each of them be assigned a Durcunusaan Detail of at least three whenever they went places
individually or without him. It had taken Jomann only one week to decide on the heads of these details for they
would have broad powers to go with their new positions. He had chosen four females for different reasons, but
all of them having one thing in common. Like himself, they were all born and raised in Sparta, and while it
might seem biased to others, Jomann felt better knowing this. Jomann was reasonably certain the Princesses
would be more comfortable with a female Detail Head and more likely to listen to them in time of need. This
Durcunusaan female was the head of Ne'Veha’s Detail. Her shoulder length blond hair was tied tightly into a
short ponytail and her blue eyes were sharp and alert. Aeqea and the head of Sadi’s detail Kynthia had



developed a very smooth working relationship right from the outset because of the closeness of the two young
Princesses and their own mutual likes and dislikes. As Androcles’s Captain of the Guard, Jomann maintained

overall command of the entire Durcunusaan force tasked with guarding the Prince and Princesses and he was

still going over records and such to determine the final two members of each detail, so at the moment the four
heads of the details were in charge and dealt with everything.

“Aeqea?” Ne'Veha asked.

The young woman stepped fully into the main living area now. “Forgive me for bothering you so early
Ne'Veha, Sadi...” She spoke. Ne'Veha and Sadi had made it very clear right from the start that the heads of
their details were not to refer to them formally in any way, shape or form. Especially not if they were going to
be laying their lives on the line for them. “Prime Minister Deia and Lady Gorgo are landing at the main LP.
They needed to speak with you about something that has come up.”

Sadi lowered her mug of coffee. “Something wrong Aeqea?”” She asked.

Aeqea shook her head. “I don’t believe so Sadi.” She answered. “Not that they mentioned to Kynthia
anyway.”

“We’ll start breakfast Aeqea. You and Kynthia escort them in and we’ll all eat together.” Sadi spoke
coming to her feet.

Aeqgea nodded. “As you wish.” She stated moving back out the door.

Ne'Veha rose to her feet and began to follow Sadi across the main room. “This should be interesting.”
She said.

Sadi nodded. “Very.”

“...is why I am doing this.” They watched the image of Ulana on the small kitchen monitor as they
sipped coffee. Six plates of eggs, steak, fruit and toasted bread were now empty in front of them at the eat-in
counter. Large mugs of coffee were full and steaming however. “I do not wish to be the one to bring attention
to these issues, but if I do not, who else will? 1... I care deeply for Androcles. I... I love him, even after the
way he has treated me and what we shared. I believe he is unaware of the kind of women who he has chosen
to take as his wives and mates. Or what they are capable of or intend. This woman Sadi, who flaunts her
pureblood status even though it still remains in question, and the elf female Ne'Veha most of all. Andro
hates to fly, he always has and he has two mates who are pilots? That is completely out of character for him.
1 know him and he is not acting as the Androcles I know. He promised me we would always be together and
Andro does not break his promises. I...”

“Yes you are Ulana.” Sadi said softly and Ne'Veha giggled as she leaned into her from her chair. “You
are completely unaware of who we are or what we are capable of. Hates to fly aur mida!” She looked at
Ne'Veha. “Where does she get her information? Gypsies are us? If Elynth heard this she would be spitting fire
and want to scorch this malda indalmus athach!” (Crazy ignorant witch)

Deia let out a small laugh at Sadi’s words and the reaction from Ne'Veha and she reached over from her
spot and muted the monitor by touching the screen, turning back to Sadi and Ne'Veha. “For the last three weeks
Ulana has been holding these small rallies across Apo Prime in her home district. She draws crowds ranging in
size from fifty to several hundred. They are mostly die hard supporters of her father’s policies and by default
hers.”

“So it is no longer just Sadi that she is going after then. Now she is going after Ne'Veha as well?”
Kynthia spoke now. The short dark hair of the female Durcunusaan Lieutenant was streaked with dark blond
highlights and her tanned skin was healthy and smooth. Her cool brown eyes were alert and resolute and she
took her duties as Sadi’s Detail Head very seriously.

Gorgo nodded. “It would appear that is now the case yes.” She said.

“She has referenced different items in regards to Ne'Veha as well as Carisia.” Deia spoke looking at the
data pad quickly and then to Ne'Veha. “Specifically your father’s views towards Lycavorians Ne'Veha and a
certain Captain Tarren. Sadi and Ne'Veha are the most well known of Andro’s mates. Ne'Veha because of her
status as a Fleet pilot and how she took command of certain things after the attempt on your lives here by the
OSG and Sadi for obvious reasons.”



“Tarren?” Ne'Veha gasped. “What does he have to do with anything?”

“Ulana has made it a point to mention in her recent rallies that this Tarren fellow says he claimed you
before Andro.” Deia said calmly. Deia didn’t believe it for an instant, even when her aides brought it to her. Her
nephew Martin and great-nephew Androcles were perhaps the most entrenched in tradition when it came to the
Spartan way of life and if Ne'Veha had been mated, or even discussing it with another male, Androcles would
never have pursued her. “That you accepted and then, when Andro came into your life, you dismissed Tarren.
And that you and Andro are also responsible for ruining his career based on false information in order to keep
quiet the fact that he had claimed you before Andro. Not to mention that he is being held under false pretence
by the Durcunusaan and that he has been interrogated extensively.”

Ne'Veha looked at her with wide eyes. “She actually talked to that igord?”” She hissed angrily. “How did
she even get access to him? He’s locked in a prison cell! Tarren will say anything to protect himself and his
ego!”

“Apparently Ulana discovered he had this information and arranged for a meeting.” Deia said. “We
don’t know how. She’s is lobbying hard to have him released.”

Gorgo reached out and took Ne'Veha’s hand. “Ne'Veha... we do not believe anything Ulana or this
Tarren fellow says... but you understand how this could look inappropriate for Androcles and give ammunition
to those who do not like him.”

The outrage on Ne'Veha’s face was obvious and completely honest. “That disgusting gostin!” She hissed
looking at Gorgo. “I never did any such thing! I dated him for a time yes... but it was never anything serious to
me. [ was confused over how my father raised us to be and then being exposed to something different in the
fleet. Tarren practically scented me without telling me what he was doing! I had no idea he had done this until I
saw the look in Sadi’s eyes when she came to the SCIMITAR to visit me! Up until then... Tarren and I had an
on again off again relationship! Nothing more! He was part of the problem! When I realized what he had done I
never saw him again!”

“What about this claim of ruining his career and...?” Deia began to ask but Sadi stepped in.

“Taren is the one who gave the information to the OSG agents that attacked us here on the island Deia.”
Sadi spoke. “Unwittingly or not, he was responsible. SirsanGai acted as any of us would have acted.
Considering what happen, Tarren is lucky he was not executed for treason because of his actions.”

Deia nodded. “Forgive me for asking Ne'Veha. I never doubted you child but I needed to hear what you
did in your own words.”

“I should have ordered the Durcunusaan to execute him!” Ne'Veha hissed. “If I knew he would be
involved in this I...”

“Do not worry about Tarren child. Dealing with him will be easy. He is one of the type of Alphas with
an over inflated sense of self worth. We can deal with him easily enough.” Gorgo spoke with a smile.

“So Ulana is going to have him released?” Ne'Veha hissed. “How do the orders of a new Senator
override the orders of a Princess?”’

“Once Tarren was remanded to custody, the Durcunusaan questioned him and then turned him over to
Fleet authority.” Deia answered. “I discovered that he was able to contact his father, a prominent officer
himself, who put pressure on Fleet authorities to have him released and when Ulana suddenly took interest they
went ahead and granted the release request until such time as he stands trial for his actions.”

“Regardless of why he did it Deia... he gave intelligence to an enemy who then used that intelligence to
attack our home here and try to kill us!” Sadi spat. “How do we just let him free after that?”

“He and Ulana are claiming Andro and you were not the targets.” Deia said. “That there was another
target here that the OSG Team was after. They did not mention names but that is what they were implying. The
Commissioning Board of Fleet officers went over the evidence and released him to Ulana’s custody. They set
his trial date for five months from now as well. ”

“How would they know about Lady Devra?” Aeqea asked now. “No one knew she and her daughters
were here.”

“No one is perfect Aeqea.” Deia said. “Even the Durcunusaan. If I had to guess I would say it came
unwittingly from within the ranks of the Durcunusaan. Talking to a comrade or member of their family. And it
was over heard by someone with big ears. Similar in a way to how they got their meeting with Andro some
months back.”



“Anse!” Kynthia spat. “Jomann will have a fit when he hears that. I can guarantee it will not happen
anymore!”

Deia nodded her head. “Better it comes from you too.” She said. “I will leave that for the Durcunusaan
to sort out.

“To continue on... Ulana’s comments on Carisia are well known.” Gorgo spoke as she squeezed
Ne'Veha’s hand reassuringly as she spoke. “Carisia is Yuri’s daughter and a vampire of the High Coven and
therefore cannot be trusted. So on and so forth. She won’t openly go after her however... or Lu'ria.”

“She’s afraid of them. Especially our Drow Mistress.” Ne'Veha spoke confidently.

Gorgo nodded. “That is what Deia and I feel as well.” She said. “Ulana will not go after Lu'ria because
she is a Drow. No one in their right mind wants Aihola or Daba and the Drow facing off against them. That
would be political suicide in more ways than one. Since Carisia spends more time with her and they are often
together because of what they feel for each other, Ulana will not go after them. You and Sadi are the most
visible of Andro’s wives and mates because you are his pilots, because Sadi is a pureblood and now because of
what Tarren is saying Ne'Veha has done. Therefore Ulana is going to target the two of you.”

Sadi looked at them and shook her head finally. “We don’t care what Ulana does. Why bring this to us
now?” She asked.

Gorgo looked at Sadi. “She has announced that she will hold a rally like this in Sparta at the end of this
week.” She said. “Tarifa was going to deny her a permit but we convinced her to not get involved.”

Ne'Veha looked at Gorgo. “Why?” She asked.

Gorgo looked at Ne'Veha and smiled warmly, her dark eyes bright. She truly adored all of her grandsons
mates. They were a unique blend of unbelievable beauty, skill and intellect. Though they would never admit it,
they were cut from the same mold as her son’s Queens and it was no secret that Gorgo adored all of Martin’s
wives and mates. Sadi and the others were rapidly beginning to command as much respect as them from
throughout the Union. “If Ulana wishes to bring her misguided message here to Sparta... let her. She will not
find so enraptured an audience I’m thinking. She still does not understand the importance of Sparta to our
family. I believe she is going to jump into the lion’s pit fully unaware of the consequences.” Gorgo told her.

“Sparta has become the place of power for our family.” Deia picked it up. “I had hoped when Martin
first returned that it would be Apo Prime. Once I saw the love in his eyes for this city I knew that was not going
to be the case. Since I have been here, lived here over these past years, I now know why he feels this and my
feelings have become his. The Leonidas family has become synonymous with Sparta. They are completely
interwoven with each other. With Sparta and Gytheio. And while I do not carry that name... Martin once told
me that [ will always be a Leonidas in my heart and blood. I have come to feel as he does in regards to Sparta
and Earth. So many have come here from across the Union to make it their home, that it is now a melting pot
from across the entire Union. It is also here where the loyalty and love of our family runs deepest.”

Gorgo nodded. “Let Ulana come and try to do here what she is doing on Apo Prime. I think she will
quickly discover that she can not.”

“You know of course that she is being used.” Sadi said softly.

Deia nodded. “That is what we believe as well, unfortunately there is no way to prove that she is not
working of her own accord.”

“So this fool Icho and the others are letting her do this even knowing that it will not work in the way she
hopes?” Ne'Veha asked.

Aegea nodded as she leaned forward in her seat. “She is the public face while they sit behind closed
doors and pull the strings.” She said understanding.

Deia nodded. “Exactly. I'm quite sure they hope this plot of hers will work in some way. And to be
honest, it may work to some small degree, but nothing like what Ulana hopes. She is blind to the fact that the
others are using her. She was never a very bright girl no matter what she likes to think of herself. All of us saw
that the few times she spent moments with us on the Royal Island on Apo Prime. She will never be able to
convince the majority of the population of Sparta and Earth, or the Union for that matter, that these accusations
are true in any way. Not after witnessing the way Androcles dotes over each of you, how he pulls all of you
close to him.” Deia said with a grin. “If anything... she will only bring more people over to your side with her
foul spewing. Sadi... you have been told how many people are beginning to view you... and it is contagious,
for those same men and women are beginning to speak the same about Ne'Veha and Lu'ria and Carisia. All of



you have a draw about you, a sense of mysticism. It happened with Aricia and the others and now it is
happening with all of you.”

Sadi looked at her. “Deia... I do not want to play on the sensibilities of other people. It isn’t right.”

Deia nodded. “I’m not saying that you should.” She replied.

Sadi looked at her intently. “But you came here to tell us this for a reason.” She said slightly confused.
“Why?”

“For whatever the reason... you and Ne'Veha have become the face of Androcles.” Deia told her. “You
are almost never apart when the Netnews catches you. Carisia and Lu'ria are the mystery that no one dares delve
into. I don’t think there is a Netnews reporter alive with the nor to enter one of the Drow cities and start poking
around and asking questions about Lu'ria. And since Carisia and she are almost always together, that carries
over to her as well. Ne'Veha and yourself on the other hand are different. We know Andro loves all of you; that
is not at question ever, but like Dysea and For'mya have become for his father, you and Ne'Veha are becoming
for Andro. No one among the Netnews will approach Aricia or Anja... they have told the Netnews on more than
one occasion to stuff it. In much more entertaining language I might add.” She said with a smile. “They have
always feared Isabella in some way. Dysea and For'mya on the other hand have that elven sense of patience and
calm.”

“We are his public face.” Sadi said softly.

Deia nodded. “Yes. And therefore the main targets.” She answered. “Ulana has it in her head that you
stole Androcles away from her. That you took what she should have had. And that just pisses her off.”

Sadi shook her head with disgust. “I never stole Andro away from that upaee! He was always mine. He
was always ours.” Sadi answered confidently. “From the moment [ saw him on the island that first time he has
been mine. And I have been his. We have been his. It is the same for SirsanGai. For Carisia and Lu'ria as well.”

Deia nodded her head. “I know that. As I said... she was never very bright no matter what she thinks of
herself.” She said. “Perhaps it is time to express what you share with Andro however.”

Sadi met her eyes. “What do you mean?”

“Our people and the elves are deeply entrenched in our faiths and what we believe in our hearts.” Gorgo
spoke. “Let’s start showing that.”

Sadi shook her head. “We may be Princesses... but we both still have duties to perform.” She spoke.
“We fly Andro’s STRIKER and we are just starting to become familiar with the new version. I for one do not
want to begin giving speeches and interviews when our people may be in harm’s way.”

Ne'Veha nodded her head in agreement. “I feel the same way.” She said softly. “And I am just beginning
to learn of my grandmother with the time I have been spending with her when I’m not with Sadi. I do not want
to take away from that.”

“If we do nothing... Ulana will continue to spew her nonsense.” Deia said.

Sadi looked at her for a moment. “Let her spew it.” Sadi said meeting her gaze and seeing something
else there. “There is more to this isn’t there Deia?”” She asked. “What is going on here?”” She looked at Gorgo.
“Gorgo?”

Deia shrugged her shoulders and looked at Gorgo. “I told you it wouldn’t work.” She said with a smile.

Gorgo nodded a similar smile on her face. “So you did.”

Sadi looked at Ne'Veha and then back and forth between the two women. Ne'Veha was the one to speak
though. “You knew what wouldn’t work?”

“I tried to convince Andro to address this.” Deia spoke with a glint of humor in her dark eyes. “He told
me in no uncertain terms that his life with his wives and mates is not an open book and he wouldn’t share it. In
his words, especially not with those Netnews tukannupaee! He was much more passionate about it than his
father. Martin simply said nubou joa.” She finished with a wide smile. “It was quite entertaining.”

Sadi tilted her head to the side. “And you thought we might?”” She asked. “Deia... none of us would ever
go against Andro’s wishes. You know that.”

Gorgo reached over and took Sadi’s hand as well as Ne'Veha’s. Her dark eyes gazed at them with love
and understanding. They were the same as her, yet they were so much more Gorgo knew. “There is a saying
among the Sparta of old... They say the plain and the ordinary are ruled by fate... but it is the heroic that
choose their own fate.” Gorgo looked between them. “I have always disagreed with that.” She told them. “I
believe... I believe that every few thousand years destiny chooses its own champions. For whatever the reason



Sadi... destiny has chosen my son and grandson to be those champions because of what is happening now and
what is to come in the future. I believe that within my deepest heart. You Sadi Leonidas... you, Ne'Veha,
Carisia, Lu'ria, all of Andro’s mothers... you are the voices of those champions. You own their hearts and their
souls in a way many will never fully comprehend or understand. The way Martin looks at Aricia and the others,
the way Andro looks at you and Ne'Veha and the others... how they treat you. The people can see the absolute
devotion and love in their eyes but they don’t understand it. You can be touched by others. And because of
that... people feel that my son and grandson are no different than they are. That they can be touched as well.”

“Gorgo... that is precisely what Andro and Martin do not want to happen.” Sadi said softly. “They don’t
want to be looked at as something more than they are. They hurt and they bleed... just like anyone. You more
than anyone should know that.”

Gorgo nodded. “I do.” She answered just as softly. “But what Martin and Andro have not yet learned...
what my Leonidas only learned in his last days among us... sometimes destiny doesn’t give you much of a
choice.”

“So you want us to combat Ulana’s lies with...” Ne'Veha began to ask.

“The truth.” Deia finished her sentence. “Nothing but the truth. One interview... all of you together.
You began it by capturing Icho’s briefing like you did... follow it up with this. You can give people an insight
into Androcles that they do not have now. If we do nothing and allow Ulana to spread her lies it will eventually
come down to blows between the two of you. And we all know how that will end.”

“You think I would... I would kill her?” Sadi asked.

“I think that you, Ne'Veha or any of you would butcher anyone who tried to take my mandri from you.”
Deia said. “I have seen how possessive Aricia and the others are towards Martin... and I have seen it briefly
within all of you. ’'m not entirely sure what power draws you to them in such a way, nor do I understand it, but
it is there. Am I wrong?”

Sadi looked at her and shook her head after a moment. “No.” She said softly. “Deia there are others
within the Union that do not share our faith and beliefs. They may very well begin to consider us religious
fanatics if we do this.”

Deia nodded her head. “I realize that... but I think you might be surprised.” She said in reply. “I believe
everyone knows how deeply Martin and others view their faith even though he may not show it as often as
others. I think they consider it a strength.”

Ne'Veha reached out and clasped her fingers within Sadi’s and looked at Gorgo. “Yes.” She said softly.
“We will do this.”

“SirsanGai... you realize that...” Sadi stopped talking but continued to look at Ne'Veha. They were
right she thought to herself. But it was also an opportunity to put a face to the name. To allow people to see that
Andro and his father were no different in many respects than the average person.

“We need to do this KertaGai.” Ne'Veha told her softly.

Sadi turned her eyes to Gorgo and Deia after a moment and nodded. “Very well... but we need to lay
some ground rules first.” Sadi told them. “First and foremost... Dilaen chooses who does the interview.”

Deia smiled and held out the data pad she had been keeping on her belt. “She already has. Do you
remember that elf Me'alla who was in Sparta that day of the Kavalian attack and caught everything in her
camera? She lives here in Gytheio... and while she is not a die hard supporter of Martin or the Queens, she is
loyal to the core.”

Sadi nodded her head. “I recall her broadcasts. They were even and truthful and not filled with opinion
and assumption.”

Deia nodded. “Exactly.”

“We do it here at the villa.” Sadi spoke turning to look at her Durcunusaan Detail Head. “Kynthia can
you set it up? We can use the main room here but we want to make sure nothing gets seen in the background
that we don’t want seen. We don’t intend for our lives to become a soap opera on the Netnews.”

Kynthia nodded. “Easily.” She answered.

“The patio KertaGai. We can do it out there.” Ne'Veha spoke. “So Majeir and Anthar can be part of it
and no one sees inside our home.”

Sadi nodded. “The patio then.”

“When?” Deia asked.



“We can’t do it today.” Sadi said. “Carisia and Lu'ria won’t be back from Eden City until early
tomorrow. Late tomorrow morning... after Carisia and Lu'ria return.”

“I’ll make the arrangements.” Deia said.

“I hope this doesn’t backfire on us.” Sadi said.

“It won’t.” Deia said.

“There is still the issue of how Ulana is getting all this information.” Aeqea said. “Some how she is
getting intelligence that she should not have. Details that are not public and that we the Durcunusaan are not
giving out by accident by being stupid.”

Kynthia nodded with a smile. “We believe we have traced it back to her time when she was dating the
Prince. She may have accessed different internal computers at the island palace on Apo Prime. Or within
Andro’s apartment. Downloaded information.” She told them. “We are investigating, but even we are stretched
thin.”

Deia nodded. “That would make sense. Like Gorgo I never really trusted her to be honest with you.” She
said. “Keep your investigation moving regardless Kynthia; it will only make things better when you finally
discover the truth. As for what we intend now... it will not effect the outcome.”

Gorgo looked around the villa then as if realizing something for the first time. “Where... where is
Andro?” She asked. “I don’t smell him anywhere on the island.”

“He and Dorian left on the SCIMITAR late yesterday.” Sadi answered. “They were doing a routine pick
up of an Omega Team from Solmar. Near the Bontawillian border in The Wilds. Andro felt it would be good
operational training for Dorian and Ryner. They needed field time together.”

“Routine?” Deia asked.

Sadi nodded. “Yes. It is perfectly safe Deia. And well outside the Kavalian operational areas. They
should be back tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” Deia said not sounding very convinced. “Why does that not give me much peace?”

SOLMAR
THE WILDS
FEBRUARY 3% 2575
OMEGA TEAM 62

Routine. There was nothing routine about this day.

There were four of them left now. And they could do nothing but run.

Four wolves racing in unison through the timber of the terrain, all headed in the same direction and for
the same location. They were slightly above average for Lycavorian wolves in size, two dark brown in color;
another black with gray just beginning to streak its fur and the last was the smallest and the most beautiful to
look at with dark russet fur. They were darting between the trees and around the boulders as they moved up the
side of the ridge. Their sprint had started nearly ten kilometers back, on the edges of the largest settlement of
Solmar and the only one with a spaceport. Five of their team had been cut down in order that they could escape
and none of them were happy about that. Even as they watched the five other members of their team chopped
down in the firefight, they took pride in the fact that nearly twenty of their enemy fell dead around them before
that happened. Unfortunately... waiting for just those few seconds enabled the Kavalians to see them and give
away their support position. They were outgunned and overmatched and the four of them responded just as their
intense training told them. They turned and they ran.

Omega Team 62.

They began as nine men and women. Four Lycavorians, three elves, one vampire and one elf/Lycavorian
hybrid. All volunteers, all of them dedicated to the Union and her continued existence and all of them no longer
listed among the active roles of the Union military. They had completed their training regime some four months
ago, all of them selected from the top tier of their units as were the other sixty-one Omega Teams and they were
the last Team to have been trained by the finest collection of instructors within the Union ranks. Instructors who
were officially dead by all Union records and who worked strictly for the Krypteria. Instructors who taught



them how to be the most ruthless and brave fighting force anywhere. Only thirteen senior men and women
knew of their existence, in part because those thirteen men and women had taken an active role in their training.
They were as the King intended them to be. Silent and deadly.

A deep bark by the black and gray wolf echoed in the trees and caused all of them to shift their direction
and merge their paths until they were once more together. Four soft silver/white flashes of light and then they
were back in human form as they came to a halt and dropped to one knee near the massive fallen stump. The
large older Lycavorian quickly took stock. He was the senior enlisted man and second in command of their
team behind their Lieutenant who had fallen.

“Vari? Emios?” He hissed out the words.

The two Lycavorians nodded their heads as their chests heaved. Ten kilometers at a dead sprint would
affect even the most physically in shape wolves out there.

“I am unhurt.” Vari answered with a nod.

Emios looked at his right arm. “I took one through the meat of my arm.” He spoke almost as an
afterthought. “It is almost fully healed now.”

“Let me look.” The lone female spoke.

“Haridl?” Dantio asked her.

The woman looked at him, her two inch high elven ears marking her as half elf and half Lycavorian. Her
Lycavorian father and elven mother had been mated for over a millennia and while she had not seen them in
over two years, she always stayed in touch when she could. She was Team 62’s medic, trained by Queen Anja
and Colonel Anuk themselves, as were all of the Omega Team medics.

“I am... I am fine Dantio.” She rasped as she moved next to Emios and began to inspect the healed
wound in the sleeve of his ArmorPly Scout armor. A much lighter and more flexible version of the Mark IV
ArmorPly.

Dantio was nearly seven hundred years old and a grizzled veteran of many battles with the High Coven.
Born on Apo Prime and now calling Earth his home, Dantio had been among the first who had volunteered for
the Omega Teams.

“We must not rest long.” He spoke. “They could still be pursuing us even two kilometers back.”

“Dantio... the others?” Vari asked softly.

Dantio shook his head. “You saw the same thing I did Vari.” He answered. “They are lost.”

“They may not be dead Dantio.” Emios spoke. “They may only be injured!”

“Emios you saw the numbers!” Dantio hissed softly. “They were surrounded by at least two companies
of Kavalians! And they did not care that they mowed down a dozen civilians to get our people!”

“It was a set up!” Vari snarled.

Dantio looked at him. “Then why wait until the Zero Squad was off?” He asked. “That was our mission.
Why hit us after we completed our mission? No one but senior command knows our missions or that we even
exist!”

“The Kavalians were not supposed to be here!” Haridl spoke softly as her fingers dug into Emios’s arm
probing to insure the projectile was not lodged within his flesh. “We are only five light years from Bontawillian
space! How have they reached this far and we didn’t know about it!”

Dantio shook his head. “They may be many things... but they are not stupid.” He spoke. “Establishing
an outpost this close to Union space is prudent.”

“Dantio... two companies is not an outpost!” Vari hissed at him. “Solmar is a large planet! They could
have an entire base hidden here somewhere! And how did they mark the others as soldiers?”

“We have been here for two weeks acting as tourists.” Emios said. “The civilians in the settlement had
no idea we were soldiers or else they would have come sooner.”

“We don’t know that.” Haridl spoke patting Emios on the arm telling him he was ok. “The extraction
team is waiting for us. We need to make contact and then go back.”

“We don’t leave our people! Not to the Kavalian dogs!” Vari agreed. “And we need to find out how
many of them there are!”

Dantio looked at them. He nodded his head in agreement for he felt the same way. Dead or not... they
could not leave the bodies of their comrades. “They could already be offworld.” He said.

“Then we need to make sure!” Emios spoke.



Dantio looked back through the timber in the direction they had come from. “We make the extraction
point, take some extra equipment from the extraction team and then move west and circle around to the
mountains on the north end of the settlement. They are high enough for us to view the entire settlement and
discover what is going on.”

“The extraction team won’t wait for us.” Vari said.

“Then they can come back!” Haridl said. “We don’t leave our people behind!”

Emios nodded his head. “Let’s do this!” He said quickly. “We need to discover about the Kavalian force
anyway. We can’t leave now. Not without knowing.”

