CHAPTER THIRTY
EARTH 

FOUR KILOMETERS WEST OF WICHITA 

The convoy of three large Heavy Lifters and half a dozen armored Lifters moved slowly along the transit path. This early in the morning and in this part of the country, other Lifter traffic was almost non-existent. Even though the reconstruction of Earth was proceeding better than anyone had expected, they had yet to reach out into the Wastes yet, mainly concentrating on rebuilding the many cities that had sprouted up, as well as building the defensive platforms and the main station in orbit. Two armored Lifters led the convoy, two more traveling between the three transport vehicles and then two more guarding the rear. The insignia on the sides of the Lifters designated them as belonging to Eden City’s 3rd Transport Battalion. It was a unit that Martin had formed shortly after establishing Eden City and changing its old name from Junction City, Utah.


The men operating the vehicles were anything but part of that unit.


The armored Lifters carried two men in the front and a dozen in the rear, all of them armed and wearing long cloaks and hoods to protect against the blowing sand. The storms in The Wastes were famous for their power and ability to strip the flesh from bones and even from the air it would not look odd for the troops to be wearing protective cloaks. The passenger in the first armored Lifter allowed his red eyes to search the terrain that surrounded them. This section of Lifter path had been improved just a few months ago, natural obstacles removed from the transit path to allow ease of travel. The hills to his left were covered in dark green pine and oak trees and rested perhaps only fifty meters away. The area to his right was mostly plains and wide open with nothing but high grass. It allowed him to see for hundreds of meters across the landscape and that was why he kept looking towards the treeline. The path curved sharply up ahead and once past it, then they would have a straight shot into the dead city of Wichita only ten kilometers ahead.

His name was Talied. 

He was Hurcan’s oldest son and was the only one his father trusted enough for this mission. He had chosen his men carefully, all of them experienced in combat and keeping their true nature hidden from prying eyes. The normal elf drivers provided by Anlain they would kill upon reaching their destination and then they would feast on their flesh in celebration of their victory over the female elves and wolf dogs that had so tortured his father’s existence. They would finally have their revenge on Black Hair and those that followed him for butchering his father’s brother in the tunnel two years before, and they could begin to establish themselves as the rulers of this world. They would be able to…
“Talied?” The voice brought him out of his thoughts and he turned to his elf driver.

“What is it?” He hissed out.

“Up ahead. Look.”

Talied turned his head quickly to look where the driver was motioning and his red eyes immediately narrowed. Stretched across the transit path haphazardly at the sharp turn in the path were the wrecked and broken remains of nearly two dozen rusted hulks of ancient wheeled cars and trucks.
“Stop!” He barked out.

The elf driver brought the armored Lifter smoothly to a halt, the vehicles behind them also slowing and stopping. Talied quickly extracted himself from the Lifter, his eyes searching all around them nervously. He looked at the elf driver. 

“Was this here before?” He demanded.

The elf shook his head. “I don’t know.” He answered honestly. “I wasn’t the one who scouted this route. The reconstruction teams are beginning to spread into The Wastes Talied. This is one of the first things they do… they drag these old vehicles out of the city streets and leave them on the edges for disposal at a later time.”

Talied eyed the area in front of them. They could not go around to the left of the path; the Heavy Transport Lifters were too large to fit between the scattered hulks and the small gap between the last few and the line of timber. Going around to the right would require that they spread out across the high grass of the plains and pick their way around the wrecks which were much more spaced out. His eyes could detect the bend in the path that would lead them directly to their destination sitting on the far side of this pile. He lifted his hand and brought the communications set up.

“Have two men move up to the wreckage and check it!” He barked making his first mistake. “Now!”

He watched then as two cloaked figures jumped from the back of the second armored Lifter and began to bound quickly forward passing him as they made their way toward the pile of derelict vehicles. Talied was not a military commander and he had no formal training in tactics. Much of what he had done over the years had been against helpless men, women and children. 
“Should we spread out the vehicles?” The elf driver asked.

Talied glared at him. “And delay ourselves more?” Talied barked. “Keep the men in their vehicles. Once this is checked we will move around it to the right across the plains!” He ordered, making his second, final and most fatal mistake.


The black ringed sapphire eyes watched intently the movements of the two men and the convoy from the darkness of the timber. The eyes held no emotion but cold death, and the fangs protruding from her gums were just the indication anyone needed.


Tarifa had insisted on only fast moving scouts for this mission. It had taken them only four hours to have three reconstruction crews bring as many of the burnt out vehicles to this location as they could. Once that was accomplished, dozens of engineers and scouts had gone through the wreckage insuring that no vehicle would pass through the piles of twisted metal, and making sure that no sign of being placed here purposely would be visible. She had forty Spartan scouts with her, as well as a dozen half vampire half Drow infiltrators from Lynwe’s command. Leland and his small team were hidden within the patchwork of twisted vehicles on the road waiting for the signal to begin their attack.

She wore the special lightweight dark gray fatigues that all their scouts wore. The fabric of the material was such that it blended to whatever background the person wearing the uniform was in. While not making them invisible, it went a long way to making them infinitely harder to detect. Especially in the darkness of the timber all around them. The Spartan P190 was resting in its holder diagonally across her back, her long midnight black hair pulled and tied into a long pony tail and secured with Drow silk in Aihola’s chosen colors. It signified to all that she was Aihola’s lover and Tarifa had worn such silk in her hair happily for two years now, and would do so many years into the future. They had a future to live out… together and with the man who had taken them both as his mates and cemented that future for them.


Tarifa had been worried at first that Isra would not accept her Nya Istel for who she was, a half elf half vampire Drow. That he would not be able to accept their love of each other and what that entailed. Those worries had been brushed aside when he had swept Aihola into his arms on his ship that first time. They had been swept aside every time since when he took her in their bed with as much passion and vigor that he showed to Tarifa. Their trysts could go on for hours she thought playfully, as they never seemed to tire of each other. And the one gift that both she and Aihola never thought would come about was now theirs Tarifa thought as her hand dropped slowly to her abdomen. 

Doctor Olyne had told her because of Dekton’s diluted blood, the wolf change within her was taking far longer to complete. Though she had come into phase twice in the last year, the changes were still occurring inside her body at the molecular level. The moment Isra had bitten her that first night here on Earth, the pureness of his blood and the virus within that blood had raced through her like a firestorm, instantly completing all the changes within her and allowing her to have what she had always desired. Tarifa could almost feel the child growing within her womb now, and to know that her Nya Istel had also miraculously conceived was a sign they could not ignore. Isra was meant for them… whether ordained by some higher power or fate itself… they had the man that they would go into the future with.

“They are reaching the first line of wreckage Tarifa.” The voice whispered softly next to her.


Tarifa turned and looked at the single Durcunusaan Spartan that had been assigned to her. The Durcunusaan was a grizzled older man born and raised on Apo Prime with white just touching the edges of his dark hair; one of his fangs had the tip broken off, the black ring surrounding bright gray eyes. Tarifa had discovered from her father that he had requested from General Vengal to be assigned to her. He had lost a daughter when she was Tarifa’s age who had looked amazingly very much like her, without the elven ears of course.


“How closely did Isra tell you to watch me Diantar?” Tarifa asked with a small smile.


Diantar matched her smile with a glint in his eyes. “He told me you were bull headed and as stubborn as a female Rektolian Jungle Cat. He said I would never be able to make you do something you didn’t want to do. He also told me you are one of the most dedicated and fearless fighters he had ever known.” Tarifa’s eyes grew a little wider at this as Diantar continued. “And considering Isra has fought beside King Leonidas and Queen Aricia… that puts you in elite company.”

“Isra said all that?” Tarifa asked just a little shocked.


Diantar grinned. “I had an opportunity to sit with him the night after we arrived here. I don’t believe in all my six thousand four hundred years I have ever seen a man… an Alpha as powerful as Isra… go on so much about the skills and intelligence of his mates.” He told her. “He worships you both Tarifa… in the same manner as the King worships the Queens. You carry his child… you should…”


Tarifa gasped. “How… how do you know that?”


Diantar chuckled softly and shifted on the ground next to her. “I am an old wolf and I have been around quite a long time. There are things I can detect that the younger ones can not. He knows that you and Aihola carry his children… yet his only words to me were to make sure you did nothing exceedingly reckless. He knows he will not change you Tarifa… and he has no intention of trying.”


“I… I know why you requested to be assigned to me Diantar.” Tarifa spoke softly. “I hope… I hope in the years to come that I give you reason to never regret that decision.”


His gray eyes met hers. “You are so like my daughter that it is scary sometimes.” He spoke softly. “And you already do her memory proud Tarifa. It is my honor to be able to serve you.”


Tarifa turned back to the transit path. “I have not heard from Roluth yet.” She said. “We can not hit them until…”


Tarifa my bonded one…now! 


Tarifa’s eyes widened fully and she winced at the power of the shouted command within her head from Roluth, but it sent every portion of her senses into overdrive and she reached back to pull the 190 from its scabbard. “Now!” She hissed reaching up and tapping her jaw where her implant was. “Missile Teams! Execute now! Steven… you are free to engage!” Tarifa looked into the sky through the trees.

Isra! Nya Istel! Act now! 


Talied may not have been a military commander in any sense of the word but he was far from being a fool. His eyes were watching his two men carefully as they moved among the row of rusted hulks and they grew wide when from their side he saw three figures step from behind a paneled vehicle. He opened his mouth to scream out a warning but it was far too late as Leland and his two scouts open fire before they were fully in the open with unerring accuracy.


As his two men went down under a hail of rounds his eyes detected figures rising from within the high grass to his right. Many figures. And all of them held portable missile launchers on their shoulders. 


“NO!” Talied screamed as he threw himself to the side of the transit path just as six two man missile teams fired their weapons.


The members of the True people species in the rear of the armored Lifters would never know what happened to them. Six 40mm rockets streaked across the ground toward the armored Lifters and all of them hit exactly where they had been aimed. The cockpit portions of the lifters were instantly shredded by the lethal shrapnel from the missiles as they struck. The elf drivers and the True People soldiers riding next to them were ripped apart as hundreds of small deadly pellets punched through their bodies before their minds had the time to register what the small smoke trails heading towards them were.  As the occupants of the cockpits were slaughtered, many of the pellets pierced into the rear of the armored Lifters, punching through metal and flesh as the handful of True People closest to the cockpits were also mangled. The small explosions lifted the front of the Lifters off the ground, suddenly filling the air with flame and smoke. 

As the fronts of the armored lifters fell back to the ground, Talied looked up from where he had buried his face in the dirt. His eyes grew wide as he saw dozens of Spartans break from the timber fifty meters away moving almost faster than his eyes could follow. Many of them were firing as they ran; their controlled bursts of weapons fire as accurate and deadly as if they were standing still. Talied heard the deafening roar and rolled over to see the huge RAPTOR II flying craft dropping from the sky above as if it was about to crash. He watched as the ship stopped only six meters off the ground, its engines whining in protest, and the nose of the ship twisted around to face the two armored Lifters that were first in the convoy. As his eyes took all of this in, he saw the huge chain cannon under the nose of the ship twist around and lock into position on the first of his two armored Lifters in the front of the column. He winced as the buzzing sound pierced the sky and then the nose of the RAPTOR II belched a two meter long tongue of flame and the armored Lifter that he had been inside only moments before began to crumble and break apart. Five seconds was all it took for the huge 30mm cannon to turn his vehicle into a mass of burning junk and he could only watch as it then turned to the second Lifter in the Line and while still hovering, the cannon belched another lethal delivery of 30mm projectiles. Talied’s eyes shifted and that is when he saw the night black hair of Tarifa as she sprinted toward the first heavy transport in the line.

Talied surged off the ground then and burst into a run towards the first transport.


Tarifa was roughly a hundred and twenty pounds lighter than Diantar and she was also part elf with their natural speed. She quickly sprinted across the few dozen meters between the timber and the transports and easily outdistanced him. As she skidded to a stop near the rear of the first heavy Lifter she brought her P190 up to her shoulder with a snap and burned half a magazine into the burning cockpit, silencing the screams of the dying elf and True People’s soldier. She turned her head to look at the rear of the transport and was reaching for the rear locking mechanism when the white hand clamped down on her wrist and ripped her arm back.


“Elf bitch!” The voice screamed. “I will kill you for what you have done!”


Tarifa’s wolf eyes turned on Talied and his own eyes grew wide as he saw her bare her fangs in a vicious snarl. All that she had found in the last two years, the love, the acceptance, and the future she had dreamed about as a little girl. A future with children and peace. Tarifa was not about to allow some pale, flesh eating creature keep her from saving her bonded one’s siblings and insuring that future. 


As Talied’s movement yanked her right arm to the side, Tarifa snapped her left arm forward in the same motion. Her open palm heel strike struck his jaw with strength that Talied did not expect and his head snapped back. He staggered back a few steps and was reaching for his knife expecting her to continue to try and open the back of the Lifter. As his head shifted back, and his hand was bringing up the knife his eyes saw the stock of the P190 far too late.


Tarifa had swung her rifle with every ounce of elven and wolf strength she now commanded and she watched in sadistic satisfaction as the butt of her 190 shattered into half a dozen pieces on Talied’s jaw. She welcomed the gunshot like pop of his breaking jaw and she watched his body propelled back as if struck by a moving vehicle.


“No more!” She screamed tossing aside the rifle and moving after Talied as he landed on the ground some ten feet away moaning in enormous pain and clutching his splintered jaw. 


His eyes lifted as the shadow fell upon him and he gazed into her beautiful face, now twisted into an angry mask he had never before seen from anyone.


“No more will you hurt anyone on my planet!” Tarifa screamed bringing her arms up in a defensive posture and snapping out with one of her long legs. The toe of her combat boot smashed into Talied’s chest and his eyes bugged out of his sockets as five of his ribs shattered under the impact, several splinters from his ribs slicing into his lungs. The pain was more agonizing that anything he’d felt before as he tried to draw in a breath and his shredded lungs would not work.