Dantio nodded his head. “Five more kilometers to the extraction point. We don’t stop. The Kavalian
dogs are fast but we are faster and they can not track us. Rest for twenty minutes and then we go. Vari... move
back two hundred meters and cover our tails. The lieutenant had the planetary radio and our implants will not
reach the ship in orbit. No attempts to reach the Extraction Point. Team COMS or Mindvoice only until we get
there.”

“We have to assume they took the radio.” Haridl said. “No sense in giving them a means to track us.”

Dantio looked around at their position. “Vari... go! We wait twenty minutes and then go.”

Vari nodded and quickly rose into a crouch moving his muscular form back the way they had come.

Haridl looked at Dantio. “Something tells me this is not an outpost Dantio.”

He met her eyes and nodded. “T agree.” He spoke. “A forward command post perhaps.”

“I can’t believe the Bontawillians missed this.” Emios spoke.

“Our Bontawillian allies are not true warriors Emios.” Dantio spoke. “I do not think they would know
what to look for, even close to the border as we are.”

“They will sibfla when they find out the Kavalians are on one of their colony worlds.” Emios said.

Dantio nodded. “Yes... I do believe they will.”

“...have made contact by now Andro?” Dorian asked walking up to where his brother sat on the ramp of
the STRIKER.

Andro sat at the foot of the ramp between Elynth’s huge front forelegs, her right talon resting on his
thigh. They had landed in the small clearing eighteen kilometers from the largest settlement on Solmar. The
settlement with the only spaceport. The mission parameters had been simple really. The Omega Team was to
rendezvous and then escort the Zero Squad to the single spaceport and see them off. The Zero Squad would then
find their way into Kavalian space from other ports within The Wilds. Andro had decided to do the pick up of
the Omega Team himself, allowing Dorian the experience of an actual operation while also getting out of Sparta
and off Earth before he went crazy. While he reveled in the military aspect of things, he was easily bored and in
some cases angered having to deal with the political tone. He had told only Sadi and Ne'Veha that he was going
and they in turn would tell Carisia and Lu'ria. Jomann would understand and he was busy forming the last of the
details and helping Eliani with assisting Brendi Faith and her family to become acclimated to their new lives
within Sparta. Dorian had jumped at the chance for him and Ryner to actually put their new skills to use and
relying on Jomann to inform the head of his Durcunusaan detail Sheva Juconi. She was not going to be happy
Dorian was sure.

The pureblood vampire female, though three hundred plus years his senior, could and did elicit powerful
emotions to come out in him. The part of his blood that was wolf called for her in a way he had never felt
before. Just being around her and having to endure her rich caramel scent drove him malda. Andro had told him
what he was experiencing and even taught him some techniques to try and block the pungent flavor of her scent
when he was near her. Andro had encouraged him to pursue Sheva because of the strength of his attraction to
her and what it could mean, but Dorian had refused. He didn’t want to scare her away and Dorian knew that she
still considered him a child no matter that he was now a fully grown twenty-four year old. She did not truly
believe that Dorian had become aware in his mother’s womb and this had triggered the powerful bond with
Ryner. Jomann had tried to explain it to her Andro knew, but she had dismissed it because she didn’t believe it
was possible. Sheva was an odd sort Andro decided, having spent so much time within the Durcunusaan and
working with the Bonded Pairs, and then not believing Dorian’s connection with Ryner. Perhaps Dorian being



born fully aware she did not understand and Andro had decided to speak with her privately about it to allow her
to see that it was very possible.

Dorian matched his brother’s height at six foot one, but he was about twenty-five pounds lighter at a
hundred and ninety-five pounds. He was equally as defined as any of his brothers, a trait that came from their
father he knew. Dorian had been training almost non-stop every day though his actual schooling had ended
some two weeks ago. Ryner was exceptionally intelligent and much of what his Bonded Brother knew he had
passed to Dorian without hesitation. Their bond had grown in both power and skill and Andro concluded that
they had reached a level that only Lisisa, Eliani and Resumar had achieved as non-purebloods with their
dragons. Dorian and Ryner were even a tad more powerful than Resumar and Cemath Andro concluded, though
they lacked the extensive experience of Resumar and his Bonded Brother. That would come with years and
actual fieldwork, which is why Andro decided to take them on this mission. It was a simple pick up, but they
would act as if they were in enemy territory.

Andro had grabbed the most senior STRIKER pilot on the SCIMITAR to fly the ship while he acted as
co-pilot. Andro was a fair pilot himself, but nowhere near skilled enough as an elf at the controls. Ne'Veha had
recommended the female elf and he had gone with that. She was currently sitting in the cockpit with the Flight
Engineer monitoring the sensors and COM gear. The small, six person team of Durcunusaan that he had
brought were permanently assigned to the SCIMITAR but they were just as skilled and experienced as those
who were not assigned to ships. The senior Durcunusaan was a battle hardened Lycavorian who had fought
with Andro during the Evolli war. Two more Lycavorians, two elves and one Drow made up the remainder of
the small team. They had set up a perimeter immediately upon landing and with Elynth and Ryner helping, they
had gotten the camouflage net stretched out over the ninety meter length of the STRIKER. Now all they had to
do was wait. Something that Dorian was finding very hard to do.

Andro tore a hunk from the large piece of dried beef with his teeth and began to chew as he held up the
rest in his hand. Elynth’s muzzle snapped forward, her razor sharp maw opening and closing on the chunk of
meat with incredible gentleness as she took it from Andro’s fingers. To those who were unfamiliar with dragons
it would appear to be an insane move, putting one’s hand so close to a mouth that could probably engulf all of
Andro’s upper body with simple ease. He watched as Dorian stepped up next to Ryner and lifted his hand to
stroke the scales of his Bonded Brother’s thick neck.

“They aren’t overdue yet Dorian.” Andro said as he chewed. “This is the hardest part I know fervon.
We’ve all been through it.”

The senior Durcunusaan enlisted man grinned and nodded his head from where he sat at the top of the
ramp. “We were on a similar OP during the Evolli War.” He said looking at Dorian as he lifted his own ration
bar to his mouth and bit a chunk off. “A normal pickup of a Drow Scout team. Fleet Intelligence forgot to tell us
they were stopping to spend the night with some locals they had befriended. We waited in a driving rain storm
for eighteen hours with no ship and only light gear. We didn’t find out what happened until they strolled into
our perimeter the next afternoon.” Cletus said shaking his head. “Needless to say I cornered the Intelligence
Officer when we returned to our ship and properly let him know he had failed in his job.”

Andro grunted with a small laugh. “You didn’t hurt him did you Cletus?” H asked.

Cletus looked at him. “Only a very small bit Milord.” He answered. “He never made the same mistake
again.”

Andro chuckled. “I’m sure he didn’t.” He said turning his head as the female elf pilot walked down the
ramp and looked at him.

“Excuse me Milord?”” She spoke as she squatted down.

Andro looked at her. “Sa’roh... when will you and Cletus stop calling me that?”” He asked. “We’ve
worked together for six years on the SCIMITAR.”

The female elf smiled at him. “When will you stop being Crown Prince?” Sa'roh asked him
nonchalantly.

Andro rolled his eyes waved his hand in a dismissive manner. “I wish I could do that now.” He
answered with a grin and shake of his head. He turned back to her. “What’s up?” He asked.

Sa'roh held out the data pad. “Something strange.” She spoke. “When we arrived five hours ago, normal
civilian traffic was plentiful from all the settlements. Radio broadcasts... Netnews channels... all of the Union
Entertainment channels. Normal settlement to settlement broadcasts.”



Andro took the pad and looked at her. “So?”

“As of ten minutes ago... everything has dropped to nothing.” Sa'roh explained. “No COM traffic at all.
When I tried to tap into the spaceport central core I discovered it had been locked out.”

“Locked out?” Andro asked. “Maintenance?”

“That’s the automated message being transmitted but you don’t lock out the electrical and power
subsystems to do maintenance Milord.” She told him evenly. “All exterior connections to suborbital satellites
are locked out as well. Nothing is coming in or going out. The satellites are receiving, but nothing is being
beamed to the planet. Essentially the entire colony has been cut off from the Union.”

Andro turned his eyes to the pad as Cletus and Dorian moved closer. “Why would you broadcast that
you are doing maintenance and cut off the entire colony?”

“You wouldn’t Milord.” Sa'roh answered.

Andro turned his eyes back to her. “You are saying this is not just some sort of computer malfunction?”

“If it was just a power shutdown I would say yes.” Sa'roh answered. “But when all the colony’s satellites
are locked out and subsystems have been rerouted... no.”

“How would you do this Sa'roh?”” Andro asked her as he got to his feet slowly.

Sa'roh rose as well. “Well... the best way to control these things is from the colony’s power substation.
It would allow you to bypass all safeties and essentially control the entire distribution grid across the planet.”

“Show me.” Andro spoke.

Sa'roh led them back up into the STRIKER and to the left side of the ship. This is where the Operational
Command section was. Several monitors and computer stations compacted into a small area that could act as an
Operational Hub for missions. From this area of the STRIKER you could communicate and control forces up to
a Combined Fleet Group in size. Sa'roh moved to the computer station and began typing commands. Andro
watched as she brought up the holo graphic depiction of Solmar. She pointed to the monitor.

“Here.” She said. “The Power substation is built into this mountain two hundred and fourteen kilometers
west of here. It gets most of its power from the waterfall it is built around. The Bontawillians added some
additional generator units but even without them, the size of the settlements means the waterfall can power all
of them without the additional boost.”

Andro looked at the monitor. “It’s central to all the settlements?” He asked tracing his finger on the
screen.

Sa'roh nodded her head. “No more than a hundred kilometers from any of the six major settlements on
this continent.” She replied. “The Bontawillians were going to expand onto the western continent next year. All
of the equipment is set to go but they haven’t picked the excavation teams yet.”

“You know a lot about this colony Sa'roh.” Dorian told her.

Sa'roh nodded her head looking at the handsome half breed Prince. She and many of the other elven
females on the SCIMITAR had been discussing Dorian’s availability. It was natural for elven females to seek out
the strongest and most virile males to take as husbands. This was something inbred in all female elves since the
very inception of their species. You could not get more virile and strong than a Leonidas son, and considering
the fact that no Queen or Princess ever was seen without a smile on their faces, there had to be something else
to the enigma of the Leonidas men. Something that made many females swoon just thinking about it. Perhaps
the many rumors of the Leonidas men all being built like bulls in the cock department was true. “It’s touted as
the crown jewel of Bontawillian colonies. Lush and fertile. Temperate climate. My parents were thinking of
purchasing a retirement home here.”

“Can we still access the satellites?” Andro asked.

Sa'roh looked at him. “The Bontawillian government won’t be happy about us breaching their computer
systems.” She said.

“They can sue me later.” Andro popped. “Something tells me that this is not happening because of a
screw up. Use our fleet backup codes and get me a picture from orbit. Overlay it over what you already have
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up.
Sa'roh nodded and her hands flew over the console as more of the Durcunusaan team came up the ramp

and got closer. Andro’s eyes grew narrow as he watched her overlay what he had asked and she looked up.
“All six settlements are dark.” Sa'roh told him. “Look... power has been severed in six different spots.

All three PDC stations are dark too.” She traced the outline of several different underground conduits on the



screen. “Well... not really severed. Just stopped. Power is still flowing to the PDC stations... it’s just not
branching to the six settlements.”

“Stopped how?” Andro asked.

“If I had to guess I’d say someone yanked the PDCs for each settlement’s grid.” Sa'roh answered.

“PDCs?” Dorian asked.

“Power Distribution Coils.” Sa'roh explained. “Pull the cells and no matter where the power is coming
from it won’t reach the designated points. Looks like all three PDC stations have gone dark along with the
Power Substation itself.”

“That doesn’t sound good.” Cletus spoke softly.

“What’s the nearest PDC from here?” Andro asked.

“Seventeen kilometers east.” Sa'roh answered looking at him.

“Why would someone yank the PDCs?”” Andro asked.

Sa'roh shook her head quickly. “You wouldn’t. Not all of them at once. Not even for a major
maintenance overhaul.” She replied. “Power flow would be interrupted all over the planet and you’d have to
shut down the main power substation and then reboot it in order to get the power flowing once again.” She
answered. “No one would want to screw around with a job like that. It would take days just to realign the
Coils.”

“Any ships in orbit?” Andro asked.

Sa'roh shook her head. “No.”

“Where are Sa'sur and the SCIMITAR?” Andro asked.

“Shrouded on the far side of the fourth moon.” Sa'roh answered.

“Send a coded burst to her. I want her back in orbit and doing passive scans of the terrain surrounding
all the settlements.” Andro told her quickly. “Cletus you’re with me. Peus rides with Dorian.”

“Where are we going?” Cletus asked though part of him already knew the answer and his Spartan blood
began to churn.

“I want to check out the closest PDC Station.” Androcles answered. “Leave your second here to wait for
the Omega Team. Sa'roh... once Sa'sur is back in orbit have her cross deck all scans to you here.”

She looked at him. “You don’t think this is an accident do you?” She asked.

“This was done on purpose.” Andro said shaking his head. “And not by those who are our friends.”

“Kavalians?” Sa'roh asked. “Here?”

“Close to the Bontawillian border.” Cletus spoke. “Nice strategic forward base if they can get
established without anyone knowing. It would be a mother to dig them out of the mountains and timber if they
got in deep. Even for us.”

Andro looked at Dorian now. “Fervon? You up for this? It may not be a routine mission anymore.”

Dorian took a deep breath and nodded. “We are ready.”

Andro turned back to Sa'roh. “Implant channel thirteen. We’ll report back what we find.”

“Milord... shouldn’t we have Sa'sur deploy the Spartan company on the SCIMITAR? We...” Sa'roh
asked.

Andro shook his head. “Not yet. [ want to make sure what...” Andro stopped talking and tilted his head
back towards the open ramp. Sister? He reached out to Elynth.

1 feel them too. She answered. Heavily shielded but moving closer.

Andro looked at Cletus. “Defensive positions.” He hissed. “We’ve got company moving towards us.”

Cletus became instantly alert. “The Omega Team?” He asked.

Andro nodded. “Unless the Kavalians have learned how to Mindvoice and have Tier Five Shields... the
Omega Team would be my guess. Elynth can feel them too.”

Dorian looked at Andro. “Ryner and I as well. Just barely.”

Andro looked at his younger brother and smiled. “That’s one of the gifts that being born aware gives us
fervon.” He stated. “Being able to sense other high tier Mindvoice users. Elynth and I will teach you how to
properly focus so it has more clarity.” He turned to Cletus and Sa'roh. “Defensive positions. Sa'roh... get
forward and get that message to Sa'sur. Lock out the cockpit until you hear from me.”

Sa'roh nodded and headed forward without hesitation. “Why wouldn’t they contact us via COMs?”
Cletus asked Andro.



“There are only four of them. They are... they are anxious” Dorian spoke his eyes clear as if he was
concentrating really hard. “The standard Omega Team size is nine. Something has happened. Something very
bad.”

Andro nodded pleased at how quickly Dorian was learning the small subtleties of an advanced
Mindvoice user. “I’ll reach out to them first.” He said. “Have your men ready though. If they have led
Kavalians back here then they all die.”

Cletus looked at him. “Omega Teams are not... they wouldn’t do that Androcles.” He said.

Andro nodded. “I know. Which means if they have led them back here they are prisoners and the
Kavalians have the ability to track them.”

“Sibfla... that would be bad.” Cletus said.

Andro nodded. “Yes it would.” He said. Elynth... you and Ryner get airborne and stay just above the
trees. No sense in letting any Kavalians in the area see you flying at altitude.

We are moving. Elynth answered.

Andro unclipped his P190A3 A4 from his shoulder. “Let’s get in position.” He said.

Sa'sur groaned sleepily at the insistent buzzing of her COM. She felt the powerful arms of her husband
and mate pull her tighter and then she smiled thinking it was just a dream. The buzzing continued and she
opened her pale blue eyes slowly as the noise chased away sleep.

“You had better answer it.” The deep voice spoke just next to her elven ear and she turned her head
slightly, leaning into the delightful nuzzle that her mate gave to her sensitive elven ear.

Sa'sur’s husband and mate of nearly nine hundred years had joined them on Earth for a short leave
before he returned to his own ship and crew. When Andro decided to conduct this mission he had come along
just to remain near his beautiful elven mate and not lose the time they had together. It was a simple mission and
would still allow them plenty of time when they returned to Earth.

“Perhaps I will choose not to.” She stated with a smug smile.

Menlan grinned at her response. “Ah... so this is how the discipline on the Prince’s ship goes.” He
stated sarcastically. “It all begins with the Captain you know.”

Sa'sur rolled her naked body over within his arms and glared at him with her changed pale blue wolf
eyes. “I will show you discipline husband.” She growled at him as she leaned closer and nibbled on his chin
with her fangs.

Menlan chuckled softly, enjoying the attention of his elven mate. Nine hundred years and five children
had not dulled his desire for her in any way and he pulled her tighter as she kissed him. He felt her tense in his
embrace as the buzzing continued. He smiled once more and drew his nose over her lips as they ended the kiss.
“Answer it Sa'sur.” He said. “I still have four days and all of it is to be spent with you. What could possibly be
wrong on so simple a mission?”

Sa'sur groaned and smiled. “You don’t know Andro that well my husband. Trouble seems to follow that
poor boy no matter where he goes.”

“He is a Spartan and a leader of men.” Menlan told her. “Like his father. Trouble doesn’t follow them...
it seeks them out.”

Sa'sur nodded her head with a small laugh. “Yes it does.” She rolled away from him quickly, pulling the
sheet with her and wrapping it around her body as she stood. Menlan laid there and Sa'sur’s wolf eyes gazed
hungrily at his naked form. “Don’t you move do you hear me?”” She told him with a soft and sultry voice. “I am
going to feast on you when I get rid of this call.”

Menlan laid back on the bed and grinned. “I look forward to it.” He said.

Sa'sur turned and marched across her bedroom and slapped her hand down on the console of her desk.
“Sa'sur!” She snapped. “And this had better be good! I asked not to be disturbed unless there was an
emergency!”

“Commander Waltra Captain! We have received a Priority One Alpha message from the Prince! He is
ordering us into orbit of Solmar under Shroud to conduct passive sweeps of the planet! The entire power system
has been brought down and he suspects Kavalians are on the surface!”



Sa'sur immediately became all business. “Kavalians?”” She gasped. “Sibfla! And we are without our
Strike Wing again! Contacts?”

“None so far Captain.”

“Alter course and put us in the best position to scan the planet! Begin full spectrum array passive scans
of the surface!” Sa'sur hissed. “I’ll be on the bridge in three minutes!” Sa'sur turned back as the conversation
ended and she saw Menlan rising to his feet. “Menlan I...”

Menlan shook his head. “You are Captain of this ship for a reason my beautiful wife and mate.” He
stated reaching for his clothes. “Got room for an observer?”

Sa'sur moved for the chair and her own clothes. “As long as you are observing me and not the female
crew!” She quipped playfully.

Menlan laughed as he pulled his pants on. “Only you stir my blood Sa'sur. Only you.”

Dantio studied the small clearing from the treeline. He could just make out the outline of the ship.
Whoever the pilot was they had consummate skill to land the ship in the clearing as they had. The camouflage
net was secured to several large trees and would make it impossible to spot the ship from the air. He could see
no movement under the net, though from his position he could only make out the rear of the ship.

[Dantio?] Vari asked reaching out within Mindvoice so their voices would not be heard or carry over
the distance.

[No movement.] Dantio answered. [Larger than I thought the pick up ship would be.]

[Looks like a STRIKER from the back here.] Emios commented. [Ramp is right and the length is good.]

[Why would a STRIKER be the pick up ship? RAPTORs usually pick us up.] Haridl asked.

[Location is right.] Dantio spoke. [Sibfla... will nothing go according to plan on this day?] He cursed.

“You know what they say about plans.” The deep voice spoke from behind them.

All four of them moved with incredible speed, rolling in different directions as they brought their
weapons up. Dorian was impressed to say the least. He knew that his vampire blood gave him unmatched speed
and allowed him to blur in motion, but these three men and one half elf female had moved with incredible
reflexes and speed themselves. He had wrapped Andro within the shadows just as his mother had taught him
and they quickly made their way to where the Omega Team was watching the ship. Dorian knew his mother
was considered one of the masters of using the shadows among all vampires, and her skill in this regard had
passed to him easily. She had helped him to refine it to exacting control before she had left to join his father, but
Dorian remembered all her lessons. Dorian had his father’s deeply tanned skin and his eyes, but his features
were all his mother and Isabella was widely considered one of the most beautiful vampire females anywhere
within the Union.

“Nubou!” Dantio hissed as he leveled his weapon at the two figures. His mind quickly saw who it was
and his eyes grew even wider. He would recognize Prince Androcles anywhere and he lowered his weapon just
as quickly. “Milord!” He gasped in shock.

Andro was squatting on the ground, his azure colored eyes bright and focused. He had been prepared to
use his Etheric power to disarm the Omega Team if they had opened fired without question. Thankfully Andro
saw that his father’s training and that of others prevailed over their base instincts.

“Prince Androcles?” Vari gasped with wide eyes seeing him and the tall young man standing beside
him.

“Put your weapons down.” Andro spoke firmly. “You are back among friends.”

Dantio didn’t hesitate and lowered his A4 instantly as he pushed himself to his knees. “Sire we...”

“I decided to make the pick up.” Andro told him. “It was supposed to be routine and I thought the field
experience would benefit my brother Dorian.”

Dantio looked at Dorian quickly. “Brother?”” He asked surprised. “Your... your mother was still carrying
your brother when we left Union space three months ago Milord.”

Dorian grinned. “It’s a long story.” He stated.

“Where is the rest of your team?” Andro asked.



Dantio shook his head. “Kavalians hit us Milord.” He spoke. “They were everywhere. The Lieutenant
and half our team went into the settlement to see the Zero Squad off from the spaceport. Once the ship had left
they were moving to rejoin us. The Kavalians hit them in force.”

“Kavalians.” Andro hissed. “They didn’t follow you?”

Dantio shook his head. “They tracked us until we moved into the deep timber to make the pick up
point.” He replied. “T assumed they did not want to follow us.”

Andro shook his head. “That isn’t it.” He said. “They’ve brought down the power grid for the entire
planet and locked out all primary satellite feeds. They didn’t feel the need to pursue you. How many hit you?”

“Two companies at least Milord.” Emios answered.

Andro got to his feet and held out his hand to Dantio. “We’re not leaving just yet Dantio. There is more
to do.” He said.

Haridl looked at him. “Milord... we don’t know if they were taken alive or dead.” She spoke up. “All of
them went down... but they could still be alive.”

Andro nodded his head. “One of them is at least.” He said. He tapped his head. “Once you got close
enough for me and Elynth to detect your shields and the resonance you were using I could make out one other
who is not among your group here. Robaran? He’s a vampire isn’t he?”

Haridl gasped softly and Dantio nodded his head pulling his eyes away from her. “Our communications
operator.” He said in reply. “They... they will not treat him kindly if he lives Milord.”

Andro glanced at Haridl because of her reaction and then back to Dantio. “Mark my words... we will
not leave him behind. If it is possible in any way we’ll go after him. However, it appears the attack against your
team was only the beginning. We have other issues that have come up.”

The Omega Team looked at him. “Sire?”” Emios asked.

“If my guess is accurate... the Kavalians have brought down the entire power grid for the planet.” Andro
told them. “It appears they want Solmar as a forward base and have moved to do just such a thing. They’ve
taken down all three power Substations, deactivated power to all the settlements and shut down the main Power
Plant in the west. All offworld COMs are being jammed except for our military channels. They apparently think
having you here was a flunk since no general alarm has been raised. At least none that we can detect. You’re
sure the Zero Squad got off?”

Dantio nodded. “We watched their transport depart Milord.”

“The settlements?”” Vari asked. “They’ll go after the settlements and begin digging in deeply.”

Andro nodded. “That is why we aren’t leaving. Come on.” Andro spoke heading in the direction of the
STRIKER.

SCIMITAR

Sa'sur moved onto the bridge with even strides and immediately began to bark orders. Menlan simply
moved to the side out of the way and watched with pride as his wife and mate showed why she was one of the
most feared ship commanders in the entire Union Fleet. Sa'sur was completely unaware of this reputation he
knew, but there were very few Fleet Officers who wanted to go up against her in drills. Her association with the
Crown Prince had given her an entirely different outlook in combat. She drove the SCIMITAR to do things most
commanders would not expect of their ships or their crew. Menlan also knew the SCIMITAR was far more
advanced than most of the LEONIDAS I14-Class Strike Cruisers in the fleet because it was the Crown Prince’s
ship. Many of her systems, while not directly based on City Ship 41 technology like the new ARIZONA-Class
Strike Carriers, were tweaked and then fitted in such a way that the SCIMITAR was as close to the ARIZONA-
Class ships as possible in terms of capability, though it would never be a match for the newer ships. Menlan
knew the turnover rate for the Prince’s ship was the lowest among active ships. Part of that was because of the
honor that came with serving on Androcles’s ship, but a larger reason was his wife and mate. She was a
taskmaster towards her crew, demanding nothing but the very best from them all of the time, but she would also
go right to the wall in order to protect them and care for them. The crew of the SCIMITAR knew this and who in



their right mind would want to transfer to a new ship when his wife and mate commanded the SCIMITAR in
such a way.

“...to me!” Menlan heard Sa'sur bark as he watched her.

“We are settling into a high polar orbit and have begun scanning the planet.” Her XO barked out from
where he stood next to the sensor station.

“Still no contacts in orbit?” Sa'sur called out.

“None that we can detect Captain.” The Tactical Officer replied.

“Andro says there are Kavalians on the planet damn it!” Sa'sur snapped. “I want to know where the
nubou they came from!”

“Captain... the entire planetary power grid is offline!” Her XO barked once more. “The main Power
Station is still operating at barely sustainable levels and power is barely flowing to the PDC Substations, but
from there it has been stopped! Sensors indicate the PDC Coils have been removed from each substation! All
six settlement grids are dark!”

“All orbiting satellites are locked out!” The XO snapped turning to face her and holding a data pad. His
fingers tapped quickly on the pad. “We can use our fleet backup codes to access them, but no one on the surface
will be able to access the network.” He moved up next to her chair. “The planet is effectively cut off.”

“Adjust lateral array nine to scan for Tri-Cobalt power sources!” Sa'sur ordered. “Both in orbit and on
the surface!” She turned to her XO. “Tap into the satellite system Legol and tell me exactly what they were
doing before they were locked out.” The man nodded and moved to another station. “Begin powering weapons!
Bring the shields online as well! Have the Ready Alert Squadron on standby! And tell the Spartan detachment
to suit up and move to the landing bay! I want them fully loaded! And tell them this is not a drill!”

“Captain!” The male voice spoke and Sa'sur turned to look at her husband and mate.

“Menlan?” She asked.

He stepped forward. “My recent trip to the Advanced War College brought me into the same class as
Carina Leonidas. She suggested this same scenario in our classes on Kavalian tactics.”

“What scenario?” Sa'sur asked.

“If the information you are receiving is accurate then these are the estimated actions a Puma Bane
Commando unit would assert in order to take the planet for a forward staging area.” Menlan spoke. “It would
involved cutting the planet off and then securing key points before a larger force arrived to take the planet.”

Sa'sur came to her feet slowly. “Nubou lae!” She swore. “And Solmar is a strategic point to stage out
of!”

Menlan nodded. “Given it’s proximity to the Bontawillian border and Union space I would have to
agree.” He said.

“Captain!” The sensor operator shouted as she turned from her station. “Long range sensors are
detecting Kavalian ships jumping into the system!”

“Get Andro for me!” Sa'sur snarled. “Now!”

“Standby!”

Sa'sur turned to her XO. “I want Mark 22s in the missile launchers! Prep all torpedo bays and standby to
launch the Ready Fighters!”

“Captain... Commander Sa'roh reports that the Prince has moved to the Eastern PDC substation.
Without the satellites to bounce off, we’ll need to move to an ecliptic orbit for direct COMs with his implant

“Do it!” Sa'sur snapped. “How long?”

“Six minutes!”

'9’

SOLMAR
EASTERN POWER DISTRIBUTION COIL SUBSTATION

Andro stood beside the smashed computer control station and his azure eyes drifted over the bloody
remains of nineteen Bontawillian and elf workers. His A4 hung from quick release clips now and his hands
clenched and unclenched on the pistol grip and barrel of his weapon. It had taken them only fifteen minutes to



cover the seventeen kilometers running full out in their wolf forms. Thankfully the terrain between where his
STRIKER was and the substation was essentially flat and it allowed for them to traverse the thick timber easily.
Andro stepped up to the aging Bontawillian who was leaning back in his chair, his throat sliced open by a large
blade, his blood covering his uniform and pooled beneath his body. All of them had been executed in a similar
callous manner. It mattered not that the engineers were all civilians and many of them probably had never fired
a weapon in their entire lives.

Andro turned his head when Dorian and Dantio moved back into the control room.

“The engineering section looks the same.” Dantio spoke softly.

Dorian nodded. “Barracks area as well. They murdered everyone. Some even look as if they have been
interrogated.”

“Three of the engineers appear to have been tortured as well.” Dantio spoke moving up beside his
Prince. “Their bodies were... their limbs were missing.”

Andro nodded. “Puma Bane Commandos.” He answered. “They are not known for their forgiving
natures. Nubous butchers!” He hissed.

“The PDC Coil generators are gone Milord.” Dantio continued. “No way to get power back.”

“How many dead?” Andro asked.

“Each substation had a standing crew of sixty-three.” Dantio answered him from memory of his mission
files. “We’ve accounted for fifty-seven of them.”

Andro looked at him. “Elves.” He said.

“Milord?”

“Did you find any female elves?” Andro asked. “Personnel records indicate anywhere from four to six
female elves worked at each Substation. They were from the 1 EIf Engineer Division.”

Dantio shook his head. “No Milord.”

Andro turned back to the dead bodies. “Then they were taken.” He said softly his anger beginning a
slow burn.

“Sire... if they hit all three PDC Substations and the Power Station at the same time, they must have five
times the number we saw take down our team.” Dantio said. “I estimate they hit this Substation with no less
than fifty troops.”

“Dantio... what is the population of Solmar?”” Andro asked turning to look at him once more.

“Between sixteen and eighteen thousand Milord.” He answered. “Mostly Bontawillian with a mixture of
others. Elves and humans mostly.”

Andro’s ear implant crackled and Cletus’s voice sounded. “Andro... Sa'sur is trying to contact you. The
station is disrupting her signal without the satellites. I have her on the short range holo projectors. She must
have moved the SCIMITAR.”

Andro nodded. “On my way.” He spoke. He looked at Dantio. “Take whatever explosives we have with
us and booby trap the generators.” He spoke. “If these Kavalian bastards try to turn the power back on to this
station [ want them to pay dearly.”

Dantio nodded. “Understood.” He spoke. “Then what?”

“Then we are going to detour and try to see what is happening at the spaceport.” Andro said. “I want to
know what is going on.”

“Andro...” Dorian spoke now. “Standard OPSEC says we are to evacuate the planet.”

Andro nodded. “T know. But I won’t leave unless I know rescuing any civilians is not doable.” He said.
“That’s why we are going to the spaceport.”

Dorian nodded his head. His own anger was building as well at what he had seen. The mindless
butchering was almost too much. He held no regrets in his mind for killing Qurot in the fashion he had, but this
senseless murder of civilians was unacceptable to him. And to his brother it seemed.

“I want gone from here in five Dantio.” Andro spoke. “You and the rest of your team just got drafted
into the Durcunusaan as my personal team. Get to work.”

Dantio didn’t hesitate and turned to leave the control room as Dorian stepped closer to Andro. He looked
at his older brother, a man who had taught him so much these last weeks. Dorian had spoken with his father
three times since they had departed, each time longer than the last as his father imparted upon him all sorts of



knowledge and his love. Yet Andro had been there from the outset and because they were both born fully aware
of everything around them, this gave them a connection. “What now?” He asked softly.

Andro met his dual colored eyes. “We get as many civilians off this planet as we can fervon. No matter
what it takes.”

SCIMITAR

“...thirty-seven Kavalian warships.” Sa'sur told him. “No GREAT SOULS... but a boat load of
DIATAGASs escorting troop ships! They’ll be in position at their present speed to begin landing troops within the
hour. From the number of troop ships we estimate at least two to three complete divisions! Close to a hundred
and fifty thousand troops! Andro... you need to get out of there now!” Sa'sur spoke to the fuzzy holographic
image of Androcles on the surface of the planet below.

Sa'sur saw him shake his head. “No.” He answered. “We need to determine how many civilians are left.
I don’t think the Kavalians will have killed them all. We need to evac as many of them as possible.”

“That is not acceptable!” Sa'sur snapped back surprising Menlan with how she spoke to him. Then it
occurred to him that they had fought together for many years and they were friends above all else. “You are
Crown Prince! You can’t not stay on a planet that is being invaded by the nubous Kavalians!”

“I will not leave these people to the mercies of the Puma Bane butchers!” Andro snapped right back.
“You have not seen what they have done to those engineers we found here at the PDC Substation Sa'sur.” Sa'sur
watched a Durcunusaan officer she did not recognize step into the transmission and whisper something to
Andro. He turned back to her. “Send me the Spartan company Sa'sur. And every STRIKER and KADEN we
have on board since they have Shrouds. We can stage out of another area on a different continent. I’ll send the
coordinates for them to land now.”

“Andro... you can not pull off the entire population!” Sa'sur barked at him.

“And you can not fight almost forty ships alone!” Andro ordered. “Take the SCIMITAR out system and
call for back up. With the Spartan company and what [ have here we can at least delay them from fully
entrenching themselves here. It should buy you enough time to contact General Vengal and Admiral Ceneu.
They are in command while Riall is in High Coven space! They will know what to send and how much!”

“Andro you...” Sa'sur began to protest more.

“You know I am right.” Andro said. “I will not risk our ship and our people against the odds arrayed in
opposition to you now. Send me what I asked for and then leave the system and bring back help!”

“Three days Andro.” Sa'sur announced. “Four at most!”

Andro nodded. “We aren’t going anywhere.” He said trying to interject some humor.

“Jomann and Sadi and your other mates are going to have my ass for leaving you!” Sa'sur stated.

Andro laughed now. “Only after they are done with me.” He said. “You are safe.”

“I’ll be back Andro.” Sa'sur said.

“You always return Sa'sur.” Andro said. “That is why I trust you with my life. Now kick those ships
loose and get out of here before the Kavalians arrive in force.”

“Stay frosty Andro!” Sa'sur exclaimed.

“T will.”

Sa'sur stood up as the transmission faded and then turned to her XO. “I want every possible bit of
supplies we can spare on those KADENs and leaving in ten minutes!” She snapped. “Weapons! Rations!
Uniforms! Everything! Go!” Her XO nodded and dashed from the bridge. “Helm... as soon as the KADENs
launch come about and take us across the Bontawillian border. I don’t care where. Send a coded burst to our
Strike Wing. I’'m done going places without our full Wing!”

Menlan stepped up to her now. “It is the right move tactically Sa'sur.” He said softly.

Sa'sur turned to look at him and nodded. “I know my love. That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

Menlan nodded. “True. Put me to work. I feel like a third wheel here. What can I do?”

"9




SOLMAR
PRELIMINARY KAVALIAN ADHOC

His name was Azlenr’Macoe.

He was an experienced field General who had fought the High Coven for almost the entire war. He
commanded three divisions of Kavalian regular and cloned troops and he had never failed in his tasks. He was
considered ruthless and was not above killing innocent men and women to obtain his goals, but he also avoided
wanton slaughter at all costs. His dark brown fur was just beginning to show gray due to his four thousand six
hundred years of life, but he was as fit and sharp as he had been in his youth. Unlike many Kavalian officers
and Pride Leaders he preferred to operate meticulously and with care. He did not rush into a situation blind and
this is why he was so successful. This operation was his idea, seizing the newest Bontawillian colony as a
forward staging area with overwhelming force before the Union even knew they had lost it. Azlenr studied the
terrain around him from the ridgeline where he had set up his command post. They had set up on the plateau
roughly three thousand feet above the valley floor with the remaining ten thousand feet of mountain reaching up
into the low clouds behind them. His meteorologists told him the clouds would clear mid day and he would be
able to look across the valley and see the mountain where the main Power Station was, as well as the
magnificent waterfall. He lowered the macrobinos as his senior aide and another officer walked up to him.

“All teams have reported in General.” His aide reported. “Power to all the settlements is down. We have
used their computers to lock out the satellites and all communications now must go through our people.”

“We have broadcast the false reports?” Azlenr asked.

“The last one went out only moments ago.” His aide said. “The Union is unaware of what is happening.”

“Insure we monitor any incoming traffic Makali’Bengane.” Azlenr spoke. “They will become aware
soon enough.”

“As you order General.” Makali replied. “This is Major Marsin’Jiate General. The Puma Bane
Detachment commander.”

Azlenr looked at the Puma Bane officer. He did not care for Puma Bane troops. They were on average
exceptionally violent and cared not for the ramifications of their actions. Most of them were cruel to the
extreme and he knew they answered to Keleru’Puat no matter what. “Yes... I know of Major Marsin. Your
teams did well Major.” He said finally.

The Puma Bane troop bowed his head. “It was an inspired plan General. I commend you.”

“Your status?” Azlenr asked.

“My teams have secured all objectives.” Marsin answered. “We have pulled back to our areas per your
instructions.”

“The Power Coils?” Azlenr asked him.

“Fifteen power coils are in our possession. Three from each PDC Substation and one back up from each
facility.” Marsin answered.

“You will have your teams transport the coils to our main supply depot.” Azlenr told him. “It is being
established at the base of this mountain on the west. I want the coils there within six hours.”

Marsin looked at him. “I thought we were supposed to secure them General.” He asked.

“And you did.” Azlenr answered. “Now you will hand them over to my people.”

“May I ask why?” Marsin spoke. “Our team areas are much more covertly hidden than the supply depot
General. The coils would be safer there.”

Azlenr turned his body and faced the Puma Bane officer. “My forward scouts are even now entering the
settlements Major. Your men killed upwards of four thousand civilians in taking control of the settlements.
Among them several dozen children. You were instructed to use minimal force in subduing the population
Major.”

“And we did sir!” Marsin hissed softly. “Those who died fought us.”

“Unharmed civilians fought you and your men Major?”” Azlenr asked. “Bontawillians by their nature are
not militaristic. You should have used non-lethal force to subdue them. Thanks to your actions when word leaks
out of the civilian casualties here you will have painted a very large target on us. You know as well as I the light
the Union sees in intentionally harming civilians. What could have been a simple loss of a colony world, your
actions and those of your Puma Bane troops will now turn into a major point of contention.”



“The Union will not commit forces to retake this colony General.” Marsin spoke. “They are stretched
thinner than we are. And we still outnumber them three to one while we recoup our ship and clone losses.”

“Are you so sure Major?” Azlenr spoke.

“I have studied the Union intensely General.” Marsin answered. “Especially this boy Prince who is now
in charge while their King runs from Marshall Pusintin. He is not fool enough, nor experienced enough to try
and retake this colony.”

“I wonder if the Evolli thought as you do Major?” Azlenr asked. “You know what he did to them.”

Marsin’s eyes narrowed. “We are not the Evolli sir!” He snarled.

“No we are not Major. We are Kavalians!” Azlenr snapped moving closer to the man. “And we follow
orders! My orders! You and your men will have no more contact with the civilian population of this colony
Major. You have killed enough of them and made my job harder.”

Marsin held his tongue and nodded his head. “As you order General.” He said.

“What about this military unit you engaged near the spaceport?” Azlenr asked.

“They were most likely on leave here sir.” Marsin answered. “Five of them. They were at the spaceport
seeing off friends it appears. They departed on the last transport before we shut down the network. One of them
lives. A vampire. He has not been very forthcoming so far with information. My men will take up the
interrogation again when they reach their team staging area.”

Azlenr shook his head. “No.” He said. “I want him remanded to the custody of my men. Along with the
elven females you took from the PDC Substations.”

Marsin’s eyes narrowed once more. “Sir?”

“I know every detail about this colony Major.” Azlenr snarled. “Right down to how many children are
left after the twenty-eight you and your men killed. Each PDC Substation had six female elves assigned to it
from the 1* Elven Engineer Division based on Elear. I do not know what other commanders you have worked
for have allowed you to do in the past, but you will not be keeping those females as spoils of war Major.”

“They are females General.” Marsin said. “I will use them to keep the moral of my men at peak levels.”

“You will turn every single one of them over to my people.” Azlenr told him. “Alive and unhurt. And
you will do so immediately Major.”

“General you...”

Azlenr stepped even closer. “Do not press me Major. I know who you are and what you have done in the
past.” Azlenr snarled at him. “I do not like Puma Bane troops. You take too many liberties and are far too
violent for this type of operation. You have served your purpose and now you will hand over everything you
took from the PDC Substations and the main Power Plant. Including the female elves. I will not allow your men
to rape them or mark them at your whim. This would only incite the Union even more.”

“And if I do not?” Marsin asked.

“Then Major... you and your men will not live out the day.” Azlenr snapped. “My men are loyal to
me... and they are not children. You may kill a few of them but you will die.”

“We are Puma Bane Warriors!” Marsin growled.

Azlenr nodded. “The finest of us all.” He said. “I have heard it all before. You will follow orders Major.
Or do I need to contact the Prefect myself. He is the one who sanctioned this operation and placed me in overall
command. Who do you think he will side with Major? You may answer to him, but even he knows what your
uses are.” Azlenr stepped back. “You and your men will have your blood Major.” He said. “After what you
have done the Union will no doubt make retaking Solmar one of their top objectives. And your lack of respect
for your enemies will be your undoing as well Major. The Lycavorian Union is not the High Coven and they
will not throw down their weapons and run at the first sign of trouble.”

“I do not fear the Union or its toy soldiers!”” Marsin snapped.

Azlenr nodded. “And I will place that on your tombstone Major. Now... now you will do as I order you
or I will string up your carcass for all to see. Is that understood?”’

Marsin looked around and saw that at least half a dozen security troops had slowly moved closer. All of
them with stern, no nonsense expressions. He turned back to Azlenr. “My men will deliver the prisoners to you
within six hours.” He said. “Unhurt.”

Azlenr nodded. “Excellent. Do not worry Major; I will insure you and your men have your blood. But it
will be on my terms... not yours. You are dismissed.”



Azlenr waited until Marsin had walked out of earshot before looking at his aide. “’You do not trust him
Makali?”

The Colonel looked at him. “I do not trust Puma Bane troops as a whole General.” He replied.

Azlenr nodded. “Nor do I my friend. Nor do I. This one I know well from a friend.” He said. “Their
skills are unmatched however and right now we need those skills.”

Makali looked at him. “What do you suspect General?”” He asked.

“This group of soldiers his men butchered?” Azlenr said. “Our own intelligence officers that I have
questioned since arriving have stated that reports taken from civilians indicate they killed twenty of Marsin’s
men before they fell. Five of them Makali. And they took down twenty Puma Bane troops before they fell? That
tells me they were not normal troops and I want to know what they were doing here. Insure this vampire they
captured is delivered unharmed. As well as the elven females. I will meet with them when our main forces are
on the surface and deploying to their positions.”

Makali nodded. “Brigadier Byka’Caleo says they will begin landing in under forty minutes.”

Azlenr nodded. “Good. And Makali... insure no Puma Bane troop crosses paths with Byka. He hates
them all. Marsin is the one who took his daughter from him and maimed her. When he discovers it is him we
will need to keep them apart.”

Makali nodded. “I will see to it sir.”

Brigadier Byka’Caleo was a good friend and had served with Azlenr for going on four hundred years
now. Like Azlenr... he was a true Kavalian of old. He still had honor and he cared for the men under his
command as a Pride Leader. Also like Azlenr... he had been with the same woman for centuries. As Pride
leaders they could take several females to share their bed if they so chose. It was a part of their culture to insure
the strongest bloodlines existed into the future. While many of the younger Pride Leaders did this often, Azlenr
had no desire to do such a thing. His woman had bore him seven strong children, among them two daughters
who were now the wives of officers within his own command so that he could watch out for them. It was
something he had promised his woman when they entered this world and Azlenr kept his promises to her. Byka
was no different and it was well known he hated Puma Bane troops across the board. His youngest daughter
Kameka, one of the very first females to undergo the biogenic altering, had been taken from him by Marsin
several years ago. Byka had been unable to stop this, and within a year Marsin had returned his daughter to
them maimed and unable to bear children. Then he had tried to have the name of their Pride disgraced by her so
called actions. Marsin reported that she resisted him in almost every attempt to take her into his bed. That had
not worked out the way he had planned because of Byka’s influence, but no action was ever taken against him.
The scars his daughter bore on her face from his rutting served to remind Byka every day of his feelings for
those of his ilk. Kameka had recovered enough to become quite an exceptional pilot, the scars still visible but
not as prominent as they were the first months after the attack. Byka had been given special permission for her
to serve in combat with his unit because of the way Marsin had mistreated her and tried to tarnish the name of
his Pride. His daughter was now a close assault pilot flying a PROTOSS gunship. Her only wish now was to die
with as much of her dignity as she had left intact. Byka knew this and there were times it tore at him inside
knowing what she was feeling. He also knew this was not how most male Kavalians would act and he kept it
hidden from her.

“No signs of ships in orbit Makali?” Azlenr asked.

“No General.”

“Which means nothing with the Union Shrouds.” Azlenr spoke absently. “Make sure our anti-ship
batteries go into service first. If the Union comes here I want to make sure they pay for whatever gains they may
try to make.”

“Understood General.” Makali said.

“Tell Byka I want his scouts out within thirty minutes of him landing.” Azlenr said. “The soldiers
Marsin encountered are an oddity that I want to figure out quickly. And bring me the vampire as soon as he is
delivered.”

Makali nodded. “I will see to it sir.”
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OFFICES OF SENATOR ICHO

“...not a good idea Ulana.” Icho spoke to the image of Ulana within the holographic COM unit on his
desk.

“Why not?” Ulana asked. “I have been having the rallies all across my district on Apo Prime and they
have been well received.”

Icho shook his head. “This is not Apo Prime.” He stated. “The Spartan lore and history our people have
embraced starts here in Sparta. It is strongest here. Openly trying to denounce anyone within the Royal Family
within Sparta or Gytheio will only backfire on you.”

“There are many who call Sparta home now.” Ulana spoke.

Icho nodded. “And for the most part they live here because they have adopted the Spartan legacy as
well.”

“It is already planned.” Ulana stated smugly. “I can not back out. I have two ships full of supporters
arriving from Apo Prime who will attend the rallies as well.”

“You are going to cause more problems with these rallies than you realize.” Icho spoke. “What we are
trying to do takes time and patience.”

“And this is how I will approach what we are trying to do.” Ulana told him. “That blond wolf bitch Sadi
holds the title I should have! She has the man I should have! She is a common tart and I will show her what
place she holds in the grand scheme soon enough!”

Icho cut his eyes to his senior aide quickly and then looked back at Ulana. “Very well. As long as you
know what you are doing Ulana?”

“Trust me Icho. I am an Alpha female and I will have Androcles coming to me before all is said and
done.” Ulana told him.

“Keep me informed of what you are doing. We still need to coordinate our actions to keep pressure on
them from all different sides.” Ulana said.

Ulana nodded her head in the transmission. “Of course.” She said.

Icho reached forward and tapped the console and her image disappeared. He turned his head to look at
Aleus. “She is becoming more of a nuisance than I first imagined Aleus.” He spoke.

“It is hard to believe she clings to this misbegotten idea that she will somehow win back the Prince.”
Aleus spoke.

Icho nodded as he rose to his feet and moved to the wet bar. He poured himself a large glass of Spartan
wine and held it out to his aide. Aleus moved forward and took it and then Icho poured another for himself.
“Ulana is her own worst enemy.” He said. “Her father spoiled her to no end as his only daughter. She believes
everyone owes her something. And she believes Androcles belongs to her.”

Aleus nodded as he settled into the chair. “Is it possible she could succeed?”” He asked.

Icho moved back to his desk. “No. Not if all the data you gathered is correct.”

“I had our people double check all of it Senator.” Aleus spoke. “It can not be refuted.”

Icho nodded as he sat down. “Then Ulana will fail miserably at what she is attempting to do. There will
be some who convert to her side and begin to ask questions but the vast majority will not be fooled by her no
matter what information she presents.”

“Her actions could lead to a confrontation with the Princess.” Aleus spoke. “Perhaps we could use that?”

Icho shook his head. “If it does come to blows, the Princess will be within her realm to beat her down.
Even kill her depending on what Ulana attempts. No... Ulana is on her own if she wishes to butt heads with
Sadi Leonidas. We will help as much as we are able but she will act on her own accord and fall if need be.”

Aleus nodded. “As you wish.”

“Silele is moving forward?” Icho asked.

Aleus nodded. “She is a member of the Defense Committee. She and Ulana both will be in the session
today. Silele will lead the questioning of this Marci person from the Krypteria.”



Icho nodded. “Good. Insure Nomean keeps our lines to Laustinos open but secure. Any information that
we obtain must be sent to him immediately. Do we know where he is?”

Aleus shook his head. “We assume somewhere within Kavalian space, but we have no real location to
go by.”

Icho nodded. “He will make contact soon enough.” He said. “He is thorough if nothing else.”

“Do you trust him Senator?” Aleus asked.

Icho nodded. “It is he who brought me into the fold remember.” He answered. “The goal he set for
beginning these actions was in my opinion foolhardy. Trying to insure things went according to a plan that gave
him Dysea in the end was ignorant, but the man is brilliant. If the Kavalians had not failed in killing Martin
Leonidas, our position would be much better. As it is... the longer he stays away the better our chances. His son
is no politician and his Aunt and others can only protect him for so long. As long as we continue along the plan
we established three years ago we will be protected and our actions will not lead back to us if we are careful
Aleus. Make sure everyone knows that.”

Aleus nodded. “I have Senator. On several occasions.”

Icho smiled. “No doubt.” He said. “Now... what is the status of those within the fleet who sympathize
with us?”

Aleus looked at the data pad. “Six are in a position to give us good information. Another five that can
provide rumor and gossip based information. They are not high enough in rank to provide what the others can.”

“Rumor and gossip is good for our plans.” Icho said. “Any within the Prince’s Strike Wing.”

Aleus shook his head. “His immediate Strike Wing were all handpicked by the Captain of the
SCIMITAR and others. We have one of the six within his overall Combined Fleet Unit, but not on his ship.”

“How difficult would that be to change?”” Icho asked.

“I could find out.” Aleus said. “I have a contact in Fleet Personnel.”

“Do that Aleus.” Icho said. “Now let’s talk about the two proposals we will bring before the Senate
Financial Committee about our young Prince. You are certain about your facts?”

Aleus nodded. “They are irrefutable Senator.”

Icho nodded his head. “Good. It will be enjoyable to see him sweat and brought down to our level. And
it will be the first crack in the armor of the Leonidas family.”

SPARTA
GOVERNOR’S OFFICE
CHEILONOS BOULEVARD

The Governor’s office of Sparta was located on the south end of Cheilonos Boulevard and had occupied
the same building for the last four hundred and nineteen years. While the exterior of the four story building
remained the same architectural style as just after The Great Fire, the interior of the building was as modern as
it could possibly be. From the day Tarifa had become wolf she had fully embraced everything about the culture
and traditions of Sparta. Even her elven father, War Master Tareif, and her mother and siblings had embraced
the life almost completely. Tarifa had risen to a position that no non-pureblood wolf had ever occupied before
as Governor of Sparta. Her closeness with Martin and their adventures before had played some part, but not all,
in the fact that over ninety percent of the men and women who called Sparta home voted for her in the Special
election held after Andro appointed her Governor. Tarifa’s own energy and grasp of Lycavorian and Spartan
history that was held so dear was the main reason so many Lycavorian Spartans voted for her without question.
She and Aihola had given their mate six proud Spartan children over the past twenty-six years, and all of them
were true Spartans at heart no matter that three of them were part Drow. Tarifa commanded respect and
attention wherever she went because of her surreal beauty but also because of her intelligence and manner. She
was not a woman to be trifled with as many had discovered through the years in different and painful ways and
the fact that the King of the Lycavorian Union considered her a beloved sister also gave her quite a lot of
political clout. Clout that she used to make things better for all of the people of Sparta as well as Earth.



Tarifa looked across her desk at Deia and Gorgo. “I still don’t understand why you did not let me just
refuse her a permit.” She spoke as she handed the pad to her senior aide and the female elf turned to exit the
office.

“It is better to confront these issues head on.” Deia spoke. “Ulana’s concerns with Sadi would have only
grown more prominent if we denied her the right to hold her ridiculous rallies here in Sparta.”

“She brought in nearly three hundred men and women from Apo Prime.” Tarifa spoke with a grin.
“Fucking Peaceniks Martin once called them.”

Deia chuckled loudly. “He does have such a way with words doesn’t he?”” She said with a smile.

“The fact that she had them brought her tells us that she knows her rallies will not attract many people
within Sparta. She brought them as a way to make herself seem more important.” Gorgo spoke. “That they are
not citizens of Sparta or Earth will be made a very prominent news item when the rallies are reported on.”

“Are we so sure?” Tarifa asked. “The Netnews Channels that will be covering the rally are not known to
support Martin or his policies.”

Deia nodded. “No... this is true.” She said. “But we are going to fight misinformation with good
information. Sadi and the others have agreed to do an interview. One that we hope will offset any lies that Ulana
spews at her rally. It will air on thirty-seven channels live the day after her rally.”

Tarifa looked at her with a smile. “How exactly did you manage that?”” She asked.

“It wasn’t easy believe me.” Deia replied. “Sadi and Ne'Veha are wary of the Netnews people. More so
than Carisia or Lu'ria because the Netnews reporters will not attempt to go after either of them.”

Tarifa nodded her head. “A wise move considering that most Drow would take great offense at such a
move. Not to mention that Lu'ria’s mother is a Senator and representative of Earth.” She looked at Deia and
Gorgo as she sipped her tea. “Ulana is not the reason you are here though is it?”” She asked.

Deia shook her head. “No.” She spoke. “We’ve come to warn you. It’s very possible that Icho will
attempt to somehow use your past relationship with Martin against him and by default against you.”

“My past relationship?” Tarifa asked. “I assume you are referring to the few weeks that we were lovers
right after he returned to Earth?”

Gorgo nodded her head. “Icho is just the type to try and use this fact against you.”

Tarifa snorted very unladylike and then laughed. “Let the fool try.” She stated firmly with no hint of
back up in her. “Our relationship is a matter of history Gorgo. You both know this. It has not mattered to
anyone before. Why should it matter now?”