“I will kill you even as the Guardian kills the rest of your vile, disgusting species!” Tarifa bellowed. “Your days of horror are over! And you will not harm my bonded brother’s siblings! Ever!”


Tarifa bent over and filled her hand with Talied’s cloak, yanking it tight around his neck and using her anger fueled strength to lift his upper body off the ground and gaze into his pain filled eyes with sapphire orbs of hate. She lifted the R4 High Elf fighting knife so that he could see it and snarled like a wolf.


“How does it feel to know you are about to die?” She hissed out her fangs clearly visible and making her face appear like some demon from hell. “How does it feel to suffer the fate of so many who have stood before you in fear and helplessness? I will send you to hell now… for all the souls you have taken before their time! You will never hurt anyone again… and may you burn in the fires of Hades for eternity!”


Tarifa slammed the curved blade of the R4 into Talied’s chest and watched his eyes bulge out in silent pain as she twisted the curved blade and yanked upwards with all her considerable strength, opening his chest cavity to the smoky and dust filled air all around them. She shoved his head back as the life faded quickly from his eyes, her chest heaving in anger and she stepped back, her feet planted in a combat stance. She stepped back quickly and took notice that the firing had stopped all around her and the whine of the RAPTOR’S engines was dying. She lifted her eyes from Talied’s body and saw Aelnala’s huge body not two meters away. She saw Aihola and Isra sitting in the saddle and gazing at her intently. Aelnala’s eyes gazed on her evenly. Tarifa turned her head and saw Diantar first, his P190 resting in the crook of his arm, and then dozens more of her assault team all of them staring at her. She could hear the crackling of fires and the moans of the dying as her head turned back to where Isra and Aihola were gazing at her.


She saw Isra’s face break into a smile and he shook his head. “Now I have finally seen why Martin considers you his beloved sister.” Isra spoke with a small smile. “Your temper when incited is just as bad, if not more so than his.”


Aihola slid from the saddle easily. “Tarifa my love?” She asked softly stepping towards her. “Are you…”

Tarifa met her amber eyes and slowly a smile crossed her face as she took a deep breath. “I am fine Nya Istel.” She stated. 

“So it is safe to get off Aelnala’s back then Sadormacah?” Isra asked.


Tarifa tilted her head and gave Isra a scrunched face look as he smiled at her. “The eggs!” She gasped finally.


Tarifa turned and rushed to the back of the lifter, Aihola right on her heels. Isra jumped from Aelnala’s back, pulling his Nehtes from the holster on his thigh as he approached the back of the Lifter.


Tarifa reached up and grabbed the recessed handle of the Lifter door, Aihola stepping up next to her and they both used their combined strength to lift the large door up and out of the way. They gasped and Aihola grasped Tarifa’s arm as they gazed into the back and saw at least thirty eggs resting safely in cushioned compartments, the heat of the back of the Lifter set perfectly to keep the eggs from becoming too cold. Tarifa turned to Diantar.


“Diantar… the other Lifters! Hurry!” She ordered.


Diantar didn’t pause and motioned with his hand for troops to comply with her directives as she and Aihola climbed into the back of the Lifter.


The eggs were of every size and color, all of them oval in shape and roughly eighteen inches long and twelve inches thick. Tarifa moved to one side of the Lifter, her hands caressing each egg as she went past them counting. Aihola did the same on the opposite side of the Lifter and they reached the end of the vehicle and turned back to look at Isra who had climbed into the back and stood in the doorway. 

“Thirteen.” Aihola spoke.


“Fourteen on this side.” Tarifa said.


“Twenty-seven.” Isra spoke nodding his head.


“Commander Isra?” The voice echoed in all of their helmets.


“Report!” Isra barked.


“Sir… I have twenty-five undamaged eggs in the second Lifter sir!”


“Commander… I have…” The second voice spoke.


Isra’s brow furrowed as Tarifa and Aihola moved up next to him. “What? What do you have?” Isra demanded.


“Commander I have fifteen undamaged eggs… and a very small and very frightened baby dragon looking at me.” The female voice replied happily.


Diantar shook his head quickly as he saw Aelnala move as if she had been shot from a gun, and then Isra, Tarifa and Aihola were following her in a single blink. He broke into a run in pursuit and they covered the distance down the column, passing the smoking vehicles and blackened bodies with barely a pause. Aelnala kicked up a massive amount of dust and soot as she rounded the corner and came to a screeching halt, her honey colored eyes wide.


Isra, Tarifa and Aihola almost ran into her as they came around the corner and saw the female Spartan cradling the light gray, newly hatched dragon in her arms as she slid from the back of the Lifter. The male Spartan was squatting in the open door with a huge grin on his face.


Aelnala reached out her head on her long neck and touched her snout to the baby dragon’s head as the gray hatchling extended its own head out on its neck to touch her cool scales.


Welcome little one! Aelnala’s voice echoed within Mindvoice as Tarifa and Aihola pressed up against Isra’s lean muscular body with smiles on their faces. Welcome to the very first day of your future.

Roluth! Roluth our bonded one! Aihola shouted out within Mindvoice. We have them Roluth! We have all of them and they are safe! Even the little one that has hatched! They are safe our brother!

BIG SNOWY MOUNTAINS

TRUE PEOPLE BASE


Hurcan turned as half a dozen of his men rushed into the control room and slammed the thick steel door closed behind them. Four of them were bleeding heavily from wounds sustained in the battle, the others mildly wounded as Hurcan himself. He lowered the rifle he held as his men turned towards him their red eyes wide.

“What is happening?” He screamed.


“They have taken over all of the levels beneath us and are moving on this section One!” The soldier replied moving over to him. “The north half of the base belongs to them as we had almost no personnel in those sections!”


“Why can’t we reach the hanger and use the emergency exits!” Hurcan demanded. “We are only a hundred meters from freedom!”


“Syrilth and the other dragons are burning any of our people that make it that far One!” The man replied. “We can’t even reach across through the upper tunnel because her sister burns anyone who attempts to cross.”


“We must rush them!” Another soldier shouted.


The man whirled on him. “We have tried that!” He screamed. “We lost almost fifty men in that attack! Those that weren’t burned they ripped to shreds with their claws and teeth! Our weapons are ineffective against them. They have some sort of shielding surrounding their bodies! Our bullets are bouncing harmlessly away!” He turned back to Hurcan. “They have found our food storage bunkers One! The weapons they launch form their arms are slaughtering our men! Even those behind barricades are falling. The flying shields rip right through the metal and wood!” 


Hurcan nodded. “Just like in the tunnel!” He exclaimed. “They can direct them it seems! If they have found the food storage rooms they will not spare any of us! They will kill us like animals because of their damnable sensibilities!”


“What are your orders One?” 


Hurcan looked at the man. “We will wait until they come through that door and then we will kill as many of them as we can before we die!” Hurcan hissed.


Walter staggered out of the room trying to hold the contents of his stomach inside and not purge them in the smoky corridor. He turned and his eyes took in the three Spartans that were not as lucky as him. They still squatted in the dimly lit corridor, their stomachs dry heaving. He had responded to the call of his second in command and come to this room on the fourth level of the base.


Now he wished he hadn’t.


The bodies of hundreds of men, women and even children were hung from the ceilings and walls on hooks. Their blood stained the floor in buckets, telling Walter they had still been alive when impaled upon those cruel apparatuses. Many of them had pieces of their bodies missing, like they had been carved or sawed completely off. It was the most horrible sight Walter had ever seen in his life. He leaned against the steel wall of the corridor as two of his men came up to him slowly.

“Senior Polemarch?” The more senior of the men spoke softly.


Walter looked at the man. “Do we… do we have any of these foul creatures prisoners?” He asked immediately.


The two men looked at each other quickly. The senior one turned back to him. “Two dozen that were too wounded to fight Senior Polemarch. We separated them and are holding them in a room on the lower level.”


Walter looked at him. “Execute them immediately!” He barked out. “I don’t care what wounds they have!”


The Spartan nodded. “As you order Senior Polemarch!”


“Insure that we have three Enomotia sweep back through all the corridors and make sure all these vile creatures are dead! I want none of them to survive and leave this mountain this day! None!” Walter spat.

“It will be done Senior Polemarch!”


“The attack?” Walter asked.


“Second Lochi has trapped who they believe to be the leader of these… things… three levels up sir!” The man reported. “A hundred meters from the hanger bay. The dragons have kept them from escaping through the hanger entrance quite handily.”

Walter nodded. “They have more reason to hate them… they have suffered for far longer than us under these disgusting creatures.” He stood up straighter and clutched his Nehtes in his hand. “Very well… contact War Master Tareif and advise him and Administrator Selene of our status.”

“Not the Queen Senior Polemarch?” The man asked.


Walter shook his head. “I sense Aricia is fully engaged at the moment and we do not want to interrupt her. I detected Aihola’s call to Roluth within Mindvoice that the eggs are safe. Let us move up to this level and I will inform Syrilth of this fact. Then we can take down this scum Hurcan and I can watch the blood leak form his body at what I will do to him.”

EDEN CITY

CROSSROADS CENTER


It was normally the place where hundreds and thousands of men, elves and Lycavorians came everyday. That number did not include the hundreds of alien species who were part of the reconstruction effort who rapidly realized once arriving on Earth that this was the place to come and enjoy the many different types of dining and cultures that Eden City encompassed. 


It was called Crossroads Center.


Selene, Tarifa and Aihola had wanted a place directly in the center of Eden City that would belong to everyone. A place that everyone could come and mingle and shop at the hundreds of market stands and enjoy coffee and food in the outdoor cafes as well as the dozens of restaurants that dotted the area. It was the center of Eden City’s four main traffic hubs, and designed into a massive circular pattern almost ten square blocks. Inside that circular pattern was a beautiful flower garden with benches and refreshment stands. The Lifter traffic was limited to only around the outer portion of Crossroads Center, zipping along the outer portion of the huge ring with stops every few hundred feet. 


This was where the citizens of Eden City came to mingle and shop and relax. Lifter traffic through Crossroads Center was limited to small two or three passenger Lifters and the speed laws were strictly enforced. The majority of the ten square block area was traversed on foot, hundreds of ships and stores lining the streets as well as food vendors and more indoor and outdoor cafes. During the warm months, every table set outside was full most of the day and night. In the cold months, the insides of the cafes and restaurants were full. It didn’t matter what species you were, and like the other market centers around Eden City, everyone was welcome. It was also the only section of the city that allowed alcoholic beverages to be served since it was nothing to walk a block or two and wave down a Lifter service vehicle to take you to your home.


At the moment however, Crossroads Center was a war zone.


Steffan’s face was blackened by blow back gases from his heavy machine gun as he held the trigger back and swept the huge barrel back and forth in front of their position, the barrel almost glowing red from the constant hammering of high velocity 40 caliber projectiles exiting from the weapon. Lynwe laid next to him with half a dozen other Spartans and Dragoons laying down a withering field of weapons fire directed solely at the water drainage tunnel. The white skinned bodies of what had to be close to a hundred True People soldiers were stacked to the sides and front of the tunnel like entrance. They had come charging out of the flood gate tunnel screaming out their rage and hatred and walked into a toxic hailstorm of Teflon coated steel hollowpoints, 8mm flechette rounds and the standard high velocity 10mm projectile rounds from dozens of P190s. 

Lynwe had established three fortified positions around each entrance, supported by an entire platoon of Spartans and Dragoons. They had set up their positions in such a way that gave them the best line of fire to their targets. The outcome was never really in doubt considering the lack of military knowledge among the so called leaders of the True People. They rushed from the tunnels and entrances in droves.


And they died in droves.


Lynwe rolled onto her side as she scrambled to reload her 190. Her hands smoothly ejected the spent magazine and as she was seating the next she looked at Steffan who was changing the drum under his massive machine gun.


“They are insane!” She screamed.


“It makes them easier to kill!” He screamed back as he jammed the third drum into its slot and yanked back on the charging handle of the large tripod mounted weapon. He settled behind the gun and once more pulled the trigger. Lynwe winced against the heavy yammer of the weapon and she allowed her amber eyes to sweep across their positions. She saw male and female Spartans and elves side by side, mixed in with humans of the Eden City Militia. They stood together without question and without fear.


Lynwe felt a swell of pride fill her and she tapped her COM unit. “War Master!” She shouted. “What is your status?”


Lynwe heard her ear implant crackle and then Tareif’s deep voice bellowed out. The sounds of heavy machine guns and distant explosions filled her implant. “We are slaughtering them by the hundreds! What were they thinking Lynwe?”   


“I do not care what they were thinking!” Lynwe shouted back. “They will die for their mistakes now!”


“That suits me just fine!” Tareif shouted. “No… you there… direct your fire southeast toward the bridge!” Lynwe heard him scream out the order. “Lynwe… we must have several hundred that we’ve brought down already! How many more can they have within the tunnels?”

“It does not matter!” Lynwe spoke. “Selene! Permission to execute Phase Two!”


Selene’s ever calm voice filled her implant from where she was safe and secure within the Eden City Command Center.


“Do it Lynwe!” Selene spoke. “Tarifa reports they have secured the eggs! The Guardian of the Line is moments from taking their mountain base! I will not allow these flesh eating creatures to exist one minute longer than necessary! Do it my love!”


Lynwe nodded. “Executing!” She rolled over and pushed herself to her knees, her amber eyes focusing on the slaughter that was taking place. “All positions this is General Lynwe! You are authorized to execute Phase Two! I repeat… Execute Phase Two! First Echelon in! Missile Teams weapons free! Second Echelon to Line of Departure! Start the pumps! All personnel into masks! Execute! Execute!”


The death of the True People began then.


Every single citizen had been pulled far back out of the ten block Crossroads Center, barricades going up to keep curious innocents out of the area. Upon Lynwe’s order dozens of portable missile teams appeared from within buildings and armored vehicles. Soon the sounds of explosions began to echo through the tall buildings and streets as no less than eight 67mm rockets were fired at every opening the True People were using to exit the sewers beneath the city. Concrete and steel began crushing the bodies of those living and dead as across the city the entrance were sealed by tons of debris that no hands could remove. As the explosions rocked the ten block radius, other small units of men and elves rushed to prearranged positions, mostly welded sewer entrances along streets and alleys. 


This Second Echelon carried with them portable pumps and generators which were quickly assembled and placed nearby. Small red tanks were connected to the pumps and the generators started as everyone donned fearsome looking masks over their heads. 

The small tanks had been in storage bunkers, leftover from the passing of the comet. They had been discovered in one of the sweeps for weapons that Martin’s people had made when they initially established Eden City. Seventy-nine tanks in all.

Seventy-nine tanks of VOX21, the most lethal nerve agent known to exist before the passing of the comet. Derived from the old VX gas of the late 20th and early 21st centuries, VOX21 was a combination of three different gases. Two nerve agents and the chemical compound R78. The two nerve agents when combined together would cause airways to the lungs to seize immediately. The skin would blister as if boiling; welts would form instantly and begin to pop from over pressurization, and then the internal organs would begin to shut down immediately as they would practically become liquefied within the victim’s body. The compound R78, spread with the gas, would activate within thirty seconds and when combined with the two nerve agents it would cause a firestorm of white phosphorous to sweep through the enclosed areas burning everything at nearly three thousand degrees. It was the R78 that destroyed the nerve agents and any sign of the lethal gas, along with any bodies it may have touched. It was essentially the purging element of the agent, though no one was taking any chances. The gas would die within minutes even without the R78, but Selene had determined that everyone would wear masks for protection no matter what.

There were still several thousand of the True People within the sewers of the city, many of them bunched near the entrances they were using. None of them were aware of the airtight doors closing all around them within the sewers, effectively sealing them in their tombs. None of them were aware of anything besides the dust and rocks that peppered their skin from shattered entrances and the shouted cries of what to do next. Even as True People leaders began to shout to move to other entrances, they began to die. Many reached immediately for their throats as their airways were burned shut as they breathed in the thick dust that had been stirred up. Their skin blistered, large boils forming and exploding in sprays of white and red fluid. The screams of the dying began to echo through the tunnels, even as the Spartans and Dragoons above them stood impassively on the streets above as their enemies died. Almost on cue the R78 chemical compound acted exactly as it was designed. The massive firestorm caused a huge pressure wave to build and unleash what was nothing more than a fire cloud of superheated air. 

The Spartans and elves felt the pressure wave course through the sewers beneath their feet, in some areas even causing the actual pavement to heave upwards in locations.

Thirty seconds was all it took and ninety-six percent of those that called themselves True People, flesh eating abominations created and then discarded by the High Coven, died just as horribly as they had lived.

LIMIAM COMMAND CRUISER

MUNRARAN
HIGH EARTH ORBIT


“…What do you mean you’ve lost contact?” The Kavalian Commander shouted to his communications officer.


“I don’t know sir… one moment we had an open narrow beam channel and Lieutenant Kaliar was speaking with the Lycavorian Maruad… the next it was gone!” The communications officer declared.

Captain Chao’Diat rose from his command chair and moved to the communications station on the bridge of his cruiser. He was an officer who had survived both the war with the Union and then the High Coven. He had been chosen for this mission because of his experience in ship combat and the Limian cruiser he now commanded was the most advanced ship he had ever served on. Though no where near as advanced and powerful as the newer ships they had set to begin their invasion of High Coven space, Chao was pleased with what they had been able to do with these Limian ships.


“Playback the last few seconds of the transmission.” He ordered. 


The communications officer adjusted his controls and the internal bridge speakers came alive with the sounds of voices and background noise from the planet below. 


“Leonidas?” The voice gasped out


There was a low booming noise on the speakers and them what sounded like a rush of air or something shooting flame. Just milliseconds before the connection was severed Chao thought he heard the beginnings of screams.

The communications officer turned to him. “That’s it sir!” He spoke. “I’ve been trying to re-establish the connection for the last ninety seconds… but I can’t break through the clutter.” He shook his head. “It’s almost as if…”


Chao looked at him. “What?”


“Captain… it’s almost as if our signal is being jammed somehow.” The communications tech replied.


“Jammed?” Chao spoke quickly. 


“Yes sir.”


Chao turned quickly. “Sensors… any warships in the area?” He shouted out.


“Negative Captain!” The reply came immediately. “Sensors are showing only nine freighters and transports! Half a dozen smaller atmospheric transport moving back and forth between the station and the surface!”


Chao gripped the communications officer’s shoulder. “Get them back.” He hissed out softly. “Something is wrong.”


“Yes sir.”


Chao moved back to his command chair and settled into it slowly. He had volunteered for this mission to retrieve these eggs that this Lycavorian traitor had promised them. He shuddered inwardly at the thought of looking upon one of those fully grown dragon they had been briefed about. They were unlike any creature he had ever seen, and his feline blood had gone cold as he watched the reports of how they had been used by the Lycavorians on Enurrua. This mission was of great importance because their scientists wanted to study the eggs and discover what it was about these monsters that so frightened their people on such a basic level. That the Prefect’s own nephew had taken the role he had in this mission spoke volumes about the importance of it.


“Nothing from Talco’s personal frequency either?” He asked.


“No sir… not since the message we received just before our troops went to the surface.” The communications officer replied turning in his chair. “Just that ten second burst and then nothing. I’ve tried to re-establish the connection since, but all I get is the same cluttered noise.”


Chao felt the short hairs on the back of his neck bristle. The fine coat of light brown hair that covered his body ruffled slightly under his uniform and the base of his spine where his tail had once been itched. Like most adult Kavalian males, he had had his two meter long tail removed when he entered service as a soldier. Their tails were more a hindrance than anything else and during their war with the Lycavorian dogs many of the wolf soldiers had used their tails against them in combat. When that war ended the Prefect made the decision that every member of the armed forces would have their tails removed no matter how limber and skilled they were at their use.

“I don’t like this.” Chao spat. “Something is not right. Direct the port sensor array to this city where they were supposed to meet the Lycavorian.”


The Tactical Officer turned from his station. “Captain… our contact on Apo Prime told us scanning of the surface of this planet was strictly forbidden by ships not part of the Union Fleet or designated ships of the Reconstruction Force. We are not one of those ships according to our documents. If we scan the surface it will be detected by their station, as well as the base on the moon. They will respond.”

“I need to know what is happening!” Chao said. “We are sitting up here blind to what is going on down there! We have no contact with Talco and no contact with Kaliar or our ground forces!”


“Captain I’m just informing…”


“Captain we have an incoming transmission of unknown origin!” The communications officer shouted out.


“What? From where?”


The man shook his head. “I don’t know sir… but I can’t block it! The signal strength is too strong and…”


Chao’s head snapped around when the holographic image of the tall Lycavorian filled the area in front of his command chair. He wore the uniform of an Admiral that much Chao knew and he appeared heavily muscled and deeply tanned. His face and eyes showed many years of wisdom and knowledge, and those eyes were focused directly on Chao.


“Kavalian Commander… my name is Fleet Admiral Joarl of the United Lycavorian Union Fleet. I am the Quadrant Commander, of which Earth Sector is part of. You and your ships are ordered to power down shields and weapons and prepare to be taken into custody.” Joarl spoke confidently.


Chao came to his feet with practiced ease. He had been schooled in what to say if this event took place. “I am Captain Chao! My ships and crew are part of the Reconstruction Project for Earth! What right do you have to…?”


“Captain Chao… your ships are part of an espionage mission within the boundaries of Union space!” Joarl snapped. “As we speak… your ground forces on the surface are being detained. We already have Talco in custody. I repeat my order to power down your shields and weapons and prepare to be boarded.”

“We have documents indicating that…” Chao began.

Joarl turned as an officer on his bridge walked up and handed him a data pad. “Captain your documents are forged copies.” Joarl spoke calmly. “You and your ships are on a covert mission within Lycavorian Union space to steal dragon eggs from here on Earth. As I said… we have Talco in custody and he has given us all the information we need. In case you have not heard Captain… King Leonidas has granted sentient status to all breeds of dragons within Union space. They are just as much citizens of the Union as I am. Attempting to kidnap them or the eggs they produce is recognized as a High Crime. Add that to your forged documents and the landing of ground troops on Earth… and you my friend are in a situation. Administrator Selene has…”


Chao’s eyes narrowed and he hissed in anger. “I do not recognize that foul vampire half breed or her twisted mutant Drow lover as…” Chao sat back in his chair quickly as he saw Joarl come out of his command chair with a look of utter hatred on his face. His eyes changed and his wolf fangs burst from his gums as he stared at Chao in the holo transmission.


“Speak one more word Kavalian scum and I will ventilate every deck of your ship and let you and your crew die from exposure to the cold of space!” Joarl roared vehemently. “Selene is the only thing keeping you alive right now you nubous fool and you will not disrespect her with your words! I will not allow you to insult her in any way! And Lynwe is far more honorable and intelligent than you could ever hope to obtain!” He moved closer in the transmission. “It is Selene’s order… and her order alone that insures you still live Kavalian! I fought your people in our war… I alone have seen the brutal tactics and manner in which you conduct yourselves! Make no mistake Captain Chao, if it was up to me… I would have vaporized you and your ships already! Selene’s order keeps you and your foul species alive right now but if you utter one more insult to her or Lynwe and their persons I will destroy you instantly!”


The tactical officer whirled in his chair. “Captain… a LEONIDAS-Class Attack Cruiser is de-shrouding off our starboard bow! An AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigate is de-shrouding directly astern!”


Chao’s eyes were wide as he stared at the holo image of the Lycavorian Joarl as he smiled viciously in the transmission.

“We have been following your cruisers and transports for three days now!” Joarl spoke. “We even were able to put a small team on one of your transports and discover the incubation chambers you have set up on them. You see Captain Chao… your mission is no longer secret. I will give you ten seconds to decide your fate and that of your crews. Then I will obliterate you and your ships without as much as a pause in my breathing. Your time starts now!”


“Wait!” Chao barked. “I will… I will claim Diplomatic Deference for myself and my men!” Chao exclaimed.


Joarl’s head turned in the transmission.
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“I do not recognize that foul vampire half breed or her twisted mutant Drow lover as…” 


“Speak one more word Kavalian scum and I will ventilate every deck of your ship and let you and your crew die from exposure to the cold of space!” Joarl roared vehemently. “Selene is the only thing keeping you alive right now you nubous fool and you will not disrespect her with your words! I will not allow you to insult her in any way!” His voice echoed. “It is Selene’s order… and her order alone that insures you still live Kavalian! I fought your people in our war… I alone have seen the brutal tactics and manner in which you conduct yourselves! Make no mistake Chao, if it was up to me… I would have vaporized you and your ships already! Selene’s order keeps you and your foul species alive right now but if you utter one more insult to her or Lynwe and their persons I will destroy you instantly!”


“Captain… a LEONIDAS-Class Attack Cruiser is de-shrouding off our starboard bow! An AUTUMN MOON-Class Attack Frigate is de-shrouding directly astern!”


“We have been following your cruisers and transports for three days now!” Joarl spoke. “We even were able to put a small team on one of your transports and discover the incubation chambers you have set up on them. You see Captain Chao… your mission is no longer secret. I will give you ten seconds to decide your fate and that of your crews. Then I will obliterate you and your ships without as much as a pause in my breathing. Your time starts now!”


“Wait!” Chao barked. “I will… I will claim Diplomatic Deference for myself and my men!” Chao exclaimed.


Selene stood staring at the monitor with wide steel blue eyes even as several technicians and the senior Dragoon Commander who stood next to her looked at her with knowing glints in their eyes. They had been monitoring the transmissions from Joarl’s ship, listening to the conversation. Joarl’s vicious answer to the Kavalian’s remarks towards her took many of them by surprise as Joarl was usually very laconic and stoic in his emotions and actions as most Lycavorian Spartans were. At least until they were riled to a certain point.


Joarl had apparently reached that point and Selene and Lynwe were the reason why.


Selene had always looked on Joarl as a support figure for herself, Lynwe, Tarifa and Aihola. He was their military officer and he had always treated them as equals and with the utmost respect and honor. He never refused them council and was available to them even when they contacted him at odd hours of the early morning. Something Selene and Lynwe both had done on more than one occasion. She had never once considered the fact that perhaps there might be something else to his motives and actions. She and Lynwe had commented many months ago on how handsome they thought him to be, but they did not consider anything beyond that. They never considered that perhaps, while Lynwe may have been gifted with a male organ that most men would happily exchanged for their own, she was still a devastatingly beautiful woman.


The senior elf Dragoon officer leaned close to her. He was a senior aide to her… and one of perhaps a dozen people that knew Lynwe’s complete history and everything about her.


“I do believe that fate has just opened another door for you and Lynwe Selene.” He whispered with a small smile.


Selene turned to look at him shock still on her face. “I…”


“Administrator… Admiral Joarl is requesting your decision of the Kavalian’s request.” A Spartan tech called from the communications station in front of the huge monitor.


Selene looked back at the monitor and the picture of Joarl waiting patiently on the bridge of his ship. Selene looked at the man in the transmission. He was older than Lynwe, her and Layna combined by a good thousand years, his face weathered but still handsome. She had not looked upon a man in such a way since her love for Lynwe had blossomed and grown so powerful. 

“Tell… tell the Admiral he is authorized to grant the Kavalian request as long as they power down their shields and weapons as he first instructed them. Then they will submit to boarding parties without interference and they will be taken into custody. If they do not comply with those instructions in any way… they will be destroyed five seconds after.” Selene spoke in reply, trying to hide her embarrassment at the moment.