Deia looked at Gorgo quickly and then turned back to Tarifa. “Androcles believes... and many of us
agree... that Icho is working in some fashion for the Kavalians.”

Tarifa’s sapphire colored eyes opened slightly wider and she leaned back in her chair. “But you have no
proof.” She said.

Deia nodded. “Not yet. We can not openly order an investigation against him without some sort of
evidence. Evidence which we do not have.” She explained. “That would look like we are holding a grudge
against him because of his vote in the Senate.”

“I take it he is one of those who voted against Spartan Law and the Declaration of War against the
KFI?” Tarifa asked.

Deia nodded. “Yes.”

“What does this have to do with me?” Tarifa asked. “I am only the Governor of Sparta. I have no say in
the overall politics of the Union.”

“Your words carry far more weight than you might think Tarifa.” Gorgo told her. “You are perhaps the
most respected living female elf behind Dysea and For'mya.”

Tarifa grinned. “So I am in good company.” She stated remembering briefly the close relationship she
had shared with Dysea so long ago, as well as the friendship she now had with both of them.

Deia looked at her. “You and Martin have fought for the same things Tarifa. You always have. Ever
since those first days. Your minds operate in the same fashion. You...”

Tarifa held up her hand stopping Deia’s words. “Deia... you do not need to shower me with praise in
order to ask me what you want to ask me.” She said. “You should know me better than that by now.”

Gorgo chuckled now and she looked at Deia. “Now it is I who will tell you I told you so.” She said.



Deia laughed softly in agreement and looked at Tarifa. “As Prime Minister I can not have an
investigation started on Icho.” She stated. “But as Governor of Sparta you can. Discretely of course.”

Tarifa smiled knowingly at the two women. “So you wish me to ask Nya Istel to have the Drow begin an
investigation of him?”

“Aihola is Vice President of Earth and Queen of the Drow.” Deia said. “Icho maintains two residences
here on Earth and he has several business dealings with companies located in Eden City. I also know that
Aihola has started similar investigations at Martin’s behest in the past. Anything at all that might be helpful in
determining what Icho is up to would be greatly appreciated.”

“I take it Androcles does not know about this?” Tarifa said.

Deia chuckled. “No. My mandfri is still very naive when it comes to politics. The three of us are not. His
solution to the problem would be...” Deia shrugged. “Questionable at best.”

Tarifa nodded. “His solution would be just to eliminate Icho and call it a day.” She stated knowingly.
“Sort of like his father.”

“Now you see why we came to you.” Deia said. “Icho knows we can not come after him in any way
without some sort of evidence that he has done something wrong. You however... you are not so limited.”

Tarifa nodded. “Consider it done.” She stated. “Aihola and I are having lunch together and I will speak
with her then. What does Panos say?” She asked.

Gorgo grinned. “Panos is doing what I expect an old Spartan to do.” She said. “We most likely do not
want to know.”

Tarifa laughed once more. “Oh I do know that feeling.” She said. She had spent nearly a decade as
Panos’s Lieutenant Governor and she knew well the trouble he used to get into. She looked at Deia. “T assume
then that you are fully back to work?”

Deia nodded her head. “For the most part.” She answered. “Though I am letting Panos handle most of it.
To think he was in front of me all these years and I never noticed it. He is the wisest and most devious politician
I have ever met. Excluding myself of course.” She said with a smile. “And trust me... I’ve dealt with some very
devious politicians in my time.”

“It comes from his time on the Spartan Senate.” Gorgo spoke. “Even back then they would toss each
other to the wolves if they could get away with it. And they were not as polite about how they did it back then.
Leonidas hated it.”

“Well I for one am glad he is on my side.” Deia said.

“Why don’t you and Gorgo join Aihola and I for lunch?” Tarifa asked.

Deia looked at her. “That could cause some rumblings.” She said.

“Let the Netnews rumble.” Tarifa snorted. “You are Martin’s Aunt and mother and Aihola and I are like
his sisters. We both feel that way towards him. Neither of us had an older brother... well Nya Istel did... but
Martin has taken Tari’s place in her heart now. Why should we be denied the enjoyment of family?”

“Where?” Gorgo asked.

“Where else?” Tarifa asked with a smile. “Gallais’s Retreat.”

EARTH
DRAGON MOUNTAIN

Once known as the island of Sardinia and now home to Dragon Mountain.

Syrilth waited patiently as her ruby red eyes watched the STRIKER DT power down on one of the eight
landing pads now built around Dragon Mountain. Through everything that had happened in the last quarter
century, the one thing that Syrilth had never imagined was having the position she now did. She was the
youngest Dragon Elder on the Council at only three thousand and fourteen years of age, but her experiences and
the many hundreds of years she had spent doing nothing but safeguarding her brothers and sisters had earned
her untold respect in the eyes of every living dragon. Giving her a seat of the Dragon Elder Council was the
very least Arzoal and the others could think to do, for while there were many who were older than her, none of
them had forsaken everything about themselves to protect others as Syrilth had. None of them had endured the



pain and humiliation she had endured being forced to bond with vile Maraud as he was now called in order to
keep her siblings alive. Whatever sins she may have committed while protecting her siblings had long been
forgiven. Now Syrilth was honored and trusted and respected. Her sister Tharua was the Bonded One of Eliani
Leonidas and her younger brother Roluth was Bonded to not one, but two beautiful women who held the fates
of so many in their hands. The youngest of her siblings who had so far hatched was now the Bonded One to
Lu'ria of the Drow and Majeir carried a Princess of the Union with dignity, honor and love. It seemed the
moment that Aricia Blue Eyes, Isheeni and the others had freed them, Syrilth and her siblings were thrust into a
position of importance for all time.

Syrilth watched with patience yes... but inside she was bursting with excitement. Arzoal had tasked her
with one mission when she left. A mission of great importance and honor since it directly affected Talon
Guardian Androcles. Through the years Syrilth had garnered an almost reverent respect for Martin Leonidas and
his son Androcles. For Torma and Elynth. Their brave actions on Alba Tau were already burned into the history
scrolls and minds of every living and breathing dragon. What they had done that long and bloody night, refusing
to surrender the bodies of their fellow riders and dragons to the Evolli even though hopelessly outnumbered and
injured themselves, this single act had raised the four of them to almost mystical proportions among the dragons
across the Union. No matter where they went now, no matter what they encountered, any breathing dragon
would know they were Talon Guardians and they would honor that most reverent of positions in dragon society.

Syrilth saw the ramp lock into a down position and she watched Sadi and Ne'Veha making their way
down the metal deck plates. She watched them stop at the bottom of the ramp and look at the side of the
mountain that was formerly City Ship 41. Now buried within the mountainous terrain of Sardinia, City Ship 41
was not only home to all the dragons on Earth, but also a place of quiet learning and study to those that were
bound to dragons. Avi had configured the bio-mechanical nature of the ship into such a shape as to allow the
dragons who called it home to feel as natural as possible. The main chamber itself was massive in size and
easily able to accommodate the lessons in flying that were given to all the hatchlings. There were hundreds of
cave like structures now, some part of the ship and some even part of the actual mountain Avi had landed
within. The caves of Dragons and their hatchlings. Families of dragons. Dozens of them. Their numbers grew
each year and Syrilth and the other Dragon Elders could not be happier. It was not uncommon now to see
dragons filling the skies of Earth and moving along the wide streets of Sparta and other cities with their Bonded
Ones just as they did on Elear. Syrilth’s ruby eyes blinked knowing that Sadi and Ne'Veha could feel it. Sadi
was nearly the equal of Androcles in terms of power Syrilth could feel, and Ne'Veha was a burning light that
was growing in leaps and bounds daily. As were Carisia and Lu'ria.

Syrilth turned her massive head to the light green scaled male dragon who waited quietly beside her. A
Dragon Council Sentinel, one of the newest members of that revered group whose sole duty was to protect the
Dragon Elder Council at all costs.

Bessyn... will you escort them to the private chamber on deck three. Syrilth told him.

The male dragon nodded. They can feel them Elder Syrilth. They don’t know what it is but they can feel
them even through the shielding.

Syrilth nodded. Yes they can. But they are Talon Guardian Androcles’s wives and mates. Would you
expect anything less?

Bessyn looked at her and gave her what passed for a dragon smile. No I would not Elder Syrilth. I will
bring them to you straight away.

Syrilth blinked and nodded her huge head. Quickly Bessyn... now that they have come... the shielding
will not work for very long. Both of them have grown too strong and without the Elder Mother or Androcles
here to reinforce it, the shielding will not remain active for more than a few minutes.

Bessyn nodded and turned his massive body heading out of the small view platform while Syrilth made
her way in the opposite direction.

Ne'Veha squeezed Sadi’s hand as they made their way down the stone like corridor following the
dragon. “Sadi... Sadi I feel... I feel very different.” She said softly.



Sadi watched the huge dragon in front of them guide them down the corridor. “As do I. I have... I have
been here many times and I have never felt like this before. I am anxious but...”

“... feeling so very alert and focused.” Ne'Veha said.

“Yes.” Sadi agreed looking at her. “I can almost feel each and every dragon within the mountain. I have
never been able to do that before.”

“I have never felt it at all before now.” Ne'Veha spoke wistfully. “It is... it is wondrous!”

They were gripping each other’s hands tightly when they entered the small lounge area and saw Syrilth’s
huge body. The lounge overlooked the massive flying chamber in the center of the ship as all of them did and
Sadi and Ne'Veha could see dozens of hatchlings taking instruction from different adult dragons. Sadi and
Ne'Veha did not hesitate in the least and they moved right up to Syrilth.

“Syrilth.” Sadi spoke with genuine warmth as she reached up and laid her palm on Syrilth’s smooth
scales snout. “It is always a pleasure to see you.”

Syrilth’s ruby eyes beamed as she felt Sadi’s warm hand and then Ne'Veha’s as they greeted her. /¢ is
always an honor and privilege to have the beloved wives and mates to Talon Guardian Androcles here. She told
them. Both of you have grown so much in so short a time.

Sadi chuckled and glanced at Ne'Veha. “Some would debate that with you.” She stated.

Syrilth snorted and her ruby eyes did a fair impression of rolling in her head. You speak of the fools who
attempt to besmirch you Sadi and the SirsanGai of Androcles. They will fail in the end.

“Let’s hope so.” Ne'Veha said with a smile.

Sadi looked around slowly. “Syrilth... why did you ask us here?”” She questioned. “Do you have
something to pass onto Andro when he returns?”

Syrilth looked at her and shook her massive head. It would be more fair to say that your beloved
Saradasaar wanted me to pass something on to you. To both of you.

Sadi looked quickly at Ne'Veha and then back to Syrilth. “Ok now you have us stumped.” She spoke.
“We have been wondering all morning what it is you needed from us.”

Can you not feel it? Syrilth asked.

“Feel... feel what?”” Ne'Veha asked softly as she looked at her.

You do feel it don’t you? Syrilth asked them again. I can see it within your eyes and your hearts. How he
knows these things is beyond me... but he was right.

“Who was right Syrilth?” Sadi asked hesitantly.

Have you not wondered why you feel differently this morning? Syrilth asked. Why as you came closer to
Dragon Mountain your awareness and focus grew so much stronger than it has before?

Sadi glanced at Ne'Veha again quickly. “We have wondered this yes.” She answered. “What... Syrilth
what is going on? What has Andro done?”

Syrilth gazed at them for a long moment before answering. It is... I will show you why this is. She stated
finally. And you will know the truth of what your husband and mate has known for many weeks and months.

“Now you are beginning to scare me.” Ne'Veha stated.

Be not afraid SirsanGai of Androcles. Syrilth spoke. This is a moment of great joy and happiness.

“Syrilth what...” Sadi began to ask her but her jungle green eyes grew wide and she gasped loudly.
“Ohhh...”

Now it is time to lower all of your shields and allow yourselves to come forth. Syrilth spoke softly.
Reach out with everything you are and meet those who were meant for you from the day they were hatched.

Sadi and Ne'Veha turned at the sound of the secondary door off the lounge opening and they watched
with wide eyes as the light green scaled dragon and the dark tanned scaled dragon moved into the lounge
quickly. They looked to be very young adolescent dragons, no more than perhaps eight months old, though you
would not be able to tell that from the size of their lean muscular bodies. And both of them had finally dropped
the pretense of hiding what they knew would happen as they had for the last four months. The power within
Mindvoice was there now, surging outward as the sons of Vollenth and Viera dropped their shields completely
and let their Bonded Ones know they existed.

Syrilth had never witnessed a natural Bonding of two minds before and for her it was just as new and
beautiful as the first sunrise after being hatched. She watched as Caydren, the larger of the two brothers by
perhaps half a meter in height and length moved without question or pause to stand in front of Sadi. His dark tan



scales gleamed with heath and power, his ten foot height and fifteen foot length imposing to all but Sadi as she
stared at him in wonder. His wings unfurled slowly and began to shiver as he reached for Sadi within
Mindvoice. Cinol did almost exactly the same to Ne'Veha, moving right up in front of her and extending his
large head down to just in front of her shocked face.

Reach for me my sister! Caydren spoke with a trembling voice to Sadi as she stared at him with wide
eyes. [ have... we have waited so long for this day!

Neither Sadi or Ne'Veha hesitated in the least and they dropped all attempts of shielding themselves
from the dragons before them. The gasps of incredible happiness and amazement sounded from both of them,
Ne'Veha dropping to her knees in overwhelming wonder as Cinol’s young mind merged with hers seamlessly.
Sadi remained standing barely, her hands reaching up instinctively to touch both sides of Caydren’s snout with
horribly trembling hands and then the essence of who he was surged through her as Cinol’s did with Ne'Veha.
Even from the deck where she was on her knees Ne'Veha looked up with wide dark brown eyes and brought her
palms to Cinol’s muzzle above her.

Syrilth could only watch in wonder, their wings and tails twitching madly as four minds became two. It
was an experience she would never forget as she too could feel their minds merging and sharing all that they
were with each other. Among the dragons of the Union Sadi Leonidas was considered nearly on a par with
Aricia Blue Eyes in terms of reverence and even power. Ne'Veha Leonidas was an elf and now mate to Talon
Guardian Androcles and her power was growing by the day. Caydren and Cinol had been waiting for this day
since returning to Earth from Kranek. The moment they entered this world both Arzoal and Andro had known
they were meant for Sadi and Ne'Veha. They had safeguarded this information until Caydren and Cinol returned
to Earth and Andro and Arzoal had met briefly with Syrilth before Arzoal left to decide what to do. Arzoal had
charged Syrilth to train the hatchlings hard, schooling them so that they would be prepared sooner than most for
they were intended for the wives and mates of a Talon Guardian. The ability was there because of their father
Vollenth and Arzoal had no doubts they could handle it. She had been right as Caydren and Cinol absorbed all
she had taught them and yeaned for more. Their thirst for knowledge was unmatched for hatchlings their age
and Syrilth knew it was because of what their father had discovered when finally free of Yuri Moran’s touch.

Syrilth settled to the floor of the lounge as Bessyn slip through the doorway and watched with wonder
for a moment before turning to her.

Elder Syrilth? He spoke softly.

Syrilth turned her head. Bessyn... have liquid and fruit brought here. They will need it soon.

Then it was a success? He asked.

Can you not see my friend? Syrilth spoke her ruby eyes gazing at the two pairs before her. Spread the
word Bessyn. Allow our kind within the Mountain to sing their praise and joy for what is happening.

Bessyn nodded his large head. 7 will Elder Syrilth. I will.

Syrilth watched as he departed quickly and her eyes went back to Sadi and Ne'Veha. Their faces glowed
in enchantment as they absorbed the essences of their Bonded Brothers and Caydren and Cinol in turn absorbed
their essences. Merging as they were, their combined Mindvoice resonances had grown five fold and with a
simple thought Syrilth sent the order to the control center deep within Dragon Mountain, to the elf commanding
officer, to increase the output of the exterior Mindvoice dampeners. She was answered immediately with a
another simple thought and her ordered was acted on instantly. The Mindvoice dampeners that had been
constructed encircling the island of Sardinia and surrounded Dragon Mountain increased their power levels. The
control center was staffed exclusively by elves or Lycavorians and their sole purpose was to insure the safety
and security of Dragon Mountain, especially since Aikiro’s breach of the mountain those months ago. Anyone
who was not a Tier Six Etheric user would now no longer be able to feel the hundreds of dragon minds from the
Mountain. At least for the time being. It was a unique step to insure privacy for Sadi and Ne'Veha and no doubt
Syrilth would be receiving a visit from the Director of the School of Mages or his representative because she
had done this. Syrilth knew they hated to be left out of what was happening inside Dragon Mountain and while
they could request to come here at any time, they were always escorted. Neither Martin nor Andro trusted them
in the least, and Helen and Arzoal trusted them only slightly more than they did.

Since Helen had stepped down as DoSM, the man she had left in charge was somewhat overbearing and
arrogant. He felt he needed to be informed of everything that happened in regards to Etheric use. And he was
particularly interested in everything that occurred within Dragon Mountain. To his great chagrin, he had to



announce his intent to come to the mountain or send his agents and Arzoal never informed him of what
occurred within the mountain which pissed him off mightily. Syrilth only continued this action since she was
the senior Dragon Elder on Earth when Arzoal was not present and she had a particular distained for the man.
He held no respect for the dragons it seemed. Syrilth had no doubts someone would be contacting her soon
enough.

Now Syrilth simply basked in the joy of the Bonding as she sat with them in the lounge and watched
their minds dance together within Mindvoice, their bonds forming and growing before her very eyes.

SOLMAR
NORTHWEST OF SPACEPORT
TRAKEN MOUNTAIN RANGE

Andro lowered the macrobinos and let his azure eyes scan the settlement far below them. He rested on
the mountain ridge some two thousand feet above the settlement and northwest of the spaceport on the west
edge of the settlement. Elynth and Ryner rested within the treeline of the plateau they were on, Dantio and
Cletus on either side of him and Dorian. The remainder of the Omega Team 62 were spread out along the ridge,
everyone watching some portion of the city.

“This isn’t good.” Dorian spoke softly.

Andro shook his head. “No it isn’t.” He echoed his brother.

“They’re moving fast.” Dantio said his eyes glued to his binos. “Looks like they are gathering all of the
civilians in one place. The Amphitheater on the south edge of the city. Lots of guards too.”

“They are burning bodies on the east edge of the settlement.” Vari hissed softly.

Andro lifted his binos and shifted to that location. He could see the black smoke and the Kavalian
soldiers almost callously tossing more bodies onto the three piles that were burning. “Nubous ronnus!” He
cursed knowing that the Kavalians were denying the Bontawillians their death rights by doing what they were
doing.

“Looks like a Command Post on the peak opposite of the settlement Andro.” Cletus said. “I can just
make out anti-air placements.”

Andro shifted his focus again. “Nice location.” He stated. “High enough to see into three of the six
settlements from one location.” He lowered the binos. “Our people won’t be there. It makes it too much of a
target. Emios?”

The Omega Team member was on the far end of the line and inspecting the west side of the settlement.
“I can’t be sure but I think... yes! The elven females from the PDC Substations! Four o’clock!”

Andro and Dorian immediately shifted their view and zoomed in on the western edge of the settlement.
This is where the Admin offices of the settlement were according to Dantio, as well as the secondary gate that
was used for entry into the settlement itself. Each settlement was surrounded by a six meter high steel fabricated
wall that was two feet thick. It was a standard prefab wall that all new colonies surrounded themselves with in
order to protect against natural predators and other concerns when settling a world. Andro watched as four elven
females were roughly pushed through the double doors of a two story structure inside the wall.

“What is that building Dantio?”” Dorian asked.

“The armory.” Dantio answered remembering the layout of the settlement from their time within the
walls. “It holds the un-issued weapons and portable turrets for the wall. Best place to house high value prisoners
as well. Triple Max vault with state of the art locking system.”

“Those are Puma Bane troops delivering the females.” Vari spoke. “They are giving them up. I thought
standard practice for them was to keep whatever spoils they found. Especially any females.”

Andro nodded. “That is what we have heard.” He said studying the faces of the Puma Bane troops. None
of them looked happy even from this distance of two thousand eight hundred meters away. “They don’t look
happy.”

Dantio turned his head quickly and looked at Andro. “Someone made them turn them over Andro.” He
said. “They would not have given them up willingly.”



Andro nodded. “Which means someone besides the Puma Bane assholes is in charge.”

Dorian shifted his glasses at vehicle movement. “Fervon... two o’clock! Coming down the side road
near the armory. Looks like three SID75 Scout Cars. Command type.”

Andro shifted his binos once more. “Dantio? Cletus?”

“Got them.” Dantio replied.

“I see them.” Cletus answered a second later. “Nubou they are moving fast. Armored Scout Cars
already.”

“I don’t see any CHAOS tanks.” Dantio said.

“Terrain is not suited for them except for static defense.” Andro said. He was watching as the Kavalians
stopped in front of the armory building and half a dozen exited the three vehicles. “Hello.” He said quickly. “I
think we are seeing the head cheese here. Look at the shoulders, can you zoom and see what rank he is? I don’t
have the angle.”

Dorian adjusted his binos. “Standard field uniform. Can’t be sure but the color looks almost gold.”

“Gold on black.” Vari added. “Nice catch Milord. Definitely a General.”

Andro turned his head back to look at Haridl. “What do you have for gold on black Haridl?”” He asked.

She quickly paged through her data pad and finally stopped. “Got it. Gold on black. Standard rank for
Shock General Third Tier. Equivalent of our Ground Division Commanders.” She answered.

Andro met her eyes. “A specialized division then?”’

Haridl nodded. “Special Operations it would seem.”

“Interesting. We didn’t know they operated such units separate from Field Commands.” Andro stated
turning back. “It appears that is not the case.”

“They must be landing the majority of their forces on the far side of that peak where their headquarters
is set up.” Emios said. “Nothing in the air just yet.”

“That won’t last.” Andro said. “As soon as they establish their anti-air defenses their PROTOSS
gunships will be up and shuttling troops all over.”

Haridl remained on her stomach and inched her way up next to Dantio between Dorian and Andro. “You
think they will have Robaran there?” She asked.

Andro glanced at her. “That is my guess.” He said. “If this officer is getting involved it is most likely
because he is trying to determine what Robaran and the others were doing here. And how you managed to kill
so many of his Puma Bane troops before falling.”

Haridl looked at him. “So he suspects something?”’

Andro shrugged. “It’s possible.” He answered. “We won’t know for sure until tonight.”

“What happens tonight?” Dantio asked looking at him.

“Tonight we are going to do a little close quarters recon.” Andro said. “And send the Kavalians a
message.”

Dorian looked at his brother. “What message?”

Andro met his eyes. “That they made a mistake coming here.” He answered.

EARTH
EDEN CITY
HOME OF SELENE AND LYNWE

Selene glanced up from the daily report she received every day as Prime Minister of Earth to let her steel
blue eyes settle on Lynwe as she exited the bedroom and came into the kitchen of their spacious but very
modest three bedroom home on the southern edge of Eden City. To look at it from the outside you would never
know that the Prime Minister of Earth and one of Earth’s most senior Generals called it home. They maintained
a suite at Eden Towers within the center of the city but rarely stayed there when both of them were together.
They preferred the warmth and familiarity of the home where they had raised five children together with Joarl
and Layna. Three houses to the left is where Joarl and Layna now called home. Though their split had made the
Netnews, it was nothing but friendly and loving. The four of them had decided this was for the best. Selene



would never love anyone more than Lynwe and vice versa. They had been through too much together, shared
more than many couples, and this is what they had all decided was best. Joarl and Layna still spent much time
here, as they did in their home only a few meters down the quiet street. Their five children from Joarl called all
three of them mother, as did Cihera, their adopted Drow daughter. They were as close knit a family as you
would find. All of their children were now grown and out of their homes, but all of them remained within Eden
City in some role or another.

Selene let her eyes drink in Lynwe’s firm six foot one ebony body. Lynwe had let her hair grow very
long over the last year and the shimmering white mane fell to just above her powerful ass cheeks. Her body
spoke of power and grace; her large breasts still incredibly firm and nearly twice the size of Selene’s. A point of
delight that Selene often reminded her of. Her long legs ended at that powerful and firm ass; taut ass cheeks that
Selene had gripped on many occasions in blissful pleasure as Lynwe made love to her. No matter what had
happened over the past twenty-seven years, their love for each other had remained a stalwart anchor of their
relationship. Only Tarifa and Aihola had been together longer among their many friends. It was Lynwe’s and
Selene’s relationship, as well as Tarifa and Aihola’s that had defined the new Drow. Yes... they were still
dominant in most ways... but now it was not uncommon to see a Drow female and her lover walking hand in
hand along the streets as equals in every way. The Mistress/Slave role came into play only within the privacy of
their homes and beds. Aihola and Lynwe had shown the Drow what they could have all those years ago and
now Mistress and Slave were only terms of endearment.

Lynwe had the largest equipment that Selene had ever had inside her, and she knew how to use it so
well. Lynwe once considered her anatomical trans gender a curse of High Coven experimentation. It wasn’t
until Tarifa and Aihola had shown her otherwise that Lynwe came to accept herself and shed the persona of self
hatred. When she met Selene, she had been in the process of a similar wave of self hatred and it was Lynwe
who had saved her life. That they were both now fully turned vampires was another stepping stone that had
brought them closer together. They shared an emotional and Etheric bond now that could never be broken or
intruded upon. This was part of the reason they had ended their physical relationship with Joarl and Layna.
While both Selene and Lynwe thoroughly enjoyed being with them in a physical way, they always found
themselves drawing back to each other. They had taken two other female lovers into their bed since parting with
Joarl and Layna ten years ago, but none of them had lasted for more than a few months. Their sex life was still
very active however, both of them craving each other emotionally as well as physically. In Selene’s eyes she
had the best of both worlds and for Lynwe... well... Selene was the epitome of beautiful. That would never
change. There might be someone out there for them, but neither Selene nor Lynwe were busy searching. They
were completely content with their love for each other.

Lynwe poured herself a mug of coffee, Aricia’s blend, as she was one of the few Drow who actually
preferred coffee to tea. She added cream and then moved to the table where she leaned over to a smiling Selene
and shared a deep kiss of love and devotion. Lynwe pulled out the chair next to her and settled into it. They
never sat across from one another at their table wanting to be able to rub shoulders or lean close for a kiss at any
moment.

Selene gazed at Lynwe’s beautiful face for a moment and smiled. “Are you and Tareif still getting
together for lunch?” She asked.

Lynwe nodded. “He wants to go over the deployments of Colonel Norris’s units now that he has
accepted the position with Narice. He will begin pulling his units out of the field next week and transporting
them to High Coven space. Tareif and I will decide where to send his Dragoons in order to replace them.”

“Lynwe are you...?” Selene began to ask.

Lynwe smiled and shook her head. “What Androcles did was the right thing Selene.” She said. “I can’t
hold an entire species to blame for what a few scientists did to me. I have put that far behind me. I met Narice,
talked with her; she is the future for the High Coven Selene. The chance and the leader they need to pull
themselves out of their past and into the future.”

“And letting Yuri go?” Selene asked.

“If how Andro explained it to us is in fact the truth of it... then I can forgive.” Lynwe answered her.
“We are still learning about this Etheric ability that many of us have. Even you and I. If Yuri was under the
control of this Xaxon person then she is only partially responsible for the things she did. I will... I will reserve
judgment until I know how she will live her life now.”



Selene sipped her coffee. “I don’t know if I could be so forgiving my love.” She said.