The Dragoon stepped closer and squeezed her arm. He was one of War Master Tareif’s most experienced Dragoons and had nearly four hundred years of life behind him. He had been Selene’s aide since being assigned nearly two years by Tareif to watch her when they began first building Eden City. “Do not dismiss this Selene.” He spoke so only she could hear him. “This is a path to what you and Lynwe have desired since you came together. This is someone who knows what Lynwe is… and apparently it does not concern him in the least based on his words and actions.”

Selene looked at him. “Al’lha… I…”

The Dragoon shook his head. “Talk with Lynwe and Layna… for she is now part of your lives as well. Perhaps this could be what all of you have wanted Selene. And of all the people I know… you and Lynwe deserve the happiness and love of children that we and others take for granted. Think about it.”


Selene’s steel blue eyes went back to the monitor as her reply was reaching Joarl.


Joarl stood on the NIGHTMOON as the reply from Selene was handed to him. He let his eyes flick over it briefly and he nodded in approval. He turned back to the Kavalian in the transmission.


“You are lucky Kavalian.” He stated. “Selene is in a forgiving mood. She will grant your request as long as you adhere to my orders earlier and allow unfettered boarding parties to access your ships immediately. Power down your shields and weapons and comply. She has given you only five seconds to decide. Starting now!”

“I will do as you say Lycavorian!” Chao declared angrily. “My men and I will reveal nothing to you however!”


Joarl grinned exposing his wolf fangs again. “We already know all we want to know.” He spoke. “However… if it is determined that you or one of your men can provide information we want… have no doubts we will get it. Lynwe can be very persuasive. Prepare to be boarded Kavalian!”

WICHITA

Aricia was no longer the naïve young woman she had been only two short years ago. What had occurred in that time period had surpassed what most young female wolves would ever experience in their entire lifetimes. Used as a political tool by a father who cared only for his honor and status, Aricia had been claimed by the most powerful alpha male within the entire Lycavorian Union in Martin Leonidas. She had experienced pleasures beyond her imagination in his arms and the arms of her fellow Queens, foremost among them the day her Beloved made her his Soulmate. She had been ripped from Martin’s life and the love of his aura by twisted and cruel forces bent on destroying him. Forced to submit to the sexual advances of another male in the midst of a hormonal fever that happened in only half a percent of the female Lycavorians in the universe. Even though forced upon her by Joric, Aricia was positive whatever love Martin had for her had died the moment he saw her screaming out Joric’s name to take her like some common tramp. Aricia thought her life and her future over with.


That was until the azure scaled dragon Isheeni had come into her life. It was Isheeni who was her last hold on her sanity. It was Isheeni who carried her, saved her and gave her the strength to take vengeance on those who had taken so much from her. In those weeks on Enurrua Aricia had transformed from the supple young naïve woman, to the lean muscular woman who stood this day. Her five feet seven, hundred and twenty body was sculpted much like Dysea’s exquisite tasting elven form, balanced perfectly between musculature and luscious feminine curves. Her breasts were high and firm, her skin deeply tanned. Her raven black hair was long and shone in health and beauty. It was Isheeni who had kept her alive those weeks so that she could witness the depth and power of Martin’s love for her that day. He had utterly shattered a formerly unconquerable world, freed the First Oracle of their people unexpectedly and then destroyed an Empire to reclaim what others had taken from him. 

To reclaim her.


Those three days in that cave had shown Aricia just how powerful their love was. He had worshiped her for hours at a time, never tiring of her body or her mind. Martin had dropped all pretenses at shielding his mind from her. She was his Anome… his Soulmate… and Aricia had discovered wonders swimming through his infinite thoughts and memories. Memories that included those of his father and grandfather. Wonders that to this day filled Aricia with awe and unrequited love for him. While he loved all of them, his devotion to Aricia was there for her to see, displayed in his mind as it was in a place that only she had the power to see. While he loved them all intensely, only Aricia commanded his soul and could see the part of him that the others could not. The part that she knew desired Dysea the most after herself. The part that would die for any of them in a single instant; fight any enemy no matter how terrifying; cross light years to be with; and destroy anyone who took any of them from him.


She had seen that part of him and she had sworn to never be naïve again. Even after they had begun their new life with their bond mates and even as she carried their child in her womb she had trained hard every day with her Shi Viska and her Nehtes. Never again would she fall victim to forces outside of her control. Never again would any male take her against her will without killing her first. As she trained almost daily with her Beloved their bond grew more powerful, as did their incredible abilities within Mindvoice, deepening their bonds with Torma and Isheeni to the extent that now it was extremely difficult to tell their conscious minds apart.


Aricia was confident now. Confident in her skills, confident in her sexuality, and above all us confident in herself as a woman and a wolf. Martin’s constant attention told her that, as well as his decision to allow her and Isheeni to come here to fight this battle without him. That was the ultimate sign of his devotion, confidence and love of her as far as Aricia was concerned. Aricia had no intention of letting this fool male who thought to steal dragon eggs come any where close to succeeding. Nearly a full year of studying with Martin, Andreus and her uncle Dymas had forged her into the most powerful and skilled female within the Lycavorian Union when wielding a Nehtes, and that was without her considerable Mindvoice abilities. 

A fact that Maruad was about to find out.
The entirety of his life Maruad had considered himself superior to others. It was one of the reasons he had accepted Chetak’s offer to come to Enurrua and use the dragons. He was confident and skilled and he knew it. He never once in his life considered females anything more than a warm body to spill his seed into and receive pleasure from, even if he had to force it out of them. The first blow he received from Aricia changed his perspective on that instantly.

He came to within one meter of her while she stood like a statue and he thrust with his Nehtes intending to impale her right through her abdomen. His dark eyes flew open when the spearhead of his Nehtes hit nothing as Aricia stepped to the side with a speed he had never witnessed before. The forward momentum of his thrust carried him off balance and he staggered forward several steps until the flat portion of Aricia’s spearhead slapped against the unprotected portion of the back of his head. Maruad saw stars and felt pain unlike anything he had felt before this day shoot through his neck and spine as Aricia deftly moved to the side and spun her Nehtes gracefully ending up in a defensive posture.
“I will not kill you Maruad.” Aricia spoke calmly as she looked at him with evil azure colored eyes. “That judgment will be made by my Beloved.”

Maruad screamed out his rage and swung his Nehtes around wildly. The blow would have decapitated someone without Aricia’s skill, but she simply ducked and snapped the blunt end of her own Nehtes up and smashed it into his jaw before rolling away nimbly, her crested plume barely touching the dusty ground before she was on her feet again. Maruad’s head snapped back and two of his teeth were snapped off at his gum line sending fresh pain and blood splashing across the inside of his mouth as his lip ballooned in size from the wide cut that erupted.
“Tell me Maruad… how did it feel taking the lives of those who could not defend themselves?” Aricia asked with ice in her words as she stepped forward and spun her Nehtes to the side toward Maruad’s head.

Maruad snapped up his own Nehtes and blocked the blow easily. “It will feel far better taking your life wench!” He barked. “Especially after I have tasted your delights!”

Aricia laughed as she held her Nehtes against his in a dual of strength. She stepped in even closer, released her Nehtes with her left hand and hit Maruad with stiffened fingers in his throat. His eyes bulged out of his head as he staggered back from the force of the unexpected blow, one hand going to his throat even as he swept his Nehtes in front of him defensively. Aricia laughed even louder as she did not press her attack and simply stepped back to look at him.

“Tasted my delights.” She taunted him. “Oh… I have many delights Maruad… none of which you will ever experience. You are not man enough to give me pleasure. I doubt I would even be aware of it if you were able to put your cock inside me! You do have a cock don’t you Maruad?” 

Maruad screamed and rushed at her swinging his Nehtes in a classic Sweeping Attack Form. It was the basic of all instruction with the Nehtes and taught to the students in their first month of their Agoges. It was something Aricia had mastered in the first day. As the spearhead portion of his Nehtes whipped at her legs level with her knees, Aricia twisted her wrists and caught the spearhead of his weapon on her own, stopping the one handed move. Maruad’s eyes went wide when he glanced up and saw her azure eyes glowering at him and the twisted smile that curved along her lips revealing her wolf fangs. She canted her head slightly.

“Maruad… you disappoint me. That is a child’s maneuver.” Aricia spoke. “I am not a child Maruad. Not anymore.”

Her face changed instantly into a mask of anger and hate and Maruad never saw the blunt end of her Nehtes snap down and smash against his wrist. Maruad felt and heard the bones in his wrist snap and break as his Nehtes dropping from suddenly useless fingers. Aricia brought the spearhead portion of her Nehtes twirling around until it impacted his cheek where she yanked it back quickly, the razor like edge slicing open Maraud’s cheek to the bone. He yelped in pain, his head turning as Aricia jammed the blunt end of her Nehtes into the ground and used it to launch herself into the air. Her combat boot encased right toe smashed into his opposite cheek with such force Maruad felt himself lift into the air and flail backwards until he landed on the hard packed ground atop several jagged edges of concrete. He groaned in pain as he rolled to his side, his eyes going to where Aricia was bending over to retrieve his Nehtes. She looked at him then and another cruel smile escaped her lips.
Maruad could see behind Aricia now, and what he saw sent whatever hopes he had of leaving this planet behind disappear. The Kavalians were giving up, dozens of them already dead and laying scattered about the ground while the buildings in the background burned and Isheeni and Roluth circled the groups of Kavalians warily, ready to unleash more blasts of their lethal flame. Spartans by the hundreds were appearing all around them, some moving into the surrounding buildings to insure their enemies were dead, others to surround the Kavalian troops who were going to their knees in twos and threes. His eyes went back to where Aricia squatted, her eyes having never left his face. He toyed briefly with the idea of shifting and escaping from this place in wolf form, but just as quickly dismissed that. He would be cut down like an animal if he attempted that.
“You see Maruad… you are finished. Syrilth’s eggs are safe… the Guardian of the Line even now is moments from taking the mountain base of these vile creatures you have aligned yourself with.” Aricia spoke softly. “Selene and Lynwe have annihilated those sent to attack Eden City. Your Kavalian friends have been defeated… their ships in orbit commandeered. You are alone Maruad. Syrilth and her siblings are free of you forever Maruad. You are now as you have been your entire life… a traitor to your own kind… and alone.”

“You… you did this because of the dragons!” Maruad screamed out spraying the air and ground in front of him with blood. “They are animals!”

“You are the animal Maruad!” Aricia snapped. “And I intend to beat you like an animal!” Aricia launched herself through the air at him using her inconceivable control of hers and Isheeni’s combined TK power. It happened far faster than Maruad was able to react too, and in a single blink Aricia was beside him, her azure blue eyes glowing in hatred and anger. She had collapsed her Nehtes and now brought it smashing down across his face; the twelve inch long two inch diameter staff opened the flesh of his opposite cheek to the bone shattering the thick bone as his head twisted savagely to the side from the force. Maruad’s eyes clouded over as he felt the next blow smash down on his left shoulder and her heard the shoulder blade pop. Pain coursed through his body… pure… clear and excruciating pain. Something Maruad had not felt in his long years of life… and something a woman child was making him experience.

As Maruad’s eyes fogged over and as blackness took him he realized something.

He realized that perhaps Aricia was not a child after all and he should have run when he had the chance.

BIG SNOWY MOUNTAINS

TRUE PEOPLE BASE


Syrilth and Tharua could only watch as dozens of Spartans flooded into the hanger from the secondary entrance. Her remaining siblings gathered quickly around her as they saw the tall older looking man strode toward them removing his helmet to reveal sweat stained hair and bright eyes. Tharua and the others watched as he walked right up to their sister who dwarfed him in size twenty to one. He held no fear within him as he stopped in front of her and bowed his head slightly.


Syrilth of the dragons. It is a distinct pleasure to meet you. Walter spoke evenly.


Syrilth gazed at this fearless man, stunned that he was so calm and in control. She was so used to men and women running from her in terror. In fact… none of them men and women that were pouring into the hanger right now was even fazed at the presence of dragons. Ancient creatures from their myths and legends that were often times made out to be uncontrollable monsters.


You… you are the Guardian of the Line? Syrilth asked quickly.


Walter nodded slowly. I am. We have cleared the entire base Syrilth. All that remain are a handful that we have trapped on this level. Among them is this Hurcan, the leader of these vile creatures. I thought perhaps you would like to deal with him since it is he that murdered two of your siblings.


Murdered. Not killed. 
Syrilth noticed that he had used the word murdered. Her head canted slightly to the side at this information as she processed it. Perhaps… everything Isheeni had told her was coming to fruition.  

My siblings? She asked.


Walter smiled warmly as he ran his hand across his forehead. My niece Aricia has already touched me Syrilth. Your remaining siblings are safe and in our care now. Including the little one who apparently hatched while within the vehicles. Isra and Aelnala are seeing to their care now with Roluth. Maruad has been captured and…


Captured? Syrilth growled out.


Walter met her eyes without the least bit of fear. Maruad will face the King’s judgment when he arrives tomorrow evening Syrilth. I assure you… it will not be pleasant.


My siblings… they… they are safe? Syrilth gasped still trying to wrap her mind around this fact. This was a day she never thought could happen.


Tharua stepped up next to her older sister. They… they are free? 


Walter nodded. As free as you are now once we deal with the handful we have trapped. I have been informed that the Dragon Elder Mother’s ship is only thirty minutes away. They apparently were able to move quite a bit faster than we first thought. 


Syrilth… Syrilth we are free! Tharua exclaimed. We…


Where are they? Syrilth demanded. Where is Hurcan?


Walter motioned down the corridor. We have them trapped in the control room and…

The control room! Syrilth shouted. Majeir! My youngest sister went to the control room to use the controls with her tail and seal the outer doors her in the hanger! She was the only one small enough to use the air tunnels! She has not returned! She is only five weeks old!


Walter was moving before Syrilth had even finished vaguely realizing that the four ton dragon was hot on his heels. He burst through the door into the corridor seconds before Syrilth’s head and neck followed and her shoulders plowed into the steel frame of the door causing it to buckle inward considerably.


Majeir! Syrilth screamed out backing her body up and ramming in to the door frame again, but once more the steel held bending inward only a little bit more.


Walter looked at the three Spartans who were just outside the door, the fourth finishing applying some sort of black foam substance to the door. He looked at the one who held the small portable scanner.


“How many?” He asked.


“Looks like six Guardian.” He answered holding out the sensor display. “And something almost as large that is definitely not humanoid. One of them is holding it in front of them.”


Walter’s face twisted into controlled rage now. “They have a five week old dragon hatchling they are using as a shield against any action we will take.” He spoke handing the sensor back even as Syrilth’s cries within Mindvoice went unanswered and she continued to batter the door frame with her huge body. “The one holding the hatchling will be the leader.” Walter spoke. “He is mine. Dispatch the others. No harm is to come to the hatchling if she is still alive! They will undoubtedly begin firing at chest level once we blow the door. Execute Plan Berserker One. No weapons!”


The three men and one female Spartan nodded and returned their 190s to their scabbards on their backs. Walter returned his helmet to his head and turned to face the door. He looked at the man who had planted the explosive. 


“Do it now!”


Majeir! Syrilth’s wail filled Walter’s mind and he said a silent prayer that the hatchling was still alive.

Majeir I am a friend! If you can hear me and understand little one. Bite whoever is holding you as hard as you possibly can as soon as the door blows inward. 


Hurcan pressed the barrel of the rifle tighter to Majeir’s head and glared at her. Blood flowed from the deep gash in her head where one of his men had viciously struck her when they heard her sneaking from within the air shaft. The moment she exited the shaft he had smashed his rifle across her basketball sized head with all of his strength, nearly cracking her still hardening skull bone. The blow was enough to send her spinning out of control and knock her completely senseless and she could feel the blood pouring over her neck scales. Her vision was still blurred but she could hear Syrilth’s wails for her within Mindvoice. Majeir couldn’t focus enough to reach out to her however and her eyes kept fluttering.


“The moment they come into this room you will die beast!” Hurcan hissed out. “I may not be able to kill your sister… but considering how she feels about you and your brother and sisters… how do you think she will feel when I kill you and she knows she has failed?”

Majeir! Syrilth’s wail filled Majeir’s mind and then another voice. Clear, focused and powerful.


Majeir I am a friend! If you can hear me and understand little one. Bite whoever is holding you as hard as you possibly can as soon as the door blows inward.


Majeir blinked her eyes several times trying to focus as Syrilth had taught her. She must bite someone. But who? Who did the voice mean? Who was holding her? The white skinned creatures! Majeir saw the barrel of the weapon falling towards her face, the crashing pain when it connected. She saw the disgusting face of the white skinned leader. What was she supposed to do again? She remembered now the voice and its instructions.

There was a blinding flash of white light and then a shattering explosion.


Instantly Majeir did as the voice instructed her. She opened her jaws and clamped down with all the power in her five week old hatchling body.


Hurcan roared in horrible pain as Majeir’s teeth sank into the flesh of his arm and reached the bone of his forearm. He howled louder when Majeir bit completely through his bone and tore her jaws away, taking his arm with it. As Hurcan stumbled back and his men began firing at chest level into the smoke filled doorway, he heard the savage growls and snarling and then four large wolves burst through the smoke unharmed, jaws snapping shut on his men, black steel like claws ripping and shredding flesh. His men began to scream and Hurcan lifted his rifle one handed to blast the beast who had taken his arm. His red eyes grew impossibly wide when he saw the dark brown wolf, somewhat larger than the others, his fur coat dotted with gray hair but still healthy and shiny. The wolf was coming at him at chest level as if somehow flying through the smoke filled room. He saw those jaws open to reveal huge flesh shredding fangs and teeth. He saw large paws rise up to reveal claws of black steel razors. He saw all this and he heard the male voice burst into his head, shattering his miniscule mind shields as if they weren’t there.

For my nephew Androcles!!


Hurcan felt no pain when those jaws slammed shut on his throat and crunched through flesh and bone. He felt no pain as the two hundred pound body of the wolf drove him mercilessly to the floor of the room, its paws rising to rake ferociously down his chest and shoulders, blood fountaining from the wounds. He felt nothing until the large gray tinted eyes of the wolf looked into his dying red orbs and its muzzle ripped upwards, taking with it three quarters of his throat and neck.


Then Hurcan felt the pain and his body reacted as his mouth opened to scream but only the sounds of bubbling and blood splashing onto the cold floor reached his ears as his body began to thrash violently.


Walter spit the huge chunk of flesh and cartilage from between his jaws and turned his large head back to watch as the leader of the True People died beneath his bloody paws. Walter watched until there was no life left in those red orbs and then in a flash of white light he shifted back to his normal form.


“For Androcles!” He rasped out once more.


Walter turned and his eyes fell upon Majeir then and he responded instantly, moving to her inert body. He saw the blood staining her jaws and Hurcan’s arm lying next to her snout. He picked up the dead limb and tossed it on top of Hurcan’s body even as he looked at the other Spartans who were returning to normal form. 


“Water!” He hissed. “Give me some water!”


Walter turned as more Spartans appeared in the doorway and took account of what was happening. A female squatted next to him holding out the cylinder of water to him. Walter took it and quickly splashed some into his mouth, washing away the foul taste of Hurcan’s flesh. He turned back to the hatchling and poured some of the cool water over her snout, seeing her tongue snake out to lick it.


Wash the taste from your mouth little one. He spoke softly. You need not carry that creature’s essence within your mouth. Wash it out. He cupped his hand under her snout and handed the cylinder to the female who began pouring the water over her snout and into her mouth now.

Majeir lifted her head slightly as she did what the male voice told her. Her eyes never left his affable face as she did this, and she watched him nod his head.


That is good little one. You have acted bravely and honored your sister’s faith in you young Majeir. Walter spoke. He lifted his hands and motioned for the female to pour water over the wound on her head while he gently used his fingers to wash away the dried blood and filth from the wound. 


You… you were the voice? Majeir spoke and she saw Walter’s eyes go a little wider at the childlike nature of Majeir’s words within Mindvoice.


He looked at her and nodded. You heard me yes. I do not know much about dragons little one… but it appears as if the wound on your head… while deep… is already starting to heal. 


My head… my head hurts. Majeir spoke.


Of that I have no doubts! Walter spoke. I’m going to pick you up now little one. Your sister cries out for you and she and the others can better assist you now. I believe you will be fine.


Walter squatted further and got his arms under the hundred pound hatchling, using all his wolf strength to pick her up as gently as he could. He carried her as he used to carry his German Shepard, though Majeir was considerably larger even at only five weeks old. She should have weighed more at her age he knew… but that would change in time as she and her brothers and sisters finally got the care and concern they needed.


Walter looked at the female. “Do we have a Hadarian medic in the mountain who knows dragon anatomy?”


“Yes Senior Polemarch. Elisia finished her nine week course on dragons last month. She is working on the lower level.”


“Send for her now. I don’t think the wound is bad… but she is still very young and I want to make sure there is nothing else wrong with her.” Walter spoke.


The female Spartan nodded and moved out into the corridor. Walter looked once more at Majeir’s snout, her long neck and head focused completely on him.

You… you saved me. Majeir spoke softly.


Walter shook his head as he headed for the door and into the corridor. No little one… your sister saved you!


Majeir! Syrilth bellowed within Mindvoice as Walter carried the hatchling up to the doorway and into the hanger. He stopped several meters inside and gently lowered Majeir to the floor before standing back up as Syrilth and her other siblings crowded around her, nuzzling her snout and wings. Majeir… you are never to disobey me again! Syrilth reprimanded her, but Walter had to smile at the lack of firmness in Syrilth’s voice.


We almost lost you Majeir! Tharua declared.


Majeir turned her eyes on where Walter stood. I… I was protected. She stated softly.


Syrilth turned her huge head to look at Walter and she moved up to stand in front of him, settling her body to the cold floor of the hanger.


What… what you have given me… us… this day. She spoke. It is… it is a debt I can never…

Walter met her gaze. There is no debt Syrilth. Your kind… dragons… they are honored members of my King’s Union. Our Union. What we have done here this day is to eliminate a threat to our Union that has festered for centuries until it rose to the surface and we could destroy it. We did this together Syrilth. There is no debt to be repaid.


And… and what of Maruad?


You have not met my King Syrilth. Right now… enjoy your siblings. Allow my Hadarian medic to examine all of you. She has been instructed by the Elder Mother in caring for your kind. Then take them to be with your siblings that have yet to be hatched. You have a new sister as I said. When the King arrives here you will be witness to what is in store for Maruad Syrilth. He will not go unpunished… of that you can be assured.


What will happen to him?


Walter shrugged. That I can not say. I can tell you that Martin Leonidas will make Maruad pay for every crime he has committed upon you and your siblings. His bond with Torma is even more powerful then the one you have felt with Aricia and Isheeni.


Syrilth’s eyes grew a little wider. More? She gasped.


Walter smiled and nodded his head. He reached up slowly and laid his hand upon her snout. Be at peace now Syrilth of the dragons. From this moment forth… you are free.

HIGH COVEN/ZALEISIAN BORDER

KAVALIAN FEDERATION IMPERIUM INVASION FLEET

GREATSOUL-Class Kavalian Dreadnought
JANGARR

Pusintin strode onto the bridge of his Command ship and turned towards his command platform as his First Officer looked up from his station. 

The GREATSOUL-Class Dreadnoughts were entirely Kavalian built. The plans for the original LEONIDAS-Class Attack Cruiser had been procured through several of their contacts within the Union and the ship design was based off of those original plans, though equal in size to the LEONIDAS II-Class Strike Cruisers now in service. They were more bulky in design, and less streamlined, but they were almost every bit as deadly as the new Lycavorian Command Cruisers. The JANGARR had been Pusintin’s ship since its completion nearly eight years ago and the sheer size and power of the ship gave him a further boost to his already large ego. The Kavalian crew did not care about this for he was an excellent commander and he followed their ways to the letter since he had been raised Kavalian for most of his life.


“Report!” Pusintin barked.


“Our forward screening ship detected a REVERENCE-Class Dreadnought hiding within the Nebula.” The man reported. “It must have detected us on the edge of its sensors and it turned to run. We are pursuing it now!”


Pusintin settled into his chair on the raised platform. “Did we get identification on that ship?” He asked.


His First Officer nodded as he came up to him and handed him the data pad. “It is the vampire whore’s ship. BLOOD JUSTICE.”


Pusintin smiled. “Really? All the way out here?”


“Our spies within the High Coven… the traitors we have bought… their last report was twelve hours ago. Something to do with the Union King, his half breed daughter and an alien ship.” The FO replied reaching up to stroke the long hair on the side of his face.


Pusintin’s head turned quickly. “Alien ship?” He asked. 

Paber nodded. “A very large alien ship lifted off from Lycavore just over twenty-seven hours ago. We detected it on the very edge of our long range sensors, and only then because of its size. It altered course away from Lycavore and made an LSD jump. Our contacts have reported nothing since, though given that they have sensed something coming that is not surprising.”

Pusintin looked at the pad. “So there was a daughter. Now that is very interesting.” He spoke softly.


“We were able to detect the remainder of the BLOOD JUSTICE’S Strike Group before entering the nebula. They were in the process of jumping away from this system. The BLOOD JUSTICE destroyed our screening ship as well as two pursuing cruiser, and heavily damaged two others before making their own jump out of the system three minutes ago.” Paber reported.


Pusintin shook his head. “Not good. Did we hit them at all?”


Paber smiled. “The MIST DANCER hit them hard just before they jumped.”


“The MIST DANCER… that’s your son’s ship! A DIATAGA-Class attack Cruiser isn’t it?” Pusintin asked.


Paber bowed his head just a bit in reverence to his Commander. “You honor me that you remember this General.” He spoke.


“Your son is an excellent leader and ship Captain Paber. I remember good men.” Pusintin spoke. “How soon before we clear the nebula?”


“One minute present speed!” A voice called from the helm console.


Pusintin nodded. “Very well… have the 9th and 10th Diamonds break from the main fleet and proceed to Lycavore. Destroy this High Coven Strike Group and then they can rejoin with us.” Pusintin ordered. “Insure our Zaleisian allies are on the flanks and then execute the plan. Remind all commanders they are not to deviate from the established plan unless they contact either me or Keleru! I want…”


“General! We are receiving a secure data transmission from Prefect Keleru!” The communications officer barked out. “Five words only sir!”


Pusintin nodded. “Read it Lieutenant.”


“Sir… We have begun our attack!” The man answered.


Pusintin grinned widely. “Now we take back what the High Coven took from us so long ago.” He said. “Give the orders Paber. It’s time.”


Athani held the thick blanket around her shoulders as she stared out into the darkness of space, her keen eyes detecting hundreds of the ships assigned to their fleet begin breaking from the formation they had held for three weeks now. Her dark green eyes reminded you of a wild pine forest in their color, full of life and emotions. Her full lips were slightly parted as she held the mug of soothing hot tea in one hand, the effects of the searing hot shower she had just taken still evident on her lightly tanned flesh. Her skin was still somewhat pink in color as she had stood under the stream of water for nearly an hour after Pusintin had finished with her and moved on to Jalersi. Her ass was still sore from his huge cock and his lack of subtly and violent tendencies. At least this time he had taken her first, before fucking her sister until she exploded and then shoving his cock down Athani’s throat. She would taste her sister’s juices then, and while they were sweet and delicious, they belonged to her sister and it disgusted her knowing this. She did not mind swallowing Pusintin juices, and while they were somewhat bitter depending on what he had eaten recently, for the most part Athani found she liked the taste of his passion.