Lynwe looked at her with sparkling amber colored eyes. “I have concluded that what happen to me...
what was done to me... these things were meant to happen because they led me to you.” Lynwe spoke. “My
talks with Tarifa and Aihola as well as Aricia and Dysea have led me to this.”

Selene looked at her with adoring love. “And I bless that day every moment.” She said.

Lynwe smiled and kissed her before sipping her own coffee. “What do you and Charles have planned
today?”’

Selene held up the data pad. “Two meetings this morning with Aihola. A construction contract with
Nodon Engineering representatives to build the continent bridge and then we are meeting with Daba and several
Drow senators to make final decisions on their new city out west. It appears as if this will be a grand city like
those of old. It will take decades to complete, but it will be beautiful.” She held out the data pad to her. “This
arrived for you in the morning pouch.”

Lynwe took the pad and activated it, her amber eyes scanning the contents of the morning report to her.
As second in command of Earth’s now abundant and increasingly active military, she received reports daily on
training and other assets. Lynwe was also in total command of the two Drow Divisions and responsible for the
Drow that were still searching different portions of Earth for the Kavalian imposters who they still believed
were hiding somewhere. Much of Earth was still largely unsettled because of the massive loss of life after The
Great Fire, and there were hundreds of locations that these Kavalian imposters could hide and not be found for
months. Lynwe grunted at something and Selene looked up from her own reading.

“What?” She asked.

“A message from Marci to meet with her and Nesa here in Eden City today.” Lynwe said. “She is
arriving at 1000 hours.”

“What for?” Selene asked knowing who Marci was. She had worked closely with the Assistant Director
of the Krypteria on several occasions.

“Doesn’t say.” Lynwe answered. “Only that she needed to meet with me.”

“Trouble perhaps?” Selene asked.

“I don’t know what about but that she is bringing Nesa doesn’t bode for good news.” Lynwe said
thoughtfully. “The first WASP-Class Transport is almost complete. Perhaps it is about the equipment for our
troops.”

“Oh... I understand you and Tareif finally selected your last Company Commander for the new
division.” Selene said.

Lynwe nodded and looked at her with excited eyes. “Yes we did. The first entirely human division since
The Great Fire. We are very pleased. They should make a formidable force with their Cataphract Battle Armor.
Charles is tickled that humans will finally be able to contribute to the defense of the Union. He has said for
years that the Drow and Tareif’s Dragoons have pulled the load of protecting Earth for too long without help.
The human commanders have been training with the Drow and Dragoons for weeks to establish procedures and
such. Tareif and I are very pleased.”

Selene laughed. “Yes I know. You should see Charles when he gets to talking about them.” She said.
“He is like a child in a candy shop!”

Lynwe laughed as well and looked at the clock on the wall. “I should get ready.” She spoke. “Meet me
for lunch?” She asked looking at Selene.

“That depends.” Selene said with a sultry twinkle in her eye. “What’s on the menu?”

Lynwe grinned as well and felt the stirring in her groin that Selene could always elicit from her. “I’'m
sure we could find something appropriate my love. But you are always desert.”

Selene cooed and shifted in her seat. “I can hardly wait.” She said. “Twelve thirty. And don’t be late!”

Lynwe kissed her. “Not a chance.”

SOLMAR
LU ADHOC BASE
SOUTHERN CONTINENT



Andro looked at the overlay of the settlement on the chart in the rear of his STRIKER. Darkness was fast
approaching and he wanted to act quickly before the Kavalians had a chance to truly settle in.

“Sa'roh was able to tap into the satellites without the Kavalians knowing.” Andro spoke as his fingers
moved across the chart map. “She’s using Union military codes but they will figure out someone has got into
the system through the back door sooner or later. We’ll do as much as we are able while we have that
advantage.”

Dorian looked at his brother. “What did you have in mind Andro?”

Andro stabbed his finger down on one spot. “Going through the Sat Feed Sa'roh was able to determine
where one Puma Bane Team is.” He spoke. “We’re going to introduce ourselves to them.”

Dantio nodded with a smile. “Nice.” He said.

Andro slid his finger across the chart map. “I’m hoping this will give them pause. And make them begin
to spread their forces out searching the surrounding terrain.” He said. “If they do... especially the Puma Bane
troops... it will make getting Robaran and the female elves out of that armory a whole lot easier.”

“You think they will remain there?” Cletus asked.

Andro nodded. “No point in moving them so soon after beginning their operation.” He said. “Lock them
up until this head Kavalian midaeus has a chance to interrogate them and then ship them offworld.”

“Or kill them once he has no need for them any longer.” Dorian stated softly.

Andro looked at his brother. “Yes. That is what we are going to try and prevent.” Andro touched the
edge of the chart and it shifted focus. “Elynth and I will take Dantio, Vari and eight of the Spartan company and
hit the Puma Bane camp. If the SAT feed is accurate, there is only sixteen of them there.” He shifted the chart
again and looked at Dorian. “Fervon... you and Ryner are going with Cletus, Haridl, Emios and four others
from the Spartan company. Have Emios and the squad set up a line of defense as close to this gate as possible
and then you use the shadows to sneak Haridl and yourself into the settlement. Try and get as much information
as you can. Ryner can fly cover for you over the settlement since he does not show up on sensors and the night
skies will be moonless tonight.”

Dorian nodded and looked at the map closely. He glanced at Haridl as if calculating some things in his
head and then turned back to Andro. “She is not as big as you fervon. I might be able to sneak us inside the
armory itself.”

Andro stared at him for a long moment and then nodded. “If it is possible then do it. If there is not a
chance of one hundred percent success... do not risk it Dorian. We’ll put them in more danger if you are caught
or a firefight breaks out. Once we hit the Puma Bane camp I’m sure they’ll send for help and draw attention
away from you and it may make it possible but do not force it. Those within the city will be on alert. This isn’t
training anymore fervon... we need to be smart. And mother and father will kill me if I let anything happen to
you.”

Dorian nodded his head taking his brother’s words as they were intended. Encouragement and common
sense. Androcles was right and even though Dorian could feel his Spartan blood surging through him at the
prospect of battle, he tempered it with his vampire blood and its cold and calculating sense. “I know. I have too
much I want to do in my life. Acting stupid and dying in the first months of this war, before discovering what I
want would be a waste. Besides... Ryner will be watching over me.”

Yes I will. Ryner’s voice echoed within Mindvoice and they all smiled.

“The rest of the company will be setting up defenses and digging in at our new home for the time
being.” Andro spoke. “Sa'roh has found a nice location on the southern continent and an advanced team is
already there with the KADENs. Once we depart Sa'roh will take the STRIKER and move to this point ten
kilometers north of the settlement. That’s our pick up.”

“Won’t their ships in orbit pick up our movements Milord?” Dantio asked. “Their sensors can surely
pick up lifeforms.”

“The advance team with the KADENs has already erected RP14 Sensor Maskers.” Andro told them.
“They are a new toy the folks at Dreamland thought up. The SCIMITAR got one of the first batches and Sa'sur
sent them down with the company.” He explained. “Essentially what they do is create a void in ground sensor
coverage. They can effectively hide us as long as we keep our power generation to a minimum.”



Haridl stepped closer. “How long... how long do we intend to stay Milord?”” She asked the question that
burned within all of them.

“As long as is necessary.” Androcles answered. “We cannot afford for the Kavalians to have a base this
close to Union space. We are damn lucky we found it before they were able to dig in. Now we have to take it
back.”

EARTH

LYCAVORIAN UNION MILITARY HQ

OVERALL DURCUNUSAAN COMMAND CENTER
500 METERS BENEATH MOUNT HAGIOS

He was, without a doubt, one of the five most well known male elves in the entire Union. A masterful
military mind who led Wood Elf rangers against High Coven troops for decades, surviving by superior skill and
wit. He was the father of the Star Colonel Anuk, the second most senior officer within the Union Medical Corp
behind Queen Anja and Princess Eliani, and wife and Anome to General Daniel Simpson. He was a man who
was sworn to the preservation of the Lycavorian Union and what it stood for. A man who was fanatically loyal
to the King as well as being considered a family member. He had been part of it since the beginning of it all so
long ago, fighting beside Martin and Daniel from the very start. As soon as he realized that Anuk and Daniel
were going to be living in Sparta with their Drow Mistress Nayeca, Vengal uprooted his wife and moved to
Sparta lock, stock and barrel. He and his wife had now become a permanent fixture within Sparta, his wife
owning and running a very successful fabrics shop in the Old District of the city. He was co-founder and
primary commander of the now legendary Spartan Royal Guard.

The Durcunusaan. The Wolves of the Blood.

He and Vistr had built them from scratch all those years ago, and with Vistr assuming overall command
of the entire Spartan Combined Ground Force in and around Apo Prime and Elear, command of the
Durcunusaan had fallen fully to him. Vengal could not have been happier with his life at this moment. His only
daughter was mated to a man Vengal loved like a son. The Drow woman who shared their lives he now
regarded as an adopted daughter. He had eight beautiful grandchildren from Anuk and Nayeca, and his life was
far removed from the time when Anuk was his only remaining daughter and he thought he had lost her. His two
living sons often returned to Earth with the ships they commanded, staying with their sister and the man they
both respected above all else. Vengal was devoted to his family and the Durcunusaan above all else. Their
training was sometimes brutal and humiliating, reminiscent of the times of the Ancient Agoge in Spartan lore,
but if you graduated Durcunusaan training you were accepted into the ranks of men and women who were
widely regarded as the finest trained and most lethal unit within the whole of the Union military. They were
regarded as such because it was their duty to guard the Royal family. To this end they received training from
across a broad spectrum of fields. The majority of Mjolnir’s Hand had been selected from the ranks of the
Durcunusaan, as had many of the thousand plus Bonded Pairs within the Union. And Vengal was their
commander.

His office within the base under Mount Hagios was spacious and comfortably furnished, but not lavishly
so. It was more homey than most since he had let his wife decorate for him. It was probably more inviting that
he would have decorated but that is why he adored his wife of three hundred plus years. She was his better half
in everything and he worshiped the ground she walked upon. Vengal had chosen each and every one of the
members of the Durcunusaan after extensive research of their personal files. While their numbers were not
publicly known, Vengal could field two complete divisions of fifty thousand men apiece if he needed to. They
were pilots and intelligence officers; technicians and engineers. He had it all within the ranks of the
Durcunusaan. Only one in one hundred were accepted to join the Durcunusaan. Vengal had relaxed over the
years to allow this sort of ratio from the one in one thousand he and Vistr had begun with. He got the best of the
best and once you were a member of the Durcunusaan, no matter where you went after that you were always a
member of the Durcunusaan.



Vengal rose from his chair as he read the daily reports and moved to the wet bar where he poured
himself a large glass of berry juice. The door to his office slid open without warning and he looked up. Only his
senior aide would dare burst into his office unannounced and Vengal knew it was him immediately by the
shimmering white hair that hung well past his shoulders. The Drow Colonel had been with him for the last ten
years, twice refusing a promotion and command of his own to remain as Vengal’s aide. His position afforded
him the most action he could hope for, as well as the most respect for his Drow family. He was one of the Drow
who had fully accepted Aihola’s reign as Queen long ago as well as her morals and values. His wife of
seventeen years was a ravishing blond haired former High Elf from Mountain City. A woman who was as
completely devoted to her Drow husband and the Drow values as he was devoted to her. He was also one of the
most cool headed men Vengal had ever met in his life. The only thing that got him excited was his wife and bad
news.

“Unless you are going to tell me your wife is pregnant once more Colonel Nufco of the Family Razah,
then something is wrong.” Vengal spoke quickly.

Nufco Razah looked at his general. “General... we have a problem.” He gasped out of breath.

The alarms in Vengal’s head began to sound loudly. “Speak.”

“We just received a coded transmission from Captain Sa'sur of the SCIMITAR.” He spoke quickly. “The
Kavalians have struck Solmar in force. Androcles fears they may be trying to establish a forward base. He sent
Sa'sur away to call for reinforcements. He remains on the planet with Dorian, the Spartan company and the
remaining members of Omega Team Sixty-Two.”

Vengal’s eyes grew wider with every word Nufco spoke. “Fuck me!” Vengal snarled as he moved to his
desk and slammed his hand down on the COM panel. “Officer of the Watch... initiate a full Durcunusaan
covert alert! I want the Ready Division on station in one hour! They are to move to their designated Pick Up
points and stand by!”

“Understood General!” The voice answered.

“And get me Admiral Ceneu! I don’t care where he is!” Vengal snapped turning back to Nufco. “Give
me more Nufco!”

Nufco moved to the ever present Star chart and plugged in the data pad he carried. “As you know the
Prince went to Solmar to retrieve the Omega Team. The Kavalians were already on the planet it seems. A
forward unit to begin taking down the colony network in advance of a larger force. Captain Sa'sur reported
upwards of forty ships entering the system with PROTOSS Troop ships spread among the task force. She
estimates at least a full division based on the number of troop ships.” Nufco looked at him. “Based on recent
information obtained from the High Coven General, we have determined this is how their operational tactics
will execute when they have chosen to take a planet. A small force to initiate the main landing.”

“And Andro is right in the middle of it!” Vengal hissed.

“He refused to leave with the SCIMITAR in order to ascertain if it would be feasible to get as many
civilians off the colony as possible.” Nufco told him. “According to Sa'sur’s report he said he would secure a
landing zone on the southern continent for the Spartan company and the remainder of the SCIMITAR s
STRIKER and KADEN compliment. They have the new sensor maskers General. If they can get established...
it’s very possible they could remain undetected for a time.”

“Undetected?” Vengal chortled. “Do you think Andro will remain undetected?”

Nufco looked at him. “No.” He answered. “Preliminary reports from Sa'sur indicate a large loss of
civilian life in order to shut down the colony in the way they have.”

“Fuck!” Vengal swore. “Find Jomann and Sheva Nufco! Get them here now! How many Shroud capable
ships do we have in orbit?”

“Including the Earth’s AUTUMN MOON Defense Contingent... thirty-seven.” Nufco answered
immediately.

“Contact Charles and let him know we need to use his AUTUMN MOONs.” Vengal spoke. “He won’t
blink when he realizes its Andro. He’s got a soft spot for the boy. Have the SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing spool up
and leave immediately to rendezvous with Sa'sur. This is a silent deployment! If the Netnews discovers Andro
is out there with his ass hanging in the wind there will be hell to pay! They’ll broadcast it all across the Union
and you can damn well bet the Kavalians have people monitoring our Netnews channels twenty-four seven.
They’ll converge on Solmar like the plaque!”



Nufco nodded. “Undoubtedly.” He said.

“How soon before we can deploy?” Vengal asked.

“We?” Nufco looked at him.

Vengal met his eyes. “There’s no way I’m staying behind on this! And weren’t you just complaining
you were bored?”

Nufco nodded his head with a grin. “I was, wasn’t I? The Durcunusaan Ready Division will be fully
prepped in under an hour. A full Silent Deployment from their staging areas will require more time sir. We can
load everyone out by late tomorrow morning if we hump it. That’s the earliest if we want to keep this under
wraps. Once the divisions are in orbit we can deploy at will.”

“Do it!” Vengal snapped. “And keep chatter on the secure channels to a minimum. Use Mindvoice if
they have too. This can’t leak out before we leave.”

Nufco nodded. “I will see to it.” He said. “Our Command Group?”

Vengal nodded. “Small Unit Op Nufco. Only what we need.”

“I will inform the rest of the team.” Nufco answered.

Vengal gripped his arm. “Contact Aihola. I want a contingent of her Drow Scouts with us Nufco. And
tell Charles that it’s time to show what this human division he has been touting can do. They’re going with us.”

Nufco looked at him. “The 82" is a Cataphract Armor Orbital Drop Division General. A mix of Heavy
Infantry and specialized units. Is that what we need?”

“Do you think Andro is going to leave civilians on that planet if there is a way to get them off?”” Vengal
asked.

“No... no sir.” Nufco said.

Vengal nodded. “Better to have the power than not. They will compliment the Ready Division. I have a
feeling this is not going to be a simple swing by and evacuate the civilians. Nothing is ever simple with Andro
or his father.”

“This is true.” Nufco said.

“Make it happen Nufco.” Vengal ordered.

Nufco nodded. “As you order General.”

CHAPTER THREE

ULU REAPER

VANGUARD MK III INTERDICTION-CLASS CRUISER

DETACHED DUTY FROM ARCHDEMON STRIKE WING

FEBRUARY 3RD, 2575, 2226 HRS, EARTH STANDARD TIME (EST)

ENROUTE TO EARTH WITH PRINCESS LISISA AND PRELIMINARY ROTHRYN DIPLOMATIC
CONTINGENT

The last few weeks had raced past like a whirlwind in Sehri’s mind.

From the moment they had discovered the results of the tests from the DNA samples provided to them
by Denali Leonidas it had been a whirlwind. When the results were confirmed everything became second fiddle
to meeting and talking with Androcles Leonidas or his father. Since they now knew his father was not available,
they would be meeting with Androcles and this knowledge made Sehri weak kneed and very anxious.

Denali Leonidas and Androcles had been true to their word just as Sehri knew deep down they would
be. The Science Lab on the ARCHDEMON was made available to them two days after Androcles had talked to
her father and their own scientists were allowed to test the DNA samples with the ship’s senior physician
present. The results had been both conclusive and quite staggering in nature. Both brothers had over three
thousand alleles that matched with the sample of the Rothryn people and nearly two thousand alleles that
matched to the sample of the Ancient Ones they had recovered many hundreds of years ago. Given that result,
twelve different men and women from the crew were also tested and the results were similar in every way. It
could only mean one thing and that was that the Rothryn people and the Lycavorian people were without a



doubt genetically related to one another. More than likely, the Rothryn scientists that had tested the samples
believed that the Rothryn people were formerly Lycavorians who had their DNA altered in some way in order
to be able to survive on their original homeworld. This was no doubt connected to the Ancient Ones they now
knew as Pralors and the DNA match that the brothers had to them. This had come as a great surprise and
revelation to her father Dyack and Sehri had witnessed with great joy as Dyack fully embraced the Prophecy
more than at any other time in his life. Dyack had immediately thrown himself into helping Denali and Coren
Re Mydala, honoring his word.

Sehri didn’t know exactly how that was progressing for they had begun planning for this trip within days
of discovering the results. Her father decided to send her mother and her sisters, as well as her older brother
Kelelm. Accompanying them was Harira, who her father had met and liked immediately. She would represent
those Shaman Master’s of the Circle who believed deeply in the prophecy. They had a small group of her
brother’s personal contingent of soldiers, all of whom had seen some form of combat and another slightly larger
group of scientists and doctors, including those who had confirmed the results initially. Sehri agreed to come
without hesitation when asked by her father. Dyack seemed to sense her innate desire and need to come on the
mission though he didn’t truly understand and since she was also a member of the Circle, it was a two fold
benefit for him. Sehri was a dedicated believer in the Prophecy and the Circle of Shamans, but she was also his
daughter and she reported everything to him no matter what it was.

The crew of REAPER had treated them as guests and longtime friends from the moment they came
aboard. Word had spread among the crew that the Rothryn and Lycavorian people were descended from the
same genes and ancestors, so it was almost as if they were long lost Lycavorians themselves. In truth, the only
thing that really separated them was their inability to shift to wolf form. The Rothryn people had similar genetic
structures which granted them the enhanced sense of smell and other senses as well as the incredible healing
factor so common to Lycavorians. While they weren’t allowed into the sensitive areas of the ship, Lisisa
Leonidas had granted them access to just about everything else. Denali had asked her to escort them back to
Earth to meet with their brother because she was a woman and Aleatia was Dyack’s wife and his representative.
Lisisa had agreed reluctantly Sehri knew for she had wanted to remain with Denali and Arduri, but she was
extremely pleasant and open to all of them. Lisisa knew Denali thought he was making them more comfortable
by having her on board and Lisisa could not be angry with her husband and mate for trying to do the right thing.
Lisisa also knew she would rejoin them soon enough and their reunion would be very sweet.

Sehri sat in the large Mess Lounge of the REAPER sipping the mug of fruit juice while her mother and
sisters chatted away with Kelelm. There were perhaps two dozen other members of the crew in the lounge, as it
was becoming dinner time and the lounge was filling up. Sehri was aware of the many looks of interest she was
receiving from the Lycavorian men in the mess lounge. The Rothryn did not have the ability to shift their forms,
but their bodies retained the scents and auras of their Lycavorian brothers and sisters as well as many of the
genetic changes that Lycavorians experienced. Sehri was only twenty-one years old, and she was just beginning
to experience her Coming of Age Fever, albeit on a much smaller scale. This scent was very detectable by every
unmated male on the ship though she did not truly understand it or the looks she was receiving. Sehri didn’t
know that her aura was radiating a simple message to the males around her and that message was that she was
not willing or interested in being approached. She was trying to act indifferent towards them for reasons which
were her own and this translated in the small aura she was able to project to leave her alone.

Since coming on board Sehri had immersed herself in the computer libraries available to her. She
wanted to learn about the history of the Lycavorian people. What they had experienced as a people. While her
sisters Osbela and Ibani were delightfully spending their time in the gym and watching the Lycavorian males
train and flex their muscles, Sehri was more interested in discovering what drove them. And learning about
those who she had seen within her mind and whom she felt even now within her. She wanted to know about
them for the emotions and feelings were growing stronger by the hour as they drew closer. She could feel their
minds within her own though they were guarded by Mindvoice shields of staggering power. Shields unlike any
she had ever experienced even from the oldest of the Shaman Masters on the Circle. They called it
Mindvoicing... and every Lycavorian, vampire and many elves were capable of using this skill naturally Sehri
had learned. The level of their power and abilities related directly to the purity of their blood and the schooling
they received. Sehri had told no one, but having them within her mind even shielded was augmenting her own
abilities in many ways. Her control had grown three fold since she began to feel them within her mind and the



last two days she had discovered she was able to move small objects within a simple thought or motion of her
hand. It was disconcerting but it also made her feel powerful and confident. She could almost feel her Etheric
power increasing within her, coursing through her body and awakening things she had never been able to do
before.

“Sehri?” Her mother’s voice broke into her own thoughts and Sehri looked up at her. “Are you well?”
Her mother’s question caused Harira to turn and gaze at her from her spot at the table.

Sehri smiled at her. “I’m fine mother.” She spoke.

“You seem distant.” Aleatia asked.

“Sehri has spent all this time immersed in her computer files mother.” Ibani said with a small laugh.
“She has not enjoyed herself at all on this trip.”

Sehri looked at her sister with some distain. “I prefer my computer files to the massive amounts of
testosterone alive in that gym you go to.” She said.

Osbela laughed. “But it is some very handsome testosterone!”” She exclaimed. “I guess that’s not
something that interests you. Don’t worry sister... I’'m sure that Prince Androcles has many friends that prefer
bookworms.” She said and Ibani joined with her laughter. “I will be sure to introduce you to some when I am
within his arms.”

“You?” Ibani exclaimed. “That will be me!”

Sehri looked at her sisters and shook her head. Osbela and Ibani were sluts in her eyes. All they cared
about was finding the most attractive man they could and enticing them into their beds. They did not care for
history or knowledge of the past or future. And they were clueless when it came to the real world.

“Sehri?” Aleatia asked her softly.

“I am fine mother.” Sehri answered. “Really.”

“Have you found anything interesting in their computer files sister?”” Kelelm asked her with genuine
curiosity.

Sehri looked at him and nodded her head with a smile to him. Kelelm had always treated her different.
He was very protective of all his sisters but he sensed there was something about Sehri that made her different.
He had always encouraged her to follow her heart and not listen to others.

“Their history is both diverse and intriguing.” Sehri replied as she perked up. “It is filled with pain and
suffering but also happiness and growth. I have been reading about their King and his background most
recently. His life is incredible... both before he discovered his true history and after.”

“Do the history files give you any insight to this Androcles who we will be meeting?”” Aleatia asked.
“We should concentrate on him since he is the one we will be meeting. I would imagine his father has complete
trust in him?”

“There is very little background on Androcles outside of his military file mother.” Sehri told her. “He is
a very private person and...”

Osbela chuckled now. “Sehri... you speak as if you know him so well.” She spoke in a sarcastic tone.
“He is a Prince and a man... what more is there to know?”

“A delicious man.” Ibani added.

Sehri looked at her sister and was about to retort when Kelelm’s hand touched her wrist. /Ignore her
Sehri.] He spoke warmly within Mindvoice. [You know as well as I that Osbela and Ibani have never truly
understood the intricacies of Mindvoice. Nor do they have your skill and knowledge with this ability. You are
different from them sister... ignore their remarks and be yourself.]

Sehri looked at her brother and covered his hand with hers and smiled at him again. She turned back to
her mother. “He is widely regarded among the military establishment as a brilliant tactician. Superior to all but
his father and a few with senior Union officers. He and his father are responsible for planning most of the final
battles during their war with the species they call Evolli. He is considered by many to be one of the foremost
warriors among their people behind only his father and several others.” Sehri told her. “He was decorated with
the Union’s highest award during their war with this species called the Evolli when he was only twenty-two.
This species gave him a nickname during their war... Soul Slayer.”

“Soul Slayer?” Harira spoke now. “Why give him such a name?”



Sehri looked at her now. “Androcles and his dragon Elynth are believed to have killed more Evolli in
combat that any others, including his father. He has been working diligently to come out from under his father’s
shadow and he is succeeding.”

“How do you know that Sehri?” Kelelm asked. “That can’t be in his military file.”

Sehri shrugged her slim shoulders as her sisters chuckled to themselves smugly. “I just do.” She
answered him.

Aleatia leaned forward at the table. “Does his military file give any insight to his political leanings
Sehri? That is what I am most interested in.”

Sehri shook her head. “Aside from a comment by an Admiral Wallace that he is known as a true Spartan
of old... no mother. I believe how he is dealing with the Vanari is our best indicator there.”

“He has told the Vanari... rather bluntly if the reaction from Regent Ardan is any indicator... he will not
deal with them if they do not change their views of Lycavorians as a whole.” Kelelm said. “And we know how
the Vanari treat those Lycavorians from the Protectorate. Something that won’t matter once the merger is
complete.”

Aleatia nodded in agreement with her oldest son. “The members of the Protectorate are extremely
limited in their interaction with the Vanari people.” She said. “Many are not allowed to leave their embassy
grounds without escort.” She turned to Harira. “Shaman Master Harira... is there anything you can share?”

Harira shook her head quickly. “The Circle has tried for decades to learn more of the Protectorate Lady
Aleatia. Our own government’s distance from them has made that... it has made it increasingly difficult.”

Aleatia nodded. “Yes. When we should have been embracing them we were pushing them away because
we did not understand them. That is why I am very glad you are here. Your insight will be invaluable.”

Harira nodded her head in respect at Aleatia’s words. Praetor Dyack’s wife was well respected within
the Circle for her common sense and ability to see outside the box. She was also considered a strong and loyal
supporter of the Circle of Shamans. “I don’t think we would have discovered what we have with the recent
DNA tests... but we would have been much further along in discovering the history and relation we have with
Lycavorians as a whole.”

“You don’t think DNA tests with members of the Protectorate would have produced the same results
Harira?” Aleatia asked.

“The same genetic results that show the commonality between our people yes...” Harira answered. “Not
the Etheric connection with the Ancient Ones. That connection seems to reside only within those from the
Union. Granted it is possible since we have never actually done tests with individuals from the Protectorate.
What we know of their history does make it very possible.”