This time however Pusintin had been upset with her for not taking her daily injections of serum and he had fucked her longer and much harder this time, his fingers bruising her hips and shoulders as he pummeled her ass and yanked without regard on her re-growing tail. 
While the biogenic treatments had been permanent in removing the hair from her body with the exception of her long golden blond mane, she had to take daily injections to keep her long, incredibly dexterous tail from re-growing. Unlike the males of her species, many of whom cut their tails off, Kavalian females rarely did this. The initial biogenic treatments that she and Jalersi had received along with several thousand other Kavalian females made their tails shorten and shrink until finally they receded completely into the base of their spines. Without the daily injections however, their tails would sprout and re-grow within a week’s time. Athani hadn’t taken her injections for two days now, as she hated giving herself shots, and her tail had already reached twelve inches in length. It did not affect the shape or firmness of her ass, but it kept Pusintin from pressing as hard as he could possibly go inside her. The last time he had done that Athani was sore for days. He hated tails on females, and he made her know this by yanking and twisting her tail as much as possible while ramming his cock into her ass. Athani had endured the pain, for while she had to surrender her body to him whenever he wanted, she did not have to surrender her mind. When fully grown her tail was thin and reached nearly two meters in length. It was covered in a soft layer of short fine hair that never shed or came out and she had become expert at manipulating her tail for all sorts of purposes. It was something she missed having and she had discovered while very young that when fully grown, the base of her spine where her tail met her spinal cord was very sensitive to touch and could elicit sensuous ripples of pleasure through her if stroked properly.
Athani heard the door to her quarters open and she waited for several moments before turning. She could smell her sister’s melon like scent and she turned slowly with a sisterly smile on her face.

Athani never saw the vicious slap coming until it was too late. The blow carried enough power to rock her head back, sending the mug of tea flying and her crashing to the floor as she caught the angry twisted face of her older sister glaring at her just before she fell.

“You little bitch!” Jalersi growled at her. “How dare you!”

Athani lay on the floor of her quarters glaring up at her sister as her own temper flared and she came off the floor with cat like reflexes. Jalersi was ready for her though and as Athani surged into a leap to attack, Jalersi lashed out again with her hand, only this time it was a heel strike blow. It caught Athani directly between her full breasts and took the air out of her lungs as she crashed to the floor once more, her arms clutching her chest as she gasped for breath. Jalersi didn’t pause and stepped closer, slapping her hard again across her face a stinging pop that bloodied Athani’s lips and slammed her head into the floor. Athani groaned and pulled her body into a tight ball as waves of pain from her blows rippled through her. Jalersi knelt down and snatched her long blond hair in her hand and yanked her head up.

“I am better than you Athani!” Jalersi hissed. “You can’t beat me! You have tried for years and all you get is pain in return! When will you learn your lesson?”
“Jalersi I…” Athani started to speak.

“Shut up!” Jalersi snapped. “I have looked out for your future Athani and this is how you repay me? Pusintin told me you have not taken your injections! Why?” She demanded.

“I… I like my tail!” Athani nearly screamed as her sister yanked on her thick hair.

“Our father has given us a gift sister.” Jalersi spoke. “We are the future of our people, me, you and the eight thousand other females who received the same treatments we did. In order to maintain this future you must take the injections! He does not like it when your tail keeps him from fucking you hard and deep!”

“What if I don’t like it? Does that not matter?” Athani spat now, her eyes changing to vertical slits among the green.

Jalersi’s blue eyes narrowed and changed to vertical slits as well. “What you like is irrelevant!” She spat back. “I got mother to agree to this arrangement so we did not have to see you scarred every time a male wanted to taste your flesh Athani! As long as you remain with Pusintin and I… you are free of the bonds of our people until mother and I decide which male is best for you! Part of that arrangement was that Pusintin be able to break you in at least in some manner to the pleasures of the flesh. He can not have your pussy, so he takes your ass and mouth! I thought you liked the taste of him and how he made you feel Athani?”

“I have no choice when he surrounds me with his aura!” Athani spat. “I can’t help it! You are no different Jalersi! I have no choice whether I like the way he tastes or not!”

“Choice?” Jalersi spoke. “If you wish choice sister… then I will return you to our mother and you will endure the choice of whichever male suits her. I’m sure she will allow at least ten or twenty to sample your flesh before making a decision. By then you will have scars all over your body!”

“Father is… father is changing that!” Athani barked.

“Not fast enough to save you sister!” Jalersi hissed. She shoved Athani’s head away and watched her fall back to the floor. “Pusintin will only remain in this arrangement as long as you please him sister. As it is… he comes to me for satisfaction even after having you. Only I can please him as he desires!”

“If I will never please him… then why?” Athani screamed out.

Jalersi glared at her. “I made our father a promise to protect you from the old mating rituals of our people and keep you safe. This was the only way. As long as he does not take your pureness from you, Pusintin can use you how he wishes until mother and I decide it is time for you to take a mate and we find the right male. Preferably one that won’t carve up your body every time he fucks you!”

Athani slowly got to her feet glaring at her sister. “I will not take the injections!” She spat. “I like my tail… and the injections… they…”

“What?”

“They make me sick.” Athani quickly spoke the lie, her mind racing back to what they had been told as children by the doctors about the side effects of the injections. “It… it makes me vomit and I tremble for several minutes afterwards! I must… I must…”

Jalersi’s face changed suddenly and she stepped up to Athani and pulled her into her embrace. “Sister why did you not tell me?” She gasped pulling Athani’s head to her huge breasts and holding her tightly. “Athani… I am your sister… this is something you should tell me.”

“You did not… you did not appear to be sick.” Athani said as she wrapped her arms around Jalersi’s waist. “I wanted to be strong… I wanted too…”

Jalersi shook her head quickly. “No. I will tell Pusintin this is what happens.” She spoke. “I remember well what the doctors told us about these injections. I have heard of others who suffer the same thing sister. I… I do not have this issue and I wrongly assumed you did not as well. Forgive me Athani.”
Athani pulled back and looked at her. “I will… I will take them if you wish Jalersi. I do not want to return to mother and have to endure the ancient rituals.” She spoke quickly wiping tears from her eyes.

Jalersi shook her head. “No… I will explain it to Pusintin sister. He is a hard man… a cruel man… but he treats us both better than a male of our own kind would. He will understand if I explain it to him.”

“I will… I will become better Jalersi. I promise.” Athani spoke.

Jalersi nodded and pulled her into another embrace. “I know sister. You are still so young but I will teach you. You are safe with me Athani. You are safe.”

Athani did not close her eyes and Jalersi held her tightly against her breasts. Her pine green orbs held no emotion but anger and resentment. It was then that Athani made the decision to escape as soon as the first opportunity presented itself.

Escape into the unknown.

USU’OZEIB 7
HIGH COVEN COMMAND HEADQUARTERS


“Lost the signal from every sensor drone along the Zaleisian border from Sector Three to Sector Nineteen.” The High Coven Admiral spoke as he stood in front of the huge star chart built into the wall. “No drones along the Epeclion Border from Sector Sixteen through Sector Twenty-Two are answering our inquires! We are effectively blind along two of our three borders stretching for a total of eight point seven light years. We are wide open Milord.”

The men in this room were the most senior of the High Coven officers in the Empire. Men who had the connections and the support of very old and very influential Purebloods. Most of them had never really seen open combat since there had not been a large scale battle with the Lycavorian Union in over five hundred years. They were leaders of men and most never left the comfort of their offices or homes here on Usu’Ozeib 7. They had the best of everything, many with both wives and mistresses. 

“Wide open to what?” Another Admiral leaned forward. “No one would dare cross our borders to attack us! Not even the Lycavorian King is that crazy!” 

“We are wide open to an attack nevertheless!” The first officer spoke heatedly. “I have warned for years that this would be a problem if we relied solely on sensor drone data along our borders. Now we can’t talk to over half of them and our borders are exposed!”


“Were there any indications something was wrong before we lost the data from these drones?” Another officer asked.


The first Admiral shook his head slowly. “No. My main concern right now is why so many of these drones went down all at the same time! I have ships and crews dispatched to the Epeclion Border to begin repairs and find out what caused this.”


Veldruk looked at the man. “I have dispatched Commander Moran and my daughter Yuri to the Zaleisian border and we should be hearing from them shortly. The last report I received was that they would arrive within the hour, and that is four hours old.”


The second Admiral to speak snorted in disgust. “Milord… I do not know why you tolerate his presence. He is a half breed. A turned vampire, yet he commands a Strike Group. The Princess’s Strike Group. We have officers with far more seniority then he will ever be able to achieve.”


“He is also the only man to beat Admiral Pontal in open combat!” The first Admiral snapped. “Can any of your Pureblood officers say that? Even you failed that test Savin.” 


“If I recall so did you Corana.” He replied.


“Something I am not dismissing.” Corana answered. “That is not something that is a priority at this moment. Our borders are un-monitored and undefended! That is the situation we must address!”
 


“Milord, are you worried about an attack from somewhere?” Another officer asked.


Veldruk leaned forward in his chair. “In recent months there have been very discrete rumors about an event that was coming. Nothing specific of course… but these rumors foretold of plans against the Coven. I have tried to gather more information with my own sources… however most of them have failed me. When the Zaleisian Ambassador was here many weeks ago he said something to me that was out of place. Something in regards to our defenses. He said he hoped our defenses had not fallen by the way side with our recent trade agreements with them and the others we have signed. I thought that an odd comment so I began digging deeper and discovered that an agent we have had in place within the Union had gone rogue on me. He was a senior person within IES.”

“IES?” Another officer spoke. “The company that Isabella formed?”

Veldruk nodded. “This man began using his skills to barter for wealth. Unfortunately his skills were in biogenics.”

“Biogenics!” Corana hissed. “Biogenics has been outlawed for centuries. Here and even within the Union.”


Veldruk nodded as he rose to his feet and moved around the table to the counter where he poured himself a glass of Blood Wine. “Yes… well he was approached by three individuals. A Lycavorian and two Kavalian females.” He continued. “They wanted his work on the last phase of Biogenic cloning. He gave it to them… they paid him handsomely… and he began working for them.”

“What… what did he know Milord?” Corana asked his eyes open in shock.


Veldruk turned back to the table. “If the information I have is accurate… he remotely gained access to High Coven databanks nine times in the last hundred years alone. The last time just two months ago… right after the Zaleisian ambassador’s comments to me. The information he has gained in that time reflects our military readiness across the board… as well as the transmission and access codes of every sensor drone we have operational. I can only assume he passed this information to these three individuals.”


“To what end?” Savin asked calmly. “The Lycavorians would not start a war with us and they would never take the side of the Kavalians. In some respects I believe they regard their distant cousins with more distain than we do. The best they could hope to accomplish is a stalemate… which is what we have had now for centuries.”


“Not the Lycavorians.” Veldruk spoke softly as he returned to the table standing behind Corana’s chair. “The Kavalians.”


“Kavalians!” Corana gasped.


“The Kavalians!” The female voice gasped from behind him now.


The heads of every man in the room turned and eyes went wide when they saw who stood behind Veldruk. His own dark eyes were wide as he saw Aikiro standing beside Yuri and her Fleet Commander Admiral Tesand. Three Immortals stood behind them, their weapons at the ready.


Aikiro glared at Veldruk with murder in her eyes. She had stood just inside the door for several moments behind the privacy shield listening until she could no longer bear it. All of it made sense now. He had become overconfident and careless thinking himself infallible because of the power she had given him. He was walking down the road of their son Xerxes and he didn’t seem to be fazed in the least.


“Aikiro…” Veldruk spoke evenly. “This is a private meeting. You will need to remove yourself from…”


“Or what husband!” Aikiro demanded. “You will have me removed?”


“I do not wish to resort to such measures. This is a secure meeting of my inner staff in regards to …” Veldruk spoke.


“In regards to the future of the Coven your actions have put in dire straits!” Aikiro bellowed. “My Coven you miserable fool!” She screamed.


The men sitting at the table stared in open mouth shock at her words.


Almost fourteen thousand years he had ruled in her stead. 


She had given him the power he now held, and he had shaped it and refined it to exacting proportions. He was more powerful than her now. She had spent most of the last fourteen centuries on that insidiously hot planet studying everything she could about that half destroyed ship. True she had brought about the birth of their cloning process and it’s near perfect results, but he had built the Coven into what it was today. Not her. He would no longer allow her to make the decisions that it was now his right to make.

Veldruk looked at Yuri. “You are supposed to be on the Zaleisian border with your half breed consort!” He snarled. “Have you betrayed me as well?”

“You betrayed me over three thousand years ago when you ordered Xerxes to rape me!” Yuri shouted. “You ordered your son to rape your daughter! You are a monster! I hate you!”


Veldruk smiled a cruel smile. “I always knew it would someday become known.” He said softly. “I did it to help you. To make you stronger Yuri!”


“Make me stronger?” She screamed. 


Veldruk nodded. “And it has made you stronger. It has made you stronger than you will know. What lies has she told you?”


“Lies?” Yuri gasped. “If they were lies father … why did you try and kill your Immortal Captain to hide them?”


“Cha’talla betrayed me!” Veldruk barked. “His actions caused the most important agent we had within the Union to be discovered. He…”


“He told me everything Veldruk.” Aikiro spoke softly but loud enough to be heard. “You thought to kill him but you never stopped to realize just how strong Cha’talla really was. He survived the fall from your office and one of my Handmaidens found him and brought him to me.”


Veldruk looked at her intensely before a smile played across his lips. “You expect me to believe that?” He spoke confidently.

Aikiro tossed the data pad at him. “You can listen to what he told me in exacting detail if you wish.” She snapped. “He told me about the agent in IES, about Yuri, how you have suspected this man of selling his skills for a decade now and done nothing because you had hoped to use his research! You only decided to kill him and sacrifice your son to accomplish this when you realized that he was selling these skills to the Kavalian animals and that they might use that against us!” Aikiro screamed. “Cha’talla told me so much Veldruk. He told me about your secret deals with the Overseers in The Wilds. Your secret negotiations with the Anglar people! With the Limians! With the Ommuek!” Aikiro began pacing in front of him now, her eyes never leaving his face. 

“I should have seen it with your actions with those fool human men on Earth. Hitler! Stalin! Hussain! All men that you turned and controlled. They failed because you overestimated your skills Veldruk. You overestimated your abilities and intelligence! Your support of that rabid Lycavorian Chetak was simply unacceptable! How could you not know what his actions were going to be? How could you not know that the child Queen was that animal Leonidas’s Soulmate? The most sacred of all relationships those animals have and you missed it. Knowing the power he wielded, how could you not know he would eventually turn his sights on retrieving his whore! A potential alley in our struggle with them and Leonidas doesn’t just kill the man… he takes apart his entire pitiful empire! And he wins control of those dragon beasts. Beasts that would have been a huge advantage if they served us and not those dogs!” 

“Aikiro you…” Veldruk started to say.

“Silence!” Aikiro roared. “I have remained silent for fourteen centuries and I will remain silent no more! Now you lose of control of our own agents and spies! Your entire rule has been one failure after another! And now this catastrophe?”

“Milady… we don’t…” Savin got confidently to his feet.

Tesand lifted his hand and everyone saw it was filled with the small but powerful hand weapon. The Type U High Coven Assassin Pistol or CAP was a small but very powerful projectile weapon. It fired a rubidium ore laced round that exploded on contact with its target doing massive damage and it was carried by most High Coven deep cover agents. The sound of the weapon firing in the room was deafening and no one could move away as Savin’s head exploded as if a bomb had gone off, showering the four closest men to him with brain matter, blood and bone fragments.

Aikiro didn’t even bat an eye as she glared at Veldruk. “And now husband… now you can not even tell who among your own people is a traitor to the Coven. Admiral Savin has been dealing with the Kavalians for months! He has met with them in The Wilds on three separate occasions! I only began investigating him and many others several weeks ago and I was able to discover this information. I could not figure out why he would be meeting with our enemy… at least until this very moment.” 

“Tal’nel you will…” Veldruk began to speak.

“No father… I don’t think so.” Yuri spat.

It happened faster than the normal eye could follow. Yuri and the three Immortals that had arrived with them lifted their weapons and Tal’nel had no time to react. Three of the Immortal equivalent to the Spartan P190 and another Type U CAP flashed up and Tal’nel’s body did a ghoulish dance backwards as his chest, head and abdomen suddenly began to explode and come apart before their eyes.

Veldruk’s face twisted into a mask of rage and he lifted his hand to send his daughter smashing into the wall behind her with the three Immortals. Aikiro blurred in motion until she was in front of Yuri and the psychic blast of power that Veldruk unleashed she caught within the palm of her hand easily. She stood there with a smile on her face as she manipulated the silvery psychic ball, twisting it into different shapes and contours as Veldruk met her eyes.

“I am here to take back what I should never have given to you in the first place Veldruk.” Aikiro hissed at him. “Damn the culture and tradition of centuries ago. I should never have listened to my father when he said to take you as my husband and give you the means to rule.” Aikiro turned back to look at the psychic ball of energy in her hand and with hardly any effort and barely a wave she dissipated the ball of energy into thin air. “I gave you the power you wield Veldruk… and now I will take it back!”

Veldruk staggered back several steps. “Aikiro… I am… I am your husband! I am the father of our children!” He nearly yelled.

Yuri’s eyes grew wider at this sound from the man in front of her. She also noticed that the men at the table had taken notice of this as well. Yuri had never seen her father like this. He had spoken with fear in his voice. Real, palpable fear. It was an emotion Yuri thought her father void of. 

At least until this very moment.

Aikiro looked at Veldruk as she stepped closer to him. “I intend to rectify that situation right now… husband!” She spat viciously. “You remember Admiral Tesand don’t you?” She spoke motioning to the tall pureblood Admiral standing to her side, the CAP pistol leveled at the other men at the table. Aikiro’s words were like chips of ice flying through the air. “Of course you do… you were the one who promoted him and assigned him to me as my Fleet Commander. You failed once more in that regard Veldruk. You failed to see that he has wanted me for centuries.” Aikiro grinned meanly as she stepped closer to Veldruk and lifted her hand, running her long nails across Veldruk’s chest. “Oh… it was glorious Veldruk. Seven hours uninterrupted with a man who did nothing but worship me in ways you can not begin to imagine. He vithus me utterly senseless to be honest. Something you were never able to do. I thought my head was going to explode in pleasure… especially when he fed on my blood!”

Veldruk’s eyes went wide and he glared at Tesand from across the room. Tesand stared back at him without fear and he simply shrugged his shoulders in dismissal of him. Aikiro laughed at Tesand’s expression and actions and she turned back to Veldruk. “You see… he no longer fears you Veldruk. He knows there is nothing to fear from you while he shares my bed. While he is loyal to me. And he will share my bed for many centuries to come if I have anything to say about it.”

“You break the very Coven Laws you are…” Veldruk began.

“I AM THE COVEN!” Aikiro screamed. “Dos vithu wael! This is my Coven! Left to me by my father! And because of your incompetence it stands on the brink of the abyss!” (You fucking fool)

“Aikiro you must…” Veldruk began talking but Aikiro lifted her hand and his words stopped. He felt a heat suddenly burst forth from his veins and it was growing hotter by the moment. He reached up and pulled at his collar as sweat began to form on his exposed skin. He brought his hand down, eyes wide as he saw the veins under his skin pulsing.

“There will be no more talk Veldruk!” Aikiro snapped. “You have failed in your duties to me as a husband and a leader.”

The men at the table watched as she walked around him and moved to the chair at the head of the table and settled into it gracefully. Tesand moved slowly to stand slightly behind her and to the right, his hand holding the CAP pistol never wavering from the seated men, some of whom were coming out of their chairs as they saw what was happening to the High Lord. 

Veldruk groaned and began pulling at the thick robes he wore, tearing them from his body as Yuri moved to stand on the other side of her mother next to Tesand.

“I gave you the power you wield Veldruk… and now I will take it back as I extinguish your pathetic life.” Aikiro spoke in a low voice. “I never passed to you the full extent of my power Veldruk. I would have been a fool if I had done that. My father did not raise a fool! What I gave to you was a fraction of my power Veldruk. Given as fast as he is learning about his abilities and the untapped power within him… Leonidas could have squashed you like the insect you are within a decade.”

Veldruk staggered back as he tore the shirt form his chest exposing his flesh for everyone to see. What they saw frightened them right down to the pureblood toes. Every vein in Veldruk’s body was pulsing a deep blue color and rippling against the skin of his body, bulging outward. Veldruk clawed at his skin as the heat grew to proportions he had never felt. It was like liquid fire racing through his entire body and the pain was unlike anything he had ever experienced in his life.

The three Immortals moved along the table now, pushing the men back into their chairs. These Immortals had served only Lady Aikiro for their entire lives. They and the five hundred strong member unit they were part of had remained with her on Nuwaroa training endlessly for centuries. She had allowed them much leeway in their actions outside of their training rites, and while she treated them as servants, she had never gone out of her way to make them feel inferior as Veldruk had done. They had never wanted for anything, and while her anger was swift and her punishment equally as lethal, they respected her far more than Veldruk. She had given them schooling in subjects that would never have touched their minds off of Nuwaroa; they had the finest medical care of any Immortal within the High Coven. They were totally and without question loyal to her.
“I have spent ten thousand years refining my skills while I raised our children Veldruk.” Aikiro spoke slowly. “Narice will never know you as anything more than a fool. Yuri already hates you with every fiber of her being for what you have forced her to endure. What you had Xerxes do to her is vile even to our standards Veldruk. Now you will pay for that.”

Veldruk howled in agony as the front of his pants burst outward with a wet splashing sound. He crumbled to the floor in hideous pain, his eyes wide as the men in the room realized she had just caused his cock and balls to explode somehow.

“My abilities far exceed anything you have accomplished in your life Veldruk… as you are experiencing right now.” Aikiro spoke coldly as she looked at him. “Did you know that our blood begins to boil at a much higher temperature due to it resilience to most diseases and such. What you are now experiencing is the more advanced form of the Blood Fever Veldruk, only I am keeping your mind intact so that you may experience it first hand. The pain as your blood begins to boil within its veins without fresh blood to revive the cells in our body. And with such a massive wound as you so untimely just received, normally you would bleed out in minutes, but I thought I would extend that for a bit.”

Veldruk’s eyes were almost bulging from their sockets as the pain within his veins quickly began to override the searing pain form his destroyed groin. He rolled onto his back, arching off the floor by his heels and the back of his head as his veins began to burst open through his skin one at a time as the pressure became too much. The dark red blood sizzled as it hit the cool floor of the meeting room, his body now rigid in unimaginable agony, his skin and face crisscrossed by dozens of dark blue veins that had not yet exploded through his skin.   

“You may very well have brought about the death of my Coven Veldruk… and for that I will…”   
The internal COM unit built into the large table crackled and came to life interrupting Aikiro’s words.

“Milord… Milord Veldruk… I am the Watch Officer!” The obviously nervous voice stammered. “Milord… we are receiving a Priority One Status Secure transmission from the BLOOD JUSTICE! Milord… he has initiated a Code Three Blood Runner… and is demanding to be put through directly to you!”

Aikiro saw the eyes of the men at the table go wide and she looked at Yuri, her own eyes just as wide. “Yuri?” She gasped.

“It’s a military code mother!” Yuri spoke. “It’s a military code indicating that High Coven forces are engaged with hostile enemies! Mother you must…”

Aikiro lifted her hand as she turned to look at the two consoles built into the table in front of Veldruk’s chair. Tesand stepped forward quickly and touched one panel twice.

“This is Fleet Admiral Tesand! The High Lord has been executed for crimes against the High Coven! Lady Aikiro has assumed her role as Empress of the Coven! You will report to her directly!” He barked.

“The High Lord is…” The voice spoke softly.

Aikiro leaned forward. “You may route the transmission here now Watch Officer and please stand by to receive new orders!”

“Yes… Yes Milady… rerouting the transmission!”

The large holodisk in the floor in front of the wall encompassing Star Chart burst into existence. The transmission crackled and popped and they could hear shouting voices and then the view came into focus. Except they were not looking at the face of Robert Moran… they were looking at his empty command chair, smoke filling the background of the transmission and the sounds of yelling filling the speakers.

“Hard to port!” The voice screamed and Yuri gasped as she recognized Moran’s distinct tone. “Unmasked port side missile tubes! Reload starboard tubes! Give me a full spread on the plasma torpedoes!”

“Shields are down to eighty-three percent!” An unfamiliar voice echoed. 

“Maintain your course!” Moran’s voice cut in once more. “Visar!”

They saw a vampire officer cut through the transmission’s field of view. “Sensors are detecting forty-nine ships! They tracked our jump here Robert Moran!”

“We knew that was coming!” Moran’s voice spoke. “Shit! Evasive pattern Moran five three! Full power on the sub lights! Get between the EDGE OF THE WIND and those three cruisers! I’m not going to sacrifice my people needlessly!”

They watched as Moran came back into view and Yuri saw the deep gash on the side of his head, blood soaking his cheek and the collar of his uniform. As he settled into the chair he noticed the transmission was open. His face twisted into a snarl.

“I said don’t fucking contact me unless it was the High Lord damn you!” Moran screamed.

Aikiro moved into the transmission field and looked at him. “Veldruk is dead Robert Moran. I have taken over!” She spoke matter of factly. 

“Lady… Lady Aikiro?” He gasped.

“You are under attack Commander Moran?” Aikiro spoke. 

The men and women in the room winced as they saw the bridge of the BLOOD JUSTICE shudder violently almost causing Moran to fall forward from the chair.

“Three ships astern! They look like Heavy Cruisers of some sort!”
“Fuck! They’re coming out of the woodwork!” Moran swore turning away. “Remodulate shield harmonics to keep from having one hit take them down! Weapons free! All batteries weapons free! Target our missiles on the largest ships!” Moran turned back to the transmission. “We’re in deep here Aikiro!” He barked.

Aikiro disregarded his lack of protocol considering the situation he was obviously in. “Commander… Robert… what is happening?” She asked.

“We came out to the Zaleisian border just as the High Lord ordered! And we walked into a fucking trap! They were waiting for us! They took down all the sensor drones so we wouldn’t see them coming and they’re pouring across the border like fucking ants now!”

“Who is pouring across the border?” Aikiro asked her face horrified.

“The power signatures on the indicate Kavalian warships! Thousands of them, with troop ships intermingled!” Moran replied seeing the faces of everyone register their stunned shock as half the men in the room with Aikiro came to their feet. “We jumped back to Lycavore to try and get a better idea on what was happening but they followed us! Sensors indicated over three thousand warships of unknown origin! An equal number of troop carriers that we didn’t pick up initially! They sprang the ambush on us in Zaleisian space! We were…”

“You entered Zaleisian space without permission?” A pureblood Admiral hissed out.

Moran’s face twisted in a mask of anger. “Fuck you Pureblood! If it was up to you and those of you in that room they would have caught us with no fucking warning at all! As it is the High Lord waited too long to send us out here! You wouldn’t know they invaded us until they were cutting you down! The Zaleisians are involved in this! They have ships taking part you fool!” Moran turned back to Aikiro. “They’re splitting up as they enter High Coven Space! I was able to detect at least three major invasion corridors they were using before we had to jump here!”

“We destroyed the Kavalians!” The same Admiral spoke again. “They could not have done this!”

The BLOOD JUSTICE shuddered once more under unseen enemy fire. Moran glared at the man. “I’ll let you fucking talk to them if you want… but I doubt they’ll answer my request! They’re here damn it! I’ve lost half my Strike Wing already! We’re more maneuverable but they are matching our firepower! I need help or we are history! I’m tangled with an entire Fleet Group damn it! This is no incursion! It’s a fucking invasion! We need to alert all Fleets and mobilize the entire Command Structure!”