Aleatia looked at Sehri. “And this Androcles is among the most powerful users of Etheric power Sehri?”

Sehri nodded. “Without question. You have... we have all seen some of what he can do mother. He is...
he is very special. He...”

“He’s very yummy!” Osbela stated quickly. “I can’t wait to be wrapped around his body.”

“Not you sister...” Ibani stated. “Me.”

Sehri felt the surge of anger within her and she bolted to her feet quickly, her blue eyes flashing in
anger. “You know nothing!” She snapped softly keeping her voice low enough so that it did not carry. “Your
scents will no more entice him than a Gotri Bark Worm! You don’t understand him! You will never understand
him!”

“And you do Sehri?” Osbela snapped back. “You... who have never known the pleasures of a man and
will never know them? You wouldn’t know the first thing to do with a real one? We’ll see who gets him Sehri.”

Sehri laughed at her sister. “Get him?” She asked. “You’ll never get him Osbela. Not unless you are
more powerful than his Anome Sadi. Or his SirsanGai Ne'Veha. His Drow Mistress Lu'ria or his Enylarcopri
Carisia! You have no idea what you... what we are walking into. And you certainly will never know Androcles
in that way!”

Osbela smiled at her sister. “We shall see Sehri. We shall see whose scent is on him when all is said and
done. At least I know enough not to kick a man who is interested in me in the balls. Unlike you.”

“Osbela! Enough!” Aleatia snarled.

Sehri trembled in anger as she stood there and she lifted her right hand, the light blue swirl of Etheric
power beginning to take substance. It was Harira who saw it first and she rose to her feet. “Sehri!” She snapped.



Her voice snapped Sehri out of her anger and the swirl of Etheric power vanished just as quickly as it
had come. Sehri hissed in anger and turned suddenly, leaving those of her family behind as she exited the mess
lounge.

“Sehri!” Aleatia came to her feet and glared at her other daughters before moving after her youngest.

The VANGUARD MK III INTERDICTION cruisers were built with both elevator lifts and sloped
stairwells to better accommodate the dragons that they could carry. Sehri had memorized quite a bit of the ship
in the three days they had been aboard and as she held back the tears that threatened to pour from her eyes she
found herself making her way down the port stairwell. The downward incline didn’t faze her as she proceeded
down three decks from the mess lounge and suddenly found herself in an area of the ship she had never been to
before. She could hear quite a bit of activity and she followed the sounds until she came to the open metal
walkway that stretched across the expanse of the huge landing bay of the REAPER. Slowly Sehri made her way
out onto the walkway, her blue eyes wide as she took in the ground crews below her moving several Union
fighters around and others working on different ships. Her eyes lifted when she heard the trumpet and they grew
a little wider when she saw the massive form of Lisisa Leonidas’s dragon Jeth. He was reared up on his hind
quarters, his huge wings extended fully to the sides as the tiny form of the Princess held a high pressure water
hose and was spraying his black with bluish tinted scales. Jeth seemed to be enjoying it immensely. They were
in a large pen area set to the side of the landing bay nearest to where the three STRIKER DTs were parked close
together. Sehri stepped up to the railing of the walkway and simply watched as Lisisa moved that hose back and
forth, spraying every exposed portion of the dragon’s scales.

“Sehri?” Her mother’s voice came to her and she turned her head quickly as Aleatia moved up beside
her.

Sehri exhaled heavily. “I’m sorry mother. I...”

Aleatia shook her head immediately and took her youngest daughter into her arms. “You have nothing to
apologize for.” She stated softly. She took Sehri’s face in her warm hands and leaned over to nuzzle her
daughter’s cheek. “It is affecting you more than you realized isn’t it?”” She asked.

Sehri nodded. “The closer we get... the closer we get the stronger it becomes.” She told her softly.

“Can you not block it?” Aleatia asked. “I have spoken at length with Harira... and she tells me you are
stronger within Mindvoice than many of the older Shaman Masters.”

“I’m trying mother.” Sehri answered. “It is so strong though, especially when they are together. Even
alone his aura is overwhelming... and it... it calls to me so momma.” She looked at her mother. “All of them
do. It feels so wonderful but...”

“But what?” Aleatia asked her as she stroked her jaw line like she had done when Sehri was a child.
Even now it still had the affect of calming and soothing her and this pleased Aleatia to no end.

“I have never... | have never felt such raw, unbridled power mother.” Sehri told her. “They... they keep
it in check by force of will alone... but just being able to feel it is so very disconcerting to me.”

“It frightens you?” Aleatia asked.

Sehri nodded. “Yes.”

“We both saw what he did Sehri.” Aleatia said. “How could we not be frightened? The Etheric Academy
has always kept tight control on those like you and the other Shamans. That is why the Circle broke away and
remains in hiding. If the Academy knew you existed they would take you away from us.”

Sehri nodded. “I know.” She answered. She turned and looked down at where Lisisa was now stroking
Jeth’s scales with a brush of some sort. “The power within him... within all of them... even her.” She motioned
to Lisisa. “They wield it so casually and...”

Aleatia brought her face back around and looked at her daughter. “Tell others that if you like Sehri...
but I am your mother.” She spoke. “His resonance is battering your shields and you are having a difficult time
suppressing your fever aren’t you?”

Sehri didn’t speak for a moment but she had never kept anything from her mother before and she was
not going to start now. She gripped her mother’s arms and nodded slowly looking up into her face. “His aura is



like... it is like a burning sun within Mindvoice mother. We are... we are Rothryn! Why does it affect me so? It
shouldn’t!”

“Why shouldn’t it?” Aleatia said. “As we have discovered there is very little difference between our
peoples. We are essentially Lycavorian without the ability to shift. We have the same senses, the same healing
ability, but we have always suppressed the baser instincts within us. Those within the Union have not. It is not
wrong that you desire him Sehri.”

“It’s not just him mother!” Sehri declared. “It’s all of them! Sadi and Ne'Veha most of all!”

Aleatia looked at her for a long moment. “They are affecting you as well?”” She asked finally, more than
a little surprised to say the least. Same sex relationships, while not against Rothryn law, were frowned upon
immensely because no children would result from such a pairing.

Sehri nodded her head. “I can... I can almost feel the beats of their hearts within me. My focus and
clarity within Mindvoice is growing stronger by the hour. It’s them! As we draw closer I can feel them more
and more. It makes... it makes me shudder in want.”

“And these feelings... they are making you doubt your decision to become a Shaman aren’t they?”
Aleatia said.

“It is making me doubt everything.” Sehri said in reply. “I... it’s almost as if I don’t know who I am
anymore.”

“This is a restricted area! Don’t move!” The male voice spoke forcefully and they both whirled around
to see the pair of security officers staring at them, their weapons out but not pointed at them.

Aleatia pulled Sehri close to her. “Forgive us!” She stammered. “We did not... we did not know where
we were!”

The guard who had spoken sniffed the air gently, his eyes never leaving Sehri. Aleatia took note of this
and drew her daughter closer. “This area is restricted to crewmembers of this ship.” He spoke gruffly. “How did
you get here?”

Sehri looked at the man and could see that he was reacting to her fever. His eyes grew narrow and his
breathing became shallow as he moved closer. Her hands tightened on her mother’s arms as he stopped only a
few feet from her.

“I was... I was upset and did not pay attention to where I was going.” Sehri stammered suddenly feeling
very worried.

“Please...” Aleatia spoke. “We will leave. We...”

The man stared at Sehri for a long period of time saying nothing. His dark eyes appeared as if they were
looking through her and into her soul. Sehri could easily feel his Mindvoice resonance and she quickly
determined that he was a member of the Lycavorian Durcunusaan. She hesitated for a second and then spoke.

“You... you are Durcunusaan?” She asked softly.

The man looked at her then and straightened his stance. “You are... you are within your Coming of Age
fever little one.” He spoke matter-of-factly.

Sehri glanced at her mother quickly and Aleatia’s eyes were filled with worry. Sehri turned back to the
man and slowly nodded her head. “Yes.” She answered him.

The light blue eyed Durcunusaan Commander quickly put his sidearm away and the second man
followed suit instantly. Aleatia breathed a small sigh of relief at this but her heart still raced with worry. They
were alone and without any of Kelelm’s men to watch over them. Aleatia didn’t know what would happen but
she had heard of how Lycavorian men could react around a female who was within her fever. It was one of the
first things she had read about when they came on board because she knew Sehri was within her Coming of
Age. They were Rothryn yes... but they were also Lycavorian and Aleatia didn’t doubt the males on this ship
would smell her fever if she stopped suppressing it.

“You are suppressing it well little one...” The man spoke. “But it is getting stronger isn’t it?”

Sehri looked at him surprised and somewhat embarrassed. “How... how do you...”

The man lifted his eyes to Aleatia. “I am Commander Eotharon. Second in command of Princess
Lisisa’s Durcunusaan detail Lady Aleatia. My... my youngest daughter is working through her fever even now.
And you should not be ashamed of this in the least little one.” Eotharon told her looking directly at Sehri.
Aleatia felt the worry begin to slip away quickly as the man moved closer to them and she watched as he looked
at Sehri closely. “I have read all the reports on your people.” He spoke turning back to Aleatia. “You may be



called Rothryn... but you have Lycavorian blood surging through your veins and that makes you Lycavorian
whether you can shift your forms or not.” He turned back to Sehri. “You are projecting indifference with your
aura little one. That is good. Many of our females are not strong enough within Mindvoice to do this at your age
and it will keep the more determined fools at bay.” He removed a data pad from his utility belt and typed on it
for a few moments. He held it out to Sehri. “A recipe for tea that my mate devised for our daughters. It does not
suppress the fever, but it adds a very distinct flavor to your scent for a few days that will cause the males of our
species to shy away from you. Those who are only interested in a casual encounter that is. It does not sit well
with their nose.”

Sehri looked at Eotharon as she reached out and took the pad. “It makes them stay away from me?”” She
asked in surprise.

Eotharon nodded. “Only those who are attracted by your fever and wish to be with you because your
scent is so sweet now.” He said. “Those with any sense will take note that your aura calls for only one and they
will know it is not them. You should not suppress what you are young lady. You do yourself a disservice by
such actions. Be proud of who and what you are. And you need not worry about what our males will do... all of
them are taught from birth to honor and respect all women. Especially those who could without difficulty
squash them within Mindvoice.”

“You... you can feel me within Mindvoice?”” Sehri asked.

Eotharon smiled warmly. “Quite easily Little One. Your resonance is nearly as powerful as Princess
Lisisa there... albeit somewhat unfocused at the moment because of what you are experiencing. You would be
considered a very high level Tier Six Etheric user by the way we now measure our people... and you are still
growing it seems.” He spoke as he stepped even closer to Sehri. “You have been touched by someone of
immense power within Mindvoice. Someone who is bound to a dragon. A touch you accepted. I can feel the
echo of them... of him within you. He is an Alpha wolf of great ability.” His blue eyes shimmered as they
looked at her. “There are very few within Union space that have the raw power I sense within his echo. Two to
be exact. Interesting.” He lifted his head and backed away from her. “Your mother would be a Tier Five Etheric
user without question. It is good to see our Lycavorian brothers who call themselves Rothryn have nurtured this
skill.”

“You said my scent?” Sehri said softly. She looked at him. “What... what do I smell like?”

Eotharon shook his head quickly at her. “It would be inappropriate for me to answer that question Little
One. Only the man who you decide to take as your husband and mate would dare speak of your scent publicly.
It is a great insult within the Union. It is done between the males yes... but never in your presence and never so
others can overhear.” He answered her quickly. “My mate and daughter accompanied me on this trip because
we did not know how long we would be gone. My daughter spends most of her time in the engineering section.
She has a taste for engines. Her name is Remali if you wish to seek her out and perhaps some spend time with
someone who knows what you are going through.”

Aleatia looked at him. “How long have you been mated Commander?” She asked with interest.

Eotharon smiled. “Nine hundred years, eleven months and six days Lady Aleatia. The very best years of
my life.” He answered proudly. “We have six strong children and my beloved wife and mate carries our
seventh.”

Aleatia smiled. “Congratulations Commander.” She said warmly.

Eotharon bowed his head to her. “We will leave you to your privacy. If anyone asks, you have my
permission to be here. The smell of the fuel and such keeps most casual observers away from this area. I will
make adjustments to your access for the remainder of the trip when I return to my office and I will insure no
males approach you.”

Sehri blinked. “But... I thought it was natural for males to act in the way they do?” She asked.

Eotharon nodded. “It is... but not with you. Be yourself Little One and you will see.” He answered.

“Why?” Aleatia asked him.

Eotharon looked at her and smiled. “Ask your daughter Lady Aleatia.” He said.

“Thank you Commander.” Sehri spoke.

Eotharon nodded his head. “Un coi aur hador. Dalas atle forn cabret Little One. Quvor maeve gur vada
leoda arvel tur bacj.” (It is my honor. Find what you seek little one. Only then will the fever truly be gone.)

Sehri stared at him for a long moment and then nodded her head. “Pen gur.” She spoke. (I will)



Eotharon smiled and then turned with the other Durcunusaan soldier and they exited the metal walkway
the way they had come. Sehri looked at her mother and smiled. Aleatia hugged her tightly.

“Come... let’s get back to our quarters and you can give this recipe a try.” Aleatia said.

Eotharon touched the arm of his junior officer as they moved back down the corridor. “Put the word out
among the ship discretely Kokun. Sehri is not to be approached by any male. Not if they value their nor.”

“What did you sense Commander.” The younger man asked. “She does smell very good sir. It will not
make the men happy.”

Eotharon looked at him and smiled. “There are two Alphas with the power to reach the Beta Quadrant
and touch her as she has been touched within Mindvoice. Only one is close to her age and the King would never
seek a female so young. It is a touch that she accepted and even now holds onto tightly.”

Kokun’s eyes grew a little wider. “Prince Androcles?”” He gasped.

Eotharon nodded his head. “I could feel Princess Sadi and Ne'Veha on her as well. They seem to be
more focused than either Princess Lu'ria or Princess Carisia. They must have been closest to him when he
touched her. It is why I told her to be herself and allow others to sense the fever. What male in their right mind
would approach her if they detected Prince Andro within her Mindvoice essence?”’

Kokun nodded. “Only those with a death wish.” He said. “I see your point commander. I will pass the
word this night.”

Eotharon pounded his on the back as they walked. “Inform the rest of the detail to keep their eyes on her
as well. Just in case.”

FEBRUARY 4™ 2575, 0430 HRS EST

“...miss you Lisi.” Denali spoke from within the holographic communication. “I’m kicking myself for
having you go with them.”

Lisisa was inside the secure COM center, the REAPER equipped with the newest and most advanced
Quantum based Holo Communications Projectors. Similar to what was standard on all of the ARIZONA-Class
warships and the SCIMITAR. The images were not as clear as they could be because of the distance involved,
but unknown to all but a few, the new QHCP arrays allowed for direct communication over distances previously
thought impossible. The Quantum based technology sent the signals through mini worm holes formed and
detectable only with special sensors. These sensors were equipped only on a handful of ships at the moment as
Ben and the others at Dreamland worked out the details of mass production and installation within the
thousands of Union warships. Only the Block One and Block Two ARIZONA-Class Ships, the new
VANGUARD MK III INTERDICTION Cruisers and the newer MOONLANCER-B-Class Battle Cruisers were
equipped with the QHCP. Outside of those ships, only the LEONIDAS I1As assigned to the Royal Family were
equipped with them. Namely the ARCHDEMON and the REAPER.

Lisisa Leonidas smiled at Deni’s words for she could feel the emotion in them. Lisisa knew how Denali
felt for her as his wife and mate and how she felt for him. They would never be the same without each other,
especially with Arduri now sharing their lives and their future. Something that both of them relished.

“You have Duri to sate your desires Denali.” Lisisa sent the jab at him.

Denali rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean.” He hissed. “And Arduri isn’t too happy with me that I
sent you away either.”

Lisisa smiled at his image. “I miss you both terribly. We... we have never been this far apart from each
other you know.” She said.

Deni nodded. “And we won’t ever be again once you return.” He stated confidently. “Lisisa I want...”

“This was the right decision Deni and you know it.” Lisisa said. “Having me here with the Rothryn
Delegation will speed their transition once we get to Earth and get them to see Andro that much more quickly. I
know that my love. I figure at least three days of suitable body worshiping of me and Arduri when I return
should make up for it.”

“Say a week and you have a deal.” Denali told her and Lisisa laughed.



“I’ll hold you to that.” She exclaimed with delight. Just seeing his face and hearing his voice was
enough for now to chase away the loneliness she felt. Something he had been able to do from their very first
moment together. Their love making the last few weeks had been incredibly intense and passionate. Denali
almost never seemed to tire of her or Arduri for that matter. She had a sense of why this was and it filled her
with even more love for the much younger man who was now her husband and mate. There had been times at
the very beginning of their relationship when Lisisa fought within her mind at what they were doing. They were
related and he was so much younger than her. Nearly five hundred years younger. Lisisa was no stranger to
men, but Denali could do to her what no man ever could. His aura was so powerful and controlled he could
make the wolf blood within her quiver with a simple caress of his aura on her. No Lycavorian who she had
bedded since returning from Lycavore had ever been able to elicit those kinds of emotions and feelings. Denali
didn’t just make love to her, her possessed her very being. And it certainly helped that his body could have been
chiseled from granite and he was incredibly gifted within the cock department, not to mention that he tasted
delicious.

It took several days for Lisisa to realize that Denali, like Andro, had been imprinted with the memories
of their father and mother. Though he outwardly did not show it very often and it was not as profound an
imprint on him as it was on Andro, Denali was far wiser and intelligent than he let on. When Lisisa finally
allowed herself to recognize all of these things about the man who had so swept her up into his embrace, that
was when the true blissful pleasure and feelings of devotion came rippling forth. She had not looked back since.

“Where is Duri?” She asked finally.

“She is with Coren and Caliria at her apartment finalizing the details of Dyack’s plan with him.” Denali
answered. “Hopefully it will be sufficient to bring about the results we want for when Andro arrives. You
should be almost to Earth yes?”

Lisisa nodded. “We made our last HMFC jump seven hours ago. We’ll be crossing the border into
Union space in forty minutes or so. Once there we can use the Gates and be to Earth by morning.”

“Lisisa... make sure to remind Andro to bring Zarah and Lucia with him when he comes.” Denali said.
“Having to listen to Dutkne bellyache much more will send me into a fit of anger.”

Lisisa laughed. “He’s gotten worse I know.” She said.

“He never stops asking me questions about them.” Deni told her. “What do they like to eat? To drink?
Their favorite flower? Argh... it drives me insane!”

“Deni... he knows what...” Lisisa began to ask.

Denali nodded. “Yes. He doesn’t care. He told me he would wait for thousands of years until she was
ready. And he would remain at her side regardless if she did not.”

Lisisa was impressed. “He is... he is that taken with them?”

Denali nodded. “He said he felt it long before he ever came here but he could never explain it. Then
seeing them together on Earth, what they could do together as they were searching for Janae? It is more than
just being taken with them Lisi... in his own way it is what I feel for you and now Arduri. What Andro feels for
Sadi and the others? It is powerful and will never go away.”

Lisisa nodded. “Good.” She said softly. “Perhaps seeing this will allow our sister to be able to one day
have what she so desires.”

Deni nodded “Avoi.” He said.

Lisisa’s head lifted as a voice intruded upon their communication. “Princess Lisisa please report to the
bridge immediately! Princess Lisisa to the bridge immediately!” The internal ship COM sang out.

“Deni... I must go my love.” Lisisa said getting to her feet.

“Contact me from Dragon Mountain after you are settled.” He told her. “The QHCP emitters there will
make our connection much clearer.”

“I love you Denali Leonidas my husband and mate.” Lisisa told him.

Deni smiled. “And I love you Lisisa Leonidas... my beautiful wife and mate.”

“I will see you soon.” Lisisa said before reaching down to the holographic table and touching the solid
panel. The QHCP communication ended then and she was within the much smaller room on the REAPER. She
turned quickly and headed for the bridge.




Lisisa strode onto the bridge confidently and watched the REAPER’S Captain rise from his command
chair. The door to the opposite side of the bridge also opened and she watched as Aleatia, Harira, Kelelm and
Sehri entered with two Durcunusaan officers. She glanced at them for a brief moment and then looked at the
Elven Captain of the REAPER.

“Lunerr?” She asked as she came up next to him.

“I sent for them Princess.” He said as the Durcunusaan brought them up to where they stood.

“Why?” Lisisa asked.

“Their presence among us might affect your decision.” Lunerr told her.

“My decision on what?” Lisisa asked.

Lunerr motioned with his hand. “You should probably see this.” He spoke as he led all of them over the
plot table and touched several portions of the holographic control panel. “I tapped into the SUCOM arrays when
we arrived back in the Alpha Quadrant. This came over the secure Durcunusaan channel seven and a half hours
ago. I just discovered it.”

Lisisa watched as Sa'sur’s face appeared.

“...ULU SCIMITAR. I am declaring a Crimson Storm Protocol Two Five. Prince Androcles
Leonidas is groundside on the Bontawillian Colony of Solmar with Prince Dorian. Kavalian ground and air
forces are now in control of the planet. I am ordering an immediate deployment of the SCIMITAR’s Strike
Wing to my current location. This is a Level Nine Command Authority deployment. I am ordering activation
of the primary Durcunusaan Ready Division and preparation of Union forces for immediate covert
deployment to the region. Verify confirmation of deployment on this channel.”

“Captain Sa'sur this is Durcunusaan command.” The male voice broke in. “Confirm with Command
Codes your last.”

“SCIMITAR, Gamma Alpha One four seven nine.” Sa'sur answered.

“Codes confirmed Captain.” The voice answered. “Initiating activation per your orders! Your
status?”

“SCIMITAR has withdrawn at Androcles’s order to Bontawillian space. Coordinates seven three nine
one two point six. Primary mission went to sibfla nine hours in. Unknown at this time mission status.
Kavalian forces have occupied all settlements on Solmar and taken down the main power grid. Confirmed
thirty-seven Kavalian ships entering the system as we departed. Spartan company has been deployed with our
remaining STRIKERs and KADENSs to Andro’s position on the surface. They appear to be attempting to set
up a forward staging area. Large number of Kavalian ground forces were entering system as we departed
and they will be landing by now. I estimate two divisions at least by the number of DAGGER-Class Troop
ships. Are you getting this?”

“Affirmative Captain Sa'sur.” The voice answered. “Priority alert has already gone out to General
Vengal and the DRF. He received your preliminary alert three hours ago and the deployment has already
begun.”

“This cannot hit the open airwaves!” Sa'sur spoke. “If the Kavalians find out Andro is on the surface
they will commit everything to taking him out! I need the Durcunusaan Ready Force moving within hours.
Covert deployment. General Vengal will know the drill.”

Lunerr looked at Lisisa. “By now the DRF will have begun moving to their staging areas on Earth for
deployment Princess. And whatever other assets the General believes he can get off the planet without alerting
the Netnews to an unscheduled deployment.”

“Sa'sur’s position is just inside the Bontawillian border.” Lisisa stated looking at the star chart. “How
soon before the additional forces reach her location?”

“It is 2200 hours on Earth now. If they are able to begin moving by morning... thirty-six hours.” He
answered. “Then another twelve back to Solmar. There are no Gates they can use to get them there faster and
only the SCIMITAR’s Strike Wing has HMFC engines.”

“Nubou!” Lisisa swore turning away for a moment as her mind shuffled through dozens of scenarios.



“Princess... we are only nine hours from Solmar.” Lunerr told her watching Lisisa turn to look at him.
“We have three hundred Spartans we can put groundside along with yourself and Jeth. That would be four
hundred and fifty Spartans and three dragons.” He looked at where Aleatia and the others stood. “There is a
slight problem however.”

Kelelm knew immediately what he meant and he looked at his mother who still appeared somewhat
confused at what was happening. “Us.” He told her.

“Us?” Aleatia asked.

“You are a Political Delegation Lady Aleatia.” Lunerr told her. “The Lycavorian Union Chapter
specifically states that endangering the welfare of a Political Delegation is punishable with severe
consequences.”

Sehri looked at her. “Mother... we have to help!” She declared.

Harira stepped forward. “That would not be advisable.” She stated. “With the exception of Kelelm and
his detachment, none of us have seen combat. Even if we remained on this ship we would still be in danger.”

“The Kavalians would never be able to detect us with our Shrouds.” Lunerr spoke. “We could remain at
a safe distance from the planet itself and simply act as a relay Princess.”

Harira looked at Lunerr. “That woman said there were upwards of two divisions on the planet. I am not
completely unknowledgeable in military affairs Captain. What is the number of a... what do you call them...
Kavalians. How many in one of their divisions?”

Lunerr shrugged. “Between twenty and thirty thousand depending on composition of the division.” He
replied.

Harira’s eyes grew wide. “Thirty thousand!” She gasped. “Against four hundred? That is suicide!”

“Actually it would be closer to sixty thousand if there are two divisions.” Lunerr told her.

“How many civilians on Solmar?” Lisisa asked.

“The settlement has a population of nearly twenty thousand.” Lunerr answered. “Mostly Bontawillian,
elven and human engineers and teraformers. According to colony logs... they were planning to begin expansion
onto the southern continent next month.”

Lisisa looked at him. “The only reason Andro and Dorian would have remained is to try and help the
civilians.” She stated.

“Help them do what?” Harira stammered.

“Move as many of them to a central point for evacuation.” Lunerr answered her. “Make no mistake
Lady Harira... when Sa'sur returns with Union forces... there will be a battle. We will not leave civilians to the
mercies of the Kavalians for any reason. Not if there is a chance to get them out. Once the Union task force
arrives, the evacuation of civilians will be their main priority.”

Sehri looked at her mother once more. “Mother... it is Andro!” She exclaimed. “We have to...”

“Sehri child... you are not thinking rationally.” Harira spoke.

Sehri’s head snapped around. “I’m thinking completely rationally!” She barked at the Shaman Master.
Harira’s eyes grew a little wider at the obvious emotion and anger within her response.

Lisisa looked at Lunerr. “Do we have enough ships to load out our Spartans and you can continue to
Earth with Lady Aleatia and the others?”

Lunerr shook his head. “No. We have only three STRIKERs and one KADEN on board Princess. You
wouldn’t be able to take more than two hundred and all of their gear.”

“Then I’ll take what I can.” Lisisa answered. “You will continue on with the Rothryn Delegation to
Earth.”

“No.” Aleatia spoke finally as she looked at Lisisa.

“I can’t risk your safety.” Lisisa told her. “It would not be right... this is not your war. And my Tenna
Deia would have my ass if I did. Andro too probably.”

Aleatia took a deep breath. “I believe I know what my husband and mate would do.” Aleatia spoke. “We
came with you to meet your brother Androcles and discover all we could about not only our past but our future
as well. If Androcles... if your brother dies on this planet then our mission will have failed in every way. I am
not willing to allow that and I don’t believe Dyack would be either.”

“Lady Aleatia this is crazy!” Harira said. “His father still lives! Our mission will not have failed!”



Aleatia looked at her. “Androcles Leonidas is the one who began this odyssey for us by allowing us to
compare our DNA with his and his brother Denali. He made the first overture with little knowledge of us or our
people Harira. I’d say that is an incredible leap of faith.”

Harira nodded. “Yes it is.”

Aleatia turned to Lisisa. “Your brother... he obviously believes deeply in faith does he not Princess
Lisisa?”

Lisisa nodded. “He doesn’t show it at times but yes... he does. Very much so.” She answered honestly.

Aleatia nodded. “Then we will do no less.” She spoke. “Something tells me when he discovers we are
among you...” Aleatia looked at Sehri. “He will insure our safety as well as the civilians he is trying to save.
And my son and his men are not without experience in this kind of situation either.” She turned back to Lisisa.
“We will accompany you and the Rothryn people will not hold you responsible for anything that might happen
Princess.”

Lisisa didn’t hesitate and she turned to Lunerr. “Plot the course and get us there as quickly as you can
Lunerr.”

The elven Captain nodded. “Consider it done.” He said.

Lisisa turned to the Durcunusaan soldier closest to them. “Enomotarch... you will take...”

Kelelm looked at her. “I am a Colonel within our military Princess.” He stated.

“You will take Colonel Kelelm and his detachment and outfit them with our equipment and primary
weapons.” Lisisa said. “Have Eotharon alter ship board access for Lady Aleatia and her daughters to allow them
to be on the bridge once we arrive.”

“As you order Princess.” The man said.

Lisisa looked at her. “If events begin to spiral out of our control Lady Aleatia... Captain Lunerr will
leave the system and bring you to Earth.”

Aleatia nodded. “I understand.” She said.

EARTH
GYTHEIO

MOUNTAIN VILLA OF ZARAH AND LUCIA
FEBRUARY 4™ 2575, 0545 HRS EST

Zarah Leonidas stretched her lithe body on the bed, reveling in the new sensations and emotions surging
through her. Not since before the attack on her had she felt these things and she knew without question it was
due to one thing. Zarah rolled over in her bed reaching for Lucia and her dark eyes grew wide when she
discovered no body next to her. As her hand slid across the sheets a fleeting moment of terrifying fear and
loneliness swept through her and then her eyes lifted as the door to their bedroom opened and Lucia came in
carrying the small tray. That fear vanished into the wind as her eyes fell on the deliciously naked body of Lucia.

Her Lucia.

Almost six months had passed since the attack, since they had taken her innocence from her. That day
also saw Lucia enter her life and the healing had begun almost immediately. Lucia had saved her life without
thought; had been beside her every day since then. The attraction between them was undisputable and
unmistakable. The blood they had shared building upon and reinforcing the connection that was already there,
made from across the stars. It had taken Zarah six months to work up the courage to try and experience physical
pleasure the way it was meant to be. Consensual and loving. Their last two nights and most of the days together
had been everything Zarah had ever imagined it could be. Neither of them had been with any partner before
each other, but these last weeks and months of sleeping naked within each other’s arms had chased away any
unfamiliarity and left them more time to explore and delve into the deep mysteries that they were. Explore and
delve is exactly what they had done to each other, finally and forever sealing their love for one another in a way
nothing else could.

Zarah let her head drop back to the pillow as she watched Lucia move towards her. She had memorized
every single contour and curve Lucia had, her lips and tongue reaching and then exploring every detail with



great gusto while Lucia thrashed and cried out her delight. And then Lucia had done the same to her for hours
on end, Zarah’s blissful cries of rapture filling their bedroom and surely echoing along the mountain ridge
where their villa was. Zarah had insisted that they purchase a villa together. A place they would call their home.
With Eliani and Sadi’s help they decided on this large villa sitting on the ridge and overlooking the gulf. Thanks
to Sadi and Eliani’s influence and contacts all the proper paperwork and transfers of Riyal were made within
hours instead of days. Androcles had been the one to purchase the villa for them, his gift to them he had told
them that day. He had also deliberately designed her schedule of working and training with the Durcunusaan to
give her maximum time with Lucia. Zarah had figured this out very quickly, but instead of being angry at him
for catering to her as he always did, she found she loved her older brother even more. Twice now he had saved
her life, first upon that mountain on Apo Prime and then by not killing Lucia outright when he discovered them
together immediately after the attack. He was the first to have seen the love in Lucia’s eyes for Zarah when he
discovered Lucia holding a battered Zarah within her arms inside a powerful Etheric bubble she had erected.
Lucia had almost not let him enter that bubble, but even then she knew that Andro would save them both.

Zarah had held a tremendous fear that she would never be able to feel pleasure again after what was
done to her. That she would never know the delight of loving someone and sharing herself with them for all
time. Those fears, along with the last vestiges of the attack against her had been washed away in that first of
dozens of blissful orgasms that Lucia had given to her. Feelings and sensations that Zarah eagerly returned to
her equally upon discovering that she was not dead to emotion.

Zarah gazed at Lucia’s lush body as she walked towards the bed and almost seeing the same thoughts
and emotions racing through Lucia’s head.

Lucia Moran... youngest child of Yuri Moran... and in the eyes of many of the Leonidas family, part of
the glue that had held them together during that time. To Lucia... Zarah was a vision of exquisite beauty that
now belonged to her in every way. So many years of loving her from a distance, having to hide that love from
others was gone. Now she was with her beloved Zarah and nothing would ever come between them. Zarah had
saved her from the darkness that had taken her mother and brothers, that single strand of power within
Mindvoice that Lucia had clung to tenaciously for almost a decade until they were finally together. They were
like one mind now, their sharing of blood bringing them far closer together than most people except their family
realized. And Lucia was a Leonidas now... in body and soul. She didn’t doubt her purpose or the path she
walked with Zarah at her side. One conversation with Martin Leonidas had chased all the fears within her away
with each word he had spoken to her. It had taken place while he was out among the stars searching for
For'mya, a simple transmission that only held them. Lucia remembered his words that day perfectly, and she
would take them to her life’s end with pride and happiness.

“... something I should have done a long time ago. I’'m doing it now to show you how I feel. You have
stolen each other’s hearts... and I can not begin to tell you how happy that makes me. Andro has given me
some idea of what you have endured Lucia... hiding the real you for so many years. Hiding your love for my
daughter. I let my feelings for your mother cloud my judgment at first... I won’t let that happen ever again.
Know this Lucia... from this day forward you are a Leonidas. I will treat you with the same love and
devotion as I treat my own daughters. Never fear me or what I will say for you are now part of my family.
Love each other every day like there is no tomorrow. Never doubt. Never hesitate. And know that you will
always have my love behind you.”

Such simple words... but they had been the final line she had crossed to be who she now was as a
person. She was Lucia Leonidas and she loved her Zarah like nothing else in this universe. Her bonded sister
Seyra had also rejoiced and found new life and purpose among these men and women and the many dragons
they called friend and family, making their bond even stronger than it was and enveloping Zarah within that
very special connection. Seyra had grown viciously protective of both of them in every way and there were very
few that she allowed to get close to her Bonded sisters.

Lucia settled her naked form onto the bed as Zarah sat up and she placed the tray between their legs. She
leaned over without hesitation and caught Zarah’s soft lips in a kiss of love and passion that lasted for several
long moments before they parted and Zarah sat up completely, shifting her body so that Lucia could slide closer
to her.



“We have taken quite a bit of each other’s blood these last hours.” Lucia said holding out the glass of
pulpy orange juice. “We need to replenish that or the first training session we have both of us will collapse from
exhaustion.”

Zarah giggled as she took the glass. “But everyone will know why.” She stated with some amusement.
“And it won’t be nearly as pleasant.”

Lucia smiled and nodded her head, her black hair wild and unkempt at the moment and moving across
her shoulders. “No... it certainly won’t.” She answered before sipping the juice. “What time do we have to meet
with Thr'won and Syrilth?”

“1000 hours.” Zarah answered. “Our lessons with them are giving me much more clarity and focus.”

Lucia nodded. “Me as well.” She said. “I can control my whips with more exacting control. It’s
amazing. My grandmother made the mistake of suppressing those vampires who showed promise within
Mindvoice. Their Etheric abilities may have helped against the KFI in many ways.”

“She was too frightened to allow others to reach her level of ability.” Zarah said. “Andro believes that
was more Xaxon’s influence on her than anything. She didn’t have the strength to fight him as you did my love.
She was too long within his grasp.”

Lucia looked at her silent for a moment before speaking again. “Zarah... do you think my mother will
find peace?”

Zarah lowered her glass. “Yes.” She said. “Perhaps... perhaps not as we have... but you remember what
Andro told us. She was different Lucia... the darkness gone from her. It is why he could not kill her.”

“Part of me wishes her to be happy.” Lucia said as she scooted closer to Zarah on the bed. “But part of
me still harbors a great deal of anger at her for what she allowed to happen.”

Zarah shook her head. “Most of what she allowed to happen was not truly her Lucia.” She said.

Lucia looked at her. “You defend her?” She asked.

Zarah shook her head. “No...” She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe. I can’t stop thinking that it would
be if [ was forced in some way to hurt you against what I knew to be wrong. To be able to control your
grandmother as he did, for so many millennia and then infect your mother the way he did. With what your
father and grandmother were doing to her, influencing her in the way that they did, there are very few who
could fight that. It almost took my own father you know that.” Zarah looked at her. “You know how I trust
Andro my love.”

Lucia nodded. “Yes. As I trust him now. How could I not? He was the first to fully accept that I loved
you as [ do.”

“I have always trusted him implicitly.” Zarah said. “His instincts. His sense of people. In many ways he
is even more gifted than my father in regards to being able to sense a person’s resonance and their inner being.
He sensed something was different within your mother Lucia. He could not bring himself to kill her because of
this. I may not know exactly what it was that he saw... but I trust my brother with all that I am. If he did not kill
her for what she was perceived to have done then there is a higher reason. Something he saw within her that
stayed his hand.”

Lucia nodded. “Do you think we will ever see her again?”

“Do you want too?” Zarah asked.

Lucia stared at her for a long moment before replying. “Part of me does.” She said softly.

“Then our roads may cross again if it is our destiny.” Zarah said.

“I will kill my father and brother if I ever see them again.” Lucia hissed. “They are responsible for so
much pain and it doesn’t bother them in the least. I hope Aunt Narice is able to find them and kill them. I...”
Lucia looked Zarah as her lips came to hers and they kissed softly.

“Do not do this my love.” Zarah told her as she pulled away ever so slightly. “We are together now.
Nothing will ever change that. Let us... let us put our past behind us and go into the sunlight together.”

Lucia nodded her head quickly. “You are right.” She said without hesitation. She met Zarah’s kiss with
equal passion then but just as their kiss deepened, Zarah gasped and pulled away quickly, her hand tightening
on Lucia’s thigh. “Zarah my love!” She gasped. “What is wrong?”

Zarah shook her head as if trying to clear her thoughts. “I felt... it was a massive spike within
Mindvoice. From Andro!” She rasped out.

“Andro?” Lucia asked.



Zarah nodded. “We have always been connected in a way since that day on Apo Prime. I have always
been able to sense his Etheric resonance when he drops his shields low enough. But he almost never does that.
Not unless...”

“Not unless what?”” Lucia pressed her.

Zarah looked at her. “He never drops his shields low enough for me to sense him unless there is
something wrong and he is acting out of rage or some other powerful emotion. Wherever he and Dorian are...
something has gone wrong.”

“I thought... I thought the mission he and Dorian went on was a routine pick up?” Lucia said.

“That is what he told me before he left.” Zarah said. “Something is wrong though Lucia! I feel it!”

“Sadi?” Lucia blurted immediately.

Zarah shook her head. “Sadi is just like Andro. She maintains her shields at near their maximum ability
all of the time. It is something the Feravomir taught her at the School of the Mages. Unless Andro has touched
her directly she would not sense it. What I felt... it was focused and directed at me alone.”

Lucia’s hands gripped Zarah’s. “If there is trouble then he is reaching for you because he knows you
will not panic as the others will!” She gasped. “That must be it.”

Zarah looked at her. “We need to get to Jomann!”

Lucia rose to her feet. “They will still be at their villa. It is less than a mile! Come!”

GYTHEIO
HOME OF ELIANI AND JOMANN
FEBRUARY 4™ 2575, 0605 HRS EST

“...don’t care what you have to do!” Eliani snapped angrily. “You get those supplies to the ship within
the next hour! We are deploying at 1300 with or without them and if they aren’t there I will have your nor in
my hands Captain! It won’t be pretty! Is that in any way unclear?”

“It will be done Princess!” The man stammered.

“Thank you!” Eliani barked before slamming her hand down on the COM panel and turning to look at
Jomann as he entered the main living area of their home. “The medical supplies will be leaving within the
hour.” She told him.

Jomann nodded and tapped on his data pad. “I knew you would be able to move them.” He told her as he
stepped up to her and slipped his arm around her waist. Jomann pulsed her with a portion of his aura, not
enough to incite sexual urges, but enough to calm and sooth her excited state.

Eliani rested her head against his chest as she felt his aura sweep through her and she returned the pulse
with one of her own. She looked up at her husband and mate. “Why... why contact Vengal first and not us?”
She asked.

“Sa'sur has been Andro’s right hand for nearly seven years now Eli... and she knows how any of his
family would react. Most especially Sadi and the others.” Jomann answered calmly. “You would blow windows
out in leaving the planet to go to him and that is not what is needed. It must be done with precision and force
Innel... but also with complete secrecy.”

Eliani looked into his ocean blue eyes and smiled when he called her baby. From any other male that
word would have been insulting and provocative and it would have caused Eliani to react accordingly. From
Jomann however, that word was music to her ears. When it rolled off his tongue, that one word held all of his
combined love and desire for her and it surged through her being and made her wolf blood sing in happiness. “I
know.” She said finally.

“Two thirds of the Durcunusaan Division is loaded and nearly half of the human 82" Orbital Drop
Division.” He stated. “We must maintain our fagade in order to not alert the Kavalians who we believe are still
on Earth. That is why we have been coordinating from here and we have not moved to Andro’s villa.”

“Sadi is going to pop a vessel when they finish that stupid interview and you tell her what is going on.”
Eliani told him.

Jomann nodded. “Probably... but she will understand very quickly why. Just as you do.”



“I want to come with you.” The second female voice spoke and they both turned to see Brendi Faith
standing in the archway to the corridor that led to the three bedrooms in their villa.

Brendi Faith stared at them from the archway and couldn’t believe she had just said that. She knew why
of course... but she didn’t believe she had reacted so instinctively in speaking. It was not something that she
ever did. She blurted the first words that had popped into her mind and she struggled with the why of her
statement but not the statement itself. Brendi Faith had been among these men and women as a whole for nearly
six months now. Nearly everything of importance that the OSG intelligence pads had on the Lycavorian Union
was in some way wrong or taken out of context. She had seen a people dedicated to each other, to their values
and to peace. She had seen a people driven to the edge of a war they did not want and tried to avoid. A people
that ultimately decided war was the only way to protect and defend what they had as a people. A war Androcles
Leonidas had tried his very best to evade but when that decision had come, it was a decision he made without
hesitation.

These last six months with the man and woman in front of her had also affected her own reasoning no
matter how much she fought it. Brendi had been living with them for almost six months now, her parents and
twin sisters living with the Spartan family of the man who was now her sister’s husband. Their villa was
enormous and had more than enough room for them but Brendi did not want to live with them after being on her
own for so long. Her family was adapting far better than her and her younger sister Nicolle was happier than she
had ever seen her, Tasha just as bubbly because she was Nicolle’s twin. Her mother and father spent hours with
Mento’s mother and father, her own father drawn to the history and culture of the Spartan people like nothing
she had ever seen. Jomann and Eliani would not allow her to have her own villa for security purposes. They just
did not know if Corbin or the OSG would come after them. Brendi understood this reasoning and accepted it
without question. She had no desire to fall into her brother’s hands or see her family be captured by him.
Mento’s parent’s villa was now a fortress unto itself and Brendi did not fear for them. She did not fear for
herself either, as no one in their right mind would target the home of the Durcunusaan Captain of Androcles
Leonidas. Not if they valued their lives even a little bit.

Brendi could go into the city proper whenever she wanted as long as she was under heavy guard.
Surprisingly the Durcunusaan soldiers assigned to protect her made it seem as if they weren’t there. She always
had difficulty pinpointing where exactly the four men and two women were as they guarded her, and she had
stopped trying. She no longer thought about them really. Gytheio was much more secluded than Sparta and
since the events on Cranae Island that night, the Netnews reporters were no longer allowed to set up shop in the
city limits by order of the Mayor. They could come and go as they pleased, but they were not allowed to be
stationary for any length of time, and filming any member of the Royal Family now meant immediate arrest.
Brendi had been trained to fit in, and that is exactly what she did, pleased with her skill at avoiding the
Netnews. Something was happening to her however, and it was frightening to her.

Brendi Faith had actually begun to care about someone besides herself. She had begun to care about two
individuals really, and that emotion had led her to become accepted by nearly all of Eliani and Jomann’s family
without question. She had become a fixture in the lives of Eliani and Jomann and unbeknownst to them, that
meant more than she realized. They did not treat her as an enemy in any way. She was included in their dinners
and their breakfasts, and Jomann had even begun cooking food that she loved. He was the most amazing cook,
as was Eliani, and seeing them in the kitchen acting out their art was delightful. Whenever the Krypteria came
to the home to ask her questions, Brendi told them whatever they wanted. She had no love for the OSG and if
her answers went to eventually freeing the Eridiani from the OSG influence she was all for it. She had given
them every name she knew of OSG agents on Earth and in turn, they had discovered more. The OSG had pulled
their agents off Earth finally, adhering to Andro’s orders but Brendi didn’t doubt they had more who she was
not aware of. The Krypteria agreed and was not hesitant to come to her about suspects they might have. Brendi
had also spent the last months learning everything she could about the Kavalian people and any individuals of
interest. Her expanded brain capacity allowed her to now know just about everything the Union had on any
officer above the rank of Colonel within the KFI. Her near photographic memory was incredible.

Brendi Faith could no loner deny the attraction to Eliani Leonidas. At least to herself. The OSG and the
Eridiani considered any kind of same sex relationship taboo to the extreme, and when it was discovered it was
punished. Brendi knew all this and her first reaction upon realizing Eliani didn’t shy away from this type of
thing had been disgust. Now... now she could not explain the intense draw to the shorter woman. With Jomann



it was easy enough. He was incredibly handsome, his physical proportions unlike anything she had seen before
on a man. And if the howls of delight coming from their room at night were any indication, he was obviously a
man who thoroughly enjoyed making his wife scream out his name in passion. They had kept her awake at night
many times with their antics and didn’t realize that their moans of pleasure and professions of love to each other
had a distinct affect on Brendi. So distinct in fact that Brendi had begun to recently dream about being with
them. Not only one at a time but also together. Brendi found herself wanting to submerge her body within their
arms and experience what they shared so easily.

Jomann shook his head. “Brendi... I do not think that is a good idea.” He told her shaking her from her
thoughts.

Brendi blinked several times and moved into the main room with them. “I can help.” She stated. “I’ve
studied every dossier on every Kavalian within their military! ... I know how they think! I... it’s what I do! I
can...”

Jomann’s eyes narrowed. “What?” He gasped looking at Eliani just as quickly. “Eli?”

Eliani met his gaze with a sheepish grin. “I may have given her access to the files.” She answered with a
lopsided grin.

“You gave her access to Krypteria files?” Jomann hissed. “Are you insane? If...”

“I am not the enemy Jomann!” Brendi insisted as she moved closer to them.

Jomann met her dark brown eyes and fought down what both he and Eliani had been feeling these last
weeks. “I know you are not Brendi.” He told her honestly and with no hesitation Brendi saw. This fact
registered in a small portion of her mind and made her very happy. “There may be others who do not see it that
way however! Eliani this was not a good...”

“I am a Princess of the Union.” Eliani spoke confidently. “It was my decision to give her the files.
Saarrieemeran’s brain capacity is four times the normal human and she processes this information twice as fast
as a Lycavorian. She’s nearly a walking computer. She’s also not bad in CQB either. Zarah can vouch for that
as she and Lucia are the ones who have been schooling her.”

There was that word again Brendi thought. They had called her that on several occasions and Brendi
knew what it meant. Every time they spoke it to her or in regards to her it made her flush. They had told her one
night why they called her that but Brendi sensed there was a hidden meaning to them behind it.

Jomann shook his head. [Eli... I... we have spoken of this.] He told her. [No matter how much you
desire her...]

Eliani moved closer to her handsome husband and mate. /[How much we desire her?] She corrected him.

Jomann nodded instantly. /Yes. How much we desire her.] He spoke. They had spoken of Brendi many
times over these last weeks and months and what she made both of them feel. They were Anomes... soulmates.
Nothing living or dead would ever come between them now, but both of them could feel the powerful draw
Brendi had on both of them. Her wild strawberry scent could excite them both and it certainly had grown
sweeter to them over the last weeks. [Is this the way to go about it though?]

[She is not our enemy Jomann.] Eliani said.

[1 know this.] He said.

[She is searching for a purpose Jomann.] Eliani told him. [She sees how quickly her own family has
come to accept and trust and embrace their new lives and she is trying to discover a way as well. She is an
Intelligence analyst. Her insight could be invaluable.]

Brendi moved forward until she was directly in front of them. “Stop that.” She said softly. “I know you
are talking about me. It’s very disconcerting to do it right in front of me.]

They both turned to her. “Saarrieemeran... we trust you.” Jomann spoke to her. “There are others who
still do not. Doing this will expose you to them. It is why Eliani has had you training with Zarah and Lucia. We
can not predict what others will do.”

“I’m not afraid.” Brendi told them. “I’m not afraid and I want to do this. I can’t prove to anyone that I
can be trusted if [ am restricted in where I go and who I see.”

Jomann nodded slowly. “That is true.” He admitted.

“Then let me help!” Brendi pressed him.

Jomann glanced at Eliani quickly and then back to her. “Your brother will have my nor... you know
this.” He spoke finally.



Eliani pressed close to him and cooed into his ear. “I’ll make them feel better my love.” She whispered
into his ear.

Jomann growled softly in his chest at her words and nodded his head. “Contact your family and tell
them you are leaving with us so they do not worry. Do not tell them where we are going Saarrieemeran.”

They turned at the buzzing of their door and watched as it opened to reveal Zarah and Lucia who rushed
past the two Durcunusaan just inside the doorway.

“Eli... Jomann!” Zarah exclaimed. “What is going on? Something is wrong with Andro! I felt him touch
me!”

Jomann turned back to Brendi. “Go Saarrieemeran. Use the COM unit and then pack your gear.”

Brendi nodded with a smile and turned to do just what he had said. Jomann turned back and saw Eliani
taking Zarah’s hands.

“Calm down Zarah.” Eliani said. “We already know about it and we are taking action.”

“What is happening?” Zarah demanded.

Whatever happened from now on was in the hands of the gods he knew.

SOLMAR
PUMA BANE FORWARD STAGING BASE
FEBRUARY 4™ 2575, 0650 EST

General Azlenr’Macoe stood stoically reviewing the site of the massacre as his men moved across the
area. Sixteen bodies were stretched out on the ground before him, each one covered by thin dark blanket that
was standard issue for all Kavalian troops. The sun that was rising reflected off the damp moistness of blood
that soaked both the bodies and ground beneath them and several areas around the Puma Bane Camp. It was a
standard Puma Bane forward base camp. Two security posts that were manned when the team was inside the
perimeter at all times. This forward base provided excellent defense with the towering cliffs in the west and the
five hundred foot drop to the valley floor below in the south. The only path up to the base had been expertly
culled to provide precise fields of fire while looking as if the vegetation had naturally worn away. The Puma
Bane troops knew their jobs and this team was very experienced as a unit. The base had failed to report in at its
normal time three hours ago and the Duty officer in the main settlement had dispatched a fire team to discover
why. This is what they had found.

Only Azlenr’s eyes shifted as Makali slowly made his way through the gore up to him with one of
Azlenr’s senior shock troops. He recognized the Sergeant Master easily, the scar from a High Coven blade
running along the entire left side of his face. The man was a beast in combat and had survived that attack to lead
a rush against hardened vampire positions all the while he bled on the ground beneath him. When the battle was
over, he had simply sat down and waited for the medics to come to him and treat him. That Sergeant Master
was now Azlenr's most trusted enlisted man and the one who saw to most of the mundane things for his division
during the day. He also was Azlenr’s personal bodyguard when he moved outside of an established perimeter of
Kavalian forces. The sounds of a DAGGER gunship were growing closer in the morning air and Azlenr lifted
his eyes only slightly to see the ship approaching fast from the east. That would be his friend Byka’Caleo. The
most experienced and fearless leader of ground troops that Azlenr knew. He had sent for him even as his own
DAGGER gunship had been lifting off from the settlement less than an hour ago. He brought his eyes back
down to Makali and Sergeant Master Iweo’Cachowe.

“General.” Makali spoke as the two men came up to him.

“Tell me what happen here Iweo.” Azlenr spoke evenly. “This was not done by a group of Bontawillian
civilians that somehow escaped one of the settlements and decided to become commandos overnight.”

The grizzled Kavalian Sergeant Master met his general’s eyes. “No my General.” Iweo answered him.

Conversation became almost impossible as the DAGGER gunship flared expertly a hundred and fifty
meters away over the lone clear spot and settled gently to the ground even as the forward ramp began to lower
and Byka’Caleo was jogging from inside the Attack Transport directly for where he stood. Azlenr glanced up
into the cockpit of the DAGGER and his keen eyes spotted the helmeted head of Byka’s pilot daughter Kameka



as she continued to power down the KFI’s newest and most deadly planetary transport. She would join her
father shortly as his bodyguard. The DAGGER had been built in secret to supplement the PROTOSS on a
planetary scale. The PROTOSS were far too big to act as short range transports once they were down and the
Kavalians decided on their own version of the Union STRIKER Attack Transport.

Byka reached where they stood in moments and Azlenr immediately extended his hand as the DAGGER’s
engines no longer hindered his being heard.

“Byka!” Azlenr greeted him as their hands clasped together.

“I am honored General.” Byka’Caleo stated.

Azlenr squeezed his hand tightly looking at the dark fur that adorned his face. It was just beginning to
streak with gray just as his was, but it would be many centuries before Byka gave up what he had now. “We
have been together too long Byka my friend.” Azlenr spoke. “We are not among the politicians of the
homeworld. Speak my name old friend.”

Byka smiled and nodded his head. “My division is fully down Azlenr and we have moved to establish
ourselves in the two far western settlements. I have already ordered patrols out per our standard tactics to search
for any who may have escaped the settlements. Lethal force has been authorized only as a last resort and I told
my patrol leaders if they need to use it they had better be bleeding from their eyes.”

Azlenr nodded. “Good. Too many civilians have been killed already as it is. I informed the Prefect that
civilian deaths will only complicate our position her and make us a major target. Killing civilians only makes it
worse.”

“We will already be a target Azlenr.” Byka said. “The Union will not abide a forward base this close to
their border. They will come after us once they discover we are here.”

Azlenr nodded. “If they do not know already.” He said. “But it will take time for them to mount any
kind of operation to expel us and we must use that time to be ready.”

“Marsin had the civilians killed didn’t he?”” Byka asked.

Azlenr met his eyes. “I can trust you to keep your feelings in check can’t I Byka?” He asked. “I do not
need you looking for retribution.”

Byka shook his head. “You know me General.” He spoke. “I will initiate nothing unless he firsts opens
his hole.”

Azlenr nodded. “Good.” He turned to look at Iweo. “My Sergeant Master Iweo.” He said as
introduction. “He was going to tell me what happened here.”

Byka looked around. “Taking out a full Puma Bane Squad is no small feat.” He said. “And they were set
up in their defensive positions. Marsin knows?”