“That’s… that’s not possible!” Corana spoke. “Only selected units have gone to a higher status. The High Lord… he did not want to invite questions. Most of our fleets are conducting training maneuvers or are patrolling their assigned sectors!”

Yuri stepped up next to her mother now. “Robert… an entire 3 light year section of drones has gone down along the Epeclion Border.” She barked seeing his eyes go wide. 

“Ah fuck… they got us good!” He stated. “Yuri… you have to get ships out there now! The Dire Brood Fleet Group and Bone Shatter Fleet Group are closest to the Epeclion Border! They need to move there now! If they are coming across in two different locations we’re going to find ourselves holding our asses without a pot to shit in!”
“We can not send our forces out looking for forces we don’t know even exist!” The Admiral who had questioned Moran snapped. “We need to meet them head on where they are!”

“You stupid sonofabitch!” Moran screamed. “It won’t matter what we do if they hit us in the ass when we don’t expect it!”

“What do you know? You are a half breed! A turned vampire! You are nothing!”

“Pray I don’t get back there you arrogant pureblood fucker!” Moran shouted. “My men are dying while you sit there with your thumb up your ass! If I make it back there… pray I don’t find you… because I’ll cut you open and feed you to the rock spiders! You…”

“Enough!” Aikiro bellowed. She turned quickly to the one man who she knew would give her sound advice. “Tesand…”

“Moran is right.” He said instantly. “If we turn all of forces to meet them where he is and they are coming in behind us… all will be lost! We need to bring him home Milady.” Tesand spoke. “We do not know what is happening and we can not act like we are still in a cocoon as we have for so long.”

“If what the Commander says is true…” Corana spoke. “We will be leaving dozens of worlds undefended. We will be giving them three uncontested invasion corridors into High Coven space. The numbers Commander Moran have stated mean only one thing. They are here to conquer.”

“What choice do we have?” Tesand spoke. “We can not act blindly and throw everything we have at one point if they are pouring across our borders in other sectors.”

“Trade space for time!” Moran’s voice echoed. “We trade planets for time.”

Tesand nodded. “It is the only way.” He spoke.

Aikiro looked at Corana and saw him nod his head in agreement. “Militarily speaking it is the only course of action open to us. Politically Milady it could leave you very exposed when word spreads you have killed the High Lord and assumed power.”

“Fuck politically!” Aikiro snapped. “If I have to sacrifice some planets to save my Coven I will do so. And I will deal with any fool Pureblood who wishes to speak out against that decision! Tesand… you and Corana see to issuing the orders! He seems to be the only one in this room worthy of holding the rank he does! The rest of you are under arrest until I decide what to do with you!” Aikiro turned back to the transmission as the door burst open and more of the Immortals who followed her marched in. “Commander Moran, are you capable of escaping your current location?”

“I won’t leave my men!” He barked.

“Then all of you retreat!” Aikiro snapped. “I will not sacrifice you when it appears what we need now is men who will lead our forces to victory and not cower within the walls of power! Can you extract yourself?”
Yuri looked at the transmission. “Robert… Robert I was wrong! I was…”

“Protect yourself Yuri! No matter what happens… protect yourself and don’t worry about me.” He stated.

“Robert I…”

Moran opened his mouth to reply when the transmission went white and fuzzy, they saw a flash and then it was gone.

“Robert!” Yuri screamed.

Tesand gripped her arm. “The transmission was jammed Princess. Nothing more! The Kavalians must have discovered he was transmitting to us and they jammed him.”
Yuri nodded and looked at her mother. “Mother…”

Aikiro smiled at her with a genuine warm that only her daughters would know. “This man of yours has courage Yuri. He acts like a Pureblood.”

“He… he does have the tendency to resort to his baser language skills when he gets angry.” Yuri spoke with an embarrassing smile of worry. “I apologize for that mother.”
Yuri took her hands and shook her head. “I have caught a glimpse into why it is you feel for him as you do. Do not apologize for him acting as a leader should. Have faith in his abilities daughter. Be strong. I will need you more than ever now. And him when he returns. We must save our Coven.”

Yuri nodded quickly. “I know.” She spoke.

“Milady Aikiro…” The Immortal spoke from behind them. They turned and saw him standing next to Veldruk’s now cooling body. It looked as if someone had used a knife to carve long slits in his skin. Wherever a vein resided was now nothing but an open wound track where his vein used to be, exposing flesh and muscle underneath. A massive pool of blood surrounded his body, his eyes wide in death.

“Give his body to the waste dump.” Aikiro stated. “The insects need to feed as well.”

APO PRIME

MJOLNIR’S HAND BASE


“This is accurate Armetus?” Martin asked holding up the data pad and looking at him with wide eyes. 


The large office was void of anything except for the single table and four chairs. Armetus and Martin sat at two of the chairs while half a dozen Durcunusaan stood along the far wall.


Armetus nodded. “That is what they were able to send to me before all communications was shut down.” He answered.


Martin whistled. “Holy shit… that’s a lot of firepower.” He spoke. “Melda Min’s vision was right. At least part of it anyway.”


“It would appear so.” He said. “I would suggest we pay more attention to these visions that she has. At the very least we should not dismiss them.”


Martin nodded. “I’ll tell her.”


“Ceneu has all our Border Fleets at full alert and all Interior Defense Fleets are at full readiness.” Armetus reported. “I have ordered my people into deep holes Milord. We do not want to be caught in the cross fire between the Kavalians and the High Coven.”


“How did they do this without anyone knowing?” Martin asked.


Armetus shook his head. “The few remote drones we would send across into what we thought were the old Kavalian Empire corridors never gave a hint at what was happening.” He replied. “I surmise they somehow discovered the routine of our drones and planned for them. They haven’t changed in nearly a thousand years.”


Martin looked at him. “Stop them.” He ordered. 


“Sire?” Armetus looked at him surprised.


“With the exception of those caught on Earth, they went out of their way to detour around Union space to get to their jump off points Armetus.” Martin spoke. “In some cases by tens of light years. That tells me they don’t want to tangle with us. They were after Syrilth’s eggs and that’s the only reason they are on Earth. Hopefully Aricia and Isra will be able to discover why. Joarl said they gave up rather quickly when their situation was explained to them. I don’t want to provoke them in any way now. They just might come looking for these people of theirs and when we meet them… it will give us an idea into their leadership and intentions. We don’t know what they have… what they want. Let them go after the High Coven… we’ll just lay low and keep our eyes open.”


Armetus nodded approvingly. “A wise move. It will also give me time to follow through on your order.” He looked at Martin. “What about the clone?”

Martin met his gaze. “She can’t hurt us anymore than she already has.” He spoke softly. “Whatever she gave to them… they already have. Insure all Command Codes and Operational Plans are changed accordingly.”


“And Riall?” Armetus asked.


Martin shook his head. “He’s no clone. That is the first thing I had the doctors at the clinic determine. I’m going to keep Deia and the Senate in Sparta until I get word from you that you are reasonably sure we got all of them.”


“Isabella’s half brother Martin.” Armetus spoke. “They may or may not wish to exchange him for something. I suggest we keep the communication lines open and if they do want him back… let us get something worth his position.”


Martin nodded and leaned back in the chair. “Veldruk dead.” He spoke softly. “Now that is something I didn’t think I was going to hear for quite some time.”


Armetus nodded. “Nor I.” He said. “I have feelers out now to discover as much about this Empress Aikiro as we can. That is what they are calling her. I don’t want to press too far just yet however. If what Anja sent down to me is accurate… she appears to be as old as Veldruk was if not older. As old as your grandfather would be right now… and like him… a direct descendant of these Pralor beings you spoke of.”


Martin nodded. “This Sadi girl.” He spoke. “I want her looked after Armetus. Her father doesn’t…”


Armetus shook his head. “He does not know the full scope of her involvement or what her step mother forced her to do. I don’t Sadi will tell him… and I certainly see no need to.”


Martin nodded. “Her Mindvoice powers have increased expeditiously since Elynth and Andro touched her. I’ll talk to Helen and see if she feels Sadi should enter the School of the Mages or whatever she is calling it.”


“She has turned out to be a very strong young woman sire.” Armetus spoke.


Martin nodded. “My son wouldn’t have chose her if she wasn’t.” He spoke confidently. He held out the pad to Armetus. “You should be aware of this.” He said. “As it stands right now only Anja and I know what you are about to read and right now that is how it will remain.”

Armetus held Martin’s gaze for a long moment questions in his eyes before dropping them to begin reading. His dark eyes grew wider the more he read and he looked up quickly. “Milord… Martin… this is not possible.” He gasped. “It can’t be possible… can it?”

Martin nodded slowly. “It’s not only possible… it’s fact.” He spoke. 

“Are… are you sure?” Armetus asked.

“My nose told me first… but Anja confirmed it.” He spoke.

“How?” Armetus asked.

Martin shook his head. “I don’t know… but that is what you are going to find out. You personally Armetus. I trust no one but you with this information. Find out how. Find out where. No one else is to know.”

“Will you…?”

“No. That is not necessary right now… and something tells me it was done purposefully.” Martin spoke. “Perhaps… perhaps one day… but not now.”

They both turned as the door slid aside and Andreus walked in. They turned to look at him as he nodded and stepped to the side. Martin came to his feet as the two Durcunusaan pushed clone/Gorgo into the room. Her hands were secured behind her back and she looked defiant. Martin inhaled deeply and detected the differences immediately now that he had scented his real mother. His mother’s vanilla scent was much more pungent and clear than the clone, and he felt a little better knowing that there was no way he would have ever been able to tell the difference. His mother had told him he was placed in the sleep chamber long before his ability to differentiate between scents had developed. There was no way he would have known the difference, and Anja had already told him that it was easy for the clone to explain away the differences in her scent due to the massive Ion surge that had happened in the transport the day she took the real Gorgo’s place.

The Durcunusaan escorted her to the chair. “Sit.” One growled at her.


The clone glared at Martin and yanked her arms from the Durcunusaan’s grasp. “I don’t want to sit!” She barked.


The Durcunusaan placed his hand on her shoulder and forced her down until she was sitting in the chair. “You will sit clone scum!” He spat.


The clone yanked away from him again as he removed his hand and stepped to the side. She stared across the table at Martin and Armetus. “I will tell you nothing!” She hissed.

“I don’t intend to ask you anything.” Martin spoke softly.


“Veldruk himself trained me to resist all types of questioning and drugs!” She stated.


“For all the good it did him.” Armetus spoke. “Veldruk is dead. Killed by his wife it seems. It appears as if the Kavalian Empire has made a resurgence and they are at this moment hitting the High Coven with thousands of troops and ships.”


The clone’s face softened then with this information and she sat back in the chair not noticing the cloaked figure enter the room and move slowly behind her. “Then I will be part of a prisoner exchange?” She demanded.


Martin shook his head. “No.” He stated flatly. “There will be no prisoner exchange… at least none that you will be part of.”


“Then why have you brought me here?” She barked. “Do you wish to look upon the face of your dead mother and wonder what she was truly like? She was weak you know! You should have heard her scream out when they raped her! She bellowed like a child I was told! She…”


The clone stopped talking when she sensed the cloaked figure come directly up behind her and lean close to her head as the pain lanced through her back. She inhaled sharply as the blade of the Shukur sliced through her spine with ease, passing through her lungs with ease, the eight inch long blade not stopping until the point of the bloody steel punctured the skin between her breasts, blood staining the front of the tan uniform she wore. The pain was horrible… as she tried to arch away from the source but the thin hand with slender fingers went to her shoulder and held her down with surprising strength. 

“She is not dead however!” Gorgo’s voice hissed next to the clone’s ear as she drew back the hood exposing her wolf eyes and extended fangs. “She has returned from the abyss of death to reclaim all that was taken from her! To reclaim what is mine! What was always mine! What will be mine until I truly pass from this life! You have lived my life for too long abomination! I would like it back now!” Gorgo turned her face to look at the clone. “Your blood will insure that.”


Gorgo twisted the blade inside the clone’s body causing her to gasp as blood spilled from between her lips and the remainder of her lungs was shredded completely. Her dark eyes were fading fast and the last thing she saw before blackness washed over her were the yellow eyes of Martin Leonidas… his dual fangs exposed in a cruel snarl as he leaned across the table.


“You are here because I made a promise to my mother!” He growled at her. “And I will always keep my promises to my mother!”


Martin stared into her fading eyes as Gorgo used what strength she had in her body to rip the blade upwards, the point protruding under the clone’s uniform as it rose and sliced through the fabric until it lodged against the bottom of her shoulder blade. 


Gorgo let out a howl of rage and ripped the chair back, smashing it to the floor as she glared at the now very dead clone of herself. She spit on the body as Martin moved around the table to stand next to her.


“Now…” Gorgo gasped. “Now I am free!” 

She spoke the words turning to look at her son. She stepped over the cooling body as blood pooled beneath her and slid into the embrace of her son. Martin buried his face into her hair as he crushed her to him and Gorgo relished in the sensations that coursed through her.

Armetus looked at the Durcunusaan. “Take this… thing… out of here. Burn it until there is nothing but ash and then dump the ash into the waste facility.”

The two Durcunusaan moved to comply as he looked at Martin. 

Martin lifted his face and met his eyes. “Armetus… you, Ceneu and Vistr are in charge until further notice. Vengal is going back with me. I’m taking my mother home.”

Armetus nodded. “I will contact you if I need to sire.”

Martin leaned over and lifted his mother into his arms and turned to look at Armetus. “Kmyla and your son are ready?”

Andreus nodded. “Waiting for us.”

“Then let’s get gone. We have a few more things to settle before this adventure is truly over.” Martin spoke as he headed out of the room.