Azlenr nodded his head. “He is enroute from his forward base and he is incensed.” He looked at Iweo.
“Iweo... you may continue now.”

“This way.” He spoke. Iweo led them through the camp and past the row of bodies to the edge of the
cliff. Near the edge he stooped down and lifted the small metal spike from the ground and held it up for the two
Kavalians Generals.

Byka leaned over the edge and looked down seeing the valley floor far below. “What is that? Two
hundred meters?”

“One hundred and eighty-five General.” Iweo answered. “Over five hundred feet straight down.”

Byka looked back to Azlenr. “No Bontawillian civilian made that climb.” He stated confidently.

“No sir.” Iweo held up the metal spike to Azlenr. “They scaled the cliff using these General. If we sent
men down on ropes we would undoubtedly find many more of them jammed into the crevices of rock along the
face.”

Azlenr took the spike. “Climbing spikes.” He said softly.

“Boot scuffs along this edge and twenty meters further down.” Iweo spoke. “I estimate no more than ten
in number.”

“Ten!” Azlenr gasped. “Ten men did this?”

“Ten men and three females general. Based on the depth of boot prints circling the Puma Bane
perimeter.” Iweo spoke.

“None of them were killed with firearms.” Makali spoke now. “All wounds are consistent with bladed
weapons. Incredibly sharp bladed weapons.”



Byka looked at him. “That would imply they were able to close with and attack before the Puma Bane
troops even knew they were here.”

Iweo nodded. “The two security posts were taken out first.” He said motioning them to follow him. They
didn’t hesitate and followed him the thirty meters to the closest security post. It was a loose collection of logs
and rocks that the men had gathered, but more than enough to provide adequate protection against small arms
fire. Azlenr turned as he felt another join them and he saw the long legs and incredibly firm body of
Kameka’Caleo join them, the smallish machine pistol grasped in her hands.

To look at her from the neck down one would see a Kavalian female who had undergone the biogenic
treatments to remove the hair from her body. Kameka’Caleo was young at only twenty-five years of age, but her
lush figure had many young Kavalians pressing Byka for her hand. Her five foot seven height was due to rather
long legs that ended in an exquisitely shaped ass that was now encased in an armored flight suit. Her breasts
were high and firm, her reddish brown hair long and pulled together in a single pony tail over her right shoulder.
The treatments had removed her tail, but once Marsin had so callously abused her six years ago, Kameka had
stopped taking the biogenic treatments and her tail had since grown back. She kept it wrapped tightly around
her waist as to not make it so obvious, but Byka in very un-Kavalian like fashion, supported his daughter in her
decision. Incredibly the Prefect had granted Byka whatever he wanted because of Marsin’s actions and Byka
had bowed to his daughter’s desire to become a pilot. There were very few female pilots within the Kavalian
forces, mostly of civilian transport craft. Kameka had learned in four years what took most pilots eight years to
learn. Her aptitude for flying was uncanny and quickly recognized by the more moderate Kavalian instructors.
Some had tried to get her tossed from the training but she had defeated every problem they threw at her. She
was not allowed to participate in the graduation ceremonies because she was female and she had no official rank
within the Kavalian military, but Byka had held his own ceremony when she joined his command. A ceremony
that Azlenr had attended. It was very low key, something Azlenr knew Byka did to keep from garnering
unwanted attention, but the effect on Kameka had been profound. In the two years since that day she had proven
to be the most gifted pilot within her father’s division, even earning the admiration of the many male pilots.

Azlenr knew however that she would never be wanted by another Kavalian male. The three long jagged
scars began at her hairline and extended down across her cheek and under her collar and they marred her
beauty. Marsin had marked her severely, raking his claws down her perfect flesh when she refused to submit to
him one evening during one of his drunken bouts. She had not wanted to become Marsin’s mate but Kavalian
law was very clear. Her father had been powerless to stop it and for eight months she’d had to endure his rutting
upon her until she could take it no more. Marsin had dumped her outside her family’s home, bleeding and very
nearly broken. This had sent Byka into a rage that Azlenr had never seen before. It had taken four Kavalian
Puma Bane Troops to pull Byka off Marsin before the much older and more experienced General pummeled
Marsin into bloody bits. As the news began to spread of what had happened, many of the older Kavalian
Generals and officers like Azlenr had thrown their full support behind Byka without question. Taking his
daughter was one thing, but disfiguring her and then trying to blame her father and her Pride was going too far.
Keleru could not dismiss them because they were the heart of his army no matter that it was known he favored
the Puma Bane Troops heavily. To keep an internal rebellion from occurring Keleru publicly reprimanded
Marsin but never even considered time in a Kavalian jail. To appease his generals, Keleru granted Byka and
Kameka freedom to pursue goals and entitlements that regular females were never allowed. She chose to
become a pilot and the rest was history.

Since joining her father’s command, she had become his personal pilot as well as his bodyguard and
Azlenr knew she was viciously protective of her father. She had proven this several times during skirmishes
with the High Coven only two short years ago, killing nearly a dozen vampires who had broken through their
defensive perimeter. Azlenr nodded his head to her as she took up position slightly behind her father.

Iweo moved around to the opposite side of the security post and motioned to the blood. “These men
were taken out before they had time to register a threat.” He spoke. “The bodies were still here when I arrived
General, and I had time to inspect them. The Puma Bane troops still had their weapons in their hands. One was
beheaded completely; the other suffered a fatal puncturing wound directly through his face from something
other than a Union Nehtes.”

“Sword.” Byka spoke softly.

“Yes General.” Iweo said.



Azlenr looked at Byka. “What?” He asked. “I thought all Union troops carried swords on their person.”

Byka met his eyes evenly and shook his head. “The capability of the Union Shi Viskas combined with
their advancement in standard weaponry has made it so the majority of Union soldiers no longer carry swords.
It has been this way since the end of the Evolli War. Many had given up their swords by then for the more
adjustable Nehtes. Their Nehtes. .. their expandable spear... this is part of their load out but the vast majority no
longer carry swords.” He looked at Iweo. “All of them were killed by blades Sergeant Master?”

Iweo nodded his head. “Yes General.”

“Which means they got in close.” Byka spoke.

Iweo nodded again. “Very close. I inspected some of the wounds and they were precise and surgical in
nature. Whoever wielded these swords has killed before.” He moved back around the security post. “None of
the Puma Bane weapons or COM units are missing. If civilians did this they would have taken the weapons and
rations. Whatever they could carry. Since they are all accounted for, this was done to send us a message.”

Byka shook his head. “This was not done by civilians.” He stated. “The Bontawillians may have what
they refer to as a military but they are nothing more than a militia. Iweo is right. Whoever did this did not want
weapons or equipment.”

Azlenr looked at him. “Are you saying there is a Union military unit on Solmar?” He asked.

“You said Marsin’s Puma Bane teams killed several soldiers. Took one prisoner?” Byka asked.

Azlenr nodded. “He is a vampire. I have him at the main settlement. The armory that is standard with
Union colonies. They interrogated him, tortured him, but he gave them nothing. I am having my medical people
treat his wounds before I question him myself.” Azlenr moved closer to Byka. “You said the majority of Union
troops no longer carry swords. Who does?”

Byka looked at him. “According to our intelligence... intelligence we got from the traitor Laustinos...
the only Union units that carry swords now are the Durcunusaan and perhaps half a dozen specialized units
made up mostly of their Drow elves.”

Iweo stepped forward. “The Drow elves provide the bulk of their recon and scout units General Azlenr.”
He said. “They are formidable in battle... it is why the Prefect had their outposts in The Wilds destroyed. This
was not done by the Drow however.”

Azlenr and Byka looked at him. “How can you be so sure Iweo?” Azlenr asked.

Iweo motioned for them to follow him and he led them over to a small bare patch of ground within the
Puma Bane perimeter. He pointed at the ground. “This is why.” He stated.

All of them looked down to see the huge prints in the soft dirt and eyes went wide. Byka knelt down
beside the print, his hand dwarfed by the size and three inch depth of the print. “A dragon print.” He hissed
softly. “Kameka?” He spat.

Azlenr watched as his daughter moved up beside him and squatted down beside the print. He looked at
Byka as he stood back up. “Byka?”

Byka met his gaze. “This is what she does.” He said. “I don’t know what her fascination is, but she
seems to have no fear of them as the rest of us do. She has studied everything we have in our databases about
them these last few years. All the information we have obtained from Elear and other places.”

“Truly?” Azlenr gasped at this knowledge as he watched her stand back up and turn to them.

“Based on the size and depth of the print I estimate a female dragon.” Kameka told them as she came to
her feet and turned to face them. “Slightly larger than normal... perhaps sixteen meters in length and just over
three metric tons in weight. That size would indicate she is fully grown General... which means she is at least a
decade old. Perhaps more. And she is also mated to a male.”

“What? Are you sure? How can you tell that?”” Azlenr asked her.

Kameka nodded. “Dragons go through stages of growth sir.” She answered. “They reach full maturity
within their first year. After that they are strong enough to carry a rider. Over the next decade they may or may
not grow more, but usually not. Once they have passed ten years of age they will not have another potential
growth cycle until they have reached a millennia in age. According to the many brochures given out on Elear in
regards to the dragons, almost all of them have reached their full size within their first year. In the rare instance
some may grow much larger as is the case with the Lycavorian King’s dragon and the half breed Princess’s
dragon. Very few grow larger than the print indicates this female is and she is above normal in size by a meter
and a half at least given what I estimate her weight at.”



“How do you know it is female? And mated.” Azlenr asked.

Kameka turned back to the print. “Do you see the indentation in the ground behind the prints? Three
meters back.”

Azlenr followed where she pointed. “Yes I see it.”

“Mated female dragons will instinctively always place their tail on the ground behind them when they
stop for any length of time and are at rest.” Kameka spoke. “Male dragons do not. It is a... it is a defense
mechanism I guess you could call it. This female was in this spot long enough for her to relax.”

“Fuck!” Azlenr swore as the sounds of another DAGGER landing reached them.

“Azlenr... only the Union Durcunusaan are known to work closely with dragons.” Byka told him.
“They are the only ones with sufficient ability in what they call Mindvoice to actually communicate with them.”

Iweo nodded. “If there is a dragon on this world General... then whoever hit this team is Durcunusaan.”

“Get out of my way!” Marsin’s voice carried to them as he stormed into the perimeter. Azlenr’s men
stepped out of the way of the Puma Bane Commander more to avoid any sort of confrontation than fear. Byka
shifted to the side slightly as Marsin came up to them, putting half his body in front of his daughter in a
protective fashion that only Azlenr really noticed. Kameka he saw only stared at Marsin with something akin to
savage hatred in her dark brown eyes, her bottom lip almost quivering.

“General!” Marsin popped. “Why wasn’t I informed of this attack sooner?” He demanded from the
senior man, his voice holding the contempt he felt.

“We only discovered it three hours ago.” Azlenr stated ignoring the Major’s lack of respect.

“I should have been informed immediately!” Marsin snarled.

“I did not need you and your men coming here and destroying any information we might be able to
obtain.” Azlenr told him. “Your men are over there.” He pointed behind him to the left. “We have covered all of
them and you may make arrangements to transport them home as soon as we are done.”

Marsin glared at him. “Done?” He demanded.

“Each body will be examined by my medical people to determine cause of death.” Azlenr stated. “We
need to know who killed your men Major.”

“Who?” Marsin snapped. “It’s obvious isn’t it? Those civilians who escaped as we took the settlements.
They have formed into guerilla groups and are striking back!”

“This was not done by Bontawillian civilians.” Byka spoke. “This was carried out by Union
Durcunusaan troops. Durcunusaan who have at least one dragon with them that we know of.”

“Durcunusaan?” Marsin snarled. “Impossible.”

“Do you know of anyone else who works closely with dragons Major?”” Azlenr asked. “Lieutenant
Kameka here has confirmed these prints come from a female dragon Major.”

“Lieutenant...” Marsin’s eyes went to where Byka stood and he saw Kameka standing just behind her
father. His eyes gazed at her with anger and hate and met only the same thing in response. Kameka did not drop
her eyes from his face as Kavalian women often did in front of males and this only made him angrier. He tore
his eyes from her and looked at Azlenr. “General Azlenr... our intelligence never mentioned Durcunusaan
being on Solmar.”

“It appears our intelligence was wrong.” Azlenr said.

“We should begin interrogating the civilians!” Marsin snapped. “They had to know about this!”

Azlenr shook his head. “I am not going to interrogate civilians Major.” He stated. “If we did not know
they were here what makes you think a bunch of colonists did.”

“General you...” Marsin began to speak but Azlenr turned from him. “Makali... insure the bodies are
removed to the Field Hospital. I want the senior medical doctor to examine them. I will meet with him in two
hours.”

Makali nodded. “At once General.” He spoke before moving off.

Azlenr turned back to the others. “Byka... I want every T19 we have mustered and on the perimeters of
every settlement. Just one dragon on this planet could adversely affect our men if it attacked.”

“How many civilians will you execute for this attack?”” Marsin demanded.

Azlenr and Byka looked at him. “Excuse me?” Azlenr spoke.

“We must send a message to the civilians and whoever is out there
our troops will be punished severely. It is the only way to keep order!”

"’

Marsin spat. “Any attack against



“I have no intention of executing any civilians Major.” Azlenr told him. “They were not involved in
this.”

“They will know of those who are!” Marsin argued. “Do you think they don’t know a Union military
unit is out there somewhere? This will continue General! This is how we keep the others in line!”

“By murdering civilians?” Byka spat. “That is a brilliant move Major!”

Azlenr shook his head. “There is no indication the civilians who escaped the settlements as we occupied
them are involved in this attack. None. I will not execute others to keep order Major.”

“I will protest this!” Marsin growled.

“Protest it all you like!” Azlenr spat back. “I am in command of this operation... not you Major Marsin!
Return to your command and I will inform you when you can retrieve the bodies of your men! You are
dismissed!”

Marsin snarled in anger before spinning on his heels and marching away. Byka moved closer to Azlenr.
“He will contact the Prefect.” He said.

“Let him.” Azlenr hissed. “The Prefect put me in charge of this operation because he knows this close to
the border we need to be careful and precise. Marsin is a vicious animal, a shock trooper. Nothing more. He
knows nothing but how to kill those who cannot defend themselves. The Bontawillians are no threat to our
people. Whoever is out there is a threat.” He looked at Byka. “I want your scouts ranging out ten kilometers in
every direction from each settlement. Full combat gear and make sure they have adequate armor support. We
must find these Durcunusaan before they strike again.”

Byka nodded. “As you order.”

Azlenr nodded. “Issue your orders and then meet me back at my command post. I have some things I
wish to discuss.”

“One hour.” He said.

Azlenr nodded and began to walk away.

Byka moved forward into the cockpit of the DAGGER Transport and motioned with his head at the male
co-pilot. The Kavalian pilot got up quickly and moved around the bulk of his commanding General as Byka
settled into the seat and looked across at his daughter who was adjusting one control or another.

“Kameka?” He spoke softly unsure of what to say.

Byka’Caleo was a very traditional Kavalian except when it came to his daughter. His three sons served
proudly within his Pride’s Division of troops, each leading battalions of cloned and normal Kavalian troops.
They were well thought of by their men because like their father, they did not needlessly throw away lives to
accomplish a mission. He also knew that they each had secretly schooled their younger sister in things that she
was not allowed to know because like their father, they cared for her. Byka’Caleo was among the many senior
Pride Leaders who accepted the laws of their people but did not necessarily agree with them. He had been
mated to the same woman for nearly seven centuries now and she had given him five strong children. His oldest
son he had lost in a transport crash before Kameka had ever been born while Kameka was the image of her
mother with her exotic, sultry looks and her large dark eyes, she reminded him of his oldest son in many ways.

What many people who were not Kavalian didn’t know was that they were not always as callous and
violent. At least not those who were over five hundred years of age and could recall their lives before Keleru
had begun to implement so many changes. They remembered a time when it was better. Yes... their females
were considered second class citizens, but not every male Kavalian felt this way. Many were different men
behind the doors of their homes with their women and most of those same men hated having to hide it because
of the ones who embraced Keleru’s ideals and laws. Byka felt as Azlenr did. The core of the Kavalian people
was beginning to fracture. First Athani’Puat defecting and finding a future with a Prince of the Union. Then
Pian’Nruarani had truly begun it by stealing away Keleru’s daughter from Pusintin and then his entire Pride
disappearing into the unknown. They had cracked the center and as more time passed without change, Byka
believed it would all come crumbling down.

“Did you know he would be on this operation Papa?” Kameka asked as she turned to look at him.



Byka let out a heavy sigh and nodded. He would not lie to her, not after all she had suffered and
endured. “Yes. I did not think you would ever need to see him and that is why I did not tell you. What happened
today was not something we were prepared for.”

“I... I want to skin him papa.” Kameka said softly. “I want to cut his cock from his body and make him
suffer as much as he made me suffer.”

Byka looked at her, seeing the fire in her eyes. “You can not!” He hissed. “He deserves whatever horrors
you would inflict upon him Meka...” He spoke referring to the nickname he had given to her as a child. “But I
could not protect you then! I do not wish to lose you Meka! Your mother does not wish to lose you!”

Kameka leaned forward and placed her head against the instrument panel gently. “I... I will never know
what mother shares with you Papa. You show her tenderness and love that our younger generation does not
understand. No man wants me because of what he did to me. They can’t even stand to look at me Papa.”

“Meka...” Byka spoke.

She looked at him. “All of them want to fuck me!” She snarled. “But none of them will even consider
me as something more than a whore. This is the word that Marsin has put out! This is what he tells everyone
who will listen! This is the curse I have!”

“Kill him... kill him Meka and he wins.” Byka told her. She turned to look at him. “If you kill him...
then I can not protect you. You will throw away everything that you have gained from the horrors he
perpetrated upon you. His day of reckoning will come daughter... he will answer for his crimes... but it will be
all the sweeter for you when that day comes if it is you who is still standing at the end.”

Kameka stared at her father’s face, his dark fur smooth and well groomed. He had always been
handsome to her and the look in his eyes had always been able to sooth her. A small smile played across her
lips. “Mother always said you were handsome Papa.” She said softly.

Byka chuckled softly then. “Your mother settled for my ugly hide.” He stated. “Had she held out for
another...?” Byka looked at her and took her hand. “Your mother deserves more Meka. You deserve more. |
will give you more daughter. And you will have your vengeance. All I ask is that you remain patient.”

Kameka nodded slowly. “I have always trusted you Papa.” She said. “That will not change now. Never.”

Byka nodded and rose from the seat. “I have sent the orders to the men. Take us to Azlenr’s command
post Meka.”

Kameka nodded as he moved into the back of the DAGGER and she immediately began her preflight
sequence. She believe her father, believed him deep down, but she would also have her vengeance one day and
she prayed every day that she would find a man who could look past her disfigurement and allow her to know
love.
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“...ready to pull out at a moment’s notice.” Andro was speaking to the others at the makeshift command
post inside his STRIKER. “We have to assume they could find us before Sa'sur returns with the reinforcements
and I want three backup sites marked and distributed to everyone in case we get scattered.”

Sa'roh nodded her head. “I will see to that.” She said. “I am almost finished mapping the entire planet
using remote signals from the satellites and current maps of the colony.”

Andro nodded. “The OP last night went off perfectly. Dorian and Haridl were able to get into the armory
and speak with Robaran.” Andro looked up as Cletus led another Durcunusaan troop forward. “Cletus?”’

“Phylearch Daeo Milord.” Cletus answered motioning to the tall and powerfully built Durcunusaan
troop. “He was off duty when we departed and he came down with the Spartan company. I have assigned him as
your personal guard until Jomann arrives. It is his first trip out since completing his Durcunusaan training.”

“A wet nose.” Dantio spoke with a grin.



“Not so wet Dantio.” Cletus was quick to point out. “Alba Tau, Seventh Spartan Recon Brigade. Sixteen
missions... three decorations for valor and two for injuries received. He may be young... but he has done his
time.”

Dantio looked at the young man once more and nodded his head slowly. Alba Tau had become the
measure of a modern Lycavorian Spartan. The Evolli War was five years long, but the battle at Alba Tau had
involved nearly a full third of the Union’s ground forces during that war and the Evolli had made it hell for
anyone on that foul planet. Over half the Union ground casualties from the entire war had come during that four
month long battle on that cesspool, and no one had come away without scars. The Evolli had laid every trap
known to exist in order to kill them; they had ambushed the Union forces at every turn, the heat and humidity
making it virtually impossible to detect scents unless they were incredibly strong. Everyone knew of Andro and
his father and what they had done at the beginning of that encounter and not one single Lycavorian Spartan had
shrunk from battle after that day. Many had even visited the site of that one battle to draw their inspiration from
it. It had been left untouched after the bodies and the survivors had been taken away, but it was as if every
soldier who went there could visualize each and every charge the Evolli made. They could almost see the blood
as it was spilled, feel the blows of weapons and the burning of Evolli as the dragons fought. The Evolli had
thrown nearly seven thousand men at their position throughout the night, another three thousand at the position
that General Simpson and his son had held only six hundred meters away. It was said that the screams of the
dying could be heard for hundreds of meters across the valley floor that night.

There had been many battles over the course of the four months it took for Union forces to dig the Evolli
out of their holes, but that holding action by Andro and Martin Leonidas, by General Simpson and a few others,
that had set the stage for the rest of the fight. No quarter was shown or given to the Evolli, and when all was
said and done, Alba Tau had broken the backs of the Evolli war effort. Very few men and women who had
fought on that planet returned, even after a monument to those who fell was officially erected. No matter their
reasoning behind it, no one who had fought at Alba Tau had come away the same person as they were when it
had begun and the vast majority of them were Andro’s age or slightly older. This had formed a bond with the
millions of older Spartans across the Union who had fought the High Coven for so long. A bond of
understanding and camaraderie that would never be broken. Those who had graduated from their Agoges and
entered into service since that battle could not understand why no one spoke of that place.

The men and women who fought there had left too many of their friends on that planet and all of them
had left a piece of themselves there as well.

“Avoi. Aladore camerra jar Fervon rie vada Saan.” Dantio spoke instantly moving to the side in order
for Daeo to move up beside him. (Amen. Welcome among us Brother of the Blood)

Andro looked at the young man and nodded his head slowly. Daeo appeared to be about his age, perhaps
a year or two younger, but his rank also spoke of skill enough to reach it so young. No rank within the Union
military was easy to get and while he held the rank of Admiral, Andro had worked hard and relentlessly to
insure that he did everything he could to prove he deserved that rank. Daeo was easily as tall as his Uncle
Danny’s six foot four and equally as ripped as any Spartan under his new Mark V ArmorPly body armor. His
exposed skin was a light caramel color, his hair nothing more than dark stubble on his head. He sported a rough
growth of a beard and mustache since facial hair was allowed and sometimes even expected within the Union,
but his dark eyes were bright and full of intelligence. He looked at Androcles.

“Milord Prince.” He stated proudly.

Andro held up his hand and waggled his finger. “None of that sibfla.” He stated firmly. “Alba Tau
earned you the right to call me by my name.”

Daeo looked quickly at Cletus and then Dantio. Both men nodded and Cletus moved up on his opposite
side. “You will see Daeo. Operating with Andro is more than unusual in many respects. Wait until Jomann
arrives. Then we will see some real action.”

Dorian chuckled. “Unusual and insane.” He stated. “But who’s keeping track of silly things like that?”’

That brought chuckles from everyone and Andro elbowed his brother in the gut before looking at Haridl.
Dantio grinned. “And it is rubbing off on Dorian as well.” He stated.

“Continue Haridl.” Andro said shaking his head with a smile.

Haridl leaned forward. “Puma Bane troops had him before he was turned over to this Kavalian General.
He was severely beaten by those nubous butchers but the Kavalians at the armory have treated his wounds as



best as they were able. I slipped him a vial of my blood to speed the process. Not enough to fully heal him
outwardly, but enough to repair anything inside. They will believe it is just his own healing factor. We have two
names now. A General Azlenr’Macoe and General Byka’Caleo.”

“Your blood?”” Andro asked her though he already suspected the answer as the reason Haridl had been
acting as she had.

Haridl met his eyes without any embarrassment in the least. “He has... he has taken my blood before
Milord.” She said.

Andro nodded as her words confirmed what he already knew. “Very well.”

Sa'roh’s hands moved across the chart table and the pictures of the two men came up so they all could
see. “Both of these men are senior Kavalian Generals Andro. This General Azlenr is apparently in overall
command if what Robaran told Haridl is accurate and this General Byka commands his front line division.”

“Composition?” Andro asked.

“They are mainly a Hover Mech Division.” Sa'roh replied. “Our jacket on these men is very thick. They
were responsible for more victories against the High Coven on the ground than any other Kavalian officers. And
they did it without suffering the same amount of casualties.” She adjusted the images to include several more.
“Byka’Caleo commands his lead division; the second one is commanded by a relatively new officer but one
loyal to Azlenr’Macoe. The third is primarily support and is commanded by Azlenr’s oldest son. A much higher
mix of Kavalian clone troops and pure Kavalian officers than other mainstream Kavalian divisions too. There
does not seem to be any difference in how this Azlenr and Byka treat the clones, unlike most other Kavalian
units.”

“So these men don’t use them for cannon fodder Sa'roh?” Vari asked.

Sa'roh shook her head. “Not if our Intel is accurate.” She answered. “Their two Prides have been
working together for the better part of five hundred years near as we can determine. The Krypteria believes they
are very close friends and have many of the same ideals.” She looked at Andro. “They are two of the more
moderate Kavalians in their beliefs.”

Andro nodded his head. “Their actions make sense then. This close to the border they don’t want to
make many waves. | imagine they wanted nothing more than to get in quiet and unseen. The civilians?”

Haridl shook her head. “They had nothing to do with that.” She stated quickly. “Robaran heard the
Kavalian troops talking in the armory. Apparently the Puma Bane Commander is the one who ordered that. This
pleasant gentlemen.” She adjusted the chart table to include another photo. “Major Marsin’Jiate. A real Prince...
pardon the pun. According to information given to us by General Pian on Puma Bane officers before he left...
this Marsin is a violent and cold ronnus. Likes to kill and has no qualms about having civilians murdered.”

Dantio grinned. “Then he’s bound to be upset about finding so many of his boys dead this fine
morning.” He said.

Andro smiled. “I just bet he is.” He said. “What about their armor?”

Sa'roh adjusted the screen once more. “Aside from the Scout Cars you saw earlier, it appears they are
keeping their armor at the northern settlement. If the satellite feed is accurate I estimate two brigades of T12
CHAOS Tanks with a full battery of their R9 Plasma Artillery per brigade.”

“Seems kind of short for taking a planet?”” Cletus said.

“A Bontawillian colony.” Daeo spoke for the first time. “They will not land their full load out for such
an operation. The Bontawillians may like to call their forces an army and a fleet but they are truly no more than
Border militia... albeit well trained border militia.”

Andro nodded. “Daeo is right. Which means the rest of their tanks and such are still in orbit. Probably
prepped for landing should they need them?”

Dantio nodded. “That’s a good bet.” He said.

“Sa'roh... burst Sa'sur a coded message.” Andro said. “I want the Kavalian troop ships and the
DIATAGASs targeted and destroyed first when they jump back in. The DIATAGAs won’t get near the planet so
they must be carrying the remainder of the armor.”

Sa'roh nodded. “Done.”

